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Welcome to the Outlands

It's a good plane to begin a tour, cutter, for it's located bang at the centre of the Outer Planes -- a fact which nobody disputes. It borders all the other planes of the Great Ring, touches the Astral, and, it would seem, has Sigil, the City of Doors floating above its heart. If you choose believe the screed, that is.

More is known about the Outlands than many other planes put together, but there are also a great many mysteries to be encountered here. Not least is the Infinite Spire itself, a tapering pillar of dark rock that rises from the flat plains of the Outlands both suddenly and with eyewatering proportions. 

The plane itself can be divided into three portions: The Spire, the Gate Towns, and the Hinterlands. The first of these applies to the vast area (called "the Disc" by some locals) radiating out from the Spire. It's here that staunchly neutral communities make their kips, many powers who choose not to choose radical beliefs dwell, and the mysterious grey race of the Outlands hold sway. It's also the largest magic-dead area in the Multiverse, for the Spire apparently draws magic into itself. The closer you are to the Spire, the more magic is affected. This effect weakens until magical powers behave themselves in the second part of the plane...

Clinging to the edges of the Disc are Gate Towns, burgs that perch on the precipice of belief between neutrality and some other philosophy. There's one for each of the Outer Planes, (that's sixteen in all, berk), and all have permanent gates to their respective planes within their walls.

Beyond the ring of gate towns lie the untold mysteries of the Hinterlands. Nobody really knows what they contain, for they have a nasty habit of never being the same twice. Thing is, it's not the churning chaos of Limbo, or the ever-moving revolving discs of Mechanus; the landscape appears perfectly normal. You could walk for years and never see the same thing twice, they say. But turn around, and you're back where you started again. Travellers have told tales of waking in a different place to where they fell asleep, or of cities there that change shape and location hourly. But they also tell of lost civilisations and uncountable riches. Maybe that's why people go there...

Locations in Infinity
In which we visit dozens of the the numerous burgs that litter the Outlands, learning their eccentricities and perhaps some of their secrets too, and uncover some of the places on the plane too small to be burgs, but large enough to be important, of interest, or a significant danger to the unwary traveller.

There's No Burg Like Home

Ever noticed that just when you think you've seen it all, something else pops up to suprise you? Well, as planes go, the Outlands does this more than most. Maybe it's due to the strange nature of travel on the plane, or maybe it's just because when you're gawping at an infinite Spire you tend to misread your map, but when you travel between two burgs you can rely on finding something new in between them each time, no matter how many times you make the trip. 

Here, then, are some rumours, truths and maybe some lies, about burgs and sites you can look forward to metting, or perhaps strive to avoid, when you're galvanting across the Outlands. Take heed of these planewalkers' warnings, because chant like this doesn't come lightly.
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Black Walls 

(by Chris Murphy)
Black Walls: Never heard of it? Not surprising. This little burg doesn't offer much to travellers, its just a military city that is almost as close to Baator as Ribcage. Or that's what most folks think. 

From the outside, this burg gives off one message: Go Away. Surrounded by huge, black walls (hence the name) adorned with spiked battlements that make the Lady of Pain's headdress look positively comfortable, canny berks turn away after just getting a glimpse of it. If you get inside, though, you'll see the dark of what is goin' on. The city is under the brutal military control of Lord Vesherek (Planar / human male / F11 / LE) and his "Council" (Vesherek's top soldiers, assassins, and guards). Everything seems in a constant state of readiness, just waiting (or anticipating) a battle. Guards and soldiers patrol everywhere, even worse than in Sigil's Lady's Ward, peasants and commoners watch their backs and homes, like their enemies are lurking at every corner. The architecture even reflects the readiness-for-war attitude. Buildings are more like small fortresses than homes or businesses, and the whole anthill is dotted with armouries. The most impressive structure in all of Black Walls is The Keep, Lord Vesherek's castle. It's as big any building in Sigil. It also serves as the barracks, the main armoury, and the residence of the city's Council.
Most folks don't understand what's really happening here. See, as insignificant as this little burg may seem, it is very important to the Blood War. See, Lord Vesherek has a very Baatorian outlook. As such, he almost considers himself a Baatezu. He's been building his army for years, in hopes he can one day face a tanar'ri army, and prove his worth to the high-up pit fiends in Baator. His troops, now numbering in the thousands, have been specially trained to fight Abyssal armies. That, however, isn't the real Dark of this place. The real dark is that the Baatezu aren't taking as much interest in Black Walls as the tanar'ri are. An enemy of Lord Vesherek, a merchant in the Cage named Mistress Sailes (Planar / human female / 0-level / NE / The Fated) knows what's going on in Black Walls. She has been an enemy of Vesherek for years (why, no one knows), and has hired spies to see what Vesherek is doing, and what his intentions are. When she found out Vesherek is building an army fierce enough to fight tanar'ri, she knew just what to do.
Black Walls will soon see how strong their defences really are.
Bram's Folly 

(by Joshua Jarvis)
Bram's Folly is a widely told cautionary tale. According to the story the earth genasi Bram went to buy land in the Outlands. He was told that he was getting the best land money can buy, tall pines, rugged hills, and untapped mineral wealth. In reality Bram was sold an apparently useless stretch of muddy marshes, tar pits, sparse forest, and hard packed flat land. Bram however was smart and he knew that the best thing to do is make the most of a bad situation. To do this bram set up a store selling the one thing he could here. The store is BRAM'S OOZES, MUDS, AND BRICKS. Here Bram sells what his land is good for: bricks, asphault, boiled tree resin, cement (his own secret formula of transmute mud to stone powder), and what he calls "beauty mud."
Of course applications of that to the face would only make you attractive to the inhabitants of the planes of earth and ooze but no one is telling him that. No one knows what asphault from the tar pits is good for but lower planar fiends buy it and guvners pay a pretty penny for bones dug out of the tar pits. The boiled tree resin forms a sticky, bouncy, substance. He tried marketing it as a material for balls for children to play with but it has the problem of turning sticky in hot weather. He also places insects in resin of a different tree to form unique amber pendants. It's suspected that he knows a transmute resin to stone spell to get the amber but no one knows for sure.

Ceras 

(by Leir the Explorer aka Greg Jensen)
"What's the character of this town? Sod off, berk! None of your sodding business, that's what! Now if I were you, I'd turn around and leave real quick before my mates here fill you full of crossbow bolts, and that's no bluff!" 

Such is the typical response from a native of Ceras. Ceras is located between two giant stone structures resembling two giant horns. Some say these horns come from the same creature that gave the town of Ribcage, about a day's journey away, its ribs. At any rate, you won't find a more inhospitable, xenophobic, and intolerant indep town anywhere on the Outlands. The chant is that the locals here are sitting on the gate to an as yet unexplored outer plane, and they don't even realise it, but so far nobody who knows the dark of it and has proof has lived to tell about it.
Cycle, the Eternal

 (by James O'Rance) ...
Those that speak of the near-mythical city of Cycle tell tales about portals that go to every point in time, or streets where the gods walk together as mortals, where the mightiest of magics are known, or where those few deities that possess no alignment choose to make their kip. 

To be honest, such darks as these aren't worth more than a poet's dreams (although there are Sensates who'll pay highly for those...) In reality, it is extraordinarily tricky to learn the chant of Cycle because like as not, it's not there. Not where somebody else swore it was, anyway.
These are the Hinterlands, berk. Don't expect the territory Out There to be the same twice, or even once. Furthermore, one dark which might just prove to be accurate is that Cycle is the case of a pantheon that's hidden itself away for the last few millennia. There are even whispers about the temple of a god there who was put in the dead-book some time ago, but doesn't want to stay there...
If you really want to know about Cycle, ask a Gelaean. If you can find one...
You can learn more about Cycle off the mimir... 

The Drifting Stones

 (by Joshua Jarvis)
Many have wondered about the drifting stones of the Outlands. These strange rocks seem to move under their own power, but no person has actually witnessed them moving. Even under magical observation all that seems out of the ordinary are the tracks in the sand made by the stones movements. Several facts are known however. 

· Stones closer to the spire are larger and more preserved than those farther away from it. The furthest stones range from pebbles to stones the size of your fist. They become larger closer to the spire until you reach the 20-foot tall Obelisk of Arutin. Some of the ones closest to the spire (such as the obelisk) appear to be man (or other being) made objects and are decorated with ancient runes. Many of the largest stones are tall pillar-like objects. (except for Lariti's Rock, which appears to be a large nondescript boulder.) The stones further away from the spire are heavily influenced by erosion and destruction, the fact that few near the centre are effected this severely makes some people wonder if magical destruction was used against them. 

· Stones closer to the spire move farther and faster. The furthest stones may move just an inch a day, the closer ones may move up to 20 feet a day. 

· Stones make up for movement lost during the time they were observed. A stone that was observed for several days (normally or magically) will be completely motionless. After the observation was done the stone will do several days of travel to make up for the time missed. 

· So far about 34 stones have been discovered (with many others being only suspected of moving without sufficient proof.) most of them are small. 

· They circle. That's right, the stones circle the spire instead of moving in a straight line. Some say that something will happen if they align. It is known, that if they align their tops will create a 45 degree angle arc pointing towards the spire. 

Many theories exist for why the stones move, here are a few of the more commonly heard ones.
· The Blood War Clock: Since the stones move at different speeds many people think something will happen when they align. Some say that when all the stones line up it will be a signal to the fiends that the Blood War is over. And NO ONE (except possibly the fiends) wants to know what that means. 

· Ultimate Countdown: Another aligning of stones theory goes that if they line up Something Bad or Something Good will happen that will change the planes forever. No one knows what that is however, and few want to. 

· It's a Hoax: One of the more plausible theories goes that the stones are moved by some being (or beings) capable of detecting magic. Others say it's a hoax done by wizards or gods. Some even say psionicists may be trying to make you THINK they are moving. 

· Elemental Community: A common theory is that elemental beings have migrated to the outlands and have formed migration patterns. Some elementals state that these are the legendary wild stones that used to romp around the plane of earth to be eaten by the xorn. They state the xorn hunted them to extinction and that's why they to destructively feeding on the valuable minerals of others. 
· It's a Portal to Somewhere: Some say that when they align they will open a doorway to the Ordial completing the unity of rings. Others state that a portal to pandemonium or Carceri opens up freeing all those trapped or exiled there. Others say that some ancient race left the planes and will open a gateway and return when the stones are right. Others say that fiends tried to open a portal to either an enemies plane, or an allies plane but were stopped by an opposing army. And that anyone who completes the circle may open the gate. 

· It's a Calendar: Some say that the stones and their movements line up perfectly with the hours in a day or days in a year on the outlands. If this is true then why don't they move when you watch them. 

· Spire Connection: Some say the stones don't circle .... they spiral. Some say the spire is shrinking and the stones it looses spiral away from the base. Others say the spire is growing and the stones spiral in towards the centre. 

· The Key to the City: Some say that he who has truly mastered the knowledge of the moving stones can control the gates of Sigil! 

· Aoskar's Legacy: Some say that before the lady killed him Aoskar created these stones. And anyone who reads the incantation placed upon them can return the god of portals to life! 

· The Spire Wasn't Always Alone: Some say the stones are remnants of other spires, long since destroyed. They say these other spires helped the great spire hold up the sky, and some even go as far as saying that these spires once had their own cities over them. 

Some of the stones are better known than others. Here are some of the most well known of them.
· Wind Flute: Looking disturbingly like a spire from the harmonica in pandemonium, this hole filled spire makes music when the wind hits it. Some say that the music has mystical powers or that a bard could be inspired by its tune. 

· Obelisk of Arutin: A perfectly crafted obelisk lined with runes of an unknown language. an arc of stone exists near the obelisk and moves with it. They move in such a way that the obelisks shadow on the rocks arches keeps perfect time. The obelisk itself is said to have mysterious properties, but they are unproven. 

· Lariti's Rock: A rock sat upon by the Philosopher and Playwrite Lariti, they say that he infused the rock with his creativity and others may meditate upon the rock to gain inspiration. Others say that if you believe that screed they have a bridge to sell you. 

· The Wind Stone: The only stone to break a rule of moving stones. This shiny pebble was brought to Sigil by a kender. It is said that the stone slid around the table when placed their. Of course others say a mage, psionicist, or Guvner with a magnet was having some fun with a poor clueless. 

· Altar Rock: A rock shaped like an alter with a smooth wall of rock attached to the back. Those who give sacrifices here. (incense, food, flowers, animals, children, etc.) are said to be able to speak with their god. Some proxies feel that they speak with something different .... something that poses as their god. But no message has yet went against a gods view point .... yet. 

· Boil Stone: This stone appears to be a mineral deposit formed by a thermal event such as a geyser or hot spring. But no thermal sources lie along its path of movement. 

· The Arch: Some say a gate of a gatetown is made of the moving stones. No one knows if this is true or not but they know that this arch shaped stone has the ruins of a town around it, no matter where it goes. The similarity of this to the common gate town set up makes some feel this is more than a coincidence. 

· Standing Gate: This stone looks like the entrance door frame of a building. With the two side pillars and the stone lying upon them. Runes and symbols in an unknown language decorate this. Could it have been a gateway to an ancient building. 

· Turtle Rock: A near perfect turtle shaped rock. It moves forward around the ring. If turned over or turned around it somehow manages to face forward/right side up again when no one is looking and continue along its course. 

· Balancing Act: This narrow 12 foot pillar balances a large boulder which never falls of ... not yet at least.Erreur! Signet non défini.

· Glitterball: This round stone has non-valuable gems embedded in it. When the sun light hits it, it shines radiantly. 

· Healer's Bowl: A bowl shaped stone that holds water. Rumour has it that the water enhances scrying, heals injuries, and can be added to clay to make ceramics as hard as stone. All I know is that it makes a fine drinking spot on a long trip. 

· Calendar Stone: This stones only unique property is that it takes exactly a year to go around the ring and lines up with a gatetown at the beginning of each month. 

Dur-Lance 

(by Martin Bourassa)
Over-looked by the Dwarven Mountain, on the edge of the Dragon Lord realm, is the City of Crusades: Dur-Lance. Everyone here is dedicated to the Dragon Lord's will, and those who don't are flayed until they do. The city stands in the High Fangs Pass, the gateway between the dwarven gods's realm and the Dragon Lord's. The latter realm has borders also with Gezmid's realm, Xaos (or whatever it's called) and an expanse of uninhabited mountain. Curiously, the uninhabited border is the only heavily guarded by the folk of Dur-Lance, because the underground dwarves are the Lord's sworn enemies. The walled city is used mostly as a training ground for the Lord's armies of dwarves (converted), humans and Dragonmen (the Lord's proxies). The city is officially divided into four quarters by walls: the Believers' Quarter, the Crusaders' Quarter, the Temples Quarter, and the Unbelievers' Quarter. 
The Believers' Quarter is inhabited by the permanent residents who swear loyalty to the Dragon Lord. The Crusaders' Quarter hold the barracks and training grounds for the burg's soldiers. The smallest quarter is the Temples Quarter who hold the temples and monuments (a lot of 'em too) dedicated to the Dragon Lord's glory. The priests also live here. The Unbelievers' Quarter holds the prisons where unbelievers are "converted" in horrible tortures. Merchants and other temporary residents are also sent here. 
A little of the Crusaders Quarter has been recently converted into a mining field. The Dragonmen have dug a tunnel which connects with the Dwarven Mountain's abandoned lower level. They wanted to invade from below until they accidentally woke Normegol the Scourge, the Great Wyrm who slept under the forgotten halls for aeons. The tunnel was destroyed when the red dragon slithered out of the mountain.
Normegol now roams the mountains, freed from his sleep. Killing the dragon (chant goes, an almost impossible task) will cause Shanthror's wrath, so the dwarven powers can't do anything about him. Normegol is legendary, and even the youngest dwarves have heard tales about him. Odin's sword, which is now on the prime, was forged from his breath.
Equinox 

(by Rick Stokes)
There is a town spireward from Xaos, in 8th ring of the Outlands called Equinox. Equinox began as a one building orphanage in the center of a wide valley which soon grew in to a small village. It was founded by Narina, a young Tiefling priestess of Mishakal, and her husband Gareth, a human warrior from Krynn. As a refuge half-breeds (tiefling, Aasimar, Genasi, etc.), Narina and Gareth raised these outcast children with love and acceptance, teaching them the skills needed to deal with the prejudice they might face outside the village. The large building quickly grew in to a small village. 
It became a tradition in the village for everyone to go on a Journey of Discovery as a rite of passage, and later return, either to settle for good or to say good-bye. Many of them return to settle permanently. They provide apprenticeships for the younger orphans. A few of the first generation are listed below: Kaspar is the Mage of Equinox. He is tall with scaly, rust colored skin, prehensile tail, and small vestigial wings. Although temperamental, Kaspar is undeniably brilliant and extremely loyal to his village.
Dangas is the Blacksmith, skilled in his craft and a weaponmaster. He is a tall, muscular, red skinned man with functional bat-like wings and small fangs. This quiet giant seems to be the only person able to endure Kaspar's ceaseless harangue. 
Kellian runs the community farm. She is married to Hettar, the weaver. Kellian, an earth Genasi, has bold featur, dark green hair and nut-brown skin. Animals, plants, and children all love her.
Tatara is one of the few aasimar in the village. She has dark gray skin, long black hair, bright green eyes and a muscular build. She has an exceptional strength which would make her an impressive fighter, but spend her time painting as an artist She often works with the potter, Vrespa. 
Hettar keeps shop in a large room adjoining to the farmhouse. He is slim man with small scales on his lower body. He has a total of six arms. The top two sets are fully functional, though the middle is smaller. While the bottom set is small and disfigured. The extra hands make him an impressive weaver, while making him an excellent entertainer for the village children. His juggling is also quite fascinating. 
Vrespa creates pottery of fine quality, and specializes in doll heads, which are painted by Tatara. By looking at her work, no one would expect that she is blind. She is plump (unusual amongst tieflings) and speaks with a slur. For the past few years, she has been courted by Hemerash, the village butcher. 
Hemerash is a large man with green tinted, rubbery skin and wide mouth and yellow eyes. His love of meat is what led him to butchery. Appetite is what he admires most in Vrespa. 
Grant is the tailor, and Gareth's best friend. Although he is extremely thin with a short bony tail and tight reddish skin, he is very sensitive and kind. 
Narina, herself, is beginning to look her age, 55 years old. But she is still beautiful. She has gray skin and very small features with wide, light pink eyes. She is mother to everyone and unfailingly loving. Gareth is still robust and healthy, and the most skilled warrior in the village.
There are other adults in the village, mostly orphans of the village. The children of the village range in age from infancy to their twenties. Everyone is considered a child until their Journey of Discovery. Narina hopes to open similar houses throughout the planes.
Eye of the Mountain 

(by Belarius)

Character:

 Today is much like yesterday. I have my routine. I'll wake up, eat breakfast, go to work, work, go to my favourite bar, drink my favourite drink, speak to my friends, go home, go to sleep, repeat ad infinitum. Life is good when I follow my routine. It would be bad if I didn't. Then I'd miss my quota and the Lord would have me punished and I'd loose something I own to make up for my missed work. Then I'd miss be drink at my favourite bar and the barman's sales would go down, and he would miss his quotas and the Lord would have him punished. Life is good when I follow my routine. 

Ruler: 

Lord Khulrewxes (Planar / asexual beholder [observer] / 8+8 HD / LN[E]), quite literally an eye tyrant. Khulrewxes is a powerful creature, with mind-numbing psionic powers and powerful magical powers. He acts as the mind of a mostly mindless city, the ultimate decision maker. His goal? To amass all manner of knowledge and power. His tool to accomplish this goal? The city of Eye of the Mountain. Already older than anyone can remember, Khulrewxes has created a working organism to fulfil his scholarly needs.
Behind the Throne:

 Khulrewxes allows no competition. He is the ultimate ruler for the city. To ease his own managing duties, however, he has appointed four representatives, one for each section of the city. The representative for the Arm Quarter is Oscar Fisc (Planar / male human / fighter 5 / LN). Oscar is respected by the working class of that quarter as a warrior and master blacksmith. The representative for the Head Quarter is Deborah Reah (Planar / female human / mage 3 / N), who is respected for her organisation and knowledge. The representative for the Heart Quarter is Dirk Indabek (Planar / male tiefling / thief 6 / LE), whose sheer wealth earns him the respect of his quarter. The representative of the Mouth Quarter is Omar Collovine (Planar / male human / 0-level / LG), and expert agriculturalist and naturalist. Though all four are fanatically loyal to Khulrewxes and under his mental sway, they could be tricked in ways Khulrewxes couldn't. 
Description: 

Eye of the Mountain is a fortified city at the heart of the mountains Spireward of Rigus. There is an easy trade road leading to Thoth's Estate and to Rigus, which is maintained to the best of the city's abilities, given the shifting nature of the Outlands. Eye of the Mountain, being the brainchild of a single monstrous intelligence, is very organised. The city is divided into four uneven "Quarters," each devoted to one of the town's four main tasks. The Mouth Quarter is the smallest, made up of the homes of farmers who have fields outside the city walls. The next-largest is the Heart Quarter; the financial district and lifeblood of the city, where goods are traded. Next is the Head Quarter, devoted to producing scholarly works and the materials to produce said works, especially paper, ink, and books, blank or otherwise. The largest Quarter is the Arm Quarter, which manufactures weapons, armour, and tools, along with the daily necessities of the townsfolk. At the centre of town is the Iris, a circular compound of barracks, training facilities, and other martial structures. Fortified and defensible, the Iris is the home of the Mindguard. At the centre of the Iris is the Pupil, an oval-shaped castle where Khulrewxes lives and works. If viewed from above, the town would be roughly circular, its outer four Quarters making up the white of the eye. The Iris and the Pupil are at the centre, giving the entire city the appearance of a gargantuan eye.
The four Quarters work together to maintain the city and to fuel Khulrewxes' need for knowledge. The Mouth feeds the whole city. The Arm produces weapons and armour to be sold to Rigus or other military centres, as well as equip the Mindguard. This brings in money, which the Heart distributes to pay for renovations, repairs, and so forth. The Head trades blank materials to Thoth's Library and Estate, in exchange for books and scrolls for Khulrewxes.
There are only two ways in or out of Eye of the Mountain, the Spire Gate and the Ring Gate. The Spire Gate faces the Spire, and the Ring Gate the gate towns. Both are massive stone structures, not easily opened but surprisingly easy to close. Anyone trying to get in will discover that the city has tight strictures on what gets in and what goes out. Trade caravans must pay a tax, unless they have come to trade with Eye of the Mountain. Weapons, armour, tools, and iron goods may not be sold by non-citizens. Weapons and armour especially are not tolerated in Eye of the Mountain on more than a personal scale, and shipments will be escorted from one side of town to the other, as well as be fined heavily. Khulrewxes wants no competition in his city. 
Militia:

 The city has its own military force, known as the Mindguard. The Mindguard are made up of working men from the city, who are brainwashed by Kulrewxes himself. Being a psionic master, this takes no more than a half-hour per sod, and Khulrewxes converts an average of four berks to Mindguard soldiers daily. The Mindguard train heavily, operate with efficiency to rival the modrons, and are completely loyal. They neither request nor require pay, their basic needs taken care of by Khulrewxes. Because of their total lack of independent thought, they receive the initiative bonus of a Master of the Mind among the Ciphers (-2). Unfortunately, they are notoriously uncreative, and require a sergeant to react creatively. These sergeants are quite rare, since they take as much as three hours to brainwash, must be more intelligent than the average soldier, and do not have the Mindguard initiative bonus. There is a sergeant present for every twenty Mindguard. 
Services: 

If a body can stand the stifling conformity of the town, the burg is a good place to do business. Rare tomes, especially magical ones, can be sold to Khulrewxes for incredible prices. It is said that the payment Khulrewxes would be willing to shell out for a complete copy of The Book of Keeping would be beyond imagination. The town also produces excellent weaponry and armour, though the prices are a tad steep. On the average, weapons produced in Eye of the Mountain have a +1 to all saving throws, but cost 125% the normal price. Prices are never negotiable, on any goods in the city, as their prices are set by Khulrewxes and Dirk Indabek.
Local News:

 Seems Khulrewxes has been getting a bit of a headache of late. Numerous Wanted signs have gone up for the capture of any shapeshifters, archons, or formians in the city. Rumour has it that bloods from the nearby hidden burg of Mountainhold have been committing acts of sabotage and theft against Khulrewxes himself. Chant is that the eye tyrant is in communications with A'kin, the Friendly Fiend, to acquire magical, anti-shapeshifter weapons for his personal Mindguards. 
Gehhenom 

(by Chris Nichols and Jon Winter)
A tiny valley a couple of days from Torch, Gehhenom is a wasteland of burning garbage. All the worst refuse an infinite place could generate seems to collect here. A thriving community of Lower Planar refugees make a home among the refuse, from fiends dodging their stint in the Blood War to petitioners who've escaped from the tortures of their afterlives. Like Torch, this town hosts a gate to Gehenna. By all rights, this town should slide into the Fourfold Furnaces, but it stubbornly stays put. Some reckon it's a previous incarnation of Torch, or perhaps it's the next burg due to be the Gehennan gate-town when Torch takes the slide over.
The Gith Confederacy 

(by Simson Leigh)
A planewalker blood is never lost, but they may become detached form their sense of direction. Fortunately for me, I have a strong sense of direction. But fate one day determined that I found myself in a place I did not recognise whilst traveling across the Land. After wandering for a couple of hours I came across an unusual burg. My relief at seeing a Gith burg not far from the Dwarven Mountain and Illsensine's Caverns was short-lived however.... 

Last entry by Rola Cello, planewalker and Guvner....
"Long ago the Illithids ruled vast areas of the prime material plane. One slave race rose up and detroyed many illithid bases and their empire crumbled. A civil war broke out amongst this slave race, named after their leader Gith. And the two groups became the Githzerai who live in Limbo and the Githyanki who live on the Astral. This knowledge is fairly common, but the dark I uncovered today is not.
"Study of the Gith races has been a hobby of mine for a number of years (see Diary entries 14 to 201 in the Year of Refrain), but I have never had the opportunity to visit a Gith burg on either the Astral or in Limbo. My reception in a small burg called 'The Gith Confederacy' was very pleseant. After they had seen to my horse and my lodging I was given a tour of their town.
"Being quite close to the Spire, there were no practitioners of the Will and the Way. In fact, there the use of mind powers were forbidden. I ask why this was and the reply I received was that it would alert their enemies to their burg. When I asked which enemies, my guide muttered something about illithids.
"One thing was bothering me for some time. There was a thought locked up in my head that was screaming for attention. And then I realised what that thought was... I did not know if these Gith were Githyanki or Githzerai !
"It is a little known fact that the Githyanki have a special relationship with red dragons, on the prime they are allies. But when I mentioned this, they only shrugged. I asked questions which I hoped would provide a clue as to their attitudes and disposition, all to no avail. These Gith were a mystery to me.
"Fate smiled on me and I stumbed across a large library. My guide was adamant that I should not enter and I had to resort to magic, but my little indiscretion to my hosts was well worth the cost. As my guide was dozing in the corner, the writing in books and scrolls became clear.
"It seems that the act of overthrowing the illithids bore a great cost. The Githzyanki are ruled by a Lich Queen who feeds of powerful githyanki and thus sustains herself. The Githzerai are also limited in power beyond a certain point which they do not go, any who go beyond in either group becomes a rogue and is hunted down.
"You see here was large builiding which exists mostly undergound upon which this burg was built... Just a minute, sorry for the interruption but I must fortify the doors, it seems my hosts are not pleased with my research interests.
"To continue. The large undergound structure is a temple with a special purpose. But first I must mention something about the Spire.
"The Spire nullifies magic and other powers as one approaches it, even access to the Astral is limited and reality is weakened. Because reality is not as strong near the Spire, the temple can channel energy to a place that should (theoretically) be the strongest known prison in existence. I am not talking about the Cage, I mean the prison of the Elder Elemental God. The last of the great beings from beyond whose evil supercedes immortal understanding.
"This little known burg called Gith Confederacy is inhabited by Gith who did not choose sides after the civil war. They are a neutral group who are the guardians of the pact the Gith made to ensure their freedom against a terrifying enemy. The Gith leader made a deal to sustain the Elder Elemental God with the life force of the most powerful of her race in exchange for help in destroying the illithids. The life energy of slain Githyanki warrioirs does sustain their Queen, but mostly it is used to pay back for their pact.
"The pupose of this temple is simple. The Gith do not worship any deity, but they fear one and they must pay back their debt or else pay a great price. This price was learned the hard way and almost caused the end of everything. Shortly after the civil war, the Gith discovered when a Gith rose in power and whose spirit was not given over in accordance to the pact, the prison of the Elder Elemental God became weakened. A small tear would form and to mortal eyes it appeared as if a great cyclone was sucking out the mists in to a large gap. From this description I would surmise that this text refers to ether gaps. In fact, after the Gith civil war the first ether gaps appeared in the Ethereal plane and it was not until the Gith Confederacy was set up that the number appearing decreased. This means that each Gith who goes rogue is responsible for weakening the prison of the Elder Elemental God.Erreur! Signet non défini.
"I will continue my research in just a minute. It appears that the walls have grown tentacles and I have an uneasy feeling at the moment."
[Author's Note: The idea of ether gaps leading to the prison of the Elder Elemental God is from one of the quizlets. We live in a world where we take freedom for granted most of the time. What price would you pay to keep your freedom? What price did the Gith race pay for its freedom?] 
Great Ring

 (by David Whitley)
While many cutters dismiss this town as a mere legend, its name is mentioned often enough that there might be some fire behind the smoke after all. The name of the burg just about defines its nature, it is literally a miniature model of the Great Ring. The burg, situated very close to the Spire is divided into 17 segments, and has a Spire-shaped palace in the middle to represent the Outlands and 16 outer sections each arranged to represent one of the outer planes. The Elysian section of the city is calm and restful with gentle fountains and soft music floating on the breeze, whilst the Carcerian section is a damp and dark labyrinthian prison, with screams being heard every minute although there never seems to be anyone actually making them. 

There are 16 doors into the city, but a door to a section can only be opened by someone of a corresponding alignment, Lawful Goods can open the Bytopian, Arcadian and Mount Celestian doors, whilst Lawful Neutrals can open the Arcadian, Acheronian and Mechanical doors. Surprisingly, true neutrals cannot even enter the burg unless they are rilmani or at least have rilmani blood. If they do (it's said some aasimar do) then they can enter any part of the burg, including the Outlands palace at the centre which is otherwise out of bounds. There is no other way in, the city is very close to the Spire and therefore none but godly magics can teleport someone inside.
The entire town is run by the rilmani, but for what purpose remains dark. Many have speculated that the rilmani are trying to create a second Sigil by making the city so much like all of the Outer Planes that it starts to slip in all directions, creating a sixteen way gate town. Others suggest that it is a way of studying how the outer planes work from the safety of the Outlands, finding new ways to keep the balance by experimenting with the townsfolk. Who can fathom out the minds of the rilmani, inside their strange Outlands towers? There are precious few clues to go on, but here's a bit of dark: Somehow, the rilmani have stopped the influence of the spire, inside the burg magic and portals work perfectly normally...
Kallisti 

(by Chris Nichols and Jon Winter)
Near Glorium and Sylvania, this burg surrounds a grove of golden apples guarded by pixies and faeries. The inhabitants argue constantly, and generally promote an atmosphere of good-natured randomness with occasional destruction aided by bands of bacchae who crash through portals every so often. The burg's name means "for the fairest", and derives from an ancient legend that the golden apples grow only when Sune, the most beautiful creature in the Multiverse, is happy. It's also said that eating on of the apples makes a body feel younger, look more attractive and softens the mood. Well, since it's forbidden to eat 'em (on pain of being slung through a nearby portal to Carceri), nobody really risks it.
Mountainhold 

(by Belarius)

Character: 

Law is only the first step. We must also hold true to the tenants of good. A city exists that perverts law, making it a painful, forceful thing, rather than a communal brotherhood. We are the champions of our peoples, and swear, to ourselves and each other, to free this city from oppression. 

Ruler: 

The Council of Good is the official ruler of the little burg of Mountainhold, made up of the most capable heroes of the city. General election brings them to office, but there is little competition for the post. Being primarily lawful in nature, the town has come to accept the same council for the last three elections. The Council is made up of three seats, which discuss the best way for the town to accomplish its goals. The current Council members are Leondor (Planar / male guardinal (leonal) / 12+6 HD / NG), the founder of Mountainhold, Desoum (Planar / male archon (throne) / 12 HD / Guardians / LG), a fallen archon who has taken to the battle for good in a less traditional way, and Infris Elemont (Planar / female human / paladin 10 / Guardians / LG), a militant foe of evil, especially lawful evil.
Behind the Throne: 

Mountainhold is not as formal as one would think, so there are a number of other personalities in the burg noteworthy for their clout and respectability. The foremost among these is "Chitter," (Planar / female formian / 6+6 HD / LN[G]) a nickname given to the Myrmarch formian in charge of all other formians in the city, as well as the head of the city's military. Chitter's real name is far too difficult to pronounce to be converted to text, or even spoken by most humanoids. Since the formians are responsible for nearly all architectural work and repair in the city, and since she is an expert in strategy and tactics, Chitter's opinion carries a great deal of significance.
Another notable figure is Alexandre Bernard (Prime / male half-elf / thief 12 / CG), a swashbuckling rogue. When Mountainhold first began its project to bring an end to Khulrewxes' rule, they had no idea how to do it. It was the not-so-lawful ideas of Alexandre, who had retired from a lengthy carrier of both prime and planar adventure, which got them going. The council respects him and his skill, though they are often at odds with his unlawful tactics.
Description:

 Mountainhold is an Outer Planar example of the Inner Planar concept of parallelism. When one thing happens, so does its exact opposite. When Eye of the Mountain was first founded, many warriors of good were appalled by the development. Disgusted by the brainwashing and impartial tyranny, Leondor (said to be the phonetic spelling of another language's words for "Lion of gold"), a wandering leonal, decided that his quest would be to free the citizens from their oppressive reign. He travelled to Arcadia, where he consulted with various formian queens. Eventually, he found an ally, a queen with stronger sensibilities toward good, and with that got a work force. With 600 workers, 70 warriors, and 16 myrmarchs, led by Chitter, he travelled to the mountains near Eye of the Mountain and built a community. Subtle messages were sent along the Guardian razorvine and through the ranks of good all across the Upper Planes. Now, three decades later, not only has Khulrewxes begun to feel just how irritating a city of freedom fighters can be, but the town is becoming its own community. Early romances have sprung into full-fledged families, and the city is nearly self-sufficient.
Architecturally, the city is incredible, as well as almost invisible. The area above ground is only about 10 acres square, made up mostly of fields. Most is underground, where the incredible building proficiency of the Formians is evident. Huge halls are filled with flowing buildings and vast subterranean fields. Winding staircases and slanted ladders are freely applied. All is carved directly from the rock itself.
Militia: 

The city itself is full to the brim with champions of good, which is a powerful defence indeed. The official militia, however, is made up of the formian warriors and myrmarchs (now much more populous than they were originally), warriors and soldiers who signed on to protect the town, and the warrior casts of the various planeborne races who live in Mountainhold, including agathinon aasimon, hound archons, shiere eladrin, and lupinal guardinals. Though many are far more powerful than she is, Chitter usually leads the armed forces of the city.
Services: 

Mountainhold is not a great city for tourism, and has few services aimed at outsiders. What it does have, however, is an abundance of eager heroes. To those who know of its existence all, it is known as an easy source of reliable and noble mercenaries. Many paladins from Excelsior look for their hirelings in Mountainhold, knowing they will meet their stringent character requirements. Another service available to outsiders is a variety of "noble" rogues. Though usually more on the neutral or chaotic side, there are a variety of saboteurs, spies, and rabble-rousers. As with most hirelings, however, there is a requirement: the missions these rogues are hired for must be for the greater good, and obviously so. 
Local News: 

Chant is that Mountainhold has finally begun to seriously damage Khulrewxes' reign. Eye of the Mountain depends on being an easy way through the mountains, so many caravans felt they could afford the taxes. Now, Mountainhold scouts have rid the area of most banditry, making other passes nearly as safe and, costing nothing, much cheaper. Since jink turns the Great Ring, most merchants choose cheap over safe. On a more personal note, it seems a doppleganger devoted to good (rare enough, but they do exist) infiltrated Khulrewxes' private vaults and made away with two or three tomes which lay open for study. Their content has the Council worried, as they are said to contain some knowledge that will make Khulrewxes even more powerful than before. Darker chant hints at some kind of beholder lichdom or Prolonger vampirism.
Never Leave Home Without It

 (by Katclaw)
This walking castle is home to Angelica The Uncorruptable, an aasimaric paladin, and her mother, a retired Krynnish warrior. It can be seen trotting about the Outlands when not rooted in place. It has also made numerous appearances on the first layer of Arcadia, and the Beastlands. Where most walking castles use magic, or technology, but this uses both. Its legs work on a gnomish design, that believe it or not actually works! It penetrates planar barriers with the aid of powerful magic enchantments. The tower is used by the paladin mainly for spreading the will of her power, Torm, or simply for personal jaunts across the planes, ad it still boasts a small burg on the lower courtyard level of the castle, mainly consisting of small shops for the castle's inhabitants. Angelica is very caring of those less fortunate and lets cutters down on their luck use the many rooms in her castle free of charge. She is known for her enlightened view on reformed people, giving them every chance to turn to the ways of good, partially because of her adopted cambion brother KatClaw.
Oak Island 

(by Brian)
The Outlands is one of the few places in the Multiverse where magic and psionics is fully disabled. That makes it an excellent place to build protective structures, or hide items of value. Magic can't be used to find or retrieve such items if they are deep enough into the Outlands. That doesn't make it impossible though, so a smart cutter will still look into protecting what ever it is he wants hidden. Some build vaults, fortresses, etc. Others hide their goods. The preverbal buried treasure. Some just dig and hole through it in, fill up the hole but others take far more drastic measures. There is an island near the Spire called "Oak Island." It's the site of one of the most well engineered anti-theft systems ever imagined. Well that's at least what some say. 

No one knows for sure what's buried on Oak Island. Some say it was an ancient Merkhant's stash, others say it's a spell book contenting long forgotten spells Only one thing is know for sure its one hell of a setup.
The island is about 10 miles long by 5 miles wide, and has a small cove on the Spireward end. It sits so close to the Spire that no magic or psionics work on the island. The island itself has a number of odd features. The first one discovered was a set of 8 cone shaped boulders. These stones where positioned precisely in the shape of a cross on the on island. One edge of the cross sits on the beach of the Ringward side.
On the Spireward side of the island, a few miles inland from the cove, is a small six-foot wide indent into the ground. The indent sits in the middle of an oak grove. This indent has become known as the money pit because so many Merkhant-funded "digs" have attempted to find the so-called buried treasure at its bottom.
Most of these trips have been well documented, The first dig was done by a small group of friends that orginaly found the pit. The three cutters made it 30 feet down, finding logs at 10, 20, and 30 feet down. They stopped after 30 feet and waited two years while they searched for funding to unearth what was obviously a deep pit. They found such funding and started up digging again. They made it down another 10 feet where they came across a stone tablet with strange runes carved in it. The runes where separated and appeared to be simply a message. The stone was sent to a mage in a distant town (where magic works) to be deciphered. Supposedly the message said that treasure was a mere 40 feet deeper, but the tablet is lost to time now. The group dug 40 feet deeper, but found no treasure. This did not stop them, and they continued to dig. At the end of one day, they thrust an iron pole into the ground to listen for the sound of a treasure chest etc. (it was a common thing, done at the end of each day by the group) only this time they heard something. The next day they dug down and found a set of boards. They unearthed the boards, but were stopped by a flood of water. The pit filled up with water to the 32' foot depth! Well, the group decided to try digging a new pit next to the original and then tunneling over. After more hard work, they broke into the old pit from their new one, only this time much farther down. They were once again flood with water.
The next group to try brought along tinker gnomes with drilling machines, pumps etc. They sent a massive drill down into the pit to a depth of 98 feet and heard a distinctive sound of loose metal! When the drill was brought up, it had a small peace of a gold chain on it! More drilling reviled that there was a layer of wood, then the "gold" then more wood, and then more "gold," then wood, much like two large chest stacked on top of each other. However, regardless of how many pumps they ran, they couldn't empty the pit of the water. Some exploratory drilling else where on the island lead to the answer. A series of ducts, filled with palm tree branches (not from the area) allowed water to flow in from the water table through sand-covered vents. Pumping the water out of the pit would require draining the sea! The entire cove at on the east end was "man made" with such vents in mind. 
The next group to try their luck drilled even deeper to find a marble vault filled with papers. A small scrap brought up was found to use rare inks from a type of squid that lives in the river Oceanus. The 2 symbols on the paper are only half visible and are unintelligible. This group setup high-powered pumps that were able to keep the water level down to a depth of 90 feet, deep enough that some one could swim the remaining 10 feet to the top of the "chest." The first person who went in became dizzy and started to drown. Two more people tried to get him out, and also died. The deaths are believed to be from a pocket of gas that bubbled out of the drill hole. The gas is lighter than water, but not air, so it sits at the top of the water. That was the closest anyone has come to the "treasure" as the group packed up and left due to the deaths, and the high cost of running the pumps.
Since then other groups have drilled holes near the pit and claim that there is a cavern about 180 feet down. Also, a group did some digging at the point where the cross over laps, and found a flat rock with shape of a skull profile, and nothing else. The cross does not over lap the money pit or point in its direction. 
The Dark: 

The money pit does hide some treasure in chest some 100 feet deep. This treasure is a decoy. If some one digs the pit, it was hopped that the treasure would be found, and that the digging would end there. At 150 feet deep there is a vault containing the diary of a lich hunter. At 180 feet is a large (50 foot diameter) spherical shaped natural cavern. The cavern holds a chained down psionic lich. 
The lich was originally a high level illithid necromancer who was searching for the way to become a lich. It had extended its life by blending (blend life spell) his body with a troll's, thus giving himself the ability to regenerate. The necromancer came across a psionic lich and convinced it to teach him how to become such a creature. After additional years of psionic training, the new lich was born.
This lich reigned terror in the Astral Plane for many years before a band of illithid-hunting githyanki cornered and trapped it in a daring battle. However, the cuel classed a necromancer/psionicist lich proved impossible to destroy, so the githyanki were forced to try and place it in a location where its powers could not help it escape. They chose the Spire.
The githyanki were unable to counter the troll-like regeneration and strange psionic powers so buried the lich while it was still recovering from the battle, and hoped it would never escape. The cross-shaped stones were left as warning that under the ground was something unholy. (The skull shaped stone under ground beneath a cross) They also left the stone tablet, which was correctly translated to promise treasure 40 feet lower. It was hoped, that if some one dug 40 feet deeper, and found nothing, they might give up. 
The lich at bottom has gone quite insane, but will try to escape to location where psionics and magic still work before revealing its true power. Most of its abilities and powers don't so close to the Spire, but the regeneration still does. The githyanki have since been forgotten or died from their injuries incurred in the battle.Erreur! Signet non défini.
A man currently lives on the island. He was the original man who discovered the cross shaped stones. His name is George Capol, and he knows more about the so called treasure then most people because he has lived most his life on the island, and has personally talked to every expert who has ever look at the pit. For a bit a of garnish he lend such knowledge. He once was part of the group that first started using pumps and drills, and someday hopes to get the treasure himself. 
[Author's Note: This concept is based largely on a real Oak Island that has a real Money Pit, that no one has been able to unearth, even to this day. It was first attempted to be dug up in the 1700s.]
Presence of the Master

 (by Tom Bubul)
Shield the innocent, and you shall be rewarded in the afterlife by the Master. Help those in true need, and the rest can pike it. Presence of the Master is a rather simple town of thatched huts on the river Ma'at, nestled in a little valley between Fortitude and Thebestys, closer to the latter. The town reflects the 'Givers out-look on life, give and you shall receive. Presence of the Master takes this philosophy a step further and a step back: the residents (mostly tribal hunters and priests) only give to those who really need it, and they believe they will be rewarded in the afterlife (as opposed to this life) by a power they call the Master. They live in relative peace, except for the marauding bands of Minions of Set, the village's hated enemies. 

Ruler:

 Delsonora is the Master's only proxy, rules the burg justly, and has been doing so for 174 years. Dark is, she founded this town 199 years ago because of religious persecution on her home world. Delsonora is a beautiful female human priestess of the Master, and a secret member of the Athar. She believes that the other powers are frauds, but doesn't subscribe to the "great unknown" theory.
Behind the Throne:

 The Master has animated the now 126 years dead carcass of it's chief creator, Delsonora, to use as a vessel to project its influence. It keeps the body in top shape, and uses it to attract worshippers, which it needs to exist. The Master can grant up to fourth level spells in the Necromantic (healing), All, and Weather spheres.
Militia: 

Presence of the Master has a small, skilled army of 36 5th-level fighters. They kill Minions of Set on sight, and defend the village with a supernatural fury.
Services:

 Presence is a major trade route for the fruit and spice industry, also, it is a very good rest stop when travelling down the river. The residents use a barter system for trade, but do like precious metals. Finally, Presence is a great place to get healed. 5 jinx for a cure light wounds spell? Enough said.
Ril' Town 

(by Joshua Jarvis)
Tanber Downs, a Guvner eavesdropper, lanned me some fascinating chant about a Spire-town: 

A few days back I was busy listening in on bubbers down at Euphoria's Gate (A local drinking establishment here in the lower Ward), hoping that their screed may have something of value. Well I came across something that may be the biggest tall tale of them all or a gold mine of discovery. It seems that this one bubber claims to have returned from a trip to the Spire and decided to look at an oddly shaded patch of stone through his trusty spy glass. Oddly enough it seems he saw a rilmani town carved into the Spire itself. This town is located well above the ground (he says "a body would be hard pressed to climb there") and there is no visible way up or down.
Upon learning of this discovery I decided to contact my colleagues and discuss this bit of dark. We came to some interesting hypotheses as to how the town may be approached, what its purpose is, and what should we do about it.
How would that town be reached? Well Addius Ambessor claims a pulley system could be lowered to raise up visitors (or ril') or hidden handholds or footholds in the rock may be used to reach it. Tolon Leong claimed that he thought he saw steps carved into the Spire on his last trip there but he's not sure if he's remembering his trip to the great Spire or his trip to Centerspire in Bytopia (the addled old buzzard always mixes those two up). Tasha Immuriel says a cave system may reach into some inner passage into the Spire and thus the ril' enter the carved city in the Spire from a distance. The mage Tazakaza the Grey claims that perhaps they found a way to a tap magic at the Spire, something that even gods can't do, and fly there.
As to why, well most of us agreed that a raised city gives a good vantage point, a wonderful view, and protection from all but the most persistent (or airborne) invaders. But Tazakaza has a theory that sounds a bit barmy, he claims the Spire keeps magic and other powers from working by draining the power to fuel Sigil's portals. According to this theory the ril' have found a way to maintain their powers at the Spire. An unlikely but reasonable assumption. After all, not enough is known about the ril'. I personally think it may be the Auromach's kip.
What should be done about this? Not much. Perhaps interviewing others who have been to the Spire and ask if they have seen anything and possibly fund a return expedition to the Spire.
Skytarlin

 (by Gothenem)
Greetings Travellers, If you are reading this, than you've managed to find my most secret operative (or some berk who found him). I am Krainius Talfar, leader of Dair's Mercenaries. Let me tell you bashers about an interesting burg I found in the Outlands. See this city found me while I was going around on the Outlands. Yep, the soddin' city came looking for me. I don't just mean the addle coves in the city came looking, I mean the entire city, walls, streets, buildings people...everything. I nearly went barmy with that sight. Then the ruler of the city came to talk with me. The ruler of the city was the most soddin' big tiger I've ever seen. It stood about 70' tall. So I was invited into the city. I looked around. most of the inhabitants were humans, but there were some tieflings, aasimar, and other planar races here too. I was lead to the palace, when I was finally give the name of the burg: "Skytarlin". 

The Lord of Skytarlin: 

(Written By Krainius) The lord of Skytarlin is a tiger. He can increase his size up to 70' tall and 150' long, but can only hold this for ten minutes. Lord Tiger (I thought the berk gets points for originality) rules the city, but is aided by a small council of advisors. Lord Tiger (Planar / male tiger / W10, F10 / N), is advised by Councillor Grosk (Prime / male orc / F5 / LG / Harmonium), Shirl (Planar / female tiefling / R9 / CG / Sensates), Tak (Prime / male gnome / W(Ill)6 / NE), Hattuk (Planar / male half-elf / P(Thoth)9 / N), Farl Two-Axe (Petitioner / male human / F9 / CE / Xaositect), and Kooma (Planar / female kobold / T7 / LE / Dustmen). Lord Tiger and his council make the decisions in an open court. Spectators are welcome, and the general populace is allowed to bring in their complaints. Lord Tiger is a caring individual. He believes that there should be a balance in all things (As his council of advisors show). He is sodding smart for a tiger (Int 20), and can do magic.
The Palace of Skytarlin: 

(Spoken By Jorus, Written By Krainius) * A note from Krainius: I tried my best to write Jorus' speech the way he spoke it. That berk needs grammar lessons.
While Krainius wuz wif da leader and his bashers. I wuz lookin' 'round da palace. A guide offered ta show me around. Da palace is soddin' BIG. It got 'bout 400 rooms on each floor, and it's got 5 soddin' floors. I found out tha over half the rooms are dedic... er meant for artwork. That's a lot of Sodding art work. The palace serv'nts are all led by Astan (Planar / male human / 0-level), the head of the palace staff. I notice one waitress look at Lord Tiger admir....affectionatly. I felt that interesting times would come of Dat. The waitress wuz real pretty to. Her name was Fauna (Planar / female elf / T1 / N).
The General Populace:

 (Written By Krainius) The People of Skytarlin are generally kind and friendly, and one wonders why the city doesn't slip into an Upper Plane? I found out that there is a lot of evil there too. It's just better hidden. I found a basher who led me into a secret thieves guild meeting. There were a lot of bloods at the meeting. I think Skytarlin has more thieves than Plague-Mort. The populace is friendly to visitors.
Notable Places in Skytarlin:

 (Written By Krainius) The Inn of the Walking City (good quality, average prices) is one of the best inns in Skytarlin. It is a very well run establishment with reasonable prices. The Inn of the Weary Tiger (average quality and prices) is another good in to stop at. And it is the only inn in near the palace. The Orc's Gruel Inn (average, and expensive) sits one of the corners of the city (far side from the gate, and left from the gate walking in). It is the only inn in that section, so it's high prices are usually paid.
The Weaponsmith Anvil (good quality, high prices) is one of the better weaponsmiths in the area. His competition is being driven to The Blade's Scabbard (good quality, dirt cheap). The Blade's Scabbard sells things for one tenth the normal price. I think the owner, Iggins, went soddin' barmy.
Notable Temples in Skytarlin:

 (Written By Elania) Greetings travellers, I am Elania, Sun Paladin of Dairalantarial. Krainius asked me to write a section on the temples of Skytarlin. Before I start, you should know that there are shrines to more powers than I could count. There are only three actual temples in Skytarlin.
The first is the House of Knowledge, a temple to Thoth. It is run by Tarn (Planar / male human / P(Thoth)14 / N). It has some 120 priests and 400 lay worshippers. The second is the House of Evil, a temple to Cyric. It is run by Farklin (Prime / male human / P(Cyric)15 / CE / Doomguard). It has some 80 Priests, and 650 Lay worshippers. And finally the House of Goodness, a temple to Paladine. It is run by Hrulgin (Planar / male human / P(Paladine)15 / LG / Fraternity of Order). It has some 90 Priests, and 550 Lay Worshippers.
The Shrines I found include Shrines to Anhur, Anu, Ares, Auril, Bahamut, Beshaba, Brigit, Corellon Larethian, Cyronax, Denier, Demeter, Finder, Frey, Freyja, Garagos, Geb, Grumbar, Gruumsh, Hades, Helm, Hera, Istishia, Loki, Mask, Mielikki, Nobanion, Odin, Set, Torm, Tyche, Tymora, Valkur, and Zeus. There are many more than this, but this is all I found.
The City of Skytarlin:

 (Written By Krainius) The city itself moves. It travels the Outlands looking for more citizens. Every person who decides to move in the city, makes it grow. It has almost any possible service imaginable. The city was last seen near Excelsior.
Scrawled on the bottom of the last Page: 

Hello Mortals! My name is Xanxost. I am here to tell you about Skytarlin. I ate it. It was yummy. Xanxost is hungry now. The other writer forgot three things. First, the city of Skytarlin is like Sigil. The Powers can go there. No wait! They can't. Second, Skytarlin has the power to make shifting cities not shift. Third, two Things.
Snakescale

 (by Belarius)

Character:

 Welcome to the nexus of purest Law and most individual Chaos. Here, the laws are solid as fangbone and as flexible as a viper. The Blue God above orders his will, and it is done. We do what we will. Blue God says scour the land, and no living thing survives. Blue god says stay at home, and we are happy with full larders. Law is not as restrictive as one would think, when given the freedom of Chaos. 

Ruler:

 Azure Skystander (Prime / male sapphire dragon / 19 HD / Athar / LN), a dragon of the Very Old variety (750 years) rules over this city as resident god. The populace have their theories on his true nature, but when he says jump, they do so.
Snakescale is an experiment, started by Azure some 500 years ago. He sought to prove that chaotic being, under a strong lawful ruler, could be an incredibly powerful fighting force. He also wants to prove that a populace will believe any super-powerful entity they encounter is a god. He has been right so far on both counts.
Behind the Throne: 

The three races living in Snakescale each have a High Priest (though Azure is incapable of granting them spells) who interprets the dragon's commands differently. Their respective priesthoods act as high courts, quarrelling over moral and political issues while their god watches with detachment and amusement. Fortunately, Azure has very clearly stated that assassination is absolutely forbidden, but there is a great deal of subterfuge.
Description:

 Snakescale began as an accident some 500 years ago, when a party of two dozen migrating Ophidians (Monstrous Compendium Annual, Volume One) happened upon the entrance to the wyrm's huge cavern. The Ophidians, as they often do, immediately began to worship the draconic being. Seizing on the opportunity, Azure helped relocate an entire community of Ophidians to his cavern, where they followed his decrees to the letter and grew in numbers.
After some generations, rumour and legend of a "snake city" attracted the attention of two other groups: the yuan-ti (well known for their chaotic evil alignment) and the couatl-kin (not well known, but highly chaotic good beings, related in some way with the couatl, and being winged feathered serpents). Both types trickled into the new city, until their were equal quantities of each. All three worshiped the dragon as a god. Even the Yuan-ti gave up their dark god in favour of the blue dragon (and became significantly less sadistic as a result).
Now, a city of many thousands of snake-men of all kinds lies in the ever-expanding caverns, deep below the Outlands. The strange nature of the local philosophies drags the city all over the Outlands, but it generally hovers a week or so from aXos. The catch is that, over the last 20 years and for the first time since its creation, the city is no longer closed. It's ophidian shock troops, yuan-ti assassins, and couatl-kin airforce is widely feared, as they eliminates any threats near the city (including a number of walking towers!). Further, the town is now open for trade, and snakeman merchants can be found in Sigil and near the Chaotic gate-towns.
Physically, the city is built in a very large cavern which has slowly been expanded over the centuries. Many miles of galleries are hidden from view, containing all that is needed to support the city from within. There is only one known entrance, though there are hints of hidden military passages as well. On the end of town opposite the entrance, the High Temples sit, where Azure makes his will known.
Militia:

 About half the city is actively involved in the military activities, training and defending the surface, as well as acting as a police force within the city. This gives the city a standing army of nearly four thousand creatures with Hit Dice in excess of 3 or 4. Needless to say, they represent a force to be dealt with very carefully. It is fortunate that neither Azure nor the High Priests desire conquest. Most frightening, however, is the speed needed to repopulate the city. Since all three races possess methods of turning normal demi-humans into their own kind (these yuan-ti have developed this capability only through arcane methods), the city can bounce back from crippled to fully populated in a matter of months, since the warriors always take prisoners, which are divided among the races and transformed.
Services: 

For all these intimidating factors, merchants still come to the city. The burg does have, after all, one of the most notorious bazaars in the Land: The Yuan-ti Poison Market. Because of their affinity, giant lizards are more common here than cattle, and treated lizard skins of many kinds are available here. Because of their physiological similarities, lizardmen and bullywugs can be found here in some numbers, as well as various rare Primes races such as hurwaeti, gatormen, cayma, and tortles. Those looking for items pandering to members of these races would do well to look here (such as cayma weapons, which are virtually impossible to find elsewhere due to their size). Finally, Snakescale is the place to visit for biologists studying lizards and their kin, having the most extensive library on the subject on all the Outlands (barring the realms of gods, of course), and perhaps the planes in their entirety!
Local News: 

As usual, the Couatl-kin and the Yuan-ti are having a big philosophical debate. This time, it revolves around Yuan-ti histachii. The Couatl-kin want the Yuan-ti to stop creating them and let those already created free from enslavement. The Yuan-ti have no problem continuing, since their race reproduces more slowly than any other snakemen in the city (since they need magic to turn prisoners into Yuan-ti). The histachii give them an edge, allowing them to make "temporary" citizens to avoid being outnumbered by the ophidians and the couatl-kin. Besides, they make good slaves and bodyguards.

Another other controversy revolves around snakemen "half-breeds." It seems that interbreeding between the races has become possible, and half-breeds are popping up all over the place (children are not raised by their parents, but their entire neighbourhoods). Their lack of specialisation makes them undesirable for military service, so most become merchants, ambassadors, or diplomats. They cannot join the priesthoods (which require "pure" blood, especially the Yuan-ti), and are usually shunned by the majority of the city's inhabitants. A select few have completely betrayed their former compatriots and sell their services to the forces who seek to weaken or destroy the city.
Finally, the Athar, not knowing Azure's ancient membership, are up in arms about a fanatical city of snake-men, and have sent a number of emissaries to try to enlighten the snake-men. Azure lets them try, respecting their concern but not able to reveal his faction (if he did, the snake-men would follow his example and renounce him, ruining the experiment). Those evangelists who have tried their luck have had very little, being driven out by a fanatically zealous population.
The Stalagmites

Last known entry of Explorer and Geologist Rola Cello (Guvner). 

[Start of journal extract]
"Whilst on an errand for my faction, I happened to cross a proxy of Blipdooldloop (Queen of fish people who live underground, mostly on the Prime). Seeing as the cutter was none too pleased after our brief encounter, I decided to see if I could lure him to the base of the Spire where a confrontation would be a little more evenly balance. Heck I might even find some loophole in the laws that govern reality at the base of the Spire and find a way to gain the upper hand.
The Rilmani seemed content to let me be and so I had time to explore the terrain and find a place suitable for our little showdown. These primes can be so old fashioned, I wonder if we'll duel or just hack eah other apart.... Anyway, as I was walking in what could be descibed as the "foothill" of the Spire a strange outcropping caught my eye. Cautiously I went over to investigate and discovered that the outcropping was caused by a small pointed outcropping that had toppled over and only its base was left standing. My humble estimate predicts that this pointed vertical outcrooping would have been a pillar or cone-like shape approximately nine feet tall.
I consulted my mimir on the off chance that it might know something of stonemasonry. As luck would have it did I figured out after a short caculation that the angle at which the fallen stone lay and the angle off the cut, that the outcropping had not fallen by itself. Upon closer examination, there were signs on the base of the outcropping which confirmed that tools had been used to topple the narrow cone shapedrock formation.
Rock only hold my interest for so long and I thought that I had learned most of the dark of it when after a short walk I came across a similar outcropping. This one seemed a little older and was quite weathered. I f I had not known what to look for, it would not have caught my attanetion.
A week has passed and signs indicate that my persuer has turned back, there not much water around here and I hear those fish-men loose water pretty quickly. But for some reason I have begun to take a keen interest in these outcroppings, my work so far has uncovered about one or two a day.
It was after I started my research that my dreams became more vivid and fanciful. They turn in to nightmares when I fear that my dreams will cross over in to reality. I hear that reality acts a little different around here and it's beginning to unnerve me. The last dream I had was where I imagined raising my arms and reaching for infinity, my body began to harden and it felt as though I were shooting upwards.
Today I have not done any work, my dreams have become repetitive and I continue to dream of becoming a spear that shoots upwards from the ground, perhaps I should head back to Sigil. I'll leave it for a few days, I feel very heavy and tired." <End of journal>. 

Aargh, another berk who aspires to reach beyond.
When will they learn?"

- Rilmani patrol leader, shortly after discovering a "budding" spire and just before ordering his men to knock it down
The Dark: 

There is a belief that at a certain point the Spire reaching a new state and passes out of this Multiverse and pierces in to another. It is said that Sigil floats just below this point and the closeness of a border between realities, is the reason for the high number of inter dimensional holes or portals in Sigil. 

So what is the Lady ? Well, some say she's a being from another multiverse who watches over the border between the two. She has sisters in parallel Sigils in each Multiverse. And some say that they are not all sisters but just one being...
The Steam Park 

(by Joshua Jarvis)
One of the more interesting sites on the Outlands is the Outlands "steam park". Drimward, a steam mephit discovered this place awhile ago and claims it to be 'a bit of the inner planes somehow drifted into the Outlands." Anyone with half a brain knows that this is all screed. The "steam park" is a strange, steep walled valley filled with hot springs that bubble up from the ground. The temperature and pressure vary and they are hottest and most pressurised around mid day. 
The effects of pressurisation is unique, not only do the springs bubble but some of them erupt as geysers. Even the mud boils and bubbles in places. Drimward allows bathers to enjoy some of the cooler hot springs, but be warned, around noon the temperature gets high enough to boil flesh in even the coolest of springs fiends and other heat-resistant beings still enjoy a good warming here however.
Sylvan Glade

 (by The Lord of the Shadows, and pZane)
Sylvan Glade, located on average one day's walk from Sylvania towards Faunel, is a seed of a burg more than a burg. Three adventures discovered an inn here which fell into the Outlands from the prime world Oerth. The adventurers decided that the place would be a good business venture and built additions, found employees (mostly Sylvanians who fancied a calmer lifestyle) and set up shop. They renamed the inn "The Sylvan Moon" and a crescent shaped moon symbol lit with continual light shines over the entry. 

One of the adventures retired to a tree-house of his own design a few minutes from the inn. He was a ranger/druid of some repute (both good and bad) and he maintains a small grove where he can be found by those who need him.
Two-Face 

(by Puck)
Two-Face is a burg filled with twisted mentalities. See, some leatherheaded berk found a way to split his brain-box into two separate personalities, and then the plane decided to make the whole flaming town the same way! Now every petitioner a body stumbles across has two moods that alternate between two moral and ethical extremes. If the sod's first personality is lawful and evil, the other is chaotic and good, so that they equal out to the true neutrality of the plane. Most strangely of all, considering the Outlands is supposed to be a neutral sort of plane, is that neutral types ain't welcome here at all!
Wanderlust 

(by Jon Winter)
Never rest, never sleep, never remain the same. Let your mind wander the roads of philosophy, thinking in all directions and never becoming complacent with an idea. Question all things, never take anything at face value.

Wanderlust is often a hard burg to find. It's most often on the Outlands, but it moves around faster than a rider on horseback, sliding back and forth through the Land's rings, and even off the plane altogether. As the moods of the nomadic populace (mostly formed of bariaur, kender, gypsies and homeless of all races) change, the burg's moved from site to site on the Great Ring, in Mechanus one week, in Arborea the next. It's said that the best way to find Wanderlust is to close your eyes when you're walking and just keep going where your feet take you. Within a few hours, you'll have reached the gates of the town, wherever it may be...
Wild Valley 

(by Joshua Jarvis)
The Wild Valley is located in the Outlands, just outside Faunel, the gate town to the Beastlands. The Wild Valley is unusual in the fact that it gets warmer the deeper down you go. The top of the valley is as cold as a mountain's peak while the bottom is tropical. The petitioners here are everywhere, you just have to realise what they are. The most notable of the petitioners are the animals, like in the Beastlands themselves these animals can talk and cast spells, but unlike the Beastlands these animals do not contain the touch of goodness. They live by rules of nature, the fit survive, eat or be eaten, etc. Like other petitioners in the Outlands they balance out good with bad. 

The other petitioners are the trees. From the pines at the top to the palms and mahogany at the bottom, most of the valleys petitioners are plants. And for each tree type their is a tree lord. Betula the birch lord, Quercus king of oaks, Acer the maple king, Salix queen of the willows, Pinus lord of evergreens, etc. You have them all here. This burg (if you can call it that) hasn't always been here. Once it was part of the Beastlands, but when the people started believing that the perfect wilderness was only for the animals (and belief has power berk, the tree lords could feel that) the tree lords (and their followers) uprooted themselves and left. The neutral druids revere oak and mistletoe so they sought out the neutrality in a self imposed exile.
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Gate Town: Itharin
While most mimirs will tell you chant about the sixteen gate towns on the Outlands only I, the Explorer Mimir Extraordinaire, hold the chant on the seventeenth gate town on the Outlands, Itharin, the gate town to the Astral Plane itself
Itharin - Gate Town to the Astral
CHARACTER: 

More a fortress than a town, a manifestation of githyanki/githzerai living with human morals - holding a stand against the danger beyond and preserving ancient traditions and a timeless hope for the reunification of a race. A quite, constantly shrouded in mist, half empty burg, this gate-town serves as a focal point for many different, even opposite, creatures and cultures -- primes, planars, githzerai and githyanki.
RULER:

 Warlock Sharaq'antir (planar / male githyanki / wizard 16, psionicist 5 / Free League / LN), a renegade githyanki, is the official ruler of the Island. Once of the greatest of githyanki warlocks and military strategists, Sharaq'antir went renegade as he gained power -- resisting the call of the Lich-Queen to devour his soul. The Order of Gith assigned him with the rule of the Citadel, and thus also the rule of the town due to his immense knowledge of warfare and Githyanki ways. Unlike previous rulers of the town, Sharaq'antir has declined the title of lordship when he ascended to the throne, and resides at the ruler's palace only at the insistence of the populace. A seasoned military leader, he concentrates mainly on the military aspects of defence of the Burg and the gate, leaving the day-to-day matters of the burg to his chamberlain, Farren Kurb (prime / male half-elf / bard 7 / NG). Farren tends to all matters of daily life in the town and also handles the permits to travel through the gate to the Astral.
BEHIND THE THRONE:

 The Order of Githimon holds the real power in this burg. Securing control of both the militia and economy, the Order uses its power to maintain a stable base of operations for their long-term goals. The Order, whose members make up most of the militia and office holders in the burg, decides on laws and policy for the burg. When it comes to military matters, they may decided on the what, but they leave things to Warlock Sharaq'antir to decided on the how. 

Other major factions in the gate-town's politics are the Primewalker's Guild and Priesthood of Uaikonj (WAY-Konazh). The Primewalker's Guild controls most of the trade in the burg, its members being the primary traders importing goods from the prime, and the priesthood has been gaining power as they gain believers among the true gith.
DESCRIPTION: 

A floating rock Island orbiting the infinite Spire at cloud level, the gate town of Itharin is the strangest of all -- barely part of the outlands, similar in a way, to Sigil.
A large, roughly cone-shaped rock, its "top" is flat, thus enabling relatively easy construction -- usually stone quarried from the Rock Island itself.
Itharin is a town of many houses, most of which are uninhabited. It is unknown why it is such, but rumours state that the town was already there when the first True Gith settlers arrived.
The town is centred on the large Githyanki fortress that stands at the centre of the Island. Situated around the gate to the Astral, the fortress is there to protect the town from Invasion through the gate rather than to protect the gate itself.
Around the fortress are the town's main roads, very wide cobble-paved streets that lead straight on to the edges of the Island. The roads also divide Itharin to its various Quarters -- each looking the same, but housing a different population.
MILITIA: 

Despite its small size, Itharin has considerably large military assets at hand. Its regular defence and policing forces are made up of the members of the Githimon Order, in addition to various volunteers from amongst the town's inhabitants. In addition, the many prime adventurers of the Primewalker's Guild who residing or passing through the burg make up a strong force who assist the Order at times of strife. These adventurers make up in quality, what they lack in quantity.
A typical Order Patrol is made up of two (usually gith) Mulzha (planar / gith / fighter 1-4) and there are at least 12 moving throughout the gate-town at any given time. In addition, in every Quarter are a squad of Mulzha (planar / gith / fighter 3-6), lead by a Zhameck in training, numbering between seven and twelve men. The main defence force is stationed at the Astral Citadel, with reinforcements at the Order's Chapterhouse.
All policing is done by the Order, magistrate and judges, however, are elected by the populace.
SERVICES: 

Like any town on a planar border, Itharin has its share of merchants who ply their trades across the planar boundaries. However, the gate to the Astral provides a proximity to the prime material plane which none other than Sigil can claim. This proximity is what brings rare prime goods into the marketplace on Itharin, and stresses the economic strategic importance of the floating island. 

Perhaps one of the most important services Itharin offers, are experienced and reliable guides to the Astral plane. Various adventurers and renegade Githyanki offer their services for fair amounts of jink as guides, and will even hire as bodyguards for Astral ventures.
People looking for Astral Guides, or Guides to the Prime may find them at the Primewalker's Guild, or at the Greywisp Tavern where many hang out. The Greywisp Tavern itself is owned by a former primewalkers -- Scintaer Kryynor (prime / male human / fighter 9 / Free League / NG), a former Solmanic Knight from Krynn who had an unfortunate accident involving two dragons and a bad-tempered mage, an accident which sent him flying through the Astral plane. Scintaer, now retired, provides various prime dishes in his tavern, which is considered one of the best in the burg. A valuable source of information, Scintaer is an expert on illithids and Githyanki, as he spent 3 years as a illithid slave, and another 7 years as a Githyanki prisoner, after the latter "liberated" him from the Githyanki.
Last, for those in need of jink, the Order of Githimon pays generously to brave souls who will foray into Githyanki and Githzerai territory and smuggle out people, items and information. For such missions, one must contact a high-ranking member of the Order, either in the Astral Citadel or the Chapterhouse.
LOCAL NEWS: 

A failed raid on a Pirate of Gith stronghold in Wildspace has left the leadership of the Order of Githimon angry and they are now planning a widespread assault on 3 major pirate strongholds and ships. Rumour is that the Order plans to capture a couple of astral ships from the githyanki, and use those in the assault. While no one from the Order will confirm any such information, it is apparent that the Order is up to something, as many of its numbers have been using the Astral gate of late.
Another top-secret dark that has leaked out is that the Order's infiltrator knights are busy recruiting high-ups from among the githyanki, while preparing to assassinate the Lich-Queen. Hoping that by securing a friendly githyanki leadership, once the Lich-Queen is dead, the Order may begin the reunification of the gith race and stop the githyanki-githzerai war.
The Quarters of the Burg

[image: image4.png]



I. Gith's Quarter

This area is the largest part of the gate town housing the burg's vast True Gith population. Covering nearly half of the Island's surface, the quarter is made up of typical Itharian houses, few of which top the 2nd floor, and the narrow, curving paved alleys that snake between the buildings. 
Important sites within the quarter are the Wyvern Stables, the Mausoleum of Gith and the Chapterhouse of the Order of Githimon.
II. Nevim Grove

One of the two large areas on Itharin devoted to plantlife, Nevim Grove is made up of are a number of springs of varied sizes surrounded by a thick grove of thlk'ronne trees.
These springs, are not used for drinking water, instead being used to grow various water birds to be served on the tables of Itharian homes. 

The grove, like all plantlife on Itharin is cared for by the Stchokoth of the Githimon Order.
III. Prime's Quarter

Not reaching even half the size of the Gith's Quarter, Prime's Quarter covers approximately a twelfth of Itharin's surface. In all outer appearances identical to the Gith's Quarter, Prime's Quarter differs greatly in its population of all other quarters. Maintaining the largest hub of prime population in the outer planes, it supports a colourful mixed community of prime humans, elves, dwarves, gnomes, and several other races as well. 

Prime's Quarter centres around the Primewalkers Guild that controls most of the trade to and from the prime material plane, the Bazaar and also holds the large complex owned by Qwain Opul.
IV. Githyanki's Quarter

The smallest of part of the burg, Itharin supports a relatively large community of renegade githyanki who fled their people either for not conforming with their evil ways, or were prompted to do so by the Zhameck and Lish'tan infiltrators of the Githimon Order. Almost all of the githyanki are members of the militia, although those who were once Mlar, Hr'a'cknir, G"lathk or Varsh may still occupy in their former line of work. Varsh position has changed considerably in Itharin -- from menial caretakers of githyanki broods of eggs, they have gained status and serve all githyanki families in the local community -- a role similar to that of midwives in human society.
V. Githzerai's Quarter

Slightly larger than the Githyanki Quarter, this Quarter supports a fairly large githzerai community, almost all of which are renegade, and were prompted to leave their chaotic society by the Order of Githimon's infiltrators. Surprisingly, the githyanki and the githzerai, who have but a single street to separate their Quarters, get along very well. Curiosity on both sides is taking over as through their work in the burg, especially in the militia, githzerai and githyanki meet on peaceful terms. 

At the edge of the quarter, right on the edge of the Island's surface, stand two large towers forming an arch between then which contains a permanent portal leading to the Hive Ward in Sigil.
VI. Gardens of Zerthimon

Another vast expanse of thlk'ronne, the gardens serve both as a place of recreation and as a source of food for Itharin's varied inhabitants. Within the groves, on the far side of the gardens, near Gith's Quarter lie the Itharin's Lord's palace and the Towers of Zerthimon, for which the gardens were named.
The Sites
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I. Gate to the Astral Plane

A great hole in the centre of Itharin, in the centre of the fortress, leading down into the floating island but disappearing in silvery mists, is the gate to the Astral plane, its other side leading to the floating body of the dead god Uaikonj.
II. Astral Citadel

PRIVATE
A huge githyanki fortress, built by the original true gith who migrated to the Island away from their githyanki brethren. The fortress was built in order for the true gith defend themselves from the dangers of the Astral plane (namely, the githyanki) and was the first home for those first exiles.

The citadel is maintained by various town-dwellers, especially former Mlar among the renegade githyanki. Manned by Itharin's militia and by members of the Order of Githimon the citadel and its forces are commanded by the Warlock Saraq'antir, the current ruler of the gate town.
III. Wyvern Stables

One of the larger buildings in Itharin, the stables are the home and business of Shlistaep Ama-Uruine (Prime / male human / wizard 12 / CN) who founded them seven years back when he accidentally found the Astral side of the gate during one of his "plane-hops" (as he humorously calls them). Seeing the potential of a good business, he set on proving that while the Spire may be infinite, and the island is floating in orbit around the Spire, Itharin itself is at a finite height above the Outlands. 

After several months of calculations and many fly spells, he managed to prove that it was possible to fly from the surface of the Outlands up to the island -- it just takes a while, that's all.
He then built the stables, and imported a pride of griffins he bought from a tribe of elves on a prime world. Unfortunately, the griffins were unsuitable for the heights of flying to and from the island, and consumed far too much for Shlistaep to afford and still make a living -- so he made the switch to wyverns. The wyverns however, couldn't survive the cold and humidity of Itharin's climate and once again he was forced to change his mounts -- this time to hippogriffs. A successful move, nearly broke Shlistaep has not only managed to house a small herd, but has already managed to breed them and three of the foals in the herd were born on Itharin.
The only change Shlistaep hasn't managed to make is for people to stop calling it the Wyvern Stables.
Shlistaep "hires" out hippogriffs to travel to and from the Outlands (on the Outlands to a small outpost he owns where the hippogriffs are cared for and are sent back with either a traveller to Itharin, or by one of the stable's workers.
Prices range around 50 gp to or from Itharin, although prices may change with accordance to the weather.
IV. Itharin's Lord's Palace

An ornate palace built in a typical githzerai style was constructed for the town's lords several centuries ago and serves to this day. Somewhat odd and irregular, the palace is an adaptation of githzerai architecture to "normal" surroundings, rather than the chaotic soup of Limbo.
V. Towers of Zerthimon

Constructed merely 300 years ago, these three towers serve as a place of magical study for the gith race. Containing an extensive library of both magical and mundane matters, vast laboratories and some of the finest experts on the magical nature of the Astral plane that are not members of the evil githyanki race. 

The larger tower among the three, commonly called the tower of unity, houses the main library, student dorms and wizard's quarters. The smaller towers, the tower of Law and the tower of Chaos, are each devoted to various aspects of magic. (the tower of Law is mainly laboratories for the research of new magic, and the tower of Chaos holds the main experimental chambers, the auditorium and the teaching halls).
VI. Qwain's Complex

Qwain Opul (Planar / male air genasi / wizard (diviner) / Athar / LN), is the proprietor of the large boarding house dominating the outer reaches of Prime's Quarter. Due to the many and varied visitors to the gate town, Qwain has expanded his Inn and fashioned its many sections to suit the different tastes of its patrons. 

The largest section is the one devoted to mortal prime residents, decorated with various statues and tapestries from as far as Oerth, Krynn and Abeir-Toril, art-collecting being one of Qwain's long-time hobbies.
Other sections cater for such races as gith (all), planars, celestials and even a pair of rooms for the rare fiend who might come through (although these rooms are in the basement, and have special walls to prevent any sound from coming through). The place is clean, the food is good and prices are fair, although woe to anyone who damages one of Qwain's pieces of art!
VII. Primewalker's Guild

This building is the Guildhall of the Primewalker's Guild who support and sponsor adventurers travelling the prime. Most of the cutters there are primes, although several planars who have also "primewalked" for many years are members as well. The Guild sponsors and aids travellers to the prime, especially traders -- for it is they who keep the city financially alive by bringing in valuable commodities such as metals, woods, spices, foodstuffs and other materials found on the prime. Much of the merchandise from the prime only changes hands in Itharin and then heads to Sigil. 

The Guild aids people through advice by experienced primes or primewalkers, books on the various worlds, and at times may even have several adventurers ready for hire to accompany travellers as guides in the Prime Material Plane.
VIII. Nevim Grove Springs

Four small springs of varied sizes are the heart of Nevim Grove. More like shallow ponds, the springs are only a yard and a half deep at their deepest sections. The water itself seeps into the springs through cracks in the rock in the upper lining of the springs, just near the surface, after water overflows in one of the floating island's underground cavern filling it until it reaches the surface through tiny cracks in the rock. 

The springs are owned collectively by the town's inhabitants, and are managed by the Stchokoth of the Githimon Order. The Stchokoth raise birds such as duck, swan and other waterbirds, as well as a unique kind of fish thought to be native to Itharin. Both the birds and the fish are raised to serve as food for the islands populace.
IX. Chapterhouse of the Order of Githimon

A grey dull building hiding the inner beauty of the Chapterhouse of the Githimon order. Like the Towers of Zerthimon, the Chapterhouse is a monument of cultural synthesis combining the building ways and cultural architectural themes of both the githyanki and the githzerai as one. The Chapterhouse is divided into several sections -- each housing and training initiates to the paths of the Order: Zhameck, Brr'theen, Sonan Magi, M'Sokor, Lish'tan, Mulzha and Stchokoth.
X. Marketplace/Bazaar

A small marketplace, set among empty Itharian buildings (used by various merchants during the day, vacant by night) with wide alleys between them, serves the residents of Itharin and the merchants from the planes and the prime. Stands are erected in the morning and taken apart at night no permanent shops here. Merchants who settle on the island for good usually set up a shop in whatever quarter they live in.
XI. Mausoleum of Gith

Supposedly the mausoleum of the great Gith who led her people to freedom, the mausoleum is more of a monument to the race's accomplishment and a museum for its history. The building is built in galleries around a central hall where a large black boulder is set on a pedestal. 

The Order of Githimon claims that it's knights had long ago ventured into the depth of Baator and stolen this rock from the clutches of Tiamat. Supporters of this tale say that the remains, or perhaps even the living body of the woman Gith are contained within the rock, sealed for a time yet to come.
Most consider it a mere tale, and the mausoleum is nothing more than a museum for gith history.
However some believe there is some truth to the tale -- but all attempts, magical or mundane, have failed in breaking the rock.
XII. Portal to Sigil

These arched towers are always in the direction of the centre of the Spire, and mark the orbit of the Island of Itharin with a special mechanical device provided long ago by an inventive gnome. This device, set in the arch of the portal to Sigil, calculates location of the Island around the Spire and marks each orbit -- thus enabling to tell time in Itharin. 

The arch itself, should someone walk through it carrying a silver dagger, will cause a foggy mist to appear at random in the Hive Ward in Sigil and leave the person who walked through the portal, stranded in the chaotic ward.
Natural Conditions

Itharin's Climate

The island of Itharin, benefits (or suffers) from a unique climate. Due to the rocky Isle's location orbiting the Spire at cloud level, it is constantly shrouded in fogs and mists. 

The cloud level changing only according to temporary winds and such, most of the time the burg is immersed in the clouds.
As a result, humidity levels are incredibly high, and some creatures may find it quite uncomfortable to live there, still with all the humidity it doesn't rain as often as one would think due to the Isle being in the upper cloud layers. Only in winter, when the clouds are especially thick, does rain occur often.
Geology and Hydrography of the Floating Island

The rock which makes up almost the entire of the island is a type of tectonic rock, not dissimilar to Granite, but which doesn't exist anywhere else (except perhaps the Quasi-Elemental Plane of Minerals). Large caverns within the rock, of which some open up on the lower sides of the island, form massive aquifers and water reserves due to the extreme humidity within the cloud levels. Since Itharin is somewhat colder that the air surrounding it, water condenses all the time, especially within the underground caverns, thus creating the large water supply which supports the burg. 

Some of these caverns also spew onto the surface forming the Nevim Grove Springs.
Plant and Animal Life

Itharin has only two living beings native to it. The Thlk'Ronne groves and a special fish called Ryzh. 

Thlk'Ronne: 

The only plant native to Itharin, what may seem like vast numbers of trees is in fact merely half a dozen trees. Actually, each grove is one or two trees, which have spread branches and roots out, to form new trees, new roots and have spread out over a huge area.
Thlk'ronne,

 which feeds on the humidity in the air, uses its roots only to hold itself in the ground, and somehow extract the minerals it requires from the rocky floor of the island. An extremely useful tree, its wood is highly prized for furniture and handicrafts, and as such is not used as firewood. In addition, it produces 2 edible growths -- one, which appears year round, is a brown, sphere-shaped fruit with a red, thick, sweet flesh, and a single large pit in the centre (of which various items such as oil, soap, spices and other commodities may be produced). The fruit, called Quan, can be used in the making of wine, preserves, various dishes, and is a pillar in the diet of inhabitants of the isle.
But only in the winter does thlk'ronne produce the sasin nut, which grows in large quantities and is usually stored either whole in its shell, or after being pounded into flour. Sasin as well has many uses and is a very important commodity which supports the dwellers of Itharin.
The other island natives are rizh. A medium sized, flat fish which provides much of the protein of the isle's dwellers.
Both the fish and the trees are tended by the Stchokoth of the Githimon Order, a meager number of true gith druids who care for the plants and animals, sometimes even with spells (using plant growth on thlk'ronne, for instance).
The Under-Towers

Another one of the floating burg's mysteries, the Under-Towers are six crumbling towers, hanging from the "bottom" of the Island facing downwards. Most are in ruins, and only two of them are fully accessible, although even those are crumbling with large holes and weak structure. The Towers may be reached via six tunnels, each in a different corner of the town, which lead through the rock island into the towers. The towers are currently empty, and no one knows what they once contained, only that they were already there, crumbling ruins, when the first gith arrived on the island. 

On the two towers that still retain most of their structure, the chamber at the tip of the tower (its lowest level) may still be accessed. These chambers have windows to all directions, from which one may see the Outlands, and peer into infinity.
Appendix A: The True Gith and the Order of Githimon

Gith, True

CLIMATE/TERRAIN: Outlands or Special
FREQUENCY: Very rare
ORGANISATION: Family or Monastic
ACTIVITY CYCLE: Any
DIET: Omnivore
INTELLIGENCE: Exceptional to Genius (15-18)
TREASURE: R or Special
ALIGNMENT: Neutral Good
NO. APPEARING: 1-4 (away from lair)
ARMOUR CLASS: 9 or by armour
MOVEMENT: 12, 96 on Limbo and the Astral
HIT DICE: Per class and level
THAC0: Per class and level
NO. OF ATTACKS: Per class and level
DAMAGE/ATTACK: Per class and level
SPECIAL ATTACKS: See below
SPECIAL DEFENCES: See below
MAGIC RESISTANCE: 10% + 2% per each level
SIZE: M (6' tall)
MORALE: Elite to Fearless (14-20)
XP VALUE: Per class and level 

True Gith are the descendants of the original gith race that threw off the yoke of illithid slavery. A small group, they first migrated to the Astral plane as part of the Githyanki, but due to conflicts of ideology and morals they left their brethren and migrated on until they found the gate on a dead god and founded the gate town on the floating island of Itharin. One of the pillars of their belief is that their race will never again suffer totalitarian rule such as either the illithid slavery, or the kind of dictatorship held by the Lich-Queen and the Wizard-King of the githyanki and the githzerai.
Alignment Shifting: A unique ability of the true gith, it enables them to cause their alignment to appear as if different. Thus, they may shift their alignment to evil in order to impersonate a githyanki or to CN when passing as a githzerai. This power may be employed twice a day, for an indefinite length of time. The ability encompasses more than a mere magical illusion, for it combines both magic and the gith's innate psionic affinity to create a plausible cover which neither magic nor psionics may penetrate.
The Order of Githimon

The history of the Order of Githimon is the history of the true gith themselves. The elite of the gith race, who separated from the githyanki after the latter's devolution into evil. 

Originally the best and finest of the gith race, they were the first to heed the woman Gith's call, forming the basis of the underground freedom movement which started the revolution. The first and most loyal of all of Gith's followers, they were also the first to see her new path to evil -- a path she was ready to set her newly freed people on.
The rise of Zerthimon and his views only convinced this group of gith elite, of the truth of their beliefs, but the civil war that broke out quickly stopped their moves to a halt.
Too few and far between, they had to quit voicing their beliefs lest Gith and her githyanki attack them just as they attacked the followers of Zerthimon. Hoping they could stop the evil from within, they continued on with the githyanki to the Astral, but already there they began to see the society Gith was forming: a society that would give them freedom to live, but no freedom to leave. A Society in which they will not be able to raise their families and have the freedom of their own opinions, was what they saw in Gith's actions, and they knew they must migrate before they be assimilated.
Leaving their brethren, these gith, once the leaders of the great rebellion, led their families on until they came upon the gate to the Outlands, which opened to the floating Island of Itharin.
These gith (who later named themselves the true gith) settled the island and formed the Order of Githimon (named for both their first leader Gith, and the martyr Zerthimon) which set as a goal to someday reunite the Gith race and rebuild all that was lost and destroyed -- both by the illithids and by the githyanki-githzerai war.
Hiding the Astral side of the gate with a special invisibility spell, and holding the other side by controlling the citadel, the true gith prevent the githyanki from discovering the gate town and spilling into the Outer Planes. However, their main goal is to unite once again the entire Gith race and stop the war raging between the githyanki and the githzerai.
However, the true gith hate and despise their cousins the pirates of gith, seeing them as a decadent and corrupt branch of their race which cannot be redeemed and thus must be destroyed. They despise the pirates' evil ways and carnivorous, even cannibalistic, life.
Currently, not all true gith are members of the Order, but the order centres around itself most aspects of life on Itharin.
The ranks of the Order are as follows:
Zhameck

 (illithid hunters/Pirates of Gith hunters)
The Zhameck are fighters, fighter/mages and fighter/psionicists who specialise in the hunting of illithids and pirates of gith, specifically in the Astral plane and the Prime. Cunning and ruthless, the Zhameck are the elite of the Order's fighters, and most of them spend their time in the Astral or the Prime. The recent acquisition of a Hammership with a spelljamming helm, has strengthened the Zhameck in their hunting throughout Wildspace and the crystal spheres of the prime.
Brr'theen

 (Infiltrator Knights)
Another part of the order's elite, the Brr'theen are special knights who utilise special powers of shapechanging and masking their alignment which they utilise in order to infiltrate githyanki and githzerai communities, where they sow dissent and seek out those who wish to flee from their evil and/or confining societies. These Knights seek out in secret those who would join their cause and with the help of the Lish'tan, smuggle them out and send them on to Itharin.
Sonan Magi

 (mages)
Members of the Order who practice the various forms of magic are known generally as Sonan Magi. These magic-users, numbering both mages and specialists amongst their numbers, serve the order with their spells and magical items, strengthening the Order through their arcane arts. On special missions, the Order may even send Sonan Magi with Zhameck parties or with infiltrating Brr'theen or Lish'tan.
M'Sokor 

(psionicists)
Just as important as the Sonan Magi, the Order has found that Psionic proficient Gith can be a powerful tool in their aims to reunify the gith race. Undetectable by magic, M'Sokor use their psionics where Sonan Magi dare not tread. In addition, the Order has found that using psionically empowered items can be a boon as they cannot be magically detected. Thus, the M'Sokor create many empowered items to arm the other branches of the Order, In addition to their active tours of service.
Lish'tan

 (Infiltrator Thieves)
The Lish'tan provide the bulk of the Order's infiltrator forces who seek out enlightened githyanki and githzerai. The Lish'tan use their special alignment and face masking to appear as githyanki and Githzerai, and may even go undercover for years before acting. Specially trained in the arts of stealth, the Lish'tan also provide the true gith with an extensive intelligence grid throughout the gith world, and some even whisper that a few have managed to infiltrate a pirate of gith crew on a spelljamming ship in the Prime.
Mulzha

 (Fighters for the Itharin Militia)
Mulzha are the simple fighters of the true gith who serve as the main policing force and defence guard of the floating island. This is also the only group which is not fully part of the Order. Many of the Mulzha are members of the Order, but also non-members may join, and the Mulzha follow the orders of the Town Lord, currently -- Sharaq'antir.
Stchokoth 

(Druids)
Few gith ever have this calling but some rare individuals do, and they serve the Order and the town by caring for the plant and animal life on the island through knowledge and spells, providing much of the gate-town's food. 

Even more rare are occurrences when a Stchokoth advances to a higher level and receives a special role in the Order, something in the way of a "secret weapon" used on various missions (such as sabotaging githyanki fungi farms, accompanying groups of Zhameck on a hunt or even aiding infiltrating Lish'tan or Brr'theen).
Appendix B: Uaikonj and his Priesthood

Uaikonj

AoC: Survival
AL: NG
WAL: Any N or G
Symbol: A hemp rope interlined with silver
Home P/L/R: Astral Plane -- Dead God-Body
Known Proxies: High Priest Bvon Terr'c (Planar / female gith / priest 15 / LN), Salvireen (Planar / male gith / fighter 12 / priest 10 / NG) 

Uaikonj was the only god on a prime material world to which he devoted his entire attention. The world, plagued with an unstable geology and climate caused its inhabitants to need Uaiknoj and his priests. For thousands of years, Uaikonj's priests sustained his followers and enabled them to survive the terrible conditions on the world, until a spelljamming ship entered the system and a new way of life was introduced.
With spelljamming came powerful wizards who could stabilise parts of the world with their magic, and within a hundred years, a populace surviving in harmony with nature was altered by "civilisation" -- living in towns and cities in those havens created by the mages.
Such a fundamental change caused a steady decline in belief -- and Uaikonj's status was demoted from greater deity, to intermediate, to lesser. Before long Uaikonj had lost all his priests, and was a demigod roaming the wild parts of his world.
Just recently (in cosmic planar time), was he cast out into the Astral plane, slowly loosing consciousness and then a gate formed on his god-body floating in the Astral plane. Shortly after that, the renegade gith found the gate and moved on through it, finding the Island of Itharin.
Before losing his consciousness his essence of survival took control and he found a way to preserve himself -- the gith.
Revealing himself to the gith in dreams, he found followers among them, and later cut a deal with the Order: he would make his realm on the Astral, and make his God-body invisible from prying githyanki eyes, and in tern he would become the god of the gith. With the rise of the gith on Itharin, and being free to find followers and priests among their numbers, even becoming the "official" god of the entire Gith race perhaps (once it's unified), Uaikonj found a way to preserve himself.
Uaikonj is slowly gaining followers among the gith, especially among members of the Order, and has a number of priests as well. His first priest Bvon Terr'c, has since become his proxy, thus gaining the ability to rise to high levels.
His other proxy Salvireen, a more recent "recruit", is an infiltrator knight who hides among the Githyanki seeking out potential followers for his god.
The Spire
In which we uncover chant on the most imposing structure on the Planes; the Infinite Spire. There are as many theories on the Spire as there are cutters with opinions, and this mimir's recorded some of the most illuminating, lucid, revealing, amusing, or downright ridiculous.
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"As Many as Yards in the Spire"
That's a common Outlander saying for "lots", berk, and it describes perfectly how many theories there are on the nature of the Spire itself. Nothing else on the Outlands dominates the mindset of the folk quite so much as the Spire itself, the infinitely tall pinnacle of rock at the exact centre. No matter where you go on the Outlands, you'll never forget that: The Spire is Bloody Big, Berk! 

You don't realise quite how big it is till you actually see it, cutter. Oh sure, you can blithely say: "Well, the Spire's infinitely tall, ain't it!", and true enough, that's exactly how high it reaches. But it ain't every day a cutter's slapped in the face by infinity. That's a good enough metaphor to describe the feeling I had when I first clapped my eyes on the Spire. The shock of the absolute vastness of the thing was like a physical blow. It goes up as high as you can look, and then some. And to cap it off, the barmy city of Sigil floats on the top. Don't ask me how you can see that, 'cause I know by right you shouldn't be able to. You just can, okay?
You'll never understand until you see it with your own eyes, cutter. Simple as that.
Faction Musings

Factor Alia the Sentimental of the Sign of One

"You want to be careful: Staring at the Spire for too long drives some sods barmy, and it's not just because the bleeding thing's so big. The Spire can change and becomes important to them...they perceive the clouds as though they funnel toward it, you hear it in your dreams calling to you, you realise that it is the centre of the Multiverse. More importantly, that it is the centre of my life. Did I say 'my'? Uh oh..."
Maxima, Sister to Minima, and also a Mathematician

"Some berks are so bold as to claim the distance it takes to walk a complete circle around the Spire is constant, independent of a person's location on the Outlands. However, since travel times on the Outlands don't rely on distance, the whole theory's untestable! Addle-coves! 

"In fact, the Spire is a rough parabolically curving cone. In other words, the higher it gets the more infinitely narrow it gets, while never actually terminating."
Minima, in Response

"Also unprovable, of course, but elegant."
Minima, with another of her Pet Theories about the Spire

"The entire argument of whether Sigil exists on top of the Spire or not can be argued in an easier way. Simply line up the top of the Spire with the tops of two object of known height far away in the Outlands. This way, the angle between them and the Spire can be calculated. However, any Planewalker knows that the distance that has to be walked from a given point to another on the Outlands varies. 

"This means that, by Pythagoras' theorem, the height of the Spire varies as well. Now, it's been observed that the size of Sigil can vary; thus a link between the Cage and the Spire can be hypothesised. The only remaining thing to determine is whether it's the Lady's whims that control the size of the Cage, and thus the travel times on the Outlands, or some factor on the Outlands which controls the size of the Cage!"
Maxima, with her own Idea

"Another way to measure the height of the Spire would be to climb it, but as it turns out climbing it would take longer than most cutters'd be able to keep a grip on the rock face. People just assume that the Spire's infinite in height; although it appears to be so mind bogglingly big that it always looks bigger than anything else in the Outlands. For most purposes, that's a reasonable enough approximation."
Povrilo of Iridescent Hues, Artist and Colour-Seeker of the Sensates

"Sigil is pictured as floating above the Spire many times, but I reckon it's actually balancing on the top of the Spire. It might be touching or it might not be, but the idea of balance implies it might be possible for a Power or really strong winds to blow the Cage off the top! In fact, the chant goes that's why the Lady destroyed Aoskar: because he rocked her Birdcage."
Bureau Chief Invigilus Traal of the Fraternity of Order

"The Lady created the Cage as a pocket dimension (that's her main skill, after all), as opposed to making it out of whole cloth and causing it to rise and float over an area even the Gods powers don't work around. The Cage ain't a natural part of the Outlands, cutter, and it sure as Baator don't belong over the Spire."
Dorina the Thrice-Returned, Recruiter for the Godsmen

"Think on this, berk: the petitioners of Outland Powers who die in Sigil are able to return to their Power's essence, thereby not being wasted. Thus Sigil must be part of the Outlands, rather than one of those strange-fangled pocket dimensions. Cutter: Sigil don't look like a bag of holding, and you sure don't have to climb a rope to get up to it."
Lorr, a Measure Five of the Hardheads...err...Harmonium

"The Harmonium's official line is that Sigil sits atop the Spire, plain as day (unless it's night). 'How then can it be infinite?' you might ask. If you do ask this, berk, then you can't have seen it. When you're standing under the Spire, you can see it's infinitely tall. And cutter, that's a terrifying sight! 

"If you don't agree with this view, you're liable for 10 years hard labour on the Lower Planes, by the way."
Tramman Hoosker, a Guvner, after some bub in one of Sigil's bars

"Now berks, listen to an old Guvner's truth about a long term scientific research about Spire butterflies, the Spire and the flow of energy. 

"You're right, that energy flows through the Spire and that the flow is related to the butterflies. They somehow collect the energy in the Outlands and bring it back to the Spire. They return to the Spire both to mate, and to give it back some of their energy.
"See, the Spire is like a electric wire. Energy flows through it, towards the top, from where it gets redirected to various planes. The tool to direct the flow of energy is Sigil. You can influence electricity in a wire by surrounding it with magnets. If you put electricity in the magnet, the flow of electricity is influenced. Sigil provides the magnetics that influence the flow of energy.
"That's the reason why the dabus are constantly rebuilding Sigil. They change the flow of the masses and with that the flow of their energies changes. Their energies are their beliefs, their hopes, their souls, their feelings. The way they 'flow' through the town determines the planes the collected energy goes to. The patterns are complicated, almost random, but at least they must follow a rule.
"The Lady guides all of this, because she is the personification of Neutrality. When the structures of might and influence in the Planes change, the flow of energy is changed to support the weaker. That's the reason why she protects the town. Anybody taking the town could redirect the energy to his own home plane and get REALLY powerful.
"If we (the Guvners) could find out how this technique works, then we could direct the flow of energy to Mechanus and thereby furthering the ways of Law in the Multiverse. Of course the dabus and the Lady might be a bit unhappy with this plan."
Shortly after saying this, Tramman was found head down in the Ditch, flayed ...
Remmer Tal of the Doomguard, noted for his surprisingly Philosophical Outlook, though this doesn't make him any less depressing

"The Spire? That's simple. The Spire, you see, is a creation of the gods that created them. They feed on power from worshippers and, by following their petty desires and opposing one another in doing this, thus feed the spire. Did I mention that the Spire is the destination and source of all Entropy? No? I thought not. 

"Anyway, when the powers' entropy feeds the Spire, it radiates out more entropy and chaos, causing the multiverse to decay. Eventually, when the multiverse collapses, it will all collapse into the Spire, Sigil being the last to go. Ah the pure entropy! I wish I could be there to see it.
"Sigil was created to be the -- shall we say -- capitol of entropy. The Lady was created to make sure no one messed things up, and to cause a little random violence as well. So now do you understand, berk?"
Oax, of the Xaositects

"Really spire is. Big the big. Thing the sometimes a top Sigil, Cheesecake is sometimes on. Rules chaos all
Sector Anacoluthon of the Mathematicians
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"The Outlands are curved in four space dimensions, see? The Spire in fact points away from the normal surface in more ways than one. 

"If you are near the base, the area where Sigil appears is a point at infinity, and it can exist just by changing your viewpoint...like thinking a very long road stops because you see it as one point. In the Cage, you can't see so easily, because it's that much less of a place, space-wise. If the Xaositects build their tower [See SIGIS], they might be able to see the Outlands.
"It's all a question of perspective."
Tariq d'Elamar, half-elven monk of the Ciphers, Observer of the Infinite, Master of an Instant, (and incidentally) Emperor of a Prime desert realm

"The Spire is the source of all the Multiverse. Cutters who take the time to walk through the Outlands often notice that the time it takes to move from place to place varies greatly, and of course the phenomenon of planar slippage (where territory of one plane slips through a gate and into another) is well known. The real dark of the matter is, all three phenomena are related. 

"You see, the Spire is a source of planar material, slowly flowing down into the Outlands. In the primeval past, the Outlands may have been the only plane in the Multiverse - that is, until the rim of it slipped away to form the planes of the Great Ring, probably due to differing ethos' in different areas. Bits of the Outlands have been slipping away through the gates ever since.
"This slippage isn't a great problem though, because of the constant flow of material down into the Outlands from the Spire. In fact, it is the inconsistencies between this planar flow (which is slow and mostly constant) and planar slippage (which is much more intermittent) that accounts for the apparently variable size of the Outlands.
"Is the Spire infinitely tall? I hope so. If it isn't, then eventually the flow of material will cease, and the Outlands will slowly dissolve into the other planes. Whether this would leave Sigil floating in an empty void all alone, or the Multiverse would fall into the decay that the Doomguard are always rattling about, is for greater minds than I to assume."
Sir Twist the Decay Knight (by David Byrne)

"I don't care how big it is. If it drives a sod barmy and he tries to jump or fly at it and dies in the attempt, it's helping Entropy."
Neefreet of the Godsmen (by Emlyn Shannon)

"The Spire isn't really much to make a song about. It's quite a simple matter of the Lady showing off. 

"Listen good, berk. The Lady's the most powerful and enigmatic being in the universe, right? Well, what's the point of being powerful if you ain't feared? Where's the fun in being enigmatic if people don't wonder about you?
"So, to tease everyone into wondering about her, the Lady put the Cage in the centre of the Multiverse. We know that the Multiverse is infinite, and if you accept its shape is a rough sphere, you can see that in order to be at the centre of the Multiverse, the Cage has to float half the diameter of the multiverse off the ground. Therefore, the Cage isn't infinitely high up, its half infinitely high. You follow? The radius of a sphere is half its circumference.
"Now, what does the Spire have to do with this? Well, it ain't enough for the Lady to merely be powerful, she wants to remind everyone that she is powerful too. Therefore she created a huge Spire, pointed right at the Cage. The Spire says 'The Lady is Here! And She's better than you!'
She made the Spire so tall that the gods would be able to see it even through the planar boundaries. That's so they can be reminded of her superiority all day, every day. They fume with rage, but there's nothing they can do.
"Now, if the Spire affects powers like this, then it's easy to imagine why some sods are driven mad by it...."
Alute Benzar, Dustman (by Joshua Jarvis)

"You can't see Sigil from the Spire. I tried it and all I saw was a Spire extending upward until it was out of my sight range. Perhaps the death of magic towards the centre of the plane caused Sigil to be elevated to the next form of existence, visible only to those who are also at that level of death (or perhaps you are all barmy and you can not see Sigil in which case you should go to Bedlam where you'd fit in just fine."
Dar'kess of the Doomguard (by Emlyn Shannon)

"The Spire? Well, I'm not sure about the Spire, but I suspect that it's the force of Creation. See, some berks'll try to tell you that the Outlands and the Spire compliment each other, one being a huge pinnacle and the other being flat as a pancake. Well, I'll tell you something -- the Spire ain't the opposite of the Outlands, its the opposite of the great ditch surrounding the Great Ring. 

"You've never seen such a ditch? Of course you haven't, berk, the ditch is infinitely deep and sucks in anyone who so much as looks at it. See, that ditch is the real reciprocal of the Spire - instead of being in the centre, its surrounds the Ring, and instead of being infinitely tall, its infinitely deep.
"How do I know it exists? Easy, berk -- think of the Rule of Threes. Everything has an opposite, like good and evil, and something in between, like neutrality. So, the Spire and the Ditch are opposites, and all the Outer Planes are the relatively flat and 'neutral' grounds between them.
"But you look out, berk, 'cos the Ditch is slowly contracting, preparing to destroy all the Outer Planes. Ahhhhh........." 
Planewalker Tales

Xantra, a female tiefling who hopes to get into the Mapping Infinity set (by Mike Hachey)

Who says only the Outer Planes have gate-towns? Any berk who thinks that the Unity of Rings stops at the Outer Planes might as well go into the mazes now. There is a way to get to the Inner Planes straight from the Outlands, but it ain't easy. Took me one hundred years to discover it. 

Anyway, to get there, you must scale a small part o' the Spire. Told ya it ain't easy. Since no magic works at the Spire, I had to use standard mountaineering techniques. I got up to about a mile, then I saw a cave. No one on the ground could possibly see.
I hoisted m'self into the cave, and I saw elementals and elemental-kin of all sorts. Djinns, salamanders, efreet, azers, anything a body could imagine havin' to do with the Inner Planes. It wasn't really a town, but I guess gate-town's the best way to describe it.
At the very back of the cave, there was a portal. I entered it, and found m'self in the Deep Ethereal, lookin' straight ahead at the orbs that make up the Inner Planes. 
A Not-so-Senile old Man speaks of the Lady of Pain (by Dan Summers)

I know! 

They all think I'm crazy for saying what I say. But only I know the truth. That's why I live here. Here at near the Spire. The closer I am to it, the less I have to fear of the powers and....her! I know her secret!! And if it got out it would through the plains in turmoil... Now listen up berk, this has to be told, but not by me. See I'm to smart for that! So I'll tell you and you'll spread the chant around for me. By now you all know of the powers, or gods as they sometimes prefer to be known as. You know some of these gods group together in pantheons..right? And some of those pantheons have another god above all of the others in that pantheon. I'm sure you know of some of them. Well there are those out there that would have my soul...no my very essence of existance that goes beyond the soul for the chant I have up in my head. You see contrary to what the powers say they did not form the planes, a higher power did...a power high then the supposed over-powers!
This Ultimate Power designed the Outer Planes and gave birth to everything that was here in the begining. He is the Source of the Athar priestss power. Though he doesn't reside here on any of the planes. He lives just outside any beings preception here. Since he created the planes he can go undetected. Now that might be more common knowledge then most bloods think. What most don't know is that he didn't do it alone. This is where The Lady Of Pain comes in, [he looks around and up the Spire as if waiting for a bolt of lightning to come and render the flesh from his bones.] She is, actually was his wife.
They arranged the planes and made life as we know it. And then let it run its course. This was fine in the beginning, until they had an argument over how magic would work. This cause a great upheavel in the planes. The Lord, or Ulitmate power was locked away in what in now known as the Spire. That's why magic doesn't work, it's not anulled....it's absorbed into him to keep his prison empowered. What the Lady did not know as while he was trapped inside the spire she would be trapped on top of the Spire. Since their magic was so interlaced only she would be able to use the force known as magic at the point of her former husbands prison. That is when she formed the cage. Sigil became her prison. That is why everywhere can be reached through Sigil, she was intsrament in making the multiverse. So she can bend or even reshape the rules to fit her will.
Remember the Rule of Threes? The Lord, who is now the Spire The Lady, who in essence is the Cage What is the third you ask? Their child...the Planes, but that is getting off topic again.
Now where was I...oh yes The Lady.....her prison and her former husbands prison...they are linked. That is why The Lady can not be worshipped, if she had worshippers that would take away power that would go to keeping her husband(The Lord) entrapped. Now we all know that belief is power. If people started to worship The Lady then the truth would be know that indeed she is a power, more powerful then all the others. And the lack of the truth is all that keeps the Lord entrapped. So if you my friends...spread the chant around..spread the truth...maybe we'll be able to change the balance of power on the planes and bring in a new era.
Now you wouldn't have anything to wet my partched throat, I've been doing a lot of talking lately.
Reportedly a short time later the man was found dead in Sigil. But prior to his death large scale quakes were reported through out the Cage and strange weather overtook the entire city for several days.
Sharpeye, a ratatosk from Yggdrasil (by Matthew David)
See. Know. I know. Spire. Theo-ry? That what you ask? I know! Not theory. Truth. 

See. Yggdrasil. World Ash. Might-y Moth-er tree. Her fruit is planes. Worlds. Many things. 
But her not only par-ent. There also Spire. Might-y Fath-er tree. Was.
See. Yggdrasil. Need pollen. Spire. Have pollen. Pollen give to Moth-er. Fruit made. 
Worlds born. Planes born. Suppor-ted by Moth-er.
See. Fath-er got old. Old tree turn to stoney. Petri-thingy. 
Sigil. Fath-er's acorn. Out-er Planes. Fath-er's roots.
See? That Truth!
Walden Tinderspite:

 Seller of Rumours and Lies, you determine which are which (by Joshua Jarvis)
"Hey berk! Over here! Do you want to know the dark on the Spire? The true dark? Well I'll tell it to you for some jink. You see, the mountains in Bytopia, especially those that connect two layers, are called spires. One of them, Centre Spire, is said to hold the whole sodding plane together. Centre Spire, how ironic since the Great Spire is right under Sigil. I believe that the Spire was once a part of Bytopia. Don't look at me that way; the Outlands constantly loses gate towns, a good chunk of Arcadia is in Mechanus, and a little bit o' hell lurks in the Beastlands 'cause even Baator loses ground sometimes. I say that the Spire went along with Centre Spire to hold together Bytopia until the beliefs changed, ripping the Spire into the Outlands and warping it with the peoples' beliefs. After all a big spire in the middle has to mean something? I feel who or whatever did this wants Centre Spire too. This may just rip Bytopia apart."
Hoffy, an Indep Bariaur from Faunel

"Nobody really knows why the Spire affects some people more than others. They call 'em Spiretouched, and they've got this vacant look in their eyes as if nothing else can measure up to their dreams. Nobody's sure what it is that happens to these poor sods, but it's said that some of them transform into rilmani, to serve the Balance and Centre forever..."
Fox, a Self-Proclaimed Reincarnate of the Godsmen

"The Spire is unshaped belief. The rings of the Outlands flow off into other planes, right? That's why the towns keep shifting rings, and why gate towns float off, and why everything keeps changing. Anyway, the Spire is the sum of belief on the Prime, the splinter thrust by the uncounted infinities of primes living and believing: The nexus of belief on the Outer Planes. The Lady of Pain, long ago, harnessed this power, and the powers've been trying to take it back ever since."
Renouncing Greela, Athar Preacher

"Just because everyone thinks Sigil is at the top of the Spire doesn't make it so. While some berks say that most Signers think it's there (and thus it must be so), I reckon that if I'm questioning the widely-held belief then there's as much a chance of me being right instead. Now, most cutters haven't ever considered Sigil not being at the top of the spire. All the maps show it is, and all the Planewalkers' pictures of the Spire do too. But artists take liberties all the time. If one rendering becomes popular, wouldn't others tend to copy it? And don't some people like to think they know what's going on and try to quantify everything? Take the next speaker, for example..."
Jorikk Cloudhair, a Giantish Priest of Annam

"In fact, it's actually Annam's palace atop the Spire. After all, Annam is the creator of the Multiverse. The Lady of Pain's kip is somewhere else...perhaps in the Astral or the Ethereal, but it ain't atop the Spire."
Renouncing Greela again, Confronted with New Evidence

"Well, even if there is something up there atop the Spire, it doesn't necessarily have to be the Cage. It might just be a doughnut-shaped rock! It's too far from the Outlands to see the lights which Sigil'd surely have at night, so there's never been a satisfactory answer to this theory. And in my mind, that's a proof in itself!"
The Wizard-Prince Zoreth III, Exiled Regent of Neth, a Prime World

"Sigil's balancing act ain't physical, it's magical - after all, it's floating above the Spire. Sigil's some sort of pocket dimension anchored to the Spire. See, the Spire's so high that it pierces all the other Planes - after all, Yggdrasil does it (and that's a bloody tree!) so why not the Spire? That's the reason why the Cage is connected to so many places: it's so high up that it looks right down into every plane!"
Futility Brokk, a Warden of the Bleaker's Madhouse

"We've got this client who swears blind that the Spire's a great drop of water, frozen in time. She reckons some Power dropped Sigil from the skies of the Outlands and it hit the surface, causing ripples to spread out across the land. Then with incredible force the Cage bounced back up, followed by a stream of rock and earth. Thing is, this happened on a different time scale, aeons ago. The Spire looks like it's frozen in time, and thus solid, when in fact it's growing...or maybe it's at equilibrium height at infinity...or it could be shrinking. She changes her story more often than a Xaosman changes his spots. Or was that a leopard?"
The Seeker, a Githzerai Seer

"I've saw the top of the Spire once, though not in my waking hours. I dreamed of a great palace, sliced down with knives, with carpets of razors and chandeliers of severed bone shards. It was the Palace of the Lady herself. I have not slept since, for fear of glimpsing its horrors again..."
Astari, a Rilmani-Blooded Aasimar (or So she Claims)

"The Spire's basically a funnel, constructed to draw planar energy from the Great Ring and up into the Spire itself. The closer you walk towards the Spire, the more obvious the effect becomes: Take the negation of magic, and eventually even the might of Powers, for example! 

"The Rilmani make their cases near the Spire so they can monitor the flows of planar energy, prevent any blockages which may arise, and ensure equal amounts of energy are drawn from each of the Outer Planes. In fact, this unlimited energy source is what the Lady of pain taps into. It's of such a pure form that her Dabus communicate in symbols, for words are concepts too limiting for their needs."
Mouse, an Explorer Made Meek by what she has Seen

"Picture the planes, Outlands, and Sigil. Now, imagine their is another Spire on the opposite side of the Outlands, and another city like Sigil hovering over, or under, it. Like a mirror image. Planars who think they know the Multiverse only know a small portion of it - the portions that lie around the known portals. 

"Sure, that covers a lot of area - but the planes are endless! Anyway, this other city has portals to entirely different areas of the planes, and that's why no sod (except me) knows about them. It only takes the right blood sometime to find an unknown portal sometime to get them there.
"This is a dark Outlands where nature is savage, and merciless. It's a battleground Sigil where chaos rules instead of law. Magic is twisted with insanity, witches and warlocks run the temples instead of priests. Magic is granted by alien beings as high above gods, as gods are above humans.
"Here, there's a Blood War between tiefling and aasimar, good and evil. The planes are divided in their hate of one race or the other."
Sigmundo Fraud, a Githyanki Psychic Surgeon

"It iz very simple really. The whole multiverse thinks about reproduction of the species. The Spire iz nothing more than The manifistation of all subconscious masculine thoughts and Sigil iz the female counterpart. Hence the LADY of Pain rules this city. The Spire has to be in the centre of the Outer Planes, because cutters of all convictions think about reproduction."
Unknown member of the Rosebringers, high as a djinni on bub

"Why is the bloody thing infinite, you say? 

"Why, it's really just a big pile 'o roses! That' right, ROSES! and it's cleverly disguised itself as an immense rock spire...hehee.. Them rilmani are little more than interplanar gardeners... going about, trying to stem the tide of the roses' destruction! See, the Spire is an infinite structure, correct? Well then, it Must be the source of all roses!!!!!
"It must be...."
Pirvan, Self-Proclaimed Demi-Power of Corrections (by John Kastronis)

"You see, the Spire is infinite in size. Sigil is actually inside of the Spire, which is why magic functions there and why when you look off the side, you can't see the Outlands. So how do you see Sigil from the Outlands? Two answers to that, you choose: One, you believe that you can see Sigil from the Outlands, therefore, you can. Two, the Sigil you view is a supra-magical (ie. magic the Spire can't affect) illusion placed there, so that berks who wander the Outlands can know there is a Sigil."
Leto, a newcomer to the planes (by J. Hoogendoorn)

"It's a really large battery, that allows the portals in Sigil to be used over and over again. And keeps Sigil floating like she does. It drains up magical energies from the area around the Spire. So that's why the moment you get to close to the Spire you start losing spellcasting abilities, see."
Poly Ester, a marilith who sometimes lives in Sigil (by A.G. Rijkee)

"If any of you berks ever find out the dark of the Spire, especially the top of the thing be sure to tell me. I know some people I'd like to IMPALE in it. Oh and S. Fraud; if you ever get to Sigil, find my address and I'll show you some very feminine ideas about the male need to procreate."
Kylo Cedarsmoke (by Alex Pestana)

"By the Rule of Threes, since there's the Astral and Ethereal planes, there must be a third route of planar travel. This is the Spire. It's a hollow tunnel connecting the Inner and Outer Planes. I've heard some bashers bang on about Ordial or somesuch, but it's just the Spire to me..."
CY the Cynic, an Athar rabble-rouser

"Don't tell my superiors but, you know the power behind the powers my high ups are always rattlin their bone boxes about? Well it's the Lady sure as deva's are good.. and don't doubt for a Mechanus minute that she's got a whole army of daubus in that infinite Spire ready to put down the coming of the Great War of philosophers destined for the Cage...just make sure you know who the Queen of Revolution is before your time is up."
The Spire and Psionics: A Thesis
(by Michael Collins)
[The official rule on nullification of psionics on the Outlands (according to p6 of "A Player's Primer to the Outlands" is that at the 6th ring, all non-godlike psionics abilities are cancelled. Magical and priestly powers are slowly annulled, making such characters much less hindered by travel on the Outlands. That's all very well, perhaps, unless you're playing a psionicist character. The suggested rules below attempt to redress the imbalance between psionic and magical absorption...] 

Introduction: The Spire is an infinitely tall structure that absorbs spells from magic-using types. As a spellcaster gets closer and closer to it, they find that they can cast fewer and fewer spells. The Spire absorbs more powerful spells first (and farther away) while less powerful spells can still be cast until the spellcaster gets really close to the Spire. It has been recorded that there are nine levels or rings surrounding the Spire, which determine the intensity of the absorption.
Thesis: In the area around the Spire, spellcasters lose magical energy, in the form of memorised spells. There really are no definite rule(s) for dealing with psionics and the Spire. It is generally agreed, though, that psionics are subject to the Spire's absorption influence, and that psionics eventually don't work close to the Spire. I have presented a system below to deal with this effect.
The Spire and Psionics: As a spellcaster gets closer to the Spire, they lose the ability to cast spells, the highest level (9th) being absorbed by the Spire (and erased from the spellcaster's memory) first, while the lowest level is not absorbed until the spellcaster is close near the Spire. Wizard spells have been described as manipulation of external energies found naturally in the world/plane/whatever, to cause a specific effect. Clerical spells are the blessings and manifestations of a specific power i.e. their god, however: gods' abilities are negated (we assume absorbed) by the spire, also, ergo priest spells are subject to the Spire's absorption also.
Psionics differ as they use internal energy to cause specific effects. However, as stated above, psionics are subject to the Spire's absorption (mainly to maintain game balance). Therefore, since the Spire absorbs energies -- memorised spells for spellcasters -- it also absorbs energy from psionicists (and psionic creatures) in the form of their energy: Psionic Strength Points (PSPs).
As a psionically-endowed creature (including wild talents, see below) goes closer to the Spire, they find they have less and less PSPs. When the psionicist (n.b. "psionicist" when used will indicate any creature with psionic talents) enter a new ring, they might be subject to the absorption of the Spire. Less powerful psionicists (with fewer PSPs) find that they can go closer to the Spire without a reduction in power, since the Spire absorbs the most powerful energy first.
When a psionicist enters a new ring, cross-reference his/her/its level and the ring level on the table below. If there is a loss (represented by a percentage of the psionicist's maximum PSP total), the psionicist's maximum PSP total drops to this amount immediately. If their current PSP pool was larger than their reduced maximum PSP total would be, the excess points are lost (absorbed by the Spire). The psionicist can't regain PSPs in any way to raise their current total higher than their temporarily-altered total.
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Psionicist Level
Gate Towns
8th
7th
6th
5th
4th
3rd
2nd
Spire

1-2
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
0%

3-4
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
50%
0%

5-6
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
67%
33%
0%

7-8
100%
100%
100%
100%
100%
75%
50%
25%
0%

9-11
100%
100%
100%
100%
80%
60%
40%
20%
0%

12-13
100%
100%
100%
83%
67%
50%
33%
17%
0%

14-15
100%
100%
86%
71%
57%
43%
29%
14%
0%

16-17
100%
88%
75%
63%
50%
38%
25%
13%
0%

18+
89%
78%
67%
56%
44%
33%
22%
11%
0%


Table: Adjusted Maximum Number of PSPs
due to the Absorption Effects of the Spire
Using a metapsionic power or the Harness Subconscious non-weapon proficiency in attempts to raise the psionicist's current PSPs higher than the reduced-maximum PSP total will not work, although any other effects will stay in effect e.g. a cannibalized psionicist will have less Constitution but no more PSPs. 

These losses are calculated as a percentage of total (maximum) PSPs. These losses in the psionicist's maximum PSP total are permanent so long as the psionicist remains within that ring. Moving closer will result in a greater loss, while moving away will result in an increase (percentage-wise) of the max PSPs. When the psionicist moves to a further ring, they don't immediately regain the PSPs, rather they can use powers or regain PSPs until their current PSP total is equal to their reduced-maximum PSP total. Once out of the Spire's furthest ring, powers and effects may be used to increase irthe PSP current total higher than the maximum PSP total as normal, described within the power's effect.
Scholarly Opinions

Verdax Perrillon, a Tiefling Mage who's Living Proof that Immortality can do Strange Things to a Berk's Mind...

If you were to use Guvner mathematics (I've worked it out myself, the numbers seem to be right), if you take a piece of infinity, no matter how small, it's still infinity. And I've seen many renditions of the Spire by bloods who'd know, and all signs seem to say it's hollow. Therefore, since the inside would take up some space, it must be infinite. I believe that there's another plane hidden on the inside of the Spire, which I'll call the Inlands. 

Because the Spire obviously collects magical energy, the berks living on the Inlands would be insanely powerful. The equivalent of your average mortal Inside might be able to best some of our Powers in a fair fight (not that any fight between Powers is fair). Maybe this is where the Spire butterflies came from. One day I'll hire someone, maybe Tarsheva or Voilà, to see if there's a way In.
Yutil, a Guvner of Mechanus (by Mike Hachey)PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT=The Outlands Giant"

Well, after great study, I have found where the Spire goes! Not only does this solve the problem of where the Spire leads up to, but it also solves many other questions. The answer is quite simple, really: The Spire's tip goes through a portal known as the 'Ether-Gate' that leads straight to the Deep Ethereal. 
This, of course, means Sigil is in the Deep Ethereal, which explains why it is cut off from the Astral Plane. It also explains how the Lady makes the mazes in the Deep Ethereal, and lastly it solves what happens when some barmy jumps off the side. He goes to an Outer Plane, which one depending on where in Sigil they jumped. 
So, if someone jumped from the most northern point, they would be in Elysium. The southernmost point, they would end up in the Abyss. The western point: Mechanus. Eastern point: Limbo. North by north-eastern point: Beastlands North-eastern point: Arborea, etc., etc., and if they jump off extremely close to the Spire, they end up in the Outlands.
If y'have any more questions, just ask.
Flabio, a Prime Guvner (by Flabio The Mage)

You know of the Rule of Threes, don't ya? You don't? *Berks* Well I'll spill you a little, but I'll keep it brief. 

Everything comes in threes, see. Everybody knows, it, and everybody lives by it. Even clueless Primes know that everything comes in threes (I should know, I'm Prime, and no, I'm not Clueless!) For example, there is Japanese proverb that reads: "Nido alu kotto wa, sando alu", which roughly translates to:" Things that happen twice, shall happen thrice". This kind of philosophy is sprinkled all over the Prime worlds, probably spilled by some Prime Power.
Don't be mistaken, though, Primes aren't the only ones that conform to this philosophy, everybody does, even the planes themselves. Look at the Outer and Inner Planes, there are twenty-seven of each (three cubed, see?), and there are three transitory planes ( Astral, Ethereal, Ordial). Nigh everything follows this law, but one object in the Multiverse seems to go against this, the Spire.
One single Spire, with a spinning barmy doughnut. This certainly may not seem to be three, but it is three, or rather, it is divided into three sections. These sections are Base, Sigil, and The Tower, all of which are subdivided into three more groupings( which are further divided into three groups, some say).
The Base is the bottom portion of the Spire, both above and below the Outlands. This area is said to be inhabited by the rilmani, a claim which has recently been confirmed. The rilmani are said to live within the Spire, and live within the Base. What lies without the Base, is unknown to us, at the time. The exact size of the Base is also unknown (infinity divided by three, hmmm...) but, it takes up roughly one third of the Spire.
The next section of the Spire is Sigil. Sigil should be pretty obvious to you (unless you are that clueless). Sigil is divided into three groups, or rather Wards, which you should be familiar with. Although it is said that Sigil is built and destroyed haphazardly, this simply ain't true. There is a certain three-ishness that just escapes the grasp of us mortals, that control the happenings of Sigil.
The final section of the Spire, is the Tower. We don't know much about the Tower, or how it has to do with three-ishness of things, but we do know one thing of it, its location. It starts roughly where the Spire ends, and Sigil begins. Now I'm sure you've seen many drawings of the Planes, with the Spire in the middle of 'em. Some of 'em might have the Spire poking right though the doughnut hole, while others have the Spire ending just before Sigil begins. Both are correct. You see, the Tower is that section that disappears around Sigil. You can't see the Tower, and you can't even feel it (many travellers in Sigil fly right through it, without ever noticing) but it's there nonetheless. The Rule of Threes should tell you that much. What it does, and why its there is as unknown as the rest of the Spire. Some speculate that it has something to do with the Lady, or perhaps even the Ordial, but the real dark is one of the most closely guarded secrets of the Multiverse.
Rola Cello, Guvner explaining the "Belief Cycle" (by Simson Leigh)

Popular opinion states that the Spire is infinite. 

This belief is fairly widespread and that is a very good thing indeed, or else the Outlands may one day cease to exist. You see although a lot of cutters believe that the Spire rises out of the Outlands, in fact it pours into the Outlands. That's right, the Spire is a representation or visualisation of pure belief energy that pours down from the city known as Sigil and into the Outlands. In fact Sigil acts as a funnel (by means of holes in the time/space/belief continuum, also known as "portals") that draws belief energy from all planes that it's connected to including the inner, prime and outer planes.
This belief energy pours down through the central lower "hole" of the city. The reason that one can see nothing over the "edge" of Sigil is because pure belief is not visible to mortal senses.
It is not until the energy reaches the bottom of the spire and cascades in to different directions of alignment that the energy becomes imbued into the planes. Because the belief energy is in such a pure form, it interferes with magical frequencies and emanations and this explains why magic grows weaker closer to the spire. In fact the Outlands is the plane with the most belief because it contains the font of belief energy that streams down in to it. But only towards the gate-towns is this energy noticeable. Because the changes to the Outlands as one approaches a gate-town are caused by the energy slowly being absorbed into the planes. In fact, the Gate-towns are ever-open portals that feed each of the planes with belief energy. And sometimes, when mortals add too much of their own belief to the energy pouring in to the adjacent plane, the town itself is swept along in to the plane (and a new portal-town appears on the Outlands).
This flow of belief energy from all the planes, through Sigil and into the Outlands and beyond is called the "Belief Cycle" (much like a "water cycle" on some prime worlds). I started off by stating that the belief that the Spire is infinite was very important, in point of fact it's crucial. A few grey beards of the Guvners have speculated that if this belief where to disappear or diminish greatly, the belief energy would stop flowing and over time the Outlands would be drained into the different Outer Planes.
There are a few other details that I have not mentioned, but Sigil is a great centre for beliefs and factions because of the belief energy swirling around and many mortals are absorb some of this belief, which they feel a desire to make "more concrete" and explain. In the same way that water swirls around a funnel as it pours through, belief energy swirls around the Cage before pouring "down the Spire".
At the present time I do not have enough free time to discuss the role of The Lady and the Rilmani, but if you wish to hear more about these, please contact me.
Rola Cello, on the Outlands Rings and Razorvine (by Simson Leigh)

[Last known entry in the diary of Rola Cello, Fraternity of Order, Planewalker and Botanist] 

The phenomena of magic loss as one travels towards the spire over the Outlands is caused by a magical fungus.
Any botanist worth her salt will tell you that the majority of plants have a symbiotic relationship with fungi living in the soil. The plants provide nutrients from gathering sunlight and the fungus provides minerals and water to the roots of the plants. In fact, some fungi have such a large underground network of connections to trees and other plants that they can cover the entire forest. And the fungus usually lives just a few inches or feet below the surface.
It is a well documented fact (see Planar FAQs subsection 34a chapter XXI) that the planes are a place with high levels of magic. I have determined that the fungus that inhabits the Outlands originated on the Prime but has changed in since being accidentally introduced in to the Outlands. In fact, the fungus has been here a very long time.
How long, you ask? Well, as long as the Spire. You see... the Spire is the fruiting body of this fungus and as long as the fungus continues to spread and grow, so too will the Spire grow taller. The presence of the fungus (which lives predominantly underground) has a dampening effect on magic. By this I mean all documented forms of magic, including divine powers. The degree of dampening of magic depends on the amount of fungus present and it spreads out from the spire in a circular pattern. Most scholars mistake the rings of magic loss as being phenomena by themselves, they are in fact caused by the above mentioned fungus.
The previously mentioned symbiosis of plant and fungus was difficult (and painful) to determine in this case. The magical nature of the planes has allowed a special form of symbiosis between the fungus and a plant commonly known as razorvine (sharpuss entanglofolia). It seems that the two species provide each other with nutrients across planar boundaries. I have not been able to pursue this research very far to date because I sensed a 'presence' associated with large formations of razorvine. (My apologies to my distinguished readers for the lack of correct vocabulary, but I sensed something malevolent when working with razorvine.)
My work to date has determined that the two species act together to spread as far across he planes as possible. The razorvine grows extensively in Sigil and many seeds and plant parts are carried though portals to other locations. I speculate that one of the reasons that razorvine is able to grow in such inhospitable environments is due to the nutrients provided by its fungal symbiote.
My travels and research has provided anecdotal evidence that razorvine is less common in the Upper planes than the Lower planes. A researcher had better watch her step when visiting the Lower planes and thus my data is rather limited. But my questioning of natives of Upper planes upon observing them clear away razorvine usually resulted in a vague answer that it was a tainted weed that should be destroyed.
Although I have attempted to question the Dabus about clearing of razorvine, I have not been able to get any understandable answer.
I have been approached by an elderly Githzerai who claims to know more about the razorvine's ecology and will show me a special clump found at the corner of a wizards tower. Tomorrow I hope to travel to Automata, where a new infestation of razorvine seems to be affecting the local modron population."
[Author's note: many plants do exchange nutrients for minerals and water with fungi. These fungi are called mycorhizal fungi. It is claimed that some of these mycorhizal fungi form fungal nets that cover entire forests in parts of America and other large forests. Is it possible that a fungal network on the Outlands has gained sentience and is spreading via razorvine across the planes ? It's probably just a pile of screed, but the Yugoloth are keeping unusually silent on the matter.]
Giles Frumpendor, elven Mathematician (by Joshua Wolfe)

Although there is much debate on the nature of the Spire's existence, I believe I can clear the whole matter up with planar calculus. 

It is agreed upon that the postulate "The Outlands is the plane of Neutrality." Examining the orientation of the Spire & applying the Planar Neutrality Limit function, or Outlands function, one would recognise the Spire as being at the origin from the Outlands extends equidistantly. Or another way to look at it, the Spire is at the median of the conceptual distance between all diametrically opposed planes. Considering these points, allow me to interject the definition of absolute neutrality. Absolute neutrality is the function of belief which equals both no belief and the sum of all belief. From the Infinite Probability postulate, everyone recognises that there is an infinite amount of beliefs in the multiverse. Of course, the end of infinity can never be reached within conceptual reality due to the limitations of belief.
So, what can be concluded from this data? Well, the Spire is conceptual reality of the Outlands as it approaches absolute neutrality. Of course, the Spire is infinitely tall, absolute neutrality is a vertical asymptote to the conceptual reality in the Outlands. It can also be concluded that the Spire is hollow. Absolute reality serves as the axis about which the Outlands never touches, although running infinitely close.
How is this supported in metaphysical data? Well, the rilmani live about the base of the Spire. They are a race that holds to as few ethics & morals as a society could possibly have. They represent the no belief end of the spectrum. However, note that the rilmani don't have absolute neutrality because they still hold to ethics & morals of maintaining balance in all things. As one looks up the Spire, one can see Sigil. It too approaches infinity sitting at the narrow most point of the Spire. Yet, it too cannot touch absolute neutrality, its torus shape avoiding absolute neutral axis. It is very obvious that the Cage is the other end of the spectrum of absolute neutrality. Every ideology and philosophy from every part of the multiverse, enters Sigil at one time or another. Of course, almost all travellers are only there for a short time soon leaving, taking their beliefs with them. Sigil may represent a multitude of beliefs, but never an infinite amount.
There you have it. Once again, even the most foolish berk can find answers of the multiverse, if he simply thinks rationally and mathematically.
Maxis, a githzerai historian (by Simson Leigh)

Sigil is called the Cage and the reason for that is pretty obvious... it's a prison. Rumour has it that when the Multiverse was still young and the Gods were stirring in the Outer Planes, there was a group of powers who had a plot to do away with one of their fellow powers who belonged to a Pantheon in conflict with theirs. These Powers lacked the strength to actually kill a fellow power. And thus it was conceived by one of them to imprison their Divine Sister. It was in the Outlands that the 'Ring of Binding' was cast around their quarry and they build a pillar upon which to proclaim their victory. 

As the powers grew, so did the pillar upon which their imprisoned victim was held. Over time the powers who had build the pillar faded and departed to the Astral, but still the pillar remained and grew.
At first the power imprisoned weakened within her prison; lack of contact with her worshippers should have led to her "death". It didn't. Instead she languished in her prison and began to shape the inside to her liking. It distressed her greatly that she was in a state of 'nonliving' and over time she lost parts of her memories which makes all powers divine (hence their "bodies" on the Astral).
By now, the pillar had grown to an immense size. It could be seen from tens of miles around. And then one day something unexpected happened. The pillar had grown to such a size that it pierced reality as a spear piercing through the ice. To where the pillar pierced into is not known, but the cracks touched the edge of the prison and soon creatures began to appear through the cracks and holes. The ex-power soon learned to control where the holes appeared and with the last of her power transformed some of these visiting creatures in to likeness of the memory her servants, and thus the dabus where born.
Time passed and more creatures arrived and built residences within the ring/prison. But the imprisoned ex-power found that she could not leave through any of the holes that led to other planes, for to do so would mean her destruction. She found that she was in a unique state where faith was not sustaining her and only in this prison could she survive. At first she attempted to influence the visiting races to worship her, but soon learned that this weakened her and thus she destroyed her few worshippers.
The powers learned of the prison through their worshippers and sent one of their brethren to watch over this place. Aoskar resided in the new city, but the Lady (as she was now called) learned to what lay on the other side of reality, in other words to where the Spire-pillar had pierced. Aoskar almost discovered this same truth, but the Lady destroyed him before he found out the truth.
And thus the Lady now acts as both prisoner and guardian. She is a prisoner because she cannot regain her former powers or leave and she cannot allow any Powers to come to her prison. In all the time that she has been a prisoner, she has learned to fashion her own prisons. Any in the city who threaten the safety of the city are imprisoned by the Lady (the locals call them the mazes).
What anchors the city to the Outlands is belief. People believe that the city rests atop the Spire and thus it remains "tethered" to the Spire-pillar. However, this places the city under certain (unknown) strains and it is the duty of the dabus to restructure the Lady's prison so that it does not tear itself apart. Their secondary duty is to act as caretakers to the mazes.
Is the Spire infinite? Yes.
Does Sigil rest atop the Spire and if so how? Yes, by the power of belief. Else it would drift off into the Great Unknown...
Kuy Lmari, a rilmari cartographer (by Simson Leigh)
Some of the maps of the Outlands I've seen show the Spire to be hollow. This may just be an artist's impression of the Spire. But if it is indeed hollow, then this could serve as a tunnel for planar energy to travel upwards. Not only towards Sigil, but past it as well. 

Sigil looks like a huge doughnut suspended above the Spire, with a great round hole pierced through the middle. Perhaps this energy travels from the Planes, through the Outlands and up and past Sigil.
In fact, by the time that it reaches Sigil, the power is so concentrated that all laws of time and space and reality no longer matter and holes (or portals) are found throughout Sigil. Could Sigil itself be a portal to this other dimension? So a question to ask is: Where does the energy go? Perhaps to another dimension?
If the above is true, then Sigil is the last stop before another reality. One could theorise that people would be attracted to Sigil in order to discover how to ascend to that reality. These people formed like minded groups and the Factions were born. These Factions each have their own anwser as to how to ascend and some cutters may even have tumbled on to the dark of it, eg. Cipher Factols who have ascended. However, to ensure that only those worthy ascend, The Lady watches over Sigil, exactly how is another good question....
One role that The Lady plays that all know is that she prevents Powers from entering Sigil (at least ones that she knows about). Most have reasoned that this is to prevent powers abusing Sigil's portals or taking control. But, the reason could be that the Lady blocks the Powers to prevent them using Sigil as a protal to ascend.
Many question remain in my mind, such as: Is the Lady a being from this other dimension sent to guard the portal that is Sigil? Why are the powers prevented from ascending? Are Spire Butterflies the spirits of being that attempted to ascend who failed and thus cluster near the base of the Spire in the futile hope that they will be swept up and past Sigil?
Kuy Lmari, some time later (by Simson Leigh)

Another idea has just occured to me. Perhaps the planar energy does not travel up the Spire, but instead down it. Energy derived from primes beliefs enters Sigil when portals are used and then travels down the Spire and into the Outlands and then through the Gate-towns on the Planes. This theory therefore holds that Belief has to make use of portals to get to the Planes. 
So if a powers where ever to control Sigil then he/he could influence and possible direct the focus of primers beliefs when the enter the Planes, the ultimate weapon.
From the above reasoning, one possile reason for reduction of magic near to the Spire could be due to high concentration of primer Belief energy that has a dampenig effect on magic in general. And because this belief energy has not yet travelled in a particular alignment direction... Powers cannot benefit from this high concentration of primer Belief.
Could this 'explanation' account for the fact that when a cutter steps off the edge of Sigil he/she is flung off to one of the planes by this vortex of planar Belief hanneling down the Spire and in to the Planes?
Do the Spire Butterflies feed on this primer Belief energy in some way?
Guy Plathers, a prime astronomer and spacer (by Michael Franz)

Because the Prime Material Plane, like any other plane, is infinite, there must be an infinite number of worlds in it, and therefore an infinite number of inhabitants. Since Sigil is finite, this would pose a bit of a problem for everyone who wanted to go there. However, I have a theory that solves this problem nicely. The Prime Material is divided up into galaxies, similar to the real universe. These galaxies are separated by dark voids. Each galaxy is composed of millions of crystal spheres, but only thousands are inhabited, and only a few hundred have access to Sigil. 

Here's the interesting part, though: the Outlands, and every other Outer Plane, are also divided into "galaxies" that correspond to the Prime Material galaxies. For each galaxy in the Outlands, there is a Spire and a set of gate towns near its edge. If you travel beyond the gate towns, you will eventually cross into another galaxy. The planes themselves are still infinite, but the galaxies are finite and could be considered to be separate "universes" of their own from a certain point of view. This also avoids the problem of the "center" of the multiverse. If there was only one Spire and only one Sigil, then it would be the center, no matter how many times Planescape insists that it isn't.
However, if there were an infinite number of Spires, then there is no centre just like it should be. The planes are infinite, but most travelers stay within one finite galaxy of the planes. If you entered another galaxy, you might find totally different laws of magic and physics.
You might find beings there that are totally incomphrensible. In short, Planescape as we know it is mainly concerned with our own galaxy. Travel to other galaxies at your own risk!
Thlorr, a second spacer responding to the above (by Paul MacKenzie)

This could be true, unless there are a finite number of portals from Sigil to these Prime worlds, directly or indirectly, in which case everyone who wanted to go there might not be able to. Perhaps it is the Lady's duty to move a finite but large number of portals around from here to there, making sure that no one plane gets them all at once.
The Origins of the Entire Multiverse (by Samuel J. Theil)

[Here's some incredible chant I picked up from a Mathematican-Philosopher I met on a jaunt through Automata. He had some pretty far-flung theories on the Multiverse, all tied up with the Outlands themselves. If you can follow him all the way through, you're a better blood than I!] 

In the beginning of all that is, there was nothing. Not an empty void, for a void to exist the idea of infinite space must exist. This was not the case. This was a time in the multiverse in which utter nothing was all there was (or was not). Now here is where it gets a little beyond the scope of human perception (or dwarf, or elf, or tanar'ri, etc.. etc.. etc...) That is the idea of how nothing came to be something. What brought something from nothing is that the duality of nothing but the possibility of something, in an state of infinite potential, creates as a reaction the simplest perfect form of existence for non-existence to sustain itself from the paradox of nothing but needing to exist. 
Needing to exist because in nothing there is only potential with not a thing to hold it back from being. Now, it needs to be the "simplest perfect" form of existence, because true non-existence cannot be imperfect since there is nothing there to be, nothing cannot not be perfect. So if something is emanating from nothing it must be perfect; it cannot take from what is not there, even though there is nothing there, nothing is also the idea of nothing which is perfect, so it can only take perfection.
This "perfect form" which comes into existence is in itself still nothing. Being that nothing is what is perfect, and there is nothing else that could be taken from nothing. Like a chemical reaction nothing makes itself as one thing (nothing itself is one thing right?) yet it itself stays nothing. Nothing relative to itself is two things and so forth, everything is number. Number is truly nothing relative to itself again and again. So the Multiverse started as idea, the concept of itself being the number one.
This means the priests of number are of the true faith of the Multiverse, an idea usually scoffed at (worshiping number) is the truth! Now, about why the Multiverse formed the way it did. It is simple if you think about it, the Outlands are the final form of the number one which is also zero (remember one is simply zero aware of itself) also zero and infinite are the same. They are both not truly numbers but ideas (It is ironic that zero is both an idea to us who exist. Yet to it which does not exist, it cannot be an idea to itself or that would make it the number one. Maybe this gives more insight to how nothing came to be something?) so one is the ultimate unity (Nirvana?) being that there is no other.
Now, two is the first non-archetypal (but existent) duality (By-topia?). Now I myself do not know enough about the planes to give all the correct attributions, but I can tell you since there is no end to numbers (you can count on forever) the Abyss seems to be the last made plane of all the planes (seeing that it is infinite, symbolising the endless nature of number). At first I thought Limbo being that it is opposite Mechanus and being pure chaos which is nothing more than many contending forces was the last of the planes, but it would take both a master of planar lore and the greatest mathematician to find out that arcane wisdom.
Seeing that I am neither of these, but a seeker of the knowledge of which I have found and already disclosed. Now for the second part with the former known I must say this about conduct of the living races in respect to the perfection of the Multiverse in its entirety: Anything known of the Multiverse is known by some being which has a mind and can store information and is only a individual part of the Multiverse. All beings are an incomplete part of that whole which you received that information from, to express something is for you to force it unto the Multiverse.
Thus denying everything which is opposed to that idea (any idea which must be taught denies something else) denying the perfection of the Multiverse itself. For there is nothing that can be done by the individual that in no way denies another individual thing which is part of the overall complete and utter perfection which is the Multiverse, for every action there is a reaction and that must do something to be an action and to do something is to change something, is to destroy something, is to deny something, and to deny anything is to deny the perfection of the Multiverse. For you to have a stance on anything is for you to say the Multiverse is not perfect as it is. So you are wrong, it is you that is imperfect. But just you as being a multiverse in yourself. You make the Multiverse perfect by being imperfect.
The multiverse is not pure perfection on every level into the microcosms (parts of the Macrocosm or Multiverse). It must be absolute perfection running through all the levels of imperfection unto the most imperfect thing. That way it is all encompassing only then is it true perfection. So you cannot deny the perfection of the multiverse or that which denies the perfection of the universe. For that which exists makes the Multiverse perfect. This does not mean it is the Macrocosms destiny to have all the Microcosms within itself to always be imperfect within themselves (in denying anything in the Multiverse). There could be a time when all is purely perfect, but that is only if it is perfect to be so. For every action there is a reaction, all things existent follow the path of least resistance, is the only law of the Multiverse. 
Further Questions

If the Spire's Infinite, How can you See Sigil on Top?

Selected Tidbits of the Most Common Chant

· The Lady wants everyone to know she's in charge: she wants to be seen, so she is! 

· The air on the Outlands is very thin, or maybe people's eyesight is better there. 

· There are lots of magnifying glasses all around the middle of the Spire in the sky. 

· The thing at the top of the Spire ain't Sigil at all, just a sodding massive ring of rock. Sigil ain't on any plane we know about. 

· Sigil is really really really big, but anyone who goes through a portal to the Cage is enlarged too, so nobody's ever noticed. 

· Likewise, but the Outlands are really small instead. 

· Everyone believes Sigil can be seen from the Outlands, so it can. 

· The Lady's power gathers clouds from the base of the Spire right up to Sigil (that's why it's always so sodding cloudy in the Cage), so they never obscure the city. 

Looli, Tiefling Metamage (who would be a Visionary but has only one follower) (by Rob Hamilton)

"Well, I believe in science. I'm a metamage, so I obviously believe in magic too, but that's another story. My point is to tell you about why Sigil can be seen from the Outlands. I'm not a maven on the study of light and vision, but I do know that the reason people "see" is because light enters their eyes and their brains process the light patterns into recognisable forms. (Then the colour spectrum is factored in, but that is also another story.) I've seen the Spire from the base. It looks like it could be infinitely tall, but it could just be taller than the mortal mind can comprehend, making it seem infinite. If it really is, and Sigil really is at the top (instead of circling the middle about a million miles or so up the Spire) then light must have been coming down from Sigil to reach the Outlands for an infinitely long period of time. 

"Some bashers say they remember when Sigil wasn't around, but I know many old, old guys who can't say that. Among them: an elven priest of Labelas Enoreth, a Great Wyrm Silver Dragon, the Owl Lord (an animal lord from the Beastlands), and even Factol Skall once hinted that he didn't remember that, after I spent half a year trying to get him to talk to me. After all, he must have founded the Dustmen while he was in Sigil, and he's pretty old.
"Anyway, Sigil seems to have been around for an infinite amount of time, so it's been reflecting light down to the Outlands for an infinite amount of time. If we had Solondor Thelandira (the Elven god of hunters -- I bet he has really good eyesight) look at Sigil from some point in the Outlands where he doesn't lose his powerly powers, he might be able to see this light clearly - see what Sigil looked like infinitely long ago. Of course, I'm going to have to become at least a demipower before I can convince the good hunter to do that, and that is a long way off for me."
What Happens if you Jump Off the Rim of Sigil?

Factor Speculecture of the Guvners Explains his Three Favourite Theories

"One: You're bounced to a random plane, baneful or benign. True, the Spire's a dead-magic zone, but this effects wouldn't necessarily require magic to operate. If Sigil is a pocket demiplane, reaching the edge of the pocket will shunt you into another plane. If Sigil's really connected to all other planes, then it'll possible be random which one you ends up in...or perhaps there's a pattern like with the Lady's shifting portals. More research is needed...
"Two: You're lost forever in the Void around the Cage. This could be a collecting place for spirits and other spooks. I've heard tell that the Void's got a name among the mystics and spirit-rousers of Sigil: the Soul Cage. 

"Three: You fall down the Spire, until at the end of the Multiverse, you and everyone else who's ever fallen off Sigil hits the ground at the same time in one glorious entropic splat!"
"One by one, cutters, leap off the edge of the ring,
When you land, make your way back here
and we'll build ourselves a theory.

Assuming you survive, that is ..."

- Factor Speculecture,
to a group of gully new Guvners
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Being an Account of the Months and Seasons of the Plane of Balance,
Helpful to both Local and Planewalker Alike

If you look at anything natural, you're bound to find rings there somewhere. Trees have 'em, day and night follow each other like a dog chasing its tail, and years are circles in time that never end. Any planar knows that the Unity of Rings is a concept the planes themselves embody. 

You'd be surprised then, that most planar bloods don't bother with calendars. Many planar creatures are immortal, and simply don't care about time as much as primes. Besides, they've got nothing to measure the passing years by: On most planes the weather's part of the landscape, and doesn't change in seasons. The Outlands are different. Any berk could tell you the planes in the Great Road impose their landscapes on the Concordant Plane near its gate-towns, but only planewalkers who've spent some time Out-of-Town know that the weather of the Outlands is also dictated by other planes.
The chant goes that the planes in the Great Road lap at the Outlands like waves on a shore. As they wash against the Plane of Concentric Rings, dimensional winds blow in through the gate-town, bringing with them a taste of the other plane's climate. Of course, the weather's most noticeable nearest to the gate town, but the effect's enough that Outlanders have based a calendar of seventeen months upon the planar seasons.
Each month has 21 days (that's three weeks of seven days each, for the Mathematicians amongst you), plus an extra week of Astral Days, giving 364 days to a complete cycle; at least on the Outlands. They say there used to be another day, until Sung Chiang stole it. Well, that's as maybe, but most folk don't really give a toss. After all, half the planars are immortal, so what's one pesky day to them? The Outlander calendar's well known in Sigil, though the 'official' dating system of the Fraternity of Order is also used there.
The months of the Outlands Cycle are described below, along with the dominant attitude the climate adopts, tips for planewalkers, and general helpful chant. 'Course, if you're in the realm of a power, the climate depends entirely upon the high-up's say-so. In that case, you're on your own, basher.
The Philosophical Spring

Acheron: Spar
Officially the start of the cycle -- as much as a ring can have a beginning -- Spar's the first month of the philosophical spring. You wouldn't guess it, though, because like all things from the battle plane it welcomes itself in with a bang. Storms vent the fury of the lost causes of Acheron, and the air is split by lightning most nights. Outland evenings grow long, dark and cloudy, though the days bring brief respite from the strife. Spar's a popular time for generals to launch surprise attacks, as the sound of thunder and extra dark evenings makes ambushes easy. This month also brings earthquakes -- could be that Acheron's cubes bump into the edges of the Outlands now and then (wherever they are!)
Mechanus: Revolvis
Identical to the plane it blows in from, the weather in Revolvis comes in a methodical pattern. One day it's warm and bright, the next cloudy and overcast, the third raining. Then the cycle repeats itself. While terminally boring, it's a good time for farmers to plant their crops for the coming year, as they always know exactly what the skies promise each day. A faint smell of grinding metal and oil is carried by breezes for the whole month, and strangely, rain in Revolvis doesn't cause metal to rust. Lucky for modrons, that.
Arcadia: Halcyon
Halcyon promises calm, subdued weather -- gentle rain, placid skies, and zephyrs rather than gales -- and it usually delivers, too. It's a good growing season for plants, and is also a popular month for travellers to begin their journeys. Superstition marks Halcyon as a lucky month for lovers and merchants, too. The sun-lit days and starry nights of Arcadia radiate into the Outlands during Halcyon; it's the only time when there are heavenly bodies in the skies of the Plane of Balance. Fortune tellers read a great deal into the conjunctions and constellations which appear during Halcyon; they're supposed to hint at secret events in the coming year.
Mount Celestia: Nimbus
As spring matures into summer, the skies are painted with the glorious metallic sheens seen on the Seven Holy Slopes. Their radiance lingers late into the evening, creating dazzlingly beautiful sunsets, and rendering even the darkest alley a little safer. When it rains, the water is pure and clean, with the sharp scent of righteousness, and carries with it the blessings of the powers of Mount Celestia. This makes it uncomfortable for fiends, undead and their ilk, but not actually damaging. Nimbus is a season of ceremonies and celebrations, ritual fasting and devotions to the powers.
The Philosophical Summer

Bytopia: The Reaping

By now the early crops are ripe, and it's time for harvesting. In the spirit of hard work, the Bytopian climate usually provides the Outlands with gentle weather; not as glorious as Zenith, but easier to work in. Indep burgs across the Land hold festivals celebrating the fruits of their labours, and even Sigilians (who're generally immune to the weather-cycle of the Outlands, living in their dank, misty Cage) notice the abundance of wholesome fruits and vegetables in their markets. The good weather lasts just long enough for farmers to bring in their crops and plough their fields for the autumn harvests, then the rains begin, revitalising the soil with life-giving nutrients.
Elysium: Zenith
Zenith is looked-forward to by most cutters; it's by far the friendliest month of the cycle. The height of the planar summer; hot, but just moist enough for the flowers to bloom. The air's filled with buzzing bees, garish butterflies and tropical birds drinking nectar. Evenings are long and balmy, and there's never a storm or shower of rain to spoil a picnic. It's considered bad form to be at war during Zenith; it's traditionally a time when feuding burgs set aside their differences for the brief summer month, and sometimes even the fiends leave the plane alone for a while. 'Course, they make up for lost time as soon as Zenith's over.
Beastlands: The Flocking
Most folks don't even notice the weather in the Flocking; they're too busy avoiding the wildlife. Seems it ain't just winds that blow in from the Beastlands, it's the natives as well: the Flocking is migration season, for practically every animal. Flights of swallows and skeins of geese pour forth from the Beastlands, while stampedes of wildebeest, prides of leomarh and troops of kangaroos swarm across the plains of the Outlands. Chant is they're seeking fresh pastures, but they always return to the Beastlands where the grass is greener. It's a great time for game; it's a rare night when high-ups from Sigil don't make the trip down to the Outlands for an aeserpent hunt. The Flocking's also a time when the Nature spirits of the Outlands awaken; the ancient stone circles of Tir Na Og and leylines running around the plane fairly buzz with mystical energy.
Arborea: Exhilarus
Whatever happens, it comes thick and fast. Summer's coming to an end, and the weather itself seems to enjoy celebrating the fun it has had. The evenings boast spectacular sunsets and aurorae borealis, and the days offer blazing heatwaves and dry lightning storms. Sheltering in the cool forests ain't always a good idea though, as the faerie folk come a-frolicking in force about this time. If you're predicting the weather, take your best guess and double it, 'cause Exhilarus is nothing if not excessive. The skies are a brilliant azure, and the evenings warm and long. Hells, sometimes night forgets to arrive altogether, the day's enjoying itself so much! The best summer parties are held now: don't miss the week-long Fête Baroque in Sylvania at the end of the month -- it usually takes them 'till Nimbus to clear up!
The Philosophical Autumn

Ysgard: Bravura
Weather for the courageous, it's been called. After all, Bravura's the start of the unpredictable planar autumn, and it wants you to remember that, cutter. You'd certainly have to be bold (read: leatherheaded) if you tried anything adventuresome in this month. During Bravura natural hazards are augmented; mountain avalanches become common, river plains flood, forest fires blaze across the land, sea gales descend even upon lakes and droughts parch the deserts. Add to that locust swarms, plagues of frogs, infestations of biting mosquitoes, flash blizzards, earthquakes and volcanic eruptions, and you're starting to get the picture! It ain't malicious like some months, mind -- the weather seems more of a test of mettle. The chant goes that if a blood's stubborn enough, he'll weather the storms and the powers'll respect him all the more for it. Basically, if you're planning on travelling, take extra precautions, and don't expect an easy ride.
Limbo: Fracas
It's useless trying to explain the weather in Fracas. Sometimes there isn't any for the whole month, and other times Mayhem actually happens instead, then Fracas kicks in after. It rains fish, granite blocks, or fire. The skies can turn green, the wind blow in two directions at once, and the rivers boil as they flow upstream -- all in one morning. Folk've found though, that the really strange things happen in the wilderness; Fracas doesn't seem so disruptive around burgs, except Xaos of course (but you can rely on aXos to be the exception). There's a group of strange bloods who journey in from Limbo during Fracas, who reckon they can control the weather with their wills; Anarchs, they call themselves. Maybe that's true, but darker whispers reckon they're trying to make the Outlands chaotic enough to slip into Limbo itself.
Pandemonium: Mayhem
A sod always knows when Mayhem's hit; as often as not the first gale rips his shutters off their hinges. The wind's non-stop, varying from a gusty breeze to a screaming hurricane. Trees are uprooted, rivers change their course, houses tumble down and tempers flare. It's a good month to go barmy, what with the endless moan of the wind and the constant chilly breezes under doors and windows. Worse still, Mayhem's a time of pessimism and anxiety, for Outlanders know the easy times have come to an end. The worst it yet to come...
Abyss: The Rotting

It starts off harmless enough; the heavy clouds clear to reveal amethyst purple skies for the first time in months. The chill winds of the Abyss blow in, heralding the death of the autumn and promising the onslaught of the planar winter. The plants drop their leaves -- that's all the plants mind, not just the trees. A plant-infecting leprosy sweeps across the Land; whole forests've been reduced to clumps of amputated sticks. Then the rotting begins. The stench of mildew and decay pervades the Outlands, and it's often now that plagues start. If friends of yours fall victim to a Rotting disease, you'd best be careful of their corpses. The chant is that the spirits of those who die during the Rotting are restless, and they'll come back as ghosts unless they're properly buried. Thing is, nobody agrees on what's 'proper'.
The Philosophical Winter

Carceri: Ironskies
Dense black clouds block out most light for the whole month. There's often hunger about this time; little gets the chance to grow during Ironskies (or Forlorn for that matter), and it's about now that burgs start quarrelling and trade caravans come under threat from starving bandits. Only razorvine seems to thrive in the oppressive climate, entombing whole houses overnight. Many a sod's been trapped indoors for the duration of Ironskies by spiteful vines: you'd better make sure you've got plenty of food in store! The little rain that falls is as bitter as a Carcerian petitioner, and even bloods are gripped by an overwhelming fear that the dense clouds will just drop to the ground and squash them flat. Cutter, it's been known to happen! It's a funny sight, but most berks wander round for the whole month with a stooped head, just in case the sky should fall.
The Grey Waste: Forlorn
Grim: that sums up Forlorn in a word. Nothing much happens weather-wise; the grey skies and dusty air shut out anything. There's never rain, nor a breeze to blow away the scent of misery. Plants and animals visibly wilt, as their spirits're slowly consumed by the Gray Waste. Everything takes on a monochromatic tone, and folk become subdued and depressed. It's a strange thing for primes; they're used to the depths of winter being physically cold, not emotionally cold. More fool them. You'd expect suicide rates to rise what with all the gloominess, but it seems sods haven't even got the spirit for that. The Bleakers love Forlorn, of course.
Gehenna: Infernus
This month sees the last of the storms for a while, but brings new dangers. Toxic fumes and sulphurous gases billow across the land. They're noticeable by their green or brown tinge, and sods in their path would do well to stay indoors for a few days and cover their windows. The rain's got an acidic tang to it that blisters exposed skin and dissolves metal, so it's best to avoid that too. Four diamond-shaped moons (the noxious mountains of Gehenna) linger above Torch the whole month, though their red light's hard to see when the fog's blowing in. There's also an upsurge in volcanic activity during Infernus. It's not the best loved of months, in all.
Baator: Hecatomb
Hecatomb's the last month of the Outland year, and it's an arrogant one, for sure. It's unique amongst the Outlands' months, as it's the local folk themselves who determine what terrors the weather holds. Offerings of slaughtered animals, jink and food to the powers of the skies bring a few days of peace. Burgs too poor (or too mean) to sacrifice valuables are struck down by storms, tornadoes and burning meteors! Those who garnish the weather powers well find they're passed over, and the furies wreak revenge upon their less-generous neighbours instead. The ambient light of the Outlands' skies adopts a hellish red hue for the whole month, and when the wind's still, sharp-eared bloods fancy they can hear the distant screams of the tortured petitioners of Baator. It ain't a pretty end to the year, but it's a welcome one, for most.
Additional Days

Astral Days

Some planars forget this, but there's more to the multiverse than just the Outer Planes. Most planewalkers've heard of the Psychic Winds of the Astral Plane, and sure enough, these are known on the Outlands. Every cycle there's an extra week's worth of individual days when these strange breezes bring their magic to the Land. On an Astral Day the sky's a scary sight: Look up and it really does seem to go on forever. Moreover, high above the silver clouds you can see the thrashing, twining chords of the Astral, like a nest of infinitely long vipers in the sky. Guvners (who spend too much time reading books to look up at the sky) have noticed that Astral Days are often triggers for new portals to open up or old ones to shift or close down, though that ain't a rule to rely on. Harder to grasp is the complex system they've calculated which predicts when the Astral Days fall; they space themselves out through the year in a complex pattern. You'd best ask a Guvner when the next one is: it's too hard to work out for most bashers.
Outlands: The Veiled
Did we say Hecatomb was the last month of the year? Well, it is, and it ain't. See, the Veiled's got its own strange story to tell. At least, that's what the chant says; and the chant's usually right when you pay enough for it. 

Rilmani myths claim the Outlands used to have their own weather, like all the other planes. It wasn't much to speak of: A kind of dreary, rainy, miserable sort of climate. This was many thousands of years ago, back in the times before Aoskar was banished from the City of Doors. The chant goes on to say that the Outland's weather slowly disappeared, almost like it was being stolen, leaving the Plane-at-the-Centre with a weather-void. Now even a Clueless prime could have a stab at what happened to it...
It was about this time that the planar winds started to blow harder, bringing the weather of the other Outer planes with them. Dark whispers said that the Lady had trapped the Outlands weather in the Cage and the planes themselves were trying to fill the gap she'd left. Why? Who can say, cutter. To this day, though, the prevailing winds of the Outlands blow in from the rim towards the Spire, and presumably up it, too.
Well, it seems the Lady's Cage is full of holes (but then rain never needed big holes to get through). Once per cycle Sigil's miserable weather escapes and scurries across the Outlands like a mouse with a cat on its tail. During this time, the planar winds are repelled and whatever month is happening is sort of put on hold. Thing is, nobody can tell for sure when the Veiled Month (as it's come to be known) will come; it seems to change year on year.
One thing's for sure, though. Every few hundred years the Veiled Month happens bang in the middle of Revolvis, and that's when the Modron March comes. Why? Who can say, cutter.
The Hinterlands
In which we venture beyond the Known and into the Impossible, courtesy of a few brave souls who dare the Hinterlands and won. Theories on the Hinterlands, rumours of what lies there, and tips on how to avoid trouble if you're foolhardy enough to want to see it for yourself. 
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Being a Brief Foray into the Outer Outer Planes
It's a Mighty Big Area to Know Nothing About
It's a sad fact cutters, despite the number of bloods there are on the planes, that nobody really knows what lies in the Hinterlands. Could it be that the Great Mysteries of the Planes make their kips there, of all places? Ironic if that were true, since the Hinterlands start only a few steps outside of the Gate Towns which are so heavily travelled.
It's been said that the Hinterlands (or the Outer Outlands as many a wag's called 'em) are simply outside of mortal ken, perhaps due to their very nature, or perhaps by design. They've been called the Birthplace of the Planes, or the Lands Beyond Belief, or the Eternal Uncertainty. It's a cert that the normally reliable concepts of space and time simple don't work properly there: A cutter can walk with his back to the Spire for days, turn, and a few hours later he'll be near a Gate Town again!
Well, as there ain't likely to be an answer provided any time soon, I'll let you in on some of the screed that's being spun by ordinary, everyday berks like yourself...
Faction Musings

What Mysteries do the Hinterlands Hold?

Azalam the Geometer, Known for his Somewhat Circular Logic

"Out there, anything that can happen, happens. Anything that could have happened, happened. There are literally an infinite number of possibilities for any thing. So there are an infinite number of possible realities. In a slaadshell, if you can think of it, it's out there. And it's probably out there if you can't think of it, too!"
Debris, Doomguard Planewalker and Eavesdropper

"Absolute rubbish! Any cutter worth his salt knows that you can explore the Hinterlands without being blipped into another plane. Once you walk past the gate-towns, the influence of the adjoining plane gets weaker, not stronger. 

"No, what I've been exploring the Outlands to find is the very edge. I'll bet that it's crumbling away slowly towards the centre, as the Multiverse itself erodes. Near the end of time, the gate-towns'll be swallowed up by the encroaching nothingness, and at the very end, the Spire itself'll collapse into nothing, and the Outer Planes will fall to the Prime. Ah! What a beautiful thought!"
Nomin Bookchaser, a Guvner who Believes Sigil is an Artifact

"The Hinterlands are formed when The Lady moves Sigil around. See, the Hinterlands are described by planewalkers as a sort of ghost-town, with illusions of past and future events, warped perceptions, and the like. This is all formed because the Lady is moving the entire surrounding areas around, including all the Gate-towns within a certain distance of the Spire. 

"Part of the function of the Spire is to provide the magical energy needed to do this. Everything within the Spire's circle of influence - the Rings around it - is transported when The Lady uses Sigil - actually an artifact. The vast amounts of energy used in the transportation of the 'Lands and Sigil cause the warped reality of the Hinterlands.
"Why does she do this? Good question, berk! Who can tell what music She's dancing to? Maybe the Spire's a vortex of Planar Energy, sucking unshaped belief from the Outlands up into Sigil. As an area's depleted of energy, the Lady shifts the Spire, Sigil and the gate towns to a virgin area of the Outlands.
"How often does Sigil move and when was the last time that this occurred? Once again, who can tell? Perhaps it has something to do with Aoskar's Death?"
Thalvish, Screamer from the Sensates

"The tanar'ri are trying to eat through the gate towns quickly to get to Sigil. Each time they pull a gate town into the Abyss, the distance between the gate and the Spire is reduced. The chant goes that there's a string of ruined burgs on the Plane of Infinite portals, so it sounds like the tanar'ri're getting closer to their goal. Who knows what'll happen if they reach the Spire?"
Erodine, a Sinker who's Counting the Seconds the Multiverse has Left

"That's absolute flam, as anyone who's ever watched a burg slide full knows. The Outlands merely fills in the gap with new ground, and the gate-towns remain equidistant from the ring. Sodding hells, now I sound like a Guvner! 

"Still, entropy has one trump card to play. What if all the gate towns were to slide at once? Perhaps then the Outlands'd start to shrink. Now, how in the Planes could we fix that up...?"
Modus Vivendi, Guvner Theoretician, on the Nature of Everything (by Jon Winter)

"The Outer Planes are created from the collected beliefs of billions of mortals on the Prime, right? What then of belief systems or ideas which aren't represented by the collection of mortal thoughts? Which plane do they go to? 

"For example: A mirror. Now mirrors aren't thought of ethically, and there ain't a Power of Mirrors that I've ever heard of. Does that mean there ain't a place in the Outer Planes that embodies the essence or mirrorness? A place where the perfect mirror exists, where reflections and diffusions and refraction themselves exist in a corporeal form?
"So where would a place like this be found? Mirrors don't have morals, so where does that put 'em? The Ethereal? Astral? Both are planes with no substance of their own. Inner Planes? They're more basic than a complex structure like a mirror. How about the Outlands? There's plenty of space out there in the Hinterlands for such things that don't fit in with the belief structure of the Planes.
"Some other theoretical facets of the Hinterlands:
Spirals (there may be a new spiral planar pathway)
Colours (maybe there's an emerald city, or a tower of blue hues)
Bells (the temple of a thousand bells, perhaps)
"So that's what I postulate you'll find in the Hinterlands: A collection of things, ideas, concepts and phenomenon which don't belong anywhere else. Physical forces personified, and Spheres of Control that no Power's yet claimed.
"Maybe a planewalker could trawl around in the Hinterlands and come across some concept that's never been dreamed of before by mortal or Power...something that's natural in the multiverse but hasn't been discovered yet? That's the Hinterlands for me.
"Give me a nice thick book any day of the week, basher."
Salabim, Signer Projector and Dreamer of the Real All

In my interpretation of the Multiverse, and therefore, in My Multiverse, I imagine that new planes are spawned from the Outlands as I dream up new types of morals and ethics. There are be budding planettes out there in the Hinterlands somewhere, just waiting for a final mental nudge, and they'll drop off and form whole new realms of belief. 

"Hmmm.....An eighteenth Outer Plane...What shall I name it?"
Tobba Nedwin, Guvner Spatial Mathematician

"I've been studying the nature of the planes for years, and it seems to me that the best way of looking at the whole picture is by means of analogy. How's that work, you ask? 

"Take a flat sheet of paper and draw a circle on it. For simplicity's sake, that circle's the Spire and Sigil doesn't exist on the paper. Now, if each gate town is a smaller circle spaced around this "flat-Spire" then you can see that the Hinterlands lies beyond this "flat-Great Ring."
"Here's the rub, friend. Instead of a flat sheet of paper, you take the surface of a sphere. Put a the "flat-Spire" on the top of your sphere, and place the "flat-Gate Town" circles around the "Spire." Can you picture that? Good. Now if a little flat person walks from the "Spire" to a "Gate Town," nothing seems odd. But if that same berk keeps going, keeping the Spire at his back, you see where he'll end up? That's right! At the opposing "Gate Town" of the "flat-Great Ring!" Now all you've got to do is bump the whole picture up one dimension and you've got the Outlands! Follow me?
"No? That's fine, just go to our Library and ask for my works on Extra-Directional Mathematics and Its Applications to the Existing Multiverse (a twenty-seven volume set). Wait! Where're you going! I've more to tell!"
Remmer Tal, expanding on his Barmy Idea that the Spire is the source of all Entropy

"The Hinterlands are parts of the planes which have reached their final stage of entropy. When a part of the Outlands directly adjoining the Spire is ready to fully decay, the Spire ejects it out to the nonexistent edge of the Outlands (no one said paradoxes were easy, berk). The Outlands are reinforced by pieces taken from adjoining planes. 

"One day, however, the so-called 'infinite' planes will run out. At that point, the Multiverse will begin its final stage of decomposition. When the first ever ejected piece reaches the Spire, it will all finally collapse in on itself.
"Of course, I imagine that there might still be some bits of reality floating around, kind of like Limbo, I would think. But eventually, even that will be gone, and the Multiverse will be nothing- kind of like what you see when you look over Sigil's rim, actually. And you still don't believe it's the capitol of entropy?"
Rowan de Gallas, Sensate Bard (by Paul Nasrat)

"You know the Centre of the Outlands is where powers meet on equal terms. The Centre of the Centre is where powers can't meet: Sigil. 

"The Hinterlands are where powers meet on uneven terms. This is where powers are promoted and demoted - at least according to some Godsman I met.
"The place where gods fight are on the edge of the Hinterlands. The Hinterlands themselves are a result of powers' powers pure, combined or reversed. Thus you might find Baal's Temple of Life, or Brihaspati's realm of Stupidity.
"Best advice is don't go there more than once. Experience taught me that wisdom."
Eblis, Tiefling Factotum for the Bleakers

"Dark of the Hinterlands? There ain't none. Don't lead nowhere special, ain't any Powers there worth speaking of... 

"Take my advice. Do something else. Why?" *Sigh* "You don't get it, do you?"
Anacoluthon the Xaotician (by Alex Roberts)

"The Land's a system, like a climate or something. People moving in it find that it is pretty stable: They can't seem to leave the area near the Great Ring. 

"However, there is evidence to suggest that:
"a) There are a few things, like the Eternal Carnutes (home of Toutatis and Belisama, and the other Gaulish powers) that lie outside the Ring but inside the system.
"b) That the system is not 100% stable, and someone walking the right way, or using the right key, might be able to reach other rings, as explained by Keljios above. Those rings are semi-stable systems too."
Sacrimarn the Godsman

"It's all about belief. No-one much seems to believe in the reality of objects in the Hinterlands, and so they can't travel to them. Just like the rest of the Land. The Hinterlands therefore contain stuff just like what's currently in the Land, but with fewer believers. 

"We should try to find out about the Hinterlands. The more we know about them, the more places we can visit, and the better we'll become. The Guvners and the Sensates would both like this idea, too."
Oax, of the Xaositects

"Hinterlands? 

"Come hinter" *giggle*.
"you'll this And. headaches Just tell does. I'll Chaos Lots. everything And. and Stare people there's. nothing Athar too there and no Lots me showers of at one you Today powers I'm get have so. rules chaos all."
Anacoluthon the Xaotician, with a new Perspective (by Alex Roberts)

"The Outlands are in three parts (by the Rule of Three) and each is a ring. The innermost is a degenerate ring...the part containing the Realms of really neutral Powers, the Rilmani empire and and the Spire. The second ring includes the Great Ring and the Realms near it. The Third ring is also degenerate, because it has no outer edge. That is the Hinterlands. They are the opposite of the Spire, and yet like the Spire: Infinite and largely empty. But the Spire is an infinite peak, and the Hinterlands are an endless plain."
Renee of the Signers (by Emlyn Shannon)

"It's quite simple. The Hinterlands are the realm of no power, and are governed by no belief. Because of the total lack of ideas in this area, practically anyone can shape the Hinterlands' terrain. But the emptiness of the Hinterlands can never be defeated... If you imagine something on the Hinterlands, that doesn't help. It's you, and you alone, giving shape to the land. That's why it's so easy to get out of the Hinterlands... You can't bear the psychological agony of being alone with your thoughts, so mentally propel yourself as fast as you can manage to some known ground, where there are other people around. (You did know that travel on the Outlands is affected by your mind, didn't you?). 

"Now, if enough people went into the Hinterlands together, they might be able to between them imagine a new gate-town, and who knows, even a new plane for it to be a gate-town to.
"But, did you come to me to hear my bone - box rattling, or did you have something else in mind...?"
Caffren K'Taleth, Guvner and self-proclaimed HinterMage (by Vincent Schoefer)

"The key to understanding the nature of the Hinterlands is easy for a berk, once he gets familiar with some basic principles of magical energy. Magic flows in different directions on different planes, but on all of them (save the Outlands), it's parallel to the plane itself or nearly so. This is apparently its only usable form. 

"On the Outlands however, the Spire draws magical energy into the Weave and directs it upwards, through the centre of Sigil, (which might, incidentally, explain why Sigil is empty in the middle). A funnel effect is created where, the closer you get to the Spire, the more perpendicular the magical energies are to the plane. Thus, they become less useful (and are eventually nullified).
"The further you get from the Spire however, the closer to parallel the magic gets and thus strengthens as it becomes more available. It also flows more rapidly towards the Spire (this explains both why the outer rings are wider than the inner rings and why it takes longer to walk away from the Spire then it does towards it). I suspect that the energy never really reaches parallel (merely coming infinitely close to it) or the plane would become entirely magical. Perhaps it does and that's where all creatures draw magic from, I must research further..."
Gradient, a Prime Factor of the Mathematicians (by Alex Roberts)

"The Outlands are divided in three portions and each is a ring. The innermost is a degenerate ring...the bit containing the realms of really neutral powers and the Spire. The second ring includes the Great Ring gate-towns and the realms near it. The Third ring is also degenerate, because it has no outer edge. That is the Hinterlands. The rings are the opposite of the Spire, and yet like the Spire: Infinite and largely empty. But the Spire is an infinite peak, and the Hinterlands are an endless plain."
Encan Weltax, a Bleaker knowing the only meaning must be within yourself

"Well as you go spirewards the magic starts to fail, but as you start going anti spirewards your magic starts to work better and when you get to the Hinterlands magic becomes so powerful even a sodding berk's got more magic than he can control and since they can't control it , because no one can at least no mortal can control, only powers can and then only maybe! 

"The power of the flow of magic in the Hinterlands starts to rule over time and space, and you got all the weird phenomena that you've seen, the stuff that bashers find out there are formed by their subconscious, because it has to do what it can with this raw energy so the brain-box doesn't blow, so it starts to channel the magical flow and just a little of the magical flow is enough to produce whole cities or realms, but since our minds are weak we can't control all the stuff that we produce, and then you find all these barmy things, fundamental concepts like mirrors (personality problems), spirals, dreams (so you better start learning how to interpret dreams, berk) and other bizarre stuff you got packed in the back of your brain-box.
"Well now I'm going to visit another dark of the back of my mind."
Mikhara, a planar sage (by David Whitley)

The Hinterlands are not the birthplace of the planes. Quite the opposite in fact; they are the junkyard of planes. Not in the same way that Thuldanian, the 2nd layer of Acheron is, that is only a junkyard for objects, the Hinterlands are were the leftover bit of the planes are kept. 

When the Outer Planes were created out of pure belief, there were pieces of belief left over. Theories, inspiration and illusions for example. Things that could be used for good, evil, law and chaos depending on who was using them. These leftover bits of thought were not big enough to form their own planes, but they didn't fit in with any existing plane. So they swirled around in the centre, around the Outlands, to create the Hinterlands. These strange and changeable beliefs, and the influence of the other planes on the Outlands through the gate-towns are what give the Hinterlands its strange and unpredictable nature. I must do some more research into this, but let me warn you that in the Hinterlands anything can happen in the leftover parts of the planes.

Na'Tak Karari, Planewalker of Some Renown (see S.I.G.I.S., issue 4)

"So what is in the Hinterlands? I know you are all as curious I was; I've been asked it many times. Well, cutters, I've walked many planes and seen many strange sights, and here's what I believe: 

"The Hinterlands are the Cradles of Probability -- they are an infinite frontier filled with alternative histories and versions of the Outer Planes; a frightening mix of bizarre and improbable events. Why do I think this? The things I saw...
"Burning Horizon was, or rather will be, an ancient city of traders that does not yet exist. Travelling as it does backward through time, it appears only as ancient ruins from the future, filled with reflections of its future inhabitants.
"Mirror, a realm where doubles of all that exists manifest themselves at random...doubles that twist and distort the "original", if those who visit truly are real...
"Singing Void, the homelands of Entropy, and the Valley of Vanishing -- a landscape that drains belief itself to create indescribable shapes that some believe are the underpinnings of the multiverse.
"Those things are some of the majestic horrors that I saw on my sojourn. I have no wish to return, for now I know that some places were never meant to be walked by mortals. The Hinterlands are just that, cutters."
Bléròwân, Wild Mage Performer in the Taverns of Sigil 
"The closer you get to the Outer Ring of the Outlands, the more frequently gates appear connecting the Outlands with the adjacent plane. So, when you walk past a gate-town you simply can't avoid stepping into a portal by accident. 'Course, you might not know you've stepped through a portal 'till it's too late..."
Explomm, Priest of Azuth

"Everyone knows that magic is weakened the closer one gets to the Spire. Is it that much of a jump to think that perhaps magic would be stronger in the Hinterlands, out past the Gate-Towns? I don't know, but I know plenty of Guvners who're aching to find out..."
Penimar, Bariaur Sage of Ysgard

"From the tomes I've read, I believe that if you walk far enough past the land-altering nature of the Outlands' gate-towns, you come across a second ring of towns leading to previously unknown planes. Or maybe there's only a couple, not an entire ring; the books ain't entirely clear on this. Of course, due to the time-distorting nature of the Hinterlands, you can walk away from a gate-town for a year, turn towards the Spire, and be back at the gate-town you left in just a day. Nobody said it was easy to find unknown planes, berk! 

"Then again, maybe the distortion of the Hinterlands is a magical effect created specifically to prevent explorers from finding the second ring. Makes a body wonder who'd stand to gain from keeping whole planes hidden, don't it?"
Rule of Three, Responding to the Above

"Interesting idea, basher. Of course, there would probably turn out to be three Great Rings..."
Mystic Zog, Psychic or Cross-Trader? You Decide

"So other than just the travelling aspect, what kind of things would we find by travelling into the Hinterlands assuming we don't get sucked into the neighbouring plane? Well, forget that screed from the planewalkers, garnish me and I'll travel there psychically right before your eyes. 

<Waves hands over a rainbow-coloured crystal ball>
"Oh! I'm getting something...I can see shadows. Shadows, perhaps, of gate towns which've slid? Yes, it looks like Darkspine, only it looks more like an echo than a burg...In a strange way, it's like it's been inverted: What's black is white, and white is black. Good and evil, too, are reversed. Morals and ethics polarised and inverted...devoid of life as we understand it.
"Oh, now the image is fading...What do you mean you don't have more jink?
"Oops. It's gone altogether!"
Brentlin Gosling, haughty Prime

"Hinterlands? Who cares! It's as unreal and crazy as the rest of this cursed place! Have I been there? Sure, I've travelled most of these Outer Planes. And you know what? I think the whole setup's the creation of some barmy overpower. What? More about the Hinterlands? Who cares!? The Outer Planes're nothing but a bunch of glorified Prime spheres where the bigwigs make their kips, and the Hinterlands is no different! Just another crazy realm of lunacy! 

"No where's this portal back to Waterdeep you promised me!?"
Recently-discovered notes of Keljios, a 'Walker who walked out-of-town one day and kept walking...

"The Hinterlands contain the gates to planes, and as the first ring contains ideas, so does the second. Some of the locales which exist out there: 

Temporos: One can walk onto the Temporal Prime, chronomancer or otherwise.
MirriM: Where your reflection is as real as you.
The Grey: Not the Wastes, but where all those barmy (and highly dangerous) Athasians say they draw power from.
Treileste: Where everything literally comes in threes, good/lawful, evil/chaotic, and neutral (Cast a spell here berk!).
Dimentia: They say that here one can walk from any point in the multiverse to another, because they are all contained here.
Xerdia: Where what wasn't is.
"Interestingly, those in Dimentia seem to worship Aoskar successfully, and also say that the Lady is a native. Maybe she's the one who blocks access to the Hinterlands, for fear that one lucky blood might find her secrets...
"There are many other planes and powers out here, and I am bound to find and catalogue them all. First, I must send this to the Guvners. Then, I may continue my quest."
Wasserass, an Explorer who's Been There, Allegedly (by Ian Watson)

"When you watch a wheel turn, the outside has to spin much faster than the inside, just to keep up with it... 

"The Outlands are turning so incredibly slowly that no one at the centre (Spire, Gate towns, etc.) notices, but way, way out in the Hinterlands, things are whipping around so fast that if you throw something in the air, it'll fly sideways a few hundred metres before landing. That's why the terrain out there ain't stable, and why there are howling gales the further you go out. No, there are! I've seen it all..."
Sirocco, an Air Genasi (by Christopher John Record)

"Picture a hurricane. The centre of the hurricane is relatively calm and stable, only being slightly turbulent (time flow). However, move past the eye and into the various wind currents, and all Hells break loose. Where the wind isn't gusting as hard, the towns that are reported to be out there can form. When the wind picks up, all bets are off. That's the way the Spire and the Hinterlands are related, cutter."
10011001, Rogue Modron and Vibromathematician (by Christopher John Record)

"The Land is vibrating in the manner of a circular disc attached at the centre. For the sake of this analogy, we'll say there is an edge somewhere. The vibrations cause nodes and anti-nodes where the vibrational waves amplify and cancel. The ultimate anti-node, the Spire, where the disk is fixed, would go so far as to negate magic. Close to this node, it's fairly easy to live, since there is not much displacement, whereas near the vibrational nodes, the area becomes so energetic as to be impassable. Depending on the vibrational frequency of the disc, there might be other various stable permanent anti-nodes out there, holding areas similar to the Spire."
Gorrux, an Unusually Helpful Amnizu Associate of the Above (by Jason S. Thigpen)

"One of the issues primes have trouble tumbling to is that each of the Planes is infinite, yet still has borders that can be crossed. An explanation, which is probably harder for them to grasp than the problem itself, is as follows: 

If the disharmony between mortal understanding and infinity grow too great (for example, at the edge of 10011001's disc, where the wobbling caused by spinning becomes too traumatic for the legs of an inhabitant to take, he therefore falls down), then the subjective reality of planar physics kicks in, and the mortal understanding places itself into something more stable (i.e. a nearby disc that ain't so turbulent). Everything comes together neatly (frighteningly so, for some):
"Subjective reality gives the limited mortal understanding the ability to place itself on a more comprehendible footing. This also explains the exceptional abilities of planars of the same species as a prime: His understanding of the multiverse is far broader, and as a result, his ability to walk on the oscillating edge of the disc increases. Thus, the teleportation abilities of planeborn are simply due to their better-accustomed and more evolved psyches stepping off the philosophical plane and actually knowing which direction to move in order to reach a particular spot on a neighbouring wobbling disc..."
The Groke, a Mysterious Prophet of Grammatology (by David Bloustien)

"The multiverse is composed of threes - ises, ain'ts and maybes. 

"The Outer Planes are whatever the Outlands ain't.
"The Outlands are defined by neutrality, while the Outer Planes are defined by belief.
"The Hinterlands are the maybes - they are the difference between Outland and Outer Plane but not in terms comprehensible to any conscious being.
"Confused? You're only just beginning to understand..."
Dark Heart, cambion planewalker (by Joshua Wolfe)

"I don't know why so many cagers spout so many barmy theories of some mysterious Hinterlands beyond the Great Ring. I have travelled to the Outlands numerous times, visiting the gate town of Plague-Mort quite often. There is certainly no Hinterlands. That became clear to me in my exploration outside of Plague-Mort as a youth (about 200 years ago). As I travelled with my back to the Spire past the gate town (so it seemed), I eventually arrived back where I started. I tried it again, this time travelling a few hours then turning back, and found I was only a short distance from town. I repeated this, and soon discovered the longer I tried to walk past the gate town, the sooner I returned. 
"For much a time, I was baffled by this phenomenon, but as I learned the nature of the Outlands, it became clear what was happening. The neutrality of the Outlands takes many forms as reflected by its distinct gate towns and their surroundings. Still though, the Outlands are totally neutral and separated from the Outer Planes, their philosophies, and their powers. Therefore, the Outlands doesn't have an edge, it is a Great Ring. The balance of thought and philosophy on the Outlands causes it to curve in on itself. As the neutrality of the Outlands comes infinitely close to an Outer Plane it forms a single point of connection, a gate to the Outer Plane. Overtime, towns have formed around these gates. However, one cannot go beyond the gate town, because the neutrality of the Outlands has reached the limit it can extend towards an Outer Plane before it becomes like the Outer Planes. It is sort of hard to understand how space can curve back on itself, but one should consider your not on the Prime, berk. The Outlands is the Outer Planes, where thought and belief are reality."
Giles Frumpendore, elven Mathematician (by Joshua Wolfe)

"Hinterlands, what a silly idea! I have gone over the calculations, and it just doesn't exist. Let me clarify. 

"The Outer Planes arrange themselves in the Great Ring. Of course, they will will arrange as to have diametrically opposed planes positioned at the maximum conceptual distance from one another. That is simply following the alignment segregation theory. Alignment cohesive theory comes into effect as well as like planes position themselves near one another. The Spire, being the most neutral point, positions in the conceptual middle point between each pair of diametrically opposed planes. The conceptual neutral reality the Spire generates spills out in all directions to create a balanced and thereby neutral conceptual plane. Applying the Planar Nullification Law, one realises that the Outlands must remain neutral to exist as a separate plane from the Outer Planes that surround it. Neutrality can take on many forms, seemingly like all other alignments.
"From these facts, one can then generate a conceptual reality function for the Outlands. The Outlands equals the limit conceptual reality as neutrality approaches the not neutrality. Clearly, the conceptual reality Outlands, extending from the conceptual central point Spire, ends at this limit creating a Great Ring within the circle of Outer Planes. The conceptual reality Outlands doesn't exist beyond this limit.
"Therefore, there is no Hinterlands. Walking to the limit would only lead a berk around the Great Ring, because conceptual space Outlands doesn't exist beyond the limit.
"But wait, you may argue what of the gate towns and their gates. If the Outlands limit is the Outer Planes, how then can their be gates? Well, it is easily explained. The limit of the function for the Outlands is what is "jump" limit. The closer conceptual reality Outlands approaches any Outer Plane, the more similar it becomes to it. At the limit, the conceptual reality of the Outlands would equal that of an Outer Plane, but because of the Planar Nullification Law it cannot. However, the conceptual reality can & does exist as a point in the Outer Plane.
"The function of any Outer Plane is equal to the limit conceptual reality as non-neutrality approaches neutrality. This too is a "jump" limit, which exists as a point on the Outlands.
"This common point or singularity between both Outlands and each Outer Plane is the gate between the two. Of course, planes appear very similar at their gate because their limits are equal.
"All the wisdom of the universe can be revealed with planar mathematics."
Looli, Tiefling Metamage (by Rob Hamilton)

"He's right about the magic, you know. I mean Explomm, that priest of Azuth. The farther out into the Hinterlands you go, the better the magic is. Of course, you can't take it with you.... you can't go cast an eleventh level mega-wish spell in the Hinterlands and expect to reap it's benefits in the rest of the planes. But you can sit in the Hinterlands and cast tenth-plus level spells to your heart's content. 
"That is, if you survive.
"Greater magic yields greater monsters. Beyond anything you've ever seen You ever been to the prime? There're things on the prime called Tarrasques... they say there's only one, but unless it can go to different prime worlds, there's more. These things, I can't begin to describe their power... but I do know that the average creature from the eleventh ring in the Hinterlands (that'd be the ring where you can cast eleventh level spells) could kill a Tarrasque in about two minutes. 
"Far-fetched? Most people haven't seen monsters that can wield seventh level magic, and I'm talking about eleventh! This stuff is so... but that's another story. Do you have a few extra Talismans of the Sphere? I need them to control a few material components for a new spell I'm working on..."
Abyssmal, a Tiefling Bleaker (by Gabriel Eggers)

"The Hinterlands don't really exist. If they did you'd think cutter would have been there and come back to spread the chant. The whole idea of the Hinterlands is about as ridiculous as me being the Lady of Pain, or a (stifles a chuckle) reason for our existence. Think about it berk, but not too hard, you might hurt yourself. Besides if it does exist who cares, I know I wouldn't want to go there."
Tales of the Plane
In which we hear the stories of travellers who've been here first, who've perhaps seen it all before, or never want to see it again
[image: image10.jpg]Tales of the Plane




Meagan's Children

Niamh Dan y Dwr, a planewalker retired due to leg injury, living with her brother and his wife, told me the following story... 

There is a long road that runs between my village and the next I dinna travel it often as a girl, but lately, Robbie's been taking it to see an old woman for his Eilean. She's ill, with her third bairn in two years the other two were still-born and Robbie's desperate now. Eilean would give anything for a son an' she knows it, but she cannot recall one moment to the next in her state.
I travel now with Robbie sometimes, to keep him away from the snake-oil dealers and the stags selling cure-alls. What's a village without a Priestess? Poor, is what. But Robbie can't stand to see his lovely wife so miserable, so he's willing to try anything. Anything! Even snake oil and cure-all. Nothing that would work, anyway. He wouldn't listen to me, anyway. He hasn't listened to me since Father died. That's another story.
The road was long enough that it was a two-day journey to the next village. We had to sleep under the sky. Stars are things on prime worlds, and moons, but the sky overhead dimmed until it was dark like the moon hid behind a cloud.
I had made this journey with Robbie twice so far, to see if the nearest village had a Priestess visiting. They never bothered with our little thing. Nobody could afford it. But Robbie could I don't know how, but he could, so he visited the village as often as he could get away from the fields.
This third time is the one I'm talking about. Chalk it up to the Rule of Threes if you like, but what happened this night has been happening long before someone pinned it down with a name and some math or logic.
In Tir Na Og, brownies and pixies and sprites and those creatures live a little bit closer to the creatures that named them, and so they've retained more of their truth. Brownies are house sprites that invade and disrupt, but if you feed them and clothe them they'll do your sweeping and milking before the mistress ever stirs. But if you try to see them or thank them, they'll wreck your house and disappear before you can think.
There is one named Wild Meagan. Mother told me of her, when I was young, so she was just a story for the most part. Meagan had a baby boy, sickly and ugly, colicky like a sour horse and poor of disposition. She switched it, as ones like her (though she's not a brownie I cannot remember what Mother called her) are apt to do. She switched her baby with that of Lily Hughes', the night Brian Hughes was born. Of course, Lily knew what had happened the morning she woke up to find a six-month-old changeling colicking in Brian's crib. What she didn't know was how to fix it.
Lily was the sweetest girl you'd ever meet. She could turn sour milk into cream and gentle horses because she was so gentle. Lily didn't know what to do except take the changeling for her own. She named him Patrick and raised him as hers. Her husband loved Pat like his own son, though he was sad the boy was not his. Pat grew up fey and wild, but he loved Lily and her husband and it never crossed him that he was different. However, he never called Lily Mother or her husband Father. He had an uncanny ability with a set of reed pipes. He could charm a tune from just about anything you could blow into, but on a reed pipe, he was uncanny.
The poor boy just looked different. He was always smaller, with fine features and slender bones. His hair grew long to hide his pointed ears, but nothing could hide his tilted eyes and pale complexion. He tried Lily hard some times, but she was always patient and gentle, and her husband never lifted a hand against that boy, ever.
One day, a strange woman knocked on Lily's door. When she opened it, she asked after Patrick, even though Lily had never sent him to the village, for school or errands, nor to any of the farm gatherings and festivals. How this woman knew of her fey son, she didn't know. But she asked after Patrick, finally demanding to see him, and when she stormed into the house and found the boy smiling faintly and playing the pipes, she relaxed and said in a scraping voice, "My gratitude is yours. I have come for my son."
At that point, Patrick looked up. He saw the old woman and broke out laughing wildly. He cast down his pipe and leapt out his first-floor window, and ran leaping over their fields until he disappeared. Lily broke down crying, and the old woman disappeared.
Lily never did see her true son, or Patrick, ever again. For all their years after, their farm was prosperous and fertile, but Lily never had another child and they never saw Meagan again. Their prosperity was due to Meagan's gratitude, I suppose. 

I've always wondered after the point of that story. Others like it taught me not to run widdershins around a church, or to step through or break a faerie ring, and to never approach a cross-roads at dusk or dawn. But this one was just a sad fable of a woman who lost both her sons to the faerie, and there was nothing she could do.

At the time I learned that story, Robbie had been off bashing about Edward with a pot-metal blade and a buckler. Much good that did him. Now, I knew the sound of the pipes coming from the forest off the road that night, and I knew that when Robbie got up not to go after him. I didn't, of course. Whatever Robbie bargained with Wild Meagan or whoever played those pipes that night, it was none of my business.
He stumbled out of the forest at dawn, looking dazed and drunk, but smiling faintly and looking mysteriously pleased. I didna ask.
"We can go home," he said faintly, kicking his bedding into a roll and stuffing it into his pack.
"Suits me," I said, shrugging. My feet were weary. Not my body, my feet.
"I'll have a son," he said after a while down the road. "Eilean will be so pleased... she's wanted a son."
"Eilean would rather have a daughter," I said crossly. I don't know why I was cross. Perhaps I was curious. "You're the one who wants a son."
He nodded agreeably, obviously not having heard me, and we walked along home in silence.
Nine months later, Eilean's bairn was a sickly, ugly, pale changeling child no more natural that Lily's boy Patrick. But I watched Eilean birth it it had the ears and the eyes, and it didna cry, nor did it ever after. Eilean loved him dearly and named him Brian, after her grandda. I wondered about that name. Robbie loved him because he was a boy.
I watched them raise Brian like any other human boy save that they never could take him to the village nor let him join the festivals. He grew into a young man, a fey young man with pale blond hair and icy blue eyes, thin, birdlike bones, wiry strength and uncanny dexterity. Brian played the flute like he was born with one beneath his nose. He could charm birds out of trees, and then he broke their wings and locked them in the barn with the cats.
Eilean loved him, cared for him, gentled him as best she could, though as he got older, it became more and more clear that he would not take after Robbie and pick up a sword for the village militia, nor would he set out to see the Planes, or anything of that sort. The boy grew older, and though he looked no older than ten or so, he was more than twenty. He was not strong enough to help on the farm, and he had a voracious appetite, and no matter how sweet Eilean was and how kind Robbie was, the boy stayed sour and wild, miserably fey in a human household.
For those twenty years, Robbie's farm grew prosperous and they became very rich. He could afford to rent me a cottage in the village and keep me well, though my leg kept me from riding out very often to visit. That suited Robbie, I suppose I had tried once to tell him the story of Meagan and Lily, but he had none of it, as usual.
One year, a priestess came through, and she healed my leg. I had long ago stopped wishing for it to be healed, so that I could run off and hurt myself again. I was content to travel the Outlands while Robbie prospered and forgot about that night on the long road.
I came home years later to find Robbie's creek dry, his barn in ruins and his thatch rotting down. He was unshaven and drunk, and Eilean had sickened and died a year earlier. Brian was no where to be seen, but slowly, I got the story out of Robbie.
"That night on the road, Niamh. That night, you were right not to follow me. I met her. I saw her. That woman. You told me of her once. I thought of the story, but I thought it would be different... She came for him, but not in gratitude, Niamh. She came because I struck him..."
Robbie died a few months later. I gathered more of the same stories all the Land of Youth and even a little beyond that border, and they were much the same. It was just enough different each time for the person to believe their case would be different. It wasn't always Meagan, either. Sometimes it was a woman named Mae, or Brown something, I can't remember in that case.
Robbie's violence cost him Meagan's gratitude. I suppose the faerie got overeager at having another sweet child and gave Robbie and Eilean their reward before she collected the child, rather than coming for him as she did with Lily.
I've never learned where the switched children go, or what becomes of the changelings. They cannot be normal, no matter where they go- human raised faeries and faerie raised humans. Though I am searching for them, I doubt I'll ever find them.
The Weird Wood (by Brannon Hollingsworth) 

As told by Cestus Morningside, Gondsman of Ironhearth 

"The unknowns of the Outlands, berk? Suren I've seen 'em... Been all through 'em, with the scars ta match!" The golden-red bearded dwarf chuckles to himself, fingering a large scar on his thick forearm. "Suren, I tell ye of one, fer a drink, that is. No, no, none of that swill... Give me some REAL drink lad! How's about some Ysgardian Honeyroot? Now that's a drink fer ya!
The dwarf takes a long pull and finishes with a great smacking of his bearded lips. "Now, where was I? Oh, suren, the tale to tell... Well, ya see, me an Jo'tasz Ringweaver, an old friend o' mine, a spell-slinger by trade, were heading back to our kip in the Outlands, a place by the name o' Ironhearth. We had some mighty high-up chant fer Kalinor - that's Ironhearth's founder - that we had picked up in Tradegate. It was top-notch that we make it back a'fore nightfall, 'cause ya know how the Outlands can get at night, and, like I said, this was high-up chant.
"Suren as I am sittin' a'fore ya, the darkness came on quicker than I had ever seen it, and we soon found ourselves wanderin' through th' inky night. We ran amongst a copse o' trees that we had never seen the like o' before, their forms outlined by a flashin', silent lightening that had blown up suddenly with a pack o' storm clouds. The trees were squat an' stumpy, with their branches all a-hangin' down to the ground and thick knots on the bottoms of 'em. The air around us took on a heavy feel to it, and it began harder and harder to keep our feet from stumblin'. We were considerin' headin' back when we heard the moanin'.
"Sounded like a barrel o' banshees, it did, and I tell ya, berk, that my whiskers stood out on end. We followed the sounds o' moanin', and they led us to an sparse opening in the trees. My friend, there we saw somethin' that could scare the beak right off'n a vrock. All about the lightly wooded clearin' there were dozens of armoured sods, lying on the ground moanin' low-like. Most of 'em were nearly skeletons, with their skin stretched tightly over their gaunt faces. Other's limbs had withered away, although the shrunken stumps still flopped feebly. Not many of 'em were dead, but a-many of 'em were ringing the bell at Hades' Gate, suren. We could see tiny two-legged critters that looked like a twisted cross between a crane and a bad dream stalkin' around th' bodies, peckin' lazily. They must'a caught wind of us, or heard us, mayhaps, 'cause they flitted off into the trees as quickly as blown leaves...
"Now, some cutters might not think that this was all that scary, but you had to see it. The strange thing was that none of the bashers were bound and none appeared badly wounded It's just like they were a-lyin' there, waitin' ta die, just witherin' and wastin' away. They seemed to have all of their equipment, weapons, even full 'skins! Jo'tasz and I entered th' clearin', and the air seemed even heavier inside the clearin' than it did in the wood. It was like havin' an ogre's foot in yer back.
"So here we go, a stumblin' over the massive, gnarled, knobby roots and through th' heavy air and all, tryin' to help these poor sods. It's only then that we begin to learn the dark of things. We find that we can't get 'em up off'a the ground a-cause of their armour! The parts that weren't covered in metal could move, but if ye had so much as a steel ring on yer belt, or a helm on yer head, then that part was stuck to the ground like ugly to a harpy!
"Luckily, with me bein' a priest of Gond and all, and with Jo'tasz bein' a spell-slinger, we were not drug down like the others. My tools, ye say? Humph! Well, I hadn't really thought about 'till now, but I guess them bein' blessed by Gond helped a bit... You're quite the smart cutter, aye? Another clue to th' puzzle, if'n ya ask me.
"Well, Jo'tasz an' me start pullin' the sods out, one at a time, strippin' 'em out'f their armour. We pull out the more healthy lookin' bashers out first, thinkin' that if any trouble arises, mayhaps they could help us better'n th' others. Good decision. Gond's skilful hand was in that one, suren, 'cause just as soon as we pull out the sixth cutter, the ground begins ta shake...
"Now don't get me wrong, cutter, I was mor'n happy to stand right there and clash an' clatter, if need be, but Jo'tasz reminded me of the sods we'd saved, as well as our uncompleted mission to Ironhearth. He said there'd be another day. We lit out like a pack o' halflin's to a soup wagon, and ne're looked back.
"It took us twice th' time to make it back to Ironhearth, and along the way, we lost two of the bloods. It was like they just lost the will ta live, and dropped dead in their tracks. The other's didn't say nuthin', just kept ploddin' on, where e'er we steered 'em. The poor sods ne'er recovered, if'n ya ask me.
"Afterwards, they didn't talk much, and the one time that we mentioned the whole affair to 'em, we almost lost 'em again. They started a-twitchin' like a pinned-downed gnomes and frothin' at th' mouth. After that, we let it rest...
"Kalinor decided that some further investigation was needed, so me and Jo' lead a small party of Ironhearth's Shield Wall out. An' I tell, ya berk, them's some tough bashers, suren... We searched fer weeks, but ne'er found any trace o' that weird wood.
"Eh? Oh, me scar, aye? Ah, ya want to know how that came about, eh? Well, that's another story, blood, an' it'll cost ye another drink!"
The Spireland Icons (by Center of All)

As told by the planewalker Tamien 

I was wandering through the Outlands, a bit lost, I admit, when I came upon some poor sod in a field. He was bleeding from numerous wounds, and obviously dying. When he saw me, he started babbling, begging me to take him away before 'they' found him. I figured he was barmy, but he'd caught my curiosity, so I asked him who 'they' were. He glanced around, as if expecting one of 'them' to jump out at him at any second, then whispered "The Icons".
I decided, since it was getting late, to spend the night in the field. In the morning, when I woke up, the sod was gone, with a trail of blood leading off Spireward. It was far too interesting a mystery for me not to follow.
After a while, I came to a huge clearing, filled with statues that were so large that they seemed, from my view point, to rise higher than anything in the Land but the Spire. It was amazing that I hadn't seen them before. The trail of blood led straight to the one nearest me. As I got closer, I could make out runes at the base of the statue, though they weren't in any language I recognised. As I was examining it, I happened to glance up.
The face of the statue was that of the poor sod I'd found.
Needless to say, I made my exit as quickly as possible, before the 'icons' caught me too. Who knows what was going on there? Another mystery of the planes that will remain unanswered...For now.
The Rilmani Town (by Flabio)

"Hello there, Blood. Think you know the dark of the Rilmani? Well you don't know nothing, Berk! You needing a little chant on the Rilmani? Maybe I'll let you a peek of my diary for a little garnish...." 

I was taken a little trip through the Outlands, with my "favourite" Modron companion, Post. We were walking through a particularly hot and dry part of the Outlands. We had departed Xaos weeks ago, and because of the heat, tempers were rising...
"Can't you walk any faster, you Square? This heat's melting my beard off, here!"
"That is illogical, Gnome:Flabio. The material that your "beard" is composed of cannot be melted by this low degree of temperature. You organic beings are so frail and slow, compared to us Modrons. I am merely matching my pace to yours, so you will not be left alone to fend off the dangers of the Outlands. I was assigned to you, to keep you out of trouble. And I am NOT a square..."
"What was that, Square..."
"I am not a square. A square is a two dimensional object, possessing only a length and a width. I am 3 dimensional, for I possess a height in addition to the other two dimensions. I am closer to what you would call a cube, and I also possess a name, Modron:Post. I will not be reminding you of this fact, again."
"What you going to do 'bout it, square?"
Post had had enough. A metallic appendage began to appear from Post's usually square...errr....cubelike body. I materialised my staff, and prepared to do combat. I held my staff in front of me, and muttered some arcane words, bracing for Post's wrath, but suddenly, Post's attention was taken by something else. In the distance was a lone figure, a Rilmani! An Argenach, to be exact. He approached us, and took a glancing look at us. Seeing how Post was Lawful-neutral, and I being chaotic good, he decided we were not a threat. He looked us over again, and turned around and walked away. A Rilmani, this is what we had come here for. I wasn't about to let him walk away.
"Wait!" I called out.
The Argenach turned around, to look at me. His skin gleamed in the bright light of the Outlands (still can't get used to not having a sun here).
"What is it that you desire, Gnome?" the Rilmani questioned. His voice sounded of a gently moving river, but also of the crashing waves of a waterfall.
"I...we...have come for an audience...with a Aurumach!" I spurted out.
The Argenach laughed, with his silvery voice.
"Ha ha ha ha! Begone you fool, I would not know where an Aurumach is, and even if I did, he would not desire an audience with such lowly creatures as you. Begone!"
With that, he turned around, and continued to walk off into the desert, until he disappeared. Now I, for one, wasn't happy. Post however, had not said anything during the Rilmani encounter. I began to grow worried about my Modron companion.
"You okay, Post old buddy? You aren't still mad at me about that "square" incident, are you?"
"Of course not, Gnome:Flabio! Now be quiet, I am picking up a faint trace of the Argenach's magical energy."
Sure as Sigil, there was a path right underneath our noses. I was embarrassed not to have found it myself. I promised myself, that from now on, I would listen more closely to what Post was saying. We followed the path, until we saw a town in the distance. The path veered off to the left, but we decided to check out the town, instead.
The town was pretty plain, and rather small, as towns went. Everything seemed to be neutral here, every move that was made by a villager, was counteracted by another villager. The population of this village seemed all to be nondescript humanoids. There were children playing in the streets, and mothers and fathers, and even a few merchants and artists. One such villager, a guide, offered us his services (while another such guide ended his contract with two travellers, a Slaad and a Tiefling). 
After we garnished him a bit (quite a bit) he showed us around the town, which was pretty unremarkable, except for some exciting spots, which were of course, counteracted, by some of THE most ugly and boring buildings we had ever seen. This town was called Concordia, the guide explained to us.
"You see, this town is located near the centre of the Outlands. As a consequence, everything here is neutral, and is quite balanced."
I questioned him about the Argenach we had seen earlier. The guide laughed at me, with an unnervingly silver laugh.
"Ha ha ha ha. We are quite close to the Spire, which is only a few rings from here, and Rilmani pass by quite frequently, although they rarely actually visit us."
Now, all this was quite logical, and convincing, too convincing, one might say. Everything seemed so balanced here, yet a gut feeling was telling me different.
We had taken a good look around the town, and it was time to leave. Before we left, I asked if the guide knew of any Rilmani settlements around here.
"Ha ha ha ha." the guide gave me his silvery laugh again. "There are no such things as "Rilmani settlements. Have you ever heard of any berks travelling the Outlands, and stumbling across a Rilmani town? No. The Rilmani are a nomadic race, their only settlements, the black towers of the Ferrumach. Now, if you'll be leaving, I have other business to attend. Xaos is a few weeks walk from here."
The guide pointed his finger roughly south-east, then prepared to take on another job, this time for an aasimar and a lower-tanari'i. I had seen stranger things. Disappointed, that our mission was a failure, I slumped my shoulders and prepared to endure the gruelling walk back to Xaos, when suddenly...
"Dispel Magic" Post whispered into my ear.
Now, I wasn't about to question Post again, so I followed through with the incantation, although I was a bit confused as to why. However, as the last of my words rolled off my tongue, something went horribly wrong. Since we were so close to the centre, my Magik went awry, and ended up casting detect magic, instead of dispel. This, however, was exactly what Post had intended me to cast.
Everything seemed to go purple, then fade away. The town seemed exactly the same as it was before, except, this time, there were two black towers erected on both sides of the town. That, and the fact that the entire town's population was Rilmani! Our guide had been an Rilmani, all along! The children and mothers on the street were all Plumachs, even the aasimar and tanar'ri.
As I stood there gaping, Post whispered to me again.
"Think fast"
Several Cuprilachs had come out of the local bar, and were heading this way, with several poisoned blades and arrows poised at us. We could never hope to outrun them, nor their weapons. We were doomed.
"Fire!" yelled one of the cuprilachs, and sent forth a storm of poisoned blades.
I didn't have enough time to react to even cast a simple shielding spell, and I closed my eyes, in anguish. That was when Post wrapped reality and logic around us, and we found ourselves back in Sigil. I was dazed, and even Post seemed a little paler than usual. Or maybe that was just the because of all the fog and plumes that were characteristic of Sigil. As we made our trek back to headquarters, I couldn't help but wonder where the Argenach had disappeared to. Maybe that legendary city that is said to exist under the Spire, but then again, I ain't no Mimir, Berk! 

Powers that Be
In which we discuss the myriad of Powers who lay claim to their own little patches of land, their goals and aims, and what not to say if we want to stay in their Good Books rather than the Dead Book.
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Jastor, Lord of Agriculture, Farms, and Peasants (by Gothenem)

Written by Sir Hattuk (a prime traveller). The end note was penned by the King's wizard Jass 

My Liege, As thou hast instructed me, I doth track the most foul villain Tralk to his home in the woods surrounding Lake Grenshire. When I got there and entered the gate, a most sorcerous occurrence happened. The area of the gate doth suddenly, and methinks unprovoked, burst into multi-colours. Mine horse was frightened, and, though it covers me with great shame, I must admit that fear doth also grip my heart. My horse was moving to fast to avoid the multicoloured portal, and so we entered. What we saw doth go beyond anything we hast seen before. We saw a land, great and fertile. People were tending the soil. At first we thought they serfs, like those in our own kingdom, however they all seemed happy and content, a quality that our serfs lack, due to their station in our own society.
As we went further into this land we doth note that the entire populace seemeth to be of these happy serfs. This doth make me ponder where and who the lord of this great place was.
Eventually I doth find a farm that outstripped all others, it's size was half again the size of our own country. When we found the lord of this farm, who doth also till the soil, it was like nothing I hath experienced.
Mine horse immediately reared and did unhorse me. Then the treacherous seeming beast doth go to this serf-lord and nuzzle his hand. I stood up and confronted this serf, who apparently must, methinks, be a practitioner of foul sorcery like those who plague our kingdom to a great extent.
When the lord spoke to me I found myself on my knees and I knew then that this was no peasant or serf, for I was standing, nay kneeling, before blood more royal than thine, my lord, and though I do not doubt your lineage, thy blood is still that of a man, and this lord was most certainly not a man, but he was a god. He then spoke to me: 'Sir Hattuk, I am Jastor, Lord of Agriculture, Farms, and Peasants. I have summoned you here to tell you to tell your king to abolish serfdom in your kingdom, or I will wither his crops, make his food go bad, and starve himself and his knights.'
I of course agreed to tell you this. My lord Please do as he speaks, I know doth till the soil of mine own castle, and doth pay mine peasants. Please my lord do as this god, with blood more royal than all others, commands, lest the be a coward before both men and gods.
[Since You will read this missive King Froud II, I will put my findings here on Sir Hattuk's own missive. Sir Hattuk is working in his own fields. His peasants are better clothed and do not seem hateful to him, like our serfs do to us. I have also travelled the planes to "Concordant Opposition", and spoke with one of Jastor's "peasants". I was told that Sir Hattuk was properly informed and was rewarded for his duty. I did not know what he meant by that. Grubbing in the soil doesn't seem like a reward to me. When I returned to our own plane, I saw that Sir Hattuk had the most fertile crop I've ever seen, and the most fertile part was where Hattuk himself was working.
I strongly recommend you follow his suggestions and free the serfs my liege.]
"Another sodding Peasant!
When do we find the lord of this sodding farmland?"

-- A planar human, proving that even planars can be clueless
The Lady's Haven (by Jonathan)

The Lady's Haven -- a dark, mysterious place, horrid beyond belief, yet as beautiful as it is possible. After all, it is the home of the Unnamed Lady, the Oracle. Where is this Haven? Well ... it's on the Outlands, it's on the 366th layer of the Abyss, on Karasuthra of the Beastlands -- it's neither here nor there it's everywhere. Why? Well, the Oracle likes Her privacy -- which is why She's seeded the whole realm with all those creatures She could create, and those which could never leave. Examples include the Kyvan dragon, that prefers blood to water, and the Ynan il Kev, the warriors of Chaos, that are forever trapped in the Lady's Haven. 

It's not only creatures that petitoners have to worry about -- the land itself is alive with a malice. Trees reach for strangers, streams thirst for blood -- all in all, the land kills, literally. Yet, sometimes it's dormant -- a sign that the Lady's up and about. But it's not mortals alone that have to fear when they step into the Oracle's Haven. You see, the Oracle can't stand powers traipsing around in Her realm. So, she discourages them. Any greater power that enters Her realm become lesser powers, intermediate become demigods while lesser, and demigods, become mortals -- powerful, yes, but still mortal.
But to make it even worse, She throws little traps for powerful monsters and powers around. Many a power has been slain in Her realm by either a trap or their enemies. For powers that are mortal can be killed as surely as mortals can. In fact, her little traps -- like the draining that traps a power, and slowly drain its strength -- makes it more probable for a power to die in Her realm. What Her purpose in doing that is not exactly clear but chant's that She draws energy from dying powers to make Herself even more powerful.
Yet, after looking at it that way, why would any mortal -- or power -- enter Her realm? Simple -- to gain an answer or to gain power. Because the Oracle has done what no power has ever done. By binding all Her power with Herself, She can accomplish anything inside Her realm. She knows nearly everything while in Her realm -- and what She doesn't know, She can find out. But how can She survive without any worshippers? That's the dark of it -- She doesn't need any!
Magic also has its risk in the Lady's Haven. Wizard spells have a chance of causing a wild surge when cast which makes it highly dangerous. Priest spells of 6th and 7th level don't work while in the realm. Weapons lose a +1 bonus while charges are reduced by half. This applies to all locations in the realm -- all locations except the Rose Garden. Created by a dying goddess of sorcery, who was trapped in a Draining, the garden is filled with roses of all possible hues and scents. Here, magic works perfectly, and by crushing any rose and rubbing it on the skin, weapons and items, guarantees that spells work perfectly, weapons remain potent and items retain their charges. Problem is, the Rose Garden shifts its location all the time. The Oracle can't stand it but She can't destroy it. So, She shifts it around like there's no infinity -- however, seeing as She's who She is, there might not be an infinity.
Current Chant: The goddess who died there -- Sheresta -- had a powerful artifact with her. As she never left, could it be that it -- whatever it is -- is still in there?
Darklord Kyrix is organising a strike against the Lady's Haven. The realm of the Oracle appeared on the rim of his realm, on the plane of Baator, just three days ago. Thing is, the Oracle's realm is moving steadily towards his seat of power. He's gathered fellow powers -- those powers which owe him -- to turn back the realm and if they can, seize control of it and whatever that's giving the Oracle Her power.
Esa, a goddess of death, has been seen entering the Lady's Haven. A week later, she emerged, laughing and screaming, carrying with her an ebony rod. What was important enough for the goddess of death to risk death herself? And what was that rod?
Matanazani's Realm (by Joshua Jarvis)

[Penned by Tymerel Arbanus, a Guvner] 

With all the countless prime worlds worshipping powers there's bound to be the occasional god that no planar has heard of and no one really knows the dark of. Most cutters stay well away from these places, after all only the most leatherheaded sod would tread in the domain of a power without knowledge of what to expect, or what is expected from them. Matanazani's realm is different. Curiosity may kill the cat lord but in this realm it may very well change your life. See, the chant goes that Matanazani is the great neutraliser, the god of neutrality and viewpoint in whose presence high and mighty attitudes will shatter and berks can see an issue from all sides and viewpoints. Well, that's mostly screed, Here's the true dark of Matanazani's realm.
A dome-shaped hill carved from grey marble is the first thing one sees of his realm, not very impressive at first but functional. It's not until someone crosses the great azure gates (that are always open, in an inviting way) and goes inside the realm that it gets truly impressive.
THE FIRST PART: As one enters the decoratively designed gates. A giant blue gateway 20' tall with one word carved into it (usually divided in two because the gates are always open), that word is Matanazani. This is assumed to be the powers name, though peery cutters know that what is common cant may very well be screed and approach with caution. Inside you see a great circular walkway overlooking a great drop. A rocky point hangs out over the precipice. People have named this the point of view, you see a cutter who stands on this point while speaking or listening will understand all viewpoints that one can hold on the issue and can make an unbiased choice. For you see, on this point all ideas are equally important. A weak glow lights this area emanating from someplace below.
THE SECOND PART: To step blindly over the edge is the way to reach the floor. (those who have their eyes open plummet to their doom.) To observers it seems the person who stepped off has fallen, this isn't true (If they do it right.). The person who has stepped off finds himself further down standing on a set of scales. You see in this layer thousands of scales hang in the air, and each person to fall lands on another set, even if they were holding each other. These scales do not measure weight but instead measure deviance from neutrality. Chaos, law, good, and evil cause one to drop. Only when one truly balances his soul can he go to the next layer. The glow is brighter here.
THE THIRD PART: He who has grasped for one fleeting second the concept of neutrality can go to the next part. This part Has the chambers of experience. People who set foot in these glass chambers, separated from the edge by a walkway, switch alignments for a few fleeting minutes. Those who realise that alignment is merely opinion and point of view can go down to the next layer. The glow is even more brighter here and you can make out different colours of light.
THE FOURTH PART: No longer is their a precipice, now you are in a room filled with brilliant crystals glowing white, purple, blue, and red. A slight dust fills the air, is this what is left of those who have fallen from a higher lever? No one knows, no one has seen those who have plummeted from an edge. The light from the other layers comes from the glow of these crystals. Anyone who touches a crystal feels a slight draining. White drains at good, purple drains evil, blue drains law, red drains chaos. It never drains completely. However a strange effect happens to those who realise that having any view point other then neutrality is pointless. They collapse and the crystal glows. Some say they see a twisted face appear in the crystal. 
THE FIFTH PART: Here the light is almost blinding and the presence of a god can be felt. This is the last chance for escape, no one has got beyond this level and returned. The place is all brilliant glowing colour, as if they were in the crystal that has taken them. On the floor is a dull grey marble door that radiates the presence of a godly power. How do you open the door? No one knows. Smart cutters realise that escaping magically before they get something more than permanent neutrality is a good idea. No one knows what lies beyond the door and no one who crossed through it has returned. All that I know is the chant goes the god and his petitioners dwell there.
Locals and Lore
In which we learn of the folk, creatures and powers that inhabit the plane, and how best to approach -- or avoid -- them.
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Automata Crossbows (by Planewalker)

Everyone on the planes gets used to seeing items and trinkets from all across the planes. It would be nothing to own half a dozen different items ranging from the 635 th layer of The Abyss to the sixth slope of Mount Celestia. However, there are always a few items that stick out in a body's mind as distinctive. Such an item would be the clockwork cross-bows of Automata. 

These crossbows are produced at great cost by Geron the Mechanist (Petitioner / male human / 0-level / Fraternity of Order / LN), an inventor with a knack for creating complex geared machines. His workshop is filled with all sorts of mechanical birds and creatures, not the least of which is a clockwork golem he manufactured that answers the door and retrieves items for customers. Many fighters with some jink to toss away like to grab one of his clockwork crossbows to impress their employers and the common berk on the street. All clockwork crossbows are manufactured from steel, making them pretty heavy weapons to lug around, but many crossbowmen swear on them. The secret of their popularity lies not only in their exotic look, but in their accuracy and the gear mechanisms that cut loading times up to half of a normal crossbow. Every clockwork crossbow provides a gear mechanism that, when a loaded bolt is fired, helps reduce the pull needed to re-cock the crossbow, resulting in faster loading times. This causes the firing rates to move up an extra half-attack for all clockwork crossbows. [For instance, a normal heavy crossbow fires at a rate of 1/2. A heavy clockwork crossbow fires at a rate of 1/1.]
This fact alone makes the clockwork crossbows a popular item among planewalking bolt-throwers everywhere. That's not the only thing they're know for, though. Clockwork crossbows provide the user with non-magical pluses to their attack and damage. Any general clockwork crossbow provides a +1 to attack and damage scores, and Geron can make ones that are up to +4 due to special sights and balance mechanisms in the drawstring. In order to get the bonus, you also need to have a special steel bolt (made by Geron's Workshop, of course) loaded in order for the bonus to have full effect. Any other bolt gets half the bonus, rounded down. Reports from the battlefield say that the crossbow, though non-magical, can injure as a magical weapon for purposes of attacking high-up fiends and other highly magical creatures.
While bolt-throwers get excited at the possibilities of such a weapon, there are a few drawbacks that the weapon has. For one thing, the weapon is heavy. Being made completely of steel, they enjoy a large positive gravity factor when used. Another item of note is that they are clockwork, and while durable, they can and do get jammed when not maintained properly. Geron recommends cleaning the gears and retuning the aiming and balance mechanisms every day, more if you're in a high airborne particle area such as Pelion or extremely dirty areas like Minauros. And it needs to be thoroughly dried after being submersed, a process that takes at least a half-day under ideal conditions. He also recommends a "tuning-up" of the weapon every half-year, Automata, which is about six months. Every two months after the sixth that it isn't tuned up, the weapon loses a plus until it has no bonuses.
The final deterrent to those who would be top shelf marksmen is cost, and believe me, cutter, that's cost with a capital "jink." These weapons start at a few thousand gold pieces, and can easily soar into indentured servitude for a decade or so or a Merkhant's life savings, whichever is easier for the customer. For DM's looking to bleed off jinx that's lying around in barrels in the PC's kips, here's the time to do it. "Basic" clockwork crossbows go for 5,000 gold or it's equivalent in metal or metalworking materials (This is due to the fact that he goes through a lot of metal and tools, and this is an easy way for him to get them without the hassle of having to do it himself. Geron reserves the right to refuse payment this way, especially if the PC's try to peel him by giving him inferior quality metal or tools, or he just doesn't need the tools or metal now. It could be a good way to kick off an adventure, though. Imagine the PCs wanting a crossbow and having to trek to a Prime world to retrieve some rare ore from a Dwarven kingdom there. Of course, the dwarves don't just give it away to anyone, and they've had this small problem with an itty-bitty drow raiding party…. Undermountain, anyone?)
Geron's Workshop: Geron's workshop is located in Automata, 3 blocks Spireward of The Council of Order Main Building, just along Modron Way. It's a large two story building, with all sorts of things hopping about and chirping and whirring and lots of things you would associate with wind-up toys. Most of them are wind-up toys, but there are quite a few that aren't. Geron is the owner and proprietor, but maintains a staff of three mechanists and a half-dozen apprentices who are responsible for general maintenance and upkeep of the models on display, as well as basic repair work. The shop and workrooms are located on the first floor, and Geron's quarters are on the second (which, incidentally, are pretty good and well decorated. Think of a Humanities professor's house, filled with books and nice, old, furniture and things like that.)
Geron is a clean cutter. He believes in hard work and an honest wage for that work. He knows he's one of the best in the planes, and he'll charge people for that level of expertise and knowledge. Sure, you can get clockwork crossbows at other places in Automata and Sigil, but they aren't as finely crafted as his, and there's nothing illegal about charging people for that. His apprentices, however, are another matter. He's not sure who, but there have been rumours that one of his apprentices is working for the Council of Anarchy and looking for a way to arm their soldiers with his weaponry with having to pay the huge amounts of money for them. Geron's not one to mess with politics, but anarchy is a bad thing in his mind, and if anyone could help him find out who was the mole, he would be grateful -- perhaps even grateful to give a discount on one of his items….
The statistics listed below are for Geron's clockwork crossbows and his specially made bolts. These statistics apply only when both the crossbow and bolt are used together. If a clockwork crossbow uses normal bolts, or special bolts are used in a normal crossbow, apply the normal statistics found in the Player's Handbook.

PRIVATE
Weapon
Cost
Weight
Size
Type
Speed
Damage
S-M / L

Light crossbow
5,000 gp +
10
S
-
5
-

Heavy crossbow
8,000 gp +
20
M
-
7
-

Hand crossbow
15,000 gp +
5
S
-
2
-

Light quarrel
1 gp
5 = 1 lb
S
P
-
1d6 / 1d4

Heavy quarrel
2 gp
5 = 1 lb
M
P
-
1d8+1  1d6+1

Hand quarrel
10 gp
10 = 1 lb
S
P
-
1d4 / 1d3

The Brothers of the Dark Hood (aka "the Outlands Dark Eight") (by Brian)

Nilis Blackwing, an Outlands planewalker, lanned me this chant about a bunch of bandits who've been preying on caravans crossing the Lands... 

The merchants of Sigil make a good deal of their jink by arranging goods and supplies transport into Sigil. Usually the goods come from the primes, the Great Ring, and else where by way of caravan. Of course there are a lot of bashers out there who like to pray of these caravans. Why just a short while ago I came across the remains of one such caravan after it had been robed. There wasn't one survivor. Now berk with more than portal to the quasi-plane of vacuum in his brain box knows that if you are going to move a single wagon goods through the outlands, you need to have some cutters for protection. This group was smart and had five bashers with them, yet it did them no good. Every one of them was brought down, but I couldn't find any bodies of the raiders. I couldn't find any spots of blood on the ground so it wasn't like they carried the corpses off. I'm betting they were able to take down every one of the guards and the caravan drivers and merchants with out taking a single casualty. That's impressive to say the least.
The decimated caravan was right next to a portal, so I took a step through. I landed in some burg in the Grey Waste. The caravan had apparently left from there with a shipment of baatezu and tanar'ri ichor, flesh, teeth, claws, and other assorted good stuff harvested from a near by Blood War battlefield. Apparently this caravan travelled this course on a set schedule. And a few days earlier some other cutters had come through asking about the very same caravan. With a bit of garnish, I was able to convince the inn keeper to give be the dark of these berks. 

There were seven of them, but they kept mentioning, to each other, about what "Klyster" had told them to do. As in: "Don't forget, we are suppose to get some beef for Klyster, or he'll have all our heads on a pike!" A talked to the butcher of the town. The seven of them bought the three largest chunks of beef he had! This Klyster cutter must have one big appetite. According to the townsfolk, the other seven cutters were a group of mixed characters. Four were human, but there were two tieflings, and one was either half ogre of half orc.
I've got a basher-by-basher description below:
Jonis Crosh Human, 1st-level fighter (Str: 17, Int: 6, Align: N)
A large fellow who seemed a bit slow The leather headed sod just kind of followed the rest of the guys around asking stupid questions and such. He wore a set of black studded leather armour that had spiked studs. He had a long sword and buckler. The rest of the group kept yelling at him, and they used either his first or last name when doing so.
Nimbus Human, 1st-level bard (Align: NE, NWP: Fast Talking, Intimidation)
Born to be a true knight of the post, this basher talked the bartender out of a full keg of bub! He had no armour, and only seemed to have a short sword. One of the children of the town noticed he had something shiny up his right left sleeve. I'm betting it was a dagger in a wrist sheath. 
Dornith Human, 2nd-level fighter (Align: LE, specialist with bastard sword, proficient with lasso)
Silent with a constant grim look on his face, he didn't say nor do much of anything the entire time he was here. He usually had his hand on his sword (bastard sword, Green Steel) and had a set of banded mail. 
Corleath Human, 1st-level wild mage (Align: CE; Spellbook: Cantrip, Nahal's Reckless Dweomer*, Hornung's Guess, Magic missile*, Shocking Grasp, Patternweave)
He was noted for not having a cleanly shaved chin, and for being completely bald on the top of his head, by a lady who spent the night with the cutter in his room at the inn. 
Trodis Half-ogre, 1st-level fighter (CE; Specialist with scythe, Str: 18/31, -2 to Dex & Int when drunk)
A bit of a braggart, he told a story to the local bubbers about how he got discharged from a mercenary force on Acheron for killing his commanding officer in a duel. He accented his story by drinking his bub from his own mug, which is made out of a human skull. He was not seen sober his entire stay in the burg. His weapon of choice is a hooked scythe, and a sickle for close quarter fighting. He wore scale-mail.
Narnis Tiefling, 2nd-level Fighter (Align: NE; Tiefling abilities: 1/2 damage from fire, cold, and acid. Darkness 15' once/day, Infravision 120')
Also somewhat of a braggart also, a barmaid told me that he use to be part of an Abyssal army. He "escaped" when his side lost a battle of the Blood War on part of the Outlands. He has Goat legs and small horns on his forehead. He wore leather armour and was armed with a battle-axe.
Black Heart Tiefling, 3rd-level thief (Align: NE; Tiefling abilities: Harmed only by magical or silver weapons [S, P only, B works fine] blur 1/day, invisibility 1/week, mirror image 1/day, infravision 120', detect magic 3/day. Carries darts with type "O" poison. The crowbar is only close-quarter weapon)
The group always called him "Black Heart" or just Black. He wore a black trench coat apparently had some pockets only on the inside. I suspect a full set of picks and such. The innkeeper noticed that he had some arrows he was toying with but didn't have a bow in his gear. I think he might have a collapsible short bow under his jacket. He was noted for having Blue skin, horns on his head, and a lizard tail. I also learned that he refused to take silver coins as part of his change at the blacksmith. He bought a crowbar there. 
After a few rounds of free bub down at the tavern I was unable to get and idea of whom Klyster was from the bubbers, but the bartender was very happy with my tab. He informed me that he was referred to as "old 4 arms" once or twice, and the he killed some one once, just for looking at his face! From the sound of it I'd say the group was led by a reave (see PSMC2) But reave generally aren't considered that smart. After a talk with an old beggar named "Grossis" he told me that he noticed that whatever "Black Heart" seemed to suggest happened, even though he wasn't the apparent leader. I'm betting that he is the behind-the-scenes leader of the group, and that even the reave doesn't know it.
Author's Note To DMs: I set this up so that the It should be fairly easy to modify this account of the highwaymen so that the PCs are the ones asking the questions. Some things like appearances can be easily had, while more important bits mention their sources in the town. Black Heat was designed to escape when the group is brought down, and eventually become a recurring villain. The group tends to pretend to be a broken down caravan (the wagon has the reave covered up in the back and the rest of the group dressed in rags over their armour) and then spring to life when another caravan stops to help.
These characters were designed as low level villains. In a campaign filled with fiends, celestials, and the most powerful creatures of the multiverse, it can be hard to get a low level games going. Most of the characters are low level warriors, and their leader, a reave, only has HD 2+4. Only Black Heart needs special weapons to hit him, and if the group has type B weapons they can still harm him. (Although he should escape for later use)
Miestras the Reaver's Auction House (by Brian Danford)

A great deal of berks seem to forget that Primes (the place, not the people/things) have value. Every day a new lot of clueless primes come plodding into Sigil. Most cutters seem them as easy prey to be peeled and bobbed with ease. But many forget that these primes have powerful weapons, spells, and other assorted items of value. Now it ain't easy for these primes to get to Outer Planes, so that leads me to my next bit of rather obvious dark for every new magic spell or item brought to the Outer Planes, there must be hundreds left on the primes. There are near-on infinite crystal spheres, and so many plane-walkers fully ignore what potential power these places could provide, and berk, power is profit. 

Point in case: Miestras the Reaver's Auction House.
For those of you who aren't well-lanned on the prime civilisations, a reaver is a the name for a rogue neogi. The Neogi tend replenish their numbers by turning older neogi into large bloated egg sacks. As you can imagine, not all neogi look forward to that. This particular basher was a bit on the barmy side for a neogi. He thought it was possible for a creature to be neither slave, nor a slave owner. In neogi burgs that's an invitation for early "retirement." So Miestras picked up kip and headed for where he thought would be the best place to hide from his Xenophobic brethren The Outer-Planes. Being a Prime-blood he new the value of the Prime worlds, and set-up an auction house. Now I bet most of you berks out there want to know what is sold at these Auctions. Well I'll let you in on the dark of it: spell books. That's right, he sells spell books. Every Prime has its fair share of spell slingers, and everyone one of them has at least a few spell books, and most of them have spells that haven't ever been seen of or heard of on the great ring. On top of that, the prime has artwork, and artefacts galore, but he makes his most money selling spell books with unique spells.
Miestras set himself up with a very lucrative business. He pays cutters for suitable locations on backwater primes. Suitable as in out-of-the-way locations near moderately powerful mages, or similar deposits of magic goodies, then he pays a few more bashers to go collect the goods. Anything else the bashers bring back they can keep, but if the sods don't bring back anything of "value" to cover the cost sending then to the prime, well they become the new slaves of Miestras until they either die, or repay him 3 fold the jink they owe him.
Four times an Outland year, he holds an Auction. Hundreds attend. These week-long auctions are divided into sections. The first day non-magic works get sold. Mostly tapestries, paintings, and sculptures. It isn't uncommon to see representatives of some of the wealthier families of the Ladies Ward there. The second and third days are devoted to arms and armour respectively. All manner weapons can be found. Only uniquely magical items to be had. No simple +3 or +2 items. If you are itching for an intelligent weapon, you can be sure to find one here, and you will most likely get to chose one with a similar out look as you! The fourth day has rings, rods, wand, staves, amulets and other knickknacks. Once again, only ones with rare powers are to be had. The rest of the time is spent on the scrolls and spell books. Some of the truly expensive books have true names of fiends in them. Prime wizards have a habit of trying to summon the blokes. Others simply have strange spells. On occasion, Miestras will have one of his wizards demonstrate a spell on a few slaves.
The auction house itself appears to be a small, well-maintained solid stone dwelling with no windows and only one entrance. Upon entrance, a Yugoloth greets the guests. Before going further admission, a fee must be paid for entry, and a binding contract must be signed. The contract stipulates that no fighting will be tolerated in the auction, and the penalties for failure to pay.
If the fee is paid, and the contracts signed, The cutters are allowed into the rest of the auction hall. It is assumed, by most, to be a more powerful version of Mordenkainen's Magnificent Mansion as the interior is far larger then the out side of the building, and semitransparent waiters move about. While this would fit the spell's description, Bags of holding and other similar devices still seem to work inside the hall, so there must be other forces at work.
Miestras is present at every auction. He can be seen riding on a large silk pillow being carried by is umber hulk slave. He has never been seen away from this umber hulk bodyguard.
The Auction house has no noticeable defensive structures or people. The inside has a number of bodyguards such for Miestras and his guest, but no where near the amount of defence that you would imagine an inter-planer raider would erect. Especially one that specifically targets primes with powerful magic items or spells.
The Auction hall is located in what was once a small town in the Outlands. Miestras bought up everything in the town and evicted the previous owners. Slaves, and currently employed raiders aren't allowed inside the Auction hall (neogi are xenophobic after all) so they stay in the surrounding buildings. Cutters interested in finding the anthill should travel to the gate-town of torch, and then head towards the Spire.
Prices: Admission: 1000 gp per person, per day. Food, drink and board are all free with admission.
Jobs: Location for raid: 2000 gp. Prime Raider: 1000 gp, plus any gold or "normal" magic items found on the prime. (If you can make the cut).
DM's Dark: Miestras left his crystal-sphere when he was very young, and thus he only had his one slave at the time. (The umber-hulk) He was afraid that his "radical views" would hasten him into becoming a grand old master. He was originally going to "hide" in Sigil because he felt it would be far too crowded and busy for other Neogi to want to deal with. But he found that it was also to busy for himself. He moved to the less crowded Outlands. He still fears his brethren, although it is unlikely they will find him. The actual auction hall uses a permanent "mansion" spell. He used a number of wish spells to hide the location from the prime wizards he has stolen goods from (and his Neogi brethren), and to allow all magic items and spells to work inside the mansion. He sends raiding parties using what is more or less a round trip plane shift spell. It requires expensive components, so he is very careful who employs. 
Black Jaw (by Brian)

[Note: This character is a much higher-level version of the Black Jaw in the entry above, intended for use by DMs with higher-level campaigns who seek a powerful adversary for their PCs.] 

There are a number of unwritten constants in the multiverse. The reason they are unwritten is that if some leatherheaded sod were to write it down, another leatherheaded sod would read it and prove it wrong. That's why I ain't going to say: "No matter how good you are at something, you can always find someone else who is better." Hey wait a second, you ain't planning on writing this down are you'se? Well that might explain why no one, but no one, is as good a burglar as Black Heart.
What's that! You ain't never heard of the great Black Heart?! The plague of the Misers!? Living legend to all thieves in the multiverse, and you ain't never heard of him? Does clueless run in your family or are you just naturally leatherheaded? What's that? Oh you're a prime! Well that would explain it a bit then wouldn't.
Well settle on down here, and for the small fee of another bub, that's the interplanetary name for beer mind ye, I'll tell you all about old Black Heart.
Well the best place to start is usually just that, the start. Black Heart is a thief, not just any thief mind you, he's a professional. He can get in to any vault, bank, hoard, lair, etc with out setting of one alarm, or meeting one guard. Course he wasn't always so good. He originally was part of a band of Highwaymen. They called themselves "Brothers of the Dark Hood" or some rabble. It was basically seven planewalkers and a reave. The reave was the official leader but Black Heart (even as he was known back then) more or less did all the thinking for the reave and then some. Caravan plundering was to easy and to small time for the likes of Black Heart. He quickly tumbled to minor theft in side the Cage, err the City of Doors. I wouldn't want to confuse you there, sir prime. Anyway, he stole from clueless and well-lanned cutters alike. He eventually moved on to breaking-and-entering cat-burglary, although he quickly learned to avoid the breaking part, as it tends to draw attention. He ended up making a bit of a name for himself. A talented lone wolf thief is neither liked by thief guilds nor the Hardheads, so needless to say every basher from both sides of the law could pick up a bit of jink for his head.
It took no more then two years for Black Heart to become so good at what he did that he couldn't do it anymore. He upped and left Sigil altogether. He now makes his kip on the Outlands. Has for a number of years. That how he became known as the Black Heart Plague. You see the Merkhants (that's a sect mind you) all tend to have holdings and vaults scattered around the most out of the way parts of the Outlands. These became the targets of Black Heart. He plundered one unique item from everyone of the merkhants he could find. Everything from a Sword from the Blood War to a Massive Diamond from the Plane of Minerals was taken. At one vault he got into, he found only a mound of coins with no unique items. Instead of taking some coins, he wrote a note to the owner in complaint!
Although its not like as soon as he stepped onto the Outlands he suddenly became a master thief -- far from it! He improved his skills in the Cage and he got some nifty tricks all worked out. For example, instead of trying to sneak past the guards, or trying to fight them or such, Black Heart just kills them outright before entering. Some suspect magic, other suspect psionics but I once had a conversation with someone with the dark of it. He kills them with poison. A gas to be exact. But type has got even the Hardheads confused. See it appears to be yellow mould spores, and a lot of them. More then a small patches of mould, so some how he is either collecting the spores, or duplicating the effects. Regardless, it hard to defend from. Now the rest of the thefts are better understood. It's all fairly standard stuff. It's just that such standard tactics shouldn't work on such heavily guarded vaults. He tends to come into the buildings through small openings usually used for ventilation or service etc. He disarms the traps as he goes, and uses acid or such to get past bars/barriers. Then he goes in, avoids the magic traps, takes the desired object and gets out. Course no one knows why he is just able to do this. No other thief has ever been able to just disarm the traps in a miser's vault, or just go around the magic traps, but for some more bub I'll tell you why I think he does it
Well now, let's see. First off he's get the experience for it. He has been doing this stuff for a long time, and he more or less specialises in high security vaults and such. I also think It has to do with his heritage. See there is a bit of cant going around that Dark Heat is a direct descendent from some yugoloth high up, and if any creature is better suited to getting itself into places it ain't suppose to go, it's a yugoloth. Yup that's right he's a tiefling. Not that it's all that surprising. Plenty of thieves are of fiendish heritage, but this one got more 'loth then mortal in him I reckon.
Now some say you can best judge a thing, by its enemies, so let me tell you of a few here just so you can get an idea. He's wanted by the Harmonium for numerous thefts in Sigil, but that ain't nothing compared to this: A few Merkhants banded together and did the only thing they know how to do when presented with a problem, threw money at it. The result was a band of yugoloth mercenaries took the job of tracking down and bringing in Black Heart. The band is said to have three canoloths, an arcanaloth, and a host of lesser 'loths. On top of that, there is still a good deal of bounty for his head in the underworld, so a number of assassins are always on the look out for him. 
Black Heart tends to enjoy the thrill of the chase, though. He is constantly playing games on his pursuers. He doesn't tend to kill them, although some say he can't. He is a master thief and not an assassin, but as a master thief, he is nearly impossible to find. There is one fed-up arcanaloth out there that can attest to that!
So what does he look like? Well now that's some very hard dark to come by course I'm a bit thirsty and.... aww, you read my mind!
Well no one has actually seen his face in more then a few years, but there are some that met him back when he was just a minor thief. They say he had this real blue-looking skin, and he had horns on his head, like coming out of his forehead. And he had a lizard tail. Rumour has it that the tail was kind of prehensile, as he was known to use it to pickpockets back in those days. And the last bit I heard was that he never touches silver. My guess is that he got some fiend-related disorder about it. Kind of like how he never tells anyone his name (you didn't think he was named Black Heart at birth did you!?) on a count of they might be able to use that true name magic on him.
Black Heart, Tiefling, 17th-level thief (Align: NE)
HD: 17 (d6), HP: 52 , THAC0: 12 (+2 dex), Armour Class: 10 (silver, magic, or type B weapons only, -3 dex), Str: 9, Dex: 17, Con: 10, Int: 15, Wis: 11, Cha: 9 (-3 to non-tieflings/fiends due to appearance), PP: 75%, OL: 95%, F/RT: 95%, MS: 95%, HS: 90%, DN: 65%, CW: 90%, RL: 50%, BackStab: x5
(Tiefling abilities: harmed only by magical or silver weapons [S, P only, B works fine regardless] blur 1/day, invisibility 1/week, mirror image 1/day, infravision 120', detect magic 3/day)
He is noted for having blue skin, horns on his head, and a lizard tail. He is somewhat short, and is very slim. He always wears a large black trench coat which also servers as a "dark suit" (+5% to hide in shadows) as well as contains his gear. The out side of the coat has only two pockets which hold nothing, but inside, a few dozen pockets hold sets of green steal thief picks, lock chisels, wire cutters, small hack saw blades, files, glass cutters, climbing daggers, and "special" arrows (four poisoned, one major grapple, and five stone bitters). Each item has a separate pocket so that even as the coat moves about, none of the parts can hit each other and make noise. Under that coat, when on a job, he wares a "spider" or housebreaker harness. He commonly uses it to suspend himself from ceilings and such to avoid floor panel traps. When on a job he also carries a pair of bags of holding (usually stored in a single non-magical bag) one holds additional larger gear like his crowbar, rope/cables, spikes, a magically silent hammer, and other such goodies. The other bag of holding contains a large colony of yellow mould. In order to activate its spores, he disturbs the molds my throwing sling shot bullets into the sack until the spores shoot out into a massive cloud. (10d4 foot by 10d4 foot) In order to allow himself to breath, he uses a small bag of holding (the kind commonly used by mages to hold spell components) but instead ties it to his head and breathes a 20 minute stash of air in it.
He also uses a few protective items, such as a wrist sheath (normal throwing dagger inside), poisoned darts in his jacket cuffs (Brain Spider venom or type "F"), and a collapsible short bow +2. (Sigil forged) 
His personality is not that of outwardly aggression or hatred but he always looks out for number one. The rest of the Multiverse can pike it. He steals because he needs the cash. Not that he doesn't already have a lot, but living well, and not leaving a trail for other to fallow, and still getting at rare items (like green steel thief picks or Brain Spider Venom) can be far more costly then one would dream. True to the professional thief, he no longer requires the thrill of the theft (it has been replaced by the chase) so he does his work smoothly and efficiently. It's his job, and he is very good at it, nothing more. 
Avoiding the constant flow of trackers, bounty hunters, and assassins on the other hand, is now his favourite past time. He enjoys the look in the eyes a hunter gets when a prey gets away from them, especially when he was the prey. He will go to great lengths to fall into and then get out of an ambush. He is not stupid though. He never intentionally gets into an ambush without first knowing what it is and how to get out of it. He also always wears an amulet of proof against detection.
Author's Notes for Role Playing Dark Heart:
He is designed to be chased across the Outlands as he steals valuables from dozens of museums, treasuries, and Merkhant vaults. Perhaps even Magnum Opus herself is after the blood. He will outsmart, frustrate, and taunt PCs who are trying to catch him far more often they trying to kill them. Actual physical conflict is only the last resort of a thief of his skill.
I only included thief stats so that if he is encountered face to face, the DM will know how good he is at hiding in shadows etc. He should never actually fail to by pass defences or alarms when entering or stealing from a location. Also, he is very direct in stealing from a location. He enters via the easiest way, which is rarely a door. He is more likely to melt a whole in an iron roof (with acid), drop in by rope and steal a large gem with out ever touching the floor than he is to try and by pass PCs or other guards/traps at a front door. If he is ever pressed into a situation where he can not escape or fight his way out (poisoning a PC can give him a diversion etc) then he will surrender, and latter attempt to buy his way out etc.

Some possible "hooks" that could be built of this character include:
· He is some how the result of a selective breeding project of a baernoloth. His yugoloth adversaries are under the control of an ultroloth that wants to see what the baernoloth has been up to. 

· He steals a magical artifact and doesn't know its full destructive power. 

· He is actually being funded by a Merkhant to steal other Merkhant's valuables and thus advance his employer in the sect hierarchy. 

· After being captured by the PCs, and brought to justice, He promptly buys his way out of the system (a trick learned from his merkhant targets) and then decides its his turn to chase the PCs. 

· The PCs are hired by the Harmonium to setup a sting operation in which the PCs are suppose to meet up with Dark Heart and try to catch him while he attempts to sell a dragonslayer sword. (PCs pretend to be a group from the Plane of Air, where dragons are ruthlessly hunted down and killed) 

Lucias d'Amberville (by Mike Hachey)

6th level mage, human (werewolf) prime
Chaotic Neutral
Str: 10, Dex: 12, Con: 9, Int: 18, Wis: 17, Cha: 16, THAC0: 18, HP: 52, AC: 9.
Special Abilities: Lucias has standard mage and werewolf abilities
Equipment: Wizard robes, ring of protection +1 

History: Lucias is a prime wizard from the world of Mystara, wherever that is. Like most primes, he has some crazy ideas, 'cept his seem to make sense. The second he heard about theories on the Hinterlands, he immediately thought a lot of not-quite barmy notions.
Anyway, Lucias was borne into a royal family in Glantri, some country in his prime world. The cutter liked to spend time around his Uncle Ettiene d'Amberville. Lucias was spying on his uncle one day. Ettiene was making a wish to travel to the "Plane of Concordant Opposition". Lucias was watching from the rafters below. After the wish was worded, he fell from the rafters and in through his uncle's portal.
Lucias found he liked the Outlands, though. He travels even to the Spire's base (he says the Spire's base is really not even on the Outlands), where his magic does not function, just to study it.
Lucias has one problem: Lycanthropy. When he was 12, he was bitten by a werewolf, and now every quarter moon, he's growing fur and running around like a Xaositect. . . well maybe not quite THAT unpredictable.






