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Being a Museum
of Planar Archaeology
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This area is rated DMG!
Please seek your Dungeon Master's guidance before reading any further!
While no "official" darks are given away, your DM may wish some of this new information to remain secret.
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Everything has a Hidden Past. Especially the Planes...
...And Magnum Opus, medusa explorer, historian, chronicler and archaeologist, makes it her business to find out the dark. You're a fortunate cutter: It's a precious few who even hear about Magnum's Musée, let alone find out where it is and get past the gargoyles outside. Mind, you've not yet done the latter. Magnum's pet gargoyle, Render, is watching you...can you see him yet? Be careful! Chant goes he can slay with a single glance! (Well, what d'you expect from a medusa's bodyguard, cutter?)



If you wish to remain lucky, you must tell no-one of this place, and must never let slip the darks which are about to be revealed to you. While, as Magnum herself states, "alas, I cannot prove a word of it", should this chant fall into the wrong hands the consequences might be...shall we say...embarrassing. Besides, the Hardheads will jump at any excuse they can find to shut this place down. So if you like your darks dark, touch Render's claw and he'll think about allowing you inside...
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Copyright 1997, 1998 text by Jon Winter
Magnum Portraits by Chris Appelhans, Raytraced Musée by Jeremiah Golden, Gargoyle by Zak Arntson
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Under the Rafters: The Mezzanine of Lies, The Garrett of the Nightmares
Up the Staircase of Agonies: The Library of Fools, The Gallery of Venoms
At Street Level: The Vestibule, The Hall of Terrible Silence
The Musée's Bowels: The Cellar of Dark Secrets, The Dungeon of Regret
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You are standing in my Grand Vestibule.
Ain't she beautiful?
Feel free to come on in and wander around, though don't tarry too late in the evening,
especially in the cellars. One never knows what one might meet down there.
Please find the floor plan to your left useful as you guide yourself around my Musée.
If you need me, you can find me in my private chambers in the tower...
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Discover Magnum Opus: Cage Rattler
If you've got any comments, suggestions or ideas for future exhibits, I'd love to hear from you.
Use the modified magic mouth spell I've cast here to send me messages nice and personal, like...
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"The hand that rattles the Cage is the hand that rules the world..."
– Cager proverb 
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MAGNUM OPUS
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter, art by Chris Appelhans 


QAIDA:
Magnum Opus, you have long been regarded by Cagers as an eccentric verging dangerously on the barmy. What have you to say in your defence?
MAGNUM
OPUS:
Nothing. The chant is probably right. I don't know anyone else who'd willingly venture to Nessus, and then tell anyone who asked all about it. Digging up the darks that the Multiverse would rather forget is my passion, and probably will be the death of me, but this far I think I've escaped retaliation from the berks whose secrets I'm exposing. Perhaps that's because I'm often out of the Cage on business, or in the Cage out of reach, or maybe it's because my museum is so hard to find. Whatever; maybe I'm just lucky.
Q:
You do seem comfortable with this mimir. I normally have to remind cutters to speak up and talk at the mimir while I am interviewing them.
M:
I am familiar with mimirs. I have about a dozen of my own, stationed in my museum. I use them to record my essays and research; after all, more bashers can understand spoken common than read it for themselves. Besides, I find mimirs most useful for recording observation taken in the field; rather like you are doing yourself right now, except my subjects tend to be a little older than yours.
Q:
You mentioned your museum. Do you think people are really interested in what you have to say? After all, it did happen a long time ago.
M:
You only have to look at the faces of my visitors to see that's a silly question. Real bloods are always curious about anything unknown, but when I present them with theories that may answer the more fundamental questions of our existence, they're doubly keen to learn. You might say that the ancient history of Baator is dead and gone, but I believe it's important to understand how the baatezu came to be like they are. If you understand something, you're all the more prepared for it when it comes. And maybe it's the Signer in me talking now, but I find it hard to believe a Multiverse that you've imagined yourself could hold secrets that you can't or shouldn't learn about. Maybe that's why I do what I do...
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SEE ALSO:
Cage Rattlers:-- 

Belbrox, Marchosias Chou, Julius the Symmetrical, Soma Purusha, Martiken Solitz, Traloc, Voilà!. 

Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- 

Kesto Brighteyes (p.16), Lissandra the Gateseeker (p.60), Qaida (p.80), Lu Ruskin (p.86), Tripicus (p.102), Will of the One (p.110), Zadara (p.118). 

Magnum Opus' Musée Arcane 
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Q:
You have been accused by Tripicus, ursinal scholar of the Prime, of being sensationalist and making claims without being able to offer evidence.
M:
I have. In turn, I accuse Tripicus of being a dreary old bear. He well knows that progress in theory cannot be made without a little guesswork. I make it clear to all my visitors that I cannot prove a word of what I offer, but if they had seen the sights I have seen then I assure you there'd be a lot more faith in my ideas. Actually, I'm looking into adding visual effects to the Musée by way of illusions and phantasms. I asked Kesto Brighteyes if he'd help me, but he's too busy with his bookshop, apparently. He recommended instead another gnomish friend of his, one Belbrox. I don't suppose you've heard of him? It's something I'll be pursuing, I think, provided he's not too expensive.
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Q:
Does your work pay well?
M:
No. I don't charge much for entry into my museum; I figure that if cutters are keen enough to hunt for it then they deserve a break. I run up expenses pretty fast on my expeditions too; magic and psionics to protect a party from the more hostile planes, and guides like the blood Martiken Solitz sadly don't come cheap. But then who ever said the truth wouldn't be costly, eh? Much of my work is funded by donations from bloods who recognise its importance. They would like to remain anonymous.
Q:
Bloods like Zadara the titan, Marchosias Chou and Traloc the sharn?
M:
You took the very words out of my mind! Interesting power you have there. I trust those names will travel no further than your mimir?
Q:
You live alone in the Musée. Do you get lonely?
M:
I used to. Some years ago I took a companion in, but forgot the effect my visage would have upon him. Of course, I paid to have the poor sod changed back to flesh, but he left me shortly afterwards. I always wear a veil of gold thread now, unless I'm scaring off intruders! While I might dwell in the museum alone, (except for the ghosts of course), I do have many friends in Sigil. Dear little Julius often visits me, the planewalker Soma Purusha borrows and lends me books, and Lu Ruskin the tiefling key merchant, she likes a good bit of dark, which I exchange for keys I need to the rare portals I locate. That reminds me; Lissandra the Gateseeker pays good jink for dark on those portals too. There's another source of income.
Q:
I understand you know the tout Voilà! Tell me about him.
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M:
Ask him yourself! He's the only one who really knows. As you well know, I'm not one to keep secrets to myself, but the only thing I can tell you is that he certainly ain't a githzerai. 'Course, I can't prove a word of it; it's just a hunch I have. But you also well know that one of my hunches is as good as the truth, most times. He's at least as inquisitive as yourself too, my dear.
Q:
Is there anything you do not dare to research?
M:
Only one. I will not touch upon the Lady of Pain's history. Heavens know I know more about it than your average tout, but she is one blood I won't be featuring in my Musée. Why? It's purely by her grace that I'm still out of the dead book right now, I reckon. I've heard chant that says I'm a favourite of hers, but if so, she never told me! Besides, a Lady needs her privacy, doesn't she? If those leatherheads of the Will of the One want to pry and meddle into her decrees, they're welcome to, but I'll make sure I'm on a far away plane the day the Lady comes to put a stop to their antics! I've always been a mainstream factioneer myself; it's the fringes of history that interest me.
Q:
Magnum Opus, thank you very much.
M:
The pleasure was all mine. I hope you'll come and visit me in the Musée soon.


YOU ARE ON:
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If you ain't afraid of heights, take a look over the balcony, cutter. There's quite a pretty view all down through the Musée; you can even see the bloodstained steps to the cellars. Don't lean too far, though: Had some nasty accidents recently. Could be invisible stalkers again; the assassin bashers've been detected here before. But not in the last few weeks, so probably not to worry, eh? 

Why the Mezzanine of Lies? Well, for one I don't want to give visitors the wrong impression. It's always best to remain healthily sceptical of historians, even ones who research as thoroughly as myself. There's so very many charlatans about, that I wouldn't want you to accept all my chant without thinking. And if you have a think, and still like it, so much the better for me.
But the real reason for the name is a secret. It's one of the few thing I simply won't reveal. So don't ask me. I'll only get cross...
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"Things as they Are
Things as they're Said to Be
Things as they Ought to be."
- Bas-Relief Carving on the Mezzanine of Lies
[image: image35]
[image: image36.jpg]



[image: image37.png]



Any cutter worth his salt and pepper knows about the Powers and the Planeborne races. But what about the Powers of the Planeborne races? Don't hear much about them, do you? Sure, there are Baatezu temples, Abyssal Lord-Gods, the Eladrin worship their Faerie-Queen-Power, and the Archons have powers by the dozen on their Shining Mount. But ever heard of a Yugoloth Altar? Slaad saying prayers? Modrons splashing holy water around? Didn't think so. Ask this mimir nicely, and it'll tell you a little more of my theories on the subject...
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"Quintessential" is a term not often used on the Outer Planes -- it refers most often to the fifth Elemental Province (see my exhibition on the Ancient Planes in this very mezzanine for more information on that). However, sages and philosophers also use the word to signify the embodied essence of an entire race. The best known Quintessential is Primus, the symbol of all Law and the ruler of the modrons. But what of the other planeborne races? 

Well, only the "pure" races have Quintessential leaders. True, the baatezu have their Lords of the Nine, the tanar'ri have Abyssal Lords, the archons their Thrones and the eladrin the Fairy Queen. But powerful though these being may be, they are not the essences of philosophy that leaders of the other planeborne races represent.
See, there are five quintessential planeborne races: the modrons are all that is Law, the slaad embody Chaos, the guardinals are pure Good, and the hearts of the yugoloths are utter Evil. Between them all, the rilmani represent total Neutrality. Of all these races, only the modrons have an obvious leader, but delving deeper, we find that all five races have more in common than first meets the casual gaze.
Though the rest of the Multiverse knows of Primus the Modron King, it seems the modrons themselves do not. In the bizarre hierarchy of the barmy boxes, each rank is only aware of the caste immediately above and below itself. Thus of all the modrons, only the secundi know of Primus himself. The rest of the race merely assumes that there is a leader, and through their belief in natural superiority the Quintessential ruler is sustained.
The chant goes that the rilmani also have a ruler figure in their mythology, though they have never confirmed nor denied this to the outside world. It's rumoured that the leader of their race is none other than the Lady of Pain. Consider the evidence: she dwells at the Spire as do they, she remains as aloof and uncaring as the rilmani themselves, she too is metallic in colour, and her powers are unknown and mysterious. It's reckoned the reason the rilmani keep so quiet about it, aside from their customary enigmatic nature, is that the Lady herself does not know she is their figurehead, and nor must she know. Why not? Who can say, cutter. Perhaps the rilmani are worried that she'd flay the lot of them for worshipping her, even though by rights they ought to!
As for the chaotic slaad; these creatures would at first seem to be too disorganised to have a unifying leader, and indeed, none is present in their religious or social structure. They do, however obey a rigid caste system of colour and strength. Weaker slaad are deferential to their stronger brothers, and this hierarchy continues right to the top. It seems that slaad assume their have a ruler, though they seem to have no idea what it might be. Or do they? Planewalkers have often commented upon the slaad's curious tendency to congregate around their Spawning Stone. Could this apparently innocent rock in fact be some sort of racial leader? It's a theory, at least.
What of the yugoloths? While these fiends are at least as secretive as the rilmani, more is known of their beliefs. Maybe that's because you just can't bribe a rilmani like you can a yugoloth! These most fiendish of fiends apparently believe in and fear their leader, who may or may not be the legendary General of Gehenna. If not, the leader may be of the rarely mentioned "Clan Baern". While the ultroloths appear to rule the race, I have it on good authority that only the ultroloths know there are creatures of more pure and dangerous evil than themselves. I'd dread to meet one of those bloods!
Finally, the good Quintessential. There seems to be no single answer here; depending upon who you ask, you'll be fed different chant. A yugoloth source of mine steadfastly swears that there used to be a leader of Good, only the tanar'ri slew it thousands of years ago. The guardinals, who you might expect would sneer at this and refute it wholeheartedly in fact do not. Privately, they seem divided on the issue. Some guardinals believe their oft-prophesied Great Leader has not yet arrived, and wait patiently for signs and omens of its appearance. Planologists predict its arrival almost yearly, though nothing has yet come of the flam they seem to talk. Other guardinals reckon that their saviour has already arisen (pointing to countless obscure harbingers to back up their claims), and maybe there's a sect of them out there actively seeking it out, in whatever guise it may have adopted. Detractors argue that when the saviour emerges (returns?) good-kind will surely know about it! A final bunch claim they don't have a leader, and that it doesn't matter a fig, because evil is its own worst enemy and don't need anything to oppose it.
Alas, I cannot prove a word.
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Special thanks to Ken Lipka who prodded and prompted most helpfully :-)
This is an area I'll probably return to expand upon in the future.
Any comments or suggestions'd be gratefully received.
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 Now listen up, cutter. This ain't so much one single exhibit. It's more a collection of discoveries and observations that I've turned up during my researches. They'll doubtless be parts you don't believe, and probably parts you don't want to believe. But I'm confident that while it mightn't all be true, none of it's a lie. Alas, I cannot prove a word. 

While most cutters think of the planes as having being created by the powers or some other Original Force, a lot of them also reckon the planes are eternal. Infinitely old, yet with a beginning? Sounds like a recipe for slaad stew, you might think, but think of the Spire. That's infinitely tall and yet had both a root and a tip. So maybe you shouldn't feel so uncomfortable about it after all. Ask the mimir nicely, and I'll spill many more lights to illuminate the dark...
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What Has Come Before?
It's a cert that the planes haven't always looked the way they do now. Think about it. Even the most clueless prime admits that the humanoid races haven't been around for eternity like the Multiverse has. Creatures and races and civilisations come and go, and that's where I start to get interested. What has cone before? Can we still see the marks it has left on the planes? Will it ever return? 

If you dig deep enough, you can find anything. Information, secrets, a little extra garnish in your pocket. Or more literally speaking, fossils. Nature is often stranger than magic, you know. When a creature dies and gets buried in the right place, over many years its bones turn to stone! Whether that's due to the intervention of some barmy power, or the creeping fingers of the Plane of Earth, who can say. But being a medusa myself, I find the thought of being immortalised in rock strangely comforting...
Anyway, if you find these fossils, they can tell you a great deal about the way the planes used to look. If you go digging on the prime, you'll often find monstrous great lizards, like dragons but less magical (little more than giant cows with scales, most of 'em). Some of the more backward primes still have these beasts roaming about on 'em, but for the most part they all died out suddenly. The curious thing is that this seemed to happen on a lot of Primes at once. Why? Well cutter, according to The Tyme of Divyne Hosts' Wrath, a gehreleth writing from the period (you'd better believe these books are sodding old!) it was at about this time that the fiends first discovered the Prime. Seeking fresh battlefields for their infinite Blood War they spread to it rapidly, slaughtering, pillaging and dragging off anything they could find to help them in their evils. To the native creatures of these worlds the fiends dropped from the skies as a burning, screaming force, and the clouds of death and poison that they brought swept the whole plane, blocking off the sun. Truly must've been a devastating sight.
Fortunately for the Prime, the powers who'd taken so much time to make the Plane of Life's Source (as the plane was called in those Ancient Times), decided it was time to protect their creation. With divine fury they stormed down from their palaces in the heavens and went to war with the fiends. The destruction was great, and many of the gods were slain. The fiends were slowly outmatched, and in one of the rarest events history has known, tanar'ri and baatezu fought side by side to save themselves. Of course, it didn't last long; the story goes that the tanar'ri betrayed their fiendish brothers (the tanar'ri tell the opposite story, of course) and the powers eventually drove them back to the Lower Planes.
To protect the ravaged Prime the powers erected magical barriers of eldritch power, and forced the fiends to sign contracts, promising never to return to the plane. As we know today, the wily fiends have found loopholes in these rules and can manifest on the Prime if summoned, but the Blood War, for the most part, has been confined to the Infernal Planes.
So says The Tyme of Divyne Hosts' Wrath, at least. But the tome is also interesting for its omissions. It makes no mention of any humanoid race in the entire ten thousand years of its span, much of that concerned with civilisation on the Prime. It would appear that at the time of the Blood War's arrival there were neither human nor elf nor dwarf in all of Creation. Neither were there the goblin races, nor illithids, nor giants. In fact, there seem to be no mammals of any sort (and no, I know illithids ain't mammals!) Unless the Tyme is grossly misleading us (and that is something which I doubt very much), there cannot have been sentient life as we know it.
Yet this poses a problem to the philosophers. See, it's also well established that the Outer Planes are constructed from the belief of mortals, and that fiends and celestials are the spirits of the dead. Well, if there ain't thinking beings, how can the planeborne races sustain themselves, and where do the powers draw their energy from? Animals and plants provide energy, sure, but where do the sentient, self-aware characteristics of the planeborne and powers arise from?
I can draw only three conclusions. The first is that there were other, greatly alien civilisations on the Prime before the humanoids. The second is that the powers of the time were not the same as they are today. The third is that our assumptions about the nature of the planeborne are themselves fundamentally flawed. In each case, there is a great gulf between the Way Things Are now and the Way Things Were. I hope the bridges I build can help to span that chasm of knowledge.
A Multiverse without Mammals
While today there are many intelligent creatures capable of forming a culture with powers and a concept of other planes, precious few of them are anything other than mammals. Lizard men, for example, are reptilian, and bullywugs are amphibian, but you try naming more than a handful more. In fact, these races were never particularly great, as their own mythologies admit (save the lizard men -- apparently on the prime worlds of "Krynn" and "Toril" they claim to have fallen from some position of grace). They are currently at their peak (having only recently learned the use of tools and worship of shamanic nature spirits), so we must look elsewhere for the missing ancestors of the planes. 

The clue in fact lay upon the backward prime world of Toril, and even then was only incidental. See, several cycles back, this barmy death power Moander was keen on raising hells on the plane, and bade its priests to gather slaves and bind them to its foul will. One of these slaves was of a race new to the "Forgotten Realms" (as the inhabitants rather amusingly call their world); a creature known as a saurial.
Now saurials ain't native to Toril, and they ain't common in most places either. In fact, the race hails from precious few worlds, and coincidentally, all of these world are ones where dinosaurs never really disappeared, and mammals never really came into existence. What am I implying? That these self-same worlds were never discovered by the fiends and never destroyed when the Blood War hit the Prime. That they are few indeed in number tells of the thoroughness and determination of the fiends to seek new battlefields.
Saurial mythology itself is hard to comprehend, rooted as it is in the notching of wooden sticks and scents rather than written language and oral history, but from what I have translated (or rather, garnished Milori to translate for me) indicates that it is truly ancient. Saurial civilisation has not changed for millions of cycles, and their traditions and beliefs are stronger than virtually any I've encountered on any plane.
So could it be that the ancient planes were at least partly constructs of the saurials' collected beliefs? Maybe. Look at the shapes of fiends, for example. Many of them have horned heads and scaly reptilian skins, just like the saurials. And although nobody really knows what they are, it's abundantly clear that fiends ain't mammals. The word "Baator" and the saurial word "Beyatir" (deep pit) are similar in root. And the diaries of the long-forgotten Abyssal Prince Gynas (a high-up mentioned in the Tyme) wrote of "the lit'le creetures with heds of snayks, and hornes all carv'd and skyns of scale" which he encountered (and slew) on prime after prime. Could these be saurials? Are they the real believers who shaped the planes, long before we humanoids appeared and moulded them further with our beliefs?
If you can swallow this, then how about some more extrapolation? The Rule of Threes might dominate the planes now, but peer back into the shrouded past and you'll find it was not always the case. Scholars of saurial psychology (few and far between though they are) tell me that the mindset of the reptilians is one of duality; opposites, not combinations. There is right and wrong, truth and lie, left and right, black and white, Sigil and Spire, Fire and Water, Air and Earth, Positive and Negative, Upper and Lower Planes. There ain't a three amongst these basic concepts. Things like Law, Chaos and Neutrality arise from combination, a concept quite alien to the saurial castes, so I'm told. These subtleties were invented later, perhaps by mammalian minds. Could it also be said that the more fundamental parts of the Great Ring and beyond were created by such minds, and later altered by the beliefs of others? It'd surely explain many contradictions and inconsistencies in the planes...
How the Powers have Changed
If you're a scholar of myths, you'll doubtless have read of Creation. Every culture has its own spin, and they seldom all agree (leaving one to wonder whether it's possible all of them could have occurred, or none, or whether generations of storytellers have just exaggerated things beyond recognition). But you know something that really bothers me? It's the humans' myths. 

See, if you go far back enough, you'll eventually reach The Beginning. Usually there was nothing, or there was chaos, or there was unmoving law, and then some spark set it all into movement. Powers appeared and begot other powers (as only a power can!) and then they eventually set about creating the creatures of the Multiverse. Of course, since time ain't usually invented till halfway through, nobody really knows how long this all took. Some say a week, some say millennia. You must also excuse the rather bigoted way the humans' myths rarely account for the elves or the orcs, or the saurials. Things haven't always been so enlightened as they are today.
But that's not what bothers me. It's the way that the First Powers are usually very different to the later ones. Take the Greek Pantheon for example. In one reading of the myth, the First Powers there were Nyx and Erebus, and together they produced a gigantic egg from which the Planes were born. Eggs appear in some Egyptian myths, and more from other cultures too. However, once the powers have emerged from their egg they seem almost human in their reproductive habits.
But humanoids don't lay eggs! Why would their deities do so? And why would the children of the first deities stop? What if these first deities are not in fact related to humanoids at all, but were saurial deities...the reptilian creatures do lay eggs. When the saurials largely died off, the powers assumed new forms and new habits, and created a new race, this time the mammals. And this missing gap between the first powers of the Multiverse and first powers of the humanoids are where my Ancient Planes actually fit.
What are Little Fiends Made Of?
Well, it ain't sugar and spice and all things nice, and that's a cert. According to my researches, neither are they made of the souls of dead mortals, as conventional "wisdom" would have you believe. No, for the roots of this tale, you have to look a lot further back, funnily enough to the Inner Planes. 

While conventional wisdom once again come up with the "unassailable" evidence that there are four elements, the truth, I believe, is very different. Consider for a moment the numerous cultures that reckon there are in fact five elements. The Chinese claim Wood is an element, the Alchemists think Aether (is this Ether? Perhaps...) is the missing one. Others point to Metal, and some say it is Thought or Divinity. Well, they're all right, and they're all wrong.
See, if any of these were true, there'd surely be a fifth elemental plane nestled amongst the others in the Inner Ring. There ain't. There ain't a fifth para-plane, or pair of fifth quasi-planes. Yet at the same time, wood, metal and thought are common enough in most parts of the planes, so it ain't like there's a shortage of them. As for Aether; well, if this is Ether (you never can tell with alchemists) then there's an abundance of that, and it acts even less like an Elemental Plane than the Astral does. Besides the rest of the Inner ring gel neatly into one another...the sphere is perfect and there's nothing missing. Or is there?
When I was last on the Inner Planes (investigating a possible portal to the Ordial, if you must know), I decided to test a few theories. Using a stone tell spell I spoke with some of the most ancient bedrock of the Plane of Earth. 'Course, you can't take anything a stone says at face value (who can fathom the mind of an inanimate object, berk?), but the strange elemental spirits certainly didn't deny there was ever a fifth Elemental Plane. In fact, the things it did reveal (which'd be impossible to explain to you through a mimir, alas, since you can't possibly know how to think like a rock unless you've got a head made of one) pointed me in the direction of some shamanic carvings in a long-sealed cavern of the Plane. You Inner-Planewalking cutters might know that caves and holes in Earth are a little like wounds; the plane heals itself of them after a while. Some, perhaps, are too grievous to close, and this cavern looked like it was just one of those. Inspecting the walls, it looked as if an entire face of rock, many miles across, had been subjected to disintegrate and erosion and rock to mud spells, all at once. Into the cracked-yet-smooth surface remaining were gouged ten-foot-high characters. I dutifully copied these in my notebook for Milori to translate on my return.
Now either I wrote them all wrong, or I stumbled across something really big. The lillend linguist dated them as almost unimaginably ancient by their subtleties, to around the time when the fiends first started making their marks on the plane. While much of the text was unfortunately illegible, my interpretation of what I'd salvaged leads me to believe that the fifth plane used to touch the Earth Plane at that very place. Vastly more interesting, however, are the clues it gave as to where the fifth plane went. Frustratingly vague and easy to misinterpret as they were, the relevant portion of the translation went:


"And the horned beasts with wings of flame and fear
Did steal the plane-stuff and make their children
With fangs of coldest ice and claws of murderous death
The quintessence died and was born again in bodily form"


'Course, the original text was a beautiful piece of poetry. Milori is many things, but a lyricist she ain't. 

Quintessence, you ask? That's what I reckon the fifth elemental plane used to be. But what was quintessence? Ah. There's a problem there. See, it no longer exists in the Multiverse; seems it's all gone. If it's impossible for it to exist in the Multiverse (for you cannot make Air from Water, Fire and Earth, and likewise), it's surely impossible to imagine or describe it. 'Least, that's my opinion, and as I'm a Signer I reckon I've got a monopoly where the imagination's concerned.
So if we can't picture, describe or imagine this stuff, where did it all go? Can an infinite plane simply disappear? Well, yes, I believe. Think for a moment about the fiends, who were growing in numbers at this time. We've already established they'd killed most of the prime creatures in their Blood War insurgences to the Prime Material. No primes means no belief energy, so how in the Hells did the fiends manage to increase their numbers? And taking this further, many a learned bean-counting Guvner has fretted about the number of tanar'ri there seem to be on the planes. In an infinity of infinite layers of the Abyss, surely the chances of meeting one tanar'ri, let alone armies of the sods is tiny. There haven't been that many mortals to make petitioners of chaos and evil from, so where does the race come from?
Well, cutters, here's where I reckon the Quintessential comes in. My stone-shaped sources suggest to me that shortly after the fiends discovered the Prime, they discovered the Inner Planes, and they liked what they saw...infinite expanses of pure stuff to pillage and plunder. I believe that the fiends learned how to mould and shape quintessence to build new bodies with which to attack the Prime Material and one another. They stole and thieved and raped the Plane until there was simply no more quintessence to steal. That's why there are so many sodding tanar'ri, cutter, because they tumbled to the dark of how to do it first. When the Plane had disappeared, the quasi- and para-planes surrounding it collapsed and separated into their component parts. The fiends used that up too.
My theory suggests that quintessence, like all elements, has a special and unique quality about it. As water is wet and quenches thirst, and fire is bright and warms cold bones, so quintessence is organic and pulsates with life. It is quintessence that the powers used to shape the bodies of their first creations. Now that it is all gone, nothing can be created until something else is destroyed. This is why humans could not be born until the powers could claim back the quintessence that they'd used to make the nearly-extinct saurials, and why wizards cannot make life from simply ash and dust, no matter how mighty they think they are. It is through this stuff that priests can heal and powers can create, but they are the only ones. Better believe me, basher...it's not that quintessence no longer exists; more that it no longer exists as an accessible element. Once the powers saw how greedily their gift had been devoured they hid it away, so they could control its use and keep the secrets of life their own. Alas they did it too late, for the fiends already knew their secrets.
'Course, the fiends wouldn't be defeated so easily. The powers weren't as clever as they thought. After a little searching, the fiends found where the powers'd hid the stuff: as stars! Gathering their forces, the hell-spawned races assaulted the skies of the Outer Planes, ripping down the stars and hiding them in their Lower Planar homes. They'd grabbed practically all of them before the powers were roused into action (if there's a lesson to be learned here it's surely that fiends should never be underestimated!). With divine wrath the powers defended Arcadia and the Beastlands, and sealed the skies of the Prime. Everywhere else had been robbed. Presumably, the powers have learned from their mistake, and the remaining quintessence is now hidden in a new place, an unimaginable vault outside our Multiverse. The stars of the planes and prime that now exist are mere echoes of the glory of their former selves.Whether the fiends still possess quintessence or whether they've used it up long since, it's not been seen or spoken of for many aeons. I reckon the 'loths at least know more than they let on about the whole story...
But alas, I cannot prove a word.
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Inspired in part by the Dictionary of Demons by Fred Gettings (the quintessence bit),
and a sentence someone once said on the Planescape Mailing List;
I forget exactly who and what, sorry. Thanks also to James Sinks for correcting a mistake.
 The Library of Fools, so-called because I get so many sodding sages trying to peek at my precious books. 'Course, being the over-zealous berks that they are, they sometimes forget to read the warning signs hung on hooks around the Library. It takes me ages to clear up the mess afterwards. Such a senseless waste of mortal life. 

But you're less foolish, I hope. Please, please, don't go poking your sticky beaks into my books, it'll only end up nasty. However, I do have three exhibits in the Library that you don't need to fear, two of them books themselves. Hanging opposite the entranceway is my Subjective Inscription, which I assure you will look different whenever you have a crisis of faith. I still chuckle over the time a bunch of Hardheads came to blows over what the barmy thing said...
To the left you'll see my copy of the Codex of Infinite Planes. Don't touch it! Instead, ask the golden mimir floating above it to read some passages for you. It's one of my friendlier mimirs, so I'm sure you'll get along just fine.
And in the right alcove, there's something a little special; a tome that allegedly came all the way from Thoth's Library itself. This may well be true, for I've had proxies of the Power of Knowledge call at the Musée asking for a look around before. Render didn't let them in. But be wary; if you see a cutter with an ibis symbol hanging around when you leave, keep out of her way! The blasted woman's been lurking around the Musée for well over a cycle now. She gives me the creeps...
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The Subjective Inscription? Now here's a bizarre relic. Carved into a block of semi-transparent Ethereal stone, and highlighted with platinum gothic lettering, the each letter is as large as your hand and is visible both in normal light and to infravision. The inscription alters itself to display the truth according to the reader's philosophy.
[image: image54]
"Do not Believe
What you Cannot ___" 

- The Subjective Inscription in the Library of Fools 

[image: image55]
For example, if you're a staunch Signer, the inscription reads "Do not believe what you cannot imagine". For a Sensate, the last word becomes "touch". Hardheads see "enforce" and Godsmen see "aspire to become". Xaositects read "alter", and Sinkers "corrupt". It's an exhibit of which I am particularly proud; I found it in a ruin somewhere in the Far Hinterlands. It took a pack of trained vorr three weeks to drag it back to a portal to the Cage, and a couple of high-up mages with levitation spells to lift it up to the Primary floor. 

[Voilà! adds: When I asked her if it has any additional powers (for some have speculated the item may be psionic as it seems to radiate no magic), Magnum closed her bone-box fast. I left it at that, as she ain't the sort of person who takes kindly to nosey touts prying...]
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The Codex is a famous name on the Outer Planes, mainly because of the magical powers it's reputed to have. Some bashers reckon that they can use the old book to shift between planes at will. Well, that's as maybe, but my copy doesn't seem to allow this. Maybe it's because it's in Sigil, but I'm not willing to take it out of the Cage to test the hypothesis, I'm afraid. There've been all too many plots to steal the thing already (seems that power-crazed berks often jump to the conclusion that it could be used to break down the Doors of Sigil, or some such slaad-rot). I'm not about to give the addle-coves another chance to scrag it! 

Anyway, this is an abridged version of the true tome itself, I'm told. Legend Lore spells show that it's a recent copy of the text, possibly scribed by Gehennan monks. Judging by the grim nature of the tales, I'd hazard that they left out the pleasant parts. If there ever were any!
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432nd Edition
Preface by Original Author:
My last candle burns slowly into darkness, as I set down these, the last words of my life, into the tome you now hold before your burning eyes. It may seem petty of me, but I envy all of you. I dream of your wide-eyed innocence, and the peace that ignorance brings. I yearn for a flicker of that inner fire that burns behind your veiled eyes. Yet, I speak now with the voice of the old. It is now my destiny to lift the cowl of innocence from your unshriven minds. 

Read on, but beware. This is not the story of a man who always knew where he was going, rather one who knew where he had been. Written in hindsight, this work should provide an ample reflection upon the wonders and the horrors, the dreams and the night-tremors, and the spirit and the body of the worlds outside your room.
[image: image62.jpg]



Chapter One: Chaos Unbidden
Most stories often start at the beginning, which makes sense in a moral universe. It is assumed that actions have consequences, as does, in it own particular way, inaction. And again, we assume memory flows out of experience, and again I find we are wrong. It is my experience that this universe is the most immoral of universes that any bard has ever dreamt.
My motivation for writing this work, which may as well be a work of utter fiction, the puerile musings of a feeble mind, stem from such a series of improbable events, that the multiverse in all its majesty shall not again witness its parallel. It began many years ago, on a backwater world on the Prime. I was but a lonely student.
Impoverished by my addiction for knowledge, and broken by harsh realities of fractured dreams, I struggled to nurse my last glass of sanity. Time passed and I sipped my way down to the dregs of life. And then I read the tea leaves, and saw that this was not the world for me. Blowing a kiss to my worries I hopped upon the wind, and sailed to a city high above a spire. 

From the people choked parkways, to her windy alleys, this smog cloaked burg reek of possibilities. Here dreams caught fire, and the old gods of money and responsibility could not rear their ugly heads. In the freedom of the "Ringed City," as I began to call it, I fell into shackles so tight not even now can I break their bonds. For it was here that fickle Fate, bound and fettered my destiny to this tome.
"Gravis get in here! You keep on feeding me this line that you have been writing for this and that publisher. Where is the proof? Where are your articles? Where is my money?"
I try to stammer a few words about how if I did ever get published I'd loose myself, but all that I can do is spit out sour lies.
"Gravis...what in the world is wrong with you? You have a talent, use it. I believe that you can do it."
How little he knows about me. 

How little does he know of what I can do. 

How little I believe in me.
That was not the only meeting I had with my vocal benefactor, who had happened upon me asleep in a gutter, damp, depressed, and bedraggled. In one of his misdirected acts of kindness he saved me, and for that he paid the price.
After a while, I fell in with a most unusual publisher. A deranged man of the Xaositect faction, who published works of so many variations that he could never had made any money. One night, while I lay on under a blanket of smog, he came to me and asked me to write a volume containing the sum of all knowledge. He had a writ, from a Guvner of high standing, which stated that all of my work would be compensated at triple normal rates and all my expenses attended. Greedily, I accepted this challenge, and my thirst for knowledge grew anew. Now you know a parched tongue once wetted may bloat up and chokes its owner. Such is this insidious thirst for knowledge.
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Chapter Two: Unholy Ground
Sanspathos: The Lingering City
I arrived at my first location at what I took to be twilight. An unsettling feeling of dread flowed out into the misty streets from the fuming sewer gates that line the cobble stone streets. The lanes curved around in perverse spiral configuration, often intersecting in dimly lit incestuous overpasses. No two paths ever crossed on an equal footing. One always had to climb up or down moss encrusted stairs. This would not have been so bad had the grow been dry, but high atop a sea spire, Sanspathos hung precariously to a cliff face among low lying clouds.
Above the streets, hundreds of four and five story buildings of sculpted stone stood gloomily. Their windows watched every sod who passed by, and their floors whispered their secrets to the walls. Oil lamps stained the Lingering City, in dull yellow light, creating shadow for dark thoughts to hide. Above, the streets few determined souls travel. Few dare travel unless their lives are in danger,or they are threatening another. 

Above the streets every building is an island, and every squatter a hermit. The people are weary of those from outside their four walled worlds, and often wage miniature wars against those on other floors. I believe this intense introversion of such a people due to the nature of the streets. It is often death to walk the twisted streets, for along the roads cold hands reach up through the sewer gates. These are the hands of those who thirst for emotion, and hunger for flesh. These are the hands of the under city.
Below the streets lays another world. Here pasty faced shells of humanity wandered dark hallways. Head shaven and wearing rags, a thoughtless tide of humanity bumped and stumbled its way through the muck filled streets of the under city. These are the poor sods from whom the Mylochs have over fed. They are but shells, neither alive nor undead, they exist only out of hunger.
The Mylochs of Sanspathos are a peculiar breed. Light blue skin stretched over a collection of humanoid bones is how I would describe them. Their oblong featureless faces sport only hawkish bone work. Deep hollow eye sockets are accented by large bone ridges along the eyebrows and cheeks. Further down, their bodies are always shrouded with strips of rags made of coarse hair. Each slender arms end in a collection of five thin tentacles, which they use to inflict unbearable pain. Myloch physiology is such that they feed of the pain and suffering of others. Often they will only feed off of those who suffer willingly, for that is the greatest of delicacies, know commonly as the pain-feast. A small minority prefer forcibly causing pain to others with instruments of torture, and only latter feeding on their pain. To the majority this sort of barbary is one of the worst perversions possible, however many who preach against it are rumoured to lead the lesser cult.
After some investigation I managed to learn of the true origins of Sanspathos. According to an ancient text I found within the confines of an abandoned library, Sanspathos originated within the Grey Wastes. It was founded by a group who had just escaped Carceri and sought to rid themselves of their self-imprisoning ambition. The Grey Wastes slowly worked its evil magics upon the inhabitants of Sanspathos, and they lost their hopes and dreams. Eventually Sanspathos became the home of a minor divinity, a female goddess of natural death and decay. Under her rule Sanspathos lingered through many a natural disaster.
After millennia, the Blood War came to Sanspathos and the fiends of the Abyss brought a new weapon to bear. With a single strike the Bells of Discordia fractured Sanspathos's divinity and spilt the Maiden into three. The Fiends then managed to slip Sanspathos out of the Grey Wastes with little resistance. In the centuries that followed the first mylochs were born from the blood of the founders. The Mylochs filled the undercity with their human cattle, and the fiends left the Lingering City to linger forgotten with its treasure in the depths of the Abyss.
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Chapter Three: Abblerston
In the course of my travels, I have stumbled a number of towns that defy the current logic of our age. It is taken that all places exist in only one place at a single time. With this notion of space, we define planes in terms of their geography. However, our immoral universe would have it, this is not the case. Abblerston is the first of these abbreviation of nature that I encountered in my travels.
As fate would have it a Traveller can never find Abblerston during the day. After wandering around in the Boggywood for nearly a fortnight, after giving up all hope, I managed to stumble on to this most humble of hamlets. Built under the shade of the mangrove swamp, Abblerston was merely collection of fourteen sod houses. With round windows poking out between the great roots of infernal mangroves, the homeliness of the place easily disarms a weary traveller. Warm hearths and kind folk provide a bit of respite from the cold marshes that strangle the hamlet. With the taps a-flowing, and the stories a-brewing, one can easily forget that they are still in the Abyss.
As it turns out, Abblerston's evil is much more subtle than one would ever dare contemplate. The peaceful serenity of this little bit of halfling paradise, has a heart as dark and cold as midnight. The visitor's undoing is in the hospitality and the comforts of home. Slowly, as the night drags on into morning, the visitor becomes more and more energetic. This elixir, however, is short lived. For as the bloody sun rises upon the horizon, the illusions of night fall away as bitter reality steps in. Decay and blight taint the bitter mockery of Abblerston's daily life. Once cheerful peasants slaughter late sleeping visitors for tonight's feast. Survivors use mud, blood, and bones to mortar and maintain the town. The sod walls reveal their grizzly contents, as undead rats gnaw feverishly on dry bone. Upon twilight and remaining victims are sacrificed and served up to the next bundle of guests. 

Since my fate was already linked to that of this work, I managed through a fluke of nature to escape. Abblerston is what I call a border town, a place that lies on two planes simultaneously. The only way to travel from one to the other is by embracing the nature of the other. By giving up all hope I slipped out of the Abyssal day into the Grey Night, the same way I had entered.
Upon further study, I have learned that Abblerston was once a community run by an infamous Cobbler's Guild, which served merely as a front for a group of necrophiliacs. Their warped obsession with the trappings of the dead eventually drove them from all other holdings. Eventually they founded a town, producing shoes by day and preforming rites best left undescribed by night. Over time their feasting and work became religion, and their religion a god. The realm was trapped between the random violence of the Abyss, and the cold uncaring Grey Wastes. Today only the god remains fractured in the form of the inhabitants of Abblerston, continually worshipping itself in a gory tragedy of self-devotion.
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Chapter Four: Dialogues with a Hag
In my travels, I have met more people than I care to contemplate, and made more enemies than I could ever hope to vanquish. Yet, there is one person I would like to mention. A hag of great knowledge and little good. Her insight into the nature of evil is a work to behold. I swear she could have even the most pristine of Devas trading in his holy sword for a fiery scourge. I asked her a number of questions, and rarely received straight answers. Here I have recorded a number of her most obtuse replies.
(Regarding the nature of evil)
"Evil? Evil is forcing people to act against their nature. Evil is to be filled with ambition. To be evil is to strive to make the world a better place. To be evil is to live worrying about what is right. To be evil is to hold anything with higher regards than it deserves."
(Regarding the nature of good)
"Good? Good is to allow people to act naturally. Good is to lack the stain of ambition. Good is to leave things alone. Goodness is a quality where one appreciates things for what they are, not what you want them to be."
(Regarding which are you)
"To that question you will not find a sufficient answer, for the fault lies not in the truth, but in the asking."
(Regarding truth)
"Truth is an excuse for being uncreative, a poor man's ticket to an easier life. Now if you'll excuse me my larva need herding...."
Still, after all these years I wonder what am I, what am I.
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Chapter Five: Remains of the Day
If one can do good by avoiding evil, then the Blood War must be the holiest of all wars. Its immensity and cruelty dwarf even the majesty of the gods. Its sanguine humour, and gory repartee is an act so moving even a Bleaker can be brought to tears.
In my travels, I have often found myself trapped in its wake. Tides of lemure and dretch wash up and down the battlefield, threatening to drown the unfortunate in bloodshed. Amnizu captains pilot their fiery magics, and bring their earth scorching artillery to bare. Seas of lesser Tanar'ri engulf islands of Baatezu strength. Eventually the islands wear away, and fall beneath the sea. 

In the company of a particular hag, I plucked and plundered my way through the remains of another day in the life of the Blood War. Seas of molten rock and forests of skeletal charcoal trees were all that remained. Smoking rocks and acid coated sides of dry river beds. Black smoke hung low in the air, hiding all traces of the blood red sun.
The occasional skeleton would reach up through a pile of ashes. While mountains of seared flesh marked the last stands of the Baatezu legions. And among these newly made hills and plains of desolation and despair, scavengers of all types and races stripped the dead of their last shreds of dignity.
I manage to talk to a couple of these strong stomached beings, while fighting off many a wave of nausea.
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I hope one day to record more of the tome into this mimir.
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Copyright 1997 text by David Goehrig (aka Randir)
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This is one of my most popular exhibits, mainly because there's nearly always an Athar namer or three hanging around. You'll understand why when you've seen the piece, I think. But if you'll forgive me my sensationalism for a moment, I'd like to explain why this exhibit is presented in the form of a story. For starters, I've seen Thoth's Great Library (from the outside) and the place scared me half to stone. And I've never met a berk who's ever claimed he's been inside, and I've met a lot of scholars. Go figure. 

When my gnomish friend Kesto Brighteyes happened across this musty tome, he brought it to me right away. Since reading this text, I've been keen to expose the library for what I believe it really is. How it ended up in the Cage is anyone's guess. I've recorded the relevant portions right here in this mimir for your enjoyment. And, just for a bit of fun, I've added a few passages of my own. Did they really happen? Perhaps. But as usual, I cannot prove a word...
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The Librarian carefully prised the thick traveller's diary from the laden shelves, easing it from between countless others like it. After a dozen hours of searching, he'd finally discovered the book he'd been sent to locate. He was beginning to believe the sodding thing didn't want to be found, but finally, there it was. Judging by the dust, he was the first to tread this aisle of the Library for years. Wrinkling his elegant nose as he brushed a cobweb from the worn cover, he opened the book and squinted: "The Journal of Ariaq Carstein". Slowly, the copperplate handwriting became clearer and he began to read..
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Two days out of Automata, heading Spikeward
The Great Spire looms ever taller in front of the caravan. Sigil, perched like a nest on top of the Spire, seems even smaller than before. Storm clouds swirl around the monstrous pinnacle, gather like a flock of bedraggled sheep at the base, and then climb upwards towards the Cage. 

I can't see the burg of Automata behind me any more. Were it not for the Spire, I'd say I was lost. The road petered out long ago; according to my map only uncharted terrain lies between here and Thoth's Estate. Not much of a map, really.
I find myself wondering what darks are locked away inside the most esteemed library in the Planes. I've not met anyone who's actually been there, but the chant goes that it's a magnificent place of learning. They say Thoth's Library holds all the books that have ever been written, or ever will be. Doesn't sound likely to me - in my experience, 'they' say many things which aren't true.
Still, it'll be a better place than most to find an Axiom. If my theory's correct, proof'll surely be there somewhere. The thought of being so close to such a breakthrough fills my dreams nightly. I simply don't understand why the Fraternity didn't suggest I go to the Library sooner
Nine days out of Automata, heading Spikeward
The Plains of Ma'at are as endless as they are flat, alternating between oases of verdant olive trees, groves of palms, and humid marshes where the fertile River Ma'at bubbles up through the ground and creates fields of luscious greenery. Spikeward lie great mud flats, and further on still I can see the sparkling snake of the river. 

I've travelled for days, and each night I can see the lights of a great city on the horizon. It never seems to move closer. The days are hot, the skies are glaringly bright and cloudless. There's been no rain, nor any sign of it. I tire of these lands, beautiful though they might be; I wish I'd spent longer in the Cage looking for a portal straight to the Library. I might've even completed my research by now
Eleven days out of Automata, heading Spikeward
Civilisation at last! This morning I awoke at the edge of the flood plain. Nearby was a great building of pure white marble with a dome reaching far into the sky. There was a palpable aura there, like something vastly powerful was nearby. Despite myself I felt a terrible awe well up inside of me. I guess that's Thoth's way of saying hello. 

"Magnificent, isn't it!" The voice echoed across the garden of life. "Welcome to Thoth's Estate". I turned and saw a woman wearing the understated (some would say boring) grey robes of a scholar. "Permit me to introduce myself," she said. "I'm Livra, Librarian of Thoth. I know you need my guidance."
"Thanks, cutter" I answered, not knowing what Thoth's Priestesses liked to be called. "You've got my gratitude."
"I know," she said. The tone in her hollow voice wasn't one of arrogance; it seemed more as if she truly did know what I was thinking. I pushed that troubling thought from my mind, wondering just where it appeared from.
The Palace of Thoth
While the Palace of Thoth looked to be very close, it was still several leagues away. It was simply so vast that I assumed it was nearby: the pinnacle of the dome towered perhaps a mile into the sky! Beyond the Palace, and across the River Ma'at lay the Great Library I sought; in fact, I could see the pinnacle of the pyramid over the palm trees. Surrounding, and dwarfed by the Library, were the spires and towers of Thebestys: the biggest burg in Thoth's Realm. If His Library's half as big as His Palace (a fact which I don't doubt for a second), then I've still got still some way to walk! 

The grounds of the palace are green swampy lands flourishing with life, untouched by the locust storms which frequently trouble these parts. In the wetlands there are countless storks, herons, ibis, spoon bills and many more outlandish wading birds. Livra led me to a path of white stepping stones which crossed the swamp. I saw grinning crocodiles lurking under the surface, and felt their toothy thoughts willing me to slip from the stones.
"Don't worry," came Livra's not-so reassuring voice, "You're safe, for now."
Whatever I said to the woman, she answered "I know". Thing is, her attitude suggested she actually did. I asked her what she meant, and she told me she heard Thoth's voice at all times in her brain-box, teaching her all things. I'd say it'd drive a lesser woman mad.
The Bridge Which Spans Ma'at
This immense bridge is still under construction, and I'd guess it probably always will be. Chant is it's been here as long as Thoth, but that the River Ma'at is always becoming wider. The concept of ma'at is an important one in Thoth-worship, but its meaning is hard to translate. It's basically a state of mind where honour, truth and integrity become all that a person feels. In other words: some leatherheaded concept invented by Thoth to keep his petitioners on the straight-and-narrow. As a petitioner achieves ma'at the river widens slightly, and the bridge doesn't quite reach. Still, the gap in the middle's not too big to jump for most bashers. 

Every brick pulses with its own inner life. The bridge's stones are ever-shifting in colour; from grey to brown to black to white. The bridge looks as if it's miles long from the bank, yet it took me only a few minutes to cross it.
Ibis-headed proxies build stones into the fabric of the Bridge Which Spans Ma'at (the Bridge of Fabrication, I call it). They claim that inspiration, wisdom and wonder often strikes those who cross the bridge with an open mind, and that past facts forgotten are remembered. Of course, I felt nothing of the sort; although as I trod the cobbles, the thought that I was walking the wrong way crossed my mind more than once. I looked behind me, checked the Palace of Thoth was indeed receding into the distance, and continued on towards Thebestys, bemused by my flights of whimsy.
Thebestys
Once I'd crossed the river I was in Thebestys itself. While the burg was grand in its own way, it couldn't hold a candle to the Library. The pyramid housing the Library towers over Thebestys like a volcano of knowledge about to erupt. It's built of a bluish stone, which catches the light and scatters it about the town. When I approached the ziggurat, I could see it wasn't made of blocks, but seemed to be carved from one solid chunk of this magical material. 

As I got closer still, I recognised some of the symbols etched into the steps of the pyramid: there was just about every letter from every language I've ever seen, and I imagine the rest were from a few thousand other languages which I've never even heard of. Folk I asked claimed that every symbol, image or glyph ever written was carved on the surface of the Library somewhere. Now that I've actually seen it myself, I don't find it so hard to believe.
The entire burg is devoted to serving the Great Library. Alongside the river are paper mills, churning out wagon loads of parchment made from the reeds which grow all around the town. Ink brewers also work here, and the smell of goose, swan and ostrich farms where quills were harvested for the scribes of the Library still hangs heavy in my nostrils. There are bookbinders and leather workers by the score, all sending their goods into the structure by cart and camel. I didn't see one single finished book outside the place though, nor a scribe of any sort.
Most of the locals are tattooed on their faces, or are copiously pierced in the nose, ears, fingers and jaw. I gather the ones with their hands pierced are Petitioners of Thoth; it seems like a rather painful way to show devotion to me.
The Great Library
While the great blue doors to the place were closed when I approached them, a small door at the base of the forty-foot high portals opened up when I knocked. The guards inside let me in after they ascertained I could read and write (oh yes, they actually checked), and while I wasn't carrying any weapons, they didn't stop and search me. Maybe they already knew I wasn't armed. 

I'd even brought a purse of gold coins with me to pay my way into the Library. Curiously, not once did either of the guards mention an entry fee to me. I assumed it'd be collected when I left, and hid the pouch back in my rucksack. It might not be the Cage, but you can't be too careful.
The vault I entered took my breath away. It was larger than the entire Civic Festhall, with walls as far as I could see covered in books. The place was swarming with scholars, a fair number of them wearing the muted greys of Librarians. I stopped one to ask if there were any rooms other than this one. The cutter laughed rather ominously and said this was the Index Chamber.
Leading off from this mausoleum of information were many corridors, lined with doors. These, I was surprised to find, were the quarters for scholars and researchers. Up the staircases were - as well as rooms housing more recent index items - scriptoriums and lecture theatres.
After I'd been assigned a study cell (a Librarian actually came to me and showed me where to find it), I decided to explore for a little. The inside of the structure must be far larger than the outside, for I wandered the corridors of the upper levels for hours and never passed along the same one twice. But strangest of all, whenever I turned back and looked for my cell, it was never more than a few moments walk away.
The Deep Vaults
Once I'd settled into my cell and unpacked my meagre belongings into the chest at the foot of my bed, I thought I'd wander down one into what the Librarians called the "Deep Vaults". Though the subject areas were clearly marked with every language I could care to translate, I still got the feeling that it was going to be hard to find exactly what I wanted. 

As I descended further below the ground, the air became drier and mustier. Such an atmosphere would be necessary to preserve the integrity of the ancient texts here, I imagine. The only sound I could hear for a long time was the scraping of my own feet on the steps. Then I reached the first vault. It was one containing books on psionic lore: the subject I'd been studying all my life.
While I'm used to the libraries of the Cage having maybe one or two tomes on such subjects (and then only if I spend hours searching), I was astounded to find a suite of rooms twice the size of any library I've ever been into before - all housing books on this one topic. There were so many volumes that I didn't know where to start. In fact, I began to feel faint at the prospect of all that knowledge crying out to be studied. Apparently that's a common feeling that new arrivals to the Library feel.
After much reading, I realised I was hungry. With few windows to let in the light of day, and only the illumination of candles to read by, it proved easy to lose track of time. When I finally counted the stubs of the candles I'd burned and found I'd spent two whole days reading without a break, I was horrified. My eyes were sore to the point of agony with squinting, and my back was breaking with stiffness, but somehow I managed to return to my cell and find some food. From just down the corridor came the most delicious smell of fresh bread and soup, so I followed my stomach's growls. A portable meal-wagon was set up in a lecture theatre, and several dozen scholars were supping and discussing important matters in the low voices academicians always assume. To my surprise, the Librarian doling out soup wasn't asking for any money in return. Jolly decent of him, I thought.
Later, from the relative comfort of my sleeping palette I reviewed what I'd read. In two days I'd learned more than in the entire year before! My head buzzed with excitement as I tried to test some of the newly-acquired theories out. Many hours of thought later, when my brain finally stopped racing and began to hurt, I decided to get some sleep.
Sleep didn't come. There was too much to learn to allow sleep. So I found a candle and went back to the Vault of Psionics, my migraine forgotten. Many of the scholars I'd left were still there, reading and annotating. I returned to my manuscripts, rapt in the awe of it all.
One Week inside the Great Library
Aside from scholars like myself and Thoth's clergy, I've learned there are many creatures which live in the Library, which may help or hinder the researchers. As befits Thoth's moral and ethical neutrality, there seems to be no particular bias to the overall attitude of the creatures. 

Alongside scholars of the mortal races, I hear there's an arcanaloth or two, a handful of amnizu baatezu, around a dozen rilmani and a warden archon. I also spied a shining silvery sphere which I understand to be a translator.
However, most non-mortal creatures take the form of books. My current hypothesis is that these are all that remains of dead petitioners of Thoth. When they finally lose their physical forms to the River, their experiences and memories are inscribed into tomes and filed away in the Library alongside the more mundane books.
These book spirits may act for good or ill, but all are highly intelligent and have their own agendas. Chant is that it may seem like one is leading a researcher astray, when in fact, it's trying to get him to look at a problem with a fresh perspective. This can't be achieved simply by saying: 'try another angle', but can be rapidly initiated by giving advice which soon proves to be false, but on further thought yields new answers.
The Librarian I consulted would say little about them save their name. She called them Ma'au-amy-sha'yt, which means 'the chroniclers who dwell in scrolls' in the ancient language of the Egyptians. Then she told me to stop rattling my bone-box, as this was a place of silence. Suitably chastised, I returned to my studies.
Some speculate that the only purpose in existence of the ma'au-amy-sha'yt is to learn, but that they themselves are confined to the Library. It's a cert that they've read all the works concerning their own special subject, so the Library holds no interest for them except for the thoughts and dreams of scholars who're attracted there by the promise of knowledge. The book spirits intrigue me greatly; I shall endeavour to learn more of them.
Musings on the Ma'au-amy-sha'yt
A typical ma'au-amy-sha'yt is a volume two feet by one foot, and six inches thick. They're able to levitate themselves at will, and they communicate by writing their thoughts in archaic, copperplate handwriting. They possess an eloquent, long-winded manner, and never abbreviate words. Their pages are blank save for their thoughts, which fade into the parchment as new ones replace them. 

Many of the book spirits are extremely ancient (many hundreds of years old) and have all but forgotten what being mortal means. Their long lifespans give them no cause to be hasty. I'm told ma'au-amy-sha'yt are quite happy to spend many years pondering a question in a dormant state on a shelf somewhere, only to grow annoyed at being disturbed by a browser many months later.
Book spirits frequently refer to their 'children'; this confused me until I realised that by this they meant the non-sentient books of the Library. Their names are related to the subjects they devoted their mortal lives to furthering, for example: 'A Treatise on the Nature of Death in the Cycle of Life', or 'A Study of the Psionic Faculties of Human and Demi-human Races'. While they'll sometimes share their thoughts with a deserving reader, many demand payment in new knowledge (a difficult thing to find), a service undertaken, or simply ask to be informed in detail of the results of any research.
As I mentioned earlier, they often give incorrect advice in order to stimulate thought in the questioner. This is very frustrating to scholars in a hurry for answers, but as the book spirits say: "Useful knowledge never comes to he who spends so much time in a hurry that he overlooks things which are only apparent to those who spend more time thinking". Now this isn't exactly catchy, but then I don't think book spirits are ones for cute phrases.
I've not been able to find out much about their creation, but I gather they become wiser and more intelligent (acquiring new powers and mystical abilities related to their areas of study) with the passing years. However, as they never die of age, the most ancient ma'au-amy-sha'yt can be very powerful indeed.
I've also heard tales of the Three Tomes of Thoth; artifacts of legendary proportions right here in the Library. They contain all knowledge from the past, present and future. If they do exist I can only surmise they must be very large tomes indeed! There's a very dark whisper about that these are ma'au-amy-sha'yt of the Powers themselves; long ago there were three Powers of knowledge who Thoth replaced or trapped in the Library!
Twenty-five Days in the Great Library
Today I met Brakon, a githzerai psychic of the Athar. He caught a look at the tomes I was studying and took me aside for a chat. It seemed to me that the barmy fellow was trying to persuade me to leave. He said: "Listen kid, there's a lot you've got to know about this place before you decide to stay. Now I know more than I ever thought possible about the philosophies and psionics of the Powers, but you know, knowledge is a terrible disease. If you try to satisfy your craving for it, it only gets worse and worse. 

"Find the bare minimum you need and get out before the book spirits get to you. And don't go reading any of them until you know a lot more about their subject; there's nothing they hate more than a novice who thinks he's a master. Be careful: stay too long and you'll become trapped like the rest of us. Whatever you do, don't let the priests see you're about to try and leave. They might try to lose you in the labyrinths down below."
I attempted to explain myself and ask exactly what he meant, but he apparently didn't hear me (or didn't want to) because he continued:
"If you'll excuse me, I'm late for a debate with my fellow scholars. A Scion of Ilsensine has arrived down in the vaults. I can't miss this opportunity to question it. Oh, and can you deliver this message to Factol Gorstalia in Sigil for me?"
I didn't have the heart to tell him that Factol Gorstalia had died twenty-seven years ago. The strange conversation left me, if anything, more eager than ever to continue my research here
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The Librarian frowned, licking a dry finger and leafing through years of research. He stopped at the last page of the diary...
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Sixteen Years inside the Great Library
The reputation of the knowledge of the Great Library often proves an irresistible lure to scholars. I believe that the pyramid is simply a trap laid by Thoth to capture all those who threaten his 'divine' monopoly on information. The priests of Thoth naturally disagree, saying that this is actually the 'Paradise' Thoth promises all his faithful. 

In fact, once they have entered the Library, there is no reason for scholars to leave at all. The many rooming houses and eateries at all levels of the pyramid provide food, lodgings and drink free of charge - the Planar Temple of Thoth subsidises the whole place. The corridors of the Library contain laboratories, lecture halls and scriptoriums, museums and galleries of all varieties.
Why does the Temple do this? Is it a truly beneficent organisation dedicated to furthering the learning of scholars to take Thoth's knowledge to the Multiverse? Why no! I believe the whole thing is a sham! Scholars are provided with everything so they don't even consider leaving. Fascinating seminars and audiences are organised in the many function rooms where obscure points of lore and knowledge and discussed. There are more intelligent beings are here than anywhere else in the Outlands, and Thoth wants to keep it that way.
Why is this? Does He gain his power from the presence of so many great minds? Does He learn new darks from their discoveries? Is He jealously protecting what he knows from the Multiverse while trying to learn even more? Is Thoth even able to learn if He truly knows all - maybe He is not as omniscient as his priests claim? Or is He really trying to teach? Who can say, but I know what I think...
Did I say no need for scholars to leave? Well maybe that is true, but there is also no way for them to leave. I tried many times myself, over the years, before I was as wise as I am now. Each time the Librarians caught me and politely escorted me back to my study cell. I can find no psionic power which allows me to escape, and I have never heard of any Portal leading from here, though I now know the patterns of hundreds in Sigil. Magic cannot breach the walls of the Temple either. Thoth has ensured his prizes will remain His and His alone.
Eventually, I stopped trying to escape. My longing for fresh air and reality gradually faded away, until all that was left was the desire to know more. The years of living in gloomy reading chambers have taken their toll. My health has deteriorated, my eyes strained and tired, and my muscles wizened. After ten years, I would not have been able to return to a normal existence, even if I had wanted to. Now, I am dying. While I worried of my health, a more serious threat existed: I learned so much that my brain could not store it all. I have begun to forget memories of my youth and my friends in the Cage.
My researches have taught me more than I ever dreamed was possible. I can merely look into the eyes of a berk and know his deepest secrets. I glimpse worlds in other realities in my dreams, and I know they exist. I know wizards who can use magic more powerful than any I have ever seen before, without the need of words or gestures. My studies have revealed to me unimaginable darks, yet I cannot leave. To leave now would render everything I've ever done futile, for I know there is so much more to learn. The ultimate answer to my Axiom still evades me, though I am so close to the answer I can almost touch it. Where else can I learn it but here?
Only the intelligent need fear the draw of the Library, and only the deserving are allowed inside. Thoth guards His wisdom from the ignorant, perhaps fearing it will be put to ill use, or maybe out of a sense of jealousy. Only those who have researched a great deal in lesser libraries are allowed to enter Thoth's Hallowed Halls, and the priests of Thoth make sure that they never see the light of day again.
I write this knowing my days will end here in the Library, and that none will read this work who have not already entered the place. My only hope is that one young blood will find this before he's already trapped here, somehow manage to escape the notice of the priests, and by some miracle escape with this book. Maybe then he can prevent other being trapped here for eternity like we all have been.
And as for me? I hope to become a Ma'au-amy-sha'yt, as we all do. I have written all my knowledge down in this book. Maybe it will continue my memory enough to pass beyond my death, so I may continue my studies here for eternity. To share thoughts with the greatest minds of the Multiverse. To dwell forever in a tiny Cage of my own making; a prison which is my Paradise, Purgatory and Damnation at once.
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The Librarian closed the book with a wry smile. Taking up a quill and sheet of parchment, he began to write: 

"Tome Guardian Livra, I have located Ariaq Carstein as you requested. I will deliver her to the Vault of Dangerous Texts. I shall have the Censors await your further orders as to her fate."
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An interesting story, I'm sure you'll agree. But is it true? Well, I've never been to the Library. And I've never met anyone else who has. But I have met several cutters who were going, and I tell you straight, I never saw them again. Maybe they encountered similar fates? 

Alas, I cannot prove a word.
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You are standing in my Grand Vestibule.
Ain't she beautiful?
Feel free to come on in and wander around, though don't tarry too late in the evening,
especially in the cellars. One never knows what one might meet down there.
Please find the floor plan to your left useful as you guide yourself around my Musée.
If you need me, you can find me in my private chambers in the tower...
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Discover Magnum Opus: Cage Rattler
If you've got any comments, suggestions or ideas for future exhibits, I'd love to hear from you.
Use the modified magic mouth spell I've cast here to send me messages nice and personal, like...
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"The hand that rattles the Cage is the hand that rules the world..."
-- Cager proverb 
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MAGNUM OPUS
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter, art by Chris Appelhans 

 ( Planar / female medusa / Priestess of Shekinester / Sign of One / N )
.

QAIDA:
Magnum Opus, you have long been regarded by Cagers as an eccentric verging dangerously on the barmy. What have you to say in your defence?
MAGNUM
OPUS:
Nothing. The chant is probably right. I don't know anyone else who'd willingly venture to Nessus, and then tell anyone who asked all about it. Digging up the darks that the Multiverse would rather forget is my passion, and probably will be the death of me, but this far I think I've escaped retaliation from the berks whose secrets I'm exposing. Perhaps that's because I'm often out of the Cage on business, or in the Cage out of reach, or maybe it's because my museum is so hard to find. Whatever; maybe I'm just lucky.
Q:
You do seem comfortable with this mimir. I normally have to remind cutters to speak up and talk at the mimir while I am interviewing them.
M:
I am familiar with mimirs. I have about a dozen of my own, stationed in my museum. I use them to record my essays and research; after all, more bashers can understand spoken common than read it for themselves. Besides, I find mimirs most useful for recording observation taken in the field; rather like you are doing yourself right now, except my subjects tend to be a little older than yours.
Q:
You mentioned your museum. Do you think people are really interested in what you have to say? After all, it did happen a long time ago.
M:
You only have to look at the faces of my visitors to see that's a silly question. Real bloods are always curious about anything unknown, but when I present them with theories that may answer the more fundamental questions of our existence, they're doubly keen to learn. You might say that the ancient history of Baator is dead and gone, but I believe it's important to understand how the baatezu came to be like they are. If you understand something, you're all the more prepared for it when it comes. And maybe it's the Signer in me talking now, but I find it hard to believe a Multiverse that you've imagined yourself could hold secrets that you can't or shouldn't learn about. Maybe that's why I do what I do...
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SEE ALSO:
Cage Rattlers:-- 

Belbrox, Marchosias Chou, Julius the Symmetrical, Soma Purusha,

 Martiken Solitz, Traloc, Voilà!. 

Uncaged: Faces of Sigil:-- 

Kesto Brighteyes (p.16), Lissandra the Gateseeker (p.60),

 Qaida (p.80), Lu Ruskin (p.86), Tripicus (p.102), Will of the One

 (p.110), Zadara (p.118). 

Magnum Opus' Musée Arcane 
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Q:
You have been accused by Tripicus, ursinal scholar of the Prime, of being sensationalist and making claims without being able to offer evidence.
M:
I have. In turn, I accuse Tripicus of being a dreary old bear. He well knows that progress in theory cannot be made without a little guesswork. I make it clear to all my visitors that I cannot prove a word of what I offer, but if they had seen the sights I have seen then I assure you there'd be a lot more faith in my ideas. Actually, I'm looking into adding visual effects to the Musée by way of illusions and phantasms. I asked Kesto Brighteyes if he'd help me, but he's too busy with his bookshop, apparently. He recommended instead another gnomish friend of his, one Belbrox. I don't suppose you've heard of him? It's something I'll be pursuing, I think, provided he's not too expensive.
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Q:
Does your work pay well?
M:
No. I don't charge much for entry into my museum; I figure that if cutters are keen enough to hunt for it then they deserve a break. I run up expenses pretty fast on my expeditions too; magic and psionics to protect a party from the more hostile planes, and guides like the blood Martiken Solitz sadly don't come cheap. But then who ever said the truth wouldn't be costly, eh? Much of my work is funded by donations from bloods who recognise its importance. They would like to remain anonymous.
Q:
Bloods like Zadara the titan, Marchosias Chou and Traloc the sharn?
M:
You took the very words out of my mind! Interesting power you have there. I trust those names will travel no further than your mimir?
Q:
You live alone in the Musée. Do you get lonely?
M:
I used to. Some years ago I took a companion in, but forgot the effect my visage would have upon him. Of course, I paid to have the poor sod changed back to flesh, but he left me shortly afterwards. I always wear a veil of gold thread now, unless I'm scaring off intruders! While I might dwell in the museum alone, (except for the ghosts of course), I do have many friends in Sigil. Dear little Julius often visits me, the planewalker Soma Purusha borrows and lends me books, and Lu Ruskin the tiefling key merchant, she likes a good bit of dark, which I exchange for keys I need to the rare portals I locate. That reminds me; Lissandra the Gateseeker pays good jink for dark on those portals too. There's another source of income.
Q:
I understand you know the tout Voilà! Tell me about him.
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M:
Ask him yourself! He's the only one who really knows. As you well know, I'm not one to keep secrets to myself, but the only thing I can tell you is that he certainly ain't a githzerai. 'Course, I can't prove a word of it; it's just a hunch I have. But you also well know that one of my hunches is as good as the truth, most times. He's at least as inquisitive as yourself too, my dear.
Q:
Is there anything you do not dare to research?
M:
Only one. I will not touch upon the Lady of Pain's history. Heavens know I know more about it than your average tout, but she is one blood I won't be featuring in my Musée. Why? It's purely by her grace that I'm still out of the dead book right now, I reckon. I've heard chant that says I'm a favourite of hers, but if so, she never told me! Besides, a Lady needs her privacy, doesn't she? If those leatherheads of the Will of the One want to pry and meddle into her decrees, they're welcome to, but I'll make sure I'm on a far away plane the day the Lady comes to put a stop to their antics! I've always been a mainstream factioneer myself; it's the fringes of history that interest me.
Q:
Magnum Opus, thank you very much.
M:
The pleasure was all mine. I hope you'll come and visit me in the Musée soon.
 

[image: image93.png]






 
YOU ARE IN:
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The first exhibition room at the street level, my Hall of Terrible Silence remains quiet at all times save when the mimir stationed here speaks. That's due to a special silence spell that I placed here myself. It's permanent, so please don't go trying to dispel it or vocalise your own magics. Why? Well, when I first inherited the Musée it was, shall we say, haunted by unquiet spirits. Some sort of poltergeist, presumably, although judging the effect he's had one some patrons, banshee might be a more appropriate description, perhaps! I call him, affectionately I think, "Figment". He doesn't seem to leave this Hall, and he doesn't damage much any more (most things in the hall are now securely screwed down so they can't be thrown!) 

He does, or rather did, make the most spine-chilling noises, though. I couldn't really bring myself to destroy the wretched thing, but equally I couldn't expect patrons to bear constant moaning from beyond the grave. My solution, I think, brings the best of both worlds. With a silent command I or the mimir can end or raise the silent cloak, so I'm able to enjoy the screams when the Musée is closed, and end them when I want to open up.
So if you feel chilly fingers grasping at your clothing, you can feel safe in the knowledge that's it's only one of the undead, and nothing to worry about...
Presently I have two exhibits here in the Hall of Terrible Silence:
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A giant scroll some fourteen feet long by three feet wide when unfurled, the Pax Benevolus, inscribed in ink of purest white on emerald-green lizard skin, is one of the few copies its kind outside the Upper Planes. It's a contract, of sorts, dreamed up by a bunch of Upper Planar powers some millennia back, which lays down a basic moral code. The idea was, apparently, that the religions would decide what was, and what wasn't, a sin, then sign up to the Pax as a moral charter. There are ten main rules on the document, in the format "It Is Wrong To..." Such as: 

. It Is Wrong To Kill 

i. It Is Wrong To Covet What is Not Thy Own 

ii. It Is Wrong To Commit Adultery to Mortal or Power 

iii. It Is Wrong To Steal 

iv. It Is Wrong To Lie or Twist What is True to Benefit Thyself 

v. It Is Wrong To Worship Graven Images and Sacrifice Lives to Us 

vi. It Is Wrong To Dishonour Thy Parents and Family 

vii. It Is Wrong To Sully the Purity of the Upper Planes 

viii. It Is Wrong To Consort With Fiends 

ix. It Is Wrong To Work on Holy Days 

It was not an unqualified success. Problems occurred when religions with very different moral and ethical outlooks, who still all called themselves 'good', objected to certain phrases. For example the Aztec pantheon, reliant on human and animal sacrifice, for a portion of their power, were angered that other powers considered this practice evil. Powers of war and battle demanded that 'kill' be commuted to 'murder'. Powers of merchants argued that coveting was the basis of all trade. The Celts objected to the 'graven images' phrase and they certainly were not alone. Powers of diplomacy and negotiation were offended that their attempts at calming the vicious Blood War were considered wrong.
Many years of debate followed, and the the Upper Planes were wracked with several Holy Wars of their own, usually of words and icy glares, but many times blood was spilled on Hallowed Ground. The powers of good eventually realised that good was not a thing that could be written down easily, and added enough clauses and ifs and buts to make a modron think twice. The fanfare of the Pax was rather spoiled, but the result has been a valuable tool in negotiations. While the powers of good might be expected to form a united front when times are hard, this just ain't true, berk.
In a stunningly naïve gesture, the powers of good then offered other powers a chance to sign up to their Pax Benevolus. While a few neutral deities took up the offer, many more sent back curt replies to the effect that it was not their wish to enforce morality and limit the freedom of their followers by imposing arbitrary rules and regulations. That offended some of the chaotic good deities in turn. Nobody thought to ask the Lady of Pain what she thought.
The response from evil powers was uniformly rude, except for one or two tricksters (the Norse power Loki springs to mind) who pretended to like the idea, only to embarrass the powers of good in the end. On the whole, evil deities were highly amused by the whole charade, and simply could not understand why the good powers would wish to weaken themselves in such a manner.
This particular Pax Benevolus is especially rare in that it's one of the first drafts, made before the additional corrections, modifications and errata were added. It has not been signed by any powers.
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An essay recorded in a free-floating mimir, detailing my research into the origin of the fiends, with samples of script from several ancient tomes displayed in glass-fronted cases. Beware of breaking the glass; these precious tomes are defended by magic most terrifying, as an over-inquisitive kender discovered to his peril a week or so back. His remains have been cleared away, but you can still see the scorch marks there and there. To access the recording, speak this command. Sure, I know the room's magically silent, but this mimir can lip-read. Oh, and please don't mind the screams when the mimir speaks, they're usually quite harmless...
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When you've read as much mythology as I have, you'll have noticed that things really do come in rings. (You're also welcome to come and work for me here in my Musée, but that's another story). Call it one of the unbreakable laws of the multiverse if you like perhaps cutter, and sure enough it's true in this case too. By 'rings' I mean that the same fables crop up again and again, not just in the same Pantheon, but all across the spectrum of beliefs. 

Take for example the Flood Myth. Most (if not all) of the major religious groups believe that at one time there was a terrible ravaging flood. Some place this on the Prime, some on all the Primes, and others on the Great Ring itself. The Norse believe this was actually a destructive fire on the Prime, which Odin regretted lighting because he then realised the flames might rise and set fire to the Outer Planes. The Chinese record a great flood, and tell a story of how a family was prepared for it and floated away in a tin bath, escaping the destruction. Merman mythology claims the flood on the Prime was due to the barriers between it and Elemental Water rupturing (variously at the command of some power or by natural causes). Whoever you speak to has a different story but they've all got the main elements in common.
Does this necessarily make them true? It could be claimed that these stories all stem from different eyewitness accounts of an actual event, and over the millennia the details have diverged between cultures. Or you could equally reckon that these tales are apocryphal, playing on the inherent fear of mortals of destruction and retribution by the powers. There are myths involving plagues, locust swarms, thunderbolts, gods dropping mountains from the sky (a fictional tale, surely!) and more recently powers walking the prime. Some are probably true, others less likely. The events on Toril of late, where the deities were banished from the Outer Planes by an overpower, will surely be the stuff of mythology in a thousand years...I wonder what they'll be saying about it then?
Another engaging and enduring myth I call The Day the Angels Fell. In ancient tomes there are often references to "Angels". These beings, apparently no longer on the planes (though see the discussion later), I believe to have been some sort of perfect race; the first to be created by whatever power you care to believe in.
My evidence draws heavily upon the Mystery Plays, a long tradition of Arborean society. For those clueless reading, I'll elaborate. The Eladrin, Elven and Seelie pantheons have long kept their mythologies alive by use of plays and festivals. Every year, a procession of caravans winds its way through the major areas of Arborean civilisation, stopping at each burg and setting up a medieval sort of fayre. Each caravan becomes a podium, and holds a Mystery Play several times a day. They're usually boisterous affairs which each tell a small portion of the important history of Arborea and the planes themselves.
These plays have often been criticised by planar churches for "grossly misrepresenting the truth by weaving a web of fabrications" (to quote the late Bishop Bral of Saint Cuthbert), but then priests are known for their stuffiness and resentment of challenges to their perceived authority. It seems that by embellishing the tales and getting the audience involved in the spectacle, the Arboreans can relate the moralistic part of the tales without preaching to or patronising the audience. On free-spirited Arborea, that's a prized trait indeed. Priests probably see this as undermining their own jobs, but the Arboreans have never been a people bent on conformity, have they?
Anyway, there are several traditions of each story, and my hypotheses particularly concern the eladrin version. Their race is ancient indeed and, I believe, the most likely to tell the stories in as unbiased a manner as can be expected. The race was, after all, almost there at the time. But I've digressed.
In the Gates of the Moon edition of The Betrayal, a mystery play in the eladrin tradition, the creation of mortals is described: "through the might and the myrth of the majesty, man was made". Note first the alliterative nature of the line (again, for the clueless, this means that most words start with the same letter). This, rather than rhyme, is a common feature of ancient poetry, and a clue that this tale may have been passed down over millennia rather than recently penned.
Myrth of course is divine pleasure (the rational behind the reason for creation), and the majesty refers to the First Mover; whichever power or powers you care to paint as the Creator figure. For the purposes of this essay I shall refer to the Creator as "he" purely for my own convenience. While patriarchal pantheons are the most common, there's no evidence to suggest the Creator was male, female, neuter or plural. And any planar knows that most powers change their sexes when they please anyway. I ain't about to discuss theology with you, so I'll leave the Mover's identity as nebulous as that. Besides, I don't want more trouble from the Hardheads!
The play continues, to state the act of creation involved "making chaos into cosmos". These lines are probably to be expected in a play from Arborea and the eladrin. The ideals of myrth and chaos are close to the hearts of the chaotic and good Arboreans, so we should expect this bias. Doubtless if the baatezu had a similar tradition of plays we would find the exact opposite. But I suppose if the baatezu started putting on plays we should all start worrying about them!
But this sets the scene for a Creation based around the concept of goodness. Some sort of Lawful structure has been created from the original Chaos. Interestingly, none of the creation myths of the celestials really specify how lawful or chaotic the First Mover was, suggesting to me that their tales might have sprung from the same source. Perhaps this makes them more plausible...?
The first words of the First Mover are these:


"Ego sum alpha et o [omega]
Primus et nobilissimus
It is my will, yt sholde be soe
Yt is, it was, yt shall be thus."


It is interesting here how the Greek letters alpha and are used in an eladrin play. Perhaps this suggests the Greek pantheon is closer to the Creation than most, or perhaps the writer just has a particular bias. It's also peculiar that the First Mover names itself as "Primus". I'm sure the rorty modrons would have a field day if they read that! I offer no interpretation of this; I'm sure you're more than capable of drawing your own conclusions... 

During the Creation, the worlds of mortal (the Prime) and angel (the Outer Planes) are made. There's no mention of the Inner Planes here at all, curiously, but then many myths of the Great Ring neglect that part of the multiverse, just as elemental myths ignore the Outer Planes. A hangover from a more hostile era, perhaps?
It seems all in the Outer Planes was happy with the Creator and the angels...again I'll state my belief that the angels were not a pure force of goodness as they have often been portrayed (by the churches of good powers, naturally!); they were simply the first planeborne race of all. Their spirits were unsullied by worries of moral or ethical issues -- vice and sin, as such, had not been invented, so their behaviour was not good by choice, as they had no alternative but to behave in the way they were intended to behave. Without 'evil', as such, there simply cannot be 'good'.
This is illustrated beautifully in a text I have managed to acquire from a self-confessed fallen archon, in exchange for a little, shall we say, writing of names in the dead-book favour. If it's a personal diary I know not, only that it's a highly cherished and rare example of the Archonic legend of the Day the Angels Fell...
 
The First to Fall
Let me tell you a story. Sit down. 

I have seen an angel die. 

She was the perfect essence of divinity.

She was me.
When I was first earning my wings, I walked amongst the evil and corrupt on the mortal worlds and brought them to the light and love. My compassion and sympathy was a bottomless well, and all I met drank freely of it. It was part of my job. We all had jobs, tasks, missions, fates and destinies. Our Source set our path, and so we followed it.
There is a city. It came first in Creation. It was beautiful -- I can still remember it. Everything was white and silver and pearl, quartz and marble and gold. At that time, those substances held no value, they were only beautiful. That was all they could be. There was no one else in all of Creation to put a value to them.
Before I walked the primes Creation set us to building the foundations of the multiverse -- rules to the order, for that was our primary source of existence, in order. Even the random is dependably, happily irreverent, down to the point of being completely predictable for months on end. I knew that. I knew why, and how, being part of the force that set Creation to order. It's no good without a little difference.
Around the edges of the city, there was darkness. That was known later, when darkness became associated with being evil. That was much later, because the concept of evil had yet to be developed. Ancient, older than almost anything, the darkness made a contrast on the bright light of the city, and it was decided that all within the city was good. Good was also a new idea, that came at the same time as evil, when a discrepancy between morals and the strange creatures who walked the edges of the fair city became apparent.
"What is evil, and why does it infringe upon us?" was the collective question. Did we Create it? Did it exist before we did? It became an obsession. Every now and then, someone would fly close enough to see the darkness a little more clearly.
I know, because I was the first. I looked down from where I flew on the border and saw all the Creational work turned and twisted and warped. I saw fighting between two distinct kinds of the evil. I was fascinated. Now I knew, for I had seen it, there was more to the life Creation had made than what was selfishly contained within the pristine walls of the city.
For any hope, I went to the Source and made my case. I was given power, enough to walk amongst the darkness and survive, if I could use the power skilfully. And so I learned. I practised. I raised an army by the name of the Source, a thousand angels like I, imbued with the divine to route the darkness from the edges of our city. For this, we could expand. Push the evil back, and move the good away.
Out of the gates we poured, and we cut the darkness like a white-hot knife, and the creatures flinched away. Some were very powerful, and others were merely larger representations of the lice and fleas we had sent to pester the mortals.
I realised then that we had created this darkness in contrast to the light, perhaps even unintentionally. It was so vast, full of things that would have been ideas no one I knew had ever worked on, that they were part of the Source. That was the only explanation, that the Source could have done this.
Why? I felt betrayed. A few of my army had already perished in an assault against one of the larger kind. Just one of the big ones! I felt my own power flux and wane and wax and lessen along side my faith.
Why?
We were spread thinly now, down amongst the evil, pushing back at the edges, gaining a few acres of land. What they lacked in power was made up in sheer numbers, and my army was dwindling terribly fast. And so went my faith.
Five hundred of our ranks left. And then, we heard the gates close behind us. I turned briefly, and saw the brightness on the outside as these fiends would have been seeing it for eternity: distant, cold white marble walls, and just with that thought, we were distanced. I felt the shift in body, mind and soul as the city disappeared.
Had we won? No, I knew, but neither had we lost. I looked at my wings, and saw them dull to grey, and then black. A bloody orb rose in the sky, an awful parody of a sun mirrored on a prime world. A thick, ragged cheer erupted from the thousands of fiends massed, and I realised this war had only just begun.
Behind me, the moans of my fallen angels reached my ears. Today, we had a new purpose. The light, the white, and the goodness had only used us to distance themselves further, and at our sacrifice. That was a blow even I could not stand, and as I rallied my friends and comrades, we joined the ranks of the fiends as a part of the elite, that we could have a special purpose to bring to good back down and show it just how close it had come to merging with us.
There is something immortal in vengeance, so I have found. It serves me well.
 

Like any good myth, of course, there's more than one version floating around, It wouldn't be mythic otherwise, would it cutter? Anyway, I'd be depriving you if I didn't share this at least...this particular version stems from a Rilmani tome which was left to me in the will of a very dear friend, Daaras Intwood. Fortunately I'm on good terms with Marchosias Chou, the executor of the will (though some rumours would have you believe he's executed more than just the will...), and managed to claim my inheritance before the likes of Tripicus could get his paws on it. 

The story goes that after some time with the Multiverse in this state of perfection the Creator left the throne of the Heavens on some business or other. While the throne was vacant, one angel (who shall remain nameless -- I have no desire to be Visited!), attempted to fill the vacuum that the Creator's absence had left behind. The angel sat on the throne and demanded allegiance from the rest of the angels, in a symbolic takeover.
When the Creator returned, he learned of what had transpired. Enraged, he threw the angel from the Heavens, along with any of the other angels who had given oaths to the one who had betrayed his word. The casting out of the fallen angels is a theme adopted by many artists, such as this example, from the ceiling of the Temple of Shining Faith, on Mercuria, Mount Celestia:
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And Suddenly, the Angels Fell 
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Now here's something that the priests of light won't tell you: When the First Mover cast down the fallen angels, what had they actually done? Nothing evil, that's for sure; sin had not been invented. In fact, it could be argued (and it is, by some observers) that the 'Great Betrayal' was actually nothing of the sort. All that happened was that one angel tried to keep things running smoothly in the absence of the Creator, and when the Creator discovered he was not so indispensable as he'd led the angels to believe, he grew jealous and angry. This was the real reason the angels fell, they claim. Who am I to argue with that? 

So as these angels fell from the Light into the Darkness, new planes opened up beneath them...at least, so say the Mystery Plays. Original sin had been finally invented, not by the angels, but by the Creator! The ones who fell ceased to be innocent, and out of the presence of their Creator, their shapes changed and mutated. They were no longer angels: they became fiends. They weren't the only ones who changed. See, the angels who remained were no longer innocent either. They now had a choice: to follow their Creator (generally assumed in these myths to be what we now call "good") or to turn away from it, to "evil". They made their choice by remaining in the Light, and became celestials.
By his own actions the Creator had split his minions into good and evil, and had himself defined what good and evil meant: Obeying his word was good, disobeying it was evil. Note that at this point evil was not as we understand it now. That happens later.
So what became of the Fallen Angels? Well, depending on who you speak to, these First Fiends were one of several things. One school of thought reckons that as they fell they became baatezu, tanar'ri or yugoloth depending upon where they landed. Others claim that only one race appeared, and the others are corruptions of this one form. Another possibility is that only baatezu and tanar'ri were formed, and at this early time they had not yet discovered hate for each other; they bred, and the yugoloths were born. A last possibility might be that an entirely different fourth race was formed, presumably now extinct, and the fiends of today were born from them. Interestingly, bloods who've stumbled across that hard-to-come-by tome Faces of Evil often agree with me on this last point.
And the 'angels'? Opinion is divided on this issue. There are some historians who postulate that the mysterious rilmani are in fact all that remains of the angels...somehow these beings were not transformed during the fall, and still have not chosen to follow or turn away from the First Mover. There is little evidence for this theory, but then there is precious little evidence for anything where the rilmani are concerned...
But let us not paint the First Mover in an entirely unfavourable light. You might start to think that I'm a Sinker or something, and we couldn't have that! No, in many plays there is the suggestion that the First Mover made some sort of attempt at reconciliation with those whom he had cast out. The Wotan Wood edition of The Choice says
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Ynd the Mover said unto those he had loste:
"I have done ye wronge, ynd I apologeise
I was quicke to judhge, I shal yt rectifiye
Return to my folde from whence ye came,
I forgive ye all, ful absolv'de from blayme."
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This was an attempt to make up for the perceived misdeed, and restore the angelic race to its innocence. However, it was too late. In the absence of light, the fiends had discovered the freedom of evil, and they apparently enjoyed it more than good. They refused the apology, their leader saying:
[image: image107]
"Begonne thou blinker'd beaste of thy own brilliance
Thou hast wronged us ful well, ynd we do not repent
Return to thy chariot, thy blackliver'd sod!"
Ynd the Mover turned, bow'd weeping ynd went,
Ynd the fiendes knewe nevermore God.
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Strong words from the fiends to their own Creator! In any case, this interpretation tallies with the situation we see today, though it would appear the fiends quickly fragmented into several warring races. Evil cannot unite for longer than its own temper, as they say. 

The Creator apparently regretted his bounteous action of creation, for it was shortly after this time that the first myths of the great floods enter the records, from many sources. Could the First Mover have been trying to destroy the fiends? Were the floods aimed at the mortals who had also fallen from a state of innocence? Perhaps the aim was to destroy all of the multiverse so creation could begin afresh and not make the same mistakes as before? (We shall explore this theme in another lecture, no doubt...)
Or perhaps all of this is barmy flam, speculation and pure screed. For alas, I cannot prove a word.

YOU ARE IN:
[image: image109.png]



Deep beneath the streets of the Lady's Ward broods my Cellar of Dark Secrets. It's a grim place, full of the memories of deeds best forgotten. The black marble floor it cracked and pitted, and the rusty iron smell of ancient blood hangs heavy in the air. The rumble you can hear is from the bowels of Sigil herself; we are close to the dabus down here. Mind your head on those cobwebs, cutter; some of them are alive, I think. And don't wander down here on your own. There's a hungry retriever on the prowl somewhere; I never was able to catch the sod. 

The chant goes that this expansive cellar was once used by a faction called the Blade of No Return. These cutters had a philosophy rather like a sinister breeding of Dustmen and Signer ideals; some say that the Blade was formed by a Dustman visionary who pulled a bunch of like-minded sods from the faction and created his own splinter group. Anyhap, the Blade believed that it was their duty to bring about the end of the multiverse. To do this, they had to kill every living creature in it. They reckoned, with nothing alive to observe the multiverse, it'd just fold up and end. They said they'd be the last ones alive, and end it all in a glorious suicide by leaping off the Spire together. Gloriously insane, if you ask me.
Well, the chant also goes that they used this here cellar as a base of operations, headquarters in the Cage, execution chamber, and the portals that're scattered around here support this. The Cellar of Dark Tales is connected to several Lower Planes, the Negative Quasi-Elementals and the Negative Energy Plane itself. If the half-barmy explorer Kristias Fireflight is to be believed, there's a portal to the Plane of Fumes down here too. Well, I suppose it'd explain the funny smell...
Anyway, the faction met its own sticky end in the cull the Lady of Pain imposed some six hundred years back...the Blade of No Return were one of the unlucky factions that simply dried up. Good thing, probably. They were as barmy and evil a bunch of berks I've ever known.
I have two exhibits down here at present. The first exposes chant on the Soul Cage, a long-rumoured twin of Sigil herself, gathered from touts and bloods the Great Ring over. Secondly, there's a huge oil painting on the wall there, several copies of old tomes you can browse, and an essay on Baatific History recorded in that rather fierce-looking mimir. Careful; he's been known to bite!
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Travellers in the city of Sigil often ask why it's called 'the Cage'. The friendlier locals whisper to them of the Lady of Pain's Mazes, and the way she herself seems confined to the streets. Is the merry birdcage a prison for her, or one she herself has constructed? Everyone has their own pet theories on that. But one thing not many bashers know about is a particularly strange effect the Lady's portals have on the burg. Nothing gets in or out of the Cage except by her doorways (unless you fancy jumping off the edge of the ring, that is). So where do the spirits of the dead go? Good question, berk. Much research has gone into this topic over many years, mostly by the Guvners, of course. 

I've paid a lot of garnish to glean a few of the rumours, hearsay and (probably) outright lies from touts and other bloods whose 'special interest' lies in this domain. Most were unwilling to talk, at first. I soon persuaded 'em. How? That's my dark, berk!
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Karlia the Seven-Mouthed, High Priestess of Brihaspati
"Resurrection? Why yes, I can perform the ceremony, provided the poor dead sod converts to our faith. Where did the body die? In Sigil? Oh. 

"You see, there's a problem there. I'm not sure I fully understand why, but I was told in a dream that it was the Lady's Will. A year ago a group of cutters brought their dead friend here to Nectar of Life on Mount Celestia. They told me the poor berk died in Sigil, of a lightning bolt through the chest. Right painful, it looked.
"Anyway, one of the party was a paladin of Brihaspati, like yourself, so I agreed to perform the ceremony. I cast the spell, with Brihaspati's blessings, and the battered corpse was healed. However, it did not return to life.
"It was not that the ceremony had failed; for the body was restored and ready for the spirit to return. It was more that the spirit could not return. For some reason it was trapped in that barmy birdcage, Sigil.
"I did what I could for the cutters, for they were very upset. I gave them a scroll with the prayer inscribed upon it, and bade them to return to Sigil and perform the ceremony there. Perhaps, I reasoned, the spirit would be able to find its body from there. I never heard from them again, thus I suppose it may have been successful.
"As for you bashers, I give the same advice. I can heal this corpse, but its soul will remain trapped in Cage. Ah, but I cannot give you a scroll with the prayer upon it. I used the last one for that other sod, and don't have any more. My apologies."
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A Brief Treatise On the Magical Nature of Sigil the Cage
[Excerpt from Chapter 32 of a much longer text penned by Malakon Hordrick of the Fraternity of Order]
The Lady of Pain has isolated the Cage utterly from planar magic and conduits. No means save Her portals can be used to gain egress to the city, and the portals are created and destroyed by Her and Her alone (at least since the Shattering of Aoskar's Temple). 

It is further my belief that the torus shape of Sigil is due to the confluence of magical energies caused by the city's location at the top of the Spire of the Outlands. The negated magic of the Outlands is funnelled up through the spire, and the Lady uses this energy to seal and support the city.
The effect of the sealing is well-known by planewalkers: to enter the Cage, they must locate a portal, and use the correct key. Then, and only then, does a temporary gate open between the Cage and the Multiverse outside. It is only possible to leave the Cage in a similar manner, although there is some speculation into the consequence of jumping off the ring of Sigil. As I postulated in Chapter 27, Subsection 41.8, this would have one of three consequences:
· One: A fall of infinite duration down the Spire. Note that this is in the magic-dead area of the Outlands, so no spells of flight or teleportation would function. This ensures a grizzly death at the foot of the Spire when eternity is over. 

· Two: A random 'bounce' effect where a body is flung into another plane entirely. This would likewise be highly dangerous, as the destination, and thus the precautions necessary for travelling there, will be unknown. 

· Three: A trip to the Lady's Mazes. She seems to conjure these magical labyrinths up at a whim; so could it not be possible Sigil itself is imprisoned in a maze of Her own (or, more sinister, someone elses') devising? 

I do not know which of these it true, nor do I have any intention of experimenting myself. However, this postulation brings interesting conclusions. Portals are the only feasible method of access to or from the Cage. What then of beings unable to operate portals? Obviously they are trapped in the city.
Consider this for a moment:
For the duration of any existing records, the Dustmen have been charged by the Lady with dealing with the Cage's dead. It has been suggested that the Dead are the oldest faction of all. The faction's headquarters is the Mortuary; which has countless portals to most known planes. They send the bodies of the dead to the plane which matches their beliefs in life. Why would the Lady consider this important? Why not just dump bodies in the Ditch or off into the Void? None of the Powers would know of these operations, since they cannot see into the Cage, and depriving them of petitioners would weaken them.
It is my belief that if cadavers of those who die in the Cage are not disposed of in the correct manner, their spirits will linger in the Cage, trapped forever. I imply by this that unless the corpse leaves Sigil through a portal, allowing the spirit to 'follow' if you will, then the spirit is forever denied a chance to become a petitioner.
Where then do these spirits reside? Obviously that the streets of the Cage are not over-run with ghosts, spirits and undead. Again, three conclusions:
Firstly, most of the corpses of Sigil's dead are gathered by the Collectors are disposed of properly. Secondly, lost spirits do not assume the form of undead, and thirdly, that there must be some other means of escape for these souls, be it sinister or otherwise.
[At this point in Chapter 32, Hordrick begins to discuss the nature of Undeath and how a vampire or mummy would go about establishing links to the Negative or Positive Material Plane in the Cage. The rest of the chapter has been omitted.]
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Fell, the Dabus who Is Not
[Translated from rebus by Milori, who issues the following disclaimer: 'Due to the complex nature of this interview, it's quite possible that my translations are not perfect. I disavow myself of any misfortune that might befall any who takes these words too literally']
"The Dabus live in warrens beneath the streets of the Cage. Every basher knows this. What they don't know is what else is down there. There are sewer tunnels, but they are not like those of other cities. Sigil's underground is riddled with portals to other planes. Sewage ends up in the Elemental planes of Water and Ooze, or the Realm of Jubilex in the Abyss. Minauros [Try drawing that as a rebus! - Milori] in Baator takes it's share of waste too. The ooze portals in the Hive are different. They are a result of the Elemental Planes trying to impose their rigid Four-bias upon the Three-ness of the Outer Planes. You did not ask about that, however. 

"There are other hidden portals too. There are portals to Air down there too, and in the skies around the Cage. This is why the air is not thin here. By design or fault (who can tell) there are also portals to Smoke, Ash, Steam, Vacuum and Dust. This is why the weather in the Cage is as it is. Storms often blow in through portals to Lightning, but they can also escape this way, too. The City of Doors is lit by occasional connections to the Radiance planes. The skies would be much brighter, were it not for the mists.
"Under the streets there are similarly portals to Fire and Magma. They keep the Cage warm enough for us Dabus to live here, and power the Furnaces. Ice, Salt and Mineral portals are mined deep below the warrens, in the very bowels of the Cage. And Sigil itself? Why, the Cage is built upon foundations which lead to the plane of Earth.
"There, as you requested. The tattoo of Sigil Below is finished. No, it will not wash away, berk! What is it you ask me now? Of the Soul Cage? Cutter, I am busy. Look, there is a queue of bashers wanting tattoos. You had better go now."
[Milori notes that the dabus was perhaps a little too confident in giving his spiel, like it was rehearsed or scripted. Could he be peeling leatherheaded cutters for jink? Or could he really be giving true dark? Or perhaps the image that the lecture paints looks good as a tattoo; it certainly seems popular enough. Whatever the truth of that matter, Fell spoke no more of the Soul Cage than to deny he knew anything of it.]
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Turpental, a Blood Tout Speaks (for a Price)
"I don't see why I should have to tell you any of this. It won't do you any good. No, I don't care about jink. Well, not that much. And I'm not afraid of your threats. Looks like the deal is off...What's that you've got there? Jink? Ahhh! Now you're talking... 

"So, you want me to tell you about the Misty Cage? Well, I shouldn't be telling you any of this, berk, but since you've made me such a good offer I will. It's like an ethereal plane, parallel to Sigil. Yeah, the chant is the Lady of Pain created it, and yeah, there are portals to get there. No, I'm not going to tell you where they are, or the keys. That'll cost ya treble.
"When the Dabus tear something down or build something up, where d'ya think they get the material from? Oh sure, some of it comes through portals from out-of-town. But explain this: remember the Hourglass Validorum bar off Tintibulus Alley? The one that disappeared the night after the owner erected a statue of the Lady in the drinking pit? Yes? Well, see that book shop over there? That's the same building, 'cept it only appeared there ten days ago. And it's moved from the Lower Ward to the Clerk's Ward, right? So it was gone for a year, and then it reappears again somewhere else. Don't you find that a little...strange?
"I reckon that's where these things go. It's like a giant storehouse where the Dabus shove things they don't need right now, so they can get 'em again later if they need 'em. And if the Lady wants to make a new maze, well, she's got lots of raw material there to do it with.
"Spirits of the dead? Well, I've not been there meself, but I'd be wary of believin' those Primer tales of ghosts and spookies. The Dead deal with all of that, don't they? I don't want to rattle their case, now. Unless you've got much more of that shiny jink, of course. No, I'd need much more than treble for that..."
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Journey Into the Soul Cage
[From the journal of Magna Sier, psychic and factor of the Sign of One]
This day I saw fit to interview Aldebarr the Slorr, a raving barmy in the Bleaker's Madhouse. He used to be one of us, but lost his mind. The Bleakers claimed that he got Lost in the Cage but came back to his body. Of course, I was intrigued by this act of sheer willpower. Could he be the One whom Terwolfe has spoken of? 

"The Soul Cage? No, no! Not that again! Please don't make me..."
It took me many minutes to will the man to stop screaming. When he ceased, he continued:
"I went there once, long ago. I used to be whole, but then they tore me apart. The stones there, they talk to you. In your mind. The place was all mist and shapes. They live deep underground, right under your beds. In your mind, I say! 

"They spoke to me from their bones. Their faces, all around me. I screamed but they would not stop the pain. So much hurt there! They hate us, some of them. They envy us. They wish they were me, but some of them do not. They like it there. Why? We were just shapes to them, as they are to us. Spirits in your mind! We must release them, before they can escape."
He continued to tell me more of this place he called the Soul Cage. This is not something I have ever imagined or dreamed to be real. Does this mean it does not exist? I must investigate further.
He told me of many things, only some of which I understand. Using powers of the mind, I probed his madness. He believes what he says to be true, but it is certainly strange. From what I can make sense of, Aldebarr has seen a spirit plane connected to Sigil. The spirits of the Lost are trapped here when their bodies die, because our Serene Lady's portals open only to those bearing the correct keys. I can only assume this means the spirits cannot travel to the correct planes and become petitioners.
"They cry that they cannot go where they belong, and that they are afraid. I saw dark Things there, coming to take them. They were so scared of them. The misty place, it was full of ruins. Things destroyed, things lost to us mortals. Aaargh! They come for me! But it is not my time, they say. I am not ready for them. So they let me go..."
What can he mean? And who are the mysterious 'Things' Aldebarr mentioned so many times to me in our conversations? Could they be shadow fiends? Dabus? Or some other servant of the Lady of Pain? Do night hags wander this realm, or is the man simply a addle-coved barmy? But how to visit the place...
[The Journal of Magna Sier was never completed, for he vanished in his sleep the night after penning these lines. He has not been seen since.]
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The Pages of Demise
[This cryptic passage was located among reams of funeral dirges of the celebrated Dustman bard Brother Expiral, written shortly before he committed suicide - for the third time]
It is with no emotions that I write this, for I believe I have surpassed this very mortal manner of thought. I know fully what I do but not what I will become, yet I embrace this next step of Death with the passion of a man who has learnt what it is to feel nothing. 

I think I shall pass beyond this Cage of Beliefs and past it again to a place where the immortal souls dwell. It will be here yet not the same. I saw this the first and second time of my death in the Cage, yet each time I passed back into my body once more. They did not recognise me as one of themselves, and they were not willing to listen to the teachings of a man who believes he knows True Death.
They seemed split into three quarrelling factions, and perchance it was this violent struggle between them that bound them to their Soul Cage. I met some of them who wanted to remain in their Cage forever, for they were afraid of their judgment in the afterlives they thought were waiting for them. They did not listen to me when I told them they would feel none of the pain or torture they feared, and clung to their emotions in an attempt to cheat True Death. In this Soul Cage they said none of the Powers who claim lordship over their 'souls' could see and judge them, and only there did they feel safe. They hid their mortal remains from the Dustmen, so that we could not dispense their bodies to their true fates, and thus allow their souls to escape the Cage.
The second group wanted to leave the Cage very much, for they falsely longed for the 'reward' of their afterlives. Yet they too lingered there, for unless their physical remains left the material Cage of Sigil, so too were their souls doomed to remain within the Soul Cage. I tried to teach them that to forget the emotional link with their bodies would negate the need for the body to travel with them, but they wailed that to give up hope was a worse fate than that which befell them at present.
The final group was in fact one lone spirit, composed of shining brightness and nebulous form. It told me that he was in fact one of the living, and that I was actually the dead one. At first I was amused by his rantings, though now I understand them all the more clearly. Could he be on the other side of the veil? Has the Lady discovered the Place of Life where we dead bloods go when we 'die'? Surely, if she has, then she knows the Source; the Truth: the Life! Is this why we see her only sometimes; that she hails from beyond the veil where the Living dwell? Then the Lady is our captor, our jail-keeper and our warden. Does she keep us here until it is time for us to return? And are the spirits in her Soul Cage those in the real, Living Sigil?
So again I return to speak with them, to reason with them, maybe to help them find the True Death they seek, or at least move along the ladder to that goal. And I seek the shining one, that he might answer more of my questions. I shall drink of hemlock until my body once again dies, and then my spirit can roam the Soul Cage unhindered.
I hope I have not been peeled.
[Brother Expiral indeed died after writing this, and this time his spirit did not return to his body. He has been interred in the Mortuary until further notice.]
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Janos Volkrina, Indep spellsword and Knight of the Post, relates his journey into the Soul Cage (by Rich Gant)
"The Soul Cage? Quit rattlin', berk. I don't know what you're talkin' about. I don't care what you think you've heard, I ain't ever heard of it. Now pike off. 

"Jink? Naw, berk, I don't want yer jink. I want ya to go away an' stop rattlin' yer bon-box. I ain't never heard of this Soul Cage, and yeo never have either. Not if yer smart.
[At this point, Janos peered about nervously, apparently looking for someone.]
"Good, they ain't around to hear ya rattlin' on like that. Who? The Dabus, that's who. They got their own darks, an' they don't want them gettin' out. No, I don't know if the Lady's involved or not, but the Dabus are. That's enough for me. An' since it's plain as the nose on a troll that ya ain't goin' away until I say somethin, an' since I ain't the murderin' kind, it's a good thing they ain't around to hear this. 

"Yeah, I been there. The Soul Cage. Frey an' Freya strike me down if'n I ever go back, but I been there.
"What's it like? Grey, fulla shadow an' mist. No colours, almost like the Grey Waste. Only difference is that outsiders, livin' bloods like you an' me, still got colors. Everythin' else's just grey. Ya can't see far 'cause o' the mist, there's no sun or anythin' else to mark the passin' o' time, an' ya lose track o'which way you're goin' real quick like. Everythin's in ruins there, too. All fulla buildin's it is, an' none o' them intact. Some were broken when they got there, others...well, they get pulled apart for raw materials.
"Worse part is, there ain't any real sensation there. It ain't cold, it ain't hot, it ain't anythin' at all. Almost like it mutes the way things feel, the way the Waste mutes colors. Sound's real funny too. You can't tell where anythin' is just by listenin', because the sound comes in from all directions.
"Hmmm? Inhabitants? Yeah, people live there. Not just people, either. There's *things* there, too. Things like I ain't never seen before, nor heard tell of. Things like..."
[At this point, Janos starts and begins staring nervously at the shadows.
Finally he relaxes and continues.]
"Sorry about that, cutter. Thought I saw somethin' there. Don't like the shadows no more, not in the Cage anyway. I keep rememberin'... 

"Yeah, inhabitants. Most o' 'em are dead folks, what didn't get out o' the Cage. They're trapped there, unable an' unwillin' to leave. Forgotten, too. Hells, I didn't even recognize 'em, an' I wrote a few o' 'em into the dead-book meself. Didn't even recognize 'em, an' I killed 'em. That's gotta be the worst, not even bein' remembered by yer own killer. Hardhead bastards deserved it, though. Tryin' to write up some o' me mates, just fer bein' Indeps...
"Well, that's neither here nor there. The dead are trapped there. Not all o' the dead, just the ones what never got their corpses hauled outa the Cage when they died. Trapped, consigned to an eternity o' waitin' an' hopin' someone remembers 'em an' helps 'em escape. "Course, not all o' 'em wanna escape. Some o' 'em like it there, or at least they like it there more than they like the idea o' where they're goin' if they get out.
"The ones that don't wanna leave went an' banded together in a Faction, callin' themselves the Order. They wear masks to hide who they were, an' are like the Hardheads an' the Mercykillers put together. They don't wanna leave, an' they don't want anyone else leavin' either. Figure they're worried that if anyone gets out, somebody'll come in an' collect 'em. So they hunt down an' stop anyone tryin' to leave.
"How'd I get out, if there's a Faction tryin' to stop bodys from leavin'? Ain't tellin', anymore'n I'm tellin' how to get in. The Dabus'r everywhere, an' I don't want more trouble than I've already got from 'em.
"Course, there's other groups there. Some o' our Factions have banded together there for protection, an' because they've got somethin in common with each other. Then there's a group opposed to the Order, call 'emselves the Seekers. They're tryin' to find a way to escape, go on to their afterlives an their rewards, or even just go somewhere else. The Order hates them with a passion, an' the Seekers hate them back. If you ever find yerself there, look for them.
"The Order ain't the worst, though. There's the Takers. Naw, not the Fated. Soul Takers, or Soul Collectors they get called. I don't know what they are, an' neither did anyone I talked to. They live in the shadows of the Soul Cage, just waitin' an' lurkin'. Death attracts them, or what would be death if the dead in the Soul Cage could really die. They come outta the shadows an' engulf the poor sod, an' he ain't never seen again. I can't even describe 'em. They're just shadows, but they're the most 'orrible things I've ever laid eyes on, like holes in the universe, leadin' who knows where. I ain't shamed to say they terrified me, an' they'd do likewise or worse to you if you ever saw one. Can't stand the shadows in the Cage no more. I keep thinkin' I see them movin' now, an' then I look to see if they're there, gettin ready to come for me. Ain't happened yet, but that's small comfort...
"There's probably more I could tell ya, but I ain't gonna. I've said too much as it is, an' there's a Dabus over there now. See? That one. The one lookin' at us. They know I know about the Soul Cage, an' they probably know you do too, now. Be careful, 'cause they'll be watchin' you now, too."
[I haven't spoken with Janos since this interview, although I do know that he has recently left Sigil on unstated business. Ordinarily, I would dismiss his tale as the paranoid rantings of a barmy destined for the Gatehouse, but I cannot. Those who know or have employed him in the past speak of his reliability and honesty, excepting only those areas in which honesty is a liability in his chosen profession. This is not my only reason for taking his tale seriously, however.
Since the time he related his tale to me, I have begun to notice things myself. Occasionally, the shadows do seem to move of their own accord, and I suffer an inexplicable sense of foreboding at those times. I try to convince myself that it is my imagination, triggered by Janos' tale, but his claims of the Collectors and the fear in his eyes return at those times and my efforts seem hollow. 
What is more, the Dabus do seem to follow me now. Although they are a constant presence in Sigil, I see them about me more often now. Perhaps it is merely Janos' obsession with them, rubbing off on me. Perhaps. I only pray that is so, and that recording Janos' tale has not atracted their attention to me as well. Even now I can see one across the street, watching. Merely watching.]
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Recorded from the ranting of a street preacher in the Lower Ward, shortly before his death at the hands of the Lady of Pain herself (by Rich Gant)
"...true! It is true! The Lord of the Portals is not dead, but imprisoned! You believe a lie! Aoskar is not dead, but imprisoned by the Usurper! He did not die at the hands of the Lady of Pain, for she cannot slay a Power! She could only imprison him, bind him, strip his power from him and hide him away! She could not destroy him, for she has no power over the Powers, save what she steals from you who serve her through your fear! She could not destroy him, for she needs him still! Without Aoskar, Lord of Portals, she could not allow entry or exit from Sigil, for he IS Sigil! 

"Even now, Aoskar awaits us! He is not dead, but a captive of the Lady of Pain, and he awaits our faith so that he may be free! His body floats not in the Astral, but is imprisoned elsewhere! I know, for I have seen! I have seen! Glory be unto the Lord of the Portals, I HAVE SEEN! He has SHOWN unto me, his most wretched and unworthy of servants, the prison into which the Usurper has cast him! I have seen the place of his imprisonment, through the glory and power of Aoskar, praise be unto him!
"He is imprisoned, I say unto you! His prison is not among the Planes as we know them! No, he is not imprisoned within the Inner Planes, no within the Outer Planes, nor among the spheres of the Prime Planes! He is not imprisoned there for no prison of the Planes may hold him, for he is Aoskar, Lord of the Portals and his is the freedom to travel when and where he desires! No! His prison is elsewhere! It is a mockery of this city, a mockery of Sigil, a cruel and bitter mockery of his once and future throne! He lies sleeping and imprisoned in a realm of mists and destruction, of ruin and decay! He lies, trapped and sleeping, awaiting our faith to free him, in a mockery of his throne which the servants of the Lady of Pain use as a dumping ground! In her arrogance and pride, the foul Usurper, the Lady of Pain, has cast Aoskar into a pit of filth and destruction, to mock he who is the true and rightful ruler of this city!
"I know, for I have seen it! The glory of Aoskar came upon me, and I beheld the place of his imprisonment! I saw him, upon a throne of rubble, served and ministered unto by the souls of the forgotten dead of Sigil! Aoskar was there, I tell you! And the dead were with him, serving him until the time comes that Aoskar awakens and bursts forth from the prison the Usurper has placed him in! The dead were there, left there by the whim of the Lady of Pain, trapped there by her fear that the souls of the dead will reveal the truth and that the faith of men will strengthen and awaken him once more! They are there! I know, for I have seen them in their thousands and their tens of thousands by the gift and power of Aoskar!
"Repent! Repent of your evildoings! Repent of your betrayal of the true and mighty Lord of Sigil! Repent, and serve the Usurper no more! Strengthen her not with your fear! Strengthen her not through your worship of her, for you do worship her through your obedience unto her laws, call your actions what you will! Repent! The mighty arm of Aoskar is extended still unto you, but he will not be merciful unto you forever! Repent! For his time is not yet, but comes soon, and those who are not faithful unto him at his coming shall be judged and swept into the Spaces Between for all eternity! Repent...
"Hah! You show your face at last! Do you dare slay a true servant of the Lord of the Portals? You shall not, for I am armoured and strengthened in Aoskar! Stand thou back, Usurper, Lady of Pain! I fear thee not, and I abjure thee in the name of the true Lord of Sigil! In the name of Aoskar, I command thee to withdraw thy presence, and let thy shadow fall no more upon the body of the faithful! Begone, and trouble-"
[The recording does not end here, but continues in agonised screaming for several minutes before it does.]
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Does the Soul Cage even exist? Many screed-sellers would have you believe it does, but as yet there's no hard evidence. Is it a remnant of a long-dead Sigil, or the final resting place of dabus spirits? Perhaps. Or maybe it's a prison, the real Cage, trapping the spirits of the Lady's enemies for eternity under her watchful gaze. Whatever the truth might be, most observers who've bothered looking into the theory all agree on one thing: There's definitely something odd out there... 

As for what that something might be, alas, I cannot prove a word.
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Thanks to Rich Gant, whose interpretation of my original article was most enlightening...
I shall revise this article presently. Any suggestions for additions will be gratefully received.  
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Of course, Sigil ain't the only place with a history best forgotten. Everyone's always curious about the fiends (call it a morbid fascination with danger, perhaps), and I'm no exception. When I discovered a tasty scrap of paper in a dead mage's library (don't ask me how he died, the Hardheads never proved a thing) my imagination appetite for more darks was wetted. The following mimir recording is my lecture on the subject. It spans a great sweep of the history of Baator, and explains a lot that's previously been a mystery. If you believe it, of course...
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This story begins a long time ago, cutters, with a series of scraps of ancient parchment I unearthed on an expedition to Thoth's Great Library. If you've ever been there, you'll understand why I tarried inside the place for longer than I'd intended, but that's another story for another time...this piece of history can't wait to be told. Are you sitting comfortably? Doors bolted and veil spell in place? Good, then I'll tell you what I learned... 

Ever since the baatezu first appeared in the Lower Planes and learned that they were not alone in their fiendishness, they have been resentful. Of the yugoloths, that is doubtless, but they resent and fear the tanar'ri even more. 'Course, they ain't about to admit that for a single second, berk, but you can take it from me there's more than just hatred of opposites. To the baatezu, the tanar'ri represent an uncontrollable force, a wild and savage side to evil that cannot be tamed, and an unpredictable foe. Perhaps they hate the tanar'ri because they cannot understand their ways, or perhaps they see a side of themselves that they'd rather forget. Perhaps it's a bit of both. Whatever the reason for it, though, only a leatherhead doesn't know that the fiends loathe each other.
So, for the fledgling baatezu race (for even immortals begin from nothing), the Great Chaotic Threat was one that had to be dealt with, and dealt with fast. Of course, "fast" for immortals is a great deal slower than "fast" for us mortal races, but the concept conveys a sense of urgency nonetheless. At this early stage in fiendish history the baatezu were still a young force, evil to the core but small in numbers. Unlike the vast Baatific Empire of today, the race was spread across all the seven layers of young Baator (it was not always as now, as I shall explain presently) into many warring princedoms and duchys and kingdoms. Each had more severe and unforgiving laws than the next, and none could ever agree on anything,
It was an unknown and unnamed figure that united the race for the first time. The surviving descriptions of this Unifier are few in number and vague in wording, but lead me to believe the creature was bladed of head and mighty of hand. A young Lady of Pain, perhaps? This alas is mere speculation on my part; I cannot prove a word. Neither will I venture as to why this being wished to unite the race, unless the growing tanar'ri hordes troubled him (or her) as much as it did the other races of the planes. According to Ye Prime Days of Byator the unification took "juste one nyte of Longe Knives and then t'was all done". However it occurred, united the baatezu were, by blood and by steel, and as one Empire they formed an army which was larger than any that the Multiverse had ever before seen.
Still, against the despicable horde of the tanar'ri, this was not enough. Besides, the nobles and princes did not care to fight in the skirmishes themselves, and many of their subjects were too weak to be of use against the ravenous denizens of the Abyss. The baatezu high-ups realised they needed a breed of warriors amongst them, and set out to create one.
The first attempt, created from centuries of breeding of baatezu and some unknown (now extinct?) planar race (known in ancient texts simply as razorkin). Sources suggest that this race came from neighbouring Acheron initially, though it has since vanished without trace. In any case, the spiny beings that resulted from the corrupted union proved to be less than perfect, and perfection was what the baatific princes demanded from their warrior farms. The disappointed high-ups slew both breeders and their stock in their thousands, lest the tanar'ri should learn the dark of their failure.
However, a select few of these warrior-fiends escaped from their captivity, and live to this day in hidden cities in the deepest layers of Acheron, known to us now as bladelings. Their first histories tell of a burning bladed Lady who led their people to freedom and then simply vanished. Again, the resemblance to the Lady of Pain occurs. What can this suggest of her early dealings with the planes? Alas, I cannot prove a word.
Following their disappointment with the bladelings, the baatezu soon learned of a new race from the Prime Material of great rapaciousness, greed and potential for evil. Apparently, these beings were crushing and destroying civilisations of elf and dwarf (for whom the baatezu have little love) not only by choice, but also by their more successful military might, faster breeding and stronger individuals. From the hellish plane the baatezu watched and drooled, sending forth temptresses in the form of Erinyes and kidnappers in the form of Osyluths. Over the years a sizable number of these humans, as they called themselves, were brought to Baator.
The humans did indeed make a good host for Blood Warriors. As baatezu bred with human, the race of tieflings were first spawned, in their millions. The weakest were murdered and the strongest forced to breed again in a massive programme of eugenics. Over countless centuries the baatezu tried to create a master race of warriors. Fortuitously, this evidence corroborates with another contemporary account of young Baator which I have read in the Great Library of Damnation in the Grey Waste. Though I did not understand the reference at the time, it mentioned "tymes when halfbreeds outnumber'd [the] fiends themself, but [that] these tymes hav long been past". Of course, now it makes terrible sense...
Alas for the tieflings their 'halcyon' days on Baator were not to last. While many examples of strong and evil antiheroes were born, the tiefling race as a whole all-to-often displayed the most despicable traits: individuality, disrespect for orders, compassion and even goodness!
For the evil baatezu, this was simply intolerable. This time the baatezu were more stringent in their elimination of their mistakes. They dug pits of death and caused annihilation of such great magnitude that it was said the screams of their victims could be heard at the Spire itself. In fact, the evil deeds were such that even Baator itself was unused to them, and the killing fields of Avernus and Minauros sank like lead hearts down through Baator. While once there were seven layers of Baator, the pyres and furnaces sank to form Phlegethos, and the mass graves of a million million became dark Nessus itself.
When I read this, I thought it too inflammatory not to investigate myself. Taking a portal from the Pentacle ("there are many secret ways into Nessus", as the saying goes, "but few ways out"), I saw for myself the chasms and gorges that riddle the layer. The rock there was strange, of a kind I had never before encountered. A little digging soon revealed the dark of the matter: It was full as a slaad's belly of bones, skulls and fossilised blood, miles deep, corpses frozen with horrid expressions of anguish and pain, the like of which I shall count myself lucky if I never see again.


"Thee Dead did fil the deepest pyts
and stil blocked out the skye"
- Songs of an Ancient Baator


It seems the baatezu were not content with mere genocide. As I had been led to believe in an apocryphal religious tome of Ilsensine's mind flayer priests, the baatezu had taken more than the tiefers' lives. The illithid holy text stated: "And the Evil Ones did wail and gnash their teeth, and they did swear never to deal with [the] soft-skinned betrayers for a thousand thousand years, and they tore the lives and hearts and souls and minds from their own children and children's children, and burned and slashed and stung them dead. With [their] minds many they made one, and [that] One is with us still..." 

In order to profit from their "investments", it seems the baatezu plundered anything of value they could find from the corpses of the millions of tiefers. All of the cadavers I examined that day on Nessus were missing eyes and hearts, and the tops of their skulls had been chopped off -- presumably to remove their brains. Ancient records of yugoloth truename traders (rescued by my own fair hands from a ruined skull-tower in Oinos) show that these organs were purchased and used by not only 'loths, but also merchants and wizards in Sigil and beyond. When one considers the possibility of such a grisly harvest, other nebulous writings from the period begin to come clear...
The Historica Empirica of the rilmani notes a great upheaval in the Balance at that time as millions of tiny voices cried out, then merged into one single voice louder than had ever been heard before. The Varaxi Klorr of the bladeling religion also mentions this, calling it "The Time of [the] Mind-See". For many years, noted archaeologists have assumed this referred to the emergence of psychic powers in the bladeling race which was subsequently submerged by the fervour of religion or the arrival of magic, but I beg to differ. I maintain that this mind-see was in fact a literal Mind Sea...the baatezu had pooled together the disembodied brains of their children to create a vast lake of intelligence in Nessus.
Perhaps the most damning of all I learned was that the celestials, such that they were of the time, knew of the atrocities that were occurring on Baator. In a tome I rescued from the flames of a temple on Lunia, I gleaned the following passage: "And the pure gods and folk of the Heavens heard the pleas of the half-fiends, and turned their backs, for no good can come of lives spawned of evil's loins." Surely this despicable act of wilful ignorance should not go unnoticed? How can beings of good and light simply wash their hands of the plight of an entire race of creatures? Did they refuse to offer the tieflings asylum in their "holy lands", perhaps, for fear of the corruption of their own race? What terrible selfishness these beings harbour within, and they have the gall to categorise themselves as 'good' and stand upon a pedestal? Would they do the same were it the githzerai today, or have they learned their lesson after the deaths of millions? We can but hope they have.
During my Nessan ordeal, I probed the plane with psionic powers and devices. I discovered psychic trauma of such terrible extent that the shock killed my psionicist companion dead as an Astral Power and rendered me unconscious for Spire-knows how long. The fleeting images I recall were of a grey pulpy pool as large as nine Prime Oceans, seething with intelligence and malice, more vastly powerful than anything before or since. It seemed the baatezu were the first to invent the Illithid Brain Pool, and they did so with a flourish!
Interestingly, Elemments of Kontroll, an obscure and very dense fiendish magical text of the period, makes mention of a new advancement in magic of binding and control, calling it geise. Could this be the ancestor of the enchanter's staple geas? I wonder if this magic, in its purest form, was cast upon every brain in that sea, to force the melded mind to do the bidding of its fiendish creators?
Here the story is picked up by the Maeleficum Maelificorum, a treatise on the religion of the baatezu race. It mentions a plane-god of such evil intent and knowledge that the baatezu themselves were afraid of their creation. Baatzuvian texts usually make the arrogant assumption that the powers are the invention of their worshippers, but this is the only reference I have found that contends the race were ever less than equals of their powers.
So it seems that the baatezu weaved their terrible new enchantments over the mind pool, binding it to their will and their whim. After centuries of trickery and guile, they persuaded the mind to reveal its most dark secret: Creation. Whether the baatezu had planned this from the start of their scheming it is impossible to say, but the end result was exactly what they had wanted. Under the god-mind's guidance, the fiends created a whole race of warriors of exceptional skill and strength, and named them Barbazu. In Old Baatzuvian this name cryptically translates as Sea-borne. These warriors, as we know all too well today, are the mainstay of the baatezu war machine, and have won countless battles against the rampaging tanar'ri. Other dark whispers I have heard suggest the Nupperibo have also been twisted and mutilated by the self-same rituals. I could not possibly comment...
However, the Mass Mind was vastly more intelligent and resourceful than the fiends themselves, and plotted against them despite it magical shackles. As the rarely-spoken fable (related to me by an amnizu confidante who believed me an erinyes) goes, it would surely have destroyed the arrogant race forever had it not been for the voice of a single good soul who spoke softly to a spinagon she had loved in life, warning him of the danger he faced. The fiend told his superiors who told their superiors, and soon the whole race knew of the plot to split Baator asunder. Greatly angered, the baatezu shattered the mind with evocation magic greater than has ever before been seen or since. The god-mind replied with incredible force, gouging deep cracks in Nessus until earthquakes shook the whole Lower Planes. These 'quakes are mentioned in several texts from Gehenna and Acheron, so while the details may not be entirely reliable, it seems at least something terrible occurred on Nessus in that time.
The ferocious revenge of the baatezu wore on for many days and nights, and the ichor of the mind-sea drained away and became the River Lethe and the Styx. Curious how the polluted waters, to this day, drain the memories of those who drink from them. Perhaps the mind-sea still hungers for thoughts? The fiends doused what remained with acid and oil, and set it aflame for one thousand and one days. However, a small part of the sea escaped from harm, draining energy from Caina to stave off the fires...and this is why the eighth plane of Baator is so terribly cold. Pooling the last of its energies, it slipped through the planar border itself, and though it was weak and wizened when it arrived on the Outlands it was still as powerful as a god. Hiding itself away in the caverns near the Spire it became Ilsensine, the illithid creator power. Imagine how mighty it must have been in its heyday! This also suggests the reason why Ilsensine has remained out of place on the Outlands when its moral and ethical stance resemble so closely the Baatezu from whom it was spawned: It cannot return. Perhaps the sympathetic Outlands understand this and therefore allow its domain to remain unshifted? Neutrality works in strange ways, my friends.
And what of the soul who betrayed the evil scheme of the Mind? It is said she lingers on, untouchable by the baatezu, a single spark of light in the darkness of Nessus. I saw no evidence of this, but the myth is a persistent one. I cannot possibly comment.
So this is the shame of the baatezu. They are not ashamed of the evil they did, not for a second, but that they created their own worst enemy. For while the fiends and the illithids through Ilsensine may pretend not to remember these events of aeons past, they do, and it galls both to know of the other's continued existence. Mark my words well, one day, when Ilsensine's wound are licked clean, the planes will once again resound with the screams of many, though this time it will be the baatezu screaming.
Alas, I cannot prove a word.
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