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Date: Thu, 29 Oct 1998 23:19:11 -0500 (EST)

From: Joshua Jarvis <jj@keene.edu>

NEW SECT Followers of the Glorious Insignificance.


This sect is a spin off of the Bleakers with a slightly more hopeful view.

Their philosophy is this. Look at any place, a realm, a burg, a prime

world. Move far enough away and you'd see how tiny and insignificant it

is, you can't even see yourself their. Move back far enough crystal

spheres are mere specks, planar layers are thin lines in the distance, and

mighty planes themselves eventually vanish. Look how small the great ring

of the outer planes looks from the inner and ethereal. Now look at

yourself in that tiny starting point and tell me if anything really

matters. Would the multiverse shrug if you and everyone you met, and

everyone each of them met died? No! Now don't feel hopeless, look on the

bright side, your worries, fears, and hatered means nothing. If all that

you do is insignificant what should you do? Strive for the significance

you can never attain and do it smartly. Utopias are impossible and

perfection and freedom from trouble cannot be attained because we are too

insignificant to put aside our differences. But we should try, and as we

try remember that reaching for an unachievable goal for others would just

cause hurt. You should try and achieve personal significance to yourself

and your behavior towards others. Try not to insult others, discriminate

against others, or harm others. Of course this is impossible but we should

try, for a fools quest for this unattainable significance is the best way

to do things. For in our true realization of our significance we can see

how tiny our problems and goals really are.

What do you think sirs?

Date: Fri, 30 Oct 1998 21:20:09 GMT

From: TheBazzalisk@platypus.clara.co.uk

New Sect

The Eclectic League


(The Thieves, Combined Supposition)

Faction Philosophy:

  The Multiverse is meaningless, everything leads to entropy, but even

entropy follows rules and rules can be learnt.  Even within this order

there is chaos, and within this chaos there is order. It would be

better if everyone worked together, but forcing you're ideas on others

just leads to grief.  The strong get away with anything, they

shouldn't, but who's going to stop them? you, berk? the only way to

know the multiverse is to experience it, and in experiencing it you

create it, be at one with the multiverse and you'll see that all the

high-ups, factions, Powers, et all, are all corrupt, I mean we can all

reach higher points on the ladder of life.  

  All ideas have merit, never be ashamed to 'borrow' someone els's

ideas. It doesn't matter what you believe, just that you do.

Primary Plane of Influence :

  The Outlands, where all things are mixed and ballanced.

Allies and Enemies :

  All of them ! everyone either likes or hates the Eclectic's based on

their own personality.

Eligibility :

  Anyone who could join any other faction or sect.

Benefits :

  The Eclectics see the good in every idea, and so gain a +2 reaction

bonus from all factioneers and sect members, as well as all

non-exclusive specialty priests (ie. spec. priests who do not believe

in burning all Heretics).

Penalties :

  With no solid beliefs, these people are very easy to persuade, and

thusonly gain half as many belief points as normal characters.

The Bazzalisk /

            <//>
Date: Fri, 30 Oct 1998 16:52:29 -0500

From: "Mr. Niceguy" <jtwright@sysnet.net>

Faction War - What's Good About It (still more spoilers)


OK,

  As an exercise in fairness, I'm going to present the best possible

case FOR Faction War that I can.  As I mentioned in my first rant, FW

does have bits to recommend it.

    I'm convinced FW is *not* a deliberate attempt to 'kill' Planescape.

I'm an X-files fan too, but in RL there are no conspiracies, just people

with differing opinions.  (IMO, of course...)  Good intentions can

produce the most disastrous results.  (just ask the Harmonium)

    I'm certain Monte and Ray were honestly writing the best module they

could, with no intent other than to improve the campaign.

    Maybe they thought factions were stifling the game.

    Maybe they thought this was necessary to introduce new factions.

    Maybe they thought that Planescape's inevitable focus on the inner

planes in the next year or two would be hampered by faction philosophy.

    Maybe they thought it was time to push us chicks out of the nest and

make us fly on our own.

    I dunno.

    But what's done is done.  So, here's my recommendation on how to

make the best of it.

  Q: Should you buy this module?  A: A qualified 'yes', IF you're a fan

of the City of Doors and can ignore the adventure and aftermath. 

Overall, I'd say about a third of it is worthwhile, the vast majority of

the good stuff being contained in the first quarter of the book.

1)  The first quarter of FW, entitled 'Peering into the Cage' is simply

brilliant.  It's an in-depth background on Sigil, her people, places,

institutions, habits, and attitudes.  It's a marvelous expansion and

clarification of the city and will be an invaluable aid to anyone who

wants to run a Sigil-based campaign.  I can't recommend this section

highly enough.

  It certainly sets the record for planned obsolesence, though.  At

least half of the info in 'Peering' is useless if you use the (official

canon) Aftermath in the last 20 pages.  Maybe a 10th of it is worthless

if you use the adventure as written and ignore the Aftermath.

  But as I said in my first rant, I'd buy FW just for this section

alone.  And, as it turns out, I did.  If you want to learn how to make a

city come alive, these 30 pages are the primer.

  If you're not a Sigil/Faction nut like me, it's less useful.  But if

you're anti-faction or -Sigil, then the rest of the module will likely

appeal to you.

2)  This is a little bonus, but it stands out:  When you buy the module,

you get a sheet of spiffy little stickers, one each of all the Faction

badges.  Cool!  I have no idea what the heck you're going to do with a

Mercykiller / Sign of One / Godsman sticker after you've played the

module, but you've got 'em.

3)  Another small thing: The quotes, as always, are witty and incisive.

Xanxost even gets one in.  I thought I detected a certain ironic tone to

them as well, (especially the last sentence of the introduction to

'Peering into the Cage') but perhaps that's colored by my opinion of the

whole.

4)  Last of the small things:  In the intro to the adventure, there's an

example of Sigil's 'cant' from its long-ago past.  I thought it was 

incredibly entertaining and an excellent way to set tone.  It's this

kind of attention to detail that makes the writing in PS products stand

out.

5)  The Adventure:

  Well.  Hmm.  I suppose from one standpoint it could be called

'exciting'.  There's a certain delight to be had in watching things blow

up, that is, if you're not attached to them.  The Armory blows up real

good.  So do the Mercykillers as a faction.

  Lu, of Tivvum's Antiquities, defends herself and her interests

adequately, if not brilliantly.  Other than that, there's not much to

recommend it as a whole.

  The side-tracks are interesting, though.  Act III, the red herring of

the adventure, is a nice little self-contained piece on the perils of

doomsaying.  It also introduces some interesting locales and NPCs to

Sigil: An evil fortune-teller and her cronies, a sect dedicated to

prophesying "the end", and Rechvad, a mage who runs a shop that sells

altered personalities.  Act III's not worth the cover price, but it's

definitely part of the 40 pages that are worth reading.

  Ditto for the locations introduced in later Acts.  Act IV's Temple of

Darkness and Nightmare Shaft (a secret yugoloth spy station and artifact

for accomplishing that goal) have great potential to be used on their

own, even though they seem shoe-horned into this adventure.  Act V's

Nontegue Manor, (an abandoned high house in the Lady's Ward), Dim Home,

(an enclave of 'darkers' living exclusively underground) and Nowhere

(the ultimate hidey-hole) are all interesting.  They strike me as a bit

too heavy on the vastly overdone 'secret-world-beneath-the-streets'

aspect.  Since we've had no indication previous to FW as to what lairs

under Sigil's streets (except that something does), I can overlook that.

  I also have some conceptual problems with Nowhere.  A place that can't

be found which hires guides as inept as the one the PCs hook up with is

an unexplainable paradox.  As is the question, 'How was it found in the

first place, then?'  It shows promise, at least.

6)  The Ending:

  *IF* the party is allowed to fully wrestle with it, there is actually

one philosophical question in the end that is meaningful.  The PCs are

(allegedly) given the power to end the war and alter Sigil, via the

'Sigil Spell'.  So:  Which faction would you want to 'win'?  IE, whose

philosophy should come out on top, and why?

  As the module is written, the LoP renders the PCs decision meaningless

but if you've got the guts to abide by their decision, it's a daunting

question.

  Nothing else about the endgame is worthwhile, I'm afraid.  It just

makes you realize how contrived the whole war was.  Wait, that's just

IMO.  If you *like* time paradoxes and think that the mighty 'Rules of

Three' is what Planescape is all about, then you'll like the ending.

7)  The Aftermath:

  Hmm.  Well.  Again.  Um, the type-setting was professionally done.  I

didn't catch any spelling mistakes. (scans it again)  Nope, that's all

the good I have to say about the aftermath.

  OK, Harys Hatchis' revenge was cute.  (he buys up the Speaker's Hall

after it's abandoned)  And the Lady's ultimatum to the factions was

entertainingly ambiguous.  But that's it.

8)  The Sea Change wrought by the whole:

  The only good thing wrought here is that there is now room for

creating more factions in Sigil and generally creating in the city even

more complex relationships than it's had in the past.  But the cost is

too high.

  You can acheive the same result by ignoring the '15 faction limit'

described in the Factol's Manifesto and simply adding in any faction you

care to.  Nothing in the basic set implies that the only factions which

may exist are those described therein.

  So.

  It's not *that* bad.

  But lord, it ain't that good.

Mr. Niceguy

jtwright@sysnet.net

Visit the Cage at http://welcome.to/the_cage

Now with Synjyn's latest Adventure Hook on Bytopia: The Greater Good!

Date: Fri, 30 Oct 1998 18:08:30 -0500

From: "Mr. Niceguy" <jtwright@sysnet.net>

Faction Fates post FW (big spoiler)

TrUlster asked:

> I, and I am sure a lot of other people, want to know even more. Most

> listmembers probably have a favorite faction. What they would want to 

> find out is what happens to their fav faction. So, could somebody 

> spill the Sigillian beans in a very spoiler-marked way?

  Okey-doke.  I've lived where game stores were scarcer than Taker

consciences, so I understand the problem.
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Listed in order of biggest to smallest changes:

Mercykillers:

  Nilesia is sold into fiendish slavery by Darkwood.  Arwyl Swan's Son

institutes sweeping reforms and starts releasing scads of prisoners. 

This splinters the group into their original components:  The Sons of

Mercy and the Sodkillers.

  Sons of Mercy: wind up trying to do the job of both the Harmonium and

the Mercykillers in SpFW (Sigil post Faction War) and failing.  Think of

it as Ankh-Morpork's Night Watch.

  Sodkillers: end up creating 'The Minder's Guild' which is well on its

way to becoming the next 'might makes right' faction in town.  They hire

out mercs and minders to everyone that can afford it and fill in the

gaps (for the affluent) that the Sons of Mercy can't.

Doomguard:

  The Armory is totally destroyed.  Pentar is mazed, Cromlich mortally

wounded if not killed.  Doomguard are universally hated in SpFW.  The 4

towers disappear back to their home planes, with the pitiful remnants of

the faction.  Technically, the faction is not dead.  But who's gonna

rebuild it?

Sign of One,

Believers of the Source:

  For utterly unbelievable reasons, these factions decide to merge into

a new one, called "The Mind's Eye", and go off to wander the planes in

search of individual enlightenment.  Their new base is in the Outlands,

both former factols were mazed, and Ombidias from the Godsmen is named

factol of the new faction.  Speaker's Hall bought by Harys Hatchis and

turned into a convention center, Great Foundry now run by bladelings.

Transcendant Order:

  Factol Rhys is the only surviving factol from 'Factol's Manifesto'. 

She returns to SpFW, disbands the Ciphers as commanded by the LoP, and

sets them to running the new 'Sigil Advisory Council', the defacto

government of SpFW.  So in one sense, the Ciphers 'win' the war.

Great Gymnasium now run by hill giants.

Harmonium,

Fraternity of Order:

  Both factols for these groups were assassinated in the war, and both

choose to relocate to their planes of greatest influence post FW. 

Sarin's wife Faith takes up the reins for the Harmonium and focusses

them in a less military fashion.  The Guvners are still working through

their bureacracy to choose a new factol.  Barracks stands empty, Courts

now run by Dabus, but poorly.  They eventually start rehiring other

judges.  The Sons of Mercy determine sentencing, so they've got final

call on justice in any case.

Athar:

  Leave SpFW rather than be disbanded.  They relocate to the Spire,

seeing as how it's the only other safe place they can promote their

anti-power philosophy from.  One imagines their Astral fortress is

abandoned as well.  Factol Terrance mazed, no replacement is mentioned.

Oh, and some die-hard god-haters remain in UnderSigil, but they're not

faction supported.  Shattered Temple razed, giant temple to Hades built

in its place by incredibly smug priests.

Fated:

  Hated in SpFW for starting this mess, they bug out for Ysgard. 

Darkwood, needless to say, is majorly toast.  No replacement Factol

mentioned.  They swing back towards the good side of their belief axis,

once more emphasizing 'take what you GET' rather than 'take what you

CAN'.  Halls of Records and Information ransacked by crosstraders of all

stripes.

Revolutionary League:

  Inexplicably leave town, relocating to safe houses in Carceri. 

Apparently, they can't handle the idea that they've 'won'.  While they

debate on how best to create their brave new world, the Ciphers do it.

(see above)  Also, subsects of the faction break off to revolt against

whatever plan the main group comes up with.

Society of Sensation:

  Montgomery mazed.  No replacement named.  Many members bail out for

Arborean HQ, others decide to roam the planes in search of experience. 

The majority stay in Sigil and disband as a faction, but continue to run

the Civic Festhall and provide entertainment for the Cage.

Dustmen,

Bleak Cabal,

Xaosmen,

Free League:

  Ditch their emblems and ranks and go on in SpFW as if nothing's

changed.  Their leaders all got mazed, but so what?  The Dustmen take it

the hardest, and may have to move the Mortuary because all their

convenient portals have gone on the blink.

Mr. Niceguy

jtwright@sysnet.net

Visit the Cage at http://welcome.to/the_cage

Now with Synjyn's latest Adventure Hook on Bytopia: The Greater Good!

Date: Sat, 31 Oct 1998 09:07:50 +0000

From: Jon <jon@mimir.net>

Faction War: Think Different

I was thinking about Faction War, and something occurred to me that might

appease a few folks.

Perhaps.

Spoiler Space

Remember the Great Upheaval? There used to be some fifty factions in Sigil,

squabling and bickering. Then the Lady of Pain stepped in and proclaimed

that fifteen was quite enough thankyou very much. The extra ones scarpered

as fast as their feet could carry them.

Well, what if the Lady decided she'd made a mistake those six hundred years

ago?

The fifteen factions had taken complete control of the Cage. So much so

that life without the factions was completely unthinkable. Now, the Planes

are about Belief and all that, but the planes are also about _many_

beliefs. Not just fifteen. The stranglehold the fifteen factions had over

Sigil, and consequently the portals, and therefore the spread of belief was

intolerable.

Smashing down the fifteen factions has restored Sigil to the pre-Upheaval

situation. Sects and Factions are now equal once again. The many beliefs

that exist on the great Ring can start to filter back into Sigil, and thus

spread their ideologies across the Planes, rather than being confined to

tiny portions of backwater planes.

As for the remaining factions, well, they'll have to lump it for a bit.

Perhaps being demoted to the position of sects for a while will do them

good. Why should factioneers get special magical powers when they gain

ranks when sectarians don't? Are their beliefs somehow more valid? I think

not. Somehow the factions have harnessed some innate ability of the Cage

itself and exploited it.

Now, as for whether I approve of Faction War itself or not, I have no

idea...I'm still a few weeks away from seeing it, I expect. But I quite

like this rationalisation.

Thinking about it, it is horriffic that the factions have gone. They were,

after all, probabl the best part of Planescape. But if you're really

honest, would you agree that with the factions in place, nothing would ever

change? They had such a grip over Sigil...if a faction disapproved of

something, they could easily act to counter it. For years they'd selfishly

prevented the sects spreading their own screed. To such an extent that the

sects were queueing up to topple a faction and replace it.

I'd expected Faction War to be about that -- a daring sect attacking a

faction, and sparking conflict. Perhaps it'd be easy to add that subplot

into the Grand Scheme of Things too...

Another possibility I came up with was that the whole plot was an Anarchist

trick. The "Lady of Pain" seen around Sigil mazing factols and making

"announcements" (the Lady almost _never_ makes announcements...) was

nothing more than a clever trick. The Anarchists have disposed of the

factions like they wanted, got scared (because (a) they might be

discovered, and (b) none of their plans have ever worked before, and they

haven't the faintest idea what to do next) so to cover up their naughtiness

have fled the Cage too.

The factions will be back.

Maybe there'll be more of them, and maybe they'll be different ones,

But I'm sure they will return. You just can't keep a good idea like that down.

And perhaps they'll use the meantime to reflect on their actions (not just

of the adventure, but all the time before with their arrogant "we're right

and you're clueless" stance)...

Time will tell....

Jon

jon@mimir.net

http://mimir.net

Date: Sat, 31 Oct 1998 15:03:43 -0500 (EST)

From: Joshua Jarvis <jj@keene.edu>

New Sects: Imperialists and empiracists.

Here are two new sects I thought up, like the Grand Insignificants I have

not thought up appropriate planes or abilities.

IMPERIALISTS:


 Imperialists believe that the gandeur of Sigil should be

spread around the planes and the best way to do that is to conquer land in

the name of Sigil. They also believe that all non-Sigilians are clueless

and thus should be treated as second class citicens. This evil sect

believes they will prosper from a grand empire with Sigil at its center

and perhaps have access to portals because of their belief.

drawbacks: For fear of the ladies wrath the imperialists do not enter

sigil itself.

EMPIRICISTS: 


"All must be prooved by experimentation, if it cannot be then

it should be proven by repeated observations that produce the same results

until you are able to experiment with it." The empiricists are a guvners

offshoot. They don't believe in finding the laws to everything, instead

they believe that the only way to find laws relevant to the multiverse is

through experimentation that produces repeatable results.

Date: Sat, 31 Oct 1998 12:11:19 -0800

From: Will McPherson <phandaal@shocking.com>

FW: I don't get it

Before I say anything, let it be known that I have yet to acquire this

product and am basing my questions only upon information which has been

relayed to me by the list. My opinion : I don't get it.

How is all of this supposed to occur? Yes, I can understand the basic

plot-line, with Darkwood's attempted take over, but from what I

understand there are a few inconsistencies here. First off, why would

some of the factions get involved in the first place? Bleakers,

Ciphers,Dustmen,  and Signers really don't seem to have much at stake

here. Well, sure, if Darkwood takes over everything they had goes down

the tubes, but the Bleakers wouldn't even care,the Dustmen aren't

supposed to have any emotion (and who would take care of the dead

anyway) and the signers would probably just "pretend" the whole thing

wasn't happening.

Also, what about the Factol's. I'm not complaining about them being

mazed, most of them probably deserved it, but I don't think it likely

that they would all be contained. Take Skall for example, who's

phylactery is located on the negative material plane; couldn't he just

blow himself up and then reform on the negative.As someone else alredy

mentioned, he also has a Glabrezu familiar which probably wants to

release it's master. If the members of the factions still have their

abilities, couldn't Darius imagine her way out of a maze? And what of

Djhek'nlarr? Is she still at large, for if so I am sure the former

followers of the Factol's would pay unheard of sums to restore their

masters to power. Also, what about the Xaositects? Isn't Karan only

factol when he feels like it (that was the impression I received from

Factol's manifesto)? 

Another point of interest is Chronomancy. While the Lady blocks all time

traveling magick in the cage, she cannot stop anyone from time-traveling

outside of Sigil. And even if she could block people from entering Sigil

if they come from another time, what if the said time-traveler hired a

party of adventurers  from that time period to do it's will. I can think

of several powerful wizards who would want to see the faction war

undone, not the least of whom are Skall (supposing he eventually escaped

his maze), Kesto Brighteyes (his beloved Athar have been virtually

destroyed by the FW, and I'm sure there's alot he'd do to bring them

back), and Quake (although her chaotic nature might not mean this). And

while chronomancy is indeed a very rare lore, all three of these wizards

are noted as having an astounding amount of magical lore at their

disposal, especially Skall and Kesto. 

And surely there are other powerful faction wizards out there, not to

mention many powerful priests.

And wouldn't the characters involved act with more wisdom than

described? Considering that (from what I've heard) Darkwood's lost more

than half his power for failing Heimdall, you'd think he'd lose the

"conquer Sigil" idea, especially since he's up against someone that can

flay with a gaze and stop gods from entering the city. I'm not trashing

on the adventure or anything, I'm just saying I don't understand why

(and how) this is all taking place.

And what about Darkwood's plan with the army of inmates and all of his

fated? Didn't he realize that the Harmonium still have him outnumbered

at least ten to one (Ortho and such)? Or that he'd bring down the wrath

of all the other factions as well, including the nigh infinite undead

armies of the Dustmen, and the relentless mobs of Xaositects, or the

countless sensates of the cage, or the destructive Doomguard? It seems

that even with all of his power, the backup of that mage Alluvius Ruskin

was looking for, and all of those fated and Mercykillers, he'd still

have a pitifully small chance of succeeding. With his intelligence of

17, you'd think he would have figured that out.

And what aboutthe Sigil spell? Why? I don't get this. If the Lady wants

to give these mortals a chance at changing things, but only wants them

to make a single, certain change, why didn't she just make the change

herself? 

There's just all of these things here that I don't understand why they

happened. It just doesn't make sense me. I don't have the adventure yet,

as I already said, so maybe I'm just misinformed. Could someone please

explain all of this to me? Thanks.

Date: Sun, 1 Nov 1998 17:04:23 +0100

From: "Tymophil" <tymophil@club-internet.fr>

Time is a set of circles.



Hi sages,

My name is not important. I'd rather keep it dark because what I have come

across is not good for my freedom...

We all know that Chronomancy is banned from Sigil. I may have found why...

I discovered the writing of a forgotten Sage, he was called Kha-lan'Dhaar.

He theorized that Time was best represented by a circle. I came across a

drawing he made. I shall try to describe it.

First you have a very big circle. It's called Time of the Gods. The

description tells that this circle represents the Time on the Outer Planes.

It is so big that it cannot be perceived by mortals. For them it is a line,

not curved, a simple straight line. Still the Gods are aware of its true

nature. Kha-lan'Dhaar wrote that the Time travels at a "normal" speed along

this circle. What it really means is beyond me...

Second you have another, much smaller circle in the center. It shares the

center of the big one, but its radius is much smaller. In fact it is so

small that some (few in fact) mortals can imagine this time as a circle. Yet

most of the mortals see it as a straight line, because the radius is beyond

their comprehension. The document calls this circle the Sigil... I think

Kha-lan'Dhaar thought it was the Time of Sigil and the outlands. Yet it is

not sure, the text was rather obscure on this point. One thing is clear, for

the Sage, this time is very slow... I think he meant that the time is

rolling slower than normal along the Circle... He stressed this point as

fundamental.

In between the two circles, you could see alot of other circle or varying

sizes. Kha-lan'Dhaar named them the Temporal Primes. For him they

represented the Time for every "primal" Universe across the Multiverse. Some

are small, other are big. Kha-lan'Dhaar thinks that on every circle the time

flows in such manner that those times flow at the same relative speed from

one Temporal Prime to another. His theory was right for every Temporal Prime

he came across. Still he was not sure that it was true all around the

Multiverse.

I have yet to read the rest of the book...

Date: Sun, 1 Nov 1998 17:44:14 EST

From: Galzion@aol.com

A New Tanar'ri

Here's a tanar'ri that Ive been working on for a bit. Well, actually I had the

idea for the special attack about four months ago when someone else asked for

an idea for a mental attack for a tanar'ri, but it's taken me this long to get

here.

I post it here for comments and suggestions. in particular, I'm worried about

the XP. I counted 11 pluses, according to the DMG table, which makes it the

equivalent of a 19 HD monster. According to the DMG I have, XP is 2000 for 12

HD, and 1000 for each HD after that, which means this little critter would

reach 9000 XP, which is what I've given it. However, looking through the

PSMC1, a babau is worth 17000 XP, and a fight between a babau and an arikith

would be pretty close. However, I'm unsure whether the XP for the babau is too

high (I seem to recall comments about XP levels before), or whether I should

tack an extra 8000 or 9000 onto the XP for the arikith to bring it more into

line with other creatures of it's power.

Galzion

Tanar'ri, Greater – Arikith


Climate / Terrain

The Abyss

Frequency


Uncommon

Organisation


Solitary

Activity Cycle


Any

Diet



Carnivore

Intelligence


Exceptional (15-16)

Treasure


Nil

Alignment


Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing


1 (rarely 1-3)

Armour Class


-2

Movement


15

Hit Dice


8 + 15

THAC0


13

No. of Attacks


2

Damage per Attack

2d6 + 2 / 2d6 + 2 

Special Attacks

Chaos Mind, spell use

Special Defences

+1 weapon or better to hit

Magic Resistance

60%

Size



M (7' tall)

Morale



Champion (15-16)

XP Value


9,000


Arikith are among the front line troops of the Blood War. Indeed, sages say that they were specifically bred by the tanar'ri in order to fight the

baatezu. They stand seven feet tall, and at first glance resemble nothing more

than a large ape of some variety. They are covered with fur, ranging in colour

from orange, to red, to deep brown, and several shades in between. The

resemblance between the arikith and the less intelligent, and less dangerous

bar-lgura has caused the deaths of a number of planeswalkers. The physical

differences are that arikith stand taller, carry less weight, have only five

digits on each limb and have a closer resemblance to apes. Also, bar-lgura

almost always travel in packs, whilst arikith are almost always on their own.


Some have speculated that the colour of the fur indicates some sort of

ranking system within the arikith. Certainly, an individual arikith may have

different fur when encountered a second time. On further inspection, however,

the arikith are clearly more than the apes they resemble. Keen intelligence

burns behind their eyes, and they occasionally function as on-field leaders

for tanar'ri that are not as smart. Their 'paws' end in wickedly curved claws

with which they will try and rend a berk limb from limb. And anyone trying a

closer inspection than this is almost certainly going to end up as lunch.



Combat


When the fighting gets up close and personal, arikith merely try and tear their opponent apart with their claws. It is at a moderate distance at which

they do their most devastating work, however. 


Arikith, chaotic to an extreme, have the ability to force the minds of other beings to become 'unhinged'. Magic resistance does not apply to this Chaos

Mind attack, although a saving throw is allowed to resist it's effect. Chaotic

individuals save at no penalty, but hose with a neutral alignment (on the law-

chaos axis) have a -3 penalty, and lawful individuals save at -6. The attack

can be used at will, once per round, affecting one individual only, with

effects lasting for 2d20 rounds. Line of sight is required for the attack,

although the victim does not need to catch the eye of the arikith. The effect

of this attack is dramatic. For PC's, a roll must be made to determine what

class the character thinks they are. d10 is rolled, with 1 indicating a

fighter, 2 a paladin, 3 ranger, 4 wizard, 5 specialist (type determined

randomly), 6 priest, 7 druid, 8 thief, 9 bard and 10 indicating DM's choice,

or optionally that the character should roll on the subsequent table for

races. For the time that the chaos mind affects them, that character must act

out a stereotyped example of the class that they believe themselves to be. For

example, a wizard who believes themselves a fighter will draw their sword and

rush into combat, shouting war cries at the top of their voice. Paladins and

priests who do something against their ethos whilst under the influence of a

chaos mind may lose their status, and need to atone for their actions.


For individuals where a character class cannot be applied, a roll must be made on the following table to see what race they believe themselves to be.

Where more than one sub-variety of that race exist, the sub-race is either

determined randomly, or DM's choice. d20 is used; 1 indicates tanar'ri, 2

baatezu, 3 modron, 4 yugoloth, 5 slaadi, 6 aasimon, 7 eladrin, 8 rilmani, 9

guardinal, 10 tanar'ri, 11 orc, 12 elf, 13 dwarf, 14 human, 15 gnome, 16

gehreleth, 17 tiefling, 18 bariaur, 19 githzerai, 20 tanar'ri. Note that the

option of believing yourself to be a tanar'ri comes up three times. 


The arikith make particular use of their chaos mind ability when fighting baatezu, who are susceptible to it. When they force a baatezu to believe

themselves a tanar'ri, usually that baatezu will turn on it's companions until

either it is killed, or it comes to it's right mind. Whichever the end result,

the chaos struck into the heart of the baatezu force has swung more than one

Blood War battle the way of the tanar'ri.


In addition to this ability, arikith have certain spellcasting abilities

available to them, over and above those normally available to tanar'ri. They

can cast the spells Dispel Magic, Fly, Polymorph Self, Chaos, Emotion and Hold

Person. Once a day arikith can attempt to gate in 1-6 cambions (50% chance of

success) or 1 arikith (40% chance of success).



Habitat / Society


Arikith can be found on almost any layer of the Abyss, usually on their own. On the very rare occasions when more than one arikith is observed, they always seem to be talking to each other. What they might be talking about is a matter of conjecture, as no-one has eavesdropped on one of these conversations and lived to tell about it. The arikith seem to have an ability to realise that

they are being observed, and to locate the observer, that has yet to be

explained. Naturally, there have been suggestions as to what the arikith might

be discussing that they are so secretive about. The most popular theory is

that the arikith, as a group, have ambitions of advancing their place within

the Abyss, and gaining a measure of power for themselves. How they might do

this is, of course, something that the proponents of this theory tend not to

bother debating. 


Arikith can also be found, as mentioned, at the heart of most of the major armies that the tanar'ri put together to fight the Blood War. This is the only

time when more than three of them will be encountered.


Arikith view themselves as the most powerful of the greater tanar'ri, which makes them unpopular with the other greater tanar'ri, a feeling that is

reciprocated. In particular, arikith will always take the opportunity to kill

a babau when it arises, and the mutual hatred between the two tanar'ri is such

that they will only work together under the direct supervision of a true

tanar'ri.



Ecology


The role of the arikith in the Blood War cannot be understated. Several of them, working in concert, can quite easily disrupt a baatezu attack to the

point where the opposition is easy to rip apart. Many of the victories that

the tanar'ri have won have been on the back of the chaos power of the arikith.

However, the true tanar'ri do not trust the arikith, perhaps aware of the

ambition of the arikith for power. Much of the time, the arikith act as

loners, even leaving the war effort to further their own designs. The arikith

have also been willing to serve powers that dwell in the Abyss; another factor

that leads the true tanar'ri to mistrust the motivations of the arikith as a

whole.

Date: Sun, 1 Nov 1998 22:38:28 EST

From: Rasgon@aol.com
A unique tanar'ri: Betelgeuse

as an example of how a traditional tanar'ri type (the Marilith) can be

perverted, and as a homage to Tim Burton and Michael Keaton (I stole some

parts from the saturday morning cartoon):

BETELGEUSE

True Tanar'ri (type V)

Strength: 18/00

Dexterity: 18

Constitution: 18

Intelligence: 18

Wisdom: 6

Charisma: 1

AC: -9

THAC0: 9

No. Attacks: 7 (including tentacles, arms, insect legs, etc.)

HP: 48

Alignment: CE

Special attacks: psionics, constriction, spell-like abilities

Special defenses: +2 or better to hit, never surprised, spell immunities*,

body odor

Magic Resistance: 70%*

Size: 5'8" (100' long)

Weapon Proficiencies: mallet

Non-Weapon Proficiencies: astrology, spellcraft, seduction, fast-talk,

netherworld lore, fart noises

Special Attacks: Psionics PB, P, C/M-, TS, MB, 175 PSPs

Sciences: create object, molecular rearrangement (something ordinary to

something revolting), project force, telekinesis, metamorphosis, teleport

other, summon planar creature, banishment

Devotions: animate object, animate shadow, control body, control sound,

levitation, false sensory imput, phobia amplification, dimension door, body

weaponry, ectoplasmic form, flesh armor

Spell abilities: (once per day unless otherwise noted)

dispel magic, detect magic, advanced illusion, detect invisibility, polymorph

self 7x/day, animate dead, 

Usable at will:

darkness 15', infravision, teleport w/out error

GATE allies once/hour 35% chance of success

gate 2-20 least tanar'ri, poltergeists, or shadows

gate 1-6 lesser tanar'ri, spectres, wraiths, or will o'the wisps

gate 1-4 greater tanar'ri or ghosts

gate 1 true tanar'ti, Preacher, Jacques, Ginger or Doomie

Special defenses: 1/2 damage from cold, no damage from electricity, 1/2 damage

from fire, 1/2 from gas, none from poison, 1/2 from silver, immune to

illusions and mind-affecting spells 

*Betelgeuse has been bound to his name by his former employer, Juno (female

Aurumach Rilmani, LN).  If his name is spoken three times aloud in his

presence, his magic resistance drops to zero, he loses his psionic defenses,

and he loses his immunity to mind-affecting spells; at this time he may be

more easily bound or banished.  Betelgeuse will use all his powers to prevent

his name from being used in this way.  His name must also be spoken aloud

three times for him to enter the Prime Material from the Border Ethereal.

Betelgeuse claims that if he marries a mortal woman (such as Lydia) the bonds

of matrimony would release him from the geas of his name, although he may be

lying in order to get laid.

Appearance: Short, pale, cadaverous, and filthy, covered in strange blisters

and pockmarks, with dark hollow eye sockets and balding hair like a fright

wig.  Betelgeuse dresses in soiled leisure suits of any material ranging from

velvet to polyester, covered with the dust of the grave.  In his true form

Betelgeuse is a hundred foot long worm-snake with a humanlike head, although

he is extremely mutable.

Background: An old ghost, apparantly he's seen (caused?) plagues and disgust

for centuries.  At one time he was a personal assistant to Juno, a major

figure in the netherworld hierarchy, but he now works as an independent "Bio-

Exorcist," plaguing the living for his own profit.

The Netherworld is essentially the Border Ethereal, a parallel world beyond

mortal ken.  The dead start out as minor spirits with their memories and

intelligence intact, and evolve into creatures like tanar'ri, baatezu,

nightshades, greater mummies, yugoloths, shadow fiends and rilmani, though

without those entities society or prejudices.

Some of his allies there include a demonic Preacher (male amnizu, LE), Jacques

the skeleton (male skeletal warrior, LE), Ginger the Bebelith (female

bebelith, CE), and Doomie the DoomBug (Male flesh/iron automotive golem, CE).

Equipment: None initially, he prefers to work with what he finds or creates

himself.

Magic items: None initially.

Roleplaying notes: Betelgeuse is a complete pain in the ass.  He will do every

job he's allowed to do more disgustingly, frighteningly, and violently than

he's asked to, and he won't go away until he's forced to.

Other star names for fiends: Canopus, Achernar, Aldebaran, Fomalhaut, Antares

Date: Mon, 02 Nov 1998 10:01:06 -0600

From: Ray Vallese <rvallese@uiuc.edu>

The factions aren't gone


Please note: This post contains my own personal opinions on Faction War.

It doesn't necessarily represent the views of Monte, Michele, TSR, WotC,

or that nutty pro wrestler who's running for governor of Minnesota. Other

members of the Planescape team might have different takes on the

material.

Okay, the main beef I see on the list is from people who feel that Sigil

and indeed Planescape itself is now factionless and therefore boring. I'm

not going to get into the latter point right now -- plenty of folks on

the list have already made fine arguments against that idea -- but let me

try to address the first. Truthfully, I was surprised to see that so many

people read FW and came away with the idea that we were junking the

factions on a whim. Maybe I'm naive, but I really didn't expect that

reaction, probably because I know that the PS team didn't intend to do

that. And I still feel that the factions are quite prevalent in

Planescape. Let's take a quick look at where they all stand at the end of

FW:

ATHAR: Some remain in Sigil and go underground, plotting to restore their

faction to power. Many more of them hide at the base of the Spire (where

vengeful gods can't smack 'em) and test the limits of the rilmani's

patience.

BELIEVERS: They join with the Sign of One to form a totally new faction,

the Mind's Eye, which establishes bases in EACH of the gate-towns of the

Outlands, the better to explore the cosmos. They may not be in Sigil, but

they're pretty much everywhere else. (By the way, I think you'd have to

admit that the Believers and the Signers had a lot in common, so it made

sense that they'd merge one day, and all it took was a wee crisis to

bring it about.)

BLEAK CABAL: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've always

done. They just don't wear their badges anymore.

DOOMGUARD: Seen as instigators of the war, what's left of the faction

runs to their Inner Planes citadels to recoup. They probably won't be

seen for awhile, except by inner-planar travelers (and hey! the Inner

Planes book is due out anytime now).

DUSTMEN: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've always done.

They just don't wear their badges anymore. (And they may need to find a

new building in which to dispose of the dead, since many of the

Mortuary's portals dried up.)

FATED: They suffer for the sins of their leader. Hated by Cagers, they

head for their base on Ysgard for awhile and actually begin to reflect

their supposed core philosophy (live on what you can get, not on what you

can <italic>take</italic>). They probably won't be seen in Sigil for

awhile.

GUVNERS: Give up all their lovely charters and by-laws? Never. They light

out for Mechanus, fully planning to return to Sigil when they can figure

out a way to do it (perhaps a loophole in the Lady's pronouncement. . .).

And later in the Aftermath, it even says that the dabus end up re-hiring

a lot of the cleanest Guvners to serve as judges, which results in

Sigil's judicial system being the best it's been in some time.

FREE LEAGUE: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've always

done. They just don't wear their badges anymore. (Say, no one's mentioned

something I thought was very interesting -- that the Indeps sided with

the Doomguard coalition in the war. It was mainly to oppose the

Hardheads, sure, but still a troubling choice.)

HARMONIUM: Tired of being misjudged and harassed by the very people

they're trying to "help," the Hardheads go to their HQ on Arcadia, where

there's no one to stop them from doing as they please. They probably

won't be seen in Sigil for awhile, but they're very active on the Upper

Planes.

MERCYKILLERS: They break apart into two groups: the paladin-led Sons of

Mercy and the bastard Sodkillers (the "Mercykillers" no longer exist as a

faction). This change has been a long time coming -- even in Factol's

Manifesto we talked about how the faction was started to divide up into

opposing camps within itself. Both the Sons of Mercy and the Sodkillers

are very prominent in Sigil.

REV LEAGUE: Some of them remain in Sigil to build on the rubble, but many

of them head for Carceri to "plan" the new regime, which is already

opposed by still other members of the group. (Some of you on the list

take issue with the Rev Leaguers leaving town just when they've finally

achieved what they've always wanted, but it's a case of big talk, little

follow-up. Sure, it's easy to complain about and work against the

government -- in fact, that's the role they became accustomed to -- but

when it came time to actually DO something lasting and important, they

chickened out. Well, maybe that's too strong a phrase, but they certainly

ran back to their HQ to "plan" what they should do next.)

SIGNERS: See the entry for the Believers.

SENSATES: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've always done.

They just don't wear their badges anymore. In fact, those who remain are

the ones most devoted to the faction's philosophy. The lazy ones go to

their Arborean HQ, while the selfish ones strike out on their own.

TRANSCENDENT ORDER: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've

always done. They just don't wear their badges anymore. Technically,

their tasks have changed somewhat. They used to mediate disputes between

the factions and help keep the peace. Now they help guide Sigil through

the difficult process of rebuilding. Same idea, different details.

XAOSITECTS: Still in Sigil, still doing the same thing they've always

done (whatever it is). They just don't wear their badges anymore.

So, where does that leave us?

Six factions are still in Sigil, still filling the same (or nearly the

same) roles they used to.

Six factions move their base of power to a new location, most of them

fully intending to return someday (and already starting to work on

achieving that goal).

Three factions are no more, but even then, there's a continuity for

members to follow: The Signers and Believers become the Mind's Eye, which

isn't all that different from either founding group (they just roam the

planes rather than stay in Sigil). The Mercykillers go the other way and

splinter into the separate groups they were back before the Great

Upheavel forced them to merge, and both resulting groups make a big

splash in Sigil.

The way I see it, there's still plenty of faction activity in Sigil, even

if the people doing it aren't properly called "factions" anymore.

(Although I see it along the lines of the legacy of Aoskar, where some

folks still talk about factions and then look over their shoulders to see

if the dabus are going to whomp them for doing it.) In fact, because

those who remain in Sigil are willing to give up their uniforms in order

to continue to espouse their ideals, there's MORE of a focus on

philosophy, not less, as some people on this list suggested.

And now there's also plenty of faction activity elsewhere in the

multiverse, especially on the Outlands, where we've got the Athar (what

better excuse for the DM to send the PCs to the base of the spire, which

is a very cool but perhaps underused location) and the Mind's Eye (who

are in EVERY gate-town and make a big noise about exploring the

Hinterlands, which is another underused area). And I personally think a

DM could have a lot of fun sending the PCs to see the Harmonium, the

Guvners, etc. on their home planes, because for the first time, those

factions are allowed to enact their philosophy without worrying about

competition or opposition from other factions. For them, the balance has

been removed -- what do they do with their newfound freedom?

I'm sure I don't need to rattle off dozens of adventure or role-playing

ideas in the wake of FW. You guys are clever enough to come up with

plenty of your own. But I wanted you to see things the way I do, at

least: Planescape is not without the factions. We'd never just erase them

from the game. Most of the same groups are still around; some of them are

in new places, that's all. And Sigil is not without  factions: six remain

in full, with assorted pieces of others lurking in the shadows and two

new groups coming into existence. Nor have we done away with the

philosophy. As I've argued above, philosophy is MORE important than ever.

The groups in Sigil give up their badges in order to concentrate on their

beliefs, and the groups who leave Sigil <italic>keep</italic> their

badges and focus on their beliefs without opposition.

What about the factols? Well, you guys have already pointed out that most

of them were "only" Mazed, a fate that others have overcome. Some of them

will probably return in the future and see how their factions have

changed (for good or for ill) without them. If you can't wait, bring 'em

back yourself. Traveling to the Ethereal (or finding a new way in;

perhaps a side-effect of the Tempest of Doors?), finding the right Maze,

and springing a factol sounds like a hell of an adventure to me.

Nilesia's on the Lower Planes, but probably still alive and mightily

peeved. Darkwood's alive but stuck in a time loop, and insane besides.

Only two factols are dead, Hashkar and Sarin (by the way, previous

products talked a lot about how the Rev Leaguers try to assassinate

factols, especially lawful factols, so while Sarin's death may be a

shock, it shouldn't be a total surprise). And one factol, Rhys, hid

during the war and returned to Sigil to help usher in a new era.

As for the portals of Sigil changing, well, you can play that however you

like. Have all the portals return to the way they were, if you want to.

Or just change the ones you want to change. I doubt there'll ever be a

future adventure in which the exact location of a portal is so crucial

that it can't be tweaked a bit. And we were tickled to do away with all

of those taverns full of portals and replace them with just one. That

kind of thing should be rare in Sigil, but the idea got diluted over

time, as each new adventure seemed to create a new tavern crammed with

doorways. Such places were no longer unique or interesting. So we wiped

most of them away and created one new one, the Bounded Space. (Think of

it as "Crisis on Infinite Taverns Full of Portals," for you DC comics

fans out there.)

Finally, a lot of you have pulled out your hair over the line in the

Aftermath that says that all future PS products will assume that the war

took place as described. Well, that may be true, but that section ALSO

says that PS products won't deal with Sigil or the factions for awhile,

so there's really no imposition on any DM's game. Don't want to use

Faction War, or don't want to use it right away? So don't. We're not

going to release a heart-stopping new adventure called "Reading Hashkar's

Will" any time soon that will screw up your campaign. And when we get

around to more Sigil and faction products, I'm sure that we'll make them

as simple to incorporate as possible, perhaps using the suggestion

someone on this list already made of telling the DM how to use the

product both pre- and post-Faction War.

   What's more, you can just tear the Aftermath out of your book if you

like and ignore it. Leave all the factions in Sigil; it's your campaign,

after all. That's why we put the changes in a separate chapter, so they

could be easily digested or ignored (well, that's one of the reasons).

And there is that "Restoring the Status Quo" section -- admittedly short,

perhaps, but there nonetheless -- that gives tips on setting things back

to normal.

Whew! That was a long rant, eh? I'm sure I forgot some points that I'll

get to later. But this'll do for now. In the end, I guess we wanted to

use Faction War to address this question: What happens when people who've

grown accustomed to wielding great power are suddenly stripped of that

clout? How do they react and evolve, if at all? In my opinion, the

factions had grown too complacent, too dependent on their power

structures, too unmindful of what really mattered -- belief. Now they're

being asked to put their jink where their mouth is. Let's see what they

do.

Ray

Date: Wed, 04 Nov 1998 14:58:31 +0000

From: sluj@geo.vu.nl (Jonathan v.d. Sluis)

Stark's notes – I


To everyone on the mailing list:

I have been receiving some odd letters by regular mail. They do not have a

reply-adress and are archaically written (the handwriting is difficult and I

noticed several spelling-errors, don't know if i corrected them all) The

letters are written on old paper (not parchment...suprisingly). The subject

of all letters is Planescape. Therefore, I commit them to this list with

minor editing. As the author does not seem to be aware of AD&D rules, I

included small notes on using this material for games. I don't think the

writer will be completely satisfied with this, but on the other hand, what

would be the point of sending this stuff to me?

If you do cannot appreciate posts like these, I will not send them to the

list any more. They do concern PS, however, and I hope you will enjoy them,

Perhaps someone is playing a joke on me. That person should send me an

e-mail informing me of the reason of sending me letters from an adress in

the Middle-east that, according to the Dutch Phone company, does not exist.

The content of one letter follows:

WEAPONS OF PARRYING: During my travels in bytopia I noticed

that the highest mountains seem to support the other layer of

the plane, but it was impossible to tell which layer was the

fundament and which the roof. Many of the more 'experienced'

planewalkers chastised me for this thought; somehow it was

heresy to think one layer more important than the other. Yet

this was most certainly not my view.

  I compared the two layers with two duelists in battle, one

attacking, the other deflecting the attack. Each 'meeting of

mountains' is like a visualisation of strike and counterstrike.

Who is to say which of these layers is dominant? I could not

discern a winner.

  This metaphor for Bytopia gave me the idea of constructing

weapons of parrying, like the one used by my friend Artemis, on

the plane (for on the planes, metaphor seems to be reality

instead of mere visualization). I succeeded surprisingly well.

Using an alloy of steel forged from the ore of both layers in

exactly the same amounts, I let a gnomish masterweaponsmith

create several wepons, which I engraved with many defensive

runes. The runes were originally discovered by the ancient

civilization of the Elahn, a people said to have dwelled on

bytopia many years ago. I acquired a book, with some of their

knowledge, in Tradegate. The runes I used were:

- - The Rune of a Bright Morning: Obviously, the Elahn worshipped

Lathander, making me doubt the opinion that his pantheon is a

young one, as some have tried to convine me of.

- - The Rune of Protection from Sorrow: This rune was used by all

the Elahn. It might have been useless, and simply a product of

superstition.

- - The Rune of Protection from Hurt: When following the obscure

instructions of the book, I found that this rune could only be

engraved while I was under the influence of a Detect Magic

spell.

- - The Rune of Shields.

- - The Rune of Crossed Swords: The most important rune. It re

quires the casting of a Bladethirst spell.

  The weapons had to be frozen in the ice of a glacier from

Shurrock and left there until four nights had passed. A block

of ice containing each weapon was put into boiling Hollyphant

blood mixed with Gnome petitioner's tears, heated in a brass

container that had been thoroughly scrubbed clean by sand and

water from Dothion. After the weapons emerged from the ice,

they were enchanted with the basic spell for the creation of

magical items. Some traces of rust had gathered one the blades,

which I carefully scraped of and worked into a paint for the

hilt. Surrounded by five fires I enchanted the blades with

Avoidance, Stoneskin and Domination. I have repeated this pro

cess and discovered that most swords, daggers and even axes can

be anchanted in this manner.

[Game info: On Bytopia, weapons of defending (DMG, page 185)

can be created, with bonu ses ranging from +3 to +6. The basic

method described above grants swords and daggers a +4 bonus,

axes a +3. Higher bonuses require extra steps. -JS]
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New Sect I

I've been working on a new sect for some little time now. I've finished the

basic write-up now, and wanted to see if i could get any feedback from the

list.

My major problem has been with the advantages and disadvantages for the sect,

because they almost have to be done on a plane-by-plane basis. To ease the

workload, I've cut the outlands, Astral, Ethereal and Inner planes from the

sect. So far, at least - I may work on them later (though the Inner planes

will have to wait till that supplement comes out at least).

However, this is still very much a work in progress. I'm posting it because I

feel that I've done all I can initially do without someone else giving them

the once over. So that's what I'd like you lot to do :-). Any comments and

suggestions would be more than welcome. For a couple of the planes, I'm more

or less relying on them, in fact.

I've split it into two posts because it's quite a long piece of writing. I

know it's a lot to wade through (for which I apologise), but, as I say, I

would appreciate any constructive criticism that anyone feels like offering.

Galzion

The True Order of the Planes


(The Sentients, the Planes-Lovers)


"Look, there's been a whole load of chant about the nature of the planes. Lots of really smart people have been trying to put 2 and 2 together for

generations, and whilst they all seem to come up with 4, most of the time it

appears to be a different 4 from the last guy.


Well that don't make sense. And most people will tell you that it's because they're right, and all the people who've gone before them are wrong. Well not me. And not the True Order. We don't think they're all wrong. We think they're all right.


Now I know what you're going to say, 'How can that be?'. 


Well, it's real simple. Listen up, berk, I'm giving you the only true dark on the planes here. The planes... they're alive. Always have been. They're vast

and powerful on a scale that not even the gods can comprehend, though they'd

like to. Think about it. Look at the traveller's way on Elysium. Now how does

that work? Do the guardinals enforce it? No, they do not. Do the powers

enforce it? Think again, berk. So who does enforce it? The only option left is

that Elysium itself does. And what about the Grey Waste? Even the powers can

only barely keep the emotion and colour draining effects of the plane from

themselves. And mortals don't have a chance. So who does the draining? Again,

it's got to be the plane.


So the planes are alive. Where does that get you? Well, the mere knowledge that they're alive gets you precisely nowhere. But if you can find out how they're alive, you've solved the greatest riddle in the multiverse. Think

about it. You could talk to a plane. What couldn't be done, with the sort of

power that a plane has?"

Lurenan Eidos, first sectol of the Sentients, to a group of potential new

members.




Sect History


The Sentients are one of the youngest of all sects, having only truly formed 16 years ago. Prior to that, they had existed mostly as the frenzied speeches of Lurenan Eidos, a merchant from Sigil. Most viewed Lurenan initially as a harmless eccentric, and then as being as mad as a hatter (indeed, Lurenan

spent several months as a guest of the Bleakers), but it was when Lurenan

moved to the Outlands that he began to develop a following. He toured the

gate-towns in turn, preaching his theory that the planes were alive to any who

would listen, and many who wouldn't (actions which saw him banned from

Automata and Fortitude). As he went, so he gathered a few to his side. Over

time, there were enough that they decided they needed a name to describe

themselves. As Lurenan claimed to know the true dark of the planes, so they

called themselves the True Order of the Planes, although others quickly gave

them their nicknames of Sentients or Planes-lovers. Eventually, even the other

sects had to acknowledge that Lurenan had enough followers for the True Order

to be a sect in it's own right.


The short history of the sect has meant that it's philosophy has not had time to spread far, but in certain places it has gained much credence. Although

members believe that all planes are alive, they tend to specialise on one

particular plane, hoping that by studying that plane in depth, they will be

able to determine exactly how the plane is alive, and to be able to

communicate with it.


Most other sects, and all of the factions, had seemed willing to view the

Sentients as one of those sects that occasionally spring up, gain brief

popularity, and then disappear without trace. However, a few months ago

Lurenan was brutally murdered whilst speaking in Curst. The Sentients were not

slow to lay the blame for his death at the hand of the factions, although

various members have accused almost every faction of being involved, except

the Athar. Certainly the slow progress that has been made towards justice, and

the nature of the crime, has lead even neutrals to the conclusion that

Lurenan's death was no random crime, but plotted by a large organisation.


Many have decided that this attack demonstrates that the Sentients are onto something, and their numbers have swelled recently. At the moment, they look like they are here to stay.


From the chaos in the sect after Lurenan's death has risen Kethudrim Allanas, a charismatic elf from a prime world called Toril. Kethudrim has assumed the leadership of the sect, and splits his time between promoting the beliefs of the sect in the manner that Lurenan did, and studying his chosen plane of the Beastlands.



Kethudrim Allanas

Elf, Male, Prime (Toril), Enchanter

Level 11

Alignment CG

Str

10


Wis 

14

Con

11


Int 

17

Dex

9


Cha

17

HP

29


AC

2

Special


Specialist bonuses with school of Enchantment / Charm




Standard elf abilities




Beastlands abilities and disadvantages (see below)

Magical Items

Bracers of Defence AC4




Ring of protection +2




Ring of Spell Storing (Fly, Dispel Magic, Feather Fall)




Wand of Wonder




Scarab of Health

Spells

1st level :
Read Magic, Detect Magic, Comprehend Languages, Charm

Person, Friends, Sleep, Taunt, Find Familiar, Hold Portal, Avoid Planar

Effects, Shocking Grasp, Message, Mending, Feather Fall, Disawareness.



2nd level :
Forget, Insatiable Thirst, Scare, Tasha's Uncontrollable Hideous Laughter, Ray of Ondovir, Seeking, Darkness 15' radius, Portal Alarm, Blur, Magic Mouth, Melf's Acid Arrow, Shatter, Vocalize, Wizard Lock, Knock.



3rd level :
Hold Person, Minor Malison, Suggestion, Steadfast Perception, Backblast, Clairvoyance, Dispel Magic, Fly, Item, Tongues, Water Breathing.



4th level :
Backlash, Greater Malison, Leomund's Secure Shelter, Native Item, Emotion, Fumble, Rary's Mnemonic Enhancer, Stoneskin, Dimension Door, Improved Invisibility



5th level :
Chaos, Feeblemind, Domination, Hold Monster, Leomund's Lamentable Belabourment, Dismissal, Ironguard, Teleport, Khazid's Procurement.


Kethudrim took over as the leader of the Sentients when Lurenan was killed, and has proved a popular leader. As already mentioned, he spends much of his time touring places giving lectures on the sect's philosophy, and the rest of

his time on the Beastlands studying the plane. He is considered to be one of

the members nearest to understanding his plane of study, though he would say

that he has yet many centuries to go before he can hope to achieve this goal. 


Kethudrim is friendly to almost all who speak to him, but has a particular dislike of the Guvnors, for reasons that nobody knows. Another secret that he keeps is the reason that he left his home world of Toril (or, indeed, the

manner of his leaving it). However, he is friendly towards other Toril natives

that he meets, so perhaps it is merely that when he left he discovered the

majesty of the planes, and has never felt like returning since.




Sect Headquarters


Due mostly to it's youth, the Planes-lovers are yet to settle on a base for

themselves. This is compounded by the fact that the members will spend the

bulk of their time on the plane that they are studying, and consequently are

scattered over each of the planes. They also tend to try and study each layer

of a plane, so even if there are several Sentients on a plane, they are

probably scattered over the entire plane. Recently, discussion has been made

about purchasing somewhere to act a a base for members away from their plane

of study, almost certainly on the Outlands somewhere, but as yet no decision

has been made.




Role-playing the Sentients


The planes-lovers decide which plane they will study based mostly upon that which most suits their personality. Generally this will have some correlation to their alignment. For example, a Lawful Good character may well study Mount Celestia. However, that Lawful Good character may have a particular love for nature, and believe that nature is the most powerful force in the multiverse (after the planes, of course). In that case, that character may prefer to

study the Beastlands, as although their alignment differs to that of the

plane, their personality suits it.


Overall, the role-playing of a Sentient depends upon their plane of study. One who studies the Abyss will be violent, rage-filled, full of twisted and

depraved evil. One who studies Mechanus will be cold, calculating and observe

all laws to the letter, regardless of consequence. Their plane of choice is a

more important indicator of how they act and think than their alignment.




Membership of the Sentients


The Planes-lovers are a small sect, and cannot afford to be picky about those who they grant entry to and those that they exclude. The only requirement of

entry is a stated belief in the philosophy of the sect. It is considered

desirable that the applicant should know which plane they would prefer to

study, and that they should have already spent some time of that plane.

However, this is not an absolute necessity. No demonstration of belief need be

made, as the benefits that the sect gathers from it's observation of their

plane of choice (as well as the disadvantages) come in part through their

belief that they are learning something about a living creature, and hence

study of a similar sort without the genuine belief that the sect has

discovered a great dark yields no benefits. No particular race or class is

more likely to join than any other.




Allies and Enemies


The sect has attracted little attention from the factions and major sects, so they have yet to acquire any real enemies. Of course, if the Sentients claims

about who was responsible for Lurenan's death are true, then they have made at

least one enemy, but if this is the case, then this enemy has so far managed

to only demonstrate it's hatred in this single act. Nevertheless, the

Harmonium find the Planes-lovers philosophy a little irritating, mostly

because it preaches a 'truth' that the Harmonium do not themselves believe.

The Guvnors also have poured scorn on the Sentients, and the sect have been

banned from holding their lecture rallies in either Automata or Fortitude,

because of the disturbances that they caused, and because the subject matter

of the lectures was considered questionable by the respective factions.


Just as they have acquired no major enemies, so the Sentients have yet to acquire any major allies. They do, however, have some sympathisers. The Athar in particular are friendly to the Sentients. Some Planes-lovers have suggested that the Great Unknown that the Lost refer to is actually one of the planes (most of those who have suggested this say that the Outlands is the likeliest

candidate). Whilst the Defiers have not endorsed this viewpoint, they are

willing to acknowledge the possibility that the planes are alive on a level

they cannot understand. Possibly, the theory goes, that is what a god

progresses to; being a layer of a plane, or perhaps even a new plane. And the

planes are the real powers in the multiverse.




Advantages and Disadvantages


This is the most complicated part of the sect, as the exact benefits and

problems that individual members have is dependant on the plane that they

choose to study. Thus far, no member has yet studied one of the Inner Planes,

the Astral or the Ethereal. In addition, although several have studies the

Outlands, they have gained no benefits or disadvantages from this, except

those inherent in being a member of a sect that some people are friendly to

and others are not. The exceptions to this are priests. All priests in the

sect cast spells on their chosen plane as if their god was resident on it. Of

course, in the majority of cases, they are.

Arcadia
Those who study the land of perfect good soon become devoted to the

ideal of the plane. They also tend to become as antagonistic and self-

righteous as the worst residents of the plane can do. As a result of this,

they suffer a -2 reaction adjustment from those of different mind-sets, as

their manner soon grates upon the nerves. However, all those who study Arcadia

develop the ability, once per day, to strike for the common good (DM's

discretion as to whether the character is invoking this ability in a situation

which is truly for the common good). When doing this, they gain +1 to strike

and +2 damage when wielding a melee weapon for three (consecutive) rounds. In

addition, after reaching 5th level, they gain the ability of those who are

native to the plane to be immune to all illusions and phantasms. 

Mechanus
Those who favour the clockwork plane quickly develop the rigid mind-

set of the Guvnors and the modrons. Their unswerving obedience of the law is

no less than either of these groups would perform. Consequently, they save

against illusions with a +2 bonus, and are immune to wild magic. However, they

are unable to disobey any law. Furthermore, many develop little rituals, much

like those that rogue modrons do, which they insist upon performing.

Acheron
The spinning cubes of Acheron are hardly a popular place for the

Planes-lovers to study, but there are a few who do so. The principal advantage

that these berks enjoy is that they can tell the contents of a spell

reflection at a glance. Whether they tell someone else is, of course, entirely

up to the individual. They also become adept at finding portals on the various

cubes, although only those that lead to another location within Acheron. The

biggest problem that they face is simply survival on the iron cubes; what with

collisions, small amounts of food and water and the large armies that swarm

over much of the plane, this is no mean feat in itself. Their ability to find

portals has meant that the various armies have decided that Sentients are

resources that can be exploited, and they are sometimes hunted in the hope

that the army that discovers a new portal will win the next major battle.

Baator
Many bloods would like to have the dark of the Nine Hells. After all,

if there is power in unlocking the secrets of the planes, there's got to be a

lot of power locked up in Baator. Unfortunately the residents are rather

intolerant of people trying to investigate Baator's secrets. Despite this,

those who have tried have managed to gain a few advantages over the

uninitiated. They are immune to the physical effects of each of the layers. In

other words, the cold in Cania and the fires of Phlegethos will cause no

damage to a Sentient, nor will they affect the rate of travel. Not even the

fireballs on Avernus, nor the burning Iron City of Dis affect these

individuals. Problem is, such bashers tend to develop a profound hatred of the

tanar'ri, and many willingly scheme in the Blood War. The rumour is that those

who study Baator become so like the baatezu in the outlook that they will

eventually become baatezu by sheer force of will. No-one has yet been studying

the Nine Hells for long enough to discover if this is true. It has also been

said that the key to understanding Baator is to discover the ancient

Baatorians. 

Mount Celestia Those who study the Seven Heavens swiftly gain a +1 bonus to

hit when attacking evil opponents. Once they reach 5th level, they can cast

Detect Alignment once per day, and at 10th level they can heal one hp per

level by laying on hands once per day (like a paladin, for paladins this is

additional to their normal abilities). However, at all times Sentients who are

studying Mount Celestia must act according to a strict code of conduct,

similar to that of paladins. They must, effectively, attempt to become an

embodiment of Lawful Good. Failure to observe this code results in loss of

benefits until such time as the individual has spent one week per level

meditating on Mount Celestia.

The Beastlands The main disadvantage of studying the Beastlands is in the

primal changes - these become permanent to those Sentients that are attempting

to unlock the secrets of the Beastlands. If, for example, a character grew a

tail like a monkey whilst on the Beastlands, they would continue to have that

tail even when they were not on the Beastlands. The effect never fades. As

this can make people look pretty strange, charisma and reaction penalties

should be applied by the DM. The exact size of the penalty depends on how

'disfiguring' the effect is, and the nature of the observers. For example a

pride a wemics are likely to react quite favourably to someone with vaguely

leonine features, whilst most other races probably will not. On the plus side,

however, Sentients studying the Beastlands are not attacked by natural animals

unless either they initiate the fight, or if the animal is under magical

control from another being. Others travelling with the Sentient are not under

the same protection.

Bytopia
The Twin Paradises are not a widely studied plane, perhaps because

they promote active craftsmanship rather than studious contemplation. However,

those who have done so have discovered that they become more skilled in

craftsmanship themselves, adding a +1 bonus to all proficiency checks in any

crafts-related proficiency. For example, gem cutting would get this bonus, as

would tailoring, but survival or languages would not receive a bonus. Such

Sentients also gain a bonus non-weapon proficiency provided that it is in some

form of craft that they have studied on Bytopia. On the other hand, the plane

imposes a kind of work ethic upon those who spend too much time attempting to

understand it. Such bashers find that they are extremely loath to leave a job

half finished, or to do a poor job. They also increasingly become happy only

when they are making something with their hands.
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New Sect II

And here's the remainder of the Sentients

(continuing the advantages / disadvantages by plane of study)

Elysium
If you study the plane of ultimate good, you can reasonably expect

that a basher would quickly be turned into the type who stresses good above

all else. Which is exactly what happens. Like those who prefer the Seven

Heavens, Sentients who study Elysium gain a +1 bonus to hit evil opponents.

They also gain the ability to cast protection from evil upon themselves (only)

once a day. On reaching 8th level they can cast cure light wounds once a day.

They do suffer some disadvantages, however. They tend to be strong proponents

of good, and hence act at all times to promote good and attack evil. In

addition, they seem to project an aura of goodness. Certainly, the plane seems

to rub off on them to the extent that profoundly evil creatures, including

most ranking fiends, are able to detect the presence of these Sentients even

without trying - they are just so good that evil cannot help but see it.

Carceri
The are few Sentients who have devoted themselves to a study of

Carceri. This is hardly a surprise; after all, who goes willingly to the Red

Prison? Those who have done have become a pretty unpleasant lot, which also is

hardly a surprise. Their greatest disadvantage is that they find themselves as

unable to leave the Red Prison as those exiled to the plane are. They can only

travel through from the plane if accompanied by at least two bashers of equal

or higher level who are not natives to Carceri, not fellow Sentients studying

the Red Prison. Even if they do leave (and often this is against their will),

they tend to look for the quickest route back. However, they have a few

advantages to even up the score. All Sentients who call their kip here can

cast Detect Lie at will. Most assume that this is so they can catch out the

petitioners of the plane, who are habitual liars. In addition, such bashers

become consummate liars themselves. Although they are not forced to lie, and

can tell the truth when they choose to do so, a lie told by a Sentient

studying Carceri is undetectable by any means, including magic (except by a

power). 

Gehenna
The slopes of Gehenna are the least studied of all of the planes.

This is for a number of reasons. The plane itself seems to be remarkably

hostile to life, and makes a pretty good job of getting rid of those few

Sentients who attempt to study it. And if you survive the plane, you've still

got to survive the residents; yugoloths are not noted for their neighbourly

attitude. Nevertheless, there are currently half a dozen, fairly unpleasant,

Sentients who are making a good job of investigating the nature of the plane.

They have acquired a few tricks that have helped them survive. They have

become immune to non-magical fire and heat, through walking the fiery

furnaces. They have also become skilled mountaineers (gaining the non-weapon

proficiency), because if you're not you won't survive upon Gehenna for long.

Trouble is, apart from the fact that they tend to begin to resemble the plane

in mental outlook, such berks become lackeys for the yugoloths. This alone

makes most folks peery of such bashers. 

The Gray Waste It takes a pretty depressed (or depressing) berk to really want

to spend their time trying to understand the Gray Waste, but there are such

people around. Telling them is easy; the colour draining effects of the Waste

are permanent. Even if they've not been on the plane for months, they still

have no colour to them. In fact, anything they touch (even other bashers) will

lose it's colour, though only whilst it is in direct physical contact with the

Sentient. This imposes a reaction adjustment penalty, the size of which is at

the discretion of the DM, and will depend on the exact situation. The Planes-

lover also has a problem with vibrant colours; although they aren't physically

hurt by them as the residents of the Glooms are, they find bright colours

difficult to look upon, and try not to do so. If unavoidable, they suffer a -1

penalty to all saving throws, attack rolls and proficiency checks, due to the

slight numbing effect that the colour has upon them. They are also more

vulnerable to colour based spells, getting no saving throws against such

spells as Colour Spray or any prismatic spell. On the Glooms, of course, this

isn't a problem.

The Abyss
 The Abyss is one of the most popular planes for study. After all,

it's clear to everyone that there's some serious power here. Tanar'ri, Gods,

Abyssal Lords; there are some serious cutters call kip in the Abyss. However,

although quite a few people start trying to study the Abyss, few get very far.

The majority get killed. Generally quickly, messily and painfully. To those

who survive, however, there are rewards. The most prominent of them is that

such bashers, regardless of level or class, can cast chaos once per day. At

10th level, they can also cast feeblemind once per week. They also tend to be

physically tough, because raw power is the only thing that really matters in

the Abyss. They gain an extra hp per level, and also gain a +1 bonus to THAC0.

Which gives them the clout to back up their nasty disposition. But they do

have a few hardships to suffer. The instant enmity of both baatezu and

celestials, for example. The Abyss rubs off on the Sentients so much that

baatezu and celestials can smell it on them; it's a mark that the Planes-lover

can never shake. Furthermore, the Abyss' chaotic nature means that they save

against wild magic with a -3 penalty; chaotic magic just seems to take hold of

them that much easier. Spells from the priestly sphere of Chaos also have this

affect, and at DM's discretion other spells that have chaotic results (as an

obvious example, chaos).

Arborea
On Arborea, emotion and passion are the dominant factors.

Consequently, any Sentient who spends their time studying the plane quickly

becomes extremely passionate themselves. They go from extreme emotion to

extreme emotion, often with no noticeable gap in between. This can cause them

problems, as they are swift to take offence. However, they are also swift to

make friends. Basically, their emotions rule them, and they are as likely to

follow them into trouble as they are into something good. They are susceptible

to any emotion affecting spell, having a -2 penalty to any saving throw

against such spells. On the other hand, all Planes-lovers who study Arborea

can cast Charm Person once per day, and at 9th level they can cast Friends

once a day as well. 

Limbo
Many people would say that trying to understand Limbo, the plane of

pure chaos, is a pointless task. It can't be done. Simple as that.

Nevertheless, there are a few Sentients prepared to try and do just that.

After all, they theorise, if you can understand the nature of Limbo, and

understand how it is alive, surely after that anything else the multiverse can

throw at you is child's play. Those that have made the effort are more

proficient in chaos-shaping than the average berk, although less able than

anarchs (for some reason). Bashers can add d6 to their Intelligence (rolled

once, the adjustment is permanent) for the purposes of determining what

terrain they can maintain in Limbo. They must concentrate to keep this level

of ability constant. They can, however, use their base Intelligence

unconsciously, in a manner similar to anarchs. For example, a Sentient with an

Intelligence of 10 can maintain an area of 100 yards, with hills and trees,

without effort. If they wish to concentrate on the matter, however, they can

boost their intelligence to (assuming a roll of 4) 14, giving them 1,400 yards

of buildings under their control. Also, all Sentients studying Limbo can cast

chaos once per day. However, they do have a few problems to overcome. Wizards

cast spells in all locations as if they were in Limbo. That is, even on, say,

Mechanus, they would have to roll an Intelligence check to avoid triggering a

wild surge (which is liable to displease the locals). This is because they are

so touched by chaos that not even a power can quite dampen that effect away.

Also, all classes are strangely susceptible to charm magic, suffering a -2

penalty to any saving throw to such spells. As yet, the Planes-lovers have not

managed to explain why this should be the case.

PandemoniumIt could be argued that trying to make sense of Pandemonium is

almost as hopeless a task as trying to do the same for Limbo. However, a few

berks have tried to do so. They have picked up a few advantages from their

close scrutiny of the Howling Plane. First and foremost, they are immune to

the maddening effects of the winds. However, it takes a certain amount of time

for this effect to develop (they have to study the nature of the plane quite

deeply before they can ignore the wind), and so most Sentients who have tried

have progressed at least some of the way along the progression of madness

caused by Pandemonium's winds before they become immune to it's effects. Also,

they acquire the immunity to infravision that Pandemonium's petitioners have.

However, there are disadvantages to studying the plane. Firstly, unlike those

who are visitors to the plane, whatever effect the winds have had on them are

permanent, and will continue to be exerted even after leaving the plane. The

Sentients who are on Pandemonium have also developed a few personality traits,

regardless of the state of their sanity. They should pick (or be given, or

select randomly) 1d4+1 traits from p.87 of the Book of Chaos. The DM can of

course add others to this list if they so choose.

Ysgard
Ysgard is quite a popular plane to study (for some reason), though

generally by warriors, and priests with martial inclinations. Certainly none

of the mages to have joined the Planes-lovers have set their heart on

uncovering the secrets of Ysgard, although it always possible that one will do

so. Progress on Ysgard was dramatic when the Sentients first went out studying

the planes; after six months the Sentients discovered that they, like the

petitioners of the plane, were reborn each morning, if they died. As with the

petitioners, this only applies should they die on the plane. Quite what they

uncovered that grants them this ability is still under discussion. However,

new Sentients arriving on the plane also seem to take around six months before

they also gain this ability. The other advantage, or disadvantage, or studying

Ysgard, is that the character, regardless of class, becomes a beserker. If

trying to go beserk, a character must spend a round working themselves into a

rage, and then make a save versus death magic. If successful, then they go

beserk. If not, then they can try again the next round, and may make up to ten

attempts (the tenth will automatically succeed). Whilst working up a rage, the

character can do nothing else. However, Sentients studying Ysgard may go

beserk when they do not wish to do so. On entering combat, on every third

round of combat, and at DM's discretion at other times when something may have

angered them sufficiently, the Sentient must make a Wisdom check to avoid

going beserk. During combat, each successive check is made with a cumulative

- -1 penalty to the check. When beserk, Strength is raised by two (to a maximum

of 19), two hit points per level are added to the character's total, AC is

increased by 1 per level (provided the character is not wearing armour) to a

maximum of AC 0 (although magic, dexterity, shields, etc. can still affect

this score), and a +2 bonus to all saves against charm spells is gained.

However, the character will rush into combat, and whilst in combat the

Sentient may not change opponents until they have defeated the opponent that

they are currently fighting, except by retreating from the fight (which

automatically causes the beserk state to be lost). If the Sentient did not

intend to go beserk (i.e.. they failed a Wisdom check) then they may not

retreat from combat. A character may only remain beserk for one round per

constitution point, and after that the rage automatically leaves them. When a

beserk rage has ended, the character must make a further save versus death

magic. If successful, then there are no adverse effects from having gone

beserk (other than the damage sustained during the fight, that is). If the

save is failed, then the character loses 5 points from their normal Strength.

Strength is regained at the rate of one point per turn of rest. The Sentient

cannot voluntarily go beserk until Strength has returned to normal, but they

may do so against their will (by failed Wisdom checks). If Strength should

reach 0, then the character dies. Several Sentients have fought themselves to

death because they could not prevent themselves going beserk.




The Chant


As far as most of the other sects and the factions are concerned, the

Sentients have yet to prove that they will last for any length of time. Whilst

Lurenan was alive, his sheer charisma was a prime factor in bringing new

members to the expanding sect. His regular tours of various burgs meant that

he had the opportunity to bring his philosophy to a large number of people,

and this was responsible for the initial growth of the sect. However, many new

sects have shown good initial growth only to die shortly afterwards - they

start well as people catch hold of a new and intriguing idea, but then die as

that idea fails to hold their attention. The Planes-lovers are now entering

that critical stage. Kethudrim has continued Lurenan's habits of promoting the

sect via a series of lectures, but he does not have the same captivating image

that his predecessor did. What will count for the Sentients is not Kethudrim's

personality, but whether their ideas can be seen to work in practice. This is

will convert more people to their philosophy than any lecture could. The

success that many Planes-lovers have had in studying their primary planes so

far, in terms of visible talents that they can command as a result of their

familiarity with the plane that they are studying, will probably prove to

enough people that the sect has something. The future, at the moment, whilst

not bright exactly, certainly gives reason for optimism.




DM's Dark


Kethudrim believes that he knows who was responsible for Lurenan's death. He's not telling anyone, not even his closest friends, but he is sure in his

mind who did it. And he's planning the sect's revenge on them. It's only a

matter of time before he strikes back.


In the meantime, he's allowed himself to be distracted from those around him. Because one of the most powerful cutters in the Sentients is Kailen (human, male, planar, T15, NE), who's spent much of his time over the last six years on Gehenna. Now he's preparing to move against Kethudrim, and seize control of the Sentients for himself. He plans to have Kethudrim killed in a similar

manner to Lurenan (although Kailen was not responsible for that), and blame it

on one of the more likely rivals. In many ways, Kailen would like Kethudrim to

name who he believes responsible for Lurenan's murder, as this would make it

easier for Kailen to place the responsibility for Kethudrim's death at the

hands of that party as well.


Kailen believes that power is his destiny, and that with the aid of the

Sentients, he can acquire more power than any mortal being on the planes has

ever held. Kailen even believes that he might unlock the secret of Gehenna,

and possibly even become a power himself. I reality, however, Kailen is the

pawn of the yugoloths, and has been for some time. Quite what the 'loths want

with the Planes-lovers is a dark no-one has yet.

Date: Thu, 5 Nov 1998 23:56:11 -0500 (EST)

From: Joshua Jarvis <jj@keene.edu>

SIGIL SITES: The Planarium.


Teusic Rowe's planarium is a marvel indeed. A fantastic building flanked

with marble pillars sitting atop the building is a marvelous dome that

maps out a random world. This who view this giant half globe notice that

not only is the world different from day to day but you can actually see

the weather change across it's surface. The inside of the building is an

ampetheatre below the dome with the seats tipped back to watch the domes

darkened inside surface. A magical device is centered at the center of the

building, it's able to project an actual (yet very distant) image of any

plane, demiplane, or prime world on the inside of the dome.

THE OWNER: Teusic Rowe was a former guvner who quit before the shake up.

He was interested with mapping planar realms and layers more than knowing

the laws behind them. In this spirit he built the planarium, the ultimate

window onto the planes.

THE DEVICE: The large wooden "altar like" device with glowing lights,

lenses, and levers is Teusics personal invention. The device is bigger

than it looks streching down into the basement. Down their it has two

sounding probes (enchanted crystals) dipped into the permanent end of two

shifting portals. One is located in the mouth of a barrel, the other in an

old windowpane removed from a building.

THE DARK: The planarium is more than a window onto the planes, you see old

Teusic found a way to predice and manipulate shifting portals. Each world

projected on the outside and plane projected on the inside is a result of

his device picturing the actual worlds themselves. Why two images? Well

the first attempt (the outer dome) came from his attempt to project images

to the stable end of a shifting portal, the inner images came from more

advanced magical knowledge that allowed him to control another shifting 

portals location. So far this effect has only worked on the second of his

two portals and hasn't been able to be applied to any others.

PROBLEMS: Many fiends are frequenting the planarium lately, it appears

chant has been spread that it can be used to view large scale troop

formations and movement in the bloodwar. Chant goes that some fiends are

planning to gather hear, break into the lower stories, and shift the

balance of the blood war.

Date: Fri, 6 Nov 1998 00:03:42 -0800

From: belarius@juno.com

Order of Planes-Militant

I noticed something interesting.


I decided to make  list of pre-FW sites in Sigil for my own reference. 

As a side note, I wanted to show how drastically the diversity of Sigil

will be affected, but that's beside the point.  My point is that I was

colecting a list of all the sites mentioned in all the books, along with

their properties (portals services, etc.)


HAs anyone else noticed a little note in 'In The Cage,' which says that

the Palace of the Jester has a portal to 'Indigo's Pinnacle' in Mt.

Celestia?  I guess I skipped over it the first time I read it, because I

hadn't read PoL, and didn't know that Indigo the Stutterer was the sectol

of the Order of Planes-Militant!  A lot of hubbub has been made that the

Ring-Givers, with the help of Jeremo the Natterer, will become a major

playing in what's left of Sigil's Kriegstanz, but no one noticed that the

Order is even more perfectly poised to move into Sigil through the portal

in the Palace.  We've never heard mention of this again, but now may be

the time.  Consider:

1. The Sons of Mercy need help.  Given their paladin'ish outlook, they

are more likely to go to Mt. Celestia for help, where the Order, quite

powerful there, can possibly provide help.

2. The Palace of the Jester in places smack-dab in the Lady's Ward, where

the Lawfuls have traditionally gathered.  Thus, as the safest ward, sects

are most likely to get a foothold there.

3. There is a very strong power vacuum in the Lawfuls: the Sodkillers

can't possibly have the membership to do their job of running a big

protection racket across a city with at least 300,000 individuals within.

 The Guvners, and their tasks, have been taken over mercenarily and

without much effect by the Dabus.  The Sons of Mercy could use a major

ally like the Order.  The Order might see Sigil as a place teeming with

evil, but vulnerable due to the war.

4. The Order, given their rivalry with the Harmonium, might see taking

Sigil under their wing as proof of their superior viewpoints, or might

have stayed out of Sigil because they viewed it as Harmonium turf.

When it all boils down to it,  The Order is bound to move in and do

something, if only to set up a post to protect from invasion through the

Sigil portal.


Now I know the portals have been scrambled all over the place, but I

think this one working would be an excelent plot device.  I mean, can you

imagine a conflict between the Order and the Ring-Givers, as both wrestle

(so to speak) for control of the Palace of the Jester?  One group is

bound by honor and the other is pacifistic.  What kind of wild conflict

comes from that?


Just an example of how good stories can come from radical changes. 

Thoughts?

Belarius

belarius@juno.com

Date: Fri, 06 Nov 1998 17:08:43 -0500

From: "Mr. Niceguy" <jtwright@sysnet.net>

Mr. Niceguy's Weekly Adventure Hook (3)

Man, I didn't think I was going to make it this week.  For all those

Sensates out there who wonder what's it's like to have an infection,

cold, and flu bug at the same time, don't try it.  It sucks rocks.

  This week's plane:  Elysium!



NECESSARY EVIL


The Chant:

  Ah, Elysium, the plane of untarnished goodness.  But is it?  There's a

shadow for every light, and who knows that better than a shade like me? 

Sure as Sigil, dark deeds are done on the Restful Plane.  In fact, I

know some cutters who spent their whole time on Elysium causing nothing

but mischief and harm.  How?

  Here's the ride:  Most folk are lanned to the 'Traveler's Way' on

Elysium.  The plane itself speeds those who're willing to lend a hand on

their way, while it turns the evil-minded and selfish around in

bewildered circles.   It's common chant that if you do good deeds on

Elysium, your leather hits your destination much quicker.

  Well, there's at least one cutter who thinks Elysium needs a hand

manufacturing little accidents for the good-deeders to fix.   Zo

Minard's a Cipher mage of quite promising ability.  She's well in tune

with the Plane of Restfulness and cross-pikes back and forth across it

with a Helm of Teleportation, spreading bits of agony around for others

to find and remedy.  Chant says her interference got badly needed

medicinal herbs to the berks in Rubicon just in the nick of time, after

half the garrison caught some swamp sickness.

  Sometimes she needs help in creating mischief.  If you're of a minorly

destructive bent, perhaps running a black one 'gainst Elysian values, I

don't know a better way to blow off steam than to look her up.  On

Elysium, she calls kip in  Release From Care, the Cipher burg nearest

the portal to the gate-town, Ecstacy.  Even if you're not interested in

planned bits of badness, Zo still might be hiring.  I hear tell she's

caught a ba'atezu by the tail to assist in her minor malice, and she

could use some aid minding the devilish berk.

How it Begins:

  After some asking around, the party can find Zo Minard staying at a

lower class inn within Release From Care.  The folk of the burg have

heard of her, and have a decidedly mixed view on her activities.  Some

think she's a bandit who should be strung up.  Others note that she's

often seen in the company of Guardinals and reason she must be working

on the side of the celestials.  All know she's an accomplished wizard

(9th lvl or more, as the DM requires) and most tend to leave her alone.

  This is certainly the case at the inn, where she and her companion sit

alone in a back room.  Zo does indeed have a ba'atezu under her control,

kept within Planar Manacles which he cannot remove by himself.  He is an

osyluth called Marrow, whose true name Zo has promised to distribute to

the wizards at Quietude if he turns stag on her.  (he also will not

attempt to gate in other osyluths, to hide his shame)  If the party is

predominately neutral to evil, Zo will ask for their services both to

guard the fiend and to assist in her mischief making.  She'll assure

them many others know where she is and promise quick retribution if they

turn stag on her.  If the party is predominately good, she'll hire them

on to help her guard Marrow and to pitch in to help others if things get

out of hand.   Zo does not trust Marrow, and will hire even a party of

low-level bashers simply to give her more eyes to watch the fiend.  She

will promise a useful magic item in payment, along with a couple of

upper-planar spell keys to wizards in the party.

Along the Way:

  Several times a day, Zo will teleport her party about the layers of

Elysium, to cause a bit of trouble in the path of some travelers who

need testing.  How she knows where to teleport will remain a mystery. 

She'll say only that she knows.  At each place, the party (or Marrow)

will be required to commit some small act of malice.

  On the first day, the mischief is relatively minor.  A list of

activities could include:  tearing apart a farmer's fence, loosing tame

animals, invisibly laming animals in a caravan, breaking a cheesewagon's

wheels, luring and pushing passerby into a deep hole or creek, knocking

trees down to block the road, stealing toys from children, etc.  In each

case, travelers will arrive shortly after the harm was done to assist

the inconvenienced victims.  Zo never displays any malicious glee in the

harm caused, and frowns upon party members who do.  She also frowns on

those who criticize her self-appointed task of creating curable harms. 

She's a Cipher, and unwilling to debate the merits of her work.  She'll

note those who enjoy themselves too much and say only to critics that

what she does is necessary.  A good party should feel petty and used at

the end of the day.  A neurtal-to-evil party will be mocked by  Marrow

for rising only to miniscule heights of depravity.

  On the second day, the sabotage become more dangerous.  Wild animals

can be loosed in populated areas, huts or crops can be set afire, boats

or oars sabotaged before they set sail into a wild area of Oceanus, a

rockslide arranged to trap and injure, a beast slain and used to pollute

a fresh water supply, a bridge collapsed, or a cursed magical item

placed in the hands of an innocent.  The party's reaction should be

along the lines of 'Hey, someone could really get hurt!'  In two

instances, the travelers who come upon the scene of harm will *not* stop

and assist and will promptly wander off and get lost.  This leaves the

party to sort out the harm they've done, with Zo's assistance.  Is Zo's

evil so necessary after all?  Marrow will be attempting to charm,

suggest, or otherwise convince the party to free him from Zo's slavery

during this day.  Zo does treat him harshly, and Marrow can use

illusions to bolster his wheedling complaints.  He's no genius, though

and Zo is.  His tricks only have a chance of working on the party.  A

good party should feel particularly slimy at day's end, and chaotics may

be forced to deal with unexpected sympathies for the chained ba'atezu.

  On the third day, Zo's work turns deadly.  Today's acts include things

along the lines of: kidnapping a child from an encampment (to be

returned after a chase by rescuers), summoning a pack of nupperibo

(though Marrow's powers) to attack a settlement, robbing a party of

wandering monks of their religious artifacts (non-magical but treasured,

also to be retrieved by gallants), harrying assaults on a caravan, and

so on.  This mischief stops just short of permanent harm to the

victims.  If asked or complained to, Zo says that powerful forces are

directing her.  She says that the greater the good deed done, the

greater the boost helpers get from the Traveler's Way.  Some folk must

be in dire need of swift travel, or she'd not cause so much harm.  "It's

necessary evil, no more," she says.

  The pursuers benefitting from the 'Traveler's Way' and Marrow's harms

should be powerful enough to subdue the party if they catch them, and

may consist of einheriar, adventurers, guardinals, or other lesser

celestials.  Marrow can't help enjoying the malice openly, and Zo

rebukes him ever more harshly when he does so, stooping even to

splashing him with holy water.  At the end of the day, or if the party

openly rebels before that, the finale occurs.

The Finale:

  At the edges of a swamp, Zo almost doubles over in pain.  "Elysium

cries out," she says, and "Evil attacks!"  She'll turn on Marrow, shout

aloud, "You!  Your evil has done this!" and then deliver a mortal insult

in the ba'atezu's native tongue.  Combat immediately ensues between the

two, and Zo may injure Marrow if the DM judges him too potent for the

party to overcome.  Marrow, however, gets in a few dangerous blows on

the mage, including a tail sting that will (unusually) prove fatal to

her.  As she dies, screaming "Murderer, foul murderer," a band of armed

knights appear on the scene.  Marrow will flee into the swamp and they

give chase.  The party may decide to assist in his capture or not, but

will be hunted down and questioned later if they do not aid in it. 

Magic used to prevent Zo's demise will fail, as she literally wills

herself to die.  Her last words are 'necessary, necessary...'

The Pay-off:

  If the party joins in the chase of Marrow, they eventually find

themselves on the outskirts of Belierin.  Either the party or the band

of knights should avenge Zo's death.  The knights question the party as

to what happened, but leave as soon as they realize what plane they are

on.  They were riding hard to stop an invasion of Belierin by fiends

with a cubic gate, and cannot stay to gab.  They'll give directions to

Rubicon and splash on to quell the fiendish incurrence.  Guardinals at

Rubicon will escort the party back to the swamp's edge where they left

Zo.  (If the party stayed and did not join in the chase, the same

Guardinals arrive to tell them of the thwarted invasion)   After hearing

the party's tale, the Guardinals will take charge of Zo's body, escort

the party back to Release From Care, and see to it that they receive

their promised reward.  If questioned, the Guardinals (normally quite

talkative on Elysium) won't say a word about whether they thought Zo's

actions were wrong, her death just, or if she was 'doing the right

thing.'  They'll leave that up to the party to decide for themselves.

Faction Reaction:

  This ride is perfect for Ciphers, as well as Signers, Godsmen, and

Xaositects.  Doomguard might like causing harm in Elysium, but will be

troubled by aiding the Traveler's Way.  (As will Fated members)  Athar

might see this as doing the Powers' work, and Dustmen and Bleakers will

view the task as useless fuss.  The Guardian sect will abhor the ride

entirely, and will work against the party if they know of their doings.

Complications:

  Marrow may decide to risk gating in other Osyluth after all.  For

higher level parties, Marrow could be changed into a greater ba'atezu. 

Marrow could escape at an earlier time than the finale.  A group of

Guardians could get word of Zo's actions and attack the party.  One of

the harms done along the way could unexpectedly escalate into something

far more dangerous, requiring a party decision to interfere in place of

the intended beneficiary of the Traveler's Way.  One of these

'beneficiaries' could turn out to be far more formidable than expected,

subduing party members or giving lengthy chase.

Mr. Niceguy

jtwright@sysnet.net

Visit the Cage at http://welcome.to/the_cage

Now with Willem's Suggestions & the ride 'Necessary Evil' on Elysium!

Date: Fri, 06 Nov 1998 17:18:32 -0500

From: "Mr. Niceguy" <jtwright@sysnet.net>

In Sigil, Willem Suggests...


Joshua's "SIGIL SITES" post about the Planarium made me decide to post

these as well.  They're on my web-page and I hope to add new one similar

to them every now and again.  Or, if you've got something notable in the

Cage you'd like a tout to steer people to, I'm perfectly willing to post

other people's works too...  (hint, hint, Joshua!)

In the Lady's Ward-

 The Cotillion of Veils:

    Deep in the heart of the Noble District, where the high houses are

larger than castles and the residents think 'poor' means employing only

two servants, sits the Cotillion of Veils. It's a multi-storied,

lavishly decorated old building, furnished in heirlooms and supplemented

with labyrinthine gardens and courtyards. It's a party-house built to

impress and entertain the golden youths of the Cage's golden lords.

    Dances and galas are held here on a regular basis, so that the

children of privilege may interact and size one another up for potential

alliances in the future. You can't start learning the ins and outs of

the high-up power games too early in the Lady's Ward. Fashions, creeds,

power and wealth are all on display during these balls, as the young

gentlemen strut and the young ladies preen.

    These affairs are always masquerades, which is what gives the hall

its name. The golden youth spend their sire's jink constucting the most

elaborate of deceptions, dressing themselves in the illusion of freedom.

For under their masks, they may temporarily court and escort one another

without fear of reprisal from hereditary enemies. Love (or a lustful

facsimile of same) may bloom between rival families, and suitors of

ranks far below the loftiest may sweep most glittering prizes off their

feet. A merchant lord's daughter may turn the head of a planar

princeling. A cross-trader's bastard may win the heart of a celestial

princess. In theory.

    Most of the time, though, the major participants know who is whom.

Chaperones and babas roam the halls in constume as well, in addition to

the minders and squires of the golden lords. It's a very intricate game,

guessing who is supposed to not be recognized by whom, and who is really

snubbing whom by dressing in such and such a fashion. But all games in

the Lady's Ward are intricate, and the Cotillion is less rigged than

some.

    Young factioneers *do* cavort with the mighty and jink-laden.

Commoners *are* invited in, washed up, fed and costumed to give the

lordlings a vicarious thrill. Some nights Cinderella *does* meet her

future prince at the ball. An evening at the Cotillion of Veils can be

an intoxicating thing. The music's pretty pricey, but if you can pay it

ol' Willem can get you an invitation. Care to dance? 

In the Market Ward-

Dead Man's Eyes:

  Think you've eaten the strangest things possible? Think you're a gour

who's tasted it all? Well, I know a food that's guaranteed to give you a

new look on life. Dead Man's Eyes are literally that, the eyes from a

corpse gussied up with hot spices and mystical herbs. Wrapped in leaves

from hangman's trees and stewed in a broth which best remains

undescribed, these delicacies pop onto your tastebuds like the most

delicious of exploding sweetmeats.

  But they're not just a taste sensation. Dead Man's Eyes also grant the

cutter who eats them temporary insight into the way their former owner

viewed the world. Think a xaosman is nothing but barmy? Dead Man's Eyes

made from a Xaositect corpse will show you what he really thought. Ever

wonder how a beholder sees the planes? Bite into the deluxe tenfold

collection of Dead Man's Eyes and see what it's like to have eyes on the

top of your head. Get a new attitude along with a brief otherworldly

vision. They're like nothing you've ever eaten before, but don't worry;

their effect never lasts longer than an hour or so. (1d6 turns)

  As you might expect, Dead Man's Eyes aren't cheap. I've never seen a

pair sold for less than 50 jinx. And Skavo Tull, the costermonger who

sells them in the Grand Bazaar, is sometimes hard to find. A branch of

Dustmen object to his delicacy and occasionally rouse themselves to hunt

him down. But Dustmen never get too excited over anything, and there's

another branch of their faction that think insight into the thoughts of

the dead is a fine thing to pursue. They make sure Tull and his recipe

never come to any real harm.

  Step lively, cutter! I think I saw ol' Skavo just down this way. Or

does that shade of green you're suddenly sporting mean you've already

smelled his cookpot? 

In the Clerk's Ward-

The Creed Classification Center: (we touts call it the 'Triple-C')

  Not too long ago, the factions started getting hot and bothered about

all the clueless primes coming to town who weren't joining up with any

of their thought guilds. There were so many in the Cage that they

practically formed their own faction, tagged 'The Outsiders' by some

wags. The situation was driving some factioneers barmy.

  But what to do? The Fated said tax the sods, the Hardheads said arrest

'em. Nobody liked the Dustmen's proposal to kill them all. While all of

the above sometimes happens to the poor lemons, none of these

'solutions' did the thing a faction most wants: to change the clueless's

*beliefs*.

  So the Speaker's Hall passed a law creating the Creed Classification

Center. It's a fairly pleasant little bureacracy down on Stationery

Lane. It's a wide, two-story, circular affair, with a dome in the

middle. There are fifteen offices within, one for each faction, and a

central processing area. After ascending the fifteen broad marble steps

to the second floor, visitors wind around down the central stairs and

waiting area to be interviewed and 'assigned' a faction.

  After being evaluated by a bunch of Ciphers at the main receiving desk

(who keep the line moving along fairly briskly), a clueless visitor is

sent to the office of the faction he or she would most likely want to

join. There, the potential recruit is wined, dined, and pamphleted nigh

unto death by eager partisans. Although the Free and Revolutionary

Leagues don't man their posts, there are grafitti and leaflets lying

around in their spaces to inform a sod who comes there about their basic

philosophy and to direct them to likely meeting places for others of

their ilk.

  The only problem with the Triple-C is that the Clueless never know how

to find the place. So the factioneers that run it spread some garnish

amongst the touts of the Cage to direct likely candidates their way.

What's that you ask? No, Sir Prime, I wouldn't be leading you this way

just because some other sod paid me...

Mr. Niceguy

jtwright@sysnet.net

Visit the Cage at http://welcome.to/the_cage

Now with Willem's Suggestions & the ride 'Necessary Evil' on Elysium!

Date: Wed, 11 Nov 1998 14:23:45 +0000 (GMT)

From: Alex Roberts <alexander.roberts@kcl.ac.uk>

News from Sigil: My Coffee with Clarion

It's Reading Week here at King's College. As I whiled away a quiet morning in 

the library, I heard a footfall behind me. Looking up from Martin Gardner's 

'Sixth Book of Puzzles From Scientific American' and turning around, I saw 

Clarion. Wrapped up against the encroaching English winter, he was wearing a 

heavy overcoat of a pale yellowish-cream hue, and he wore small steel-rimmed 

sunglasses which neatly concealed his slitted pupils and drew attention away 

from his whiskers. Pulling up a chair, he whispered to me 'You seem a touch at 

a loose end, Alex. Care to lay down your book of learning and join me for a 

coffee?'

'Sure' I replied, and jamming the book back on the shelf I followed the 

graceful aasimar out of the library.

Five minutes later we were sitting in one of the Strand's many coffee houses, 

waiting for our cappucinos to cool a little. As I sat there, a thought struck 

me.

'Clarion?'

'Yes?'

'How come you just paid for our coffee with a five pound note?'

'Simple. After my last excursion here, and discovering this place is no longer 

on the gold standard, I simply brought a few gold pieces with me and sold them 

to a jeweller in Covent Garden.'

'Don't you stick out a little when you do things like that? You can't get away 

with the Dracula sunglasses forever, you know.'

'Me? Stick out in Covent Garden? No, Alex. As for the shades, I rather like 

them.'

After a few more minutes we were both feeling refreshed by large amounts of 

espresso and steamed milk.

'So how're things in the Cage then?'

'Well, it looks like all my efforts to keep the factions from each others' 

throats have gone to pot. They're more itchy than ever.'

'Ahh...I think I may have read a little of this. Perhaps we'd better not talk 

about factions.'

'Good point. Didn't one of your correspondents want to know about Sigil's 

coffee house boom?'

'Several, as I recall. Do tell.'

'Certainly. We've had some coffee shops in the Cage for years, and one in 

particular has a good pedigree. The Qalat-al-Kaffee in the Clerk's Ward has 

been serving fine dark coffee - you'd call it Espresso, I suppose - for years. 

Achmed al-Masari, the proprietor, is a Sha'ir of minor talents, and his gen 

occasionally helps out in the shop. The Qalat also stocks coffee beans, and I 

dare say that some of the city's other coffee shops buy from Achmed. Then 

there's the Melody Lane Coffee Shoppe.'

'Shoppe?'

'Shoppe. It's near the Barracks, and it's a favoured haunt of the Harmonium, 

because they're not allowed strong drinks on duty, and Mrs Tuffin's white 

coffee is certainly anything but a strong drink. Apart from serving the city's 

weakest hot drinks, the shop is noted for serving rather sticky cakes and 

gateaux. Mrs Tuffin, the halfling who runs the establishment, is rather more 

successful than her talents might suggest. The Caffe Tres, in the Lady's Ward, 

is a bit more stylish, and the coffee in similar in taste and variety to that 

here - which, may I say, is excellent. It's a favourite for many Sigilians, 

especially the Ciphers and the Godsmen. I don't know who owns it, but judging 

by the roaring trade it does, it's probably a Fated or Merkhant enterprise.'

'Busy city.'

'Yes. And I've just seen the plans for the new Archonite Cathedral. Their 

refectory will include a public coffee house, which looks good. Oh, and how 

could I forget - the Cafe de Loi, by the courts, is possibly *the* movers' and 

shakers' cafe in the city. It's expensive, and has waitress service, but they 

serve ice cream, fairy cakes, and just about every other sweetmeat. Judges, 

priests and top merchants gather there to partake of the wares. They're all a 

little disconcerted that Laria Lar, or 'Madam Laria' as she's known, one of the 

city's top, well, madams, is also a regular. Some of them, of course, arrange 

assignations with her 'staff' whilst there, but don't own up to it. The shop is 

owned by the guvner Merek of Lushp, but he isn't often seen there. They have a 

very glamourous staff, consisting mainly of tieflings and aasimar. What not 

many of the patrons know is that one of the aasimar, a pretty thing named 

Maria, is male underneath that little black-and-white dress.'

'Wow - how do you come by this kind of knowledge, Clarion?'

'I keep my ears open enough to hear what's important, and a lot of what isn't 

yet important turns up too. It's that simple.'

'I see...'

'Anyway, I've got to make it back to my portal before too long, so take care, 

and I'll hope to drop in again soon.'

'Er, ok...bye!'

And with that he dashed off.

NOTE: I'm not going to deal with anything Faction War related in these posts. 

Just so's you know.

Date: Mon, 16 Nov 1998 19:10:15 +0000

From: sluj@geo.vu.nl (Jonathan v.d. Sluis)

Stark's notes – II


It takes a while to read through all of the notes and make some sense of it.

This tale inspired me to write a monster and a spell.

- -------------------------------------------------------------------------

THE TALE OF THE MARRAENOLOTHS: I had never travelled the styx

before, but when I was in dire need to leave Pandemonium I saw

no alternative but to seek out one of the Marraenoloths. I was

lucky that the town of Cyricysmus was next to some dimensional

border of the plane and a Styx' oarsman was quickly to be

found. I paid it with some gold and a scroll containing some

minor spell. The Yugoloth told me a tale that he said circula-

ted among Marraenoloths.

"There is a passenger we all know and fear. He is a living, yet

immortal curse, and exists only to damn those who would sail

the Styx. He is all those we have betrayed and has many faces,

yet shows none. It is said he used to be the proxy of some

power that is long dead.

  When the day comes that one of us will sail him, our downfall

will have started. He will board the boat wearing a hooded

cloak, but once on the styx, he will lift his cloak and show

his true face. This image will quickly be known by all Marraeno-

loths, as we all know each others' thoughts. The face will be

like a disease spreading through our collective minds.

  Yet we know him, and we can try to prevent him boarding one

of our boats. He wears a soft black velvet cloak and carries a

dagger made of silver and gold. A chain rattles on his belt and

he has the voice of a very old man. He is repulsed by holy

water, but that is not very useful to us..."

The Marraenolth grinned digustingly and showed me a metal ob-

ject on a chain. He claimed that it was the holy symbol of the

god that their 'living curse' had served and he said it would

repel the Marraenoloths' doom. I asked to look at the symbol

more closely, wanting to steal it, but the creature refused.

Therefore, I summoned a Galshau Du and took the symbol while

the Killer of Many Gates tore the Marraenolth apart. I possess

the holy symbol, but it will take some time before I ask the

service of a boatman of the Styx again. Perhaps I should look

for different ways of leaving the Abyss.

[GAME INFORMATION: The spell 'Summon Galshau Du' and the crea-

ture itself are described below. Reports of the other elements

of Stark's 'tale of the Marraenoloths' are too unclear to dis-

till anything useful from it. This will have to be the subject

of future research; perhaps it is somewhere in his other notes.

GALSHAU DU

===============================================================

Climate/Terrain:      Borders of the Abyss

Frequency:            Very Rare

Organization:         Solitary?

Activity Cycle:       Any

Diet:                 Agony

Intelligence:         None (0) or High (13-14)

Treasure:             None

Alignment:            Chaotic Evil

- -------------------------------------------------------

No. Appearing:        1

Armor Class:          3

Movement:             0 (but see below)

Hit Dice:             9

THAC0:                11

No. of Attacks:       Up to 6

Damage/Attack:        Varies

Special Attacks:      Grapple, Poison

Special Defenses:     Hit only by +2 or better weapons, Spell

                      immunities, Regeneration

Magic Resistance:     50%

Size:                 G (15' diameter)

Morale:               Fearless (20) or Champion (15); see below

XP Value:             13.000

The Galshau Du appears as a flurry of black, eddying portals,

out of which horrible monstrous bodyparts constantly writhe.

The portals that the creature is made of do not require door-

like openings like normal portals; they appear in mid-air. The

limbs that shoot in and out of these portals are very diverse:

tentacles, claws and tails are commonly observed, but also

wings and reptile-like heads have been reported.

  If someone passes through one of the portals that this crea

ture uses (or is made up of; the debae has not been settled

yet) he or she comes out in the abyss, at a spot where the same

Galshau Du is at the same time. It is impossible to get 'insi

de' the creature, for on both sides of its portals, it seems to

be on the other side of these portals. One 'side' of the Gals

hau Du is always on the Abyss and the other on the same plane

or some plane bordering it (the Astral Plane, the Outlands,

Carceri or Pandemonium)

  Noone has ever communicated with a Galshau Du. All the crea

ture does is attack anything within range.

Combat: A Galshau Du can fight on two places at once; connec

ting these places with its portals. It attacks mindlessly,

without any consideration for tactics whatsoever. The Galshau

Du has op to six attacks with different limbs, but each oppo

nent within a range of 10' is only attacked by one limb. If�

there are less than six opponents, some attacks are lost. If

there are more, random closest opponents are attacked. Each

round, roll on the following table to determine the kind of

limb that each opponent is attacked by:

1d6 result    Limb                Damage      Special effects

1-2           Claw                1-10        None

3             Large claw          2-20        None

4             Whipping tentacle   1-4         On result of 18-20, random arm is

                                              grabbed and useless; STR check

                                              at -3 to break free

5             Tail stinger        1-6         Carries type B poison

6             Large tentacle      1-4         Ignores armor (but not DEX

                                              bonus); always grabs and con

                                              stricts for 1-10 hp per round

                                              after first. STR check at -6 to

                                              break free.

A Galshau Du draws a grabbed victim into its portals, so it

sticks out at both ends. When the monster is killed, victims

still grabbed are dumped in a random plane on one of its

'ends'. Constriction does not count against a Galshau Du's

number of attacks, but the creature can only constrict up to 6

victims at once. All must be size M or smaller.

  Creatures that wish to jump through one of the Galshau Du's

portals can do so, but the monster gains a free attack at +3

against such daredevils.

  If the creature is being fought on two different planes, it

does not gain extra attacks.

  At the beginning of each round, there is a chance that some

special bodypart comes out of one of the Galshau Du's portals.

Roll on the following table:

1d6 result    Body part   Effect

1-3           None        None

4             Wing        Move 1d4 x 10 yards in random direc

                          tion.

5             Eyestalk    All attacks gain +1 to hit

6             Head        Creature becomes intelligent (High),

                          can use all 6 attacks this round,

                          distributed intelligently among oppo

                          nents (so all 6 attacks can be direc

                          ted at one creature)

A Galshau Du regenerates 1d6 Hit Points per round from all

damage, reflecting the fact that its body is continually 're

supplied' from other dimensions. It is immune to sleep, charm

and hold spells, though some mind-affecting spells may affect

it if it has a head. Subsequent heads that appear on the crea

ture are not affected by the same casting, however. The creatu

re is effectively immune to damage after the initial damage

from spells like Melfs acid arrow; the part of the creature

that is hit is retracted into a portal and disappears. It is

the same for anyh result that causes continuous bleeding, like

arrows that stay in the wound, severing of limbs (Vorpal

sword), etc. If these attacks are directed at a tentacle that

has grabbed a victim, the victim will be set loose at one of

the creature's 'sides'. A Galshau Du is unnaffected by many

other spells; when it does not have eyes, it cannot be blinded

(even if it is, it only loses the +1 bonus), for example.

  A Galshau Du is never surprised.

  Spells that close portals (like Surelock) have a profound

effect on a Galshau Du. If they overcome the monsters Magic

Resistance, the Galshau Du receives 1d10 points of damage per

level of the gate-sealing spell, its regeneration is reduced to

1 point per round, and the rolls on both of its 'bodypart-ta

bles' are modified by -1.

  When a Galshau Du is reduced to 0 Hit Points or less, all its�

portals close and disappear. Severed limbs do not disappear,

but grabbed victims may have been released on the other side.

It is not known if the creature truly dies or simply retreats.

Habitat/society: The Galshau Du only rarely appears spontane

ously. It is encountered near portals connecting to or within

the Abyss. When appearing as such, it wreaks as much havock as

it can for 2-12 days, then disappears as if 'killed'. It is

most often encountered when it is summoned by some unscrupulous

wizard.

  It is unknown where the Galshau Du comes from. Due to its

restriction to certain Outer Planes, it cannot be extra-dimen

sional. It has been suggested that some undiscovered layer of

the abyss forms the source of these creatures.

  It is said that some Abyssal Lords have discovered a techni

que for letting a portal be guarded by a Galshau Du. These

portals can be used with several keys. Only one key is the safe

one, however, the other keys turn the portal into a Galshau Du!

Sometimes, an Abyssal Lord is able to put a Galshau Du at a

specific spot; blocking a corridor, for instance.

  Persistant rumors claim that Galshau Du can be drawn to other

planes, so they are not just restricted to planes near the

Abyss. Elysium forbid that these rumors are true.

Ecology: Galshau Du seem to feed on the emotions of dying crea

tures. They consume most of this emotion when the creature is

dying inside one of their portals; hence ther tendency to draw

victims in during constriction. Normal random killing of vic

tims also appears to feed them adequately, however.

SUMMON GALSHAU DU* (Conjuration/Summoning)

Level: 6

Range: 50 yards

Components: V,S,M

Duration: 4 hours

Casting Time: 1 round

Area of Effect: 15' diameter sphere

Saving Throw: None

This Wild Magical spell summons one of the horrible Galshau Du

to a spot within its range. This is a very difficult spell to

cast and the caster must make a Spellcraft proficiency check or

suffer a Wild Surge result, with the spell as subject spell and

the caster (or the spot he's standing on, whichever is ap

propriate) as the target. The DM should feel free to create

special results of the Wild Surges; awry castings of Summon

Galshau Du have often resulted in planar rifts and instable

portals. Unless the Wild Surge result specificallymentions that

the spell fails, a Galshau Du is always summoned, however. The

exact location may not be exactly where the caster had in mind.

The Galshau Du is not under influence of the caster in any way.

  Material component for this spell is a volcanic rock from the

abyss containing any kind of large crystal that has grown the

re. These rocks cost usually around 10 gp, but they tend to be

rare.

- -JS]

Date: Wed, 18 Nov 1998 00:02:53 -0600

From: "Alchemist" <yalcon@midwest.net>

Somniomancer's Corner - 11/17/98

Greetings again.

The topic of psionics in AD&D are seemingly still being pushed into the

system being an intregal part of the game.  How?

It all started off with Eldritchy Wizardry (for the young clueless, this is

even before basic D&D).  There it became part of the game -- but a manner of

optional abilities for which a hero had some of these powers, he had to

augment his current abilities by given up some of them or pay extra xps.  I

realy can't remember all the changes that occurred.  Point is --- psionics

has been around since the beginning of game creation.  With first edition,

psionics came back into the DMG, MM, and PH.  With second edition, all

seemed removed until the Handbook and DS.

Now it permeates into FR, PS, and Alternity with the Mindwalker and the

Fraal.  The Fraal seem an interesting race for typical big head aliens.

However, the Dragon 253 suggests it could be used in DS.  Yes the both have

psionics in common.  But, the Fraal are weak and timid unlike the savage DS.

Some changes in its society make-up and physical limitations would have to

be altered.  What do you listers think?

Just last week, I finished reading the Silent Blade.  R.A. Salvatore took a

different direction with his characters ... showing their vulnerabilities.

Not much sword bashing here until the end.  I guess, Mr. Salvatore needs new

direction for his books and is experimenting a bit.  But any ways, the

assassin is giving temporily kinetic control by a rogue drow male psionicist

from Menzo.  Was this a quick psionic surgery or psionic circuitry?  Or a

new power or suggested power that I haven't seen yet?  When he uses it to

defeat some other thugs, their swords and attacks just bounce right off him

(of course he is just absorbing the damage).  Then after a while, he

redirects against one foe, and PLOW.  The guy's chest erupts and melts away

without even screaming a death throw.  Very nasty.  The assassin also takes

out another rival the same way.

When I played a tiefling psionicist thief in a campaign long ago, he

centered around metabolism and portation and my friend chose kinesis and

portation.  Well the DM was new to psionic use and didn't have a good feel

for the sheer power of psionics.  Well my friend would always use kinetic

control, an easily obtained power to be easily abused.  We were in this one

encounter where we went up a couple of giants ( characters were about 5-7

level).  My friend stood there and took all kind of pummelling from the rock

hurlers as he boldly walked up to them (using kinetc control all the way).

By the time he walked up to them, he had enough energy stored up just to

touch the one hill giant and kill him instantly.  No mage or cleric could do

that ... not at that level.  For the sure the DM was steamed, and vowed not

to allow psionic to used again until he understood them better and made some

better rules adjustments for them.

So I understand his "pain" with dealing with this unruly power.  So here are

some of my suggestions to curb the kinetic death master.  First, it needs

more prerequisites than it already possesses and maybe even a level limit if

a DM wishes.  Original kinetic control required no prerequisites.  I think

the follow prerequisites should be used:  momentum theft, deflect,

telekinesis, and interial barrier.  Also I think that the more damage that

is absorbed the higher the maintenance cost should be.  So I suggest an

additional +2 PSP per 5 point of damage absorbed while the power is being

maintained.

I open to discuss further about modifying this power or others.  Feel free

to email me sometime.

from the h'rack'nir 's vault

greybeard

Date: Sun, 22 Nov 1998 00:03:04 -0600

From: "Alchemist" <yalcon@midwest.net>

Somniomancer's Corner - 11/21/98

Good Evening Dusters and Berks,

The response to my last post was good.  Kinetic control can be a problem and

can be dealt with.  Sometimes just tinkering with the description and game

mechanics can really put enjoyment into the game.  I find it worth while to

adjust certain things and then I find real joy and pride when I get to put

it to use.

Tonight, I will reveal some of new psychoportation powers (2 only to keep

the post short).  In portation discipline, there are few temporal powers and

those that due exist are either game balanced or retchedly out of control.

I made time travel a high science, split time dilation into two powers, move

wrench to a devotion of this discipline rather than for metapsionics (old

version rules), and did some other minor adjustments.  My inspiration for

these new powers and others I haven't posted yet and will over the next

several posts comes from the Chronomancy supplement.  So enjoy.....

NOTE:  TSR, Inc. and WotC, no copyright or trademark infringement is being

attempted.  Just good ole gaming and discussion about your products.

Temporal Push (devotion)- Power score int-4 (1 rnd)/int-6 (2 rnd)/ int-8 (3

rnd) or MAC 6 (1 rnd)/MAC 4 (2 rnd)/ MAC 2( 3 rnd), cost 25 (1 rnd)/ 35 (2

rnd)/ 45 (3 rnd), range 60 yards, time 0 , area - 1 creature, prereq - time

shift.

The psionicist opens a partial temporal gate to the Temporal Prime and

attempts to "force" a creature through it.  This portal is not fully formed,

so the subject automatically slips back into reality at a later time.  The

creature can be thrown upto three rounds forward in time.  The power removes

the subject from reality to allow the psionicist to deal with other problems

or prepare a welcome for  the returning creature.

The subject of the effect is not aware of passage of time (unlike time

shift).  Just everthing seems to shift around suddenly.  If a physical

presence is occupying tha space the creature is suppose to return to, it is

displaced just slightly upon returning.  The subject is allowed a saving

throw versus spell to avoid the push into the future.  Power score - save

vs. spells at -5.  20 - the psionicist is pushed into the future.

Time Ravager (science) - power score wis-8 or MAC -2 (yes negative two),

cost 40, range 10 yards, time 1 round, area - 1 thing, prereq - time shift

and summon planar energies.

Like summon planar energies, the psionicist is able to unlock alien

energies - just these energies are streams of whispy smoke which strike the

target.  The energy is accelerated life energy from the Temporal plane.  The

target takes 3d6 damage, ages 1d10 years, and one of his limbs withers and

become useless.  2 saves vs. spells can be made to avoid the aging and

withering.  (See the staff of withering for withering effects)  Against

items -- especially life shaped items - this could have some very nasty

effects.  This power is very taxing and if the psionicist attempts time

ravager more than twice in a single day, he must save vs. spells or suffer

1d4 years of aging.  Power score - 4d6 damage, age 1d20 years, save -2.

20 - psionicst takes 2d6 damage and ages 1d6 years.   I would like some

suggestions on the effect this power could have on life shaped objects and

regular materials -- how much material could be effected, what would the

save be, etc.

Anyways more material soon

from the h'rack'nir 's vault

greybeard

Date: Sun, 22 Nov 1998 00:10:07 -0500

From: Robert Underwood <runderwood@kih.net>

Another of Crunch's Theories on Magic


Hi All,

    Seeing as over the past week the discussions an planar bands and that

fraudian thing have left me with little interest I am posting a theory on

the origin of wizardly magic.

I believe that wizardly magic can be originiated from the astral plane.

This theory would have great explanitave power for much of the observed

phenomena associated with the astral plane.

The astral plane is the raw magical energy at a very slowed rate. When a

wizard casts a spell what he really does is use the very low ambient magic

to open a small rift that allows him to draw more magic from the astral.

As the energies come through this rift the caster weaves these into a

specific pattern. This pattern of weaving determines the final shape that

the energy will take. After the wizard is done he automatically closes the

rift.

This explains the time slowing effect of the astral plane. Time passes

much slower on the astral plane because if it did not the raw magical

energy of the plane would destroy anything therein. On the astral the soul

partialy disrupts the time effect. This explains why some changes in the

body are slower than other changes in the body and why the human body is

not destroyed by magical energies.

When uncontrolled rifts are created to the prime plane from the astral two

effect can occur. The first effect is that raw magic can flow out and

cause unsuspected effects to magic cast in the area of the rift. This

creates wild magic zones. The other effect is that magic can flow back to

the astral plane cutting even the small amount of ambient magic available

thusly creating magic dead zones.

This also better explains the role of the dreadnoughts. They hunt

intruders into the astral plane because the souls partial time effects

leave ripples that can open rifts. Also this explains why the dreadnoughts

take time to mend the rifts in the astral plane. (I read this somewhere. I

am not sure if it is cannon or not, but it sounds good.) They exist in the

raw astral. Everytime a rift is opened some of thier homeland slips away.

They will repair rifts as fast as they can find them. 

Well some of the ideas are fuzzily expressed.

Questions, comments, clairifications?

Crunch

- -----------------------------------------------------------

Robert Underwood <runderwood@kih.net>

OS/2 Warp 3.0 and MR/2 Internet Cruiser Version 1.50 

An Unbeatable Combination

- -----------------------------------------------------------

Date: Tue, 24 Nov 1998 11:42:29 +0000 (GMT)

From: Alex Roberts <alexander.roberts@kcl.ac.uk>

Unlimited Pizza (with rumours)

We're all back at college here now, but I happily have several afternoons off, 

and it was on one such that I was met outside the College Chapel by Clarion, 

who was immaculately dressed as ever and therefore rather obvious in a 

university.

"Hello there, Alex" he said casually.

"Hi! How's things?"

"Oh, you know, the same. I've got a few more tid-bits from the Cage to share 

with you though. Fancy lunch?"

"Sure? How does all-the-pizza-you-can-eat sound?"

"I'll try."

As we trudged through the streets of London, I in my customary monochrome black 

and Clarion in a pale grey tailored suit and a patterned waistcoat, we took to 

talking about my city for a change.

"I like London. It's...got something unique." I said, knowing that it wasn't 

the most informative of statements.

"You think so? I'm not sure. No city is quite like Sigil - although I'll own 

that you have a few interesting curiosities - like a public labyrinth."

"The Underground? It's only a labyrinth when things go wrong...although it does 

seem a little otherworldly..."

"True. And there are other things...this shop here, for example..."

Clarion indicated one of the Charing Cross Road's many second-hand bookshops.

"...reminds me somewhat of the Parted Veil. Although the lack of variety 

amongst this city's temples is a shame. A city like Waterdeep is proud to 

display the variety of its religion."

"That's a matter of perspective, Clarion. Also, from here you can't see some of 

the churches...three different groups have major churches in close proximity 

not far from here. Ah, here we are."

Inside the Deep Pan Pizza Company, we ordered our drinks and piled our plates 

up with the slightly-dry-pizza of the day, with penne bolognese as well, and 

then set to discussing matters Sigilian.

"The Archonites have been making friends and enemies in Sigil lately," began 

Clarion, "and seem to be quite popular with the people in the street. They've 

now begun formal talks to end their dispute with the Sensates, although the 

actual unhappiness between the two sides evaporated about Hopetide. On the 

other hand, the Mercykillers are getting increasingly unhappy with the 

Archonite attitude towards them lately. Factol Nilesia wasn't invited to 

Archbishop Julia's enthronement, the Archonites blamed a number of bad omens in  Acheron on the Red Death, and now a prominent scriptural scholar is saying that  some of the Archonite Canon strongly suggests a role for the Mercykillers in 

bringing about future devastation. Understandably, the Mercykillers aren't 

talking to the Archonites at the moment. The Harmonium are also being less 

pally than usual, and rumour has it that Harmonium High Command on Ortho has 

disbanded the Orders Ecclesiastic, which were the Hardheads' main point of 

contact with the Archonites."

"Sounds like they're making quite a splash."

"They are. Oh, and there's a lawsuit going through at the moment about a 

scandalous so-called novel called 'I've Never Slept with an Archbishop' which 

is a thinly-veiled attempt to suggest that there's more than friendship between 

Archbishop Julia and Lady Erin. My own principal complaint about the book is 

that it's poorly written. Apparently Sly Nye wants an opportunity to speak on 

the subject, but Heavens only know what would happen if he got it. Servitors of 

the god Hades have turned up in Sigil claiming to be seeking for relics of 

Aaoskar, but nobody knows why. The priests of Itzam Na, a so-called Maya god, 

have been vigorously explaining that reports of their god's demise have been 

exaggerated, but the Athar have been mounting protests wherever the Mayas have 

been speaking, with placards saying 'Dead God? Who Cares?'. An earthquake in 

Carceri has shattered a lightly-inhabited orb in the uppermost layer, and it 

seems that the 'inner' globes have all 'fallen' up a layer, creating new and 

yet-more-hostile terrain. As this globe was one of the few exit-worlds of 

Carceri, the locals, especially those with interests of various sorts in 

outsiders, are a little concerned."

"Any other planar sliding going on?"

"The Disciples of Moloch have had to hire yugoloth mercenaries to prevent their 

lord's realm sliding back into Baator. I'm not sure what would happen if it 

did. Arborea lost the twin towns of Milk and Honey last month: Milk is now part 

of Ysgard thanks to a personal fitness drive by one of the local priests, and 

Honey simultaneously slid over into the Bee Lord's realm in Krigala because the 

locals seemed to be keen on making sweetmeats than eating them. Rumour has it 

that one'll go all the way to Bytopia. Speaking of which, the town of Holy Toil 

has vanished from Dothion and appeared in Shurrock, for no apparent reason."

"Busy weeks."

"Not very. More pizza?"

We went and refilled our plates, and returned to our places laden with slices 

of Spinach and Cheese pizza and Spaghetti with Herbs.

"And how's your own operation going?"

"Oh, fine. I attended a most interesting masked ball in Waterdeep last week, 

where I met an acquaintance of mine - the bard Danilo Thann. I think he and 

some of his uncle Khelben's agents, whom I also know, may have stumbled upon 

some great planar intrigue whilst trying to put Toril to rights, and I'm trying 

to steer them in the right direction without making it seem that I am 

manipulating their actions - which, to be fair, I am not particularly."

"Right."

"Really!"

After further discussion of paradoxical technical matters and the Underground 

map ("Perhaps a Planes map might be devised along such lines?") and the 

consumption of more pizza and extra drinks ("This black fizzy stuff is good") 

Clarion set off for his portal and I for my college.

Clarion can now be emailed personally at Clarion@mimir.net (thanks Jon!)

Comments?

- ----------------------------------------

Alex Roberts             Tiefling   }:-)

alexander.roberts@kcl.ac.uk

http://exultation.home.ml.org

Date: Fri, 27 Nov 1998 00:41:54 -0800

From: belarius@juno.com

The Orb of Kadu-Ra (Spoilers)


DON"T READ THIS!  IT'LL SPOIL EVERYTHING!

That's all the spoiler space I'm going to use.  Getting to the point:


I just finished Dead Gods, and I had an interesting thought as I was

preparing for the chapter in the past.  The players were really gung-ho

about creating their characters in the past for Chapter VII of the

adventure, and I was thinking 'isn't kind of a waste to discard these

characters they worked so hard on?'  So I added a twist to the end: the

PCs met Daru Ib Shamiq (first created for 'Squaring the Circle') when

they left the Spire, who tried to get from them the secrets of the Spire

by using a True Word he himself had found on parchement - the True Word

of Pain.  I also added an NPC adventurer, who was a mage scholar.  Now, I

can add an under-plot involving one of the villains of my campaign, a

tiefling named Baeneral Pikestaff (see the Cage Rattlers section of the

Mimir for more info).


You see, the reason Daru Ib Shamiq wants the PCs involvement in StC,

IMC, is that he was decieved in the past - Math Mathonwy infused one of

his mage-priests with a portion of Daru's essence, causing him to go from

human to tiefling.  Now, after many incarnations (priests of Math are

reset to 1st level at a certain point, so I reset his age, too), that

priest is Baeneral, and Daru can only regain his full power by taking it

from Baeneral.


The point is that the mage scholar I added is destined to become the

priest of Math Mathonwy who will be merged with Daru's essence, way back

in the past that was recorded by the Orb of Kadu-Ra.  The Last Spire

adventure is only the first of a series of adventures in the past, which

I will trigger at appropriate times.  the PCs will watch their comrad be

seduced by evil and will witness the spectacular merging of the beings

who make up their current nemesis.  These events, enacted by heroes now

long turned to dust, will allow the PCs to better understand the creation

and motivation of the main villain (Baeneral) and the downfall and

revival of a quasi-tragic villain (Daru).  Plus, the PCs get to use their

other characters on at least four more adventures.  What does everyone

think (have I even made myself clear?  It seems a little muddled, looking

back over it)?


That's my first point.  My second is this - To make a series of

adventures in the past which involve Daru, Math Mathonwy, and Baeneral, I

need info on the world of the past, especially on the Outlands.  So I

make a general appeal to the list.  Torch in its modern form cannot have

been the Gate-town to Gehenna over 1100 years ago, so what was?  What

were the special characteristics of ancient Torch?  For that matter, does

anyone have any thoughts on anything that ancient (The Incanterium and

other ancient factions, other Gate-towns, modern ruins then thriving,

etc.)?

Thanks ahead of time,

Belarius

belarius@juno.com
Date: Sat, 28 Nov 1998 11:24:26 -0500 (EST)

From: Avi <agazit@uoguelph.ca>

Paladin in Hell Review

A long time ago, someone asked why Paladin in Hell wasn't considered to be

a Planescape adventure.  Well, I finished reading it and I think the

reason is two-fold.  One, it's written from a prime point of view complete

with "demon" and "devils."  Second, I think it's just an overpowered

hackfest that has nothing to do with Planescape roleplaying.

<SPOILER>

The settings are basically dungeons with gratuitous artifacts and

treasure.  Fiends spend all their time in a static environment, most of

them apparently do nothing but sleep and guard 24 hrs a day.  (At least

it's emphasized that fiends should move around, rather than stay in their

rooms all day, but there's still nothing for most of them to do, except to

wait for intruders).  Background plot elements create an illusion of a

dynamic social environment, but it's nothing more than an illusion.

There's many little things that don't make any sense.  Characters can find

the occasional message scroll in a few rooms, because we all know that

fiends communicate by messages on paper and store these scrolls in their

closets just in case they forget the important message.  And of course,

you can find a party of mid-level adventurer NPCs smack in the middle of a

dungeon, with no signs of their wake, no explanations as to how they got

through the upper levels without making a disturbance.  And somehow, in

the midst of a Bloodwar, an Abyssal ship sails into Baator without ever

being scrutinized or attacked by the local fiends and rulers.

Fiends and arch-devils, which are capable of so much at times (like

creating highly magical powerful traps), are capable of so little at other

times.  A single high-level paladin can somehow fight and persevere

against an endless army of fiends for days (just look at the game stats

involved in this battle and do the math; the paladin is toast).  Sure this

evokes a sense of glory and the power of the goodness, but it also 

portrays fiends as being incompetent weaklings and barely worth respect. 

And I just can't figure out how an arch-devil can rule an entire layer and

yet be so unresourceful in this adventure.  So much for the reputation of

fiends. 

What's good about it?  Unlike vague Planescape material, the writing is

small and to the point and heavy on detail -- but the detail is mostly in

all the wrong places, like stats and trap descriptions.  I found the

overall setting to be interesting (like a holy temple that's been

transported to Hell and defiled), with a few interesting details (like

barbazu sleeping on a bed of nails) and some interesting plot elements

(you have to cleanse the temple to return it to the prime).  But mostly,

it's just a bunch of dungeon rooms, with lots of fighting, lots of magical

traps, bad logic, and little plot (yawn).  If you want an adventure with a

fascinating account of fiendish behaviour and hellish societies and

roleplaying opportunities.. do not buy a Paladin in Hell.

Avi

Date: Wed, 2 Dec 1998 18:22:31 EST

From: Planewlker@aol.com

Mythic Reality


Having just about finished reading Tymora's Luck, I feel that I might be able

to answer this.

The outer planes are different in every aspect except that they are outer

planes. The basis of Planescape is "mind over matter". What one thinks is

proportional to what one does. That is how gate towns shift. The more

inhabitants think and feel towards a certain plane's alignment is shifted into

that plane. However, once into that plane, it is consumed by that plane. Drops

of food color in water turn the water blue instead of the water turning the

drops clear. ( Not saying that it is IMPOSSIBLE for a town to shift back into

the Outlands, with the right chemicals you can turn colored water clear

again.) However, if you drop red coloring into the water it turns purple not

red, or the town shifts from Baator to Hades instead of the Abyss. 

with this being the basis of the planes, it is natural that a plane is

opposite from its opposite natured plane. Here is where the plane starts to

take on personality.  ( You are naturally biased against something, which

means you are for the opposite that you are against.  The thing about the

outer planes is that everyone has a favorite prime world through which they

view things, mine is Forgotten Realms, some might be Earth, sort of like a

telescope. You see things from somewhere else.  

                           [ This is where the myths come in at!]

People don't really consider what the sentient beings in the outer planes

think of as "myths". Ex. Thor and the cat's paw, After he failed, what did

Thor think? Was he embarrassed that he failed? Was he angry that he had been

mislead? What? Now for the important question... How did his thoughts shape

the land around him? 

You don't consider the things your neighbors does as myths do you? Well, the

gods are next door neighbors aren't they?  What do gods think of as being

myths?

As for Ysgard's atmosphere, it does take on tones of the Norse Myths, that' s

what makes part of it Ysagard instead of being totally Arborea. (Elves) Just

like Asmodeus's realm is like the proverbial "hell". 

And being in Limbo would be more like being in a nightmare than in a dream.

Think of yourself drowning in a pool of water that can change from cold to

hot, into molten lava, to heavy packed earth, to breathable air at random. And

you are trapped three-dimensionally in this mess of changing atmosphere,

trying to survive and navigate through it. The only CONSTANT thing is your

thoughts plus any magical item to help your body and belongings resist the

chemical changes this "atmosphere" would impose on you. 

By the way are you sure you don't mean bad luck happening to bad people in the

lower planes? Or do you mean good people thriving in the upper planes and bad

people thriving in the lower planes and vice versa?  Remember luck is a double

edged sword. What is good luck for someone is bad luck for another. 

Karen

Date: Wed, 2 Dec 1998 19:06:15 -0500 (EST)

From: Joshua Jarvis <jj@keene.edu>

NEW ABYSSAL LAYER: The Jungle.


A legend on the tropical prime world of Wendremore-kinetu tells about the

fall of the jungle god. Trembore the god of the wilderness was a proud

hunter, everyday he's walk to the top of his natural zigguraut (made of

trees grown and woven together through a god directed natural process) and

select one of the inhabitants to hunt. Trembore was the top of the divine

food chain and the other gods in his pantheon knew it and feared him. In

fear of him they hoped to limit his power by taking Hezranore, a mortal

hunter of much skill and power, and make him the god of the hunt.

Trembore, feeling the sudden drop in worshipper power came to see what the

problem was, he went to Plateau Atumnis home to the temple of the

Wendremore gods and fell into Hezranore's trap. Hezrenore pounced upon the

wild god and sought to slay him, Trembore excaped and fled through the

gate to the abyss. Here on the Abyss trembore crafted a new beastlands,

after all he knew that Hezrenore was still hunting him and that he could

turn the tables on him if the environment was one where he had the upper

hand. However pride is the downfall of many a god, Trembore included.

Trembore watched the gate for many a month, no one came for him. Moving

stealthily towards the gate he reached out for it, after all it seemed odd

being unused all this time. As his hand reached out for it it burned with

pain. A trap! Trembore was trapped in the Abyss, excape through the gate

was death. A scent then caught Trembores nose, Hezrenore was here, but

how? His godly insight brought images to his mind, Hezrenore, upon seeing

him flee, hid himself small and unseen among the thick hair of the wild

gods hide and went to the Abyss after him. After all, observing your prey

in their natural habitat was the best way to know how they behave. Now

that he sensed his presence Trembore knew the hunt was on. Taking the high

ground in the trees the wild god lurked, waiting for his hunter, waiting

to turn the tables. His paw was injured and his opponent was of equal

power when he was at full health, but pride kept Trembore from accepting

defeat. "Hezrenore is a fool!" thought Trembore to himself. The hunter god

walked unaware beneath Trembores tree. Trembore pounced but Hezrenore knew

of his presence, he just acted unaware to take advantage of Trembores

pride. As trembore leaped, his claws unsheathed on his one good paw, the

spear of the hunt appeared in Hezrenores hand. In one swift motion the

spear peired Trembores heart. In defiance of death itself Trembores claws

slashed against Hezrenores face scarring him permanently. The life left

trembore, as he body was drifting towards the astral his dying mind fought

back leaving psychic claw marks upon the Abyss itself, this shaped his

Abyssal beastlands making a layer known only as the jungle.

     The jungle is a perversion of the beastlands, a place as sinister as

ravenloft and just as entrapping. The jungle lives by two laws the hunter

and the hunted. All creatures within the jungle live by those rules. The

plane sculpts the minds of those within it, man and animal alike, until

they fit the proper behavior.

HUNTER: If you go to the jungle searching for something, or to hunt, what

you look for leaves clues, subtle at first, scraped leaves, strange

markings on stone, etc. The clues become stronger, your goal becomes

overwhelming as you persue every rumor, every track, every idea that pops

into your mind. Friends become unwanted competition, or fellow packmates.

You want what you look for and you also want blood.

PREY: You came here to excape, whether if was to find the comfort of the

Beastlands or to slip away from fiendish clutches you came here to be

free. that freedom never comes. You hear sounds behind you, sounds of

pursuit perhaps. they are subtle at first but they grow, they grow.

Paranoia fills your mind, it drive your every motive. Your friends will

betray you, turning you over to your hunter. No wait, no betrayal, they

want to hunt you. Run! quick, must excape!

PLANTS & ANIMALS: Even the plants and animals are affected like this, but

they are different though. If an animal was behaving agressively during

the death it becomes a hunter, if it acts passively it becomes prey.

However prey falls to hunters selecting for them. Thus a lion prey is as

likely as an antelope hunter. Herbivore hunters do not eat their prey,

they will however violently protect their territory, stampede, or charge.

Plants are either hostale, or food selected randomly. thorn bushes, yellow

musk blossom, and choke creeper are common here.

LAYERS INTERACTION: Besides the desire to hunt the layer was also

imprinted with the desire to excape, it does this one of two ways. 1. It

opens up a portal hoping someone will think its the beastlands, search for

something, and bring it back. The plane will make something that can serve

as a gate for its excape in hopes that it will be brought out. (If not it

won't let anyone leave). 2. It will lure in a tanar'ri and have it bring

the device out. The plane wants prey though, it lives for the hunt for the

plane itself is a hunter. All hunters and prey brought inside its fold are

their to settle its feline need to toy with its prey.

INHABITANTS: besides normal animals several hunters and prey of note exist

here.

The Wild Child Pack: A group of lightboys who run the streets of Sigil

heard rumors of a shortcut through the cage in order for them to finish

their route in half the time. It was said that two close portals in the

beastlands can get you from one side of the cage to another without moving

more than ten feet in another plane. They entered the portal and vanished.

They hoped their employer would return to rescue them, they were wrong.

Bloodshed occured and those children who  survive hunt like a pack of

wolves. Drink blood from a fellows skull, and seek to increase their

ranks.

The Squeek: A notable prey, Jenson Guildenson was a Rev League spy, he

popped from portal to portal, listened to conversations in high security

places, then fled. He didn't believe in hiding as a faction member. Now he

lives by hiding. He  hopped the wrong portal and ended up here. Now he

runs, hides, always fleeing from spot to spot like before. But now is

different, he runs for his life now. he knows everything about the layer,

except how to excape. Now he uses his rev league skills in an attempt to

discover the secret to breaking the ultimate law, "kill or be killed" the

law of The Jungle. 

Trembores jungle is based upon such savage evil wildernesses as Lord of

the Flies and Jumanji.

ChAoS: Like all my origional material If you want this on your webpage,

use it. Just tell me your going to use it first.

Date: Sat, 05 Dec 1998 13:34:51 GMT

From: TheBazzalisk@platypus.clara.co.uk

The Library Of the True Name


Somewhere, in which plane is unknown, lies the Library, A Silent place inhabited

only by the Librarians, a race of tall silent creatures who float above the

ground.  The Library was created in the distant past when the Multiverse first

got it's true name, just as the true name for a field of corn is the sum of the

true names of each corn plant, the true name of the Multiverse is the sum of the

true names of all of it's components, past, present and future.

  It is wrong to say that the name was given to the Multiverse long ago, because

without the name there was no time, no past, no future, no being.  The name was

given and the multiverse began. But the multiverse kept changing and altering,

for the name was not written but was simply remembered by the first powers, so

the first powers got together and decided to write the name down, the plan of

everything in the Multiverse, at all times.  If someone could read the name, and

understand it then they could know everything, if they could change it then they

could do anything. 

Somewhere, in which plane is unknown, lies the Library, A Silent place inhabited

only by the Librarians, a race of tall silent creatures who float above the

ground.

lets hope it remains that way.

The Bazzalisk /

            <//>

Date: Sat, 05 Dec 1998 18:44:09 -0600

From: Dick Leban <leban@io.com>

Barmy Screed from the Hive

/----------------------------------------------------------------------\

| As your hands carefully turn the worn, faded pages of one volume of  |

| Monteloth's "Jaws of Darkness," a shadowy figure suddenly appears in |

| front of you, a well worn Cloak of Lurking hanging from one hand.... |

\----------------------------------------------------------------------/

   First I'd like to thank the various TSR folk, past and present, who

spend some of their time making this list better while taking the abuse

dished out by some of its inconsiderate leatherheads.  Thanks, bloods,

it goes above and beyond the call of duty and is much appreciated.

   In a nutshell, this article contains a creation myth for the

multiverse, why and how the gods get their power from the belief

of their followers, and many other tidbits about Planescape and D&D

(including AD&D).  There is a concept called "planar mechanics" which

ties the pieces together.

   I've been writing this for some time.  Rather than write and edit

myself into oblivion, I thought I should send it out.  Consider it barmy

screed from the Hive.  Enjoy.

- --Dick

   Some of what follows might be considered DM's-eyes-only, so players

can act according to their natures.  I've eliminated obvious spoilers.

"If I'm chaotic neutral, I can do anything I want, right?"

   One topic which repeatedly airs on the list is that of alignment.

Most of us have dealt with the above question and its ilk, modifying the

alignment rules or canning them altogether.  It's clear that something

about alignment is useful, otherwise why would we bother to repeatedly

feature it as a discussion topic?  Even in its most basic form, it can

encourage better role-playing and provide DMs with a framework with

which to drive the campaign and explain significant events.

   But in a Planescape campaign, with the presence of Powers, their

proxies, and a strong emphasis on character belief, a broken alignment

system can prove extremely damaging.  How can two "Lawful Good" Powers

be fighting each other, what's the difference between a player character

and that NPC bartender, why is belief suddenly so important--numerous

questions can arise.  DMs are not only expected to have answers that fit,

but answers that fit consistently within the overall campaign structure.

   As a DM who has rarely played, I've been wrestling with this alignment

problem constantly since the days of D&D.  Some number of years back,

various thoughts started forming in my mind and have since fermented

into a brew that has throughly permeated every part of my campaign.

The addition of Planescape to my collection has encouraged this process,

and some of its accessories complement those thoughts rather nicely.

"Zeus wants me to do what?"

   The process started upon realizing that there should be something

special that separates characters, both player and non-player, from the

run-of-the-mill individuals that populate fantasy worlds.  Considering

the time invested by everyone involved in a successful campaign, it is

an insult to find too many berks who pour drinks for a living and still

somehow manage to possess the ability to pound half the leveled patrons

into pate.

   In much fantastic literature, characters often swear by, curse at,

fight for, or even hinder the gods.  Certainly fantasy role-playing is

no different; the list of gods for Greyhawk numbers well over fifty.

   Perhaps alignment was intended to model the connection between a

character and a deity, but failed.  Rather than tie the rules to a given

setting and diverse pantheon, characters were given only nine choices,

and DMs were expected to base their campaigns on the alignment framework,

building further as they saw fit.

   If this limitation was the original intent behind alignment, perhaps

returning to the original idea of tying every leveled character to a

single god, or even to a pantheon of gods, would be a candidate mechanism

to replace alignment.  A player would select a god for the character

as part of the character creation process, and that bond would be what

makes the character special, different from normal populace.

"Well, there's me, my deity, where's the third?"

   Canny planewalkers will ask that question, seek immortality, and

generally wonder what gives a god his power, amongst many other things.

   All but the most clueless eventually venture a guess that the gods get

their power from the belief and worship of their followers.  The gods

certainly understand this, as illustrated by their making certain

places and planes available for low-level adventuring.  A god wants

more followers, those who are not born in the flock must be converted,

and clearly a sod in the dead-book can't get the right religion.

   Thus many places like Broken Reach exist, to which a potential recruit

can be lured, tempted, seduced, and brought over.

   But exactly what is it that gives a god divine power?  Is there

something that flows from the believer, to the god, and then out again

to accomplish the divine bidding?  Is there a third?  If so, what is it

and how does it work?  What controls it?

   For the lack of a better name, call it Belief.  It is life itself,

every individual possesses a small, finite portion, continually flowing

from that person to the gods.  Call it fate, destiny, or whatever,

but a sod signs the dead-book when the last of his Belief leaves him.

   In turn, the gods send Belief back into the multiverse to command

reality.  But there must be something controlling or limiting this

Belief, as characters clearly can't Believe new deities into existence,

and warring deities aren't able to order each other's realms to crumble.

The usage of Belief is obviously limited, but by what?

   The answer to that question is the planes, and the dark of it is

written onto the fabric of reality itself.

"Let's go find the Codex of the Infinite Planes!"

   Each plane defines how Belief is created, how it flows, and how it

is used.  Each plane does so differently, in a unique way.  Belief might

be created through extremely evil acts, sacrifices, strife, or even

petting cats.  It might flow to deities, mages, cattle, or domain lords,

and might be used to allow wishes, technology, or an eternal wind.

   Belief might also be used by a sentient creature, doing its bidding

and keeping the blood alive forever.

   The rules describing a plane, how Belief acts on it, and all of

its other properties is called a planar formula.  The study of planar

formulae is called "planar mechanics."

   At the time of planar creation, the entire planar formula is somehow

written upon reality, carving out a specific plane from the realm of

all possibilities.  Since no two identical planes have ever been found,

each plane probably have a unique planar formula.  Two planes may be

designed to look the same, but at some level they are both different

from each other.

   Of course, the act of creating a plane requires a creator, and that

creator may very well choose to write himself in as a consumer or director

of Belief.  He might choose to allow Belief to be added to his own pool,

providing immortality.  He might choose to make the landscape come alive

and rip Belief from visitors, sending it to both him and to an eternal

tornado, available to wreak havoc as he sees fit.  The possibilities

are limited only by the imagination and desires of the creator.

   As many peery cutters have learned, nothing is completely free, and

creating a plane is no exception.  Such an act takes a large amount of

Belief from the creator, and if some poor sod doesn't have enough Belief

of his own, maybe he'll get lucky and wind up at the top of a page in

the dead-book.

   Once the process is complete, the creator ceases to exist and becomes

part of his creation, forever bound by its planar formula.  He is immortal

only if allowed by the formula, and can remain so only if he has enough

Belief flowing in.  He becomes a Power.

   A Power may choose to leave his plane for another, but he becomes

subject to any rules regarding "guest Powers" on the plane he's visiting.

As such rules rarely work in favor of the visitor, Powers tend to be

careful about leaving their planes, preferring proxies or avatars.

   Remembering that what one creates another might misuse, various

characters will consider modifying an existing planar formula.  Those

familiar with the history of a bloke once named Orcus can be certain

that modification is possible, and some of them might even learn that

perhaps Powers are in some ways vulnerable.

   In the words of one sage, "Planes, Belief and Sentients: The Eternal

Trinity and the perfect closed circle."

"So who created the first plane?"

   Understandably, the answer of the First Creator question has been

lost in the mists of time.  Legends persist, however, of the "Old Ones"

who came before and still live "Outside."  Sages who investigate the

issue eventually try to determine which plane was created first, and

soon discover that there are more important issues to worry about.

   Various arcane knowledge implies that, at first, the Old Ones

created and destroyed planes at whim, perhaps as art, or an expression

of some sort.  These early planes were temporary and fleeting, existing

only as long as their masters remembered to Believe in them.

   Eventually, one of the Old Ones decided to create an eternal plane,

a plane intelligently designed, a plane with a purpose.  That new plane

was to elevate its creator over all others.

   That plane was the Negative Material.

   Designed to somehow consume Belief from the others and feed it to both

him and its freshly created minions of Undead, the Negative Material began

weakening the other Old Ones.  The sudden shortage of Belief threatened

reality as they knew it, and the Old Ones were suddenly faced with their

own destruction.

   Banding together, the other Old Ones pooled their dwindling supply

of Belief and created the Positive Material.  New beings were created,

beings who needed Belief to exist, beings who could reproduce, and,

most importantly, beings who could create more Belief to fill the

ever-growing drain of the Undead and the Negative Material.  The beings,

needing Belief to survive, would go forth and combat the Undead, create

their own planes, ever striving to save themselves and create more Belief.

   Unfortunately for the creators of the Positive Material, the act

of planar creation didn't leave them enough Belief to survive inside

their creation.  They went "Outside," or possibly perished, and their

knowledge was lost with them.  Perhaps, in time, their creations will

be able to make enough Belief to summon them again.  Perhaps.

   The sole remaining Old One, first and greatest denizen of the

Negative Material, is working to prevent any such return by seeking out

and destroying any who learn too much or deduce his existence.  Mortals

are killed outright, with their deaths made to look like ascensions to

supposed "higher planes," disappearances, assassinations by more mundane

enemies, and similar occurrences.  Powers, should they prove problems

while part of their planes, eventually find hordes of Undead entering

their home plane or consuming their followers.

   It is unknown whether the last Old One is confined to the Negative

Material, or free to roam at will.

"Clueless screed, all of it.  I believe in the Lady."

   While sages may argue whether Sigil is a plane or a realm, it is clear

that the City of Doors provides the inhabitants of the multiverse with a

quick and easy method of travel.  Portals, with one end anchored in Sigil

and the other anchored elsewhere, allow inhabitants of the multiverse

to roam freely among the planes.

   Both the identity of the creator of Sigil and his reason for creating

it are lost in the shrouds of history.  Was Sigil created by someone who

understood the need to fight the eternal drain of the Negative Material?

Were the portals intended to allow the spread of Belief-generating life?

   A few scholars claim to have studied Sigil's planar formula, and

have stated that Sigil takes Belief from the travelers of the portals

and uses it to create and maintain the portals.  Were this true, the

portals easily might have been made to consume any Power using them.

This might explain the nickname "The Cage," as any powers who happen to

reside in Sigil are prevented from using the portals.

   Perhaps it is Sigil itself which would consume and destroy a resident

Power.  This would imply that the Lady is something less than a Power,

and would probably take considerable measures to ensure that she stays

that way.

   Other greybeards point out that it is indeed possible for a Power to

enter and leave the Cage, but perhaps that this method might be extremely

rare or somehow controlled by the Lady.  As evidence, they often bring

up the tale of Aoskar, mentioning that because he set himself up as the

god of portals he might have had designs on Sigil itself.  Other sages

insist that Aoskar was never actually present in Sigil.  Surely the Lady

knows the dark of it, but she isn't talking.

   Many rumors abound about the Lady's origin, but one favored by those

familiar with planar mechanics is that the Lady entered Sigil and tried to

modify its planar formula to give her control over the portals and mazes.

Maybe the ritual was public enough that the Cagers of that time started

worshiping her, or maybe an attack on Sigil by someone else forced her

to publicly defend her new demesne, but either way she quickly became

linked to Sigil by Belief, forever prevented from leaving.

Date: Mon, 7 Dec 1998 12:56:15 -0500

From: "Michael Schaefer" <mbs@marketlinx.com>

A new plane (a request for comments)

I am starting up an alternate prime for adventuring on, and I was looking

for a very unusual place to play. On some reflection I came up with the

following idea:

- ---------------------------------------------

Creation Mythos

The Elder God of Gates and Portals, on his many wanderings throughout

existence, encountered the great Elder Elemental God. The other gods had

trapped the Elder Elemental God in a place from which there was no escape.

Amused by the Elder's fate, the God of Gates and Portals chose to assist him

in his plight.

It is said that the God of Gates and Portals somehow created a rift in the

very fabric of the ethereal plane, into which the Elder Elemental God leapt,

with a great shout of joy. Some of his essence remained behind in that dark

prison, connected to sources of power that only gods could know, but the

majority of his strength was freed. The influx of the Elder Elemental God's

immense power into the great rift created an alternate prime material plane,

and it also created a surrounding series of elemental planes as well. In

fact, it is possible that the Elder Elemental God brought large pieces of

the existing elemental planes with him into his new home.

These new lands became peopled from whatever unknown source humanoids come,

and these humanoids brought new beliefs with them. The power of their belief

has reached out and created the beginnings of a new outer plane. In this

single plane, new gods and goddesses have formed, dividing the power of

their worshipers between them.

There are no direct connections between this realm and the known plains of

existence. The only path lies through the unknowable plane of imprisonment,

and through the ether rift beyond it. This limits priests of other gods to

spells of level 2 or less*. They can get around this limitation by adopting

the worship of a native god. The native gods are awash in the power of a

freshly created world, and can all grant spells of all levels.

* The only exceptions to this limitation are the priests that follow Ptath,

the Elder Elemental God, and Shub-Niggurath.

- ---------------------------------------------

Any comments?

Date: Tue, 08 Dec 1998 16:45:12 +0000

From: sluj@geo.vu.nl (Jonathan v.d. Sluis)

Stark's notes – III


ON SOME LOWER PLANAR HERBS: The following more remarkable herbs I was able

to collect. All are very rare.

I - Dres'nehasin. A small black flower with dark green leaves on its stem. A

very sturdy little plant, capable of withstanding the coldest mountainslopes

of Gehenna, but not appearing underground. It is possible to use it as a

healing herb, because its resistant juices can be extracted and rubbed in

wounds. This speeds healing and works against some poisons. The leaves carry

small nettles, however, capable of giving nasty burning wounds. A good pair

of gloves protect adequately.

[When rubbed in a wound, Dres'nehasin juice doubles healing for that wound

only. In some cases (weak poisons) it allows another saving throw if one was

failed previously (this only works before the onset time has elapsed,

ofcourse). When touching the plant with bare hands, a save vs. Wands (+DEX

bonus) must be made or the burns cause a -2/-10% to all manual actions

(attacks, rope use, pick locks, etc.) - JS]

II - Rifaria. This plant carries a lot of leaves which are very thin and

slightly greasy. It grows in damp, hot areas on Carceri and the Abyss. It

has strange magical properties, for, when dried, it can be used as a

substitute for the material component of many divinations. I used ten of the

small leaves succesfully in an Identify spell, identifying a potion I found

somewhere as a Potion of Iron Blood.

[When burned and inhaled, Rifaria has hallucinating effects, which are

pleasant...most of the time. This effect has a 15% chance of distorting the

effects of the spell with which it is used, giving sometimes radically,

sometimes subtly different results to the divination spell. - JS]

III - Caarrex (Hummingleaf). Caarrex is so small, that it is difficult to

distinguish from moss. It cannot be easily found, therefore, but it has a

very distinctive property: it produces sound. Had it not been native to

Pandemonium, this would have made the useful herb easy to find.

        The sound produced by the plant continues for about three days when

it is plucked, even if it is taken from Pandemonium. It is a soothing drone

that can ease troubled minds and can undo the effects of limited exposure to

the howling winds of the plane of madness. This rarely works on pandemonium,

because it does not work if the wind is heard simultaneously. Other uses of

the plant include enhancement of certain illusions that include sound and it

is an antidote for cobra poisons.

[When used as a material component for sound-producing illusions, this herb

raises the duration by a factor of 1/2. The curative effect has only been

reported by Stark and most cagers who could know say it's a peel. - JS]

IV - Bruscz. Originally from the chaotic upper planes, this resourceful

little plant has spread through all the lower planes and can be found in

great quantaties on Baator and Acheron - if one knows where to look. It has

medium-sized leaves with bottle-like shapes and strong stems. The plant

contains little juice and much fiber, making it useful in rope-making. When

it is rubbed over a sharp weapon, the weapon is poisonous to regenerating

fiends. I observed that the wounds I dealt to a bound lesser Baatezu did not

close immediately and truly hurt the horrid creature. I had to be careful

not to kill the creature before I was finished conducting tests on it! The

problem with using this herb is that one needs a frustratingly large amount

of leaves to coat a single weapon sufficiently. The poison still functioned

after I had kept my sword in its sheath for more than a day.

[Forty leaves of Bruscz are needed for a weapon the size of a long sword.

The poison will stick for about fifteen slashes, less in the case of a

piercing weapon. Regenerating fiends cannot regenerate a wound brought by a

wound covered in Bruscz sap. The sap cannot grant a weapon the ability to

damage creatures the weapon is normally unable to damage. - JS]

Date: Fri, 11 Dec 1998 00:17:48 +0000

From: infyrana <infy@infy.u-net.com>

Swords from the Inner Planes

A lil help please?

I'm in the process of trying to create two matching swords.

The swords are a creation of an enhanced version of the spell Wildfire

(ToM).  The Sorcerer created the energy on a stem of the tree of Ysgard

where a portal existed.  The portal was a unique portal where it led to the

Negative and Positive Energy planes at once, the portal exit co-existed on

both planes simultaneously.  When the spell was created, it transfered

energy from the portal to form a sword, however the sorcerer didn't realise

but the two different types of energy (positive and negative) separated and

made two swords instead of one.  The creation of these swords left the

sorcerer to deal with a wild surge which basically blew him into both

positive and negative energy at once, resulting in his positive attitudes

being sucked into the positive energy sword and his negative attitudes into

the negative energy sword.

This led to the swords having an intelligence and an ego.  The swords

respectively have the attitudes of the energy within them, positive

attidude for the positive energy sword and vice versa.  As the swords are

created from pure energy, they are able to do extra damage (as normal base

damage) and can affect any creature even if you need a magical weapon.  The

swords do not have any magical pluses or to hit chance, however, their

damage would normally be 1d8 due to size of the swords (like scimitars) but

this damage will/could be 2d6 each instead.  Someone of considerable

strength can use them only, 18/00.  The Swords have a signature created in

the energy so that only specific users can weild them, mainly chaotic (and

a race of my choice).

The Swords are and were not created as evil, and are not cursed in any way.

 They are designed to be used by one weilder, one in each hand at the same

time, so these swords are not meant to conflict - except in their opposing

attitudes.  Their special purpose, which was embued on them as they are

energy not matter, is that they hate specialist wizards/sorcerers and have

no problem attacking them doing double damage, even insisting that the

weilder attack them (depending on the moods of the swords).

However, my debate with the swords, is that I do not know enough about the

energy magics or of making powerful but non-evil/cursed weapons.  The

Swords are powerful enough with being able to effect any creature already

(except those with protection from positive or negative energy sheilds

around them etc).  I do know that the Negative energy Sword should not

affect undead, as the undead make their home of the Negative plane, and

likewise the Xag-ya in the Positive Plane.

As the swords were created on Ysgard and were created during a wild surge,

I was thinking that perhaps these swords should be cursed with having a

wild surge accure every day or week, or per use of a major power (I was

also hoping that any wild surge would be able to be reversed via a dispel

magic or remove curse too).

I am asking anyone on this mailing list if they could please send me their

opinions on the further creation of these swords, and if they have

suggestions as to the powers that these swords could or should grant being

of their respective energy planes.

Any replies welcome, mailing list or personal.  Many thanks,

infyrana - lil red dwagon

What's the Prime Material ?  Isn't that like "the planes" themselves ? -

One proxy to another

Date: Sat, 12 Dec 1998 13:50:51 -0600 (CST)

From: cbennett@qni.com (Curtis Bennett)

campaign idea - question

Since there are apparently a lot of DMs on this list, I'll pose this slight

problem I'm having.  Ok, I asked the question "hypothetical situation", and

several people decided that it just wasn't feasible.  Fair enough.  Here's

my game idea.  I need some advice on a plot element.  It's not a significant

plot element, but it has to be there, nonetheless.  Any DMs out there are

more than welcome to use this idea. 

Here's the scenario..  The players start out with pre-generated characters,

but they have no idea who they are.  All they know is obvious things like

race, sex, equipment carried, etc.  They don't know their class, level, what

any of their stuff does, their name, or anything like that.  They start out

on a Githyanki ship floating through the astral.  Apparently one of the

party members had a Githyanki sword (not that any of them know who the

Githyanki are, or who had the sword), but on the way of their execution, the

ship is attacked by an astral dreadnaught (until I can think of something

more plausible) and the party grabs their gear, and escapes.

Now, for the events leading up to this.  The party has a Chronomancer in it,

and a priest of time (hence, the god of time thread).  The party was sent

back in time to stop an wizard from creating an artifact that opened a rift

to the Astral plane.  The party miscalculated when the actual device was

created and when they went to when they thought they could stop its'

creation, the device had already been in operation for some time.  Their

time travel crossed paths with this astral rift, and this event caused their

minds to all get stuck in magical items in the wizards lab, as well as the

wizard himself, whose mind is in the artifact.  Their physical forms (sans

minds) were thrown to the Astral.  

Now, their minds have been trapped in these devices in the past, and their

bodies are still in the present.  The only clue the party has is a map to a

small town in Mechanus where the Wizard lived and worked.  Of course, this

was 50 years ago.  Things have changed since then.  They have to piece

together the clues, find the items, restore their minds, and then destroy

the artifact like they intended to do, but failed.

Whew.  So here's the plot element I lack.  There has to be some event so

catastrophic that would merit the PCs traveling back to try to stop this

Wizard from creating the device.  In other words, some great tragedy has

occurred because of this device, and the party must stop it.  They could be

working for a faction, or for a power.  The party itself is pretty high

level (although they don't know that, around 10th-12th levels.)

The party, as it stands thus far, is a Tiefling chronomancer, tiefling

priest of time, human fighter, succubus bounty hunter, and drow elf female

fighter/mage.

Any thoughts, critiques, ideas, you have are greatly appreciated.

*******************************************************************************

Apes evolved from creationists.

Curtis Bennett                         cbennett@qni.com / die_kluge@hotmail.com

*******************************************************************************

Date: Sat, 12 Dec 1998 21:38:04 -0800

From: Greg Jensen <gjensen@mail.wsu.edu>

Eucarn

Climate/Terrain:  Elysium

Organization:  Solitary

Activity Cycle:  Day

Diet:  Herbivore

Intelligence:  Low (6)

Treasure:  nil

Alignment:  Neutral Good

No. Appearing:  1 (1-4)

Armor Class:  10

Movement:  15

Hit Dice:  1

THAC0:  20

# of Attacks:  1 (head butt)

Damage/Attack:  1d4

Special Attacks:  nil

Special Defenses:  see below

Magic Resistance:  nil

Size:  M (4 1/2 feet at the shoulder)

Morale:  Fearless (20)

XP Value:  0

The Eucarn is a goatlike animal found only on Elysium naturally.  It is

unknown if this creature evolved on this plane naturally, or was

selectively bred as a source of meat.  Its meat is especially sweet and

nourishing, and is highly prized throughout the planes.

Combat:  The Eucarn is not built for combat.  They are equipped with short

horns which can cause 1d4 hit points, but are very passive and rarely

attack.  Even when faced with serious danger do they attack.  The only

known Eucarn attacks have been on people showing cruelty to others, as the

Eucarn selflessly protected the victims.

Habitat/Society:  The Eucarn, despite being a social animal, is almost

always found alone.  They wander throughout Elysium, looking for people who

are lost or hurt.  They have a limited telepathic ability, enabling them to

communicate their willingness to other creatures to be eaten.  When they

find a hungry traveler on Elysium, they will come up and telepathically ask

the traveler to kill and eat the Eucarn.  Eucarns have been known to even

leap to their own deaths in front of hungry travelers reluctant to cause

these gentle creatures harm.

Ecology:  The Eucarn possesses no reproductive organs, which is why they

are typically found alone.  They do not reproduce by sexual reproduction as

do normal mammals.  Their meat contains chemicals that, when combined with

digestive systems of other animals, allows them to reproduce.  This is why

they "sacrifice" themselves to other animals as food.  The excrement of the

animal or person who ate the Eucarn's meat will contain Eucarn eggs, which

mature in 4 weeks.  This is the only way this animal can reproduce, and

seeks out predators to help it along.  It, therefore, forms a very

important part of Elysian ecology, providing food for thousands of

creatures, and only multiplying as it is hunted.

An adult Eucarn will fetch 100 GP in a market, 500 GP if still alive.

Eucarn eggs will fetch 50 GP, but it is near impossible to provide evidence

for their existence in the excrement, and few people wish to buy feces.

What do you think?

Greg Jensen

http://www.wsu.edu:8080/~gjensen/gregpage.htm

Date: Mon, 14 Dec 1998 17:32:17 -0800

From: belarius@juno.com

Sigil in the Blood War

Another of Crunch's Magical theories:

> Coments, questions, clarifications, expansions, flames?

Ironic that there is so much emphasis on flame when we're tawlking about

the fiends. :-)


I'd argue that Shemeshka is in Sigil for reasons related to the Blood

War.  Afte rall, she doesn't seem to be a complete rogue (like A'kin was

when presented in Harbinger House), and she's got a whole web of intrigue

going - probably to make the yugoloths more power.  Since the yugoloths

more or less control the Blood War, this can have an impact on the

happenings down in the Lower Planes.  But that all depends on how

powerful Shemeshka is in the yugoloth ranks.  A'kin's realtiont ot eh

Blood War (as with anything else) is anyone's guess.


The fiends can't use it as a staging point for invasions, really (to

much risk of being mazed), and their last major move on Sigil only lasted

a few days - maybe the Lady convinced the fiends to move on (the baatezu,

at least, have the patience to wait for results).  However, it's the

perfect point of embarkment for spies, scholars, and recruiters.  I'd

wager 90% of all fiends in Sigil who own their allegiance to other fiends

are in Sigil for reason related to those three.


Spies (like the stealthy baatezu mentioned in FoE) can get almost

anywhere with this multiverse to gather information.  Want to get to

Azzagrat?  Easily done!  Take a portal to the infinite staircase and use

the well-known but mysteriously unprotected doorway there.  Desire a

visit to the Gray Waste?  Use a portal to get there.  Want the chant on

the Guardinals?  It's a sure bet someone knows a portal to Elysium.  And

of the Outlands I speak not.


Scholars have a similar approach.  Many join (temporarily, I'd wager)

factions to get to their libraries - witness the baatezu judgeof the

Guvners.  Also, the Great Library of Sigil, the Hall of Records, the Hall

fo Information, and the Society of Luminiferous Aether all possess

knowledge.  Sure, the fiends don't much care for the mundane aspects of

mortal life, but their spellcasters would rather buy, deal for, or steal

spells than research them.  And mortals are always making spells to fight

fiends, right?  Great!  That means they can be used against fiends BY

fiends.  Non-magical scholars in Sigil are probably more like

archaeologists - they get into the warrens and search for ancient

secrets.  In fact, that's not a bad idea for an adventure - the PCs use a

one-way portal and end up deep in Undersigil, then must get out while a

crafty fiend tries to keep them from discovering his secret.  Sure's it's

a dungeon romp, but those can be fun if done correctly.


Recruiters need to travel as much as spies, but an (and must) be more

open about it.  They try to drum up greedy and reliable dupes to either

fight for them or do only subtly related missions - I'd argue that most

of these recruiters are promissing abishai and erinyes, because both can

look mortal if they must.  After all, who trusts a fiend?


While the sale of weapons is illegal in Sigil, that doesn't stop people

from doing it.  That's a plot presented in Uncaged and leter in

Hellbound.  It's a loose relation, but it's safe enough for the PCs to

investigate and not get too paranoid.

Whew.  That's it for now

Belarius

belarius@mimir.net
Date: Tue, 15 Dec 1998 17:42:57 +0100 (CET)

From: Feniks <feniks@ciapek.uci.agh.edu.pl>

The Soul War


- -=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Soul War

- -=-=-=-=-=-=-

We hear so much about the eternal struggle of fiends called the Blood War.

Endless strife of Law against Chaos that rages mainly on Lower Planes.

From the chant that flows around the Planes one could think that fiends do

little else apart from fighting wi th each other. 


One could not be more wrong.


The struggle between Law and Chaos is the most visible, since it


takes solid form of billions of dead. But no less important, and


maybe even more, is the conflict between Good and Evil. This war


is different for each of us, personal and spiritual, and its

 
stake is a being's soul.


It is untrue what people tell you, that a single being is


unimportant. If fiends and celestials wouldn't care for each one


of us, they would lose their struggle eons ago. We ARE important.


Guiding us to Goodness or Evil means to each of them victory or


death.  There's a fiend for each of us, but also there is a


celestial and their conflict can be as fierce as any Blood War


battle. 

They influence our emotions, they play on our fears, they help us or

hinder when we are in need. We do not see them, because they choose to

remain unseen. Only those who are really strong in their beliefs in

Goodness or Evil can see their protectors. Those who don't care so much

are not granted this vision.


Fiends and celestials differ in power, which is why some good


people have to overcome really big obstacles on their way to


ascension.  This is also why some evil ones quickly pay for their


crimes.  But let us not forget - they do not decide for us. What


we choose is our choice and we lead our lives how WE think we


should.  Therefore one cannot blame his fiend for one's evil


actions. They can tempt, they can promise and they can beg, but


they don't do anything for us. 


It seems that such a private war would have no big effect on the


Multiverse, but it is not true. Deeds of one being can change the


fates of bilions and can influence their belief, thus changing


Outer Planes. The infinite potential of a single being is pictured


there.  By choosing our ways we destroy and we create, adding and


subtracting to or from the Multiversal Structure. 

With each step taken and the decision made we either add the good berks,

or the evil ones. One should chose wisely which way to take, for such will

be his reward. 






feniks
Date: Tue, 15 Dec 1998 12:33:40 -0600

From: "Emperor Xan" <xan@oz-online.net>

Acheron: The destroyer of individualism and personality.






Department of Humanities

  


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of Acheron's mental state.

Acheron is a battle torn plane. It is as all have said it to be, but they

have never really tried to delve into the mind of the machine here. Sir, I

believe a great and terrible secret has been kept from the multivers at

large. We all strongly agree with the general consensus that the planes are

conscious to some extent. Each has a purpose. And to further understand

that purpose, our Department has undertaken this great project. So, it has

befallen to us, the Department of Humanities to seek out the hidden

meanings of the planes through first understanding their most fanatic

elements: their militaries. This will then in some way give us a better

understanding of psychology and the ecologies of each plane in order to

complete the Limbo Project.

To help better understand the military machine, I have undergone the

indoctrination process with a few various Acheronian battalions. Acheron

foremost and above all is the ethical belief that rigorous adherence to the

military machine is the perfection of society. Each battalion has its own

unique structure by which they attempt to merge with the mind of the plane

to become the perfect machine. I have observed a few horrible events which

have led me to believe that the planes really are aware.

Have you ever noticed that none of the great battalions in Acheron are ever

crushed under the cubes? Instead, it seems that the more prominant and most

mechanical are pulled away from other armies to be saved when the

inhabitants start to loose sight of what the perfect military machine is?

Time stops as the cubes drift away from other cubes. Those caught on these

cubes do not age, but they notice the passing of time. And as the military

mind slackens from it's current standards, the plane calls forth one of

it's great battalions to mop up the sloppy work of these lesser militaries.

Then, forced to rethink their machining, the other battalions are foced to

evolve to these higher standings or die. Acheron accepts no substitutes. It

drives ever onward to reach its perfect state of military precision.

Now the drawback for such armies comes in the form of the death of

individual spirit and the sense of personality and identity. I have seen

these great machines of beings strike with such precision and swiftness

that if they ever grew in power to stand up to a Baatezu unit of similar

size, they would make the Baatezu think twice in their plans. The machine

is so great, that the individuals no longer concern themselves with tasks

outside of their unit. And then depending on their rank, the majority of

them only concern themselves with their perspective squads.

Have you ever met a Modron that truly thought for themselves without being

rogue? Well, I tell you, after being here, all Modrons have a personality

compared to these soldiers. The armies follow a strict schedule on how they

will operate. Meals are always at the same time, as well as sleep periods.

They wake up at the same time every day, preform their exercises for the

morning then take care of their garrison duties before the day is half

over. Of course, this is while they are encamped and not currently engaged

in a war.

Durning war time, they follow a rest schedule that's shortened to maximize

the the time they have to war. When the battle is through for the day,

sentries are always alert to protect the logistic support elements of each

military camp. This ensures the overall preservation of the forces through

providing them with the rations needed to sustain such long and gruling

campaings. In this environment, the squads are never seperated, unless that

is their military specialty in combat missions. The squads fight together,

they rest together, they eat together, they even rape & pillage together.

Never are they apart for long. Nor do they think solely on their own. They

have developed an artificial hive mind of sorts. This group mind allows

them to act as one body in a fight. Let me assure you, it is a hard sight

to see when each force is nearly equalled in precision. The victors of

these wars are those who have best ahered to the plane's nature.

In my next letter, I shall go in-depth on how the training sessions work

and also give you more insight as to how the cubes seem to be working.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

Date: Wed, 16 Dec 1998 16:18:27 -0600

From: "Emperor Xan" <xan@oz-online.net>

Acheron: The power of conformity.






Department of Humanities

  


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Molding of the military mind.

I have been pressed into several military organizations here in Acheron. I

find that they all follow the same model for curbing individualism and

promoting conformity. Below outlines the basic techniques used by each

group. Note that not all of the militaries work this way, some have better

honed practices to these skills, others have yet to learn the finer points

of mastering the mind.

1. Destroy the soldier's will to be free.

2. Strengthen the communial mind.

3. Instill belonging and security within the communal mind.

4. Break up the communal mind and escort each fresh component to the next

phase of their training: specificed vocations.

5. Instruct new components on their new vocations.

6. Enhance their ability to flexibly join a new communal mind if their

parent unit is decimated.

7. Place within a new unit.

8. Train with new unit.

9. Show them their flexability by creating shock platoons for special

missions.

This is the basic outline of Acheronian precision. They follow three

guidelines: break the soul, build the communal mind, fight. This is IAW (in

accordance with) the Rule-of-Threes. There is a Unity-of-Rings structure as

well, but it is insofar as I've witnessed this place, deeply hidden. As I

become more entrenched here in Acheron, I shall undoubtably uncover this

truth. This process of soldier creation is effective in the highest degree,

I've survived with my mind intact by using special techniques developed by

my Section specifically with this mission in mind.

The forces here are very competent most of the time, but as I've said,

whole armies have been crushed between two the cubes because they were

inherently foolish enough to remain on the collision face just to attempt

to gain more ground that was slowly headed for a new facelift. If their

highest ranking officers would've had the intellect of a small child, they

could've withdrawn to another face of the cube, or even gone to ground

somewhere else leaving a very small contingent to trick their rivals and

have the cubes do their job for them. To illustrate how resloultely the

communal mind is, very few, if any single deserters from a routed military

can be found leaving a battle. Everything is precisely timed and executed

by the squad, including retreats and they are almost always a single motion

like quicksilver.

The most ingenious of commanders creat shock platoons. A shock platoon's

squads are specifically designed around multiple vocations working in

coordination as a team. These are highly effective ways to break the

standard unit's resolve and their lines. Imagine the effectiveness of two

fully armed warriors teamed up with a fleet-footed thief or two, at least

one wizard, a cleric for medical care, and on average two artillerists

armed with massive amounts of arrows to provide a protective cover fire to

suppress the lines. Devastating, no? Well, I've seen such small units in

action. The fleet-footed are the ones who flank the opposing force, causing

them to be suddenly attacked on three fronts.

The dehumanization of the training comes into play here. Since an average

being would break and run if attacked on more than two fronts, this says

something about their conditioning. They are trained to have no souls

during battle. To do so would undermine the effectiveness of their combat

skill. Instead, these units fight on until at minimum one-third their

number lay dead or wounded or they are divided by strike forces. They then

fall back in a tactical retreat until support elements to their rear can be

brought to bear against the smaller strike elements. The battle planning

behind this is absoutely amazing.

Have you ever watched a legion of troops mach in perfect step to the

ringing of boots on steel in your ear? It is a sight to behold. More

breathtaking and awe-inspiring are the musterings of whole brigades and

even divisions of troops for the larger armies. From all areas of the

cubes, they filter in, from the smallest shock units to the massive

phalanxes. Columns of foot soldiers, air squadrons and even great calvary

units. Did you know, that there are armies which control several cubes?

They are the central focal point for fledging militias and other growing

units to contest their strength and break their military machine with their

smaller forces. It is a constant struggle, but one worthy of great study

and interest.

As for the plane itself, I belive Acheron harbors a love for the great

militaries. They have largely become known as great military houses. The

central cubes from which these houses are run are connected to several

other cubes, which have fewer portals than the cube the house itself sits

on. The great military houses fear something that is yet unseen by the

currently fighting armies. I'm currently tracking down rumors of a floating

empire hidden in the void between the cubes. Rumors abound about this, the

greatest of all the military houses having conquered the cubes and built

structural supports to keep them from drifting away or together. And

interwtined in all of this are pathways and bridges to the other faces. If

such a place exists, it surly must be at the fringe of Avalas. I will keep

searching for these places and shall make my next message soon.

Now that I've touched on the surface of the rigors of indoctrination for

training, I will now dig deeper through the examination of various tactical

maneuvers. However, I have compiled a log of conversations during my

indoctrination sessions. I will attempt to compile them for you as quickly

as I am able. For now, I am being told that we are going out on patrol.

More to follow.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Voices of the indoctrination

What follows are the transcriptions of some of the speeches and slogans

used by the recruiters in Rigus.

"Men, strong men, have been denied their destiny. I offer you a chance at a

new life. A life with meaning. A life worth living! Together, we can take

back our place in the multiverse and ascend into the annals of history as

those who brought order."


-CPT (Captain) Malix DiBolique, Recruiter for House Vegetius, 7th Corps,

3rd Division, 6th Battalion, 1st Strikers (Calvary unit), member of the

Hon. First Order.

"Have you seen it all? Tired of running on endless quests for this power or

that one? Come see us, The First Cabal. We'll help you rediscover your lost

spirit."


-Recruiting Poster for the fledgling milita "The First Cabal"

"Down on you luck? Feeling uneeded? Lost your job and need to feed your

family? Come see us today! We'll get you back on your feet. Excellent pay,

good benefits, choice of military occupation is up to you*. { *: If  you

can qualify for it.}"


-House Ziverk Recruiting poster

"You have made the right choice by signing on with us. We are your best

hope in finding what you want to be. We will teach you the skills you need

to survive anything. The benefits for you: do well, and you'll be promoted.

All we ask is that from here on, you observe all the instruction given and

mind that you are the lowest rank. You will show absoulte military bearing

and curteosy towards those appointed over you."


-Typical speech to newly conscripted and volunteer soldiers by the

indoctronationists of Rigus.

These excerps are the typical motivational works conjured up by the

psychologist branches of the various units. (Those that do have them)

Depending on the size of the military organization, they may have several

recruiting houses withing Rigus. Each such house contains rooms for newly

acquired soldiers to rest and sleep until they are shipped off into Avalas

for their training.

To keep within the law of conservation which Acheron follows, for each new

recruit the armies prepare to recieve, they slaughter one of their enemy

captives or their own who have turned against at the denoted time in a

precision-honed method to ensure that for every new member, an enemy is

sacrificed to keep the numbers on thier side.

I have more, but as time has not permitted, I shall try to send a companion

letter as soon as I am able, the amount of raw data I have collected is

overwhelming. Currently I am sticking to overviews to keep you informed and

if I have to, will wait until my return in order to fill you in completely.

I know that our Section and ultimately our Department can discover the

deeper meanings in these reports.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
Date: Thu, 17 Dec 1998 23:32:03 -0600
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Squad Tactics: The building blocks of strategic warfare.

Since time immortal, there has been war. It is one of the oldest forms of

politics that the beings of the multiverse have openly embraced and, quite

frequently, engaged in. No place outside of Acheron's First Layer can boast

of such precision in war. The Baatezu Blood War armies are close in

comparison, but due to their devotions to the Blood War, politics &

corruption of mortal souls, they don't spend as much time as the Acheronian

militaries do. Granted, the Baatezu are ageless, but they have other, and

according to them, much more important things to do.

The basic element of squad tactics depends on the style of unit. The

following is all of the current military units that I know of:

Light Infantry

Heavy Infantry

Skirmishers

Light Calvary

Heavy Calvary

Dragoons

Artillerists

Sappers

Engineers

Again, this follows the Rule-of-Threes. Light & Heavy Infantry and

Skirmishers fall under the Foot Units category. Light & Heavy Calvary and

Dragoons all are grouped together as Mounted Units. Artillerists, Sappers &

Engineers are all Special/Heavy Weapons Units.

To start, I'll cover the basic Foot Unit tactics. These tactics are learned

and used by all soldiers of Acheron, regardless if they are part of the

Combat Arms branch or not. There are only a handful of basic tactics that

are taught. These tactics are based upon the use of the following basic

weaponry: sword, shield, pike & club.

Swords & shield is the primary weaponry used by the infantryman.  They rely

heavily upon it due to it's lethal power. When travelling on patrol, the

pike or other pole arm is often used to keep hostile forces at a distance

as long as possible while half of the unit readies their shield & sword,

clubs and other bludgeoning weapons are used as a last resort. The main

strategy of the squad uses groupings of a minimum of two soldiers. This

allows the squad a higher survivability rate. However, the general

formation of the squad is the most important aspect in planning the squad's

mission. 

For purposes of covering the most ground, the column is the best formation.

It spreads the squad out in a thin line over some distance, but allows easy

passage though rough terrain. The major drawbacks of this formation are its

vulnerability to flank and rear attacks.

When caution is called upon, the squad relies upon the "V" or wedge

formation. The wedge formation, is as the name implies a vee-shaped pattern

with a pointman in front and the other members of the squad spread out at a

pre-determined interval (normally about fifteen feet) for open terrains and

closer distances for areas where LOS (Line Of Sight) can be lost easily.

When in this formation, it is harder to sneak up on the squad, but it is

equally hard on the squad to regroup if attacked. However, there is very

little chance of a successful ambush against this style of formation and is

the preferred  formation of the infantry squad & platoon when they are

close to their enemies, but have not solid information to their exact

locale. This formation also allows for the quick dispersal of troops in

areas providing concealment to keep from being spotted.

The last of the major formations of the squad is the square. Square

formations, are designed for heavy defense. Squares cannot be taken by

surprise due to the way they are structured. All members of the square face

out towards the direction of the square they happen to be on. The major

drawback of this formation is the sacrifice of speed and mobility. Squares

are clumsy and can only be maintained on a clear and open field.

More important than the formation is the soldier's ability to keep out of

sight of the enemy (go to ground) by hiding. While protecting the soldier,

and ultimately the squad, it impedes the mission by delaying it until the

soldier can move on. Sometimes, this is the mission of the squad. Such

missions are normally conducted by scouts specifically trained in the art

of camouflage and basic intelligence/counterintelligence skills. They

entrench themselves behind the enemy lines and gather as much information

they can on the whereabouts of the enemy reports and send word back to the

Tactical Operations Center (TOC) allowing them more time, if any to modify

their attack/defense plans and strategies.

Their secondary mission is to harry any enemy scouts and dely their reports

as well as running a simple interference screen while elements of Light

Infantry and Skirmisher units come up to the front to take over and flex

their military might against the smaller forces of the enemy. To this end,

it is common practice for the greater military units of Acheron to keep a

contingent of skirmishers close by to their scouts to move up quickly and

engage the enemy forces. This effectively destroys any counterintelligence

the enemy may attempt. Successful uses of this tactic will blind an

opposing army of the danger to their exposed front and allow the main body

of the attacking force to move in and establish a foothold on the enemy's

strongpoints. The scouts and skirmishers constantly move forward screening

the way until they are in sight of the main body of the enemy all the while

keeping the enemy blind to it.

Thus using these methods, Acheron weeds out the weaker armies who fail to

plan for such simple attacks. For my next letter, I shall use these tactics

to better illustrate what we are drilled on.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: The Infantry Platoon

During the indoctronation period, we learned many tasks whose only sole

purpose was to make us pay attention to detail. One of the most important

details comes in the form of the formation. Regardless of if it's squad or

platoon level, the formation must be kept at all costs. This helps to

ensure not only our precision when executing D&C (Drill & Ceremony), but

when we are on the battlefield. Here, the rigors of the drill are evident.

While once out on patrol, it became evident as to how important the

drilling was. Our platoon was ordered to patrol the perimeter of one of our

minor objectives. A group of skirmishers tried to harry our wedge. Armed

with light crossbows, the wedge quickly shifted to allow our exposed flank

to react while the other half of the wedge closed in to bring their own

weapons to bear. The result was a ten-man front (we had lost two in an

earlier battle of the week) firing  in timed movements that made short work

of the enemy. Needless to say, they withdrew after taking nearly one-third

of their numbers in casulties.

One of our goals during the indoctrination was to learn how to plan

platoon-level tactics and squad-level missions. we quickly learned how to

establish sectors of fire (to ensure we didn't kill each other), movement

procedures, defensive strong points and methods of attack.

I remember that one of our attack plans which worked brutally well came in

the form of a pincer attack.Through the supposed scout information we had

"recieved", we divided the platoon into three parts: main body frontal

attack (two squads), and the two "pincers" in the form of squads sent to

take the flands of one of our rival platoons and squeeze them into a tight

mass that would keep them from being able to counter our attack. At least

two-thirds of thier force was destroyed. Needless to say, our DIs (Drill

Instructors) were impressed.

Since maintaning formation isn't always possible, we learned when it was

tactically sound to disperse our forces to conceal our numbers as well as

to keep out of sight from any potential weaponry watching the area. This

also works well amids the uneven and broken terrains. Acheron's cubes are

pitted and cluttered enough in some spots that the tactics of warefare

change from en masse to guerilla, making skirmishers extremely valuable in

these twisted terrains.

In assingment, I had been placed in a light infantry unit. Light infantry

wear littl to no armor and rely on weapons of speed for close in-fighting

techniques. For ranged attacks, they rely on light crossbows and short

bows. The speed and flexability of the light infantry allows the unit to

initially shock the mass of a formation and distract them while other,

heavily armed forces close in on their flanks or come from behind to

stiffen the ranks.

Heavy infantry employ light plate armors, large shields and piercing

weaponry for skewering enemy troops. The heavy infantry closes in to take

advantage of the confusion instilled by the light infantry or skirmishers.

Thus, pressing their advantage, the foot units can decimate their enemy

through such hard tactics.

The last foot unit, the skirmishers, are designed to harry enemy scout

forces while protecting their own. Skirmishers are deployed over a wide

front to mask the main body's actual lane of apporach. The disadvantage to

this comes in the form of their numbers being spread so thin. The main

weaponry of the skirmishers vary. they employ a multitude of missile and

thrown weapons for their main armaments and fall back upon the buckler and

sword for their melee weapons. Skirmishers are highly mobile and wear

padded armor at best.

So, I have now covered the borad area of intermediate and advanced

linfantry tactics. Next, I shall cover mounted tactics from what I know.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: The Cavalry Platoon

In this letter, I shall address the swiftness and lethal power of the

mounted soldiers. There are few units that exist that can incite terror

into their opponents than that of the cavalry. From the backs of their

mounts, they can charge, harry and even dismount to decimate the flanks and

rear of a opposing force. Sometimes, it is even possible to view a cavalry

charge directly into the face of an opposing unit. The power of the cavalry

is not just in dividing the unit through destroying the flank, but also in

the terror they cause due to their speed and maneuverability. The cavalry

has one flaw to it, however, they cannot stand up to melee combat on the

backs of their mounts and hope to win.

Before I get too far ahead of myself, I would like to note that cavalry

units use the following terms to describe their sizes (smallest to

largest): squad, platoon, troop (company), regiment (battalion).

When it comes to formations, cavalry use the same as the infantrymen, but

they rely less on squares and columns (unless travelling). They prefer

wedges and large fronts for massive frontal attacks. Instead of rushing

head on, the cavalry prefers to attack in waves to keep from running into

their own. When they do use columnar attacks, it is to split the opposing

force in two while infantry and/or light cavalry units rush in on the

flanks of the now divided force and the initial charging unit is behind

them. What lays ahead of them, if anything is uncertain, it may be possible

that artillerists are moving in to lay waste to the center of their

formation while the outside is chipped away at by the  other forces.

It is best for the cavalry to be employed against archers and artillery.

They also make quick work of skirmishers and other light units similar in

nature. The cavalry relies on it's speed as it's primary weapon. It is this

psychological attack of a mounted troop rushing forward on a large mount

that strikes a soldier before the physical blow ever does. On Acheron, it

is hard to keep such units in good shape due to the plane's unforgiving

nature and lack of good rations for mounts. However, for some strange

reason, they are here and in greater numbers than what one would expect to

find. To see truly devastating effects in battle, arm the cavalrymen with

bludgeoning weaponry such as the mace and warhammer.

Light cavalry is similar in use as the light infantry. They are designed to

swiftly engage a unit and then peel back while their opponents are left

confused as to how to engage this quick opponent. Light cavalry use light

armors and weaponry as do the light infantry. Some of the light cavalry

units used on the field of battle have been trained in archery. These light

cavalry units are designed to approach within bowshot of their enemy,

encircle them (if possible) and rain missile fire down upon them to cut

their numbers while the foot soldiers and heavy cavalry units come up from

the rear. The effects are devastating. Because of their speed, light

cavalry units also make great scouts due to their ability to range farther

out in lesser amounts of time than infantry scouts.

Heavy cavalry forces are one of the most opposing forces on the field.

Imagine a regiment of mounted soldiers who, like their mounts, are encased

in steel. Their main function as a military weapon is to smash headlong

into their foes to create holes in their formations and divide them. The

initial shock generated by a heavy cavalry unit is an awesome sight to

behold. It is like watching a knife slice through tender flesh. Infantry

units have no choice but to get out of the way or be trampled, skewered or

chopped down by the speeding mass overtaking them. Heavy cavalry requires

large mounts to support the weight of their barding as well as that of

their rider and all of the soldier's heavy weaponry. Heavy cavalry use

medium sized shields at best and employ weapons that no heavy infantryman

would bother with.

The Dragoon is an interesting character. This soldier will ride on any

mount given, but prefers the swiftest available. Their mission is to ride

quickly into enemy territory, dismount, then overwhelm their opponents from

the rear. The dragoon is trained to fight on horseback, but is better

trained in foot soldier tactics. They prefer to wear light armors as it

allows them to quickly mount and dismount. Dragoon units vary widely in

nature from their weaponry and their tactics due to their dual nature.

Because of this, the various armies train their dragoon regiment platoons

in these various ways and use them for specific missions if the need

arises. Below is a listing of the ways they are normally trained:

Light Infantry-heavy tactics

Skirmisher-heavy tactics

Light Calvary-heavy tactics

My next letter shall sketch out the third branch of combat arms for

Acheronian Armies: heavy/special weaponry.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Heavy/special weaponry

The thrid branch of combat arms, heavy/special weapons, consists of three

dirverse groups of MOSes (Military Occupation Specalties) who specialize in

mass casualties and destruction. Two are more subtle than the other in how

they work against an enemy force to the casual viewer. However, as is my

task, I will spell them out below.

Artillery is used mainly for causing mass casualties. However, with such

weapons as the catapult and trebuchet, some impressive structural damage

can be caused. Most artillery units are composed of archers due to their

rapid firing rate and the ease of which they can shift their firing. Heavy

weaponry is normally reserved for use against strong defensive points where

the casualty rate would be too high to assult. These heavy weapons are also

used to defend key positions and to lay seige to fortifications in an

attempt to cut down the structure and those it protects.

Sappers are a style of troop that specializes in demolitions. Sappers go

in, find the structural weak points and degrade them enough for the

structure to collapse after they've cleared out of the way. Since every

structure is different, there's no telling if it'll collapse on time or

not. Which means each sapper team prays to one Power or another that the

structure doesnt' collapse on them. Of course, being Acheron, they seem to

really go unanswered. What comes is what may for war.

The last of the group builds various things for the rest of the army.

Engineers do little than build the things that every army needs. These

items vary greatly in their use and looks. Some examples are: boats,

defensive positions, bridges, seige weapons, and any other construction

needed to support an army. The majority of the structures built by

engineers are designed to speed an army along their way to defeating

rivals. Engineers are also responsible for building the traps and pitfalls

that can befall their rivals. Any booby traps or pitfalls you are likely to

run into on a battlefield more than likely were placed there by engineers.

There's no real end to what they can or cannot do. You have to see them at

work to really understand what they do. They do things to speed along the

army and also to weaken their foes.

If I could give concrete examples as to how these two groups work, I would

do so. However, it's hard to describe something that must be seen for you

to fully appreciate with your own eyes the magnitude at which these

soldiers perform thier jobs.

In my next letter, I shall talk about the supporting elements of an army.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Support elements

Every armed force, great and small, needs to have the following supporting

elements in order to ensure success of every aspect of the military force.

Support elements are divided into the following three categories: Logistic,

supply, administration. These three  branches of the support element

sustain the force.

The logistic side of the house includes the medical staff (loosely), cooks,

engineers (I'll explain later), and the supply trains. The medical staff is

considered logistical due to their fixing of "broken" soldiers. Cooks

sustain the health of the troops through nourishment, although there isn't

much in the way of nourishing organics in Acheron. Supply trains are the

most important element of the logistic teams. They are the ones who

transport everything from battlefield to battlefield. All food stocks and

other useful supplies are kept on the wagons and barrows of the supply

train. Engineers are only in spirit considered to be logistic. Due to their

construction nature, they fix broken wagons and build the shelters that

keep the casualties who still live from growing worse. They build the

offices that house the upper echelons during the extended field campaigns.

The supply elements are responsible for issuing, ordering & obtaining

supplies for the army. The supply elements are the focal point upon which

the fighting men and women of the Acheron militaries hinge upon. Without

the supply element, there would be no battalions, no great houses. The

largest unit in Acheron would be a mercenary squad. Within the larger

military structures, the supply elements are responsible for ordering

supplies for their battalion, company, etc. These items are normally common

issue items that through wear and tear and general misuse need to be

replaced from time to time. In times of great need and scarcity, the supply

elements are charged with the task of foraging and finding items any way

they possibly can in order to ensure the survival of the military.

Lastly, the administration sections keep tabs on who's where and what's

what. They record every event of a campaign and how much each soldier gets

paid (if they get paid at all). Administration is required to maintain the

records of any military force. Somone must know where all the funds are

going and how they are supporting the force. The adminstrations serve in

this role. Any disciplinary actions or awards/promotions are also conducted

by the administration.

My next letter shall discuss the last element of the army's core: the

leadership and the staff sections. Once an army has achieved this size, it

is at least one battalion in size.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Command groups

The last core component to the basic army is the officer corps. The officer

corps comprises the command groups. These command groups are overall

responsible for the planning and direction of the military forces. The

officer corps is based around the following structuring:

Platoon leader

Company/Troupe Executive Officer (XO)

Company/Troupe Commander (CO)

Battalion XO

Battalion Commander

Brigade XO

Brigade Commander

For organizations larger than a brigade, the pattern continues. The

officers, regardless of their position, are responsible for issuing

broad-based commands to their enlisted soldiers. It is the job of the NCOes

to execute the missions through assigning missions to their personnel.

However, there is more to the job of the officer than just issuing orders.

Starting at company level, the Commander has a supporting staff. At the

company level, this staff is comprised by the Supply Sergeant, Armourer,

the senior NCO in the company, a clerk, and possibly a wizard or cleric.

Each member of this "platoon" plays a crucial role in keeping the gears of

the war machine greased.

From battalion level and higher, the staff becomes something entirely

different, yet serves somewhat of the same function. Here the breakdown of

the staff comes into four  staff shops S-1, S-2, S-3 and S-4.

The job of S-1 is to keep track of pay rolls, awards, leave requests,

transfer orders, etc. for the battalion. They also have the task of writing

the death certificates and disposal of the bodies.

S-2 is the intelligence center of the battalion. This is where the scouts

and skirmishers report to. The job of S-2 is to attempt to interpret the

actions of the enemy as well as engage in misinformation tactics. The S-2

staff are masters of intelligence and counter-intelligence skills. Though

they lack the psychological sophistication of the Baatezu, the Acheronian

armies are very good at what they do. However, the most canny of generals

employs at least one Baatezu as part of their S-2 staff if they can afford

it.

S-3 plays two different roles: planning and operations. The planning side

of the house works out the mission objectives and gives one or two plans

along with contingencies to the other hall of their staff and works closly

with the S-2. The job of the operations side of the house is to implement

the plans and make crucial decisions during the course of a battle based

upon the information they recieve from the companies and from S-2.

The last staff group deals in supply and logistics. The S-4 staff is tasked

with tracking the supply lines of the battalion as well as keeping a

careful log of damage assessment of the equipmment out on the field and

those in reserve. They are also responsible for determining the overall

effectiveness of a unit based upon how much supplies they have remaining.

The quartermasters keep their units well stocked or they all perish.

As you can see, what makes a great house is the conformity of the

individual to the military machine. Now that I have established a basic

working knowledge of the military structure for you, I can begin to delve

into tactics and the psychology behind the machine that has become Acheron.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of Baator's mental state.

Baator is concerned mainly with politics. They debate laws as to not the

heart of the law, but the cold interpretation of the context. There is no

doubt that the Baatezu are masters of context. They will find any loopholes

in a contract or law and exploit it. They will twist the context of all

laws and contracts if they are not written concisely and no possible

interpretation may be read into them.

I must say, I'm very pleased to be part of this project, but due to my

gender, it is somewhat hard to deal with this place when it comes to my

counterparts. However, since Xaosologists are seen as conquerors of chaos,

there are a few here, who ask to remain anonymous, have assured my

protection as long as I report true in full what I see here. I'm leery of

the reasoning behind it, but nevertheless, it is my job and an honor to

further our goals with the Limbo Project.

The Baatezu fight nearly as precisely as the Acheronian militaries do.

However, they rely on psychological ploys and diplomacy to draw their

enemies off gard. After all, if the power of law can make someone believe

what they want, then by all means, let them be exploited. Or so the Baatezu

reasoning goes. Since Baator is more concerned about twisting laws to suit

one's own need without breaking them or changing the wording of the law,

they are too occupied with laws and politics to be able to concentrate on

the battle plans the Acheronians draw up.

Because of these reasons, it does stand to reason that there are Baatezu

squads on Acheron. Perhaps they see that those forgotten heroes and

downtrodden soldiers do know after all, how to fight a good war. If this is

the case, they are definately putting in a good effort to find new tricks

and ploys to use against the Tanar'ri. The Baatezu do not have calvary

troops. In fact, the main mass of their army is composed of the lemures.

Now, lemures make terrible soldiers unless they are lawded over constantly.

This would explain why the higher ranks torment them so much.

Since lemures cannot clearly think for themselves, it makes sense to use

them as frontline troops just for their sheer ferocity. Against

weaker-minded foes, they are a terror and therefore make excellent shock

troops. Baator is too concerned about politics and psychological terrors to

fully appreciate the tactics used by the Acheronians. However, the ploys

and feints they use in combat are masterful in their own right. Many have

been the times that the Tanar'ri and mercenary units of the Blood War

fallen into the hands of awaiting Baatezu. Chiefly, these traps are filled

with thousands of lemures who driven on by their commanders through pain,

tear into their doomed foes with a ferocity of the runt of the litter

that's been picked on all its life. This is their only time to inflict pain

until they can get promoted.

Since the Baatezu use fear and pain to drive their forces on, they make

poor troops, yet they stay in line since it's the only way to possibly get

noticed by their superiors. The Baatezu spend too much time on manipulation

and politics to truly use precision tactics, but they make up for it in

psychological warfare and raw strength. I myself would not want to face

them in battle. And based upon the messages Calix has been writing, I can

asure you, the Acheronian militaries would be hard pressed against the

mental attacks of the Baatezu.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.
Date: Sat, 9 Jan 1999 19:43:27 -0600

From: "Emperor Xan" <xan@oz-online.net>

Baator: The power of manipulation






Department of Humanities

  


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Twisting of the mind.

It is almost too much for me to bear. The Baatezu are masters of the mind.

They make our Shaper 1 look like a child. If one isn't prepared to deal

with a Baatezu, they become a victim rather quickly. The Baatezu will crush

your will and your desires by making you sell them, and ultimately, your

soul to them willingly. Their caress is gentle and sweet at first, but

therein lies the deception and the masterful manipulation that only a

Baatezu can achieve.

The core of the Baatezu way relies on three concepts: stroke the id, 

impale the ego and smash the superego. Though not truly psychology, as we

have come to term it in our department, the psychoanalytic theory works

well enough to give a basic insight into how the Baatezu way works.

Stroke the id

The id is the subconscious area of the mind that only cares about pleasure

and getting its way. The Baatezu know this. In their dealings with mortals,

they have learned which  techniques work the best on the ids of various

races and use it to entrap them all. By pitching an offer the mortal wants

to hear, the Baatezu have found a way to control their victim. Feeding the

id its desires and dreams corrupts the mortal and brings them closer to the

Baatezu pulling their strings.

Impale the ego

It is the job of the ego to find realistic ways to obtain what the id

wants. If the Baatezu can suffeciently twist the deal and stroke the id

enough, the ego will become worthless to the victim. With the mind being

fed delusions of what they want and "easy" ways to get it with no strings

attached, the Baatezu has imprisioned its victim by their own mental

poisonings. This leads to the victim not wanting to care about anything.

Smash the superego

The superego is the moral standings of the victim. If the superego is

smashed through the failure of the id and ego to obtain the id's desires,

the superego, after seeing what has become of the victim begins to crack

and fall apart as the id becomes fustrated at the failure of its delusions

being fulfilled by the ego and becomes counterproductive to the superego

and coaxes the ego to repress and eventually destroy the superego. The ego

by this point has become poisoned by the id to the point that it doesn't

realize it is destroying the body while the id is being satisified.

Then reality comes crashing down upon the victim when it's time to pay the

price(s) of the contract(s) the victim made with the Baatezu. This is when

even the greatest paladin from Mount Celestia has sunk to the depths of

depravity and lost his/her way. The paladin may realize it after they hit

this point, but it will be a mighty struggle for them to asend out of the

Nine Pits and climb to the foot of their sacred Mount once again.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.
Date: Tue, 15 Dec 1998 13:00:08 PST

From: "daniel brough" <gwydion9@hotmail.com>

Tide of Darkness, chpt 8

Hi all,

After an extended absence, I'm back on the internet (you probably 

already know this, as I've posted to several discussions)  Anyway, a 

long time ago I started a planescape novel 'Tide of Darkness'  It's been 

a while, and I apologize for that (and promise there won't be any more 

long stretches).  Here's chapters 8 & 9 

As always, I gladly welcome any feedback, from flames to praise - in 

fact I thrive on it.

Previous chapters can be found on Ken Lipka's excellent Planescape 

Fiction archive (http://www.deathstar.org/~krlipka/ps/fiction/)

And if your interested, my storypage (with spelljammer novel, realms 

novel, and ravenloft short story) is:  

http://members.tripod.com/~Madmartigen/Sebastian.html

Thanks, here's chapter 8 (9 will follow)  I hope you enjoy.

- - Sebastian




Chapter Eight


"Why," gasped Gwydion a moment later, when he had sufficiently 

recovered himself to speak, "must travel through these cursed... portals 

be so... unpleasant?"


Brianna and the boy looked at each other.  "The journey seemed normal 

enough to me, paladin," said Brianna.  "Perhaps the problem lies not in 

the portal, cutter, but in you."


Gwydion groaned, then immediately regretted it as the sound caused a 

spinning sensation in his head.  "It would seem that planar travel 

doesn't agree with me."  He looked around himself.  "Where are we?"


They were in a small, darkened alleyway.  On either side darkened walls  stretched upwards, the curling eaves of their rooftops curving outwards 

to such a length at the second floor that they nearly touched each 

other, making it seem like they were in some vast underground tunnel.  

There was moisture on the walls, and a dampness in the air, as if it had 

rained here recently, and as Gwydion looked about him, he saw that there 

was a stream of water trickling by in a gutter on the other side of the 

street.


A single light guttered from a nearby lampost, casting sporadic and 

unsteady light on their surroundings.  There were other lamposts lining 

the alley, each stationed about ten feet apart, but most were broken and 

all were unlit.  Small heaps of trash dotted both sides of the alley, 

mostly paper and vegetable waste.  There were no doorways or windows 

that Gwydion could see, but the flickering light from the lampost only 

extended out about twenty-five or thirty feet in either direction, and 

it was impossible to know what might lie beyond that point.


"The Hive," answered the boy, "home of treachery and deceit for the 

Cage."


Gwydion had managed to stumble to his feet.  His stomach was still 

heaving, but he managed to keep his composure.  "What?"


"Welcome to Sigil, cutter," said Brianna.  "This is the bad part of 

town."  She looked around warily.  "They call it the Hive."  She looked 

around warily.  "Let's hope we don't get a rough reception.  To any gang 

of cross-traders that happened on us just now, we'd look an easy mark."


Gwydion looked around himself again.  "Is it all like this?" he asked, 

a little surprised.  "From what you said about it, I had expected 

something grander."


"Oh, you haven't seen all of it yet," reassured Brianna.


Tap, who had wandered to the edge of the lighted area, suddenly gave an alarmed cry and danced back.  "'Ware!" the boy warned, not taking his 

eyes from the shadows, "we are not alone!"


From the edge of the darkness emerged two hard-faced men, one armed with what looked like an oversized meat cleaver with a jagged, serrated 

edge, the other holding a thick oaken cudgel with two iron spikes 

jutting from one end.  The first was clothed only in a dirty kilt and 

narrow strips of leather which criss-crossed his muscular frame, buckled 

to each other at various points.   He must have been terribly burned at 

some point in his past, for he had neither hair nor eyebrows, and his 

face was terribly deformed, with pocked skin that looked much like 

melted wax and twisted lips.  The second man's face was painted with a 

grotesque frozen grin, and he licked his lips ferally as he stepped 

closer.  He was costumed differently then his companion, wearing an 

oversized and rusty coat of mail beneath the ragged remnants of some 

sort of officer's uniform.  The uniform, too, fit him badly, and it 

looked to Gwydion as if both had been stolen.


They moved slowly but deliberately, placing themselves so that they 

blocked that direction of the narrow alley, and halted.


Tap had scuttled back behind Gwydion and Brianna.  "They mean us harm."


Gwydion had tensed at the sight of the two and backed off a step, but 

had not drawn his sword.  "Easy, friends," he said.  "We don't want any 

trouble."


The pock-faced man said nothing.  The other man only grinned more 

fiercely.


"Trouble?" came a drawling voice from behind them.  "No trouble here, blood.  No trouble at all."


Gwydion whirled, to find that the alleyway behind them was blocked as well, by two more men... and something else, a creature that Gwydion had 

never seen before.


The second pair of men were dressed in as motley a fashion as the 

first.  One wore a dark cloth cloak which fell from his shoulders down 

to his boots.  The cloak was draped over the man, making it difficult to 

tell what he was wearing beneath, or, more importantly, what he might be 

armed with.  The hood of the cloak was thrown back, exposing the man's 

mane of greasy black hair which tumbled down to beneath his shoulder.  

The other, the man who had spoken, was attired in a flowing white shirt 

and finely cut black breeches which were tucked into knee-high leather 

boots.  His blond hair was stylishly cropped above his brow, and tossed 

to the side.  A single scar ran the length of his face, giving his 

handsome features a sinister bent.  A sabre hung at his side, but his 

arms were crossed arrogantly over his chest, as if he scorned the 

thought that he would have to draw it against them.


But it was the creature standing beyond them that struck Gwydion's 

attention.  It stood upright, like a man, and towered over its 

companions, standing nearly eight feet in height.  For feet, it had 

hooves, and though wore trousers which concealed its legs, it seemed to 

Gwydion that the legs twisted unnaturally, as if they were not jointed 

in the same way as a human's.  It's massive chest, arms, and hands were 

manlike, though covered with a short reddish fur.  Its head was that of 

a male bull, with red eyes which gleamed with rage and horns, each 

nearly a foot and a half long.  In its broad hands it held a massive 

wooden club.


It snorted angrily as it eyed Gwydion, exhaling a puff of breath from 

its snout, and a deep growl came from its throat.


The blonde-haired man gave Gwydion a lazy half smile.  "Geygnir doesn't like you much, blood.  For that matter, neither do I."  His gaze shifted 

to Brianna.  "Hello, sweetmeat.  Want to take a walk with me? There's 

not a woman birthed that can resist the charms of Telos."


Brianna had unsheathed her dagger.  "That would be a short walk for 

you, berk," she told him icily.  "You wouldn't like the ending."


The man chuckled, deep in his throat, his eyes as hard as black ice.  

When he spoke again, it was in a different language.  "The sweetmeat has 

spirit," he said to his companions.  "I like it when they have spirit."  

This second language was completely unlike planar common, gutteral and 

harsh, yet somehow lazy in form.  Gwydion spared a glance at Brianna and 

saw from her expression that she had not understood the man.  He 

couldn't see Tap, but he guessed that the boy would not have been able 

to comprehend the strange language either, and concluded that the man 

had shifted into this second language for that very purpose - so that he 

could communicate with his comrades without being understood by Gwydion 

and his companions.


"What do you want of us?" he asked, deliberately speaking in planar 

common.


The blonde-haired man laughed.  "Clueless," he said, in the second 

language, and the three other men gave harsh snorts of derision.  The 

bull-headed beast merely continued growling, and Gwydion began to wonder 

whether it was intelligent enough to understand this second language or 

not.  "What we want, cutter," he said, shifting back into planar common, 

"is to make sure that you don't get put in the dead-book."


"I'm interested in that as well," said Gwydion calmly.  He gave a quick 

glance at the two men behind him.  They hadn't moved, although the 

pocked face one had shifted his gaze to Tap.


"You should be," continued the man.  He gestured expansively.  "This is a dangerous place, here in the Hive.  Treacherous to outsiders."


"Why all this talk, Telos?" asked the man with the perpetual grin from 

behind Gwydion.  The statement was made in the second language.  "Let's 

take them now."


"Hold ready," barked Telos, responding in the same tongue.  "Not before my order - I give the order."  He smiled and shifted back into planar 

common.  "You could use protection here, cutter.  Protection honest, 

hard-working bloods like us can give."


Gwydion exchanged glances with Brianna.  "You offer us protection?" he asked.


"They are weak!" insisted the grinning man, again in the second tongue.  

"One man, who looks ill, a woman and a boy!  Let us take them!"


"When I say!" the blond man snarled back.  "I am in charge!"  He stared the other man down and returned his attention to Gwydion, smiling icily 

and speaking again to planar common.  "I offer protection, yes... for a 

price."


"A bribe," said Brianna, "for safe passage."


The man shrugged.  "If you would call it that, sweetmeat."


"I feel perfectly safe," said Gwydion.  "Thank you, but no."


The man chuckled.  "Clueless fool," he said, speaking in the second 

language, "you will feed the crows before morning."  He changed to 

planar common.  "You are certain of your decision?"


Gwydion glanced back at the other two men.  "Absolutely," he said, 

trying to sound more confidant than he really was.  There was a slim 

chance that he might be able to frighten them off if he appeared strong 

enough.  He had run into men like this on the streets of Annwyn, a 

middle-sized city on his homeworld.  They were vicious as a pack of wild 

dogs when banded together, but cowards individually.  If they smelled 

weakness, they would attack, showing no quarter, but if they were shown 

signs of strength it was possible they might be frightened away.  "In 

fact," he added, "I'm tiring of you and this whole conversation.  Take 

your dogs and go, or you may find you are the one in need of 

protection."


The blond man was so taken aback by Gwydion's change of tone that he actually took a step back.  Then he laughed, as though amused.  "Your 

mistake, cutter.  Your mistake.  On my signal," he said to his men, 

switching languages.  "The sweetmeat is mine - bruise if you have to, 

but no one kills her until I have done with her."


"I claim the boy," rasped the pock-faced man, also in the second 

language, speaking for the first time.


"Lay a hand on either of them," said Gwydion, drawing his sword, "and 

you will find it on the ground beside your head."  He wished he were as 

confidant as he sounded.  Five to one was not good odds, especially when 

they were able to attack from both sides at once.  Of course, Brianna 

would probably help - he remembered how spiritedly she had attacked the 

demon - but he had recognized then that she had not been well trained in 

the arts of combat.  It was ironic that she possessed the best weapon 

for close-quarters fighting.  His own weapon, Tylith-senshai, awesome as 

it might be in magical might, was still a two handed sword, and wielding 

such a long blade effectively in the narrow confines of the alley would 

be difficult.  He was already mentally measuring the distances between 

the walls, the distances between himself and his opponents.  If it came 

to blows, he would need to be aware of his space.


"So!" said the man, a little surprised, but still amused.  "You know, 

then!  So much the better."  He stepped back.  "Geygnir!  Crush him!"


Perfect, thought Gwydion.  As he had hoped, the blond man was removing himself from immediate harm and sending his underlings forward.  In 

Gwydion's experience most men who led such bands were cowards at heart, 

preferring to bully their underlings rather than expose themselves to 

risk.  It helped the odds a little - the man might join the battle once 

it was in full swing, but for now they had been narrowed four-to-one.


The bull-headed creatured growled once again, taking firm grip on the 

club it wielded, and started to step forward.  This was the unknown.  

Gwydion had fought men before, and, aside from the blond one, none of 

these men looked particularly dangerous or well trained, but this 

creature was outside his experience.  It was large and looked like it 

would move ponderously, but he had no way of knowing for certain.


All of these thoughts flickered through Gwydion's mind in seconds, and he was only half aware of them.  Battle was imminent, and his mind had 

automatically shifted into combat-mode, that dream-like state where he 

was hyper aware of everything around him and time seemed to slow to a 

crawl.  Already he had considered and discarded several tactics.


The bull creature growled menacingly and lifted its massive club.  It 

took its time stepping forward, brandishing its weapon, and roared a 

challenge.


Movement!  From behind! his hyper-aware senses screamed in warning.


Gwydion could not have said what had told him the men from behind were going to rush him.  Perhaps it was the faint rustle and creak of the 

pock-faced man's leather; perhaps it was a stirring in the air.  It was 

enough; he simply knew.  Immediately he saw the ruse for what it was - 

the bull creature was meant to seem the obvious threat, but was instead 

a distraction; the real attack would come from behind.  After the two 

men from behind had attacked, hopefully surprising, those in front would 

immediately close in, finishing the job.  It was a crude tactic, but it 

would have been effective, had Gwydion not anticipated it. 


Time to seize the initiative.  Thought was motion.


Gwydion whirled, his sword flickering out in a lighting lunge.  

The-hummingbird-strikes, that's what the instructors had called this 

move, a difficult and complicated manuever.  And every instructor 

Gwydion had ever had would have forbidden him to use it in a situation 

like this.  The alley was too narrow, they would have said; there are 

too many people too close, both friend and foe, he would be caught in 

the press.  He might even strike the boy or Brianna by mistake; they 

were both unknowns in combat, and would certainly not be standing still 

when battle was joined.


But there was no time for uncertainty, and no room for error.  Gwydion 

executed the move flawlessly.  The blade whipped out, its tip seeming to 

dance through the air and striking just - there! - no nearer, no 

farther.  The sword struck out like a viper, moving like a thing alive.  

Gwydion moved like a dancer; poetry in motion.  And he connected.


For the first time the leering grin vanished from the uniformed-man's 

face as he staggered back, clutching at the gaping wound which had 

suddenly appeared in his throat.  For a split instant surprise flickered 

across his face, then terror as he realized he had been dealt a mortal 

blow.  He gave a burbling scream and collapsed against the far wall, 

blood spurting between his fingers.


Gwydion was aware of this only peripherally.  He felt the tell-tale 

vibration in the hilt as the blade struck, using the momentum of his 

attack to reverse direction.  He whirled, turning on the balls of his 

feet, striking at the second man.  There was a soft crunching sound as 

the pommel of tylith-senshai struck the second man's nose.


It was the burned man; he reeled backwards drunkenly, his nose 

flattened against his cheek and his lips torn, droplets of blood 

spattering the air.  He grunted as he fell, dazed by the blow.  Brianna 

growled, pouncing on him.  Her dagger stabbed, then stabbed again.


Let her deal with him, thought Gwydion.  He had returned to his first 

stance, balanced lightly on the balls of his feet.  Neither the beast 

nor the cloaked man had attacked.  The blond-haired man had actually 

taken a step backward.  


Despite the churning in his stomach, Gwydion forced himself to bare his teeth in a feral smile.  "I think maybe you got it wrong about who needs 

protection.  Who else wants to die?"


The beast growled again, plainly unimpressed, but the cloaked man shot the blond one an uncertain look.  "That... that was pretty fast, Telos.  

Maybe-"


"Shut up!" the blond man snarled, reverting to the second language.  

"We can take him!"


"Try it," said Gwydion, still smiling.  "My blood's up."


The cloaked man backed off a half-step.  "Telos, I didn't sign on to 

die," he said, shaking his head.


The bull-headed creature took a step forward, lifting its club and 

snorting angrily.


It halted at a barked command from the blond man.


"Get back, Geygnir," the man repeated, a hard look in his eyes.


The beast gave a frustrated rumble, then fell back.


"Your pet is less a coward than you, it would seem," said Gwydion.


The blond man stared at him as his companions fell back.  "This isn't 

over," he said.  "Don't think it is.  You may have the advantage now, 

but this is my city.  Remember that."


"I'll remember," said Gwydion.


By now his two companions were behind him, already melting into the 

shadows.  The man gave Gwydion one last hateful look, then turned and 

sprinted into the darkness.  A minute later and they were gone.


"Cowards," spat Brianna.


Slowly Gwydion lowered his sword, his arm trembling.  For the first 

time, he realized how exhausted he was.  "Who were they?" he asked.  

"Paracs's men?"


Brianna shook her head.  "No, the portal's closed.  Paracs and his men 

couldn't have followed us through."


"Many portals there be," said Tap.  "One closes; another opens."


"True," admitted Brianna, "and Paracs will follow us - he controls a 

permanent portal to Sigil.  But his opens to a different ward of the 

city.  And since ours was portable, there's no way he could have 

pinpointed us so quickly."


"Paracs isn't the only one who's after us," said Gwydion.


Brianna shot him a suffering look.  "Let's not get paranoid and start 

bringing up 'demons' again."  She shook her head.  "They weren't 'sent' 

by anyone - it was just a gang of cross-traders, looking for trouble.  

This is the Hive.  There are dozens of gangs like that."


Gwydion nodded slowly.  "Then we are safe, for the moment."


"'Safe'?" asked Tap.  "Not a word to choose for Sigil."


"Safe from pursuit, at least," said Brianna.  "Now we just have to 

avoid getting  killed by the local nightwalkers, and find a place to 

rest up."


Gwydion was staring at the two bodies.  "No," he said, "Not yet.  We're 

in Sigil, right?"


"Yeah," said Brianna.  "So?"


"I came here for the Icon."  Gwydion turned Tylith-senshai point down.  

The thummim pointed to the left, almost straight toward the wall.  "It's 

here.  Not far, either."


"Forget it," said Brianna.  "We're exhausted; we need rest.  Do you 

really think you're in any kind of condition to go after it?  Your 

precious Icon can wait until tomorrow."


Gwydion ignored her.  "You don't have to come.  You've done your job - 

we're in Sigil now.  But my duty is plain.  I am sworn to recover it."  


An angry scowl appeared on Brianna's face.  "I've done my job?  I don't 

think so, cutter, not by half.  You put me in your debt, remember?  So 

don't tell me I've done my job.  I'll tell you when it's done.  You 

wouldn't last ten minutes here, not alone."


He was surprised at the venom in her tone.  "I only meant-"


She glared at him.  "I know what you meant, Clueless.  You want to go 

after your precious Icon?  Fine, we'll go after it - even though we're 

all exhausted and tired, and we'll probably get scragged by the first 

cross-trader we come across."


Gwydion was flustered.  "Brianna, I'm not saying..."


But she had turned away, and started stalking down the alley.  Gwydion exchanged glances with Tap, who shrugged.  They started after her, but 

she had halted almost immediately.


She turned and glared down the way they had come.  "I'm not sure which way to go," she said at last, in a defiant tone that dared Gwydion to 

say anything.  "I need to get my bearings."


Gwydion sheepishly pointed towards the wall to the left.  "The Icon is 

in that direction."


She rolled her eyes.  "Thanks.  That's incredibly helpful and useful.  

Now if only we could walk through solid walls... I'm trying to find 

Lantern Way, leatherhead.  It's a thoroughfare that should be somewhere 

nearby.  Once we're on it, we won't have to worry about getting lost in 

the Hive."


"You want out of the Hive?" asked Tap.  "Tap knows the way.  Follow, 

follow."


Gwydion looked at him in surprise.  "You've been here before?"


The boy shrugged.  "Tap is no fool.  All paths lead to Sigil."





*
*
*


The boy lead them a winding path, threading through the twisting alleys of the Hive.  At first Gwydion feared he might be leading them astray, 

for each new turning seemed to bring a smaller and less-used street, but 

Tap moved with confidence and surety, as though he had walked these 

streets many times before.


Eventually they emerged on a much wider street, cobbled and lined on 

both sides with flickering and dirty streetlamps.  The buildings here 

were even taller, stretching upwards five and six stories in come cases, 

and some had spires and turrets that sprouted up even further.  Despite 

this, the street was wide enough that for the first time Gwydion could 

look up and see open air.   Far, far above, a scattering of twinkling 

lights flickered, like faint stars.  That must be the other side of the 

city - torches and lanterns, thought Gwydion, recalling Brianna's 

description of Sigil.  What a strange place this is.


Here, too, the buildings had doorways.  Most were shop-fronts, with 

signs hanging above the doors from intricate arcing metalwork.  A few 

must have been private homes, and here and there stood a tavern or 

alehouse.  There was no space at all between them, and though the 

architectural styles were wildly different, they marched down the street 

in an unbroken line, forming a wall on either side of the avenue which 

was broken only by the occasional side-street.


The street was mostly empty, and nearly all the houses and shops were 

darkened, but a few pedestrians still wandered farther down, and here 

and there light spilled from a window or doorway, telling that not all 

the shops closed for the night.


"Lantern way," said Tap proudly.  "Just as promised."


Brianna nodded grudgingly.  "I would have found it eventually."  She 

turned on Gwydion.  "Well?  Which way?"


Gwydion realized he had been staring at the exotic buildings.  No city 

on his homeworld was like this.  Sheepishly he turned Tylith-senshai 

point down and conferred with the thummim again.  "That way," he said, 

pointing down the street to the left.  "Well, not precisely that way," 

he corrected himself a moment later, looking critically at the pointer.  

He straightened his arm, pointing at an angle slightly different from 

the way the street ran.  "Straight that way."


"As the crow flies, you mean," said Brianna.  "Unfortunately, we're not 

crows and we can't fly, so we'll just have to do the best we can on 

foot."  She gave him an exasperated look.  "You haven't changed your 

mind about this, have you?  This could wait until morning.  I can't 

remember the last time I ate, and we all need rest."  Gwydion started to 

answer, but she waved it away.  "Forget it.  We'll find your jinxing 

artifact.  Bloody paladins!"  That last was a half-heard mutter as she 

whirled away down the avenue.





*
*
*


"What is it?" asked Gwydion in a half-whisper.


"It's a bloody building," said Brianna.  "Do you think I know every 

building in Sigil?"


They crouched behind a pile of collapsed stonework and masonry, peering at a strangely constructed building.


It was tall, nearly seven stories in height, though the upper levels 

were unfinished, barely more than skeletal wooden beams stretching 

upward in the darkened sky.   It was square, and though it was wide, its 

height made it seem thin and and elegant.  The architecture was strange 

to Gwydion; he had never seen its like.  On the lower parts of the 

building there was stonework, flowing and eerie.  Strangely carved 

creatures played on a majestic freeze above the heavy iron door.  Though 

it was aged and weathered, and looked abandoned, Gwydion felt an uneasy 

prickling at the back of his neck.  There was something alien and 

menacing about this place, something unsettling about the way the planes 

and joints of the building seemed to flow uneasily into each other, 

forming angles that somehow seemed unnatural.


The journey here had proved interesting, if uneventful.  Half the time 

Gwydion had merely gaped at the city as they'd passed through it, 

staring in wonder and awe at the alien sights and sounds.  The thummim 

had led them unerringly, though several times they had encountered 

dead-end streets and been forced to double back.  And now they were 

facing this building, which stood apart from the others.


A low vibration rumbled through the ground beneath their feet.  Behind 

them, the streets were lit with a pulsing, dull-orange glow, mingled 

with the sounds of distant booming.  A gigantic gray building lay in 

that direction, belching out the soot and greasy smoke which seemed to 

overlay everthing in this district.  "The Foundry," was what Brianna had 

tersely answered it when Gwydion had asked, though what the place was 

for or what it produced was a mystery.  Every once in a while, he found 

himself glancing back in that direction.


"What now?" asked Tap, from just behind.


"We've circled the place twice," grumbled Brianna.  "Your sword points here.  This Icon must be inside."


Gwydion nodded.


"I hope," Brianna continued, "that you aren't planning on charging in.  

Even you can't be that leatherheaded."


"No," said Gwydion reluctantly.  "No, that wouldn't be wise.  There's 

no telling what might be in there, and I'm in no condition to fight."


"None of us are," said Brianna.  "We need rest."


Gwydion nodded, still staring at the towering structure.  "I'll come 

back," he said softly.  He turned to her.  "Can you find us a place 

nearby?  An inn, I mean?  I want to be able to keep watch on this 

place."


"Finally," said Brianna, standing, "you're showing some good sense.  

Well, come on, don't just sit there.  I know a place only a few blocks 

away.  It isn't much, but it's clean and comfortable, and they serve 

some of the best mutton stew in the city."
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Chapter Nine


There was a steady, soothing thrumming sound; rain drizzling and 

pattering on a wooden roof.


None too gently, Brianna tossed something warm and soft onto Gwydion's face, and he came awake with a start.  "Wha-?" he said, pulling the 

cloth from his face.


"About time you woke, cutter," she said.  "It's nearly afternoon.  Did 

you think to sleep the day away?"


"Sorry," he mumbled, his mind still whirling in post sleep confusion.  

The room was a mess.  It was small, with one bed, a small table and 

chair, and a soot-blackened fireplace that looked like it had seen 

better days.  Brianna had taken the bed, he remembered, and he and the 

boy had stretched out on bedrolls beside the fireplace.  
"Where's Tap?" 

he asked, noticing that the boy was gone.


"The boy?"  Brianna shook her head.  "He took off this morning.  I 

don't know where.  Said he had something he had to do."


"Oh.  What's this?" he was gently probing the pile of cloth she had 

thrown at him.


"What's it look like?  Clothes, cutter.  I went out and got them this 

morning, while you slept."


"What for?"


She shook her head.  "You've got people after you, leatherhead.  

Remember?  They're gonna have your description.  I thought a change of 

clothes might be in order.  You've worn that uniform, or whatever it is, 

since the day I met you.  Besides, it's starting to smell."


Gwydion glanced down at the tabard of the Order he wore.  It was 

smudged and travel-stained.  He gave it a cautious sniff, then wrinkled 

his nose.  Quickly he slipped it over his head and tossed it to the 

side.  His undershirt was in no better condition, and it too came off 

moments later.


He stood and stretched, sifting through the clothing Brianna had 

brought.  A cloak, two pairs of breeches and three shirts, all various 

shades of brown and gray.  They weren't fancy, but they looked 

comfortable.  "Thank you," he said.


"What?"  She seemed startled.  Abruptly, he realized she had been 

staring at his chest, and his ears reddened with embarrassment.


"I... I apologize," he said, quickly donning a gray shirt.  "I 

hadn't... I didn't intend any indecency."


She stared at him as if he were speaking a different language.  "What?"


"On my homeworld... men often go bare chested," he explained haltingly.  "I did not intend offence.  I wasn't thinking... I mean..."  His voice 

trailed off.


A smile twitched on her lips.  "You didn't offend me," she said.  "Men 

go bare-chested where I come from too.  I don't consider it... any kind 

of indecency."


"Oh."  Now he was embarrassed he had brought it up.  "Thanks for the 

clothes," he mumbled.  "I appreciate... everything.  I really mean 

that."


"Yeah well," she said, turning away.  "Just repaying a debt, that's 

all."  Damn!  She was blushing!  Angry with herself, she hoped he 

couldn't see.  "They're just travel clothes."


But Gwydion had moved to the small window.  He stared at the little 

rivulets of water spilling down the pane.  "It's raining," he said, his 

voice tinged with wonder.   "It rains here?"


"Does that surprise you?"


He rubbed his eyes.  "Actually... yes.  You said Sigil was like a wagon 

wheel - that when you looked up, you just saw another part of the city.  

If there's no sky, then where can rain come from?"


She shrugged.  "What kind of question is that?  It comes from clouds, 

where else?  Come on, get dressed.  I don't have time to stand around 

with you all day, answering idiot questions."


Ruefully he reached for a pair of breeches.  Then stood there 

awkwardly.  She was still staring at him.


"Er... could you, um... turn away?" he asked.


She rolled her eyes and turned.  "You paladins are so uptight."


Quickly he pulled off the pair that he was wearing, then wrestled the 

new breeches on.  They were a little tight, and it took him longer than 

he would have liked, but once they were on they fit like a second skin.  

"I told you, I'm not a paladin."


"And I told you:  you are."  She turned to look at him, eyeing the 

breeches critically.  "Well, looks like I got the fit right.  And they 

don't look too bad.  How do they feel?"


He moved cautiously.  "Actually, they're more comfortable than I 

would've thought.  Thanks.  I hope it didn't cost you much."  He reached 

for his swordbelt, slinging it over his shoulder and buckling it.


She sniffed.  "Can't buy clothes without jink.  Or meals.  Or rooms in 

an inn, either."


He gave her an apologetic look.  "Sorry about that-" he started.


"It gives me a chance to pay what's owed," she said, cutting him off.  

"Though I do wish you'd told me before last night that you were 

destitute."


She hadn't been happy then, learning that he had no gold, no valuables 

of any kind.  She'd paid for the room, and the food they'd eaten, but 

she hadn't been pleased about it.  When Gwydion had offered to do 

without, she'd angrily insisted.


She turned to the little door.  "We've got this place for four days.  

The innkeep'll want money after that, and I haven't got any more to give 

him, so before that time you'd better find a way to make some jink.  You 

coming?"


He pulled on his boots, snatched up the cloak, and hurried to follow 

her down the wooden staircase and into the inn's common room.  "And what 

do you suggest, as far as earning... jink?" he asked.


"The way I see it," she answered.  "You've got two skills that count.  

First, there's your sword-arm.  You're pretty good with that thing; I 

saw it last night.  There's always a market for sell-swords, and a good 

mercenary can name his price, if he's not squeamish about his work."


That didn't sound very appealing to Gwydion.  The thought of putting 

his sword at the service of anyone who could pay, no matter the 

purpose... "I don't think-" he started, but she cut him off.


"Spare me your paladin ethics.  I didn't think you'd go for that, 

valuable a trade as it is.  Luckily, you've a skill that's even more 

valuable.  You can translate."


"What?"


"Think about it, cutter.  Sigil's a city filled with thousands of 

different races, from all over the multiverse.  Communication can be a 

problem, when you've got creatures speaking hundreds of different 

tongues.  That's why there's planar common.  But not everybody speaks 

it; in fact, most don't.  So a basher like you, with your... 'gift of 

tongues' or whatever you call it, is in a unique position here."


Gwydion pursed his lips.  "Translator.  Yes I could do that.  Not 

written words, though.  Like I told you, the gift doesn't work that 

way."


She shrugged, halting at the base of the stairs.  "Leave writings to 

the scribes.  That's what they're for."


The emerged into the common room.  It was busier than Gwydion imagined it normally would be, with nearly three-quarters of the tables occupied.  

Perhaps the majority of the patrons had come here in escape from the 

rain, for a sullen, somber mood hung over all.  They were humans, 

mostly, but scanning the assembly, Gwydion spotted three other races 

scattered among them - all strange creatures he had never seen before, 

even in paintings.


A serving girl passed them on her way to the kitchens, and Gwydion 

found himself staring at her ears.


"Is that an elf?" he asked, staring after the girl.  She could not have 

been the same serving girl who brought their meals last night; surely he 

had not been so tired he would not have noticed those ears.


Brianna shrugged.  "More likely she's half-elf.  Why?"


A faint smile came to his lips.  "They don't exist, not on my world.  

But we have legends, ancient histories.  When I was a youth, I always 

dreamed of meeting one - a fairy princess, you know?  Then after I had 

rescued her from an evil wizard, of course, she would take me to her 

palace, and we would wed-"


"Yeah well, in real life they're not much different than you and me; 

just a little more snotty, that's all."  She stamped to the door.  

Gwydion was left wondering whether he'd said something wrong.


"Well?" she asked, looking back at him  "Are we going to get your Icon or not?"


Gwydion shrugged on his cloak, trotted past her and pulled open the 

door.  Beyond, a light but steady rain fell, masking the streets in a 

brownish-gray mist.


Gwydion pulled the hood of his cloak up, shifting it so that it rode 

his shoulders comfortably, and stepped out into the street.


Brianna seized him from behind, jerking him backwards, just as a 

gigantic wagon trundled past.  It was the size of a small cottage, a 

great black monstrosity, with iron grillwork curling out from all sides.   

It must be some sort of enclosed carriage, though Gwydion had never seen 

anything like it before.  He didn't see the driver, but he got a fairly 

close view of the animals that pulled it as they shuffled past, 

snorting.  They were not horses.  They looked like gigantic rams the 

size of elephants, with shaggy yellow hair hanging down nearly to the 

ground.


"Watch it, leatherhead!" Brianna said.  "You sure you're awake?"


He nodded as he watched it pass on down the street.  "What was that?"


"Carriage for a high-up, I guess," she said with a shrug.  "How should 

I know?"


"But those creatures... I've never seen anything like them."


"Yeah, me neither."  She sounded unimpressed.  "So what?  You see a lot of things in Sigil.  This time I'll go first.  Try to keep from getting 

put in the dead book."






*
*
*


"What are you doing?" asked Brianna, speaking loudly to be heard over 

the noise-dampening rainfall.


Gwydion had unsheathed his sword.  "Checking to make sure it hasn't 

been moved."  The two stood a short distance from the unfinished 

building, the gray rain making the upper parts of it seem to vanish in a 

gray haze.


Gwydion checked the thummim.


"Well?" she asked.


He nodded.  "It's there."


A few minute passed.  "Now what?" she asked.


"I don't know," he admitted.  "I could just charge in, I suppose."


"That would be a clueless thing to do," she said.  "You don't know what you'll be facing."


He nodded reluctantly.  "Perhaps I should wait, and see if anything 

happens.  It's possible that someone will come out of there; maybe 

they'll even bring the Icon with them."


"I wouldn't count on it, not in this rain."


He nodded again, more glumly.  "I wish I had some idea who was in 

there."


There was a moment of silence.  Then a youthful voice behind them 

spoke.  "Perhaps that favor I can do, oathgiver."


Gwydion whirled.  "Tap!"


The boy grinned.  "Tap," he confirmed, tapping his chest.


"Where did you come from?"


Tap gave them a smug look.  "Tap has been here since the dawn.  Better I should ask where you come from."


"Since the... You mean you came down here this morning, and waited all this time in the rain?"


Tap nodded.  "I wished to repay your favor.  But Tap is no gully.  No 

need to wait in rain.  That is for foolish paladin."


"What?"


Tap turned and pointed.  "Shelter from the wind that blows, yet you can see through ragged holes."  A line of three  four-story buildings stood 

in a row behind him.  Gwydion wasn't sure which one the boy was pointing 

to; all of them looked to have suffered a major fire some time ago, and 

the wreckage had several ragged and gaping holes, as well as broken 

windows.


Brianna nodded grudgingly.  "Smart, boy, smart.  From there you 

wouldn't be seen."


"And Tap did watch, oh yes, and saw."


"What did you see?" asked Gwydion.


"This morning, early, not long after dawn, three men approached and 

three men emerged," said Tap.  "Seemed a time for changing of the 

guard."


"What did they look like?"


The boy shrugged.  "All different, yet the same.  Armor, swords, you 

see?  Minders, like."


Gwydion glanced at Brianna.  "Minders?"


"Bodyguards," she said.  "Hirelings.  Sell-swords."


Tap nodded.  "Yes, Minders.  But ones that emerged were not all men."


"Not... men?"


Tap nodded again.


"Could you be a little more specific?" asked Brianna.


Tap shrugged.  "One, he looked like a man, but he was not.  Tap can 

tell."


"Beautiful," asked Gwydion intently.  "Was he beautiful?  Inhumanely 

beautiful?"


Tap nodded.  "Beauty, yes.  Male epitome.  But dark beauty.  Evil 

behind his eyes."


Gwydion recalled the prophet's vision  ...something that walked in the 

form of a man.  There was something inhuman in beauty of the man's face, 

in the way he flowed rather than walked....  "Yes," said Gwydion.  "He 

is very dangerous, that one."


Brianna looked from one to the other.  "Would you mind telling just 

what the Abyss you're talking about?  'Beauty'?  What does that mean?  

What did the man look like?"


"Not a man," said Tap.  "Tap can tell."


Gwydion shook his head.  The memory of the prophet's vision was 

intense, vivid... yet for some reason he could not remember any other 

details of the... the thing that walked like a man.  "I'm sorry," he 

said, "I'm not sure I understand it myself.  I don't know what he looked 

like, just that he... I would know him, if I saw him."


"Then you've seen him?"


He shook his head.  "No.  Not first hand.  Only in vision."


"Vision."  She said the word as if it soured her mouth.  "I'm not much 

on visions, cutter.  Who is he?"


Again he shook his head.  "I don't know.  But I think he's the key to 

this whole thing.  I'm sorry, I don't know any more than that."


"Apologies, wise mistress," said Tap.  "Paladin speaks truly, as truly 

he must.  Not a man, but something else.  Tap knows."


She stared at them, then threw up her hands.  "Fine.  Whatever.  I'm 

standing in the rain like a barmy, speaking of visions and 'men who 

aren't men'."  She turned to the buildings Tap had pointed out.  "Can we 

at least get out of the rain?  It's doing wonders for my patience."






*
*
*


The building Tap selected turned out to be even more ragged than it 

looked from outside.  The interior was scorched and blackened from the 

flames of some long ago fire, and great, gaping holes lay in the walls, 

ceiling, and stretches of the floor.  The floor beams that remained 

shifted under their feet as if they might give way at any moment, and 

constant drips of water leaked from the worn and patch ceiling.  And 

though they were out of the main force of the rain here, the dampness 

brought a chill to the skin.


Tap led them through a small hole in a rear door, which had been 

boarded up.  The opening was too small for the adults, but the boards 

were old and the nails had loosened their hold, and a few kicks from 

Gwydion knocked some of them away.


Once inside, they skirted a yawning, darkened pit in the floor (where 

it appeared the floor beams had collapsed) and gingerly climbed a 

rickety, unsteady staircase.  There was a relatively undamaged room on 

the second floor, with a window that looked out directly at the 

unfinished tower, and they settled in to wait, Gwydion at the window, 

Brianna pacing the room, grumbling, and occasionally scowling out the 

window.  


Tap picked a spot out on the floor and, unmindful of the dirt, curled 

up on his side.  After a time the only sound, aside from the steady 

patter of the rain, were the soft snores of the boy.


Although the room he had chosen had survived the fire relatively 

unscathed, it was still coated in greasy, grimy soot from the smoke.  

Gwydion was careful what he touched, for the soot seemed to cling to 

human flesh, coating it.


He glanced over at Brianna and saw she had somehow gotten a black 

streak of it across her left cheek.  For some reason, he found it funny; 

the way it contrasted with her serious scowl as she gazed out the 

window.


She is beautiful, he thought, in a smudged sort of way.


"What are you smirking at?" she asked, catching him looking.


He stifled his smile.  "Nothing," he said, studiously returning his 

attention to the window.


She frowned, but said nothing more.


Time passed slowly.  Gwydion reflected that it always did, when one was 

waiting.


"This is some plan, paladin," Brianna grumbled once.  "We waste all of 

our time in a miserable damp room, watching nothing.  Sodding 

wonderful."


Gwydion was about to reply, when a slight motion caught his eye.  

"Wait!  Someone's coming!"


She moved the window, peering out intently.


It was a single dark shape, blurred by the watery windowpane, coming 

slowly down the street.  It was a solitary figure, long and thin, and as 

it approached Gwydion was shocked to realize it was not walking.  Rather 

it floated above the ground, ghosting along like nothing he had ever 

seen before.


It was humanoid, but tall, with a dark cloak that hung from its 

shoulders past its feet (if it had feet - Gwydion couldn't tell).   Its 

long face was alien, with somber, flat features.  A white shock of hair 

stood up from its head like a flame from a candle, and appeared to be 

unaffected by the constant rain.  Four horns sprouted from its forehead 

- - the two in front long and thin, jutting straight upwards.  The other 

two, closer to its ears, were short and curled, like a ram's.


"That's just a dabus," said Brianna, as it passed closer.  She tried to 

sound as if it were a common sight, but he saw she was staring almost as 

much as he was.


"A what?"


"A dabus," she repeated.


He sighed.  "I heard what you said.  I just don't know what a 'dabus' 

is."


"Oh.. right.  It's... it's a little hard to describe, I guess.  You 

could call them the city's caretakers.  They clean up messes, remove 

trash, that kind of thing."


Gwydion gave their surroundings a look.  "I don't know who pays them, 

and I don't want to be critical, but from what I've seen of Sigil so 

far, they don't seem to be doing a very good job."


She considered that.  "Well, they pick and choose their work.  Nobody 

pays them; they just do it.  No-one knows why.  They don't... they don't 

speak, not like most creatures.  Probably they've got some kind of deal 

with the Lady."


"The Lady?"


She nodded.  "Yes, the Lady of Pain.  Didn't I tell you about her?"


He shook his head.  "'Lady of Pain'.  That's a lovely name.  Who is 

she?"


"She's the high-up of high-ups," said Brianna.  "Everybody knows about 

the Lady."


"I don't."


"Well, that's because you're clueless," she snapped.  "And if you 

wouldn't keep interrupting me, I'd tell you."


"Pardon, pardon," came Tap's voice, interrupting them from behind.  

"New guardsmen approach."


They stared at him for a moment, then turned back to the window.


A small group of three men had appeared while they had been talking, 

headed for the unfinished tower.  By the time they turned, the three had 

nearly reached the massive iron doorway.


The three were all wearing cloaks, no doubt to keep off the rain, but 

Gwydion could tell that two of them wore armor beneath, from the way 

they moved.  The third man, though...


Gwydion swore.  "That's him!"  He couldn't see more of the man than a 

vague outline, but he could tell by the way he moved.


Tap nodded.  "The man is is not a man," he said somberly.  "Tap knows."


The thing that walked as a man lead the other two to the door.  He 

leaned forward, placing his face next to the portal.


"Password," said Gwydion.  "I wish I had a spyglass."


"Why?" asked Brianna, "can you read lips?"


"No," he admitted, "but I still wish I had a spyglass."


A moment later, the iron door opened, and the three disappeared into 

the darkness beyond.


"Tap can read lips," said Tap.  "Can tell what message slips from 

lips."


Gwydion sighed.  "Unfortunately, we still don't have a spyglass.  And 

the moment's passed anyway."


The iron portal was closed again.


"Spyglass?" laughed Tap.  "What need of far-eyes have I?  It is not so 

distant, not for Tap's sharp eyes."


Gwydion looked at him.  "What do you mean?"


"Tap knows the secret word of entrance."


Gwydion was amazed.  "You could see their lips from here?"


Tap shrugged.  "Sharp eyes," he said, tapping the side of his head.


Gwydion looked at the distance.  He accounted himself sharp eyed, at 

least on his homeworld, but he had scarcely been able to see more than 

three vague darkened forms in the rain.  "No kidding,"  he said.


Brianna, too, had been eyeing the distance in near-disbelief.  They 

exchanged glances.  "The boy has sharp eyes," she said with a shrug.  

"What now?"


Gwydion considered.  "We have to go in," he said at last.  "I have to, 

at least."


"What?"  Brianna shook her head.  "My hearing must be going.  I thought 

we just agreed that that would be the most addlecoved thing to do.  You 

don't know what in there, remember?"


"I know he's in there," said Gwydion, with a meaningful nod to the 

window.  "That changes everything."


"I fail to see how.  If anything, I would think that would be one more 

reason not to go:  if he's as powerful and dangerous as you say, we 

should bide our time, and wait until he leaves again."


"No," said Gwydion.  A strong sense of urgency was building in him.  

"No.  Something's not right.  I can't explain it, but...  No, he's here 

to take the Icon."


"You can't know that!" she protested.


"Is true, clever lady," put in Tap.  They stared at him.  He shrugged, 

tapping the side of his head again.  "Tap knows."


Gwydion gave a nod, and started for the stairs.


"Barmies," muttered Brianna.  "A leatherheaded paladin and a delusional 

boy.  Wait a minute!  Don't think you're going without me!  You need 

someone with some sense to keep you from harm!"






*
*
*


Moments later, the three of them stood before the iron portal.  It was 

a massive thing, towering nearly fourteen feet in height, hinged so that 

it opened inward.  The metal was rusted and tarnished.  There was no 

handle.


He stepped forward to knock, then stopped himself.  "What was the 

password?" he asked the boy.


"Malakrath," Tap answered.  "Something like that."


Gwydion looked at him.  "Something like that, or that?"


The boy shrugged.  "I saw the way the lips moved.  I didn't hear the 

sound.  Consonents are certain, vowels not."


"Malakrath," said Gwydion.  He glanced at Brianna.  "Sounds like a 

name.  You ever hear anything like it."


She looked thoughtful.  "No... try a different pronunciation."


"Malikrath," he said.  "Maylakrith.  Melakreth.  Molikrith.  

Mulakrath?"  He shook his head.  "Damn it, there's a hundred different 

ways to say it.  How do I know which one it is?"


"It sounds familiar, somehow," said Brianna.  "Don't stop, keep trying.  

Maybe I'll recognize one."


"Mekalreth," he said, then reddened.  "Sorry.  Tongue slipped.  Um... 

Milekrith, Meeleekrath, Moleekreeth, Malakrath...  I'm starting to feel 

a little silly about this."


"Never mind that, cutter," said Brianna, "keep naming.  This thing's 

right on the edge of my brain."


He sighed.  "Malukruth, Mulaykreth, Molikroth-"


There was sudden grating sound, and Gwydion leaped backwards, his sword 

coming out of its sheath and into his hand in one smooth motion.  The 

door was slowly opening inwards.  Darkness lay beyond.


"What the-?" he muttered after a moment.  No guards were leaping out at them."


"Guess you got the right one," said Tap, his voice hardly more than a 

whisper.


"I didn't even knock," said Gwydion.  "Doors don't just open 

themselves,"


"In Sigil," said Brianna grimly, "sometimes they do."
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Chapter Ten


For a moment, no-one said anything.


Brianna broke the silence.  "Well?" she asked.  "Are we going in or 

not?  Not that I'm saying this is a good idea, mind, but if we're 

actually going through with this clueless scheme, let's get it done."


Gwydion was still staring at the doorway, still half-expecting 

something to leap out at them.  It had opened by itself; such things did 

not happen on his homeworld.


He took a breath.  "Yes," he said, steeling himself.  "Let's get it 

done."


Sword out, he advanced warily into the darkness, Brianna just behind 

him and Tap bringing up the rear.


The entrance chamber was an oval room, with a high domed ceiling.  The floor was marble, and inlaid with a curious geometrical design which 

might have represented a star sign.  Spaced evenly around the edge of 

the oval floor were smooth marble pillars, stretching up to where they 

supported the dome.  There were four arched halls spaced in between the 

pillars, each leading off into stygian darkness.  A layer of dust lay 

over everything, disturbed in places where people had passed.


"It's dark in here," remarked Tap.


It was true; there were no windows here, and the only illumination was 

the grey light which filtered in from the doorway behind them.


"He's right," said Brianna.  "We should light a torch."


Gwydion glanced back at her.  "You... you don't happen to have one, do you?"


"Why would I have...  You mean you don't have one?"


He winced at her tone.  "I didn't know we'd need one.  Tap?"


The boy gave a shrug.  "Tap has no light," he said


Brianna gave them both a withering look.  "Wonderful.  A fine lot of 

adventurers we make.  Well, what are we supposed to do, then?  Stumble 

around in the dark?"


Gwydion eyed at the darkened hallways regretfully.  "I suppose we'd 

better go back and get something," he said, turning back.  "What 

the...!"


With a booming crash, the door behind them swung closed, and suddenly they were engulfed in darkness.


"Bloody jinxing boiling hell!" snarled Brianna from somewhere to his 

left.


"The door closed," said Gwydion, his voice tense.  Maybe it had been 

the wind... maybe.


"I know the door closed, you leatherheaded clueless moron!"


"It's dark," said Tap again, his voice coming from in front of Gwydion.


"Brilliant observation," said Brianna, her voice dripping with sarcasm.  

"And here I am, trapped in the dark with two barmies who couldn't find 

their way out of a paper bag!"


"Let's not panic," said Gwydion, feeling his way forward blindly.  The 

door couldn't be more than a few paces from where he was standing.  "The 

wind must have caught it.  I'll find the handle and open it from-"


He gave a grunt as he struck the door.  "I've found it," he said, 

running his free hand along its surface, searching for a latch, handle, 

or doorknob...


"Well?" asked Brianna after a moment.


Gwydion's hands encountered nothing other than the smooth cold surface of the massive iron portal.  "There's no handle," he said at last.


"Oh this just gets better and better," said Brianna.  "I must be out of 

my skull, letting a bloody clueless paladin-"  Suddenly she gave a small 

cry of surprise.  When she spoke again, her voice was tinged with fear.  

"Gwydion, tell me that was you."


"Me what?" asked Gwydion, his grip tightening on tylith-senshai.  "I 

haven't moved."


"Tap?" asked Brianna.


"Tap hasn't moved either," said Tap, his voice coming from a different 

direction.  "Tap is thinking we are no longer alone."


There was a faint, raspy growling noise and Brianna screamed.  With a 

grunt, her cry was cut short and there were sounds of struggle.


"Brianna!"  Gwydion called, stepping in the direction he thought the 

struggling sounds were coming from.  "Where are you?"  He held 

tylith-senshai to the side; the weapon was useless to him in the dark.  

He knew a dozen different fighting techniques for fighting blind, had in 

fact trained under three separate instructors in fighting in enclosed, 

darkened spaces, but none of his training did him any good.  Striking 

out with the sword he was just as likely to hit Brianna or Tap as any 

enemy.


Brianna gave another muffled cry.


"I'm coming!" he shouted, then went sprawling as he tripped over 

something hard and rigid... and moving.


He turned his fall into a roll, coming smoothly back to his feet, 

whirling.


Light!  If he only had light!


No sooner had the thought passed through his mind than tylith-senshai's blade sprang to light.  It was a pale blue iridescent light, the color 

of the moon when half-waxed, but it bathed the chamber in soft 

illumination.


A few feet in front of him Brianna struggled with some... thing.  It 

was roughly man-like in size and shape, but possessed a red, hairless 

head shaped like some nightmare version of a swine.  Its eyes were 

midnight pools of black and two small curved horns sprouted from the top 

of its head.  Likewise, two yellowed tusks curved down from beneath its 

long, piglike snout.  It had skin like melted wax.  Its hideously 

deformed hands were locked on Brianna's throat.


Gwydion didn't pause to ponder the wonder of the sword's magic; he used it.  He bounded forward, striking down in a killing blow designed to 

take the thing's head off at the spine.


The tip of the sword met the back of the creatures neck and there was a 

blinding flare of light, accompanied by a piglike shriek which faded 

instantly to nothing.


Spots danced in Gwydion's vision.  The creature was gone, consumed in a moment by tylith-senshai.


The hilt thrummed in his hands, and the blade seemed to flare more 

brightly.  He glanced around uncertainly, looking for any sign of the 

piglike creature.  He had witnessed the awesome power of tylith-senshai 

before, but still...


Brianna drew ragged breaths into her lungs, and coughed.  "Paladin," 

she said, taking he hand he offered and hauling herself to a sitting 

position between coughs.  "If your little toy could make light... why... 

in the name of Gehenna... didn't you use it before?"


"I didn't know it could do that," Gwydion admitted.  The blade was 

still glowing softly, even though there was no sign of the creature.  

"I'm still not certain how I... why it... why it lighted.  What was that 

thing?  Did it hurt you?"


"Guardian daemon," she said, pulling herself to her feet and pushing 

him away.  "I'm fine, just give me a minute."


Tap was staring at the glowing sword.  "Powerful sword," he said, a 

note of respect in his voice.


"Guardian what?" asked Gwydion.


"Daemon," rasped Brianna.  "And a weak one, at that.  Not 'demon', so 

don't start jumping to conclusions; I can see your clueless mind 

working.  Wizards summon them and set them to guard things - treasure, 

powerful items... doors, I guess.  Some berks say they're some lower 

form of yugoloth; I don't see it that way myself.  Yugoloths don't claim 

'em, leastways."


"Yugoloth?" asked Gwydion.


She shook her head.  "Never mind.  It's gone.  And we're still trapped.  

So now that we've got a light, why don't we try and figure a way out of 

here."


Gwydion nodded, turning back to the door, holding up the sword so he 

could see.    As he had thought, there was no handle or latch.  Worse, 

the edges were fit so snugly to the frame that it almost seemed as if 

they had melted to it.  Gwydion ran his fingers along the seam, vainly 

searching for a crack wide enough to give some purchase.  There was 

none.


"Well, I don't see a way to open it," he said, looking back at them.  

"Looks like we go on, and hope to find another way out."


Brianna considered this.  "Right," she said.  "Which way?"


Gwydion looked at the four darkened halls.  There was nothing to 

recommend one of them over the others that he could see.  "I guess... I 

guess this one," he said, starting toward the one on the far right.  He 

remembered reading somewhere that the way to defeat a maze was to always 

turn to the right.


"Your path of choice is not too wise," piped up Tap brightly, "for you 

have failed to use your eyes."


Gwydion stared at him.  "What?" he asked.


Tap pointed to the floor.  "See?" he said, pointing.  "Dust."


For a moment Gwydion didn't understand the boy's riddle.  Then he saw it.  Where they stood the dust was disturbed, in some places rubbed away 

completely from the struggle with the guardian daemon.  Yet everywhere 

else it lay thick and heavy.


Tap pointed to the hall he had been about to enter.  "See?"  The dust 

there was undisturbed.  "The minders."


Gwydion nodded his understanding.  The guards they had seen entering 

and leaving the building could not have come this way.


"Here," said the boy, pointing to the second hall to the left.  "Here 

is their trail."  The dust there had been disturbed, and recently.  

Gwydion saw the clear outlines of footprints both going and coming.


"Right," he said with a nod.  "Good work, Tap.  Let's go."


He led the way, sword held up so that light spilled into the hall 

before him.  Tap followed closely on his heels and Brianna brought up 

the rear, grumbling, but taking care to keep within the small circle of 

light the sword provided.


The hall they entered, while not so high as the the chamber they left, 

was nonetheless tall, having a high arched ceiling equal in height to 

the iron portal through which they had entered.  The walls were a 

featureless white, and the the hall curved slightly to the right, so 

that they were unable to see more than twenty paces ahead.  It might 

have Gwydion's imagination, but it seemed that there was a slight 

downward tilt to the floor, so that it seemd they descended as they went 

forward.


It continued like that for some time, until he was certain that they 

must be spiraling downwards.  Then it the curve gave way to a long 

straight hall.  Lining the walls on either side at even ten foot 

intervals were open doorways, each of which led to darkness.


Gwydion halted.  He had been keeping one eye on the trail in the dust 

at his feet, and he was now glad he'd done so.


"What's wrong?" asked Brianna, her voice hardly a whisper.


Gwydion pointed to the floor.  "The tracks move to the right side, and 

stay close to the wall," he said.  "We'd better do the same.  Could be 

some sort of trap - a pit or something worse."


"Smart, cutter," said Tap.  "You're learning."


Single file they continued.  Gwydion halted at the first doorway, 

thrusting his sword in so he could see within.  It was a small room with 

a low ceiling, ten feet by ten feet.  There was a small wooden altar set 

on the far wall, and what looked to be the rotting remains of a matress 

nearby.  Other than that it was barren.


"Empty," he said.  "It looks like a room, except there's no door for 

privacy, and there's some sort of altar.  What do you suppose it was 

for?"


"Who cares," said Brianna.  "The tracks lead on.  Let's get your 

precious Icon and get out of here."


Gwydion moved on, but halted for a moment at each of the other 

doorways, making certain there was nothing within.  They were all 

identical to the first, with beds and altars in various states of decay.  

He wondered privately what sort of place this had been, where the halls 

were gigantic and the rooms were so small.  A temple to some long 

forgotten god?


At the end of the straightaway the hall made an abrupt ninety degree 

turn to the left.  Beyond, it narrowed in a long straightaway lined with 

man-sized black statues on either side.  Between each statue was a 

polished silver mirror.  And at the far end, at the most narrow part, it 

ended at the foot of a gigantic brass statue of something that looked 

like a gorilla with wings, fixed in the attitude of sitting cross-legged 

and staring down balefully in the direction they stood.


Gwydion had pulled up short, eyeing the row of statues warily.  Most 

were humanoid in shape, but none looked even remotely human.  They were 

bizarre images of twisted animals put together piecemeal.  One bore a 

head that looked very like a sheep, with two tentacles for arms and the 

lower body of a crocodile.  Another had two heads: a serpent and a lion, 

with the body of a cow standing on its hind legs, and the heads seemed 

to be fighting each other.  Most of the body parts were recognizable as 

something, but that made them no less disturbing and malevolent.  And 

there were two or three that Gwydion couldn't identify at all; 

oddly-shaped masses without recognizable heads or bodies.


He stared at them for a moment, almost fearing that one of them would 

move.  He bent and checked the floor again.  The tracks led right 

through the middle of the hall.


He stood and stepped forward, treading softly here.  Tap and Brianna 

followed.


The mirrors between the statues reflected their images back and forth, 

back forth an infinite number of times.  From the corner of his vision 

Gwydion kept seeing movement, but each time he jerked his head around in 

the direction of the movement he saw only the statues, sitting silent 

and motionless, and the infinite reflections of the mirrors.  Still, he 

couldn't quite escape the feeling that the malevolent black eyes of the 

statues followed them.


Tap had clutched his tunic from behind, and was pressed right up 

against him, and Brianna wasn't far behind.


They reached the great brass statue at the end of the hall and halted 

before it, staring upwards.  The winged ape seemed to stare right back 

at them.  The tracks led straight to the knee-high marble base of the 

great statue.


Gwydion crouched down at the base, running his fingertips along the 

marble, hoping to find some lever or trapdoor.  "Feels solid," he said, 

disappointed.


Tap darted forward.  "Let Tap try," he said, running his hands along 

the marble edge.  "Ah!"  He pressed something on one of the statue's 

toes, and there was an audible click.  "See?  Tap found it."


The heavy sound of stone grating against stone came from above them, 

and they all glanced up.  A small tremor ran through the floor beneath 

their feet.


"Yes," said Gwydion.  "But what did you find?"


"Let's just hope the roof doesn't fall on us," said Brianna, eyeing the 

walls and ceiling warily.  It sounded as if some ponderous and heavy 

stone mechanism hidden behind the walls had been engaged, and they all 

waited to see what the result would be.


The statue suddenly tilted towards them, falling forwards, and with a 

startled cry Gwydion grabbed Tap and pulled him to the side.  The 

gigantic statue stopped short of striking the floor, instead coming to 

rest at a forty-five degree angle.


A breathless moment passed.


Gwydion slowly set Tap down.  he moved around the statue, skirting the upturned base.  Behind it had been uncovered a set of stone steps 

leading downwards into a dark, narrow tunnel.


"I guess we go down."  He glanced back at the other two, then started 

down the steps.


The steps were steep and slick with moisture, a trickle of water 

droplets lined the walls of the little tunnel, and the unsteady footing 

slowed their descent.  The tunnel was cramped and Both Gwydion and 

Brianna had to bend over at the waist to keep from clipping their heads 

on the low ceiling.  It led straight down for some distance, then opened 

into a small room, about the size of one of the rooms they had passed in 

the hall above.  Though it was small, after the cramped confines of the 

tunnel it felt spacious.


The chamber was empty, but there was a door to the right which led to a second, larger room, and a tiny glimmer of grey light came from that 

direction.


Gwydion and Brianna exchanged glances.


"Turn off your sword," she whispered.  "If there's guards ahead, the 

glow will give us away."


He nodded, and concentrated, willing the sword's light to fade.  

Nothing happened.  "I don't know how," he whispered back.


"Then sheath it, leatherhead!"


Quickly he did so, and they were left in darkness, only the faint gray 

outline of the door ahead to guide their way.


Gwydion stole forward, but halted at the small touch of Tap's hand.  

"Tap is good at sneaking quietly," the boy said.  "Let Tap go first; see 

what lies ahead."


Before he could protest, the boy had melted into the darkness again, 

slipping through the door.  He started to follow, but Brianna caught his 

arm.


"Let him go."


"I can't let a boy go in my place!" said Gwydion.  "These... people are 

dangerous!"


"He's already gone," she whispered back, "and he's less likely to be 

seen or heard than you are.  Now be still."


He settled down to wait.  It irked him, but she was probably right.


A minute passed.  Two.  Five.


With each passing moment Gwydion's concern grew.  He tried not to think 

of all the things that could happen to the boy.  If he was caught, he 

certainly wouldn't be able to put up much of a fight...


A slight touch on his arm startled him.   Tap was back.  The boy had 

returned as silently as he had departed.


Gwydion squatted down.


"Tap saw much," the boy began, before Gwydion could ask him.  "Next 

room, empty.  But guards are beyond.  Tap saw them, oh yes, but they did 

not see Tap.  Follow, Tap will lead you to a place where you may see."


"How many?" asked Gwydion.  "How many guards?  Was the... the dark man 

with them?"


"Tap saw four, but there may be more.  One asleep, three awake.  All 

human, though, Tap is sure.  Man who is not a man was not there.  But 

come and see."  Tap tugged on his sleeve, then turned to the doorway.


The room beyond was empty, just as Tap had said.  There was a slight 

rise in the floor right at the base of the door, and Gwydion nearly 

stumbled over it.  Here the stone floor was overlaid with a layer of 

wooden floorboards, worn and aged.  There were two narrow arrow slits in 

the curved wall to the right, beyond which the dark grey rain fell.  It 

was from these that the dim light came.  On the far side of the room was 

a half-open door, from which spilled a flickering golden light, as some 

sort of lantern or torch lay in the room beyond.


Tap stole forward, Gwydion right behind.  The boy paused at the open 

door, peering beyond stealthily, then motioned the others to follow him.


He led them into a short hall.  The flickering light actually came from 

the open door at the end of this hall.  From where he stood, Gwydion 

could see the edge of a table beyond, as well as low flames licking at 

blackened wood in a grimy stone fireplace.  The low murmur of men's 

voices drifted from that direction.


There were three other doors which opened onto this smaller hall; two 

to the right and one to the left.  The soft sounds of someone snoring 

came from the darkened opening to the left.


Gwydion had expected Tap would lead them to the open door at the end of 

the hall, but instead the boy turned almost immediately, leading them 

into the first entrance to the left.  It turned out to be a staircase 

which curved upwards.  The steps were wooden and a little unsteady.  Tap 

and Brianna made their way silently upwards, but Gwydion had to step 

lightly, for if he wasn't careful the steps would creak under his 

weight.  Each time the wood groaned under foot, Tap would turn and glare 

at him, holding a finger up to his lips.


It was only a short flight of steps, but it seemed like an eternity, 

and with each creak Gwydion froze, listening intently.  At the top there 

was a closed wooden door with a rusted lock and handle.  As he watched, 

Tap pulled a piece of wire from a pocket somewhere and inserted it into 

the lock.  He moved it expertly, and a moment later there was a slight 

click and the door opened.


Tap led the way into the room beyond, getting down on hands and knees and crawling forward on the rough wooden floor.


It was a strange room, something between and attic and a balcony.  Two one side were three enormous windows, once stained glass but now so 

smudged with dirt and soot that it was impossible to tell what the 

images were, and only the tiniest glimmer of light forced its way 

through from outside.  The ceiling looked the underside of a wooden 

roof, with support trestles and wood beams criss-crossing one another.  

The room was circular, but the floor was semicircular, with a curved 

railing overlooking a drop of twelve or fifteen feet down to a room 

below.  Bright light shone from the hole, and the sullen murmur of 

voices wafted up.


As Gwydion eased himself up to the railing and peered between the rails to see over the edge, he caught sight of the room below.  From this 

angle he couldn't see everything, but he saw enough to be certain it was 

the same room he had glimpsed from the end of the hall.


Below and to the right (from this vantage point) was the same grimy 

fireplace.  There was a weapons rack standing to the side, with various 

weapons - mostly polearms, pikes, and axes - mounted there, within easy 

reach.  A circular table lay just below with three men dressed in chain 

mail seated around it, each holding a hand of cards.  From here, Gwydion 

could see little of their features other than the tops of their heads: 

one was bald, and two had short black hair.  There was a pitcher and 

cups on the table, as well as a basket of bread.


"Fold," said the bald one, throwing down his hand, and he leaned back 

in his chair, stretching and giving a groan.  His head tilted up at them 

but his eyes were closed.  "Confound this accursed place.  The dampness 

makes my bones itch."


"Stow it, Del," grunted one of the others.  "You complain more than my aged mother.  Don't get started on one of your bleeding tirades."


"All I'm saying," said the bald one, lowering his voice a little, "is 

that I don't like it.  Sitting here all day, waiting for his say-so, 

doing nothing...  Who is he, anyway, and what's he got us mixed up in?  

And that bloody tiefling, Ryde, that follows him around...  Answer me 

this - he's got the portal that goes where he wants, why doesn't he just 

take the bloody thing through?  It don't feel like honest work, that's 

all."


The man who had spoken before barked a laugh.  "Here that, Bol?  Del 

here don't think it's honest work."


The other chuckled.  "That's rich, coming from a cross-trader like you, 

Del.  You'd sell your own mother to the baatezu for flaying if someone 

offered you gold.  When did you ever worry about 'honest work'?"


The bald man grumbled.  "Right then, mock me.  But don't say I didn't 

warn you when things start to get peery.  I've got a bad feeling about 

this job-"


"You always say that, Del.  You always say 'I've got a bad feeling 

about this job'.  Stow it, will you?  We're getting paid good jink for 

sitting on our arses all day, and I've no complaints, damp tower or no.  

You want to complain, fine - go wake up Tarsus and see whether he's in 

the mood to hear your scree.  He's just stupid enough he might.  But I'm 

not, hear?  Now, are you in or out?"


The bald man shook his head and stood up.  "Out."  He stretched again, 

then wandered towards the fireplace stopping in front of it and 

apparently staring at the sack on the mantel.


"Cripes, Del," grumbled one of the men at the table.  "Leave it be, 

will you?  We're not supposed to touch it."


The bald man looked back at his compaions.  "Well why not, then?  Don't 

a man have a right to know what it is he's guarding?   I just wonder - 

why all the secrecy."


"We're paid well to not get curious, Del," said the other man.  "Leave 

it be."


"C'mon, you two have thought about it too, and probably Tarsus as well.  

What could it hurt to have a look?  He'll never know; he's not even 

here."


"But I am," came a fourth voice, from directly below where Gwydion 

crouched and out of sight beneath the overhang.  Perhaps there was 

another room below.  It was a smooth, silky voice confident but with a 

slight lisp.  The two men at the table had straightened in the chairs.  

Studiously they returned their attention to the cards in their hands.


The bald man backed away from the mantel.  "I... I wasn't going to 

look, Ryde," he said, his voice taking on a whining tone.  "Honest I 

wasn't."


"Too right you weren't," said the voice.  "If you had, I'd have killed 

you.  Clear enough?"


The bald man blushed, but nodded.  "I wasn't going to touch it, 

though," he repeated, his voice almost petulant.


"That goes for you other leatherheads as well," said the silky voice, 

and the man stepped forward.  Gwydion could see little other than the 

top of his head, but even so he could tell the man wasn't human.  His 

skin was red and two oversized and pointed ears protruded from the silky 

raven hair worn loose and flowing to where it hung beneath his 

shoulders.  His frame was slight, but he moved with a supple ease and 

control, and though he didn't know why, Gwydion felt sure he was an 

expert fighter.


The two at the table jerked nods.  "Del wasn't really going to touch 

it," said one of them.  "He didn't mean no harm; he's just a bit 

addle-coved, that's all.  We wouldn't have let him, anyhow."  The man's 

voice trailed off under the red-skinned man's hard stare.


Gwydion hardly noticed.  His eyes were on the leather sack atop the 

mantel.  It was about the right size and shape... and these men were 

guarding it.  Could it be the Icon?  Mentally he weighed his chances of 

getting it.  The silky-voiced man was a trained fighter, but the others 

were common fighting men, not unskilled but nothing he couldn't handle, 

especially if he caught them off guard.   And if he vaulted the railing, 

he would have the element of surprise...


The little flames in the fireplace suddenly flared angrily, roaring 

higher and higher and stretching out into the room.  As Gwydion watched 

in disbelief, they turned dull orange, and formed a ring which widened 

until it was taller than a man.


The air in the center of the circle shimmered, and suddenly it wasn't 

the fireplace anymore, but a portal to... elsewhere.  Gwydion only got 

the briefest glance at the terrain beyond the circle, but he got an 

impression of a desolate red plain, lined with bleak mountains and 

illuminated by a burning red sun.  A cloaked man stepped through it into 

the room, ducking his head to avoid the flames.


Everyone whirled, even the silky-voiced man, though he was the first to 

speak.


"Great lord!" he said as the circle of flames closed again and returned 

to its normal state.  "We had not expected you so soon-"


The cloaked man tugged back his hood, and Gwydion stiffened.  Him!  

Tylith-senshai's hilt thrummed angrily beneath his palm at the man's 

appearance.  It was the man who was not a man.  Cold blue eyes stared at 

the men in the room, and dark blonde hair framed a face that was beyond 

beautiful.  "Matters have changed," he said.  "We may have to move 

the... item... prematurely."


"But why?" asked the silky voiced man.  "It could be dangerous; not all 

the parties involved have fallen in line with the plan yet."


The cloaked man shook his head.  "Events may have forced our hand.  

There is a possibility that it is no longer safe here."


"Not safe?" said the other.  "But how?  This place, it is a secret.  

Not even those who guard it know what it is.  Who could track it here?"


"Have you forgotten the paladin, Ryde?  Perhaps you underestimate the 

threat he poses."


"The paladin?" asked the silky-voiced man, surprise in his voice.  "But 

surely he has been neutralized by now.  Paracs-"


"Paracs is a fool," snapped the cloaked man.  "The paladin managed to 

slip his grasp.  Even now he may be in Sigil."


"If he is here, he is no threat," said the other.  "I will track him 

down and kill him myself."


"Don't be a fool.  He has already managed to destroy an underling and 

pass through Parac's net.  The fiend payed with its life, and Paracs 

will pay the price of his failure in my master's torture pits.  But if 

the paladin is here, he is a threat."


At that moment there was a grating scraping sound behind them, and grey 

light suddenly filtered in where they lay.  Gwydion whirled... and 

stared.


Two of the windows were moving.  As he watched, two manlike-shapes 

pulled themselves free of the surrounding glass, stepping down onto the 

floor beams.  He could see what they were now - the images of knights 

bearing swords.  Light filtered in through the holes they left behind.


Tap gave a shrill cry and rolled to the side as one of the 

glass-knights bounded forward, it's brittle feet making a soft chinking 

sound with each step.  The things were faster than they looked, and the 

boy barely rolled clear as the knight's glass sword came down, slicing 

through the floorboards as if they were butter.  Those swords were 

sharper than they looked, by far.


Gwydion heard shouts of alarm come from the room below, but there was 

nothing he could do about it now.  He rolled to his feet, drawing 

tylith-senshai in the same motion.  He ducked under the side-swing of 

the second knight, his own weapon flashing out to catch the thing in the 

torso.


He had expected to shatter the damned thing in pieces with the blow, 

but instead there was a blinding flash and the thing exploded.  He 

ducked to the side as shards of glass flew everywhere, blinking to clear 

his vision and momentarily stunned.  Dimly he was aware of a burning 

sensation on his left cheek, and he touched it.  His fingers came away 

bloody; he must have been struck by one of the flying shards.  An inch 

higher and he would have lost an eye.


Brianna kicked the remaining knight in the back, and it turned away 

from the boy and struck at her.  She skipped backwards and the blow 

missed narrowly.


Gwydion started towards it, but at that instant a form came 

somersaulting over the railing, bounding up in an incredible leap from 

the room below.


It was the red-skinned man, and it landed catlike in front of him.  

"Paladin," it said, in its whispery soft voice.  "Ever died before?"  

Face to face Gwydion saw that it had red eyes that flared and pulsed as 

if they were flame.  It was armed with two daggers, one held loosely in 

either hand.


Gwydion struck, and the other man ducked, one of the daggers darting 

towards his torso.  He sidestepped, blocking the man's second dagger 

with the hilt of tylith-senshai, and the two sprang apart.


The red-skinned man grinned malevolently.  "You are very fast, paladin.  

This'll be fun."


Gwydion said nothing.  Peripherally he was aware that the knight had 

missed Brianna again, this time scoring a deep cut in the stone wall.


The two circled each other, feinting, striking, blocking.  There was 

the sounds of someone rushing up the stairs.  If some of the men from 

below joined the battle, he might well be overwhelmed.  The odds were 

shifting against them.  He had to finish this man, now.


Gwydion struck out in a lightning-quick series of attacks.  The other 

ducked, dodged, and blocked the furious blows with his daggers, but he 

gave ground.


"You're desperate now," he said, grinning ferally at Gwydion, and 

lashed out with a counterattack.


Gwydion sidestepped smoothly, then blocked a second attack, a third.  

The red-skinned man stepped in close, hoping to make Gwydion's weapon 

useless, striking with both daggers at once in a quick double attack.


Gwydion shifted, blocking both daggers at the last possible moment.  

The tips quivered inches from his throat as the other man pressed his 

attack.


Then, with a snarl, the man sprang back.


Gwydion lashed out with tylith-senshai immediately - but not at the 

red-skinned man.  He struck the other glass night squarely in the back, 

shielding his eyes with one hand.


The red-skinned man had immediately leapt forward, seeing the opening 

Gwydion had left, striking for it.


The knight exploded.


The red-skinned man howled in agony, dancing back and clutching his 

right eye.


"Ryde!" the cloaked man called from below, and, cursing, the 

red-skinned man leaped back over the railing.


Gwydion leaped after him, but already two of the guardsmen had reached 

the top of the stairs.


The first one swung an axe clumsily, and Gwydion danced back.  The 

blade of the axe buried itself in the wooden railing, and the man 

desperately tried to pull it free.  The second guard was the bald man, 

and he came on grimly with a shortsword and a shield.


Down in the room below, the cloaked man had snatched the sack from the 

mantel, and was making furious gestures at the fireplace.


"I can take him!" snarled the red-skinned man, still clutching his 

eyes, blood running between his fingers.  "Half a minute more and I 

would have had him!"


"Fool!" cried the cloaked man.  "Would you risk everything for a 

personal vendetta?  Have you forgotten the stakes?"


Already the fire was raging higher.


Gwydion parried the bald man's thrust, sending him sprawling to the 

side.  Instantly the third guard was on him, vaulting between his 

companions and coming down on him with a ferocious killing blow.


Gwydion rolled backwards his boots catching the man in the abdomen and 

sending him flying over him.  The man landed heavily on his back.


Gwydion was on his feet again instantly.  The axe-wielder had torn his 

weapon free, and with a fierce cry swung again.  Gwydion ducked under 

the blow, tylith-senshai licking out, and the man's battle cry turned to 

a short, gurgling scream.  He went sprawling to the side, dead before he 

hit the ground.


The bald man had recovered, and came on again, more warily this time, 

shield held high.  "I don't know who you are, berk-" he said, and 

Gwydion struck.


Steel rang on steel as the bald man blocked, backing off a step.  

Gwydion pressed the attack, striking.  Again.  Again.  Now a high 

thrust.  Now a low sweep.


The bald man was backpedaling wildly now, backed nearly to the stairs.  

He blocked Gwydion's next attack with his shield, but there was fear 

etched plainly on his face.


Gwydion swept a blow at the man's throat, which he clumsily blocked, 

and duckked low, his leg sweeping out in a low kick.


The man went tumbling backwards down the stairs with a cry.  His 

shortsword when flying from his fingers as he tried to save himself.


Gwydion whirled to finish off the third man, expecting his attack, but 

Brianna was rising from his body, her dagger dark with blood.


He dashed to the railing.  As he watched, the red-skinned man stepped 

into the flame ring.  The cloaked man was already gone, and so was the 

leather sack.


With a cry, Gwydion vaulted over the railing, landing nimbly on the 

table below.  He dashed towards the ring of flames which, even now, was 

beginning to constrict.


"No!" cried Brianna from the railing as he leaped for the closing 

opening.


The air in front of him shimmered; he could see the lands beyond, could 

see the cloaked man and the red-skinned man, turning, looking at him.


And then he struck a wall; as if the air were some unbreakable glass 

barrier.


There was a blue flash, like lightning, and intense heat ripped through 

his body, and every nerve ending screamed in agony.  He screamed, his 

muscles contracting and spasming in terrible pain.


His body was flung away from the closing portal with terrible force.  

He crashed into the wall and crumpled to the ground, unable to move.  

Dimly he was aware of smelling smoke, and wondered if he were on fire.


Tylith-senshai lay where his spasming fingers had dropped it, several 

feet away.


He lay there shaking in agony, paralyzed.


For a moment he could only see blackness, and he feared he was blind.  

Then, slowly, vision returned, foggy and indistinct.


Brianna was leaning over him, her face etched with worry and concern.  

Tap stood nearby.


"...bloody leatherheaded addle-coved thing to do, Clueless!  Leaping 

into a warded portal without a key, it's a wonder you aren't in the dead 

book!"  She was rubbing his arms furiously.  "Tap, help me.  We've got 

to keep his circulation going."


Gwydion couldn't speak; his jaw was still locked closed.  He wondered 

briefly about the fourth guardsmen, the man who had been snoring.  He 

hoped that if the man came barreling in on them Brianna would be able to 

handle him.  At the moment he was helpless as a newborn.


Sensation and control returned slowly under their rubbing; a horrible 

pins-and-needles kind of pain that was in escapable.


For a moment he was lost in the agony of it.  Slowly he returned to his 

senses.


It was then that he saw the creature shuffle slowly through the open 

doorway behind Tap and Brianna.
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Chapter Eleven


It looked something like a fat blue crocodile standing up on its hind 

legs.  Its eyes were small and set together at the top of its head, and 

its leathery skin sparkled in the firelit, glittering as gem-like 

encrustations reflected the light.  It wasn't armed, but with that 

massive, toothy maw it didn't need to be.


Gwydion tried to shout a warning, but it came out as a grunt.  He was 

able to raise one arm to point, but it quivered and flopped about.


"Settle down," said Brianna, pushing his arm back.  "Give it a few 

minutes; don't panic, leatherhead."


He rolled his eyes towards the creature, desperately trying to warn of 

the danger.


The creature, for its part, merely halted at the door, staring at them 

stupidly.


Gwydion tried to speak, but his tongue felt like it was swollen.  His 

words came out as an indistinct mumble.  Again he tried to point; it 

took a herculean effort just to lift his arm, and when he did it 

trembled wildly.


"Calm down, I said," repeated Brianna, pushing his arm down.  "You'll 

hurt yourself, flailing around like that."


Tap was looking at Gwydion critically.  Gwydion cut his eyes towards 

the door.  Again.  Again.


Tap turned, and gave a small cry.  He reached over and caught Brianna's 

sleeve.  "Uh... we may have a problem, clever lady."


Brianna gave a yelp of surprise when she turned to look.  Her dagger 

flashed out of its sheath, and she took a step backwards.


The creature spoke.  "N-need crytals," it said slowly, its absent gaze 

sweeping the room.  "G-got crystals?  H-hungry now.  H-hungry."


Brianna's shoulders shook with laughter.  "Demarax," she said, and 

sounded relieved.  "Bloody harmless demarax.  I'll be jumping at my own 

shadow next."  She replaced her dagger in its sheath.


"G-got crystals?" the thing asked again.  "N-need 'em.  N-need 

crystals."


"No crystals," said Brianna.  "No crystals here.  Go away.  There's no 

crystals."


The creature looked around stupidly.  "N-no crystals?" it said, 

sounding disappointed.


Brianna had already turned her back on it.  Gwydion was still trembling 

violently, but he managed to speak.  "Wh... what is it?" he managed to 

ask.


"Demarax," she said.  "Stupid harmless animal.  Apparently one of these 

idiots was keeping it for a pet - probably intended to kill it 

eventually and sell the hide.  It's nothing to worry about.  Gave me a 

start though."


She helped him sit up.  His nerve endings were still tingling, but 

sensation was returning.


He almost wished it wasn't.  The Icon had been here, in this room.  And 

he had failed to get it.  A wave of depression engulfed him.  He had 

failed.


"Get up, clueless," said Brianna, pulling him to his feet.  "The more 

you move the faster control will return.  What's wrong with you?"


"The Icon... I failed," Gwydion said bitterly.  "It was in my reach, 

and I failed."


"Walk," said Brianna, dragging him forward.  "Don't worry about your 

stupid Icon; worry about how we're going to get out of here."


Gwydion took a faltering step, then another.  His legs felt like 

rubber, but gradually strength and control returned to him.


The blue lizard-creature - demarax, Brianna had called it - had taken a 

seat at the table and was still staring mournfully around he room.  

"C-crystals," it said sadly, looking at him.


Tap had backed away from it earlier, and he still stared suspiciously 

at it.  "What does it want with crystals?" he asked.


"F-food," said the creature.  "H-hungry."


"It eats them," said Brianna, letting go her hold on Gwydion's arm and 

allowing him to walk on his own.  "Spell crystals, anyway.  Don't worry, 

it's perfectly harmless."


Tap still eyed it uncertainly.


"C-crystals," the creature repeated mournfully.


"No crystals," said Brianna sternly.  "Go away."


"N-no crystals," it said sadly, not moving.


She sighed, then turned back to Gwydion.  He had bent to retrieve 

tylith-senshai.  He had full control now, but every muscle ached with a 

bone-deep tiredness, and he felt bruised all over.


"Good," she said crisply.  "You're looking better.  Have you finished 

feeling sorry for yourself?"


He flushed.  "I was charged with a sacred task-"


"Fine and well," she said, cutting him off.  "Now, if you've finished 

wallowing in self-pity, let's concentrate on the task of getting out of 

here.  You led us in here, cutter.  You can find your sacred 'Icon' 

after you get us out.  It'll wait."


"But my mission-"


"I thought you trusted your 'god', paladin," she said angrily.  "I 

thought you said he'd guide your path.   And already you're talking of 

failure? It sounds like you're giving up too quickly to me."


Gwydion flushed again, this time with shame, and nodded slowly.  "I'm 

sorry," he said.  "You're right."


"Never mind whether I'm right or not.  We've still got to find our way 

out of here."


Gwydion stared at the fire.  "What about through there?"


She gave him an exasperated look.  "Wonderful.  A warded portal that 

isn't even open, which leads to who-knows-where.  You've got the key to 

open it?  Do you even know what the key is?"


"No," Gwydion admitted.


"Neither do I.  It could be anything.  So don't talk to me about 

portals.  What we need is to find a way out of this tower.  And in case 

you've forgotten, the front door doesn't open from the inside."


"S-stupid b-beast," said the demarax, surprising them all when it 

spoke.  "T-told you a th-thousand t-times.  O-open the d-door by 

p-palming the e-emblem.  S-stupid, stupid d-demarax.  D-don't know 

wh-why I k-keep you."


Gwydion stared at it.  "What?"


But its eyes were as blank and stupid as before.  It stared vacantly at 

the room.


"Blue lizard spoke," offered Tap helpfully.


"What did it say?" asked Gwydion.


Brianna shook her head.  "Demarax are as dumb as rocks, but they've got 

perfect memories.  Probably it was repeating something it heard before."


Gwydion squatted down in front of it.  "What did you say?" he asked, a 

little more loudly.  "About opening the door.  What did you say?"


It stared at him stupidly.  "C-crystals?" it asked hopefully.


Gwydion shook his head.  "No.  No crystals.  Door.  How do we open the 

door?"


The creature gave him a sad look.  "N-no crystals," it said.


"Give it up," said Brianna, disgusted.  "They're dumb as stumps, I told 

you."


"Blue lizard said to palm emblem to open door," said Tap.  "Find 

emblem; open door."


"But what emblem?" asked Gwydion.  "I don't remember one.  Do you?"


"I don't particularily remember looking for one either," said Brianna.  

"Maybe we should go back and have a look."


"But what about the portal?" asked Gwydion, nodding to the fireplace.


"What about it?" said Brianna.  "It's locked and warded.  We can't use 

it anyway.  You think those bloods might come back through it?  Don't be 

a leatherhead; they won't take the chance.  But they might send some 

fiends back through to finish us off - which is all the better reason to 

leave here, right now."


"Don't worry cutter," said Tap.  "Sigil is the City of Doors.  Always 

another portal."






*
*
*


Tylith-senshai's blade no longer glowed with light and no matter how 

Gwydion tried to will it to light, it would not glow.


It wasn't a problem though; there was a small oil lantern hanging from 

a peg on the wall beneath the balcoy-overhang, and Brianna snatched it 

up.


There was a second doorway set into the wall beneath the overhang; the 

red-skinned man must have emerged from it.  Within was a small 

bedchamber with a few strewn clothes, a bed, and a small writing desk.


Tap darted in, quickly shuffling through the drawers at the desk, then 

moving to the clothes on the bed.


"Tap," said Gwydion, surprised, about to ask what the boy was about.


Tap held up a small pouch, grinning.  He gave it a shake and there was 

a clinking sound.  "Jink!" he said.


"Good thinking, Tap," said Brianna.  "I'll check the bodies of the 

minders."


"Taking money from the dead?" asked Gwydion.  "Isn't that a little-"


"Stow it, paladin," she said, already headed for the body of the bald 

man, which lay crumpled at the bottom of the stairs.  She bent to rifle 

through his pockets.  "They don't need it anymore, and we do.  Ah!"  She 

lifted a small leather pouch and undid the drawstring.  "Coppers," she 

said, peering in with a frown.  "But better than nothing.  Besides, 

paladin, if you're as hot for that 'Icon' of yours as you claim, maybe 

you should be looking for some clue as to where they've taken it.  Might 

be a letter left behind, or something."


Tap had emerged from the small bedchamber.  "Nothing else there," he 

announced, and headed past Brianna for the top of the stairs.


Gwydion considered that a moment, then headed into the small room 

himself.  There was a writing desk but there was nothing on it.  He 

checked the drawers quickly, then rifled through the rumpled sheets on 

the bed.  Last he checked the clothing.  In the left pocket of a pair of 

breeches was a small piece of paper, crumpled and folded.


He unfolded it carefully, holding it up to the light.  There was 

writing, but the letters were alien to him.


"Paladin!" Brianna called from the door.  "Hurry up in there!  Tap's 

looked through the other rooms."


Quickly he refolded the little brown paper, slipping it into his own 

pocket.  Just to be certain he checked under the bed, but there was 

nothing there.


A moment later and he was out in the hall again.  Brianna pushed the 

lantern at him.  "Let's go," she said.






*
*
*


They had little difficulty retracing their steps, though with the 

brighter yellow glare of the lantern lighting the way everything looked 

slightly different.


The demarax followed them as they went, much to Brianna's irritation, 

plodding slowly along behind them.


Several times she stopped and whirled on it, telling it in no uncertain 

terms that it was not welcome to come with them.


"Stay!" she said.  "We don't want you!  Go away!"


But each time the thing only blinked stupidly, stood where it was, 

shifting its feet uncertainly, and waited until they moved again before 

following.


"Leave off, Brianna," Gwydion said at last.  "It's not doing any good.  

Besides, the poor thing will starve if we leave it here.  We might as 

well let it out.  And it could help us find this 'emblem' thing too."


She grumbled, but said nothing more, and the creature plodded along 

behind them, following them all the way back to the domed chamber.


Gwydion raised the lantern high, scanning the walls.  They were smooth 

and white; completely blank.  "I don't see any emblem," he said.


"Look closer," said Brianna, "it could be small."


Gwydion brought the lantern close to the wall, slowly walking the 

length of the room, looking high and low as he went.  After one slow 

circuit of the room he'd found nothing.


He took a step back raised the lantern higher still.  "Maybe it's up 

there somewhere, near the ceiling."


Brianna shook her head.  "No, they'd have to be able to reach it, just 

like us.  Maybe it's back in the hall somewhere."


Gwydion turned to the demarax.  "Emblem," he said.  "Where's the 

emblem?  To open the door.  Where's the emblem?"


It blinked.  "C-crystals?" it asked.


He shook his head.  "Emblem," he repeated, slowly and clearly.  

"Emblem."


It stared at him.


"Forget it, cutter," said Brianna.  "You're not going to get anything 

from it.  Let's check the hall."


Tap pointed at the floor.  "Emblem?" he asked.


Gwydion looked.  There, stretched out across the floor, was the inlaid 

geometrical design he had noted earlier.  "That?" he asked.


Brianna looked doubtful.  "It's too large," she said.  "And on the 

floor besides.  Who ever heard of such a thing?  And what part of it are 

you supposed to palm?"


Tap said nothing.  He just bent down where he stood and placed his palm 

on the symbol.


There was a whirring sound, and suddenly the iron door opened, just a 

crack.


Gwydion stared at it ruefully.  "I guess that was it."


Brianna shot him a look, daring him to say more, and he held his 

tongue.  She  caught hold of its edge, hauling it open.


"Well?" she asked, looking back at them.  "Are you just going to stand 

there all day?"






*
*
*


The rain had lessened somewhat, but it was still coming down, and the 

small band was drenched by the time that had returned to the inn.  It 

was late afternoon and darkening toward twilight.  Either because of the 

rain or the hour, the streets they traveled were mostly abandoned.


The demarax still followed them, plodding its way through the rain a 

few yards behind, but managing to keep up nonetheless.


After it had followed them for a few blocks, Brianna whirled on it.


"Go away!" she said sternly.  "We don't want you!  Go away!  Stay!  

Stay here!"


It blinked stupidly.  "C-crystals?"


"No crystals, you stupid beast!  Go away!  Go away!"  She drew herself 

up, shaking her fist under its snout, and it backed off a few steps.  

"Go away!" she said again.


It only backed a few steps, giving them all a mournful and reproachful 

look.  "C-crystals," it said sadly.


Brianna turned away from it.  "Come on," she said brusquely to the 

others.  "Maybe I got through to it.  And don't look at me like that, 

paladin.  It's not some pet we're taking home with us.  Do you have any 

idea spell crystals cost?  No, it's not coming with us; you can just 

forget it."


Gwydion held up his palms.  "I didn't say anything," he protested.


"You didn't have to, cutter," she said.  "I saw it in your eyes.  Well, 

just you consider this:  you don't know a damn thing about taking care 

of demarax, and neither do I.  It can bloody well take care of itself.  

The last thing I need is some idiot lizard underfoot.  It's lucky enough 

we don't kill it and sell the hide - which is what we should do, if we 

had a lick of common sense.  At least that way we'd get some jink from 

it.  Stay!"


The demarax had taken a step forward, but it shrank back at her 

command.


"Come on, cutter," she said.  "I want out of this sodding rain."


They left the demarax standing there in the rain.  Gwydion looked back 

but it didn't follow.  It just stared after them sadly.






*
*
*


The rest the journey back to the inn passed in sullen silence.  The 

rain dampened everyoe's mood, and Gwydion couldn't help thinking about 

how close he'd come to getting the Icon.  He replayed the events in the 

ruined tower over and over.  If only he'd acted more quickly.  If he'd 

simply charged in, he could have snatched it.  He replayed the battle as 

well.  If he'd ducked left instead of right.  If he'd taken out the 

red-skinned man before the second knight of glass.  If only...


Brianna halted suddenly in front of him, staring at the street ahead, 

and, preoccupied as he was, he nearly plowed into her.


"What is it?" he asked, concerned.  "What's wrong?"


She didn't answer, only continued to peer through the hazy curtain of 

rain, and for a moment he feared she might be lost.  Then he saw the 

dark outline of the inn, maybe twenty yards off.


Tap tugged his sleeve.  "Trouble, cutter," he said, low.


"When was there not?" murmured Brianna.


"What is it?" he asked again.  He squinted in the direction she was 

staring.  A dark form huddled next to the wall of the inn; a man, 

indistinct in the rain, in a brown cloak with the hood pulled well 

forward.  He stood in a half-slouch, back against the wall, so 

motionless that Gwydion had not noticed him at first.  The man's side 

was visible to them; from this angle, Gwydion doubted that he could see 

them.  "The cloaked man?"


"I know him," said Brianna.  "One of Bran's men."  She turned and found 

him peering over her shoulder.  "Get back, leatherhead, before you get 

us spotted!" she said, pushing him back and around the corner.


"Who's Bran?" he asked, allowing himself to be hustled backwards.


"Never mind," said Brianna.  "He'll be working with... with the people 

who were hunting you in Ribcage.  I told you they'd follow us to Sigil.  

Well, it looks like they found us."


"So quickly?" asked Gwydion, surprised.  "We've only been here one 

night.  I would have thought it would take them longer to track us 

down."


Brianna pursed her lips thoughtfully.  "Ordinarily, yes.  Someone must 

have betrayed us.  The innkeeper, maybe..."  She shook her head.  

"Doesn't matter.  We can't go back now."


"But our belongings, our clothing-" said Gwydion.


"Pike our belongings!" snarled Brianna.  "We'll just have to get new 

ones.  Nothing in there worth dying for."


"It's only one man," said Gwydion.


"Think, cutter," she answered.  "He's posted as a lookout, on the watch 

for us.  There'll be more inside.  We walk in there and we won't walk 

out again.  Besides, you're in no condition for a battle.  It's sodding 

lucky I spotted him before he saw us."


"Where now?" asked Tap.  "Can't go back to inn."


Brianna was silent for a moment.   "Broken Trust," she said after a 

moment.


Tap nodded.  "Wise choice."


Gwydion was perplexed.  "What?"


"It's a... tavern, of sorts," said Brianna.  "And a brothel.  And 

worse.  It's over on the bad side of the city.  We should be safe there 

until we have a chance to plan our next move; they'll never think of 

looking for a paladin there."


"This way," said Tap, darting back down the street.  "Tap knows the 

way, oh yes.  Knows the way very well."


Brianna had started moving even before she finished her explanation, 

and Gwydion had to hurry to keep up.

______________________________________________________

Get Your Private, Free Email at http://www.hotmail.com
Date: Tue, 15 Dec 1998 19:01:39 -0500 (EST)

From: Joshua Jarvis <jj@keene.edu>

Faces of Righteousness


I gave an example of celestial virtues by planes now I give celestial

flaws and corruptions by planes. Not all have these flaws and corruptions

but these are common enough to see where a "celestial gone bad" has come

from.

ARCADIA: Paranoia and self rightiousness. Paranoid of other alignments

besides law and good to the point of "controling their corrupting

influences" and acting hostile towards them. Self rightousness is where

they think they are right no matter what they do because it is done for

good. Arcadia has a third problem as well, inquisition. When law gains

importance over good often good is tried to be forced out of those with no

capacity for it, bringing out evil in the inquisiter instead.

MT. CELESTIA: Holier than thou is a common Celestian corruption. In the

plane of ultimate mercy it gets easy to be judgemental and state that some

are more deserving of your mercy than others because they are "not as

good."

BYTOPIA: Hard work is its own reward but those here sometimes offer no

help at all to those who refuse work and thus gain the apathy of

neutrality. Some extremists refuse help to those who do work but these are

usually close to being fallen.

ELYSIUM: Sloth is an elysians downfall. In a plane of restfulness it's

easy for a celestial to forget his duty for a few more minutes of nothing.

I'm sure all of you have fallen into the sloth trap (I'm here on the list

because of it :) where doing nothing that was just as boring as it was an

hour ago is better than doing something productive.

BEASTLANDS: Savagery is the downfall of the beastlands celestials. To give

into the beast urge and to be part of this perverted planar nature. But

beastlanders have another downfall. The plane of providing what you need

(and only what you need) sometimes gets a bit judgemental and denies from

those in need by thinking that all "taking from nature" is bad.

ARBORIA: Oddly enough Arboria is alot like Arcadia it's opposite in one

respect, Paranoia. Arborians are quick to judge all law as oppressive,

destructive, etc. To quote the list "lawfuls will see such forcing of

alignment neccessary but chaotics value freedom", but not all lawfuls

would and many chaotics force. Paranoid militias overthrow gov't they see

as corrupt even when it isn't (or the corruption is mild and overcome

easily in other ways). As well as paranoia Arboria has debachery. it's

easy for them to get into the greek party until the house falls down, even

if the residents want it up philosophy. Don't forget celestial proxies of

greek gods pick up their failings as well but that's another post.

YSGARD: Ysgards problem is combat mongering. It's easy for ysgardians to

go on with holy wars. 

Date: Wed, 16 Dec 1998 06:41:55 EST

From: Rasgon@aol.com

Drinking with a fiend.

A shadowy figure walked into the bar.  "I'm looking for a man in a white

suit... flashes a lot of money around," it mutters to the barkeep.

Wordlessly, the figure is gestured into a corner.

"Bezial," whispers the shadow to its adversary.

"Please," insists Bezial, "Have a drink.  On me. Then we talk."

With obvious reluctance, the shadow accepts a mug.

"To what," asks Bezial over his tall glass of red wine, "Do I owe the honor of

an eladrin's presence?"

The shadow growls, "You know damn well... I want to know what you did with the children of the Great Dreamer."

"Easy, fellow," grins Bezial.  "Settle down, have another drink -- or you

learn nothing."

A bauriar looks over his shoulder.  "That's something you don't see every

day," he says to his friend, an ewok.  "That's a celestial, drinking with a

fiend, in a bar."

The ewok snorts derisively. "You don't think they all kill each other on

sight, do you?  The city would be destroyed within months.  I hope some're

smarter than that, anyway.  Some times other tactics are called for."

"Like, maybe a flea bath instead of just a comb?"

"Shut up."

Date: Wed, 16 Dec 1998 10:13:43 -0500

From: Robert Underwood <runderwood@kih.net>

The Truth about the Blood War [IC]


Hi all,

    This is going to be an in character post. You have been warned.

Now i've been seeing you'all talkin bout the blood war recently. If'n you

must know there ain't no such thing, it's all a hoax. You see I was talkin

to a tanrrrii.... taneri.... Demon the other day. Now heck he was spoutin

lots of barmy drek and in there he told me his version of the blood war. 

You see while there is actual fightin between the demons and devils its

more along the lines of raidin. Once every couple hundred years the demons

raid into hell for the larvae, you know the wormlike souls. The devils

return the favor to punish the impudent demons. This has been goin on ever

sience demons and devils existed. Every now and again the demons mount a

large scale raid, and the devils launch a counterraid. It seems that a

while back Demogorgon and Kotitce (you know the large guy with the larger

hammer) launched a major raid. Some of the primals learned bout the raid

and counterraid and decided that demons and devils were warrin on a

regular basis.

Some loths got a hold of this story and took it to both the demons and

devils in good humor. All sides got a good laugh and started talkin. They

said "hey why not!" Each side puts in fiends who are lookin for a quick

promotion, bout a million for each side. Then they started hiring human

mercs. Each side figured that they could influence mercs towards evil if

they were in close proximity to fiends. Even if they couldn't there are

ways of catchin souls before they left the planes. Next the Loth

propaganda department went into action, headed by a guy named Gobbles.

They spread the news of the blood war. Its now an accepted fact.

Also the high ups on each side bet each other on all sorts of details

about hte staged battles. Usually loths act as bookies. Bets up to a

million larvae are common on all of the battles. Every fiend leaves happy.

So you see that it is true that the blood war is being fought to unify

evil. The evil is unified by workin together in the cause of evil, not by

conquerin it. The blood war is all a ruse to draw more souls to evil. 

Now this doesn't mean that raids and counterraids don't happen as well.

Its just that if anyone else hears bout it they assume that it is a part

of the blood war. The vrocks are in charge of gettin demons to fight the

blood war, it is usually done willingly cause blood warriors get faster

promotions.

Now the guy who told me this was a vrock. Once he finished his story a pit

fiend and a balor hauled him off. i checked the credentials of the fiends.

The Pit fiend was from the Infernal Intellegence Agency. The Balor was

from either the Central Intellegence Agency or the Planetary Protection

Bureau ot the Combined Interservice Spying Agency of the United Secure

States of America. Every time I looked he had a different badge. Not being

of a mind to argue i let them haul the vrock off, while maintaing that He

told me nothing.

Now you know the real story of the blood war. But remeber the IIA is

watching you.

Crunch

- -----------------------------------------------------------

Robert Underwood <runderwood@kih.net>

OS/2 Warp 3.0 and MR/2 Internet Cruiser Version 1.51 

An Unbeatable Combination

- -----------------------------------------------------------

Date: Wed, 16 Dec 1998 22:34:29 EST

From: Rasgon@aol.com
exhaustive ruleof3x manifesto

The Rule of Threes doesn't mean that everyone is born a triplet, or that

everyone has three arms, or even that there are three ways of looking at

everything (there are many, many, more than that).  The Rule of Threes means

(regardless of what a certain cambion [himself a union of opposites] may tell

you) that if you see two things, there exists a balance between them.  It

could just as easily be called the Rule of Betweens or the Rule of Gray.

there is a faery-rule, and a rule of magic, that states that magical things

come in threes.  Three queens carried Arthur to Avalon.  Three kings visited

the infant Christ.  Three Beastie Boys got their bodies movin' at the Tibetan

Freedom Concert.  This is true, and if you see some instance of naturally

occuring magic not in three-part form, likely the other two died long ago (as

Lugh had two now-dead brothers).  Some sages suggest that this is actually a

reflection of the nature of certain gods or pantheons of magic, and that those

under other gods may actually come in twelves, fives, eights or some other

number that happens to tickle a power's fancy.

Of course, some may argue that three parts are merely a common way to

structure a song and story:

You ain't nothing but a hound dog, crying all the time

You ain't nothing but a hound dog, crying all the time

You ain't never caught a rabbit and you ain't no friend of mine

 which would explain why it is repeated throughout the planes of myth.

In any case, the Rule of Betweens is of ancient heritage.  The concept of

opposites, to the animistic thinker, can only be resolved through the idea of

a between-entity that reconciles binary thought by containing its extremes

within itself.  Thus, the primeval hermaphrodite (Re, Dionysus, Adonis, Loki,

Shiva, Ometeotl, Adam, Satan, Coyote), the sacred androgyne that unifies the

mystery of the sexes.  When they are not physically merged, they are paired,

and for a time act as one (Nun and Naunet, Tiamat and Apsu, Izanagi and

Izanami).  Thus, the sacred and mystical associations with twilight, bridges,

and the parts of the year outside the solar calendar where the disturbing

contradictions of ordinary reality simultaneously break down and increase, and

the floodgates of magic are released.  The opposites of bird and beast become

the unified griffon or peryton.  The bird and serpent meet in Quetzalcoatl.

The bestial and higher aspects of the human mind are expressed in the sphinx,

harpy, yeti, mothman, mermaid, and dogboy.

As Thomas Aquinas put it: 

Videtur quod -- sed contra -- respondeo dicendum.

Thesis -- Antithesis -- Synthesis.

As for the problem of the Rule of Fours, this is reconciled in the painting of

the Last Supper by the mutant Leonardo daVinci, and the gothic cathedral: Four

is the symbol of the world, the four corners of the earth, the four directions

(some cultures have a fifth, which is both up and down; an animistic between-

state), the four winds, the four seasons, the four elements, the four rivers

of paradise, the four Evangelists.  Three is the symbol of spirit: the

Trinity, the three children of magic.  By utilizing both in their art ad

quadratum and ad triangulorum, the artisans symbolically united heaven and

earth, forming a creation that, according to the Rule of Betweens, resolved

and personified the contradiction between the two concepts.  That is the

striving of mystic man, and that is why the law has always been so important.

Date: Sat, 19 Dec 1998 20:54:18 -0800

From: Greg Jensen <gjensen@mail.wsu.edu>

The Soul War: Archons


At 06:43 PM 12/19/98 -0800, you wrote:

>My Nominal Counterpart states:

>

>> I think the Archons see the baatezu as misguided as the eladrin.

>

>Is this a subtle hint that the Tanar'ri have the answer? :-)

Depends on what the question was.

I decided to try something new and show how I think the planeborn races

think about one another.  If people think it sucks, I'll stop.  First,

today, the archons:

Guardinals:  "Our guardinal brothers are truly noble creatures, almost as

much as we.  They are definite allies, and can be counted on to aid the

greater goodness in most circumstances.  If they have a flaw, it is that

they don't seem to understand the importance of law.  However, they do not

actively oppose the law, and their kind natures makes them very reliable."

Modrons:  "The modrons are a highly misunderstood race of creatures.  They

are, without a doubt, our allies in the fight against chaos.  They need to

learn that law exists to aid the greater good and must be tempered with

mercy, however.  But their selfless dedication to the group is admirable.

They are not so difficult to understand to one who respects law, and can be

useful against the dreaded forces of chaos."

Baatezu:  "Do not trust these creatures.  Yes, they are often allied with

us in the fight against chaos.  They understand the necessity of order and

loyalty to authority.  But their base cruelty and selfishness undermines

all the good their lawful behavior causes.  They have corrupted the true

meaning of the law to their own cruel ends.  We do favor them in the blood

war, however, as the definite lesser of two evils.  They may not always be

our enemies, but they are certainly no allies."

Rilmani:  "These strange creatures are an enigma.  They aid our cause only

when chaos and evil are excessive.  They seek to balance good with evil,

law with chaos.  They are neither friends nor enemies."

Eladrin:  "The Eladrin may seem to have the best of intentions.  However,

their irresponsible and anarchic ways can only lead to evil and

destruction.  They believe that kindness can somehow be brought through

degeneracy, and actively try to break down respect for the law and

authority.  Yet they are noble of spirit, courageous and heroic.  It is

such a waste.  What wonders they could cause if not for their insistance on

anarchy.  I refuse to count them as enemies, but they have placed

themselves in a position where we cannot consider them allies."

Slaadi:  "These monsters must be stopped.  The chaos and destruction they

wantonly wreak should stand as proof of the inherently evil nature of

disorder.  They have no respect for the law, authority, or anything besides

their own base pleasures.  They are undoubtedly our enemies."

Yugoloths:  "Cruelty and corruption are their meat and drink.  These fiends

are only a step above the tanar'ri, and on a par with the slaadi.  They

seek only to do harm, where we seek kindness.  Do not suffer one of these

miserable creatures to live."

Tanar'ri:  "Kill them on sight.  Yes, you heard me.  I know I preach peace

and kindness, but we must draw the line somewhere.  They are the epitome of

all that is vile and evil.  There is nothing redeemable about them.  They

are our opposites in every way.  Where we are kind, they are cruel.  Where

we bring order and meaning, they bring chaos and destruction.  It is not

possible for something to be worse than a tanar'ri."

Greg Jensen

http://www.wsu.edu:8080/~gjensen/gregpage.htm

Date: Sun, 20 Dec 1998 11:52:21 -0500

From: "Samuel Weiss" <samwise1@email.msn.com>

Response to: The Soul War: Archons

Way too pleasant. Your Archons show too much empathy for those not Lawful

Good, and will soon be turnined into Asuras.

Now some real Archons might think this way:

Modrons: Insane creatures of pure Order. I do not begin to pretend how to

understand this concept of Law without concern for Goodness. If one must

grant them a redeeming feature, which I don't, it is that they too strive to

elminate Chaos with as much dedication as we do. Still, the fact that they

do so without concern for Good condemns them utterly.

Devils (Baatezu): Mad perversions of Order, they have corrupted the convepts

of service to the community into enslavement of all. The only reason we do

not seek their immediate destruction is that their predictability makes them

easier to defeat when they show their faces. This is why we reserve our

greatest efforts for the inhabitants of the Abyss.

Guardinals: Sadly, these misguided creatures with forms near to some of our

own do not recognize the importance of Law. The fact that they comprehend

Good though is the only reason we tolerate them for even a moment. Still,

anytime you can you must strive to incorporate their holdings into ours so

that our Lawful ways will purify them. If they resist, they merit nothing

better than we give the spawn of the pits.

Rilmani: These perversions of natural order nauseate me beyod belief. First

they desire Good, then Evil. First Order, then Chaos. Though I do not

understand the Modrons, at least they have a logic, mad as it is.

Daemons (Yugoloths): Vileness incarnate, they have not even the excuse of

madness that Chaotics have for their foul deeds. They are fit only for

destruction.

Eladrin: True perversions of Good, they seek mindless Chaos and so destroy

true Freedom and Goodness for all in a structured society. While they

occasionally are of use in destroying Devils and other pit spawn, they will

have to be destroyed in the end for their own good and that of the

multiverse. Though I understand that some few are contemplating plans for

their permanent incarceration in the hopes that their madness may eventually

be cured, i do not believe such is possible.

Slaad: All I said of the Modrons applies to these beings but moreso as they

are dedicated to Chaos. Truly, they are little better than Demons.

Demons (Tanar'ri): Destroy them on sight. When finished, seek out others and

destroy them when permitted to do so. They are the ultimate abomination of

the multiverse and must all be destroyed. I do not question why we are not

permitted to always seek them out to destroy them. Such is unthinkable. We

are not. When we are permitted to do so, I undertake the task of cleansing

willingly. Such service to other, decent beings is my only reason for

existence.

Samwise
Date: Sun, 20 Dec 1998 10:18:44 -0800

From: Greg Jensen <gjensen@mail.wsu.edu>

The Soul War:Baatezu


At 11:52 AM 12/20/98 -0500, you wrote:

>Way too pleasant. Your Archons show too much empathy for those not Lawful

>Good, and will soon be turnined into Asuras.

>Now some real Archons might think this way:

Well, I do think Archons would still have empathy, even if they think

everyine else is wrong.  However, I can see your point, too.  Your Archons

just seem more extreme than mine.  I think of them as seeing the big

picture, and having no delusions of converting the whole multiverse.

Instead, they focus on lesser and greater evils.  I think both varieties

would exist.

For today's installment, here are the Baatezu's opinions about everyone else:

Modrons:  "Their ruthless application of law is to be admired.  They can

often be counted on as allies to bring about a new order on the backs of

the weak.  However, beware their dangerous attitude of self-sacrifice.

Loyalty is one thing, but the drive for personal power must not be forgotten."

Yugoloths:  "Ruthless, cruel, manipulative, devious...you gotta love these

guys.  They make no folly of succumbing to the weakness of "mercy" or

"compassion."  I wouldn't trust one further than I could spit him, though.

They see order as a tool to use or break.  We know that law is pure and

must be ruthlessly enforced.  Still, they can be allies in helping us

destroy the spineless celestials."

Tanar'ri:  "Our worthy opponents in the Blood War.  We despise them for

their anarchic ways.  They encourage disloyalty and capriciousness.  They

need our discipline to whip them into shape before we can take on the upper

planes.  Make no mistake, we despise many other races as much or more than

the tanar'ri, they just are our only opponents with the guts to stand up

and fight by any means necessary instead of standing around crying about

peace.  They are not fools who believe in kindness."

Rilmani:  "They have aided us and hindered us.  We do not trust them.  They

can be useful to fight our enemies when they are more powerful than us, but

they all must eventually be killed slowly as well."

Archons:  "They enforce law as we do, but their inherent weakness makes

their laws useless.  They feel they can cause people to have loyalty

through reason, kindness, and leading by example.  How ridiculous!  Pain

and strength are the only useful tools of a true ruler.  They often aid us

against the tanar'ri, and we accept their aid.  They are no allies of ours,

however, and we will see them suffer for their weakness someday."

Guardinals:  "These monsters are a joke.  They have power, and what do they

do with it?  Help little butterflies and rescue children?  Bah!  They don't

deserve such power.  They are living proof of the dangers of kindness.

They are paralyzed with weakness, or would have killed us already.  They

don't even deserve the moniker of opponent, as that carries too much honor.

 Just kill them."

Slaadi:  "They hate us, and we reciprocate.  They are annoying in the

extreme.  The only thing you can count on about them is that they cannot be

counted on.  They have no loyalty and serve noone, not even their own

lords, and therefore have no strength.  Their chaos must be purged from

reality so that the glory of our regime can shine over all."

Eladrin:  "If I had not seen them with mine own eyes, I would never believe

that a creature could be so degenerate and cowardly and still live.  They

are the living embodiment of all we stand against.  Their 'random acts of

kindness and senseless acts of beauty' are the worst kind of corrupting

influence to exist.  Show them the power of law and ruthlessness, and enjoy

their screams of pain.  The fact that they exist proves our mission to

conquer the multiverse is just."

Greg Jensen

http://www.wsu.edu:8080/~gjensen/gregpage.htm
Date: Tue, 29 Dec 1998 21:56:50 -0800

From: Greg Jensen <gjensen@mail.wsu.edu>

Soul War:Modrons


Todays opinions are given by a modron.

Archons:  "This unit has heard of subject: Archons: Class 2 allies.

Archons serve order, and therefore desire to aid the group and end

uncertainty.  Caution:  Archons desire to use order only to aid maximum

number of individuals; will often refuse to destroy chaos if it causes

massive neural activity known as 'suffering.'  Modrons must do what the One

commands regardless, to serve whole.  Disclaimer:  Archons still desire to

bring order, so will ally with modron's cause in most circumstances."

Baatezu:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Baatezu:  Class 2 allies.

Baatezu serve order, and therefore desire to aid group and end uncertainty.

 Caution:  Baatezu desire to use order only to bring maximum positive

stimuli to baatezu and maximum negative stimuli to all who oppose them;

will often refuse to destroy chaos if that benefits others.  Modrons do

what must be done, and do not seek to cause injury to others if

unnecessary, nor do we seek individual gain.  Disclaimer:  Baatezu still

desire to bring order to benefit individual baatezu, so will ally with

modron's cause in most circumstances."

Yugoloths:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Yugoloths:  neutral.

Yugoloths seek to bring negative neural stimuli to other organisms.  This

does not serve or oppose order directly.  Is foolish waste of resources.

Yugoloths must be reprogrammed or eliminated to serve the One."

Rilmani:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Rilmani:  neutral.  Rilmani

seek to balance order with anarchy.  Desire to keep order or chaos from

increasing.  As they oppose chaos, we do not classify them as enemies.  As

they oppose glory of the One, we do not classify them as allies.  Rilmani

must be reprogrammed or eliminated to serve the One."

Guardinals:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Guardinals:  neutral.

Guarinals seek to eliminate negative neural stimuli and replace it with

positive stimuli in all organisms.  This does not serve or oppose order

directly.  Is foolish waste of resources.  Guardinals must be reprogrammed

or eliminated to serve the One."

Eladrin:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Eladrin:  Class 2 enemies.

Eladrin seek to eliminate order that restricts 'individual rights.'  This

is illogical and heretical.  Without the order of the group, there would be

no individual.  By opposing this order, eladrin oppose the individual.

Modrons know individual must be subsumed as part of the whole.

Reprogramming possibility:  doubtful.  Eladrin must be eliminated to serve

the One."

Tanar'ri:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Tanar'ri:  Class 2 enemies.

Tanar'ri seek to eliminate order that protects other organisms from

victimization by tanar'ri, in an effort to benefit individual only with no

regard for others in group.  This is illogical and heretical.  Without

order of the group, there would be no individual to benefit.  By opposing

this order, tanar'ri oppose the individual.  Modrons know that individual's

only hope of benefit is in sacrificing individual to the good of the whole.

 Reprogramming possibility:  doubtful.  Tanar'ri must be eliminated to

serve the One."

Slaadi:  "This unit has heard of subject:  Slaadi:  Class 1 enemies.

Slaadi seek an end to all order for no reason other than to revel in the

destruction their illogical heresy causes.  Slaadi do not even understand

concept of group, or others beyond individual slaad.  Reprogramming

possibilities:  impossible.  Destroy on sight with no quarter and with

extreme prejudice."

Greg Jensen

http://www.wsu.edu:8080/~gjensen/gregpage.htm
Date: Sun, 03 Jan 1999 17:07:24 -0800

From: Greg Jensen <gjensen@mail.wsu.edu>

The Soul War:Slaadi


Today, I bribed a slaad to write about his (its?) opinions of other

planeborn.  Any donations are highly appreciated.  Anyway, here we go:

Eladrin:"Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the eladrin.

Aladdin?  He had a magic lamp, with a djinn in it.  But we are not talking

about djinn today.  We are talking about eladrin.  Eladrin are fun.  They

taste good, too, but they get upset when you try to eat them, so don't.

They don't like to hurt anybody, not even Xanxost.  Most of the time,

anyway.  They let slaadi do what we want, and seem to understand us.

Xanxost considers them allies."

Tanar'ri: "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now speak about tanar'ri.  Didn't

xanxost do this once already?  Am I getting paid overtime?  Anyway,

tanar'ri are much like eladrin.  Actually they are not like eladrin.  But

they are.  They like chaos, too.  They don't try to tell people what to do.

 But they differ from eladrin in 2 ways:  one, tanar'ri do like to hurt

people, even Xanxost.  But Xanxost can fight tanar'ri, and sometimes

Xanxost likes to fight.  Second...one reason."

Yugoloths:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the yogoloths.

Some yugoloths look like slaad, called hydroloths.  But they are not

slaadi, so do not be fooled.  Yugoloths are mean.  Xanxost is not always

mean.  But Xanxost is sometimes hungry.  Xanxost has never eaten a

yugoloth.  Yugoloths try to hurt everybody.  Like tanar'ri, but tanar'ri

are more fun.  Yugoloths try to make rules sometimes.  Xanxost hates rules.

 But Yugoloths break rules to get more power, too.  So they are not all

bad.  But not all good.  Some meat would be good right now."

Rilmani:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the rilmani.  Some

rilmani may seem like friends to slaadi, because they stop law from going

all over, but oh ho!  Rilmani also try to stop chaos.  This is silly.  And

people say they don't understand Xanxost!  Rilmani are sometimes friends,

sometimes not.  But they are always appetizing.  Xanxost is very hungry

now.  Rilmani want balance.  A balanced diet is the key to good health.

Eat plenty of fruits and meats."

Guardinals:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the guardinals.

Gardens?  That is where many tomatoes grow.  And, even better, gardeners.

Xanxost is hungry.  Xanxost will now go get some food...

"Xanxost is back.  Xanxost couldn't find a gardener, so he ate a dog

instead.  But not a hot dog.  Some guardinals look like dogs, called

Lupinals.  Xanxost doesn't think any guardinals look like slaadi.  But they

do not act like slaadi.  They want to help everybody.  Very nice.  But that

means you can't be mean if you want, either.  They want you to think how

other people feel.  They feel all warm and hairy to me.  I think about how

other people taste, but they tell me that's not right.  'Xanxost,' they

tell me, 'that is not right.'  Xanxost doesn't hate guardinals, but he

doesn't really like them either."

Archons:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about archons, the hated,

lawful archons, the good, judgemental archons, the...

archons.  Archons don't like slaadi, and we don't like them.  They tell us

what to do and want only to control us.  They say it's for the good of

everybody, but oh ho!  Not for good of me, because it doesn't make me feel

good right now.  Archons are our enemies for two reasons:  one, they are

lawful; two, they want us to be lawful; and three, they fight us if they

think we are harming someone.  Three reasons."

Baatezu:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the baatezu, the

hated, lawful baatezu, the evil, twisted baatezu, the...baatezu.  The

baatezu are like the archons, because they tell us what to do.  Dew?  That

is on grass sometimes.  Baatezu want to control everyone and force them to

serve them.  This is no fun.  Baatezu want to kill and enslave all of us.

Slaadi work for nobody, not even each other.  Why would we work for stupid

baatezu?  They are our enemies, and we sometimes help tanar'ri fight them

in the blood war.  There is no water war.  Xanxost is getting very thirsty.

 Where is the cupholder on here?"

Modrons:  "Hello, mortals!  Xanxost will now talk about the horrible,

twisted, lawful, dangerous, orderly, conformist, automatic, malicious,

hated, hive-minded....modrons.  Slaad hate modrons more than we hate

anything.  Even more than not having any water right now.  Modrons are the

epitome of all that is bad.  I bet you didn't know Xanxost used words like

'epitome.'  Modrons want to destroy everybody completely.  They want to use

them as part of their group.  They think everybody is not real.  They think

Xanxost is just part on the whole like my finger is part of my body.  So I

pulled off their fingers.  They will not assimilate (see, Xanxost knows big

words) Xanxost!  I will fight them!  I will rip off their heads, like this!

 And ba5875sh them like this$%*$.   Then I will kick;ljsdpw....."

This had to be cut then.  Like I said, I could use donations for a new

computer now.

Greg Jensen

http://www.wsu.edu:8080/~gjensen/gregpage.htm
Date: Sat, 26 Dec 1998 23:08:57 +0000

From: Paul <paul@lwc-limited.demon.co.uk>

A NEW TANAR'RI

TANAR’RI, LESSER - Zauberie (Munchkins Bane)


CLIMATE/TERRAIN:...................The Abyss

FREQUENCY:.........................Rare

ORGANISATION:......................Group

ACTIVITY CYCLE:....................Any

DIET:..............................Magic

INTELLIGENCE:......................Exceptional (15-16)

TREASURE:..........................Nil

ALIGNMENT:.........................Chaotic Evil

NO. APPEARING:.....................1D6 +4

ARMOUR CLASS:......................Base = 6

MOVEMENT:..........................Base = 12 (Fl 15)

HIT DICE:..........................Base = 2

THAC0:.............................Base = 18

N0. ATTACKS:.......................3

DAMAGE:............................Base = 1-4, 1-4, 1-6

SPECIAL ATTACKS:...................Rake attack + see below.

SPECIAL DEFENCES:..................See below

MAGIC RESISTANCE:..................See below.

SIZE:..............................S to L

MORALE:............................14

XP VALUE:..........................500 to 5000

Are your players humming with magical items/weapons/spells?

Want to bring ‘em down a peg or two?

Look no further.

Zauberie appear as black winged cats varying in size from a large domestic cat to as large as a Sabre tooth tiger.

Their eyes glow in a similar way as magic does when detected for.

Their claws are slightly longer than a normal cat’s are and are more crooked.

COMBAT: Like all cats, the Zauberie attack with fore claws and bite and get two raking attacks with their rear claws if they get hits with their two fore claws. Zauberie of medium and large size leap 20’ and 30’ respectively to attack.

Send in your rookies against these Demons, for the Zauberie are eaters of magic, whether spell, item, weapon or innate ability.

An attack by any of these methods, not only does no harm but is actually consumed by and strengthens them.

Zauberie gain points for absorbing magic (see table below).

For every 8 pts gained, they gain 1 HD,  subtract 1 from AC and THAC0, move 1 faster (land only)

and add 1 to each of their attacks. Zauberie are extremely intelligent and have an innate ability to

detect magic in a 50’ radius being able to gauge the strongest source of magic and act so as to

encourage attack from this source. they are also able to disguise the effect of the attack by creating an

illusion of personal injury appropriate to the attack form.

Magical attack form             Points gained

Spell...........................2 pts per spell level.

Item no charge..................1 pt.

Item charge used................2 pts per charge.

Weapon..........................1 pt per plus.

Innate ability..................As spell level if appropriate or 1 pt per attack.

Zauberie will also drain a magical item/weapon totally if the item fails a saving throw against disintegration.

If this occurs, they will gain an extra 1 pt for each 1000 XP value of the item, or each plus of the weapon.

(no of course it doesn’t drain artifacts berk!).

While being a little disappointed that their wand of wonder has just been drained,

cutters will be gratified to know that the wand will then do normal damage when hitting the Zauberie over the head with it.

They will also be pleased to find out that after stabbing the thing repeatedly with an

old rusty normal sword for several rounds before killing it,

the Zauberie then releases all its absorbed magic in a 20’ blast doing 1d8 damage for each HD the Demon has gained.

Successful saving throws v Breath weapon half the damage taken

HABITAT/SOCIETY: Zauberie can live anywhere normal cats can, although of course, they have to be invited to the prime planes.

They are fond of hanging around well known portals or gate towns, anywhere there is a lot of traffic.

Their colouring makes it easy for them to hide in dark corners waiting to ambush anyone smelling of magic.

They are clever enough to lead victims into a trap.

When they want, Zauberie can be very cute and helpful, particularly to Magic users who they will try to persuade to

take them in as intelligent pets. In about 1 in 10 of find familiar results that indicates a Quasit, Zauberie come instead.

In these situations, they will slowly drain magic from their companion by proximity.

Over a period of time Wizards may discover spells “missing” from their spellbooks or charges drained from their magical items etc. The particulars can be left to the whim of the DM though the wizard will certainly notice that the cat is getting bigger!

ECOLOGY: In theory, Zauberie could grow infinitely large, but once they reach 6HD, there is a 10% chance

that the next point of magic gained will either kill them (with the blast effects occurring as detailed above) or they will transcend into a randomly determined greater Tanar’ri. (equal chance of either).

Where do Zauberie come from?

Ever notice that when you spray bugs with pesticide that while it zaps most of them, some of them survive and some even like it. Well, if you spray magic at enough minor demons, some of ‘em are going to mutate and resist. Over time, some of these are going to soak it up and grow.

Perhaps that’s why there’s so little magic around now, but an awful lot of stray cats.

Date: Mon, 28 Dec 1998 16:02:35 -0600

From: Brannon Hollingsworth <bhollin@civmail.circ.uab.edu>

Bariaur Gods, Nomolos The Elder


'Lo Bloods!

Just wanted to (hopefully) spark some interest on the list (as after

that Soul War thread, we seem to have died off some), so I decided to

post a couple of the bariaur gods that I created not too long ago.  Any

comments, questions, or book offers are welcome!  ;)  All of the gods

posted will be in a format a la OHG (On Hallowed Ground).

These can also be found in the Outlands section of my webpage (address

in the sig.) - hope to hear some input back on these guys, as there is

much more to come!

Nomolos 

      Greater Power, "The Grizzled Horns", "The Old One" 

AoC:  Death, rebirth, wisdom 

      AL:  N

      WAL:  Any 

      Symbol:  Elder bariaur horn 

      Home P/L/R:  Ysgard/Ysgard/The Echoing Vale 

      Known Proxies:  V'ann Blackhoof (Px/male bariaur/F12,C13/NG) 

           Nomolos is the eldest of the bariaur deities, he is the first

born of the pantheon and all of  his siblings owe their origins to him. He is said to have sprung to life from the first words of  wisdom spoken in the multiverse, although exactly who spoke thosewords is a widely contested point. Most bariaur, of course, hold to the course that it was Nomolos himself that spoke these words, for they say that wisdom gives birth to itself all of the time. Just as life passes eternally into death and then death turns again into life, so does wisdom spawn and create new knowledge. This all seems as simple as a Bytopian hand tool to the bariaur, they  say that it is merely the Unity of Rings, upon which all of the Outer Planes are based. Now,  even a hard-boiled Athar would be hard pressed to argue with that! 

           With an aged, but steady hand, the "Old Goat" (as he is sometimes referred to) doles over the realm of the dead of the bariaur, and yet he also is the

protector of new life amongst the vibrant, life loving warriors. It is for these two reasons that Nomolos is one of the most beloved and venerated of all of the bariaur gods. 

           To the bariaur, death (especially death through honorable combat) is nothing more than a  natural progression of life. They say that they have nothing to fear in Nomolos' Realm, The  Echoing Vale, for within that Realm, there are only the eternally echoing songs of heroism, bravery, and revelry that all bariaur love and cherish. Death, as well, is a path to not only wisdom, but also a chance at rebirth through the will of Nomolos. 

           Truly, there are nearly as many birthing prayers and songs that pay homage to Nomolos  as there are to his sister-daughter, Nor'bah, who presides over the

realms of life and fertility,  among others. Nomolos is responsible for assigning not only the spirits that shall inhabit those new lives but also what ever wisdom that they might take with them from his Realm into that of the living. Considering the harsh conditions that bariaur inhabit daily, any gifts from the Lord of Wisdom are gratefully welcomed. 

           Nomolos appears as an old griseled bariaur with immensely curved and scarred horns.

     His dusty grey beard nearly brushes the ground when he walks, yet his aged silver eyes are always full of mirth, life and wisdom. He carries no weapons, but

wears the traditional battle armor, or Gr'don, of the bariaur, as he is a champion of all honorable warriors. 

           He carries a scroll woven from the dust of every battlefield, past, present and future) whereupon any bariaur has fallen in battle. It is said that upon

this scroll are recorded the deeds of each of those bariaur champions and from this scroll come the echoing songs which fill his Realm. (Some graybeards believe that the upsurgance of bariaur bards in Sigil and the Outlands are a direct result of this, and some speculate that "The Old One" may expand his portfolio to that of a bardic patron). 

           Nomolos is also never without his sacred and quite legendary horn, Relyt, which is said to have been carved from the thigh bones of the first Fire Giant ever

slain. Amongst bariaur tribes, the story is told that Nomolos blows the magical horn twice during each life - once upon the birth of every kid (young bariaur) and upon the death of every bariaur. It is  considered to be a good omen if horns are heard upon the birth of a kid, so each bariaur birth  is heralded with a mighty chorus of blowing horns, hoping to draw the attention of "The Old  One" so that blessings might be bestowed. There are also countless stories of great bariaur    warriors, such as the mighty Draugnian Steelhoof, who have heard Relyt's call upon the field of battle as life fled from his body. It is said that the call of

the Horn of Nomolos is like a calling to a long deserved rest, an almost comforting sound of finality. 

           Whereas it seems that this involvement with the warrior caste of bariaur society might  intervene upon his sister-daughter, Va'sha Steelhooves' portfolio,

this is not the case. Planar  theologians, such as the great sage Dismus Torben of Amoria, submit that there must exist some sort complex inter-realtionship between Nomolos and his sister-daughter, Va'sha.  While Va'sha reigns over the realm of the the living warriors, her interest ends upon their  deaths. It seems that she knows that her brother-father, Nomolos, will through his infinite wisdom treat the warriors fairly and honorably in the 'Realm Beyond'. 

           While it seems logical that Nomolos and Odin, the Norse Power of wisdom and  knowledge would see eye to eye, this is not the case. It seems that Nomolos, with his   even-handed and sublime approach towards death and wisdom does not

look fondly upon   the often erratic and sometimes violent outbursts of the father of the Nordic pantheon. Not

     that "Grizzled Horns" would ever call Odin's actions to the fore -far from it actually; that is    merely not Nomolos' style. 

           Nomolos has only one known proxy and by all accounts has only

ever had one. The  cutter's a mighty warrior priest by the name of V'ann Blackhoof (Px/male bariaur/F12,C13/NG), who is  known more so for his sense of penetrating wisdom and 'cut-to-the-quick' reasoning that for  the might of his weapons and spells. He's a small blood (by bariaur standards) with long,  curly tan wool than slowly darkens as it moves down his flanks and legs until finally ending

     in his namesake - dark, black hooves.

Please let me know what you think!!!  Thanks so much in advance!

Brannon Hollingsworth

Portals Webmaster

http://www.dpo.uab.edu/~kalinor/portals/

Date: Mon, 28 Dec 1998 16:16:05 -0600

From: Brannon Hollingsworth <bhollin@civmail.circ.uab.edu>

Bariaur Gods, Tiragu the Younger

Here is the second of the four - I think I'll hold up here and see what

kind of response I get.  Kind of a 'teaser' if you will...  Once again,

you can find these bloods in the Outlands section on Portals (address in

the sig.)

Tirag Thunderhooves 

Intermediate Power, "The Fair-Bringer", "Winner-of-Rings",

"Hoof-Brother" 

      AoC:  Brotherhood, fellowship, fair competion 

      AL:  NG 

      
WAL:  Any except evil 

      Symbol:  Clasped hands 

      Home P/R:  Outlands/The Rutting (The Ring of Champions - although

frequently wanders) 

      Known Proxies:  Soran Fleethoof (Px/ male bariaur/The Free

League/P10/CG); Throndas Battlehorn

      (Px/ male bariaur/Believers of the Source/P5,F7/LN); Xurdas

Nightfleece (Px/ male bariaur/The Free

      League/P6,T6/CN); Lyelian Dewhoof (Px/ female bariaur/Believers of

the Source/P9/LN) 

           Tirag is the youngest and most exuberant of the bariaur pantheon and his status as an Intermediate Power reflects this. His sheer charisma and ever growing following amongst the  Outland bariaur, however, seem to indicate that a change in classification cannot be long off.

     The second (and first male) born of Nor'bah, it is widely whispered that he is destined for things of greatness. Some spread the chant that the great bariaur

warrior Draugnian Steelhoof is the father of the "Ring-Winner", but most folks

(including the prophetess of  Nor'bah) dismiss these ravings as pure screed. 

           No matter his origins, the white-wooled, golden-eyed bariaur Lord of Brotherhood is the only one of his pantheon that has left their comfortable realm in Ysgard and followed the roaming herds of Outland bariaur. For this reason alone the massive Outland herds would  have flocked to his banner, but the real reason is that Tirag spends more time physically amongst his faithful than he does with the other gods in his pantheon! As far as deities go,  practices such as this are nearly unheard of. 

           More often than not, Tirag manifests himself amongst his clergy, or wherever an honest contest (or a contest that needs to become honest) broils. With

long, flowing, white, wooly locks of hair and eyes that shine like two celestial halos, he is not easily missed. He always arrives with a loud clap of rolling thunder but likewise always extends an open hand and a  friendly smile to both bariaur and other races alike, unless, of course, there is an unfair competition at hand, which invokes his wrath. 

           He is usually very well liked amongst bariaur, for he cannot restrain himself from entering a friendly contest with others. It is almost as if he forgets that he is a god for a time and lets himself enjoy the mere concept of being amongst mortals, doing as mortals do. He always seems more surprised when he wins the contests than an omnipotent being really should be. Those bariaur that compete against him, in true bariaur fashion, hold no grudges  against Tirag. Truly, it is more of an honor to say that one lost to the God of Skill than won    against the greatest mortal that ever lived! His favorite contests, above all, are tests of drinking, brawling, and feats of speed. It is said that anytime a

thunderstorm rolls across the Outlands that Tirag is no doubt in another hoof-race. 

           Tirag also seems to expend much more of his divine energy in the form of maintaining  proxies than most other deities. He seems to feel that being the Lord of Brotherhood requires  that he touch as many as possible with his teachings of fairness and the importance of working together as brethren in all things. Currently, he maintains four proxies and has an  untold number of priests and priestesses of not only bariaur, but also many dwarves, gnomes, humans and aasimar - all of which have taken a gleam to Tirag's teachings. This is   yet another major difference between the "Hoof-Brother" and his fellow gods - most of the     other bariaur deities have a hard time accepting any of the other races into their midsts, much   less as clergy! Apparently, however, this does nothing to bother

the Lord of Brotherhood and  Fairness and has yet to harm his standing amongst the Outland herds. 

           His proxies are well known for their friendliness and sharp eye for fairness in all things  and all but one can be found wandering the 'Land, much as their

Lord, Tirag. Soran  Fleethoof (Px/ male bariaur/The Free League/P10/CG), a bariaur born and raised on Ysgard, left  his native home to follow the God of Brotherhood. Now, he maintains the Lord's Realm, whilst he is away, wandering the Outlands and beyond. Tirag's Realm, The Ring of Champions, is nothing more than a large arena, bounded on all sides by the tents of the wandering petitioners of the Realm, within which constant displays of skill and prowess are seen. The contests are as constant as the drinking and the reverly.

Once a year, during The Rutting, the Realm shifts and joins the other Realms of the bariaur pantheon at an unknown location beyond the Hinterlands, where in a grand festival that encompasses a holy rite of all the bariaur tribes occurs. The Ring of Champions is wherein all disputes and wrong doings are settled fairly, with tests of strength and speed, and all proceedings are presided over by  not only Tirag but also his sister, Va'sha Battlefleece. 

           Tirag's other proxies, Throndas Battlehorn (Px/ male

bariaur/Believers of the Source/P5,

     F7/LN), Xurdas Nightfleece (Px/ male bariaur/The Free League/P6,

T6/CN) and Lyelian

     Dewhoof (Px/ female bariaur/Believers of the Source/P9/LN) all

spend the majority of their time

     roaming about the Outlands, spreading the word of their lord, Tirag

Thunderhooves. 

Hope to hear from you all soon!

Brannon Hollingsworth

Portals Webmaster

http://www.dpo.uab.edu/~kalinor/portals/

Date: Sat, 9 Jan 1999 17:25:32 EST

From: Rasgon@aol.com

Medusa of Legend


Medusa of Legend

Terrain: rocky love olve olive country (Arborea)

Frequency: unique

Organization: Coven (Unique)

Diet: olives, wine, bread, statues of victims

Intelligence: 12

Treasure G, Zx2

AC: -2

Alignment: LE (C)

Movement: 9

HP: 80

THAC0: 16 HD

#Attacks: 1 + weapons: biggish sabre, maul of titans

Special Attacks: venom, Gaze

Special Defense: impenetrable brazen scales, venomous blood

Magic Resistance: 100%, Earthquake knocks her unconscious for the duration.

Gate neutralizes her venomous blood for the duration.  Spells that deal with

blood and serpents.

Size: L (9' tall) 

Morale: 20

XP: 28000

The Medusa of Legend is nine feet tall, with a nymph's face (but not her

supernatural beauty), serpents for hair, brazen wings and scales, and a

serpentine lower body.

Medusa's gaze causes instant death to unprotected creatures within 150 feet.

Her serpents drip with venom that also kills on contact Her gaze cuts through

(disintegrates) mirrors and protective gear at the rate of one pound every

three rounds.   Even Athena's shield will dissolve.  Her scales can only be

hit by weapons of plus three or greater.  Her blood forms tiny serpents made

of blood, each as venomous as her hair, that softly chew on her afflicters.

The effects of her gaze can only be neutralized by her tears.  Ordinary onions

won't do it.  She might be shown memorabilia of her former life as a nymph.

Or she might be splashed with her own tears that someone stored. Or she might

be exposed to the deadly Onion of Legend; the most fearsome vegetable since

the killer tomato and leader of the mini onions of Set. 

Society: The Medusa of Legend dwells with her two sisters, who are immortal

but noncombatant.

Ecology: When there exists a vacancy in the Medusa of Legend position, a nymph

will spontaneously become one after 5d4x5 years, unless someone else

volunteers.  She will then seek out her sisters, and behave as her

predecessor.  Capturing her alive and imprisoning her seems to be the only

lasting solution.

Date: Sun, 10 Jan 1999 13:23:58 -0500

From: John Kress <j-kress@sjca.edu>

Things I like about the Manual of the Planes

Don't get me wrong.  Planescape as a whole certainly blows away the old MotP

hands down--still, there are a number of things that I think are worthwhile

and interesting in it.

- --The effect on weapons and armor on the Ethereal, that nonmagical things

all become equivalent, since everything is made of Ethereal matter.

- --The fact that an Ether Cyclone can (as per Gygax) occasionally inject

Ethereal travellers into the Astral.  Yes, I know this makes no sense in

terms of PS cosmography--that's why I like it.  It shouldn't be there, but

there it is.

- --Radiance pockets in the Plane of Air.  Those wonderful little invisible

bubble of pure force that make travelling by freefall a ... less wise ...

alternative.  The Plane of Air has few enough hazards, but these have always

been a favorite of mine.

- --Hooks and Bubbles, the visible Inner-plane ends of conjurations and

summonings.  Do they ever appear in PS? I can't remember.  I know Outer

Plane spell crystals do...

- --Towers and Citadels: those mysterious structures which sit on the borders

of the positive and negative energy planes respectively.  I know that PS

gives us a number of accounts, such as the Sinkers' citadels in the lower

quasi-elemental planes, but I particularly like the idea of these structures

being there for as long as anyone can remember, such that no one knows who

or what built them, and even if some are now used, some are still complete

mysteries.

- --Now, I don't particularly like the name "Twin Paradises," but Bytopia is a

crime against language.  I assume it's supposed to mean "Two Place," but BY

is Latin and -TOPOS is Greek--a really ugly hybrid.  Plausibly, it could be

read as "Full Place" in Greek, but I prefer to call it something else.  I

usually call it Dyadia in my campaign.

- --I think the Beastlands are more interesting when a greater proportion of

the animals thereon can use magical abilitites, and not simply comparatively

rare petitioners.

- --Olympus is as good a name for the plane as Arborea.  After all, Arcadia,

Acheron and Elysium are Greek names, and Pandemonium and the new Bytopia are

pseudo-Greek words.  

- --Similarly, I like the name Ysgard fine, but don't see any particular

problem with Gladsheim.

- --There is a remark that most of the tunnels of Cocytus on Pandemonium have

been *carved out*--by who or what no one knows.  It's a small thing that

adds much atmosphere to the layer.

- --Nothing will convince me that Carceri is a better name than Tarterus--a

dark abyss, according to Homer, "as far below Hades as Hades is below the

earth."  Pretty scary and evocative imagery.  The name has associations.

Carceri (which should probably be Carceris) means "prison," which is apt,

but really, doesn't such a scary place deserve a name that is more chilling?

And, as above, we have a substantial number of Greek named planes--why toss

in unnecessary Latin?  Besides which, adding to the confusion,  all the

LAYER names of Tarterus are STILL IN GREEK--which makes the Latin even more

silly.  The Titans are the most important things there, so why wouldn't the

place be named in association with them?

- --As you might also guess, I have no problem calling Hades Hades and not the

Grey Waste.  Same points as above.  I think using a name which as powerful

poetic associations adds considerably to the atmosphere.  I mean, why not

re-name the River Styx, "the Black River."  Oooo, scary.  Or let's call

Mount Olympus, The Big Rock Candy Mountain.  Why not? :P

- --I don't like it that Gehenna is now of finite area.  I solved this by

simply deciding that the whole plane acts like the Teardrop palace in that,

the higher one climbs, the smaller one gets, so that the volcanoes are, in

fact, endless.

- --Taking into consideration all the wonderful things that have been

established about the Baatezu and their  plane, I still see no reason to

toss out all the magnificent stuff that Ed Greenwood developed on the Nine

Hells, the Archdevils and so on.  It seems completely gratuitous, and what

we're given on the Lords of the Nine is so much less complex and

interesting.  Nor do I buy that there has been a political upset in Baator

and things have changed.  You don't get to be an Archdevil by being that

careless.  I want Asmodeus in Nessus, and Mephistopheles and Belial, and

Geryon and all the exiles on Avernus.  Isn't Avernus even more exciting when

there's a chance of meeting an very angry outcast Archfiend?

- --I've never been able to make much use out of the third and fourth layers

of Acheron, so I modified them.  In my campaign, the cubes get closer

together so that by the third layer, most of the space is filled by cubes,

with only occasional cracks between them, so it is constantly grinding and

rubbing together.  Collisions are, in effect, constant.  And the fourth

layer is more or less on solid cube, pierced by tunnels, not unlike a layer

of Pandemonium.  Oddly, the cube has 'top' off of which the thin razor-like

fragments break, making a place for the Bladelings and their city, but

that's more of a realm than the whole of the plane.

- --The section on alternate prime worlds is fun to play around with.  I try

to emphasize that Crystal Spheres are not simply in different places, but

often have very different rules of nature.

- --Plus, the Manual of the Planes has coolest picture of the Astral

Dreadnaught on the cover that you are ever likely to see.  :)

_JohnK.

Date: Sun, 10 Jan 1999 18:23:49 EST

From: Rasgon@aol.com

Alternatives (Demiplane to plane...)

In a message dated 1/10/99 3:03:47 PM Eastern Standard Time, atalia@the-

wire.com writes:

> 

>  If anyone has created an alternate structure for the multiverse, I'd love

>  to hear it.  Are there any good Planescape alternatives out there (non-TSR

>  products) that give ideas for different kinds of planeborne and planes?

>  Avi

Sitting on my desk are:

In Nomine, from Steve Jackson games. (the planes are divided into three

realms: the Corporeal, the Ethereal (dreams and pagans), and the Celestial

(heaven and hell))

Nephilum Occult Roleplaying, from Chaosium, Inc. (the outer planes are a line

of ascension from Earth to Agartha; the Tree of Life)

"Between the Shadows" for the Nightbane game, from Palladium books:

(an alternative Astral (more like the Ethereal in some respects) and Dream

plane

From White Wolf (will not be discussed; just buy):

Mage: Book of Worlds

Werewolf: Axis Mundi book of spirits

Dark Conspiracy game:

Quantum Proto-Dimensions (excellent for demiplanes and demiplanar physics,

plots from the Elder Elemental God and illithids, drow, etc.)

The Primal Order Game:

Pawns, for proxies

Chessboards, for planes

The main book, for everything PS-related.

For Elric!/Stormbringer, from Chaosium

Rogue Mistress, a beautiful source for prime worlds.

Melnibone; has some interesting bits for elementals, demons, gods, time

travel, etc.

As far as I'm concerned, it doesn't matter if Planescape is unique or not,

because these are all essentially the same game.  Anyway, they can all be

played the same way, though they have different intentions.

My PS-equivalents for the In Nomine archangels and princes of Hell:

Eladrin (Barons, Dukes, etc; titles are essentially random)

Michael, War

Eli,  Creation

Janus, Wind

Gabriel, Fire

Guardinals (Alphas)

Jordi, Animals

Novalis, Flowers

Yves, Destiny

Blandine, Dreams

Marc, Trade

Archons (Crowns, according to Alex Roberts)

David, Stone

Dominic, Judgement

Laurence, the Sword

Jean, Lightning

Uriel, Purity

Baatezu (lords, dukes, etc.  Titles are doubtless significant and ordered)

Asmodeus, the Game (same as in Planescape)

Baal, War (the same as Bel in Planescape)

Belial, Fire (the same in Planescape)

Saminga, Death (probably a subordinate of Dispater)

Andrealphus, Lust (probably a subordinate of Belial/Felial/Fierana)

Yugoloths (unique yugoloths; or, if you must, Altraloths. I'd call them

Masters.)

Nybbas, the Media

Kronos, Fate

Malphas, Factions

Vapula, Technology

Tanar'ri (lords or princes)

Beleth, Nighmares

Haagenti, Gluttony

Kobal, Dark Humor

Lilith, Freedom

Unknown:

Vapula, Theft (perhaps the same as the drow god Vhaeraun)

You could use the angelic and demonic orders described in In Nomine to enhance

or replace the existing planeborn and aasimon.

Other fine things: 

Tethers

Angels' Hearts

the Word-Bound

Cool stuff in Nephilum:

Ka, which is neither energy, matter, nor spirit, but all of those in one

substance.  Perfect for the Inner Planes.

Major Arcana Tribes. Perfect for all elementals and planeborn.

Chinese Portraits.  Good for all characters, everywhere.

Stasis Objects: good for liches, fiends, celestials, rilmani, and others.

The fact that history is a lie.

Agartha, which is the Great Unknown and the Destiny of the Source.

The Magic Fields, plexi and nexi; for the prime and elsewhere.

Occult texts, spell ideas.

Secret Societies

New Elementals! (and other planar natives): Note: these need a lot of

detailing on their societies, culture, personalities and politics to be usable

in Planescape:

The Ashim, Doors of Adamantean, with Metal Feet

Sandolphan, Princess of the Ashim, Queen of the Wind Rose, Countess of the

Cardinal Points

The Whispering Rumors of the Lower Waters

The Invoking Voices of the Luminous Desert.

The Lights of the Pharphar Fire Forests

The Guardians of the Pharphar Wells

Those Who Creep and Nibble

The Swift Flame Portals

Adonai, the Premier Master of Creation, Great Emerald Grail, (part of the

Elder Elemental God?)

Those Who Hit the Scorpions

The Procurators Whose Eyes are Basilisks or Ruby

The Orichalka Trumpet, Ministers of Dissension

Gruuuls

Outer planar denizens: 

The Kerubim of Exasperation and Confusion

The Kerubim, Agile Inhabitants of the Sunset Homes

Those Who Whisper, the Spirits of the Basalt Forest.

The Prince of the Salt of Wisdom

The Dark Governors of the Powers of Pestilence

The Implacable Ministers, Living Lamps of the Hidden Altar

The Shadow-cloaked Sages from the White Mountain across the Misty Shores

The Minister of Peace, Clothed with Beryl

The Smiling Tarshishim, Sentinels of the Silver Castle

The Lords of Torment with Diamond Helms

The Powerful Pale Queen of Pain, with Tears of Flame (a relative of the Lady?)

Gabriel, Prince of the Kerubim, Master of Illusion (no relation to In Nomine's

Gabriel)

Michael, Prince of the Crystal Understanding, Tilfiridian of the Ivory Tower

(no relation to In Nomine's Michael)

Raphael, the Prince Crucified on the Tree of Life

Ariel, Prince Freed from the Island of Obliviion

The Dragon Azim, Lord Principality of the First Gate

The Gryphon Gazur, Lord Principality of the Second Gate

The Undine Valama, Lord Principality of the Third Gate

Demiplane/pseudo-reality of Time:

The Jade Flowers, Mysteries of the Dark Forests

The Spirits of the 24th Part of an  Instant

Wall of Color/Dreamscapes: 

The Riders Armed from Head to Feet from the River of Dreams

Cool artifacts: 

The Crystal Net, Ship on the Infinite River

Oricalchum Weapons

various alchemical inventions (the Angelic Automaton, Sublimation of the

Drinkable God, etc.)

Good things in _Between the Shadows_

The dreamstream, and all the dream critters (replaces/supplements The Nighmare

Lands):

Dream Maker

Dream Dancer

Dream Ghouls

Guilt Eaters

Dream Furies

Dream Personae

Living Nightmares

Soul Leeches

Morpheomoths

New Astral Entities:

Rage Storms

Millek

Shadow Mantises

Vampire Specters

New Ethereal Entities

Mountebanks (just use Nathri)

Tarantuloid (enhances Planar Spiders)

Necrophim (natives of the Negative Energy Plane, and the Plane of Shadow)

Torturian (same)

New demiplanes (I don't see why they should be rated any higher): 

The Inner Plane

The Void

