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 [SPOILER] Blood Hostages

Well, how to start, other than.... It happened...


First thing First... The novel.. It is decent..

It really only takes place in about five places.. each one of

which linked together by a single book.   The "champions"

who are really nobody's heros, manage to fend off hords of

Tanar'ri, Baatezu, and shear insanity by a narrow margin:

Dramatis Personae:

__________________

Artus
-
Lady's Proxy, Keeper of the Keys to Sigil :) (senes)

Aereas
-
Young lad, future plane walker, Living Key.. (adolescens)

Nina(veth) - 
Young lady, Living Key, (definte Cypher) (adolsecens)

_______________________

Boffo
-
Gnome Musician, sub-proxy of the LOP (senes)

_______________________

Malkin
-
Old Cat god, became mortal, commited suicide care of LOP's



minstrations...



also known as:

Leonan
-
A living Cafe in Sigil... brought there by Artus per LOP's



instructions....

Malkin / Leonan's dead body - who tries reunite with his soul in Sigil

__________________________

Sung Chaing
-
God of Thieves.. with whom they not only talk but




even get rather "lippy" with.. (tsk tsk Nina :)

__________________________

Jandau
-
Sparrow / Crow like Tiefling double crosser...

Krim
- 
Manta Like flying spell caster... (have to check my MCs for



this race... he's cool..)

and a group of cannon fodder who don't live to see the end of the novel

__________________________________________


Gods in Cages:

Suprise of suprises, J.R. King actually get Planescape!  The book is

filled with wonderful observations that we have all made 100000000001

times on our own..like observing it is not what you do, or what you say

that will get you killed, but rather how you say it.

On more than one occasion King mentions the word Attitude with reference

what the planes are about.. in addition to the infamous "I thought Gehenna

was just a state of mind."


Some nice features are a whirlwind tour of Sung Chaing's Palace,


the 665th layer of the Abyss... and the body of a dead god in the


Astral.

King brings up a rather nice point through the character of Chaing, in that

he is a prisoner.  It turns out that each power is essentially "trapped"

within their own realms.  Sigil, can be taken to be the Cage, because it

traps the Lady.  Likewise, Chaing has his hands on everything in the

Multiverse, rules his own palace, but his palace is still a hell, and not

like the world he came for, that he longs for..


The Lady:

The Lady of Pain never appears in the novel.  Although Artus is her proxy,

this isn't the hunkydori type of proxy that Set has or Odin...  He is an

agent, a spy, and a sort of handiman of the planes.

Since the Lady is trapped in Sigil, she can't go around constructing portals

(remeber in the original set is said that the Dabus might do it.. well that

is part the truth and part a lie)..

Also no one worships her... Malkin at one point calls Artus "a spy, an agent

of a former... a clinging power."  (It should be noted that Artus had been

given a "letter from the Lady" with orders to bring Malkin (her lover) to

Sigil..)  Well true to her name, she cause Malkin to suffer the loss of his

one true love, and his life...causing a great deal of pain...

I think that what Malkin was trying to finish saying was she is a "former

Power"  in reality she is a dead god!  The manisfestations of the Lady

are really just after images, half forgotten dreams of her past... and

Sigil is her soul, or her its...

Then again, maybe she isn't :)

On the up side 
the novel ends with the words

"No one commands an audience with the Lady of Pain."(pg314)


(then again they could be pulling a Wizard of Oz bit too !)

_____________________

The Story itself:


Artus is living on a Prime world, Telemar, I think. 

He had at one time or another

spent some time in the air calvary of Oerth, (a griffon rider)  this also

had been taken by Boffo as "being a general in the Lady's Army of 

'peacekeepers'."  Needless to say he was aslo a very good plane walker 

with a peculiar book (wether it was a present from the Lady or not is

not really clear..)  which I will not say too much because I have a feeling

the entire Trilogy will revolve around it :)...

Anyways he's kidnapped, and his adopted planar daughter, and his prime

nephew go off to save him.. bunp into a bunch of old friends and old

enemies...  See.. Artus had turned Caing's realm into a dumping ground

for Sigil's Great Foundery... and so also wanted the Keys to Sigil,

which turn out to be a who... who is and are Nina and Aereas, who are

all blood linked to the book...

Then after a lot of hopping around on molten iron, falling through an

infinite pit, and jumping through the pages of it

____________________________

Over all evaluation:

Much better than I expect.. but worse than I hoped for..

It will require a lot of damage control on the part of

Colin and Monte to make sure things stay "fuzzy"..

Main danger is that a lot of clueless sods could try and

read a book like this and go barmy, getting a load of

addlecoved notions about the LAdy of Pain leading armies..

And giving gods the laugh..

And then they will start petitioning TSR for the stats of

dead gods.. and LOP's stats.. and that is when we all

go off and write our own game... :)

From zarntson@eecs.wsu.edu Sat Feb  3 22:52:57 1996

NPC

Here's an NPC I am going to use in my campaign ... I've spent some

time here and there writing up little things until it's all come

together ...

And Barrie, DON'T READ THIS!  Or else I'll have to visit your house 

and steal all your 1st ed. stuff until you forget that you ever

played AD&D ... or something equally sinister ...

Okay, here we go ... (sorry about that empty space up there ...)

Oh, and if you find inconsistencies, bad grammar, and the wrong

word here and there, just remember that this is hand-written and

done 5-10 min. increments before each class ...

Ezra-Kel, Incantifier.



Before the fall of the Incanterium, Ezra-Kel was a renowned


mage of the darker magical paths.  He became deeply enamored


with a sensible woman mage--her innated skill with forbidden


magic drew Ezra to her even more than her incredible charm and


biting wit.


The two became entangled, teaching each other their own paths


of magic and love.  It was from this woman, Zaraga*, that


Ezra learned the paths of the Waste and the Hag**.  In return,


Ezra-Kel taught his beloved Zaraga the paths of Shadows and


Winds.  The only path Ezra was bound by oath and safety never


to give away was the Path of the Inner Circle of the Incanter-


ium.


After several decades of bliss, Zaraga at last convinced Ezra


to teach her the first spell of the Inner Circle Path (for unlike


most magical paths, this one was so intense as to require a teacher


for each spell).  Upon learning this first stepping stone--which con-


tained in itself more power than most mortal wizards dream of--Zaraga


cackled with glee.  Her fine hair fell off her head in clumps, her


fair skein sloughed off and burned away as it touched the earth.  For


Zaraga was not a mortal, but an Annis--a vile hag--and in her wicked


joy of discovery she forgot about the illusions maintaining her


false beauty.  Ezra gazed upon her wicked claws, skin an oily blue-


black, and shining ebony teeth and grew angry and mortified that he


had been tricked by such a foul creature.


An eldritch battle ensued then.  Both were skilled magicians, and both


deadly with their Art.  In the end there was no true victor, but


Ezra-kel forced Zaraga to flee from his presence.


Shortly after this tumultuous event, the scars on Ezra's body and soul


still unhealed, the Incanterium began it's quick decline in power.


During the better half of just a decade, the Incanterium had itself


fractioned into embittered courts all engaged in an internal kriegstanz


for control of the Tower Sorcerous.***


Ezra-Kel participated only half-heartedly in the Incanterium's civil


war--he spent long hours mourning instead.  When his brethren grew


angry at his abandoning the goal of the court, Ezra was forced to fight


for the Tower Sorcerous or become an exile.  In less complicated times


the Incanterium would have called a hunt, but their kriegstanze pre-


vented this.  Ezra, exiled but only actively hunted by lesser minions


of the Incanterium, fled to Pandemonium as a hated fugitive.  For as a


Master of the Road of Winds, Pandemonium seemed the safest and most


protective spot in all the Multiverse.


With the fall of the Incanterium, Zaraga used the single spell of the


Incantifiers Inner Circle Path to construct the Screaming Tower in


Sigil's Ward of the Lady.**** It is said that the tortured wailing that


gushes from the Tower is a reflection of Zaraga's own pain -- some 


believe that Zaraga truly loved Ezra-Kel, but her greed won over her


heart in the end.


* See Dungeon #55 for more details on Zaraga in the _Umbra_ adventure.


My pleas to the author for not getting angry with me, and my thanks


for partially inspiring this history.


** The paths of the Waste and the Hag (and Ezra's own Road of Winds)


are new, and normally unavailable to PCs.


*** The Tower Sorcerous is discussed in brief in the PS MCII under the


Incantifier entry.


**** The Screaming Tower is also detailed in Dungeon #55.  Thanks to


the author once more.


--


That was Ezra-Kel's pre-history.  His more current history is taken


in part from the Planes of Chaos entry on the Madhouse, a town in


Pandemonium.  The following are my notes on that section


--


The Master of the Madhouse


The Master was once known as Ezra-Kel, Master of the Road of Winds.  He


was a member of the elusive incantifier faction before the members all


went their separate ways.  It is said that each of the original incan-


tifiers memorized a portion of the spell that could create anew their


Tower Sorcerous and revive the ancient faction-turned-sect.  Ezra-Kel


hoarded his portion, and hid in Pandemonium from his brethren.


Pandemonium frightens incantifiers especially, madness is considered by


many to be words than death.  Being the creator of the Road of Winds,


and having visited Pandemonium in brief, Ezra felt that perhaps his


magic would protect him from the grasp of Pandemonium's madness.  Even


Ezra's magicks couldn't keep insanity away forever--frustration came


first, and Ezra found even simple spell research difficult.  Despair


washed over Ezra-Kel, who was then staying at the Madhouse*--he would


do nothing but cast idle cantrips and dwell in the rooms of the Mad-


house's original inn.  After an entire week of self-initiated solitary


confinement, Ezra is said to have burst into the governmental dining


chamber and proclaim himself.  "I am Ezra-Kel, Archmage of Shadows,


Keeper of Gallows, and Master of the Howling Winds!" he shouted, his


emaciated form surrounded by flapping, tattered robes and an icy wind.


From then on, the folks in the Madhouse just accepted Ezra-Kel as the


high-up.


All that was centuries ago, and the extended exposure to Pandemonium's


winds took much of Ezra's former glory.  The madness of resignation


set, building up over decades of an incantifiers unnatural lifespan.


Occasional wanderlust overtook the archmage's desire to control the


Madhouse; Ezra would disappear for weeks, months, and once for two


years.  Non one knew (and much less cared) where Ezra left, but upon


each return, it became clear that sanity was ebbing even still.


After an excursion which is rumored to have taken him to the Faerie


Queen of Air and Darkness, Ezra returned more perturbed than usual.  At


first, he couldn't understand why people kept calling him "Master


Ezra-Kel, Archmage of Shadows," and so on.  Those around him became


accustomed to this and simply called him "the Master" in time.


A final wanderlust overtook him, and the Master was nowhere to be found.


Two months passed before anyone grew curious enough to search, but to


no avail.  Two years went by, and a crazy dwarf appeared and took over


the Madhouse--she figured she was the only one qualified for the job.


Now, about six decades after the Master was last seen, the Master is


only spoken of in jest and whispered by older folks.  All knowledge


of Ezra is vague, and unconnected with the Master (the Bleakers never


cared to do the research anyway)


* For details on the Madhouse, a brief mention of the Master, and


the dwarf lady who now runs the Madhouse, see the Planes of Chaos


Book of Chaos, page 92.


--


That's it for now ... I have yet to come up with the current where-


abouts of the Master, his companions (if any ... I am thinking of


putting a Cheshire Mage (a creature of my own design I posted a while


ago) in with him ...), and the actual NPC details.


I haven't even come up with that great of an adventure idea ... but


I've got till next Sunday, so no rush.


Anyway, for those who spent the time to read it, how'd yah like it?


For some one who wishes to go work for TSR some day ... I'm looking


for the input.  Oh, and I've got some sketches of the Master ...


see my post for the Character Sheets for my address, and mention


that you would like 'em (though they're aren't that exciting ... take


Yoda and humanize him).



-Zak



zarntson@eecs.wsu.edu



http://www.eecs.wsu.edu/~zarntson/planescape/list.html

From mhspdt@midwest.net Mon Feb  5 20:25:12 1996

 New Planescape Kit

PLANAR WARRIOR FIGHTER KIT


Description:


A Planar Warrior is a fighter who has ultimately adapted to fighting on the planes.  At a young age, he begins training in battle and magery.  Although he is unable to cast spells, he trains as a mage in order to gain mastery over the planar energies that he uses in battle.  He often travels the planes to test his skill in battle against creatures from across the multi-verse.  Planar Warriors' hair becomes bleached by the planar energies they use.

Requirements:


Do to the rigorousness of training in the planes, a Planar Warrior must have a Strength of 17 or higher, and a Constitution of 16 or higher.  In order to understand and channel the planar energies, a Warrior must have an Intelligence of 14 or higher.  A Planar Warrior may be of any alignment (PCs cannot be evil), because any alignment fits into the planes.  However, neutral fighters are by far the most common.

Role:


Planar Warriors are elite fighters who even up the odds in many battles.  Because they can great control over planar energies at higher skill, they have been known to suddenly appear, attack the horde of fiends attacking a party, and disappear once the odds were even.  Of course, there are still the noble Warriors who serve the cause of good, and fiendish Warriors who worship the cause of evil.

Weapon Proficiency:


Required: A Planar Warrior must spend two of his initial slots on a special weapon proficiency individual to the Warriors, known as Planar Weapon Fighting Style. Recommended: A Planar Warrior picks up many exotic styles in his travels, and these can be used if the player wishes.

Non-Weapon Proficiency:


A Planar Warrior can learn any non-weapon proficiency related to the planes as long as it does not require a specific plane.  Required: A Planar Warrior must know Planar Geometry (priest/wizard) in order to channel the planar energies.  Recommended: Planar Geography (priest/wizard); Trail Marking; Weaponsmithing; Weaponsmithing, Crude; Direction Sense; Blind-Fighting; Survival; Armorer


Note: A Planar Warrior can use Weaponsmithing to craft unique planar weapons.  They can do the same with Armorer.  For further information, see Special Benefits.

Equipment: 


Planar Warriors prefer to buy the best weapons and armor available, in terms of battle and durability in the planes.  They have a fondness for Cornugon-scale armor, or Wastrilith-plate armor.  However, these armors are rarely available on the open market (or the black market for that matter).  They often buy Baatorian green steel armor and weapons, and can easily judge the worthiness of said equipment.  Aside from weapons and armor, a Warrior usually travels relatively light, when possible.

Special Benefits:


A Planar Warrior's greatest power is his ability to use planar energies in combat and out.  This ability gives him 5% magic resistance per level, up to a maximum of 75%.    

1st level: +1 to all saves vs. elemental-based effects.

3rd level: +2 to all saves vs. elemental-based effects.

5th level: +3 to all saves vs. elemental-based effects.

7th level: At this level, a Planar Warrior gains the ability to Planar Slide, once per week per every 3 levels.  This is similar to the wizard's spells teleport and dimension door.  When a Warrior 'Planar Slides', he joins his body with the planar energies and travels as one with the planes.  The actual effects are the same as a teleport spell, and the Warrior can Slide anywhere on that plane, on the current layer.

9th level: The Planar Warrior now gains the ability to create a Planar Gateway.  The effect is the same as a Planar Slide, except that he creates a doorway for other people to travel through as well.  Up to three people per round may pass through the gate, and the Warrior can hold it open for 1 round per 6 levels.  He can use a gate once per week per 9 levels.  He also gains the ability to Planar Slide between layers of a plane, one layer per 6 levels.

12th level: At this level, the Planar Warrior has near complete control of the planar energies.  He gains the ability to Plane Shift, but only to areas of planar importance.  He can do this once per week per 8 levels.  He also gains the ability to form a Planar Gate between layers of a plane, 1 layer per 7 levels, once per week per 12 levels.

15th level: With a fine control over the energies of the planes, a Warrior gains another ability.  He can now create a Planar Gate between planes, but only to places of planar importance (such as huge mountains, etc.).  He can hold the portal open for one round per 8 levels, plus additional rounds at a disadvantage.  For every round past the rounds allowed, a Planar Warrior must make a is/Willpower 

check at the beginning of the round (failure means immediate closure), and a System Shock roll at the end 

of the round (failure means immediate closure, Warrior unconcius for 1d4 + 1 hours, second System Shock roll or die).  He also gains the ability to Plane Shift between planes to areas of minor planar importance (cities, battles, etc.).

Planar Weapons


A Planar Warrior can summon planar weapons.  These weapons take their abilities from the different planes of existence.  A Warrior may summon a planar weapon as many times as he wishes, for as long as he wishes, but has only a specified percentile chance of successfully summoning such a weapon.  The starting percentile chance will be listed, and each weapon will go up by 10% chance each level.  They can be summoned as many times a day as wished, and stay until dispelled by the Warrior.  Any weapon that has a 110% chance of summoning can have a specific type (air, earth, fire, water of Minor Elemental 

Weapon, etc.) chosen.  "Special planar damage" caused by planar weapons cannot be used until the Warrior has been able to summon them for one level (i.e. no "special planar damage" on a Minor Elemental Weapon until 2nd level).

1st level: Minor Elemental Weapon, 60% chance.  

2nd level: Minor Para-elemental Weapon, 30% chance. 

3rd level: Minor Quasi-elemental Weapon, 30% chance.

4th level: Minor Border/Material Planar Weapon, 30% chance.

5th level: Minor Outer Planar Weapon, 30% chance.

6th level: Major Elemental Weapon, 30%.  

7th level: Minor Para-elemental Weapon, 30% chance.

8th level: Major Qausi-elemental Weapon, 30% chance.

9th level: Major Outer Planar Weapon, 30% chance.

10th level: Major Border/Material Planar Weapon, 30% chance.

11th level: Lost Planar Weapon, 20% chance.

Planar Shields


A Planar Warrior can also summon planar energies to form powerful shields.  These shields take the form of 3' diameter ovals which float on the Warrior's non-main side, and move to intercept attacks.  Each type of shield starts out with a base percentile chance to summon, which goes up by 10% each level.  

A shield can be summoned as many times a day as wished, and will stay until dispelled by the Warrior. 

Any shield that has a 110% chance of summoning can have the specific type (air, earth, fire, water of Elemental Shield, etc.) chosen.  A shield an only be maintained for 2 rounds per level.

1st level: Elemental Shield, 40% chance.

3rd level: Para-elemental Shield, 40% chance.

5th level: Quasi-elemental Shield, 30% chance. 

7th level: Material Planar Shield, 30% chance.

9th level: Other Planar Shield, 20% chance.

Special Hindrances:


A Planar Warrior is only allowed 1d4 followers, all members of a Planar Kit.  A Planar Warrior cannot have a permanent fortress before 14th level, when he has sufficiently mastered the planar energies the stay in one place for a lengthy period of time.  A Planar Warrior uses the Paladin/Ranger experience table to advance in levels.  A Warrior has a 100% base chance minus 1% per level (i.e. 94% chance at 6th level), min. of 75%, for his powers to fail while on the prime material plane.  A Planar Warrior has a 25% chance to nullify the magical dweomer of any magical item he has on his person.  In 1 round + 1 round for each magical plus, power, etc., the magical item will be completely useless to that Warrior.  For every round after the first, the item loses one power or plus, starting with the power that uses the most charges and working downward, with the pluses last.  When the item is completely powerless, it will not work for that Warrior until he advances in level, when he can make another check.  An item removed from his person before completely nullified and then replaced onto his person, will continue to be nullified at the point it was before being removed. The item will work for anyone else (even a Planar Warrior, although they have to make a new check), at full ability, immediately upon being removed from the Warrior's 

person.  A item nullified, and still on the Warrior's person, will not detect as magical, as its dweomer is completely engulfed and nullified by the planar energies of the Warrior.

Wealth Options: 


Standard (5d4+1) x 10gp.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Minor Planar Weapon

The Planar Warrior can summon these weapons as any type he wishes.  Each of

these weapons does an exra 1d10 of planar energy damage, in addition to

normal weapon damage.  Each weapon is considered +1 of its type.

Elemental plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Air. The weapon can disperse 1-yard portions of a cloud of smoke or gas

   if swung at them, and can keep vaporous creatures at bay or attack

   aerial creatures normally. It does double damage to earth or rock

   based creatures.

2. Earth. The weapon petrifies a creature on a natural 20, if they fail a

   saving throw versus petrification. It does double damage to gaseous

   or aerial creatures, and can attack earth-based or rock-like

   creatures normally.

3. Fire. The weapon can set any flammable substance alight by merely

   touching it, and can melt ice at the rate of 3 cubic feet per

   round. It allows one to attack flame-based creatures normally, but

   does double damage to liquid creatures, water-based, or cold-using

   creatures.

4. Water. The weapon, if three successive hits are made on a single

   creature, can attempt to "drown" the creature (assuming it is

   air-breathing) by filling its lungs with water. Thereafter, it must

   make a successful Constitution check every hit or take an

   additional 2d6 drowning damage. It can extinguish normal fires by

   touch, and allows one to attack liquid creatures normally. It does

   double damage to fire-based creatures.

Para-elemental plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Ice. The weapon causes a creature to freeze stiff for 3d4 rounds and

   take 3d4 extra damage if it hits on a natural 20. It can freeze up

   to 1 gallon of liquid per round of touch. It allows one to attack

   creatures of ice normally, but does double damage to earth-based

   and air-based creatures.

2. Magma. The weapon causes items struck to melt or become incinerated if

   they fail a saving throw versus magical fire. On a natural 20, it

   does triple damage to normal creatures (quadruple to vulnerable

   creatures). It allows one to attack lava creatures normally, but

   does double damage to water-based or air-based creatures.

3. Ooze. The weapon coats a creature with mud and slime, and on a natural

   20, causes their lungs to fill up with ooze (they must then make

   Constitution checks for 6 rounds or take 1d6 drowning damage per

   round). It allows one to attack slime or ooze creatures normally,

   but does double damage to fire-based and air-based creatures.

4. Smoke. The weapon causes 2d4 extra suffocation damage on a natural 20.

   It can fill one 1-yard square per round with smoke, which functions

   as normal smoke (the wielder is immune to negative effects of

   generated smoke). It allows one to attack mist or smoke-based

   creatures normally, and does double damage to water or earth-based

   creatures.

Quasi-elemental plane. Roll 1d8 to determine which:

1. Lightning. The weapon knocks a creature back up to 4 yards on a natural

   20, with a clap of thunder and 1d10 extra electrical damage. It

   allows one to attack electrical beings normally, and can do double

   damage to metallic, earth-based, or water-based creatures. Also, it

   is +4 to-hit against opponents with metal armour (because it is

   transmitted through such protections).

2. Minerals. The weapon on a natural 20 has a 50 percent chance of

   severing (as a sword of sharpness), otherwise the creature must

   save or be petrified. It allows one to attack crystalline or

   mineral creatures normally, but does double damage to air-based or

   particulate (dust or sand) creatures.

3. Radiance. The weapon turns an undead or shadow-creature on a natural

   20, otherwise on a 20 it blinds a normal creature for 2d6 rounds.

   It emits light out to a 30-foot radius. It allows one to attack

   creatures of light or radiance normally, and does double damage to

   shadow-based creatures or undead.

4. Steam. The weapon causes a normal creature to pass out from heat

   exhaustion on a natural 20. It emits one 1-yard square per round

   full of vapour (which does not hinder the wielder at all). It

   allows one to attack mist or vaporous creatures normally, and does

   double damage to flame (not purely heat-based) creatures or to cold

   (not purely water-based) creatures.

5. Ash. The weapon causes 2d6 extra cold damage on a natural 20. It lowers

   the temperature in a 20-foot radius by 15 degrees F every round

   (except the caster's body temperature). It allows one to attack

   ash-based creatures normally, and does double damage to flame or

   heat-based creatures.

6. Dust. The weapon causes 2d6 extra deterioration damage on a natural 20.

   If held in contact with solid material, it breaks down half a cubic

   foot of such per round, leaving behind only fine dust. It allows

   one to attack particulate (sand or dust) creatures normally, and

   does double damage to crystalline, rock, or earth-based creatures.

7. Salt. The weapon causes 2d6 extra dehydration damage on a natural 20.

   If held in contact with organic materials, it desiccates them

   completely in 2 rounds. It allows one to attack salt elementals

   normally, and does double damage to water-based or liquid

   creatures.

8. Vacuum. The weapon causes 2d6 decompression damage on a natural 20. It

   sucks one 1-yard square per round full of air into oblivion (the

   caster has no problems breathing), creating medium winds and having

   worse effects in enclosed spaces. It allows one to attack creatures

   of vacuum normally, and does double damage to air-based creatures.

Border/Material plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Astral. The weapon is invisible, but ignores all physical barriers to

   attack. It can cut a creature's silver cord on a natural 20

   (assuming they are projected). It does double damage to creatures

   from the astral plane. A normal creature isn't able to heal from

   its wounds unless magically healed (as the damage is to the being's

   aura).

2. Ethereal. The weapon is faintly visible as a ghostlike dagger, but

   ignores all physical barriers to attack. It attacks ethereal,

   spirit, or in-phase creatures for double damage. A normal creatures

   isn't able to heal from its wounds unless magically healed (as the

   damage is to the being's spirit).

3. Negative material plane. The weapon drains one level or Hit Die of life

   energy on a natural 20. The weapon has no effect on undead

   creatures, but does double damage to creatures with a link to the

   positive material plane.

4. Positive material plane. The weapon causes its special damage as

   healing to any living being, but if the being is already at full

   hit points, this applies as "damage". This "damage" is actual, but

   does not count as pulling a creature below full hit points in terms

   of this spell. On a natural 20, it acts as a mace of disruption

   versus undead. Undead take double damage in any case from this

   weapon.

Outer plane. Roll 1d20 to determine which:

1. Mount Celestia (Seven Heavens). This weapon is gleaming white, and radiates golden

   light. It repels evil creatures as a fear spell, 5-yard radius. It

   does double damage to chaotic evil creatures, and cannot strike

   lawful good creatures. It can spray holy water upon command in a

   cone 5-foot base by 30 feet long with a 10-foot maximum spread.

2. Bytopia (Twin Paradises). This weapon is of entwined silver and white marble. It

   can cure serious wounds once per summoning upon lawful good and

   neutral good creatures, and cannot strike such. It does double

   damage to chaotic evil and neutral evil creatures.

3. Elysium. This weapon is of pure, glowing silver. It can turn undead and

   evil lycanthropes as a 9th-level priest. It does double damage to

   neutral evil creatures, and can disrupt undead creatures on a

   successful hit, although it cannot strike neutral good creatures.

4. Beastlands (Happy Hunting Grounds). This weapon is made of stout oaken

   wood. It radiates a 3-yard radius field of animal friendship aimed

   towards the caster. It cannot strike neutral good and chaotic good

   creatures, but does double damage to lawful evil and neutral evil

   creatures. It can cure light wounds to any normal plant or animal

   it touches, once per round.

5. Aborea (Olympus). This weapon is made of fine, polished steel. It cannot strike

   chaotic good creatures, but does double damage to lawful evil

   creatures. It can create food and wine upon command, as the priest

   spell (cast at ninth level). It also does damage as if swung by one

   with 18/00 Strength.

6. Ysgard (Gladsheim). This weapon crackles with lightning and fire, and is made of

   fine steel. It cannot strike chaotic good and chaotic neutral

   creatures, but does double damage to lawful neutral and lawful evil

   creatures. It gives a +2 to-hit and -2 on AC to any chaotic good

   and chaotic neutral warrior within 3 yards.

7-9. Limbo. This weapon randomly shifts colour, composition, and radiance

   every round. It can strike any creature who can be hit by +3

   weapons. Any spell effect directed at the wielder is changed into

   a wild surge. It randomly polymorphs any substance or object it

   touches once per round, and on a natural 20 polymorphs a creature

   randomly. It does double damage to lawful neutral creatures.

10. Pandemonium. This weapon is made of howling wind and darkness. On a

   natural 20, it blinds and confuses (as the spells) its target. It

   cannot strike chaotic neutral and chaotic evil creatures, but does

   double damage to lawful neutral and lawful good creatures.

11. The Abyss. This weapon drips acid and venom, and is seemingly composed

   of demon-parts. On a natural 20, it causes the target to save

   versus poison or take 2d20 poisonous acid damage, regardless of

   magical or natural resistance to poison or acid. It cannot strike

   chaotic evil creatures, but does double damage to lawful good

   creatures.

12. Cercari (Tartarus). This weapon is composed of stagnant black liquid. On a

   natural 20, it causes complete amnesia which can only be removed by

   a heal. It cannot strike neutral evil and chaotic evil creatures,

   but does double damage to lawful good and neutral good creatures.

13. The Grey Waste (Hades). This weapon is composed of bone and blood. On a natural 20, the  victim must save versus death magic or be transformed into an

   undead creature. It cannot strike neutral evil creatures, but does

   double damage to neutral good creatures.

14. Gehenna. This weapon is composed of mingled brimstone and shadow. It

   cannot strike neutral evil and lawful evil creatures, but does

   double damage to neutral good and chaotic good creatures. On a

   natural 20, it inflicts a rotting disease upon its victim (as per

   a mummy's touch).

15. Baator (Nine Hells). This weapon is composed of fire and brimstone. On a

   natural 20, the creature struck takes 2d20 flame damage, regardless

   of magical or natural resistance to fire. It cannot strike lawful

   evil creatures, but does double damage to chaotic good creatures.

16. Acheron. This weapon is made of cold iron which glows with a red

   radiance. On a natural 20, it paralyses its victim. It cannot

   strike lawful neutral and lawful evil creatures, but does double

   damage to chaotic good and chaotic neutral creatures.

17. Mecanus (Nirvana). This weapon is perfectly symmetrical along at least two axes,  and appears to be made of grey crystal. On a natural 20, its victim

   is held for 2d6 rounds. It cannot strike lawful neutral creatures,

   but does double damage to chaotic neutral creatures.

18. Arcadia. This weapon appears to be made of wood which has been turned

   into precious metal. When it touches any poison or acid, the latter

   is instantly nullified. It cannot strike lawful good and lawful

   neutral creatures, but does double damage to chaotic neutral and

   chaotic evil creatures. It can cure poison once per round when it

   is touched to a creature.

19-20. Outlands (Concordant Opposition). This weapon is of pure white crystal, fine

   steel, and polished obsidian intertwined. It cannot strike druids

   or other creatures who protect the balance. It does double damage

   to lawful good, chaotic good, chaotic evil and lawful evil

   creatures. Its attack ignores the defences of a creature whose

   powers are based on strong alignment, such as demons, paladins, and

   slaadi.

Major Planar Weapon

The Planar Warrior can summon these weapons as any type he wishes.  Each

of these weapons causes an extra 3d6 points of planar damage, and are con-

sidered a +3 weapon.

Elemental plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Air. The weapon can release a gust of wind upon command, one per three

   rounds, and can thus keep vaporous creatures at bay. It allows one to

   attack aerial creatures normally. It does double damage to earth or

   rock based creatures.

2. Earth. The weapon petrifies a creature on a natural 20. It can cleave

   through rock and soil with ease. It does double damage to gaseous or

   aerial creatures, and can attack earth-based or rock-like creatures

   normally.

3. Fire. The weapon can emit a burst of flame into any adjacent 1-yard space

   upon command (this does burning hands damage as if cast at ninth level

   of experience), and can melt ice at the rate of 1 cubic yard per

   round. It allows one to attack flame-based creatures normally, but

   does double damage to liquid creatures, water-based, or cold-using

   creatures.

4. Water. The weapon, if two successive hits are made on a single creature,

   can attempt to "drown" the creature (assuming it is air-breathing) by

   filling its lungs with water. Thereafter, it must make a successful

   Constitution check at -4 upon every hit or take an additional 2d8

   drowning damage. It can soak any adjacent 1-yard square with water,

   extinguishing normal fires, upon command. It also allows one to attack

   liquid creatures normally. It does double damage to fire-based

   creatures.

Para-elemental plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Ice. The weapon causes a creature to freeze stiff for 4d8 rounds, taking

   3d8 extra damage if it hits on a natural 20. It can freeze up to 10

   cubic feet of liquid per round of touch. It allows one to attack

   creatures of ice normally, but does double damage to earth-based and

   air-based creatures.

2. Magma. The weapon causes items touched to melt or become incinerated when

   it touches them, with only magical items obtaining a saving throw. On

   a natural 20, it does triple damage to normal creatures (quadruple to

   vulnerable creatures). It allows one to attack lava creatures

   normally, but does double damage to water-based or air-based

   creatures.

3. Ooze. The weapon coats a creature with mud and slime, and causes its lungs

   to fill up with ooze (they must then make Constitution checks for 6

   rounds or take 1d6 drowning damage per round). It allows one to attack

   slime or ooze creatures normally, but does double damage to fire-based

   and air-based creatures.

4. Smoke. The weapon causes 3d6 extra suffocation damage on a natural 20. It

   can fill three 1-yard squares per round with smoke, which functions as

   normal smoke (the wielder is immune to negative effects of generated

   smoke). It allows one to attack mist or smoke-based creatures

   normally, and does double damage to water or earth-based creatures.

Quasi-elemental plane. Roll 1d8 to determine which:

1. Lightning. The weapon knocks a creature back up to 10 yards on a natural

   20, with a clap of thunder and 3d8 extra electrical damage. It allows

   one to attack electrical beings normally, and can do double damage to

   metallic, earth-based, or water-based creatures. Also, it is +4 to-hit

   against opponents with metal armour (because it is transmitted through

   such protections).

2. Minerals. The weapon on a natural 20 has a 50 percent chance of severing

   (as a sword of sharpness), otherwise the creature is petrified. It

   allows one to attack crystalline or mineral creatures normally, but

   does double damage to air-based or particulate (dust or sand)

   creatures.

3. Radiance. The weapon turns an undead or shadow-creature, and on a natural

   20, blinds a normal creature for 4d8 rounds. It emits light out to a

   90-foot radius. It allows one to attack creatures of light or radiance

   normally, and does double damage to shadow-based creatures or undead.

4. Steam. The weapon causes a normal creature to pass out from heat

   exhaustion, taking 2d8 extra damage, on a natural 20. It emits three

   1-yard squares per round full of vapour (which does not hinder the

   wielder at all). It allows one to attack mist or vaporous creatures

   normally, and does double damage to flame (not purely heat-based)

   creatures or to cold (not purely water-based) creatures.

5. Ash. The weapon causes 4d6 extra cold damage on a natural 20. It lowers

   the temperature in a 40-foot radius by 25 degrees F every round

   (except the caster's body temperature). It allows one to attack

   ash-based creatures normally, and does double damage to flame or

   heat-based creatures.

6. Dust. The weapon causes 4d6 extra deterioration damage on a natural 20. If

   held in contact with solid material, breaks down 2 cubic feet of such

   per round, leaving behind only fine dust. It allows one to attack

   particulate (sand or dust) creatures normally, and does double damage

   to crystalline, rock, or earth-based creatures.

7. Salt. The weapon causes 4d6 extra dehydration damage on a natural 20. If

   held in contact with organic materials, desiccates them completely in

   1 round. It allows one to attack salt elementals normally, and does

   double damage to water-based or liquid creatures.

8. Vacuum. The weapon causes 4d6 decompression damage on a natural 20. It

   sucks 4 1-yard squares per round full of air into oblivion (the caster

   has no problems breathing), creating high winds and having worse

   effects in enclosed spaces. It allows one to attack creatures of

   vacuum normally, and does double damage to air-based creatures.

Border/Material plane. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Astral. The weapon is invisible, but ignores all physical barriers to

   attack. It can cut a creature's silver cord on a natural 20 (assuming

   they are projected). It does double damage to creatures from the

   astral plane. A normal creature isn't able to heal from its wounds

   unless magically healed (as the damage is to the being's aura).

2. Ethereal. The weapon is faintly visible as a ghostlike dagger, but ignores

   all physical barriers to attack. It attacks ethereal, spirit, or

   in-phase creatures for double damage. A normal creatures isn't able to

   heal from its wounds unless magically healed (as the damage is to the

   being's spirit).

3. Negative material plane. The weapon drains two levels or Hit Dice of life

   energy on a natural 20. The weapon has no effect on undead creatures,

   but does double damage to creatures with a link to the positive

   material plane.

4. Positive material plane. The weapon causes its special damage as healing

   to any living being, but if the being is already at full hit points,

   this applies as "damage". This "damage" is actual, but does not count

   as pulling a creature below full hit points in terms of this spell. On

   a natural 19 or 20, it acts as a mace of disruption versus undead.

   Undead take double damage in any case from this weapon.

Outer plane. Roll 1d20 to determine which:

1. Seven Heavens. This weapon is gleaming white, and radiates golden light.

   It repels evil creatures as a fear spell, 10-yard radius. It does

   double damage to chaotic evil creatures, and cannot strike lawful good

   creatures. It can spray holy water upon command in a cone 10-foot base

   by 50 feet long with a 30-foot maximum spread.

2. Twin Paradises. This weapon is of entwined silver and white marble. It can

   cure serious wounds three times per summoning upon lawful good and

   neutral good creatures, and cannot strike such. It does double damage

   to chaotic evil and neutral evil creatures.

3. Elysium. This weapon is of pure, glowing silver. It can turn undead and

   evil lycanthropes as a 12th-level priest. It does double damage to

   neutral evil creatures, and can disrupt undead creatures on a

   successful hit, although it cannot strike neutral good creatures.

4. Beastlands (Happy Hunting Grounds). This weapon is made of stout oaken

   wood. It radiates a 6-yard radius field of animal friendship aimed

   towards the caster. It cannot strike neutral good and chaotic good

   creatures, but does double damage to lawful evil and neutral evil

   creatures. It can cure serious wounds to any normal plant or animal it

   touches, once per round.

5. Olympus. This weapon is made of fine, polished steel. It cannot strike

   chaotic good creatures, but does double damage to lawful evil

   creatures. It can create food and wine upon command, as the priest

   spell (cast at twelfth level). It also does damage as if swung by one

   with 21 Strength.

6. Gladsheim. This weapon crackles with lightning and fire, and is made of

   fine steel. It cannot strike chaotic good and chaotic neutral

   creatures, but does double damage to lawful neutral and lawful evil

   creatures. It gives a +4 to-hit and -4 on AC to any chaotic good and

   chaotic neutral warrior within 4 yards.

7-9. Limbo. This weapon randomly shifts colour, composition, and radiance

   every round. It can strike any creature who can be hit by +4 weapons.

   Any spell effect directed at the wielder changes into a wild surge. It

   randomly polymorphs any substance or object it touches twice per

   round, and on a natural 19 or 20 polymorphs a creature randomly. It

   does double damage to lawful neutral creatures.

10. Pandemonium. This weapon is made of howling wind and darkness. On a

   natural 19 or 20, it blinds and confuses (as the spells) its target.

   It cannot strike chaotic neutral and chaotic evil creatures, but does

   double damage to lawful neutral and lawful good creatures.

11. The Abyss. This weapon drips acid and venom, and is seemingly composed of

   demon-parts. On a natural 19 or 20, it causes the target to save

   versus poison or take 3d20 poisonous acid damage, regardless of

   magical or natural resistance to poison or acid. It cannot strike

   chaotic evil creatures, but does double damage to lawful good

   creatures.

12. Tartarus. This weapon is composed of stagnant black liquid. On a natural

   19 or 20, it causes complete amnesia which can only be removed by a

   heal. It cannot strike neutral evil and chaotic evil creatures, but

   does double damage to lawful good and neutral good creatures.

13. Hades. This weapon is composed of bone and blood. On a natural 19 or 20,

   the victim must save versus death magic or be transformed into an

   undead creature. It cannot strike neutral evil creatures, but does

   double damage to neutral good creatures.

14. Gehenna. This weapon is composed of mingled brimstone and shadow. It

   cannot strike neutral evil and lawful evil creatures, but does double

   damage to neutral good and chaotic good creatures. On a natural 19 or

   20, it inflicts a rotting disease upon its victim (as per a mummy's

   touch).

15. Nine Hells. This weapon is composed of fire and brimstone. On a natural

   19 or 20, the creature struck takes 3d20 flame damage, regardless of

   magical or natural resistance to fire. It cannot strike lawful evil

   creatures, but does double damage to chaotic good creatures.

16. Acheron. This weapon is made of cold iron which glows with a red

   radiance. On a natural 19 or 20, it paralyses its victim. It cannot

   strike lawful neutral and lawful evil creatures, but does double

   damage to chaotic good and chaotic neutral creatures.

17. Nirvana. This weapon is perfectly symmetrical along at least two axes,

   and appears to be made of grey crystal. On a natural 19 or 20, its

   victim is held for 3d6 rounds. It cannot strike lawful neutral

   creatures, but does double damage to chaotic neutral creatures.

18. Arcadia. This weapon appears to be made of wood which has been turned

   into precious metal. When it touches any poison or acid, the latter is

   instantly nullified. It cannot strike lawful good and lawful neutral

   creatures, but does double damage to chaotic neutral and chaotic evil

   creatures. It can cure poison twice per round when it is touched to

   any creature.

19-20. Concordant Opposition. This weapon is of pure white crystal, fine

   steel, and polished obsidian intertwined. It cannot strike druids or

   other creatures who protect the balance. It does double damage to

   lawful good, chaotic good, chaotic evil and lawful evil creatures. Its

   attack ignores the defences of a creature whose powers are based on

   strong alignment, such as demons, paladins, and slaadi.

99-00. Unusual, demi-planar. Roll 1d4 to determine which:

1. Demi-plane of electromagnetism. The weapon is +5 to-hit against opponents

   clad in metallic armour. It can repel or attract metal objects with 17

   Strength within a 5-yard radius at command. On a natural 20, it knocks

   back an opponent up to 8 yards for 3d6 extra impact damage. It does

   double damage to creatures of a ferrous composition.

2. Demi-plane of shadow. The weapon is actually only quasi-real, but appears

   to be made of solid blackness. A creature struck must disbelieve or

   take double actual damage. It does double damage against creatures of

   light or any illusory "beings". On a natural 19 or 20, blinds a

   creature for 3d6 turns.

3. Demi-plane of time. The weapon appears to be simply a wavering violet

   outline. It ages a creature 2 years for each point of damage accrued

   (random direction, 50% chance each hit of ageing older or younger). On

   a natural 20, throws an opponent 1d4x1d100 turns into the future (or

   the past - at the DM's option).

4. DM's option. This can be as strange as you like. It can be a weapon

   composed of the mists of Ravenloft, of the phlogiston, or of some

   far-distant and really bizarre plane of the DM's own devising.

Planar Shields

  Magical 


         AC

   Plus           
        

  Adjustment

    +1

             

       -2 (-3)

Elemental Shield, roll 1d4

1. Air
This shield prevents flying creature of M size or smaller, while they are flying, from approaching the user of the shield.  It is considered +3 against earth or rock based creatures, and can block vaporous or 

air-based normally.

2. Earth
This shield has a 3 in 10 chance of breaking any non-magical weapon blocked, and a 1 in 10 chance of breaking a magical weapon, if the user makes his nullification check.  It is considered +3 against gaseous or aerial creatures, and can block earth-based or rock-like creatures normally.

3. Fire
This shield causes 2d4 points of heat damage to anyone who attacks the user with a melee weapon.  It is considered +3 against liquid, water-based, or cold-using creatures, and can block flame-based creatures normally.

4. Water
This shield has a 3 in 10 chance of causing a weapon that is used against the user to slip out of its wielders hand.  It is considered +3 against fire-based creatures, and can block liquid creatures normally.

Para-elemental Shield, roll 1d4

1. Ice
This shield causes the creature which attacks the user with a melee weapon to freeze stiff for 2d8 rounds lose 1d4+1 points of dexterity for 2d4 rounds afterward.  It is considered +3 against earth-based and air-based creatures, and can block creatures of ice normally.

2. Magma
This shield causes any non-magical weapon that attacks the user to be melted or incinerated, and any magical weapon if the user makes his nullification check.  It does 2d4 heat damage to anyone attacking the user with a melee weapon.  It is considered +3 against water-based or air-based creatures, and can block lava creatures normally.

3. Ooze
This shield causes any weapon that attacks the user to be captured in sticky mud.  It requires a BB/LG check to pull free, and the user can release the weapon at will.  It also gives the wielder of the weapon a 3 in 10 chance of losing the weapon everytime it is used, because it is so slippery.  It is considered +3 against fire-based and air-based creatures, and can block slime or ooze creatures normally.

4. Smoke
This shield causes anyone attacking the user with a melee weapon to be covered in a thick pall of smoke, effectively blinding them.  It does 2d4 suffocation damage per round to anyone covered by the pall.  It is considered +3 against water or earth-based creatures, and can block mist or smoke-based creatures normally.

Quasi-elemental Weapon, roll 1d8.

1. Lightning 
Anyone attacking the user of this shield with a melee weapon of any type must roll a saving throw vs. death or be knocked back up to 4 yards, with a clap of thunder and 2d4 electrical damage to the wielder.  They have a penalty to this saving throw equal to the number of levels the user exceeds the 

wielder of the weapon (the converse is also true).  It is considered +3 against metallic, earth-based, or water-based creatures, and can block electrical beings normally.    Also, anyone attacking the user with a metallic weapon gets a -2 penalty to their saving throw.

2. Minerals
Any non-magical weapon that attacks the user of this shield is turned to a soft, brown sandstone.   A magical weapon must roll a nullification check (25%) to see whether the shield affects it.  If the check is failed (roll over 25%) then the weapon must roll another to see whether it is turned into 

hard, black obsidian (see DARK SUN campaign for details on obsidian weapons).  It is considered +3 against air-based or paniculate (dust or sand) creatures, and can block crystalline or mineral creatures normally.

3. Radiance
This shield turns undead, of lower level then the user who fail a saving vs. death with a -2 penalty, who are attacking him.  Undead or shadow creatures of equal or greater level are merely under the effects of a slow spell, if they fail the previous save, do the unpleasant effects of the shield.  If the 

undead is more than five levels above the user, then they are unaffected.  therwise it blinds the attacker (if they're not undead and they fail their save) for 4d4 rounds.  It emits light (equal to a continual light spell in brightness) out to 60 feet.  It is considered +3 against shadow-based creatures or undead, and can block creatures of light or radiance normally.

4. Steam
This shield causes any creature, of lower level than the user, attacking the user to pass out from heat exhaustion.  Creatures of equal or higher level must make a save vs. death at -2 to avoid the effects.  The shield also emits two 1-yard squares per round full of vapor.  It is considered +3 against flame creatures or cold creatures, and can block mist or vaporous creatures normally.

5. Ash
This weapon causes 2d6 of cold damage to any creature attacking the user.  Creatures of equal or higher level receive a saving throw vs. death at a -2 penalty for no damage.  It lowers the temperature in a 30-foot radius by 30 degrees F every round.  It is considered +3 against flame or heat-based creatures, and can block ash-based creatures normally.

6. Dust
This shield causes 2d6 of deterioration damage to any creature attacking the user.  Creatures of equal or higher level receive a saving throw vs. death at a -2 penalty to avoid damage.  Once per turn, it can create a 5' radius cloud of dust around the user, blinding all within who fail a save vs. death (no 

modifiers).  It is considered +3 against crystalline, rock, or earth-based creatures, and can block particulate (sand or dust) creatures normally.

7. Salt
This shield causes 2d6 of dehydration damage to any creature attacking the user.  Creatures of equal or higher level than the user receive a saving throw vs. death at a -2 penalty to avoid damage.  Once per turn, it can draw the moisture from all creatures within a 5'  radius, stunning them for 1 round.  It is considered +3 against water-based or liquid creatures, and can block salt elementals normally.

8. Vacuum
This shield causes 2d6 of decompression damage to any creature attacking the user.  Creatures of equal or higher level receive a saving throw vs. death at a -2 penalty.  Once per turn, it can create a 5' radius vacuum bubble around the user, completely blocking all matter from reaching the caster.  The bubble holds enough air for 1 person to breathe for 2 rounds while in the bubble, and the bubble requires one round the shut down.  The bubble can be set to allow in air, but then it will only last 3 rounds and only has a 50% chance of absorbing matter.  The shield is considered +3 against air-based creatures, and can block creatures of vacuum normally.

Material Planar Shield, roll 1d2

1. Negative
This shield drains two levels or HDs of life from any creature attacking the user, unless the save vs. death at a -4 penalty (creatures of higher level only lose one level or HD, and they get a save vs. death at -2 for no drain).  It cannot block undead but is considered +3 against creatures with a link to 

the positive material plane.

2. Positive
This shield heals 2d6 hit points to any creature touching it, except for evil.  It does 2d6 damage to any evil creature touching it.  It cannot block evil creatures but is considered +3 against creatures with a link to the negative material plane.  It acts as a mace of disruption to any undead who attack it and fail a save vs. death with a -4 penalty.

Other Planar Shield, roll 1d8

1. Magor, Lost Plane
This shield is made of swirling, magical energies.  Once per turn, the user can "cast" a spell (randomly determined on the table below) at 1/2 of the users level (round down), using the shield's magical energies.  This shield offers the protection of a ring of protection +3 (equal in all ways to that protection).

Spells, roll 1d2 for level

Level 1, roll 1d6

1. Armor

2. Friends

3. Hypnotism

4. Protection from evil/good (pick one)

5. Shield

6. Wall of fog

Level 2, roll 1d4

1. Darkness, 15' radius

2. Fog Cloud

3. Invisibility

4. Mirror Image

2. Electromagnetism, Demi-Plane 
 This shield automatically blocks any weapon containing metal that is used to attack the user.  Once per turn, it can summon an electromagnetic bubble around the user, which will repel all metal objects with a 5' radius, with a strength equivalent to 17.  It is considered +3 against creatures of ferrous composition.

3. Palastin, Lost Plane
This shield appears to be made of the metal images of hundreds of dragons, all different types, some never before seen and totally unknown.  Any dragon breath weapon used against the user is automatically absorbed (it appears to be inhaled by the dragons) by the shield.  Note: this does not affect anyone outside of a 3' radius of the user.

4. Lucanest, Lost Plane
This shield is made of a dark red, almost black,  jewel-like substance.  It gives the user the powers of any one category of martial art diffencive moves (locks, etc.).  It is considered +3 against martial art using creatures.

5. Core Fire, Inner Planar Core
Instead of a normal shield, the user summons up a wall of fire-like effect.  The user can create a wall of fire 20' long, 5' thick and 15' high, in whatever form he desires (circle, crescent, line, etc.).  A circle formed by this would be roughly 6 1/2' in diameter, 3 1/4' radius.  The wall does 4d6 + 1 pint per 2 levels of fire damage to anyone touching the wall.  The flames are so 

thick and powerful that it takes 1 round/foot to pass through a wall.   The wall radiates all heat away from the user, so only on side of the wall radiates heat, even though touching either side will cause damage.  Anyone within 5' of the radiating side of the wall takes 2d4 points of heat damage.  When gone, the wall leaves no sign of having ever existed.

6. Core Ice, Inner Planar Core
Instead of a normal shield, the user summons up a wall of ice-like effect.  The user can create a wall of ice 40' long, 6' thick, and 20'  high, in what ever form he desires (circle, crescent, line, etc.).  A circle formed by this would be roughly 12' in diameter, 6' radius.  The wall causes 2d4 points of cold damage to any who touch it.  It radiates a slight amount of cold, although not enough to damage.  The user can maintain the wall from melting by concentrating (during which he cannot walk faster than 1/2 movement, cannot fight, and cannot talk in more than short sentences), if within 40' of the wall.  If he stops concentrating or his concentration is broken, the wall begins to melt, and will be gone in 2 rounds per cubic foot.  It withstands blows as if a stone wall.  he wall leaves no water behind or any sign that it was ever there.

7. Whirligig, Lost Plane
This shield appears to be made of gears, levers, and gadgets all melded into a shield.  Once per turn, the user can activate one of the gadgets in the shield to aid in his defense.  This gadgets are notoriously unpredictable, sometimes very useful, sometimes worthless.  This shield is considered +3 against creatures of organized and predictable machinery, and can block against unpredictable machinery and its effects normally.

Gadget Effects (user is not immune to gadget affects), roll 1d100

1-10 Creates wall of force at 9th level of spell use.

11-20 Creates cloud of thick, black smoke covering everything within 10' of user.  Impossible to see through, and lasts 2d4 + 2 rounds (it cannot be blown away).

21-30 Makes piercing whistle, audible for 1d4 miles and deafening all within 100' for 1d4 +6 rounds who fail a save vs. death.  Anyone hearing the whistle can easily tell the general source of the whistle.

31-40 Creates illusion of 1d4 x 1000 warriors rising from the ground.  Illusion is complete in all ways, and warriors are actually shadow-magic, under control of user.  Lasts 2d6 + 1 rounds

41-50 Creates illusion of 1d4 x 1000 pink bunnies rising from the ground.  Illusion is complete in all ways, and bunnies are actually shadow magic, under control of user.  Lasts 2d6 + 1 rounds.

51-60 Summons 1d4 dancing swords that automatically dance and attack anyone the user wishes.  Stay for 3d6 rounds.

61-70 Becomes vaporous and acts as magnet for any metal weapon.  All attackers get +4 to hit and the user loses all AC benefits of shield.  Lasts 1d4 + 2 rounds.

71-80 Creates Iron Golem from gears, with all powers of Iron Golem and under command of user.  Last 1d4 + 1 rounds.

81-90 Summons 1d3 Tinker Gnomes in full battle armor, armed with as many "weapon" as they can carry.  They are self-willed, but of the alignment of the user and will do all they can to assist him.  They can stay as long as no other effect of the shield is used and the shield is not dispelled.

91-00 Creates 5' radius pit directly under the user.  The pit is 1d4 x 10' deep and is permanent.

Note: Subject to DM approval, it is possible for a higher level Planar Warrior to summon a shield with more gadgets, or merely different ones.  After all, the plane is infinite.

8. Athas, Prime Material Plane 
This shield is made of hardened sand, with the symbol of a crimson son blazoned in the center.  It radiates heat, raising the temperature 30 degrees F, within 30', per round, to a maximum of 150 degrees F.  Once per turn, the user can cause the sun symbol to create a blazing crimson sun-like sphere around him.  It has a radius of 10', and causes (1d4 +1) points of damage to anyone who touches it.  The sphere lasts for 1d4 + 1 rounds.

From zarntson@eecs.wsu.edu Fri Feb 16 06:44:31 1996

Love Letter changes


Well, here's the changes I made to Love Letter ... I figured they

were to good NOT to post here (boy, I'm getting cocky! ;)

The party is found in Sigil by a Dust Mephit who asks for their

services and then produces a contract, which he supplies the quill

to sign (it's a vrock feather, if any player is versed in tanar'ri).

The contract reads as follows:

For my clients,


First, I must make apologies for this most inconvenient method

of employment.  Unfortunately, my duties require me elsewhere -- I do

hope my messenger is an acceptable alternative.


My request is no less important, in any case.  I need your co-

operation -- to retrieve a specific item from a small realm near the

Outlands (the location is irrelevant, however, as I have provided my

messenger with a gate key).  The item in question is called by some a

Seeker Stone -- my messenger will provide you with one of the Stones;

her sister is that which you will seek.


For your services, I am willing to pay you each 250 gold pieces

of Sigilian make, and give your party a magical blade I happened across

not too long ago (swordplay is not my specialty, and I feel the weapon

would benefit being in hands other than my own).


Should you accept my quest and generous offer upon completion,

please sign below sow that I may have proof of your acceptance and

reward you proper upon your return.


Your gracious employer,



Mephiston

--

Here's the dark of the contract:


NOTE: The contract is actually a magical item which allows the

two fiends to write back and forth secretly, while to ordinary observers

the paper still appears as a contract.  To preserve the item, it must

be written on with a vrock feather, and to write secretly, the user 

must use their own blood for ink.  During the making of the scroll (the

fiends' last physical encounter, possibly decades ago), the succubus

and cornugon shared blood -- only those two may read each other's

writings.

--

Here's the chant on the dust mephit:

Notes on the Dust Mephit, Gauntwing the Pale, Mephit of the Night, and

Keeper of the Blackest Secrets:


Gauntwing was not actually created by his current master

[Kas'rarlin, aka Mephiston].  He was a gift to the cornugon from an

amnizu who, pleased with the cornugon's "work" on the field of

battle, generously granted the cornugon the morbid dust mephit.

[and in recognition of the cornugon's failed assassination attempt]

The self-named Gauntwing was more of a pain than a decent servant,

though to dispose of him was to incur the wrath of the amnizu.  Instead,

the cornugon benevolently offered the mephit freedom if the mephit

were to perform a simple errand ... [that of obtaining a party [the

PCs] and delivering the contract, though Gauntwing also thinks he

is to help get the Seeker Stone]


Gauntwing feels no loyalty to his cruel cornugon master, though

fear of retribution and his desire for freedom (though he'll never 

forget the _horrors_ and _humility_ [he IS a dramatic dust mephit]

of being the slave of a fiend!) keep Gauntwing on his quest.  Once

he actually becomes free, he will attempt to join the party, for both

companionship and protection (though he'd never admit that he actually

_desires friends_ (the very thought is unbearable!) [actually, the 

party can't stand Gauntwing so he didn't join them in the end]


Once he has seen some of Sigil, Gauntwing will be recruited

(with as much enthusiasm as they can muster) by the Dustmen, and will

go quite willingly.  Gauntwing realizes that he is unable to gain

the power of other mortals [level advancement, in game terms], but

would rather stay in his original mephit form than be polymorphed --

so that he can endure the futility.


NOTE: His one flaw in accepting the Dustmen's philosophy is that

he (unadmittedly) enjoys futility and other morbid realizations -- this

is all that keeps him from advancing farther than the Fifth Circle [

See the Factol's Manifesto for more details on the Circles of the Dust-

men]

--

As far as the adventure is concerned, I led the party as described

in WoW which proved entertaining enough ... what with a dust mephit

companion, and a Guvner who actually trusted the talking skull ...

for the longest time, the party thought they were in Avernus.  The 

Guvner, a part-Baatezu tiefling, kept asking where all the fireballs

in the sky went, and why the ground isn't sharp ...

Anyway, I added two levels to Chiryn's tower, and when they actually

got to her bedroom, I went my own direction:

The Party Owns : Stone of Seeking (black), Written Contract (love

letter)


When they meet up with the succubus, she will first ask

for "what is hers."  If the party is ignorant, she will mention

a document (if she sees the Contract, she will ask to see it).


If they do not agree, she will attempt to charm the wielder

of the contract, then using her influence to cause that person to

leave the contract behind.


If the party suggests that she gives them the Seeker Stone,

will only trade _hers_ for _theirs_ (this is entirely within the

word of the contract ... if the party fails to notice this then the

dust mephit announces the to return only the red stone (Chiryn's) 

adhers to the contract).


If the party agrees to give them the document, she bids them

to stay for "a night" (although the sun here never sets).


Those who were willing to cooperate with her have soothing,

sensual dreams and awake with 1d4+1 hp restored [this was to heal

them after their encounter with some lesser tanar'ri on the way].

ANy memebers who opposed her have dreams which mix pleasure and pain,

no spells can be memorized, and all rolls are at a -1/5% penalty until

the PC gets a full night's rest.


When the "night" is over and the party awakes, the succubus 

enters the chamber and hands them their contract (observant characters

may wish to make an Int check to notice a faint perfume on the pages).

Other than its scent, the contract has not been noticably changed.

--


Well, that's pretty much the write up I did ... a couple of


messy handwritten pages ... I hope it helps those who haven't


run Love Letter yet ... I really think that the contract scheme


is more befitting the devious nature of a Baatezu high-up,


while the succubus is a little more straightforward and eventually


asks for the contract (and the PCs being low-level, and Chiryn


having more powers than an ordinary succubus, how could they


have refused? >:) ...


Okay, that's enough typing for now ... If I get a rejection


from Dragon and Dungeon, I'll post my cool little part of


Pandemonium here ...



-Zak



zarntson@eecs.wsu.edu



http://www.eecs.wsu.edu/~zarntson/

Here's the chant on the Dust Mephit:

(Barrie, if you read this, I will hunt you down and kill you in

your sleep!)

Notes on the Dust Mephit, Gauntwing the Pale, Mephit of the Night, and

Keeper of the Blackest Secrets:

Gauntwing was not actually created by his current master [

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Mon, 19 Feb 1996 12:32:11 GMT

Mephit messages


You may remember that some time ago a message was posted about the 

complex Lower Planar Social Code of Mephit messages. [To the sender: 

sorry; I don't remember who you are, but it was an interesting one for 

sure].

I've been pondering through my PSMCI and filled in the gaps...now, 

when your players irk a baatezu, have the fiend send 'em a mephit for 

a gift. Not only will it confuse 'em (and show them how Clueless they 

still are), but it'll also drive 'em barmy with its whiny little 

voice...

THE MEPHIT CODE

    Mephits are often sent by Lower Planar spellcasters, fiends and 

powermongers of Sigil to their enemies to convey messages. The type 

and number of mephits sent relays the message, in the form of an 

ancient code. Details of this code are given below. The recipients of 

these mephit messages are free to do what they will with the 

elemental creatures; keep them, enslave them, or destroy them; the 

meaning's the same. Mephits are never sent to friends or allies, as 

anyone who's ever met a mephit understands.

    Air: A warning to beware, for the giver intends to surprise the 

recipient with an ambush or political treachery. This gift is usually 

timed to arrive when it's already too late to prevent the inevitable. 

Lower Planar diplomats fear the sudden breezes in their rooms caused 

when an air mephit appears.

    Smoke: A gesture of insolence and contempt that amounts to a 

declaration of a vendetta.

    Earth: A sign that the giver will not concede to demands; a 

stubborn answer of 'No!' to a request.

    Ooze: A sarcastic gift, sent by a spellcaster who's sure the 

recipient is far weaker than he. Often this gift is insulting enough 

to goad the recipient into making a mistake.

    Fire: Displeasure at an enemy's actions, ranging from disapproval 

to downright fury depending upon how many mephits are sent.

    Radiant: Request for a truce; in effect the 'white flag' of 

mephit messages.

    Water: A sarcastic message sent when the spellcaster has evaded a 

trap or plot of the recipient's. Formally the answer to an air 

mephit, if the giver survives the ambush.

    Ice: The recipient is forbidden to enter the giver's home. This 

can include Realm, Layer or even Plane, at the giver's digression.

    Dust: This gift represents a subtle threat, with the connotation 

that shows that the sender has recognised some plot of the recipient 

against him.

    Salt: A blatant declaration of open warfare.

    Lightning: A warning to the recipient to reconsider tactics, as 

the giver has a hidden ally who can swing matters. This often turns 

out to be a hollow threat, so the sender is either sure of himself 

and his ally, or bluffing.

    Mineral: Signifies a willingness to compromise on some point and 

a corresponding exchange of power or lands. A request for more direct 

communication.

    Magma: A gift of gloating, when the giver has bested the 

recipient at some intellectual challenge.

    Ash: A rude message that the giver doesn't even think the 

recipient is worth corresponding with any more.

    Mist: A mysterious warning that someone close to the recipient is 

an assassin. This message is used to encourage paranoia and 

insecurity between the recipient and his allies.

    Steam: A message of agreement; the opposite of the earth mephit 

message, except there's the connotation of a gloating 'I told you so' 

to the acceptance.
From kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU Wed Feb 21 00:05:54 1996

From: kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU

Temple of Dark Secrets


Finally!  I misplaced the final copy of my version of the insides of the

Temple of Dark Secrets in Ribcage (though I suppose this could be the

inside of any temple dedicated to the Baatezu.)  Some people had asked for

it on the list and I now may oblige them.  Hope you enjoy it!  -Scott

________________________________________________________________________

Planescape(R) is a registered Trade Mark of TSR INC. Many of the places

described here in are the creations and hence property of TSR. We do not

contend or wish to infringe on their ownership of these concepts. All other

work is property of the author and may not be used without explicit

permission.

________________________________________________________________________

Inside The Temple of Dark Secrets  (Ribcage)

  The inside of the stone temple of Dark Secrets is a cavernous cathedral,

long and rectangular with regularly spaced windows 20ft

off the ground.  Lining both sides of the temple are a series of doors

where supplicants may worship and from which cries may occasionally be

uttered.  A long red carpet stretches out between statues of a couple of

pit fiends and down between 2 rows of benches to a large blood-stained altar

which Flamen clergy polish unendingly with little progress.  The

atmosphere of the temple is oppressive and rigid; a curious mix of fear and

anticipation in equal measures.  Just how the Baatezu like it.

Read (If entering during services) :  Orderly lines of cleanly scrubbed

supplicants march in rows in stiffly pressed black robes with heads bowed low.  

You join these sods as they step together in perfect synchrony almost like

they were following an eerie drum that was being beaten by some dark Power.

 Statues of enormous pit fiends greet your entrance with outstretched arms

and sharp talons.  A river of red carpet runs down into the temple.  The

ebony pews fill in exact fashion from front to back and the inexorable tide

of worshippers washes you to a bench.

        As you sit down, a pair of fiendish horns carved from the bench juts

from your newly found seat and sting you in the back.  Berks all around you

reach for small books and begin to recite prayers for deliverance by the

Baatezu.  As you try to figure the dark of this kip, all the while staring

at the enormous blood-stained altar before you, you notice the eager,

barely held anticipation on the faces around you, anticipation for

something unspoken...the promise of

pain?

1.  Entrance:  Large ebony doors enter into the temple.  Statues of two

10' tall pit fiends greet supplicants with outstretched arms just inside

the entrance to the temple.  A blood red carpet leads the way down the

aisle to an enormous altar.  The carpet is woven into the impression of a

stream with waves, whirlpools and eddies.  Shallow faces surface in the

eddies and dark splotches like clots float and collect on the shores.

[The carpet is meant to represent the River of Blood on Avernus.]

Overall very tastefully rendered.  The carpet leads between rows of stark

wooden benches up to the altar.

2.  Doors of the Eight:  On the left side of the temple, just past the

benches, are doors that lead to flagellation rooms.  Each of the rooms

celebrates one of the Pit Fiends that lead the Blood War for the Baatezu.

        Inside each of the rooms is a statue carved in the likeness of

the fiend and benches where supplicants may whip themselves into a

frenzied lust for their masters.  [See description 6 for more detail.]

3.  Lords of the Nine:  Doors to the right of the benches lead to rooms

that magically approximate the conditions of each of the layers.  Through

a mix a illusion and alteration, supplicants see and feel as if they are

on Avernus, Dis, Minauros...etc.  Each of the rooms also offers a painful

experience found on each plane to illicit proper obeisance.

Avernus - Endless red wasteland.  Explosions of fireballs light the sky

and occasionally one lands close enough to burn harmfully.

Dis - Bashers enter a claustrophobic room of searingly hot iron walls

that press on all sides.

Minauros - This room is a sinking mire of dark acidic water.  Berks feel

the slippery scales of serpents slither past their legs.

Phlegethos

Stygia

Malbodge

Maladomoini     (Atmosphere's approximating the other layers of Baator

Cania           similarly exist in the other rooms.)

Nessus

4.  Altar:  At the end of the "carpet of Blood" a long, short wooden

fence (2' high) with a small gate bars the way across the temple.  On the

other side of the "fence" stands an altar dedicated to the power of

Baator, and the Lords and Deities therein.  The altar stands 3' high, 60'

wide (left to right) and 20' long and is bone color with splatterings of

bloods.  Flamen clergy periodically polish the altar with red rags.

5.  Benches:  The temple's pews are of hard, dark wood.  Small "prayer"

books sit an intervals on the side of the benches with prayers for

deliverance to the powers of Baator.  Structures that resemble the horns

and spikes of fiends jut from all the benches and make sitting

uncomfortable to say the least.  No slouching during these services.

Example Flagellation Room:

6.  Flagellation Room of Dagos (the Destroyer):  At ten foot tall brass

statue of a pit fiend (Dagos) with glowing red eyes points to the floor

near the entry door.  [Those entering the room are mentally commanded to

"Kneel to the might of Dagos the Destroyer!"   and a temporary fear spell

forces the berk to fall to the floor in terror for a round (no save)  After

a round, the basher may pick themselves up off the floor and crawl to the

benches to whip themselves silly.]  Wooden benches line the sides of the

chamber

in a step-like fashion much like a sauna.  On each of the benches are

short, blood-clotted whips for your flagellating pleasure.

[The chamber of Dagos is of special significance.  The other rooms to the

Dark Eight have pit fiend statues made of obsidian rather than bronze and

no glowing eyes.  Flamen Emblazz (really, a stag turning priest loyal to

the Tanar'ri) specially commissioned this statue for this room to "honor

the temple and Dagos the great!"  The other Flamen gladly accepted this

marvelous stature as a gesture to the greatness of the Baatezu.

        Known only to Feuerman, the statue contains the portal key to a

layer of the Abyss and Feurman's dark master's abode.  The key is a black

iron mace with cruel spikes on one side and a small pointed blade on the

other attached to a short wooden handle.  Feuerman accesses the portal key

by pressing on the eyes of the fiend, kneeling and saying "I submit myself

to the will of Dagos the Destroyer!" ]

________________________________________________________________________

Comments welcome on this piece, in fact I would love some comments.  Hope

you enjoy it! -Scott

_____________________

Scott T. Kelley                                 

Dept. EPO Biology

CB 334

University of Colorado

Boulder, CO  80309-0334

Phone: 303-492-8239

Fax: 303-492-8699
From MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk Thu Feb 22 16:28:57 1996

Received: from utserv.mcc.ac.uk by venus.le.ac.uk with SMTP (PP);

 Conjuration and Summoning

Being a short tale of the folly of Conjuration magics, and the 

unexpected boons a Summoning can bring...

                     Conjuration and Summoning

                              by Jon 

    An excerpt from the Tome of Tanithal de Silvus, Grand Wizard of 

Cormyr, Conjurer of Great Wisdom and Ability...

    "Of the many Fiends which roam the Eternal Wastelands that are 

the Outer Planes, most can be Summoned by a Mage of Sufficient Power. 

But let it be said that the Wizard must know what he is looking for. 

It is foolish in the extreme to attempt a Summoning without knowing 

what to expect. In my experience, I have happened across three rules 

which should guide a prospective Summoner.

    "One: Know what you seek and where to seek it. Two: Know how to 

restrain thy Fiend. Three: Know how to banish it when its deeds are 

done.

    "Let me reiterate this point, that it be most clear: those 

Fiends who are Summoned to this Prime Material Plane from Beyond are 

oft disposed of a Foul Temper. In order that they may not vent their 

considerable rage upon the Summoner, the Construction of a Magical 

Circle of Warding is most crucial. The prospective Summoner must be 

most diligent to inscribe the Circle exactly as instructed, lest the 

Beast find a flaw and thus be able to harm the Mage."

The Conjuration...

    Her brow furrowed in agonised concentration. She knew that the 

next incorrect gesture would be her last. So far, she'd been lucky. 

Although the knotted silver rope lasso should be in her left hand, 

rather than her right, she'd compensated. The terrifying thrill of 

success rose like bile in her breast. Her heart thrummed in time with 

the sorcery. Brilliant magnesium electricity danced in the 

phosphorous air. The floor rumbled like a beast.

    She barely noticed it at first, but slowly the vortex grew in 

intensity. Over a few seconds (or were they hours?) the wind grew, 

whipping her robes into a billowing frenzy. She shouted the fiend's 

name aloud over the gale. "Vorshlarax". Her voice was cracked and her 

throat parched with the evil in its name. "Vorshlarax!"

    With a rumble so deep the witch could only feel it, the fabric of 

space itself tore asunder. Screams of the hells echoed around the 

walls of the summoning chamber, and for a moment, she could smell the 

acrid stench of the foulest layers of the Abyss.

    Then all was still. The sound, the burning red skies, the heat. 

Before her, a tendril of smoke caressing its frame, stood a thing 

from her nightmares. Vorshlarax had arrived...

The Summoning...

    As overheard in the Rampant Dretch, a rather seedy tavern in 

Sigil's Hive ward.

    "So, Cutters, there I was, about to be scragged by a bunch of 

lousy Hounds. They'd cornered me - must've seen me peeling that 

leatherhead grocer down the Merchant's Row. I'd fair enough run out 

of tricks, and they knew it. Well I backed off, as you do, down an 

alley, but some bubbed-up old buzzard pointed them right to me for a 

copper. 'Course, curse the Lady, it was a dead-end and before I could 

even holler they'd grabbed me. I thought they were about to Lose me, 

like, when this sparky gemstone whooses down over the rooves and 

heads straight for me. I tried to struggle against 'em like, thinking 

it were some addled-wizard spell, but the thing slammed straight into 

me chest. Next thing I knew, everything was all hazy, and I felt 

meself being stretched real fast.

    "Then the smoke cleared and I was standing in some room, all 

stone and gold runes on the floor. The place smelled like the 

Dustmen's Palace. Standing in front of me was this mage, dressed old-

fashioned like, with a pointy hat and all. She looked dead surprised 

to see me, like I did her, really. So we stood there, all peery for a 

second, and then she says 'You're not Vorshlarax.'

    "Well, I had to laugh. Her face went all scared, and I had an 

idea. In this real spooky voice I said 'No, I'm Dis of the Hells, and 

I've come for yer soul.' You should've seen the look on 'er face! I 

managed to keep me expression all angry, and I dribbled a bit, for 

effect, like I s'pose Dis does. I'll credit her she weren't 

completely convinced though, so I ripped off me shirt and showed her 

me scales. Guess I'm lucky I'm a tiefling really.

    "I stepped out of this circle she'd drawn on the floor, and her 

eyes went all glazed. Then she picked up a big sack of coins, and 

gave me them, begging me for mercy like. I laughed again, for effect, 

and stepped back into the circle. She seemed a bit happier, and waved 

her arms around a bit, saying 'Abjure!' or something.

    "Before I knew it I was back in Plague-Mort, with a huge bag of 

jink and the Hounds had gone. Lucky day I guess. I love the Clueless, 

sometimes. So that's why the drinks are on me..."

From MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk Fri Feb 23 12:30:18 1996

Communals


Here's one of several sects I've been working on. Again, this was a 

potential Dragon article...but here it is anyway.

Eagle-eyed readers may recall the Communals were once a faction of 

Sigil, until an unfortunate incident regarding the Serene Lady. Well, 

it seems that old beliefs die hard...

                          The Communals

                          (the Comrades)

     The sum of us all is far greater than the sum of our parts.

         -- Sister Imesand, Factol of the Communals

Sect Philosophy: 

    "Listen, berk. We're not asking for much. The way we see it, who 

has the right to claim anything? Just 'cos you were born with a 

thing, why should it be yours? Did you work for it? No! Say you've 

got plenty of food for yourself, with some to spare. Why should you 

horde it, while the next basher's hungry? Where's the fairness in 

that? And if you own something, but aren't using it right now, will 

it hurt you to lend it to a body who needs it more than you?"

    These cutters hold that everything belongs to everyone. Nobody's 

got the right to deny another basher the use of something. There's 

only so many resources, and sooner or later, they're going to run 

out. Where will that leave everyone?

    So, their chant is that bloods should share what they've got. 

Now, that doesn't mean you can necessarily take whatever you like 

from your neighbour. That'd be rude. No, there's no harm in asking 

you know, just being polite like. What do manners cost a blood?

    And if the basher you ask has finished with it, then sure, he'll 

let you use it. And when you're called upon, you'll be willing to 

relinquish the thing too. Its only fair!

    Thing is, not everyone's as polite as these cutters. Some think 

its funny to give 'em the laugh and not return borrowed stuff. Well, 

they're the leatherheads in the end. See, the Communals are a 

brotherly bunch; they're not called the Comrades for nothing. They 

tend to stick together, and addle-coves who steal off them get lost. 

For good.

    Well, most of them do, at least. See, some years back the 

Communals caused a bit of a stir in the Cage. Caught up in a 

philosophical debate about the ownership of power, one of their high-

ups presented the Lady of Pain with a demand: she had to share her 

power with everyone in the city. Not just the Communals mind, but the 

whole merry birdcage.

    The Lady didn't like it. By next light, the City Provisioners was 

deserted. All the bloods of the sodding faction had simply 

disappeared! Those with the dark said the mazes had got 'em. The 

remaining Communals in the city went very quiet after that, and the 

faction fell apart. Some say it reformed on the Astral Plane, and 

maybe it did. But it certainly wasn't around the Cage any more.

    But you can't keep a good idea down, that's what they say. Sure 

enough, in time the sect resurfaced, a little wiser and meeker, but 

fundamentally the same. In their wisdom they're careful what they 

claim. Maybe they don't force other factions to share things quite 

like they used to, and perhaps they're not so pushy when the Lady's 

around, but otherwise they've not changed much.

    To join the Communals, a berk must sign away all his belongings. 

There's no 'mine' or 'yours', only 'ours'. Some go further, saying 

they're all part of one whole glorious life. They call themselves the 

Tribe of One and are almost religious in their fanaticism -- but 

they're in a minority.

Primary Plane of Influence: 

    Bytopia. It's a plane where a basher has to work for a living, 

but shares the yield with others who work too. There's no place for 

spongers or thieves there, and that suits the Communals just fine. 

They have a kip, the "Palace for All", in a burg called Perfection 

Through Work.

    In Sigil, they're planning on setting up their headquarters in 

the City Provisioners once again. It was a warehouse complex in the 

Lady's Ward which bought and sold goods in huge quantities for a 

cartel of small businesses and merchants. Maybe some time soon 

they'll pluck up the courage to return to Sigil and face the music.

Allies and Enemies:

    The philosophy of the Communals is diametrically opposed to the 

Fated. The Communals share things to get ahead; pool their resources, 

do favours (expecting favours in return, of course). The Fated are 

solo, selfish even. They can't stand each other. The Signers, with 

their ego-centric attitudes are also disliked.

    The Athar sympathise with the Communals. They too are often 

shunned by the rest of the system, and they're frequently found 

cooperating. They also find merit in the Comrades' belief that no 

being deserves as much power as the Powers themselves. And perhaps 

they're even secretly envious that the Communals tried to give the 

Lady of Pain the laugh!

    The Guvners and the Harmonium are also often allies with the 

Communals; after all, they're a sociable enough bunch (if a little 

misguided).

Eligibility: 

    The Communals are open to all; after all, why discriminate when 

everyone is equal underneath? Folks of chaotic alignments sometimes 

have difficulties with their selfless philosophy, though they aren't 

specifically excluded.

Benefits: 

    Basically, the Communals can always count on help from their 

Comrades. Services from the headquarters are always cheaper than for 

members of other factions, and often favours are asked instead of 

jink.

    But the best benefit of pooling resources is that all members can 

borrow things the faction itself owns. True, there may be a waiting 

list for some heavily-demanded items or funds, but if a body's 

patient he'll get what he wants in the end. This could be the use of 

a magic item, some cash if the blood is really on hard times, or just 

something as simple as information.

Restrictions: 

    Course, every blood knows you don't get something for nothing. 

Communals are required to give all of their possessions to the 

faction, where they're redirected to the most needy. Whenever a body 

picks up something useful, be it an item, the dark on something 

useful or whatever, they're supposed to take it to the Comrades. If 

nobody needs the item immediately, they're likely to get it back, but 

if there's someone waiting, then they're expected to lend it to them. 

Its only fair, after all.
From mldaisey@COLBY.EDU Wed Feb 28 07:48:35 1996

Ethereal Swimmers


well, here is the first draft...please tell me what you think, and feel

free to contribute new bits and pieces you think work

season to taste.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Ethereal Swimmers                       Michael Daisey<mldaisey@colby.edu>

Being a Description and Elucidation of the Form, Aspect and Social

Habits of a Creature both Strange and Rich

"It was like I was drownin' in barmies, I tell ya, an' it wouldn't

surprise me if there wasn't a body nowhere that was believing me.

Sure, I'd been called a blood by folks in the Land and out of town,

an' pikers from The Mount to the deep Abyss knew me as a righteous

basher in the know.  So I tell ya now-- why would I make up the

Soup Demons, eh?  They're real, alright...and they'll put ya in

the dead book right quick, 'cause you'll never know who they are.

An that's what they're scared of too...so be careful how deep

ya swim in the Soup."

        Ethereal Swimmers are an elusive and poorly understood race that have

an intimate connection to their native plane, similar to the baatezu and the

tanar'ri.  Due to their unique culture and situation, communication with them

is extremely limited, but it is known that they refer to themselves as

RThe PeopleS or in longer form, RThe People Of The Heart Of The

DreamingS.  As natives of the ethereal, their ecology and habits have been

difficult to track, so DMs should ensure that most of this information

is either hearsay or conflicting rumors, with the truth being scanty and

difficult to come by.  Let the players tread warily, to keep the mystery

alive...and as part of that mystery, I am presenting the Ethereal Swimmer

sans statistics-- I hate figuring them out, and maybe it will help shock

the PCs as well.

Physical Description:


Ethereal swimmers are bipedal humanoids that measure nearly nine

feet tall, weighing only 140 pounds, on average.  They are thus extremely

thin and have almost semi-translucent skin, with their internal organs

visible as a number of pulsing masses slowly moving within them. Overall

they appear extremely aquatic, with arms and legs that have been molded

into fins edged with primitive fingerlets that do allow tool use.  Their heads

are roughly humanoid, slightly elongated and missing eyes-- no eye

sockets, just a smooth and rubbery skin passing over that space. The

mouth cavity is an open gash, no teeth and no tongue.  Even the bones of

the body are pliable, and watching the creatures swim in the ether is very

reminiscent of looking at fronds waving in currents undersea...and nearly

as unnerving.  It should be noted that it is nearly impossible to see the

swimmers in their native forms, due to their empathic abilities.

Senses:


Swimmers have no senses as we know them...rather, they absorb

the wants and desires of those around them, through empathy.  As such,

their senses are nearly impossible to understand for the rest of the

universe.  They do RsingS to one another in the Deep Ethereal, and it 

appears that their entire culture is centered around a mutual dreamscape

that they all contribute to.  If removed from the Dreamsong, they

adapt their senses to the empathic desires of those around them.

Empathic Nature:


Simply put, Ethereal Swimmers RareS whatever you want them

to be.  The creatures immediately adapt the shape and personality of

whatever person the viewer most desiresQ a long lost relative, a

good friend, even a hated enemy if the desire is right.  Through a

process that is poorly understood, they absorb a creaturesU innermost

desires, even through psionic protections.  They then become that being,

down to any trait that the subject wants the fantasy to have.  


It bears noting that the Swimmers are not doppelgangers; they

sincerely believe that they are the creature they turn into, and will behave

in a manner entirely appropriate to the being they are mirroring.  One 

of the few desires that will be different is the Swimmers constant desire

to be alone with the subject-- this emerges from self-preservation.

Because they are so malleable, if a Swimmer encounters more than one

being at a time, it will try to fulfill two desires at once, and become

conflicted.  Maintained pressure of this kind will kill the Swimmer in

time, as its body and mind morph from one state to another.  If dropped

into the middle of the Grand Bazaar, they would die in moments as 

hundreds saw their greatest desire before them and tried to impose their

will.  It is due to this chief weakness that Swimmers are a rare and 

legendary creature.

Society and Culture


It is difficult to understand the Swimmers culture, as it is so

entirely alien to most of the universe.  Their raceUs concerns revolve

around the Dreamsong, the song of their people.  In a fashion similar

to that of great whales, the Swimmers echo their dreams through the

depths-- and live out their lives in that song.


This leads to some unusual conditions.  Although seemingly

advanced, it is difficult for RnormalS beings to understand the wants

of the Swimmers.  They spend endless days and weeks swimming in

complex and eye-bending patterns in the Deepest Ethereal, moving

so slowly that to the human eye, they seem to be still for hours, and 

then abruptly flash into new shapes.  It is said that the aether in the

vicinity of their dancing (generally 20-40 swimmers) takes on

bizarre forms, creating symbols and landscapes that approach reality

in the soupy mist.  There are even those that maintain that should an

individual be trapped alone in these illusions, over time the other 

Swimmers make use of the being, slowly transforming her into a

Swimmer themselves.  As it is difficult to get many sages to confirm

a belief in these bizarre creatures, this theory is very sketchy.

Current Chant:


Two groups that display great interest in the Swimmers are the

Godsmen and the Signers.  The Godsmen organize search parties for

Swimmers when funding allows as part of their exploration of the 

Ethereal Plane, and because the Swimmers obviously create a reality 

around themselves, which appeals to some Godsmen.  There is,

however, a conservative faction of Godsmen who think that because

the Swimmers immerse themselves in the dreams of others, their 

being is flawed-- thus the Searchers seek evidence of Dreamer culture

in a hope of proving their creativity and then seeking protection for

them.


Signers think that Swimmers are the perfect looking glass--

they reflect the multiverseUs adherence to the idea of self by showing

a body just what he wants to see.  Signers want desperately to acquire

Swimmers for aesthetic and propaganda purposes-- rather than simply

saying the multiverse is created by each being, they could display an

example.  So far they havenUt had any luck.


One persistent rumor that just wonUt die is that the Sensates

actually have a Swimmer that lives in the secret chambers of the Great

Festhall.  According to who you talk to, it is an emissary, a prisoner,

an awestruck scholar or a nonintelligent shapeshifter.  This chant has

been dancing up and down the wards for a decade, but it always seems

somebody new sees it in the Festhall just before it is about to die down

again.  As usual, the Sensates have no comment, but will have a 

gorgeous reception party in a week to address any new questions on

policy.  Unusual dress is required.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>

sorry if this is too long...i'm a newbie.

please comment

<is this the kind of thing you want, randir?>

From mldaisey@COLBY.EDU Wed Feb 28 10:44:23 1996

Bloodlines


my last long posting for a bit, sorry if its a pain...

got inspired by the "Neverending Tiefling Debate"

enjoy  (i hope)

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

The Planetouched: Bloodlines Of Tieflings and Aasimar

Michael Daisey <mldaisey@colby.edu>


My first disclaimer is to remind berks out there that this is just

some ideas on integrating the planetouched into play...these are just

my opinions, and not game rulings or manifestos.  You do what you

want, but I hope that this informal treatment might be of interest.


Personally I think the planetouched as PCs is one of the great

new draws of the PlaneScape multiverse...for years players have dreamed

of being closer to the celestial or infernal powers-- aside from drow,

there was little of the infernal, and even less celestial options (except

the cliched Rnoble elfS).  In my own campaign I had to start asking

players to NOT all choose tieflings and aasimar, simply for variety!


Once under way, a thousand questions kept coming up.  The

official rules are a bit unclear about where the planetouched come from,

the difference between cambions and tieflings, etc.  After a long discussion

on the PlaneScape mailing list, I thought IUd set down what IUd come up

with.

Origins:


Humans and demihumans have been in the Outer Planes since time

immemorial, so it is difficult to trace a genealogy back.  The Ancestors, a

sect in the Outlands obsessed with the past, have been searching for nearly

half a millenium and have nothing but rotting clues and conflicting theories.

Nevertheless, most sages agree that humans and their ilk were originally

native to the Prime...although there is more than one basher who would 

take extreme objection to the idea, so donUt say it too loudly in Sigil.


Generally the safest place for a bloke is the Land, and that is where

most believe the oldest habitations have been.  It is difficult to be certain,

as the earliest cities ruins are thought to be located in the Hinterlands, far

from easy access.  What is known is the once-Clueless spread everywhere,

throughout the Outer Planes.  It is from this migration that the Planetouched

originated, being created through the interaction of human and planar beings.

No mortal remembers this, although extremely ancient beings seem to believe

that there was once less Planetouched than there is now.


At this point, the Planetouched are a fact of life in the planes...and

though a tiefling will generally be discriminated against, their appearence and 

beliefs shape other berks reactions to them, not their looks.  

Classifications:


This is where it gets a bit tricky...it seems sometimes there are as

many kinds of Planetouched as there are planes!  A bit of legwork makes it 

all shake into place, however.


There are two major classifications of Planetouched:



Aasimar  (Celestial Influence)
<PSMCII>



Tieflings  (Infernal Influence)
<PSMCI>

Excellent desciptions for tieflings and aasimar already exist, so I wonUt 

bother wasting space here...also, there are Planetouched of the Inner 

Planes, but we arenUt going there now...the chant is coming out in the 

PlanewalkerUs Handbook.


There are three minor classifications of Planetouched:



Fresh Blood

(recent bloodline creations)



Old Blood

(established heritage)



Burned Blood

(mutations by planar conditions)

These are guidelines for orginization, not hard and fast categories...some

fresh bloods may resemble old bloods, etc.

Fresh Blood


These are beings whose parents, grandparents or great-grandparents

were fiends or celestials.  Making up only 20% of the Planetouched, these

beings are.generally of unmixed heritage, so the planar influence is quite

specific...marking the Planetouched in an obvious physical manner, and

strongly influencing their ethos and moral alignment.  While there are quite

a few exceptions, most fresh blood follow the exact alignment of their

heritage.


Because of the physical interaction, most fresh blood are created

by the more chaotic planes-- in fact, they are nearly always of eladrin or

tanarUri stock.  There are cases of baatezu fresh blood, but they are much

rarer.  Of special interest are guardinal fresh bloods, who tend to exhibit

lycanthropic qualities that add confusion to their lives.


Fresh blood are definitely the orphans of the planes. Although

tieflings feel outcast, aasimar fresh blood also tend toward a melancholy

born from dislocation.  Feeling so close to their planes, these beings

generally try to live up to the ideals of that plane as strongly as their 

progenitor would...and when their mortal frailties fail them, they grow

bitter.  Others reject their heritage, and try to live as incompatible a life

as possible, just to escape.  Planetouched in the know call this Rrunning

from the BloodS.  They often also try to find the beings their bloodline

derives from, and frequently form mentor/student relationships with

them, hoping to achieve an unachievable dream.

Old Blood


Old blood makes up 75% of the Planetouched stock, and this is the

default type for most players.  Generally a mongrel mixture of different

celestial or infernal sources, many of these beings have multiple

tieflings/aasimar in their genealogies, and as such have appearences that

are not as Rtype-specificS as fresh blood.  These beings are also much more

free to chose an ethical alignment...the mixing over time has blurred the

Law and Chaos distinctions in most.


The variety of old blood is as limitless as sand on the shore...and

they are generally less RmodifiedS than fresh blood, making it easier to

not scare off the green primes.  Thy tend to be quite rootless, and suffer

from some of the dislocation fresh blood feel.  The difference is that old

blood is much mre likely to successfully find a liveable medium, having 

usually been raised with a deeper understanding of the conflicts they will

face.

Burned Blood


The stragest Planetouched are the burned blood, who are usually

mortals who wandered into areas of planes that were too much for them

or were inflicted with planar influence by denizens of that plane as 

punishment.  They are the rarest sort, only 5%, and although their nature

is transmitable to their offspring, they rarely breed.


Curiously enough, many of the planes of Law produce burned

blood, notably Baator and Mount Celestia.  Cutters who spend too long

or wander the wrong area of the Mount get blasted with holy fire that

sometimes makes them aasimar, while those who deal with Baator for

power tend to slowly change into tieflings...especially if pacts are made 

for mystical might.  The Abyss is also rumored to contain layers that  lay

tanarUric influence over the hearts of those who enter.


Burned blood is almost always very unhappy.  In many cases the 

bloodline is a curse that fights against the alignment of the being, resulting

in a constant battle for control within their heart.  Of all Planetouched, 

burned blood is the most likely to break into conflicted rages that can be

dangerous...you have been warned.  There is no cure for a burned blood,

at least none that anyone knows the dark of.

Miscellaneous:


So the question rears its ugly head: RWhat if an aasimar and a 

tiefling...?S  After hitting your players with the DMG, you have a couple

of options...here are some ideas:



Decide special circumstances on a case-by-case basis.



In theory every baatezu and eladrin shouldnUt be having



babies together anyway, so it shouldnUt be an issue.



When players ask, just tell them itUd be interesting and



smile quietly.



DonUt let players have PCs that come from bizarre mixes



and then ipso facto must have a giant list of special



powers.  If they have that much blood in them, they 



should be an NPC-- better yet, let them play and berate



them about how completely conflicted they are all the



time.  After 30 willpower rolls, theyUll back off.



If you must have a chart, try the BIRTHRIGHT charts



for Blood Abilities...although overpowered, they can 



quantify levels of planar influence in a being, and maybe



give suggestions for some of the weaker powers.


As a final note, remember to make your Planetouched character

unique.  It is really not enough to be a Rgood tieflingS and call it great

role-playing, anymore than being a Rgood DrowS is Oscar material.  

Have fun, be young and surf the planes...for the Planetouched it

literally flows in their veins.

well?....did i just make the discussion even more muddled?

i hope not-- i just wanted to collate some ideas.
From: Randir o Ia <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Mind-Linking


 Well Zak asked for an outline of one of my standard adventures..

He He.. wel here is what I can afford to write up before my

last midterm.. (well second last.. but the next one is friday :)





Identity Crisis


Characters: Level... get real.. I don't do anything higher than 5th... :)  Levels don't matter..


Synopsis:
The characters are faced with the most hideous of curses imaginable "telepathy".  However, somethingis also very wrong.. as they descend into the depths of collective madness.

Generic Data Type Stuff:


The "adventure" begins shortly after the players have returned


from a disasterous run.  Trying to regain some of their footing


they end up slumming it until they can eek out enough cash to


get a kip somewhere other than the Hive.


While frequenting a variety of local establishments, contacting


a number of their "friends" looking for some way to get back


an edge.. they are confronted with an offer they can not refuse.

A scaley woman, who's beauty so great that it numbs the mind to reason,

confronts them and requests that they attain a few specimens of a rare

creature who dewels in the "CAVES OF MADDNESS"  (which are really just

a particular realm in the Outlands.. :)


The characters are told that they must retun with one specimen.


And my take as many for thier own personal use, or profit


as they see fit.. (a fence will be supplied) Additionally to


make the deal sweeter.. special "services" are offered... :)

Anyways.. when push comes to shove.. the players will totally ignore the

obvious plot device.. which is why the players should then have a small 

encounter with a sage who keeps a lab set up in the Hive.


Turns out that some one has been having a little fun, and that


a number of the people highup in certain factions have been 


acting rather... secretive... said good doctor has to be killed


for this that and the other thing...

Anyways.. while exploring the Doctor's lair one player is infected by

a small mass of green worm like flesh..  And then all hell breaks loose.


(Turns out that said lady had no need of said specimen..


rather she was intending on getting all of the characters


"infected")

Needless to say there is a larger conspiracy.. and a lot more possible

plotlines so here is the result:


The "worms" force each character to hear to other's thoughts..


Worse yet they force each character's psyche to fracture into


a number of self willed pieces..

What you get is a group of say 4 characters.. who all share 16 

personalities.. each of which are constantly shouting to get their

own way....


The problem is since death is the only cure how do you deal with


1.) the fracturing of the consciousness or


2.) the multiplicty of thought?

Essentially what happened with my group...


1 player decided his strong willed loner eventually goes 



completely insane and tried to dig his own



brain out with a spoon....


Meanwhile the other 2 players decided to try and form a 


coalition of thought.. and give up free will to become


a collective.. so they could stop the other character


from inflicting pain on them by pulling out 1/3rd of their


collective brain...

Also they eventually found out.. their little trio was not a trio at

all.. and that there are some other people who are also "infected"

or really there is 1 person with many bodies...


and well.. I'll leave it there..

(yes this is a major conspiracy of 1 theory :)

From: nir harel <atlharel@inter.net.il>

spells (long) 1st part

NAZAR'S SPELL BOOK (a revised and resented edition)

a collection of spells by now again on the planes ("currently" limbo) and on the net. i was asked to send this again sorry for the delay

******************************************************************

limbo's eruption (evo./alt.) wild magic spell

range : 0 // components : v,s // duration : instantaneous // CT: 1

area of effect : 3 meters // saving throw :  half  //  level : 1

this spell realeases energy wild energy on elemental base. in the moment of the casting a globe is creating around the caster full of all elementals togather swirling around . anyone in the spell area get 1d2+2/lvl. hp dmg. with a save for a half .

if the spell is caster on ground (not in air or water ect.) only half of the globe is created and the ground isn't effected . the same happens with the air aroun the caster  (the effect on the air is the spell usual effect) .

every pure elemental ( an object made from one elemental only ) attacked by the spell  may go wild the chance is 2 in 6 if an elemental does go wild it will be diverted to a different kind of elemental (this change duraion is 3 rounds)

50 %  major elementals : 1-air 2-earth 3-water 4-fire

30 %  quasi .. elementals : 1-mineral 2-radiance 3-lightning 4-steam 5-ice 6-ooze 8-magma 9-smoke

                                              10-vacum 11-salt 12-ash 13-dust 

10 %  1-positive energy 2-negetive energy

10 %  magic energy (wild surge)

major elemental : for example an magma flow turns in to water or water turns into fire (an open barrel full of water turns to in to a barrel full of fire) this will do up to 6 more dammage points.

quasi elemental: a puddle turns into magma or a radiance source or maybe a vaccum that will suck everything towards there the 

puddle was.

positive energy - heals 1d4 hp      negetive energy - does 1d4 dammage

*************************************************************************

libo's flow (evo./alt.) wild magic spell

range : 0 // components : v,s // duration : 3 rounds+1 round/3 levels // CT : 2

area of effect : 6 meters // saving throw : half // level : 3

this spell is a stronger form of limbo's eruption this spell created a globe of elementals in a radius of 6 meters most of it effect is the same with some little modifiers

outer globe the outer globe of the spell (the outer 3 meters radius) has a weaker effect 1d4+1 dmg. inner globe the inner 3 meters radius the dammage is 2d4

one a round the caster can try to focus the spell to a single direction (30 degrees - 6 meters radius) he have 55 % to control this of the spell will be focused randomly (1d6 for direction forth 1/6) in this area the dammage is 1d6+3/2 levels (to a maximum of 15) the chance for a pure elemental to go wild in this area is 4 in 6

******************************************************************

windwolves (alt./inv.) 

range : 2 meter radius // components : v,s,m // duration : 6 rounds + 2 rounds/4 levels // CT:5 area of effect : 3+1d4 flutes // saving throws : nil // level : 3

** the casting of the spell -- in the start of the casting the caster puts flutes on the ground around him (up to 2 meter radius from him) at the second and the third round a tune that grows stronger and stronger is made by the wind that goes through the flutes in the third round the flutes flies to a height  of 1.5 meter , at the fourth round a form made of dust ice wind a small cyclone that builds a form of a wolfduring the 5th round ** the wolf's description -- a small whirl of ice wind and dust seems solid to touch 1.5 meter long with red glowing eyes

** wolves in combat -- thac0-17 at#-1 dmg.-2d4 (bite+cold) there isan extra save from the cold or an effect like chill touch 

(-1 strength) **the death of a wolf -- if a flute is hit by a cold shot or at the end of the duration **components -- flutes

******************************************************************

elemental servant (conjuration)

range : 5 meters // components : v,s,m // duration : 6 rounds // CT : 1 turn

area of effect : the cointainer // saving throw : special // level :2

this spell summons a small elemental to serve as a servant to the caster

the caster needs to have an active elemental (a large camp fire,a strong wind)

and an item that can hold the servant for example the caster stands in a strong wind hold  a bellows in his hands in "capture" the wind in the cointainer durin the caster

elemental type | str | speed | dmg.    | thac0 | special powers

*fire          | 14 |     15    |1d3\1d3|   18     |   ignite items from 10 meters radius (fire bolt 1d4)

*air           |  12 |    21    |   1d3     |    18    |   changhes  form 

*water         | 14 |     15    |1d2\1d2|    18    |   drown (a succeful hit save death magic unconsious)

*earth         | 17 |     10    |1d3+1*2|     18  | walk through earth

all the servents have 1d12 hp 

when they are summoned they have a chance to break free 1in10

******************************************************************

windgiant

range : 0 // components : v,s,m // duration : 4 round + 1 round/2 levels // CT: 5

area of effect : special // saving throw : nil // level : 3

this  spell creates a form of a giant made of wind dust (solid by magic means) during the casting the caster levitates to a height of 4 meters and winds starts around him and at the end of the casting it is hard to see him through the 

dust (-2 missile attacks at him) the caster body is paralyzed in the giant if he wants he can end the spell if something hits  him he the spell is dispelled (in one round the giant disapears [if he holds anything is hand the giant drops it])  the giant can't attack without using objects like a large club or rocks . 

caster lvl. giant str.

5                19

9                20 

13               21

components - some body part of a giant the spell must be casted in open air

******************************************************************

i'll send some more spells in the next few days

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Sat, 16 Mar 1996 10:48:44 GMT
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                            Visionaries

                       1: Null of the Sleepers

                            by Jon 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

*****

Null Ghentar

    Null's a factor of the Signers now, but it's not always been as 

simple as that. She used to be a Clueless prime, then she saw the 

dark of the Planes... 

    Since her formative years, Null always had a fascination with 

death. Her parents died about the time Null learned to talk; it 

wasn't a nice way they went, either. See, about that time a terrible 

plague ravaged its way across the land, killing and maiming anyone 

unlucky enough to come into contact with it. 

    Null's mother came down with a fever which grew rapidly worse, 

until the house was wracked with her pain. Null's father wisely kept 

the young girl and her sister Alici away from the sick woman, and 

tried his best to tend his dying wife. Then he became ill too, and 

quarantined himself in the bedroom. Through the door he told the 

girls to go to their grandparents, but the children were too young to 

understand.

    For two nights Alici and Null wept as their parents' anguish 

became weaker and fainter. Then it all was quiet. The girls took 

comfort in the silence; their mother and father had finally found 

their peace.

    The girls were eventually found by their grandparents, and raised 

a more old-fashioned way. As the girls grew into women, so their aged 

relatives grew frail and wasted away. The grandmother used to tell 

the girls of the paradise which waited for good people who died, and 

this comforted Null. When they passed away, within days of each 

other, Null and Alici wished them well on their journey to their 

resting place.

    They continued their simple rural lives, left to fend for 

themselves, watched over by the village folk. That was until the 

portal opened.

    One night, under a full moon, the village pond began to seethe 

and belch forth foul gases. As the peasant people watched, froglike 

monsters lumbered from the waters, attacking and eating the humans. 

They set the tiny hamlet ablaze, and the cool night air fanned the 

flames. All of the humans were captured or slaughtered, save for the 

two girls who tried to hide. The slaadi (for that was what the beasts 

were) razed their house anyway, and Alici was badly hurt as the 

sisters fled.

    Null knew her sister would never recover - she was much too 

injured for that - but neither was she about to die. Remembering 

their grandmother's words, the girls agreed a pact of blood. Null was 

to kill her sister and stop the terrible pain, and Alici would 

remember Null had done the deed out of love. They hoped they'd avoid 

the wrath of the gods that way.

    It wasn't an easy blow to strike, but Alici died quickly, and 

Null's life swerved to follow a dramatically new course. She wanted 

revenge, firstly, and she wasn't scared of dying on the way to 

getting it. Returning to the pond, she found a few of the slaadi 

dead. They all clutched rusty iron triangles with the same rune 

carved into them.

    Curious, Null prised one from a dead frog's webbed fingers, and 

the pool began to boil again. Fearing another attack, Null ran away, 

but as she left the pool's edge the bubbling ceased. When she 

returned, rather more gingerly, it began once again.

    Now Null may never have been schooled, but she had a vivid 

imagination, and to her this seemed more an adventure than anything. 

Assuming the triangle was magical, she steeled her nerve and walked 

into the muddy puddle.

    She emerged through a watery pool in Sigil's Clerk's Ward. 

Whether the portal was a wandering one or not she never learned, for 

almost at once she was swept away in the politics of the Cage. As for 

the slaadi who razed her town, well, Null soon chalked that one up to 

chance.

    Slowly she began to understand the ways of the Cage, its strange 

laws and stranger customs. Her lust for revenge rapidly took second 

place to her thirst for knowledge. Where was this place? Why had she 

been brought here? She'd always imagined she'd had a purpose in life, 

so when she discovered other thinkers who had the same ideas, she 

naturally threw in with them. She changed from Clueless into 

factotum, of the Sign of One. Her strong will catapulted her through 

the lower circles of the faction, and she's now a factor. Null tells 

many an exciting tale of how she grew to know and love the Cage, but 

they're for another time.

The Sleepers

    Null's take on the Signers' Philosophy is that it's not the 

living who make the multiverse what it is; it's the dead. Life's a 

preparation, a place where opinions are formed and lessons learned. 

Death's the first step along the long path which leads to, well, 

wherever.

    There's got to be some point to it all, see. When you die, your 

beliefs live on and take shape as a petitioner. It's these cutters 

who're the fabric of the Planes; the embodiment of everyone's 

personal truth. And it's they who dream of the living. A simple twist 

perhaps, but one that brings solace to those who grieve.

    Sure, living minds and imaginations affect the multiverse - after 

all, it's all a process of learning, trial and error - that's fine 

for the small things most folk worry about. But there aren't nearly 

enough cutters out there doing the imagining for a multiverse so 

large. If you counted up all the sods who've died, and now have 

nothing better to do than dream, you'd be much closer the real 

imagining power you'd need for the whole show.

    Null's carved a small niche for herself in the Signers, and leads 

a small but vocal fringe who hold that it's the dead who imagine the 

living. Without death, there'd be no life. The traditional ring of 

logic might be reversed, but it's still a ring, and it's one that 

seems to mesh well with the Signer's notion of imagination. They call 

themselves the Sleepers. Others call them barmy.

    The Sleepers're interested in the area of dreams, which they 

reckon are messages and omens from the dead, and also the ceremonies 

various cultures use to send off their spirits. Maybe the truth's 

contained in one of those, somewhere. If a Sleeper dies, her comrades 

will do their utmost to recover her remains, so that they might learn 

from them by magic, dissection or imagination. Some bashers think 

that's morbid; for the Sleepers it's very illuminating.

    Other members of the group are interested in probing the 

boundaries of the dead - finding out how petitioners think, what 

motivates them, and most importantly what they dream of. Sleepers 

think that the dreams of these bloods'll hold some real gems. Perhaps 

Powers share their darks with petitioners who're sleeping, or maybe 

it's the dreams of petitioners that give Powers their direction. 

Whatever the truth is, the Sleepers imagine they're close to finding 

it; closer than most bloods realise.

    Null still has the odd sleepless night over what she did, and 

sometimes she worries that the Powers might not've forgiven her. She 

also knows that Alici's out there somewhere too. In Null's heart, she 

knows that her sister has the most important dreams of all.

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>
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...and here's part two...

                            Visionaries

                        2: Zhiki the Scourge

                            by Jon 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

Zhiki D'Vorkk

    Zhiki's not a blood most cutters'd care to meet in a brightly-lit 

street, let alone a dark alley. As he haunts mainly the Hive Ward 

though, it's more than likely he'd be encountered in the latter. 

Zhiki's a factor of the Dustmen, not that he'd know it. It might seem 

strange, but with time he's getting more and more detached from his 

own ideas, yet at the same time he's becoming his ideas. His 

philosophy's best explained by his life.

    Zhiki used to be a toady of the Mercykillers. He worked in the 

Prison, where he obtained numerous confessions from inmates both 

innocent and guilty. Often enough, it seemed the Red Death didn't 

really care whether a sod had done the things he was admitting to; 

since it was a cert that someone somewhere had and escaped 

unpunished. Since someone's got to be punished when a crime's 

committed, the 'Death took it upon themselves to punish the criminals 

they had apprehended for the crimes of uncaptured knights of the 

cross trade.

    While Zhiki enjoyed his work, he felt there was something 

missing. He watched the pain of the sods on his rack, felt the 

anguish of the berks in the iron maiden, and often joined in with 

their screams; there was something very releasing about sharing their 

pain. Over the years, Zhiki realised that he was feeling more and 

more distant from the material world. Sometimes he'd wander round in 

a daze, his body carrying out the motions while his mind pondered 

higher things. He became emaciated and gaunt, but it didn't bother 

him.

    All the time he continued his work; branding, gouging, blinding, 

flaying, impaling. His emotions became muted, and his spark of 

vitality slowly ebbed away. He saw suffering as a release, and began 

to understand something deeper about existence. Then one evening, in 

the middle of a particularly harrowing trial by acid, Zhiki died. Not 

that he actually noticed; he carried on functioning automatically, 

like a man possessed.

    His last victim, a sharp blood from the Dustmen, noticed his 

executioner's demeanour had changed. Clearly, half a life of hanging 

around with the walking dead had rubbed off, because the cutter 

realised Zhiki'd somehow shuffled into the Dead Book. It didn't help 

him escape, since he was still strapped into the steel harness, but 

it did greatly intrigue him. Here was living proof (well, maybe 

unliving proof) of one of his faction's beliefs!

    The unnamed Dustman lectured Zhiki for hours, as the silent 

corpse continued inflicting the most agonising tortures until, 

strange smile upon his eyeless face, the Dustman got written into the 

Dead Book too. What was said we shall never know, but it clearly had 

the desired effect. The next morning, Zhiki'd left the Prison, and he 

never returned there again.

    At about the same time the Red Death realised their chief 

torturer'd defected, a shambling man presented himself at the 

Mortuary. He seemed less interested in talking to the assembled 

Dustmen (who tried very hard not to show their excitement, since the 

Dead aren't really supposed to get excited) than staring blankly at 

the zombies and other undead.

    A group of Dustmen scholars was assigned to piece together the 

strange case, and they finally arrived at a tale similar to this one. 

The Dustman high-ups appointed Zhiki a factor, though this honour 

doesn't seemed to have any bearing on his actions. The grey-skinned 

withered cutter wanders the halls of the Mortuary talking to 

virtually nobody, paying heed only to things beyond the comprehension 

of mortals.

    He's got quite a following amongst the younger Dustmen, who 

regard the mouldering Zhiki with a reverent awe, and treat him like a 

role-model. If the factor cares he doesn't show it, nor even that 

he's aware of his flock of emulators. The ragtag band call themselves 

the Scourge.

The Scourge

    "You too can achieve True Death," say the members of the Scourge, 

in their droning, monotone voices. "See, look at Zhiki. He did it."

    The Scourge want to be undead, and they've got ways to get there, 

too. Taking pretty much all the leaves out of Zhiki D'Vorkk's book, 

they practice torture upon themselves and each other. They 

flagellate, brand, pierce and mutilate their flesh. Mortification's 

the word, and the Scourge are the best there are. Half of them look 

like they should be in the Dead Book, and some whisper the other half 

already are. It's hard to tell with these cutters, see. They dress in 

shrouds or rags, never wash, and if they speak at all, it's in 

whispers.

    It's a fine balance, theirs. Many an overzealous member's dropped 

dead by stopping eating or letting out just that drop too much blood. 

But the Scourge ain't about suicide, berk! That's one thing you've 

got to get clear in your brain-box. There's three states you can be 

in, they say:

    A cutter can be alive (sort of), where he feels pain, emotion, 

desire, and all those other terrible mortal things. Or he can be 

dead, where he's just a cold stiff corpse, pain and simple. His 

spirit leaves, gets reborn somewhere else, and has to go through the 

whole process again; what a waste of time! Or, if he gets the balance 

just right, he enters into a state of Undeath. Here, a body doesn't 

feel any of the things mortals worry about, but nor does his soul 

escape and get reincarnated. That's the state the Scourge seek.

     So the Scourge while away their time, becoming more and more 

distant from the mortal world. They eat only when they're wracked 

with the pain of hunger, and sleep (in coffins) only when they 

collapse from exhaustion. All the time they try not to hope they'll 

become like Zhiki, for emotions show they're clinging to mortality. 

As their minds become more detached, they begin to look at things in 

a way mortals can't comprehend. 

    They see the life-lines of other creatures, and understand how 

they interact. They learn secrets which have been dead for hundreds 

of years, as if the secrets themselves were once alive and recognise 

the Scourge as friends. Above all, they seem content that they've 

mastered one of the great darks of the multiverse. If only they could 

be persuaded to share it with the rest of the Dustmen...

    It's a grim existence in all, but maybe that's what it takes to 

ascend. It certainly seems to have paid off for some.
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And the next installment (please, feel free to comment, Planescape-

L'ers...there's been a marked lack of response so far)

Visionaries is my interpretation of what I'd like to see in the 

"Uncaged: Faces of Sigil" book. I guess it's a little late now, what 

with the book due out in the next fortnight. We shall wait and see...

Jon

                            Visionaries

                         3: Tomis Oathmaker

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                              * * * *

Tomis Oathmaker

    Tomis is a paladin, a human of faith, dignity and diligence. Some 

call him a great man, one of the greatest. Others call him a racist 

bigot.

    To inspire such diverse comments isn't rare for a high-up in the 

political minefield of Cage, but to garner such divided loyalties 

from one's own faction is a little more unusual. Especially when you 

consider the fact that Tomis Oathmaker's a Hardhead.

    Tomis's history leaves bitter memories in the minds of many. He 

was born and raised on Chavella, a Prime with a world-spanning 

Empire. The world had a delicate balance of power, where humans ruled 

in a grand council alongside elves and orcs. The politics weren't 

split along the lines of race as you might expect, but with ever-

shifting coalitions. Unions and factions'd been outlawed, as everyone 

was supposed to choose their own way in life. On paper, it could've 

been paradise, but in practice it was hell.

    Senators would ally with one another as the mood suited them, and 

attempt to twist every situation to their own advantage. It was 

impossible to trust anyone, unless you'd blackmailed them personally. 

Even then there was always the threat that someone'd blackmailed them 

more effectively than you.

    No matter what attempts were made to bring the situation under 

control, the Senators steadfastly refused to join any kind of 

political party. Every man worked for himself; it was more profitable 

that way. There was too little trust left for anyone to work with 

another body for longer than it took to find a better deal elsewhere.

    It couldn't last forever, of course. The Empire had no identity, 

and there were no figureheads for bashers to follow. It didn't take 

much for it all to erupt into civil war. But even then, it wasn't a 

normal civil war. There were no sides for sods to choose; it was 

every berk for himself.

    Millions must've died at the hands of their fellows. There was no 

means of stopping the conflict, since there was no-one willing to 

stand up and try; it was simply too dangerous. Those who did were 

assassinated or just got lost. The climate was jealous and the rivers 

ran with the blood of men killed by bashers they had no quarrel with.

    Tomis had to leave. He was one of the few who managed. See, 

portals and planar travel weren't widely know on Chavella; it was one 

of those backward little worlds with no place in the grand scheme of 

things. Nobody cared about it. Nobody except Tomis, that was.

    The blood prayed to the one Power of the Empire; the others'd 

been made illegal long ago, before the citizens had the freedom of 

choices. For a long time Tomis went unheard, then one evening he had 

a dream. His Power showed him a way out of the madness, another place 

to go. She showed him a portal.

    And so Tomis ended up in Sigil.

    The skills which so endangered his life on Chavella made the 

paladin a most valuable commodity. He was a great orator, an inspired 

leader, and he had a vision. It was one that was heard by many in the 

City Barracks, and it was one that many of them found they could 

believe in. Tomis rapidly became a Mover of the Harmonium.

The Conformatists

    Tomis' bitter experience has given him a lot to say. He believes 

passionately in the order of society; in a world where some of the 

choices have been made for a cutter, but others are left open to 

interpretation. He thinks that too much or too little choice is a bad 

thing. Above all, he believes in the power of stereotypes.

    See, the politics on Chavella could've been very different if 

berks could've relied on something. Sure, there's belief in an ideal, 

but beliefs can change. Old allies can become enemies, and those you 

trust turn against you. Minds can be changed easily.

    Bodies cannot.

    The Conformatists believe a body should act in his own nature. 

Elves should behave like they were made to, as elves. Orcs are orcs, 

and no amount of make-up'll alter that simple truth. Never trust a 

baatezu, 'cos they'll betray you if they can possibly find a way; 

that's the way the saying goes. And it's the truth too.

    If a creature sticks to those of its own kind, then all's well 

and good. Elves mate with elves, bariaur with bariaur, and slaad with 

slaad. If you slip up, the balance gets upset, and someone suffers. 

See how tieflings and half-elves get treated like outcasts by their 

own blood? That's because they should've never been born in the first 

place.

    The Conformatists don't see themselves as racists. They don't 

hate dwarves, aasimar or halflings any more than the next blood, they 

just want a cutter to behave like he should. If you know tieflings 

are untrustworthy then you don't trust ss'ssem. Simple as that. It's 

the tieflings who don't act right; they're the ones who cause the 

trouble.

    So, stick with your stereotype, they say. After all, that's why 

they're there, right? They must be true, otherwise they'd never have 

been noticed in the first place. Fate is fate, berk, and no amount of 

manoeuvring's going to change that.

    All this just leaves one final problem. How's a human supposed to 

act? There's no one stereotype for them, of all the races, so what's 

a berk to do? Some Conformatists (the human ones) take this as a 

licence to act how they like, and until a stereotype comes along, 

then that's the group's line. Others seek this stereotype; it's a 

matter of perspective. Whatever ends they seek, the Hardheads of the 

Conformatists are some of the most stubborn berks a cutter'll ever 

meet.

    Still, for all their protestations that they do like the other 

races really, the fact remains that almost all the Conformatists are 

human. What's more, the group's frowned on by many other bloods in 

the Harmonium, let alone the other factions. It seems other races 

don't like being pigeon-holed like that. Their loss, say the 

Conformatists.
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Being the fourth in a series of articles exploring alternative 

viewpoints of the faction's ideals. This time, the Xaositects. Or was 

it the Guvners? Or both? You decide...

                            Visionaries

                       4: Varpar the Contrary

                            by Jon 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                              * * * *

Varpar Hogar

    Many factors in the Cage are called barmy. Perhaps none deserves 

to be called it more than Varpar Hogar; the very fact that he's a 

high-up of the Xaositects should tell a blood that much. Thing is, 

the message he brings might sound addled in the extreme, but it's 

proven to be more successful than most anything else that's ever been 

dreamed up. Is the multiverse itself barmy? According to Varpar, 

that'd be the case.

    Unlike so many of the Xaositects, Varpar's actually completely 

sane. His arguments are carefully though out; the product of a 

logical and reasonable mind. See, this blood used to be high in the 

Fraternity of Order, until they threw him out. His theories were too 

crazy for them, they said. So, going with his very philosophy, he 

threw in with the Xaositects. And what's more; that tactic's worked 

just like he knew it would. Varpar's ideas are now more popular with 

the Guvners than he ever was when he was in their ranks. Confused? 

You'll have to know more about his beliefs to figure it out...

    The secret's in opposites. A long time ago, this tiefling cutter 

Varpar noticed that whatever he did, the opposite always happened in 

the end. He got married to someone he loved; his life turns to a 

living nightmare. An acrimonious split later; he's happier than ever 

before. His research as a Guvner takes him so close to an Axiom that 

it's practically eating out of his hand; he's thrown out of the 

faction. He becomes an enemy of order and law; the Guvners are 

begging for him to come back and tell them his darks.

    It's a barmy world all right.

    Varpar's philosophy's so simple that you think you've missed it 

when you see it: Do the opposite of what you intend. That's it. No 

fancy words (those come when you have to explain to your friend why 

you've just betrayed them). 'Course, they'll see the benefits in the 

long term; it's just that most cutters aren't prepared to wait that 

long.

    Every mathematician knows that for every action, there's an equal 

and opposite reaction. There's no point fighting it, berk, it's 

pretty much an Axiom itself. Varpar realised that long ago.

    What does this mean? Say a man wants to make a fortune. He sets 

up a business, begins to trade, works his way into the trust of the 

big-timers. He might even be successful for a while. Then what 

happens? One lousy mistake and it all comes crashing down around his 

ears! See, that berk forgot that for all his effort, there's be an 

equal and opposing effort to make him loose all the money he'd worked 

so hard for!

    Here's the clever part. Suppose the same blood subscribed to 

Varpar's beliefs. First thing he does is go out and sell everything 

he owns, gets really unlucky gambling, and lands up to his ears in 

debt. That's pretty barmy, right? Wrong! You're forgetting the Axiom, 

berk. As soon as he's done this, the mechanics of the multiverse are 

primed. All the cunning blood has to do is sit back and watch the 

rewards roll in, and the multiverse strives to give him back 

everything he's lost. Hey presto! The cutter's rich as he was before, 

and he can spend it all over again!

    If you wondered why that rather logical piece of thinking belongs 

to the Xaositects, you'd be asking the right questions. Well, most of 

the Chaosmen don't really care about the physics of it all; they just 

enjoy doing crazy things. Varpar despaired about it at first, but it 

was all part of his grand scheme.

    See, once he'd told a few high-ups in the Guvners about his 

philosophy, they laughed him out of the Courthouse. Varpar'd pretty 

much expected it; after all, he'd worked hard and been successful for 

too long and knew a fall'd come any day. So he packed his bags and 

left the Guvners laughing.

    A month or two later, and the Fraternity of Order've come to 

their senses. Just as Varpar's fall from grace was dramatic, so his 

rise in the Xaositects has been meteoric. He's as powerful and 

influential a blood as any in that faction. Could be that the Guvners 

are jealous, or perhaps they just want to get their hands on the dark 

of his beliefs. Whatever it is, they've invited him back to the 

faction, and promised him a post even higher than the one they sacked 

him from.

    Will Varpar return? Who knows, but it'll probably be the opposite 

of what you'd expect him to do. See, he's discovering greater and 

greater subtleties in the maths of his beliefs; such that it might 

even turn out to be addled nonsense after all. Who knows indeed?

The Reactionaries

    "The Reactionaries" are what the brave cutters in the Xaositects 

who subscribe to Varpar's barmy idea have chosen to call themselves. 

Some of them enjoy the chaos of the situation, others like doing the 

opposite of what they're told to do. Some even go as far as doing 

exactly what they think they should, knowing the opposite'll happen, 

and maybe the opposite again. It's a complex business, contrariness.

    Even stranger, for each Reactionary in the Xaositects, there 

seems to be another one in the Guvners. These bloods catalogue and 

test the theory, measuring their actions and reactions to see whether 

the contrariness holds constant, and if so, whether it'll oscillate 

more than once. Could life be a continual movement between two 

opposite states, and if so, how does one alter the amplitude ad 

frequency of such oscillations? 

    As the small groups of Reactionaries grow, the more conservative 

thinkers in both factions grow worried. The Xaositect high-ups wonder 

if their younger members're being influenced towards lawfulness by 

this ex-Guvner. It was fun letting him in but perhaps the idea's not 

a good one any more, and the success they've enjoyed's about to go 

sour. But then they're back on the inescapable ring of Varpar's 

strange logic.

    Meanwhile, the Guvners dislike the spread of disorder and 

breaking of protocol. Was inviting Varpar back a good idea? Will he 

come back, and more importantly, do they really want him back? His 

theories seem to be true, but only if they're proved by the anti-

contrary logic of the Fraternity; surely this is the opposite of 

itself? Frankly, it makes many heads hurt just to think of it all.

    And in the middle is Varpar. His theory seems to be excellent, 

and he's both sought after by and at the same time rejected by two 

opposing factions. Maybe it's time he started out on his own...or 

would that herald certain disaster? He could even forget the whole 

idea...but then, would it bounce back again?

    It's surely an impossible quandary.
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                            Visionaries

                        5: The Faceless One

                            by Jon 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

The Faceless One

    It's hard to talk about a person with no name, let alone a belief 

without one. However, that's what has to be done. The founder of this 

vision we shall call simply "The Faceless One", and the group of 

bloods who're living it are the "Faceless".

    The Faceless One doesn't have a life history. She gave that up 

long ago, back when she had a name. Her history instead belongs to a 

githzerai called Aquilla Moxx. That blood was born in limbo. Not the 

plane, berk, but in a flux between two places. See, Aquilla's mother 

Lovilo was a planewalker, a real famous one at the time. As everyone 

does though, she's faded to obscurity now. But that's not the story.

    Aquilla was born in strange circumstances. See, there's some 

places which you're not meant to go, and other places which don't 

want you to go to them. Still more don't want you to go, and once 

you're there certainly don't want you leaving. Lovilo was in one of 

those places. She was heavily pregnant with Aquilla, but there wasn't 

any danger of her being born while Lovilo was out walking the Planes; 

she was too much of a blood for that. At least that's what she 

believed.  

    Lovilo'd been walking on the Abyss, and was about ready to go 

home to the Cage. She was with a party of strong cutters, and they 

had a key and a portal, so there wasn't a problem there. Time came to 

leave, and seeing as she was the fighter of the bunch, Lovilo 

remained behind last. They activated the portal, and her three 

companions stepped through. She was about to follow, when an 

earthquake hit the cave they were in. Lovilo was knocked flat on her 

stomach through the portal, and immediately went into labour.

    Upon seeing her screaming face lurch through the portal, her 

companions assumed Lovilo'd been attacked, and pulled her through 

before the portal shut down. It collapsed before they'd got her waist 

through, forcing the mother through into Sigil, and the baby back to 

the Abyss.

    Horrified at what'd happened, the four tried to reopen the 

portal, but to no avail. They'd used their last key, and vials of 

Styx water were never easy to come by. Thus it was that Aquilla was 

born between two planes, and lost her mother before she knew who she 

was. Lovilo reluctantly gave up hope of finding her child; it wasn't 

as if there was any chance it'd survive.

    If you thought the story'd end there, you'd be wrong. By chance 

or design, the newborn baby was found by a bebilith. Again, you'd 

expect the nasty beast to have devoured the child there and then, but 

again you'd be wrong. For some reason, the child was rescued by the 

nightmare beast and 'cared' for. Maybe the bebilith thought the 

parents'd come back for the child, and it'd get a bigger meal that 

way, or maybe some strange mothering instinct took hold. Who can say? 

Whatever the fiend's motive, it was hardly a kindly parent. It showed 

the infant how to maim a corpse just right, how to eat the living 

flesh off its prey, and darker things no mortal should ever know. 

Aquilla survived until her tenth birthday, when the bebilith opened 

the portal for the child and pushed her into the Cage. They never saw 

each other again.

    Moving in an instant from the darkest depths of the Abyss to the 

hustle and bustle of Sigil wouldn't have been easy for anyone, least 

of all for Aquilla. She was found by the Bleakers and taken in; a 

screaming barmy child with less than half a mind and no concept of 

humanity. It was years before she could even speak like a human; she 

had this unnerving habit of communicating telepathically and hissing 

her evil thoughts to all she could see.

    While she learned to talk, Aquilla began to piece together her 

life, and understand the ramifications of what she was and would 

always be. As she learned what good was the thought of her cruel 

childhood of torture and indoctrination into pure evil filled her 

with horror. Her mind switched between the foulest wickedness and 

that of a child disgusted with its own thoughts. Aquilla tried many 

things to cure her of her past, but never suicide. She knew that'd 

drive her back to where the bebilith sprang from, for the evil in her 

life far outweighed the good. She wanted so much not to be evil.

    On her twentieth birthday, she realised what she had to do. 

Aquilla forgot her own life, thrust aside her name, and history, and 

left the demons behind. A fresh start; a clean slate.

    Almost at once, her tormented mind was healed. As she gave up her 

identity, becoming a woman with no name and no life to call her own, 

so everything that was wrong about her disappeared. She furthered the 

severance with her past by veiling herself and speaking of herself 

not as a singular, but as a plural.

    "We peel ourselves that we're individuals. You and I, we're no 

different underneath," she used to tell her Bleaker mentors. "There 

is no purpose in anything, and that includes identity."

    Many found they couldn't argue with her logic. She'd found her 

own truth, and it was one with no grounding, no facts to grasp upon, 

and nothing to show for it all except nothing itself.

    For the Bleak Cabal, it was a popular ideology indeed.

The Faceless

    The Faceless are Bleakers who've taken an extra step and lost 

their own identities. They don't use their names, and nor do they use 

aliases. It's us outsiders who call them the Faceless, berk, and 

don't forget that. With their release from their past, so do they 

lose their madness, insecurities, and self-hate. It's a limbo between 

existing and not existing, really.

    "Names weaken you," say the Faceless. Any conjurer can tell a 

cutter that everyone has a secret name, which wizards and fiends can 

use to gain power over a sod. Well, the Faceless don't; they lose 

theirs when they lose their identity. Even the Powers can't keep 

track of a body when there's no name he can be called. It plays havoc 

with Sigil's justice system too, when a defendant hasn't got a name 

to be recorded in the statute books, as many an angry Guvner 

secretary can testify.

    Forget the labels; drop the assumptions; open your mind to 

nothing. That's the basic tenet of the belief. For some it's a 

release from responsibility, for others an administrative nightmare.

    For more information, ask...oh, erm, actually I can't give you a 

name to contact. Oh, they all look the same; they have sheets over 

their faces. Just stop one of them.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Fri, 22 Mar 1996 13:26:19 GMT

Visionaries 6

Well, this is it, guys; the last in the present series...

That's not because there aren't any more, but because I'm not going 

to be around and about on the list for the next two weeks or so. 

I'm off home for a bit of R&R and should be back bright-eyed and 

bushy-tailed (well, as bushy as a cornugon can get) with more 

ludicrous ideas. It also means that I won't be able to send out 

copies to sods who've missed 'em...well, not until I get back.

If any of you feel inspired by the idea of Visionaries, please feel 

free to post your own; I'm sure there are many more cool ideas to be 

imagined. You'll probably have noticed that in each story I've tried 

to explain not only the particular take on the faction's beliefs that 

the Visionary's offering, but also a bit of background on why they 

think like they do. If you can justify the belief, it becomes all the 

more plausible.

The whole idea of Visionaries came about when I had loads of ideas 

for new factions and sects. Thing is, I personally don't want to see 

the game cluttered up by countless minor factions and groups; I 

reckon they'd stop being special if there were too many about. 

Limiting Sigil's factions to 15 (even if that wouldn't be enforced by 

the Lady these days) was a master stroke, in my opinion.

Still, the ideas I had were too interesting to ignore, and then I 

realised that, with a bit of imagination, most of them could fit into 

the existing factions. You could call them 'Sects' or my personal 

favourite 'Fractions' (its a bit cheesy though)

I've currently got one for each faction (bar a couple). When I get 

time, I'll finish and post the rest; probably when I get back.

Have a great Easter (if you're that way inclined). In the mean time, 

you can all talk about me behind my back.

See ya!

Jon

                               * * *

                            Visionaries

                        6: Whylo the Adamant

                            by Jon 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Whylo Aristar

    Whylo Aristar probably never did an honest day's work in his 

life. Part of that probably came from being a tiefling, and another 

part from growing up in Ribcage; arguably the most corrupt gate town 

in the Outlands. The third factor in his success as a knight of the 

cross trade was his vanity. Whylo always wanted to be the best.

    As a child, Whylo bullied other youths and bribed his way into 

their confidence. He lied, cheated and generally tricked people into 

liking him, not as a nice person, but as a blood who could always get 

anything he wanted. He wasn't a particularly smart child at school, 

so his success came as a surprise to many. Though his tutors never 

managed to prove it, they always suspected foul play. Maybe Whylo 

bribed smarter kids to put his name on their exam papers, or maybe he 

altered the marks afterwards, but he must have done something, 

because he always came top.

    Whylo always liked working with his hands. He was naturally light-

fingered, and would've made a good pickpocket. His mind however, was 

set upon loftier goals. "Why stop with petty crime" he thought, "when 

grand larceny's so much more profitable?" And so it was that Whylo 

became an apprentice to the forger know as 'the Quill'.

    Forgery proved to be his greatest strength. Whylo rapidly 

excelled his master at the art, and all of his old teacher's business 

started to trickle his way. The Quill at first was proud of his 

prodigy, then jealous, then downright hateful. Whylo anticipated 

treachery, and got in first, cooking up false evidence that 

implicated his master in all manner of nefarious schemes. Of course, 

those papers found their way to the authorities, and thus the threat 

competition was eliminated.

    Over the years, Whylo gained a greater and greater reputation. 

It's said it was he who supplied Sigil's Anarchists with the 

documents they needed to pull off one of their grandest schemes: the 

time they 'proved' the Sensates had been fiddling their inns' tax 

returns. The Fated nearly started a war when Erin refused to pay up. 

To this day, it's a bone of contention between the two factions; each 

still think the other tried to peel them.

    Whylo's forgery just kept getting better and better. One time he 

sold an entire yugoloth legion to a baatezu horde, much to the 

chagrin of the tanar'ri who were leading them. In another famous peel 

he kidnapped the entire research project of a Guvner high-up who 

thought he'd discovered an Axiom. Whylo's agents swapped his papers 

from some the tiefling'd prepared earlier, and the knight sold the 

lot to the modrons. 'Course, the version he'd left behind didn't 

actually work, and caused some embarrassment when the Guvner 

presented his work to a symposium of the Fraternity's greatest 

scholars.

    Whylo's ambition still wasn't satisfied. He wanted to be the 

greatest; the very best forger in the multiverse. To be honest, he 

wasn't that far off it to start with, but he wanted even more: he 

wanted to be the Power of Forgery. Whylo reckoned that if he could 

peel old Sung Chiang (the self-proclaimed Lord of Thieves) then he'd 

be pretty much there. So that was what he did.

    It took many years for Whylo to draw up the letter. He used all 

sorts of ingredients that he'd gained at great cost. Well, the cost 

didn't often fall upon him; he had too many pawns for that. Next he 

tricked a few mages and priests into waving powerful enchantments 

over the document. Then he sent it off to Sung Chiang.

    It's dark exactly what the letter said, but it's thought it was 

supposed to be from Mask (a Lesser Power who reckon's he's the Lord 

of Shadows and Intrigue) challenging Sung Chiang to a contest of 

theft. It's also dark whether the old Rogue tumbled to it, but 

witnesses claim Sung Chiang sent an Avatar marching straight off to 

Mask's Realm to give the upstart an earful.

    Did Whylo's plan work? In the sense that Sung Chiang looked 

mighty foolish, maybe it did. But the forger's not been seen since. 

Even the chant doesn't agree what happened to the foolhardy blood.

    Some say he just got scragged for his past crimes, and he's at 

Factol Sarin's pleasure in the Vault. Others reckon that Sung Chiang 

had the sod stolen and Whylo's now enjoying a stay at the Teardrop 

Palace, for eternity. Still quieter whispers claim that Whylo simply 

vanished, and he's gone somewhere quiet while he becomes a Power. 

    The quietest whispers are often the most insistent.

The Adamant

    The Adamant are a vocal section of the Believers of the Source. 

The Godsmen as a whole are all about ascending to Powerhood, and the 

Adamant believe they've found an answer.

    "What's the best way to become a Power?" ask the Adamant. "How 

about acting like one?"

    It's such a simple idea, that many berks never thought of it. 

Now, acting like a Power doesn't mean you have to speak in a booming 

voice, build a kip in a really inaccessible place and refuse to talk 

to mortals. They're trappings that come with the job of Powerhood, 

not a means to get there.

    No, the Powers have got where they are by being single-minded. 

They've attained the zenith of all they embody; the ultimate in 

perfection of their sphere. There's no better poet than Bragi, no 

blood wiser than Brihaspati, and no one sharper with the katana than 

Hachiman. They've got where they are by being the best at one (or 

more) trades. So that's the way a body looking to ascend's got to go 

too; by being perfect.  

    Gear your life towards your goal; eat, drink and breathe your way 

to the top. Do nothing that doesn't further your path, and beware of 

anything and anyone which will hinder you or even push you further 

away again. 

    The Adamant've got case studies of many bloods who were the best 

at what they did, and more often than not these sods simply seem to 

disappear.  They're called 'the Missing', and Whylo's just one of 

them. Some Adamant have even taken to praying to the Missing, and the 

chant is they're receiving spells. While none of these Missing sods 

has been seen with a Realm or even an Avatar, the Adamant say they're 

due to be the next Powers. 

    But it's not that easy. The Adamant also believe you've got to be 

careful exactly what you choose to attain perfection in. Some of the 

Powers are testy sods, and take offence if it looks like a mortal 

dares to challenge their domination of an area of life. Other Powers 

are more than happy to give an ambitious blood a helping hand, and 

might even take the cutter on as an apprentice or proxy. It depends 

on the Power. 'Course, if a cunning blood chose an area that no Power 

claims (though they're precious few these days) he'd have an easier 

ride to the top.

    So the moral of the Adamants is to be your very best. If that's 

not good enough, then you'll just have to be even better next time. 

Perfection is everything, and less than perfection means nothing.
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)
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                        Visionaries

                        7: Imam 'abd ar-Rahman

                            by MC Gianni 1996

   Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most, 

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer 

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these 

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of 

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the 

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Imam 'abd ar-Rahman

'Abd ar-Rahman has not always been the stern moralist priest we know and

fear to-day.

As a youth he was known as M'hand and plied the not-so-honourable trade of

wrecker, luring merchant ships onto the reefs around his native island of

Lzaier, on a remote prime world. One day, however, as he was exploring the

wreck of a rich ship from the north, he heard the moans of an old man. He

approached him, unsheathed his djambiya -- but as he was about to slice the

throat of the old man, their gazes met and he saw such goodness that he

just dropped the blade and kneeled down in front of the old man.

>From that day on, he acted as guide, bodyguard and disciple to the old

'alim. Under his guidance, he soon learnt how to read and write (for he was

a bright pupil) and he acquired much holy knowledge about the Loregiver and

Enlightment.

The years passed, and M'hand finally became an acclaimed scholar of the

Loregiver, and a much revered moralist priest. He took on a new name, 'abd

ar-Rahman, and started wandering his world to bring Enlightment to those in

the need. He gained many converts and proselytes to his cult, and

eventually gained the title of imam.

As such, he was now always accompanied by a strong following of pilgrims,

acolytes and farisan.

One day, as they'd landed on an unknown island south of the known lands,

Imam 'abd ar-Rahman spotted a cave entrance which seemed to have been made

my mortal hands. He entered the cave with a handful of farisan, and they

soon found a set of stairs going down. The stairs led them to an old,

bronze portal that they managed to open. Of course, the portal was just

that -- a portal -- and Imam 'abd ar-Rahman was unknowingly holding its key

(a burning bit of wood) in his left hand. He and his farisan entered the

portal and were transported to Sigil.

Imagine the bewilderment of a group of pious men suddenly finding

themselves in the midst of a stinking, motley crowd of men of dubious

aspect and scantily clad women! They immediately turned back and tried to

enter the portal again, but it was raining in Sigil that day, and the torch

was put out.

Nevertheless, Imam 'abd ar-Rahman managed to get accustomed to the

Sigillian ways and became a factor of the Harmonium (whose philosophy best

suited his moralistic views). Eventually, he managed to get assigned to the

Outer Planes (for he hated Sigil and wanted to leave the Cage) and held

various appointments on Arcadia and Mount Celestia, where he met Formigoni,

a fellow hardhead and prime; they became close friends.

Imam 'abd ar-Rahman and Formigoni had a feeling the Harmonium was too soft

on trespassers of the laws, and especially on sinners. They sooned formed a

small 'fraction' of the Harmonium whose aim was to track down sinners and

punish them.

Formigoni even found out a proper place for punishment on Baator, and they

shared their task: Imam 'abd ar-Rahman was to find the sinners and judge

them, and Formigoni was to carry out the punishment on Baator.

Things went along smoothly for some time, but Imam 'abd ar-Rahan noticed

that his friend was becoming more and more obsessed with the way sinners

got punished and not the reason why they got punished. Eventually, their

'fraction' split and Formigoni's followers became an evil sect known as the

Punishers. On the other hand, 'abd ar-Rahman's followers stayed within the

Harmonium, but they've had ever less interaction with fellow Hardheads

since the 'fraction''s split. To-day, they're known as the Inquisition, and

are based on Buxenus.

The Inquisition (the Enlightened)

The Enlightened have a mission -- to track down sinners, to bring them to

Buxenus to Imam 'abd ar-Rahman who judges them for their sins.

The sinners are then handed over to fellow hardheads when they're deemed

"recoverable" or given to the Red Death for punishment.

Most people in the Harmonium's 're-education camps' were arrested by the

Enlightened, but since these camps are slowly taken over by standard

hardheads, the Inquisition is looking for new headquarters and for a new

playground -- the Prime Material Plane.

Well it seems that Imam 'abd ar-Rahman's getting sterner with age, and he

has decided that the Inquisition shall focus on primes from now on. He is

training recruits to set up secret bases on any prime world they can have

access to and to bring enlightment to its inhabitants -- ie to seek out the

sinners and punish them.

That is the current situation. Given the vastness of this new task, the

Inquisition could disappear just as well as they could become a major force

within the Harmonium or even break away and become a sect centred on the

Prime.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Tue, 9 Jul 1996 16:54:02 BST
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They're back! I welcome any comments, suggestions, or criticisms (no,

really!) Post 'em on the list or send 'em to me at:

                      mbdx4jw2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk
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                         9: Fash the Tacit

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Fash the Tacit

    Nobody outside the faction can claim they really understand what

in the Hells the Ciphers are going on about. If you do ever hear

someone rattling their bone-boxes to that effect, its a cert that

they never met one of the Eclipsed. They're a very small group of die-

hard Ciphers who follow a halfling blood called Fash the Tacit.

    They call their mentor "the Tacit" because she never speaks. It's

not that she doesn't want to (like Factol Rhys), it's more that she

can't. See, her tongue's been cut out.

    Most bashers'd think that'd be enough to stop a sod performing

her duties as a factor. Well, in most cases you'd be right. But, as

seems typical of the Ciphers, Fash was promoted *because* her

tongue's been cut out. Not only that, but she's blind, deaf and has

no sense of smell.

    Does that sound like a recipe for disaster?

    Fash's not as unfortunate as you'd think. While it might sound

like she was the victim of the most terrible tanar'ri torturer ever,

in fact all those disabilities were s-inflicted. Fash has this barmy

idea, see, about senses.

    She ought to know, really, 'cause she used to be a Sensate

herself. She was one of the rowdiest too; always drunk with pleasure,

sampling the latest and most dangerous in decadent pastimes, and

behaving in a manner that could best be summed up by the word:

"bubber". It's not something she's proud of though, so mind you don't

let on I said that.

    Fash was one of the Sensates who suddenly snapped out of it.

There she was, drunk as a judge (again), when she suddenly though:

"What am I doing?" She was enjoying herself, but was she actually

learning anything? Sure, she could tell the difference between the

bouquets of all known Arborean wines at ten paces, but did she really

feel she'd learned anything deeper about the multiverse?

    Such crises of faith aren't uncommon in the factions; for the

Sensates at least they tend to go away as soon as the next round of

drinks is bought. Fash, however, had been shaken to her very heart.

She felt suddenly worthless, like she'd been living a lie all that

time. She felt betrayed. Fash left the tavern that moment, and though

she was too bubbed-up even to see who she was bumping into, somehow

made it back to her kip that night.

    The next afternoon, after her head stopped feeling like something

even Talos'd be afraid to go near, she pondered the events of the

night before. How'd she gotten home in one piece? Most mornings she

just woke up under the table she'd been at the night before, unless

she got carried somewhere else. But she'd been determined to get

home, and had managed it without even thinking about it.

    The spark of curiosity was already burning, and she decided to

experiment. Blindfolding herself, Fash tried to feel where things

were without using her eyes. A few days later, with stubbed toes and

bleeding hands, she began to get a feel for seeing without her eyes.

    "Maybe you don't actually see with your eyes," she wondered, "But

everyone assumes you do." She tried the experiment again, this time

blocking her ears with wax. Then the same again, coating her tongue

with oil and guessing what foods she was eating without tasting them.

Fash began to realise that she didn't need her senses at all; in

fact, she got on better without them.

    Now Fash was always a daring cutter; that's why she became a

Sensate in the first place. She believed in acting when she felt it

was right to, and so it was on the spur of the moment that she chose

to blind herself by destroying her eyes. Once she'd got used to the

absence of sight, she found her other senses grew stronger to

compensate, and destroyed them too, one by one.

    By this time, she'd come to the notice of the Ciphers. A few

young bloods took it upon themselves to help the halfling adjust to

her sense-deprived existence. As she learned to live a perfectly

normal life, even with her impaired senses, so their respect for her

grew. They persuaded her to join the Transcendent Order (she didn't

take much persuading, as she'd already decided she was a member

anyway), and in her honour, they even began to wear blindfolds and

block up their ears.

    And so were born the Eclipsed.

The Eclipsed

    According to the tenets of the group, there are three states of

sense a body can adopt. They've styled themselves after the sun and

moon, for they're the two things that Fash misses most from her home

on the Prime. Fash reckons the senses are like the sun: glaringly

bright, brash and harsh, while senselessness is like the moon;

subtle, silvery and gentle.

    "The Full" are most cutters, those who've got all their senses

intact. They bumble around, seeing and hearing things, but not really

appreciating how precious those senses are. See, you don't understand

how they work and how you depend upon them until they're gone. "Full"

means full moon and full sun. It's just that when the day's at its

brightest, the glare of the sun blots out the light of the moon.

That's why most bashers never realise they could see more than just

with their eyes.

    "The Waning" are the members of this group; those who've lost

some of their senses, but not all of them. They're learning to cope

with the few that remain, slowly removing them as they feel ready.

They're blocking out the sunlight and the shape of the moon's getting

more and more apparent, though still not quite observable.

    "Eclipsed" is supposedly the perfect state; where mind and body

are separate. The senses are the link between the two, and once

they're destroyed, the mind is free to transcend. Fash herself hasn't

quite reached that state yet, though she's got precious few senses

left to spare. 'Course, it's still all theoretical as to whether

she's got the right idea in the first place. This is the state where

the sun's light is blocked out completely by the moon. The senses

that mortals are born with are eclipsed, and the brilliant aura of

what's unknown shines like a halo around the soul. It's poetic, at

least it is compared with the Ciphers' normal rhetoric.

    By losing the senses they have, the Eclipsed find their remaining

senses are strengthened to compensate. Even when they're gone,

however, there seems to be a 'hidden sense' behind the sight, sound,

taste, touch and smell. It's a combination of all of them at once,

yet none of them. Most cutters don't even notice it's there at all

until they've lost three of four of the others, then they begin to

realise that they just 'know' things that they shouldn't be able to

know. It's often a turning point in belief.

    The Eclipsed are growing in popularity, especially with cutters

drawn to the motif of the moon like moths to a lantern. These include

priests of lunar powers like Selune or Hecate, as well as

lycanthropes. They make a motley bunch, with varied powers and very

different goals.

    The rest of the Ciphers see the Eclipsed as a bunch of barmies,

but at least they respect the "let's go and do something" attitude of

the group. Too may other Visionaries preach and that's it, Ciphers

reckon. It's about time one has the courage to live up to their

convictions, even if those convictions are addle-coved. It ain't

always the result that matters, it's the doing!

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Fri, 12 Jul 1996 15:33:41 BST
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                       10: GrandMaster Lorill

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

GrandMaster Lorill

    It's been around for a long time, and it's entirely likely that

it'll be around for a long time more. What? The game of chess. It's

the favourite of many a tactician or general, gambler or high-up, and

it's even said the powers themselves like to partake in a game or

two. Except of course, they use real live pieces.

    GrandMaster Lorill is one of the finest players of chess that the

multiverse has ever seen. The chant goes that he beat Bes (the

Egyptian Power of Luck) at a match once, and perhaps most surprising

of all, he's still alive to tell the tale. Still, that's not why he's

mentioned here.

    Lorill joined the Guvners because he loved laws and rules. He was

one of those bloods who liked to know where he stood. He wanted

everything to be predictable and in its proper place. Now that's all

very well when it comes to society; it's easy to impose and enforce

laws, and change 'em if they don't seem to be working. It's also

possible to catch those who break laws and punish them, either to

deter others from trying to bob the social order or merely remove the

offending sod.

    But society ain't the only thing with laws. Nature's got rules

and regulations too, it seems. Being an elven exile from a forest-

covered prime world meant Lorill thought a lot about nature, too.

Most bashers put these immutable laws down to the powers, follow the

ones the priests tell 'em to, and that's that. Well, that wasn't

'that' enough for Lorill.

    See, there's so many priests and powers that a basher must choose

between. Pick any one power and his set of rules, and there's a

thousand other laws you're breaking. Tried to follow all the laws of

all the powers, and you'd only find that half of 'em contradict each

other so you can't even do that. And there's no way of knowing which

power's got the *right* laws, right? (Course, if there were rules

about who you could and couldn't worship that'd be different, but

there ain't).

    That convoluted logic was what led Lorill to his conclusion: the

Powers don't make up the rules of the multiverse; they're bound by

'em too. That's why the deities require mortal worshippers and are

barred from the Prime right? That's just two examples of laws even

the powers can't shake off.

    Whoever wrote the rules, Lorill reckoned, wasn't anywhere to be

seen manipulating them any more. Out of sight, out of mind, right?

That was when he hit upon the analogy with chess. Maybe, he reasoned,

the multiverse could be likened to a massive chessboard. Sure, it'd

been said before, but only as a metaphor when mortals wanted to

describe how important the powers were. But what if it actually were

true?

    Chess pieces generally don't argue with the player who's

manipulating them, and they don't usually understand the reason

they're being moved in the way they are. Imagine it from the point of

view of a black pawn. Does the poor sod realise why he's always

fighting the white army? Does he understand why he can only walk

forwards, never backwards? Or why a knight moves in an "L"-shaped

path? No. That don't make him any less useful to the player though,

does it?

    But what if the pawn could think for himself? Would he see and

know things the player couldn't? Lorill found that when he empathised

with his pieces when he played, felt their fear and adrenalin as they

battled, and desperation to be victorious, that he enjoyed the game

of chess all the more. And he also found he won much more frequently.

Were they really alive, or did these little wooden spirits exist only

in his mind, when he though about them?

    Lorill began to wonder whether this discovery could hold a

greater place in the multiverse.

The Players

    Lorill's been the head of the Bureau of Strategic Tournaments in

the Guvners for nearly fourteen years. In that time, he and his staff

have stumbled across some great darks. They reckon that the whole

multiverse is just a game, pure and simple. Of course, any game has

its rules (or else it'd be unplayable), so they're self-assigned

mission is to figure out what the rules are. Then they'll know how to

follow, or more importantly, avoid 'em.

    Players who begin to grasp the dark often come to same terrifying

conclusion: if the multiverse is a game then are they themselves

pawns? Do they control their own destinies? Chess pieces certainly

don't. Could this analogy be drawn to themselves? Do the creatures

that reside in the multiverse have a free will, or is there every

action being decided upon by some outside observer; some 'Great

Player'? Does the multiverse only exist for the pleasure of more

powerful creatures than themselves? Is there a referee to catch

cheaters and make sure the rules aren't broken, and what happens when

they are? What sort of twisted mentality would play games with

reality, anyway?

    However, these doubts are of less importance to the Players than

finding the rules themselves. It's vital to figure out what they are,

then the Players will be able to play properly, for themselves. After

all, life might just be a game, but it's real too, so it's important

that you play as hard as you can!

    The "Law of Quantisation" is the first rule, or rather,

observation, that the Players have made. It's a curious and

inexplicable one at that. With careful measurements, surveys and

calculations, they've ascertained that the aptitudes or mortals bear

certain quantised characteristics. In plain language, that means it's

possible to rank the abilities of mortals by whole numbers. The

Players reckon you can be 'this' strong, or 'that' little bit

stronger, but you can't have a strength in between. Similarly, you

can be this agile or that agile, but not halfway.

    They really don't understand this strange law of nature yet, but

they've been busy ranking all the aptitudes and statistics of every

creature they can get their hands upon. So far they've found six, but

there's no telling where this might end.

    In a similar vein, observation of many hundreds of combats has

revealed that no matter how proficient a warrior is, he can never

successfully hit an enemy more than 95% of the time. The reason for

this peculiar occurrence is completely unknown, but the Players bet

its got something to do with the Rules...

    Most of the other Guvners scoff at the barmy notions of the

Players. Of course they've got free wills! Nobody imagines them or

controls their lives! That sort of talk sounds more like the Signers

that the Guvners. Still, for all the bluster, more than one Guvner

has had doubts. Could they really all be just part of a game?

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Mon, 15 Jul 1996 13:38:48 BST
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                             11: Troika

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Troika

    Troika's an uncanny blood, for sure. Listen carefully, cutter,

this might take you by surprise, and it might make your head hurt a

bit. Maybe you'll reckon you're being peeled, but I promise you

ain't. You've already been mislead, cutter. Troika ain't a single

blood, see. They're three bodies. But then, at the same time, they

ain't. This is going to take some explaining, right?

    Okay, start with the basics: Tieflings. Every one's a story on

its own, as you're probably aware. There's this thing about fiendish

blood see, that makes tiefers special. Y'know what I mean; they've

got this look about 'em. Could be dragon scales in the palms of their

hands, could be a forked purple tongue, could be eyes like burning

stars; whatever it is, there's always something different about a

tiefer.

    It ain't always something so glamorous though. Thing is, more

tieflings than is fair are born wrong, with defects and unnatural

disorders. They're hardy cusses, most of 'em, and they usually

survive their troubles. You've probably heard of the tiefers they

call 'Siamese twins'. They're twins, sure enough, but they're born

joined together. Could be by the waist, back or hips; in fact, it

could be most anywhere. Rarer still are Siamese triplets, but they

never live long; even tiefers ain't tough enough to survive that sort

of bad luck.

    If you're a real blood, you'll know there's always an exception

to every rule. Troika's just that: they were born as Siamese

triplets, 'cept there didn't seem to be anything amiss with the poor

little pikes at the time.

    That's because Troika was joined at the mind.

    The chant is that Troika's mother didn't notice at first. You

wouldn't though; the creature we now call Troika consisted of two

baby girl tiefers and a baby boy. Pikelets that young all act the

same anyway. Troika's mother (a half-elf planewalker called

Fanarrigan) called the babies Gilia, Lilia and Danderel. Something

must've struck her as curious when all three of 'em would cry at the

same time, even when they were put in separate rooms. Seemed they had

some strange kind of empathy with each other. Least, that's probably

what Fanarrigan put it down to.

    It wasn't until the tiefer triplets'd learned to talk that the

world at large began to figure out what had happened. Any Bleaker

who's spent time inside the Madhouse could tell a body about barmies

with split personalities. These sods reckon they're more than one

cutter at once, inhabiting the same body. Some of their personae

don't know about the rest, some do. They're often as complex as a

Baatorian government, with double-dealings and treachery all in the

poor sod's mind. That's probably what drives 'em barmy in the end,

cutter.

    Troika was similar to this, but at the same time crucially

different. See, the three bodies all shared the same personality. It

was as if Troika had a split *body*. Gilia, Lilia and Danderel were

in fact the self-same blood; same thoughts, same memories, same soul

even!

    It couldn't have been easy, bringing up three children as one,

and Fanarrigan managed admirably. It was a wonder she didn't go barmy

sooner (as it was the breakdown came only after Troika left home).

Once she'd realised the three were one, she renamed 'em Troika, and

tried to remember that they were singular, not plural. I'll try and

do the same, cutter.

    As Troika grew up, he...she...oh, we've hit the blinds again.

Remember, Troika's two-thirds female, one third male. Problem? No,

not really. At least, not for Troika. If it don't bother him, her or

them, then it shouldn't phase bloods like us, right?

    We digress. As Troika grew up, she realised she had a great

potential. See, Troika'd always been interested in the factions (a

real Cager is born into 'em, they say), and he especially took a

shine to the Society of Sensation. "Experience all things to learn

the truth," they said. Well Troika, with her three bodies, had triple

the chances to do just that. As soon as he was old enough, she joined

the Sensates and fell in with the swing of things.

    There was some argument as to whether Troika should pay

membership fees three times, but apart form that, everything went

smooth as slaadi. At first, Troika was a novelty for the faction, and

the cutter spent most of her days in the Sensorium recording his

thoughts and feelings. Nothing stays new for long in the Civic

Festhall though, and pretty soon Troika was yesterday's news.

    Troika always knew she was destined for something great, and that

wasn't as a side-show freak, neither. To Troika, it was perfectly

natural being a trinity; he found it amusing that other people

thought it was strange. As she found her feet in the faction, so his

three Big Ideas became more widely known.

    Firstly, Troika suggested Sensates might like to participate in

psionic 'mind linking'. Factol Erin liked the idea, and the Sensates

hired a bunch of psychics from the Bazaar to come and play with the

minds of factotums. It proved to be a great hit; for the first time,

Sensates were able to feel what it was like to share their heads with

other beings, and for real too! (None of that magic stone stuff)

     An impromptu speech given by the trinity gave the faction

another idea to follow. Troika suggested that, since senses were all

that mattered, perhaps they were something fundamental to the planes.

Every berk knows the animal lords represent the essence of certain

animal characteristics, Might there also be, he reasoned, Sense Lords?

    Frenetic brainstorming followed, and pretty soon the Sensates

proclaimed their 'sacred' creatures. Representing the sense of sight:

the beholder, who can see in all directions. For hearing: the harpy,

whose song can charm the hardest of hearts. For taste: the vampire,

who lives beyond death to savour his drink. Touch was embodied by the

mimic, who can simulate any material. Smell was personified in the

otyugh, whose stench surpasses that of any monster. And the sixth

sense, not usually talked about by most bashers, was the domain of

the illithids, who can know your thoughts before you do. Parties were

dispatched across the planes to seek out and return with these

beasts, so that the faction might learn the secrets from the masters.

Most of 'em are still out there looking.

    Troika's third observation was that the self is a reflection of

society. Everyone learns through experience, and it's a cutter's

environment that determines much about his character. Berks born in

Plague-Mort tend to be as foul as tanar'ri, while the children of

Excelsior grow up to be paladins, all.

    Understanding the self can be achieved by understanding society

then, and this in turn is accomplished by going out and getting to

meet as many bodies as possible. Troika'd already made a good start

at that. Since she has three faces, and is able to think for all of

them at once, he can literally do three things at once. While one of

the trinity lectures in the Festhall, the other two can hit the

nightlife of the cage, meet folk and party.

    By that token, Troika understands herself pretty well. The chant

is that he knows most bashers in the Cage. It's an unlikely-sounding

claim perhaps, but consider this: a basher only has to meet one of

the three for Troika to know about it. It's quite possible you've

already met the triplet yourself, basher. That blonde tiefling in the

tavern? The burly cutter with the moustache? The brunette with red

eyes? They're all Troika. Sound familiar to you?

The Three-Faced

    The Sensates are so keen on Troika that they'll jump to

practically anything he suggests these days. One of the three

visionaries is usually somewhere to be found in the Festhall,

sampling the latest imported bub, listening to poetry or

speechifying. Another's to be found wandering the taverns and inns of

the Cage, meeting and flirting with the patrons. The third self

spends time resting, contemplating or in deep discussion with their

best friend, the tanar'ri Rule-Of-Three. It seems the bloods have a

lot in common and they seem to hit it off well. 'Course, either one

of 'em could have ulterior motives (it's a cert that Troika'd make an

excellent spy).

    The Sensates who follow Troika's lead the closest call themselves

the Three-Faced. They tend to group themselves in threes, and spend

much of their time learning how to think like each other. Some of the

triads use psycho-active drugs to link their minds, or experiment

with spells like 'magic jar' to create a hybrid mind. Others go out

of their way to meet as many visitors to the Cage as they can. Still

others interrogate creatures with exceptional senses, hoping to learn

their darks.

    They're a mixed-up bunch of bashers, really. 'Course, the same

could be said for the faction as a whole.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>
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                       12: DeMiro the Erratic

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

DeMiro the Erratic

    DeMiro's a casualty of his own observational skills. Like his old

friend Varpar 'the Contrary' Hogar (see Visionaries 4), DeMiro used

to be a high-up of the Fraternity of Order. In fact, he and Varpar

worked side-by-side on many of their most notorious projects. While

Varpar's speciality was Reactionism however, DeMiro concerned himself

more with Erraticism. Unfortunately for both of them, the Guvners at

large approved of neither of their pet theories. When Varpar was

ejected from the faction, the bariaur DeMiro too was all-but asked to

leave.

    Why the sudden cull of Guvner high-up men? Well cutter, good

thing you asked. See, about this time, the Guvners were looking real

friendly with the Mathematicians. They're barmy bloods from the Plane

of Gears itself, and they're often put up on pedestals by less

numerically-minded Guvners. They've got this way with figures see, so

Mathematician factors are sometimes brought in when a particularly

tricky equation's proving hard to solve.

    DeMiro'd come across just such a one of these. Back in those

days, of course, his research was respectable to the lawful masses

(truth be told, most of the Guvners' didn't really know what he was

up to). Since he was an important sort of blood, a B4 chief of the

Bureau of Erratic Phenomena, (that's a sub-section of the Bureau of

Research, leatherhead) his superior was able to persuade a visiting

Mathematician to give his work a critical once-over.

    The number-crunching took many weeks in fact, far longer than

anyone had expected. It turned out that DeMiro's formula was more

complex than anything anyone could ever remember seeing. Intrigued,

the Mathematician sent for a legion of moingos (they're bizarre

creatures whose only purpose in existence is to calculate), and set

them to work, too.

    When the team finally reached an answer, they were so shocked,

they calculated it all again, twice. Still the same answer was

reached. DeMiro himself was amazed, and checked his theories and

formulae thoroughly. They all seemed to be correct. The revelation

brought the Fraternity of Order to a standstill when it was

announced. The actual answer to the calculation wasn't that

important, it was more the fact that there was a solution at all.

    See, DeMiro and the moingos had calculated the date when chaos

was invented (give or take a few millennia).

    Now many powers and stranger creatures have laid claim to

stirring up an ordered cosmos and creating chaos. Other mythologies

reckon the multiverse started off chaotic and order was formed from

it. Still others reckon that everything's just the same as it was

when it all began. Well, DeMiro's calculation 'proved' that there was

a definite start to chaos and entropy, from which it has steadily

increased. According to the formula, it's going to continue growing

at a set rate until the entire multiverse is engulfed in complete

disorder.

    When the initial shock had worn off and the moingos had left the

Cage (probably to fortify Mechanus against the encroaching chaos),

scholars in the Fraternity began to attack DeMiro's findings. The ink

had barely dried on his final report when the fateful knock came on

his laboratory door. He was being summoned to the factol, who was

officially Not Amused.

    Factol Hashkar didn't approve of DeMiro's conclusions at all.

See, the bariaur'd drawn a number of startling hypotheses from his

thesis. Firstly, DeMiro postulated that the multiverse was once

perfectly ordered, like Mechanus only more so. In fact, it was so

perfect, there was no such thing as motion, time or energy.

Obviously, life as it's generally known couldn't exist in these

conditions, so for life to begin, a bit of uncertainty had to be

brought into the picture.

    DeMiro speculated that time and chaos originated from the site

known as the Spawning Stone in the plane of Limbo. Little enough is

known about the place to ensure nobody could contradict his

suggestion with any meaningful evidence (the slaadi guarding the

place make sure of that).

    Allegedly, from this place of beginning, chaos and time radiated

out across the Outer Planes, creating uncertainty, possibilities and

choice. That's why Limbo is the seat of all things chaotic, and

planes near to it have also assumed the mantle of unpredictability.

It's even leeching into Sigil, where random portals and every-

changing street patterns are the very manifestation of chaos-stuff.

Planar races have also been affected, as they've been exposed to it

for so long; the tanar'ri and eladrin are tainted with chaos as are,

of course, the slaadi. These bloods are the liveliest of all the

planar creatures, and live the wildest, most exciting lives. It all

came as a package see; without a bit of chaos then nothing but

motionlessness could ever result.

    Now that was about the point where Factol Hashkar began to lose

his patience. To the factol, it must've looked like DeMiro was trying

to prove mathematically that Law and Life didn't mix. Those who've

met the bariaur would probably agree that DeMiro's got this way of

upsetting people when he argues with 'em, and the more excited he

gets, the more he rubs berks up the wrong way.

    Maybe Hashkar was having a bad week of it, but he suggested

firmly and unswervingly, that DeMiro might like to take his barmy

hogwash to the Anarchists, who'd probably be able to make more use of

it than the Fraternity of Order.

    DeMiro's a proud cutter, and he's not the sort to take criticism

like that lying down. In fact, he packed up all his papers that day

and left the Fraternity, vowing to prove his theory with field data.

Probably relieved to be rid of the trouble-maker, the Guvners

approved an extended fact-finding mission to whichever planes DeMiro

wished to visit. The more the merrier, they said.

    DeMiro left the Cage soon after, headed for the chaotic side of

the great Ring of Outer Planes. That's where he wanders to this day,

from burg to burg, across the planes of disorder. He's cataloguing

what he calls 'the Capricious Laws'. See, according to DeMiro's

theory of chaos overwhelming the natural order of the multiverse, the

empirical 'laws' of physics which Guvners spend so long measuring

aren't really all they're cracked up to be. Chaos itself is

corrupting laws long thought to be perfectly predictable. The effect

is especially noticeable on the Chaos planes, though it's becoming

more and more prevalent across the planes, at least according to

DeMiro.

    The sort of thing the bariaur observes varies from place to

place, but when a berk sees an example of Contrary Law, he'll know

it. Basically, it's a reversal of a body's normal expectations.

DeMiro's catalogued 'gravity cuts', where the natural gravity of an

area simply vanishes for a short time. He's weathered 'time slips',

where time itself accelerates, reverses, or simply stops. He has

evidence of 'magic storms', where the magical flux of a locality

undergoes tremendous turbulence; magical effects can appear from

nowhere, and spells can seem to cast themselves.

    Earthquakes are apparently another example of Capricious Law.

DeMiro's explanation is that the planes are grinding against one

another; jockeying for position in the multiverse, and stresses

appear through them as they prepare to tear themselves apart.

DeMiro's also noted 'friction lapses' where the force of friction

simply evaporates, and 'magnetic vortices' where electrical static

charges build up without reason.

    DeMiro's collection of bizarre events continues to grow; in fact,

he uses his formulae to predict the date and place of the next

inexplicable phenomenon, and follows 'em around the Great Ring. He's

aided in his quest by a solitary moingo who DeMiro's named 'Rubric',

who deals with much of the heavy number-work. Many bloods from the

Chaos Planes recognise the bariaur by his copious tattoos (DeMiro's

had his more controversial formulae branded into his forearms and

chest) and the two-dimensional crimson-hued living equation that's

never far from his side. Locals know that when they spy the curious

pair, something very strange is bound to happen soon.

    Nobody knows, least of all DeMiro, how long he'll carry on his

research, or what he hopes to prove in the end.

The Society of Capricious Law

    That's the name adopted by an unusually sober group of Doomguard

in the Cage. They've heard of DeMiro's work, and hold it aloft as

proof that the machinery of law itself is decaying. They reckon the

'sciences' of physics and mathematics predict their own demise, and

the more data DeMiro unearths, the more certain they become.

    The Society of Capricious Law (or the Caprice, for short), is

part of the 'centre' wing of the Doomguard, who reckon the rate of

entropy in the multiverse is right on course. They've got many of

their finest bloods on the trail of DeMiro, watching his movements

and reporting back on his observations.  They secretly fund his

sojourn with jink and supplies, and intercept papers DeMiro sends

back to Sigil, substituting their own documents.

    They have to do it secretly though, for it's a cert that if the

Guvners caught a whiff of Doomguard scent they'd close ranks on the

bariaur sooner than a Xaositect changes her mind. The Guvners'd be

sick if they they knew their arch-enemies the Sinkers were benefiting

from one of their own members, even if he is an exile. 'Course, the

Sinkers themselves revel in the irony of using a lawful faction to

bring itself down.

    Nobody's thought to ask what DeMiro thinks, though.

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Thu, 18 Jul 1996 16:27:30 BST
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Hey, it's that time again...and not a deadly puddle in sight. The

penultimate (for now) Visionary, and this one's a Signer. My thanks go

to the wonderful Jostein Gaardner who wrote "Sophie's World". I

don't think it was intentional, but I can't help thinking Palzari and

Sophie have lots in common...

What? You *haven't read* Sophie's World? Heavens above!

Jon

                            Visionaries

                     13: Palzari the Histrionic

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Palzari the Histrionic

    "Berk, the centre of the Multiverse must be a sodding crowded

place if we're all standing there!" These were the words which

launched Palzari's illustrious career as a factor in the Sign of One.

It wasn't even that she said them herself; in fact, the phrase was

the wry observation of Troika, a high-up in the Sensates and

Palzari's flavour of the moment (see Visionaries 11). While they're

no longer lovers, the pair are still close.

    Troika's little joke must've touched a nerve in Palzari's mind,

'cause she found herself lying awake that night, her brain humming

with questions. Could Troika've been right? Should she doubt that

most basic tenet of the Signers? It was a paradox, sure, but planars

aren't supposed to worry about things like that.

    Palzari's own career in the faction had already brought its highs

and lows. Mostly they were lows, though. The aasimar hadn't the

concentration or the imagination to conjure up a whole multiverse,

that she'd realised long ago. At that time, it seemed like she was

living a lie. She'd joined the faction because she always saw herself

as the centre of attention. That's why she was such a successful

actress, too: she loved the adulation of the audience. But there's a

big jump from being the centre of attention to the centre of a whole

multiverse.

    Maybe she should concentrate on her career rather than the cut

and thrust of faction politics, she mused. That was when her vision

struck. Of course! It was obvious. "The multiverse is a stage!" she

murmured.

    "Eh?" asked Troika, half-sleepy.

    Palzari (lost in thought): Oh, nothing.

    Troika (now awake): Tell me what you said. It sounded kind of

deep. You know philosophy's bad for you at night.

    Palzari: Well, I just had the strangest thought. What if we act

out our lives, like performers in a play? That'd make the multiverse

a stage, and me the Leading Lady.

    Troika: That may be, but who's writing the script?

    Palzari: Is it rehearsed? Who's directing?

    Troika: Now that *is* deep. You could argue it many ways. Perhaps

the powers are behind the production. Chant is they see and hear all.

    Palzari: That'd make them the audience then. No, there's more to

it than that, Troika. There's someone out there, writing my lines.

Telling me what to say, and how to say it. It's as if my life's being

scripted as I live it. All our lives, maybe.

    Troika: By the "One" that you barmy Signers go on about?

(chuckles) No, that doesn't sound likely to me. I mean, I feel alive.

I can do whatever I want to do. There's nobody determining my life

for me.

    Palzari: It could be that your life is an autobiography. We paint

the scenery ourselves, perhaps. Or maybe that's just what the author

wants us to think...

    Troika: Stop it, you're scaring me! You don't really think that...

    Palzari: It's a possibility, ain't it! What if we're just

characters in some blood's story. A novel perhaps, or a play. You and

I; the leading roles, our friends and enemies are bit-parts. The

things we do, plans we have; maybe they're all just plot and

characterisation.

    Troika (cautiously): That might be so, but is it a philosophy you

can live with? It's all very well believing that, but blind faith

ain't all that inspiring. Unless you're a prime, I guess.

    Palzari: If I realise I'm on a stage, then why can't I go behind

the scenes? Meet the writer? Walk amongst the audience? Like you

said, the centre of the multiverse must be a crowded place, if we're

all there. An actress centre-stage can't learn anything dark. She can

only repeat the lines she's been given, and hope that when the final

curtain comes down she's performed well enough to merit an encore.

Maybe the answers to life can't be found at the centre of the

multiverse, maybe they're hidden round the edges.

    Troika (thoughtfully): Like a library, you mean? After all, you

don't find the answers to all your questions at the centre of the

library. You've got to peruse the shelves and get to know your way

around before you can find anything useful. If you can find the

index, then you're laughing.

    Palzari: And while you're looking, everyone else squabbles about

who gets to stand at the centre! By the powers, how could have I been

so blind? I'll go to the Factol in the morning. I'm sure she'll be

thrilled.

    Troika (cynical): Oh sure. She'll love you pulling down the

foundations of the faction. Palzari, dear, none of us like an

upstart. You've got to take this carefully. There'll be inertia to

change, especially in the Sign of One. Powers know, your fellow

factotums are bloody-minded enough about most things. No offence

intended, of course.

    Palzari: None taken. 'Course, there's Pristine to watch. She's up

to something big. And that Null Ghentar, I'm sure she's got some sort

of scam running.

    Troika: That's the spirit! Trust nobody, especially those with

ambition. Or those who're sleepy enough to drop at any moment, and

that's me my love. Shall we talk about this more when it's light?

    Palzari (already lost in fantasies of her promotion to factor of

the Signers): Hmm? Oh, yes. Night, Troika.

    [Palzari doesn't sleep. She lies awake, motionless except for the

rise and fall of her chest, thinking. As dim light streams in through

the shuttered windows, she feels she knows the way ahead. While her

lover still slumbers, she quietly leaves her home and journeys to the

Hall of Speakers.]

    [Palzari exits, stage left.]

The Masquerade

    Palzari's vision drew a small circle of interested Signers,

mainly bards and performers. They've called themselves the

Masquerade. The aasimar's status in the faction's slowly growing, as

her clique of artistes and actors explain her take on the Signers'

philosophy with their plays, songs and poems. For her part, Palzari's

endeavouring to find a way to leave the centre of the multiverse

behind and walk instead towards the edges. She's sponsored several

expeditions into the Hinterlands, where she hopes to find the edge of

the Outlands. Perhaps that'd be a good place to start walking from.

    The band of thespians doesn't receive funding from the Sign of

One as a whole, so Palzari's established a small theatre on a

demiplane in the Ethereal. It's well-connected to Sigil, so the

custom is brisk, and it's becoming an increasingly fashionable place

for the high-ups of the cage to be seen. The Masquerade perform

popular drama, as well as philosophical pieces composed by the

talented bards in the fraction.

    Troika's influence has also encouraged some of the more

theatrically-minded Sensates into joining in with the project. While

they usually miss the point of the Masquerade's ideological message,

they're still enthusiastic participants. With this much interest,

Palzari's thinking of branching out into opera, classical theatre and

even masqued balls! If you're trying to get in with the high-up crowd

of the Cage, you'd do well to watch this rising fraction.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Fri, 19 Jul 1996 16:26:43 BST
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...and last, but by no means least: Doubter Xashion.

As always, comments, criticisms, or ideas you'd like to see

developed, mail me on: MBDX4JW2@MAIL2.MCC.AC.UK

Thanks to Gianni :) if you've missed a Visionary you can find him,

her, it or them on: http://www.geocities.com/Paris/5539/jon.html

Have fun, and watch this space for more...

Jon  ;)

                            Visionaries

                        14: Doubter Xashion

                            by Jon 1996

    Every world has its thinkers and its dreamers, only for most,

passive contemplation is as far as they ever get. In the Outer

Planes, where belief's often more concrete than reality, these

visionaries are the next generation of leaders, the prodigies of

philosophy. It's their insight which greases the gears of the

factions and inspires the masses to believe.

    These are their stories.

                               * * *

Doubter Xashion

    It's a rare blood who'll believe something with all their hearts

and minds for years, and then renounce everything they've ever stood

for when their faith falters. If they can swallow the hypocrisy of

their new stance, they're often useful allies to their new cause.

After all, such cutters know the strengths and weaknesses of their

old order, and can contradict its teachings all the more effectively.

    While the factions ain't always keen to accept berks whose belief

wavers with the wind (after all, sods like the Chameleons make a

profession out of changing their mind), that's not so for the Athar.

These cutters delight in accepting priests whose well of belief's

dried up; those who've grown truly sceptical of the divinity of the

powers. Remember berk: the Athar don't dispute that the powers exist

(even addle-coves can see that they do), but they do oppose the

notion that the powers are Gods. So much better for the Lost then,

when former priests strengthen their ranks with criticism of their

'Creators'.

    As a fallen cleric, Xashion's far from alone. She hails from some

little-know Prime world called Toril, where she worshipped Myrkul, a

power who fancied himself as the Lord of Bones. Amongst his assumed

portfolio were such delightful concepts as decay, wasting, old age

and the dead. Back on her home world, Xashion (called the Withering

Lord by her flock) conducted funerals, helped the sick to find their

peace, and spread the morbid word that death was inescapable.

    She enjoyed her work, in a cold-blooded sort of way. She liked

the feeling of power that rushed through her body when she laid a

mortal to rest, and the sideways glances of fear that most peasants

afforded her. It's said that to touch a priest of Myrkul is to invite

death, so most wise bashers kept well clear of her.

    She'd probably have stayed in the service of Old Lord Skull till

her death if it hadn't been for the "Time of Troubles"; a strange and

apocalyptic event which blighted Toril some years back. It's said

that the OverPower of the Crystal Sphere (an enigmatic being named

Ao) cast the gods from their realms in the planes, to wander the

prime in avatar form. The chant goes that magic became unstable, and

priests stopped receiving spells until the gods returned to their

homes.

    While Ao relented eventually and once again banished his powers

from Toril, the Time of Troubles was not without its casualties.

Several powers didn't return to the Outer Planes, as they'd been

slain by the hands of powerful mortals and other powers. Myrkul was

one of these, they say. For his part in the theft of the artifacts

known as the 'Tablets of Fate', Myrkul's corpse was cast into the

Astral Plane, along with the bodies of several other gods from the

Pantheon of Toril.

    The Lord of Bones had to be replaced, otherwise the spirits of

dead mortals would have no place to go. A new power, Cyric (the Lord

of Three Crowns), was chosen by Ao to replace Myrkul. The clergy of

Myrkul, for the most part, were content to follow this new god of the

dead. A few weren't so easily convinced, however, and Xashion was one

of these.

    Xashion didn't care for the philosophy of the Cyricists. See, the

new power of the dead was also the power of murder. That meant that

his priests' duties now concerned not only burial, but killing too.

Xashion wasn't what you'd call ethically 'good', but she wasn't the

sort who'd be comfortable at a tanar'ri picnic, either. She lost

faith in the new order, and in the action of a true fool or a true

visionary, decided she'd see for herself what'd happened to her god.

    Divinations led her to believe Myrkul was now on the Astral

Plane, and since Cyric saw fit to grant spells of the Astral Sphere

to his new devotees, Xashion took her chances. She cast the Astral

Spell and stepped into the Great Silver Void. She explored the

infinite wastes for an interminable time, somehow avoiding marauding

githyanki and fearsome astral dreadnoughts. Eventually, she

discovered a great land of decay, death and corruption, where final

reckoning was tangible and the circle of life and death broken beyond

repair. That place was Myrkul's corpse.

    Xashion now describes it as an ironic moment, standing on the

corpse of the dead god of death. Rather then being overcome with

sadness, like she'd expected, Xashion began to laugh! Her life's

faith, everything she'd ever believed to be true, was dead beneath

her feet. It's been said many a time that it would've driven a lesser

blood barmy, but Xashion was somehow fortified by her discovery.

Unable to face returning to Toril where her future was dead, she

decided to find herself a new purpose.

    On her lonely sojourn in the Astral she'd met planewalkers who

told her of Sigil; a wondrous city where belief was forged. Xashion

had never lived without believing in something, so she resolved to

find the city, and a new faith to follow.

    Sigil contradicted all of Xashion's expectations. She found the

array of factions confusing and frightening at first, then as she

learned the chant, she found herself gravitating towards the Dustmen.

Their concept of True Death gelled well with all she'd used to

believe. She nearly joined them. It was a gnome, though, who showed

her the light (by telling her the dark). Kesto Brighteyes, a book

shop keeper and part-time lecturer for the Athar, caught her

attention as she was walking to the Mortuary. The little fellow's

magic show reminded Xashion of home, where mages showed off their

skills in the markets of Waterdeep. The prime and the planar got to

talking, about belief and disbelief.

    Xashion was surprised to hear that there were many bloods like

her in the Cage, and that there was a faction for her: the Athar.

Xashion realised that with the demise of her power, the spark of

death within her had also died. She vowed not to cling to the past by

joining the Dustmen, and instead signed up with the Lost.

    She's never looked back.

The Blasphemers

    A keen blood usually gets her way in the Cage. Bashers like

someone to lead 'em, and if their ideas are fresh and exotic, so much

the better. Xashion took up the reins of the Athar real quick. She's

seen a lot, for a Clueless sod. Rarer still, she understands its

significance. While she'd never been one for rhetoric before (priests

of Myrkul don't generally preach much), she found learning it easy.

Her cynical attitude proved influential amongst the Lost, and pretty

soon she had a band of loyal cutters right behind her. Popularity

brought confidence, and that brought still stronger opinions.

    Xashion's now one of the most vocal bloods in the faction. She

delights in confounding expectations, and rails against the

establishment. She's been the source of embarrassment for the Athar

several times, and while Factol Terrance has tried to gag her more

than once, her popularity's made it hard for him to keep her quiet.

    What's the problem? The factions are supposed to stir up trouble,

right? Well maybe, but Sigil's a placed of many beliefs. It's well

known that most religions have major temples in the cage, and Xashion

seems determined to insult as many priests as she can. The Athar've

never been a popular faction with the temples, but Terrance has

managed to avoid a Holy War this far. Xashion is rather less tactful

than the factol. She's a woman of many thoughts, and she's not afraid

to air them in public.

    For example, her first controversy surfaced when she claimed that

nothing exists. Her logic? The 'gods' reckon they created everything.

Thing is, any Defier could tell a sod that gods don't exist. So if

these so-called gods are telling the truth, then nothing exists at

all. And if things really do exist, then the gods must all be liars.

It might've been a flawed argument, but it sure annoyed the temples

for a few weeks, especially when Athar'd gatecrash their sermons to

shriek 'Nothing's real!' and daub their heretical slogans on church

doors. It took the Harmonium and threats of persecution and

prosecution to stop that little escapade.

    The second tactic adopted by the Blasphemers (that's what the

cutters who follow Xashion's whims call themselves) was to detract

from the powers in subtler ways. The chant goes that the powers gain

strength from worshippers' devotion: their prayers, sacrifices and

deep-seated belief. The Blasphemers, on Xashion's prompting, decided

that abusing the holy symbols, reversing prayers and mocking priests'

ceremonies would actually negate some of the powers' power.

    Groups of Blasphemers still gather to enact inverse services that

the real religions use. (The Harmonium are rarely able to catch the

Blasphemers at it, so this ploy's still going strong). They pick

powers indiscriminately; a good power one time, an evil one the next

week, lawful, neutral and chaotic alike. They're not biased against

any particular power (though Brihaspati, the Vedic Lord of Prayer's

never far from the top of their list), trying rather to hit all

religions equally.

    Pantheons themselves are also great targets for the Blasphemers.

As Xashion once said: "Power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts

absolutely. Imagine then, how corrupt a whole bloody Pantheon must

be!" By cancelling out the power of the powers, the Athar hope to

show the 'gods' ain't gods at all.

    But the greatest coup for the Blasphemers came when Cyric himself

was replaced, only a few years after he became Lord of the Dead. The

chant goes that he created a magic book that'd make any who read it

believe Cyric was the most powerful blood in the planes. Cyric made

the mistake of reading the tome himself, and it drove him barmy.

Since Ao wouldn't let a barmy power look after the dead, another

moral was promoted to fill Cyric's shoes; a cutter named Kelemvor.

When this chant reached the Athar there were howls of laughter. The

powers couldn't even keep themselves in order, let alone run a

multiverse! For Xashion, it was the end of what little respect she'd

still got for the powers. Twice in ten years the dead had been mocked

by the games of their 'divine' minders.

    Xashion's response to the faction was that the conspiracy of the

powers must be greater than they'd ever imagined. Far from being

divine, the powers were alien creatures from another reality; a place

where even they are weak in comparison with their peers. They crave

domination above all, she says, so they've journeyed to this reality

to exercise their narcissism over the mortals.

    According to Xashion, the basic pillars of faith that hold up the

churches are lies. She alleges that the powers don't actually receive

power from worship, but that they just pretend they do. Critics of

her radical views (and there are many, even in the Athar) attack her

stance, demanding she explain why the powers would construct an

elaborate falsehood to the effect that they depended on mortals for

their power.

    It's all a question of control, Xashion answers. How could a

creature, even one as powerful as a power, control so many mortals?

By fear? No, not even a power could muster the strength to cow

billions of mortals into fearing him. By bribery? No, no power has

the jink to garnish that many mortals. How then do powers keep their

stranglehold on the planes?

    It's simple, if you think about it. The powers *pretend* that

they need the worship of mortals. Then, not only do their egos get

massaged by the pointless devotion of millions of souls, but the

populace at large is peeled into thinking they've got a purpose: to

believe. It's all a bob; if they wanted, the mortals could tell the

powers to go pike themselves, and they'd be free to do what they

want. The powers are terrified of this; if they didn't control the

mortals, they could be overthrown.

    That's why powers invented the lie of the afterlife. Petitioners

ain't real, see. They're not the spirits of the dead at all. They're

living sods who've been brainwashed by the powers into thinking

they're dead! That's why they don't remember their past lives! That's

why they don't have personalities! It all makes sense, berk!

    Proxies, too. They're golem-like creations, all magical and

false. Sure, a power might make one in the image of a living mortal

once in a while, but it ain't the mortal, it's a peel! The real sod's

murdered by the power and hidden away all quiet while the rest of the

multiverse carries on believing.

    Xashion's bold vision's not one that the temples are comfortable

with at all. Thing is, they just can't prove it's false; nobody knows

for sure where the powers came from, and no-one understands the dark

of death and afterlife. Answers from the powers aren't likely to

come, neither. It's a good thing too. Xashion reckons the longer the

powers stay silent, the more bloods begin to wonder just what it is

they're hiding.
From: kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU

Barmy Encounters in Bedlam


Here are some adventure encounters that lend atmosphere to barmy Bedlam. 

I've used a couple of these to great effect the last time my players toured

the burg.  Let me know what you think and if you have any others:

1)  The Invincible Thaumaturge Ulbathrog:

        PC's attention is grabbed shortly after they enter town by a barmy

standing at the top of a four story building who yells, "I, the great

wizard Ulbathrorg, destroyer of the Ancient Wrym Glarge and keeper of the

Emerald Key of Althason, shall now use my powerful magic to resist the

forces of nature!  I hereby command myself to fly, Fly, FLY!!!"  He then

proceeds to jump of the building and plummet to the ground landing with a

sickening thud before the players eyes.  [Ring of Regeneration optional.]

2)  Glenna the Jealous (or Glen!): 

        Male PC approached in an Inn by a beautiful, intelligent lass who

seems very interested in him (makes a pass at him, friendly conversation.) 

After a time of friendly talk she suddenly gets extremely

angry, turns on the player and slaps him harshly across the face

screaming, "How dare you leave me for that SLUT!!  You two timing

bastard!"  She proceeds to run out of the establishment in a burst of

tears (or fuming mad...etc.)  [Genders can be switched on this one as

needed.]

3)  Sir Farland "Nimblefingers", Paladin/Thief:

        A heavily armed and amoured warrior comes to the aid of the party

during an altercation or an attempted robbery...etc.  "Fear not!", he

says pompously. "I Sir Farland, Paladin of Thor shall protect you from these

hideous beasts!"  He faces the enemy and draws his sword.  "Hey, this

isn't my sword! It's a lot nicer and where did these fancy jewels come

from?!  Chaos imps!  I'll get you you bastards!!!"  He starts swingin at

shadows yelling curses and ignores the "beasts".  There are of course no

chaos imps.

As noted above, the paladin is actually a multiple personality Paladin/Thief and

apparently the Thief part stole this nice sword.  The Paladin tends to

blame mysterious chaos imps because he can't think of any other

explanation and they are all over this part of town.

4) Tharick's Guards:  

        If PC's ever pass by the tower of Tharick

Bleakshadow they might notice two guard with scowls on their faces

holding Halberds and wearing large purple pantaloons.  They never look

sods who want an audience with the barmy wizard or anyone else in the

face (noses are turned up) and talk of themselves always in the third

person.  If you have a request for Bleakshadow, they speak diparaginly of

some sods requesting time with the Keeper through a "Magic Ear" set on the

tower and Bleakshadow responds via a

specially crafted "Magic Mouth".

5) The Sleepwalker:

        While the PC's are enjoying some fine cuisine, a player notices a

figure in baggy clothes wandering down the stairs with a light colored

fluffy sack under one arm.  He makes a bee-line for the PC's dinner table

and proceeds to clear off all the mugs, plates..etc., put down the pillow

and lie on the table.  Curling up comfortably, the sod mutters something

like "Keep it down, will ya?" 

        Vigorously shaking the leatherhead wakes him and he yells in

suprise, "WHoa, what!  Where?"  Notices he's in the dining room and rushes

back up the stairs in complete embarrasment.

6)  The Hounds:

        One dark cold night, a wind from Pandemonium screams relentlessly

out from the gate through the city.  Hounds from all over the city begin to

bay and bay.  Indeed, several humanoids close by (in the next room?) begin

to chime in (they are rather convincing I might add.)  Sleep is impossible

and one of those Pandemonium sanity checks from POX might be in order.

Thanks for reading this over and as I said, comments and additions are

welcome!  Later!  -Scott
From: Eric Noah <ernoah@students.wisc.edu>

Date: Tue, 26 Mar 1996 18:43:08 +0000

PS Wizard Kit -- Fiend's Witch


I posted this kit to ADND-L a year ago after it got rejected by 

DRAGON, and I thought you all might like to see a Planescape 

variation of the wizard that might fit into a campaign focusing on the

Blood War.  The Fiend's Witch makes a compelling villain, and DMs who

don't mind an evil PC who is almost certain to eventually earn the

wrath of fiends may find this an appropriate PC kit as well.  Enjoy!

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Fiend's Witch

Introduction:  The smell of incense was beginning to overpower the

slim young woman. She grew dizzy, lightheaded, fell to her knees.  But

she kept her watery eyes wide open and focused on the summoning circle

engraved on the stone floor.  There was no spectacular flash of light,

no puff of smoke, no gong ringing . . . but he was there suddenly, and

the witch's heart leapt to her throat and pounded.

 
He was a dark, shadowy man-shape, perhaps twelve feet tall.  His

 massive arms ended in dagger-sharp claws, his misshapen head was 

crowned with horns.  And his eyes . . . glowing pits of abyss-fire, fueled by

hatred and rage.


 "We have much to discuss, my servant," the fiend rumbled in a voice

 that seemed to make the walls quiver.  "You have an important role to 

play in our Blood War."

 
"My servant," the witch thought grimly.  How long ago had the roles

 reversed? When had she stopped being the master . . . of the fiend, or of

herself?  It didn't matter anymore.  She was getting what she wanted.

Power.  And if the price was too high . . . well, it was too late to

go back now. 

Description:  The Fiend's Witch learns her magical arts

from creatures from the Lower Planes. 

Role:  The Fiend's Witch is always a pawn in a fiend's greater schemes.  

This usually involves the Tanar'ri of the Chaotic Evil plane known as the Abyss, the Baatezu of

the Lawful Evil plane called Baator, or the Neutral Evil Yugoloth who

roam all of the other Lower Planes:  Carceri, The Gray Wastes, Gehenna

and Acheron.  The Fiend's Witch is a particular fiend's Prime Material

ally, one who can work toward the fiend's ends there while he is

involved in other tasks in the Lower Planes.  The Fiend's Witch, then, 

can act as a spy, a scout, an assassin, a  guard, or a soldier

in the eternal Blood War which rages between the Baatezu, Tanar'ri and

the Yugoloth.  In return, she learns powerful magics and becomes

skilled at summoning extra-planar creatures. 

Requirements:  There are no special requirements beyond any due to specialization. 

Alignment:  The Fiend's Witch is selfish at best, diabolically evil at worst.  She

will always be Lawful Evil, Chaotic Evil, Neutral Evil, or Chaotic

Neutral. 

Preferred Schools:  Fiend's Witches crave power, and so

usually specialize in Invocation/Evocation or Conjuration/Summoning.

The Fiend's Witch can be a specialist or a mage. 

Barred Schools: None.

Weapon Proficiencies:  In addition to the normally allowed weapons for

wizards, the Fiend's Witch can learn to wield the scourge, whip, and

sickle (traditionally fiendish weapons). 

Non-Weapon Proficiencies: 


Bonus:  Religion.  


Required:  Spellcraft, Ancient History.


Recommended:  Etiquette, Planar Lore. 

Equipment:  The Fiend's Witch does not need a spellbook of any 

kind in order to learn spells. She

does need supplies and materials, such as incense, powdered gemstones,

candles, and so forth, in order to contact her fiend.  She starts out

with enough of these materials to make it through first level; after

that, she must spend at least 50 gp per experience level at the start

of each level (i.e., 100 gp at 2nd level, 150 gp at 3rd, 300 gp at

6th, etc.) in order to maintain appropriate supplies. 

Special Benefits:


 1)  Fiendish Mentor.  The Fiend's Witch learns her spells through the

 tutelage of an extra-planar being, who wishes to use her for his own ends.  This

fiend need not be capable of casting spells.  Many fiends have access

to caches of wizard scrolls, which they can study and teach to their

students.  The Arcanaloth and Ultraloth of the Yugoloths can take on

students, as can any of the Greater Baatezu and the True Tanar'ri.

 
Each day, the Witch summons an image of her mentor. (Despite the

 Introduction above, the fiend only appears to exist physically; it is in reality

still on its home plane.) The mentor then teaches the Witch her spells

for the day.  The mentor may also give commands or instructions.  He

is incapable of casting spells or attacking physically during these

sessions, but neither can he be affected by like attacks.


 Learning spells in this fashion is exactly like studying them from a

 spellbook, except that the information is spoken to the Witch rather than read

off a page.  The Fiend's Witch faces the same restrictions to learning

spells (based on Intelligence score), and must spend the same amount

of time memorizing, as any other wizard.

 
2)  Fiendish Protections.  Fiends are immune to or partially

 protected from certain magical effects (such as fire, acid, poison, electricity,

etc.), and they can pass along some of this power to their students.

At each of levels 5, 10, 15 and 20, the Fiend's Witch gains protection

against one attack form from which her mentor is also protected. Any

attack form that causes only half damage to the fiend grants the

Fiend's Witch a +2 bonus to any allowed save.  An attack form that

causes no damage to the fiend is saved against with a +4 bonus by the

Fiend's Witch.  The Fiend's Witch can never gain more than one bonus

per attack type (i.e., she can't choose +4 vs. fire three times and

end up with a +12 bonus).  


 The only exception to this protection is in regards to weapons:  the

 Fiend's Witch can never be "protected" from normal, magical, or silver weapons

in this way.

 
Example:  Mara's mentor is a greater Baatezu who takes half damage

 from silver weapons, gas and cold attacks, and no damage from fire, poison, and

iron weapons.  At 5th level, Mara could choose a +2 bonus vs. gas or

cold, or a +4 bonus vs. fire or poison. She cannot gain any bonuses

against the silver or iron weapons.

 
3)  Fiendish Familiar.  Until 4th level, the Fiend's Witch may or may

 not have a normal familiar summoned by the find familiar spell.  At 4th level,

however, the Witch may sacrifice her familiar (if she has one) and

accept the services of an imp, quasit or mephit (as per the Monsterous

Manual).  An imp will only serve a Lawful Evil Witch; a Quasit will

serve a Chaotic Evil or Chaotic Neutral Witch; and a smoke, mist or

ice mephit will serve a Neutral Evil Witch.  They will serve the witch

so long as she is doing her master's bidding.  Mephits who serve as

familiars lose their ability to gate in reinforcements.


 If the Fiend's Witch does not have a familiar to sacrifice, she may

 be offered a fiendish familiar as a reward for performing a particularly nasty or

difficult task.

 
4)  Fiend Summoning.  Fiend's Witches who serve the Tanar'ri or

 Baatezu (but not Yugoloth) gain the power to summon and command some of the lesser

fiends.  This power is gained at 7th level, and can be used once per

week.  The Witch starts off by stating her intention to open a gate to

the Lower Planes, then casting a normal monster summoning I  spell.

There is a straight 66% chance that one or more fiends step through.

She must then persuade them that it is in their best interest to serve

her, or face the wrath of her mentor. This is accomplished by means of

a successful Charisma ability check or Etiquette check.  If the Witch

is not a Conjuration specialist, she must also offer the summoned

fiends 100 gp worth of coins or gems for each HD worth of creatures

summoned.  This takes one round.  If she fails to persuade them, they

return to their home plane immediately, and the spell ends.  If they

are convinced, they stay and serve her for the remainder of the

spell's duration, returning upon the spell's expiration.  Either way,

the Witch is drained of 4 points each of Strength and Constitution (to

a minimum of 3) for the next 24 hours, as this is a tiring, draining

process.


 The Fiend's Witch can only summon naitives of her mentor's home plane

 (the Abyss or the Baator).  The creature or creatures stepping through will

have total hit dice equal to the caster's experience level.  However,

no individual fiend will have more than 6 HD.  For example, a

7th-level Witch can summon 7 hit dice worth of fiends.  Below are

listed some fiends that might step through: 

Baator



The Abyss



Either

Nupperibo (1 HD)

Manes (1 HD)


Larva (1-1 HD) 

Lemure (2 HD)


Dretch (2 HD)


Nightmare (6+6 HD) 

Spinagon (3+3 HD)

Rutterkin (4 HD) 

Mephit (Any) (3 to 3+3 HD)*

Abishai (4+1 to 6+3 HD) 
Armanite (5 HD)* 



Osyluth (5 HD)


Cambion (4 or 6 HD)
    







Varrangoin (I-IV) (5 HD)*    






Succubus (6 HD)

*  The Armanite and the Varrangoin (Abyssal Bat) are detailed in the

PLANESCAPE Planes of Chaos Boxed Set.  The Mephit appears in the

Monsterous Manual.  The others are detailed in the Outer Planes

Monsterous Compendium.

 
Witches who cannot normally cast monster summoning I, or who do not

 serve the Baatezu or Tanar'ri, cannot gain this power.

Special Restrictions:


1) Mark of the Fiend.  Sometime during the Witch's first level of

 experience, she acquires a tell-tale sign that she is an agent of a fiendish power.

The mark should be selected by the DM, but could include a forked

tongue, small horns, scaly skin, glowing eyes, a stubby pointed tail,

a cloven hoof, fangs, etc.  The mark of the fiend, if not concealed,

causes a -4 reaction penalty with any intelligent creature not of the

Lower Planes.  The mark of the fiend actually grants a +2 reaction

bonus with regards to fiends encountered.


 2) Mentor's Spell Repertoire.  The fiendish mentor has only certain

 spells he can teach to his student. The DM should determine what they are at the

outset.  If the fiend's witch requests a particular spell that is not

in the fiend's current repertoire, there is a 50% chance minus the

level of the requested spell that the fiend can acquire it sometime

before the Witch gains the next experience level.  Of course, the

fiend may require extra service as a "payment" for this favor.

 
It is also assumed that the fiend attempts to upgrade his repertoire

 as he goes along.  Each time the Witch character gains a level, the DM should

choose d4+1 new spells of appropriate levels to add to the fiend's

master spell list.

 
When the fiend has a special mission for the Witch to carry out, he

 may insist on teaching particular spells that he believes will be useful during that

mission.


 3) Call of Duty.  First and foremost to the Fiend's Witch is her duty

 to serve her fiendish master.  When he gives orders, they are to be followed to the

death.  Failure to follow orders can have devistating effects.  The

first time the Witch purposely disobeys orders, the fiend will not

respond to the Witch's summoning for a period of seven days. The

second infraction results in a month's worth of the silent treatment.

A third instance of disobedience spells catastrophe, as the fiend uses

every effort to send minions to destroy the witch.  A fiend will have

several Prime Material contacts (such as free-willed undead, evil

clerics, certain evil monsters, maybe even another fiend's witch!) who

will gladly track down the offending Witch and slay her.

 
Just as the Witch plays a part in the Blood War, so does her master.

 In fact, the fiend's role may bring him into great danger.  There is a

non-cumulative 5% chance each time the Witch gains a level that the

Witch's mentor has been either imprisoned by a wizard or another fiend

(60% of the time) or killed (40%).  If either of these happens, a new

mentor will contact the Witch within 30 days in order to resume her

training.  Of course, this new master may have a different role to

play, and a differing personal agenda.  The DM should make the check

at the start of each experience level, and then pick the appropriate

time and circumstances of the fiend's disappearance if necessary.

 
4)  Restrictions on Magical Items.  The Fiend's Witch cannot use

 wizard spell scrolls, as she does not learn the magical language of wizards as part

of her training. 

Wealth Options: The Fiend's Witch gains the typical (d4+1) x 10 gp to start. 

Races: It is extremely rare for an elf to serve a fiend in this manner.  

Otherwise, there are no racial restrictions.  In a PLANESCAPE setting, 

tiefling wizards are often Fiend's Witches. 

Notes: It is vital that the DM have a clear picture

of the fiendish mentor as a fully developed NPC, complete with

motivation, personality, and goals.  If the Fiend's Witch gains a

fiendish familiar, the familiar should also be a well-detailed NPC.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Eric Noah

ernoah@students.wisc.edu

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
From: kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU

Chaotic Encounters 


Following my earlier theme of barmy encounters, I present here a few

encounters that give atmosphere to a town roiling in chaos and anarchy, a

place where might makes right.  (A good example might be Plague-mort in the

Planescape (R) setting.)  These encounters can be used most places where

violence rules and thievery abounds.

1)  The staged riot:

        Several thugs begin a scuffle in the market that breaks out in

fighting.  Some town "guards" (the Hounds in Plague-mort for example)

nearby start to break it up by busting brain-boxes.  During the fighting,

players may notice a couple of berks wade into the fray holding a limp

looking sod between them.  Just as they get into the fight they let go and

the limp sod drops like a stone clearly very dead.   The aforementioned

berks take off and  after a few heads get smashed, the guards disperse the

crowd leaving a bunch of bruised heads and a deader lying on the ground

with a stiletto protruding through his ribs.  

        [This deader might be some high-up in the town - for my adventure I

killed off Bostrak, the apostate priest of the Archlector Yarmoril from the

town of Plague-mort.  The thugs were Green Marvent's men straight from the

Bell and Whistle Tavern.]

2)  Accusations:

        One of the players is surrounded by several guards of this fine

village (not!) and accused of some misdeed.  Three powerful looking bashers

surround the poor innocent pointing spetums at his/her vitals and shout

curses and insults in an attempt to provoke the sod into fighting (and

giving them a chance to practice their skill with pikes.)  The rude words

share a common theme of insulting the characters looks, abilities and

heritage.  [The misdeed could be the murder mentioned in the staged riot.]

        If the players fight back they are skewered at point blank range

before they can utter a complete sentence or draw a weapon.  If they do

nothing another guard comes by and smacks the poor berk on the back of the

head with a sap and they drag him/her away for imprisonment and torture. 

By the way, there' s no talking your way out of this one friend: the guards

want a perpetrator to save their own hides.

3)  Innkeeper from Hell:

        After a hard days adventuring, the players return to their inn to

discover burly guards with Halberds and swords blocking the entrance to one

of the players rooms.  The guards refuse them entrance to their old room

telling the player to go speak with the innkeeper about their stuff because

their mistress has the rights to the room now.  Downstairs the innkeeper

says that a powerful blood from out of town asked for that very room and

she paid heavy jink for it.  As for the stuff the player may have left in

the room, the innkeeper says only that the cleaners "took care of it."  In

other words, it's been sold on the Black Market.

4)  Random Act of Kindness:

        Finding their way to some grub after an exhausting day, the players

wind up in a decent looking kip.  A stranger at the bar, who appears at

least 100 years old by human standards, motions them over.  If they

hesitate the ancient berk calms their fears saying, "Don't fret friend.  I

ain't from the Abyss or nothin' or even this nasty burg.  Just saw a

friendly face and thought you might wish so share some bub.  Maybe a bit of

the chant too."  Assuming they accept his offer, which seems genuine, he

orders plates of sausages and ales all around.

        The old man turns out to be a martial arts master from a nearby

town (Glorium for example)  He's been around awhile (150 years of age) and

visits the town occasionally to see what state it's in.

5)  Ambush:

        In  this standard ruse, a ruffian clumsily steals a valuable from a

member of the party and tears off down the street.  As she runs, she takes

a quick look over her shoulder to see if she is being followed.  The thief

ducks quickly down an alley and, if the players follow, they run smack into

a dead-end.  It is there that they are surrounded by knights of the post on

all sides armed with arrows and darts (tipped with poison.)  
From: Jamie Walker <d9456182@wlv.ac.uk>

My Prime World: E'Zil...

Message-ID: <Pine.SOL.3.91.960328152914.20419B-100000@ccub.wlv.ac.uk>

MIME-Version: 1.0

Content-Type: TEXT/PLAIN; charset=US-ASCII

'lo berks, here's the low down on a little place that is slightly more 

attuned to the Elements..  Created a few years ago as a 'laugh' this 

Prime World features strongly in my PS campaign, as seevral of the 

characters come from the island, and indeed, they are currentl,y trying 

to track down some bloods who entered the Planes a long time ago...

And apologies to giovanni for stealing his layout <almost> :)

NAME: E'Zil

DESCRIPTION: The land of E'Zil has only one land mass discovered so far.  

A large island - let's say that it is only about the size of the country 

of France.  E'Zil is made up of several large towns, and many smaller 

villages.  The capital (Cathol) is the centre of activity for the whole 

island.  

PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY: The Island features a whole range of terrain, from 

sandy beaches, to thick, dense forests.  Wide open plains front massive 

rocky mountains, as if someone got bored while figuring out exactly what 

to put where.

PLANAR GEOGRAPHY: In certain circles, sages argue that some Prime Planes 

are placed nearer to the sources of magic.  Wherever, or whatever that 

can be.  Well, E'Zil has much stronger links with the Elemental Planes.  

Indeed, some (very mad) people, who are of no real importance, claimed 

that E'Zil may have once been adrift in the Etheral.  Or that it may be 

heading towards the Etheral now.  But, I mean, who believes that a land 

can change from Plane to Plane anyway...

MAGIC USE: 4 spheres of Elemental Magic, plus Wild Magics are enhanced on 

E'Zil (use the appropriate rules for increasing magic use, as in PS - 

fire spells are cast as if one the Elemental Plane of Fire, Water on 

Water, etc.) - due to the influence of its mysterious Elemental masters 

of Water, Air, Earth, Fire and Chaos.  Other magics operate as normal.  

Note that Psionics is *very* rare, although there have been instances 

across the island from time to time.


There are no clerics on the island of E'Zil.  The only type of 

'priest' to be found on the island are druids, devoted to the worship of 

'The One', which roughly translated is the worship of the Island itself, 

and of the Elemental forces involved. 

PC RACES: Elves, humans, dwarves, halflings, and even a small village of 

Kender (yuk) inhabit the island.  A mixed ruling council in Cathol 

decides what should and should not happen.  It's uncommon that these 

races should get on so well, and they manage it.  Surely this place looks 

too good to be true...

CULTURES: As stated before, the island is alone in itself.

PANTHEONS: One true Power is said to watch over the island, one power is 

said to have created the place out of his love for Nature when she was 

stolen from him many thousands of years ago.  In distress, this power 

(known only as The One) said that there should be know more Deities to 

interefere in the lives of his people on the island, after the other 

Powers rebelled against him and took Nature from his side.  Of course, 

this immediately cancelled him out as well, bit of a bummer, eh?

Now the island seems to gleefully go from day to day, although there have 

been whispered rumours regarding the fact the the Elemental masters of 

Fire, Air, Earth and Water that now exist and wander the Island are 

actually factured images of Nature herself, and that Zane, the Elemental 

Master of Chaos is a reincarnation of 'The One'.  But then again, they 

would be rumours, wouldn't they...

PLANAR AWARENESS: The inhabitents don't know why they are the only island to exist in their world, and are curious - surely there must be something 

more out there...  A number of recent incidents with invading creatures 

has lead the Elemental Masters to reach out into the Planes...  and 

several groups of adventures have utilised an area known as 'Null' to 

travel to a strange town that could be on the other side of the Island.  

A strange town called Sigil...

<heh>

Anyway, if anyone wants any info on the Masters, I'll throw it up on the 

list, hope this hasn't confused anyone...
From vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com Mon Apr  1 12:53:39 1996

Egyptian powers - Part One

The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni

Part One: the god Seth

1/ A little history

In proto-historic times, black-skinned nomads originating from the upper

Nile basin settled in the Valley of the Nile in what are to-day Egypt and

Northern Sudan.

These nomads brought along their religious habits with them, namely the

cult of totemic animals. Thus each clan settled a different area within the

Valley of the Nile, depending on their totem animal. With time, the nomads

became sedentary and their totem animals evolved into zoomorphic gods, some

remaining only local gods, some others managing to become major gods,

revered by more than only one clan.

In pre-dynastic times, the anteater- or aardvark-headed god Seth became the

main god worshipped in Upper Egypt, whereas the falcon-headed god Haru

(Greek name: Horus) and the manlike god Osir (Greek name: Osiris) became

the main gods of Lower Egypt. A monarchy was established in each part of

the country, and war soon broke out between Lower and Upper Egypt.

2/ A description of Seth's cult for PlaneScape

SETH

Other names: Egyptian: Setesh, Zetesh. Greek: Typhon. Libyan: Ash.

Egyptian God of Dispute, Upheaval and Necessary Evil.

Also God of the Desert and of Unknown Lands.

Greater Power of Baator

Alignment:             Lawful Evil

Representation: Aardvark-headed god, or composite animal (head of an

aardvark, body of an antelope, tail of a donkey)

Main cult places: Nebet (Greek: Ombos), Per-Medjed (Greek: Oxyrhynchos),

Hat-uart (Greek: Avaris), oases, Semitic settlements

Seth was the dynastic god of Upper Egypt. As such, he was frequently

worshipped by the Pharaoh and his name appears in many royal names. Hardly

a 'devil'.

Seth was a strong god, hence his position as the defender of Ra during his

journeys in the netherworld to fight the serpent Apep.

In spite of these qualities, Seth was blamed for the killing of Osir,

Egypt's most beloved god, after a quarrel over who should rule Egypt.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Seth's cult:

--Seth is a lawful god. He fought against his brother and his nephew

because he felt he'd been unfairly deprived of his royalty, but he is one

of the most fervent defenders of Law among the Egyptian powers.

--Seth is 'evil' in the sense that he thinks the end always justifies the

means. His priests should always be played with this in mind.

--Nonetheless, Seth is a bitter enemy of the serpent Apep and of any being

threatening Law (ie chaotic beings). A priest of Seth should never ever be

allowed to co-operate with chaotic characters.

--Although lawful, Seth is a bitter, unjoyful god. He resents the loss of

his royalty over Egypt, and he deeply hates his sister Iset (Greek: Isis)

and his nephew Haru. A character worshipping Seth should go berserk

whenever he encounters worshippers of Iset or of Haru.

--Seth despises the baatezu for their single-mindedness: although he also

thinks defeating the chaotic tanar'ri is important to further the cause of

Law, he cannot understand why they concentrate so much on the Blood War.

Eliminating chaotic good Celestials, the Githzerai, the Slaadi, and any

other chaotic planar creature is as important in Seth's opinion as

destroying the tanar'ri.

Seth has few allies among the Egyptian powers. His 'best friend' is the

crocodile god Sebek (Greek: Suchos), another ambiguous god.

Bye

MC Gianni

From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Two


The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni

Part Two: the god Sebek

1/ A little history

Sebek is one of the most ancient gods of Egypt. He was the patron of the

very first pharaohs, and his worship was centred in Upper Egypt, the first

area of Egypt to become civilised.

Sebek was the god of crocodiles, an animal the Egyptians held in high

respect because of its strength and because it ate animal corpses, thus

purifying the Nile.

Like Seth, Sebek was an ambiguous god: He was an ally of Seth's during his

struggle against Osir (Greek: Osiris) and Haru (Greek: Horus); yet he'd

protected Haru when he was an infant and had carried Osir's body along the

Nile to Iset (Greek: Isis).

Sebek was also the husband of Hathor, one of the most beloved Egyptian

goddesses, and the father of the hero Khons.

2/ A description of Sebek's cult for PlaneScape

SEBEK

Other names: Egyptian: Sobek. Greek: Suchos.

Egyptian God of Fresh-Water Crocodiles and Necessary Death.

Also God of the Ammut.

Lesser Power of the Grey Waste

Alignment:             Neutral Evil

Representation: Crocodile-headed god, or crocodile

Main cult places: Shedet (Greek: Crocodilopolis), Nubit (Greek: Ombos),

Sumenu, Pa-Hathor (Greek: Pathyris), Senit (Greek: Latopolis).

Sebek was one of the gods present at the judgment of the spirit after an

Egyptian's death. As master of the Ammut (see MC13), Sebek made sure that

evil Hama (see MC13) were devoured by his beasts.

Sebek was a strong god, and was hence one of the defenders of Ra during his

journeys in the netherworld to fight the serpent Apep.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Sebek's cult:

--Sebek's realm is a barren plain of the Grey Waste where the spirits of

the Egyptian dead are judged. These spirits are Hama, bird-like petitioners

who patiently wait for their judgment in order to leave this awful place.

--Sebek has no petitioners since any truly selfish (ie Neutral Evil) Hama

is devoured by the Ammut, half-crocodile half-lion obese beasts who may be

considered as Sebek's proxies.

--Sebek is truly neutral. In the Egyptian gods' squabbles, he's sided with

Seth as well as with Osir and Haru, depending on whom he thought deserved

his help.

--Sebek is 'evil' in the sense that he has no pity. Many an evil Hama has

tried to be spared by promising eternal slavery at Sebek's service, yet

this has never happened for millennia.

--Sebek's worshippers are impassive bloods who make sure everything goes

the right way (ie the Egyptian way). They are often guards in the kips of

Egyptian high-ups.

--Sebek's priests are often the ones accompanying prisoners who're given

death sentences to the scaffold. Although usually evil, these priests hate

evil undead (which they feel should've had their Hama devoured) and destroy

'em whenever possible.

Sebek being a god of death, he has few friends among the Egyptian powers.

His 'best friend' is Seth, although Sebek's known for having helped Haru on

several occasions.

Sebek's wife is the lovely cow-headed goddess Hathor, the goddess of

childbirth, dance, music and love. Despite their differences, they get

along surprisingly well.
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Three


The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni, 1996

Part Three: the goddess Hathor

1/ A little history

Hathor is one of the most ancient goddesses of Egypt. In ancient tales, she

is the sky, the mother of Haru (Greek: Horus) and actually the embodiment

of motherhood. In later times, Iset (Greek: Isis) took over the role of

Haru's mother, and Hathor became, more generally, the goddess of

childbirth.

Hathor also was the goddess of music and love, which led the Greeks to

identify her with their goddess Aphrodite. In some places, she was also

given other godly functions (see below).

In another very ancient tale, Hathor cured Haru's blindness after a battle

against Seth in which he lost both eyes.

Hathor was the wife of Sebek, one of the most ancient Egyptian gods, and

the mother of the hero Khons.

2/ A description of Hathor's cult for PlaneScape

HATHOR

Egyptian Goddess of Childbirth, Music and Love.

Also Goddess of Poetry.

Lesser Power of Elysium (Thalasia)

Alignment:             Neutral Good

Representation: Cow-headed goddess

Main cult places: Iunu (Greek: Heliopolis), Ineb-hedj (Greek: Memphis), Qis

(Greek: Kusai), Iunit ta Netjert (Greek: Tentyris), Uaset (Greek: Thebai),

Irtje, Pa-Hathor (Greek: Pathyris). In Ineb-hedj, Hathor is also the

goddess of trees; in Uaset she is the guardian of the dead..

Hathor's realm, Amenti, is an island of pure joy in the middle of Thalasia,

the fourth layer of Elysium. Much in the same way as marriages keep being

celebrated in Isis's realm, Amenti is a place constantly blessed by

childbirths.

However, Hathor's seldom ever in her realm since she's either visiting her

husband Sebek or travelling with Ra on his barge Mesektet. When she's not

in Amenti, her proxy Khentamentiu (Px/male lupinal/HD 8+4/NG) is in charge

of the island.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Hathor's cult:

--Hathor's petitioners are blessed with the ability to have children. These

children, known as the Amentiu, are raised in Amenti to become warriors in

the defence of Ra and Mesektet. Some others join the Guardians and wander

Thalasia to fight any invaders. The Amentiu are brown skinned and have cow

heads; they are considered as planar humans for all game purposes.

--Hathor's worshippers are either compassionate bloods who are always

willing to help fellow Egyptians (midwives and nurses), fun-loving party

animals (Hathor worshippers' parties can be quite reckless) or stern

guardians of necropolises, reflecting the Rule of Threes.

--If the gamemaster absolutely wants to introduce Egyptian druids, they

should be considered as specialty priests of Hathor from Ineb-hedj.

Hathor is the wife of Sebek, the crocodile god. Although she is NG and he

is NE, they get along very well and she often visits him in his realm in

the Grey Waste.

They have a child, the hero Khons (Greek: Chespisichis), a mighty chronomancer.

Bye

MC Gianni

"Factor of the Rumour Mongers"

http://irps.clever.net/pbem/holobar.htm
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Four

The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni, 1996

Part Four: the god Chnum

1/ A little history

Chnum is one of the most mysterious gods of Egypt. Although his cult was

not particularly popular in Egypt, being mainly worshipped in Upper Egypt,

Chnum had a foremost role in Egyptian cosmology.

Chnum was said to have crafted man from mud and was hence represented as a

potter intent on shaping man in his workshop.

Chnum also crafted a man's ka or afterlife double, the body into which the

soul departed after an Egyptian's death -- a notion remarkably similar to

PlaneScape's petitioners.

As the god of Upper Egypt, Chnum was also held responsible for the Nile's

fertility, another paramount element of Egyptian life.

Chnum was the husband of Anoq (Greek: Anukis), the Egyptian goddess of

fresh water, and the father of Satjet (Greek: Satis), also a water goddess.

2/ A description of Chnum's cult for PlaneScape

CHNUM

Other names: Egyptian: Chnumu, Chnemu. Greek: Chnumis.

Egyptian God of Man's Creation. God of the sources of the Nile.

Also God of the four elements in later religious developments.

Lesser Power of the Prime Material Plane

Alignment:             Chaotic Neutral

Representation: Ram-headed god, Potter, sometimes four-headed god.

Main cult places: Abu (Greek: Elephantine), Iunyt (Greek: Latopolis).

Although Chnum resides on the Prime Material Plane, he is an aloof god. He

is said to be present at the source of the most important Egyptian river on

each prime world where there is an Egyptian civilisation.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Chnum's cult:

--Chnum has no petitioners since he does not reside on the Outer Planes. He

may be found in the company of watery creatures (marids, nereids, tritons).

--Chnum's worshippers usually are primes. Egyptian planars tend to worship

powers established on the Outer Planes.

--Chnum's priests may be found travelling in the Elemental Plane of Water

to meet some marid on a diplomatic mission but, again, these bloods tend to

avoid the Outer Planes. See, Chnum ain't interested in belief. He's a most

practical basher, after all: he's a potter, ain't he?

--Yet Chnum does craft the bodies of Egyptian petitioners. Why and how this

is done remains a mystery. Who knows what favours the Egyptian powers owe

to each other?

Chnum being chaotic and based on the Prime Material Plane, he has few

friends among the Egyptian powers, although he supplies them with kau

(plural of 'ka').

From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Five


The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni, 1996

Part Five: the god Montju

1/ A little history

Montju is a very ancient Egyptian god. As with many other gods, he held two

roles: he was the major god and the protector of the city of Iuny in Upper

Egypt, and he became the 'official' god of war in the common pantheon when

Egypt was eventually united. In spite of this important position within the

pantheon, he never was much popular because of the Egyptians' dislike of

war.

In later times (New Kingdom Egypt), his cult slowly got incorporated into

Ra's and Amun's.

As the local god of Iuny, Montju was the husband of Rat-Taui (Greek:

Ratos), a minor sun-goddess depicted as a titanic woman with cow's horns.

His priests held a sacred animal in Iuny: the black-headed white bull

called Buchis. People from Iuny thought the fortune of their city depended

on Buchis's health.

2/ A description of Montju's cult for PlaneScape

MONTJU

Other names: Egyptian: Montu. Greek: Month, Monthis.

Egyptian God of War and the Military.

Also God of the four elements in later religious developments.

Lesser Power of Arcadia (Buxenus)

Alignment:             Lawful Neutral

Representation: Hawk-headed god, with horns and solar disk above his head

Main cult places: Iuny (Greek: Hermonthis), Opet-Isut, Madu, Uaset (Greek:

Thebai), Djerti.

Montju's realm is a kind of drill camp on Buxenus, the second layer of

Arcadia. He trains Egyptian petitioners for war in case the serpent Apep

should manage to escape Khalas -- everyone knows its first target would be

Heliopolis. Planar humans of Egyptian faith also come here to seek advice

in military matters and to learn charioteering; Montju is probably the best

charioteer in the multiverse.

Montju is bitter because Anhur, his former proxy turned power, is slowly

taking his place as the Egyptian god of war, and he feels his fellow

Arcadian powers are not helping him enough against the usurper, despite all

his efforts in improving the Egyptians' military abilities.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Montju's cult:

--Montju's petitioners should be considered 1st level fighters, with some

leaders 2nd level.

--Montju's worshippers are usually fighters, not a frequent occupation

amongst Egyptian planars. Whenever they meet a worshipper of Anhur, a fight

is sure to break out because of the rivalry between the two powers.

--Montju's specialty priests are proficient with the mace and the spear.

They receive charioteering as a bonus proficiency at 2nd level.

Although Montju is lawful and based on Arcadia, he does not interact much

with the Egyptian powers in Heliopolis, because he's always brooding and

complaining they're not punishing Anhur.

Montju's petitioners get along very well with the Harmonium.
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Six


The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni, 1996

Part Six: the god Anhur

1/ A little history

Like Montju, Anhur was a very ancient Egyptian god and held two roles: he

was the major god and the protector of the city of Djebat Nuter in Lower

Egypt, and he became a minor god of war in the common Egyptian pantheon.

However, he always retained a lesser status than Montju. Only when the

latter got absorbed by Amun-Ra did Anhur become widely known as the god of

war.

2/ A description of Anhur's cult for PlaneScape

ANHUR

Other names: Egyptian: Anher. Greek: Onuris.

Egyptian God of Fighting and Hunting.

Lesser Power of Ysgard (Ysgard)

Alignment:             Chaotic Neutral

Representation: a Fighter or a Hunter wearing a head-dress with four plumes

Main cult places: Djebat Nuter (Greek: Sebennytos), Pilak (Greek: Philai),

Tjeny (Greek: Thinis or This).

Anhur's realm, Netaph, is located in Ysgard, on the same earthberg as

Bast's. Since Anhur is the god of hunting, his petitioners take the form of

birds of prey, and flocks of these birds may constantly be seen flying over

Netaph (this is also a good way to avoid Bast's cats). Like Montju, Anhur

trains Egyptian planars for war in case the serpent Apep should manage to

escape Khalas. However, where Montju favours military order and clear

commands, Anhur instills battle frenzy and rage. His fighters are trained

into emphasising personal prowess over co-ordination.

Anhur knows his former high-up is mad after him, but he just felt their

views of military matters were too different and he had to leave to create

his own drill camp.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Anhur's cult:

--Anhur's petitioners are birds of prey (especially hawks and falcons).

Some exceptional leaders may be considered as blood hawks (MM p. 27).

--Anhur's followers are fighters, and they are even less numerous than

Montju's. They tend to avoid meeting Montju's worshippers.

--Specialty priests of Anhur are proficient with the pole-axe (treat as

bardiche). They can incite a berserker rage in themselves and others (use

the description for the specialty priest of Tempus, FRA p. 32).

As a chaotic god in a pantheon of lawful gods, Anhur is a lonely god,

having no interaction with the other Egyptian gods. Moreover, he's been

fearing retribution since his betrayal of Montju.
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Egyptian powers - Part Seven


The Egyptian Gods and their use with PlaneScape

by MC Gianni, 1996

Part Seven: the goddess Sekhmet

1/ A little history

An Egyptian legend says that Ra somehow grew dissatisfied with man

(something the Hebrews took over in their myths... ya know, the Deluge) so

he had his good daughter Hathor get into a killing frenzy and he sent her

on Earth to kill mankind. Hathor became the lioness goddess Sekhmet and

rampaged Earth.

The other gods took pity on man and begged Ra to stop the killing (there

were actually very few survivors at that time) but Ra just couldn't have

Sekhmet stop.

So he poured red-coloured ale onto the desert. Sekhmet was lured by the

colour of the ale, believed it was human blood, and drank it all up. She

then got in a slumber and Ra could placate her.

Sekhmet then became a distinct goddess in the Egyptian pantheon, a reminder

of the power of the gods, a distant yet ever-present threat. In Ineb-hedj,

she became the local goddess, the wife of Ptah and the mother of Nefertum.

2/ A description of Sekhmet's cult for PlaneScape

SEKHMET

Other name: Sakhmet

Egyptian Goddess of the destructive power of the Sun, of the heat, and of

epidemics

Also Goddess of the Afrit (Egyptian Efreet).

Lesser Power of the elemental plane of Fire

Alignment:             Chaotic Neutral

Representation: Lioness-headed goddess with solar disk over her head, or lioness

Main cult places: Ineb-hedj (Greek: Memphis), Teudjoi (Greek: Ankyronpolis).

Sekhmet maintains no realm. She freely roams the elemental plane of Fire,

relishing the heat and the glory of that plane.

For an Egyptian-flavoured campaign based in the PS setting, I'd suggest the

following guidelines for Sekhmet's cult:

--Since Sekhmet doesn't maintain any realm, her petitioners join the

'common' Egyptian petitioners in Uernes, the beautiful rural country on

Abellio, the first layer of Arcadia.

--Sekhmet's followers on the prime Material Plane are either barmies,

chaotic outcasts of the Egyptian society, or desperate victims of epidemics

hoping to please the goddess and be saved. Egyptian Efreet, called Afrit,

also worship Sekhmet. Their alignment is CN or CE and they tend to ignore

the politics of their lawful brethren.

--Specialty priests of Sekmet have particular powers in healing epidemics

and are hence renowned physicians in Egyptian lands.

--Sekhmet's presence in the Outer Planes is negligible, since her main

points of interest are the Prime and the plane of Fire, and since her

husband Ptah roams the Ethereal.

Sekhmet ignores the Egyptian powers of the Outer Planes. Her main concern

is her place in the plane of Fire, where she must contend with the other

powers of Fire.
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Guidelines for an easy-to-implement language system for PS

Hello all

It seems we are all coming to the same conclusion:

1) Saying that everyone everywhere speaks the same language isn't

realistic, and it is also less colourful -- a PS campaign's supposed to be

colourful, after all.

2) On the other hand, saying that each race, each plane, or even each realm

has its own language is a pain in the neck. DM's cannot spend their lives

devising languages for each burg the PC's visit.

I hence _propose_ the following guidelines:

LANGUAGES FOR THE PLANES, by MC Gianni

*A* PLANESPEAK ---------------------------------------

There _is_ a common language spoken across the multiverse which has evolved

from smatterings of various planar languages.

This language is called PlaneSpeak.

Its use has been spread by merchants, rogues, adventurers and faction

members all around the multiverse.

Since this language is meant to be used by different peoples and races, it

cannot convey complex thoughts. For the same reason, this language

comprises only simple sounds, ie base vowels (a e i o u) and consonants

(sounds like ts, dz, x, zh, pt are not used).

The main areas of use for PlaneSpeak are:

--Sigil (it is the native language)

--the Outlands (native language or trade language)

--the first layer of each outer plane, since it is the most visited layer

(used as a trade language)

PlaneSpeak is much less widely spoken on the less accessible layers of the

outer planes, on the Inner Planes, and on the Prime (each prime world tends

to have its own common).

However, since the Clueless _do_ understand PlaneSpeak a little, sages

speculate that the various prime commons might be related to PlaneSpeak.

*B* KOINE SOPHIAS ------------------------------------

Since PlaneSpeak cannot convey complex thoughts, an erudite language used

by priests, factols, wizards, bureaucrats etc. in Sigil has developed with

time.

This scholarly language is called Koine Sophias, or simply Sophias.

It is used for most publications, for official notices, and to debate in

the Hall.

Sophias is almost only spoken in Sigil among educated people. However, it

is also used in those burgs or realms devoted to knowledge gods, such as

Thot's realm in the Outlands.

*C* THE TRADE TONGUE OF LAW --------------------------

The petitioners in Arcadia love tending their fields; they also like to

travel through the agreeable Arcadian countryside and to visit fellow

Arcadians ('tis an easy way to keep an eye on what one's neighbour's up

to).

Unfortunately, although petitioners forget their previous life, they tend

to still speak the language they used to speak when they were 'alive'. This

proved unpractical to Arcadians, who spoke (among other tongues) Egyptian,

Sumerian, Toril prime common, dwarvish, etc.

An Arcadian common tongue grew from the need to communicate with each

other, and this common tongue became the standard language in Arcadia,

supplanting any other language there.

Dwarven war parties, hardhead adventurers, diplomats, and merchants

eventually brought the use of this tongue to Acheron, to Mount Celestia, to

the first layer of Baator, and to lawful gate towns in the Outlands.

The Arcadian common tongue has thus become to be known and used as the

Trade Tongue of Law.

Guvners, Mercykillers and Hardheads are known to sometimes use it in Sigil,

hence the false belief in the existence of Faction Languages.

*D* HELLENIC -----------------------------------------

The Greek Pantheon is a close-knit one.

Although most Greek powers make their home on Arborea, many others reside

in other planes, and despite alignment differences, they like to stay in

touch.

The endless travels of ambassadors, messengers, spies, and even petitioners

between the various Greek realms has lead to the establishment of a common

language in all these realms.

This language is called Hellenic.

Since it is a precise and rich language, it has been picked up as a common

language for diplomacy in many outer planes.

Also, beings speaking Hellenic are often found on Mount Olympus, the River

Oceanus, and the Styx. Hellenic has thus also become a useful trade tongue

on these planar pathways.

The numerous Greek-sounding names for planes and layers attest the

diffusion of Hellenic on the Outer Planes.

*E* MITANI -------------------------------------------

On a remote prime world called Toril, there is a remote continent of

enlightened people who know how to properly address Genies, and who respect

them.

Genies have hence come to like these people and to visit their land with

pleasure, and they have come to adopt their language as a useful tool to

communicate with mortals.

This language is called Mitani.

Mitani is spoken in the Inner Planes and on those Outer Planes where one

can find enlightened petitioners.

*F* THE LEGEND OF FACTION LANGUAGES -------------------

A blood can find many bashers in Sigil who'd swear Faction Languages do

exist, extremely twisted versions of the Cant that members of each faction

use amongst themselves.

As noted in paragraph C above, this is only a legend, based on the fact

that poor sods hearing high-ups speaking in Sophias or hardheads using the

Trade Tongue of Law got really confused.

Fact is, only factotums, factors and factols would be interested in such a

language. Namers do have other business to mind than their faction's and

they'd lack the time or the will to learn a language of so limited a use.

From: "Michael \"L.\" Daisey '96" <mldaisey@COLBY.EDU>

Baatorian Tongues

Date: Wed, 3 Apr 96 8:46:06 EST


To Speak With Fiends...



An Examination of the Baatorian Tongue


It amuses some soddin' primes to learn that the "devils" (as they call

'em) have got a language all their own...and many are the folk who assume its

actually some form of magical control, and that if it's heard by them they'll

grow wings or shed scales or turn into some bat.  That's a load of Arcadian

pony dung, berk, and most everybody knows it.  They even say that there's

primes so green that they think speaking the fiend's cant is the same as 

controllin' them...but they tend to find out real fast what the real case is.


Some sages wonder that baatezu have a language of their own at all,

posessing as they do a form of telepathy that would seem to make speaking

unnecessary. But as Jenna Ealy pointed out in her book, "The Fiend's Final

Dance", most beings need language in order to think...and in the baatezu's

case, how could they stiff some poor sod out of his jink and soul if they 

didn't think like he did.  For whatever reason, fiends use this language to

communicate, and save their telepathy for private communication, treachery and

silent combat work.  Even when using their mindtouch they will speak in 

Baatorian if they are communicating with another baatezu.


The strangest element of the languag is its utter complexity.  Its

grammar is convoluted and twisted in the manner only baatezu can achieve-- the

laws that govern speech are no less stringent than the laws that govern life in the Nine Pits.  Outsiders are welcome to try to speak Baatorian if they wish,

but the chances of them negotiating themselves out of danger are _significantly_less.


There are no verb forms in Baatorian-- there is a seperate verb for 

each action, depending in all cases on the dominance or submission that the

subject shows for the speaker.  A brief excerpt follows:


I kill the human.

Kla hharj na Podra


I killed the human.

Nee Podra haj'k


I will kill the human.

Podra nasj


The word "Podra" refers to the human...notics how the sentence

structure mutates.  Aside from keeping the letter "j", the verb is also

almost entirely different in every form.  It bears repeating that this is

the simplest form of the Baatorian tongue-- since humans are inherently

scum, it is easy to classify.  There are very different verb families for

superiors, inferiors and inanimate objects.  The nouns change as the

relationship of the person, place or thing alters compared to your status.


This learned sage believes it is fruitless to pursue this subject

further.  Lower planar beings are the only ones in the multiverse who can

learn Baatorian completely fluently, and many of them never can perfect the

craft.  The final roadblock in a prospective student's study of this

artful tongue is its greatest peculiarity:


It is impossible to tell the absolute truth in Baatorian, unless one

has been subjugated and broken by a superior.  IMPOSSIBLE.  New speakers will

find themselves prevaricating constantly and becoming increasingly difficult

to understand if they do not know this rule, as no humanoid type can be

subjugated in the Baatezu hierarchy without extreme measures.  Anyone who

doesn't know their place automatically can not be truthful in the language.

It is for this weakness, it is commonly believed, that baatezu rarely use

their tongue with others, even those who speak it; many fear that knowledge

of the languages' properties will allow someone to evade the ceaseless web

these fiends weave every day of their lives.  You have been warned.


Gabriel the Lamed, Speaker of the Cold Circle

From: "Michael \"L.\" Daisey '96" <mldaisey@COLBY.EDU>

The Equillibrium

Date: Thu, 4 Apr 96 12:50:54 EST


here's a new sect for all you bloods who've been wondering where some

_real_ wackos are...Enjoy!

The Equillibrium

(Plaguers, The Gray)

Faction Quote:
"Maybe if we weren't hip-deep mucking up the machinery of the Spheres we could see how balanced and perfect creation is-- and how unnecessary _you_ are."






--Sect Leader Milarsta  of the Equillibrium

Faction Philosophy:  These folks are ardent believers in the balance of the

multiverse-- and the reason life ain't perfect is because us mortals are

mucking up the machinery of life by being off the Prime.  This might sound

like the rilmani to some berks, but bloods in the know have seen that the

Equillibrium is a barmy bunch who have taken their thinking pretty far afield.

Plaguers don't just keep balance in their own lives-- they enforce it with

wicked efficiency wherever they see something that they "feel" is awry.

Their biggest complaint is the way most berks use the planes...and they are

going to Make Things Right.


See, these cutters don't think the Great Ring is a place for berks

and sods to be moaning and puling in front of the Powers themselves.  The

multiverse would be bliss if we all pulled up stakes and stopped interfering

with things that are obviously beyond any mortal's abillity to control.

"Mortals belong in mortal lands" is their battle cry, and they fervently

assure all who will listen that the ills of the worlds are caused by _our_

frightful imbalances...culminating with the ultimate atrocity of the

Planetouched.  If humans and Powers keep near one another, how can the

reverence and respect the multiverse deserves be given?  Plaguers want to

return to the Prime worlds, beginning with a withdrawal to the Outland, and

see the kips of the Powers declared off-limits to all.  "Only when we become

silent," they say, "can the true work of the spheres continue."

Primary Plane of Influence:  The Outlands.  You would think that the Plaguers

would be holed up on the Prime (and a lot of cutters wish it), but for the

sake of furthering their cause they place themselves where they hope to gather

the most recruits and engage in their primary policy tool: terrorism.  Plaguers

routinely ambush caravans headed for the Gate Towns in efforts to stop travel

and trade, using supplies gained from these raids to fund their war against

the Great Abomination: Sigil.


Sigil is viewed as the decadent core, where the disruption of balance

is greatest...devas and baatezu drinking together indeed!  Unlike many other

infamous sects, the Plaguers have never been stupid enough to have a vocal

presence in Sigil-- their stated goal of throwing everybody out and sealing

the portals up would result in either a swift Mazing or death from any of a

dozen or so factions.  They instead work covertly, sending agents to Sigil who

observe and disrupt whatever they can safely.  For enforcers of balance, they

behave like Anarchists much of the time (although the Revolutionary League

hates the Equillibrium as much as they dislike all other power structures...

professional jealousy, some say.)

Allies and Enemies:  Only the still-forming Planarist faction can be considered

allies of the Plaguers, and that only secretly.  The Plaguers want Cirily, the

prospective new factol to provide them with a foothold in Sigil's inner

councils.  Although the Planarists are opposed to nearly all Equillibrium

tenets, the idea that no more primes should come to the planes gives them a

shaky common ground.  The Equillibrium has been providing jink and muscle to

Cirily's group, hoping she will get off the ground.  When she does, they

intend to milk her for all the support they can get.


Everyone is an enemy of the Equillibrium; even the rilmani can't stand

them.  Every faction is united in their unaminous hatred of the Plaguers, and

an admission of Plaguer support is enough to get you taken behind any Sigilian

bar and beaten.  Tell them you're a member and you'll be swinging from the

leafless tree before long.


Why does everyone feel this way?  Well, it's a kind of blood feud that

has been going on for the last 300 years or so.  Seems a nasty disease was

running through Sigil at the time-- nothing serious, but it created a scare.

Plaguers spread that it was a magical plague that not only killed you, it

ate your soul, and even petitioners could catch the bug.  In a fit of 

barminess, people bought this pile of dung as the dark of things.  The Plaguers

sat back and watched great Sigil be quarantined from nearly all sides, and

within weeks there was little food, great rioting and collapse.


Now the Plaguers _might_ have gotten away with this without incurring

everyone's wrath if they had just kept their bone boxes shut.  Instead,

after the plague had run its course and the city had just reopened, they 

decided to make a statement about the weakness of the Lady and her decadent

city.  In one night, Plaguers crucified nearly a hundred women all over Sigil,

piercing their bodies with hundreds of rusting blades in a grim parody of the

Lady of Pain.  In mocking tones, they branded on each corpse:


"SHE IS A PRISONER.  SHE IS NOTHING.  SHE WILL BE YOUR DEATH."


None of the perpetrators were caught, though if they were Mazed this

would stand to reason.  As a strange afterthought, the dabus refused to 

acknowledge the existence of these corpses, or clean them up.  The Dustmen

wouldn't pick them up because of fear of the Lady, and all the other factions

passed the buck.  As a consequence, these bodies remained hanging for a long

time, reminding each Sigillian of their unified hate.

Eligibillity:  The Plaguers are open to all races except the Planetouched

(aasimar, genasi or tiefling), although planars are welcome.  Any alignment

is possible for members, though most tend toward Neutral Evil.  Chaotics

might have disagreements with the current severe orthodoxy in the Equillibrium,

but they are not unheard of.

Benefits:  All members of the Equillibrium can recieve the benefits of a

sanctuary spell once per day, reflecting their stated goal of leaving the

universe alone to perfection.  Curiously, due to the mutations the sect has

undergone, many in the order lose this abillity.  At high ranks Plaguers

are rumored to be able to banish beings back to the plane of their origin.

Restrictions:  A Plaguer will not go into the Great Ring unless ordered to

do so by a high-up, nor will a Plaguer kill any sentient Outer Plane native

creature.  This, in addition to the virulent hatred they endure, are

restrictions enough.
From: ruiner@roxboro.net
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The Economy of the Planes


                    The Economy of the Planes

                        Coins of the Cage  

                           by Jon 1995

    Clueless Prime: "Excuse me, good sir, but how much are you 

charging for the charming golden horn?"

    Merchant of the Cage: "The key to Celestia? That'll be seven 

jinx and a couple o' stingers, basher."

    Clueless Prime: "??"

    Well, what were you expecting, berk? The Planes are a big place, 

and they've got all sorts of things even a blood Prime won't have 

seen before. Sure, they call their coins different names from you, 

but they've got a lot more currency you just wouldn't believe. Just 

watch you don't get bobbed by some cross-trader trying to palm off 

dodgy jink.

    The rare base metals so often used on the Prime as coinage (gold, 

silver and the rest) are also the main form of currency in the Cage 

and most of of the Outlands. Except they're much more varied. In a 

handful of gold coins, don't expect to find two alike. Sure, the 

Fated mint their own coins with the Lady of Pain on one side (heads) 

and Duke Rowan on the other (tails, though the Fated do sometimes 

argue about that), but you'll find many Prime coins there too. 

Danters from Amn and Falcons from Sembia rattle alongside Dukes from 

Bral and Shrikes from the Stellar Main. And then there's the jink 

minted by Outland burgs, coins from the Realms of various Powers, 

stuff from lost civilisations, and much more.

    Who accepts what? Not an easy question. Some 'moralistic' bodies 

refuse to accept coins of the Lower Planes, but such principled types 

usually go out of business in the Cage. As a rule of thumb: so long 

as it's gold, and a decent size, it'll usually be accepted by 

merchants. In the infinite planes, the language of jink is one thing 

that never changes...

All That Glitters     

    'Course, Cagers call their coins different names to Primes. 

There's no use calling them 'Ladies' or 'Rowans' because most of them 

aren't. The names Planars do give coins are rather interesting 

though...    

    Greens: Primes call them 'coppers' but out here, they're all 

green. It's the fiends, see. Their hands turn copper green; its to do 

with acid sweat or something. Anyway, you're as likely to find an old 

copper coin tarnished with a green crust as not, so they're known to 

most as 'greens'. Some cutters (usually Primes) prefer using green 

copper to the fresh minted coins; it makes them look exotic and well-

travelled. 

    Stingers: A berk'd be right if he said there's a curious paranoia 

about fiends in the Cage, because they're the cause of this name too. 

Apparently, fiends find silver painful to touch, (or at least most of 

'em do), so they usually refuse to use it. It makes sense when you 

figure that silver weapons hurt them like magic ones. Folks call 

silver coins 'stingers' and laugh behind the fiends' backs. It's 

considered very bad form, even dangerous, to pay a fiend in silver, 

and most folks use alternative coins of similar value if they owe 

fiends money (see Grey Ice below).  

    Jinx: The common name given to gold. This name has three meanings; 

the first and most obvious is a corruption of the slang term for 

money: 'jink'. The second is rooted in an ancient aasimon belief that 

gold is the root of greed and hence an unlucky metal. Thirldy, fiends 

use it frequently for transactions (partly because they can't use 

silver), adding to the superstition. Thus, gold is sometimes avoided 

on the Upper Planes, whose inhabitants use Glitterglass (see below) 

as a substitute. Jinx is both the singular and plural form.  

    Baubles: These coins are called 'electrum' by Clueless sods. 

They're made of an alloy of silver and gold, and consequently aren't 

very popular with either fiends or aasimon. Many traders won't accept 

them as payment, and most folk regard baubles as pretty but useless 

as coins. See, they're also easy to fake, because there's no standard 

ratio of gold and silver in electrum from the Primes. Only an addle-

coved trader would accept 90% silver coins as electrum, and short of 

melting them down, there's no easy way to tell how much silver (or 

silver-coloured metal) there is in one. Primes who become touchy 

about Cagers not taking their money will be politely told they'll be 

counted the same as silver.    

    Merts: Called 'platinum' by the Primes. Merts are so-named after 

Mertion, the Platinum Heaven on Mount Celestia. As such, Celestians 

tend to find the term quite offensive; they consider it degrading 

that something as base as money should be named after such a perfect 

place as Mertion. Merts are the preferred form of currency for large 

transactions. Although one mert is a lot of money to most Primes, its 

easy to find things expensive enough in the Cage to warrant the use 

of platinum: information, magic, imported equipment, or mercenaries.

More Outlandish Coinage 

    It ain't just the names of coins that Primes have to get used to 

though, berk. There's lots of other ways to pay for things on the 

Planes, and a cutter'd be smart to wise up to some of 'em:  

    The Sigil Torus and Mobius: Made of gold, the torus is a doughnut-

shaped (or Sigil-shaped) coin, with a central hole just big enough to 

fit an index finger through. They're often worn on strings around the 

necks of shoppers, out of the sight and reach of pickpockets. A Torus 

is worth two jinx in Sigil, but just five silvers outside of the City 

of Doors (they contain less gold due to the hole, see).  

    The Mobius is a rare trade coin used primarily in Sigil, crafted 

from platinum into a never-ending moebius strip and etched with many 

runes. Worth 100 jinx, it's primarily a coin of merchants and bulk 

traders. Few other folk have ever seen one. Nobody knows who mints 

these two coins, but both are stamped with the face of the Lady of 

Pain. Some believe the dabus are behind them, but exactly where the 

minting factory is located is any blood's guess.

    Lodestone Bits: These are the same size and shape as normal coins, 

but are made of dense lodestone. This means they're magnetic, and 

readily stick to ferrous metals like iron and steel. This can be to 

an owner's advantage, as it makes them hard to steal if stuck to a 

chunk of iron in the owner's pockets, or on the inside of a suit of 

armour. However, if a berk carries more than one in the same pocket, 

he should expect them to stick fast together (and he should mind his 

fingers when they do!) Lodestone bits are also called 'stickies', and 

are worth 10 jinx each. These coins are believed to have originated 

from the Elemental Plane of Earth, but now many burgs produce their 

own.    

    Gems: One of the more popular forms of currency out on the 

Planes are gemstones. They're a convenient forms of payment, since 

they're valuable and small. Thing is, that also makes them all the 

more attractive to pick-pockets. While on the Prime you'd probably 

have to sell gems to a specialist jeweller before you can buy things 

from shops, on the Planes you'll find that most merchants know how to 

appraise gems themselves, and they'll happily accept payment in them. 

Gehennan diamonds, Tintibulan opals or Bytopian emeralds; you name it 

and you'll probably be able to spend it in Sigil's Great Bazaar. 

Values range from 10 jinx for the smallest gems up to many thousands 

for perfect specimens.

Money Doesn't Grow on Trees (Unless...) 

    It doesn't stop there, berk. On planes beyond the Outlands, the 

currency is still stranger, and all too often those who don't know 

their onions (or their exchange rates) get short-changed by 

unscrupulous knights of the post. Whether they're accepted in other 

Planes depends on the coin, the trader, and how clueless the buyer 

looks.

    Glitterglass: These are perfect spheres of glass about half the 

size of an egg. They glow when light is shone upon them, apparently 

due to phosphorus mixed in with the glass during minting. After 

exposure to light, they twinkle with a soft radiance for twice as 

long as the initial exposure. It's not enough to light up anything 

else, but it sure looks spooky in the dark. Glitterglass is often 

minted in Upper Planar Realms, where one sphere exchanges for a gold 

coin.  

    Rainbows: These are tetrahedral-shaped chunks of carved 

transparent crystal, like four-sided dice. When held in light, they 

diffract it into a shimmering rainbow pattern of colours. Some are 

tinted, but all produce a dazzling spectrum. They are usually pure 

glass, quartz or amethyst, but all are accepted as the same value: 

five gold each (a mert).  Mages are especially drawn to these 

'coins', as they have a couple of other uses. Apparently, if a light 

or continual light spell is cast into a rainbow, it has the effect of 

a colour spray spell for an instant before the rainbow pattern dims 

to its normal brightness. The prism is not harmed. Rainbows can also 

be used as a material component for the read magic spell. 

    Arcadian Bell Coins: Some folks say these coins chime simply 

because they're beautiful; others reckon it's to warn the owner when 

thieves are stealing his jink. Whatever the reason, these hollow 

crystal coins chime if shaken, and every coin carries a slightly 

different tone. Rattling a handful of them produces a relaxing chorus 

of sound, so bashers carrying bell coins tend to make soft chiming 

noises as they walk! Thieves are warned though, because when a basher 

has a bell coin in his pocket, he's twice as likely to catch any 

thieves who try to steal from him. Bell coins are used in Arcadia and 

Fortitude instead of gold and platinum. Those with the value of gold 

are tinted dark blue (and called, imaginatively, 'bluebells') while 

platinum-value bells are light blue and called 'airs'.  

    Pine Coins: Seldom seen outside of the wilds of Arborea, pine 

coins are used only by the petitioners of the Realms of the Elven 

Pantheon. They're basically silver-tipped pinecones from the towering 

pine trees of the forests. Instead of going to the trouble of minting 

coins (which also requires fire; a bad idea if you live in trees), 

the elves send scouts out to pick the pinecone currency they use. The 

denomination of the cone depends on its size; tiny cones are 

obviously worth less than large ones. Ever the conservationists, the 

elves have outlawed anyone except the scouts from picking cones; if 

everyone picked their own money, not only would the economy collapse, 

but no saplings would be able to grow and the forest would eventually 

die. Some of the tax revenue raised by elven councils is planted to 

help the forest regenerate. Cone coins are virtually worthless 

outside Arvandor.   

    Cogs: While some coins carry small serrations on their edges to 

catch sods shaving off gold to make new coins, the coin minters of 

Mechanus go a step further. Cog coins actually have teeth which can 

interlock with those of other coins, as if in imitation of the great 

machinery which fills Mechanus. This makes the illegal practice of 

coin shaving virtually impossible, and also serves, some say, to 

remind petitioners of the old adage that "money makes the world go 

around". Cog coins come in all denominations, from copper to platinum 

and are most commonly found in Mechanus, Automata, Fortitude, Rigus 

and surrounding areas.  

    Xaos: What does one use for money on a plane where nothing lasts? 

The strong-minded of Limbo can create gold from the chaos soup with 

merely an act of will, and the weak-minded can just as easily lose 

their coins in the frenzy of the plane. Anything can be, and 

frequently is, used as money there. It's not like barter where you 

swap things of similar value; literally anything you like can be 

offered as money. A fish, a lit candle, a handful of mud, a chair, 

anything. Folk don't have to accept it, but if they don't like what 

you're offering, chances are it'll be different in a few moments 

anyway. Mind you, so will they, if they're not concentrating!

The Root of All Evil 

    The currency of the Lower Planes is a deadly one, and most 

bashers would be wise to stay away from it. Still, for those 

curious:    

    Ivory Bits: Cut from the bones of the dead, these discs 

of ivory are frequently encountered in the Lower Planes where they 

are valued as copper. Ivory also tends to decay less readily to 

fiends' touches, making it more durable than copper, if more brittle. 

Some words of warning: those who ask fiends which creature's bones 

make ivory bits usually find out, and it's a more painful experience 

than they could imagine!    

    Blood Money: These coins are used mainly on Baator and 

neighbouring planes. There is said to be a mint in Bel's Fortress on 

the Blood River in Avernus where these foul coins are manufactured. 

They're basically made of congealed blood drawn from the river. As 

such, they tend to flake away with use until they crumble to dust 

completely. Sods using these coins are also warned to keep them away 

from water, as they have a habit of dissolving, forming little 

puddles of blood. Bel uses blood money to pay his troops, and the 

usual exchange rate for it on Avernus and Dis is one copper per blood 

coin.  

    Grey Ice: Used by fiends, grey ice is tungsten metal shaped 

into rough coins. It's very hard to work, since tungsten is almost 

impossible to melt. Even in the hottest magical flames it barely 

softens, so sheer force has to be used to flatten them. One of the 

main jobs of slaves in fiendish mines is to dig out grey ice with 

tools which are softer than the metal itself; not an easy task. One 

ice is usually equivalent to a stinger, no matter which fiendish 

Lord's image is marked onto the coin. It has been known for tanar'ri 

high-ups to round up all the ice in a burg and re-mint the coins into 

their own images. Clueless are warned not to give tanar'ri-minted 

coins to baatezu, or vice versa, as they tend to take offence. 

Trouble is, it's often hard to tell one from the other.    

    Acheron Steel: From the iron-shod plane of Acheron come steel 

cubes; small blocks of worked steel with six designs etched onto the 

faces. These are usually famous battle leaders, the images of Powers 

or creatures of the plane. On Acheron, steel is a valuable commodity, 

and cubes are worth the equivalent of gold. Across the rest of the 

planes however, those who will accept the cubes usually give only 

silver for them.    

    Soul Prisms: Also from the Lower Planes, and especially Carceri, 

these prisms superficially resemble the rainbows of the Upper Planes.
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Plaguer Hook 1

the plaguers have a long range plan of installing massive planar wards in an

intricate web around Sigil, believing that this could permanently seal the

city of doors off from the rest of the multiverse...a plan which has begun

with the placement of the cornerstones which will form the "keys" that

focus the nullifying power.  Potent prime mages are lending their efforts

to enable a rapid deployment that will lock the doors of the Cage forever.

and i have some grasslands in the grey waste i'd like to sell you...

the plaguers have been trying to do this FOREVER.  and the Cagers are always

talking about this "imminent threat" at least once a year or so...when nothing

else is really happening to capture people's interest.

of course, things are not always as they seem...

...but in this case, for once, they are.  the plaguers are COMPLETELY BARMY

if they think this plan is going to work...and many of them are.  the few 

high-ups who realize that this plan is never going to reach fruition

keep the others happy by authorizing the bare minimum resources to complete

their "projects".  conventional wisdom is that planar wards powerful enough

to shut down ALL of Sigil's portals would be too bulky, unstable and 

easily detectable to get into Sigil.  on top of this, NOBODY really has any

real plan for building even ONE planar ward of exceptional size/power...much

less a web.

this makes the workers on the Welder Project desperate...and desperate 

beings are as nasty as a pinned aeserpent.

the project leader is K'litchthk, a thri-kreen mage/psionicist from the

prime burg of Athas.  believing that the existence of Sigil and mortals in

the planes will create ecological imbalances that cannot be allowed. he is

a methodical, very alien researcher who undoubtably acts as the cool,

neutral center of his team-- in fact, he is secretly harboring notions

that his sect's ideas are possibly flawed.  (I recommend looking at

_Thri-Kreen of Athas_ for info on Thri-Kreen personallities).

his assistant is Tagashka, a cornugon baatezu.  the Plaguers feel all Outer

Planar creatures are worthy of deep honor, and thus K'litchthk defers to

the cornugon on many matters.  unfortunately, the cornugon is dying of a

strange blighting disease that is fragmenting his mind and shattering his

body.  Tagashka now believes that by consuming the life force of mortals

he can heal his body-- a practice that upsets the kreen.  Tagashka orders

larger and larger sacrifices of planars with soulknives so that he may

take their essences for healing.  some days he is fully lucid; frequently

he can not even remember who he is.

the final member of this triumvurate is Chillknife, an old white dragon.

Chillknife was recruited by the Plaguers when he was found drifting in

the Astral plane, the victim of a strange githyanki experiment; the young

wyrm had been fed entire brain of a dead god island.  treatments and 

injections over a hundred years led to the dragon uncementing from 

reality and becoming a spirit walker...he spends more of his time

drifting through the past and future in his mind than staying in the

present now.  His physical form has also been changed by the ordeals,

stunting his limbs and atrophying his legs until now he must be borne

wherever he needs to go in a giant litter carried by animated ogre

skeletons.  Chillknife (or Standing-In-Broken-Wind, as he now calls

himself) really is too dislocated to have any allegience in the normal

sense with the Plaguers, but some of his cryptic allusions tend to 

indicate that he believes or sees that the work they do will be/was

very important.  Standing has connections with many other factions and

sects as an erratic oracle-- many Plaguers worship him, to which he

says, "Time we have, enough, the dancing of prayer is not my dancing.

I am the silence in your breathing...you should hate this."

By design, the real go-getters and fanatics are the _underlings_ of the

Welder Project.  by making their (occasionally psychotic) plans subject

to the approval of this eclectic leadership, suicidal attempts to crush

Sigil are kept to a minimum.  Nevertheless, Cagers refer to outlandish

and excessive displays of force as "Welder jobs".

verbal...........................................<mldaisey@colby.edu>

Abolish Alignment!  Abolish Encumbrance!  Abolish Elminster!  
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Plaguer Hook 2

there is more to life than a bucket of dark, and the Plaguers know that an

enemy unsuspecting is an enemy half-defeated.  their Welder Jobs keep the

yokels and Hardheads busy so that they can indulge in some of their riskier

undertakings: usurping the Lady of Pain

how, you ask?  are they as barmy this time as they were with the planar wards?

'fraid not.  the plaguers are sharper than most suspect, and they get away

with half of their peels by running six or seven "blind jobs" at the same time-

the lack of organization and their apparent insanity make this a hard case

to crack.

unlike the Welders, this project has no name. the only non-Welder involved

is a certain Gith fellow who can (occasionally) save blokes from Mazes, and

he only functions erratically for them...word from the high-ups is that even

he will require taking care of soon.

welcome to the suiciders.

trained blokes are sent to the Cage, filled up with the stew of beliefs that

Plaguer bosses cook up to excite the rabble.  the trully fanatic are too

dangerous to leave in the hierarchy, and thus become a potent weapon against

the Cage.

Propaganda.

the Plaguers know that the Lady is an elemental force, even if they preach

that she is a witless tyrant or weakling...but they are quite aware of how

powerless they are to stop her through force.

instead, they are sent to the Cage to impersonate the Lady...through the use

of powerful spells and devices, "phantom" Ladies lash out in the streets,

wounding or killing those who can be turned in bitterness against Her rule.

when done carefully, in areas without magical scrying, the phantoms have

proven very effective-- they are now playing a pivotal role in the Plaguers

attempted usurpation of Athar power (though that is another thread).

The phantom Ladies also behave in un-Ladylike (sorry, bad pun) manners, by

speaking occasionally, issueing proclamations and behaving erratically.

the Watch is pissed beyond belief by the few appearences they have penetrated,

but seems to be at a loss for what to do.  no one wants to risk casting

divining spells on the REAL Lady, so passive detection is always used.

furthermore, although some known Plaguers are found flayed in the streets,

no one is sure if it was the Lady...they've been known to mass slay one

another with similar wounds to help show the cruelty of Sigil's mistress.

the ultimate Plaguer goal thus proceeds apace-- people are not _completely_

certain what to think when they see the Lady...

not everyone...but some...

and the erosion of power, they hope, will yield some rotting in the Sigilian

government, and ultimately the Banishment and Returning.
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Sect:  The Peacemakers


"Chaos, law, can't we focus on your similarities instead of your differences?"








-Peacemaker Valis Tal

"Shut your bone box, and quit interrupting our battle."








-Tanar'ri & baatezu

(moments later, after both reaching for a stone the annoying interlocutor has

thrown between them)

"Hey.  What were we fighting about?"








-Tanar'ri & baatezu


"How many fiends and planars must die before the Tanar'ri and Baatezu realize that what they have in common is more important than what they disagree about?  Law and chaos are opposed, it is true, but this senseless war is going nowhere.  The real enemies of the beings of Baator and the Abyss are the Upper Planar beings!  Only united can the forces of evil triumph.  Neither chaos nor law is sufficient unto itself in this battle."








-Tarkus Nite


Tarkus Nite is the founder of the Peacemakers.  Nite is acutally an

ancient ultroloth exiled from both Gehenna and the Grey Waste for seeking to

end the Blood War (which some suspect the yugoloths began for their own

purposes).


He usually appears as a wise and benevolent appearing old man, only

adpoting his true form when dealing with fiends.  Nite began the Peacemakers

long ago (how long is as unknown as when he was exiled) to bring together the

three lower planar "Great Races of Evil" (his term) to exterminate the Upper

Planar beings he hated so.  As the yugoloths were already ready to work for the

highest bidder whoeever it might be, he concentrated on the Tanar'ri and

Baatezu in his efforts to end the Blood War.


Of course, he hasn't succeeded one bit.  The Blood War has a LOT of

momentum behind it.  However, in Valis Tal he may have found the pawn he

finally needs to end the Blood War and begin the REAL bloodletting.

Valis Tal:  Valis Tal is everything that Tarkus Nite is not.  Lawful Good,

she's an ancient mage from an unknown Prime, who's been wandering the Planes

for years.  Over these years she's seen many a fiend slain and many an Outlands

village razed in the name of the Blood War.  She wants to end the war forever,

and "stop the madness."  In this interest, she's borrowed an ancient artifact

from the Mage's Guild of the mysterious world from which she originates

(possibly the mysterious world of the Harmonium):  the Sympathy Stone.  This

nondescript appearing stone can bridge the gap between any two beings, by

letting them briefly see each other's point of view.  Hopefully, once enough

tanar'ri and baatezu have seen it from the other side, they'll call off the

war.  That's all Valis wants.  She known nothing of Nite's plans for AFTER the

end of the Blood War.

Actually, things aren't even that simple.  While showing Nite the stone, Valis

Tal touched it while he held it.  Now they can both see the merits of each

other's viewpoints, which has led them both to become half-barmy, and half

enlightened.

(I'm still working on the details, but I'd appreciate any comments on this bare

bones sketch).

-- 

"And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall set you free." - John 8:32

--

Alex David Groce (adgroce@eos.ncsu.edu)

Sophomore (Computer Science/English Literature)

1995-96 DPMA Secretary, 1996 Benjamin Franklin Scholars Computer Manager

1005B Sullivan Hall (512-5172)
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Alignment 


Yes, folks: it's another biggie. I started work on an alternative 

alignment system about a year ago, but gave up when I realised I 

didn't really mind the existing one after all. 

I've edited and finished the article, and turned it into a guide 

to petitioners' thoughts and beliefs...and how in the end, nobody's 

right (or everyone's right).

If you bloods think of alternative ways of explaining the alignments, 

or just disagree with mine, I'd love to hear 'em - either on the list 

or by private mail. The one's I'm particularly unsure about are the 

differences between Celestia & Elysium, and Mechanus & Acheron. I 

think I've made it fairly clear, but I'm sure they could be done 

better.

Jon

                      Planes of Contradiction

                            by Jon 1996

    You want a lecture on morals? You got one. You've come to the 

right blood too. I don't work for the Powers, so I don't have 

ulterior motives. You want to be evil? Go ahead. So long as you pay 

me like we agreed, you can be as bad as a balor, for all I care. For 

every berk bent on wickedness, there's a potential deva in the making.

    They call me Julius the Symmetrical. The badge? That means I'm in 

the Athar, bashers. The Athar? You are Outsiders, to be sure. I'll go 

slowly for you.

Contradictions in Terms

    There are seventeen Outer Planes on the Great Ring. Most planes 

have many layers, and most layers are at least infinite in size. I 

can see you're already wide eyed. That's good. Imagine each layer as 

a huge sheet of parchment in a book. On each page there's themes, 

concepts and related ideas. These are the towns, Realms and sites 

which make up each plane. Each embodies an attitude, a piece of 

spirit, a mood. Every belief any blood's ever thought up is 

represented somewhere, pure or perverse, virtuous or vile. There's 

room for everyone's dreams on the planes.

    It's easy for an over-zealous berk to get so tied up with the 

merits of his own biases that he doesn't see the failings. If law 

were really better than chaos, then everyone'd be lawful, right? 

Where's the value in being evil? For that matter, where's the dilemma 

in being good? And if they're all flawed, then why not neutrality?

    As any Cager knows there's always another side to every coin. 

Good is never pure white, and evil's rarely as dark as it seems. Is 

there a bad side to what seems like a good idea? Can kindness ever 

come from evil intentions?

    That's where it all begins to fall apart, bashers. See, the 

religions, they're all biased. That comes from the Powers really, 

since they're as single-minded as bloody Indeps. What one priesthood 

considers the zenith of purity could be taken for a deadly sin by 

another. Who's right? Both, and neither. It depends on where you 

stand.

    With all these possibilities, what's a blood to do? Listen berks, 

if I knew the answer to that, then I wouldn't be selling my speeches 

to Clueless like you, would I!

    There's no better bloods to ask than the ones who believe in them 

- or don't, as the case may be. Of course, I can't just drag that 

many petitioners around with me; for a start they've mostly got 

better things to do than talk to Primes, and as you can see this 

lecture theatre's not big enough for them and you too. You'll have to 

take my word for it that I'm representing them fairly.

    I've travelled a long way, in my time, and I've spoken to a lot 

of biased people. I've divided them into seventeen groups; one from 

each outer plane. 'Course, you'd be a leatherhead if you though I 

could represent all belief so neatly into categories. Philosophers've 

been trying for centuries, and they've not reached a consensus. But 

having even a small glimpse is better than nothing, I say.

    What the philosophers don't do so readily is demolish the beliefs 

they've worked so hard to isolate. Well, maybe you'll think I've done 

that, maybe you won't. Most likely, the one you think still stands 

strongest after I've contradicted it described what's ideal for you. 

Like I said, I don't care, so long as you pay up...

Mount Celestia (Compassion)

    Character: Society should care for all, no matter how weak or 

useless they may seem to be. Everyone has an equal right to life. The 

good and the civilised must care for one another. The strong should 

support the weak. The rich should help the poor. The stronger or 

richer you are, the more you should help those less fortunate than 

you. Only in this way can a spirit find true release and happiness. 

Of course, it's best not to have people get into a plight in the 

first place. That's why a society needs fair laws to set a framework 

of what's permitted and not permitted. Never take advantage of those 

in a position below you, and respect those above you. Consider the 

feelings of all in every action you take, and do nothing which is not 

for the good of society as a whole.

    Contradiction: 'Don't impose your morals on me!' That's what many 

folk'd say to a Celestian. Why should I give what I worked hard 

for to someone who's looking for an easy life? Who'd want to be 

powerful and rich if it meant being pestered by bubbers and knights 

of the cross trade all the time? When a berk no longer has to strive 

for a living, where does the motive to improve oneself go? Is it 

right to patronise those weaker than yourself with unwanted aid? And 

what is it that makes you such a paragon of virtue yourself? 

Arrogance, that's what. Do you see anything but the good side of 

someone? It's better, surely, to be realistic and realise that some 

folk have hidden agendas. Don't be so gullible that you believe 

everything you're told.

Bytopia (Equalitarian)

    Character: All beings are born equal. You make your own fate. 

Only by toiling and hard work can you elevate yourself. Work hard in 

all things, and you will achieve what you deserve. Life is an 

auction, and those who bid the highest stakes will reap the greatest 

rewards. Help others, but help them to help themselves first. Charity 

is worthless if those who you aid do not take steps to improve 

themselves. If someone is willing to make an effort then they deserve 

as much help as you can give. There is no room for free-loaders or 

slackers, and do not feel guilty about their fatess-ssthey chose it for 

themselves.

    Contradiction: Equalitarians maybe don't always see the whole 

picture. Perhaps your fate isn't entirely controllable by your own 

hand; some sods just have hard lives. Other have bad luck. Can you 

control whether you're handsome or ugly as sin? An equalitarian would 

just shrug and say: 'Probably. Try harder'. That's a little cold 

sometimes, when all a body's looking for is a handout to see him 

through the night. Why should folk have to try and fit in to a 

society which doesn't treat them right, anyway? Are there enough jobs 

to go round? What if you don't know anything useful? What if you're 

crippled; how then do you make yourself useful to society?

Elysium (Altruism)

    Character: Take it upon yourself to help someone in need. It 

doesn't matter who they are, or who you aress-ssif you are capable of 

helping someone then do so. If a rich man falls sick, and you are 

poor, then help him as you hope he would do for you. Do not expect 

gratitude or payment for your aid. Treat others as you expect to be 

treated yourself. Love your enemies as well as your friendsss-sswhen 

they realise you treat them as equals then they will have no choice 

but to love you in return. Forgive the faults and misdeeds of others.

    Contradiction: 'Altruists are fools!' scream some. 'Never trust 

your enemy! What he did once, he'll do again!' Can an opponent be 

reformed by your own good acts? Altruists like to think so, but is 

this a realistic attitude? Would you let a bebilith babysit your 

children? Exactly! Forgiveness is all very well, but don't expect 

others to respect you the next day. If they realise you're a doormat, 

then expect them to wipe their feet on your face.

Beastlands (Instinct)

    Character: Life is a complicated environment. Some will win, and 

some will lose. Protect those close to you, like your family, and 

help to see they it is they who win. Strive to do the best for 

yourself. Set an example for others to follow. Do not put others down 

in order to rise above them, for this is selfish. Advance yourself by 

improving the way you do things. Compete, but do not let competition 

drive you away from doing good. Do not take what you do not need, and 

do not waste resources. Help others if it does not endanger yourself. 

Everyone is important in the grand scheme, even the most lowly, so do 

not take advantage of others.

    Contradiction: This is how animals think, and they're not exactly 

as smart as humanoids, are they? It's all very well to conserve 

things, but the multiverse is a big place. What you spend your life 

saving is nothing compared with the infinity that surrounds everyone. 

Do you really think your little bit counts that much?  A bit of 

selfishness makes your life so much easier, and if you're striving to 

be the best, then surely you're contradicting yourself by not taking 

this advantage?

Arborea (Go-Lucky)

    Character: Life is precious, and none more so than your own. You 

are the only one to care for yourself so much, so make sure you look 

after your interests. Live to make each moment count. Life can be 

short, so live it for yourself, and allow others to do the same. Help 

them if it pleases you, because you cannot be happy if those around 

you are miserable. Care for those you love, but do not love lightly. 

Do not accept help if you do not need it, and likewise, do not offer 

aid unless asked first.

    Contradiction: Some folk are hot-headed, and it leads them to 

trouble. Some are fickle, and treat different people in different 

ways. Some cannot direct their lives, and wander aimlessly from event 

to event with no plans or ambition. Go-luckies are all three of 

these. How can you hope to be successful if your attitudes are shaped 

not by yourself, but by those around you? Take control of your life, 

and get some discipline!

Ysgard (Individualism)

    Character: Depend upon nobody except yourself. You are the only 

person you can afford to rely on, because only you know what you 

really want. Be filled with courage, and act upon your desires. Do 

what you wish, but bear no malice towards those who do not wish to 

live as you do. Earn the respect of others by your brave acts. Prove 

you are worthy of their attention and admiration. Be an example to 

others, but do not force them to follow it. Do not agree unless you 

know what you hear to be true. Life is as good as you care to make it.

    Contradiction: Why do teams exist? Because you're stronger in one 

than against one. Going solo is often foolish; what makes you think 

you're better than everyone else? Sheer arrogance, that's what. 

Struggling to achieve everything seems a tiring way to live, when 

biting your tongue and for once not speaking your mind could get you 

so much further. If you never do anything except what you want to do, 

who washes the dishes? Besides, doing things you don't like doing is 

character-building.

Limbo (Freedom)

    Character: Do nothing you do not want to do. Do not be bound by 

the laws of others, for they do not have your best interests at 

heart. Laws are made by those who serve themselves, so let your laws 

be your own and change them when you wish. Do not be set in your 

ways. It is not weak to change your mind. It is weak to stick to 

beliefs which are no longer the truth. Enjoy life while it lasts, for 

happiness is transient. See as much as you can. There's beauty in not 

knowing what's coming around the next corner; surprises are fun and 

stops a body getting stuck the a dreary ruts of life. Live to actss-

ssdo not make assumptions about what you haven't experienced. Open 

your mind and learn!

    Contradiction: 'If you want to be free, go somewhere else and do 

it.' That's the message from decent, law-abiding folk everywhere. 'If 

your own company is so great, then why bother sticking around us and 

spoiling our plans?' Contrary to some opinions, laws are often good 

things, made for the benefit of you and other people. Just because 

something is good for someone else doesn't mean it can't be good for 

you too. And if your mind is this uncontrolled, it's not going to 

take much to push you that little step further, into a raving barmy.

Pandemonium (Paranoia)

    Character: Live how you will, but be careful. They are out there, 

and they are after you. They are envious of you, of your possessions 

and accomplishments, of your spirit. Watch every shadow, and be wary 

of every footstep. They will not rest until they have what They want. 

Hide if you can, but be warned that in the end They will find you. 

Keep moving so They do not find you. Do not keep to routines. They 

could be anywhere, so take care of who you trust. Do not help others 

in case it is Them you are really helping. Choose your friends and 

allies wisely, because any one of them could be one of Them.

    Contradiction: Those happy with their roles in society scoff at 

this idea. 'I've never seen Them,' they say, 'and I think its plain 

silly to assume that that's because They're so well hidden.' Why does 

life have to be a conspiracy? Can't a body take the fact that some 

folk are unlucky? Get help, berk, because your life's weird! Open 

your eyes, come out from under the sheets and take a look under the 

bed. Don't see anything? Exactly. That's because there isn't anything 

there.

Abyss (Malice)

    Character: You owe others nothing. Everyone is self-serving. 

Putting the interests of others over those of yourself is foolish. 

Obeying laws which do not serve you is weak. Stand up to your 

oppressors, make them fear you instead. Let them feel the lash of 

their own whips on their skins. Take what you can, because life is 

short and harsh. People may pretend to care, but they are trying to 

win your confidence so they have power over you. Society exists only 

in the mind of foolsss-sseveryone really seeks their own personal gain. 

Strength is everything. Show others you are not weak, then you will 

not have to fear their betrayal.

    Contradiction: Maybe this'd be true, if you lived in the Abyss. 

Thing is, most people don't. Once someone starts acting like this, 

it's a slippery slope to chaos, because to get ahead, other have got 

to be like this too. Any if everyone's malicious, well, then you're 

be IN the Abyss soon enough! Some folk do care! Why the conspiracy 

theory? Can't you see that it's only you who's so twisted inside, and 

that other people get their kicks out of helping people, rather than 

causing pain and suffering? You fight, struggle and wage war on 

everything, so what happened when you lose? Annihilation! Wouldn't it 

be more intelligent to take things slowly, and consolidate power by 

gaining a bit of trust?

Carceri (Bitterness)

    Character: Others have what you do not. Nobody gets anything 

without treading on someone else's feelings to get it. The ones who 

deserve to win will never win. There is always a bigger struggle 

beyond the horizon. The harder you try, the more they take away from 

you, so why bother? Life is not fair, because you can't win. Everyone 

dies in the end. You are trapped in the cage of society. If you can, 

slip between the bars and escape. Break their rules, else you will 

never get what you want. Steal if you dare, but don't expect them to 

be merciful if they catch you.

    Contradiction: Obstacles you face are largely of your own 

creation. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Work honestly for what you 

want; don't try to stab others in the back, or you'll be too busy 

watching your own back to get anywhere. Trust people, don't spread 

rumours which you know you can't justify - if you upset a real blood 

you might not get a second chance.

Gray Waste (Heartlessness)

    Character: Why care? Does anybody really care? You are born, some 

live, all die. Does it really matter when? Sure, there is pain, but 

that is only brief. Emotions are muted, everything is too transient. 

People are shallow, so why should you respect them? Do not care what 

others think of youss-ssit is not your problem. Try to make the misery 

you feel lessen for yourself. That is what everyone else does, but 

they don't care about you. Work for yourself, and don't be afraid to 

do what you need in the course of that work. The ends always justify 

the means.

    Contradiction: The ultimate in self-centeredness, this is. Just 

because people don't give a damn about you doesn't mean people don't 

give a damn. Maybe you're obnoxious, miserable and introverted. Berks 

won't make an effort if you don't; sell yourself and try to feel a 

bit of love. It might sound sickly, but they say that you are what 

you feel. If you're cold inside, you're cold outside too. And other 

folk can feel it. Empathy's what's lacking here, severely.

Gehenna (Avarice)

    Character: Hierarchies are only useful so you know where to aim 

next. Work your way into power, and guard you back. If you can 

achieve power, so can others. Give nothing away, for gifts only 

weaken your position. You have to fight for what you deserve, so make 

sure others have to do the same. Take what you can from other people. 

Weakening others can only strengthen yourself. Anything that will let 

you get ahead has got to be good. Earn people's trust, as this gives 

you power over them. Let nobody do the same to you. See the selfish 

motives behind everyone's actions, and be happy you are careful.

    Contradiction: Companionship? Trust? Friends? Any of these words 

ring bells, berk? No? It's me, me, me, isn't it! Stop for a second 

and think: wouldn't it be nice to have a friend? Someone who remains 

with you not because you pay them, or because you've got them chained 

up, but because they feel you're the sort of person they aspire to 

be? Like, even? Teamwork, that's the concept: you spend so much time 

concerned with holding on to your ill-gotten gains that you're 

wasting time you could be getting your grubby hands on other people's 

jink. Maybe that's a good thing, for the rest of us, at least.

Baator (Tyranny)

    Character: Work to advance yourself in society. Use the laws to 

aid you, and punish those who do you wrong. Look after number one, 

and use any means you can to further your own interests. Break laws 

if you dare, for there are others like you who will use whatever they 

can against you. Conform, and make sure others do as well, for your 

own good. If they cheat, make sure you catch them first! Grind them 

beneath your feet once you have finished with them. Follow your laws 

to the letter, not the spiritss-ssso long as you do not break them you 

are safe. There is an advantage in every situation, and every law has 

its loophole. Find them!

    Contradiction: Fear, pain and bribery, that's what a society like 

this is based upon. The cutter offering the fattest garnish, or 

wielding the sharpest sword gets his way, not the one with the best 

ideas or the fairest attitude. Corruption is inherent in the system, 

and this breeds contempt, disillusionment and inefficiency. Of 

course, is the leader's frightening enough then he'll keep these rats 

of dissent gnawing quietly, in secret, rather then rattling their 

bone-boxes in public. But they'll never go away. Rule by politics 

might be less bloody for the noble classes, but like breeds like, and 

a tyrannical society encourages all manner of law-breaking in the 

under classes: mugging, robbery, fraud, embezzlement. A lawful 

society based on who's the best at breaking laws without getting 

caught? Does it sound like a bad idea to you? Thought as much. 

Acheron (Obedience)

    Character: Never question the rules, live your life by them. 

Fulfil them to the letterss-ssthere is no room in this life for those 

who make mistakes. Punish those who do wrong. If you know you are 

right, then any who stand against you are wrong. Persuade them by 

force if you must, but know that people are stubborn. If violence is 

the only redress then so be it. It is wrong to question everything; 

children ask questions, men should already have the answers. The 

leader has all the answers, and leadership is divine. Any punishment 

is legitimate for criminalsss-ssif they choose to break the laws than 

they must bear the consequences. Life brings only one choice: obey or 

do not. If you do not, expect no mercy from those who do.

    Contradiction: If you don't ask the questions, you'll never find 

the answers. Even if the judgment of others is as good as you own 

(and I'm not even saying that's true), then there's no sin in 

exercising your opinion. That's why you've got one, after all. If you 

behave like an automaton, you should expect to be treated like one. 

Individuals are, well, individual. Obeying something you don't agree 

with is being a sheep at best, hypocritical at worst. And what of 

those who are unable to comply? Should they too be punished? And what 

when it's you who can't obey? Will you be so blindly patriotic then, 

berk?

Mechanus (Conform)

    Character: Every problem can be solved by thought. Consider your 

actions carefully, and make them all count. Follow the routine, 

because those who wrote it were wiser then you. Experience is to be 

respected. Trust the judgment of others, for it is as good as your 

own judgment. Laws are made for the benefit of all. If one 

inconveniences you, think of all those whose lives have been made 

easier. Do not place yourself above others; it is not your right to 

do so. Only those higher than yourself may raise your rank. Normality 

is perfection - observe your peers are be like them; this is natural 

and correct. You cannot win all the time. If you are wrong, then 

concede defeat nobly. Consider others; they have the same rights and 

feelings as yourself, so who is to say who is more important. The 

majority must prevail.

    Contradiction: Become one with the crowd, and you're lost in a 

sea of faces. What is 'normal', anyway? Even the modrons are 

different by degrees, and tarring everyone with the same brush is 

either crude government, or lazy. Some cutters have special needs, or 

out-of-the-ordinary skills. Others need to be handled differently. 

Laws and bureaucracy come hand in fist; too many papers and officials 

and any semblance of efficiency goes out the window. And a sod 

squashed by the weight of a law going against him isn't consoled by 

the thought that his next-door neighbour's all the happier. Such 

small seeds can spark the resentment that's brought revolution and 

anarchy more than once before.

Arcadia (Idealism)

    Character: Fight for what you know is right. You are guilty until 

you can redeem yourself. Everyone commits crimes. Dishonesty is human 

nature, rise above this. Be perfect. Corruption is weakness. Live to 

the spirit of the law, but make sure you interpret the spirit 

correctly. Work for what you believe in. If you are worthy, you will 

be noticed. Strive to achieve greatness for yourself and your cause. 

There can be only one winning team, so make sure you are part of that 

team. If you are not part of the solution, you are part of the 

problem.

    Contradiction: Banish the vices, and you've got a more 'perfect' 

society, but one that stagnates. Is a stagnant society perfect? No. 

Therefore this isn't an answer. Why am I guilty? By whose judgment? 

Of what? These questions aren't answered by the Idealists; they 

simply assume that since you're alive, you must be guilty of 

something. If you weren't you certainly wouldn't be a mortal (or a 

petitioner)...the perfect move on somewhere higher. As for the spirit 

of the law; there's as many interpretations of each law as there are 

barmies in the Hive. 

Outlands (Diplomacy)

    Character: Everyone is entitled to their own opinions. If you 

think they are wrong, then so be it. You know what is best for 

yourself, but do not assume this it true of others. Point out their 

faults, but do not assume they do not already know them for 

themselves. Do not patronise others. They may be as intelligent as 

you, no matter how strong or weak they are. Balance in all things is 

precious. Strive to maintain the status quo. Do not try to convert 

others to your way of thinking. It does not suit all, so let them do 

it for themselves. Offer charity only when asked, and do not give 

unwanted advice. Your opinion matters, but only as much as the next 

opinion. Do not dominate others. Too much of anything is as bad as 

nothing at all.

    Contradiction: On the planes, belief is everything. This is a 

vacuous hole in the concept of belief; a null choice. Can anything 

come from lack of action? Maybe, but what if the outcome is one which 

is bad? Do you chalk one up for evil and blandly say 'the time for 

good will come'? Do you take direct action to ensure it comes sooner? 

How can a state in which you don't pose any questions ever bring you 

answers? Or don't you care about the answers?

To Conclude

    Seems like nobody's got the right idea. Is there a right way to 

behave? A correct manner in which to think? A truly perfect system of 

belief? Perhaps there is, berks, but sure as Baator nobody's found it 

yet, not even the Powers. That'd suggest to a blood that maybe there 

isn't one after all, or maybe the Powers aren't as divine as they 

claim. I'd say the latter, most likely, but then I'm biased too. See, 

on the Planes, bias is ingrained in our beings; we live, breathe and 

are philosophy itself. He who finds the answer will surely know the 

great darks of the multiverse.

    Contradiction: Who says nobody knows the answer? Who says there 

is only one answer? For the question of belief, maybe everything's 

the right answer...or maybe every being's got it's own special answer 

that only applies to it. It's all very well to talk about the 

multiversal truth, but it's a damn big place. I'd be surprised if 

there was only one truth for all of it. But then, I've been surprised 

before.

    If you do find the answer, be sure to tell me, bloods.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Sat, 13 Apr 1996 14:08:50 BST

LoP: The Truth (of sorts)


Oh I give up guys...I was sure I sent this by mistake, but it seems 

the Lady must have consigned it to the mazes instead...I haven't the 

faintest idea where it ended up. I'll repost it (edited properly 

this time ;)

This is a compilation of lots of cool rumours on the Lady of Pain (by 

other people and myself) from a few months back, collected for the 

first time for your reading pleasure. If any blood comes up with 

anything else to add, post it to the list, or email me direct and 

I'll add it. If you want credit for something idea here then mail me! 

(Sorry, I forgot to keep a list).

I would really love this to grow into a huge document of cool 

ideas...so please drop me a mail or post a rumour of your own! 

Enjoy! My favourite is the one 'explaining' Aoskar's demise...read it 

and see.

Jon

                       The True Lady of Pain

              Being a Catalogue of the Chant and Darks

                   Surrounding her Serene Majesty

           Original Ideas by Several Planescape-L Members

            including Jon, Colin, Ken, [your name here?]

                        Compiled by Jon 1996

    "The True Lady of Pain". Sounds an unlikely title for a book, 

don't it, berk? Well, they do say you can pick up all sorts of junk 

down at the Parted Veil bookshop. Kesto Brighteyes was nearly stuck 

for a moment when I asked him for a tome telling the Real Truth of 

the Lady. Then he nipped into a back room, and produced this green 

scaly-hide bound book. Cost me a huge pile of jink, it did.

    "You'll find your answers in there, cutter," the merry gnome 

chirped, then skipped away across the book-littered floor. Or maybe 

the floor *was* books. Can't say I noticed; I was much too excited 

with this book.

    I get it back somewhere safe, open it up, and find it's full of 

lies. Or if they're not lies, then they're certainly not truths. 

Maybe Kesto didn't peel me: the truth could be in here somewhere, I 

suppose. It's just so cluttered up with addled nonsense that I doubt 

I'll ever find it.

    For what good it'll do you, I'll let you read a few pages. Mind, 

berk, this is only chapter one; there's at least thirty more. I just 

lost heart and never read that far...

                               * * *

On the Nature of Our Serene Lady:

*   She's a Power.

*   She's not a Power, She's just a tanar'ri.

*   She's not a tanar'ri or a Power, She's something else. (Chant 

variously claims She is a reformed baatezu or a yugoloth)

*   There's more than one Lady of Pain. Nobody knows where they go 

when they're not busy flaying people's skin. They all look the same, 

of course, so nobody's ever supposed they're different. They are very 

different in personality, which is why the Lady seems to act so 

unpredictably.

*   The Lady (or Ladies) of Pain are female Dabus, or perhaps the 

Queen of the Dabus. This is why she/they do not walk or speak.

*   She is but one being who created the Dabus in her image. She is 

not female, nor are the Dabus male; they have no gender. They are her 

slaves, and she their mistress.

*   The Lady is a sister of Shekinester, and wears three faces. The 

Three Ladies represent the Mother, a creator figure who endured the 

pain of the birth of the Multiverse; the Martyr, who suffers the hurt 

and torment of the Multiverse; and the Torturer, who spreads the pain 

She has suffered.

*   The Lady is a product of the dreams of the Dabus; a solid image 

formed from their rebus-speak.

*   The Lady was hatched from an egg of Io the Dragon Power in 

Sulfanorum in the Abyss.

*   The Lady is a Power-to-be, much like the barmies of Harbinger 

House. The Godsmen have tried to trap her many times, but she always 

places them in mazes.

*   The Lady is a phantasm created by a bunch of Prime illusionists 

who've given all the arrogant Planars the laugh (actually, that'd be 

more like hysterics than a laugh). The illusionists have prolonged 

their lifetimes with potions and spells, or perhaps they used wishes 

to make their illusions permanent. After all, there is no aural, 

olfactory or heat component to the Lady (she would, in fact, be a 

simple illusion to create!).

*   Many years ago the 15 most powerful factions banded together and 

agreed on not annihilating each other, and concentrating on getting 

rid of the rest, so that those 15 would be even more powerful. They 

invented the Lady of Pain (or perhaps the Signers were convinced she 

existed) to scare away potential rival factions.

*   The factols secretly report to her, and steer their factions 

based on what she tells them. They're all her proxies, after all.

*   She uses successful Planewalkers as proxies turning them into 

living keys!

*   She feeds on the energy of the entire multiverse. After all, the 

Outlands are the centre, right? And the Spire's in the centre of the 

Outlands, right? And the Cage is at the very point of the Spire, 

right? There you go. And that means that she's way too powerful for 

anyone to fight. Makes you wonder if she's trapped in the Cage, or if 

she's keeping others out.

*   The Cage is the Cage because it traps the Lady!  She can not 

leave, so she uses proxies to see the multiverse outside the Cage. 

These proxies do not worship her, they are merely unfortunate sods 

who happen to know a little too much.

*   The Cage is the Cage because it doesn't trap the Lady. However, 

she knows that she can't leave unless she finds someone else powerful 

enough to keep the Powers out of Sigil because of its strategic 

planar location (She was the one who kept Takhisis out of Sigil and 

therefore out of Krynn). She's sacrificed her freedom for the 

betterment of the Multiverse. Because she knows she cannot leave 

without a replacement she's insane because she is frustrated and 

impatient.

*   The Lady was trapped by the other Powers after she tried to 

overthrow them. She was too powerful to slay and throw into the 

Astral Plane (or maybe they tried that and she returned) so they 

imprisoned her instead. Of course, she turned this to her advantage 

by making her prison the most easily accessible place in the Planes.

*   The Lady is a clinging power. She has become one with Sigil and 

has lost much of her sanity (and personal power) in the process.

*   The Lady has lovers who while divine, are driven to suicide by 

her "tender ministrations". She uses portals and traps to lure them 

into Sigil, and her embrace, while she bars unworthy lovers from the 

Cage.

*   The Lady is insane or sad because she can't find a lover powerful 

enough to survive her blades.

*   Trolan the mad fell in love with the Lady and she didn't flay his 

skin. He's not been seen around recently, though.

*   The Lady uses the Planewalkers to help her find a way to leave 

Sigil, or to keep the powers out.

*   What about Factol Hashkar?  It's said that he's a petitioner who 

worships the Lady - thus he ended up in Sigil. If that's true, maybe 

the proxies of the Lady are actually petitioners of Sigil, drawn 

there because of their devotion to the city.  This would mean that 

Hashkar is one of the Lady's proxies (and he's influential enough in 

Sigil to fit the bill). Just because he's her proxy doesn't 

necessarily mean he gets his instructions directly from her.  

Perhaps, given his devotion to Sigil, he doesn't need instructions to 

do the Lady's bidding.

*   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, 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.

*   Long ago Aoskar tried to tip Sigil off the top of the Spire, but 

the city didn't fall. In retribution the Lady burned Aoskar's name 

from the Cage, shattered his temple and cast him adrift in the 

Astral.

*  The Lady of Pain doesn't want to be worshipped, as she doesn't 

want to become a Power. That's why she flays anyone who prays to her. 

If she's not a deity, then why *doesn't* she desire the power to 

become a Power?

*   Sigil is the most powerful artifact in the Multiverse, and the 

Lady didn't make it, she found it. It allows her to open portals 

anywhere in the planes, use the dabus as her slaves, and (once she 

found out how) to create mazes into which she can cast here enemies. 

Thing is this Sigil artifact specifically prohibits any Power from 

controlling it. If the Lady were to become a Power, then she'd be 

kicked out of Sigil just like the rest of the Powers. She knows this 

and pretends all along that she's the one doing the kicking out. If 

people start to worship her and she neglects to flay their skin 

(although being that gruesome about it perhaps reflects her real 

personality), then its 'Bye Bye Lady of Pain.'

*   The dabus are manifestations of the artifact, and are part of it. 

Rather than being natural creatures, they're magical manifestations 

of power, like golems.

*   Who made the artifact in the first place? Did it grow from the 

cupboard of doors to the City of doors or was it made whole...it does 

change in size all the time, after all.

*   Sigil was a ring plucked from the nose of the Minotaur Power by 

the Lady of Pain. This explains the mazes she can create at will.

*   Sigil is a ring which fell off Ptah's finger aeons ago. He's been 

trying to put it back on ever since, but the Lady won't let him. It's 

still got lots of the magic of the Planewalking Power, hence the 

portals everywhere.

*   Sigil isn't an artifact, but a sentient, living creature like a 

doppelganger or mimic. The Lady of Pain is it's mind manifested/ 

daughter/protector/creator. 

*   Suppose one of the factions found out about the artifact started 

to worship the Lady as a Power...she'd become one all right, and when 

she's thrown out against her will by Sigil to unwillingly create a 

Realm the whole Cage is left open for the steal. This faction'd then 

have an eternal enemy in the form of an even-more-powerful Lady of 

Pain, but they'd also have the Cage and she wouldn't be able to get 

them (nyah nyah). The factol would then become the new ruler of Sigil.

*   What if some 'enlightened' cult of the Lady of Pain grew up on a 

Prime world? She wouldn't/couldn't travel there and flay them. She 

might even become a Power if enough bloods worshipped her. Just 

imagine; you travel to this distant Prime Plane for some reason and 

find a city very much like Sigil - not the Torus shape, but one with 

the same streets, buildings, etc.  But here, people actually Worship 

the Lady of Pain. The factions'd be *very* interested to learn about 

this place - the Godsmen would be ecstatic, the Athar would be 

irritated, and the Harmonium would just want to shut the berks up!

*   The Lady of Pain was Queen of the Bladelings. See, once upon a 

time the bladeling city Zoronor perched in the same place as Sigil. 

It was there for longer than anyone can remembers, but all this 

happened so long ago that nobody living remembers it either. The Lady 

ruled the bladelings, being one of them herself, only then her whole 

body was covered with blades.

Now Zoronor's spherical and it didn't balance that well up there on 

top of the Spire. In fact, it got knocked off. Some say it was by the 

Lady herself (the bladelings didn't make good servants), some claim 

it was a mighty storm (the likes of which have never been seen 

since), yet others say the perpetrator's long dead. Whoever it was, 

Zoronor got shunted from it's rightful place at the centre of the 

planes into the lowest layers of Acheron.

Anyway, the Lady rebuilt a city, this time better balanced, and 

abandoned the bladelings in Acheron. The dabus were her new children. 

She took more humanoid form, but was never able to rid herself of the 

blades around her neck. Maybe they're blades of office?

The darkest chant goes that Zoronor itself replaced an earlier city, 

which also fell off. That'd make Sigil the Third Incarnation of the 

City at the Centre; makes a blood wonder where the first one went.
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>
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                   The Truth of the Lady of Pain

                            Chapter Two

                       * * *   Sigil   * * *

              Contributors: Ken, L, Jon, Thomas, Monte

*   Sigil is a pocket dimension created by the Lady of Pain. 

Anarchists reckon that explains why the factols seem to be her 

pockets, anyway!

*   Sigil is the multiverse's biggest paradox.  It is a city located 

above the top of an infinitely tall spire which is in turn located in 

the centre of an infinite plain.  Add to that the fact that magic 

works normally in Sigil, yet at the centre of the Outlands (the 

Spire), no magic (or anything else for that matter) works at all.  Of 

course, adding to the Paradox, you have the fact that Sigil itself is 

technically the most barren spot in the multiverse (as NOTHING is 

native to it), it is also the most popular spot in the multiverse 

(with the exception of the Powers, of course).  Still more of the Big-

P is the fact that this city is called "The Cage", yet there are 

probably uncountable exits from it that any one may freely use (once 

you have the key, of course).  Also, Sigil seems to be able to prove 

the "correctness" of each and every single Faction.

*   Now, every place in the Outer Planes is either a Plane, a 

Demiplane, or a Realm. All of these have been called a dimension by 

one Clueless at some time or another. (Heck, those leatherheaded 

Primes sometimes call other places on their own Plane a different 

dimension!) 

*   Does this mean that the City of Doors is a Demiplane? No. 

Demi�planes have to be located in the Ethereal (or Astral) Plane, and 

Sigil is clearly on the Outlands (see above).

*   So, that means it must be a Realm, right?  Wrong again.  Realms 

are created and run by Powers.  Powers must have worshippers some 

where or else they die and end up in the Astral.  While it is true 

that the Lady of Pain runs Sigil, we also know that it is true that 

she actively discourages worshippers.  Any power who did that would 

be committing suicide, so the Lady ain't a Power and thus Sigil ain't 

a Realm.  What does this logic leave us,

then?

*   Simply, Sigil is the multiverse's biggest Artifact - and the Lady 

has found the dark to controlling it.  How else could a non-Realm 

alter its size at any given time?  How else can a Power be excluded 

from it? And how else can it have all these magical gates in it 

without being ripped apart and all the pieces drawn into the various 

planes?  Of course, this leads to some interesting thoughts on the 

Dabus.  Are they just another race that was brought to the Cage by 

the Lady?  Did they live on this Artifact before She arrived and just 

serve Her for the hell of it?  Or are they a manifestation of the 

Artifact itself?  This could explain why they only speak in visual 

Rebus puzzles - they aren't alive, rather manifestations of an 

extremely alien intellect (perhaps a computer of some kind?).  After 

all, Rebus could be considered a true universal language (a variation 

on pictograms and such).

*   Of course, some bloods have pointed out that Sigil might be a 

Plane in its own right. It might not be a big one, but size ain't 

everything, cutter. Though what it's doing at the top of the Spire is 

any berks' guess.

*   Planewalkers say that on a clear day you can see Sigil on top of 

the Spire from the Outlands. Their pictures show it floating up there 

rather than resting on top...if it were resting then there'd 

obviously bit a great clod of rock visible from the city itself.

*   The other side of the question, however, is what can Cagers see 

of the Spire? Surely, you'd think, that if you can see Sigil from the 

Outlands, you'd be able to see the Outlands from Sigil? In fact, it's 

all the stranger, because you can't.

*   Or maybe you can, it's just you have to know where to look, 'cios 

the air's so bad. To fly there'd be foolish, because there's powerful 

winds and anti-magic there to protect whatever secrets lie at the top 

of the Spire.

*   The Cage's air is cloudy and gloomy, with a dirty grey smear 

through the middle (the other side of the Cage). At night, when it's 

clear, the sky is starless, except where points of light can be seen 

from the other side of the city...some moving (light boys, sedan 

chairs etc) and others stationary (cooking fires, spell-lit shops 

etc). If you look off the side of the city you see nothing. 

Absolutely nothing. Not the Outlands, not sky, not even a 

vacuum...simply nothing.

*   On a clear day, the sight of sheer nothingness is terrifying to 

most Primes, and many Cagers too. Maybe it's a good thing Sigil's 

weather is so miserable; the place'd be uninhabitable if nothing 

stared you in the face every time you looked up!

*   No matter where they look, Cagers can't see the top of the Spire. 

If they're leatherheaded enough to fly out of the clouds and mist 

surrounding the cage they'll be blipped away to another plane...

*   It's far from clear-cut that it's actually Sigil on top of the 

Spire. Detractors from the theory say that if you can't see the Spire 

from Sigil, then maybe the lump of rock that can be seen on top of 

the Spire ain't Sigil after all. This leads to the rather disturbing 

conclusion that no one is really certain where the greatest city in 

the multiverse is located! As Factol Hashkar has said: "Everyone 

knows how to get here, but nobody really knows *where* here is!"

*   Some bloods (who've spent more time reading obscure tomes of 

mathematics than is healthy) have suggested that Sigil's a place of 

"quantum instability". This means its doors have a high chance of not 

leading to their other sides, but to a very different existence. 

Anyone whose ever used a portal knows that this could well the true. 

Sigil's doors lead to some unexpected places, all right!

*   These same scientific bloods reckon the entire city might phase 

through the planes, connecting haphazardly (but with a pattern) to 

other planes. This'd mean it'd be simultaneously both at the top of 

the Spire, and also everywhere in the multiverse at once! Thus Sigil 

is not *everywhere* or *somewhere* but in a range of possible places 

that express the fluctuating belief patterns of the 

multiverse...making it impossible to get to without a portal.

*   Maybe Sigil itself is a power, floating at the center of the 

multiverse. And maybe the Lady's its proxy, or its Avatar.

*   Maybe the Lady actually moves throughout the Universe as she 

wishes, and Sigil is just some sort of projection of her power and 

presence that goes wherever she does, so Sigil's location is always 

different, yet the same--around the Lady.

*   Perhaps Sigil is the Lady's Cage, and the Powers really don't 

want to get in--perhaps they watch her like a monkey in a zoo.

*   'Course, it could be the other way around. Maybe the universe is a 

cage for all the other powers, and only Sigil is free, with the Lady 

looking in at the powers like they're the zoo animals.

*   Or maybe the Lady is from a plane or reality unknown to all 

others, and the only way she can survive in this reality is within the 

confines of Sigil. She's like the Lady in the Bubble, as it were.

                               * * *
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>
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Spire: The Truth (or sorts)

                       The True Lady of Pain

                             Chapter 3

                     * * *   The Spire   * * *

        Contributors: Corymephit, Jon, Randir, Gianni, Colin

*   The Mathematicians say (in their usual number-infested jargon) 

that the Spire as a warping of normal (Cartesian) geometry. As one 

goes toward the Spire, it never appears to get closer due to the 

warping. You continue to pass landmarks like normal, but no matter 

how far you go, there's still more. Thy liken it to a tube of 

infinite length; put one end of it over a conical wedge and push.  

The lower part of the cylinder will fan out to form approximately a 

circle, but this is just a warping, it is not affecting actual 

distances that it would take to travel. 

*   Some of the berks are so bold 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 theory's untestable! (The berks).

*   Other mathematicians consider everything on the Outlands to be in 

the outermost ring.  Hypothetically, they say there are an infinite 

number of rings one must pass through as they travel toward the Spire.

Looking behind you, everything should look flat, and looking ahead 

would always be the Spire. Most cutters say they're barmy.

*   Some of the Doomguard claim that Sigil is an "exploded 

singularity" (or pocket dimension) on top of the Spire. It seems to 

fit with their entropic view of the Multiverse, and what Sinker 

doesn't like to see things explode. They tidily sidestep the 

questions of what the singularity's doing up there in the first 

place, or why the Lady was so careless as to let it explode. But 

then, they're Sinkers, aren't they?

*   Skeptical berks say that just because everyone believes Sigil is 

at the top of the Spire doesn't make it so. While some would claim 

that most Signers think it is (and so it must be so), these sods 

reckon that if they're questioning the theory then they stand a 

chance of being right too. 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, these 

stubborn bloods claim, 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.

*   Mathematicians say the entire argument of whether Sigil can be 

seen on top of the Spire or not can be argued in an easier way. They 

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 is 

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!

*   Another way to measure the height of the Spire would be to climb 

it, but as it turns out climbing it would take FOREVER. People just 

assume that it is infinite in height; although it appears to be so 

mind boggleingly big that it always looks bigger than anything else 

in the Outlands.

*   Even if there is something up there atop the Spire, though, it 

doesn't necessarily have to be the Cage. It might just be a doughnut-

shapes 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 the mind of many, that's a proof in 

itself!

*   Giantish priests claim that it's actually Annam's palace atop the 

Spire (after all, they say, Annam *is* the creator of the 

Multiverse). The Lady of Pain's kip is somewhere else they reckon; 

perhaps in the Astral or the Ethereal.

*   Sigil is pictured as floating above the Spire many times, but 

diehard chant reckons 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!

*   The balancing act may be magical, not physical, in which case it 

could be floating above the Spire. Or Sigil could be a pocket 

dimension tied to the Spire somehow. This raises the possibility 

itself that the Spire could be so high as to pierce other Planes. 

After all, Yggdrasil does it, so why not the Spire. This could even 

be the reason why the Cage is connected to so many places: it's so 

high up that it looks right down into every plane!

*   The most ardent Guvners hold it seems more likely that the Lady 

created the Cage as a pocket dimension (her main skill), 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.

*   Particularly barmy philosophers have suggested the Spire is a 

great drop of water, frozen in time. They reckon 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 timescale, eons 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. "Time for more experiments, bloods" - Factol 

Hashkar.

*   Sigil has these strange properties because it lies at the centre 

of both the Multiverse and the Outlands. Any djinn can tell you that 

the properties of a body can drastically change at its centre, like 

hurricanes or cyclones, for example, which have calm interiors 

surrounded my vicious winds. The Outlands; well, at it's centre it's 

a place of dead magic. Naturally, in the eye of this null-magic zone 

there's a place of tempestuous enchantment and tremendous planes-

spanning magic.

*   Signers reckon that if people look at the Spire for too long they 

go barmy, but it's not just because the bleedin' thing is so big. 

They reckon the Spire changes and becomes *important* to them; they 

perceive the clouds as though they funnel a little bit toward it; 

they see it in their dreams calling to them; they feel that it is the 

*centre* of the Multiverse. More importantly, that it is the centre 

of their lives.

*   Who knows why (or if) it affects people. Nobody's sure what it is 

that happens to these poor sods, but it's said that some of them 

become rilmani, serving the Balance and Centre forever.

*   Godsmen reckon 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, 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.

*   More pesky mathematicians claim that 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. 

Unprovable, of course, but neat.

*   Ciphers say that all the maths is so much addled nonsense. You 

can't add infinities, and you can't reduce the Spire to numbers. Just 

stop talking about it and get on with your lives, they say.

*   The Harmonium's official line is that Sigil sits atop the Spire, 

plain as day (unless it's night). One can see the top of the Spire 

too. "How then can it be infinite?" you might ask. If you do ask 

this, the Harmonium say, 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, by the way.)

*   Godsmen point to the fact that petitioners of Outland Powers who 

die in Sigil are able to return to their Power's essence, thereby not 

being wasted. Thus, they reckon, 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. 

                        * * *   How?   * * *

Other bright sparks ask *how* Sigil can be seen, if the Spire's 

supposed to be infinitely tall (assuming the sods haven't gone barmy 

first thinking too much):

*  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.

*  Maybe the thing at the top of the Spire *isn't* Sigil at all, just 

     a sodding massive ring of rock. Sigil might not be 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.

From: Randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

De Rerum Natura



While I could never dare hope to parallel Lucretius's work

of pure genius, I will attempt to present a point of view:




On the Nature of Things


When we name something with a word, we do more than label it.

The act of naming gives us power over the object, in ways that are often

unobserved.  The connotations, associated meanings, symbolism, tones, moods,

all give rise to an emotional response to a series of sounds or glyphs.

Galgarash, is harsh, gurttal, and rumbling. It grinds against the ears.  

Lyn is soft and sweet and short, pure and crystal clear.


When we assign a word to a creature, like evil or good, we assign

a load of cultural baggage upon the unsuspecting soul.  The weight of these

words is much greater than we realize, and seldom comprehend.  We can say

that fiends are the "incarnation of evil,"  but we really don't know what

this means.  The words "incarnation" and "evil" have so much baggage that

the meaning is hard to find.


In the Christian world, the word "incarnation" has particular 

spiritual properties.  The question of the Incarnation, resonates throughout

the sum of western culture.  The legacy of Arianism against Catholicism

can still be found in the existence of protestanism, as well as, the

US's division between church and state.  For often Incarnation is the 

breaching of the boundary between the divine and man, 

the spiritual and the secular.


When we apply this word to fiends, we essentially paint them as

a fusion of both human and divine qualities.  In effect we make them

people in funny hats.. So rather than saying FIENDS ARE EVIL... 

or FIENDS ARE THE INCARNATION OF EVIL.. it would be

better to say.. FIENDS REPRESENT EVIL.


But then we are left with what is evil?  Is evil the opposite of

that which is good?  If so then how do we define good?  One of the

simplest ways to define "evil" is to associate it with pain, as the

Epicureans did.  Hence acts which caused pain would be evil.  However,

self-sacrifice, the willing adoption of pain for some reason, would

then be an evil act commited against one's self.  Also emotional 

attachments such as love cause pain, and so would also be evil.  Or could 

evil be defined as "that which the gods forbid?"  

But with so many gods, with so many views, then there would surely be 

contradictions.


What happens is that we can not sufficiently define "evil"

to do anything more than imply that this ethereal quality, which we

are claiming exists in some sense, can be symbolized a a group of

figments of our collective imaginations.  


Once again we are stuck with gaming as poetry...

[BTW... If you are in some way offended by the observations that I have

made here.. Or feel that in expressing my POV that I am imposing the 

TRUTH upon you... tough... If I didn't feel that this had the quality

of "truth" within the context of my reality, I wouldn't post it.

If you want to take this as dogma.. fine have fun.. if you want to

discredit it fine have fun.. I am sick and tired of people bending

their words, and with-holding their opinions cause they think it

would be considered "impolite."  Maybe I am "uncivilized" but I feel 

its better than living someone else's lie...]

From: Randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

 [sPoiL'r] Conflict in S.W.


Now that I have had the chance to use some of Something Wild


in an adventure (we're not done yet) I have to say that it


meet my initial expectations.. ie nothing special, better than


In The Abyss, but thats not saying much.


Below are a number of rewrites I would suggest implementing


before playing... otherwise the adventure is just yet another


adventure... :(
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Although I really dislike the lay out of the adventure, there isn't anything

we can do about that after we have already bought it now can we..

So I guess I'll start changing the stuff I can:

1.) "making the place more wild, more savage, more evil-"


I think what the author should have said is "more chaotic"


or better yet "more primal" instead of evil.  As the people


have their beastial natures crack their rational shells,


society is breaking down, which is not EVIL, rather it is


a tranition from and artificial state to a natural one.


The Doomgaurd, have it right when they see it as entropy.


On the personal level, the "changes" taking place, making everything


more savage really had no effect on the setting I run.  The


version of Sigil I use is much closer to Dosadi in temperment


than the one presented in SW.

2.) Placing Blame...

The amount of time that the different groups worry about placing blame,

or proving their innocence, is too 90's... you'd think the outer planes

were a highly litigous place with all the people worrying about such

silliness.  Sure it is the easy way to get characters into the plot line,

it it just doesn't fit most of the factions.

3.) Factions:

This one really dissappointed me.  The explinations of why or how the 

different factions get involved with adventures are usually mediocre,

but these were the worst.  Hence, I've re-written them, to flesh things

out a bit more:

Athar - 
The rampant deluge of "neo-primativism" with all the body



piercing, face painting, has finally got out of hand.



All these missguided beliefs that some "divinity" could



cure the ills of society are creating a cultural backwash,



a final proof of the non-existance of true divinity among



the Powers.


The Athar could generally care less about people turning into animals


and acting feral.. Its just another stage in the progression to 


universal denial of the gods..  The Athar hope to use this "plague"


to convert the dispossed in Sigil to join their ranks of NON-BELIEVERS.


[play note- think of them as missionaries in plague worn Europe,


preaching the fall of life-kind is immanent unless people turn away


from powers...  Athar characters may wish to spread such beliefs to


the Beast Lands after hearing how far this chaos has spread..


And maybe even convert the Deliverers.. who are so clearly misslead.]

Believers of the Source - 
Can we say massive darma depletion?





The Believers are split on this one,


mainly because of the implications this has.  If such a large


portion of the population can go feral in such a small time,


does this mean that they are closer or further from their goal?


One group believes that this "return of the native" is a boon,


a revalation that that which is NATURAL is actually closer to


the source of divinity than the so called intelligent species.


One prophet has already drawn a large following within the


Godsmen's ranks... this profit turns out to be the current Factol!


Some more of the more traditional groups believe that this is all


a complete sham, and many of the less "enlightened" feel that this


sort of chaotic thinking is a threat to their own cushy living.


[play notes... the Godsmen are torn in a mini-civil war, were the


high up NAMERS feel that too much philosophy is getting in the


way of a good thing..  Most characters will fall in with this


group.. and seek to maintain the status quo..  If not they will


certainly want to embrace the beast... and transcend.. where better


than the Beastlands]

Bleak Cabal - 
Well every sod in the Cage has finally gone barmy, the 



Bleakers knew this would have to happen AGAIN sooner



or latter...  They are so overworked at their asylums



that every hand is needed..  Many of the Bleakers themselves



are slipping into deep depression at the thought of how



much work they have to do...  Any are also trying to



escape..[read PCs]

Doomgaurd - They call a spade a spade, and really like it.  All this
 


entropy is making life easy for the Doomgaurd, or at least it


would appear to be the case.  One third thinks things are moving


too fast, and the the end of things must be slowed down, Another


group thinks that things are just fine, and the last group lead


by her Factolness thinks things aren't moving fast enough..


 Take your pick... do you think they would ever agree on


anything?

Dustmen - ::silence:: The dustmen don't even realize anything is different.


the dead aren't affected by animal nature since they lost their's


a long time ago, and the Dustmen aren't much different.


Every wonder why there are never any little dustboys and dustgirls


running around?  Easy, the Dustmen couldn't be moved to lust by


even the Playbeing Dust-Bunnies....


Simply put, they are only concerned that the mortuary may become


empty if all the corpses are eaten...

Fated - 
Tick and flea collars anyone?  How about a grooming?



Face it the Fated will do anything to turn a buck.



F.R.O.A. "War is good for business."

Fraternity of Order - Are all scampering around thinking how cool this is.




Do you realize what this means?  Do you realize


that this appearant breach of social norms is the result of a


set of laws that the Guvners weren't previously aware of?


They must study and analyze, record and document, every case,


every fluxuation, every detail of the cosmic traffic jam...


Who cares about a temporary loss of order, NEW LAWS are much more


interesting..  As such any characters will no doubt have their


hands full being sent out to document what is going on for further


analysis..

Free Leagure - Don't bother me berk... I'm molting...



(come on, the Free Leagures are usually a disorderly and



independent lot.  True Free Leagures don't even call themselves



Free Leagures..  And now that they are at eachothers throats



as well, can you expect any organized resistance?)


A whole lot of hot tempered loners are out to do what they feel like,


and that may just include figuring out who is tampering with their


physical forms and minds..

Harmonium - Well not the brightest of lads, they can spot an opportunity



when they see one.  Instead of "assuring order at all cost"



the older, more pragmatic core has taken a long range 



view.  What ever is happening is only temporary.  This is



a good time to round up all those trouble makers spreading



free thought..  Hence high profile target are being attacked.


When the dust settles the Harmonium with have a much more orderly


world..  The dust will settle though.. that you can be assured.

Mercykillers - What happens when a bunch of blood crazed bounty hunters



have their self-imposed restricitons removed?  You got it,



complete and utter anarchy among their ranks.


Rather than hunting the innocent, the Harmoniums turn on the guilty.


Hunting down the weaker in their own flock, the Mercykillers implement


a massive purge of those who are guilty of being weak.


Those few who still have their wits about them will try and flee


while the strong try to rend each other to shreads.  Interestingly


enough the Mercy Killer's Factol seems immune to both challenges,


and the effects of the "plague"

Revolutionary League - There is nothing they hate more than the People's


Front of Judea than the Judean People's Front.. Well if they


weren't to busy ploting and schemeing to overthrow society and


the rest of the factions, they might have taken advantage of the


situation... But in typica fashion, the Anarchists can't decide 


what to do first.. and so end up doing nothing...


Most PCs will be bored during the cell's meeting and go find


some young men who need beating, with the help of a gang of old


ladies..

Sign of One - "This is not happening.. this is not happening..."



They all chant as a mantra....



"This is not happening.. this is not happening..."

Society of Sensations - A universal decline in self control...drink it




up lads.. experiences like this come along once


in a life time.  Most of the Sensates will actively participate


in the "primal revelry", ever wonder what human flesh tasted like?


Ever wonder what it felt like to be torn limb from limb by lustful


hordes of primal desires?  Such a banquet is worth the risks..


[if the PC's don't experience this dock them a few EXPERIENCE POINTS]

Transcendant Order - Do don't think...  Most of the cyphers use this time




To get in touch with their primal self, a truely


Liberating experience..More of the cyphers will become one now


more than ever... cool..

Xaositects - GET REAL.. THE ONLY REASON I GAVE THEM A SPOT HERE WAS JUST TO POINT OUT THAT IF YOU THINK THAT THEY ARE GOING TO ACTIVELY PERSUE ONE COURSE OF ACTION YOUR BARMY.


The Xaositects feel right at home, and continue doing whatever


it was that they weren't doing before, for the next few seconds


until they do something different for a day until they find something


old next week..


Simply put Xaositects don't make any rational sense, and don't


worry about "what other people think of them"  This entire notion


that some of them "take credit" or "think making enemies is unwise"


is bunk.. The same X who claims credit will also deny it sometime


latter, and will then again probably not even remember what it


was he was taking credit for...

4.) Cat Lord and Starkad


The Cat Lord is blissfully dreaming of hunting stinking philosophers


and tearing them limb from limb while they scream and bleed.


Does she care what the other Lords think?  no... she's too busy


napping... an unwitting pawn..


Starkad is supposedly a hunter, not a merchant.. his attempt at


a hostile takeover of  Spiritbowl INC. is not only lame but also


not true to his character...

Well thats long enough more latter.. 

From: "Michael \"L.\" Daisey '96" <mldaisey@COLBY.EDU>

Mon, 15 Apr 1996 11:45:11 –0400

 Guvners & Snow Crash


The Guvners Plot

        Some might think that the innocent little Guvners are too law

abiding to ever have anything up their sleeves...and they would find out

to their cost just how wrong they are.  The Guvners are as devious as

any of the other factions in Sigil-- the Law of Survival and Kriegstanz

demand nothing less, and Guvners are nothing if not obedient to those

universal laws that they cannot twist to their own ends.

        In my campaign, the greatest Guvner plot centers around their 

recent discovery of a mysterious "rosetta stone" in the Hinterlands.  It

is a stone that ties into the ancient secrets of alignment languages--

I figured that the lame concept had to have something cool as its base,

and so developed alignment tongues as being the derivitive and forgotten

remnants of an ancient "Universal Tongue" that united the multiverse 

(this is all myth, remember).


what is fact is that the rosetta stone has given the linguist

Antabal the Favored an unprecedented opportunity: the stone's languages

are the building blocks of belief.  by uttering certain phrases that he

has translated in the right tone and pitch, he can "hack into" the

brainstem of unwitting dupes and give them the "correct beliefs"


note:  this is not a "charm" or mind control.  this is the actual

reprogramming of belief, and the beings that are changed cannot

easily be restored, as they are now trully earnest in their beliefs.


the biggest problem with this plan is the law. guvners have been

using loopholes to get berks to "admit" they want to change their lives,

and as soon as an agent thinks he has enough of a precedent, he tries

to get the poor sod to Antabal for "head work".  the second factor that

is slowing things down is the instabillities of the process, which is

largely unknown to the Guvner high-ups-- they have been lead to believe

that it is 100% effective.  the truth is that a lot of new Xaotisects and

barmies in the Hive are products of the "treatment", and that wouldn't

please the Factol at all...so Antabal has kept quiet about this.


The Plaguers are plotting to kidnap Antabal to gain the process,

in hopes that by "imposing" their beliefs on wayward planars they can

help encourage the Migration Home.  the Guvners are against hiring anyone

to help with protection/security, as EVERY FACTION would love to get their

hands on this process-- and it's just a matter of time before everyone

knows.  And then the games will really begin...

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

note...this is just a brief outline of the faction war that is going to

be gripping the Cage soon (in my campaign, of course).  i will post

later more detailed accounts of the major players and what the precise

nature of the "language" is.  

i REALLY would welcome making a lot of this a "shared creation"

any ideas should be posted to the list, and then we can decide what is

real and what is not...if one can ever know that...

verbal...........................................<mldaisey@colby.edu>

The man who loves to collaborate-- and thinks Guvners kick ass!

Art is the illumination of the human heart.  --WBY
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Wed, 17 Apr 1996 14:55:59 BST

Calendar: Month names

Here's those suggestions for the months of the PS year (if they're

named after the Planes)...

I also reckon that the *reason* they're named after the Planes is

because during the month in question, the winds blow in from the

plane, bringing with it a sample of the weather that natives there

experience. Thus the Outlands takes on a little of the aspects of the

plane.

This is most noticeable around the gate town connected to the

plane, but its effects can be felt throughout the Outlands (except in

Realms if the Powers there so wish).

Anyway, here goes:

Mount Celestia: Nimbus

    Skies hold the glorious metallic sheens seen often on the

seven mountains. The radiance lingers into the evening, creating the

most dazzling sunsets, and rendering even the darkest alley a little

safer. The light also announced the start of a new cycle. Rain is

pure and clean, with the sharp scent of righteousness. It's

uncomfortable for fiends and their ilk, but not damaging. Nimbus is a

season of ceremonies and celebrations.

Arcadia: Halcyon

    A month of calm, subdued weather; gentle rain, placid skies, and

zephyrs rather than gales. It's a good growing season for plants, and

is a popular month for travellers to begin their journeys.

Superstition marks Halcyon as a lucky month for lovers and merchants,

too.

Mechanus: Meticulous

    Like the plane it blows in from, the weather in Meticulous comes

in patterns. One day its warm and bright, the next clouds 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'll always know exactly what the skies

hold each day.

Acheron: Spar

    Spar heralds the end of the gentle weather, and the beginning of

the planar winter. Storms vent the fury of the warriors of the battle

cube, and the air is split with lightning most nights. Nights are

dark and clouds, while the days bring brief respite. It's a popular

time for generals to make their attacks, as the sound of thunder and

extra dark evenings make surprise attacks easy. This month is also

brings earthquakes to the Outlands.

Baator: Sacrifus

    Unique amongst the Outland months, it's the inhabitants of each

area who determine what terrors the weather holds. Offerings of

animals, jink and food to the powers of the skies brings a few days

of peace. Burgs too poor (or too mean) to sacrifice valuables are

struck by storms, tornadoes and burning rocks from the skies!

Gehenna: Noxx

    This month sees the last of the storms, for a while, but brings a

new danger. Toxic fumes and sulphurous winds billow across the land.

They're noticeable by their greenish or reddish tinge, and sods in

their path would do well to stay indoors for a few days and cover

their windows. There's also an upsurge in volcanic activity during

this month. It's not the best loved of months, in all.

The Gray Waste: Forlorn

    Bleak; that sums up this month in a word. Nothing much happens

weather-wise; the gray skies and dusty air shuts out anything.

There's never rain, nor a breeze to blow away the scent of misery.

Everything takes of a monochromatic tinge, and folk become subdued

and depressed. The Bleakers love it, of course.

Carceri: Ironskies

    Dense black clouds block out most light for nearly a 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 to quarrel and trade caravans come under threat from

bandits and hungry Outlanders. Razorvine seems to thrive though,

covering houses and getting even sharper, if possible. It rains

little, but there's the ever-present fear that the clouds will just

fall to the ground and squash everyone. It's a funny sight, but most

berks wander round for the whole month with a stooped head, in case

the sky should fall.

Abyss: The Rotting

    It starts off harmless enough; the heavy clouds clear to reveal

blue skies for the first time in months. Then the chill blows in, and

trees drop their leaves, like autumn on the Prime. Then the rotting

begins. The scent of mildew and decay pervades the lands. It's often

now that diseases and plagues start, if they're going to.

Pandemonium: Mayhem

    A sod always knows when Mayhem's hit; as often as not the first

gale rips his shutters off their hinges. For most of a month, the

wind's non-stop, varying from a breeze to a hurricane. Trees are

uprooted, rivers change their course, houses tumble down and tempers

flare. Yet it's still a time of hope, for Outlanders know that the

worse is nearly over, and the summer begins soon.

Limbo: Fracas

    It's useless trying to explain the weather this month. Sometimes

there isn't any for the whole month, other times Stout actually

happens instead, then Fracas kicks in after. It rains fish, earth, or

water. The skies can turn red, the wind blow in two directions at

once, and the rivers boil. All on the same day. Folk have found,

though, that the really strange things happen in the wilderness; it

doesn't seem too disruptive around burgs. Except Xaos, of course (but

aXos has always been the exception).

Ysgard: Stout

    Weather for the brave, it's been called. You'd certainly be brave

if you tried anything adventuresome in this month. It seems that

natural hazards are augmented; avalanches on mountains become more

common, flooding in the river plains, and droughts in the deserts. If

you're planning on travelling, take extra precautions.

Arborea: Exhilarus

    Whatever it is, it comes thick and fast. The evenings hold

spectacular sunsets and aurorae borealis, the days dry lightning

storms. It's never dangerous (unless you're a real leatherhead and

tempt fate), but it certainly makes you jump! The skies are usually a

brilliant azure, and the evenings warm. The best summer parties are

held now; check out the week-long Fete in Sylvania at the end of the

month. Mind-bending!

Beastlands: The Flocking

    If you've ever seen the Prime, then you'll have seen weather like

this before. It's pretty much as you'd expect, for the environment

you're in. The one thing you'd certainly notice, though, it that the

Flocking is rutting season. For practically every animal. Great herds

of wildebeest swarm across the plains, and flocks of swallows and

other birds migrate around the ring. It's a great time for game; it's

a rare day when hunters from Sigil don't make the trip down to the

Outlands for a fox-hunt (or for more dangerous game).

Elysium: Zenith

    Zenith is looked-forward to by most cutters; it's the friendliest

month of the year. It's warm, but just moist enough for the flowers

to bloom, and the air's filled with the buzzing of bees and

hummingbirds drinking nectar. Evenings are long and balmy, and

there's never a storm or shower of rain to spoil a picnic.

Bytopia: Reaping

    By now the crops are fully grown, 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. It holds out just long enough for farmers to bring in

their crops, then the rain begins, replenishing the soils with life-

giving nutrients. The cycle ends, and another begins anew.

Hope they're of use...

Jon
From: Randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Divine Organization


The following is a theoretical model of the nature of the Divine in

Planescape.  It is based largely on a convoluted argument that tries

to reconcile both the personal human aspects of Powers and their

more ethereal aspects..


Traditionally, we have view the multiverse in terms of an


observer from the Prime plane.  In our ignorance or in our


arrogance, we have assumed that the Outer Planes are a


creation of our imaginations.  However, there is an equal


body of evidence that it is actually the other way around


as well.

The New View:



Cause and Effect Ring


At the most basic level, the multiverse has two fundamental


aspects, those of Stuff.. the material world.. and those


of thought.. the immaterial world.  The Outer Planes are


a body of thought, it is a collection of belief and ideas.


The Inner planes are a collection of elements, or basic


stuffs of the multiverse.  The Prime Material plane is


the place where both thought and stuff meet.  It is the


fusion of the other two..


The ring loops back around however.  The Outer Planes


have been shaped by the beliefs and concepts espoused by


the Prime.  In this it has been contaminated by the material nature


of the Inner planes through way of concrete ideas espoused


on the Prime.  The Inner planes have been altered as well,


as can be seen by the elemental beings, bits of stuff which


have been poluted by the stuff of thought due to the meddling


of Primers.


In effect the Outer and Inner planes reflect the realities of


the Prime Material plane, as the Prime is the fusion of both


of the other two.

The Nature of the Divine:


Source Vs Form


From the standpoint of the Prime shaping the substance of


the Outer Planes and the divine, each power should demonstrate


certain charateristics of the worshipers.  Hence it will have


certain physical qualities which will house emotions, desires


and needs.


What these beliefs have done is create Avatars, physical


manisfestations of a Power.  The Avatar is shaped by both


the beliefs of the worshipers and the Source that it came from.


As such Avatars are unique beings, who may or may not be


immortal, (depending on the beliefs of the followers...


a god a death and rebirth will not have an immortal Avatar,


but one who undergoes mortal death and a reincarnation)


The the average believer, it is the Avatar that they form


the religion around.  It is the Avatar that gains strength


through their belief.  However, the Avatar is not the Power


itself, but rather a part of it.

On the other standpoint, the new Outer and Inner form universe, stand point,

Powers are the fundamental essences which permeate the multiverse.  These

essences are what people are made of.  Powers are the emotions, the ideals,

the stuff that is what the universe is made of.  In this way, the basis

of human essence is a collected work of a number of Powers, humans then

give form to some of the Source's essence to create an Avatar, usually 

though the shell of a person who's nature was more firmly linked to a

particular power.


Essentially, what this means is that there is a single Power of


say Love.  It is formless thing which exists anywhere the


emotion is felt.  This same Power is what gives clerics their


command of the supernatural, as it forms a common ground form


which  all Avatars of say love Spring.   This single Power


may have many names, and also many different manisfestations


in the forms of Realms, and Avatars, and to a lesser degree


Proxies and priests and the acts of followers...

Hence Aphrodite / Eros / Venus etc.. are all Avatars / Manisfestations

of a single Power... Each one is a separate aspect formed by the

beliefs of Primers.. However, the Power itself has no form.
From: "Jones, Mike" <MIKEJONES@safripol.senchem.co.za>

LOP revealed or is it a rumour?

Date: Thu, 18 Apr 96 09:31:00 PDT

A while back there was a thread regarding rumours. Here are my attempts do 

not hesitate to give any feedback, flames or money. (as requested Jon)

Mad Mike

mikejones@safripol.senchem.co.za

"After an extensive group of interviews with the factions we asked the 

question 'who, or what is the Lady of Pain?' We now have the pleasure in 

presenting the real Lady of Pain!" Walter Mundane. spokesperson for the 

newsmen of Sigil!

Next week: "What is Sigil?"

SIGNERS

+Ah! you come to me, addle-cove, with such a lust for the dark. Why I 

imagine such tests for myself I will never know. The cant on the lady of 

Pain is that she is nothing but my conscience. Should I cease to think of 

her she will be gone. However that will effect the balance within my mind 

and so I choose not to stop thinking her up. Yes she is my conscience and 

therefore, indirectly, also that of Sigil+s, should I fall prey to my 

conscience then it, and not I, will be the centre of the multiverse and I 

shall cease to be. That is why death comes to those who worship their 

conscience. No I will not cease thinking up my conscience, you on the other 

hand...

FATED

She had the potential to be the one. The one who could have taken the 

multiverse. But she fell in love (to whom is lost in memory) and was too 

weak to take the final task. To weak to consume her mate in one last, final 

swoop that would enable her to hold the multiverse! Sure no-one said it 

would be easy, but after that their purpose was lost. they parted and that 

destroyed them. He broke down and decayed. His energy was ripped from his 

body and thrown into the +verse as both positive and negative. His body was 

rent asunder and separated, each part being placed in its own place in the 

inner planes. She watched this and wept. Her tears froze in the void and 

formed crystal spheres that formed the basis for the primes. Their hopes, 

dreams and fears were manifested separately as powers in the outerplains and 

the gods that grew from them. They had achieved so much, worked so hard but 

to lose it in the final hour. Anyway she became bitter and lost all. She has 

diminished in both size and power and in a final fit of rage she shut 

herself off from what remains of her true love and the lives they led, and 

formed Sigil as her cage. There is no kindness in her nor compassion without 

cowardice. She kills any who think her great. She is the vision of what a 

berk becomes if you loose your way and become weak. You have the power but 

you have got to work at it berk!

SENSATES

Ah you beautiful leatherhead, how your brow furrows when you ask that 

question. You ask me what of the Lady of Pain? How your voice betrays your 

respect of her with your inflection on the word pain, glorious. She is the 

one who has had the secrets of the multiverse made partially clear to her. 

She has savoured every minute, tasted every blade of grass, touched every 

atom. She seeks but one more clarification before moving on, she must smell 

the smells of countless worlds. It is for this reason that she has created 

this gateway. With it she forces all of those smells through one small 

place. Hence you see her as you do, always concentrating, never speaking for 

all other things are known and a waste of time, she must concentrate on the 

work at hand. We are only fortunate that she shares this with us without 

having to savour the blinds just yet! Now if that helps move you towards 

bloodhood then come here and let me taste you!

CIPHERS

What? You leatherheaded bubber, what are you thinking for? You should be 

honing your actions so you don+t need to think! Put this idle thought aside. 

No wait better yet I+ll give you the dark of it and help you along a step so 

you don+t sound like a Guvner. The Lady of Pain doesn+t think. She is the 

embodiment of one who acts, try praying to her and see how long she thinks 

before acting! Go and practice, she was just a member of our faction who+s 

almost got the total dark of it.

CHAOSMEN

tHe laDy oF pain iS.

aroUnd loOk!

wHen cOmes noOne she knOws!

Knows nOone coMes sHe wheRe!

embodiment Chaos Of is She tHe.

Upon gAze of pain lAdy.

Appreciate randomness the Her oF.

dark she has Chaos of.

The of Sigil randomness the lady pain oF cauSed.

Centre oF lady is Chaos the the.

You mUst EnerGy part of become.

But energy Remember lady is the.

Chaos cross die and.

Pray to to lady the order causes.

order such must die!

CLUELESS

Hey isn+t she that babe in the Tavern Of The Lonely Star that could eat a 

live hedgehog?

DEFILERS

Na! The dark of it is that she+s a mortal just like you. All the mumbo-jumbo 

that she is a god blah blah blah. That+s all just clueless talk. What she 

does anybody can do. You just got to know the dark of how to do it. Let her 

carry on. if you make her mad she+s powerful enough to put you in the dead 

book or show you the blinds. Besides she+s not hurting anyone and with her 

close there is more chance of finding out one of her little secrets. Now if 

I could get the dark on her little secrets...

GODSMEN

She is one of the few who have returned from beyond to test us. If we stray 

from the path then she sends us back to be reincarnated a step backwards. 

Any who pray to her deserve such a lesson for it shows they are not ready to 

ascend. She has reached the greater glory and has returned to help us all 

get there quicker. You must just figure out what test you have been given. 

Ignore her for that is all our tests. An old saying is apt for the test she 

represents

"Curiosity killed the cranium rat!"

MADMEN

Do you think you know who you are? Naaa didn+t think so! She doesn+t know 

who she is either so how the hell should I know berk? There is no higher 

meaning to the Lady of Pain. She just is. She does a good job of cutting 

short those that seek the truth. Making you a barmy in the mazes is the best 

way out for some of the addle-coves round here. Don+t look for answers son, 

there aint any.

DOOMGUARD

Don+t you see the dark of the Lady? Why she is here to make sure that the 

long term plans of the universe come to fruition:-wind down. Why the hell do 

you think she built this place? The powers were looking for immortality. 

Control the multiverse and you control the entropy. Control the entropy and 

this place will last to infinity and beyond. That+s not right! The Lady of 

pain shoved Sigil in here at the central flux and presto, no power can pass 

here-fore no-one can control the multiverse and eventually it will all come 

tumbling down.(when the walls....). To know the dark of anything berk, you 

have just got to look a lot further into the past and future!

DUSTMEN

Do you think anyone like that can be alive? Come on now berk! Next time she 

walks by see what positive feelings she exudes! Yea right life is supposed 

to be a celebration! When last did she kick her knickers off?

She is dead like the rest of us. Only difference is she is busy climbing the 

ladder of truth near the top. That is why you only see her so rarely. She+s 

nearly totally dead, only whispering in here on her way to the next rung. 

Ever think why anyone who prays to her +dies+? They rush it. Make a 

connection with true death and hey presto they+ve got to do it all again the 

berks!

GUVNERS

Now there is a woman who has Power. She knows the laws of the Outer-plains 

and has manipulated them to suit her. Any threat to her and she tweaks a law 

and, bang, no problem. We believe that she is seldom seen as she attempts to 

get the dark on the inner-planes+ laws under her knee. Once she has done 

that she will control the multiverse. But that aint easy. See anybody can 

overtake her on her quest so she built this place, a city of gateways. Now 

she can restrict where you go and hence what you can find 

out.(Telecommunications act of year...) but there are backdoors and 

loopholes  Knowledge is power now please forgive me I+ve just remembered 

something...

INDEPS

What do you think she is bubber? Don+t cuff yourself to my beliefs go out 

and figure out for yourself or have you lost the ability to free think?

RED DEATH

Unfortunately no-one was willing, or brave enough, to ask one what they 

thought!

ANARCHISTS

That tart is corruption personified. Anyone who controls this much has to be 

corrupt! A cutter+s got to know when to keep quite and when to speak and 

maybe I+ve spoken too much already but I+ll tell you this:

When we tear down all of this  she+ll be the first pin to fall. To us she is 

the leader of the last revolution! After tearing it all down and rebuilding, 

she faltered. They say power corrupts, now this babe had infinite power. 

Just before rebuilding she was weak and became corrupt at the crucial time. 

She built the planes to suit her needs and ways, to shackle the elements and 

separate the astral from the ethereal. They should be allowed to run free. 

She will be toppled.

VIVA the revolution.

HARMONIUM

That+s simple berk. She is here to make sure you toe the line! Get it 

leatherhead? So if I see you asking anyone else Ill empty your bonebox for 

you! Once we are all like her life will be real peachy. What do you say to 

that?
From: Randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Inner space


A Quick Guide to Inner Space:

                        "Don't think... BE!"

If the dao could ever produce philosophers their view of what is real,

and what is imaginary, would be quite interesting.  However, the dao

are not apt to have a philosopher, since the very profession profanes

their race.  As such, the following is a presentation of the truth,

from the eyes of a mortal who has learned to BE as they have.

        Unlike the world views of most Outer Planars, to the dao reality

is not some fusion of "belief" and stuff.  The Outer Planes, the dao

rightly hold, are merely a pattern of atoms which is created by every mind

on the so called "Prime Material Plane."  This plane, which gives rise

to the vast array of temporary beings known as mortals, is the local

where the REAL PLANES meet.  It is the local in which the "stuff", the

atoms of the REAL PLANES, other wise known as the INNER PLANES, merges

in a vast array of configurations.  The configurations however, are only

temporary, as are they lives they form.

        The conerstone of reality, is the ATOM, the smallest individual

part of reality.  Nothing is smaller, noting is more fundamental.  All

things in reality are made of these units, both matter and energy.

This is not to be confused with the "atom" of certain 'Prime' philosophers.

There are a total of six types of atoms, Additional (positive material),

Subtractional (negative material), Transformable (fire), Transitional (water),

Ethereal (air), and Static (earth).  Of these the ethereal is the least

real, where as the static are the most real.  Atoms can not be destroyed

or created, they are eternal without begining or end, although the forms

in which they are arranged may be changed, say through an additio of fire

or water.

        Everything in the Prime Material is made of these atoms in a variety,

of temporary configurations.  Even the "thoughts" of mortals are merely

different arangements of atoms within their beings, such is the nature

of the ebb and flow of the Transitional atoms which permeate their beings.

Among these beings there are often imbalances in the quantity of positive

and negative energies, quantities of additional and subtractional atoms.

As such they develop inferior configurations which they call good and evil.

These two divisions of form seek only to promote more of their own forms,

and in doing so ruin the forms they have gained through chance alone.

        The so called "Outer Planes" are the stuff of the ethereal atoms,

the arrangements of the atoms in the Prime, are the thoughts and dreams,

so many mortals cherish.  As a physical location, the Outer Planes do not

exist, but are merely an abstraction developed from the varied combinations

of the ether.  Hence one could say that the "Outer Planes" are made of 

ether, but the experiences of those beings who encounter these abnormalities

are what the Outer Planes really are.

        Their gods are merely collective figments of imagination, that

force which can shape the ether of the Prime.  By arranging their atoms

in certain ways they are able to produce "reality" out of the ether.

Oh if those poor deluded fools could know the truth!  The Outer Planes

are simply an arragement of atoms on the Prime, and have no reality

of their own.  Simply by breathing I can reshape the Outer Planes..

        It is best not to think but to rather BE!
From: Zak Arntson - EECS (CPTS250) <zarntson@eecs.wsu.edu>

Adventure

Date: Mon, 29 Apr 1996 14:52:37 -0700 (PDT)

On Saturday my friend Barrie and I cooked up a wonderful adventure (2 DMs (us)

mixing both our gaming gropus) ... here's a brief outline:

1) The party's in the Fortune's Wheel gambling and drinking and what-not.

A particular fellow in red & blue keeps betting on the Wheel, muttering, "Here's

to the laws of probability!" and losing a great deal without concern.  The 

apparent leader (if any) of the party is approached by Colcook (see Uncaged,

Faces of Sigil) ... Shemeska (Uncaged) wishes to speak with the party.

Apparently, she wants them to delay a particular baatezu's army from reaching

a legendary "source of power" for at least two days.  She is willing to pay

very handsomely for this.  If asked for her reasons, she apparently wishes to

consternate this baatezu who has been a long-time enemy.

2) After the party leaves the Fortune's Wheel, they are approached by Colcook

who tells them that their mission has been changed.  Apparently, the "source

of power" is _real_ and is called the Nexus.  It is a source of great evil and

should either the baatezu or the tanar'ri get a hold of it, the Blood War may

turn to one side.  For the sake of balance, the party must keep _both_ parties

from reaching the Nexus for at least two days.

The legend behind the Nexus is thus: Many millenia ago, a source of great evil

was found on Oinos, called the Nexus.  The tanar'ri and baatezu waged a horrible

battle over the spot, though neither had one.  Then finally one side gained the

upper-hand.  When the forces of Good discovered that the Blood War may just end,

they sent a host of Good down to seal the Nexus for good.  With the life forces

of a thousand thousand willing good petitioners, they sealed the Nexus and cast

an all encompassing forget spell on the site.

Unfortunately, a pit fiend has unearthed the legend and the location of the 

Nexus and plans to send his host to capture it.  A tanar'ri balor, using a 

tiefling spy, has also caught wind of this place.  Both legions are meeting

at Khin-Oin, the Wasting Tower, to enlist the aide of the yugoloths -- both

sides are evenly matched and need the yugoloths to win the battle.

The party, upon agreeing on this mission, is to go to Khin-Oin and join in on

the bargaining, using a certain secret as their _secret_ bid. (Yugoloths like

to hold an open barter, and then a secret barter with each party involved.)

The party is then instructed to go see a celestial named Koe (Uncaged) who 

can give them a special item and the key and location of a portal within a 

day's walk to the Wasting Tower.

2.5 (side trek)

The party meets the red & blue guy while walking down a deserted section of

Sigil.  He appears and exclaims, "Mortals have no part in the Blood War!  In

fact, they have no part in the Planes!"  With that, his form shifts to that

of a cambion.  He disappears in a sickly green smoke ... razorvine extends up

blocking off the alleyway and over, keeping flying PCs at bay.  As many bar-

lgura as party members descend to attack.

3. The party reaches Koe.  When they mention the Nexus, Koe becomes very sorrow-

ful, for he helped seal the Nexus and remembers vividly the cries of anguish of

a thousand thousand good petitioners never able to join with their power.  He

gives them a chalice which, when drunk from, allows _no_ lies to be detected 

for a single bargaining.  (it's a plot device so that they may barter amongst

the fiends in Khin-Oin).   The portal to the Gray Waste is a boarded up doorway

against the Boneyard Pond (see In the Cage, a Guide to Sigil), the key is a 

scrap of a deader's cloth.

4. The party takes the portal to the Gray Waste (probably contracting something

nasty from their dip in Boneyard Pond) ... Khin-Oin can be seen, and looks 

fairly close (that's because it's 20 miles high ... it looks close from far,

far away!).

4.5 (side trek)

The party comes across a group of hordlings feasting.  They turn and attack.

They were feasting on a tiefling rider and it's nightmare.

5. The Wasting Tower.

The party must convince the nycaloth guards to let them in for the bargaining.

The yugoloths figure that anyone with the gall to approach Khin-Oin is either

Clueless or powerful enough to have a say.  They are allowed into the chamber

for bargaining.

They are led by a mezzoloth into a huge room.  The floor is a sheer black

marble.  The ceiling is too high to be seen in the dim light.  Spiked chains

covered in shreds of flesh hang down from the ceiling, their clanks echoing

throughout the vast room.  The light sources are hidden behind lengths of chain,

the party is awash in stark shadows.

A thick curtain of chain rises and the mezzoloth nods them through.  The party

enters a huge part where there are no chains.  A table made of a gargantuan

bebelith lies in the center.  At the head of the table are three arcanaloths.

The eldest, muzzle streaked with gray, sits atop a huge and ornate stool.

The other two are scribes, and have petitioners nailed across wooden frames so

that they may record the bargaining.

The playres seat themselves at the foot of the table and wait.  The tanar'ri

are the next to enter.  They shuffle in, a balor, a marilith, the cambion (the

guy in red & blue from the beginning), and two bar-lgura.  One of the bar-lguras

strays from the path to the table.  Chains snake down and cocoon it, carrying

it up and into the ceiling.  The baatezu then enter, with glares of hatred

toward the tanar'ri.  They file in, pit fiend, erinyes, tiefling (the spy

who gave the chant to the tanar'ri), and a kocrachon carrying a slave wrapped

in a barbed chain.

The balor holds up a gem as a token of appreciation.  A soul drifts up out of

the gem and sails across the table.  It is the embodiment of fear, captured 

from a good petitioner just before it was sacrificed.  The players should act

accordingly when it washes over them.  The pit fiend tosses a rolled up parch-

ment onto the table.  "A contract from an elven maiden for the love of a

prince," he announces.  All the fiends look expectantly at the party.  (heh)

The senior arcanaloth then announces that the bargaining commence.  Another

arcanaloth enters with a petitioner flayed on a wooden frame ... to write the

words of the PCs ... (good thing there weren't any paladins in our party!)

The tanar'ri, impatient, offer their wealth first.  The balor stands, and with

a wave of his hand, a flame erupts from the center of the table (burning

the PCs ...).  The flame dies down to show a miniature goristro being held in

check by a team of bulezau (PoX and MCII monster books, respectively).  The

bulezau whip the goristro towards a tower, and a quick destruction takes place.

The balor waves his hand again and the scene changes to a huge chasm from which

a vast pit of razorvine grows.  Rivers of blood and bile fall into this chams.

numerous true fiends are gesturing and shouting to the razorvine, and runes

of blood appear in the air before them.  "A goristro, our living siege engine;

and 666 questions to be asked from our Razorvine for your aid in taking the

Nexus."

The arcanaloth then turns his head to the party.  (They'd better've remembered

to drink from the chalice, and/or have something REALLY good cooked up!)

The pit-fiend brings out a contract and announces the offering of "999 kocrachon

torturers, fresh from the Knoll of Pain.  Their unrelenting services for 999

years and a day.  We have brought one as a demonstration."  (see PoL for a 

description of the kocrachon.)  The kocrachon then, with blinding speed, lashes

the prisoner to the table and begins doing ungodly experiments upon it.  Any

players should turn their heads (they'll be physically ill and mentally damaged

if they don't -- think of an eye being pulled out, optic nerve still attached,

and twisted so that the prisoner can watch his/her own torturing -- the screams

are enough to make a body sick).

After the public offerings, the party is led to a chamber to await the secret

part of the bargaining.

(that's enough writing for me!  I'll probably finish this tomorrow or the

next day ... our players suggested we write it up officially for Dungeon or

something!)


-Zak

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Tue, 30 Apr 1996 09:38:25 BST

Soul Cage 

This is my answer to the age-old question:

    "What lies beneath the streets of the Cage?"

What indeed...

Jon

                           The Soul Cage

                         Sigil's Dark Side

                            by Jon 1996

    Travellers in the city of Sigil often ask why it is called 'the

Cage'. The friendlier locals whisper to them of the Lady of Pain's

Mazes, and the way she herself seems confined to the streets. Is the

merry birdcage a prison for her, or one she herself has constructed?

Everyone has their own pet theories on that. But one thing not many

bashers know about is a particularly strange effect the Lady's

portals have on the burg. Nothing gets in or out of the Cage except

by her doorways (unless you fancy jumping off the edge of the ring,

that is). So where do the spirits of the dead go? Good question,

berk. Much research has gone into this topic over many years, mostly

by the Guvners, of course.

    I've paid a lot of garnish to glean a few of the rumours, hearsay

and outright lies from touts and other bloods whose 'special

interest' lies in this domain. Most were unwilling to talk, at first.

I soon persuaded 'em. How? That's MY dark, berks.

The Mimir Speaks of Sigil

    "Sigil. The Cage. The City of Doors. These are some of the many

names given to the Burg at the Nexus of the Planes. It's an

impossible place, floating at the top of an infinite Spire at the

centre of the Outlands. It can be seen from anywhere on the plane,

but it can only be reached through one of the portals created by its

ruler, the Lady of Pain. It is therefore as easy or as hard to find

as She wills.

    "It is a city unlike any other. It is divided into six wards,

though the boundaries are unmarked on any map. Here are the

headquarters of the factions, the greatest temples, the toughest

bloods and the most diverse mixture of races in the Planes. The Cage

is in a constant state of war, though  blood is rarely shed openly.

Instead it is a war of intrigue and politics, where allegiances

change faster than the weather. The burg is also said to be filled

with those seeking to escape their fates, as no Power can look within

the city.

    "To learn more, travel there. More portals lead to the Cage than

any other place. Touts, or guides, can be found there who will show a

traveller where to go, and where not to go. Pay them well if you like

your information to be accurate."

Karlia the Seven-Mouthed, High Priestess of Brihaspati

    "Resurrection? Why yes, I can perform the ceremony, provided the

poor dead sod converts to our faith. Where did the body die? In

Sigil? Oh.

    "You see, there's a problem there. I'm not sure I fully

understand why, but I was told in a dream that it was the Lady's

Will. A year ago a group of cutters brought their dead friend here to

Nectar of Life on Mount Celestia. They told me the poor berk died in

Sigil, of a lightning bolt through the chest. Right painful, it

looked.

    "Anyway, one of the party was a paladin of Brihaspati, like

yourself, so I agreed to perform the ceremony. I cast the spell, with

Brihaspati's blessings, and the battered corpse was healed. However,

it did not return to life.

    "It was not that the ceremony had failed; for the body was

restored and ready for the spirit to return. It was more that the

spirit could not return. For some reason it was trapped in that barmy

birdcage, Sigil.

    "I did what I could for the cutters, for they were very upset. I

gave them a scroll with the prayer inscribed upon it, and bade them

to return to Sigil and perform the ceremony there. Perhaps, I

reasoned, the spirit would be able to find its body from there. I

never heard from them again, thus I suppose it may have been

successful.

    "As for you bashers, I give the same advice. I can heal this

corpse, but its soul will remain trapped in Cage. Ah, but I cannot

give you a scroll with the prayer upon it. I used the last one for

that other sod, and don't have any more. My apologies."

A Brief Treatise On the Magical Nature of Sigil the Cage

    [Excerpt from Chapter 32 of a much longer text penned by Malakon

Hordrick of the Fraternity of Order]

    The Lady of Pain has isolated the Cage utterly from planar magic

and conduits. No means save Her portals can be used to gain egress to

the city, and the portals are created and destroyed by Her and Her

alone (at least since the Shattering of Aoskar's Temple).

    It is further my belief that the torus shape of Sigil is due to

the confluence of magical energies caused by the city's location at

the top of the Spire of the Outlands. The negated magic of the

Outlands is funnelled up through the spire, and the Lady uses this

energy to seal and support the city.

    The effect of the sealing is well-known by planewalkers: to enter

the Cage, they must locate a portal, and use the correct key. Then,

and only then, does a temporary gate open between the Cage and the

Multiverse outside. It is only possible to leave the Cage in a

similar manner, although there is some speculation into the

consequence of jumping off the ring of Sigil. As I postulated in

Chapter 27, this would have one of three consequences:

    One: A fall of infinite duration down the Spire. Note that this

is in the magic-dead area of the Outlands, so no spells of flight or

teleportation would function. This ensures a grizzly death at the

foot of the Spire when eternity is over. Two: A random 'bounce'

effect where a body is flung into another plane entirely. This would

likewise be highly dangerous, as the destination, and thus the

precautions necessary for travelling there, will be unknown. Three: A

trip to the Lady's Mazes. She seems to conjure these magical

labyrinths up at a whim; so could it not be possible Sigil itself is

imprisoned in a maze of Her own (or, more sinister, someone elses')

devising?

    I do not know which of these it true, nor do I have any intention

of experimenting myself. However, this postulation brings interesting

conclusions. Portals are the only feasible method of access to or

from the Cage. What then of beings unable to operate portals?

Obviously they are trapped in the city.

    Consider this for a moment: For the duration of any existing

records, the Dustmen have been charged by the Lady with dealing with

the Cage's dead. It has been suggested that the Dead are the oldest

faction of all. The faction's headquarters is the Mortuary; which has

countless portals to most known planes. They send the bodies of the

dead to the plane which matches their beliefs in life. Why would the

Lady consider this important? Why not just dump bodies in the Ditch

or off into the Void? None of the Powers would know of these

operations, since they cannot see into the Cage, and depriving them

of petitioners would weaken them.

    It is my belief that if cadavers of those who die in the Cage are

not disposed of in the correct manner, their spirits will linger in

the Cage, trapped forever. I imply by this that unless the corpse

leaves Sigil through a portal, allowing the spirit to 'follow' if you

will, then the spirit is forever denied a chance to become a

petitioner.

    Where then do these spirits reside? Obviously that the streets of

the Cage are not over-run with ghosts, spirits and undead. Again,

three conclusions:

    Firstly, most of the corpses of Sigil's dead are gathered by the

Collectors are disposed of properly. Secondly, lost spirits do not

assume the form of undead, and thirdly, that there must be some other

means of escape for these souls, be it sinister or otherwise.

    [At this point in Chapter 32, Hordrick begins to discuss the

nature of Undeath and how a vampire or mummy would go about

establishing links to the Negative or Positive Material Plane in the

Cage. The rest of the chapter has been omitted.]

Fell, the Dabus who Is Not

    [Translated from rebus by Milori, who issues the following

disclaimer: 'Due to the complex nature of this interview, it it quite

possible that my translations are not perfect. I disavow myself of

any misfortune that might befall any who takes these words too

literally' - Milori]

    "The Dabus live in warrens beneath the streets of the Cage. Every

basher knows this. What they don't know is what else is down there.

There are sewer tunnels, but they are not like those of other cities.

Sigil's underground is riddled with portals to other planes. Sewage

ends up in the Elemental planes of Water and Ooze, or the Realm of

Jubilex in the Abyss. Minauros [Try drawing that as a rebus! -

Milori] in Baator takes it's share of waste too. The ooze portals in

the Hive are different. They are a result of the Elemental Planes

trying to impose their rigid Four-bias upon the Three-ness of the

Outer Planes. You did not ask about that, however.

    "There are other hidden portals too. There are portals to Air

down there too, and in the skies around the Cage. This is why the air

is not thin here. By design or fault (who can tell) there are also

portals to Smoke, Ash, Steam, Vacuum and Dust. This is why the

weather in the Cage is as it is. Storms often blow in through portals

to Lightning, but they can also escape this way, too. The City of

Doors is lit by occasional connections to the Radiance planes. The

skies would be much brighter, were it not for the mists.

    "Under the streets there are similarly portals to Fire and Magma.

They keep the Cage warm enough for us Dabus to live here, and power

the Furnaces. Ice, Salt and Mineral portals are mined deep below the

warrens, in the very bowels of the Cage. And Sigil itself? Why, the

Cage is built upon foundations which lead to the plane of Earth.

    "There, as you requested. The tattoo of Sigil Below is finished.

No, it will not wash away, berk! What is it you ask me now? Of the

Soul Cage? Cutter, I am busy. Look, there is a queue of bashers

wanting tattoos. You had better go now."

    [Milori notes that the dabus was perhaps a little too confident

in giving his spiel, like it was rehearsed or scripted. Could he be

peeling leatherheaded cutters for jink? Or could he really be giving

true dark?  Or perhaps the image that the lecture paints looks good

as a tattoo; it certainly seems popular enough. Whatever the truth of

that matter, Fell spoke no more of the Soul Cage than to deny he knew

anything of it.]

Turpental, a Blood Tout Speaks (for a Price)

    "I don't see why I should have to tell you any of this. It won't

do you any good. No, I don't care about jink. Well, not that much.

And I'm not afraid of your threats. Looks like the deal is offss.ss

What's that you've got there? Jink? Ahhh! Now you're talkingss.ss

    "So, you want me to tell you about the Misty Cage? Well, I

shouldn't be telling you any of this, berk, but since you've made me

such a good offer I will. It's like an ethereal plane, parallel to

Sigil. Yeah, the chant is the Lady of Pain created it, and yeah,

there are portals to get there. No, I'm not going to tell you where

they are, or the keys. That'll cost ya treble.

    "When the Dabus tear something down or build something up, where

d'ya think they get the material from? Oh sure, some of it comes

through portals from out-of-town. But explain this: remember the

Hourglass Validorum bar off Tintibulus Alley? The one that

disappeared the night after the owner erected a statue of the Lady in

the drinking pit? Yes? Well, see that book shop over there? That's

the same building, 'cept it only appeared there ten days ago. And

it's moved from the Lower Ward to the Clerk's Ward, right? So it was

gone for a year, and then it reappears again somewhere else. Don't

you find that a little...strange?

    "I reckon that's where these things go. It's like a giant

storehouse where the Dabus shove things they don't need right now, so

they can get 'em again later if they need 'em. And if the Lady wants

to make a new maze, well, she's got lots of raw material there to do

it with.

    "Spirits of the dead? Well, I've not been there meself, but I'd

be wary of believin' those Primer tales of ghosts and spookies. The

Dead deal with all of that, don't they? I don't want to rattle their

case, now. Unless you've got much more of that shiny jink. No, I'd

need MUCH more than treble for that..."

Journey Into the Soul Cage

    [From the journal of Magnus Sier, psychic and factor of the Sign

of One]

    This day I saw fit to interview Aldebarr the Slorr, a raving

barmy in the Bleaker's Madhouse. He used to be one of us, but lost

his mind. The Bleakers claimed that he got Lost in the Cage but came

back to his body. Of course, I was intrigued by this act of sheer

willpower. Could he be the One whom Terwolfe has spoken of?

    "The Soul Cage? No, no! Not that again! Please don't make me..."

    It took me many minutes to will the man to stop screaming. When

he ceased, he continued:

    "I went there once, long ago. I used to be whole, but then they

tore me apart. The stones there, they talk to you. In your mind. The

place was all mist and shapes. They live deep underground, right

under your beds. In your mind, I say!

    "They spoke to me from their bones. Their faces, all around me. I

screamed but they would not stop the pain. So much hurt there! They

hate us, some of them. They envy us. They wish they were me, but some

of them do not. They like it there. Why? We were just shapes to them,

as they are to us. Spirits in your mind! We must release them, before

they can escape."

    He continued to tell me  more of this place he called the Soul

Cage. This is not something I have ever imagined or dreamed to be

real. Does this mean it does not exist? I must investigate further.

    He told me of many things, only some of which I understand. Using

powers of the mind, I probed his madness. He believes what he says to

be true, but it is certainly strange. From what I can make sense of,

Aldebarr has seen a spirit plane connected to Sigil. The spirits of

the Lost are trapped here when their bodies die, because our Serene

Lady's portals open only to those bearing the correct keys. I can

only assume this means the spirits cannot travel to the correct

planes and become petitioners.

    "They cry that they cannot go where they belong, and that they

are afraid. I saw dark Things there, coming to take them. They were

so scared of them. The misty place, it was full of ruins. Things

destroyed, things lost to us mortals. Aaargh! They come for me! But

it is not my time, they say. I am not ready for them. So they let me

go..."

    What can he mean? And who are the mysterious 'Things' Aldebarr

mentioned so many times to me in our conversations? Could they be

shadow fiends? Dabus? Or some other servant of the Lady of Pain? Do

night hags wander this realm, or is the man simply a addle-coved

barmy? But how to visit the place...

    [The Journal of Magnus Sier was never completed, for he vanished

in his sleep the night after penning these lines. He has not been

seen since.]

Pages of Demise

    [This cryptic passage was located among reams of funeral dirges

of the celebrated Dustman bard Brother Expiral, written shortly

before he committed suicide - for the third time]

    It is with no emotions that I write this, for I believe I have

surpassed this very mortal manner of thought. I know fully what I do

but not what I will become, yet I embrace this next step of Death

with the passion of a man who has learnt what it is to feel nothing.

    I think I shall pass beyond this Cage of Beliefs and past it

again to a place where the immortal souls dwell. It will be here yet

not the same. I saw this the first and second time of my death in the

Cage, yet each time I passed back into my body once more. They did

not recognise me as one of themselves, and they were not willing to

listen to the teachings of a man who believes he knows True Death.

    They seemed split into three quarrelling factions, and perchance

it was this violent struggle between them that bound them to their

Soul Cage. I met some of them who wanted to remain in their Cage

forever, for they were afraid of their judgment in the afterlives

they thought were waiting for them. They did not listen to me when I

told them they would feel none of the pain or torture they feared,

and clung to their emotions in an attempt to cheat True Death. In

this Soul Cage they said none of the Powers who claim lordship over

their 'souls' could see and judge them, and only there did they feel

safe. They hid their mortal remains from the Dustmen, so that we

could not dispense their bodies to their true fates, and thus allow

their souls to escape the Cage.

    The second group wanted to leave the Cage very much, for they

falsely longed for the 'reward' of their afterlives. Yet they too

lingered there, for unless their physical remains left the material

Cage of Sigil, so too were their souls doomed to remain within the

Soul Cage. I tried to teach them that to forget the emotional link

with their bodies would negate the need for the body to travel with

them, but they wailed that to give up hope was a worse fate than that

which befell them at present.

    The final group was in fact one lone spirit, composed of shining

brightness and nebulous form. It told me that he was in fact one of

the living, and that I was actually the dead one. At first I was

amused by his rantings, though now I understand them all the more

clearly. Could he be on the other side of the veil? Has the Lady

discovered the Place of Life where we dead bloods go when we 'die'?

Surely, if she has, then she knows the Source; the Truth: the Life!

Is this why we see her only sometimes; that she hails from beyond the

veil where the Living dwell? Then the Lady is our captor, our jail-

keeper and our warden. Does she keep us here until it is time for us

to return? And are the spirits in her Soul Cage those in the real,

Living Sigil?

    So again I return to speak with them, to reason with them, maybe

to help them find the True Death they seek, or at least move along

the ladder to that goal. And I seek the shining one, that he might

answer more of my questions. I shall drink of hemlock until my body

once again dies, and then my spirit can roam the Soul Cage unhindered.

    I hope I have not been peeled.

    [Brother Expiral indeed died after writing this, and this time

his spirit did not return to his body. He has been interred in the

Mortuary until further notice.]
From: kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU

Date: Wed, 1 May 1996 12:48:29 -0600 (MDT)

UnderSigil (Ligis) Addition

UnderSigil Addition Potential

        I'm not sure who the originator of the UnderSigil idea is, but a

LONG time ago not long after the start of this list, I came up with a

similar idea for an underground city "below" the streets of Sigil run

primarily by the Free League and the Revolutionary League.  I put "below"

in quotes because, although part of the city was located inside the great

doughnut nexus of the Multiverse, the cities' tunnels actually existed on

different planes through permanently open portals.  I've explained it in

more detail below.  

        What I tried to do with this city (I called "Derinkuyu" the name of

a real underground human civilization on planet earth) was encourage

members of the list to expand on the city in any way they saw fit for, like

the planes, it was potentially infinite.  (For instance, Randir added a

whole bunch of strange wererat warrens and society plus some other stuff.) 

Since there seems to be greater interest in such an idea now I thought I

might add the stuff I created to Ligis if possible.  Perhaps now is a

better time, especially with a greater body of list members to keep

expanding the city any way we see fit.  

        Let me know what you think and if there is potential to join these

two ideas together into a greater whole.  (I would especially like to hear

from the originator of UnderSigil but I think the ideas are rather neat and

useful.)  It also gives the Free League and the Revolutionary League much

greater breadth and depth of activities inside Sigil (as well as a "home

base" which they lack upstairs for obvious reasons.  Comments Welcome and

officially encouraged!

_______________________________________

Underground City of the Free League

        Derinkuyu, the underground city of Free League, encompasses the

only places an Indep. and an Anarchist might call home.  Seething below the

feet of the masses in the Lower Ward (and sometimes the Hive), the denizens

of, and visitors to, Derinkuyu buy, sell, trade, eat, scheme and gamble

with the multiverse.  What, you might ask, makes this unique?  The markets

and Taverns in Sigil provide the same services and you don't have to go

under the bloody ground to get them. 

        No, berk, what makes Derinkuyu special isn't that they offer many

more things that you couldn't get in Sigil if you looked hard enough.  What

makes Derinkuyu special is that they offer these things TAX FREE!  That's

right, no more bowin' to the Hardheads, the Takers and the Guvners down

here.  As a result, Derinkuyu houses more that its share of Anarchists,

Indeps, lawbreakers, smugglers and knights of the post.  Because Derinkuyu

avoids the hassle of dealing with the collectors (most often the Harmonium

doing the business for the Fated) this underground city boasts the most

intense concentration of illicit business in the city.  The traders in

Derinkuyu make some serious jink.

Origin

        Few in Sigil know how Derinkuyu came to be.  Some say great rats

dug these tunnels at the commands of Druids.  Others claim that Derinkuyu

arose from Mazes made by the Lady of Pain herself, and still more say it

was built by Baatezu Pit Fiends in an insane attempt to gain the upper hand

in the Blood War.  And there's truth to all these tales.  The upper levels

of the city do indeed resemble the mazes of the Lady of Pain (to any berk

whose ever survived a maze!) and many passages throughout the city have

scratches and gouges that look like they may have been carved by the teeth

of cranium rats.  Further, one notable section of the city's cave and

tunnels is lined with peculiar, evil-lookin' runes and the bones of fiends

are found in the walls' cement.

The Real Chant

        But the Dark of these tales is much more bizarre and hideous.  The

passages in Derinkuyu ain't merely below the streets of Sigil (a feat made

possible by the Lady's mazes) they also pass in and out of many realms of

existence through permanently open portals.  Halls that appear to have been

constructed by Baatezu fiends are actually in Baator!  Those passages wind

under the ground on one of the nine hells buried so deep that the fiends

have forgotten they existed (luckily I suppose).  Other passages lead to

the Outlands, place in the Prime Material Plane, the Astral, Pandemonium,

the Realm of Shadow and many more.  

        Moving through the city, a berk could never know that the passages

were not just randomly constructed under the streets of Sigil, though the

architecture does seem a little bizarre (but that's just commonplace for

the City of Doors).  Passing through the portals doesn't even tickle and

spells like Warp Sense that detect portals work not at all - or rather they

seem to find portals everywhere making them essentially useless. 

Furthermore, detection spells (magic, evil/good, ...etc.) get very messed

up and monster summoning spells seem essentially random (but that just

depends on where the room or hall really is.)  'Course this really does

help the blokes trying to sell a portal key to Pandemonium:  so few berks

actually know where any of the useful portals really are.

        The halls and rooms that make up the city have mostly been

forgotten by the denizens of the planes they exist upon (with a few

exceptions).  Indeed, the makers of Derinkuyu purposefully choose ancient

and abandoned areas in order to expand the city (though not all turned out

to be quite as abandoned as they thought.)  This does not mean that all

sorts of creatures might not stumble upon them, but chances are slim and

most would be so lost by the time they find the tunnels that not even a

deep gnome could lead the way back.  (However, the Githyanki are not nearly

so naive:  they know of the passages leading to the Astral Plane, and they

intend to find them - see below for details.)  

        As far as the citizens of the city are concerned, however, their

home lies below the streets of Sigil, in the Great Doughnut, and that's all

there is to it.  Everyone has heard at least three rumors (all with a bit

of truth to them) about how the city was formed.  Fact is, the citizens of

Derinkuyu might not even care that their precious city shifts in and out of

the multiverse:  "We're still making a pile of jink!"  (This attitude, of

course, is similar to Californians permanent denial of the possibilities of

potentially devastating earthquakes.) The high-up men in the city do have

the knowledge and most are preparing for the day when a horde of fiends

comes crashing through the halls.  But that day is a long way off, not

worth the worry, and now it's time to gather some gold (and sway some

beliefs!)

Indifferent                           Wholly Supportive                

Entirely Against

Athars                                  Fated (unoficially)     <->      

Fated (officially)

Godsmen                             Free League                          

Dustmen

Bleak Cabal                         Anarchists                             

Fraternity of Order

Doomguard           <->         Doomguard                           Harmonium

Signers                                 Sensates                           

    Mercykillers

Xaositects          <->             Xaositects            <->          

Xaositects

        Table 1:Opinions of the Various Factions Concerning the City:  A

quick summary of the opinions of the various factions concerning the

existence of the city.  Most opinions are self-explanatory:  if the city

somehow furthers their ambitions, they are all for it (e.g. Sensates =

pleasures from the multiverse, Anarchists = hidden places to spawn

rebellion).  If the existence of Derinkuyu affects their beliefs not at

all, they are indifferent, but if it goes against their beliefs then they

may personally abhor the city or actively attempt to undermine its

existence (e.g. Harmonium = not under their rightful control, Guvners =

does not follow the laws of the city!)  Some opinions, however, deserve

explanation.  The Doomguard find the city tends to build upon the chaos and

decay of Sigil but they are not always sure of its success.  Since the

Fated collect the taxes in the Sigil, they officially rebuke any attempts

to avoid paying, but unofficially many Fated look forward to the incredible

trading and dealing opportunities afforded in Derinkuyu.

Entrance Level

        These are the various entrances to the underground city.  All are

patrolled by guards hired by those who live in the tunnels.  These guards

include indep mercs, anarchists, takers, sensates and doomguard (basically

members of any faction that tend to resist the laws of the Guvners) and

they tend to be guards in Derinkuyu 'cause the jink is good.  But since

most all of them have an underground hovel of some sort, they tend also to

be very protective of the City.  

        Each of the 15 main entrances are near or in some old decrepit

building in Sigil hidden in either the hive or the lower ward (DM's

choice).  The entrances are magical in nature and are able to shift when

the need arises.  In their stable moments these entrances are found in

trapdoors, on walls, in closets...etc.  (The doors have been granted a

minor intelligence that allows them to react to dangerous situations and

shift to appropriate places [ed note: We can figure this bit out as we

go]).   To prevent attack, the guards literally collapse the building on

top of the entrance and the entrances then realize its time to shift (fact

is, berk, the entrances change about once a month anyway inside  Sigil so

that only by word of mouth, and the right contact for the right price, can

you find out where an entrance is!)

Guards:  2 at every entrance

        Warriors armed with swords or spears, 2nd to 4th level.

        Races:  Human, Tiefling, Bariaur, Githzerai, Elf, Tiefling

        Factions: FL, SOS, DG, FA, XA, AN

        Armed with swords, spears, daggers 

        Armor leather (AC 7) or chain (AC 5) no shield

        All have horns which they can blow with 3 effects: 

        1) draw other guards, 2) collapse the building, 3) alert those below.

Ventilation Ducts

        Many of these ducts lead out of the city into various building

chimneys and move as randomly as the entrances.  Good air flow and

ventilation are critical to the health of Derinkuyu and are well guarded

and protected as a result.  The ducts tend to blend in with chimneys for

exhaust and all sort of tubes and pipes for intake.  [Ed. note: suggestions

appreciated on this detail.]  The Ducts have filters that clear poisonous

air and smog.  Spells allow clear air to penetrate but nothing else and

protective magical shells (cast by 7th-9th level magic users in case anyone

tries a Dispel Magic) prevent the vents from getting covered. 

Ideas to Consider

        Below I present some very rough,  general ideas I have for the

city.  I think I will keep one level pretty much as a place for Merchants,

eating, gambling...etc, and I describe some of these places below

(suggestions always welcome!).  This will be the level I shall concentrate

on, but the rest of the levels are yours to create!  Everyone should take

their own section (level) and develop it to the fullest extent.  Later we

can connect our sections and decide what their relationships are as well as

what is the appropriate level for them in the city.  I'm not convinced that

the Merchant's row..etc. should necessarily be on the first level, for

example.  And the city need not necessarily be organized by strict levels,

but may be expanded in various directions.  Even though the halls and

passages twist through the multiverse, I want to map them eventually as if

they were an entity running under Sigil.  But I do have some ideas that I

might like to incorporate into the scheme of the city and I hoping that

people can fit them in along with the rest of the level that they design. 

I have listed these ideas below (and it is a very flexible list) :

        1) Mazes of the Lady of Pain (some of the walls have been broken

down for easier access, 2) Fiend tunnels, 3) Rat Tunnels, 4) Living areas

for somewhat "normal" people, 5) Anarchists headquarters, 6) spaces for the

high-up's, and 7) the Church.  These are mentioned haphazardly below and

can be included in any way people see fit [and not at all if the idea is

deemed generally cumbersome and silly.]

Merchant's Row, Kitchen, the Dugout & Hardcore

          All sorts of goods are bought and sold here, many of which are

quite "hot".  Kitchen serves up all sorts of spicy food, much of which is

unfamiliar to primes, especially that meat-like thing...  And what IS that

green stuff?  About a third of the food moves.   The merchants row boasts

all sorts of shops selling fine cloth, baskets, all sorts of metal

trinkets, rope, skins, basic equipment you might find in Sigil, but also a

great deal of bizarre equipment from the multiverse.  Weapons room:  Lots

of fancy engraved stuff (some magical) that goes for high prices, but not

as high as you might expect!  Most of it illicitly gotten, and some shops

sell rather weird and exotic stuff like bolas made from fiend organs (don't

ask which!), sickles carved of __ horns, Harmonium halberds with the

guvners seal...etc.   Other room's are mostly devoted to magical stock: 

practically every type of magical component you could think of.  Planars

also sell scrolls, rings, rods, orbs..etc. all of which they claim have

great powers.  The last part of the market sells all sorts of miscellaneous

stuff including food and odds and ends from all over the planes.

Guard Quarters  

At any given time the place holds between 5 and 15 guards, weapons and

belongings.  The guards are relatively disorganized - you try to get a

bunch of Free Leaguers and Anarchists to march in line and you'll soon

figure out why!  Thus the city is less than airtight and the laws are few

and weakly imposed.  If you want protection in the city, you pay for it

(private guards are plentiful) but don't ask the guard to bail out your

butt unless you got the jink.  

        These guards are paid to insure Derinkuyu stays a place of commerce

not under the control of the Hardheads and the Guvners.  They protect the

merchants that pay them, but the customers better know the score.  When the

need arises they can work very efficiently under the orders of the only

basher they truly trust to lead them:  The Captain, Bautal Lok.

The Captain Bautal Lok is the undisputed commander of the guards.  To

clueless primes, he appears a thinnish human with a sharp white beard

(really a Githzerai).  He is sullen and quickly spoken and recognizes

clueless on sight. He regularly patrol the city looking for weaknesses and

is particularly suspicious of strangers who have "lost their way"

especially Githyanki.  From his room, the captain controls the location of

the various entrances and can change them at will.  A series of crystals

are locked within a very secure chest hidden behind an illusionary wall.

        Most in Derinkuyu think Bautal is just enjoying his retirement as

he deserves, doing a little guard duty and earning a bit o' extra jink. 

But here's the dark of it:  The Captain knows there ain't no better way for

Githyanki, the arch enemies of the Githzerai, to enter Sigil than through

the portals found in Derinkuyu.  Thus, every bleeding (or soon to be

bleeding) Githzerai in the City of Doors is under a wicked and deadly

threat.  The portals in the depths of the city offer many passages into the

Astral Plane and you can bet the Githyanki are looking for them right now. 

Some portals also open to Limbo, and the fortresses of the Githzerai - yet

another great reason to protect the place.

        In Lok's most extreme nightmare, he imagines an invasion force

stepping through one (or more) gate from the Astral Plane (home of the

Githzerai), through another directly into Limbo.  Consequently, the captain

has established wards and posted guards on any gate to Limbo that he can

find (and the Astral as well).  Lok knows that he may be the only thing

standing in the way of a "yanki" (damn yanki's!) invasion, and that makes

him a bit of a hard case.  

        (One more idiosyncrasy of note:  Lok has a real soft spot (and an

open purse) to hunting parties organizing rrakkma to hunt illithids (mind

flayers).  He even takes part on a few himself if he and tolerate the

company and finds them competent enough.)

        The captain contacts and keeps tabs on his guards through a variety

of magical means and small spies:  Magic Mouths that spread the alarm,

Clairaudience and Locate Object spells help him in this way.  He also has a

variety of small non-humanoid minions that do various tasks and run errands

for him.

Captain  7th lvl. Fighter/9th level thief

AC 0 Bracelets of Defense -3AC, Dex bonus

THACO 14 (+2 rapier, +2 daggers, +1 hand crossbow)

DAM/ATT. 1d8+2, 1d4+2, 1d4+2

Special Abilities 

HP 56

The Takers Room 

         Heavily guarded, this incredibly posh room is the abode of the

taker, the "official" leader of the Indep city.  I won't have to say much

because no one gets in here, there is just a mystique about the place. [Ed

note: another personality I plan to expand as well as the gourmet in the

kitchen...etc.]

The Kitchen.  This place seems to be greatly respected, as are the smells

that emanate.  All sorts of little beasties are cooked and prepared in

these rooms, and exotic spices from around the planes come here.  [ed note:

 working on a menu!  Suggestions appreciated.]  In fact, there are several

doorways to alternate "universes" that go out the cabinets and mercs are

paid some very high wages to go and find certain food items.  Whether they

be the cumquats grown in the outlands, the earthworms of limbo, or spices

found in the beastlands (no to mention some game) you can get it out these

cabinets.  Best kept secret of Sigil, cause only one who goes out, can come

back in!  Who keeps this place afloat?  The customers.  

        The cooks are a select bunch that prepare for many tastes: humans,

tieflings, elves, dwarves, gnomes and several unnameable beasts who look

curiously like devils and demons, plus a bear-like thing.  The "Gour" 

(gourmet - the head chef)  is a tiefling male wearing a permanently

bloodied apron.  He has a mean temper and some soft smiles;  in other words

he controls the kitchen with an iron fist.

The Dugout  

        This place is one of the most intense taverns in Sigil.  Since it

belongs to the indeps, everyone comes in here to enjoy the incredible food,

the strong drink and to gamble away all their grok playing strange games

from across the multiverse [Ed note:  A list will be made of the various

games].  There's always music being played by one or another bard, and

jugglers and magicians abound.  Lots of serving waitresses and waiters of

all races circle the tables, most having a bad attitude and some tough

protective clothing (not to mention a few daggers stored up their sleeves).

 Who comes?  All sorts, but of particular mention are some high-up Guvners

who escape to gamble all their money and get particular ironic comments

from everyone around (especially chaosmen, takers, takers, indeps and

sensates).

Hardcore  

        Because of the intensity of the smells and the evil, most fiends

and friends eat and drink in this room.  Their attitudes preclude mingling

with the other planars, which means some blood gets spilled 'bout once a

day in a blood war dispute.  However, the "peace" is usually kept by a few

stronger creatures who are well paid and equipped to monitor the activities

in this room [Ed note:  Need to find some pretty strong bouncers for this

task].  (They tend to kill those who blood.)

Administrative Area  Several takers reside here and keep the place running

smoothly for fences, thieves and mercs to take their wares.  They pay well

for good quality.  Actually, these "players" consist of 4 wizards who ply

their skills to figuring out what good quality is exactly. 

Anarchists' Abode [Ed. note:  This area should be deep in the city and

anyone is welcome to design such a place; just let me know.]  What better

meeting place for the Anarchists, than the deepest level of the hardest

place to find in Sigil?  The furniture in this room consists of several

file drawers and cabinets plus a long table.  The table is covered with all

sorts of maps (mostly of areas in Sigil) and all sorts of notes and

writing.  Out side rooms are all devoted to revolutionary guards who

regularly rotate among the rooms.  Like many other revolutionaries, these

berks are willing to die before letting their secrets out, but they do have

a lot of secrets.  They also have ways of starting magical fires to take

all of their secrets with them.  Other rooms are blocked by some heavy duty

Iron doors that are further concealed by illusionary magic so that there

appears to be no doors.

        Further, the "exit"has 3 escape routes to various parts of the city

which are activated by stones engraved with magical runes, and these stones

are imbedded in the palms of the "SIX".  The SIX are the revolutionary

leaders who primarily control the leagues activities around the Derinkuyu

and Sigil (by special appointment from the Factol of course.)  These berks

are quite powerful and consist of the six main races and various classes.

        But what's the secret to the success of these Anarchists?  Though

most of it remains mysterious, many factions in Sigil are rumored to give

them money and assignments to scheme on the other factions.

The Church 

This room has doors, literally to all of the planes and to many worlds in

the prime material plane.  These doors pulse and glow continuously with

eerie magic.  Special keys are needed for either entering or exiting any of

the doors.  Often priests come to this room to pray directly to their Gods

and Goddesses into the home plane.

_____________________

Scott T. Kelley                                 

Dept. EPO Biology

CB 334

University of Colorado

Boulder, CO  80309-0334

Phone: 303-492-8239

Fax: 303-492-8699
Date: Wed, 1 May 1996 20:56:02 -0400 (EDT)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Modron Mentality


The following is an extended study of how Modrons comprehend


the multiverse, how they "think", and all the really neat


ways in which they TICK.


(warning: the subject matter is rather thick)

Modron psychology 101:

The hardest aspect for a blood to master, when dealing with the Modron,

is the fact that he is actually dealing with a painfully organized, and

complex program.  The entire concept of self is alien to the manner in

which the Modron operate.  Their byzantine organization, and

the imitation of consciencenous, make them undoubtably one of the 

multiverse's bizarrest creations.

The entire notion of SELF does not exist in modron society.  The simple

reason for this is that the illusion of individuality has never evolved

in them.  Modrons are at their fundamental nature MACHINES.  They are

"programed" to respond to stimuli in a particular fashion.  Their actions

are predetermined by their fundamental programming, as evident by their size

and shape.  Monodrones, for example, are capable of processing one "task"

at a time, a task which they were designed to carryout with great efficiency.

Higher orders of Modrons are capable of greater degrees of parallel 

processing. Duodrones have some innane multi-tasking abilities, but it

is not until one reaches the level of quadrone that the true nature of

the Modrons is revealed.

The reason for the abcense of self is two fold.  The first aspect is that

all modrons within the limits of a society collectively share a root

set of memories, the experience of one, becomes the experience of all.

But even this is a misnomer, for the significance of an experience is

lost on the modron.  If one were to assume that modrons have separate

"selves" this commonality of memories leads to a bluring of this self.

However, modrons lack this quality of an organic soul or spirit.

The second reason is that modrons do not THINK in the way that truely

sentient beings do.  Modrons are capible of retaining experience and

are able to randomly generate new ways of doing old things.  Hence to

the outward observer, are able to create the links neccessary for

understanding.  This however is not the case.  Their sensory devices

exist for the sole purpose to gather information so the the collective

program can be expanded to cover more eventualities.

The Modron "goal" is to create a set of responses to every situation.

They are in effect a neural network who's task is to learn to work the

multiverse.  They however do not ascribe any significance or emotional

value to anything.  Such is the life of an IF-THEN statement.

The so called Rogue Modrons, are those who have been separated from their

society.  To the uneducated, they would appear to be outcasts of Modron

Society.  However, these few "independent" devices, are more like a queen

bee, than a worker.  These Rogues all carry the primary kernel, the base

program that would allow them to re-produce an entirely new Order of modrons.

They are essentially Primus's spores.  It is important to note that not

all modrons who are part of an Order are part of the same one.

There are many different Orders, with Primus being the most powerful one

currently.  Modrons do not place any significance on the value of anything

and such it makes the different Orders rather odd to human political

observers... but that is a post for another time :)
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Sigillian Shamans

*Sigillian Shamans*

being an excerpt from the Memoirs of the late Baron Karl Mellks

Factor of the Athar and Investigator of Superstitions

I have travelled many planes, worlds, and even strange dimensions, in my

study of the superstitions of man.

For it seems that man cannot live without fear of some future retribution

or reward for his deeds in life, as if Free Will were not enough to drive a

basher's life.

I believe gods do not exist, and the beings many call powers are just

impostors who have understood the ways of the multiverse and who take

advantage of the small little spark of memory which stays in the mind of

all petitioners: credulousness.

I believe the souls of the deceased do not head to their resting plane

according to the belief they had held in life, but according to their

actions. Yet there are men and women so restive to leave their beloved and

to go to some plane in the company of beings they despise that they manage

to stay in the Cage after their passing.

A proof of what I write was given to me -- though unwittingly -- by a barmy

bard well-known in the most notorious parts of our city, one Brother

Expiral.

He had managed to visit a place in Ligis called the Soul Cage where he

believed dwelled the spirits of those who had died with no inclination to

leave the City of Doors.

These spirits inhabit all kinds of minerals and objects, but seem to prefer

stones for a reason I shall explain later. They are divided into three

antagonistic groups, but they actually must act together to arouse the

attention of the Shamans, for without the Shamans these spirits would fade

into nothingness, the very nothingness upon which Sigil is built and that

the barmies rejoin when they jump out of Sigil.

The Shamans are the keepers of the Soul Cage. They are the priests of those

folk too desperate to believe in anything or too asocial to adjust to

Sigil's political hypocrisy. They live amongst the branches of the trees of

the Petrified Forest, and collect the most rare herbs that grow between the

cracks in the rocks. They boil, simmer and filter these herbs so as to

obtain strange brews that allow their spirit to drift and travel to the

Soul Cage. However, they are not fully aware of their role, and fulfil it

almost unwittingly, driven by the moans of the spirits which the petrified

trees somehow transmit -- the roots of these trees being perhaps connected

with the stones and the bricks of the Soul Cage.

Not unlike those primitive Clueless I met on many prime worlds trying and

attaining an imaginary Spirit World, the mere reflection of their

collective superstitions, the Shamans of Sigil are able to convey messages

from the living to their ancestors in the Soul Cage or to retrieve a piece

of advice from particular wise spirits acting together. This also brings

morsels of belief that sustain the spirits -- for a spirit without some

memory of the Cage just fades away.

Whether all this is a put-up by some morbid sect, an ancient secret of

Ligis best not dealt with lest the Lady maze me in, or a true manifestation

of some spiritual power (oh how I hate this word!) -- I don't know -- and I

don't know if I'll ever continue my research.

Bye

MC Gianni

"Factor of the Rumour Mongers"
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

the magnetic geography of the Oulands

*On the Magnetic Geography of the Outlands*

by Leonardo da Vinci

Former Advisor to the Courts of Tuscany

Knight of the High Academy of Science in Harrim

Now a Prisoner of His Own Mind's Twists in the Ethereal

Dear Malakon:

I don't know whether you receive any of my letters. Since I trapped myself

on this strange place you call a half-plane, I have managed to correspond

with many acquaintances all over the Known Planes, including our good

friend Galileo in Automata. It seems only your letters remain unanswered; I

hope you did not meet some ill fate in your morbid quest of dark knowledge.

As I told you, Galileo now lives in Automata where he can pursue his

research on gravity and the movement of liquid bodies without fear of

retribution by some superstitious prince, some Clue-Less as you would say.

Although Magnetism is not one of his main interests, I convinced him to

help me chart the magnetic fields of the Outlands, that most interesting

region between the Outer Planes.

I found these fields to be radial and all directed toward the metallic

mountain standing in the middle of the Outlands, Mount Spire if I recall

its name.

To corroborate this finding, I sent one of his scouts with a compass and a

miniature ship's chronometer in order to measure the passing of hours and

of leagues during his journey -- a most arduous task in that strange plane

as we all know.

I ordered him to travel to almost all known places and towns on the

Outlands, and made sure he recorded time and distance well. The results are

somewhat incredible: the Outlands remind me of my own home world in terms

of magnetism.

The Spire acts as the North Pole of my home world: no matter where you

stand, the compass shall always point to it. As a consequence, the

Hinterlands are always in the opposite direction (a good thing to know when

you are looking for a gate town). The gate towns themselves are arranged on

a large circle of exquisite roundness, much like the Equator of my home

world. The land beyond, the Southern hemisphere or the Hinterlands in the

case of the Outlands, are a place of opposite behaviours: vortices spin the

other way around, weather is cold when it is warm in the Outlands, and

winds flow in the opposite direction.

I believe this to be a major discovery: we all know how difficult it is

to-day to stray from well-known routes on the Outlands, with the danger of

unknowingly marching past the Equator and getting oneself lost in the

infinite Hinterlands.

With a compass and a bit of common sense, this shan't happen any longer. As

soon as a traveller notices some odd natural phenomenon -- a change in the

weather, or in the direction of the wind, he knows he's well past the

circle of the gate towns and must hurry back to Mount Spire -- and this can

be done with no error thanks to the compass.

Please feel free to make my discovery known to all in Sigil my friend. I

just ask you one thing in return: do mention my name so that some traveller

might want to find my abode and enable me to return to civilisation.

Your friend Leonardo
From: KELLEY SCOTT T <kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU>

Planescape Undead / Flesh Mongers

Undead Atmosphere in Planescape:

Another realm of undead is Thanatos, Belly of Death in the Abyss.  I 

actually think the description of this particular realm provides a good 

model for how to play undead in Planescape.  In Ravenloft the undead are 

usually few in number, have great personal power (masters of their 

domain) and spend a lot of time secretly terrorizing their humanoid subjects 

(draining them or eating them..etc.)  The mystery and creeping, 

spine-tingling terror give Ravenloft its excellent and powerful 

atmosphere.

In stark contrast to Ravenloft, undead in Planescape (and I'll use the 

undead realm of the Abyss to exemplify this) can be extremely numerous, 

have control over only themselves (take orders from Tanar'ri even!), and 

are completely open in their horror.  Although they are more than willing 

to take the life of humanoids idiotic enough to wander into their sick 

little abode, they have other priorities, namely the Gods and Goddesses 

of the Undead (Kiransalee, Hades, Arawn...etc.)

Atmosphere:  In my current campaign, I've been sending dreams to my 

players from a powerful lich (Tashara, formerly of the 7 skulls) who 

who is using the players to rescue her beloved skulls from their hated 

enemy, Rynin Blackwing.  These dreams take them to the Kiransalee's realm 

where the Tashara "lives" and coats them in rotting flesh so that they 

fit in to the Vampires and Ghouls that surround them.  

In the next dream, 

I plan to take them directly to Tashara's Tower in the Abyss and set them 

down in a hallway with walls made of living flesh sown together with stiches 

and with

dense hairy carpets covering the floors.  There, a servant of Tashara (a 

well-dressed vampire) 

shall escort them to an audience with the "Queen" (after stopping for a 

quick meal from the pulsating wall of course.)

In essence, I'm making the undead atmosphere an overbearing and 

inescapeable horror where powerful undead can be servants to even more 

powerful creatures.  (The PoX also mentions battles between groups of 

undead  - you don't see that in Ravenloft too often except for Vlad's 

realm perhaps.)

Flesh Mongers:


Randir, these barmies sound just a bit like those organ-stealers 

on Star Trek: Voyager.  Any inspiration there?  (Their reasons for 

behaving in such a manner are quite different I have to admit.)
From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

The Apologists

Sect:
The Apologists (the Hopeless)


"I'm sorry but, 'It just doesn't get any better than this.'"




- the Aplogist Credo

Some people realize that life is fatal, and that death is chronic

and never goes into remission.  These people realize that life is pain, 

and the future is no different from the present.  Nothing they do will make

them happy, for we are all damned to live out our own little hells.

These are the Apologists.


The Apologists know that life will not get better, but rather only


worse.  Blessings are really curses people are to naieve to notice.


The Apologists feel that all they can do now is apologize to those


who also suffer from this hideous condition known as life.

They Apologize for the sunny days, and apologize for clouds as well.

The Apologists do not assign blame, since the fault is the nature

of life.  Oddly the Apologists will not take a life, nor will they 

give birth to new life.  They feel that life is so bad that dead only

creates more.


Benefits:
The apologists are never affected by lies, since




the nature of the truth is flawed.  All lies told




to them come "true" and all lies told about them




turn out to be false, although they will apologize




for that as well.


Hinderances:
The apologists have no cause for hope, and depression




is a constant thorn in their sides.  This high level




of apathy prevents them from doing anything completely




hence all tasks are automatically left unfinished.




(for example if they swing a sword, they won't




be able to pull it out, and will not kill the person)

This hinderance has actually made a market for apologists as torturers in

Baator, their inability to do anything fully prevents them from killing,

and for that matter breaking a prisoner's will.  Hence they make the perfect

sadistic torturer.  And they apologize for this as well..




I'm sorry..
From: Jamie Walker <d9456182@wlv.ac.uk>

Tower of Light & Confusion

Here's some of the rumours about an unusual Tower in Sigil.  I'll try and 

sneak the rest of the info out of Sigil as soon as I can...

The Tower of Light and Confusion

<According to an interview with Prime Architect Toomach Tarkin:>


"This tower, situated on the edge of the Lady's Ward, near to 

Petitioners Square is one of Sigil's most curious places, in being that 

although it has been deserted for over 200 years, the Dabus have not made 

a move to tear it down.


It is nothing special to look at.  I should know, architecture of 

the planes is one of my most knowledgeable areas.  In fact, one could say 

that the Tower appears to have been built out of blocks of some dense, 

grey rock, just thrown on top of one another by a careless, giant child.  

Where the blocks overlap the edges, pillars support it, giving the

impression that it is all about to fall down, which is completely 

possible, given that a blackened tower protrusion sits on one of the 

edges of the highest block."

<draws the following figure in chalk on the pavement>
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Ground Layer


"As you can see, there also appears to be an open walkway, one 

would say a balcony of sorts, resting on the roof of the second layer.  

The Ground Layer appears to have a courtyard beyond the large iron gates, 

but the walls prevent access into the grounds from this side, or indeed 

through the back of the Tower.  The walls appear to have a magical 

charge, a tingling when one touches it.  And if one tries to climb the

walls, the tingling increases to a painful shock.  Anything drawn or 

pressed against the walls will eventually disappear.  And trying to force 

entry into the Tower angers the Guardians who..."

<At this point, Toomach was arrested by a Harmonium Patrol who had 

observed him drawing on the pavement.  Trust a Clueless to get himself 

arrested for something stupid...>

The Tower of Light and Confusion

<Mercykiller Najo Moreo tells us a tale of a berk who tried to break into

the tower...>


Sure, the Tower.  I remember that the Tower ended a nasty sod's life.  Rayne Carson.  Fearsome devil.  Terrorised a good few places in the Lady's Ward,

`bout 50 years ago.  He was robbing different abodes, and always managing to evade the Harmonium.  Well, he heard that the Tower was empty, and thought of the riches inside, and headed straight for it, with his band of crooks.


They broke into the place, somehow managing to bypass the electrical effect that the wall generates.  Well, they were in there for no more than five minutes before they were confronted by two `Stone Wolves', the Guardians of the Tower, left there by the Wild Mage known as Kall.  Carson described as perfect, indeed he was sure that the `skin' of the animals was alternating between both real fur and marbled stone.  One wolf was a pure, ruffled grey, while the other was a deep, dark black  Two of the posse were immediately killed by the wolves.  Carson pounced on the back of the grey wolf, and was thrown to one side, after futilely banging his club off the stone hide. While another of his party was savaged, he got to his feet, and stumbled towards the other wolf, diving

underneath it.  He saw a small crack, some kind of imperfection in the stone

across the wolf's neck, and hit it hard with his enhanced club.  The wolf shattered

immediately, its head rolling off and its body disintegrating into many chunks.  The grey wolf howled in abject pain and sorrow; then turned to Carson, the only remaining member of the posse.  Carson ran into the street...  And was immediately arrested.


Oh yes, he died a few nights later, in his cell in the Prison.  They say he

had a look of horror on his face, and he had been sliced up by some animal's claws...  But the Prison is, of course, impenetrable.  Are you planning something covert, basher?  Because assure you, it will fail!"

<Guvnor Karalee Layne tells us the Tale of Kall the Wild Mage.>


"From different tomes, kept deep within the vaults of the Fraternity of

Order, I've managed to collate some pages relating to the life of Kall, as you

requested.  As long as you leave me alone after this, okay?  After all, it wasn't breaking a law, it was taking advantage of a situation to which there existed a practicable legal work around!


Anyway, where was I... Kall...  Yes.  He was what we now can call a `Wild Mage'.  He came to Sigil, over 400 years ago...  Oh yes, yes, yes.  I know that Wild Magic only seems to have been around for a relatively short time, but these are the Planes, and as we know, where there exists one source of magic at one time, who is it to say that somewhere out there the magic has not already been exploited.  I mean, Xara's First Law of Interdimensional Magic clearly states...  


Ahem.  As I was saying.  Kall soon made a name for himself.  He did not affiliate himself with any single Faction of the time, but instead seemed quite happy to `help' the different factions when he was asked.  He proved himself very useful, and must have eventually earned enough money to build a Tower for himself.  Or perhaps he swindled all the factions he worked for equally, and gained enough money to do it. No one knows.  Well, no one cares to know.  He was such a nice person, almost too nice. Although, there is something to be said for being nasty,  I must admit that I..."


"Well, and a grand affair his Tower was.  He called it the Tower of Light and Confusion.  Large, towering and made out of multicoloured blocks.  Oh yes, I know they are all grey and dingy now, but that's because he left.  Let's see, it would be about 200 years ago.  He was in Sigil for about 100 or so years before he actually got round to building the Tower...  Which is odd in itself, as it's listed in many tomes that he was human.  And human's tend not to live that long.  No matter how nice they are.


I couldn't actually say why he left - I don't think that it's been written down anyway.  Mind you, the books also say that he was always `working towards' something.  There was apparently a task he had set himself to do, and it involved building the Tower, and working on his spells for great periods of time.  Indeed, near to the time he left, he rarely came out of the tower.  What I wouldn't give to be able to see what lurks within that place now..."

<From the Journal of the ex-Custodian of Harbinger House, Old Favur.>


"He's at it again.  Dude can't help himself, he seems unable to shake this fantasy that he is Kall, a Mage who lived in Sigil over 400 years ago.  In his

ranting fits, he screams, howls and gibbers, telling us things about the Tower that he could not possibly know.  Perhaps the more worrying part is that when he's lucid he pleads with us, begging us to go to the Tower, to enter it and collect some of his belongings.  One can almost believe that he could be Kall.  It's his apparent ability to see inside the Tower that has managed to gain him a place in the Tower.  His immortality also points to an ascension towards the status of a Power."

. . .


"A trustworthy member of the Believers of the Source, Lady Mara Treva Whiteheart, claims to know Dude.  However, she met him only one year ago, in a Prime world known as E'Zil!  That cannot be, he has been in the House for nearly 50 years!"

. . .


"Dude tried to escape from the House today.  He found his way into Mara's rooms, and apparently screamed and passed out on the spot.  This was, I am assured, not due to Mara's undressed state.  He was in a sleep for many hours, and has only just come round, and seems disorientated, not knowing who or where he is."

. . .


"Lady Mara continues to work with Dude.  She may one day make a good Custodian, her patience and empathy with him speaks volumes about her belief in the Ascension of Powers.  She has been trying to help him remember things; from his fantasy about being Kall, to the fact that she believes to have met him.  He seems greatly confused, although we believe that some magics may be at work here.  He looked directly at me, when I walked into his room, and clearly said, "Old Favur, I tell you once more that I am not mad, and I thank your Faction for keeping me safe here.  I've almost got back to the same point I was at before, and I am so sorry for what will happen to you; I won't be able to prevent it."  I have no idea what he means, as he did not threaten me.  He seemed clearly upset, and refused to talk to Mara that evening.  Anyway, I must finish my journal entry early tonight.  I'm meeting a delightful young lady in the town this evening. 

She really is the most divine creature..."
<And finally, I'll let you know about what's happened most recently.  And

this is only `cos I owe you this one berk.  Remember, you're working for me from now on. Not a word of this to anyone else!>


"It's been occupied for the past 3 months.  Yeah, the Tower of Light and Confusion.  And now even the Clueless can see why it's called that.  One

day, the mist just seemed to creep away from around the building, revealing it in all its glory.  Or is that gory?  Anyway, berk, it's bright, and it's back.  The left most ground block is a bright orange colour, clashing terribly with some of the other properties there.  A couple of Dabus tried to paint it, but gave up when the Tower burnt away the layers of paint.  And the bristles from their brushes.  The other ground block is green.  And the dull iron gates?  They shine with a bright light, as if the iron is glowing.  And sitting proudly by the gate, one can usually see the Grey Wolf.  Oh, and I believe that the Black Wolf has been seen wandering through the town, with a band of bashers, but more about them later.


The first layer is blue, the second purple, and the third a muddy brown.

If you look hard enough, you might even see a couple of sods walking across the

Balcony up there too.  The fourth layer is red, and the turret on top...  Well, it's a

dull, blackened colour.  It seems to have sucked in the red and be devouring it.  You can see webs and thorns growing out the turret, making it the only ominous part of the Tower.


And the bashers that managed to claim the Tower?  They're making a name for themselves, after stopping the murderous Sougard Lawshredder, and capturing the wild man known as `the Scratcher'.  I tell you, some of the factions aren't to pleased with `em either.  The Fated had a claim on that place, after they sold the deeds to the place for a pitiable amount, thinking that the Clueless would sell it them back at a discount once they realised they couldn't get in there; they want revenge for a now valuable loss.  And, surprise surprise, the Harmonium are trying to uncover some muck on them after they were crossed as well.


So, how did they manage to claim the Tower?  Well, I know, but I sure ain't letting you know, my friend.  After all, a girl has her friends, and her

secrets to keep...









Love, Kylie the Tout.

- - - -

And I'll see if I can get some Maps of the Tower in its curernt incarnation

up on my web page ;)
From: vacca@velizy.inst.slb.com (G. Vacca)

Sect: the Punishers

Sect: the Punishers

        "Thy body is the most precious gift

         The Powers gave thee in Their generosity.

         Thou shallst not defile thy body

         If thou doest so, we shall punish thee"

The Punishers are a group of planar barmies who all used to be paladins, LG

priests, or petitioners of various LG powers holding the integrity of one's

body in the highest consideration.

The founder of this sect, Formigoni, a ranger worshipping a LG power from a

remote prime world once met an addle-coved bard claiming that Baator was a

place of punishment for sinners (which any basher in the know knows it is

NOT). This bard, one Dante Alighieri, claimed that each layer of Baator had

a definite purpose, being the place where a peculiar kind of sinner got

punished.

In particular, Dante said that a forest on the seventh layer held the souls

of those who were violent with themselves. The souls, he claimed, were

imprisoned in trees whose leaves were eaten by Harpies and whose roots were

gnawed by bitches.

Formigoni took upon himself the task of discovering the dark behind this

tale. He formed a party of like-minded adventurers, managed to attain the

7th layer of Baator, and explored it thoroughly -- alas no forest was to be

found.

Scholars believe that's what drove him and his fellows barmy. Through their

connections with nature lovers all around the multiverse, they managed to

get hold of particularly resistant trees that they planted in Baator and

which grew there. Also, they started dabbling in magicks so as to be able

to find spells enabling them to keep a body's soul in one of those trees.

However, this not only attracted all kinds of perverse torturers and madmen

who wanted to try and capture souls in this way (including a group of

Sensates who wanted to be experimented upon), it also ensured that

Formigoni and his followers soon became most evil and corrupted by Baator.

Eventually, the fiends let them have their forest and establish themselves

as the Punishers (after having toyed for a while with the idea of trapping

them in the trees). The Punishers'd go out of Baator, seek "sinners"

(actually poor sods on the verge of committing suicide or berks who'd

mutilated themselves in some way), bring 'em back to their forest and trap

their spirits in the trees. Trained, vicious rooks and ferrets'd then

torture 'em by pecking and gnawing the trees.

One day, however, word got into Baator of a sect from Mechanus known as the

Flesh Mongers, indulging in self-mutilation and actually promoting it.

>From then on, the Punishers'd found their aim: eradicating that sect and

putting all its members in the soul-book (Punisher cant to describe the

operation of trapping a soul in their forest).

Sect eligibility:

        Any lawful planar can join the sect. LN bloods, however, quickly become

        LE, whereas LG bloods turn LN, and later LE.

Sect benefits:

        Punishers are recognised as such by baatezu and are usually left alone

        minding their business in Baator.

        Punishers develop an instinct to seek Flesh Mongers and can sense 'em in

        a radius of 500 m.

Sect hindrances:

        As former "sinner" killers, Punishers are deeply disliked in the evil

        planes (except Baator) where they used to go hunting for "sinners". Thus

        any Punisher adventuring in any other Lower Plane than Baator gets

        attacked on sight by its inhabitants.

Bye

MC Gianni

"Factor of the Rumour Mongers"

http://irps.clever.net/pbem/holobar.htm
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Tue, 7 May 1996 15:22:46 BST

Psionics 

Everyone was talking about psionics...

I must admit that when the Complete Psionics Book came out it

did cause a major problem in my (then) Ravenloft campaign. I

immediately took a dislike to the whole system and barred it while I

retreated and rethought the whole thing.

I kept psionics as wild talent only for a while, then as I got more

used to the idea I allowed full psionicist characters. Then the S&P

system came out. On the whole, it's much better, with one exception:

the Psionic Combat system is completely wrong. Not bad, or

unplayable, actually wrong. I'm sure of it...(more on this later)

As a DM who uses psionics in Planescape, I'll make 3 general points:

1)  They are not for the inexperienced. I wouldn't recommend using

psionics until you're used to the Planescape Setting itself. I refer

you to questions like "How are psionics affected by various planes /

realms or powers / Sigil / proximity to the Spire" etc etc. I

personally find it hard enough to keep track of magic without

psionics as well. As for the answers to these questions: well, I

don't really have any...yet.

2)  Psionic PCs require psionic foes to make the game challenging.

With very few exceptions, monsters from the PSMCs are non-psionic.

The back of the Psionics Handbook give suggestions for the psionic

powers of fiends, but that's all...there's a lot of work to be done

in that area!

    As an aside, I'm currently doing just that: sorting out which

fiends are psionic and which aren't. I'll post the results to the

list, but it won't be for a few weeks, at least I'd say (it's not a

very high priority of mine, I'm afraid)

3)  I've found it's not so much the psionic powers themselves that

cause the problems in play, but more the Psionic Combat. There are so

many modifiers, exceptions and vagaries that once I manage to get it

all clear in my head, I'm confused all over again.

Even with all the problems, there's something innately cool about

fighting imaginary battles inside the heads of one or more

combattants. It just seems to "fit" into the whole wierdness thing of

Planescape. That's why I like psionics so much; they require more

imagination than magic, on both the behalfs of the players and DM.

As for the "psionics it too powerful" lobby, I just don't agree.

Unlike magic, there's a high chance of psionic powers failing...

although I do admit more saving throws should be allowed. Magic

resistance is also a problem; that's something I'm working on right

now. The problem with overpowered psionicists is with DMs who don't

realise the full potential of psionic powers.

DMs complain things are too powerful generally when their best-made

plans are disrupted by a player who's used his head (or cheated).

It's not always easy, but if you assume players *will* find a way

around your "impossible trap" or whatnot, then you're being more

realistic than a DM who assumes they *won't*. You need contingency

plans...just like you do when you've got high-level wizards or

priests who can do unpredictable things.

PSIONIC COMBAT

The Complete Psionics Handbook's combat system was quite good. It

used "tangents" to determine how many mental claws the attacker had

in the victim's mind, and attack and defence modes to describe the

combat process. It worked quite well, but was a bit complex at times.

The S&P system relegates attack and defence modes to easily-learned

proficiencies, so any psionicist can learn them (before it was just

telepaths, which was admittedly unfair). It does away with tangents

(which were my favourite part of the old system) and instead causes

psionic attacks to drain PSPs from the victim. When one mind's down

to zero PSPs, it's considered open.

Now that's find in principle, it't just when you try it, it doesn't

work. Why? Well, for a start, the attacker invariably loses more PSPs

per attack than the victim (unless they're VERY lucky dice rollers).

Check out the numbers.

Thus, each attack actually HARMS the user, whose mind gets closer to

being fully open faster then the defender, ESPECIALLY if the attack

is successful. Clearly, it's absolutly ludicrous. What fighter would

continue attacking, knowing that with each attack he loses more hit

points than his enemy does? Either I'm missing something vital, or

that's it. (And believe me, I've combed that book for clues).

Even when the victim's mind is open, more often than not, the

attacker's lost so many PSPs that he can't actually DO anything to

it. Thus: on the whole, psionic combat becomes completely futile.

I've got together with a Dark Sun DM to work out a new system, based

on the old one, but with the MAC and MTHAC0 elements of the S&P one.

It's been quite successful, but is still way too complex. We're

giving it another go soon, and I'll let you know the results.

On a related note, I've been working on Planar attack and defence

modes. I mentioned last week that I'd got 5 of each...well, since

then I've made up a whole lot more. Again, it'll be some time before

they're all written up...but you'll see them as soon as I've tested

them!

So, to those people who requested a copy of the rules I use, the

answer is: they're being changed right now! Erm...bear with me, and

I'll pass them on to you, but it might be a few weeks.

In the meantime, I'd recommend holding back on the psionics. You

could try out the old (PHBR) system to get used to the idea of

tangents (that's what ours will be based on) or you could try and

figure out whether I really am missing something in the S&P system.

As it stands, combat just isn't viable!

Finally, Pike said:

> I have to agree, I hear stories about "cool" psionic games.... I just

> dont like them at all.  Neither do most of my gaming friends, one of

> them bought the new dark sun boxed set and plans on taking psionics out

> of play in his world.  its gonna be strange I bet.

I've played in them. Believe me, they are very cool.

As for Dark Sun without Psionics: frankly, that's the WHOLE point,

isn't it? Won't that be a bit like PS without fiends?

Best of luck to him, anyway. I'd have said the two were inseparable.

Jon
From: Arthur Lee Wilson <lee@worlds.net>

Mage's Guilds of Sigil


When I said that what you could do with mage's guilds in Sigil 

was pretty incredible in my earlier post, I wasn't just spewing muck from 

the river Styx.  What follows is my first attempt at a writeup for a 

logically consistent mage's guild system in Sigil.

=============

Mage's Guilds

=============

-membership in mage's guilds is not exclusive.  A mage can join as many guilds

 as he can pay for.

-all guilds guard their unique spells extremely carefully.  Those who are

 caught teaching them to non-members are always kicked out of the guild, and

 usally hunted down and killed!

 Players note:  The unique spells that are listed are those that I've created

                for GURPS and they can be found in my old-ratty copy of 

                the Magic book.  I'll type them up soon so you can make

                printouts.

-there are usually two membership levels in a mages guild:

 associate members: do not get the benefits of the guild, but are also not

   subject to the duties.  They are the average workaday wizards who use the

   guild membership to learn spells and make their living.  Also, they are

   NEVER taught the guild's unique spells.  They must still meet all

   membership qualifications as well.

 full members: get full benefits (and duties) of joining the guild and are

   able to learn the guild's unique spells.

-Note that no guild (except Ring Guild) teaches necromantic spells.  This is

 not to say they are not available, but the guilds normally will have nothing

 to do with them.  They can easily be learned (without guild membership, but

 with standard fees) from the Dustmen's Faction Hall in Sigil or any number

 of private mages in the city.

The Ring Guild

--------------


The ring guild. whose main headquarters is located in the GuildHall 

sector of Sigil, focuses mainly on enchantments.  Most members are enchanters,

and those who are not are being educated to be.  Membership fees are steep,

but the benefits are also worthwhile.  Many court wizards of various high-ups

belong to this guild.


Although the guild's membership fees are steep, most of it's money is

made from enchanting and selling magic items.  They run a magic supply house

that is open to the public.  There, they sell magic item components, wizardly

implements of all sorts, and some magic items which they keep as "in-stock"

items.


On any given day, 1d2 of each of the following items will be available:

-powerstones up to 10 pts.

-any magic item with a base enchanting cost of 200 pts or less


The guild can also be commisioned to make magic items at the following

costs and times:

-for items below 300 pts, cost is normal (see GURPS Magic p.18 x 2), but time

 is 1d3 days (to gather the mages) + 1 hour/100 pts of casting cost.

-normal cost at a time of 1 day/25 pts of casting cost + 2d6 days.

-normal cost + 25% at a time of 1 day/50 pts of casting cost + 1d6 days.

-normal cost + 50% at a time of 1 day/100 pts of casting cost + 1d3 days.


The buyer of the item takes the risk of spell failures during creation

and the guild will not provide refunds in such a case.  However, the guild

has a good reputation for not failing at creating custom-ordered magic items

(they try to put lead enchanters with 21+ skill on each major project).


In addition, the guild will rent space in it's famed Very-high mana

recharging chamber for $10/day (4 pts of recharge).  Space is limited, though,

so there is a chance it will not be available on any given day.

Membership Qualifications: Magery, IQ 12+,

  (Enchant-15 + Social Status-1 + Literacy

  or sponsorship of an existing member of status 2+)

Fees: 

  associate:  $5,000 / year 

  full:      $50,000 / year

Benefits: Magic Items commissioned cost only (Cost of making + 75%), standard

  "in-stock" magic sold at cost + 50% (see magic supply house above).

Duties: 21 days/year spent helping the guild's enchanters create items, teach

  classes, etc. free of charge.  Does not have to be all at once.

Colleges taught: all except Technological and Gate

Unique Spells: Permanency (Enchantment), Shape Object (Make-Break),

  Magic Absorption (Meta), Create Mana Aspect (Meta), 

  Change Mana Aspect (Meta), Remove Mana Aspect (Meta), Decrease Mana (Meta),

  Add Mana (Meta)

Teaching Fees: 

  associate: half standard

  full: None (!).

  Mentors of skill 21 or less are almost always available for reasonably

  common spells.  Mentors for rarer spells up to level 21 or common spells

  of higher skill levels can be called in usually within a week.

Jobs available: The ring guild helps place members in the following types

  of jobs (qualifications and pay as in GURPS Magic, p.95): 

  Enchanter, Court Wizard, Master Enchanter.  In addition, the guild hires

  non-member enchanters to help out with enchanting (rates are as normal).

Membership:  1500 full members, 15000 associate

Elementalists

-------------


Located in the Lower Ward of Sigil because of the constant explosions,

belches of flames, ice storms, etc. erupting around this guild, the

Elementalists guild is a specialty guild that is always actively recruiting

members (to replace losses due to accidents!).  Members of this guild tend

to be well-versed in the elemental colleges of magic and many belong to such

factions as The Bleak Cabal, Doomguard, Revolutionary League, Sensates, or

Xaositects, which are typically flamboyant and combatative in their beliefs.


The Elementalists Guild has a shop set up in the Great Market which 

sells the following things at all times:

  -Any elemental, making-break, or protection/warning magic item of 300

   points or less base cost at a 10% discount off retail price.

  -stone missile wands ($20,000)

  -Breathe Water hoods ($20,000)

  -Flame Jet necklaces ($40,000)

  -Ice Dagger Pendants ($20,000)

Membership Qualifications: at least 2 spells from each elemental college

                           or at least 6 spells from one elemental college

                           or sponsorship of an existing member

Fees: 

  Associate:  $1,000 / year

  Full:      $10,000 / year

Benefits: 25% discount on price of any magic item sold by the guild and a 15%

  discount on the commisioning of magic items from the guild.  

Duties: 14 days per year of helping the guild as a teacher, enchanter, etc

  free of charge.

Colleges taught: Air, Earth, Fire, Water, Enchantment, Making-Breaking,

                 MetaMagic, Protection/Warning, Some Healing, some Knowledge

Unique Spells: Boulderdash (Earth), Rock Storm (Earth),

  Explosive Stone Missile (Earth), Wall of Stone (Earth), Earthwave (Earth),

  Greater Sandstorm (Earth), Stinking Cloud (Air), Air Wall (Air),

  Arc Lightning (Air), Lightning Storm (Air), Shock (Air),

  Chain Lightning (Air), Firewall (Fire), Pyrotechnics (Fire), Firestorm (VH),

  Frostball (Water), Ice Storm (Water), Ice Wall (Water), Frost Jet (Water),

  Frost Armor (Water), Blizzard (Water)

Teaching Fees:

  associate: standard rates

  full: half standard rates

  Mentors of skill 21 or less are usually available for any elemental spell

  and common spells from other colleges.  Mentors for rarer spells up to level

  21 or any spell of higher skill levels are sometimes available, but usually

  not.

Jobs available: The Elementalists guild can place members in the following

  jobs (prerequisites and rates as GURPS Magic, p.95):

  Enchanter (in Elementalist Guild), Guard/Soldier

Membership:  approx 1000 full members (give or take 10-20 per month due to

  accidents and recruitment).  approx 20,000 associate members (most of the

  soldier and guard mages in the city).

Guardians of the Portals

------------------------


Unlike other guilds, this guild does not have associate members.  They

guard their secrets jealously and are the ONLY place in all of Sigil to learn

spells from the Gate college.  After all, if every berk could create portals

and travel to other planes without the benefit of a portal, what would the 

universe come to?  They are very secretive and do not advertise themselves.

In fact, many mages do not even know that the guild exists!  They do not sell

magic items, and their guildhall is an unmarked building in the GuildHall ward.

Membership Qualifications: Magery 2, IQ 14+, at least 2 spells from each of

  10 different colleges, sponsorship of existing guild member

Fees: 

  Associate:            n/a

  Full:      $20,000 / year

Benefits: Can learn Gate College Spells

Duties: Do not discuss Gate College spells except with other members

Colleges taught: Movement, Gate, Meta, Protection/Warning, some Healing,

  some knowledge

Unique Spells: Explosion (Movement), Force Wall (Protection),

  Utter Wall (Protection)

Teaching Fees:

  full: standard rates

  Mentors of all skill levels up to 25 in any Gate or Movement spell are 

  usually available within a few days notice.  Other colleges will sometimes

  have mentors available up to skill level 21.

Jobs available: The Guardians of the Portals do place members in jobs, nor do

  they hire non-members for anything.

Membership:  1000 full members (This IS the City of Doors, after all)

Sage's Guild

------------


The sage's guild is closely associated with the Guvner's Faction (in

fact, it's high ups are all Guvners!) and as such is closed to members of the

Revolutionary League or Xaositects (most of whom could care less except on 

general principal!).  The sage's guild is primarily concerned with (of course)

knowledge spells.  Sigil being what it is, the Sage's guild is one of the

largest mage's guilds in the city.  They do not run a magic enchanting guild,

nor do they sell items, but they do run an extensive alchemy lab with many 

of the results for sale to the public.  The Sage's Guild teaches a wide

variety of spells.  Their Headquarters are located in the GuildHall Ward and

the alchemy lab is in the market ward.


The Sage's guild sells the following potions and usually has 2d6

of each in stock at any one time:

-Achilles (Invulnerability)
$3100

-Ares (Warrior)


$700

-Atalanta (Speed)

$850

-Heracles (Strength)

$500

-Orion (Encumbrance)

$400

-Agni (Fire Resistance)

$700

-Daedalus (Flight)

$5000

-Delphi (See Aura)

$1300

-Ephialtes (Water Walking)
$1200

-Odysseus (Invisibility)
$6000

-Poseidon (Water Breathing)
$1100

-Aesculapius (Health)

$1200

-Ceres (Fertility)

$11000

-Chiron (Healing)

$250

-Hydra (Regeneration)

$11000

-Janus (Antidote elixir)
$1000

-Epimetheus (Memory)

$2500

-Orpheus (Charisma)

$550

-Prometheus (Wisdom)

$2400

-Philemon (Friendship)

$1000

-Argus (Vision)


$700

-Marsyas (Music)

$400

-Syrinx (Hearing)

$500

-Vulcan (Crafts)

$1800


In addition, the shop can be commissioned to create other potions, but

it will take (Time Listed in book) + 1d6 days and will cost the second listed

price + 10%.

Membership Qualifications: IQ 12+

Fees: 

  Associate:  $1,000 / year

  Full:      $10,000 / year

Benefits: Able to buy potions at 1st listed price in book.  Access to the 

  Sage's guild full library.

Duties: 14 days a year of service (creating potions, training others, etc)

  free of charge.

Colleges taught: Communication/Empathy, Most Healing spells, Illusion/Creation,

  Knowledge, Light & Darkness, MetaSpells, Mind Control, Protection/Warning,

  Sound

Unique Spells: Temporary Magery (Comm&Emp), Shadow Magic (Illusion),

  Duplicate Missile (Illusion), Magic Missile (Illusion),

  Mirror Image (Illusion), Shadow Monsters (Illusion),

  Demi-shadow Monsters (Illusion), Continual Darkness (Light/Dark),

  Hypnotic Pattern (Light/Dark), Flash-Bang (Light/Dark),

  Morale (Mind Control), Eidolon (Mind Control), Great Shout (Sound),

  Piercing Whistle (Sound), Sonic Cry (Sound)

Teaching Fees:

  full: none (!)

  associate: standard rates

  Mentors of all skill levels up to 25 in any Knowledge, Comm&Emp, or Mind

  Control are usually available within a few days notice.  Other colleges will

  usually have mentors up to skill 21 within a few days notice.

Jobs available: The Sage's Guild can help place qualified candidates in the

  following jobs: Town Wizard, Enchanter, Alchemist, Court Wizard

Membership:  5000 full members, 50000 associate members

Naturalists

-----------


The Naturalists Mage's guild concentrates more on the processes of

the body, and more than just human bodies.  They are a smaller, more druidic

sort of guild and have a limited membership in the city.  They are recognized

as a mage's guild however and they run a collegium which trains mages, chefs,

druids, and healers.  Their Collegium/GuildHall is located in the GuildHall

Ward and they also run a hospital in the Lady's Ward which is known to be one

of the finest places of healing in the city (though quite expensive!).  In

addition, they have a known portal to part of the outlands where they have a

large druidical training area.

Membership Qualifications: A desire to heal others or work with nature

Fees: 

  Associate:  $1,000 / year

  Full:      $10,000 / year

Benefits: Free use of hospital facilities

Duties: 7 days/year of service

Colleges taught: Animal, Body Control, Food, Healing, Plant, Metaspells,

  Protection/Warning, some Knowledge

Unique Spells: Feign Death (Body Control), Plant Charm (Plant),

  Pass Vegetation (Plant), Warp Wood (Plant), Fiber Web (Plant)

Teaching Fees:

  full: half standard rates

  associate: standard rates

  Mentors of skill levels up to 21 in any college taught are usually available

  within a few days.  Higher skill level mentors can sometimes be found within

  a week or two.

Jobs available: The Naturalist's Guild can help place members in the following

  positions:

  Healer (stats/pays/etc as Enchanter with base skill of Major Healing),

  Town Wizard, Village "Hedge" Wizard

Membership:  500 Full members, 7500 associate members
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Wed, 8 May 1996 15:07:10 BST

Fortune Telling in the Great Bazaar

    As promised, though a little late (I've had some trouble with

PCs...that's electronic type not the AD&D type) but nonetheless

finished, here's my latest article for the list. It's a glimpse at

the sort of detail I'd like to see for the Great Bazaar. If TSR

released a PS book filled with interesting cutters with their own

services to sell and stories to tell, I'd be laughing all the way to

the shops.

    NB: sexless creatures are marked with a 0 symbol, males with an

m, females with f. And that's only because I can't figure out how to

make this damned machine make those nice squiggly male/female/neuter

symbols.

    Any feedback on the article would be greatly appreciated. Cheers!

Jon

mbdx4jw2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk

                   Cross their Palms with Silver

                Fortune Telling in the Great Bazaar

                            by Jon 1996

     "Cross my palm with silver, blood? I'll tell you what's in

store..." It's a common enough phrase in the markets of many burgs,

but in Sigil, the City of Doors, it holds a more powerful meaning. The

Cage isn't just any old city, see, it's the frontier town of all the

planes at once. It's a magical place where lifelines collide and

fortunes are won and lost.

    Once they've lost the star-gazy look in their eyes, even the most

Clueless of sods realise this. So, when a withered old crone in the

Bazaar offers to tell them their fortune for the price of a bowl of

soup, it's not an offer many Primes refuse. Perhaps they should do.

Xamon the Palmist (Pl/m amnizu baatezu/Guvner/LE)

    If you were told that Xamon was a baatezu, you'd be wary, yes? If

you also know he was an amnizu, and a conniving one at that, you'd be

on your way pretty sharp, right? How Xamon manages to keep his

business afloat then, is a mystery.

    The amnizu's a palmist fortune teller, for what it's worth. Of

course, it ain't that simple, cutter. Or maybe that's it. See, most

palmists read the lines on your hands, and tell you your fortune from

the way they crisscross and branch. Seems a little tenuous, perhaps,

but I'm assured it works. There are lines for everything, berk; life,

love, jink, you name it, and there's some barmy crease of your hand

that represents it (assuming you've actually got hands, though the

chant is that tentacles will do just as well).

    What happens, then if you've got lines which predict bad things?

Maybe your life line's short, and your head line's shallow. Does this

mean you'll die young and be an addle-cove? According to Xamon, yes.

For those of us who do possess these unlucky palm marks however, help

is at hand. For a modest garnish of jink, Xamon will alter those

offending lines on your palm. With a knife.

    The baatezu assures clients it doesn't hurt too much (though if

the screams from the dark recesses of his tent were anything to go by,

that's an out-and-out lie), and that they'll be able to hold things

again within a week. Small price to pay, you'd think, for a lifetime

of secure bliss. Well, maybe. See cutter, it seems to depend on how

much you're willing to garnish the fiend as to how good your future

gets. You'd better pray he doesn't 'slip' while he's chiselling away

at your flesh. For all you know, the sodding amnizu might be making

things worse; after all, there's no palm-carving schools in Sigil.

Where'd he learn his trade? It's probably best not to ask.

    The chant also goes that Xamon practices phrenology; that's

fortune-telling by reading the bumps on a cutter's head. You guessed

it already: for a fee the bloodthirsty baatezu'll sort a sod out with

a few more choice-placed lumps, with a hammer. Kind blood, ain't he?

You know, there's probably not a baatezu who enjoys his line of work

more.

    Fee: From 1 gold upwards, paid before the carving starts. It's not

recommended to give less than ten.

M'lora the Nostalgic (Pr/f grell/Godsman/N)

    M'Lora's wigwam stands near the edge of the Bazaar, away from the

cat-calls of the merchants and drone of the crowds. It's entrance slit

is usually slightly ajar, and the pungent scents of foreign planes

waft out. A couple of burly tieflings stand guard, keeping M'Lora's

clients outside the tent in a queue (perhaps to make her services look

more popular to passing bodies).

    The tieflings'll even warn Clueless sods not to be afraid of

M'Lora, because as they say: "she ain't your normal-looking type,

berk." In fact, she's a grell. To the uninformed, grell are

domineering colonial creatures that look like nothing so much as

disembodied levitating brains with sharp beaks and tentacles. Don't be

embarrassed if you're shocked by the sight at first; it surprises most

bloods.

    M'Lora might not look like an average fortune teller, and indeed

the fortunes she tells are far from average too. See, she doesn't deal

with telling a cutter their past or future. That's too simple for her,

and too transient. As an ardent Believer of the Source, M'Lora uses

her prophetic talents to delve into past or future *lives* of the

client. In this way she can give the inquirer insight into their

origins and destiny on a much longer time-scale than that offered by

most other soothsayers.

    Why would a blood want to know what he did in his previous life,

or indeed, what's in store in the next? If you're asking that, berk,

you don't see the picture like the Godsmen see it.

    If you understand your past life (regression, they call it) then

you know why you are where you are. M'Lora can delve into the lost

memories of petitioners, uncover darks that past selves knew, and even

unlock psychic talents and magical potential in mortals. How? The

secret's within each of her clients. She claims, in her chirping,

whistling voice, that a cutter follows a life line that encounters the

same themes time and time again. Apparently if you're on an ancient

quest now then it's more than likely that in a previous life you

followed a similar path. The experiences you've lived, memories you

had and powers you learned are usually stored subconsciously, or lost

to the present mind. M'Lora can find them.

    What of future lives? Well, most bloods have a long-term vision.

It's useful to know where you're headed: eternity-long torture in

Baator, or a cushy number as an elf or Arborea? It puts a body's mind

at rest. If the client doesn't like the look of her destiny, then

M'Lora says it's not too late to change things. Many's the cutter

who's turned over a new leaf after glimpsing her next life.

    Fee: 5 silvers to 10 gold, depending upon the difficulty of the

task. Petitioners' memories are the most expensive to dredge, as are

latent psionic powers.

Serendipity the Crone (Pl/f night hag/Sign of One/NE)

    She says her name's Serendipity, but most right-thinking bashers

dub the epithet 'the Crone' to the end of her innocent-sounding name.

Well, as soon as they're out of her earshot, at least. Serendipity is

a night hag, and one of the ugly ones. She's got warts on her warts,

and then coarse black hairs growing on top of them! Her faces is as

gnarled and wrinkled as a gehreleth's boot, and her breath smells as

bad, too. Still, for all her faults, it has to be said she provides a

very much sought-after service.

    Chant is that she tried to make it big on the larvae trade, like

most hags, but never managed to sell a single one. That's not because

they were of poor quality, but because she was simply so hideous-

looking that she scared her customers away! Again, that story's never

told when she's even on the same plane, because she's got good enough

hearing and a nasty enough temper for a blood to worry about. She came

to Sigil, fell in with the Sign of One, and learned to hide her

features under a veil. She doesn't much show her face, except to scare

away would-be trouble-makers. To this day, she's not once been peeled.

    Serendipity's a Signer, which means she reckons the whole sodding

multiverse revolves around her head. Mind you, that's an attitude

shared by many night hags. The difference between them and Serendipity

is that she's got a heart. Or at least, she's got a heart if you

garnish her well. She's set herself up as a fortune-teller, and has

an astounding array of devices she uses to tell the future. Well,

that's what it looks like, anyway. The dark is that she's got a pet

mimic who changes form to suit whatever she wants; be it a giant

crystal ball, a scrying pool, or a brazier of incense.

    For a modest fee, she'll tell a cutter what his fortune is. Now

read that sentence again. She won't foretell it, she'll *tell* it. She

imagines a real nice future for the basher, and then it comes true.

She's usually a bit vague though (possibly to leave room for

manipulations afterwards, should she be so inclined), and it's a cert

that paying more gets a happier ending.

    The hag's been accused of cheating and using magic or psionics to

divine the future for clients, but she vigorously denies that's the

case. She dreams then all up herself, she says, and she's proud of the

fact. Of course, in most places she'd be branded a knight of the cross

trade, but in Sigil, imagination's got as much clout as any magic

spell. Funny thing, that.

    Fee: Anything from 2 gold and up.

Sussanoss of Sooths (Pr/0 illithid/Merkhant (sect)/N)

    Sussanoss is a paranoid creature, to be sure. It lairs in the

Bazaar, in a caravan of stone carved from the Underdark of some Prime

world, and rarely leaves the safety of that place. It's usually safely

barred away inside the windowless tomb during what passes for day in

the Cage, and only opens up it's soothsaying shop at night. Perhaps it

fears the light, or maybe the creature's foreseen its own death on a

bright day in Sigil (not that that's worry most cutters, the weather's

so bad).

    The illithid (woe betide any Clueless who calls the barmy creature

a 'Mind Flayer') is an accurate soothsayer. It uses it's considerable

racial psionic powers to delve into the futures of it's visitors. It

rarely charges much money for this service, however, and often waives

the fee altogether. It's a good soothsayer, too, and often predicts

unforeseen troubles ahead of unexpected boons, for the client, if he

takes the right actions.

    This is strange, considering Sussanoss is a Merkhant, right? The

Gold-Hounds don't ever give anything away for free, do they? To

understand the illithid's uncharacteristic generosity, you've got to

consider to what uses it puts the information it gleams from cutters

and their futures.

    See, Sussanoss ain't in it for the money at the front end. It

sells the darks it tells the clients (and some that it doesn't tell

them too) to enterprising bloods like Shemeshka the Marauder or

Estavan of the Planar Trade Consortium. Both of these knights of the

post know a good deal when they see it, and pay Sussanoss handsomely

to learn things that nobody else yet knows, uncover the outcome of

plots learned 'accidentally' by the mind flayer, and hear chants that

haven't yet surfaced. Since the illithid can only pry a limited amount

of dark out of each of the cutters it scans, it tells sooths for as

many sods as possible (dragging them in for free tellings if need be).

    The creature works like a thing possessed, picking up bits of dark

here and there, trying to understand the intentions and futures of as

many bodies as possible, in order to build up a big picture of the

future. Such a thing would be eminently marketable, and thus would

fetch the illithid a lot of jink.

    The chant also goes that the creature's got it's own ulterior

motive. It's foreseen that one of its own clients will be an assassin

that will strike a slaying blow. The illithid assesses each potential

cutter before they gets a chance to be a danger (when they're passing

by on the street, sometimes) and entices those in who might harbour

malicious intent. These unlucky sods get paralysed by the mind

flayer's mental blast, then the monster eats their brains while

they're still alive. Such are the ways of self-defence in the illithid

world, and indeed, in Sigil.

    Fee: A silver piece, maximum, or even free!

Axarax the Augur (Pl/0 observer (PSMCII)/Harmonium/LN)

    It's no great dark that Axarax uses magical and psychic powers

combined to tell futures. A body'd probably guess that when she first

clapped eyes on the strange augur: it's a beholder. Most bloods talk

of Axarax as if it's a female (though that's a moot point, since all

beholder-kin are actually sexless). Still, that's the way 'she' comes

across, at least.

    Axarax is, above all, startlingly accurate in her predictions.

While most soothsayers are vague at best (and downright backward at

worst), the observer tells it like she sees it. With so many eyes,

it's hard to imagine her seeing it wrong. Unlike many other fortune

tellers, Axarax gives precise times, dates, places, names, everything

in fact; so long as a cutter asks for it. Want she doesn't do is offer

spurious information, and by that she means you've got to ask an exact

question in order to get an exact answer.

    It's also part of the fortune-telling process that a cutter must

give Axarax his real name, home plane, trade, date of birth, and other

personal information. For the secretive types this is often too great

a price. The greatest cost, however, comes from the fact that Axarax

isn't just a Harmonium officer; she's one of the best. Her crime

detection and prevention rates win her accolades throughout the

faction. How? She detects crimes before they've even occurred!

    It's all obvious when you think about it, cutter. If Axarax sees

that one of her clients is about to commit a crime, she tips off the

Harmonium, who then send a patrol to the right place at the right

time, and just 'happen' to catch the criminal. Axarax is so sneaky

that she'll even spot potential crimes committed by the associates of

her clients, or those that involve the clients as bystanders or

victims.

    The Cage is a lot safer because of Axarax. Thank her for that,

but be careful that you've got a clean conscience (and be sure that

you'll continue to live on the straight-and-narrow) should you desire

a really accurate fortune!

    Fee: One silver piece, flat rate, no negotiating.

Memorabilia (Pl/m githzerai (true form: 0 gray slaad)/Sensate/CN)

    Of all the fortune tellers in the Bazaar, Memorabilia's probably

the most expensive. Why? Because the service he provides is one of the

most specialised, and most useful. The face Memorabilia presents to

the world is a false one; the sallow-skinned githzerai cutter is

actually a gray slaad. It's just that the humanoid form draws less

attention when the frog-being's out on a gathering mission.

    Gathering what, you ask? Fortunes. Memorabilia steals the fates

of the fortunate, and sells them to the unlucky. The slaad's gifted

with a natural ability to watch the future of a cutter unfold out in

front of him, and it seems to be able to gather these panoramas up

and spirit them away from their rightful owners. Memorabilia's often

found lurking around gambling dens, watching the punters. If he spots

one with a golden touch, he'll follow the sod when she leaves the

place, accost her in a dark alley, and make off with her destiny.

    The githzerai/slaad has a stall in the Bazaar that moves around

more than a skittish bariaur; it seems the creature's not happy

staying in the same surroundings for long. Maybe he misses Limbo, or

maybe he's on the run from the Hardheads; whatever it is Memorabilia

can be a hard blood to locate at times.

    The Fate-Thief's services are sought by those whose luck seems

destined to be miserable, or those who've an ominous feeling about

what their lives hold in store for them. If you've just bobbed the

Dark Eight, and are (justifiably) afraid that their assassins are on

your case, then it'd be a good investment to garnish Memorabilia so

he'll fix you up with a lucky cutter's fate. You might even survive a

few weeks longer! When the slaad sells a fortune, it takes the

customer's future for safekeeping. While it's possible to get a refund

if the new future doesn't turn out as expected, it's quite possible

the slaad could have already sold it to another client. Let the buyer

beware!

     Memorabilia can find fates to order, but that tends to take time

and cost more. A cutter in a hurry can buy a pre-stolen future (the

slaad keeps them wrapped up in silk handkerchiefs in a leather satchel

he always carries), but the quality tends to be variable. While things

might run smooth in the short term, it's quite possible that long-term

bad luck can set in. It's also possible for the slaad to attach a

miserable future to the enemy of a client. This costs around ten times

the normal price (which is already very variable).

    Fortune-theft isn't against any laws in the Cage as such (after

all, it's not every cutter who's even aware that it's possible!) but

it's a cert the Harmonium'd make it illegal if they knew it occurred.

As for the sod's who've lost their future, it's not usually too

pleasant. They tend to find their lives become aimless; nothing

unexpected ever happens to them. They're never lucky, nor unlucky, as

if the mechanics of chance pass them by each time. Many turn to

drinking, drugs or adventure to provide thrills, but often even that's

not enough. Some are strong enough to forge their fortune anew, but it

takes inspiration and hard graft to remake a forgotten fate.

    Fee: From 10 gold and up (even into the thousands). It's often pot

luck, though the quality of the future being bought does influence the

price.

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

WALGMO Part 1


Now that I have suffiently stirred up enough metaphysical


hornet's nests, I think I can post something I've been 


working on for a while now:

New Definitions for Old Terms:

--------------------------------

The Source - This is the common root of all the Powers, this is the


     fount of divinity the Godsmen believe to exist.


     The source is eternal, without begining or end.

Powers - These are the fundamental forces of the universe, they are


 the pure forms derived from the common source.  Powers are


 divided into ideas, emotions, and materials.  Powers are


 eternal but are not alive.

gods - 
These are the beings usually confused with the powers.  Gods


are immortal but not eternal.  They are the champions of the


Powers.

Avatars - Temporary constructs made by both gods and mortals to champion


  a Power.  They are very mortal, ceasing to exist after carrying


  out their appointed task.

Mortals - The children of the gods, they are blessed with temporary natures


  and a wider mix of powers create their essence.  Humans are the


  most well rounded of the bunch, (hence their adapabilty).


  Mortals are made of FIVE selves..

Planes - These are states of being, the notion of "place" is erronious


 in all but the case of the Prime, which is the fundamental aspect


 of "space" itself.



Prime - Space, the notion of place, the word where works here


Outer - Spirit, the notion of soul, the word who works here


Inner - Stuff, the notion of thing, the word what works here


Ethereal - Time, the notion of dream, the word when works here


Astral - Magic, the notion of effect, the word how works here

End of Part one
What are Little Gods Made Of:

The nature of mortals:


All mortals are made of Five selves: a Prime (spacial)


a Inner (physical), Outer (spiritual), Ethereal (dream)


and Astral (mystical).


While ALIVE, these five selves work together and make up


the single mortal.  Each day each one will take over


the mortal as its primary aspect.  This well rounded nature


is what make a mortal special, however this state is not


eternal.  Death is the final gift that mortals have, and


in this are the envy of the gods.

The Five Aspects:


Prime:
This is the mundane aspect of being human,  everyday concerns, and the daily business of living is that part of the self.


Most mortals spend a lot of time in the Prime, shifting their form across its
vastness, collecting experiences for the Ethereal self, collecting material for the inner, collecting ideas for the Outer, and collecting actions for the Astral.



It is called the prime for this reason, it is the glue that binds the others together.


Ethereal:
This is the dream self, who lives in both our 
waking and sleeping stated, wandering the ethereal, creating the story of our memories. The Dream self is often refered to as the subconscious by the psychoanalysts of Ravenloft. They should know better than anyone, since they arepart of the dream, or better yet the nightmare.


This dreamself determines who we are in a temporal sense.  Its collection of experiences define
who we are as opposed to who we were and will be. It also maintains the difference between individual
mortals.


The Ethereal self controls mortals during their both daydreams and their nightly dreams.

 Inner: The Inner self is the material, the physicalself.  It exists as part of the inner planes the collection of all things that are physically real.  The inner self is concerned with eating  drinking, and procreating. It is the primal aspect of mortality.


The Inner is the least abstract of the selfs, but it is also one of the strongest.  The Inner self takes over the body during the point were we experience neither sensation or dreams.


At this point we simply are as a physical form.


Outer:  The Outer or spiritual self is the abstraction, of what we represent.  Petitioners are the after images of the Outer selves of mortals.  The Outer self is only embraced by the form while pursuing intellectual or artistic pursuits.  As such many people do not actively allow their outer selves to do much while they are alive.


This results in an delayed blast of self expression throught the form of a petitioner. 


An interesting fact is that many Outer selves,  spiritual selves, have at least two halves, in that they are shared by two or more mortals.  This notion 
of soul mate, and true love has its root in this oddity.


Astral: Probably the hardest to grasp, the Astral self is usually ascribe to flamboyant feats of magic. In reality everything we do is an act of magic. By acting we are exerting our will on the reality around us, and so are actually reforming magic.


The Astral self is the cause, the prime mover in our doing.  Few mortals are aware that they have 
this aspect, but through traning and an a naturally strong Astral self, amazing feats can be preformed.

End part 2

Part 3:

The Nature of the Gods:


Gods unlike mortals do not have five parts.  The five different


selves that make up mortals is a result of breeding between


different types of gods.  This dilution of a pure self is


what makes a mortal mortal.  In purity the gods are gods.

There are a few types of gods, but all have one thing in common, they

have only one self.  Gods of the Outer planes are merely spirits.

In the confines of the Outer planes the have real bodies, and are

essentially ordinary people.  The Elemental, or Inner gods, are

natural forces and natural formations.  Ethereal Gods (and yes there

are a few) are the lords and ladies of dreams and nightmares, collections

of experiences.. (ever wonder why the Drak Powers of Ravenloft do what they

do?  That is why..for the experience :)  Gods of the Prime are also

just like everyone else.  And on the prime they have a physical reality

as well.


Essentially gods are no different from mortal in form when


viewed on any single plane.  However, since they are closer to


the source their self is closer to eternal, hence their immortality.

Mortals occasionally attempt to become gods, and to do so they must

deny a number of their selves.  Undead are the perfect example of this.

By excluding many of their aspects, ethereal in the case of intelligent,

Inner in the case of ghosts, outer in the case of mindless, they gain

their immortality.


Some of the Undead, however, are far older and actually embrace


few of these aspects.  These "natural undead" are generally


forgotten gods of the cycly of life and death.  Vampires


are the descendants of two such deities.

This ofcourse poses some problems for most mortals world views.  Their

belief in gods who sit off in some high heaven granting their prayers

is erronious in most cases.  The gods are people just like them, only

that they will not die of old age, or any of the other wonderful experiences

that result from having a combined nature.


Often gods do not remember that they are gods, and end up wandering


around lost, acting as a mortal.  Other times, gods seek ways


to become more like the mortals who at one time worshiped them.


Others wander the realms of the spirit waging wars of ideas,


or wandering the realms of space claiming land, and others


wander the realms of dreams poluting the dreams of mortals


with their nearly alien needs and desires.

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Mon, 13 May 1996 15:08:00 BST

Time Travel in PS

Gianni said:

> Randir I agree 100% with you... I don't own 'Chronomancer' but I 

> really feel chronomancy does not fit in the PS setting -- well 

> maybe Jon'll find that chronomancy adds that planescapey touch as 

> with psionics ;- )))))))

Now it's funny you should say that Gianni, b'cos I reckon it does. 

In fact, I've used Chronomancy to add a rather twisty twist to my 

campaign...

               <<<edited story of campaign follows...

            it's quite long, but please bear with me!>>>

I've DMed PS for two groups...one back home in Cornwall, one here in 

Manchester (the current one's my "full time" group, if you like). The 

Cornwall group played Harbinger House, and had a lot of fun doing 

so...at the time I had a friend on holiday with me (Dave) who guested 

as a halfling psionicist (oh yes) with specialism in psychoportive 

powers.

During Harbinger House this psionicist tripped back ten years in time 

to find out what Sougad had done to warrent being confined to 

Harbinger House...he saw scenes of Mercykillers and Godsmen hunting 

him down, and the dabus catching the sod before any of them. Then he 

witness the evil cutter being handed over to the Godsmen and confined 

to the House.

This evidence proved very important in their investigations...and at 

the risk of spoiling the surprise for anyone who's not played this 

most excellent adventure, I'll gloss over that.

However, a few months later, when I'd returned to Manchester, I 

decided to run Harbinger House again, with my other group. Now it 

just so happened that Dave was staying with me on holiday again (this 

cutter gets lots of time off!) and we cooked up a little plan.

See, Chronomancer had just come out, and I read with interest that 

time travel wasn't allowed in Sigil..."Interesting", though I. "That 

would mean the halfling had disobeyed one of the Lady's Laws." The 

fact he survived suggested he must be sort of special...a Power-to-Be.

I discussed this with Dave, and we formulated a plan...

After the first Harbinger House, Harvey (the psionic halfling) told 

the Godsmen of his adventures back in time. He was a Prime, see, and 

didn't realise that he'd done something amazing. The Godsmen caught 

him there and then, and shoved him into Harbinger House. Being a 

creature of comforts, Harvey didn't like the idea of becoming a Power 

of Time Travelling, and eventually managed to slip through the 

defences of the House, some ten years later.

By this time his powers had considerably increased (I allowed him to 

use *any* psychoportive power at will) and he slipped back into the 

past to change history. His goal: to find another group of characters 

and persuade them to complete the Harbinger House adventure without 

his involvement. Then the Godsmen would never learn of his time 

travelling, and he's never have been caught in the first place...

So that's what he did. Dave cooked up a plan to get the other players 

interested, and they took the bait. I ran Harbinger House a second 

time (Dave was Trolan this time...and a very good job he made of the 

role too) and the group reached their own conclusions and got their 

own rewards.

They though that was that, but in fact, the trouble was only just 

starting.

The group met Harvey again afterwards, and told him what had 

happened. He was very excited, though seemed a little agitated at 

something. The players noticed this and became worried 

too...especially when they realised the halfling's house had become 

their prison. The doors all looped back on one another...and they 

were trapped in a maze!

The horror on the player's faces is probably best summed up by the 

conversation that followed:

    "Harvey, what the **** have you done? Why has the Lady trapped 

*us* in Her maze?"    

    "It's not you She wants, it's me..."

    "Why does She want you, Harvey?"

    "Because I'm a POWER, okay!"

It was quite a while before anyone spoke.

It dawned on everyone present that they were all in serious trouble. 

The Lady had caught up with them all, and clearly didn't appreciate 

their meddling with the history of Sigil. After much deliberation 

they decided there was only one thing to do: to go back in time 

*again* and avoid the whole sorry mess in the first place.

Harvey knew that taking that many people back in time wouldn't be 

easy. He knew how to avoid paradoxes himself (being a Power-to-be and 

all), but couldn't guarantee the same for them. To avoid a time storm 

(or other awful problem) he decided to not only take them back to a 

different time, but also to a different possibility.

In this alternate reality, the PCs were convicted of murder (in the 

campaign they got off) and sentenced to death by the Wyrm. In this 

alternate history the characters would be dead, so there'd be no 

overlapping time lines, and no problem with paradoxes.

Harvey opened a portal to the Temporal Prime and took the characters 

through with him. For the best part of an hour they wandered back 

through the Temporal dimension with its silver time lines and 

temporal dragons until Harvey admitted that he was well and truly 

lost. He didn't really know how to find an alternate history...and 

they were probably stuck there forever.

That was until on of the player came up with a rather bright idea. He 

told Harvey that in the future, he would have to send a time 

elemental back to the Temporal Prime to show them the way to the 

right past. Harvey agreed, and just then, sure enough, a Time 

Elemental made its presence know. It spoke with Harvey's voice, using 

words he had already spoken, or would yet speak, and guided them 

through a swirling maelstrom into Sigil's past.

The players arrived just in time to witness their own deaths...and 

while their time lines overlapped, a time storm brewed in Sigil. he 

Lady of Pain passed by overhead...her shadow grew closer and closer 

to the players, but just before she reached them, the wyrm ate their 

alternate selves, and the time storm receeded.

So there were the players, stuck in an alternate past, dead according 

to the local history, but in fact very much alive. Harvey left them 

there, escaping from the Cage back into another time, and they were 

left to remake their futures.

Of course, there's a certain amount of inertia when it comes to 

history, and events conspired to drag the PCs back into Harbinger 

House again...Sougad appeared from round nearly every corner; they 

saw his murders close up and had several chances to fight him. If 

they had, they'd have been drawn back into the adventure again...

Instead they ignored their morals and left the Cage headed for Mount 

Celestia (where they reckoned they'd be safe). They assume some other 

bloods have saved Harbinger House (they're right) but they have no 

idea whether Sougad's become a Power, or Trolan, or Nari...and if 

they do, will they remember the PCs?

And what of their old enemy the Shadowknave, who they convicted of 

murder in their old time, but escaped scott free in this one. When he 

discovers that they too are still alive, surely he'll come looking 

for them? Has Harvey become a Power at last, or has he been 

recaptured by alternative Godsmen? Either way there's an adventure 

there. And finally, does the Lady approve of their deception, or it 

she even unaware of that?

What I want to know is: when is Dave coming on holiday next? The 

strangest things always happen to my campaign whenever he's around...

Thanks for your patience (if you got this far). Gianni, *that's* why 

I like Chronomancy (and psionics, and using the Lady etc etc). The 

paradoxes brought about by time travel are, in my opinion, the 

*essence* of what I love most about Planescape: Possibilities!

Jon
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mh2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Thu, 16 May 1996 14:42:44 BST

Warring Characters: My Story 

Bear with me, it's another leaf from "Jon's Campaign Journal"

> I don't know if anyone else has had this kind of problem, but I

> have two specific player's that always seem to get into wars.  One

> frequently is a thief and one is frequently a 'dark' knight.

Conflict in the party? My games *thrive* on it. The players and their 

characters in my PS campaign spend as much time trying to outdo, 

surprise and learn the secrets of each other as they do their enemies.

Thing is, it never degenerates into violence between characters. (As 

I've said before, I'm lucky with my players being like that). While 

they're practically all members of opposing factions: Doomguard and 

Signer, Dustman and Sensate, with a not-so-secret Anarchist as well, 

they all stick together pretty well. I've seen unlikely alliances 

spring up between practically all of them, only to switch at later 

dates.

I'll allow evil characters if that's what the player would like to 

have. So far the group is a balance of goods, neutrals and evils. It 

seems to balance itself quite well.

I'm also fairly easy about alignment shifts. I never liked the loss 

of levels or experience points that the "rule" books suggest for 

alignment changes. For a start, there's no logical reason why a 

fighter who changes from lawful good to neutral good should suddenly 

find himself less good at fighting. 

While the player's the one to choose the inital alignment, they've 

got to prove to me that's what they're being. I'll happily shift 

their real alignments back and forth in secret...just so they're 

never really sure where they stand in the eyes of the Powers.

It's not so hard to send the players subtle messages as to 

whereabouts on the good/evil or law/chaos axes they are...dreams, odd 

looks from fiends, omens, the way they're treated by priests etc.

If your players' characters are misbehaving in the way you mention, 

I'd look carefully at their alignments. A bit of abrasive language 

between characters is fine, stealing off each other is a rather 

chaotic thing (but could be considered "good" if it's justifiable; 

say the fighter won't give the wizard a swig of his healing potion, 

and the thief swipes the vial to allow his friend the wizard another 

chance). Tyrrany of the mental type; threats, etc. is a very LE thing 

(the baatezu being masters of it) and out-and-out mindless violence 

is CE (like the tanar'ri).

Thing is, violence between party members might be fun for some games, 

but it'd be a nightmare for others. I've found it happens when 

players don't like each other, or when they're immature, or when 

they're very good roleplayers who reckon it'd add to the drama of a 

game. Quite a mix there.

Whatever the reason, I wouldn't appreciate it in one of my games. 

Some DMs think its okay and handle it their own ways (and respect is 

due to them) but I'm not one of them. I play to have fun, and to 

explore ideas. In-fighting ain't one of them, generally (though 

that's not to say I wouldn't use it in the context of an adventure; 

say a malicious possession or spell was used to cause strife).

What would I do if it happened? Off the top of my head I can think of 

several ways around it:

    1. Use conflict to your advantage. While the characters are 

fighting it out, their enemies sieze the moment to launch a deadly 

strike. If the players are caught up in their own petty hatreds, 

they'll be doubly worried when the baatezu (or maybe even aasimar) 

appear from nowhere and rain down their fury. That'll teach them to 

act as a team next time.

    2. Temptation: encourage the fighting. It might seem perverse, but 

you could even try and make the rivalry between characters worse, in 

the short term. Maybe a powerful yugoloth offers one of the more 

gullible and twisted PCs a chance at *real* revenge. If they fall for 

the peel, the feel free to do really horrible things to that player. 

After all, yugoloths only keep their word when it suits them. If a 

lessons got to be taught, make it a good one.

    3. If these fail, then talk to the player(s) involved. Tell them 

their behaviour is disrupting your game. Make no bones about 

it...after all, as a DM you put a lot of work into ensuring your 

games are fun. For a player to wreck it (not necessarily realising 

it) is pointless. If they protest their characters are "like that" 

then ask them to take new characters...and make sure their new ones 

aren't like that.

This is what happened in my campaign (and believe me berks, it ain't 

all sweetness and light there, either)...

There was this psionicist called Thaleia. She was a nasty piece of 

work from the start (she was originally N) but she became more and 

more unpleasant to the other characters. None of the players took it 

personally, but it *was* becoming a problem. I couldn't really 

justify *why* the others would let her stay in the party.

For instance, once she used psychokinetics to critically weaken the 

fighter's sword after he was rude to her. Later, in a fight for their 

lives in the Citadel of Flame (Eternal Boundary) it snapped. The 

fighter was nearly killed. Then she disintegrated the pages of the 

bard's spell book, because he accused her of breaking the sword, etc 

etc.

I decided temptation was the way to do it. She wanted to join the 

Fated, but to get into the Fated you have to depose an existing 

member. Thaleia went to one of the inns the Fated are known to hang 

out at, and met an ambitious factotum called Davus. She persuaded him 

to try and depose a factor and take his place, then she could become 

a factotum herself, AND she'd have a grateful friend even higher up. 

Thaleia seduced the innocent-seeming cutter, and the rest is history. 

She got into the faction, he became a factor.

The thing I didn't tell her was that Davus, far from being innocent, 

was an incubus. He told her this the next day, and then said he 

wanted her to be his wife. Together they'd rule his domain in the 

Abyss, for eternity.

Thaleia was not pleased at all.

In fact, she was so terrified of what the tanar'ri was going to do to 

her that she went back to the party, apologized profusely, replaced 

the items she'd destroyed, and begged the bard to learn the 

"Protection from Evil" spell. Like suckers, they took her back (plus 

her powerful enemy). In a dramatic change of heart, Thaleia joined 

the Harmonium and tried to be a model "good citizen".

I could tell her heart wasn't really in it...

Shortly afterwards the players got hired by some barmy wizard to go 

to Plague-Mort and recover a sprig of razorvine (that's the 

"Recruiters" adventure from WoW, for those still with me). Needless 

to say, Thaleia wasn't thrilled at the prospect of jumping into the 

jaws of the tanar'ri-infested burg, but she figured it'd be safer to 

go to Plague-Mort with the rest of the party than stay in Sigil on 

her own. So she went.

When the burg began to slide into the Abyss, Thaleia got very scared 

indeed. She was about to get Lost forever. Luckily for her, she was 

the one holding the sprig of razorvine the party'd got...and she knew 

it was the gate-key home. So she stole the sodding thing, and ran 

away from the others back to the portal...hoping to save herself and 

leave the rest of the party stranded.

Now that's not somthing your average "model citizen" should do.

In fact, Plague-Mort was already teetering on the edge of the Abyss, 

and Thaleia's selfish act pushed it that little bit further. She 

didn't realise that all the portals had shut down during the 

transition...but when she jumped through the portal back to Sigil, 

something more evil happened.

She was sucked right into the Abyss herself. Oops!

Lisa got a new character after that: a member of the Planes-

Militant. We all miss Thaleia, but it was a most satisfying way for 

her to go...and she will be back...that fact they can count on.

>:)

Jon
From: Ariella <s302728@student.uq.edu.au>

Ariella's First Penitential Article

*THE WAREHOUSE*

Deep in the Hive is the Warehouse, one of Sigil's more bizarre and 

enigmatic structures. No-one knows exactly what is is, who built it, or 

what its place in the scheme of things actually is.

>From the outside, the Warehouse appears to be a two-storey wooden 

building, looking very much like any other warehouse of similar design in 

the multiverse. Inside, though, it's a different story. The dimensions of 

the interior are completely different from those of the exterior, like a 

giant Bag of Holding or something. In fact, from the inside, the 

Warehouse seems to go on litereally _forever_. Perhaps this is because 

the interior occupies a different dimensional space from the exterior? 

Perhaps anyone and anything coming through the door is instantaneously 

shrunk to an infinitesmally tiny size and returned to normal dimensions 

on the way out? No-one can be sure. There is only one door which serves 

as the entrance and exit, and although the building looks like it is made 

of wood, it is quite impervious and impenetrable.

The inside of the Warehouse is piled with veritable _mountains_ of loose 

junk: buttons of every colour and description, buckles, small change - 

coinage from throughout the multiverse, scraps of paper containing 

everything from laundry lists to treasure maps in a thousand alphabets 

and ten thousand languages, keys of every shape and size, cutlery, odd 

bits of jewellery, mouldering foodstuffs... No item in the Warehouse 

exceeds about three inches in any linear dimension.

And it's as if this stuff us ever continuing to build up. Every time you 

turn around in there, the landscape of junk has changed. 

The most popular explanation for what all this stuff is and where it 

comes from is that the Warehouse is where all the lost odds-and-ends of 

the multiverse turn up. Where _is_ that other earring? I though I'd left 

my pen here last night... Has anyone seen my lute pick?

Because there are also a large number of spell components and portal keys 

to be found here amongst all the other flotsam, there are those who 

believe that this is where these items make their way as well, after the 

spell is cast or the portal activated. Of course, these berks probably 

have no clue as to what they're talking about.

If, for any reason a basher finds herself/himself in need of a particular 

little trinket, she/he can always try finding one in the Warehouse. 

There's about a 10% chance (non-cumulative) per hour of actually finding 

what you're looking for in here (modified by how rare this item may be, 

or how absolutely specific you want to be about what you want), but also 

at the same time, there is a _cumulative_ 5% chance per hour that a 

berk'll become completely and hopelessly lost. Indeed, the body of many 

an adventurer is to be found deep within a mountain of thimbles, odd bits 

of twine, blobs of sealking wax, and other such treasures.

Most people with any clue just leave this place well alone, and few and 

far between are those who have ever actually found anything immediately 

useful, let alone valuable, in there.


De profundis clamavi ad Te, Domine; Domine exaudi vocem meam.


Fiant aures Tuae intendente in oriationem servi Tui.

From: Ariella <s302728@student.uq.edu.au>

Ariella's Second Penitential Article

*THE ZEN GARDEN OF KANISHI*

Located near the Great Gymnasium of the Transcendant Order is a 

modest-sized Zen garden tended by an old man named Kanishi. No-one is 

quite sure of his exact age or place of origin: he seems to have been 

there as long as anyone can remember, and the first known written 

reference to him is a little over two hundred years old. 

Kanishi is a man of few words, and although his reputation as a sage and 

philosopher is such that beings from all over Sigil and beyond will come 

to ask advice of him, they seldom receive an answer. Typically, Kanishi 

will instead point out a section of the garden where he feels that the 

questioner will correctly intuit her/his own answer should she/he 

contemplate long enough. Not receiving an instant solution or answer, few 

remain to even undertake this contemplation, and fewer still complete it. 

Perhaps this saddens Kanishi, but if so, he never shows it.

The garden itself also atrracts members of the Transcendant Order, as 

well as some Sensates, whilst its meticulously maintained calm and 

ordered balance will send Xaosmen off screaming. Kanishi cares for the 

plants that fringe the garden and feeds the spectacular golden carp that 

inhabit its pools. He removes weeds from the small stream that runs 

through it (the source of which no-one has yet discovered) and keeps the 

stone lanterns lit in Sigil's gloom.

Kanishi himself is not a member of any faction, although he does seem to 

idnetify most closely with the Transcendant Order. Once, several 

generations ago, when asked by a frustrated Cipher Factol whether he 

thought that he had transcended the Transcendant Order, Kanishi simply 

smiled gently, seemingly pleased with the paradox.

Kanishi also sees to the patterns raked into the pebbles of the Zen 

garden. Sometimes the same pattern has stayed for many months; at other 

times, he changes it hour by hour. The rest of his day is spent in 

meditation, contemplation, and the practice of his chosen art, for 

Kanishi is a Kensai of very high level. [For the completely clueless, a 

Kensai is a master of a particular weapon or martial art- for more 

information consult _Oriental Adventures_ or DRAGON #189]. Unlike most 

Kensai, though, Kanishi's art is not a fighting style at all- it is 

Iaido, the art of sword drawing (not to be confused with Iaijutsu, the 

"lightning draw" practiced by the Samurai [_Oriental Adventures_ p.54]). 

The Iaido master attempts to master the _action_ of the draw, making this 

an art in itself. The poise, the balance, the fluidity of the motion, the 

focus and unity of body and mind- these are what Kanishi hopes to gain 

complete mastery of. He has absolutely no idea of how to use the sword as 

a weapon. he has a variety of swords in his collection, but his favourite 

and the one which he most frequently practices with is a katana of 

exquisite and incredible workmanship. It is said that this sword was 

presented to Kanishi by Amaterasu herself, forged in the rising sun, but 

no-one knows if this is really true, and Kanishi isn't saying.

Apart from his swords, robes, and rake, Kanishi owns nothing. He subsists 

on donations of food and drink from visitors and the Transcendant Order.

Another rumour that Kanishi will neither confirm nor deny is that when 

the pebbles of his garden are raked into particular, specific patterns, 

parts of the garden become portals to the realms of different Oriental 

gods.

Kanishi also seems to have developed certain latent psionic abilities, or 

so it is said. Probably equally likely is that the transcendance of mind 

and body which he has achieved allows him to focus his qi to the extent 

that he can perform feats more usually associated with psionicists. 

Nevertheless, many psionicists still come to seek him out.

Visitors are always welcome in Kanishi's garden, but those who go 

expecting easy or instant answers will inevitably be disappointed by the 

experience.


De profundis clamavi ad Te, Domine; Domine exaudi vocem meam.


Fiant aures Tuae intendente in oriationem servi Tui.
From: Ariella <s302728@student.uq.edu.au>

Ariella's Third and Final Penitential Article

*THE CALCULATING ENGINE OF RASHAD THE BRILLIANT*

Hajji Rashad the Brilliant, son of Hajji Umar, son of Hajji Umar, was 

once a resident of Qudra, in the land of Zakhara, on Toril, and was that 

city's greatest Digitalogist (Numerologist Wizard - the clueless should 

read _The Complete Sha'ir's Handbook). One day, his calculations opened a 

portal to Sigil, and here he has remained.

Impressed and awestruck as most clueless primes are when they first lay 

eyes on the City of Doors, Rashad wandered the streets for many days, 

neither sleeping nor eating- simply absorbing the sights and sounds of 

this strange new place. Of course, it wasn't long then before he decided 

to make Sigil his new home and centre for research; and it wasn't too 

long after that the he joined up with the Guvners.

Recognizing Rashad's unique talent, Factor Hashkar made the unprecedented 

move of promoting him directly from Aide to Bureau Chief (B3) rank (the 

first time in the Faction's 975 year history the Special Provision of the 

Charter of the Fraternity of Order 12372A-221 had actually been 

exercised!) and assigned him as head of a special bureau within the 

Research Bureau's Bureau for Portal Research (BPR).

He devoted the next five and a half years to overseeing the construction 

of an enormous "Calculating Engine", perhaps the largest and most complex 

device of its type outside Mechanus. It is housed in its own building in 

the Lady's Ward, not far from the Courthouse.

The Engine itself is an immense and incredible collection of cogs and 

gears driven by a steam line that runs under street level to the Foundry. 

Input of figures is via a set of levers which engage and disengage 

various sets of gears from the mechanism, and results are read from a 

whole bank of dial faces.

Rashad is currently using the machine to analyze the contents of the Guvner's

famed Shifter's Logs, and receives daily updates from the Faction's Aides to

add to the nearly 1000 years' worth of records he is working through.

Most bloods would feel a little uncomfortable doing this kind of work- 

everyone knows what happens to those who get too close to the truth 

about Sigil's portals, and the Calculating Engine _is_ under constant 

Dabus scrutiny, yet Rashad isn't worried. You see, he isn't trying to 

unravel the dark of the pattern of the portals, nor trying to predict 

their movements. Rather, he is examining the portals not as a phenomenon 

in themelves, but rather as a clue to understanding another phenomenon- 

the sublime subtle order the underpins the Multiverse; much like what the 

Mathematicians are attempting to achieve on Mechanus. Indeed, Rashad has 

been approached several times to join the Mathematicians, but has 

declined each time, believing too strongly in his own line of research, 

and not at all sure if the Mathematicians are barking up the wrong tree 

or not. 

The Modrons are extremely interested in Sigil's Calculating Engine, and 

have been involved with the project from the start, even assigning several 

gear spirits to the machine, and it is not uncommon to see Quadrones 

arriving from Regulus to see Rashad with some new data that it is felt he 

might be able to use.

Rashad himself has been granted permanent complete and free access to the 

Orrery in the Modron Cathedral, but, like other visitors, is still always 

accompanied by Pentadrone guards.

Recently, Rashad has begun a series of calculations to design his own 

simplified and miniature version of the great Orrery as an annex to the 

Calculating Engine, as a further aid to his research, but contruction is 

unlikely to being for another year or two yet.

Rashad almost never has time to talk to strangers, yet those familiar 

with Zakharan customs probably stand a better chance than most. Neither 

is he interested in making or sharing predictions or information about 

portals. His Bureau, however, will pay for information on portals not 

already contained in the Shifter's Logs, and will occasionally employ 

adventurers as scouts to go through newly discovered portals, or portals 

suspected to have shifted at the other end, and will employ Guvners as 

special couriers, envoys, or observers to various parts of Mechanus.

Rashad will occasionally take the time to work on other mathematical 

problems or numerological enquiries presented to him if the problem or 

puzzle captures his imagination and interest. He also will occasionally 

sell time on the Calculating Engine to anyone who has need of such great 

computational power (Sigil's Tax Office, for example).


De profundis clamavi ad Te, Domine; Domine exaudi vocem meam.


Fiant aures Tuae intendente in oriationem servi Tui.

From: "GURLEY CORY S." <h993728@yamata.icu.ac.jp>

Two for the price of One


Here is a short description of a NPC I will be using in my 

campaign.  Anyone with Mercykiller or Anarchist plots or character afloat 

in their campaign might be interested...

Terisa (Pl/female tf/7 Cleric/Mk/LN) - 


A cleric worshipping a power of justice, Terisa is a respected 

factotum among the Mercykillers.  She shows a determination and 

relentlessness much appreciated within the faction's ranks.  Her duties 

include administering to the spiritual needs of prisoners, but her 

priniciple occupation is investigation of crimes and escaped criminals.  

Her spells and skills focus on the detection, tracking, and apprehension 

of those who have defied the law.  She is often paired up with a strong 

fighter on specified investigative operations.  Her personality is 

relatively quiet but firm.


Terisa is a pretty young tiefling, rather small of build, with 

wavy red hair, ears which are long, pointed, and slightly drooping, 

cloven hooves instead of feet, and dark red eyes which are sensitive to 

light.  She usually wears a long, ankle length evergreen colored dress 

and a matching halfcloak of the same color, fastened with a large bronze 

brooch featuring the Mercykiller faction symbol.  Her wavy locks are 

clipped back with a brass clip and she almost always wears a pair of 

large, dark, round rimmed spectacles to shield her eyes from the light.


Terisa's record of service has only one rather discouraging 

blemish on it, but her masterful performance otherwise has been enough to 

turn her superior's eyes elsewhere.  She occasionally 'disappears' for 

short periods of time.  Usually, she is gone for a few days.  Sometime 

more than a week.  When she returns, she acts as though nothing at all 

had happened.  She has been casually questioned about these things, but 

always passes it off as though she doesn't remember, or simply makes 

simple, unconcerned excuses.  She has proven herself trustworthy enough 

that no one really suspects her of anything, so no one investigates the 

matter any further.

Risa (Pl/female tf/4 Thief/RL/CN) - 


Risa is a member of the Revolutionary League, a member of 

Nanice's cell, which is based in the Harim (see Factol's Manifesto,under 

Rev. League).  However, her Anarchist duties are taken casually...she 

serves primarily as an information gatherer, *when* she runs across 

something good.  Otherwise, she is a dancer at the Harim, and a very 

skillful one.  She masquerades as a Cipher.  Most of her time is spent in 

or around the Harim.  She has a rambunctious, cheerful, animated 

personality, and is a favorite of the guests at the Harim, but

Cassandra, the owner of the Harim, has learned that Risa isn't completely 

reliable.  Sometimes she doesn't show up for engagements for a few days 

at a time.  Being a Cipher, though, Cassandra simply works with the 

problem.  


Risa is a rather pretty young tiefling with long, pointed ears, 

wavy red hair, cloven hooves, and dark red eyes that are sensitive to 

light.  She often has a wincing look on her face, since brightness hurts 

her eyes.  She is very graceful, slender, and somewhat small of build.  

She tends to wear lightweight, loose, flowing clothing, and wears a lot 

of jewelry.  

Hmmmm...gee, they kinda look similar, don't they?

The Dark of things is this:  (Te)Risa has a split personality.  And 

neither of her personalities knows about the other.  Coupled with the 

fact that she belongs to two factions which are deadly enemies...and you 

get a bomb waiting to explode.  In my campaign, my Mercykiller PC is 

Terisa's investigative partner, while my Cipher PC is Risa's friend and 

dancing partner (my campaign has yet to begin...once I get back from 

Japan!!).  When, through the course of the plot, I bring the PC's 

together, I can't wait to see what will happen!

-- Anyway, Just thought someone might be interested.  She could make for 

an interesting plot twist among Mercykiller, Cipher, or Anarchist characters.

-- Corymephit
From: "GURLEY CORY S." <h993728@yamata.icu.ac.jp>

The Tenth Pit

Note: The Tenth Pit is originally from In The Cage, pg. 59.  It is 

located in the Lower Ward.

DESCRIPTION:  The Tenth Pit is a dark tavern that caters to tieflings, 

succubi, and other fiends.  It is a rough establishment; the patrons 

appreciate pain and suffering, so it can be very dangerous to visit the 

place.


The Pit is located in a low building jammed between and behind a 

craftsman's shops in the Lower Ward.  The craftsmen are mostly 

metalworkers with some lower planar background.  The Pit's walls are low, 

with a high, sharply peaked roof.  The wood from which is was constructed 

is dark, and is stained an ugly umber brown colors from years of Lower 

Ward soot and smog.  The building had no windows, but its tall, thick 

iron chimney constantly belches forth thick, black smoke.


The entrance to the Pit is at the bottom of a short flight of 

dark granite steps, in the cellar-like stone foundations.  Carved into 

the stone walls on either side of the steps, corroded, fiendish statues 

leer, grin, or menace those passing between them.  Carved into the stone 

of the foundations, just above the thick iron-bound door, is a fiendish 

skull with metal teeth.  Over the skull is carved the name of the place: 

"The Tenth Pit," the engraved lettering painted in with a rusty brownish 

color that might be blood.


Upon entering the Pit, the first thing one notices is the huge, 

blazing, fire pit in its center, above which hangs the gaping opening of 

the iron chimney with its tooled, grotesque decorations.  From the door, a 

short set of soot covered stone stairs descends to the main, stone floor, 

while to the right and left, heavy wooden staircases lead up to lofts 

made of massive, blackened timbers.  The peaked roof arches high above, 

lost in the dimness of the place (the fire pit provides the only 

illumination).  What smoke doesn't escape through the chimney lingers 

throughout the place, giving it an uncomfortably smokey atmosphere.  

Though the main room is quite large, its heat and dimness, coupled with 

its clientele, make it seem oppressive.


Across the fire from the entrance is a long, wide bar of black 

volcanic rock imported from Gehenna.  Behind it, among shelves, kegs, and 

other containers holding a vairety of fiendish thirst-quenchers works 

Cregid (F/male Barghest/Fa/NE), the barghest barkeep and owner of the 

Tenth Pit.  He is aided by a dour steam mephit named Thalrathist 

(Billet-master of the Tenth Pit, Terror of Steam, Lord of the Boiling 

Wastes, etc.), who mostly just delivers drinks, takes orders, and cleans.

Among the bottles and drums behinds the bar hang a few wicked looking 

swords and daggers, which cregid might make use of if it suits his fancy.


Scattered across the main floor and under and upon the lofts are 

broad, thick, rectangular tables with heavy benches (all the furniture 

has a minor enchantment on it to keep it from burning).  Fiends and 

tieflings, even a few other races, sit and drink and amuse themselves at 

the tables; though it is not a rule, Tanar'ri and Baatezu customers 

always choose to sit on the left and right lofts, respectively, thereby 

staying out of each other's way and avoiding mishap by segregation.  

Because of this, the lofts have gotten the names Zapan's Deck (the pit 

fiend is said to have visited the place once - but only a leatherhead would 

believe it), and Pazrael's Perch.


It doesn't take a sharp cutter to notice the large iron nails, 

hooks, manacles, and similar accoutrements haphazardly hung or attached 

to beams and pillars in the place.  Anyone sticking around long enough 

(which isn't long at all), will see what they're used for - the fiends 

here like pain and suffering and nothing amuses them more than inflicting 

it on others.  Usually, this includes non-fiends who happens to come to 

the tavern, but they won't hesitate to string up a lesser fiend or 

tiefling.  Fortunately, regulars who have shown their merit are left out 

of such games.  Victims are rarely killed, but few get out without a 

lasting scar or two.  It is for the sake of this sort of play that 

patrons welcome mortal races the the tavern.


By far the most common customers at the Pit are tieflings, 

abishai, imps, quasits, the occasional cornugon, alu-fiends, cambions, 

yagnoloth, barghest, and a few mephits, though more ppowerful fiends make 

regular appearances as well.

IMPORTANT PERSONS:

CREGID (F/male barghest/Fa/NE):  Cregid is a grumpy, hateful barghest who 

follows the Taker's creedo.  He can almost always be found behind the 

bar.  He has few words for anyone, but serves up drinks promptly and with 

a toothy frown.  Whe he does speak, it is usually to growl angrily at 

Thalrathist, his arroagant steam mephit assistant, or to tell someone 

what he thinks of them, which is never anything good.  Fitting the rules 

of three, however, one other thing gets him talking.  He'll talk all you 

want him to about his home plane.  He'll talk about Gehenne like it is 

the hell it is, but there is a lot of affection in his voice.  Since he 

loves talking about the place, it is easy to get a lot of free but 

potentially very valuable information on Gehenna from him.

SERVICES:  A berk can get ale, mead, spirits, and of course brimstone and 

other fiendish brews.  Otherwise, except pain, not much is offered.  It 

would be foolish to try and peel most of the patrons, or Cregid (though 

some berks have tried - ands were quickly written into the dead-book).  

About the only other thing the place is good for is meetings with lower 

planar beings.  The perceptive basher might even pick up some important 

lower planar chant if he hangs around long enough.

THE CHANT:  The current chant at the Pit is this:  the place has become a 

fad among some of the Sensates.  It seems some of them have decided that 

pain and suffering is a necessary part of their realm of their 

experiences, and come to the Pit for just that.  Some say the Doomguard 

drew the Sensates there with a few drinks and thereby started ther fad, 

and the Sinkers aren't denying it.  The fiends are happy to 

oblige the pain-seekers, but still haven't quite come to terms with WHY the 

victims are asking to suffer.  Even Cregid is a bit confused about the 

whole thing.  About the time one of the Sensates dies, maybe faction bashers 

will change their minds.  Then again, maybe not.

-- Corymephit

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Adventure Ideas


A Study In Gray...


A group of Mathatician from Mechanus have begun a project


unlike any which have gone before.  Their goal is to prove


the existance of the Least Common Denominator, the moral factor


which is common to all moralities.  If they find such a proof,


they have theorized that all moralities would shift towards 


grey.  A common ground could be found, encouraging discourse,


and promoting the development of Unified Morality.


They need not find this LCD, for its very existance would


shake the very rock on which so many fundamentalists base


their faith.

Recently, the Mathematicians have heard of a ancient sect located in

the Outlands, and supposedly the Hinterlands.  Although these reports

are merely rumors, this sect is beleived to be the "PROOF of the LCD"

finding them would be to find the proof...

(you see on the planes abstract concepts ARE physical reality)

New Sect / Faction:


The Unificationists-



"e pluribus unum" | "from many one"

The unificationists believe that the entire multiverse is a process,

who's sole purpose is to become god.  In the begining, the multiverse

was a single thing, imperfect through ignorance.  At some point

outside of time, this ignorance promoted its division into many parts.

Godhead was corrupted and shattered into millions of pieces.

>From these shards of consciousness came the powers, for originally

all men were gods.  However, as the Shattering took hold, godhead

was corrupted by the flesh, and all of the moralities of the multiverse

were unleashed.


It is hence the goal of all to reform the perfect whole, 


this time without the inexperience, and ignorance which


plagued it so long ago.

Special Bonuses:


Unificationists can find common ground with all other sects and


factions.  Even the Blood War is very important to the Reformation.


As such they automatically recieve a favorable reaction from


anyone, even fiends.

Special Hinderances:


Unificationists may not obstruct any activities which promote


the resoultion of problems.  And may not preform any act


which encourages diversity.

Description:


Unificationists all wear a single shade of gray, and speak


slowly in a single tone.  All Unificationists look exactly 


the same, sound exactly the same, and smell exactly the same.


they are forbidden from having names, and will not use them.


They all cover their eyes with dark glasses, and paint their 


lips a dull black.

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Some Scenes

I've halfway returned to the Planescape list, thanks to Al and Jen,

and a number of other people who have wrote me.  I'm only on digest

mode, and I pobably won't ever read that.  However, I've decided to

still send atleast weekly sets of adventure ideas, fiction, and even

the occaional sampling of game mechanics  the following is some sceens

touse to either capture the mood of Sigil, or flesh out and create

adventures around:

David J. Goehrig

Written:7/9/96

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

    A Handful of Planescapey Sceens:

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Reckless Dead:


The Dead were never much for musical pursuits,

and genreally lacked any artistic merit.  It was a

rare occasion indeed when one of the Lost displayed

any tallent at all.  In one case, however, there was

a lad who could wrench beauty from misery, and turn

tears into art.


With scaple in hand, he would play upon the

nerves of his captive audience, in deafening creshendos

which would split a men's ears, he reveled in his

artistry.  In his soft lulabies, which shook babies

into dreamless sleep, he eat the stuff of melancholy.

He could harmonize every last breath, and alter the

faces in any audience into a toothless frozen grin.

Life Encompassed:


The Fathernity of the Semi-divine Circle,

ordered a chair of cold iron from a blacksmith, to

sit at the head of the Table of Right Action.

With hammer in hand, and anvil at the ready, he poured

his blood sweat and tears into that metal, forging it

into his vision of life.  Upon the chair's back he

wrought the shape of the tools of his trade, and upon

it's seat he carved the face of the madness that drove

him.  For seventeen long years he toiled, giving his

family, his health, and eventually his heart to the

monstrosity he had created.


Upon the head of the chair was etched a single

symbol, a mathematical tool for drawing circles, a compass.

He had steped outside of the circle to create beauty which

eluded him, for beauty is a life lived properly, a life 

encompased.

Terence's Moll:


A playwright of little repute, stood on a balcony

overlook in a smoggy Sigilian street, searching for the 

words by which he eeked a living.  In the alley, he spotted

a cat, who's soft brown hair had been tangled in a fray.

She licked her wounds, and shuttered from the cold felt

by those in the grips of loneliness.


In a random act of kindness, Terence took the cat

in to his squalid room, and combed and caressed its mangy

hide until it gleamed in the cancerous yellow light.

With the dripping of a water clock, his consciousness slipped

aside, as he dream of a woman never present in his reality.


Upon waking he found himself unrobed and tangled in

his blankets.  Bleary eyed, and disoriented he unwound his

body and clamber over to the terrace.  Sitting there in the

morning's light was a note of gratitude, and signed with

a single paw print.  "With love, your Moll."

Iron Sides:


In a world where things fall apart, resistance is an

artform.  In a world without a tune, there are some who seek

to create Harmony.  Changing not in thought nor deed, an old

Hardhead watched the streets of the city from his bedroom

window. The city never changed, only the faces, and sometimes

not even them. Reputation had made him a prisoner, and headstrong

ways made him a victim, yet he would never change.


Through the fire of battle he hardened his defenses,

through the blows of many his skin was forged into

an impenetrable shell.  In his youth, he fought with a metered

gate, that slowed regularly with age.  However, the numbing grasp

of violence had robbed him of his sense of touch.   Thick skined,

and unwavering, he stood a target for anyone with something to prove.

Old Iron Sides could move no more, his skin was too thick to bend.

And so he stood looking out his window, a statue of a man.

Conviction:


Without a moral center, the clueless drifted through the

planes.  Unable to think for himself, bred on the convictions of

others, his life wasn't worth the trouble.  Sailing on a steady

course for nowhere, his ship sprung a leak and sank to the bottom,

of a Sigilian sea, of men and fiends.  Among the merchant grottos,

he learned to swim with a new school of thought.  Relaxing his

his grasp on the rocks of dogma, and decided to go with the flow.


A one-time clueless, rode the waves of troubled times,


looking for other ship-wrecked berks who lack conviction,


unlike him.
Date: Fri, 12 Jul 1996 14:01:08 -0400 (EDT)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Jimmy Stitches

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

A Sample Guvner

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-


When you firmly believe that laws govern all actions, that every


instance of existance is all controled by a set of master rules,


freewill becomes an illusion at best.


There are laws that govern the motion of a body falling through


the Astral.  There are even laws that govern how a blood can get


from one side of Limbo to the other.  Even the notion of Chaos


restrains appearant chance, to a set of rules who's scope is


beyond the grasp of any intellect.


It then also seems logical that one knew the circumstances


surrounding enough events one could predict to a level of


accuracy the outcomes of these actions.  However, if one knew


the cicumstances surrounding EVERYTHING, (perhaps this person


is the LAdy herself?)  Then they would know exactly how any


event would come to pass with perfect accuracy.


The entire notion of freewill is an illusion, your choices are


merely the result of circumstances set in motion long before


your existence was even preordained.  We are all merely 


puppets on the strings of cosmic laws.

Or so believes one, Jimmy Stitches, Guvner philosopher extraordinaire,

and some would say resident barmy of the Cage.


Stitches is a tall gangly man, with long white tangly hair.


Is dark brown eyelids hide beneath his heavy set eyebrows,


which complement his Cyrano de Bergeraic nose.  His lips


are black and dead in color, stitched together with brown


leather straps,as his eyelids are stitched to his cheeks.

To his arms and legs and head are heavy strings which reach up

7 feet above his head afixed to a heavy wooden cross, which dangles

in mid air, as if daring gravity to invoke its laws and pull it down.


rumor has is, his lips were sealed by the Lady herself because


he understood the truth behind her power.


Others believe his just went mad, and mutilated himself, because


he could not stand the sight or taste of a world he could not


change.


Still others believe he is Aoskar, a public spectacle


designed by the Lady to torment him for eternity.

Regardless of the truth, he has not starved for lack of a mouth,

and never bumps into anything.  He is known to dance along the roof

tops, and weave crowns of razor vine without ever hurting himself

in any way.  He plays upon the world like an actor on a stage,

blind and dumb, but certainly not deaf.


Maybe the answer is just to listen?  One thing is certain,


Jimmy ain't telling..


Date: Fri, 12 Jul 1996 14:15:22 -0400 (EDT)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

The Joan Osborne School of Divine Thought



The Joan Osborne School of Divine Thought

Traditionally, In the ADND game, gods, powers, ULTRA MUNCHKINS, what have you, have always been incrediably powerful, terribly sterotypical, and

well, uninventive.

In some popular works, such as the writings of Douglas Adams, we are

presented with an idea that may work wonders with Planescape.  The notion

of normal people as gods.  Douglas Adams had a Rain God, who didn't know

he was a god, and drove tractor trailors for a living.  Joan Osborne

sings about the possiblity of God being a slob, a lazy couch potatoe

(Dan Quale Standard English Spelling), just like the rest of us.


What if the gods in planescape are nothing more than


Terry Jones's little kids in "Eric the Viking"?

Instead of great divine entities that exist on some cosmic level outside

of our understanding, what if these gods are for the most part ordinary?

As in the case of Lankhmar's gods, (which btw exist because people believe

that they do, and not the other way around), they are limited to their

own ears and eyes for gathering information about the world?


Also, what if the vast majority of gods in planescape do not have


realms, and don't realize they are gods?

I think this view may actually have more STORY POTENTIAL than the current

system, (whatever that is), and the notion that powers themselves are

something wholly other.


Anyways.. I think the Lady of Pain should be the icon for the


wholly other, that which is beyond comprehendsion, knowing,


and even description..

Ofcourse this means that priests really don't get their spells form

gods neccessarily :)

Date: Sat, 13 Jul 1996 08:19:17 -0400 (EDT)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Lazarus Iscariot

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Lazarus Iscariot,
The deva who flew to close to the sun..

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-


Not all of the devas that I have met, with their angelic

wings, and lofty egos have been as captivating as Lazarus Iscariot.

The tale of his life, is a tale worth repeating, which is a good thing,

as are all things dealing with devas, for his life is condemned to do so.


Lazarus Iscariot, was not always his name.  He began his mortal

life as a simple joiner, who's works were mediocre at best.  He married

raised a healthy family, and dies of old age.  Nothing he did in life,

ever set him apart, he was ordinary in every aspect.  In fact, it was

for this very reason he became a proxy.  His mortal life served as a

perfect examply of how an ordinary man should live his life.  He was

the embodiment of mundanity.


In his new form however, he lost that one aspect that was himself,

he was nolonger part of his everyday world.  He was a deva, (or so we are

lead to believe).  Amazed by his new found abilities, he touched upon

a childhood dream, to do something great, to be bigger than life.

He began by rounding up a group of vetran warriors who had proved their

metal in battle, and headed down into the Abyss, returning alone with the

head of a Fiendish Lord.  However, how many devas had achomplished such

an act?  How many fiends have been slayed for the sake of goodness?

Still, the embodiment of the ordinary man was still, well ordinary.

Needless to say, his attempts went on for years, each time it was impossible

for him to do anything that was not part of his mortal nature.


One day while staring up into the crystal blue sky, he spotted 

something that caught his eye, something so ordinary we take it for granted,

he saw the sun.  It was then they he knew what he wanted to do.  He

would fly over the sun, tie a lasso around it and pull it from the sky,

so that in its absence people may notice some of the ordinary things

they take for granted.

With all the strength which he could muster, an average amount as devas

go, he shot straight up towards the burning hot thing in the sky, with

the clestial lasso trailing behind him.  As he neared his scorching surface

his wings began to melt, and in the seconds that followed, he fell like a

shooting star down to earth impacting in the ground.

Mortally wounded he died a second time, only to rise again in four days.

Upon his rebirth, he carries out the same deeds, doing every ordinary

thing he could think of, in an attempt to do something unique.  Only

to crash and burn in 76 years time, dragging countless souls to senseless

deaths in the name of Goodness and of Glory.

Date: Sun, 14 Jul 1996 09:59:51 -0400 (EDT)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Anton's Plight...

On Sun, 14 Jul 1996, Ragboy wrote:

> (Thanks to Jon, randir and others for their take on psionicists on the 


Ummm, uhhh, duh.. I don't think I posted anything.. well, I don't


want Ragboy to be a liar so here is what I really wanted to say:

(from the lost letters of randir)

"Psionics, In Duh Planes....


The greatest danger with the use of anything in a game is usinging

it only for the players.  In general, anything the players can do their

opponenets should be able to do better.  The following are a few ways

of dealing with psionics:

Psionics by their nature come from within.  As such they have as much to do

with personal beliefs as the faction abilities.  Psionics on the planes that

affect the reality surrounding the foci of the power work normally but

will be colored by both the psionicst's mood, and attitude, often in part

this will reflect his local.  (this is a side effect of mental imagery

and the grandure of the planes)  In this case they would work normally.

Optionally, they could be taken as non-weapon proficiencies, 2 slots for

a devotion, 3 slots for a science.

Another possibility is that psionics are not as prevalent in the planes

for the simple reason that they are dangerous.  Psionicsts work by

throwing around highly powerful imagery, force of will, and stoic

conviction. In the planes were abstract concepts take on physical form,

so do psionics.  A mental attack who's mental construct is a dragon, 

can actually produce a "spirit dragon" within the physical reality,

which automatically gains free will.  Animated tables would take on

a life of their own outside of the psionicist's control.  Even flinging

rocks with ballistic attack can result in free willed psionic energy.

Hence each psionic event creates a new element in the physical reality,

which preforms its duty if it fails a saving throw vs spells, and then

gains free will, and exists without the psionicist's control.  If it

succeeds in its save it starts off as a freewilled entity, and will

either attack its creator, flee, or in the case of intelligent psi-haunts

barter with its creator for its services..


New Monster:


Psi-Haunt - 
AC: 6 or 3 (devotion /science)




HD: IC / 4 (round up)




HP: IC




Attacks: depends




Damage: if applicable 1d4 per HD




Special Attacks: depends




Special Defenses: immune to psionics




Intelligence: animal (or greater)

Psi-Haunts are similar to spell haunts, they are the "free willed" remains

of psionic activity.  They act according to what sort of imagry created

them.  A Psi-Haunt wizard will act intelligently and often stereotypically.

An animated table will however be no more intelligent than a dog.

Clarisciesence (sp)  will generally produce something along the lines

of a floating eye that sees all.  While the disintegrate ability will

create a black ball of negative energy. 

[note IC stands for initial cost]

This last option is my personal favorite.  Psionicists are rare on the

planes because they are actually potentially self destructive.  How many

times will you use desintegrate when you have say a 30% chance that

it will backfire and blast you into oblivion?

In short, it makes psionics highly exciting, limited in usefulness and

explains why you don't see Tanar'ri tossing around balls of projected

force..

From: kil@srv.net (Appelhans)

A Story of the Undercity

Here's a short story I wrote based on a one-on-one adventure I ran with a

friend.  The setting and tale are inspired but the Undercity idea in the

PSNHB.  See it does have uses.  Please excuse any spelling mistakes, I

didn't check it really carefully.  Comments welcome, enjoy...

                                                                         * *

* * *

Khagrad threw a quick look over his shoulder before slipping between the

burgandy drapes of the Chatty Dabus Inn's single back door.  An elaborate

string of symbols whirred through the air before him, silently  ordering him

to follow.  

As the drapes swished over his shoulder he turned to examine the darkened

room he was in.  Before he could abosrb a single detail a delicate but

strong hand grasp his shoulder and pulled him toward a darkened staircase.

Bewildered and disoriented he stumbled down the stairs after the quickly

retreating figure of the dabus.  

For several minutes he continued down the stairs, the dabus descending

smoothly before him, robes swirling over the earthen steps below it.

Suddenlly the darkness ended, replaced by flickering green light.  Glancing

quickly around Khagrad saw he was at the entrance of a huge, stone-pillared

hallway.  The dabus turned to regard the awed traveller, wh, pulling his

eyes from the cavernous walls which stretched into the infintie blackness

above,  stared at the dabus.  The green light cast an eerie glow on the face

of the Lady's servant, and the shadows of his gaunt visage seemed more

prominent.  Khagrad blinked and put a shaky hand to his head as the room

swirled around him.  He felt himself falling tumbling backwards into an

endless oblivion, but once again came the firm hand of his silent companion,

slipping behind his back and laying him gently at the base of the stairway.

When Khagrad could stand again, the Dabus moved quickly down the cavernous

tunnel.  Forcing himself to look only ahead, the tiefling followed.  They

walked for several minutes, and the end to the carvern seemed nowhere in

sight.  Kagrad was preparing to let out a long shaky sigh, when the end of

the cavern jumped out of the darkness ahead of him.  Running forward, he

chased the dabus as it slipped into a small tunnel at the base of the

tunnel's end.  Shoulders bent, the tiefling followed the crouched dabus down

the tunnel.  As he slunked through the tunnel, a distant noise penetrated

his thoughts.  Concentrating, he made out a crashing, roaring sound,

somewhere ahead.  The first small fingers of panic grasp him, breath coming

in heavy pants.  The noise crescendoed, getting louder and louder as the

nervous tiefling moved farther down the tunnel.  Finally, when the noise had

reached a deafening roar, he emerged behind the dabus in a small earthen

room lit once again by the flickering yellow-green light.

Here the noise was unbearable, a loud crashing roar that shook the body and

muddled the mind.  Feeling sick again, Khagrad stepped hurridly back and

placed a hand against the cold, wet wall.  Wet? He stepped away, peering

down at his hand.  Beneath the flickering green light he could see mud

covering his palm.  Spinning, he saw the dabus, pulling mightly on a huge

wooden crank.  Recalling what was left of his already twisted tiefling

morals, he ran across the room to help the straining creature.

But he never made it there.  As he took his first step, a black hole leaped

into his sight.  Taking a few more cautious, but perspective-enhancing steps

Khagrad saw a huge black pit, nearly 15 feet wide, with a narrow platform

extending a few feet towards its center.  The green glow of the room

penetrated no more than a few feet before it was swallowed up by the vast

and suffocating darkness of the black pit.

Enthralled, the tiefling took another step forward, but the noise was so

unbearble that he whimpered, grabbbing his ears and staggering back.  

"What is it?" he yelled, waving at the dabus and pointing towards the

monstrous hole.  The dabus cocked his head but did not answer, then turned

and continued his labored turning of the crank.

::he can't  hear me:: realized the tiefling, slapping his forehead in

disgust.  With hands still clutched over his pointed ears, Khagrad moved

carefully around the hole and towards the platform the dabus was on.  Just

as he reached the base of the dirt dias, a loud rumbling that could barely

be heard over the roaring noise from the shaft, prompted him to slowly

remove his hands from their clenched postiton over his aching ears.

Glancing at the Dabus, he followed the creature's gaze upward.  Denscending

from similar but smaller shaft in the ceiling came a large wooden ball,

roughly four feet in diameter.  As it noisely descended towards the pit,

Khagrad could see it was hanging from a thick iron chain, with a hook on the

end.

The sphere descended until it rested in the middle of the gaping floor

shaft, one side resting comfortablty against the small railed platform the

extended over the hole.  A tightness clenched Khagrad's throat, and turned

slowly, eyes wide as dinner plates, to look incredulously at the Dabus.  He

pointed at the sphere, then himself and shook his head vigorously.  The

Dabus cocked it's own goat-horned cranium and motioned towards the sphere.  

Attempting to put all thoughts of peril out of his mind, the teifling moved

across the room and shakily approached the platfrom.  Tightly gripping one

of the delicate guard rails he put a tentative boot forward onto the

platform.  Slowly, he shifted his weight to his front foot, and gasped a

shaky sigh as the platform held quite steadily.  Gaining a mite of

confidence, and keeping his eyes focused on the wooden sphere, he continued

across the platform.  The roaring of the hole was painfull, but forced him

to concentrate even harder.  

He reached the wooden sphere, and paused to examine the odd vehicle.  It was

constructed entirely of a single type of wood, something Khagrad had never

encountered before.  A strong exoskeleton of metal bars, faceted to the

laquered wood with small brass bolts gave the device a futuristic look.

Reaching down, Khagrad twisted the knob of the small metal door that faced

the end of the platform.  It opened smoothly, revealing a pitch black

interior.  A wave of cool crisp air whooshed out and past the sweat-drenched

face of the kneeling tiefling.  

Khagrad gave a resigned shrug and stuck a booted foot into the sphere.  It

sank down into a soft bed of something, and Khagrad bent his body and

twisted akwardly into the device.  As his head ducked under the narrow door

frame the sphere swung outward over the hole and away from the platform.  As

a nauseating feeling clutched his stomach, Khagrad scrambled into the sphere

as it swung slowly back to bang softly agaisnt the platform. 

Regaining his senses, Khagrad found himself packed into a heavily padded

interior of the sphere.  Twisting awkwardly around, and prompting the sphere

to rock sickeningly again, he managed to get his head facing the little

door.   Only now did he notice the small magical port window that was

situuated in the center of the steel plated door.  With his body twisted

inside the sphere he looked out at the flickering green room, and smiled

nervously at the dabus, only to notice the creature had already turned its

back and was once again twisting the stubborn crank.

 Khagrad shrugged and pulled his shoulders and head back into sphere, the

latter banging painfully against the rim of the door.  Clutching his head

and swearing, Khagrad sunk back into the padded interior, pulling the door

shut as he did so.

The silence startled him.  Suddenly he could hear his labored breathing, and

his ears rang in relief.  Holding his breath for a moment, he marveled at

the absolute silence within the sphere.  He had amlost released a relaxed

state when the sphere began a smooth descent.  He curled up tightly in the

little spare space he had inside the sphere and waited, he thoughts

careening around in his head, and causing only a jumbled confusion.

As the silence dragged on, Khagrad realized he had no idea what he'd gotten

himself into.  All he knew is he found a tip about the fabled City of the

Dabus, and followed it, and here he was, stuck in some

claustriphobia-invoking little wooden sphere, descending. he assumed, into

some mystical city.  But why all the padding, and the clearly thick frame of

the wooden pod.

Moments later, his question where answered when he felt a thump on the base

of the pod, and twisted hurriedly around to peer out the window.  Nothing

but blackness.  Sighing, the teifling layed back and tried to relax.

This of course became completly futile when he felt the chain above him

release and his pod suddenly swept forward.  Jumping away and slamming his

back against the padded wall of the sphere, the tiefling gasp as the sphere

spun and dipped and - CRASH!!!

He was thrown across the tight confines of his wooden sphere and landed with

his back to the door.  Twisting around he peered out the tiny window and

tried to make something out.  Then a flicker of blue made him gasp.  He was

underwater!  Peering upward he could barely make out the walls of a tunnel.

An underground river!  Shaking his head he sank into the soft padding and

tried to collect his thoughts.  Somehow, his little pod had been dropped

into this racing underwater river.  Like a tunnel, but full of crashing

whirling water.  That would explaing the roaring, he thought.  If it was

creating that amount of noise, think of how fast it must be moving.  He

shuddered, curling his legs up into his chest and wrapping his arms around

them. Bobbing and spining, the little pod raced through the water filled

tunnels that twisted their way through the ring of Sigil.  The ride was

uncomfortable, as the little pod spun and crashed against the walls of the

river, the tiefling's thoughts wandered to the legendary City of the Dabus.

The trip continued for many minutes, but the air still seemed cool and

fresh.  Just as Khagrad's awkwardly twisted muscles began to cramp, the pace

slowed and the ride softened.  Awaking from the turmoil of his thoughts,

Khagrad peered out the window to see that the water had lightened almost

imperceptibly.  A light green hue could be seen if he peered upward out the

port window.  Then, the pod began to rise upward.  Khagrad spun around so

that he could peer comfortably out the window.  As he watched, the water

outside his pod grew lighter and lighter, and greener and greener.  His ears

popped uncomfortably and he concluded he was rising towards the surface.

His conclusion was confirmed moments later when green light flooded through

the window.  As the last beads of water rolled of the port window he could

make out the shapes of tall dark buildings, sillouetted by the erie green

light that his new surroundings.  He rocked the sphere into spinning slowly,

and  as his window of view moved by he could make out a slow moving river he

floating along on.  He could see as few floating figures on the bank, and he

tried to motion to them.  Then, the pace of the river picked up a little,

and the tiefling cringed at the thought of reentering the speeding tunnels

of water.  But his boat was pulled towards shore by some unkown source and

he craned his neck to see his destination.

He approached the shore, and a tiny dock came into view.  After a moment

more of floating shoreward, he bumped lighlty into the dock, and several

figures grabbed the boat and pulled it against the shore.  He felt the chain

click against his ship and was lifted a few feet off the water, then swung

over above the land, then lowered softly to the ground.  Scrambling to open

the hatch, Khagrad stumbled out of the wooden sphere, his leg muscles

tightening into cramps.  Stumbling onto the bank the tiefling never noticed

his legs, his mouth wide open and eyes gazing upward.  His mind raced into

processing mode, but he could only stare numbly at the sight before him...

SEKARTOS....The City of Dabus!

                                                                         * *

* * *

Feel free too add another chapter :)
From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Fiendish Love

Here is my big and overly hyped post :)

The questions are: "Can Fiends love?"



   "If so what is Fiendish Romance like?"



   "What impact does this have on the alignment system"

If we were to take the notion that "Chaotic Evil" in the traditional,

"Me first regardless of the cost" Tanar'ri would be incapible of anything

more emotionally significant lust.  Their inability to actually place

anothers needs before their own would prevent any higher notions.

One could try and sidestep this by saying that by making the other entity

happy, they maintain there own interests, and such an act would be done

for personal gain.  However, the problem is that they don't love the other

entity, they are only using them.

However, if we were to judge Chaotic in a different fashion, for example

do what you feel.  The Tanar'ri would be free to place the other person

first.  This is by following their feelings.  Their evil aspect would make

this love truely sinister, and often cause much pain suffering, jealousy

and other fun things.  S&M in excess (and I'm not talking spells and 

magic :)


The Baatezu slant would be oddly different.  Being lawful in nature,

they would have a duty to preform first and formost,  even though they could

love, they would have to conform to the standards of Baatezu action.

Baatexu love would be inherently ritualized, regimentized, and well,

Victorian in nature.  Proper visages would prevent the wild attraction

of the Tanar'ri counterpart.


The Yougoloths, however, would probably actually be more natural

in this aspect, relative to our civilization.  It would be flexible yet

fir.


I'd really appreciate some input on this topic, I'm trying to


figure out how one adventure fits into the setting as a whole.


And wether or not we have to take a looser interpretation of


alignmentt to make it work..

From: danimore <danimore@edibit.it>

Spells galore

Hi folk,

This time I bring to your attention some spells of mine.

Danilo "Spellmonger"Moretti :-)

Bloodblade (Alteration)

Cleric: 3_ level

Mage: 4_ level

Sphere:  Necromantic, Combat

Range:  Touch

Components:  V, S, M

Duration:  1 rounds per level

Casting Time:  3

Area of Effect:  the caster's weapon

Saving Throw:  None

Author:  Danilo Moretti <DaniloMoretti@edibit.it>

This spell will conjure up blood to appear on the caster's weapon. This 

blood is a magically-enchanted portion of the blood of the caster and for 

every round that the weapon is so enchanted she lose 2 HP.

Every time the weapon strike a mortal being it releases splashes of blood 

on the victim's body. The victim must save VS Death ray (at -2 penalty) or 

be engulfed by a thin layer of the viscous liquid. Every layer slows the 

movement and the reactions (-1 to Dexterity for 5 Round, cumulative) and 

cause the loss of another 1d4 HP.

The material component of this spell is a silver needle.

This spell is frequently used by Istvarhan's army in Avalas

Mangy rat (Alteration/enchantment)

Mage: 3_ level

Range: 3 meters

Components: V, S, M

Duration: permanent

Casting Time: 3

Area of Effect: a rat

Saving Throw: neg.

Author: Danilo Moretti <DaniloMoretti@edibit.it>

This spell, researched by the transmuter Oliat "rat" Wiilisym, will 

transform a normal rat or mouse in a barren Cranium rat (MC CS). The 

caster do not comtrol the rat via this spell, it only transform the creature.

The material component of this spell is a bit of cheese.

Call Vortex (conjuration/summoning)

Mage: 3_ level

Range: 10 meters

Components: V, S, M

Duration: 1 round/level

Casting Time: 5

Area of Effect: 5 

Saving Throw: neg.

Author: Danilo Moretti <DaniloMoretti@edibit.it>

This spell will summon a Vortex (MC CS) from the elemental plane of 

air. The Vortex appear in a location chosen by the caster (in the 10 meters 

limit) but is not controlled by the caster. If summoned near a creature the 

Vortex make an immediate attack at +2 to hit. at the end of the duration the 

Vortex disappear.

The material component of this spell is a tiny silver fan (10 gp value).

Talisman of the bone (Alteration)

Cleric: 3_ level

Sphere:  Necromantic

Range:  Touch

Components:  V, S, M

Duration:  Special

Casting Time:  1 Turn

Area of Effect:  A skull

Saving Throw:  None

Author:  Danilo Moretti <DaniloMoretti@edibit.it>

This spell will turn an ordinary humanoid skull in a device of death and 

destruction. The skull so enchanted become a medallion-like garment of 

bone bearing the simbol of the priest's god. The skull must be donated to a 

victim before a 24 hours period has passed. 24 hours after the creation 

the medallion start to be dangerous, but nothing happens. At this time 

whenever the caster come anywhere near the talisman (less than 10 

meters) it explodes causing 6d4 points of damage to anyone in a 3 meters 

radius (a save VS Death ray halves the damage).

If the talisman is not donated to anyone before the 24 hours required it 

disappear.

The talisman must be donated (the victim must accept it direcly from the 

hands of the caster for the spell to be effective) a talisman put in the 

pockets of someone by a thief (for example) is not considered "donated".

The material component of this spell is a sacrifice of the caster's blood 

(1d2 HP permanently losed).

This spell is a favored by powers of death and vengeance.

If you did have problems receiving this file let me know please!!!!

From: danimore <danimore@edibit.it>

Fire for Kossuth

Hi list-Folk!

This time I've e-sent at your Most Splendent Court, a tiny bit from my 

own campaign in PS, the material presented is translated in english (a 

pidgin sort of) for the enjoyment of you all, I've conceived the cult of 

Kossuth in Sigil using ideas and info from Faith # Avatars (a sourcebook 

for The Forgotten realms setting) and a little of mine (very little).

You need the F&A supplenent for more info about the terminology and the 

rules governing the Firewalkers (specialty priest of Kossuth).

If you like it just say it

If you don't like it just pike-it :-))))

P.S. che noia tradurre sta' roba, la prossima volta ci penso due volte! >-(

TEMPLE OF KOSSUTH

The temple is situated in the Lady's Ward, and is a (relatively small and 

flat) circular building forged in black iron, obsidian and dark ceramic 

plates. The temple is structured in two levels (one subterranean) centered 

around a pit, blazing with the flame of a portal to the Elemental Plane of 

Fire. This portal is rarely used by someone not of the cult and only the 

Eternal Flame, Balastar, own the right key needed to activate it.

Admission

The priests of Kossuth costantly seek new worshippers to join the cult 

but the peculiarities of the Cage simply make some cutter inadapt (or just 

anadeguate).

The cult accept anybody who share a full dedition to the cause, a LN, N or 

LE aligment and a smodate admiration for fire and 

"purification-tru-flame" way of living.

The Scorching Baptism

Balastar, The Eternal Flame of Kossuth in Sigil, strictly monitors his 

followers, and often go to great lenght to protect is role in the church. Not 

wanting to risk the position of Eternal Flame he sometimes put a natural 

stop to the success of some of is overly zelant followers with the Scorching 

Baptism.

This ritual (often performed instead of the Firewalk) put the priest in 

grat risk, she has to dive in the deep pit of the temple to recover some 

precious rubies below in the flame. If the priest followed strictly the 

tenets of the faith she will emerge unscated and with the treasure (which 

can be taken from the treasury of the temple as a special gift from 

Kossuth), but Balastar can secretly activate the portal to the Elemental 

Plane of Fire (with a pinch of dust from an elemental ruby) and 

send-a-sod toward a sure doom.

A simple, clean, metod to dispose of unwanted (or presunted) usurpers.

Balastar Madragonis

Balastar (a Flame Tendril) is the current Eternal Flame of Kossuth in 

Sigil, he's a red haired, dark-skinned half-elf who rules with an iron fist 

the cult in the Cage. Balastar is a strong and charismatic leader highly 

feared/respected by is followers for is total devotion to the fire.

The half-elf is very absorbed on a personal quest to meet all the 

requirements needed for the Embrace of the flame (the only known step to 

become a proxy of Kossuth) and is costantly planning and scheming to 

attaining it.

Balastar is actually nurturing a new adept, a tiefling called Feyth who 

posses some strange powers, he actually can arness the powers of 

piromantic psionic besides the magic of fire wizards, he also proved to be 

able to cast some clerical prayers (those of elemental/fire) sphere). 

Balastar think of this individual of a kind of fire god in the making (some 

similarities of the ones keeped in Harbinger House?) and wish to exploit 

the tiefling's full potential before sacrifing the poor berk to Kossuth.

But: a three-fingered-one in the shadows protect Balastar

Verek-lar

Verek is a quiet red-skinned aasimar with silvery hair and sharp facial 

features.

She's a Most Fervid Fire of Kossuth and is a very cunning girl with a 

knack at telling white lies, she act as the second and of Balastar and is the 

only one priest the half-elf truly trust.

But he's wrong.

Verek act as a quiet sheep when Balastar looks, but she likes power, the 

power gained with the role of Eternal Flame to use it at her whim. To 

accomplish her schemes she's costantly poisoning Balastar, every day both 

met for a quiet chat and a sipping of tea, obviously Balastar's is poisoned 

with Dacalak*

The slow effects of Dacalak need time, but constantly using it for more 

than 3 months results in a painless as definitive departure.

Verek secretly observed Balastar opening the gate in the pit of the temple 

and she knows the appropriate key to activate it.

But: someone dreamed the secret of Verek-lar

Feyth

A tiefling with an attitude at troubles, big troubles! Young Feyth can use 

with ease flame powers of clerical, magical and psionic nature. He's a 

xaositec who currently (own?) the Golden centipede a tavern in the Slags 

(hive ward). Feyth joined the cult since the return from an extended 

adventure in the fiery-hot land of Zakhara.

The tiefling is a very fiendish-looking individual with almost black skin 

and horns. He is very proud of is new toy (the tavern) and surprisingly 

for a caosman he claim it as a valuable possession! 

But: someone else need the power of the tiefling.

*a natural poison extracted by a Prime Plane plant called Oryvan

Conclusion

These are bits to appeal at your imagination. If someone think about 

suggestions and criticism I'm here at DaniloMoretti@edibit.it

Danilo "Seeyousoon" Moretti
From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Date: Mon, 22 Jul 1996 16:30:23 BST

Non Compos Mentis

This'll be the last article of mine for a while, cutters, what with a

new job starting and hassles with magic and psionics, and of course,

there's me camapign to worry about...anyway, don't you worry, there's

plenty more of ideas a-brewing. While I might be rattling me bonebox

a bit less I'll still be here lurking, so don't let that stop you

emailing me with praise and adulation ;)

For now, I'll leave you with a collection of barmy sods from the

Bleaker's Madhouse. There's more to 'em than anyone'd ever guess.

Check out my house-guest page (I'm lodging at Gianni's) at:

http://www.geocities.com/Paris/5539/jon.html

where you can catch lots of what I've posted here in the past.

Jon

                         Non Compos Mentis

           Being a Motley Collection of Dangerous Barmies

       Captured and Held most Securely inside the Criminally

      and Irretrievably Insane Wing of the Bleakers' Gatehouse

                            by Jon 1996

    Listen up, berk! I ain't telling you this 'cause I like you, and

I ain't even doing it for the jink. No, that don't mean I won't take

it though, leatherhead! I'm telling you this dark 'cause it's got to

be told to someone. We've got some of the barmiest and most twisted

minds locked away in our Madhouse, and some of 'em maybe don't

deserve to be there. It's just that they're prone to fits

of...err...violence once in a while, that's all. Wouldn't do to have

the Lady a-slashing 'em all up now, would it? Or the Hardheads, for

that matter.

    Their stories've got to be told though, cutter, they deserve at

least that. Many's the visionary blood who only saw what they're

preaching 'cause they thought just that little bit 'different' from

society. Now there's a concept: sanity. A subjective notion if ever I

knew one. Why, compared with some of the barmies I've got locked

away, I'd say you were almost rational yourself!

    Spread their tales around, berk. See if anyone "normal" like

yourself can make head or tail of what they stand for, 'cause if you

can, you've got a whole multiverse out there waiting to hear your

vision.

Crolaak (Pl/0 grey slaad/Guvners/LN)

    What was I saying about subjective sanity? Well Crolaak's a case

study in it. See, this poor sod's the very model of a good citizen;

it knows the laws of the Cage and follows 'em to the letter. Its a

fully paid-up member of the Fraternity of Order, and a keener

factotum you never did see. Why's the berk in here? It's a sodding

slaad!

    It's common enough for a slaad not to tow the line for a bit;

they're even expected to act in a surprising manner; after all,

they're chaotic creatures, right? Well, there's surprising and

there's surprising, ain't there, and Crolaak's a bit of both (and

it's surprising too). It's a grey slaad with absolutely no sense of

the random at all. It's unable to think of anything original, react

to a situation it's not encountered before, or do anything

spontaneously; the barmy thing makes out a "to do" list every

morning, for crying out loud!

    Lucky for most sods that's not a hanging offence (otherwise all

the Hardheads would've been executed a long time ago), and it's not

even a problem for a slaad. True, they're supposed to be the very

essence of turmoil, but the saying goes there's also order to be

found in chaos. Maybe it's all been condensed into Crolaak, rather

than having it spread out through the rest of the slaadi? Who knows?

(Who cares, even?)

    No, the real problem with Crolaak is he's got the ability to

shape chaos-stuff into stable material. That ain't exactly unusual,

not for a slaad; well, not if said frog-being's lurking in Limbo,

anyway. Thing is, Crolaak can do it anywhere, and it ain't chaos-

stuff it's using, neither. Crolaak can gather up any kind of matter,

be it ordered as a clock or jumbled as a Xaositect's closet, and

shape it into anything it wants. It stays that way too; the slaad

doesn't have to concentrate to keep it solid. What's more, Crolaak

can do this as often as it likes!

    That was a real exciting discovery for the Guvners; it's probably

why they let the slaad join their faction. They probably reckoned

it'd discovered some dark law it was avoiding to perform its magic

tricks. Well, if it was, the Guvners sure didn't find it. As Crolaak

got more and more enmeshed in its own abstractions of laws, the barmy

thing decided it'd replace the triad of Law-Giving factions by

itself. The slaad must've reckoned that it was inefficient to have

different factions to apprehend, try and punish knights of the post.

If Crolaak knew all the laws (and believe me, it does), was strong

enough to capture miscreants (and believe me, it is) and punish those

guilty accordingly, then it'd be a logical thing to do.

    Do this it did. For three days the Lady's Ward rang with the

screams of the guilty, as the Executioner slaad performed the task it

was built for: execution (well, what did you think, berk?)

    It wasn't long before the Guvners and Hardheads combined had

caught Crolaak themselves and dumped it on us to look after (there

was no way they'd let it go inside the Prison). Besides, we're good

at catering for clients with "special needs", right?

    Right now, we've got a contingent of Xaositects trying the teach

the slaad how to be random. They're not exactly making much progress,

though. For one, Crolaak keeps punishing them for surprising it, and

for another, they let it escape every so often, just for a lark.

Bloody Xaositects.

Tollysalmon (Pl/female githyanki/knight 7/Bleak Cabal/CE)

    Now this ain't common knowledge berk, so don't go telling anyone

I told you, right? True enough, it's well known that Bleakers

themselves are prone to fits of melancholia and barminess, and the

chant also says that the reason we Bleakers change our factol as

often as a Xaositect changes his mind is 'cause they start to lose

the plot after a year on the job. What the streets don't know is that

most of the ex-factols of the Bleak Cabal are holed up in the

Criminally and Irretrievably Insane wing of the Gatehouse.

    Darker still (and I doubt even most of the other Bleakers know

this) is that one of 'em escaped last week. Tollysalmon, also known

as the "Mind Leech" is one of the more barmy ex-factols, and sure

enough, she ain't in her cell no more. Least, if she is, then she's

discovered a whole new meaning to the word "invisible", berk.

    Her brief few years as our illustrious factol (ha!) shattered her

mind beyond recognition. Now, she never used to be a barrel of laughs

(who is, these days?), but she certainly weren't the emotional black

hole that she's become. See, Tollysalmon got so obsessed with the

futility of existence that she started drawing others into her

torpor. Not just 'cause they sympathised with her, mind; she actually

sucked all purpose for their existence out of 'em.

    I don't know whether she started doing it on purpose, but it

seems she soon began to feed off the essence of other sods' reason

for being. She stopped eating the food we put out for her, and one-by-

one the barmies in the cells around her became mute and apathetic,

unable to scream, howl or cry out to Abyssal powers like they usually

do. Well, for a few days it was blissful on the 'Wing, I tell you.

    Then the barmy ex-factol began to experiment with her powers a

little. She started draining the staff, so as they wouldn't mind

letting her roam around a bit. That's when we realised just how

frightening she'd become. Anyone she psychically attacked lost all

sense of purpose, identity, emotion and motive for existing. Worse,

it wasn't just temporary; we've not found any way, magical or

otherwise, to put back what she stole from their psyches.

    Before we could do anything to stop her (or before her guards

could be raised from their apathy enough to react) she'd gone. I

don't know where, but it's a cert she's hanging around the Cage

somewhere. Why'd she up and leave? Well, get it straight berk, she

was hardly living in the lap of luxury on the 'Wing, now was she? I

also reckon that most berks've got a lot more vitality and purpose

than the average Bleaker. She's probably gone somewhere to find sods

who think more of themselves than we do. Maybe she'll pay the Signers

a visit.

    Come to think of it, I'll call off that search party 'till

tomorrow. After all, it's getting dark now ain't it? Besides, it's

about time we got our revenge on those berks for what they did to

Factol Nobey.

Ling (Pl/male, race unknown/illusionist 11/Sensate/N)

    Ling seems a friendly enough basher at first, at least before you

get to know him better. He's not in here so much for being insane,

(though there's little question he is) but more because there's

nowhere else safe to send him. See, this poor little pike's been

hunted down wherever he's gone, but that'll become clearer when I

tell you his story...

    Ling's a short little berk; about three foot tall, cherub-like,

with large hairy feet. Does he sound like a halfling to you, cutter?

Thought he might. He ain't though, at least, he ain't if you're

believing what he has to say. Listen good, and try not to laugh too

hard. Ling claims he is just that: a "ling". Don't look at me like

that; I know what you're thinking. See, Ling says he's the father of

the race of creatures that call themselves "halflings". He reckons

they named themselves after him. "Yeah, right!" I hear you say.

    Thing is, berk, no matter what we try, we've not caught him in a

lie. Try what we like, no divination spell says he's bobbing us.

We've even tried psionics; he really believes he's telling the truth.

So before you dismiss the barmy's claim: think about it.

    Ling reckons that thousands of years back he and one of the human

powers were lovers, and the first halflings were the product of their

romantic endeavours. Some time later, Ling happened across Yondalla

(who apparently owed him a favour), and told her of these friendly

little creatures who could do with some divine guidance. Thus it was

that the halfling race was born and found their pantheon. So Ling

claims.

    In practically the same breath he'll lament the other fruit of

his loins: the tieflings. According to Ling, these creatures didn't

exist until he'd met and 'got to know' the very first succubus (whose

name, it seems, is consigned to the graveyard of history). Even since

then, union between mortals and fiends has produced (somehow or

other) the tieflings.

    As a setter of dangerous precedents (what else could tieflings be

called?), Ling seems satisfied. He's entirely cagey about his origin

or age, though the wizards're sure he's many many centuries old. It's

also apparent that he ain't a power, or else the Lady'd never have

let him into the City of Doors. Still the mystery remains.

    Like I told you before, Ling ain't in the Asylum 'cause he's

dangerously insane (though if he spawned the tieflings on purpose I'd

hardly call him rational); it's more for his own protection. See, one

of Yondalla's own avatars has been chasing the poor sod around the

Planes for some time now. Luckily (for him) the berk escaped her

direct wrath by diving into Sigil, where he was safe for a while

under the Lady's shadow. Thing is, Yondalla sent proxies after him,

and in a bizarre turn of events, the combined halfling temples in the

Lady's Ward issued a contract for his assassination. Not very

charitable, right? Maybe they've got something to hide after all?

    Whatever happens to him, we've got to get rid of him somehow. The

berk's costing us a fortune to feed.

Bloodletter (Pr/female vampire/priest 8/CE)

    That ain't her real name, mind. Fact is, we don't know what she's

really called, and nor do I volunteer to be the unlucky sod to find

out. Aye, there's a story behind this barmy and all. Ain't there

always?

    Well, the chant goes that Bloodletter's not been in Sigil all

that long. She arrived here a year ago or so, fresh faced from the

Prime. Back then she was a priestess of Oghma from some world called

Toril. (For some strange reason, the Oghma they've got there is

different from the Oghma who makes his case just out-of-town in Tir

Na Og. And you still reckon there's a point to the multiverse?)

Anyway, that ain't important, not now at least.

    Like most of the leatherheaded Clueless who blunder their way

into the Cage, this one was pretty impressed by our Serene Lady of

Pain. Trouble is, once she learned that the Lady don't speak, the

barmy priestess decided she'd lend Oghma's helping hand.

    Firstly the addle-cove found a way to summon the Lady out from

whatever dark corner she hides in. She drew great big symbols and

runes bearing the Lady's name in chalk on the walls of buildings and

the streets of the Clerk's Ward. Then she stood on a pile of boxes

and began to call out prayers to Our Lady. Well, the priestess got

the attention she was seeking, sort of.

    A great crowd of Cagers gathered, realised what the barmy prime

was up to, and dispersed as quick as they could run. Most of 'em,

peering out from nearby doorways across the deserted street, couldn't

believe their eyes at what they saw next.

    The Lady's shadow drifted down from the skies, and her blades

swept along the street towards the hapless priestess. As the Lady

grew close, the prime let loose her final plan: she cast the

'tongues' spell so the Lady would be able to converse with her.

    I'd rather not describe what happened next.

    The upshot was the Lady passed by and drifted back into the

clouds, while the priestess was left in a hideous, flayed mess in the

street. The Collectors, having heard the rather unpleasant noises,

arrived rapidly to pick up the pieces, but they found the priestess

had already risen. Thing is, she wasn't exactly alive, neither.

    The Clerk's Ward was terrorised for a week or so until the

Dustmen finally managed to catch the vampire (as we later learned she

was). It wasn't just that she was undead; it seemed she was

completely unstoppable. She took to draining the lives of mortal,

celestial and fiend alike in a fearsome orgy of bloodlust (if fiends

have blood, that is), but she was finally tracked down to the cellars

of the Mortuary. The Dustmen brought her straight to us. Nice of 'em,

eh?

    Seems the Lady had a few more tricks up her sleeve. Bloodletter

(as we affectionately call her) isn't able to speak any more, though

judging by her appetite, there's nothing wrong with her throat. Nor

is she able to write, at least, not with a pen or paper. For a former

priestess of a power of speech and writing, that's quite an apt

punishment. You know, sometimes the Lady really does us proud.

    Bloodletter is able to communicate, however. Trouble is, it's in

a particularly horrible way. She can only write using the blood of a

freshly killed creature, although sometimes she prefers to form words

from their entrails. As I said, it's really not worth asking her

questions.

    At least, we thought it wasn't, until the chant started up that

the Lady had actually said something to Bloodletter. Some baatezu

high-flyer smuggled several bubbers into the Madhouse, and tried to

force the barmy to spill the dark on the Lady's little talk. Well,

the vampire obliged, but must've run out of guts, 'cause she tore up

the amnizu too. We'd cleaned up the mess before we realised what it

could've been. Maybe some darks are best lest unspoken, eh?

    Until we decide what to do with her, we're keeping her in the

'Wing along with the rest of the barmies. I can't see her staying

there for long; her diet is a bit "special" for the kitchens to cope

with. As it is, we feed her on cranium rats, unlucky kobolds, and for

a special treat, Signers! No, only jokin' berk! I love 'em really,

every bleedin' last one of 'em. (And the more they bleed, the better.)

Malazar the Desecrator (Px?/male yugoloth [ultroloth]/NE)

    You know, it's a laugh a minute on the Criminally and

Irretrievably Insane Wing; more, if you count the staff's maniacal

chuckling. One barmy who never laughs, however, is Malazar "the

Desecrator". He likes it when we call him that, not that he don't

deserve it.

    Malazar's one of our more powerful inmates, and he don't let us

forget it for a moment. In the last few months he's ripped three

Bleakers to shreds; and that was after we locked the cell door and

threw away the key! Mind you, if you let ultroloths into your house

you'd expect trouble, wouldn't you? Especially ones who reckon

they're proxies of violated powers.

    See, Malazar claims to be the chosen one of some power called

Xolotl. Now I'm no priest myself, but I ain't never heard of him.

'Course, that don't mean I don't believe old Malazar (I've seen too

many barmies to assume they're all mad), just that I'm healthily

sceptical. A blood'd know that yugoloths, as a rule, don't usually

have much to do with the powers. Well, it seems Malazar's an

exception, though what the other yugoloths think about his dealings

with Xolotl's any berk's guess.

    From what the yugoloth says, Xolotl was a real mean cuss of a

power. He gets the blame for just about everything bad that happened

to pretty much everyone for a few aeons. While he's ranting away,

Malazar's claimed variously that Xolotl was responsible for starting

the Blood War, shattering the once-solid four layers of Acheron,

stirring up Limbo and inventing the concept of death. Foremost in

Xolotl's duties however, was the assassination and execution of other

powers. Quite a string of achievements, no?

    The story goes that the other powers got mighty sick of Xolotl

stepping on their toes and spoiling their carefully laid-out planes.

They banded together and cast the mighty beast-power into the Astral

plane. Unfortunately for them, he just bounced right back, madder

than ever. The powers had to do something big to stop Xolotl for good.

    Turning the proverbial tables on the Great Desecrator, the powers

seized him by his dog-paws and deformed, backwards legs, boiled him

up in a kettle and cut his body into small pieces. These bits they

then scattered across the planes, so far and so wide that the power

would never be able to reform. The god's ribcage was dumped in the

Outlands, where it became the Gate-Town of the same name, one of his

claws was planted near Bedlam, his blood was given to the baatezu to

guard (and it's now the River of Blood on Avernus), and his spine was

ripped out and sold to the yugoloths. They've made it into Khin-Oin

(the Wasting Tower in the Grey Waste). The largest fragment of

Xolotl's brain was hidden deep under the Outlands, where it festered

and transformed itself into Ilsensine, the illithid creator power.

Even the power's name's been taken away and hidden somewhere; maybe

that's why I'd never heard of the cutter until now.

    Of course, this might be so much barmy nonsense.

    The one worrying part of this story is that Malazar claims to be

his proxy. Now, dead powers don't have proxies, right? Malazar's

certainly got powers above and beyond your average ultroloth (heavens

forbid there should be such a thing!) That'd suggest that Xolotl

might not be as dead as the other powers reckon.

    Even more disturbing is the small lump of fetid red goo that the

ultroloth clutches at all times. Malazar claims it's a fragment of

the power's heart, and that it's his mission to plant the shard

somewhere safe so as Xolotl can reform. We've been unable to prise

the "heart" from the yugoloth (not that we haven't tried), but I

don't think it'll doing any harm to let him keep hold of it for the

time being.

    Unless of course it really IS part of a god's heart...

The Hound (Pl/male Aoskian hound/4 HD/N[E])

    Speaking of dead powers, there's another barmy I reckon you'd be

interested in. It's going to have to be the last one though, cutter,

'cause I've got a job to attend to y'know. Can't stand around here

rattling me bone box to you all day, even if there isn't any point in

the multiverse. Philosophy (or lack thereof) doesn't wash the dishes,

does it? Bear with me, okay, it's been a long day.

    Where was I? Oh yeah, the Hound. As the name suggests, it's a

dog. An Aoskian hound, to be precise. They're the two-headed vicious

sods that the Red Death are so bloody fond of. Well, we've got one of

them in here too.

    Of course, it's more complicated than a mad dog. (The Athar'll

pike themselves when they hear this!) See, I reckon that the Hound

might be (and I'll emphasise "might") a vessel containing the barmy

spirit of Aoskar himself.

    Stop that laughing at once, berk, or I'll be on me way now! I get

enough of that on the 'Wing. Of course there's reasons why I think

that. I might be going barmy, but I ain't gone stupid yet.

    Okay, try this for size. Aoskian hounds ain't normally very

smart, and they certainly don't talk. I'll swear this one says the

word "Aoskar" when it barks, though.  Of course, there's more: the

dog can open portals by howling. Not just any old portals mind; these

are proper ones to and from the Cage. They don't need keys to work

'em, neither. 'Till we discovered that, the sodding dog kept on

escaping. We set up magical planar wards to stop the portals, but the

damn hound could still open 'em up! We eventually found that an anti-

magic shell'd do the trick, but not before we lost the dog another

time.

    What's more, from its cell on the top floor of the 'Wing the

hound just stares out of the barred window. I'll swear it's looking

across the Ditch to the Shattered Temple, and I'll go further in

saying that it whimpers at it stares. Believe me now?

    Perhaps if I told you the dog gets visitors, then you'd consider

it? Yeah, visitors. In fact, it's that barmy dabus, Fell (if there's

anyone who should be in the 'Wing it's him). 'Course, it's against

policy to let a visitor see one of the inmates, so Fell leaves

messages with us. No, he don't write 'em, he hands 'em over in

bottles. When you uncork the top, the rebus-pictures come billowing

out (you've got to be careful not to shake the bottle around though,

or they don't make much sense).

    Well, we couldn't make head or tail of the messages. No, we

didn't give them to the dog; that'd be ridiculous! How could a dog

open a bottle (even if it was Aoskar)?

    Why a hound, you ask? Good question, berk. Listen, much as I hate

to admit it, there's something in the Godsmen's philosophy that

strikes a chord with me. They go on about reincarnation and such, and

it gets me thinking. When a power dies, does it get reincarnated?

Maybe it does. Now, if that power didn't do very well, it might come

back as something less powerful like, say, an Aoskian hound? How

futile'd that be? You get to the level of a power, only to come back

as a lousy dog! Think about it...

    For the moment, we're keeping a very tight grip on the dog's

collar. I happen to know that some splinter group of Signers calling

themselves the Will of the One are very interested in getting their

hands on the Hound. Shame that, 'cause they're certainly not getting

him; not while I still draw breath, at least. Signers? Make me sick,

they do.

    Bitter, me? Never! There ain't no point.

From: Justice <justice@eagle.ca>

Meer

        The following is the story of Meer.  A planar

of the most strange variety.

                        The Story of  Meer

                            by Justice

                            July 22/96


This is the story of Meer, a planar of the most strange type.


The history of Meer is not that strange really.  He grew up as a waif on

the street mearly trying to survive.  He tried his hand as a tout and a

light-boy but he was never very good.  His thin, weak stature was not suited

to running all over the city.  Any anyways, he always seemed to get

distracted, by the Dabus that is.  He found their speech and movement

fascinating.  And the fact that they knew the will of the Lady without ever

communicating with her, not in a way he could understand.


In an effort to understand the Dabus more Meer decided to try and learn how

to speak their language, no small task.  He stole the spellbook of a young

illusionist and began to study the arcane art.  Even though he had no

training in magic the words became clear to him, almost as if he was

destined to know them.  Over the next few years he studied long and hard,

using small illusionary tricks to make jink so he could eat.


When Meer was about twenty he made is major discovery, how to alter a

phantasmal force spell into a string of smaller illusions, the Dabus speech.

Now, being the young intelligent man Meer was he decided to have the Dabus

help him out.  They seemed quite receptive, him being the only person in the

cage who could return their tongue.  Meer, when nobody was looking, slowly

had the Dabus construct him a small tower in the Lower Ward.  Out from under

the watchful eye of the high-ups in the Lady's Ward.  Once constructed he

put his own personal touch on his new abode, a continuously changing stream

of illusions on the outer surface of the building.  All of the symbols

somehow related to the Dabus's tongue.


It was not until people noticed the congregations of Dabus around the

building that they realized that anything of consequence had happened.  They

rushed to the tower, in awe of the shifting colors and patters.  Meer was

not seen ever again.  The Dabus gradually moved away from his home although

there still seems to be an unusually high concentration of them working in

the area, and they always keep the tower clean.


Ten years after Meer disappeared within the tower a lone Succubus emerged. People assumed that Meer stretched his power to far and was killed by this lovely demon.  In truth this Succubus IS Meer!  You see Meer turned into a

very vain person all alone stuck in his tower,  he was very jealous of the

Succubus who could charm whatever they wanted out of unsuspecting males.

One day he used a permanent illusion on himself, changing his form.  But the

illusion is so strong that he can not cancel it and no others can see him

for what he truly is.  He has learned to use this to his advantage though.

Charming or threatening people into doing things for him.


Meer is a master of illusion, maybe the most powerful illusionist in the

Cage.  The Lady has overlooked him only because his interest in the Dabus

has not interrupted their work, very much.  He knows all there is about

them, including the secret location of their hidden city, except how they

receive their instructions from they Lady.  His goal in life is to figure

this out so that he may communicate with her himself, and learn the greatest

illusion of all.  How to create the mazes.


Meer's tower is four stories tall and extremely well protected.  It is

guarded by a magical construct not unlike a golem, but more intelligent and

powerful.  The first floor has meeting rooms, dining halls, kitchens and

other normal rooms. The second floor houses living quarters, baths, guest

rooms, and plush lounges.  The third floor is a specially sealed

experimentation room, good for summoning and experimenting with new magic's.

And the top floor is Meer's personal sanctum, where he does all of his

research and spends most of his time.  A section in the wall is transparent

from the inside allowing Meer to gaze outside.  This section of wall can be

moving around the room be Meer in order to shift his perspective, it also

has a clairvoyance cast on it to allow him to see things far away in the city.


Meer is a strange creature that almost all have forgotten about, or think

him dead.  Some of he old high-ups in Sigil that are interested in the

actions of the Dabus have an idea that he is still alive but can't prove it.

And maybe it's better that way.

A new era has come to the Cage.

An era where all are judged equally.

Justice has come to Sigil.

Justice@eagle.ca

www.eagle.ca/~justice

From: Justice <justice@eagle.ca>

A Meer Revelation


Meer's Revelation Regardeing the Dabus


Meer, arguably the greatest Dabus Historian, has 

stumbled upon a new dark.  It seems the Dabus have 

expanded their responsabilites beyond those given to 

them by the Lady.  There have been a disturbingly high 

level of disappearnces lately, especialy among the 

politically motivated.  At first it was blown off as Faction

rivalry and then the will of the Lady, but it didn't make 

sense.  You see, no divination could revel even a hint of 

what had happened to them.  Meer found this interesting

because the Dabus seem to have an inate resistance to 

scrying and oman reading.


It was not until Meer observed one of the Dabus 

carring away a young polition that his fears were realized.

It seems that the Dabus have developed some criteria 

by which they judge people worthy to live in the Cage.

And it seems that anybody who is speaking out against 

the Lady, or furthering their own goals ahead of the 

Cage's are being put in the Dead Book.


But it's not as simple as that, Meer has discovered 

that these people are not being killed but put in some kind

of Maze similer to Lady's, but within the city itself, or more 

accuratly, under the city.  The Dabus are using the tunnels 

and lost caverns under the city as there own personal maze

system, and leaving any body they deem unworthy down

there.


Meer speculates that this will not go on for much 

longer, maybe 10 years at the most.  You see, in the past the

 Dabus begane to rever another power other than the Lady,

for a while at least.  Until she took care of this other being 

infringing on her turf.  It will all balance out in the end, but it

sure makes for interesting research.


Taken from the chronicles of Meer, by a most secret 


informer.

A new era has come to the Cage.

An era where all are judged equally.

Justice has come to Sigil.

Justice@eagle.ca

www.eagle.ca/~justice
From: Jennifer <raven@coyote.csusm.edu>

Chrono.txt file

Here it is in a messy form, if anyone can tell me how to send it via 

fetch, so that it looks more normal, please tell me.

Oh, I attatched it also, :)

Jen Raven

Hi, I am looking for
work in web design, raven@coyote.csusm.edu any help would be appreciated .http://www.csusm.edu/public/raven/firsttry.html



Golanv on IRC
Thanx!
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    Particulars for using chronomancy in each of TSR's official AD&D campaign worlds follow. Dungeon Masters should very carefully examine their campaign timelines and historical notes, paying attention to possible discrepancies in dates and "blank spots"

 in recorded histories, if preparing a time-travel campaign therein. Considerable development of changing kingdoms and landscapes across time will be required, so DMs are advised to select a few important periods in their campaign timelines, develop those

 in detail, and encourage players to use those times in particular. DMs should also carefully check the limitations on how much time can typically be crossed using normal chronomancy spells; particularly remote times can be reached only with powerful magi

cal items or by braving the dangers of multiple vortices in Temporal Prime.

    ((BIRTHRIGHT(TM) campaign)): Chronomancy has been understood in theory since the days of the Anuirean Empire, but no time traveler has ever been authenticated anywhere in Cerilia. An evil blooded wizard or awnshegh who learned of chronomancy would be 

an unmitigated disaster, so an interest in protecting Cerilia's history is obviously strong; what knowledge exists of chronomancy is thus kept completely secret.

    The magical explosion at Mount Deismaar over 1,500 years ago might have cast some unfortunate beings into other planes or through time itself, but this has never been proven despite stories that surface since that event of time-lost soldiers appearing

 out of the wilderness. It is possible that the explosion tore open a huge vortex or maelstrom in Temporal Prime.

    ((DARK SUN(R) campaign)): Chronomancy is completely unknown here as a magical school. Athas is currently cut off from all other worlds by either planar travel or spelljamming, but if a chronomancer did make his way here, he would find travel through A

thas's history completely unrestricted.

    However, if a chronomancer (whether from Athas or another world) were to use his powers here, the chronomancer would encounter some serious problems. All magic on Athas requires life energy for power, and chronomancy uses such large amounts of power that it can be used only in the manner of defiler magic. In addition to doubling the radius of the usual defiler destruction (thus killing plant life within four times the usual area), a chronomancy spell draws life energy directly from the caster. This energy equals one experience level per 100 years in time traveled. Thus, a defiler-style chronomancer loses three levels of experience if he casts a spell to travel 300 years into Athas's past. Time travel crossing less than 100 years still results in the l

oss of a single experience level. Once experience is lost, the caster starts with the minimum amount of experience points needed to begin his new level.

    A tiny number of experienced local psionicists manage to gain a new psionic power called Time Travel (see <The Will and the Way>, pages 79-80), which effectively turns those psionicists into chronomancers. Other psychoportive sciences and devotions of

 a time-related nature might also be present. If a chronomancer is discovered by one of these psionic time travelers, the psionicist will pursue and destroy him out of either xenophobic fear or a hatred of defilers. Temporal Prime is here called the times tream, a water reference indicating the perceived value and rarity of time as an "element."

    ((DRAGONLANCE(R) campaign)): The history of the world of Krynn is perhaps the most carefully charted of all TSR's game worlds. Information on Ansalon prior to the Cataclysm is especially prevalent, appearing in the Legends trilogy, <DRAGONLANCE Advent

ures>, and various other stories. However, no school of chronomancy has ever been recorded here, even in rumor. Possibly the only chronomancers present are those who arrived here through Temporal Prime maelstroms or Prime Material <gates> or spelljammers 

from other worlds

    The primary risk of time travel here is that at several points in Krynn's history, Krynn's existence in Temporal Prime (called "The River of Time" by Krynnish philosophers and sages) branches off into alternate realities. Should a chronomancer enter T

emporal Prime at one of these "nodes," he may be shunted into a reality other than his own (75% chance, or DM's choice). When this happens, the trip becomes one-way, and the chronomancer cannot return to his original timeline, instead being confined to th

is new reality even if he returns repeatedly to the node. The DM should develop new historical details as desired.

    Nodes in the history of Krynn include any of the four Dragonwars; the decades when the Greystone soared across the land, reshaping magic and demihumans in its wake; the early days of the Solamnic knighthood; the Cataclysm and the period prior to it wh

en the Kingpriest attempted to suppress magic and bring the gods under his sway; the period described in the recent DRAGONLANCE novel, <Dragons of Summer Flame>; and any point during the life of Raistlin, who is feared to have explored chronomancy and pro

tected himself against it.

    Further, magic works differently in different eras of Krynn. Before human civilizations existed, Krynn experienced times of no magic and wild magic; more recently, magic was outlawed, then viewed as an arcane mystery by commoners and mages alike. In a

t least one of Krynn's alternate futures, magic may be cast only by draining power from old magical items. (Krynn is now entering its Fifth Age, following the events in the novel, <Dragons of Summer Flame>.)

    A Krynnish artifact of interest to chronomancers is the <device of time journeying>. This item, which looks like a jeweled scepter, transports the wielder and all companions within 10 feet to any desired time (the location is the DM's choice) or any d

esired place (the time is the DM's choice). Details on this artifact are found in <DRAGONLANCE Adventures> (pages 97-98) or ENCYCLOPEDIA MAGICA(TM) volume 1. Tasslehoff Burrfoot claims to have used this device and explored an unpleasant alternate future, 

which he says he and the hero Caramon Majere prevented from occurring. Further, Astinus, Krynn's greatest historian, is reported to have in his possession the <globe of present time passing>, an artifact created by the mysterious Master of Past and Presen

t. This item allows the wielder to project his spirit into Krynn's past and watch events as they unfold.

    The kender are fond of telling stories about a legendary figure named Uncle Trapspringer. An interview with Tasslehoff Burrfoot, made after the War of the Lance, suggests that Uncle Trapspringer is actually a time-lost kender who ran afoul of the deit

y Reorx. Though Uncle Trapspringer has all the earmarks of being a kender "urban legend," this kender handler might be real; if so, he could be encountered at any period in Krynn's history and possibly along some of the alternate timelines as well. Uncle 

Trapspringer's age, knowledge, level, possessions, and other personal characteristics would vary wildly depending on which point in his life he is encountered; his travels through time are completely random. (See <The History of DRAGONLANCE Saga>, pages 1

7-18, for details.)

    ((FORGOTTEN REALMS(R)/Kara-Tur/AL-QADIM(R)/Maztica/MALATRA(TM) campaigns)): Toril has many powerful forces devoted to keeping its history intact. Elminster, Khelben Arunsun, the Seven Sisters, and many other powerful wizards have been granted certain 

undefined powers from Mystra, goddess of magic, to prevent all chronomantic spells from working in their vicinities. Supernatural or priestly agents of Deneir and Oghma (Toril's gods of history, so to speak) are believed able to follow a chronomancer's tr

ail and undo any damage he has done. Finally, a chronomancer who seriously disrupts history is likely to encounter an avatar of the most directly concerned deity, a meeting which will likely result in the abrupt termination of that chronomancer's life.

    Other than this, chronomancers are known to make limited, low-key trips through time in Faerun, Kara-Tur, Zakhara, and Maztica. Native chronomancers are usually devout followers of both a deity of magic (e.g., Mystra) and a deity of time or history (e

.g., Deneir or Oghma), serving as historians and information collectors. Elven chronomancers of Labelas Enoreth are possible. Shou Lung, in Kara-Tur, might have a secret, officially approved group of chronomancers, probably Historians, working for the Emp

eror. Ancient empires such as Netheril, Raurin, Narfell, Raumathar, and Cormanthyr might have known of chronomancy or time travel, though this did not prevent their fall; these empires can be reached only through vortices or by using powerful magical devi

ces or artifacts. Most wizards here refer to Temporal Prime as the Plane or Demiplane of Time.

    Aside from human, half-elven, and elven chronomancers, rumors pass that a few hare and crane hengeyokai from Shou Lung have gained chronomancer abilities of up to the 9th level of ability. Their time travels seem motivated solely for either escaping c

urrent troubles (for hare hengeyokai) or official historical studies (for crane hengeyokai).

    Possible psionic time travelers from Toril could include couatl, shedu, and titans, as well as humans and demihumans.

    ((GREYHAWK(R) campaign)): Evidence suggests that a group of Guardians-like chronomancers exists on Oerth, but little is known of them. The <Codex of Infinite Planes> has a cryptic reference to the Monitors of Infinity, "drawn from all places in Time,"

 but this is the sum of the evidence. Chronomancers risk pursuit by the Monitors or by an avatar of a time-related deity if a major disruption of history occurs.

    Two quasi-deities, Heward and Murlynd, are thought to be chronomancers or have time-travel powers from devices, psionics, or artifacts. Both have collected items from various periods in Earth history, and both have domiciles with multiple gate links a cross time and space to many worlds (see DRAGON(R) issue #71, pages 19-21, and module EX2 <The Land Beyond the Magic Mirror>.) The mad demigod Zagyg likely travels Temporal Prime, which is here usually called the Plane or Demiplane of Time; the demigod Ve

cna certainly knows of chronomancy.

    The ancient Suloise-Baklunish conflict may have involved time battles between rival chronomancers. Istus (goddess of fate and destiny) is Baklunish; Lendor (god of time) is Suel. The outcome of such battles (if there were any), and any involvement of 

the Monitors or godly avatars, are unknown. Rumors circulate from time to time that small groups of hostile, destructive Suel wizards, often loners, appear in the Sea of Dust, either arising from magical suspended animation or arriving from chronomantic t

ravel.

    Chronomancy might also be known to elven wizards worshiping Labelas Enoreth, the elven deity of longevity, history, and time; to wizards of Boccob, the Oerik god of magic; and to wizards of Cyndor, the Oerik god of time, continuity, and infinity.

    Chronomancers may wish to explore Tovag Baragu, the Stone Circles, whose arches sometimes open into Oerth's past. Some portions of Oerth's distant past appear to resemble our Earth's early Cenozoic period (the Age of Mammals) up to Pleistocene times. 

(See <GREYHAWK Adventures>, pages 98-99, and the adventure <Vecna Lives!>). Chronomancers should be warned that exploring Tovag Baragu might possibly lead to an alternate timeline of Oerth in which the demigod Vecna triumphs (as per the "Vecna Wins" scena

rio outlined on page 68 of <Vecna Lives!>). See also the potentially dangerous time-altering properties of the wildspace objects called The Sisters, in Oerth's crystal sphere of Greyspace (see <Greyspace>, pages 71-72).

    There is speculation that the humans and centaurs who live near Tovag Baragu might have knowledge of some basic elements of chronomancy from their years of cautiously observing this artifact, though it is unlikely they openly practice this magic.

    Possible psionic time travelers from Oerth could include couatl, shedu, and titans, as well as humans, halflings, and so forth.

    ((Historical Reference campaign)): The seven volumes in the HR series describe Europe, North Africa, and the Middle East of Earth across a variety of historical periods, from 2200 B.C. (HR6 <Age of Heroes>) to A.D. 1650 (HR4 <A Mighty Fortress>). Magi

c is assumed to be possible, though it is limited in nature and normal technological development occurs at the same time.

    Certain historical figures of this "magic Earth" may have had limited knowledge of chronomancy, given their reputed predictive or magical abilities (e.g., Nostradamus, Roger Bacon, Michael Scot, Dr. John Dee). Mythical figures with extraordinary magic

al powers might have time-traveling abilities, too (e.g., Oracle at Delphi, Merlin, Morgan le Fay). Fabled Atlantis, said to have existed in the distant past, might be the home of a Guardians-like force of Temporal Champions. The legendary ogre-witch Baba

 Yaga has likely been time traveling as well as world-hopping (see DRAGON(R) issue #83, "The Dancing Hut," and the recent module <The Dancing Hut of Baba Yaga>).

    There is evidence that Heward and Murlynd (see GREYHAWK campaign) have been to this world, during this and other time periods. Elminster (see FORGOTTEN REALMS campaign) has gates in his "hideout" in Realmspace leading to various times and places in Ea

rth history (see <Realmspace>, pages 51-52).

    In the MYSTARA(R) adventure <Mark of Amber> (page 62), a wizardess from the fantastic French province of Averoigne is said to have invented <potions of time travel>, with which she explored Earth's history for her own amusement. She now lives in Glant

ri, maintaining her youth with other magical potions. Averoigne could be part of a magical Europe around A.D. 1600 in HR4 <A Mighty Fortress>, and this wizardess could be met at various times through Earth's history prior to her move to the world of Mysta

ra.

    The RAVENLOFT(R) campaign expansion, <Masque of the Red Death and Other Tales>, shows this same magical Earth in the late 19th century, though with a dark strain of horror. (The world is here nicknamed "Gothic Earth.") H.G. Wells published <The Time M

achine> in 1895; if this tale is assumed to be in part autobiographical, he would be the only known time traveler from this period, and his time machine would be equal to an artifact.

    It is possible that a far-future group of technological time travelers will be created in an alternate future to patrol Earth's history as a sort of "time police." If encountered, these officers could be easily designed using materials from the GAMMA 

WORLD(R) game (e.g., with grenades, powered armor, blasters, and vibroblades when traveling heavy). The GAMMA WORLD game itself could depict an alternate future of Earth; this system is largely compatible with the AD&D game. A few mutant humans or animals

 might have the Time Field Manipulation mutation and thus meet up with actual chronomancers (see the GAMMA WORLD 1st Edition game (1978), page 14).

    Psionic time travelers with time-related psychoportive sciences and devotions are possible; these could hail from any period in human history, past or future. Nonhuman psionic or magical time travelers are also possible, but none are known.

    ((MYSTARA(R)/BLACKMOOR(R)/HOLLOW WORLD(R)/RED STEEL(R) campaign)): Chronomancy was known to the wizards of Alphatia, but all Alphatian chronomancers were destroyed by an unknown Immortal after they attempted to visit the long-lost techno-magical empir

e of Blackmoor during its last few years and at the time of the global disaster that destroyed that nation. One investigator of the loss of the Alphatians believes the Immortals Rafiel and possibly Rad (a.k.a. Etienne d'Amberville) are defending a prehist

oric secret somehow connected with the Radiance of Glantri.

    Despite the dangers associated with visiting Blackmoor, some adventurers have reported actually visiting a place called the Kingdom of Blackmoor, meeting personages known to current historians to have lived at that ancient time. Such voyages were acco

mplished by accident; the adventurers said they were trapped in the basement of a ruined building in the Broken Lands, and were then transported to Blackmoor of 3,000 years past by a magical time gate that was possibly controlled by the rulers of Blackmoo

r. This ruin is of obvious interest to chronomancers; if it exists, it likely opens into a long-duration vortex in Temporal Prime. (For more information, see the D&D(R) modules DA1 <Adventures in Blackmoor>, DA2 <The Temple of the Frog>, DA3 <City of the 

Gods>, and DA4 <The Duchy of Ten>.)

    No Guardians-like group of chronomancers is known here, as the Immortals of Time do a fine job of policing. Unobtrusive chronomancers would have considerable freedom; furthermore, they might gain the cautious notice of Immortals from Energy or Time (p

articularly Ixion or Khoronus), who might be bribed at tremendous expense to reveal other secrets of chronomancy or Mystaran history. Immortals of Time carefully shunt time travelers "around" critical events in history, so that all attempts to reach those

 times are missed by days, months, or years. Time travelers perceived as dangerously hostile to Mystaran history are located and destroyed without ceremony or delay. No chronomancer can use time-travel powers, either arriving or departing, during the Day 

of Dread (Kaldmont 28), from AC 1009 onward.

    The most important Immortals of Time are described in the <Wrath of the Immortals> boxed set, in <Book One: Codex of the Immortals>; see especially Ixion (page 23), Khoronus (pages 25-26), Rad (pages 33-34), and Rafiel (page 34). Several major elven I

mmortals are from the Sphere of Time, but they are largely concerned with maintaining the elven race and the natural environment.

    One curious aspect of time travel here concerns the future of magic on Mystara. Some sages believe, for reasons they will not disclose, that all magic on Mystara is doomed to fade away in the far future. (This situation seems somehow connected to the 

actions of Rad and the Radiance of Glantri.) Indeed, for a time there were reports of humanoid creatures called "oards" appearing across the Known World. Oards, who seemed to all look alike, were said to have been manufactured in the far future, and their

 bodies were both flesh and machine. They were able to disguise and defend themselves using means other than magical, and were extraordinarily powerful. A few wizards have attempted to go into the far future of Mystara to investigate these creatures and t

heir world first-hand, but none have returned. Perhaps they were (will be?) stranded there, far in advance of our time, with no magic left in the world to bring themselves home. Or perhaps they were (will be?) caught by the oards or other beings, sufferin

g fates that cannot be guessed. Questioning Khoronus or other Immortals on the nature of oards yields no responses. (See the 1986 edition of the D&D <Creature Catalogue>, pages 42-43, for more on oards.)

     Rumors sometimes pass through Glantri that a local wizard has rediscovered the lost secrets of chronomancy, but this has never been proven. Note the mention of a time-traveling Glantri wizardess from Averoigne (see Historical Reference) in <Mark of A

mber> (page 62). Though not a true chronomancer, she could be encountered all across Mystara's timeline, using her potions to cross time itself.

    Humans, elves, and half-elves are the most likely chronomancer races here. However, time travelers might also meet up with a jackal-headed humanoid race also using Temporal Prime: the hutaakans of Karameikos, who can achieve chronomancer levels roughl

y equal to those gained by half-elves.

    ((PLANESCAPE(TM) campaign)): Anyone attempting time travel on an Outer or Elemental Plane is at extreme risk of attracting the unwelcome attention of one or more deities or supernatural monstrosities. Some deities whose spheres include time might have

 their avatars capture and question chronomancers, trading freedom for all the information and new spells that the chronomancers have (and the promise never to return). Most deities are not so forgiving.

    In Sigil, access to Temporal Prime has been completely blocked by the Lady of Pain, who controls all portals in that city (even into Temporal Prime) and does not personally like chronomancy. Chronomancers who reveal their powers in Sigil find that the

y instantly become pariahs, and they invariably and quickly disappear--forever.

    ((RAVENLOFT(R) campaign)): Chronomancy is completely unknown on the Demiplane of Dread as a magical school. However, chronomancers from other worlds might be involuntarily drawn to this demiplane.

    Time travel here is dangerous at best. Since domains come and go over time, chronomancers risk traveling to a time where a domain ceases to exist. Many RAVENLOFT domains have calendars that range back a millennia or more, but the oldest land has, in f

act, barely been in existence for 390 years at present.

    Using chronomancy in the relatively stable core domains is fairly risk free, so long as the character travels to a time where that land exists. Time traveling in any of the Islands of Terror, however, is very dangerous, since the Islands are in errati

c states of flux across time and space. When attempting time travel in one of these realms, there is a 50% chance the character will end up at a time where the land does not exist, even if the time traveled was but a minute long. Should a chronomancer acc

identally venture to a time before the domain in question exists, the character is stranded in the Mists surrounding the demiplane, there to wander alone until he finds his way back to the Land.

    Of interest to chronomancers in this setting is the tiny, desolate realm of Forlorn, which contains a castle whose halls and doorways are reported to serve as gates to other time periods. Investigating and harnessing this incredible resource is a ques

t worthy of any chronomancer, though the strange phantom who dwells in the crumbling edifice must be dealt with first. See the <Castles Forlorn> boxed set for further details.

    ((SPELLJAMMER(R) campaign)): Most worlds in other crystal spheres have no knowledge of chronomancy, and time travel there is often unrestricted (e.g., the Rock of Bral). Other worlds might have nonhuman chronomancers, but this is unproven. If there is

 a dragon chronomancer, for example, it undoubtedly exists on the world of the Io's Blood Isles (see the COUNCIL OF WYRMS(TM) campaign set).

Subject: PS Adventure ideas..

ai807@freenet.carleton.ca

I have a few ideas for adventures I could run in the PS

campaign I'm running, and I thought I'd share them, to get your 

opinions and input (ie, if you've tried something like this, 

did it work for your campaign?  What problems did you run into? etc..

And of course, anyone who decides to take one of my ideas is quite

welcome (most of them are rather vague and unformed, anyway)

(If posting adventure ideas is frowned upon here, I apologize in

advance, but I have seen a number posted before without complaint)

1) Catspaw

The PCs are hired by a baatezu, in the guise of a righteous human or an

upper planar even, to assassinate a particularly infamous baatezu lord.

The one who hired them is really just the next in line to inherit the

position.

2) What?  (Or, Charge of the Dark Brigade)

This adventure starts out in the middle; given the number of creatures or

situations which can affect memories, have the characters start imprisoned

in a fiends home plane, with their last memory being in Sigil, safe and

sound (or perhaps, being in Sigil and told to go visit someone); the

possibilities are endless; perhaps the characters were sent on an important

mission for the forces of good, and now they have to figure out not only

WHAT they were sent to do, but HOW to do it, or maybe the baatezu are

claiming they signed contracts (particularly good for all-lawful parties)

agreeing to do a mission for them involving the Blood War.

My current idea has the players start in a mobile battle fortress of the

baatezu, after apparently having signed up for a suicide mission against

the tanar'ri in the Abyss (hence the second title, Charge of the Dark

Brigade), however this sort of adventure could have infinite abilities

(or be used to start off new players to the campaign; they may be planars,

but they don't remember much other than what fragments the DM allows,

and crawling out of the river styx, barely alive.

3) The No-Book

An extremely powerful, secret artifact.  Anyone who's name is written in

it is erased from all history; no one knows them, their deeds have gone

undone (if they weren't of much consequence) or are done by someone else.

The only catch is, they're still alive.  The only people who remember them

are others erased by the No-book, and the person who erased them.  

The PCs are either approached by an 'acquaintence' who knows a lot about

them, but they've never heard of him, or are erased themselves (or perhaps,

are erased following trying to help the acquaintence)

(I can think of one obvious solution for the party)

4) The Greatest Escape

The characters are trapped on a section of a plane (most likely Carceri), 

via an immature conduit.  There is a town in this section but little else.

No gates to anywhere provide a means to escape.

The only way to escape is to change the mentality of the town enough to

push it into another plane, with them along for the ride.  Easier said than 

done, of course.  (This leads to a whole bunch of fun, as the characters may 

have no luck converting the citizens to a good alignment, and instead may

try to slip the part of the plane into another evil plane, and then have

to escape from there.

What do you think?
Date: Thu, 14 Nov 1996 17:02:02 -0500 (EST)

From: "Kte'pi" <bwkF93@hamp.hampshire.edu>

Killing a Power


     This is going to sound HORRIBLY munchkin-ish, I realise.  Bear with 

me :)

      All right, the campaign I'm running at the moment - not a 

PS-specific campaign, the party is currently in Sigil for the first time, 

but I'm gradually going to be phasing it into a campaign split between my 

original campaign world and Sigil/the Planes - has been going for a 

little over a year.  I put it together initially because it had been 

years since I'd been able to DM a group and I missed it - and wanted a 

challenge.

      I told everyone from the start that in many ways, they were running 

the show as much as I was.  Players were allowed to play virtually 

anything as a character, IF they could convince me that: a) the PC would 

be a beneficial addition to the party (not just a hack and slash machine, 

but a real personality who would either fit in well with everyone else or 

provide an interesting non-fatal conflict), b) the PC made sense (a 

ki-rin ninja, for example, wouldn't fly - no pun intended), and c) the PC 

would be interesting.  The cardinal rule, in essence, is 'if it amuses 

the DM, it's ok.'  As a result, we've had a Giant Eagle Fighter/Shaman, a 

Minotaur paladin, a half-dryad/half-treant druid, and a Silver Dragon 

Fighter/Mage.  No matter how it sounds, not a one of these was a munchkin 

character - not even the Dragon :)

     Anyway.  I wanted MORE of a challenge, so I told everyone that they 

could pick one thing they wanted to happen - a change in the campaign 

world, a specific accomplishment for their character, things of that 

nature.  The challenge for me would be to come up with a situation that 

would meet the PCs' demands, or give them the opportunity, at least, 

without messing with game balance or continuity.

     And then the player of the silver dragon decided she wanted to kill 

a god - the god of the dragons, who'd slaughtered most of her people in 

an early adventure.

     The details are very campaign-specific, and not entirely relevant - 

the long and the short of it is: this god is a single-sphere deity, a 

Greater Power at one point but currently declining rapidly.  Another 

single-sphere Greater Power, from the same pantheon, is assisting the 

party (although they don't realise it) but can't attack the dragon god 

directly.

     I have my own ideas for how to handle this, but they're not really 

'PlaneScape-compatible'.  Any suggestions?  How would one go about 

slaying a Power?  Direct combat is possible, but unless I give the party 

aid in the form of other deities, they don't stand a chance of making it 

past the first round.

.........................

bill/kte.pi                           

bwkF93@hamp.hampshire.edu               

.........................

Date: Sun, 17 Nov 1996 09:46:29 -0500 (EST)

From: randir <goehrigd@gort.canisius.edu>

Inner vs Prime vs Outer


There appears to be a bit of confusion over what area a power may exert

his or her of its influence over.  This also brings up some very interesting

questions as to the nature of certain powers:

Elemental Powers:


Now, we all know that there are powers who reside on the Inner


planes, (which seem like a very wierd place for a power to make


his kip.)  What many however forget is that these powers aren't


actually NATIVES of those planes.  Most of them have come from


somewhere else and made their homes with all the stuff.


Now by most standards (of gods and men) the Elemental Lords are


just plain barmy, and that probably has a lot to do with where


they live.  Also if you haven't noticed a lot of the Elemental


lords only grant VERY LIMITED magical abilities, and often require


sacrifices in return for that which they do grant.  This ofcourse


has something to do with the Astral not touching the Inner Planes


but we won't go into that :)

Prime Gods:


Probably the largest number of actual powers live on the prime


looking over a single crystal sphere, fighting among themselves


to keep a hold of their divinity.  Powers like Iuz are a great


example of how a Prime Power has alot of influence on a prime


sphere but almost none in the Planes (lets face it he's trying to


create his own Abyssal layer cause he can't forcibly take one on


his own..)


So one might ask, why would a greater power exist only on one


crystal sphere with only a couple million worshipers at best?


[as compared to a power like Zeus or Loki who have billions of


worshipers throughout the inner and outer planes]


This could actually be an issue of proximity.  Lots of worshiper


living and worshiping close to the power itself, not in some


far off heaven.


It could be there are a lot of single sphere power simply because


it is the quickest way to become a big shot, even though you tend


to have to worry a LOT more about being deposed.

Planar Powers:


These guys have followers on countless Prime Worlds promoting


similar societies across the planes.  Often assuming many different


names, they tend to work as families, patheons, forming coherent


ritual forms for societies.


Obviously they can't all be tied to a single sphere, and they also


don't have to be. (with that many worshipers they are fairly impossible


to overthrow by killing off their worshipers)  The big question is


how many worshipers does it take a power to attract so that they


can take over a substantial part of a plane?

So it pretty much comes down to one of these Planar Powers tend to have 

a larger interest in the planes themselves.. Prime Powers are mostly

concerned with maintaining their own little worlds... and Inner Planar

powers are just plain barmy...


The more followers you have the better your chances of


being able to afford to move.  That is why most Single sphere


powers remain that way... And that is also why a lot of


multi-sphere dieties stay out in the planes...

Date: Fri, 15 Nov 1996 16:31:02 GMT

From: Jon <MBDX4JW2@mail2.mcc.ac.uk>

Flower Powers


Here's a little something for the weekend...and to celebrate our

shiny new listserver :)

I was originally planning on sending this to Dragon, but seeing as

they're becoming increasingly obsessed with stat-infested articles I

figured you'd appreciate this more than them...

As usual, there's a prettier (and very slightly more up-to-date)

version of this article on my web site...if you've been living in a

cave for the last month that's at:

                http://www.geocities.com/Athens/7117

Anyway, please enjoy, and feel free to email me with questions or

comments ;)

Jon

                           Flower Powers

               Being an Exploration of the Dangerous

                and Deceptive Flora of the Outlands

                    Copyright 1996 by Jon Winter

    This article was inspired during a Dark Sun game, when my party

was ambushed and nearly slaughtered by a psionic cactus, of all

things. Half-motivated by a desire for revenge upon Steve, the DM

responsible, and half by a curious longing to redress the ecological

balance in Planescape, so the seed of the idea germinated.

                               * * *

    The following text is quoted from a traveller's diary which was

found in a small orchid-filled grove of trees, near the gate-town of

Ecstasy. The backpack next to it'd been left untouched for months,

judging by the state of the leather-wrapped cheese inside. The

author's name is unrecorded; the entries bear only the pseudonym 'the

Druid'...

Sandman's Curse

    I was travelling around Gratuity, an Indep burg a day or so away

from Sylvania, when I happened across a most unusual garden. One of

tenders, a half-elven cutter named 'Moss', called it the 'Pasture of

Tranquil Slumbers'. I spoke with him a while:

    "Welcome to the Pasture, blood. Have you come to Sleep or to

Awaken? Neither? Then why are you here? Ah, another information-

seeker. You don't have a Mimir with you, do you? Shame.

    "We're looking to expand our business see. What business, you

ask? We're many things to many people, cutter. If you're about to be

scragged by some high-up you've bobbed, we're the bloods you want to

see. We hide people, right? We've got 'em all here: a berk who gave a

factol the laugh, a sod who learned too much about the Lords of the

Nine, and a proxy who bobbed his Power! No I'm not telling you which

one! That's not all, though. Feeling old? Want a rest and a chance to

rejuvenate those aching bones? Come visit the Pasture.

    "How do we do it? Why, that's a secret, I'm afraid. How much? Oh

well, a little garnish never did hurt...

    "The dark's under your feet. Literally, I mean. See, we bury

folks who don't want to be found, and the plants do the rest. How?

Well, we don't really know, but I'll tell you what I think. It's all

to do with these vines, the Sandman's Curse.

    "Chant is the vines're too lazy to do all the work needed to

survive by themselves. That's why they don't grow much until some sod

lies down on one and falls asleep. Oh, they're found in the wild too

cutter, believe me. You've got to be careful where you rest in these

parts! Once the vine's enticed a weary soul to sleep on its soft

moss, it wraps the sod up in a pulpy cocoon. No, you don't feel a

thing; they've got this scent which knocks you out cold. You don't

wake up; the vine sees to that too. It don't harm you, much - see,

the plant needs you alive just like you need it. I reckon it's the

warmth of your body that the leafy thing craves; it can't reproduce

unless it's nice and cosy. Best way to do this is to get itself a

warm-blooded sod to snuggle up with.

    "The vine keeps its guest healthy, too. Once its big leaves and

roots are grown it draws nourishment from the light and the earth,

feeding itself and the sleeper. It channels dew and nectar into the

sleeper's mouth, and ensures the sod can breathe by leaving his nose

poking out of the soil, protected from the rain by a leafy funnel.

    "No, the worms and bugs won't get him either. See, the vine keeps

them away from the sleeper by trapping them in little leafy jaws.

Makes a nice meal for the sleeper, I expect. Oh, they can stay like

that for years; our oldest sleeper's been here since long before I

was born.

    "Like I said, we hide wanted cutters. When they're sleeping,

they're not actually alive, see. Their hearts beat and such, but

really they're part of the cocoon vine - so spells and scrying just

won't locate 'em. When the heat's off we just wake up the sleeper and

they're free to pick up their lives where they left off, although

nobody's been woken up since I started working here ten years ago.

    "Side effects, you say? Well, I'd be bobbing you if I didn't

admit there are a few minor side effects. Sleepers feel fresh and

whole when they wake, though they do tend to be skinny and weak until

they learn to walk again. A few get all melancholy that we woke 'em,

but that usually passes. Some of 'em look kind of strange until we've

scraped off the roots and tubers, too. Oh, and they get this greenish

tint to their skin; that doesn't go away either.

    "Interested? The rate's a hundred gold a year, advance. No? Tell

you what; special price for you as you're such a blood: eighty! Hey,

where are you going...?"

Siren Thorn

    I met noted Planewalker Jh'ala McTorr in a queue outside a

Bleaker soup kitchen in the Hive Ward. He told me of his last

adventure, for the price of a mug of broth:

    "It'd been a hard day's climb, up those perilous slopes. Torch's

mountains aren't friendly places to visit on a good day, cutter, and

this hadn't been a good day. I was tired, hungry and paranoid - being

the sole survivor of a mezzoloth attack tends to make a blood edgy -

and to top it all, I'd lost the key to get home.

    "That's when I heard the chiming sound, as if a hundred tiny

bells were being rung, and a hundred little voices were singing

along. There was a scent too, sweet enough to mask the stench of

sulphur and tar that hung so heavily in the air - the scent of ripe

fruit and fine wines. 'Well', thought I, half-delirious with hunger,

'Seems my prayers have been answered. But by what?'

    "Clambering over the next jagged crest, I saw the blossom. It was

a pure white flower, about the size of your head, the petals edged

with crimson specks; in this place of hellish flame and lava, it was

a joy to behold. Around the stem were fruits - their scent pervaded

the air, beckoning to me, but I'm a cagey basher. I'd walked the

Planes before, and I knew something was only that beautiful for a

reason. I'd come prepared.

    "See, a real blood's always suspicious - it's saved me from the

dead-book more than once. I unravelled this scroll I always carry,

for emergencies like this, and spoke a prayer to reveal poisons.

Nothing glowed sickly green, so I knew the thing was safe to eat.  In

fact, the more I examined the plant, the more I fell in love with it:

the white metallic petals which jangled and chimed in the noxious

breeze, the alluring perfume the blossom wore, finer than that of

many of the ladies of Sigil. Maybe the plant worked some enchantment

over my addled brain, but whatever it did, I wasn't thinking paranoid

enough.

    "I lent towards the bloom to better sample the scent. As my nose

brushed against a petal, there was a sudden squeal of metal, and

thorny fingers clamped themselves around my face! They squeezed with

the force of a fiend, burrowing into my skin, seeking my brain! As I

struggled, they only clenched tighter.

    "Summoning all my strength, I grappled with the flower, grasping

its thorny stem and trying to prise the bloody claws from my flesh.

My hands were ripped to ribbons on the razor spines, but the survival

instinct's strong in my veins. With a mighty heave, I pulled the

bloodsucking thing from my face and cast it away.

    "To this day, I still don't know how I found my way back to the

Cage. That cursed flower took my eyes along with half my face. The

reason my voice sounds so rough? My throat was cut in half.

    "Are we done queuing yet? Could you direct me to the door,

cutter? There's a blood."

Aoskar's Folly

    There I was, tramping through the underbrush in the Hinterlands,

searching for this damned orchid I'd heard tales about. I was weeks

away from anywhere I wanted to be, and I was beginning to think the

whole search was a waste of time. Then something truly remarkable

occurred:

    "Pike this damned flower," I shouted to the skies, "I just want

to go home!"

    "You only had to ask," said this voice, rustling like hands

crunching dried leaves.

    I looked around in shock, for I thought I was alone. Nobody was

in sight, just this tumble-down ruined city, overgrown with weeds and

ivy.

    "I'm right in front of you, leatherhead!" said the voice.

    "Don't you call me a leatherhead, berk," I growled. "Come out

from behind that ivy so I can see who I'm about to nick."

    "I am the ivy, addle-cove."

    Well, I was so surprised I let the insult pass. There's not much

you can say when a plant answers you back. "What...errr...who are

you?" I stammered, looking and feeling a fool for talking with a bush.

    "Like I said, I'm a clump of ivy. You couldn't say my name if you

tried, berk, and I'm not going to waste my time trying to teach you.

Listen, do we have a deal, or what?" asked the plant, petulantly.

    "What deal?" I asked, worried my voice was rising into a whine.

    "You want out of here, I want you out of here. Simple, really."

    "And how do you intend to get rid of me?" It was probably a

foolish thing to ask, I knew, but this plant'd started to intrigue me.

    There was a rustle, and I raised my buckler, half-expecting to be

attacked by a man-eating vine. Instead, a glowing portal opened with

a sparkling, resonant sound. Through it, I could see a baking,

parched red plain.

    "Abyss? Baator?" the plant chirped merrily. "Or somewhere less

friendly?" The scene changed to one of miserably drizzly streets,

menacing spiny buildings, and mud-slick bashers: the Hive.

                               * * *

             "You're a regular dryad now, aren't you!"

              - Anywhere vine to astonished traveller.

                               * * *

    "You can open portals?" I exclaimed.

    "Three cheers for the scholar!" rustled the ivy, irony in its

leafy voice. "Will you get lost now? Please?"

    "Tell me how you do it. Then I'll go."

    "Pike it berk, that's my dark!" It rustled at me menacingly, and

the vines near my feet made definite moves towards my legs.

    The plant was clearly beginning to resent my presence, so I kept

my peace and stepped through the portal. Sure as Sigil, I appeared

from a doorway wreathed in razorvine in the Hive, safe and sound -

well, safe as any trip to the Hive could be. The portal slammed shut

behind me, leaving only the memory of the bizarre encounter.

Torch's Export

    I'd returned from a month in the field, as it were, to Phoenix,

an Indep burg half-way between Glorium and soXa (or however you spell

the name of the barmy place). I was surprised to find the place

burned to the ground. The dense forests surrounding the burg'd gone,

replaced by scorched, blasted terrain reminiscent more of Avernus

than the Outlands. Worried for the safety of the inhabitants, I asked

a local githzerai carpenter whether this was the work of the fiends

or slaadi:

    "No basher, it weren't neither. This happens every cycle, about

this time. Take your concerns elsewhere, berk, 'cos they're not

needed here. We're hardy people, and we were expecting it. The

burg'll be up again before the week is out."

    My ill-timed curiosity'd already taken hold, however, and I

wasn't about to leave the questions which jostled in my brain

unanswered. "Then what happened here?" I pondered aloud, hoping the

grumpy cutter'd take pity on my ignorance.

    "T'was the Fire Ferns," he answered gruffly, like I was Clueless.

"They blossom, and the whole place goes up in flames. Happens all the

time. No big deal."

    "Please, tell me more of them. I've got jink." Could he tell I

was desperate? "I'm a Guvner," I added, thinking it'd make a

difference.

    "If you insist, basher," he finally conceded, when he saw the

coins. "But it'll have to be short, I've still got three kips to

rebuild today.

    "Fire ferns only grow in a few parts, and this be one of 'em," he

began, apparently proud of the fact. "Chant is they came through a

portal from Gehenna and liked it here. See, the ferns are

harmless most of the time; it's just when they flower that the blazes

start.

    "They're green and red flowers on black stems, but the dangerous

bit's the bladders that grow under the ground. They swell up with

this explosive liquid, see, about the time the seeds ripen, and poke

out of the ground. It only takes one careless sod to set 'em off; if

he treads on the sac and bursts it he'll be showered with the sticky

liquid. Thing is, it catches fire as soon as its in air, and the

flames that spout out soon spread to the rest of the plant. The whole

merry thing explodes like a barmy wizard spell, and tornadoes of

flame shoot across the forest. 'Course, that sets off all the other

ferns, until the whole place is burning away. Looks a fine sight, it

does."

    "Don't the ferns destroy themselves?" I asked, puzzled by the

strange life-cycle of the plants.

    "Nope. They likes the fire, see. It creates these uplifting

drafts, and that carries the seeds away. They need to be hot to grow,

and if they're still burning when they hit the ground, they'll burn

away all the other plants too. No competition then, see. The parent

gets a good deal out of it too, cutter, as it's got the corpse of the

unlucky sod who set the whole fire off to feed on. Everyone's happy.

Except the other plants, and us who've lost our cases, I suppose.

    "Well, that's about all there is to tell. It's about time you

were sodding off anyway, berk. Your type ask more questions than's

healthy." The githzerai left, presumably to continue rebuilding the

small burg.

    I can only conclude that the good people of Phoenix are either

too leatherheaded or too stubborn to move their kips somewhere safer,

or else they're sitting on something real dark that they're not

willing to share. The fact that they're rebuilding their burg with

wood rather than stone suggests the former, I reckon. Though I can't

help wondering how much a vial of that flammable sap would fetch in

the Great Bazaar.

Virus Rose

    Whenever something nasty happens to Plague-Mort, most decent-

thinking cutters smile and say 'about time too.' However, when you

happen to be a decent-thinking cutter who's found himself in Plague-

Mort (through no fault of his own) at the time something nasty is

happening, then you tend to say 'Help, where's the nearest portal out

of here?' Of course, this happened to me...

    There's always a plot going down in Plague-Mort, the saying goes,

and it seems I've stepped right in the middle of this one. I arrived

in the horrible burg this morning - though mornings and evenings

don't have much difference between 'em when the sky's always murky.

I've only been here once before, and that time the barmy place was

busy slipping into the Abyss. This time, the whole town's covered in

these royal purple roses. They'd almost look attractive if I didn't

know what they were.

    See, some years ago I was out travelling with an adventuring

party on the Abyss, some few layers down. I came across a burg choked

with roses just like these, and we stopped by for somewhere to kip.

Their scent was voluptuous and buxom, comforting and inviting. We

found the whole village'd been deserted by its inhabitants, as if

they'd just upped and left.

    It was some time before the ranger noticed each of the rosebushes

was growing from the decaying corpse of an unfortunate villager. We

didn't shed any tears, as they were probably all nasty sods anyway,

but it did rather concern us. We decided to leave the burg that

night, and found shelter instead in a cave system with stalactites

which whispered to each other about our imminent grizzly deaths. We

ignored them, and thanked our stars that the creatures that

slaughtered the locals hadn't got us too.

    Later that night, as we settled around the fire, the githzerai

mage clutched his throat and began to froth at the mouth, coughing

and sneezing. He played ill for a couple of hours, then quite without

warning green tendrils sprayed out of his bone-box and all over his

face, clawing and grasping! We watched aghast, as his body collapsed

and green vines burrowed their way out of his skin, rooting

themselves in the rocky ground. As we turned and fled, purple roses

blossomed from his corpse, their festering scent wafting throughout

the cave.

    For the next few nights we moved on, not stopping for longer than

an hour at any place. One by one my companions were killed from the

inside out by these terrible roses. Mercifully, I alone was spared

from their carnage, left to ponder the nature of the affliction that

so effectively wiped out the others.

                               * * *

                       "Ring a ring o' roses,

                     Yer body's full of posies,

                         Atishoo! Atishoo!

                         We all fall down.

                 And then the rest of the town..."

                      - Tiefling nursery rhyme

                               * * *

    Thus I was filled with terror when I saw the roses had somehow

escaped the Abyss into Plague-Mort. Folks of the burg would seem

healthy enough, then they'd suddenly begin to sneeze, and razor sharp

leaves would cut their way out of the sod's skin. The flowers spread

like a disease through the locals, slicing a great swath through the

population. Panic seized the hearts of the citizens, who tried to

escape by the hundred. They were either cut down at the gates by mask-

wearing Hounds, or at portals by tanar'ri who'd mysteriously arrived

on the scene. I stayed shut away in my case, and didn't open the door

to any berk.

    My guess is that the fiends've peeled the burg's high-ups yet

again, delivering the roses to the burg to incite enough chaos to

push Plague-Mort off the edge of the Outlands and into the Abyss. I

never thought I'd see the day, but the tanar'ri've really said it

with flowers.

    With the virus trapped in Plague-Mort by fiends to increase the

chaos, I'd say it was a narrow escape for Sigil. If some infected sod

found his way in the Cage, I'd dread to imagine the scale of the

carnage that could ensue.

    The vegetative infection spreads initially through the scent of

the flowers, though I believe it's at its most contagious when a

berk's coughing his last. By then the infection's incurable, as the

poor sod's lungs are already full of thorny vines. I guess I'm either

immune to the disease, or just plain lucky.

    The Virus Rose'll spread rapidly through a small burg, though

some strains seem to be virulent than others; fortunately for the

people of Plague-Mort, this one isn't too serious. It's the black

roses you've really got to be careful of. Only half the folk've died,

and the town's still on the Outlands - that's probably because it's

hard to be chaotic when you're dead. The tanar'ri always slip up

somewhere, don't they? I'm sure they're not going to leave it long

before they try again, though.

Doppelganger Toadstool

    I was passing through the burg of Esper in the Outlands, near

Ilsensine's underground lair. It'd been a hard slog through the

mountains, and I was looking for a comfortable place to kip. Esper

wasn't it - there was something wholly unnatural about the place.

Seems everyone there's got strange mental powers, probably curses

from the Brain God. They should've called the burg 'Migraine' if you

ask me. Hoping to get some respite from the buzzing in my head, I

ventured out of town to the wilderness...

    Once again I was hungry. Seems to be one of the great problems of

adventuring, hunger. No sooner do you get a bite to eat than all the

fresh air and tramping about gets your stomach thinking its time for

another meal. So there I was, splitting headache, starving tummy,

night drawing close, when what should I smell but freshly baked onion

bread!

    "Well," said I (for I'd even begun talking to myself - anything

to escape the psychic drone), "Seems like some kind fellow's looking

to share a meal with a ravenous traveller." 'Course, even if he

wasn't willing to share, he was certainly about to.

    I beat my way through a thick gorse bush, and stumbled into the

clearing beyond. There wasn't a hermitage, like I'd expected, but

just a hot loaf of onion bread for the taking, sitting on a

tablecloth of leaves looking at me. I stood very still for a long

time, expecting a trap, but no nets dropped on me, nor were any trip-

wire triggered arrows fired at me.

    "Hello?" I called. "Mind if I share your meal?"

    Silence.

    "No? Jolly good!"

    I sat down next to my prize, found a knife and a block of cheese

in my knapsack, and picked up the loaf. It was cold as a rock.

    "Funny," said I. "It smells fresh. It even tastes fresh.

Especially with Arborean gorgonzola." Paying this curiosity no mind,

I continued to munch on the bread. The texture was just how I like

it, and there was just enough onion too; almost as if someone had

baked it from my own recipe.

    Absentmindedly I picked up a handful of stones from the ground,

and slipped them into my pocket for later. My hunger sated by some

mysterious benefactor, I wandered away to find somewhere comfortable

to sleep.

    I'd have forgotten about the whole incident had I not woken up

later in the night with a pain in my side. I soon realised there were

several small rocks digging into my side through my pocket. "How did

these get in here?" I pondered. I was about to throw them away when I

noticed some of the stones were germinating; they were seeds.

    My famous curiosity piqued, I examined the tiny seeds more

closely by the firelight, trying to remember where I'd got them from.

Slowly it returned: I'd picked them while I was eating, then

completely forgotten about  it.

    I lit a torch from the fire's embers and wandered back to the

clearing. The scent of honey scones was heavy in the air; mmm! As the

light from my torch chased away the shadows, I spied a pile of

delicious-looking scones lying in the clearing.

    I'd almost finished the third one when a small voice inside me

asked "What d'you think you're doing, leatherhead?" I told the voice

to go pike itself and leave me alone, but it was persistent. When

we'd stopped arguing I realised the voice had a point. I'd been

hoodwinked into eating more goodies, and now both of my pockets were

brimful with these stones. Things began to come clear.

    "Listen plant!" I demanded, for I know the work of a crafty plant

when I see one. "Stop playing me for a Clueless sod. It's plain

insulting, when I'm a proper druid and all. It's an elaborate plot

you've got here, for sure, tempting me with morsels and getting me to

spread your seeds around for you, but I've got a few problems with

your plan, see?

    "One, you're making me fat, and heavens know I'm plump enough

already. Two, I resent doing your dirty work for you. Find some

animal to carry your sodding pips around. And three, erm...d'you

think you'd make me a brandy apple pie if I promised to plant a seed

somewhere nice for you?"

    The scones rotted away real fast and then, quick as Sensate

downing a mug of wine, an apple pie grew from nothing. "Thanks,

plant," I said, picking up my prize. "Say, what do you really look

like anyway?"

    The leafy creature shuddered and became a dull green toadstool,

studded with white fungal pseudopods. "I get the point. Who'd be a

mushroom when you can be anything I'd like you to be? Well, I've got

an appointment with a pie. Goodbye."

    I could've sworn the plant waved a leaf at me.

Laughing Willow

    Last Laughter; now there's a burg with a poor sense of humour if

I ever saw one. It's located between Carceri and the Grey Waste on

the Outlands, and it's so named because of the hideous cackling

shrieks that roll in from the dreary grey wilderness. They also say

it's the last place folks feel like laughing before they reach the

'Waste. Fortunately, I've never been anywhere near the vile place;

I've got apprentices who do that sort of thing for me. The blood who

got this mission was Kloie Horfveldt, an outspoken tiefling associate

of mine:

    I'd assumed the locals were joking when they told me the horrible

guffaws which echo through the streets at night were from the trees

by the rank River Sorrow out of town. They told me those trees were

the only wood for days around, and that's why all the cases in the

burg were built from mud or stone. It seemed the sort of sick joke

they'd try to bob a newcomer to this awful place with, and while I

wasn't keen on going to check out the chant, the Druid's instructions

were clear.

    It was with heavy feet that I trudged across the grey plain to

the river. I could smell the rancid thing from miles away. For all

their lies and double-talking, the locals had told me that while it

wasn't part of the Styx, it wasn't a good idea to go near it anyway.

Then they laughed like barmies when they told me the trees I sought

leaned over the banks of the river.

    Sure enough the trees were bent over the grey flow like old

bubbers at a bar, fronds dangling into the putrid water. They seemed

quiet enough, but I still approached quietly, so as not to disturb

any monsters which might be lurking in the shallows. I wasn't more

than a hundred paces away when I heard talking - it was a smug, self-

satisfied sort of a voice:

    "I don't care what you think, I still say you're a loathsome

little weed."

    There was a chorus of approval from the copse near me. I dived

into a bush (which thankfully remained silent), hoping I hadn't been

seen by the speakers.

    Near the centre of the copse, a sapling willow trembled

violently, like an angry tree might. "How dare you!" it squealed, in

a voice like a child's. "Why, I ought to cut you down!"

    "Like to see you try," came the smug voice again. "Mine could

beat yours in a fight, even if it were blind. Which it isn't." Then

it laughed, a scary, loathsome laugh, which resonated across the flat

land.

    Again the sapling bristled, and I was aware of a sulphur stench

in the stagnant autumn air. Noxious fumes billowed from the roots of

the tree, and out of the mist stepped a small black gargoyle - a

spinagon if I wasn't mistaken. The fiendish thing looked around in

shock for a moment, until the tree commanded it to chop down the smug

willow. It hesitated, then ran towards the tree with its gleaming

back axe held high above its head.

    It hadn't even landed a blow when green fog issued from the earth

around the willow being threatened. From the cloud waddled a gruesome

bald monster; an amnizu baatezu. It too looked stunned for an

instant, until the willow commanded it to "Do away with the pathetic

creature, and the weed over there, while you're at it. There's a good

fellow." Then that laugh again, this time both mocking and intensely

self-satisfied.

    The fiend's muscles tensed, as if resisting some spell, then it

raised its slimy green hands. A tiny ball of fire shot towards the

sapling and blossomed into a globe of flame - the sapling was blasted

out of the ground. Then the amnizu crushed the spinagon with a single

squeeze of its claws.

    The smug willow's mirth became even more unbearable, and the

amnizu began to cast another fireball, this time at the willow

itself. "Tsk tsk tsk," warned the willow. "That's not allowed, as you

know." The amnizu stopped and bowed its head, growling an

unintelligible insult.

    "Oh, and as you're here, do something about that little snoop

hiding in the bush over there, baatezu." The willow guffawed, and was

joined by the rest of the copse in laughing at my discovery.

    I turned and ran away, as fast as I could back towards that

horrible town, with planty cackling ringing in my ears.

    ...And that's where her journal entry ended. The innkeeper of the

tavern which Kloie returned to that night said no trace of her was

ever found. Luckily the contingency spell I'd placed on her journal

functioned, or we'd not even know about the willows. It's such a

shame about Kloie.

    Though the report's clearly incomplete, I conjecture that these

trees have evolved a mechanism for summoning baatezu to defend

themselves. Maybe the baatezu owed some plant Power a favour, or

perhaps the baatezu have been blackmailed into service because the

willows know some terrible dark about them. Although I'll be damned

if I can think of anything a tree could hold against a baatezu!

Whatever it is, there's clearly some resentment involved on the

fiend's behalf.

    As for the willows, I imagine the fiends'd be an effective

deterrent to woodcutters, or inquisitive people. I expect the

willows've grown complacent and arrogant in their safety. Well, if I

had a fiend at my beck and call, I suppose I'd be smug too.

Eternity Palm

    Despite all my travels, I've still not managed to track down this

elusive plant. I've summed together all the darks I've heard on it,

and that'll have to do for now. If you ever hear of a cutter who's

found the sodding thing then don't tell me; I'd probably die with

jealousy. As it is, I wonder if the whole thing wasn't just a bunch

of addled nonsense in the first place...

    The half-elf sage Axulaxos said the Eternity Palm was a perituros

plant, that being one that'd never die. While I respect his wisdom,

such pompous language isn't my style, I'm afraid. Well, he was a

Prime, after all. Basically, the chant is that this plant's one of

the oldest things on the Planes. It's thought to predate many of the

Powers, and saw the start of the vendetta that became the Blood War.

The dark of it is that nobody really knows how old these barmy trees

are, or if they do, they're not telling me.

    Legends mention only one Eternity Palm, but I reckon there's a

lot more of them around than a cutter'd think. See, I've read tales

from travellers who've seen the tree all over the place. First I

though that'd mean there'd be thousands of these trees scattered

across the Planes, but then I thought of something rather more

plausible: What if there maybe a score or two palms, but they could

move round where they wanted and put down their roots when they found

a spot to call a kip? Sort of like treants, 'cept the palms are able

to walk the Planes as well.

    'Immortal planeshifting plants', you scoff. 'What's so special

about that?' Berk, it's what they know that's important. The Eternity

Palms observe everything that happens around them, and since they've

likely been anywhere you can think of in their infinite lifetimes,

they've probably seen what you're interested in.

    Bariaur folk tales speak of the 'Augury Tree'; a tree which

produces white, daisy-like flowers. A lucky cutter who finds the tree

can ask it a question, pick a flower from its branches, and pull off

its petals one by one. The first petal is the answer 'yes', the

second a 'no', the third a 'yes', and so on. The last petal on the

flower'll tell you the answer to the question you've posed. The

bariaur say the tree's never wrong. Careful research leads me to

believe this tree's the Eternity Palm I'm seeking.

    There's another myth, in Tir Na Og, which tells of a tree which

casts shadows at the dead of night. If a cutter watching thinks of an

event of the future or past, the tree'll reveal in a shadowplay what

it has seen concerning that event. The Celtics call it the 'Oracle

Oak'; I'd say this was the Eternity Palm again.

                               * * *

  "Question: Are you an Eternity Palm? Yes, no, yes, no, yes, no.

                       No? Whaddya mean, no?"

               - A cutter who tried to be too smart.

                               * * *

    'Palms, Oaks, flowering trees?' I hear you ask. 'How could a

blood who knows as much as you do about plants possibly mistake 'em?'

I reckon the tree's also able to change its shape to that of other

plants, so it blends in better with its surroundings. It wouldn't do

to be noticed too often, especially if you knew the answer to any

riddle a basher'd care to ask. Before you knew it you'd have no

leaves left as everyone pulled bits off you to ask their addled

questions; hence the need for a disguise. It also makes my job of

tracking the blasted thing down all the harder.

    How do I explain their insatiable thirst for knowledge? Perhaps

they feed on facts just like other plants draw nourishment from soil.

Maybe they're just incurably nosy when it comes to the affairs of

mortal creatures. Or do they report to some high-up man somewhere? As

always, I'm still searching for the answer to that one. Hells, if I

could get a cutting and grow my own Eternity Palm I'd never have to

consult another book again!

The Power's Flower

    As happens with all the most meaningful discoveries, this one

occurred completely by accident. It seems that the moment you stop

looking for something, it happens along and finds you. I wonder what

the Signers'd say to that?

    I was walking along this morning, hacking away the undergrowth,

when I tripped and fell over a root, right onto my face. As I stood

up, mud dripping off my nose, I was sure I heard a stifled chuckle.

    "Who's there?" I demanded. "Show yourself!"

    There was no answer. I suspected an invisible assailant, so I

muttered the words of a spell to detect magic in the area. Scanning

around, I saw a fading magical residue on the root which had tripped

me, and an enchanted swirl growing around a lilly-white orchid

besides the path I'd created.

    The little flower's petals were pulsating, and I could see beads

of nectar forming in the head of the blossom. Then suddenly the

environment around me began to mutate! The tiny copse of trees grew

tall, gnarled and menacing. Haggard limbs reached towards me like

zombies in the Mortuary, blades of grass licked at my legs like

tongues of hungry beasts, and the branches I'd chopped down lay

bleeding on the stained earth.

    I was scared.

    "You! You create carnage in this sacred grove!" The voice was

whispered by the grasses, scratched into my flesh by the brambles,

and boomed by the oak trees. It was all around me!

    "Calm down, cutter, whoever you are," I began, in a trembling,

not-very-reassuring voice. "I'm sure we can work this out. My name's

the Druid. Who... errr...what are you?"

    "Speak not with that name, liar and knight of cross trades," the

floral voice said. It now issued from the orchid before me. Though it

was tiny, its curvaceous petals resonated with the words. "We know

who you are; we've been watching you and your curiosity for a long

time with many eyes."

    "Who is we?" I stammered. "How dare you claim I'm not the Druid?"

    "Your name is Short Paddy McFarthey. You are a Prime, a halfling,

and not a druid of any order we recognise. We are the Plants. All the

Plants in the Multiverse."

    I was stunned, to say the least. In fact, it was a while before I

could answer at all.

    "How can you be all the plants? You're an orchid, and a mouthy

one at that, if you don't mind me saying so."

    The ground trembled beneath me, and I got the distinct idea that

it did mind me saying so. An oak tree beside me dropped all its

acorns on my head, at once.

    "Okay, okay. I get the message, cutter," I agreed, in my best

plant-soothing voice. As I rubbed the bruises, my magic-sight showed

racing streaks of mystic power all about me. Priest magic, if ever

I've seen it, of the Plant sphere. And all of it emanating from the

tiny orchid. It was almost as if it were...

    "A priest, in your words, yes..." the orchid finished my thoughts

for me.

    I grew excited. Perhaps we could strike a deal. "You're a priest

of Sheela Peryroyl too?"

    I knew I'd said something horribly wrong when the oak uprooted

itself from the wet earth with a creaking squeal, and crashed down

inches from me. I'd narrowly avoided becoming pulp.

    "Calm down!" I squealed. "Please! I don't mean harm, really I

don't!"

    "You slew my brothers and sisters," it seethed. I knew it meant

the plants I'd been trampling.

    "I didn't realise they were related to you. I'm sorry." The

flower seemed pacified somewhat, so I risked another question. "So

which Power do you serve, then?"

    The orchid's stem turned so the flower could look at me. "I

follow the One True Power, the King of Plants."

    "Silvanus?" I questioned. "Demeter?"

    Again the ground trembled. I watched the trees carefully; it

wouldn't do to get squashed now. "Yggdrasil?" I offered.

    The orchid shook with laughter. "A mere sapling! No, none of

those. The Herb Lord is only known by plants. You fleshy creatures

realise nothing of our culture, nor would you understand it."

    "Try me," I quipped. "I'm a good listener."

    "We, the Empire of Plants, have penetrated to the heart of your

blood-based world. We know your darks, your cant, your petty power

squabbles. We know of the Cage, of the Lady, and her secrets too; we

have seen them.

    "We plants watch everything you do, and we remain silent. What do

you know of our nation? Nothing."

    I was about to protest that wasn't the case, but thought better

of it, because it wouldn't really be true. A whole empire of plants?

I just thought they were green and looked nice. They sometimes even

tasted nice. But an plane-spanning empire? Was I being peeled?

    "It is the truth," answered the flower. I must've been thinking

aloud. "You want to learn more, don't you?"

    The orchid was playing with me; tempting me with darks it knew I

craved. "What do I have to do?" I asked.

    "Join us."

    The presence retreated, and I was left alone in the copse.

    The orchid's silent now, as if it never even spoke. And so I

remain, writing down what I've seen, not really understanding. Who

did the orchid mean by the Herb Lord? A power nobody's ever heard of,

worshipped only by plants? It seems too far-fetched to be real. Think

of how mighty it'd be, with those countless infinities of plant

worshippers. Still, I've seen less plausible things happen.

    Where would this Flower Power's realm be? A dark forest? An

orchard? That realm no high-up claims in Elysium? It'll all be

hopeless unless I can find out more.

    "Join us"? It's going to be a great adventure finding out...

Date: Tue, 19 Nov 1996 07:36:24 -0700 (MST)

From: KELLEY SCOTT T <kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU>

S.I.G.I.S. - Daaras Intwood Reports from the Outlands


[Recent excerpt from S.I.G.I.S. - This is a travelogue submitted by culler

Daaras Intwood who has been following the incursion of fiend led forces

from Rigus into the realm of the Egyptian power Thoth. *Past issues of

S.I.G.I.S may be found at: http://www.geocities.com/Athens/7117*]

DAY 1  The cloud of dust from the approaching Rigus army continues to grow

in the baking sun of the desert.  I can see the cloud for many miles

across the featureless sand and it will soon block out the sun.  Every now

and again, I see specks of red, green and black darting in and out of the

cloud - I presume these specks are Abashai.  Why the Abashai have not

advanced to terrorize the slower refugees remains a mystery to me.  I

suspect that the strict command of a powerful Baatezu high-up is the only

thing that might serve to curb their bloodlust.


Yesterday, I journeyed out of Theybestys by camel following the

river Ma'at and moved against the current of humanoids flowing towards the

safety of their power.  Many of them stare at me and shake their heads in

disbelief as I pass by.  They no doubt wonder what kind of barmy would

move in the path of a fiendish army marching from the merciless burg of

Rigus.  Caravans of bashers wearing long robes leading camels or pulling

carts seem to stretch for miles along Ma'at.  At the moment, there seems

little hope that these poor sods will give the Rigans the laugh and, from

the look on the faces of the refugees, they seem to be aware of this.  Not

a minute passes where I don't see some petitioner kneeling in prayer to

Thoth asking for deliverance from this mysterious foe.  They better get an

answer soon or a lot of these berks will be lost by dawn.

DAY 2   I was awakened today by triumphant shouts and cheers all around

me: Thoth has apparently answered the prayers of the faithful!  During the

night, the Ma'at rose an extraordinary ten feet allowing the passage of

hundreds of craft carrying villagers fleeing the fiendish-led forces of

Rigus.But the shouts were for the more amazing demonstration of Thoth's

wrath that appeared in the desert this morning.  Where we had seen the

marauders last night, a sandstorm of tremendous size and power had blown

straight into the face of the oncoming troops, blasting the sods with sand

and lancing them with lightning.  Thankfully for the villagers, this

battle may be over before it has properly begun.
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Date: Fri, 22 Nov 1996 10:54:01 -0700 (MST)

From: KELLEY SCOTT T <kelleys@ucsu.Colorado.EDU>

S.I.G.I.S. - Further report on Outlands incursion.


[Recent excerpt from S.I.G.I.S. - A continuation of the travelogue sent by

culler Daaras Intwood who has been following the incursion of fiend led

forces from Rigus into the Outlands.  *Past issues of S.I.G.I.S may be

found at: http://www.geocities.com/Athens/7117*]

DAY 4  It seems my conclusions of two days ago were premature.  The

sandstorm abated late last evening and, to my amazement, the Rigans had

not abandoned their march.  In fact, it seems they actually made some

progress through the storm.  I can only suppose that fiendish abjurers

provided a measure of protection from the storm and lightning, the

fiercest this land has seen in many an age.  Even so, after the tremendous

lightning storm, many of the sods are piles of charred ashes blowing

slowly away in the wind.


By this time, the refugees have managed to slip the blinds on the

marauders but I'm no longer convinced that putting Thoth's petitioners in

the dead book or invading Thoth's realm was the goal of the Rigans.  They

continue to march steadfastly in the direction of the villages along Ma'at

and I aim to discover the dark of their purpose.  From what I have so far

observed, I can only guess at two possible explanations:  Thoth made these

berks reconsider attacking his petitioners or the fiends have always had

some other purpose.  Either I'll have the chant soon or I'll find myself

dangling from a leafless tree in this blazing heat.

DAY 5  Through some luck and a bit o' cross-trading, I've managed to worm

my way into the ranks of the Rigan army and what I've discovered gives me

pause.  The army is composed of thousands of bashers:  fiends, tieflings,

goblins, humans and even dwarves march to the music of a Pit fiend named

Gomory.  After operating as a mercenary for a short time, I now know at

least some of the dark on these sods - all day and night we've been busy

bobbing the villages of all that's movable and then some.  I've seen berks

taking everything from jink and jewelry to bricks and wrought iron.

Systematically, the Rigans have loaded everything of value onto carts

pulled by camels and foot soldiers and sent it packing towards the sea of

Tir fo Thiunn.  Seems they've scared off the villagers in order to raid

their kips and cases without wasting any of their strength.


My overall impression of this tidy little operation is that the

fiends are preparing for some massive operation in the days ahead.  The

chant is that the army is planning to bob more burgs on the way towards

Tir Fo Thiunn.  The berks that I've chatted with (mostly foot soldiers)

are grumbling for some action.  The way these bashers are itchin' for

battle makes me think the next villages we come to won't have it so easy

as the last.

Date: Fri, 22 Nov 1996 23:30:58 GMT

From: ai807@freenet.carleton.ca (Peter Dimitriadis)

New Sect: The Mimics


I've been thinking of introducing my players to this new sect.  

Feel free to look it over, steal it for your own games if you 

like it, or tell me any ideas you have to make it better for 

my game, or just give general impressions.  Thanks.

                     The Mimics

                 (Arbitrators, Actors)

"The only way to understand someone else is to BECOME them.  When you can

do that, you can always defeat them.  More importantly, you may not have

to."

   - Mimic Elder

Sect Philosophy:

    People disagree on so many things, from what is the nature of reality,

to how much taxes people should pay.  A wise cutter is someone who looks at

things from all sides, and the best way to understand a side is to 

understand one (if not all) people who hold that point of view.  

    This is where the Mimics come in.  They are dedicated to looking at 

things through another persons eyes.  Motives vary for joining; sometimes

one joins for enlightenment, other people join to get an edge by being 

able to know how an opponent will react before they do.               

    Whatever the purpose, a Mimic's goal is to get inside someone else's

head, and understand how they think.  The elves have a saying that a 

berk can't know the mind of another until they know their own.  The 

Mimics invert this saying somewhat; knowing the minds of others is a 

route to knowing your own.  If one could live the life of every person

in the multiverse, that person would know everything there is to know.

Mimics come as close as they possibly can to this goal.

Primary Plane of Influence: The closest things the Mimics have to a 

primary plane of influence is the Outlands (not Sigil, although they

are considering trying to become a full-fledged faction).  In reality,

they have members spread throughout the multiverse, trying to understand

the minds of others.

Allies and Enemies: Most factions are neutral to the Mimics.  Because

of their desire to learn things by getting into their brain-box 

(metaphorically), most factions hold the unspoken belief that a 

Mimic will eventually 'see the truth' after experiencing the lives

of so many others, and join the 'right' faction.  The Mimics 

probably have the best relationship with the Sensates, for they 

both agree that experience is the key.  Sensates try to acquire it

for themselves, while Mimics try to get it from others.  

In the Outlands, the Mimics are often chosen to settle petty disputes.

While many groups respect the intentions of the Mimics, they are somewhat 

less enthused with the possibilities of Mimic spies (see below).

Eligability:  The Mimics are, by nature, a very open and accepting sect.

Any alignment is allowed to join, although lawfuls are by far the 

rarest.  The great majority of Mimics are some shade of neutral, 

naturally gravitating to the least extreme of all points of view.  

Thieves, and those in charge of catching thieves, often join this 

sect for an edge.

    A small part of the sect are advocating adopting a rule which 

insists all new members abandon their real names, although at 

present this is not necessary. 

Benefits: All Mimics are able to, at least to some degree, see into 

the minds of another person.  This is not a psychic ability, but 

merely comes about by observation and contact.  The Mimic must have

been in the regular company of a subject for at least a day, but 

once that is established, a Mimic can, on a successful wisdom 

check, answer any question about what the subject would do in a given

situation.  This ability may be used once per day at namer level.

   The greatest benefit comes to those Mimics have the ability, either

through a magic item or a spell, change their appearance.  These Mimics

can almost always make a perfect imitation of their subject.  Such 

sublimation of identity is not without risks.

   It is rumored that a few of the oldest members are able to change 

themselves even without such magic, by sheer force of will.

Restrictions:  When a Mimic has studied a subject enough, they begin

to empathize with the subject, and are therefore less likely to attack.

Once three successful 'character judgements' (the ability to answer

questions in the mind of a subject) have been made, the Mimic is 

extremely reluctant to attack.  In fact, unless a wisdom check at 

a -2 penalty is made, they will not willingly attack the subject.

If the Mimic is forced to defend himself, all attacks will be made

at a -2 penalty to hit.

    When a Mimic is attempting to impersonate another person, this

empathy is even more dangerous.  Each consecutive day after the first

that a Mimic impersonates someone, they must save vs. polymorph.  

After three days, the save is made at a penalty of 2 for each 

day beyond the third.  Failing the save means that the character

is convinced that they are, in fact, the person being impersonated,

and will behave accordingly.  The Mimic may attempt to reassert 

their identity once per week, with a successful save vs. polymorph.

    A final restriction is that when a Mimic is making use of magic

to change their appearance, they are unable to create a totally new

appearance.  They MUST copy the appearance of someone they have 

seen (although this need not be a person studied extensively 

enough to be able to impersonate effectively.)

Peter Dimitriadis

Date: Tue, 03 Dec 96 19:16:56 PST

From: Gianni e Anna <giannieanna@infonie.fr>

PS undead


Hello mates

Well, there ARE undead on the Outer Planes.

*Good-aligned undead freely roam the realm of Osiris on Buxenus, the 

2nd layer of Arcadia (Planes of Law, Arcadia, p.19-20), yet this source 

book does not specifically state what kind of undead they are (it just sez 

"nondestructive undead"). OHG also mentions "undead [which] are free 

of evil in their hearts" (p.90)

*The realm of Kiaransalee in the Abyss (on Thanatos, the 113th layer) is 

inhabited by "zombies, ghouls, wights and other decaying undead", 

"skeletons, wraiths", "vampires" (Planes of Chaos, the Book of Chaos, 

p.29), "hanged men and ghouls", "vamires, banshees and spectres" 

(p.30), "gang of ghouls led by ghasts and wraiths" (p.31). Kiaransalee 

"controls a multitude of undead" there (OHG, p.100)

*The intermediate god Kanchelsis has an "Abyssal home [he shares 

with] vampyres, nosferatu, and worse" (Monster Mythology, p.112)

*The lich-lord Mellifleur's realm, Death's Embrace, lays on Gehenna. The 

Liber Malevolentiae doesn't mention any undead inhabitants, but we 

may assume that there are lich petitioners there (after all, the evil souls 

of destroyed liches do go somewhere, don't they).

There are certainly also undead in the realms of the various gods having 

undeath in their Area of Control (AoC): Yeenoghu, Chemosh of Krynn, 

Faluzure.

There are two kinds of undead, and I think these two categories do not 

have the same relationship with the Negative Plane.

1) The first category is made up by those undead who exist only on the 

Prime. I believe negative energy is involved in the CREATION of these 

undead, whether through a spell, energy drain, or some other foul act -- 

just as positive energy is involved in the creation of living creatures, 

through the act of love and making sex. But who says these undead do 

have to keep a connection with the Negative plane after their creation?

I think these undead can be created anywhere in the multiverse 

(providing the right spells) and can then wander wherever they want (or 

are told to).

2) The second category is made up by undead existing at the same time 

on the Prime and on the Negative Plane: wraiths, spectres, wights and 

vampires. These undead may perhaps only be created on the Prime or 

on the Ethereal, but I believe they can function normally on the Outer 

Planes if they managed to get there, just as the Clueless. After all, 

dwarves still detect slopes on the Outer Planes, and elves resist sleep 

spells!

Bye

MC Gianni

PS

Mummies are a peculier case. They exist both on the Prime and on the 

Positive Plane -- the remarks about the undead from the 2nd category 

are valid for mummies too.

Date: Thu, 5 Dec 1996 01:35:26 -0800 (PST)

From: Bloodlust <larrylin@calweb.com>

New Planewalker Kit

   I wrote the Planewalker Specialist Mage before and got NO replies about

it, and here I am again writing the Planewalker Thief. This is going to be a

long series of Planewalker kits that I'm writing because I feel that only 4

from the Planewalkers Handbook just was'nt enough. Maybe I'll get some

replies on this one. And if anyone missed the Planewalker Specialist Mage,

email me and I'll send it to you. So, without anymore to say. Here, I give

you the Planewalker Thief.

Planewalker Thief

                            

   A planewalker thief is one of the most feared and respected of all

classes on the planes. Everyone knows that a good thief can bob a tanar'ri,

get away with murder, give the Harmonium the laugh, and still walk away, not

only with their lives still intact, but a whole lot richer, with probably a

few more magical items to boot. Planewalker thieves are also well known for

the special contacts that they have been known to keep company with, whether

it be a clueless prime, a trumpet archon, or a yugoloth high up.

Requirements: A planewalker thief must have a minimum of 15 dexterity and a

12 charisma (the high charisma is required for the contacts they gain. see

below).

Role: The role of a planewalker thief is much the same as a prime thief,

only on a much larger scale. Backstabbing, picking pockets, bribery... it

all remains the same, it's just more dangerous in the planes.

Weapon Proficiencies: The primary weapons of the planewalker thief are

small, easily concealed items. Daggers and knives are the most popular, but

larger weapons do have their advantages when in the midst of combat. With

this in mind, planewalker thieves are allowed to become proficient in any

weapon of size M and smaller. A planewalker thief may spend a second weapon

proficiency slot to become "specialized" in a dagger OR knife, but never

more than one weapon.

Non Weapon Proficiencies: Bonus: Looting (see the Complete Thief Handbook).

Required: Danger Sense (normally only allowed for humanoid characters, but

planewalker thieves have to keep on their toes, so they have learned to

detect things normally undetectable to the average person). Recommended:

Running, Information Gathering, Portal Feel.

Equipment: planewalker thieves are limited to studded leather armor,

leather, and padded. They must be able to keep theirselves quiet so as not

to attract any unwanted attention. They usually won't even wear any armor,

so as to keep their thieving abilities at maximum. They prefer to wear nice

and fancy clothing, but realize also when rags and dropcloths are required

to keep their cover.

Special Benifits: The planewalker thief has a special ability to

Burgularize. This ability comes into play whenever a thief tries to break

into a place and steal, kill, or stake out. Whenever a thief tries to break

into a place the DM secretly rolls a 1d100. The thief has a base 5% chance

per level of burgularize successfully, minus 5% for EVERY level of someone

who is at the place. EXAMPLE: Jake is a third level thief trying to

burgularize a house. There are 2 people (both level 1) in the house at the

time. So Jake has a "base" 15% chance. Reduce this chance by 10% (two people

at level 1 each = 2 total levels). Jake now has a 5% chance of burgularizing

successfully. If the people at the place the thief is going to burgularize

happen to be "guards" of any sort, reduce the chance to minus 7% per level

of the guard. And if the people are sleeping (guards will still be more

alert, but still penalized the same amount) add a bonus of 2% per level of

the person.

   A planewalker thief also has many contacts through different planes.

Whenever a planewalker thief rises a level, roll 1d20. if the roll was equal

to, or less than the thiefs level, he has gained a valuble planar contact

(not nesseccarily to be mistaken with an "ally"). This contact will be from

a plane that the thief has visited recently, which could mean a tanar'ri

contact (probably not the best thing) if the thief has only been to the

Abyss recently.

Special Hindrances: The planewalker thief has some special hindrances that

must be addressed. First of all, a thief might have a valuble contact, but

remember, if you are willing to be a thief, then apparently you're not very

trustworthy in most peoples eyes. Every time the thief gains a level, there

is a 20% chance that a "contact" has become disinterested in you and decides

not to help you anymore (for reasons thought up by the DM), and of those

that do become disinterested, there is then a second roll to be made. 25% of

the disinterested former contacts will become hostile toward the thief,

attacking him outright, or sending minions to capture or kill him (this is

also up to the DM, as it would depend on the contact as to how it would

react toward you). One good thing about this is, if you have other contacts,

they may help you (depending what kind of contact they might be. A tanar'ri

probably won't help you kill another tanar'ri, but then again, it might. Who

knows?). 

   Another special hindrance is the fact that thieves are persued constantly

by Harmonium when in (and out sometimes) Sigil. If a thief becomes known to

the Harmonium, you can expect to be arrested (or killed, depending on the

circumstances) at any moment. Planewalker thieves are the most people in the

planes that have a Hard Head persuing them with a Warrant of Holding (see

the Factols Manifesto for information on Warrants of Holding).

         -------------------------------------------------------------

          |            With the darkness come the drow.             |

          |              You can run, nowhere, nohow.               |

          |         Your heart beats with my pulsing mind.          |

          |              Enter here and you will find.              |

          |            You will find your hearts desire.            |

          |              As I light your funeral pyre.              |

          |              I torch your beloved Evermeet.             |

          |              Now see the sight of Everdeep.             |

          |                                                         |

          |                     - Bloodlust Duskryn Llothbane       |

         -------------------------------------------------------------

Date: Mon, 9 Dec 1996 02:20:42 -0800 (PST)

From: Bloodlust <larrylin@calweb.com>

Another Planewalker Kit (kinda long)

   Here is another kit I have created. The planewalker psionicist. This is

done to use with the original rules for psionicist in The Complete

Psionicists Handbook. I will not be creating one for skills and power for

two reasons. one, I'm not too fond of the system myself, and two, I don't

know a whole lot about how the system works anyway. So please don't ask me

to create one for S&P, but if you really want one then you should'nt have

too much trouble converting it. The last kit i posted seemed to bomb because

a few people wanted it to have a more "planescapy" feel to it, so I have

added more planescape related stuff to this one. I hope this is better, and

please again, feel free to comment on it. Now, here is the Planewalker

Psionicist. Oh! I must warn you, as with all kits I create, it is more

powerful than a lot of DM's like. Feel free to modify it to suit your campaign.

                              Planewalker Psionicist

   A planewalker psionicist is a devoted student of the ways of the mind. In

the planes, one can never be too careful, which is why these people decide

to become psionicist's. Very powerful indeed, still even the least fiends

could do these people in if they are not careful. Rumored around the Cage,

and maybe a few of the gate towns, is that some unknown psionicist has found

a way to "will" himself into the Cage, much like a teleport spell. These

sources are probably just a few barmy sods who will sell anything for a

copper, even a lie. But yet other sources say that these psionicists CAN do

it, either because they are Signers (a Signer psionicist would be very

powerful indeed), or some even go so far as to say these individuals can

"teleport" through the Lady's portals. But these are probably also just some

barmy bubbers tryin to look good in the face of company.

Role: A planewalker psionicist likes to remain unknown or maybe just

mysterious, but those who do let themselves be known are either highly

respected and therefore feared, or outright killed for tryin to mess with

peoples heads. What better place to practice the arts of the mind than in

the planes? Look at Athas. Psionicist aren't even given a second glance

there, but in the planes, one can never know the full dark of things, so

people fear with they do not know, and that suits the psionicist just fine.

Planewalker psionicists like are most likely to join the Sign of One or

maybe the Society of Sensation, because it seems that these are the two

factions that make the most out of the mind. Planewalker psionicists will

never join with the Ciphers because they think (or not) that thought isn't

neccessary, and psionicists know better. They also usually won't join with a

highly chaotic faction (ie: The Xaositects), but are not banned from doing

so (unless the DM does'nt allow chaotic psionicists). 

Weapon Proficiencies: Weapons are chosen just the same as for a normal

psionicist.

Non-Weapon Proficiencies: Bonus: Psionic Lore (see the Will and the Way).

Required: Rejuvenation. Recommended: Psychic Manipulation (tW&tW), Portal

Feel, Reading and Writing, Meditative Focus.

Equipment: Planewalker psionicists start play with the knowledge of one

portal key (but they must locate the actual key) which the DM chooses to fit

his campaign. They usually dress in either faction colors or clothes that

reflect their personalities.

Special Benifits: Planewalkers can "contact" creatures that would normally

drive a normal psionicist insane. They can do this at the cost of 3d10 EXTRA

PSP's. If for some reason they do not have enough PSP's to cover this cost

after they have allready rolled the die, then they must make saves normally

against insanity.

   Planewalker psionicists also have special abilities depending on what

their Primary Discipline is. A chart is described about this below.

   Clairsentience: Clairsentient psionicists have the ability to use their

clairsentient powers on portals, but to use this ability, they must also

have and use the portal key. An example, a psionicist with the power of

Clairvoyance can use his portal key to open the portal and then use

Clairvoyance to view what's going on within the powers range, beyond the

portal (the powers range is still used, but just as far as it can go

normally, except that now, it is on the other side of a portal). A

psionicist can use this ability with many clairsentient powers

(clairadience, sense sound, etc...), but apparently he can't use it with ALL

of them. Some powers just would'nt work with an ability such as this.

   Psycoportation: A psycoporter psionicist can use his power of Teleport to

teleport through a portal, although he must still have the portal key (which

is used once passing through the portal). This power can work only if the

psionicist is within 1 mile per level of the portal, and at an EXTRA PSP

cost of 5 PSP's for each plane of passing (this works very similar to what

happens when Priests and Magical Weapons cross to other planes), therefore

doing this can be very expensive on PSP's.

   Psycometabolism: A psycometabolist psionicist gains a +2 bonus to the

power score of 1 psychometabolism science and 3 psychometabolism devotions

when using a power on himself. He may also gain a bonus of +1 to these power

scores when using them on another person. Apparently this may be better for

some psionicists because you have the option of choosing Good or Harmful

powers, which could affect where and how these bonuses are used.

   Psychokinesis: A psychokinetic psionicist can use his power of

Telekinisis to lift objects that weigh 50% more. And also they can hurl

these objects at opponents for 1 point of damage for ever 10 pounds of

material hurled. To hurl an item of extreme weight, the psionicist must roll

another power score, but with a +2 bonus. Creatures being struck by a hurled

object are then entitled to a saving throw vs. paralization for half damage

at -1 for every EXTRA 5 PSP's the psionicist used to initialize this power.

Hurling objects like this require 2 rounds, 1 round to lift the object and a

2'nd round to hurl it.

Telepathy: A telepathic psionicist are by far the most numerous, therefore

they have two special powers (one is described above), but this second power

is not as powerful as the rest of the powers for other types of psionicists.

They can use the power of Mindlink on others without having to use Contact

first. But, they can not use this power on creatures that would drive a

normal psionicist insane (see above), they must still Contact these creatures.

Special Hindrances: Planewalker psionicists are not very well liked in the

planes once they become too well known. A psionicist, once he becomes well

known to people, will suffer a -4 reaction penalty in that area, and a -8

penalty if the general populous is of the EXACT (LG =CE) oppisite alignment.

People just don't like the type of berk who is known to play games in their

head way better than a wizard. They are also restricted in that they have a

- -1 penalty to ALL power scores in ALL non-primary disciplines, which means

you muct choose you primary discipline wisely. And also, the Lawful factions

may not like having a mindbending berk around and they are sure to keep a

close eye on the psionicist if they become too well known, and the Bleak

Cabal would love to practice their own types of psychic surgery on these

induviduals, but that is an adventure left for a DM to create.

Date: Thu, 12 Dec 1996 21:51:22 -0800 (PST)

From: Bloodlust <larrylin@calweb.com>

Another Planescape Kit

   Here is yet another one of the kits I have created for use in the planes.

I hope you like it.

                               Abyssal Bard

                                 (NPC kit)

   An abyssal bard is usually a human or tiefling, but may be of any race

that allows bards to be a class. They are ALWAYS in the service of tanar'ri

lords, or very powerful true tanar'ri (some who may be trying to take over

another tanar'ri lord) such as balors and mariliths. They are NEVER (as far

as anyone knows) in the service of greater, lesser or least tanar'ri, and

the guardian molydei don't feel that they need a bard to sing of their

greatness, so they have no need for these bards either. Powerful tanar'ri

lords such as Graz'zt, Pazrael, and Zuggtmoy are known to have hundreds of

these individuals in their service. Being an abyssal bard does'nt grant a

man immunity to harm from other tanar'ri though. There are literally an

endless number of tanar'ri who would go to any lengths to embarress the

lords and other powerful tanar'ri, and will kill these bards just for this

reason, or maybe the tanar'ri lord angered another tanar'ri lord, so this

lord is killing the others bards. There are an endless number of reasons

that these bards would be harmed or killed.

   Role: The abyssal bard has only one thing in mind, to sing and tell

stories of the greatness of the tanar'ri he is in service to. When Blood War

battles are to be fought, these men stand with their lord and sing until

they have won the battle or died while trying. It is not uncommon to see an

abyssal bard running around the Abyss on a errand for their master, but it

is not uncommon for these individuals to be attacked by rival tanar'ri.

Therefore abyssal bards are in high demand by the tanar'ri lords, because

they die too often and the lord needs to keep up his reputation. For this

reason, tanar'ri lords will almost always have some form of training area in

their citadels for these bards. Abyssal bards must be Chaotic Evil in alignment.

Weapon Proficiencies: Abyssal bards may use any weapon that is available,

even a two handed sword if need be, but they will usually use smaller

weapons if they are available. They do realize when a larger weapon is in

need more than a smaller one though, as to survive on the Abyss, you must be

able to deal out a lot of damage.

Non-Weapon Proficiencies: Bonus: Survival (one abyssal layer). Required:

Survival (a rival tanar'ri's layer, this only costs one slot, but more

survivals will cost two from now on.). Recommended: Singing, musical

instrument, etiquette (so not to make your lord angery), looting, running.

Equipment: Abyssal bards may wear any armor up to and including plate mail.

All armor penalties to thieving abilities are still counted if they choose

to wear heavy armor. Any armor or clothing will always look to be of a

fiendish nature (sometimes alive, so the chant goes), as well weapons, but

under NO circumstances will a tanar'ri allow an abyssal bard to use a

tanar'ri made weapon, that is, a weapon made for a tanar'ri to use. Any

musical instruments owned by the bard will be of a fiendish nature as well,

and they will not sound "pretty" like most instruments, but they will sound

eerie or down right scary, but most of these aren't magical, they are just

created in a very strange way.

Special Benifits: Abyssal bards have all the abilities of a normal bard plus

a few special ones described below.

   Abyssal bards have the ability to cause fear in their opponents by

singing (this replaces the normal bards ability to sing for the benifit of

comrades). This will affect a up to twice the bards level in hit dice worth

of creatures. All saves are at -1 for every 4'th level of the bard (-1 at

4'th level, -2 at 8'th level, etc...) up to, but not exceeding -5 at 20'th

level. They can use this ability three times per day.

   Abyssal bards have an ability to Teleport (with error, and this cannot

cross layers or planes) three times per day.

   Abyssal bards who have normally have no magic resistance now have a 20%

resistance, and those who allready do have magic resistance may add +10% to

their base resistance.

Special Hindrances: Abyssal bards are treated with little or no respect by

anyone except tanar'ri, and then only by the tanar'ri who they are in

service to. Therefore they suffer a -4 to reaction adjustments from all they

encounter and -8 to any baatezu they encounter.

   It is also wise to remember that rival tanar'ri are always looking to

embarass each other and therefore the bard must always be on the lookout for

these fiends. The base chance for random tanar'ri encounters is increased to

1-4 on 1d6, 5 times per day, and these tanar'ri encounters will almost

always be violent. This is only taken into account when the bard is on the

Abyss.

   Abyssal bards are almost always sent on missions with other tanar'ri to

sing of their masters greatness and the tortures to be endured by him.

Whenever these tanar'ri are sent on raids, a bard is sure to be with them,

and this can be deadly indeed, esspeccially when they are sent on very large

raids or all out Blood War battles.
Date: Sun, 15 Dec 1996 14:33:43 -0800

From: Bloodlust <larrylin@calweb.com>

Here's another Planescape kit

   Here's another one. I hope you like it. I was really tired when I wrote

this, so it might not be as good as the last one. Comments are welcome. :)

                              Celestial Knight

                          (Warrior or Paladin kit)

   In recent times, proxies have become more numerous, or at least, they

have been letting more be known of themselves as of late. And with the

seemingly growing population of proxies, there are those mortals who would

love to rise to higher possitions in the eyes of their deities, and becoming

a celestial knight is a sure way of going about it. These cutters are next

to none, with the proxies and they know it, and they aren't afraid to admit

it, to show that they too can become high ups in the eyes of their deity.

More than anyone else though, celestial knights are most likely to be chosen

to become a proxy of an upper planar power. There are no such knights of the

Neutral or Lower planes.

   Role: A celestial knight has nothing to prove to anyone, except his high

ups (who are usually a proxy) or his deity. The main reason for these

knights to exist is to spread faith, much like a priest, but in a less

friendly manner. These are the warriors of the upper planes, similar to a

Per, but still mortal, allthough a celestial knight may also be a proxy or a

petitioner, they are mostly mortal. It matters not what the alignment of the

knight is, as long as it isn't evil, and he worships a power from one of the

upper planes. But there is also one thing to remember, the celestial knight

must have an alignment as are required for priests of that diety, but still

may not be evil, no matter what. 

   Requirements: A celestial knight must have a 13 CON, a 12 INT, and a 15

CHR (17 CHR for paladins still).    

   Weapon Proficiencies: A celestial knight may become a grand master

(Combat and Tactics) in his chosen weapon, even if a paladin (who normally

can't specialize, but can not specialize in any other weapons). The weapons

used by these knights must reflect upon their god though. A long bow for a

worshiper of Artimus would be great, and a warhammer for a worshiper of Thor

would be good, but not a Whip for a worshiper of Gond, nor a two-handed

sword for a worshiper of Mystra. You get the idea cutter. But just because

you worship a god of Agriculture still does'nt mean you are limited... you

don't have to wield a rake or a shovel, but you can wield a trident (much

like a pitch fork) or a scyth.

   Non-Weapon Proficiencies: Bonus: Religion. Required: Endurance,

Etiquette. Recommended: Healing (for a paladin), Gaming (if you worship a

god of games or such), Hunting (if you worship a god of the hunt), any

proficiency fits well, and most will reflect on the diety worshiped.

   Equipment: They may wear any armor of chain mail or "better". This means

no leather armor berk. A servant warrior of the powers is expected to live,

not be comfortable. These knight will wear and use any equipment that fits

the portfolio of the diety they worship, but they are not limited to this.

   Special Benifits: Celestial knights have the unique power to transfer hit

points to the wounded. They may transfer up to half their "current" hit

points to heal someone by the same amount transfered. These lost hit points

may be regained by normal or magical means. They may do this three times per

week, if they have enough hit points left to do it more than once.

   At 8'th level they gain one point to any one attribute, either chosen by

the player, DM, or by a random roll. This is a reward for faithful service

to a power, and will NOT be granted if the knight has dishonored the diety.

This is much like what happens when a paladin loses all powers. Allthough

the knight may please his god once more, if this sort of dishonor does

happen, he will NOT get this bonus point at a later time just for getting

back on the gods good side, which means you had better be good at least

until level 8 berk. It is also wise to note, that after you have allready

gained this bonus point, it will remain forever, unless removed by some

other means, but the god will not take this away after it was earned.

   A celestial knight has a +2 bonus to reaction adjustment when dealing

with upper planar creatures. This bonus increases to +4 when the creature is

of the EXACT same alignment as the knight.

     Special Hindrances: Celestial knights suffer a -6 reaction adjustment

with all creatures from the lower planes, and a -2 with all creatures from

the neutral planes. They suffer a -8 when dealing with lower planar

creatures of the EXACT opposite alignment.

   If a celestial knight displeases his god (much like when a paladin loses

all powers) he will lose all "benifits" of this kit (with respect to the

bonus stat point) but will keep all the hindrances. This is in addition to a

paladin celestial knight, which is why most of these cutters are warriors

and not paladins.

   And one last thing, these cutters are usually attacked by lower planar

assassins, as they are almost as high up as the proxies. Sometimes they are

even attacked by rival assassins sent by a "good" god, because of something

the two gods just don't seem to agree on. Hey, who said murder is only a

thing of the lower planes? And any fiend who encounters a celestial knight

may enjoy a +4 bonus to morale, because they know, to kill one of these

cutters is to please their own high ups and most likely be advanced in the

ranks of the fiends.

Date: Mon, 9 Dec 1996 22:40:24 +0100 (MET)

From: Hand of God <Truls.Rostrup@isp.uib.no>

Anarchism in the Cage: The case of Raspud Sasoon


Recently a member of the Revolutionary League has made himself known in

Sigil, leading a small band of followers, I give you:

Raspud Sasoon (planar/human/B9/male/Anarchist/TN)

STR 12/DEX 16/CON 12/INT 17/WIS 15/CHA 15, 47 hp 

Raspud grew up in a relatively well-off family in the Lady's Ward and

received all the spoils of an affluent education from his Guvner parents.

Contrasted to his physical comfort, Raspus progressivly felt more and more

dissatisfied with the decadent and unreal lives of his parents. His

studies of law only filled him with disgust as he saw the unjust way it

was applied. One gloomy day in the Lower Ward he met a Anarchist factor

that convinced him of the need to topple all authority, a view that fit

Raspud's world view perfectly. However, he soon became frustrated over the

lack of momentum in the movement - infiltrations and covert operations

failed to visibly bother the governing Factions. 

Raspud began preaching his own brand of revolutionary dogma to anyone who

would listen: "The only way to get rid of the repressive Factions and to

build a truly free society is through direct destructive action. The

Harmonium and the Guvners must be struck with uncompromising force to

bring the message through. To this extent ethics and morals are but

artificial notions imposed by the ruling classes to preserve their own

rule". 

Raspud caused notoriety when he "bombed" (see below) one of the Hardheads'

favourite kips for consuming "minisigils" (guess what this refers to),

killing four and wounding nine officers of the Harmonium. He is also

believed to be involved in the assassination of a high-up of the Guvners. 

It need hardly be mentioned that giving the Hardheads' this much of a

bloody laugh is not a wise thing, and the hunt has been on for Raspud ever

since. 

Raspud charismatic nature convinced enough disillusioned cutters in the

League that his small group soon became embarrasing to the mainstream of

the Revolutionary League. They hold that directly attacking the powerful

rulers will only increase the repression of people. Even if Raspud's small

band are alienated within his own faction, his nihillistic acts of

destruction has won him some friends with the entropic Doomguard. 

It may be from these sources he has acquired his unique explosive

mechanisms. Other chant hold that the devices are from an infernal Abyssal

layer, from Giff suppliers on the Rock of Bral, or even from some deranged

Prime wizard. Whatever the case, the bombing devices are a combination of

healthy doses of smoke powder and magic. Each device is about the size of

a human head and can be thrown to explode on impact, doing 8d4+8 points of

fire damage to everything within 20 feet (save for half damage). The

unstable nature of the device gives it a 20% chance of misfire. In

addition the potential attacker must be careful when transporting the

bomb to the target, any serious shake has a 10% of prematurely setting of

the device. Apparently a memeber of Raspud's crew blew himself up in the

Market Ward recently, killing several civillians and contributing to a

small public outcry over the attacks. Quite a few people in the Hive and

Lower Ward still support the acts, seeing it as legitimate strikes against

the oppressing Hardheads. 

Ways for the PCs to become involved in these events:

- - hired by the Harmonium to find Raspud (involving searching unsavoury

areas in the Hive, not a nice prospect).

- - accidentally becoming collateral damage to one of the bombing attacks,

sure to make the PCs want revenge.

- - asked by high-ups of the Revolutionary League to take care of the

embarresment, "make it look like an accident (a non-League job)".

- - having a friendly NPC become target of an assassination.

- - being convinced of the need for action against the ruling Factions, and

joining Raspud's anarchists.

- - try to convince Raspud et al of the futility of wantom destruction to

bring about change in society (a true role-playing challenge). 

- - hired by fiends (or others interested in weaponry) to uncover the dark 

about the nature of the bombing devices, would involve investigative work

and travel to other planes.

Comments and critique are naturally welcome, and Jon has my permission to

put this piece on his brilliant site if he considers it worthy :)

Truls Rostrup / ssptr@alf.uib.no

- --<=>--

"You're obliged to pretend respect for people and institutions you think

absurd. You live attached in a cowardly fashion to moral and social

conventions you despise, condemn, and know lack all foundation. It is that

permanent contradiction between your ideas and all the dead formalities

and vain pretenses of your civilization which makes you sad, troubled and

unbalanced. In that intolerable conflict you lose all joy of life and all

feeling of personality, because at every moment they suppress and restrain

and check the free play of your powers. That's the poisoned and mortal

wound of the civilized world"

 

"The Torture Garden" - Octave Mirbeau

Date: Mon, 9 Dec 1996 22:11:26 -0700 (MST)

From: "Brian, King of the Lemus" byork@robin-nvh.bvsd.k12.co.us
 Re Anarchism in the Cage: The case of Raspud Sasoon

On Mon, 9 Dec 1996, Hand of God wrote:

> 

> Recently a member of the Revolutionary League has made himself known in

> Sigil, leading a small band of followers, I give you:

> 

> Raspud Sasoon (planar/human/B9/male/Anarchist/TN)

> 

> STR 12/DEX 16/CON 12/INT 17/WIS 15/CHA 15, 47 hp 


First I would like to say, Thank you very much for an excellent

NPC, who I think I may just find a way to work into my campaign.


Second I had an interesting thought concerning Raspud I hope you

dont mind if I take a few liberties and if you are worried about it all

credit for what follows goes to "Hand Of God." 



Anarchist Internal Memo #7

7/.12/9


This brief is concerning ring breakoff leader Raspud Sasoon, and

security measures to be taken against him.  It has recently come to the

attention of this council (Formed 7/.12/9) that one breakoff

"ex-anarchist" member a Raspud Sasoon may well be a Governer Infiltrator.

Raspud was born to two Guvner parents and lived out his early years in the

ladys ward.  It has recently come to light becuase of an infiltration into

a traveling chameleon (see planes of Chaos TraveLogue for more details)

bunch of "clueless" that one Jiaste D'norr

(Planar/Githzerai/T2/male/Anarchist/CN) cam upon Lathar Sasoon, or so she

claimed to be who is Raspud Sasoons mother.  Remarkbly she claimed to have

imitated her G'uvner husband for over a decade before their child was

born.  Unfortunatly for their up until then happy union Jack Sasson

(Planar/Human/Wiz3/male/Fraternity of Order) was able to utilaze some

heretofore uknown means of compuslsion with a rather expensive but simple

hand-held clock.  Jack convinced Lathar that the best thing for their son

would be to have him become an infiltrator into the anrachists, spying for

the Guvners.  He felt however that the best way of avoinding detection and

thereby insuring what safety is possible would be to make sure that Raspud

never knew of his mission, or where his true affiliations lie.  Jack

decided that the best way to gain information on one of the trio or laws

biggest problem would be to infilitrate anarchist ranks using their own

techniques against them, and hoping to have there very infiltrator rise as

high as possible in the divided Anarchist ranks.  


Something seems to have gone wrong.  Raspund was to report every

year once, and forget about the entire incident unless he felt that such a

report would seriously jeaporidize the mission until his safe conduct home

and conducive to patient interview could reveal more information.  Raspund

was covertly observed after this information was obtained in such a way

that there is not possibility that he could have detect us, and he didn

not make any attempt to return home at all.  Instead he went to his main

gathering and prepared to make the famous asassination attempt and then

succed in it on a high raking Harmonium member, who after later

investigation was found to be his Cousin by his father.  


Raspund is to be communicated discreetly with and carefully and

not contacted at all without proper backup.  There is some hope among the

investigators that we could purge our ranks of any other such spies by

utilizing Raspund.  ThUr4 {& #^$~ - Handwriting turns into indecipherable

scrawl and message proceeded to disintegrate at this point.


Anyway I think the campaign and adventure ideas here are obvious

and thanks again for the idea (I am sorry if I plagarized but I just felt

like being creative)

 Brian York



Byork@Robin.bvsd.k12.co.us

"Victory goes to the player who makes the next-to-last mistake." 

       - Chessmaster Savielly Grigorievitch Tartakower (1887-1956) 

Date: Mon, 9 Dec 1996 14:15:08 -0800

From: "Eric Jackson" <Alric@SpryNet.Com>

Spire Butterflies


Spire Butterfly

Climate/Habitat:
The Spire

Frequency:     Common (65%)

Organization:  Flock

Activity Cycle: Day

Diet:          Herbivores

Intelligence:  2-4      Semi-intelligent

Alignment:     Neutral Good

No. Appearing:  Fewest:10  Greatest:1000

Armor Class:   6 (Due to small size and general flitting about)

Movement:      Flying:11  Flying Maneuverability Class: A

Hit Dice:      0+1

THAC0:         15

# of Attacks:  1

Damage/Attack: 1 HP per 10 Butterflies 

Special Attacks:  Spire Butterflies bob and weave (some might say Prance) in a

strangely hypnotic way. Anyone who sees these colorful insects must make a

save Vs Spells or be Charmed as if by the spell Charm Person.

Size:          Tiny 

Appearance:    Spire Butterflies look like normal Monarch Butterflies except

they have a much more vivid color scheme. They usually are found in great

flocks which dance about like giant multicolored clouds.

 Habitat:       Spire Butterflies are found almost exclusively around and on

the great spire. They live as most butterflies, feeding on the nectar of

plants.

They appear to be semi-intelligent, berks have told stories about being

getting lost near the spire and then led to safety by Spire Butterflies.

Ecology:       Spire Butterflies serve the same purpose as butterflies

everywhere. They pollinate plants.

Due to their small size and reliance on nectar as their only source of food,

Spire Butterflies pose no threat to Humans or other Humanoids.

Many wonder how they manage to employ seemingly magical effects on and near

the spire. Most knowledgeable cutters have  decided that they are just so cute

that no one really wants to hurt them.

If roused to anger (and it is a trick to piss off a Butterfly) Spire

Butterflies will attack on mass, inflicting one HP damage for every 10

Butterflies.

Legends are told of a Pit Fiend who was defeated by a huge swarm of Spire

Butterflies, he was so ashamed he fled back to his home plane and has never

been heard of since. 

Variants:      A few rumors have surfaced about Spire Butterflies living

inside the spire. Stories say that they are much more intelligent and have

formed their own civilizations.

Of course the berks who tell these stories also spend a lot of time drooling

on themselves.

===============================

Don't mind me, I'm just having a bit of fun! :)

Eric J

Alric@SpryNet.Com

Date: Tue, 10 Dec 1996 01:23:59 -0800 (PST)

From: Bloodlust <larrylin@calweb.com>

A planar artifact 

   I'm posting this to two lists, so sorry if you get this twice. For those

of you on ADND-L I have also made kits designed for use in planescape,

though a couple of them can be used anywhere, and if you'd like these sent

to you, then email me and I'll get them to you. I did'nt mail these to

ADND-L because I did'nt think it really belonged there because it's

planescape. But new artifacts can be adapted anywhere, so that is why i am

sending it to both lists. I hope you all like it and if you are not running

a planescape campaign then feel free to modify the story of this artifact. I

give you Demus Boradd.

                                  Demus Boradd


   Many years ago, there was a powerful planar wizard who lived in the Gray

Waste who went by the name of Demus Boradd. Intent on creating new spells to

aid the yugoloths in their domination of all things, he made a deal with a

pit fiend, who is no longer remembered. This deal was, to Demus's knowledge,

a pact to unite tanar'ri and baatezu together to march against the upper

planes, but he knew that something was not right about this. The pit fiend

found out the true dark of the agreement, which was actually, to drive the

baatezu into extinction, along with the tanar'ri. The pit fiend then decided

to kill the wizard and entrap his spirit in a magical staff, namely, a staff

of the magi. Soon after entraping the wizard, the yugoloths became aware

that  the pit fiend knew of their true plans and sent a large wave of lesser

and greater yugoloths to eliminate him before he could reveal this dark to

his high ups in the ninth layer. The yugoloths never even knew what had

happened to the wizard that they originally sent, but that did'nt stop them

from looking for him, for the sole purpose of killing him so he did'nt make

the same mistake of revealing their plans again. But they never found him,

and they sure did'nt think to look toward the staff as being him. Demus, now

a being of pure energy, trapped in a chuck of magical wood, heard the

thoughts of the yugoloths planning to kill him, so decided to not reveal his

true nature, lest the yugoloths destroy the staff and his soul with it. Or

so, this is how the story goes.

   The true dark: Demus actually was a yugoloth, an arcanoloth to be exact,

only polymorphed to appear as a human, so as to lead the baatezu into a

false sense of dominion. But this dark has never been released, until the

past decade or two. The yugoloths would still love nothing more than to find

Demus and destroy him, so they can get on with their plans without having to

worry about someone letting out the dark of it.

   Demus never really knew the real dark of the yugoloths plans to begin

with, but the yugoloths, in general, don't know this. It was the General of

Gehenna himself that gave these orders to Demus, and apparently, he's not

letting on that Demus is innocent. Such are the way of fiends.

   A few years ago, Demus was found by a young clueless wizard who was

exploring Baator. This young wizard killed a cornugun and picked up a lovely

staff that the creature possessed, and unknowingly went on a rampage and

killed every fiend that he crossed, for two days. After that, Demus

satisfied for the moment, this young wizard found a way out of Baator and

into Sigil. Now rumored to be in Sigil, and Demus driving his owner barmy,

He is looking for a new wizard to possess him, and will go as far as to have

the young wizard (Human/W12/NG/) attack another powerful wizard, in hopes

that the new wizard will win and take Demus for himself.

   Yugoloths, now hearing that a staff by the name of Demus is floating

around the Cage, are becoming peery, and have begun to increase in numbers

around the Cage, in hopes of finding him. But they also realize that the

Lady won't tolerate just any berk running around the Cage causing trouble,

so they have to be very careful how they look, and cannot just go around

killing just any sod because they "think" he might have Demus. I must also

note that the yugoloths do not know Demus is an Artifact, but think him to

be just a powerful intelligent weapon.

   It is important to note again, that Demus really does'nt know the true

plans of the yugoloths, but if he does find out somehow, he would use this

as a great advantage for either blackmail or revenge.

   Demus hates ALL fiends for a couple reasons, 

1. The yugoloths were going to kill him for something that was'nt his fault.

2. The pit fiend had entraped him in this staff. 

3. As Demus says "I did'nt ask to be involved in any Blood War."

                        The statistics of Demus Boradd

   Demus is Neutral Evil.

   Demus is a staff of the magi and has all powers of a staff of this type.

He never need to recharge, as he can use any powers (by himself, and not

neccessarily just by his wielder) as many times as he wants. He has no charges. 

   Demus can attempt to Dominate (as per the 6'th level wizard spell) his

wielder (but no one else) once per month, and this domination CAN force a

character to go against his alignment and even kill himself if Demus so

wishes. The wielder is allowed an initial saving throw vs. spell (with NO

adjusments for high wisdom or magical items) to overcome this affect, but is

never even aware that it was cast untill it is too late. The wielder is then

allow to keep making saves as with a Charm Person spell (bonuses for magic

and wisdom DO apply here though) to try and overcome the domination. 

   When used to fight against any type of fiend, Demus can cast spells as if

he were a 14'th level wizard with a full amount of spells memorized. When

the battle ceases his spells just go away, but return in full when used to

fight another fiend. This ability works once per week, and is up to the will

of Demus, not the wielder. If Demus casts a "touch" spell, the wielder must

touch the staff to the target, requiring an attack roll.

   The wielder (or Demus himself) may use these spell like abilities at

will, unless otherwise noted.

   Identify (1 x week), Magic Missile (3 x day), Darkness 20' radius, Energy

Drain (1 x day), Heal (1 x day), Harm (1 x day), Wall of Stone, Polymorph

Self (3 x day), Limited Wish (no aging, 1 x month), Non-Detection, Spell

Turning (1 x day), Detect Magic, Read Magic, Dispel Magic (3 x day), Lower

Resistance (2 x day).

   Unless otherwise noted above, this staff functions just as a Staff of the

Magi does with the exeption that ALL functions of the staff are used as a

14'th level wizard. It should also be noted that this staff cannot become

the victim the a "retributive strike", allthough any other staff will be

affected, possibly harming the wielder. 

   Possible means of destruction: 

1. Left to burn in one of the volcano's of Gehenna for one month.

2. Buried under the roots of Yggdrisil to remain for no less than 1 year.

Date: Sat, 14 Dec 1996 00:45:12 +0100

From: "Christian H. Lautz" <lautz@wiwi.uni-frankfurt.de>

The Spire's energy


Now berks, listen to an old Guvner's truth about a long term scientific

research about butterflies, the spire and the flow of energy.

You are 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 for mating to the

spire and give the energy into the spire.

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 with

surrounding magnetics. You put electricity in the magnet and the flow of

electricity gets 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 believe, 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 impersonification 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 homeplane 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 in the way with this plan.

Tramman Hoosker, a Guvner, after some wine in the pubs.

Shortly before he was found head down in the Ditch, flayed ...

- -- 

Christian H. Lautz

'Es ist ohne Bedeutung, ob du dich Christ nennst oder Heide oder

 Druide oder Hexe oder Held. Das ist nur der Name deines Schwertes.'

  -- Slaine

