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Martin St-Clair <abyssalpelor@yahoo.com>

<<Biasmil>>the Fiendish Realm pt1

 Greetings fellwo Palars, here lies the Fiendish Realm of the Abyssal Lord Pelor of the Gray Waste, part 1 holding (Character), and (Powers)

 <<Character:>>

 Your inner fears can be your worst ennemy in this wetland of frozen dreams and quagmires empty hopes. It is a place seemingly friendly yet full of Evil that will seem to feed upon your darkest of desires.

All things Bleak and dreadful of this realm seek to become a part of what you are inside of you. Every plant and person is trap hoping to pull you deeper into the Gray Glades until all you desire is what they desire.

 They will offer you poison until you let it flow for freely within. Beware the Fanciful Babulous Beuaty danger hidden and unseen in Biasmil and take care to never hear the soft abrasive voices of Angel Skinned Devils for they will tear into your mind apart.

<<Power: Here is the Chant :>> 

 Seated upon a great Radiant temple in the heart of the vast Gray Glades upon Mount Radiance is the Light Bringer's Palace hidden within the bright Sunsphere which rests atop the Mount Radiance illuminating some of the grayness of the lands. From within the sphere atop the highest tower Pelor gazes and shines forth his Blinding rays upon many fellows whom get lost at times  and stuck in the mud within the Gray Glades of sorrows.

  Because he knows that all whom enter this realm are instantly noticed by the Unknown God whom lies trapped in the sinking palcace.

 He realises this vile God will then become aware of the deepest darkest desires of any visitors to Biasmil. He has seen the Unknown God work the Cri'Aigu his minions and lands to bring out the darkest things pc's have deeply hidden inside of them.

 That is why Pelor has his Halo Deva's to try and resuce any they can find and lead them to the BastionCity of Ivory Flower.

 The Halo Deva's will  lead them  to safety and confort them with their soothing calming voices and show them the life healing light ofPelor atop Mount Radiance in the center of the BastionCity of Ivory Flower who's acts like a safety becon for those damned or trapped in the Glades of Biasmil. 

  Pelor's servants also have a duty to protect and escort all whom they rescue to the Bastion City of Ivory flower.

 For they are made to be the helpers who will help guide the visitors lost crawling about in the muck  and misery of the Glades of Biasmil towards a saftey seemingly out of reach.

 Lord Pelor watches over all exits and Portals to and From this Realm and is on constant vigilance over the sinking palace. Because he can see how while trapped the Unknown God still is able to move and direct his Cri'Aigu forces with his omnipresent thoughts.

 So most of the time he is able to defend his BastionCity from their attacks, slowy Pelor is gainning more and more influence and essence of the Unknow God is fading and in time he will be able to absorb a greater part of the realm Biasmil withinGray Wastes and draw it forth to his Radiant Realm within the Seven Heavens 

<<Here lies the Dark of the Matter>>. 

Long ago this Former anciant Abyssal Lord Pelor((see Abyssal Pelor Post for stats))escaped the Abyssal Queen Lillith  taking with him great secrets and artifacts. He was able to escape to the Gray Waste ,where he found a rotting Realm who's power was weak who'm he defeated and then established  the realm as his own,while still having a hidden conduit to the abyss.

 He spend some time creating false faiths upon Primes using the name Pelor and quickly becan to realise the benefits of faith and belief even fooled mortals can provide. Within Time the False faith of the Sun God Pelor has flourished upon many a prime none so great as in the prime of Oerth.

 Thus he decide to stage his act in the Gray Waste as well. He fashioned a Ivory Flower City. It is a city where everything is trap to weaken you and make your stay a living misery, where salvation will only come from the sell your soul or worse,  he minions are all part of the masquerade and his believable lies.

  His Sunlight is a life stealing one, that most only realise too late. His act is devious he in reality stays within the Sinking Palace half submurged in the mud of the Gray Glades,with his general Yenoth'An whom commands troops of Cri'Aigu to hunt the native creatures of the Gray Glades the Burrow Worms mounstrous slithering critter with gaping maws of teeth, who's hides and Ivory teeth are used in making goods for market, not to mention good training for the troops.

  While the Abyssal Lord Pelor searches for visitors to the land and watches them until they are in need of rescue by his altered lesser Tanar'ri whom ressemble deva's with bright halo's, whom usually let the Cri'Aigu get in some good hits before they bother to rescue them and drop them off to the false safety of trapCity of Ivory flower.

 next post tomorow comes part 2 with Description and special town info sections for Biasmil

later planars---------------------------P

From: Martin St-Clair <abyssalpelor@yahoo.com>

<<Biasmal>>the Fiendish realm pt2

Greeting again Planewalkers here is pt 2 of the Fiendish Gray Waste

Realm of Pelor :<<Biasmil>>

 <<Description>>

 :Biasmil is a dismal vast expanse of  Gray Glades chocked with mud and clouds of stinging insects. Worst their are some chances a Burrow Worm will burst forth and eat a ulucky traveller. While one must also be vigilant agaisnt the attacks of the Cri'Aigu chaos horrors of the Unknown God trapped in the Sinking Palace whom stalk the GrayGlades to tear apart.

  It is a place with next to no gates opening to other gate towns or planes. On the western horizon lies the sinking palace of the Unknown God which lies submerged mostly under the mud of Biasmil for only is blasted withered pinnalces thrust and stand tall in the Grayness of the land.

 While in the center of the Gray Glades lies the Bastion City of Ivory Flower and Mount Radiance where atop lies the Light Bringer's Palace hidden inside the Sun Sphere of Pelor which shines like a becon to those lost in the Mud of Bisamil. Throughout the swamp patrols of Halo Deva's  from the Bastion City of Ivory Flower look for those in need of rescue. Also there

are in some places amongst the Gray Glades are small rocky islands devoid of life. 

 It is a hazard however for every three rounds a save vs death magic must be made for a pc that stays within contact with the rocks , that if he fails will unknowingly  loose one movement point until the rocky Islands drain him to zero,  only if consecutive fails occure and the pc stays long enough. At which point the affected  pc will be unable to move.

  A successful save indicates no ill effects from the contact but another save must be made if the pc stay for another three rounds. In some special areas a pearly Gate will be seen which open to the bastoncity of IvoryFlower. However when one steps through the pearly gates they must past through the curtain of light.

  Which will bring out the dark hidden side of their personality from any of the pc's if they have any moral weakness, (DM's call on how to judge this) but any pc's with evil,selfish, intentions  or filled with pride are good examples, and of course any pc's with evil alignements will create a shadow personae that bursts out from within themselves, whom acts and thinks like the pc's dark hidden emotion nothing else. Use the pc's stats, abilites, and equipment but only give the dark personae half their total hits.

  It is important to note that the dark self of the pc's will not attack firts wanting instead to venture to the sinking palace in the Gray Glades. The personality of the dark self  will be only the manifestation of whatever hidden dark part the pc's had.

  So if one had a slight bent for selfishness his shadow personae would be a duplicate of himself but would act like the most greedy creature to have ever lived. Which is why those whom step through the pearly gates best know themselves or dare face what they most like to hide. Of course the denizens of the Gray Glades suffer no such effect , and are also immune to the draining effect of the rocky islands. 

 <<Principal Towns:>>

  The only town of the Gray Glades realm of Biasmil is the Bastion City of Ivory Flower. A large city made out of white marble.  The City itself is very well constructed to ressemble the abodes of the divine. It is very clean city with green parks, majestic fountains sparkling with clear crystal water.

  The city sections are shaped to resemble petals from a flower. The architecture of the buildings is superb,  with a vide variety of eye catching shape and design but always made of marble. Also each building only has one main floor no matter it's height. Furhtermore each building always has a glass roof so that the Sun Sphere of Pelor atop Mount Radiance is constantly beaming in it's shine at all times in every building.

  While the city itself is always bathed in the radiance of the sun sphere at all times. The City is administerd by the Bishop-Oligarch Seilmas whom is rarely seen outside his temple of Pelor at the base of Mount Radiance.

 The citizenry of Ivory flower resemble humanoids Planar touched people dressed in the styles of the Greek. 

  Only in the Guests reachway and the Merchant pillar halls can one see any outside planars save of course sun hating berks. The most important places of the Ivory Flower are Oracle towers , the Hallow Halls of the Senate, the white acropolis of the Mercy Sisters, the speaking Parks of the Prophets, and the Merchant pillar Halls, the Silverd Shield Barracks of the Justice Ministry, the majestic palace temple of Pelor,the guests reachways and of course Mount Radiance.

    The guests can watch the steady stream of petitioners take their path to greet their lord as they follow the light upwards on Mount radiance to join their god in his celestial Palace of Light within the Sun Sphere of Pelor. The rest of Ivory Flower city consists of green parks and living abodes of the citizenry. 

  It is a society of enlightened and haut culture full of prose and poetry and insights of philosophy going on amongst it's population. Many a visitor can learn much about themselves by listening to the soft voices of reason when they talk with the kind people of Ivory Flower....

  There are next to no shadows ever for the light is always shining from directly above no matter where one goes in Ivory Flower. There in no night time in Ivory Flower, a visitor will find this most strange that all the natives of Ivory Flower never sleep.

  More disturbing to the visitors of Ivory Flower is that even when they close their eyes they can not escape the light of the Sun Sphere of Pelor.

 It is impossible for pc's to sleep in Ivory Flower by any means  except of course in death. So although it is always bright and sunny in Ivory Flower and from the outside seems innocent and warm, but in truth it is a life stealing light.

  The Blazing sun above also has harmful effects upon exposed flesh. If not proctected or covered any exposed areas to the sunshine for pc's whom stay in Ivory Flower longer then a day will devellop the boils skin diesease that will spread and kill a pc in the amount of days that equate his constition score. 

  Also the radiance provokes a sever dehydration to all at twice the normal rate for those staying in Ivory Flower, and will provoke a great need for thirst within hours for even the hardiest of visitors to Ivory Flower.Furthermore the water in Ivory Flower is poison. 

  It causes one whom drinks more then a spoonfull to commence a violent purge of all foods and liquids consumed within the last couple of days. A save vs poison is allowed if the pc's state they are only sipping the water. The toxins are tastelsess and odderless so there is no method to detect it except by magic. 

  With such a vile hidden nature of Ivory Flower it is no surprise so many visitors only realise too late it is a Trap City. The healing  priests of Pelor stalk the street's of Ivory Flower offering their services for cruel and very perverted prices.

  Such as the loss of a eye, or ultimately the selling of their soul or some other twisted sacrafice the disguised fiends can immagine. While all the exits to Ivory Flower are always guarded by the Justice Ministry Soldiers, whom only let merchants leave while forbidding all other guests leave unless they aqire a exit key from one of the Senate-Priests.

  Hower none are stopped from taking the paths upon Mount Radiance that lead to the Light Bearers Palace within the Sun Sphere atop the peak. It is a upward path that leads one to the source of the life stealing light. All whom venture to the top then enter the Sun Sphere and are never seen again. 

  From below all one see's is the stationary Sun Sphere of Pelor, that hides within the majestic radiant halls of his palace.  IN TRUTH, the sun sphere  atop the mount radiance is a major artifact of the Abyssal Lord Pelor, which he controls from a distance within  his Sinking Palace.

  The Sun Sphere in fact hides a direct conduit to the demi-plane of Ash. All whom enter are instantly transported to the deepest reaches of that plane where they are instantly blasted into oblivion by the plane destructive effects  .

  In a cruel mocking sense the Abyssal Lord Pelor is amazed at all his duped petetioners who had such a strong belief in his false faith of Pelor, they come to his Ivory flower upon their death as petitioners still full of faith in his False God of the Sun.

  He laughs as the petitioners are eager to join their lord and walk up the Mount Radiance and enter the Sun Sphere only to be blasted into oblivion, they never realised it was all lie as they die one last final time. 

  From his throne in the Sinking Place amongst the Mud of the Gray Glades of  Biasmil, Pelor muses at the foolishness of mortal's will to believe , while being intrigued by the power of faith and belief has upon the planes and mortals, while he reaps in the rewards, slowly watching his plans taking hold.

 well there you have it, pt 2 tomorow come the final description of the fiendish Realm Biasmil, the parts of Services Special conditions, and Important NPC's of Biasmil

later Planars----------------------------------P

From: Martin St-Clair <abyssalpelor@yahoo.com>

<<Biasmil>>,a fiendish realm pt3

Planar Greetings and may your belief be your guides,  my fellow planewalkers!

 Here is the last part of the one of the worst fiendish realm that of the Ayssal Lord Pelor!, whom rules Biasmil in the Gray Waste

 <<Special Conditions:>>

 As soon as one enters Biasmil, he will instantly sink in the mud,  reducing his movement rate in half. Of special note is that the alignements of the pc's is important in regards to the special effects on the plane.

  Because Biasmil casues one to weigh much more dependant on his alignement affecting his physical weight and all of his eqipment. Below lies the various effects based on alignement.

 N-N no ill effects. While pc's with L-N weigh 0.40% more, C-N weigh 0.55% more, N-G weigh 0.45%more,L-G weigh 0.95% more,C-G weigh 0.75% more,C-E weigh 0.15% more,N-E weigh 0.20% more,L-E weigh 0.35%

  While within the Gray Glades all hide in shadows is increased by 30%..Except of course within the Bastion City of Ivory Flower where no hide in Shadow is possible. Furthermore a pc should while travelling should have protection from the buzzing stinging clouds of insects which will hinder spell casters otherwise whom will be unable to cast spells.  The temperture within the Gray Glades is constant cold just above freezing mark. 

 <<Principal Non player Characters:>>

 ((Yenoth'An)) Pl/m/Balor/15F/CE, commands the legions of Cri'aigu that hunt and prey upon the native Burrow Worms, and somtimes visitors to Biasmil whom are not resucued... in time by the Halo Deva's of Pelor. He is always with maps and strategies within his war room in the Sinking Palace.  

((Seilmas))Pl/m/ H/Pr13/NE is the Priest-Oligarch of the Bastion City of Ivory FLower, he is Stern and serious Human whom rules his city with a iron fist, from his Temple Palace of Pelor at the base of Mount Radiance. Next important personae is((Eneia'hayam)) Lady superior and is in charge of the Mercy Sisters sect. She is a Succumbi PL/Suc/F/12R/CE, also  she is the record keeper of all pacts made in the Ivory Flower.

  While the Alu-Fiend ((Marizza'Fetch) PL/f/alu/14Cl/CE is the Fallacy composer and coordinator of the faith of Pelor strategies upon the prime world. It her job to make things seem believable with interventions and accidents seemingly made by the hand of Pelor.((Makleneus)) is PL/m/12f/CE the Shadowdemon Senator Priest who chairs the council of the Justice Ministry and commands the Justice Ministry soldiers.

 Lastly comes ((Auger Reeds)) a cambion PL/m/Cam/Th8/F12/CE whom commands and heads off all the contingent of false prophets of Pelor whom spread the false faith upon prime worlds with their soothing words and charima they hope to convince many of the false hope of Pelor.

  The seven Guardian angels of the Abyssal Lord Pelor are ((Zevediel)), ((Lisyadaclease)), ((Absythanon)), ((Armogatheus)), ((Daverial)), ((Ezedra)) and ((Mychal)). These rare old Altered Balors that resemble Divine Angels now but have have subtle signs of their demonic heritage now showing. What they have to do with the Abyssal Lord Pelor is great speculation and their designs upon the mutiverse is unknown for now. 

 All that is know is that they stay hidden within the sinking palace(rumours speak of a hidden conduit to the Abyss lies within) of the Unknown God completely loyal to the great unfolding plans of Pelor. Thus they are ready to turn away any whom approach their master's abode, with a warning first and only once then death for any repeat intruders.

 <<Services:>>

 Within this realm the Cri'Aigu horrors can be available for various warlords of the Lower Planes, at the rate of 4gp's a Cri'Aigu per day. Also limited to special trade pacts with certain planar merchants is sometimes allowed into Biasmil but are only given safe and guarded passage to the Bastion CIty of Ivory Flower.

  However always under surveillance during their stay and  they are only able to sell non foodstuff's in the pillar merchant halls of Ivory Flower.  Also a sizable share of the profit is taken by the Justice ministry Soldiers whom will only let the visiting merchant leave Ivory Flower if they pay their part before departing.

 Well that is it for now enjoy Biasmil...

feel free to comment or not---------------------P

as always later planars!

From: "Emperor Xan" <xan@oz-online.net>
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Acheron: Campaign tactics.

Department of Humanities

   


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Plans for victory

The paths to victory in any campaign lies in the roots of strategy chosen by the commanders. The choices they make depend upon the strength of their forces, those of the enemy, terrain, weather, supply lines, and a veritable list of small nuisances that must be dealt with in order to insure victory. In total, there are only five overall plans of attack that can be used in Acheron. These five are as listed below:

Guerilla Warfare

Cube Hopping

En Masse

Siege

Raid

Guerilla Warfare campaigns are conducted in the attempt to score a quick and decisive victory. Such campaigns rely heavily on elite infantry and light cavalry. Heavy cavalry is also used, but the light infantry and light cavalry units prove to be better suited for this style of battle. The key concept in a guerilla warfare campaign is to move swift and strike hard.

Guerilla warfare is normally fought by an attacker against a larger force. The smaller force uses it's speed to mask its lack of numbers over the larger. The psychological drain upon the larger force is quite significant as it appears they are fighting an army comprised mainly of shock troops. 

Through the use of portals, it is quite possible to fight a whole campaign using a concept known as "cube hopping". Cube hopping is also a campaign where speed is a key component. Cube hoppers rely on the use of portals and long supply lines to achieve their goal. The problem with this campaign, if you haven't noticed yet, is the length of supply lines. Granted, it's shorter than a campaign where you march from one face to the opposite of one of the greater cubes, but it is still dangerous given the power of wizards to temporarily lock said portals. This is a campaign used either by strong military forces able to back up their units or a desperate army on the brink.

There's nothing like a good, old en masse campaign to make one truly understand the horrors of war. This is a style of battle both the Tanar'ri and the Baatezu can appreciate. It is the most common form of warfare that we understand. Two opposing armies take to the field against each other. Such conflicts are deadly in the extreme. Of the two opposing forces, only one will leave the field when all's said and done. Commanders who wish to use this method of battle rely on the fact they have superior numbers and skilled soldiers.

Another classic campaign is the siege campaign. The commanders who use this form of combat are attempting to force their opponents into submission through the use of blockades and bombardment of their stronghold, settlement, camp, or what have you. Through mental and physical exhaustion, the commander hopes to starve his enemies or wear them down to the point that there is not possible way for them to win. The seige, while expensive to maintain, is one of the safest offensive campaigns a commander may run.

Lastly, we come to the raid campaign. A commander who orders this campaign is desperate, brave, foolish or knows his opponent cannot support itself enough to take up arms. Also, a successful raid campaign destroys an enemies stores and usually bankrupts the organization, forcing it to disband, have massive infighting for command, turn mercenary, or a combination of the three. Raids usually involve raping and pilliaging any settlements along the way. The razing of the land, or what little there is in Acheron to raze, is the key point in this campagin. It forces the opponents there to find a new place or face extinction.

As these ideas clearly require extensive research, I'll attempt to describe each in full in the future.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

Acheron: The guerrillas





Department of Humanities

   


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Tactics of Organized Chaos

An interesting outgrowth of the combat tactics of Acheronian militaries is

the guerilla campaign. Units of superior skill but of inferior numbers make

up guerilla parites normally. How is it an application of Organized Chaos

in a plane of law? War is inherently chaotic. Laws of war govern the

planning and operations of the military forces combined with the standards

the military organization imposes upon itself.

Commonly known as the blitzkrieg, the guerilla campaign hold true to the

literal translation of blitzkrieg: "lightning war". The guerilla unit acts

just like lightning, they never strike the same place twice. Combining the

tactics of screening like the scouts to mask their true numbers, the

guerillas rule the cluttered battlefield. The cluttered fields offer

excellent cover and provides the guerillas with an additional feature:

confusion.

This is where the chaos of war comes into play. The object of the guerilla

unit is to cause mass confusion, under the cover of darkness or any other

low light levels, the guerillas can instill panic in nearly any force. With

the chaos gripping the larger force, seven troopers can destroy one hundred men. The chaotic elements which grip the force cause them to turn upon one another in their panic to escape or defeat the invisible enemy they perceive to be within their midst.

All the guerillas need to employ in the masking of their numbers are a few

well placed arrows, campfires, brief exposure to the enemy and noise. These four elements give the guerilla unsurpassed ofensive capabilities on the battlefield. The enemy force is put in a position of believing that they

are outmatched, surrounded and close to being overran and overwhelmed by a larger and seemingly superior force.

Such are the general tactics of the guerilla. In the arts of war, they are

the true masters of Organized Chaos.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

"Emperor Xan" <xan@oz-online.net>

Acheron: the bonds of war.

Department of Humanities

   


 Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: The taxations of war

War changes people, of that there is no doubt. It is the nature of the beast we call war. However it is the forge that tests the souls of warriors the planes over. It is the crucible that we have used to measure the worth of a hero throughout time. It is by the hellish torments of battle that we have taken to physically represent another axiom: change leads strife and strife leads change. So we have taken it to mean that a hero is one who can accept the changes to their life and adapt to them and overcome the adversity that now burdens the heart.

The forge that tempers the spirit burns its brightest in the heat of battle. It is the nature of the conflict and the will to survive that guides the tempering. The fighting soldiers of Acheron draw closer and build bonds of trust and family with each other. Every conflict strengthens their trust in each other and their training, though there is no true joy in it, the soldiers learn the benefits of their collective mind. The ability to function in battle without a thought or a care is what makes them survive.

The mind mass of the unit builds a fostering hope within each soldier. It instills a sense of belonging. Even the lowliest of the foot soldiers feels comforted when in this state. When they are separated or otherwise forced away from the communal mind, they have a problem.

The taxations of war impose a new set of instincts upon a soldier. They are the instincts of a feral beast. These instincts can never be removed from the soldier. It is a horror and a reminder to the testament and legacies that war have left us with. It is the emotional and psychological scar that reminds us that war truly is hell. Even the most jaded of planewalkers has yet to fall to the level of an Acheronian soldier. 

Look into the eyes of a soldier who's seen one too many battles. See the emptiness of their soul in reflected in their eye. The spark of life is distant at best in these poor souls. The massive carnage has taken it toll on these pitiful excuses of living beings. Listen to the way they talk, and you will here the bitterness and loss in their voices. Watch how they move and act. You will see the reflexes of the battle-hardened stand out. Where is the glory for these poor sods?  

When you look at a soldier in this state, you can see that once a killer, always a killer. Even if they choose to procreate, their mate will always be viewed with suspicion, no matter how well they have treated each other. A soldier, especially one who's killed can never again relax and truly enjoy life. The military conditioning has changed their instincts too much. They are too far gone to return to a life of tranquility and civility. The savageness of their past has tainted them forever.

This is the state of the Acheronian soldier. They have condemned themselves to find their true purpose, or calling if you will, in life through the use of the sword. They have forgotten what it means to be a member of their race. They hope to forget the horrors of war through the acts of war. They truly live by the sword so they can die by it. They have no sense of glory left. Honor is a hollow concept and respect is grudgingly given to those who have superior strenght. These sods have no purpose other than to forget so they may attempt to remember what they were once before. They spiral ever downward in pursuit of perect function in hopes that perfection will unlock their imprisoned minds from the hells they create for themselves and maybe even amass some power along the way.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

Acheron: Realms of war 1.0.0.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: The green cube.

Believe it or not, but I've actually seen a verdant forested cube. This

cube is simply called the Green Cube. The trees of this cube are ironwood

trees. They are quite resiliant and draw upon the iron cubes for nutrients.

Ironwood makes excellent weapons and armor.

This cube appears to be free of damage from colliding with other cubes. As unlikely as this seems, it may be due to the ironwood trees. The only ones who can say for certain are the druids who tend this cube.

The Order of the Verdant Ore, as they call themselves, refuse to comment on the nature of this cube. They are a militant group suspicious of everyone who walks their realm. This order has become so agressive that they have taken to creating ironwood armor and sword to use against attackers (not to mention other ironwood weapons such as ironwood arrows).

The druids have also noticed something just as important. Their weapons and knowledge of ironwood construction has led them to create massive amounts of cheap and extremely durable weapons for the various militaries of Acheron. The most requested item is ironwood armor.

Yes, ironwood is a hard wood, but it contains iron in it. Ironwood is

extremely hard to burn. It's cheaper than metal plate armor and almost as

strong. The thing that commanders look at is the recyclability of the

ironwood. If it and the wearer are burned, the iron can be harvested and

forged into metal weapons and armor. Don't try looking to hard for the

Green Cube or any portals to it. It's better to look for a druid of their

order in a Acheronian village than it is to search for the cube. Only they

know where the cube is. It's a closly guarded secret.

This realm is one of manufacturing equipment to fuel the war machines.

Though druids are supposed to be neutral, the Order of the Verdant Ore has been twisted by the plane to become a militia in its own right.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

Acheron: Voices in the ghostly machine 1.0.2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Voices of the indoctrination, part 5.

The following is a collection of quotes from unknown sources (I have too

many).

"There's no reason to suspect that any of you will be traitors, but in the unlikely event any of you betray each other, you will find out just what such punishment is."

"Look, maggot, I don't care. Go whine to someone else, but before you do that, drop and give me fifty for being weak."

"You are foolish to think you can best me. If any of you here think you're better than me, then bring it on. It'll give the rest of you a taste as to what your training will teach you."

"Anyone found subverting the laws and orderly conduct of the unit will be placed immediately in the dead-book in the slowest manner possible."

"Casualties? Haa! Who cares? After you've gone through ten battles, dead bodies start looking the same to you."

"Parts is parts. The only thing I care about is making sure that the ones flying ain't mine."

"You can call me crazy if you like, berk. But I'd be careful of saying that too loudly if I were you."

"That's nothing! Check out this baby. I received this from an axe that managed to cut through my armor and cut me. You know what though, I fought on until I fell unconscious. Then they dragged me away and sewed me up pretty good."

"So we only saw two of them. You and your Rule-of-threes why -- urk!--"

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.

Acheron: Voices in the ghostly machine 2.0.0.





Department of Humanities

   


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: House Ziverk, part 1.

"We're not heartless," he began with a practiced smile, "we only seek to

create stability on the cubes. It is not our goal to conquer and destroy

everyone. I granted you this interview because I want to let the rest of

the multiverse know that House Ziverk is about peace."

I had to admire this man for his grace and fluidity of words. Never had I

ever met with a man with an aura of such power as this one who hid it so

well.

CA: So then, tell me, how old is your house.

EZ: House Ziverk is in it's third century of existance. It was founded by

Drakos Ziverk on 1 Tranquilitatus, ASP 682.

CA: I see, would that be on this cube?

EZ: No, the cube that is the heart of this House is designated 75x94y.

CA: So, who designates these cubes?

EZ: It's a house secret, sorry, that I'm afraid I can't reaveal.

CA: I see. So, Which Houses are your primary concern?

EZ: At present count, our greatest annoyance comes from House Ipstar.

Secondary nuisances can be considered the Houses Nubinas, Tzu, and

Verditias.

CA: How large is your house?

EZ: We have over 50 battalions.

CA: Care to break them down for me?

EZ: At last count, we had roughly 20 infantry battalions, 15 calvalry, 9

heavy/special weapon battalions, and a handfull of support elements.

CA: Impressive. How many cubes do you control?

EZ: At present, we oficially control 7 cubes.

CA: Officially?

EZ: Well, yes, the rest are classified.

CA: What is life like here within your cubes?

EZ: Look around yourself. Do you see any crime or anyone who fears for

their safety? Again, as I said, the goals of our house are peace. Sure, we

go about things in a military fashion and gently request that our citizenry

obey the same laws, but other than that, we are quite peaceful.

With that, I concluded the interview. It was pretty clear to me that it

would be in my best interest to vacate his immediate presence.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Mercenaries, units for hire.

Sometimes it's to a commander's advantage to purchase the talents of mercenary troops. The advantages reach beyond the obvious. Mercenary troops not only increase the number of troops at a commander's disposal, but they allow the commander to conserve troops.

Mercenary troops have an advantage over the core components of a unit. The most useful aspect of the mercenary is the lack of uniform. This allows the commander to use them to attack rival units under the cloak of the mercenary units. The mercenary units serve to distract the rivals and sent them to wonder who is paying the mercenaries. Mercenary units also serve as a buffer between an army and their rival. The reason is obvious, the actual tasks they're performing aren't.

Mercenary units have the advantage of working for whomever they choose. they set their prices for service. However, not all mercenary units can be trusted. There are mercenary units who will betray their employers for the right price. It's entirely possible that the mercenaries are really members of a rival unit who are working as spies. the beauty of these actions come from the act of the ruse and the payment of funds to betray their "employer".

mercenary units also have their drawbacks. They normally roam Acheron in search of work. Very few mercenary companies have a base of operations. Those who do don't advertise such facts. Mercenary companies aren't treated with much respect due to those who are known to sell their skills to the highest price whether commissioned or not. If a mercenary company's base is found, they best clear out before an army comes looking for them. Armies they've fought against definitely have a vested interest in the whereabouts of said companies.

Beings a sell-sword is a lucrative occupation, but at the same time, it is a very dangerous one. Only the brave and foolish need apply. However, they must prove they are skilled enough and strong enough to prove they are competent warriors.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Cubehopping.

This campaign technique is so named due to a special spell designed for Acheron. The "cubehopper" spell allows a small raiding party to gate into or out of a battlefield from/to another cube. It wasn't long before some savvy commander figured out this method could work equally well for full-scale armies. Goblins and orcs are notoriously well-known for using this tactic.

For full-scale armies, "cubehopper" spells don't cut it. the main body of the army travels through permanent gates. They use the same general tactic, yet the entry and exit points of these portals are known fixed points. See, the thing is, why travel across the face of a cube when it's to your advantage to mask your numbers and overall objectives? Once you have reached the battlefield, you can pull troops through as long as a "gate seal" spell hasn't been cast over the contended area.

Cubehopping also eliminates distances an army must otherwise travel. Such cuts in distance help commanders to conserve manpower, water, ration, wealth and other crucial resources. As soon as the battle has ended, casualties or remnants of a smashed army can be evacuated through the use of "cubehopper" spells. Or, conversely, if there is a lull in the fighting, replacements can be brought in to fill the gaps in the lines.

During the heat of battle, "cubehopper" spells come in handy for gating in reserve components and even shock troops to flank the opposing force. It is paramount for cube-hoppers to be lightning-quick and free to utilize magic that allows them to gate in and out. Cubehopping grew out of the guerrilla warfare tactics campaign. Acheron's cubes and their resultant gates have forced this tactic into existence. It's impossible to tell which fiendish race learned this technique first, but the Baatezu claim that is was they who learned it. Seeing that the Tanar'ri are too chaotic for such precision, they cite.

Acheron's cubes make perfect battlefields. They are the same dimensions on each side. Unless they are cluttered, the fields offer no decisive advantage for either force. Any well-lanned berk will tell you that these fields are slaughtering grounds. Open terrain in Acheron don't stay that way for long. The aftermath of the pointless wars see to that. The collisions don't let the cubes stay this way for long either. The pits and craters, along with the refuse of battles forgotten give rise for a cube-hopping campaign to take place.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Acheron's void.

How many well-lanned berks know that the void of Acheron is navigable? Not many, I suspect. Yet there are flocks of birds that soar through it. I've had the opportunity to fly between cubes. let me assure you, it is a sight to behold. Cubes in all directions for as far as a berk can spy.

So what's this have to do with Acheron and the war machine? Well, there's several reasons why a single bird in flight is a bad omen. Either dragons or some other airborne predator is near, or some other horrors that may reside in the void are floating by. The battles in the skies led some canny cutter to figure out that, through the manipulation of spells, and possible through the help of the Arcane, could build a fighting force capable of causing massive amounts of damage.

It wasn't long before the armies of the air sprang up. They had one single-minded goal amongst them: conquest and dominance of Acheron. Soon, debris from the battles of the air proliferated the spaces between the cubes. The lanes of passage in flight were clogged with the flotsam and jetsam of wars no one could win. There was a period in Acheron's history where collisions between cubes was just a secondary concern compared to the rain of waste in the skies above. Reports of this time say that you could visibly see the path of a cube through the void as is cut through the

trash.

Present day tactics differe in that the forces are more structured and are primarily supplements to the ground forces. See, the commanders finally realized that you can't hold the air if you don't have any ground to control. So, when the great houses fight each other, you can be assured that they will use elements from their air corps to bolster and strengthen their own fighting forces. Air support has the great benefit of destroying enemy troops with the risk to your own. And so the battle for supremacy in the skies lingers on. Airborne troops cannot benefit their unit unless they have eliminated those of the enemy. 

There are so many variations to airborne vehicles that I can't go through them all and effectively describe them to you in this one paragraph. Airborne tactics would fill a tome all of its own. However there are a few basic styles: winged, platforms & balloons. Winged craft are designed for maximum stability with speed. Platforms are designed to transport troops and goods. Balloons are primarily spotter units who report back what the enemy is shaping up into.

Airborne tactics has also given rise to two special styles of troops unique to the skies themselves: "ace fighter pilots" who man the winged attack craft and aerotroopers. Aerotroopers serve as a special form of light infantry troop, yet they have been trained in airborne attack techniques. They also perform such maneuvers as the "airborne assult" where they drop from their perches in the sky to wreak havoc upon a military force using a "surgical strike" to root out potential problem units and devistate them with a gruesome efficiency.

Airborne troops pride themselves upon their effective use of spear, lance and javelin along with bows and the sword. Other weapons used by the air corps are "black pudding bombs" (they are little more than a sack with a black pudding in it), darts, oils, greek fire, ballistae mounted in the noses of winged craft, and even the rare jettison, a form of "mass driver" which drives a mass forward at horrendous speeds and instantly crushing it's target without mercy or question. They are deadly acurate and can clear swaths through the largest of armies, yet they take large amounts of materials and are agonizingly slow to load. It is a weapon that works best as a psychological terror, rather than a reliable, steady rate-of-fire weapon like catapults and archers are.

The hidden terrors of Acheron's void are of little match to the crack crews of the great houses and have even come to fear all flying craft. Only the intelligent beasts of the air dare to take their chances against the well-armed and well-defended craft. This avoidance of the airpowers has allowed the cubehopping campaign take on a whole new aspect. While it will never truly replace ground cube-hoppers, it does allow the armies of the air to conquer bits of Acheron -- one cube at a time.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Acheron's Calendar

The Acheronian militaries depend upon calendars to keep track of various

military functions, movements, etc. Very few use a calendar other than the

Acheron Standard Precision Calendar (ASP calendar for short).

The calendar is 364 days long. The year is broken up into 12 months of 30

days each with an additional 4 days remaining. The extra for days are known as Tempe de Facade or Semi Anno. Semi Anno does what it says, it divides the two halves of they year (which are equal length) with a 4-day division. Months are further divided into weeks of seven days (the number of resonance or the rule-of-threes yet incomplete once again).

What follows are the names of the days of the week.

Primus

Secundus

Tricus

Quadtrus

Pentus

Sextus

Septus

The 12 months are divided into triads of 4 months each. The triads are

listed below

Triad I

Triad II


Triad III

Conscriptus
Inspectus

Conflictus

Indoctrus
Tranquilitatus

Tempestus

Inseptus
Retrospectus

Infurnum

Vini

Vidi


Vici

Semi Anno takes place between Tranquilitatus and Retrospectus.

The Acheronian commanders knew a good idea when they saw one. At first, there were several hundred calendars in Acheron. However, through conquest and other means, the number of differing calendars slowly dropped in numbers. The house that dominated was the one that created this calendar. I've tried to find the name of this military house, but no one either knows or they just refuse to say their name. I believe that this may be the great house the plane itself has hidden.

The division of the calendar into "seasons" is irrelevant since Acheron has

no real seasons. However, as tradition dictates on the Prime worlds,

fighting occurs during certain times of the year, this has been adopted by

the Acheronian armies (to an extent) in order to better facilitate their

units. The two main divisions in the calendar to remember are garrison and

field duties. This would also help travelers to Acheron for them to be

aware that the best time to travel this plane is during the garrison

duties.

Below are the known holidays celebrated by Acheronians:

1/1 - Neo Anno

1/13 - March of the Cadence: (great houses) A day of "friendly" competition in the various houses in feats of strength, endurance, etc.

3/1 - First day of fall (Traditional period of transition from field to

garrison)

6/1 - Day of Rememberance: A day to reflect on the deeds of the last year.

First day of winter (Garrison period officially begins)

Tempe de Facade: Treaties are traditionally made and broken on these days.

7/1-6 - The Mustering: This is the time the great houses marshall their

forces for accountability, units are redesignated, reassigned, etc. during

this time.

9/1 - First day of spring (Traditional period of transition from garrison

to field/beginning of new military campaigns)

9/30 - Revelery: A celebration for surviving the first 29 days of conflict

in the new campaign season (unknown as to how it started)

11/1 - Day of the Crucible: Mercykiller day of executions

12/1 - First day of summer

12/30 - Morte de Anno

As far as years are concerned, the current ASP year is CMXCVII or for

outsiders: 997. As strangely as it sounds, the current ASP began on the same day as the Sigil-Regulus calendar.

Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Army of the Cube

Sir, this note is short and punctual due to the rather delicate predicament

I've gotten myself into.

I have some good news to relate: I have unearthed some rather exciting

information. The hidden army I've been looking for exists. Heavily guarded,

this bit of dark cost me my best skirmishers.

It seems Acheron's greatest House is known as the Army of the Cube. My

intelligence agents haven't been provided too many details on the matter

due to our current campaign.

I will provide more details when the time permits.

Cpt. Calix Arvandus, Shaper 2, 4th Squadron, 37th Regiment, House Ziverk.
Baator: voices of deceit 1.0.0.

 



Department of Humanities

  


         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Voices of manipulation, part 1.

Have you ever sweetened the poisons you've given to vermin? Then you have some inkling ow what the Baatezu do. Below are a few quotes from Baatezu that I've personally overheard.

"I see you overlooked Paragraph 34 of Clause 23c, Subsection 12, that clearly states you agreed to be my slave for an undisclosed amount of time

for any uninhibited act I wish."

"Hmm, pleasures of the flesh? I can give you those as well as pleasures of the mind. Just sign this waiver."

"Step right this way! Do I have a deal for you, Sir Prime! No, not interested?  Please, don't let my mishappened form put you off. To your eyes, I may look grotesque by your standards, but my body is a product of my environment. Yes, I know I look lake a creature you refer to as a demon or a devil, but it's ot e. Please, let me at least dmonstrate a bit of what I can offer to you. I am at your service. All as ask is to please you."

"Of course I let him peel me, it was in the contract he signed two years ago. But you haven't seen the contract. Here let me show you just how much of him I own."

"...So she thought she got away from me. It wasn't long before I pulled in a few of my contacts and 'promised' them 'rewards' for her capture."

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

Baator: The basics of psychology
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Doctrine of the mind

The Baatezu have learned how to unlock the minds of mortals and even some

immortals. In accordance with the Rule of Threes, the Baatezu have diveded

the mind into three distinct parts. They call them the ego, the superego,

and the id. Through these divisions, the Baatezu can estimate how much work

it will take to corupt their victims.

The superego

What are the moral and ethical standardards of the being in question? This

the question foremorst on the Baatezu's mind. They have broken this down

into three categories of Good, Neutral and Evil. Within each category, they

have five subtle divisions they use to rate the moral and ethical

standsings of their victims. They are as follows:

Good

Moral: Breaking laws is something you cannot fathom. You will never

willingly break a law. For you, honesty truly is the best policy. You will

never refuse aid to anyone, regardless of their deeds. Evil shall be dealt

with harshly, but you refuse to kill other than in self-defense.

Scrupulous: Breaking laws is something you personally will never do. If

it's in a just cause, you can tolerate the bending of laws by others. You

will be as honest as possible, but you won't hurt someone's feelings.

Evil's not to be tolerated. You can kill in self-defense.

Good: Laws aren't meant to be broken. You don you best to follow the laws,

but you know that you aren't infallible. Sometimes the ends justify the

means. You don't tolerate evil or evil acts. You will kill if it saves

future lives.

Helpful: Laws are tools by which we regulate our safety. Laws are the

guidelines on how we should mold our thoughts. You can't understand selfish

behavior or why people are greedy. You go out of your way to help others,

regardless of laws. You kill to save the whole rather than the one.

Kind: Laws are the beneficial rules we create to help us stay on course.

The laws we create are for benign purposes. Under no circumstances should

the laws be written to benefit others. You say kind words as to not offend.

You will kill to save the many from the one.

Neutral

Ambitious: You have set your goals high. Laws are for governing society and

their actions. You view laws as an institution which keeps things stable.

Within the limit of the law, you will work to rise up. If anyone works to

subvert the law or prevent others from rising above their current standing,

you will oppose them. you will kill to keep things running as they should.

Loyal: Laws should always favor the majority. Since the majority of society

is inherently good, the laws should favor the good of the many. You will

never support a law that hinders the stability of the inherent good of the

society. To preserve the goals of the majority, you will take a life.

Neutral: Laws are guidelines to keep things balanced. Never should there be

any laws which support one side over another. You believe in equality. You

will never force your views on others unless they wish to upset the

balance. You live by the belief "each to his own". Killing is something you

do to preserve the whole of society for the balance.

Selfish: Laws are something you normally don't bother with. You could care

less about them. you don't care what other people do. You. That's your only

concern. If they have a problem, unless they're willing to pay for your

services, it's not your concern. Killing doesn't bother you, but it's not

high on you list of things to do.

Conceited: Laws? They're of no concern to you. You give less than a damn

about laws and their implications. You do what you want to make sure you're

well taken care of. Then, maybe, maybe, you'll worry about other's needs.

You live by the creed: "I'm the most important person". You'll kill if the

need suits you.

Evil

Anarchic: Laws are an aberration. They're an affront to your personal

freedom. Laws are created by those who are too weak to restrain themselves.

They do not feel safe unless their lives are regulated with an artificial

order they place upon themselves.  You will fight to keep your personal

freedoms. You aren't necessarily evil, but you don't take kindly to people

who tell you what to do. You won't kill if you don't need to, but if the

victim is infringing on freedom for you or others, you'll do it.

Greedy: Laws are useless. It's a dog-eat-dog world. Laws are an abomination

of that. The reality of things is that the weak gather in masses for

protection. They can't fend for themselves, so they impose a set of

guidelines that try to keep you from taking that which is rightfully yours.

To hell with them and their problems. As long as you get your slice of the

pie, it doesn't matter what happens. Killing helps to ensure you get what's

yours.

Evil: People are tools. Object to be manipulated. The weak masses create

laws to try and hide from that truth. You know that this is wrong. There

are no natural laws which govern what's right and what's wrong. There is

only the primal law that those who dominate rule. Either you adapt and

overcome, submit, or die. Killing is just a method of disposing of useless

tools.

Deceiver: Since the weak like to wrap themselves in law, why not use them?

What better way to manipulate people than to use laws? Exploit the

loopholes, read into the laws. Know the laws so you can bend them. After

all, it's the word of the law that one must obey, not the intent. Kill, but

do so through the letter of law. Lie and broker in disinformation.

Diabolical: Laws are useless, people are as well. You're going to take

what's yours because you can. It's survival of the fittest and everyone for

themselves. Live, die, rise, fall, none of it matters to you unless they

were beneficial to you. Lie, cheat, plunder & kill to get what you want.

Who cares what they think. Break their backs and step on them when you can.

These fifteen divisions rate the currend corruptability of the victim.

The ego

Each individual has a goal in life. The ego rates the methods a mortal uses

to obtain their goals and desrires. However, if  their morals are too high,

they have less of a chance and desire to break ethical codes for their

secret desires.

The id

This part of the mind holds the secrets and desries of the mortal mind. It

is this that the Baatezu seek to exploit the most. Through the id, the

Baatezu can control their victims. Once the weakness of a mortal is found,

the walls of their morality can be destroyed.

The Baatezu use a standard system of twenty-four words which can describe

both the id and the ego though they take on  differing connotations. As

there are undoubtedly more than this, they began to build their own types

to compliment the twenty-four listed below.

Architect

Id: you desire to build some lasting monument or memory. You want to be

remembered.

Ego: You like to build things. Construction of some sort is your preferred

method to achieve your goals.

Balancer

Id: You like balance. You desire harmony above all else. Your goal is peace

and stability.

Ego: Regardless of your goals, you will strive to keep everyone from

argument. You believe peace and harmony will allow you to achieve your

goals.

Caring

Id: Compassion is your life. You desire to heal the world. Your goal is to

nurture the world.

Ego: You want people to be healthy. Only then can you achieve your goals.

Conclusionist

Id: You cannot stand loose ends. You desire to complete everything you

start. Your goal is to leave no loose ends.

Ego: You have a tendency to finish other people's sentences without letting

them finish them. You extrapolate off of incomplete data in order to speed

towards the completion of your goals.

Conformist

Id: Taking charge isn't your style. You prefer to throw your lot in with

one who was born to lead. You wish to maintain or start a support structure

for government.

Ego: You cooperate with people. By doing so, they will help you achieve

your goals.

Controller

Id: You cannot stand for things to be outside your grasp. Your goal is to

run it all. You desire to have it all.

Ego: you are manipulative. People are pawns. You use your influence and

power to control what you must to achieve your goals.

Discoverer

Id: You are always on the lookout for something new to find. Your goal is

to enlighten. Your desire is to find what no one else has.

Ego: You seem aloof in your pursuits. You quest for the understanding you

need to achieve your goals.

Driven

Id: You're a zealot. Something compels you. You thirst for understanding.

Your goal is knowledge.

Igo: You won't rest until you have to. You work to achieve your goals with

intensity.

Jester

Id: Sorrow and pain are a bane to you. You are the one who works to bring

joy and laughter. You desire to make people laugh. Your goal is to lighten

the hearts of the world.

Ego: You're a clown. People can't see you as being serious. But due to your

antics, work seems to get done faster. They willingly help you achieve your

goals.

Judge

Id: You maintain the status quo. You desire justice. Your goal is truth.

Ego: You view things through a static framework. You will use people to

promote your goals, but not unjustly or abusively.

Loner

Id: You are alone always. You never feel a part of the group. You desire to

unleash the strength within. Your goal is to prove that it only takes one

to change things.

Ego: you like to be left to your own devices. You do things for yourself.

You will achieve your goals by yourself.

Martyr

Id: you care passionately. Your desire is sympathy for your beliefs. Your

goal is in your devotion.

Ego: You are willing to sacrifice yourself for your goals. You will never

renounce your beliefs.

Optimist

Id: You are always cheerful. You desire to make people see the good in

everything. Your goal is to instill hope.

Ego: You seem oblivious to reality. How can anyone believe things are

getting better? But you do. Through insight you attempt to work to achieve

your goals.

Organizer

Id: You like to organize and classify everything. You desire to categorize

everything. Your goal is to organize chaos.

Ego: You enjoy putting things together. You are a creature of habit.

Through predictability, you seek to achieve your goals.

Outsider

Id: You don't fit in. It suits you. You desire to be left alone. Your goal

is to prove you don't need society's stigmata.

Ego: Even if you do fit in, you choose not to. By smashing society's dogma,

you'll achieve your goals.

Pessimist

Id: You are virtually depressed. You desire to make people see the error of

their ways. Your goal is hope.

Ego: You are so steeped in society, you seem stuck. Things are bad, you

say, but we can make them better. Through choosing the hard road, you can

achieve your goals.

Perseverant

Id: Nothing holds you back. You can endure. You desire to teach people how

to survive. Your goal is to adapt and overcome all obstacles.

Ego: You present a façade of power of will. In truth, you wish to inspire

others to adapt to anything. Thus, your goals will endure.

Rebel

Id: The establishment is a sham. You desire to be completely independent.

Your goal is to make everyone a free-thinker.

Ego: You won't join the cause. You refuse to be a part of the established

order. You lack a direction and must examine all of your surroundings

before choosing the way to proceed.

Scrutinize

Id: You examine everything. You desire perfection. Your goal is to instill

high standards.

Ego: You can't accept things at face value. Only through careful study can

your goals be met.

Sensualist

Id: Life is too short to waste. The world is alive and vibrant. You desire

experience. Your goal is to teach new pleasures.

Ego: You are expressive. You touch and feel everything. You pursue your

goals passionately.

Traditionalist

Id: You don't like change. You desire to protect the established order.

Your goal is consistency.

Ego: you seem complacent. However, it is the tried and true methods you use

that make others think this way. But these methods help you achieve your

goals.

Trendy

Id: you want to be on the leading edge. If it's new, you want to try it.

You desire expansion. Your goal is change.

Ego: You embrace the new. It opens the way to new methods to achieve your

goals.

Trickster

Id: You love to act. Your desire is to have your own business. Your goal is

wealth and success.

Ego: You're a swindler, a con. You're a fast-tracker who achieves his goals

through talking people into them.

Visionary

Id: You seek to reach the next plateau. You desire to inspire. Your goal is

wisdom.

Ego: You are a dreamer. You are imaginative. Through guidance, others will

help you achieve your goals.

Warrior

Id: You are aggressive. You desire challenge and struggle. Your goal is

strength in all areas.

Ego: You can't tolerate weakness. People view you as angry. You can only

achieve your goals if you win.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

Baator: The perfection of manipulation
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Baatezu training

Baatezu are naturally strong. Well, if you consider manipulating the system

natural. The forms the Baatezu take emphasize form and function as one. As

I have already stated, the Baatezu aren't as proficient as the Acheronian

militaries. However, this by no means indicates incompetence when faced

with such actions.

See, the Baatezu are inherently disciplined unlike the hardened hearts of

the Acheronians. The Baatezu make psychological attacks their priority. the

Baatezu know their strengths and weaknesses and how to exploit them on the

field. Through preparation and careful calculation, the Baatezu work to

play their enemies like a harp. Baatezu tactics are based upon the

principle of feigning weakness when they have overstrengthened and strength

where they are weak.

Baatezu warfare follows their political style. Decoys, probes, lies and

misleadings are at the fore. The Baatezu see war, politics and negotations

in the same light. They are problems requiring solutions with psychological

equations and simple quantifications. After untold millenia, the Baatezu

have refined their psychology and warfare tactics to perfect their methods.

However, the chaotic patterns of the Tanar'ri and their sporadic ways still

have the chance to defeat them.

Baatezu traind their numbers by promoting their values in ingenuity,

scheming, political maneuvers and their contracts. They cull the herds and

winnow out the weak to promote their standards. Those Baatezu who fail end

up on the front lines of the Blood War. Baatezu are psychological monsters.

They prey upon those who leave themselves open to such things.

The pleasures the Baatezu use upon their victims as "recompensation to

services rendered" are as ghastly and preverse as the Tanar'ri and even

worse than that. To the Baatezu, all are potential victims from mortals to

powers.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.
Xaosologistia: The Tomes of Psychological Profiles of the Planes

For those of you who've been on the list for quite some time, you will have

known about the Acheron, Baator and now the Gehenna posts. All 22

components of the Acheron writings are now on Xaosologistia in the Library.

They have been assembled as part of the Tome of Acheron. The same is being

done to the other letters that are being written by the Planar

Psychologists of Xaosologistia.

Currently in the works:

Baator: The basics of psychology

Gehenna: The power of treachery

Gehenna: Voices of ulterior motives 1.0.0.

Gehenna: The basics of treachery

The Gray Waste: The death of will

The Gray Waste: The power of monotony

The Gray Waste: Voices of despair 1.0.0.

The Gray Waste: the basics of apathy

Carceri: The death of hope

Carceri: The power of lies

Carceri: Voices of betrayal 1.0.0.

Carceri: The basics of deceit

The Abyss: The death of morality

The Abyss: The power of uninhibition

The Abyss: Voices of debauchery 1.0.0.

The Abyss: The basics of malovence

Pandemonium: The death of sanity

Pandemonium: The power of madness

Pandemonium: Voices in the wind 1.0.0.

Pandemonium: The basics of lunacy

Limbo: The death of order

Limbo: The power of change

Limbo: Voices in the mist 1.0.0.

Limbo: The basics of chaos

Ysgard: The destroyer of conformity and monotony

Ysgard: The power of self

Ysgard: Voices of the proud 1.0.0.

Ysgard: The basics of individuality

Arborea: The harbinger of independence

Arborea: The power of freedom

Arborea: Voices of laissez faire 1.0.0.

Arborea: Basics of liberty

Beastlands: The kingdom of animals

Beastlands: The power of nature

Beastlands: Voices of the feral 1.0.0.

Beastlands: the basics of the wild

Elysium: The destroyer of strife

Elysium: The power of peace

Elysium: Voices in harmony 1.0.0.

Elysium: The basics of tranquility

Bytopia: The preserver of quaility

Bytopia: The power of patience

Bytopia: Voices of the industrious 1.0.0.

Bytopia: The basics of morality

Mount Celestia: The preserver of belevolency

Mount Celestia: The power of good

Mount Celestia: Voices of the saintly 1.0.0.

Mount Celestia: The basics of morality

Arcadia: The death of lies

Arcadia: The power of honesty

Arcadia: Voices of truth 1.0.0.

Arcadia: The basics of rationality

Mechanus: The death of spontaniety

Mechanus: the power of order

Mechanus: Voices of law 1.0.0.

Mechanus: The basics of standardization

Emperor Xan:    Master of Organized Chaos

http://members.tripod.com/~EmperorXan/index.html

http://www.geocities.com/Area51/Quadrant/3239/index.html

AOL IM: Zhextyl

ICQ: 12737484

Gehenna: The beguiling of the soul.
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of Gehenna's mental state.

Gehenna is a realm of self-serving motives. It is of little wonder why the

Yugoloths have chosen to set up their kip here. Everything and everyone

here has a price. Exactly what that means depends on the individual. It

would not surprise me if the Athar decided to make this plane their

playground, to sort of speak.

You want something done here, do it yourself. There are no Powers here who

will do anything for you, which is why it fits so well with the philosophy

of the Athar. In some extreme cases, it is the mentality of the Fated as

well. This is not to say that Gehenna is without compassion or emotions,

but rather that they all come with a price. Even simple courtesies are

withheld without payment rendered. Love and respect, which are cherished on

the Upper Planes are reduced to commodities to be sold and traded as

needed. Gehenna has one rule: everything has it's price.

The sloped landscape of Gehenna also plays a part in this view of finding

the right price. The few relatively level spots on each of the Furnaces are

occupied by some being or another. The price for such precious places:

constant vigilance or death. These are the raw and naked truths of the

Fourfold Furnaces.

It starts slowly, the twisting of ones soul. A simple courtesy and suddenly

the natives are returning what you believed to be a simple gesture becomes

a favor rendered. For every nicety you bestow, prepare to receive something

in exchange. All of it is ulterior motivation. Slowly, those who aren't

careful begin to believe in the lie that the folk of this plane are

benevolent for returning their courtesies. The Yugoloths need little in the

way of techniques in corrupting the soul of a mortal's mind here. The plane

helps them more than the unsuspecting victims realize.

The only real military forces that lurk here are those of the Yugoloths,

chiefly the General of Gehenna's army. Skirmishing Blood War units on both

sides can also be found dueling it out on the caldera of Khalas. Battles

fought here have short durations due to the overpowering advantages granted

by the terrain. Such is the case, that the Baatezu, and reluctantly, the

Tanar'ri have withheld their main forces from this plane from battles that

would quickly turn disastrous. Therefore, guerilla tactics and skirmishers

are the kings of battle here.

Gehenna is a straightforward plane. It hold no prentenses as to what darks

a body must know to travel from place to place or even how to deal with the

natives. However, it is mean-spirited and has no repsect for those who have

none for themselves. It is by a berk's own self-worth and ingenuity as well

as their mental and physical prowess that changes them. It is the

self-reliance upon one's own power and the riches offered to them through

even the most simple courtesies that allow this plane to subtlely changeg

themselves to believe that they are everything they need and others are

pawns to be manipulated.

Neci Peterke, Shaper 2.

Gehenna: The power of treachery
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Deceiving the mind

On Gehenna, the mind is the superior weapon. Granted, brawn does help, but

the focus is to outthink and outmatch your opponent in order for you to

claim victory. It is of little surprise that some of the deadliest cutters

of Gehenna are also the most intelligent.

In order to survive the mean-spirited plane, a body must think in the terms

of cold statistics. Gehenna, it seems, is bent on changing your mind to

reduce everything down to an equation or to become a statistic in the Dead

Book. Most berks here would rather place a shiv between your ribs and leave

you to dance. They are heartless and cruel.

For militaries, Gehenna produces the best skirmishers in all of the

multiverse. Trained in tactics to outthink an opponent, these troops can

only enhance such skill on the fiery mounts. You must be flexible to

survive the perils of the Fourfold Furnace. The plane won't allow for rigid

patterns of thought.

Gehenna's straightforward, right? Keep thinking that, berk, and you won't

be rattlin' your bone box much longer. They say the lava flows are

predictable. That's until you let your guard down. Once you think you know

all the dark on Gehenna, the plane lets you know how wrong your thoughts

are. Again, I must exhort you to not underestimate this plane.

Beyond that, ther isn't much else to this plane, or is there? Aha! Caught

you falling into comfort in a lie. That too is a danger. Gehenna is a lie

you can't expose. Take for instance the seemingly small size of it all. How

big is Gehenna, you must ask yourself. The void between the mounts is

seemingly empty. Again, the lie shows itself, but only briefly as its

veiled by the laws of the plane's reality. The concept tears at the fabric

of the plane as it does the mind. Maybe that's why it appears to be so

small.

Lastly, Khalas is gentle compared to Chamada. Khalas, the First Mount, is a

blessed relief when compared to the other three Furnaces. Chamada is hars

and unforgiving of the addle-coved. Mungoth refuses to die. It is the proof

that will can overcome. It takes will to survive the corrosive snows of

this, the Third Mount. Krangath, the Dead Furnace, is one of darkness. Yet,

it too proves will overcomes all. Here, will and insight are needed where

the eyes fail.

These lessons come with a heavy price. you must ask yourself, are you

willing to play by the rules? Rules that change when you attempt to master

them?

Neci Peterke, Shaper 2.

Gehenna: Voices of ulterior motives 1.0.0.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Voices of deception, part 1.

I have, as both Calix and Xaverria have, collected an assortment of

sayings. This report being a collection of some such works.

"Buyer beware."


- Any smart planar to a bunch of greens.

"Free? There's no such thing."


- All Gehenna residents.

"Here's the deal..." a groan follows, "...you die, and I get all your

jink."


- Random quip

"Deal? I don't remember any deal."


- Another random quip

"Quick, cutter! I think he's after your purse!"

"Urk.."

"Nope!" Maniacal laughter. "That would be me!"


- Unknown

"Is that all you got? Hmm...okay, that door's a portal to Sigil"


- A barkeep in the Teardrop Palace to a clueless berk he just sent to

Krangath.

"Do I look evil to you?"


- Arcanaloth saying

Neci Perterke, Shaper 2.

Chaos Engineers: The chant & the dark (major spoilers)

For those of you who want more dirt on the Chaos Engineers, here's the

missing chant and the dark on them.
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The Chant

     So you want to know what the Engineers are up to? Well, rumor has it

that they're attempting to create their own world within Limbo's primordial

waste. As far as anyone knows, they've succeeded in at least completing one

continent sized landmass.

     It’s said that the Engineers are really a splinter group of the

Guvners. If this is true, they don’t show any of the signs normally

associated with them. Some barmy berks say that the Xaosologists are

preparing to take over the Cage through their beliefs alone. Yet others

believe that the Engineers have actually succeeded in creating their world

and have moved  on to build the rest of the solar system and the crystal

sphere to go along with it.

The Dark

     So, is it true that the Xaosologists have created a whole planet? No.

Not only that, but they aren’t attempting a takeover of Sigil either,

that’s just plain screed.

     It is true, however, that the Xaosologists are part of the Guvners.

They were originally created by Factol Hashkar as an attempt to understand

the nature of chaos and to test the theories that state it can be

manipulated and forced into lawful patterns. So far the Chaos Engineers are

proving that right.

     However, what Hashkar didn’t count on was how his little secret

project was going to turn out. The Xaosologists are preparing to sever all

ties with their former faction and become an independent sect. This is why

there are so many Xaosologists being established across the Great Ring as

well as in the Cage.

     The chant is right about one thing though, the Engineers have

successfully created a good-sized continent in Limbo. However, given the

nature of the plane and its inhabitants, the Chaos Engineers are having a

good deal of trouble keeping it from falling apart. Due to this, their work

has been slowed down tremendously as they are forced to work to protect

“Xaosland” from falling to the Limbo natives.

Emperor Xan:    Master of Organized Chaos

http://members.tripod.com/~EmperorXan/index.html

http://www.geocities.com/Area51/Quadrant/3239/index.html

AOL IM: Zhextyl

ICQ: 12737484
The Gray Waste: The death of will.
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of the Gray Waste's mental state.

I have been tasked with possibly one of the hardest assignments. due to the

nature of this plane, I will not stay there for long periods of time. I

truly believe that this plane more than any other is alive. The Three

Glooms are hellish in ways unimaginable. For this reason, I have opted to

keep residency in Hopless.

The Wastes are deceptively evil. Unlike Baator or the Abyss, the Glooms

offer no solace of the horrors to expect. There are no clear-cut rules

here, no black-and-white pritn to follow. In fact, there isn't any color to

speak of that isn't a shade of gray. That even includes the flora of the

plane.

The lack of clolor shouldn't scare a cutter, the lack of concern should.

See, the Wastes asre apathetic. There is no law nor chaos natural to this

plane. The only thing natural is death. The residents are uncaring and

unfeeling. The land seems patient and oblivious until you attempt to reach

your destination. Only the apathetic may reach their goals. The wastes

drain you of emotion.

I would rather face the fires of Chamada or the hatred of the unfortunate

residents of Carceri than risk my very being. The Wastes desensitize you.

Once you have become desensitize, the Glooms have you. Void of emotion, the

Gray Waste overstimulates your mind, raping you of every dream desire and

creative whim you've ever hard. It burns you out, leaving you empty inside.

You are no longer an individual. You have become a wasted vessel.

The Wastes are unbiased in their evil. Without any ethical or philosophical

bent, it is easy to see why the Yugoloths are native to this plane. The

Wastes, like the Yugoloths, gut you to fit their own need. The Wastes and

the Yugoloths trap your mind and imprision your body.

The blasted lanscape of the Wastes does an effective job to start the

draining process. With its bland coloring and indeterminent landscape, it

dulls the senses. This is why I will not stay here. Anoth reason is the

leeching away of color and the intolerance to such from prolonged exposure

to the Wastes. The gray sky of the plane also helps to set gloomy moods.

There is another reason they are called the Wastes. Each of the layers of

the Gray Waste reflects upon at least one aspect of death, destruction and

despair. Oinos is fetid and tainted by the untold millenia of the Blood War

as well as being its chief battlefield. Oinos works to draw you into

conflicts you don't care about. If the wars don't get you, the wasting

diseases will. Niflheim is cold, misty and gloomy. Just as the Beastlands

are reflex-based, so are the denizens of Niflheim. Howerver, there is no

concern nor care to the choice of their victims. Pluton is a layer of

despair. There is no care nor love. This layer is causing everything to die

from lack of love and care. One can only wonder which layer presents the

greatest hell to emotions.

Marva Varushka, Shaper 1.

A Guide to Demiplane Formation


We consider the matter first from the position of a Mage seeking to construct a Demiplane by using the Demiplane Seed spell; later Essays will address other methods of Demiplane Formation.

The beginning of Creation is a Dream; it is not sufficient to have merely a plan, or a scheme - a Demiplane is a reflection of its Creator, and if it is to be stable, its Creator must invest his Heart and Soul into the project; else, it will surely Fail. The Reason for this is that stable Demiplanes are surrounded by the Border Ethereal, which is itself separated from the  Deep Ethereal by the Curtain which contains the Dreamscape; if the Demiplane is not connected by a Dream to the Dreamscape, then the Border  Ethereal will not form properly, and this will allow the proto-Demiplane to collapse onto the Inner Planes corresponding to the physical

Elements of its construction. (Such collapse has been argued to be a source of inter- elemental vortices.) A Mage who desires to construct a Demiplane must be nearly consumed by this Desire before he may succeed; in order to establish the link between the Seed and the Dream of its Developed Form, the Mage must  focus his attention completely upon the Project for not less than 100 consecutive days, observing all the traditional precautions appropriate to Magical Item Creation, for such is the Nature of the Labor he attempts.

We now advance to a consideration of the Seed itself. It has been observed that Stable Planes in the Ethereal are surrounded by a Crystal Sphere; in the case of Wizardly Demiplanes, this Shell is constructed from a single Flawless Gemstone which is specifically Enchanted for the Purpose. (Such stones are typically valued in excess of 1000 gp in Planar markets; but it is the Quality of the Jewel, and not its Cost, that determines its Suitability.) Enchantments which have been successfully employed to prepare such a Seed are various, but the Ether-farer Society has determined that the spells best suited to the task are these: Enchant an Item,  Distance Distortion, and Rope Trick. Each Spell is to be cast daily by the Creator Mage during his 100 Days of Dedication, and is to be cast directly upon the Jewel which will become the Seed for the  Demiplane. A Seed must NEVER be touched by anyone other than its Creator once the Enchantment has begun; failure to observe this Restriction will Corrupt the Seed, typically rendering it infertile.

Before the Seed may Grow, it must be Planted; the Soil Appropriate to such Growth has been found to be that most common in the Deep Ethereal, and which seems to occur nowhere else. In order for the Seed to remain in the Deep Ethereal, it should be prepared with the Greater Etherealness Spell (other approaches, while feasible, employ temporary measures which do not allow for the possibility of unanticipated delays; such imprudence cannot be recommended.) Transportation of the Seed should always be upon the Person of its Creator, so as to retain the established Affinity.

After Reaching the Ethereal with the Prepared Seed, the Creator may wish to choose a specific location  in which to Plant it. It has been found that Demiplanes  do not form properly in close proximity to an existing manifestation of the Curtain; Regions near Ruptured or otherwise exceptional Manifestations of the Curtain would seem even less advisable. Regions of  the Ethereal Plane which are known to be near a Vortex should also be avoided; while a Vortex Front cannot  disrupt an established Demiplane, some danger may  exist to a Demiplane in its Early Growth Phase of  development. Despite popular opinion, the Etherfarer  Society has found no evidence to suggest that the  phase of local ethereal matter is of any relevance  to Demiplane Formation by Seed; However, Demiplane  Expansion has been found to exert an accompanying attraction on Stable Protomatter in the vicinity, with Rapid Growth exerting a Strong Pull. (This observation may suggest a connection between the Ether Gaps and Degenerating Demiplanes.) For this reason, an Attempt to Establish a Demiplane near an established volume of Stable Protomatter is likely to be considered a Hostile Action by any  Persons with a conflicting Claim of Ownership or Fair Use. It is advised that Proto-Demiplanes should be Planted in remote regions of no known significance; Guides to such locations are available from the Etherfarer Society at a reasonable Fee.

Once the Seed has been transported to a suitable site, Growth may be initiated through use of the Demiplane Seed Spell. Successful Casting of this Spell will cause the Seed to Disappear into a roil of multi-color mists, which will then Coalesce into a Manifestation of the Curtain. Entry into the Proto-Demiplane is generally not possible until it completes its initial growth phase, which often requires half a year. The internal diameter of the Crystal Sphere has been found to be larger in Demiplanes which require longer growth times; the relationship appears to be on the order of 10 yards per month. However, this relation only holds immediately after Completion of the Initial Growth Phase; the Crystal Sphere has been found to  continue expanding at a reduced rate of somewhat less than 1 yard per year.

The Creator of a Demiplane may always locate the Corresponding Area of the Curtain from anywhere in the Deep Ethereal; an intrinsic Affinity exists which will Draw the Creator to his Creation as readily as an Etherfarer can reach the Freehold.

It has not been determined if penetrating the Crystal Sphere of a Demiplane grants access to the Phlogiston; theoretical concerns suggest that the small Pocket Demiplanes may lack the resilience to repair such a disruption, and could degenerate, perhaps forming  an aforementioned Ether Gap. Since this would destroy the experimenter and any nearby observers, no resolution  of this question is expected in the near term.

Summary: The requirements for constructing a Pocket Demiplane using the Demiplane Seed Spell were identified and discussed, with identification of known specific hazards.

- -Galen

Niles and the Minton Bird part 1

Hello all,

Well please forgive if you've seen this before.  I tried posting it a 

day or two ago but it never posted so far as I know so I'm trying again, 

breaking the story into two parts to see if that doesn't do the trick.

Anyway, having had some success at putting 'Holmes' and 'Watson' into 

Ravenloft (at least judging from the favorable comments from the RL 

list) I thought I'd try my hand at another famous fictional duo, P.G. 

Wodehouse's 'Wooster and Jeeves'.  And, you guessed it, this 

lighthearted little short story is set in Planescape.

If you've read any of the 'Wooster/Jeeves' stories, I hope I've been 

able to do them justice.  If you haven't, then I hope you enjoy and if 

I've even come close than this should be a treat.  Anyway, this is the 

first part of the story (there will be three) and I just wrote it for 

fun, in between my other writings.  I'll post the following sections as 

I write them.

If you're interested in my other stuff (spelljammer novel, artemis 

entreri novel, planescape novel, and now 3 Ravenloft 'Holmes' 

short-story mysteries) you can find it or links to it at:

http://members.tripod.com/~Madmartigen/Sebastian.html

Well, here's the vignette.  I hope you enjoy, and let me know what you 

think,

- - Sebastian




Niles and the Minton Bird


"Psst... Hilary old man, are you awake?"


There is nothing, I maintain, that is more unnerving and surprising  than being startled awake in the grey hours of the morning by someone  who is doing his best not to disturb you.  You can talk all you want  about how shocking it is when someone comes leaping in and shouts "The  bridges are falling! Run for your lives!" or something like that, but I  say that no effect of man or beast is half so startling as when a  well-meaning friend bends low over your sleeping form, presses his lips close to your ear, and softly whispers something like "Psst... Hilary old man, are you awake?"


My heart leaped about a foot into the air and, due to the fact that it  is constrained within the old ribcage, my body followed.  "What ho?  What ho?" I stammered, stalling for time and preparing to make a dash  for it, if need be.  "Oh, alright then.  Hello, hello!" 


The beaming face of my old school chum Clifton Hedley stared down at  me.  "Hope I didn't startle you, old boy.  I know you're a bit of a late  riser, but the news simply couldn't wait.  Oh Hilary, I have the most wonderful, glorious news!"


"Binky?" I asked still foggy.  "Is that you?  What in the name of the  seven heavens are you doing bounding around my room at this ghastly  hour?"


He had turned to the drapes at the far window.  To my horror, he threw them back, loosing a barrage of streaming sunlight which attacked my eyes.  "What a beautiful day!  The air seems fresher than usual, don't you think?  The birds are singing just a little sweeter, the sun shining with a little more luster."


"The sun does seem brighter, at least," I said grudgingly, shielding my eyes from the assault.  I couldn't quite remember what it was I had done last night, but I had a throbbing headache and a fleeting recollection of elvish wine and Tartugan dancing girls.


He whirled on me.  "Hilary, I want you to answer something, and be honest, will you?  Don't you think Josephine is the most wonderful name ever invented?"


"Not particularly," I said, massaging my temples.


He seemed a little crestfallen.  "You don't think it has a gentle glowing quality, like the whisper of archon wings?"


"Not really," I said, wondering what the blighter was getting at.


He gave me an exasperated look.  "Well, what am I asking you for, anyway?  You're just a bloody idiot, and everyone knows it."


Well, this was a bit much.  Clifton and I go back a good way, but 

that's no excuse for coming storming into honest people's bedchambers, rousing them from their sleep at all hours of the a.m. to ask silly questions and hurl insults right and left.  I was miffed, to say the least, and I felt that strong words were called for.
"Oh, I say-" I started, adopting an injured tone, but he cut me off with a dismissive wave.


"Never mind, old boy, never mind.  You can't help it your head is 

filled with rocks.  Not your fault.  Stupid of me to ask."


Well, this didn't seem like quite the apology I was looking for, but it looked like it was the best I was going to get.  "But look here, Binky," I said, "what I don't understand is how you got in here in the first place."


"Niles let me in of course," he said, giving me a look that said it 

should be obvious, even to a dunce like me.  "That should be obvious, even to a dunce like you."


I made a mental note to give Niles a good talking to.  Niles is my 

manservant, and generally a very good one.  But this business of allowing Binky to come charging in at all hours of the morning... well, school chums are school chums, but there are limits.


"But you haven't heard the news yet," said Clifton, smiling again, and a strange look came into his eyes.  "Hilary old man, brace yourself for 

a shock.  I'm in love!"


"What, again?" I asked.  "Bad luck, old fellow."


He shot me an exasperated look.  "Did you hear a word I said?  I'm in love, you ninny.  It's the most wonderful thing that's ever happened to me, and you call it bad luck!  And what do you mean by 'again'?"


"Well," I said, "you have been round the old rose bush a time or two before, Binky.  And it generally does end pretty badly."  It does, too.  

Binky is a good enough fellow in his way, but he is a bit daft when it comes to the fair sex.  Once every two weeks or so he falls madly in love with some maiden or other, and disaster always ensues.  It would be a subject for pity, except that he has the unfortunate tendency to drag me into the disaster with him.


"What?" he asked.  "Oh, you can't be serious Hilary.  Those were flings.  Strictly schoolboy crushes.  This is different, old boy.  This is the real thing.  A real soul-match.  My heart sings at the thought of her, the very multiverse is sweeter for her presence in it.  When I think of her lips-"


"Alright, alright," I cut in, trying to steer the thing back on course.  

Once Binky starts waxing romantic it's difficult to get him to stop. "You don't have to start spouting poetry.  Who is this angelic beauty  you speak of, and how did you come to win her heart?"


That brought him up short.  "Well," he said, looking a little sheepish, "that's the thing.  You see, I haven't won it actually, not yet.  That's  where you come in."


I was beginning to get a very uneasy feeling about all this.  As I 

mentioned, Binky has the habit of dragging me into his love life, usually with the effect that I am landed right in the fish.  "Me?"


"Her name is Miss Josephine Minton, of the Chipperfield Mintons," he  explained, then shot me a nervous look.  "You don't know them, do you?"


The name didn't ring any bells, so I shook my head.


"Splendid!" he said, looking relieved.  "Now this is what I want you to do-"


"Now wait a minute," I broke in, considerably alarmed, "I don't see that I have anything to do-"


"Oh, it's simple really.  Hardly even worth calling a favor.  Don't worry about a thing, I've a plan that can't fail.  You haven't got anything planned for the next couple of days, have you?"


"Well I-"


"Good, then that's all settled.  I can't tell you how much this means to me, old bean."


"But I-"


"Not at all, I expected no less of you, especially since we went to Academy together.  No doubt the thought of refusing an old friend never entered your mind.  But listen, will you, while I explain.  I first ran into her three weeks ago, while lunching at the Hammer Club, and I knew right away she was the one.  One thing led to another, as it will when fate brings two hearts together, and this morning, to my exquisite joy, she consented to become engaged to me."


"Ah, well then," I said, somewhat relieved, "you don't need my help then.  I must have heard you wrong.  Congratulations and all that sort 

of thing-"


He shook his head impatiently.  "No no, you don't understand.  Her family hasn't approved the match yet.  That is... they don't really know 

about it yet."


I was a little confused.  "You mean she hasn't told them she's 

engaged?"


"Well, no," said Binky.  "Probably because she isn't.  Engaged, I 

mean."


Now I was really confused.  I had the feeling that somewhere along the way I must have missed something.  "But I thought you said she agreed to the engagement."


Binky nodded.  "She agreed to become engaged, but only if her parents approved the match.  The trouble is, her parents have never cared much for me.  Somewhere along the way they've gotten the idea that I'm a 

spendthrift and a wastrel."


I thought about this for a moment.  "Don't take this the wrong way, Binky, but technically they're right.  You are rather a bit of a wastrel 

and a spendthrift, really."


He sighed wearily.  "You see my problem.  But never fear, I've found a solution."


"You have?" I asked, mystefied.  "What?"


"You," he said triumphantly.  


"Come again?"


"They don't know you; you said as much yourself.  So when you arrive this evening to spend the weekend at the manor estate-"


"When I what?" I asked in disbelief.


"Really Hilary, don't interrupt.  When you arrive and tell them all the wonderful things I've done and what a splendid upright fellow I am, why, they'll have no choice but to welcome their son-in-law with open arms 

and give their blessing."


"But Binky," I said.  "You can't really expect me to do that?"


"Why not?" he demanded.  "I'd do it for you.  After all, we went to 

Academy together."


"Well of course," I admitted.  "But there are limits...  I mean, dash 

it all, I can't just go off to some stranger's house and expect to stay the weekend.  It's just not done.  Besides, I'm at least as big of a spendthrift and a wastrel as you.  Why in the Abyss would they listen to my opinion?"


"Because you won't be you," he said patiently.


I had the feeling that I had missed something.  "I have the feeling I've missed something," I admitted.


Binky smiled.  "It's all part of my plan.  Of course they wouldn't listen to you; everyone knows Hilary Woodshem is a perfect fool.  But you won't be you.  You're going to be someone else.  In disguise, you see?  And since they've never met you, then they will hardly recognize you."


"Traveling under an assumed name, then?" I asked.  "But who will I be?"


"Why, Brendel Thornblade, of course."


He said the name as if I should recognize it.  I didn't.  "Brendel 

who?"


He sighed.  "Thornblade.  It's just a name I made up; I thought it sounded heroic.  You see, Josephine's father Thomas is a retired adventurer of sorts.  Had a bit of a rough-and-tumble youth, so to speak.  I'm given to understand he respects a man who's skilled with a blade.  So I've been telling them all about my own adventures with the legendary Brendel Thornblade.  You know, slaying dragons and rescuing maidens and that sort of thing.  I've told him what a hero you are, and how I'm your bosom companion.  He's bought it hook, line, and sinker, and can't wait to meet you."


"But Binky," I protested.  "I'm hardly an adventurer."


He waved it away.  "You read those blasted dragons & dungeons adventure books, don't you?  I've never met anyone who wasted their time on such mindless drivel the way you do.  Just... plaguarize a bit.  You know, make things up a bit.  You won't have to do much.  I've laid the groundwork for you.  Don't you still have that sword your grandfather left you?  Just buckle it on and there you go."


"If I can find it," I said.  "It's probably moldering away in the attic somewhere, collecting dust.  But I hardly know the hilt from the blade.  What if they expect me to be able to use it?"


"Oh Hilary, do I have to think of every little detail?  Just strap the 

bloody sword on and saunter down to the place before dinner.  What could be simpler?"  He scribbled something onto a scrap of paper and pressed it into my hand.  "Look, here's the address, I've got to dash.  Dinner is served at seven; Lord Thomas rather expects promptness.  You'll score extra points with him if you're early.  They have a wonderful chef, I'm certain dinner will be splendid.  I shan't arrive until tomorrow, so you're on your own for tonight, but it shouldn't present any problems.  Just remember to answer to 'Brendel' and you'll make out alright.  And don't be a modron and forget to tell them how respectable and honorable and adventuresome I am!"


He had reached the door by the end of this speech, and before I could protest he had slipped out.


I sat there for a moment, my mouth working in silent protest, when he  stuck his head back in.


"By the way, Hilary, you're a right old bean for doing this.  Thanks  ever so much."


And then he was gone again.


I glanced down at the piece of paper he had given me, hoping against hope that it would be blank.

225  Summer Way, Lady's Ward


I sighed.  It looked like I was in for dinner with the Mintons.


There was a polite cough, so soft that for a moment it didn't register  with me.  Niles had returned, holding a silver tray laden with a kettle  and various other instruments.  "Good morning, sir," he said, setting it  down on my lap.  "I took the liberty of preparing you a pick-me-up,  along with a light breakfast."


I did my best to scowl at him.  "I don't know who you think you're  fooling, Niles.  You deliberately allowed Binky to come charging in here  and rouse me from my bed.  Hardly the actions of a devoted servant."


"I apologize, sir," said Niles.  "Master Hedley was quite insistant."


"Well, Niles, due to your failure to block him, Binky has managed to  land me right in the soup, so to speak.  I do hope you realize that were  it not for you, I should still be slumbering peacefully on, rather than  being dragged kicking and screaming against my will into another of his  hare-brained plots."


"Indeed, sir."


"The blighter's gone and fallen in love again, you know."


"Indeed, sir."


"Expects me to step in and facilitate the engagement."


"Indeed, sir."


"I'm to pose as a reckless adventurer, or something, and convince the  girls parents that Binky is really a responsible sort."


"Indeed, sir."


I looked at him.  "Niles, do you realize that you have the most  irritating way of saying 'Indeed, sir'?  It sounds as though what you're  really trying to say is something closer to 'poor Hilary's got himself  into a jam again and I'll have to help him out with great  long-sufferering'"


He gave me an apologetic look.  "I'm sorry sir, I hadn't realized."


"Well see that it ceases, Niles.  It won't do."


"Indeed, sir."


That one almost slipped past me, so docilely did he speak.  But we  Woodshem's are reknowned for our quick wits, so it didn't.  "Now look  here, Niles, I know you're thinking I can hardly put on my own shoes  without help, and that poor Hilary is going to need your assistance, but  I assure you no help is necessary in this.  Binky and I have come up  with a top notch plan which makes his engagement a sure thing.  Do you  know what it is he wants me to do?"


"I imagine he wishes you to pose as the legendary adventurer 'Brendel  Thornblade', sir."


"I'm to pose as Brendel... Niles, how on earth could you know that?"


He had turned to my wardrobe and was selecting clothes for me, laying  them out on the bed.  "I am acquainted with the Minton's cook, sir, and  he has informed me that such a person will shortly arrive at the manor -  he is a bit of a braggart, sir, and spoke to me of it at great length, repeating some of the stories he had overheard master Hedley telling the  family concering some of Thornblade's legendary feats.  Of course I am  aware that there is no such person, at least that master Hedley is  acquainted with.  And his arrival this morning to beg a favor from you-" 
"You never cease to astonish me, Niles.  Was it fish?"


"Sir?"


"Fish.  You know, brain food.  Did your mother feed you a lot of it?  Is that what keeps the little grey cells leaping about?"


"No, sir," he said.


"Hmm.  Well anyway, it's impressive.  But I shan't need any of your  guidance on this occasion, Niles.  We've got a perfectly workable plan;  all I need to do is whirl around to the place and give the old parents a  bit of talking to; tell them how first-rate Binky is and all.  Pack a  few things; we'll be staying the weekend.  And round up a carriage, eh?" 
"Indeed, sir."  He sounded a bit less than enthused at the prospect,  but I imagined that was to be expected.  Niles takes great pride in his  ability to assist me when I've landed in a pickle, and generally he does  a bang up job.  It must have stung the old pride a bit to see that I had  quite a clever plan already and needed no assistance.


Niles had lifted one of my shirts from the wardrobe and was holding it  gingerly in two fingers as if it were a dirty rag.  He set it down in a  separate pile from the rest of my clothing.


"Just a moment, Niles," I said.  "What do you think you're doing with  my tabard?"


He gave me a quizzical look.  "This, sir?" he asked, indicating the  garment.  "I had intended to burn it, sir."


"Burn it?" I said, aghast at the thought.  "That's the tabard I  purchased at the Sensate festival thursday last.  I think it looks  rather dashing on me - the puffy sleeves  and whatnot."


"Indeed, sir," Niles said in his most disapproving voice.  "I had 

thought perhaps it had slipped into your wardrobe by accident."


"Well, indeed not, Niles.  It was placed there on purpose.  No, there  will be no garment burning today, Niles.  In fact, pack it with my 

things.  I think I shall wear it to dinner tonight."


"Indeed, sir," said Niles, sorrowfully including the shirt in the pile.  

His tone of voice was so distraught that I was almost moved to change my 

mind - but I held firm.  Am I the master or the servant, eh?  Sometimes 

one must put the foot, so to speak, down.





*
*
*


Niles makes the most wonderful concoction.  I don't know what it's  called or what it's made of, but it's practically a magic potion when it 

comes to hangovers.  Tastes awful, of course - rather like something 

dragged from the slime pits of Carceri, I often imagine - but it does 

the trick.  You just hold your nose and gulp it down, and the next thing 

you know you're lying on the floor with spots of light dancing in your 

vision - but any trace of a hangover you might have had has vanished 

completely, and you are left feeling full of bounce and good cheer.


So it wasn't long before I was on my feet again and feeling that the  birds were singing sweetly, the gods were in their heavens, and all was  right with the multiverse - or would have been, had not Binky dragged me  into his awful love-life.


I quickly dressed and had a nibble or two of breakfast, then headed out  into the late morning.  Niles I gave the morning off, with the strict  admonition that he return by five at the latest, prepared to drive me 

down to the Minton estate.


I then sauntered down to the club, and spent the rest of the morning  into the afternoon there, happily engaged in a game of 'toss the potato  into the bowl-shaped chandelier high above while lounging on your back  on one of the couches' with my old school chums Spiffy Johnston and Edward Tailor.  (The actual title of the game is something hotly 

disputed between several of us down at the club - I prefer 

Piddly-Pop-Potato myself - but in the interest of peace we often refer 

to it by its less-inventive but certainly descriptive longer name.)  

Binky didn't stop into the club all morning, and when I explained our 

little scheme to Spiffy and Edward, both were duly impressed at how 

first-rate it was, and the matter quickly passed from my mind.  The long 

and the short of it was that I gave Binky's plight no more thought, 

instead spending the balance of the afternoon in deep philosophical 

discussion with the other members (the main debate centered on who would  win between an Abyssal Lord and a Mt. Celestian Solar).


When Niles swung round at quarter to five to pick me up I felt rested  and full of pip and good cheer, ready to take on these awful 'Mintons'  of Binky's.


Niles had flagged down a hansom for our little journey, complete with a  surly-looking driver and a tired-looking horse.  I gave the driver the 

address and boarded, taking my seat next to Niles in the little 

carriage.


"Well, Niles, you are punctual as ever.  And now it's off to do battle  with these friends of Binky's, eh?"


"Yes, sir," said Niles.  I saw that he held a long cloth-wrapped bundle on his lap.


"What's that, Niles?" I asked, my curiosity peaked.


"I took the liberty, sir," he said, gently unwrapping the bundle, "of 

bringing your grandfather's sword.  I thought it would facilitate your 

charade."


"Niles," I said, genuinely touched, "you really are top notch, old 

fellow.  You have saved me once again, for the whole idea had flown 

entirely from my mind."


"Indeed, sir," he said, looking pleased.  (Which is to say the very 

corner of his mouth twitched slightly in the direction of a smile; Niles 

is not one given to great displays of emotion.)


The sword was a great lumbering thing nearly three and a half feet  long.  I nearly dropped it when Niles handed it to me, so heavy was it.  

The gigantic brass pommel and crossguard had been turned a rusty brown 

with age, and the whole of it was sheathed in a worn leather sheath 

which was attached to a thick leather strap with buckles.


I wrestled with the thing for a few moments, then asked Niles how in  the Abyss I was supposed to wear it.


"I believe, sir, that is meant to be buckled over one shoulder and 

under the other so that the sword rides on your back, the hilt in easy 

reach over your shoulder."


"Oh, righto," I said, trying to fumble the thing into place.


"I would not advise putting it on just yet, sir, " said Niles.  "Within 

the close confines of the carriage there would be some difficulty in 

doing so, and I should imagine that trying to sit while wearing such an 

article would be... somewhat uncomfortable."


I considered.  "I think you're on to something, Niles," I said, 

wrapping the thing up as best I could and laying it on my lap.  "Oh 

well.  I shall simply have to put the beastly thing on once we arrive, 

eh?  I hope they won't expect me to wear it long - it's heavy as a... 

well, heavy as something that's pretty dashed heavy."


"Indeed, sir."





*
*
*


225 Summer Way, Lady's Ward turned out to be one of those ghastly grey  buildings you read of in one of those cheap horror-mystery novels.  You  know, towering grey walls, dark gothic windows, a steeply pitched roof  of aging dark shingles interrupted by little turrets and arches, leering  gargoyles at every corner of the mansion, a stone wall topped by 

ironwork which encircled all.  The front gate, which stood ajar, was a 

massive and gloomy iron affair which had two squatting demon statuettes 

atop the stone wall on either side of it.  Apparently these grotesque 

statuettes also doubled as lanterns at night, for someone had lit flames 

in each of their wide-open maws.  All in all, it looked just the sort of 

place where Strahd Von What's-His-Name would feel right at home.


Twilight was just coming on as the carriage pulled through the gate and  into the courtyard, swinging round so that we might debark at the steps  leading up to the front door.  

Niles and the Minton Bird part 2

Here's the second part of this first posting.  Let me know what you 

think.

- - Sebastian


"Not a very inviting spot, eh Niles?" I said, climbing down and 

beginning to feel my first real doubts about Binky's plan.


"Hardly, sir," said Niles, exiting the carriage behind me.  Quickly he helped me to buckle on the sword.  It hung slightly askew despite his 

best efforts, and the weight of it threatened to tip me over to one 

side.


With his assistance, I managed to lurch up the steps to the front 

entrance and ring the bell.


A moment later the door was opened by a stuffy-looking older man in formal dress.  He was bald except for some neatly combed white hair on the sides of his head, and fairly tall.  He looked down his nose at us.  "May I help you?"


"Oh, ah... erm, yes, actually," I said elegantly.  "I'm Hilary... er, 

Brendel Thornblade... here for dinner, you know.  Ah... may I assume I 

have the privilege of meeting Lord Minton?"


The fellow's expression of disdain did not change.  "Indeed you may not, sir.  I am Dentsbury, the butler.  Dinner will be served in one 

half hour.  If you will follow me, I will lead you to your rooms."  And 

with a sniff, he led us into the manse.


Niles helped me through the door (the hilt of that awful sword somehow contrived to get itself caught on the doorframe and I was nearly knocked helter-skelter) and we entered the front hall.


The hall was a towering marble chamber, lit by a gigantic brass 

chandelier (which, despite its size, was somehow squat and ugly rather 

than majestic) dangling from a massive chain from the domed ceiling high 

above.  There was a curved marble staircase immediately ahead of us, 

which went up to a landing and then split into two more slender 

staircases, curving upwards in opposite direction.  There were also two 

archways to the right and left, leading off to other parts of the house.  

No sooner had the massive door closed behind us than a squat heavyset 

man emerged from the arch to the left, peering at us through a pair of 

spectacles.


He was a short man, broad-shouldered and with an extra bulge at the midsection.  His face was a florid shade of pink and his eyes were so narrowed that through the thick glass of his spectacles they almost 

appeared closed.  His hair was peppery black, shot through with streaks 

of gray, and combed meticulously over a bald spot on the top of his head 

(a few strands, though, had somehow escaped their proper place and were now extended out at a right angle to his head.  In short, he was a 

goblin of a man, and I took an instant dislike to the fellow.  He rather 

reminded me of my great uncle George, an unpleasant fellow who went 

around muttering "What, what?" while puffing out his cheeks.


"Oh, hallo," I said, as he stomped right up to us.


"What, what?" he muttered, puffing out his cheeks and stepping forward, and I felt a thrill of horror shoot through me at the sound.  My knees went watery and my pulse grew weak, for I knew that surely and of a certainty the game, as it were, was up.


For this was indeed my great uncle George.


"Oh... ah, hallo... ah..." I said weakly, looking about for the nearest exit.


"Good evening, sir," Niles cut in quickly.  "May I present my master, Sir Brendel Thornblade."


Great uncle George looked from me to Niles and back again.


"What, hey?" he said, peering at me.  "You're that whelp Minton is constantly bragging about, what?  Come to stay the weekend, what?  

Friend of that awful fellow Hedley, what?"


I should mention that great uncle George has the unfortunate habit of overusing the word 'what'.  "Oh, yes," I said, doing my best to keep my profile turned to him.  George has always had remarkably poor eyesight (he once mistook a guest for the family cat, and chased the poor fellow out of the house with a broom shouting 'Keep off the table, you 

miserable creature!'), and it occurred to me that the game might yet be 

saved.  Thank the Seven Heavens for Niles quick thinking; if he hadn't 

stepped in I surely would have confessed all and begged for leniency.


He stared at me and made an unpleasant grunting sound.  "Well I don't like you.  Not one bit.  Adventurers!  Bloody idiots who've never done an honest day's work, what?  Minton may like them, but I don't."


I smiled weakly.  "Oh, yes," I managed.  "Um, yes, I suppose you're right.  But for me, adventuring isn't really a career... more of a 

hobby, really-"


"Hallo, hallo!" cried a second older gentleman emerging from the same arch great uncle George had.  He was a tall thin fellow, with a shock of white hair that stood out in all directions, and he was dressed in 

evening wear.  At his arm was an extremely plump and short woman, at 

least as old as he was, and both of them wearing pleasant smiles.  He 

took my hand and pumped it fiercely in an iron grip.


"Hallo, hallo, hallo!" he repeated.  "Hallo, you must be the famed 

adventurer, eh?  We've been looking forward to this, eh?  Hallo, hallo!"


"Oh, Jonas," said the stout lady, smiling prettily, "you'll overwhelm the poor lad."


"Oh," I said, putting on a weak smile.  "Hello.  How do you do?"  The tall fellow was still pumping my hand vigorously, and my words sort of 

vibrated in time with his handshaking.


"Splendid, splendid!" said the man, still pumping away.  "I can't tell you what an honor it is to have an adventurer of your stature in our 

little home.  Eh, Agatha?  Splendid, eh?"  He finally loosed his grip on 

my hand and gave me a little wink.  "You know, I did a bit of roistering 

in my youth.  Nothing on the scale of the quests you've undertaken, of 

course, but I had an adventure or two."  His grin widened.  "I see 

you've brought your sword."


"Oh, yes," I said.  "It seemed the thing to do."


"Splendid, splendid!  It may come in handy, eh?"


I found that I rather liked the fellow.  "Well, one never knows, eh?  Be prepared, you know.  That's my motto, really."


He barked a laugh.  "Be prepared!  Wonderful, I shall have to write that down somewhere.  Be prepared indeed!  I must warn you, we haven't had a fellow who can swing a sword here in some time, and there is every possibility that we shall put you to work-"


"Oh now, Jonas," broke in the plump woman, "the boy has hardly arrived and already you're pestering him with requests.  Why don't you let him see his room and dress for dinner first?"


"Oh yes, of course you're right my dear.  Why don't you follow 

Dentsbury on up."  He grinned and winked at me again.  "I've taken the 

liberty of putting you in the Tower.  A bit drafty, and some of the 

staff have gotten the idea that it might be haunted, but after the 

stories Hedley told of you, I rather think that you would be more 

comfortable there.  And if there are a few ghosts, well, that's nothing 

for an adventurer of your caliber, eh?"


My smile had frozen in place.  "Ghosts?" I said.


He gave me a hearty clap on the back which very nearly sent me to the floor.   "Oh, I know that sort of thing is nothing to challenge a fellow 

like you.  Hedley told us you liked 'ruffing' it.  There is probably 

nothing to the stories, of course, but I imagine a hearty fellow like 

you enjoys laughing at danger, and it was the only place in the house 

where I could imagine you wouldn't grow bored."


"Oh, that's me alright," I managed weakly, and I gave a sort of 

shrilling laugh.  "I laugh at danger, alright."


He clapped me on the shoulder again.  "Ha ha!  A man after my own heart!  Laughs at danger, indeed!"  His face grew thoughtful.  "You 

know, you're shorter than I would have thought, really.  The way Hedley 

described you, I should have thought you were eight feet tall.  Oh well, 

never mind.  It isn't the size of your muscles, eh, but the skill of 

your blade."


"Jonas, you're badgering the poor boy," said the plump woman.  "Let him go to his room.  He'll hardly have time to change before dinner as it is."


"Oh, yes," I said, staggering toward the stairs.  "Better get ready for dinner, you know.  Niles, look smart."


"Yes, sir," said Niles.


"Wait a minute!" said great uncle George, and the tone of his voice froze me in my tracks.


He stepped forward, squinting at me suspiciously, and my heart nearly stopped at what he said next.  "You remind me of someone.  Can't put my finger on it, though.  Some fellow or other, what?"


I gave a weak, tittering laugh.  "Oh, yes, I can quite imagine... er, I mean, I have that sort of a face, don't you think?"


He grunted.  "What sort of a face?"


"Um... my sort of a face.  You know."


"What about your face?"


I was quickly becoming flummoxed.  "Well... I don't know, really.  What about it?"


"I don't like it, that's what.  Reminds me of someone.  Can't think 

who, but I don't like him."  And with that, great uncle George gave a 

loud harrumph and turned his back on me, waddling away like a turtle 

standing on its hind legs, mumbling something about 'idiot adventurers' 

under his breath.


I glanced at Niles and hurried up the stairs after the butler.





*
*
*


'The Tower' turned out to be exactly that; a cylindrical tower which adjoined the left wing of this gloomy chateau and rose above it.


We followed Dentsbury up, and up, until somewhere near the top of this (fairly abandoned) tower, he showed us the room.


It was a big, dark room with a gigantic four-poster bed that looked like it hadn't been slept in since before the Faction War.  There was a fireplace (unlit, though the room was freezing) to one side, an ancient 

writing desk covered in dust, and on the far wall, a perfectly awful 

painting of some old fellow with evil eyes leared down on us.  The 

bathroom and servant's room were, I presumed, off to the side, through 

the half-open door which led to darkness.


There was a skritch-scratching sound from overhead, and I confess to being startled by the unexpected sound.  "Good heavens!" I cried, shrinking back.  "What is that?"


The butler, Dentsbury, looked down his nose at me (he seemed awfully good at that).  "Rats, sir.  The attic is just above."  He proceeded to 

the ancient desk and bent to light the candle that stood atop it with 

the one he held.  "Dinner will be served in one quarter hour.  Lord 

Minton prefers his guests to dress.  If you will excuse me."  And with 

that the fellow strode out and back down the stairs, leaving us with our 

thoughts.


"Tulani protect us, Niles!" I said in some dismay, surveying the awful room.


"A bit gloomy, sir," said Niles helpfully, putting down our bags on the bed and moving to the lit candle on the desk.


"A bit gloomy?" I asked, feeling that he was understating the case.  "Niles, it's  practically the Tomb of Horrors!  I should think we'll be 

frightfully fortunate if the roof doesn't cave in on us, unleashing the 

Abyss knows what horrors that are lurking above.  How could Lord Minton 

ever think of putting a guest here?  It's unfathomable!"


"Unfortunate, sir," said Niles, taking up the candle and moving to 

light an oil lamp set into the wall, "but not entirely unforeseen.  In 

many of the descriptions of 'Brendel Thornblade' that master Hedley gave 

to Lord Minton, I gather that 'Thornblade' was often referred to as a 

rugged outdoorsman, sir, who preferred to sleep in the most hostile 

environment possible rather than beneath any sort of roof.  Master 

Hedley also alluded to a certain contempt and enmity that 'Thornblade' 

reserved for all manner of undead.  It is only natural that Lord Minton 

should place you here, sir, where he thought 'Thornblade' would be most 

comfortable."


"Hedley," I said, and from my lips the word was a curse.  "Yes, he seems to have said a great many things, doesn't he?  Well, it seems his 

mouth has landed us in unlivable chambers."


"I hardly think so, sir," said Niles.  "The room could do with a good scrub-down, but is otherwise serviceable, I should think.  As the poet 

Larsonus writes:  'there be no hearth so fouled to which the hardy hands 

may not yet reclaim-'"


"Not so much of that, Niles," I said, cutting him off.  "This is hardly the time for quoting poetry."


Niles looked properly abashed.  "Yes, sir."


"I don't care what the poet Larsonus says about anything."


"Yes, sir."


"As far as I'm concerned, you may put the poet Larsonus where the monkey put the nuts."


"Yes, sir."


"We're in a dire situations, Niles.  The poet Larsonus doesn't enter into it."


"Indeed, sir."


I eyed him warily.  Niles is an excellent fellow, and as I said, he's 

saved me from certain disaster not a few times, but he does tend to 

ramble on a bit when he's quoting poets, or literature, or contemperary 

greats.  "Good, then.  I need your help with the problem at hand, Niles.  

The situation has grown dire.  You recognized, I hope, that great uncle 

George is here?"


"Indeed, sir."


"He knows me, Niles.  He knows me and he doesn't bear me any love.  It was I, at the tender age of thirteen, who dumped an entire bucket of rotten fish on him from an overhead window when he was emerging from the Yardley estate - it was an accident, of course, my true target was Gussy Henderson, a girl my own age.  But do you think he forgave me?  No indeed, Niles, he did not.  He in fact bore a grudge against me which continues to the present day."


"Indeed, sir."


"And he will reveal my subterfuge the moment he realizes that 'Sir Brendel Thornblade' is actually Hilary Woodshem, and then all will be 

lost.  No no, the game is lost.  I'm sorry for Binky, I really am, but 

Hilary Woodshem has already gone beyond the bounds of friendship and 

loyalty.  There are limits, Niles, and this is one of them.  I've no 

desire to sacrifice myself on the alter of Binky's love-life.  We need 

an escape route from this awful place, Niles, so bend your brain to that 

instead of the poet what's-his-name."


"Indeed, sir," said Niles.  "I shall certainly think on it.  However, I 

should be remiss in my duty if I did not point out to you that the 

danger is already past, at least for the moment."


"Past?" I asked.  "What do you mean?"


"Your great uncle was leaving just as we arrived," said Niles, "or I am very much mistaken.  His gentleman was in the process of purchasing the services of the driver in who's hansom we arrived in.  I overheard the conversation while unloading our luggage.  Apparently your uncle was warned that an 'adventurer' was coming to stay the weekend and consequently wished to be away."


It took me a moment to take this in.  "You mean he's gone, Niles?" I asked.


"Apparently, sir."


"Then I've no fear of him recognizing me."


"Apparently not, sir."


"Then I may carry out the charade after all," I finished thoughtfully.


"Indeed, sir.  Though it may chance that your uncle will return before 

the end of the weekend."


I shot the room another glance.  "No chance of that, Niles.  We'll stay one night; no more.  After that, urgent business will call me elsewhere.  You catch my drift."


"Indeed, sir.  A wise decision."


Despite the awful chamber in which we'd been installed, my good humor was restored in some small measure by great uncle George's departure, and I quickly dressed for dinner, donning the tabard I had ordered Niles to pack.


He gazed at it mournfully and reproachfully as I put it on, but said nothing.





*
*
*


Most of the dinner guests had assembled in the drawing room before dinner (a dismal wood-paneled chamber with walls lined with the heads of learing beasts; no doubt trophies from Lord Minton's adventuring days.  Aside from one small and sad gryphon which looked like it had not yet reached adulthood when Minton had 'bagged' it, none of them looked 

particularily ferocious to me.  Oh well, at least the dashed room was 

warm; there was a lit fireplace set into the right wall which gave out 

flickering light and steady heat).  I think I was surprised to find 

there were so many of them.  I was certainly surprised to see Binky 

there, looking gloomy and forlorn as a kicked dog, to boot.


I had no time for introductions, for no sooner did I arrive then a 

serving girl announced that dinner was served, and the large group filed 

off into the dining room.


Binky caught my eye and hurried to my side, pulling me back a little.


"Binky," I said, "what on earth are you doing here?  I thought you 

wouldn't arrive until tomorrow.  And what's all this about convincing 

Lord Minton to put me in his worst rooms?"


He shook he head sadly.  "Oh Hilary, thank heavens your here.  Things have gone wrong, horribly wrong."


"You're dashed well right they have," I said, "did you know that my great uncle George-"


"We've quarreled, Hilary!  There has been a breaking asunder of hearts.  Oh, what a fool I am, to lose her over so trivial a thing!  You must 

help me, old man, you simply must.  Otherwise I shall end it all."  He 

broke off, looking at me critically.  "Good heavens, Hilary, whatever 

possessed you to wear a thing like that?"


"Eh?" I asked.  "Oh, the tabard.  Like it?  I purchased it last 

thursday at the Sensate festival."


"It's perfectly awful.  All those puffy sleeves and lace... you look 

like a player in that latest Gilbert and Solienne piece, The Pirates of 

Realmspace."


I was stung.  "I rather think it makes me look dashing, really.  More the part of an adventurer."


He shook his head.  "You look a fool, but there's no help for that now.  You've got to help me, Hilary.  We've quarreled, and I can't live 

without her."  He had spoken the last part wistfully, staring off into 

the distance with a despairing look. 


"What do you mean, old fellow?  Who's quarreled?"


"My angel, of course.  My delicate flower; my rose.  Josephine... 

radiant as an Elysium morning, she is, and my foolish tongue has 

betrayed me."


"Alright, alright," I said, trying to steer the thing back on track, 

"no need for poetry, old bean.  What did you quarrel over?"


He looked on the verge of sobbing.  "Fortune cookies."


There was a long silence after that.  "Oh?" I said eventually.  "How very interesting.  Not the sort of subject that normally causes riots, 

of course, but I can easily understand how one could have... strong 

opinions, I suppose-"


"Oh Hilary, will you shut up and listen?" snapped Binky.  "Sometimes I think you have no heart at all."


"Oh, righto," I said.


"We were dining at the Clockwork Nine - you know, that restaurant over near the Binge Club run by the modron fellow.  Awful food, really, but Josephine had never been and insisited.  Well, after suffering through the main course, the server brought out two fortune cookies."  He shook his head ruefully.  "Don't ask me why.  We weren't eating Kara=Tur food, or anything, and I've always had the idea that fortune cookies were 

Kara-Tur cuisine.  Anyway, Josephine apparently takes her fortune 

cookies rather seriously.  She broke hers open and read it aloud.  It 

was something about how 'brushing your teeth grows hair on your chest' 

and she was alright with that, but then... then came mine."


"Yours?" I prompted, as he lapsed into moody silence.


"Mine," he agreed mournfully.  "It read 'food is your one true love'.  

Can you believe it, Hilary?"


Actually, I rather could.  I had always thought fortune cookies were 

stuff and nonsense, but something like this made one rethink their 

position.  Binky had always harbored a special softness for gourmet 

food...  Fortunately, I was able to put on a shocked expression.  "Well, 

old fellow, it does seem a bit beyond the pale."


"Beyond the pale doesn't describe it, Hilary!" he said bitterly.  "It's an insult, plain and simple.  I mean, honestly, you know that food isn't 

that important to me."


I managed to keep my face straight.  "No indeed, old bean.  Hardly you."


"Well I'm glad you know it, because apparently Josephine doesn't.  She got this thoughtful look in her eyes when I read it to her, and then she said... well, never mind what she said.  The up and the down of it is that we quarreled, Hilary, we quarreled bitterly.  She called me an 

insensitive fathead and broke of the engagement then and there, telling 

me that she wouldn't ever so much as speak to me again, and that I 

wouldn't mind anyway, as I'm so fond of food."


"Terrible, old fellow," I said, aghast.


He clutched my sleeve in a desperate grip.  "You must help me, Hilary.  You simply must.  Tell them of our adventures together, old fellow, so that I may win back her heart!"


"Adventures?" I began to ask, but about that time we were interrupted.


"Boys, boys," said Lord Minton's plump wife - Agatha, I later learned.  "You're late for dinner.  Come in, come in, or the chef will be 

insulted."


And before either of us could get a word in edgewise, she bustled us into the dining room.  Binky gave me one last mournful look before being ushered to his seat at the table.


My own seat was a little farther down, and opposite.


"Everyone," said Agatha Minton loudly, as if making a proud 

announcement, "this is Hedley's friend, Brendel Thornblade, the great 

adventurer you've all heard so much about."  About ten faces turned my 

way.


"Oh, hallo," I managed, giving a polite little wave.


"Come dear," she said, motioning me to my seat, "I'll introduce you to the other guests.  First, the gentleman to your left is Lord George 

Woodshem, a great friend of the family's."


My blood froze in my veins.  It was great uncle George.  In the seat next to mine.  "Oh, ah," I stuttered.


"George was going to go home tonight, but we persuaded him to stay after all," said Agatha.


Great uncle George peered up at me and snorted.  "We've met.  

Adventurer indeed."


"Oh yes," I said weakly.  "Hallo."


He began peering at me in that suspicious way again, and there is no telling what disaster might have followed, but fortunately Agatha Minton went right on with the introductions, interposing herself betwixt uncle George and myself.  "Next, we have my son, Jonathan."


Jonathan turned out to be a beaming young fellow (probably not much older than me) who looked like a replica in miniature of his father:  

stick-thin, with a firm handshake and a ready smile, and with red hair 

that stuck out from his head in all directions.  "Hallo, hallo," he 

said, eagerly pumping my hand  (he had reached across great uncle 

George's lap to grasp it; poor George did not look entirely happy to 

have our elbows moving forcefully up and down beneath his nose), "you 

must be the fellow Hedley is always on about.  Never met a famous person 

before, so I haven't.  I'll bet you have a fair share of stories to 

tell, eh?"


"Well... yes," I said, freeing my hand.


"And of course you've already met Jonas," said Agatha.  At the head of the table was Lord Minton, beaming at me as happily as ever.  "Hallo again," he said cheerily.


To his right was a thirteen year-old boy who stared sullenly at his 

soup.  Agatha introduced him as Guthrie, their youngest son.  He was 

short and round, like his mother, and he looked like a perfect blighter; 

the kind of child that pulls the wings off of flies for fun.  He didn't 

so much as look up as he was introduced.


And next:  "This is our daughter, Josephine," said Agatha.


A dark haired girl of moderate good looks gave me a quick nod.  I noticed that she took great pains not to so much as glance in poor 

Binky's direction.  I thought she was pretty, though of course I wasn't 

so smitten as Binky.


There was an ancient fellow to her right, who Agatha introduced as 

'uncle Theodore'.  He was utterly bald, and shorter even than little 

Guthrie.  So wizened and ancient was he that I wasn't certain he was 

even alive until he gave me a brisk nod.


Next of course was Hedley, who was glaring at me for some reason or other, and then at the end of the table was the place where Lady Minton (Agatha) would sit.  To my right was one empty chair.  ("Lady Silvia's," Lord Minton had said jokingly before being hushed to silence by his wife.  "We always keep a place open for her, else her shade moans at 

night.  She was hung in the tower, and tends to haunt there mostly.  I 

suppose you'll see her soon enough, eh?" - This last didn't make me feel 

any better about my chambers.)


Great uncle George continued to peer at me suspiciously, but said nothing further, and I managed to stumble through the introductions.


Then two serving girls began bringing out the meal - and what a 

sumptuous feast it was.  Bowls of steaming coquelle soup were served 

first, followed by Arcadian cheeses and a fruit dish.  Then came piping 

oven-fresh bread served with exotic dishes of planar goose and Outland 

rice.  It all looked and smelled wonderful.


The only problem, so far as I could see, was that everyone was being served but me.   Time and again, the serving girls passed me by, and my place remained clear.


"I know what you're thinking," said Lady Minton with a smile in my direction.  "You're wondering how you're ever going to eat our food, 

when you've got such a rigid diet you maintain, eh?"


"Er..." I said intelligently, "yes?  I mean, yes.  Yes, of course.  

That was, um, exactly my thought."


She beamed.  "Well, we've got a little surprise for you."


At that moment, one of the serving girls put a plate in front of me 

with what looked like two discolored rocks on it.


"Field rations!" she said excitedly.  "Salt biscuits and jerky."


"Hedley told us how keen you were on your diet," chimed in Lord Minton.  "How you would only eat field rations, to keep yourself in peak 

condition, eh?  Bet you didn't think to find field rations here, eh?"


"Oh, ah," I said, trying to sound cheerful.  "Indeed not.  They're 

quite... quite lovely."  I lifted a fork experimentally and took a jab 

at the bigger 'rock'.  I was unable to make a dent.


"Oh yes," said Hedley quickly.  "Brendel only eats field rations and water.  Claims anything else is for softer men."


"Softer men," I echoed weakly, looking mournfully at the heaping plates of the other guests.  I shot Hedley a nasty look but he completely 

missed it.


"So, Thornblade," said Lord Minton, looking down the table at me, "that's really quite a shirt you're wearing."


"Yes, quite flashy," said Agatha from the opposite end.


"Looks like a bloody white peacock," grumbled great uncle George from near at hand, hardly glancing up from his soup.


"Oh, ah... why thank you.  I purchased it from the Sensate festival last thursday."


Hedley shot me a look of horror.


"Sensate festival?" asked Lord Minton in some surprise.  "I thought you despised Sensates.  At least that what Hedley's always raving about."


I thought quickly.  "Oh, yes, well I don't know if I should use the 

word 'despise', really.  That's rather strong, I think.  We don't get 

along, Sensates and I.  Like I always say..." my voice trailed off, as I 

realized I hadn't the faintest idea what I always say about Sensates.


"They're soft," said Hedley, quickly leaping to my rescue.  "That's 

what you always say, right enough."


"Oh yes, awfully soft, those Sensates." I said.


"Then why go to one of their idiot festivals?" demanded great uncle George.


"Well, one must... often in such instances, I mean, I find that..."


"Keeping an eye on them!" said Hedley bravely.  "Be prepared, that's your motto isn't it, Brendel?  You've got to keep an eye out."


"Of course!" I said, relieved.  "Just like to keep tabs, you know."


Lord Minton looked thoughtful, then his smile reappeared.  "Well, of course, of course.  Never mind, it's only a shirt, and a rather 

extravagant one at that."


"I rather like it," said Josephine, glancing at be from behind 

coquettishly lowered eyelids.  "It sets off your eyes somehow."


Hedley frowned.


"Well-" I started, but Lord Minton talked right over me.


"You know, I also notice you aren't wearing your sword," he said.


"Oh, rather a bother to wear it to dinner," I said.  "Thought I'd leave it in my room."


"Strange," said Minton, "Hedley talks as if you wear it everywhere."


There was a pause.  "Um... well, normally yes.  But just now I'm having Niles... polish it.  Got to keep it polished, of course."


"Of course," said Lord Minton.


"Niles?" asked Josephine.


"My man," I explained.


"Oh."


"Well, Thornblade," said Lord Minton, "I know you're on vacation from your adventures just at the moment, but it occurs to me that we might 

have some use for a fellow with your skills at our estate just at the 

moment."


"Now, Jonas," said Agatha, "let the boy eat.  You can tell him about the cockatrice after dinner."


"Cockatrice?" I asked, feeling a sudden chill ripple down the old 

spine.


Lord Minton scowled.  "Nasty beast.  Eight feet tall, they say.  Seems the things gotten into the system of old storm drains just outside the estate, been eating dogs and things."


"We have an estate on the Outlands," said Agatha, "just outside 

Fortitude.  We've a permanent portal that connects the manor with it.  

We mostly grow peas, of course, but-"


"It's not much a beast for an adventurer like you, Thornblade," said Lord Minton.  "Hardly worthy of your skills, I should say, but we'd be 

ever so grateful if you'd go kill the thing for us... say, tomorrow, 

perhaps."


"Well..." I stammered, thinking about all the horrible ways there are to die and deciding that being rended to pieces by an angry cockatrice 

was not the way I particularily wanted to go, "that is to say... As you 

pointed out, I'm on vacation... and I'm not really sure..."


"Of course he'll do it," said Binky quickly.  "He'd be only too 

delighted.  Everyone knows Brendel Thornblade eats things like 

cockatrices for breakfast, eh Thornblade?"


"Er... yes," I said, miserably.

End of part 1

Demiplane to Plane

We consider Cosmological Evolution as follows:

General Sequence:

1) A Demiplane is Created.

2) It becomes Inhabited.

3) The Inhabitants cultivate Philosophy

4) The Demiplane is Drawn into the Prime

5) Champions of the Philosophy become Powers

6) Powers Ascend into the Outer (creating Conduits)

7) Powers Create Realms in the Outer

8) Realms Unify to Create a Pantheon

9) The Pantheon 'Elects' a Greater Power

10) The Greater Power 'Transcends'

Note: Variations in this pattern have been reported.

This post is concerned with point 4)

 We propose by theoretical hypothesis that the driving force

of this Assimiliation is the widespread establishment of 

Philosophical Thought upon the Demiplane, exerting an 

attractive influence upon the Astral. Since the Astral 

cannot reach into the Ethereal, the Demiplane is instead 

drawn into the Prime. (Wizardly Demiplanes are observed 

to be generally stable with respect to Prime Assimiliation; 

they are also observed to be only lightly populated with 

Sentients.)

The first indication of imminent assimilation is likely

to be 'stiffness' in the Curtain of Vaporous Color; by

stiffness, I refer to a pronounced 'surface tension' in

which the Curtain offers resistance to penetration. This

resistance will be observed at all Patterns on the Curtain

corresponding to the Demiplane Border, and also at those

Patterns which correspond to the location on the Prime

where the Demiplane is 'approaching'. This tension will

increase until the Curtain becomes impassable; access to

the Deep Ethereal from the Border(s) will also be lost.

[It should be noted that Regions of the Prime not adjacent

to the incoming Demiplane are unaffected; specifically,

even Regions of the same Sphere will retain their Ethereal 

connection unless in close proximity to the Effect.]

Eventually, the Astral Weight of the Demiplane will breach

the boundary. At this time, Abruptly, the Demiplane will

occupy the Border Ethereal of the Prime, while the Prime 

will fill the Border Ethereal of the Demiplane. 

Occupants of the Border at this time will be forced out;

typically, travelers in the Prime Border will be forced

into the Prime, while travelers in the Demiplane Border 

will be forced into the Demiplane.  If the corresponding 

adjacent space will not admit intrusions, the traveler

will be forced into the other space; the Deep Ethereal

is *not* accessible during this process. [Undead and

other creatures Native to the Border are SOL, IMO.]

By the Doctrine of Elemental Affinities, we would expect

that the Demiplane will have been attracted to a region

of the Prime with similiar structure to itself. Gravity

will naturally align; and the Surface level will be

generally compatible. Local deformations and resulting

terrain alterations may occur to enhance 'matching';

these changes are likely to be part of the pre-crossing

adjustment period which afflicts the Demiplane after 

loss of the Deep Ethereal contact, but will continue

to a lesser degree until Merging is complete.

 Since the Dreamscape will have provided the initial 

(indirect) path to the Astral, we may expect a 

psychological congruence between the Demiplane 

Philosophy and a significant local Belief 

(if this section of the Prime is inhabited at all).

It is likely that the pre-crossing adjustment period

mentioned above will also include shifting of Precepts

to further improve congruence.

General Physical Laws and Magical Conditions of the

Demiplane will also change to match the Prime during 

this pre-crossing adjustment period. [Severe differences

would have prevented the Demiplane from being to able to 

'approach' that Sphere of the Prime, so that the Curtain

would never have closed. Demiplanes which cannot merge

into any Prime Sphere without Catastrophic alteration 

will remain in the Deep Ethereal.]

In accordance with previous results [The Ethereal is 

Potential, the Prime is Actual, the Border is therefore 

Probability - and unstable with respect to matter] 

the two Spaces will now begin to merge. Initially,

this takes the form of an adjustment in probability -

changes are favored which increase congruencies, and

opposed if they will aggravate differences. For example,

if a mountain exists in the Prime, but only a hill in the

now adjacent Demiplane, we may expect landslides to become

common on the mountain. Actions taken in accordance with

a definite belief have long been observed to be more

effective than those taken without focused intent; during

this period, actions which Benefit both the Demiplanar

Philosophy and a corresponding Prime Belief receive the

support of both Precepts, to the advantage of the Champion.

Actions which Benefit one, but not the other, receive only

partial support; while actions which Benefit one at the

Expense of the other are not supported. Obviously, actions

taken with intent to harm are opposed; actions intended to

harm both are strongly opposed. This will tend to emphasize

the points of philosophical agreement while minimizing the

differences.

As the Merging continues, the boundary between the Realms

will fray, allowing crossing between them without use of

an 'Etherealizing' technique. At first, these crossing

points are likely to be few and far between, but they

become progressively more common with the passage of time.

These points then link to become lines, and regions

becoming enclosed by the lines either: Blend so as to 

exist in both Realms at once; or, one subspace becomes

a Dimensional Pocket of the Prime, and the other exists

in both Realms [this second case only rarely occurs, and

is a little understood phenomenon]. ("There/not There"

effects have been reported as being widespread in 

Blending regions.) 

Once a region has Blended (by either method) access is 

regained to its Border Ethereal. From this location, 

a traveler may cross into either Realm at its Border 

with the Blended region, or pass into the Deep Ethereal; 

However, the Curtain will *not* allow passage back into 

the Partial Border from the Deep, but remains obdurate. 

The Partial Border otherwise functions as a Border Ethereal 

with respect to locations 'adjacent' to the Blended region, 

allowing entry at any point consistent with the usual 

constraints.  If a Regions Blends which borders an already 

Blended Region, then they become One, with a unified

Border Ethereal. Areas of the Prime which are not 'adjacent'

to the incoming Demiplane are regarded as automatically

Blended; regions of the Border Ethereal which are not

close to the 'disputed' Border may be reached through

the Curtain as usual.

Eventually, the entire Demiplane will have been blended

into the Prime, with only a few Dimensional Pockets

to show that it was ever seperate.

- -Galen

Character Personality Profiles System


As I've come to no longer care for the static 9 Alingments for AD&D, I

present my system for such as I've created for my own RPG in the works.

Character Personality Profile System

Each of us has a set of ethical guidelines, desires and goals & realistic

means to achieve those goals. So too, the characters you create. What

follows are the rules for creating the personality profiles for characters.

Ethic Classes

There are 15 Ethic Classes in Endless Passages. These classes never change. Once chosen, the player must act out the role of the character's ethics. The ethics are divided into three general categories: Good, Neutral & Evil. These three are the basic ethic codes the rest stem from.

Good

Moral: Breaking laws is something you cannot fathom. You will never

willingly break a law. For you, honesty truly is the best policy. You will

never refuse aid to anyone, regardless of their deeds. Evil shall be dealt

with harshly, but you refuse to kill other than in self-defense.

Scrupulous: Breaking laws is something you personally will never do. If

it's in a just cause, you can tolerate the bending of laws by others. You

will be as honest as possible, but you won't hurt someone's feelings.

Evil's not to be tolerated. You can kill in self-defense.

Good: Laws aren't meant to be broken. You don you best to follow the laws, but you know that you aren't infallible. Sometimes the ends justify the

means. You don't tolerate evil or evil acts. You will kill if it saves

future lives.

Helpful: Laws are tools by which we regulate our safety. Laws are the

guidelines on how we should mold our thoughts. You can't understand selfish behavior or why people are greedy. You go out of your way to help others, regardless of laws. You kill to save the whole rather than the one.

Kind: Laws are the beneficial rules we create to help us stay on course.

The laws we create are for benign purposes. Under no circumstances should the laws be written to benefit others. You say kind words as to not offend. You will kill to save the many from the one.

Neutral

Ambitious: You have set your goals high. Laws are for governing society and their actions. You view laws as an institution which keeps things stable. Within the limit of the law, you will work to rise up. If anyone works to subvert the law or prevent others from rising above their current standing, you will oppose them. you will kill to keep things running as they should.

Loyal: Laws should always favor the majority. Since the majority of society

is inherently good, the laws should favor the good of the many. You will

never support a law that hinders the stability of the inherent good of the

society. To preserve the goals of the majority, you will take a life.

Neutral: Laws are guidelines to keep things balanced. Never should there be any laws which support one side over another. You believe in equality. You will never force your views on others unless they wish to upset the

balance. You live by the belief "each to his own". Killing is something you

do to preserve the whole of society for the balance.

Selfish: Laws are something you normally don't bother with. You could care less about them. you don't care what other people do. You. That's your only concern. If they have a problem, unless they're willing to pay for your services, it's not your concern. Killing doesn't bother you, but it's not

high on you list of things to do.

Conceited: Laws? They're of no concern to you. You give less than a damn about laws and their implications. You do what you want to make sure you're well taken care of. Then, maybe, maybe, you'll worry about other's needs. You live by the creed: "I'm the most important person". You'll kill if the need suits you.

Evil

Anarchic: Laws are an aberration. They're an affront to your personal

freedom. Laws are created by those who are too weak to restrain themselves. They do not feel safe unless their lives are regulated with an artificial order they place upon themselves.  You will fight to keep your personal freedoms. You aren't necessarily evil, but you don't take kindly to people who tell you what to do. You won't kill if you don't need to, but if the

victim is infringing on freedom for you or others, you'll do it.

Greedy: Laws are useless. It's a dog-eat-dog world. Laws are an abomination of that. The reality of things is that the weak gather in masses for protection. They can't fend for themselves, so they impose a set of

guidelines that try to keep you from taking that which is rightfully yours.

To hell with them and their problems. As long as you get your slice of the

pie, it doesn't matter what happens. Killing helps to ensure you get what's

yours.

Evil: People are tools. Object to be manipulated. The weak masses create

laws to try and hide from that truth. You know that this is wrong. There

are no natural laws which govern what's right and what's wrong. There is

only the primal law that those who dominate rule. Either you adapt and

overcome, submit, or die. Killing is just a method of disposing of useless

tools.

Deceiver: Since the weak like to wrap themselves in law, why not use them? What better way to manipulate people than to use laws? Exploit the

loopholes, read into the laws. Know the laws so you can bend them. After

all, it's the word of the law that one must obey, not the intent. Kill, but

do so through the letter of law. Lie and broker in disinformation.

Diabolical: Laws are useless, people are as well. You're going to take

what's yours because you can. It's survival of the fittest and everyone for

themselves. Live, die, rise, fall, none of it matters to you unless they

were beneficial to you. Lie, cheat, plunder & kill to get what you want.

Who cares what they think. Break their backs and step on them when you can.

Nature & Demeanor


These two aspects of personality describe the desires and goals of the character and their means to achieve those goals.

Nature: This is your character's raw, naked self. Their dreams and desires.

This is what the character wants to accomplish.

Demeanor: This is how your character works to achieve their goals. It is

also the aspect most people see of your character.

Architect

Nature: you desire to build some lasting monument or memory. You want to be remembered.

Demeanor: You like to build things. Construction of some sort is your

preferred method to achieve your goals.

Balancer

Nature: You like balance. You desire harmony above all else. Your goal is

peace and stability.

Demeanor: Regardless of your goals, you will strive to keep everyone from

argument. You believe peace and harmony will allow you to achieve your

goals.

Caring

Nature: Compassion is your life. You desire to heal the world. Your goal is

to nurture the world.

Demeanor: You want people to be healthy. Only then can you achieve your goals.

Conformist

Nature: Taking charge isn't your style. You prefer to throw your lot in

with one who was born to lead. You wish to maintain or start a support

structure for government.

Demeanor: You cooperate with people. By doing so, they will help you

achieve your goals.

Controller

Nature: You cannot stand for things to be outside your grasp. Your goal is

to run it all. You desire to have it all.

Demeanor: you are manipulative. People are pawns. You use your influence and power to control what you must to achieve your goals.

Discoverer

Nature: You are always on the lookout for something new to find. Your goal is to enlighten. Your desire is to find what no one else has.

Demeanor: You seem aloof in your pursuits. You quest for the understanding you need to achieve your goals.

Driven

Nature: You're a zealot. Something compels you. You thirst for

understanding. Your goal is knowledge.

Demeanor: You won't rest until you have to. You work to achieve your goals with intensity.

Jester

Nature: Sorrow and pain are a bane to you. You are the one who works to

bring joy and laughter. You desire to make people laugh. Your goal is to

lighten the hearts of the world.

Demeanor: You're a clown. People can't see you as being serious. But due to your antics, work seems to get done faster. They willingly help you achieve your goals.

Judge

Nature: You maintain the status quo. You desire justice. Your goal is

truth.

Demeanor: You view things through a static framework. You will use people to promote your goals, but not unjustly or abusively.

Loner

Nature: You are alone always. You never feel a part of the group. You

desire to unleash the strength within. Your goal is to prove that it only

takes one to change things.

Demeanor: you like to be left to your own devices. You do things for

yourself. You will achieve your goals by yourself.

Martyr

Nature: you care passionately. Your desire is sympathy for your beliefs.

Your goal is in your devotion.

Demeanor: You are willing to sacrifice yourself for your goals. You will

never renounce your beliefs.

Optimist

Nature: You are always cheerful. You desire to make people see the good in everything. Your goal is to instill hope.

Demeanor: You seem oblivious to reality. How can anyone believe things are getting better? But you do. Through insight you attempt to work to achieve your goals.

Organizer

Nature: You like to organize and classify everything. You desire to

categorize everything. Your goal is to organize chaos.

Demeanor: You enjoy putting things together. You are a creature of habit.

Through predictability, you seek to achieve your goals.

Outsider

Nature: You don't fit in. It suits you. You desire to be left alone. Your

goal is to prove you don't need society's stigmata.

Demeanor: Even if you do fit in, you choose not to. By smashing society's

dogma, you'll achieve your goals.

Pessimist

Nature: You are virtually depressed. You desire to make people see the

error of their ways. Your goal is hope.

Demeanor: You are so steeped in society, you seem stuck. Things are bad, you say, but we can make them better. Through choosing the hard road, you can achieve your goals.

Perseverant

Nature: Nothing holds you back. You can endure. You desire to teach people how to survive. Your goal is to adapt and overcome all obstacles.

Demeanor: You present a façade of power of will. In truth, you wish to

inspire others to adapt to anything. Thus, your goals will endure.

Rebel

Nature: The establishment is a sham. You desire to be completely

independent. Your goal is to make everyone a free-thinker.

Demeanor: You won't join the cause. You refuse to be a part of the

established order. You lack a direction and must examine all of your

surroundings before choosing the way to proceed.

Scrutinize

Nature: You examine everything. You desire perfection. Your goal is to

instill high standards.

Demeanor: You can't accept things at face value. Only through careful study can your goals be met.

Sensualist

Nature: Life is too short to waste. The world is alive and vibrant. You

desire experience. Your goal is to teach new pleasures.

Demeanor: You are expressive. You touch and feel everything. You pursue your goals passionately.

Traditionalist

Nature: You don't like change. You desire to protect the established order.

Your goal is consistency.

Demeanor: you seem complacent. However, it is the tried and true methods you use that make others think this way. But these methods help you achieve your goals.

Trendy

Nature: you want to be on the leading edge. If it's new, you want to try

it. You desire expansion. Your goal is change.

Demeanor: You embrace the new. It opens the way to new methods to achieve your goals.

Trickster

Nature: You love to act. Your desire is to have your own business. Your

goal is wealth and success.

Demeanor: You're a swindler, a con. You're a fast-tracker who achieves his goals through talking people into them.

Visionary

Nature: You seek to reach the next plateau. You desire to inspire. Your

goal is wisdom. Demeanor: You are a dreamer. You are imaginative. Through guidance, others will help you achieve your goals.

Warrior

Nature: You are aggressive. You desire challenge and struggle. Your goal is strength in all areas.

Demeanor: You can't tolerate weakness. People view you as angry. You can only achieve your goals if you win.


These aren't the only possible Natures & Demeanors. However, in total there are 7,320 combinations through those listed when paired with Ethic Class.

Emperor Xan:    Master of Organized Chaos

http://members.tripod.com/~EmperorXan/Index.html

AOL IM: Zhextyl

ICQ: 12737484

Outer Planar Metaphysical Structure

AND SO the Foundations were laid,

AND the Potentiality set across them; 

YET still there was no Life in Creation,

FOR not yet had been Created SPIRIT.

And so the CREATOR set his will upon the Field of Light,

and Ordered it into the Patterns of Good.

And so also, upon the Field of Darkness, 

Which was Ordered into Evil.

And Between Good and Evil, 

he Begat the First Tree.

Nourished by the Light upon its Leaves,

And by the Darkness at its Roots,

The Tree Grew Strong.

But Strength alone was not enough,

For Life must be Adaptable as well;

And so the CREATOR opened a WAY, a Channel 

Through which Primordial Chaos did enter,

And by his Will, became Possibility.

And it is from these three sources of Power

that the Spirit which is Life derives.

- -Fragment of a Vanir Children's Story

========================================

To the Light side of Possibility lives Creativity;

to the Dark, Madness. 

Below Madness is Corruption, 

Beyond Corruption is Death;

Beyond Death, the True Evil.

Above Death is the Trunk of the First Tree,

And above the Trunk are its Leaves -

And all of Life is the Fruit of its Branches.

Between Life and Light lies Virtue;

Between Life and Possibility, are Children -

"Well, that an interesting characterization of the Olympians."

"I Refer to the Eladrin, Mortal; did you not know that the Coure

are born from the Souls of Mortals who died in Childhood?"

"Ah, well, no, I didn't actually ... Ah, while 

I am Very grateful for your instruction, 

this description of the Planes ignores Mechanus -"

Her face grew pale with wrath, so I stopped talking and waited.

After a while, she calmed and attempted an answer:

"That Accursed Mill," She said. "They Drain Both

Good and Evil from the Sources BEFORE the Tree may

feed on them, then they Cancel Light against Dark to

extract an Order seperated from its intended Purpose.

They Steal from the Creator Himself in the Name of their ...

LAW." She spat the word out as if it had had a bad taste.

"Ah, yes. Let me thank you again for your courtesy; just

a few more questions. Why do your people choose to live

between the Light and Chaos?", I asked.

"We Do Not," She Replied. "We live near Possibility,

not Chaos; Chaos is ... Outside. Only rarely and for

brief periods is Possibility connected to it; were it

otherwise, the Multiverse would Dissolve. Possibility

respects Time, Dimension - Chaos does not.

As for Why we live here, it is Clearly Because We are

the most Artistic of Peoples; where else would we live

but the Heart of Creativity? "

"But the Aesir don't seem Creative ...," 

I managed to choke out before she interupted me. 

"The Aesir are Barbarians. Invaders! This is not Their Place,

it is Ours; and We Will Decide!"

I didn't know what she was talking about, 

but it didn't seem like a good time for further questions, 

so I made my excuses and escaped into the morning light.

· -Galen

Virtue --------Life-----------Children

  |             |                \

  |             |                 \

  |             |                 Creativity

  |             |                   \

Mill          Trunk               Possibility

  |             |                   /

  |             |                 Madness

  |             |                 /

  |             |                /

Hell ---------Death----------Corruption

A Map of the Outer Planes.

Snot, Living

Climate/Terrain: Any Moist

Frequency: highly variable

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Avoids Sunlight

Diet: Disease; Amorphs (Oozes,Slimes,Jellies,Puddings, etc)

Intelligence: Genius

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Neutral

- ------------------

# Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 8

Movement: 9

Hit Dice: 16 +4 (100 hp) 

THAC0: 5

# of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: special

Special Attacks: Engulf

Special Defenses: See below

Magic Resistance: 66%

Size: Small to Large

Morale: Elite

Xp Value: 16,000  [25]

Living Snot is composed of cell colonies that feed upon bacteria and the

peculiar cells of the amorphic monsters. It has a semi-transparent

gelatinous appearance [imposing a -3 surprise penalty on others], and

is able to pass through cracks as little as 1 inch wide. It can compress

itself to Small size or absorb Gas/Liquid to assume Large size. It is able

to 'Spider Climb' at will.

Living Snot is Immune to Acid, Aging/Withering, Charm, Cold, Poison/Disease, Positive/Negative Energy, and Psionic direct attacks. It cannot be harmed by Piercing or Bludgeoning attacks; Slashing attacks divide the Living Snot  into two smaller Snots, each having hit points equal to the original at the time of division minus the damage of the slashing attack itself.  [All Living Snots have a rested/restored base hp of 100 (16 +4 HD).] Living Snots take no damage from 'Vibration' attacks or 'Blasting' effects, nor can they be 'Constricted' or 'Crushed'. 'Wounding' effects do not affect them, nor can they be 'Corroded'. They are *not* affected by

'Cure Disease'; 'Cause Disease' restores 3d8 hp to the Snot it is cast upon.

Living Snots are especially Vulnerable to Fire, which inflicts double damage upon them. They take normal damage from Electricity and Magic Missiles. They can be affected by Illusions, but have the resistance to Phantasms typical of a Telepath. Polymorph Attacks are effective for but a single round before the Snot reverts to its usual form. A Protection from

Amorphs Spell has been found to be effective at hedging out a Living Snot.

Living Snot Regenerates 4 hp per round spent in feeding; this 'feeding'

attack inflicts 8 hit points of damage per round upon an Amorph, or acts

as a 'Cure Disease' upon a Plant or Animal based lifeform (the 'attack' of

a Living Snot will cure 'Mummy Rot' and other Magical Diseases, but does

not cure Lycanthropy; however, it  will prevent a lycanthrope from being

'contagious' - that is, the lycanthrope will be unable to transmit its

affliction to others for 1 lunar month).

Living Snot makes its attack by Engulfing one chosen target; in the same

round, it will attempt to feed. The victim may save vs Breath Weapon to

avoid the affect, failure results in a complete curing of all disease

based afflictions; causes 8 hp damage to Amorphs; and disables any ability

to cause disease in others until somehow restored.

Typically, a Living Snot will release a Cured victim at the Start of the

next round [initiative 0], and make an 'attack' against an uncured target

[normal initiative]. 

Living Snot has an innate ability to Detect Disease (Amorphs) at a range

of 360 yds; subjects not infected will not be engulfed.

It is not known what measures can free an Engulfed subject before it has

been cured; Sages who have studied Living Snot can offer no reason to

interfere with its activities.

Living Snot has recently been encountered in the Deep Ethereal preying 

on Dhour.   

Living Snot is not social nor communicative.

- -Galen

Feel free to discuss this beastie; 

I don't have much practice in monster design.

Demiplane of Half-Elves

From: Galen

Magical Structure of my Demiplane

General rating (IAW High Level Campaigns): 14

Enhanced: Caster functions as one level higher.

Diminished: Caster functions one level lower; spells above 


4th level do not function without spell key.

By hypothesis, this demiplane has an infusion of Positive Energy.

Therefore:

Positive Necromantic Spells are Enhanced,

Negative Necromantic Spells are Diminished.

Spells which summon Elementals summon a Positive Quasi-Elemental 

instead; control of the Elemental is affected by Charm constraints

below. Druidical magic is not affected by this alteration.

Lightning, Radiance, and Mist Spells are Enhanced.


[except Death Fog (acid), and Cloudkill (poison), natch]

Dust, Ash, Vacuum, and Salt spells are Diminished.


[Rust spells are Salt spells, BTW.]

Spells which create Acid, or which produce poisons, Fail. 

'Corrupt Water' Fails [Absolute Condition].

Spells using Acid/Poison as a material component are Diminished.

The Demiplane is Poor in Metals/Minerals; spells which Evoke

these elements are Diminished, Transmutations are unaffected. 

The Demiplane has an abundance of Wood; spells which Conjure Wood 

are Enhanced. [Local Spells include Wall of Wood and Wood Shape.]

The demiplane has no Astral Connection; spells which require an 

Astral Path fail without the proper spell key. [Which is:

a staff, rod, or wand made from the Wood of Yggdrasil;

the key must be so made as to be suitable for enchantment,

but need not be enchanted (although it can be).]

Summoning spells are affected by position; the Demiplane

is 'adjacent' only to the Ethereal and Yggdrasil itself.

Song Magic is Enhanced, and expanded; 

Charm Spells are Diminished, except by Song Magic (Key constraint).

Non-songmagic Monster summoning spells will summon monsters, 

but not grant control of them. 

Elemental Summoning Spells likewise work to summon an Elemental,

but only the Song Magic variant allows control of it.

(Druidic Spells are not affected by this constraint.)

Magical Traditions of this Demiplane favor schools of Thaumaturgy

over those of Philosophy; formulae for many scrolls, potions, and 

devices are well known and widely available - these magics are

generally temporary or one-shot, of course [See Spells and Magic].

[Schools of Thaumaturgy are Expanded.]

Psionics are unaffected by the Demiplane itself, but are subject 

to political forces deriving from a treaty with the Felinoids;

the Felinoids may notice and decide to punish any use of Psionic

Energies undertaken without their permission. The procedures for

obtaining this permission are not generally known, and may not

be standardized.

Clerics are generally affected as on a 'Closed' world; any spells

in memory may be cast, but spells above 2nd level can not be

regained while on the Demiplane. The Demiplane is Unrestricted

to Priests of the Vanir or Seldarine (including Drow Powers); 

Druids, Rangers, and Shamen are also allowed full power and abilities.

Eladrin, Rilmani, Slaadi, and Guardinals also retain their full 

abilities; spell-like abilities of other Planar Races are affected 

as Clerics or Mages. Closure can be overridden by a Power Key made

for that purpose; doing so will attract the attention of the Power 

who Reigns here. 

===============================================================

Magical abilities of Native Races:

Aranea- Shapeshifter (Arachnoid/Half-Elven/Hybrid); in Half-Elven

form, has all innate abilities of that race. Aranea may not become

Druids; otherwise, they have all the classes available to half-elves.

Half-Elves-  Forest Vision (see through brush), 60ft;

Charm Resistance, 30%; Identify Plants; Pass without trace

or hindrance through overgrown areas. 

Half-Elves are commonly Druids or Bards. Alchemists are also common.

Geometers and Artificers are uncommon, as are Songmages (non-bardic). 

Non-Thaumaturgical Specialists are rare.

Rangers are rare, and tend to be Aasimar (which are considered 

a variant of the Half-Elven in local culture). Native Rangers are 

never multiclassed. ('Common' fighters are uncommon, as are thieves.)

Druid/Bards, Druid/Thieves, and Druid/Alchemists are rare.

Songmage/Bards are uncommon; Mage/Thieves are very rare, and

never Specialty Thaumaturges.

Specialty Priests are formed from Druids of at least 9th level, and 

also from Druid/Bards who have attained at least 9th level as a Druid.

Elven Cats-ESP; 1/day (Enlarge, Trip); 2/day (Reduce, Tree(limb))

abilities used at 9th level. Int: 2-7; encounter-domestic common.

Felinoids- A variant of the Giant Lynx, Very Intelligent with

Psionic powers (typically Wild Talent, Full Psionics is rare).

Firbolgs- 1/day: Detect Magic, Dimunition, Fools' Gold, Forget,

and Alter Self. Magic Resistance of 15%. Can become a Shaman of up

to 7th level; shamen have bonus illusion abilities- two granted

powers from the first level illusion spells per level up to 5th,

granted powers from the 2nd level illusion spells at levels

6 and 7. 

(So, a 7th level shaman has 10- 1st level, and 4- 2nd level 

illusion spells which he uses as granted powers.)

Kodragon- Plane Shift or Teleport at will;  Reducing breath weapon

 (cancelable by the Kodragon with another breath). Int: Exceptional.

encounter-Castle Regions, common.

Dryad- Dimension Door via Plants, Speak with Plants; 

3/day, Charm Person. Int: High. 

Nymph- Dimension Door 1/day, Druid Spells at 7th level,

'Gaze' attack (blindness or death to look at her). Nymphs can 

provide Charisma enhancing effects to others. Int: Exceptional.

Sylph- Levitate Self, Invisibility, Spells as 7th level wizard (Ele Air).

1/week, can summon an Air Elemental (an actual Air elemental, not

a lightning quasi-elemental). Int: Exceptional.

________________________________________________________

Castle Regions are typically held by a powerful Spell Caster:

Lady Altair <Pr/Alu-Fiend,7 HD/Mage 12/CN> 

Lady Autumn <Pr/Grey Elf/Mage 18/N>

Lady Ariel  <Pl/Djinni/CG>

Princess Melody <Pl/Aasimar/Bard 19,Songmage 15/NG>

... are examples from over a dozen.

- -Galen

Psionics and the Planes

Sources: Player's Option, Skills and Powers

Planewalker's Handbook

Special Note: I have no practical experience with 

AD&D Psionics. 

_________________

Clairsentient====

- -----------------

General: affected as Divinations.

Aura Sight - because living Auras extend into the Border 

Ethereal, this sense can be used from the Border to examine

beings on the adjoining Plane.

(Aura contact cannot be used to *alter* a subject in this

way; only to observe.)

Danger Sense - in any Evil Plane or in the Deep Ethereal,

this sense would be so overloaded as to be useless.

Object Reading - a strongly aligned item would mask the

relatively weak impressions left by the auras of previous

owners. Many Tanar'ri wield weapons made *from* Tanar'ri;

attempting to read such an object could be hazardous.

Feel Sound - on Pandemonium, I'd suggest this manifest as 

severe (whole body) itching. In Svartalfheim, it could be

intoxicating.

Know Location - on the Deep Ethereal, this devotion will

tell you that you are in the Deep Ethereal; it will tell

you nothing else.

Psionic Sense - on the Astral, this sense is overwhelmed.

See Sound - overwhelmed on Pandemonium.

_____________________

Psychokinetics========

- ---------------------

Create Object - on the Abyss, subject to Abyssal corruption

as an Alteration. On the Ethereal, may become permanent (1%).

Detonate - in aquatic enviornments, the shock will produce 

an agravated blast radius.

____________________

Psychometabolic=====

- --------------------

General: Since Psionic powers don't function on planes

without a native magic field (High Level Campaigns),

conditions governing magic use should impact Psionics

as well; Therefore, all Psychometabolics are regarded

as Alterations. Since the Psionic energies are assimilated

into the Psionicist, Abyssal use could result in mutating

into a Tiefling.

Animal Affinity - on the Beastlands, this will result in an

acute and aggravated case of Beast Pox.

Body Control - I'd allow this devotion to permit survival

in the soup of lYmbo.

Shadow Form - has an Ethereal component; will not function

on Astral or Outer Planes. ("without spell key" - what is

a Psionic Spell key? I'd go with a specialized devotion.)

Chameleon Power - won't work against Modrons on Mechanus;

is ineffective against critters who can see invisible objects.

Heightened Senses - bad idea on Pandemonium.

___________________

Psychoportive====

- -------------------

General: most of these effects require extradimensional space.

Some require Astral access.

Psychoportives do not allow access into or out of Sigil.

__________________

Telepathic=======

- ------------------

General: Telepathic Contact with a Tanar'ri is Bad Idea;

the other planar races aren't necessarily safer.

Most Planar races have some form of natural telepathic

abilities, usually related to communication; this could

give them an extremely high MAC. The Modron communal

subconcious could react very badly to an intruder - at Power

level! Insanity is a likely result of the attempt.

Cranium Rats - although resistant to Magical domination,

they may be subject to Psionic Assimilation as a communal mind.

It is doubtful that such control could be long maintained,

however, and they could well be *really* upset about it later -

or not. I'd decide based on how they were used/rewarded.

Awe - this might work really well against low level fiends.

Charm effects on Arborea are exagerated due to the highly emotional

nature of the plane.

How the Outer Planes Affect Psionics

James O'Rance (dragn-dreamer@geocities.com

 Psionic Disciplines are affected by the nature of the plane which the 

psionicist is on. The reason for this remains dark - some say that it is 

an aspect of the same phenomenon which alters wizardous magic; others 

believe that the planes are alive , and that the psionicist's powers are 

changed by being within it.

 Whatever the real reason, psionicists who walk the planes have to get 

used to their powers not always workng int he same way as they did on 

the Prime. The ways in which a particular Discipline, Science, or 

Devotion might be altered are listed below: 

 Altered: The psionic power works, but in an unusual way that often 

reflects the nature of the plane. More details are included with the 

specific entry.

 Fails: The psionic power does not work upon this plane; this is rare, 

and is usually a feature of the plane's laws of reality.

 Requires a Focus: Due to the interference of the plane's mindscape, it 

is more difficult for the psionicist to concentrate upon unleashing this 

power. This translates as a -2 penalty to the psionicists MTHAC0 roll. 

However, this can be avoided in one of two ways: by spending a round in 

preparation; or by attuning an apprpriate vessel (using the appropriate 

Science) and keeping it in body contact. Grey, burnt-out ioun stones are 

known to act as focuses when circling a psionicist's head.

 Boosted: The powers effect is amplified by the nature of the plane. 

This provides the psionicist with a +2 bonus to the MTHAC0 roll. 

However, there is a danger to this; if the MTHAC0 roll is a natural 20, 

then the psionicist's mind becomes a channel for psionic power. He 

immediately gains 1d10 PSPs + 1 PSP/level, and his mind is opened for 

1d6 rounds. The power which the psionicist activated will be 

involuntarily maintained for at least as many rounds a the psionicist's 

mind is opened; if the psionicist runs out of PSPs, he will lose hit 

points at the same rate. 

 The Abyss

 A variety of psionic Disciplines are altered in the Abyss. In general, 

powers of fire control, torture, or shape changing are

 boosted. This is known to vary from layer to layer; in general, 

however, the following is often true:

 Clairsentient: There is a chance, equal to the psionicist's level on 

1d20, that an Abyssal power will notice the PC's spying and take some 

action. This could be as blunt as sending a murder of vrocks to deal 

with the psionicist, or as subtle as tampering with the result of the 

clairsentient power use...

 Psychometabolic: Powers that alter the body are corrupted to suit the 

layer of the Abyss that the subject is upon. Animal Affinity in a watery 

layer might cause the psionicist to take on reptilian or sharklike 

characteristics, for example. Powers that cause damage or pain to the 

recipient are boosted; those that heal the body require a focus.

 Telepathic: Mindlinking with a resident of the Abyss is perilous; if a 

psionicist successfully initiates contact with a tanar'ri or similar 

native whilst on the Abyss, there is a chance that he will be exposed to 

the psychic aura of the Abyss. The psionicist's mind is exposed to a 

crushing tirade of hatred and pain; if he fails a saving throw vs. death 

magic, his mind is forced open by the psionic attack for 1d6 rounds, and 

he is stunned for the next round. 

 Acheron

 Telepathic powers of Domination, Inflict Pain, Mass Domination, and 

Suppress Pain are boosted in Acheron. Molecular Agitation is altered; 

the metallic ground beneath the psionicist is always heated at the same 

rate at the target material, causing great discomfort to the psionicist. 

Magnetize requires a focus to use successfully, or the psionic energy 

will be absorbed harmlessly by the cube that the psionicist is standing 

upon. 

 Arborea

 Adrenaline Control, Attraction, Hallucination, Heightened Senses, 

Pheronome Discharge, Spirit Lore, and Truthear are all boosted in 

Arborea. Other psionic powers typically require a focus, as the wild 

atmosphere of the plane distracts the most disciplined psionicist. 

 Arcadia

 The Telepathic devotions Identity Penetration, Hivemind, and Insect 

Mind are boosted in Arcadia. Powers which cause harm to living beings or 

promote chaos fail. 

 Baator

 Powers of control and cruelty are boosted throughout the plane.  

Molecular Manipulation is boosted in Dis; Cryokinesis is boosted in 

Caina, whilst Control Flames and Molecular Agitation fails in that 

layer; and Animate Shadow is boosted in Nessus. 

 Beastlands

 Telepathic powers which control animals fail in the Beastlands. 

Telepathic and Psychometabolic powers which cause the recipient to 

become more animalistic (such as Animal Affinity or Reptile Mind) are 

boosted. Powers which allow the recipient to fly require a focus to work 

in the Beastlands. 

 Bytopia

 The Psychokinetic powers Create Object and Control Wind are boosted in 

Bytopia. 

 Carceri

 The Psychoportive Sciences Banishment, Probability Travel, and Teleport 

Other fail in Carceri; the plane of imprisonment prefers to keep people 

exactly where they are. 

 Elysium

 Psionic powers which cause harm to others fail in Elysium; powers which 

directly benefit others are boosted. 

 Gehenna

 The powers Double Pain, Identity Penetration, Molecular Agitation, and 

Sensitivity to Observation are boosted in Gehenna. Control Flames and 

Molecular Agitation are boosted in the warm layers; Cryokinesis is 

boosted in the cold ones. Powers of healing require a focus throughout 

the plane. 

 The Grey Waste

 Most Psychoportation fails on Oinos, the first layer of the Grey Waste; 

only Probability Travel, Astral Projection, Summon Planar Creature, and 

Summon Planar Energy can be used.

 Powers which stimulate emotions (such as telempathic projection and 

awe) or create colour (Control Light) fail throughout the plane.

 Powers which dampen emotion (such as suppress fear) are boosted. 

 Limbo

 All psionic powers require a focus on Limbo, as the chaotic nature of 

the plane intrudes upon the psionicist's thoughts and internal energies. 

However, if a psionic power does work, the energies which are suffusing 

the psionicist's being are channelled into psionic power: all powers 

function at their maximum efficiency (ie, the result normally achieved 

when the PC rolls his Power Score) or very poorly indeed (the result 

gained by rolling a 1) - 50% chace of either. 

 Mechanus

 All psionic powers are boosted in Mechanus; the everpresent touch of 

Law allows the psionicist to focus on his disciplines with great 

accuracy.

 There are but a few exceptions to this: powers which create a chaotic 

result fail in Mechanus, as does Conceal Thoughts, False Sensory Input, 

Hallucination, Invisibility, and Sensory Suppression. 

 Mt Celestia

 Powers which bring evil, suffering, or chaos into the plane always fail 

here. This includes Death Field, Disintegrate, Double Pain, Life 

Draining, Inflict Pain, Summon Planar Creature, and Summon Planar 

Energy, among others. The DM should decide on a case-by-case basis.

 Psionic powers which are beneficial to others are boosted here; powers 

which conceal the truth from the natives of the plane require a focus. 

 The Outlands 

 All non-godly psionic Disciplines fail at the 6th ring of the Outlands. 

It is not possible to use clairsentience or telepathy to contact 

individuals or places beyond this point, or to enter the Outlands with 

psychoportation beyond the 6th ring. 

 Pandemonium

 Control Sound, Control Wind and Create Sound always fail in 

Pandemonium. Powers of pain and chaos are boosted.

 Telepathic powers are altered in Pandemonium; every time a character's 

mind is alteres in any way (such as by Aura Alteration, Insect Mind or 

Psychic Surgery), there is a base 100% chance that the target will go 

insane (as decribed in the Planes of Chaos boxed set). For every point 

of Wisdom that the victim and the psionicist have, reduce this chance by 

1%. Thus, if the psionicist had a Wisdom of 17 and the victim had a 

Wisdom of 11, the chance of insanity would be equal to 72%. 

 Ysgard

 Psychokinetic powers are boosted in Ysgard, due to the elemental nature 

of that plane. Clairsentient powers require a focus; however, this can 

be overcome by making use of divinatory devices such as throwing 

runestones or reading entrails. Few clairsentients enjoy using these 

crutches, however.

 The powers of Ysgard do not usually like psionicists, and there is a 5% 

chance per level of the PC that one of them sends 2-20 einheriar to 

investigate any use of a psionic power on the plane. This chance is 

checked every time that a psionic power is used. The einheriar will 

usually demand that the psionicist leave Ysgard; if the PC is evil or an 

enemy of an Ysgardian power, the einheriar may attempt to slay him.

<<<

James O'Rance

"That Clandestyne Guy"

http://travel.to/TheOuterPlanes.net

Strange Choirs: The Eladrin

"Strange Choirs" is *my* version of the Faces of Good book.  I'll of course be interested in seeing Chris Perkins' version. This is my version.  It is fun to do.  Does anyone else want to do a version?


"With Xanxost away eating its way through the Inner Planes, I've enlisted a red slaad of my acquaintance, Qatmos.  Qatmos isn't as helpful as Xanxost, but it's very hard to find slaadi willing to write books at all.


"Of course, what you get is a book filled with doodles, crumpled paper, parts of various meals, and remnant illusion magic.  Fortunately, some hired xaositects were actually able to make sense of it.


"There's such a delicious feeling of contrast from trying to force slaadi writings into a standard format, don't you think?" -- the editor.


Hello mortals!  This is Qatmos, who is very hungry.  Who is very hungry? Qatmos, that's who!


Sometimes Qatmos calls itself Xanxost, because Xanxost is famous and Qatmos hungers for glory.


Qatmos tires of this game!  Bring me your finest elves and sneezes!


That was a slaadi impression, mortals!  Do you know who it was of?  Neither does Qatmos!  It must have been of someone.


Maybe it was Xanxost!


Maybe it was an eladrin.  Eladrin laugh with slaadi, not against them.  They laugh at slaadi jokes.  Not like those archons.


Hated, mewling, boring, sycophantic, despicable, meddling archons... 


Look, mortal!  Qatmos is pretending its foot is an archon!  It is going poo!


Lots of slaadi pretend to be Xanxost.  Sometimes Qatmos wonders if the real Xanxost is still alive.


The eladrin are still alive!


It is easy to kill a coure.  They melt in Qatmos' mouth, just like a Limbic hydrogen snow cone.  Qatmos is so hungry!


Tulani are hard to kill!  Instead, Qatmos brings them headless mice and drops them on their porch.  Sometimes, Qatmos plays with their hair.  Sometimes Qatmos brings them headless hares.


Qatmos loves eladrin hair!  It is like solid whispers, or a still stream disappearing into a land of flame.  Do you like those, mortal?  Too bad: they are Qatmos'.  You cannot have them, unless you best Qatmos in a drinking contest.


Or a smoking contest.


Or a skiing contest.


Or a beauty contest!  Qatmos would win that hands down!


Flippers down? Qatmos loves songsharks.  They are almost as pretty as Qatmos.


Eladrin are pretty, too!  In their wide eyes and beneath their flesh glimmers the shimmering weirdlight of chaos, just like in Limbo!  Qatmos put a smiley face on the "o," mortal, because Limbo makes Qatmos hungry!


Qatmos and Xanxost are twins.  We were born from the same host.  Or maybe they were different ones.  Maybe we did not come from hosts at all.  Qatmos does not know!  Who is this Xanxost we are talking about?


Qatmos is too hungry to know.  Qatmos also needs a smoke.  A smoke mephit would be very tasty!


Are coure related to mephits?


Wait, do not answer.  Eladrin questions are Qatmos' specialty!


Coure are not related to mephits, although Qatmos once cut a coure and a mephit in half, switch their tops, and sewed them back together.  They looked so funny!


The coure did not think it was funny, so Qatmos left those lovers alone.


Xanxost and Qatmos are lovers.  All red slaadi and blue slaadi love each other.  Slaadi so horny!


Wait, no.  Red and blue slaadi hate each other!  Except on godsday, when we all find a green slaad and smell it.


Green slaadi smell pine fresh!


Eladrin smell like cloves, and poppies, and beer.


Eladrin smell like ginger, and Queen Anne's lace, and woodsmoke.  Xanxost needs a smoke!


Editor's note: Xanxost is away, eating its way through the Inner Planes.  In the meantime, we bring you Qatmos, a red slaad.  Qatmos isn't as helpful as Xanxost, but it's very hard to find slaadi willing to write at all...


Qatmos has put the editor's note in the wrong place!  Aho!  Qatmos has kindled the fires of Chaos in this book!


Coure aren't as chaotic as Qatmos.  This is because they always try to help, not harm.  They don't help Qatmos eat them!


This is also because coure still remember being petitioners.  Wait, no.  Some coure were whimsical thoughts rising from the Astral Plane like steam from a hot corpse. Some coure were the children of two or three or sixteen other coure.  Once Qatmos saw a rilmani explode, hatching dozens of little coure the eladrin had infected her with!


That was so entertaining!  It was like getting candy from a piٌata!


That is how red slaadi make blue slaadi.  Only sometimes we get bored and do it another way.  It does not always work!  Sometimes we make green slaadi.


Green slaadi are minty fresh!


Eladrin are fresh, too. They always want to pinch Qatmos.  Qatmos wants to pinch them!  We have such good times together.


Sometimes eladrin change, like chaos beasts and slaadi.  If an eladrin spends a lot of time in the water it will grow gills.  If it spends a lot of time in the dust and snow of Pelion it will grow tough and quick.  If it takes to the sky it will grow wings.  If it takes to the swamps it will grow flippers, like Qatmos. Eladrin draw strength from stone.  They draw quickness from wind. They draw passion from flame.  They draw endurance from trees.


Not like slaadi.  Slaadi grow better from change and flux and creation and destruction, from randomness and disorganization.


When an eladrin has experienced enough chaos and liberty and benevolence and fire and trees and mountains and water and fire and alcohol and smoke and food, it is ready to purge itself of contaminants and become more of a part of the plane.  Then, it finds Arborean spirits who cover it a cocoon woven of airless bubbles, waterless currents, and monkey philosophy.  They are woven of the charity of clouds, the love of worms, and the joy of shadow.  The Arborean nature spirits: the dryads and the oreads and satyrs and sylphs and tritons and sunbirds and lunar shades and monsters-under-the-bed and beastlords and might-have-beens and salamanders and Jack Frosts and hero-hoods.  The Arborean

nature spirits take the cocoons to secret places while they absorb the essence of the plane like a psychic battery, or like our Spawning Stone.


When they emerge, the eladrin are purer and stronger, and capable of new roles.  A firre becomes a ghaele firre.  A noviere shiere becomes a firre noviere shiere.  A tulani bralani becomes a ghaele tulani bralani.


Did you like that, mortals?  Xanxost is a hack compared to Qatmos.  A hack!


Qatmos was once hacked at by eladrin. We made a game of it.  No, Qatmos did not win.  To win, you need rules.  Rules are for modrons.


Sometimes, Qatmos feels like going to Mechanus and killing modrons. Sometimes Qatmos gets as far as Tradegate or the Tower of the Arcanoloths or the City of Brass before Qatmos gets hungry or sexy or sleepy or jiggy or stupid or scary or ginger or quantum or undead and does something else. Qatmos isn't sure where Mechanus is, anyway.


The modrons know where Mechanus is!  And the eladrin know where petitioners are.


The petitioners are everywhere.  The eladrin look for the ones who wonder about more than what goes on in their little realms, the artists and philosophers and children and dreamers and liars.  They hunt for them in Arborea and Ysgard and Beast Country, and they steal them from the gods and the guardinals and the slaadi.  The slaadi do not mind.  When they find petitioners they want, they kidnap them and replace them with witch-logs and puppets and cattle and shapeshifted eladrin so the powers won't know they're gone.  Then they take them to the eladrin lands and give them to the spirits. Later, they come back and unwrap the cocoons.  Sometimes there is just a petitioner, and the eladrin eat it.


Wait, no.  They let it go, sending it home forever changed by the experience. Sometimes the pet accepts the spirits' gift and it emerges as a coure.  It is so funny!  It makes Qatmos hungry.


Eladrin art sometimes makes me hungry.  Sometimes it makes me gasp or cry or sing or scream or shout or laugh or play or dance or sneeze or begin to understand what "teamwork" is.  Qatmos was talking with an eladrin and an archon at an exhibition held by the rilmani.  When Qatmos circles the "A" in RILMANI it means anarchy.  When Qatmos circles the "A"s in SLAAD it means double anarchy.  When Qatmos circles the "A"s in ANARCHY it means quadruple anarchy.


Wait, Qatmos takes that back.  It only means triple anarchy.  Qatmos thinks. You count the word ANARCHY itself, and the one "A," and the other "A" ... yes.


Anyway, the archon (stupid, arrogant archons ... hated, anemic archons ... dancing, biting archons ... screaming, dying archons...)


Anyway, the archon was critiquing the eladrin's work.  He said, "That's not art!  A lantern could do that!"


The eladrin said, "That was the point.  I intended it to be the expression of a young celestial bathing in the River Oceanus during a storm brought on by a gate town being siphoned into the Outlands."


Pretty good, eh, Mortal?  Qatmos sounded just like them.


The archon thought that was ridiculous.  "That is ridiculous," he said. "It's nothing of the sort!  You just made a blobby lot of scribbles!  It's not even properly framed!  And that isn't paint!"


"Fight," Qatmos told them.  Sometimes eladrin and archons fight.  "Eat each  other!"


They glared at Qatmos.  Qatmos glared back, then saw a pretty spire butterfly and tried to smoke it.


It was so pretty!  It danced with the shining, draining light of law and chaos and good and evil and youth and age and full and empty and rich and poorand paper and plastic.  It shivered before Qatmos' questing flame and drank ofQatmos' magic.  


The eladrin continued.  "It's not just the storm-marks.  You have to dance init, and sing to it, and drink from it.  That's the art."  The eladrin wasstill talking about the art.  Only Qatmos was looking at the butterfly.


The archon got very angry.  How can you judge something like that?  Anyonecan do that!


Qatmos doesn't know how or if or who or when the conversation ended.  Qatmoswas off cow tipping.  Qatmos hopes it did not miss them fighting.


Eladrin are the only ones who understand slaadart.  The lillendi are theother only ones.  Other people can't tell it from the rest of Limbo's soup.Qatmos put a skull and crossbones above the "i" in Limbo because it loves skulls and crossbows.  Bones.  Qatmos is hungry.


Good-bye, mortals.


Qatmos would like to thank Galen Musbach for reminding it of the link between children and coure.  Galen Musbach is the most clever of all the musbachi.  Do you like Qatmos' plural form, mortals?

An Arborean Epilogue

by Inward Looker

Purification and Ascension:

I don't remember much about my mortal life.

I have brief flashes, occasionally-- a taste of bread in my mother's kitchen,

my wedding night -- things that are a fundamental part of my soul.  Does this mean that on the cold Astral plane where memories go to die, those things can't be found?  Perhaps if I did not clutch them so tightly within myself, they could be enriching others, spawning new realms and realities?

I digress.

I do remember waking up on the soil of Olympus, in the realm of the great

goddess Athena.  Others crowded around me, and they seemed to be family members I hadn't seen in a long time.  I have no idea if they were or

weren't-- aren't we all family under the loving care of a goddess?  Anyway,

they took me to their gleaming temples and ivory halls, taught me weaving and rhetoric -- they said I had it in me to be a per.  The pers looked so strong and proud, keeping their provincial little godrealms safe from the bad outside world.

Others thought I showed promise too.  They watched me as I stared at

Selene/Artemis sailing the sky at night, and they watched me as I bathed in the early morning streams.  The Others stole me away beneath the noses of Athena's exalted pers.  They covered me in silk and deception and secreted me, still sleeping, in a hidden bower where the spirits of the wood-nymphs and fauns and treants, protectors of the Land of Land of Lands -- altered me, changed me, rewove me like Athena Arachne weaves the fate of men and gods (or so they say).

I asked them to, of course.  That's the essential part.  I asked them without

even realizing it.  That's the other essential part.

When I woke up, I pulled myself out of the cocoon I had, dreaming, made.  I stretched my wings and joined my fellows.  I was a coure, an eladrin, one of the Elder folk of Arborea, passion and curiosity incarnate.  During my Long Sleep Athena's threads had been removed, making me purer in chaos and good.

The life of an eladrin is all about seeking and understanding. We fly, skip,

prance and swim across the width and breadth of our plane, trying to

experience everything there.  We take from each of nature spirits we come

across, and leave what we can in return.  With each experience we change

slightly.  I had hooves after the time I spent with the oreads, and I sprouted

grape leaves when I left the companionship of the Bacchai.  This can be

dangerous: curiosity is to the Eladrin as pride is to the Archons (or is it

the Baatezu?).  Eladrin who absorb too much of the essence of other planes can, if their actions are not tempered by wisdom, become indistinguishable from tanar'ri.  I've never heard of one of us becoming a slaad -- our true Limbic equivalents -- though it's not unheard of (is anything?) to see a lillend or even a chaos beast with eladrinai features.  I understand that chaos beasts can become slaadi, though I have no proof.

Thankfully, all of this is rare.  As we absorb the essence of Arborea we

become more and more immune to such diversions -- purer, if you will.

Big differences in terrain can make big differences in eladrin, though.  An

Other who spends any time in Ossus quickly grows flippers, the way a bar-lgura can start looking like a crow if they stumble on an aerial layer (and aren't eaten by vrocks).  

Eladrinai Senses

Our senses are our most important attributes; it is through them that we grow and live.  We have sight and hearing and touch and smell and taste in much finer degrees than mortals.  Our vision extends far beyond the boundries of red and violet.  We are psionically aware, and we posess what we call soul-sight and clever dreaming.

Soul-sight allows us to see the color of the souls we encounter.  It is this

that allowed my fellows to see, even back when I was a petitioner of Pallas

Athene, that I was Inward Looker.   It allows us to see that we are all

essentially the same -- just different parts of the same whole, different

steps in the same dance.  Our ascension is just the process of learning the

whole, inside and out.

Clever dreaming is our way of processing the world.  When we sleep, curled up still in a tree, a rock, a waterfall, or a cloud, we use it to travel are

memories and what might be in an intelligent way.  When we wake, dancing over root and water, fury and solitude, rock and air, we use it in the same way, moving from level to level of consciousness as we will, experiencing life and experience itself from every possible vantage.

Anatomy

We have no true forms.  We change from shape to shape, stacking experience on experience and passion on passion with every breath and every glance.  If one of us is slain, however, even if we are wind or water or fire or light, those that follow will find slightly spiraled bones composed of wood, ice, bronze, stone and anything else we absorbed over the years.  Our flesh flutters off like a cloud of tiny birds, to be reabsorbed by the plane and perhaps produce a coure.  Our hair remains as it is; some believe our strength is in it, but that is a falsehood.  Is anything truly false, though?  Isn't every story we create and every lie we tell reflected somewhere in the multiverse?  In order to escape a band of cyclopes, I convinced one that I was her child, and three years later she birthed a real one exactly like the form I took.  Was I responsible for this?  

I digress. 

Gender

We take on the attributes of one gender or the others as we need to.  We have no one true gender any more than we have one true body or one true mind. Changing more than just our appearance takes effort, however, and exposure to one we seek to emulate.

Procreation

Of course we can mate and birth just as mortals do.  In fact, we make sure

that we experience one side or the others of this process every so often.  Our blood mingles with that of mortals to create what are called the aasimar.  We do as well for them as we can before we send them off to have new experiences. We can, and do, also mate and produce offspring with virtually every race we have encountered.  Some claim the lillendi are our progeny and the slaadi's. I'm sure that the telling makes the tale true, somewhere.

The children of eladrin and eladrin inherit the traits their parents had at

the time of conception, modified by the experiences of incubation.  Some

eladrin mothers carry their unborn for years or eons before mutually deciding to give birth.  Some do it right away.  We try to experience all of these options.

Sustenance

We eat everything.  It's not the substance of the food, though we assimilate that into our current forms.  It's the experience of the food that feeds us. If we've eaten enough of apples or game hen, then eating some more will do us no good.

Laws

Law is a transitory thing, don't you think?  One may accept a certain game for a certain time, but ultimately the rules change.  The powers of cold space and starlight rule Olympus one epoch, the next the giants hold sway over two realms.  Later the elves and the meddling gods of storm and earth define their own customs and paradigms.  Even in other Lands rules change and planes shift. A layer is lost here, an elder race disposed over here.  Such-a-world is formed of so many spatial dimensions, but wait!  Wouldn't it be much nicer if we were formed of that many instead?  What some call Law is merely the game they play today.

De rerum angelicum

Being a treatise on the archons of Mount Celestia:

Gloria in Caelis Angelis, et in saeculis amor, pax gentibus benevolentiae.

Glory to the angels in the heavens, and in the worlds love, and peace to 

peoples of good will.

The archons are a race whose principal tenets are of love and tolerance, but who are famed for their inflexibility and heavy armament. How does this paradox come about? The archons see it as their duty to defend ordinary people, who constitute the vast majority, they say, of the people in the multiverse, from the perversity and evil of fiends, especially tanar'ri, and their followers. To do this, they say, they must impose a degree of order on the multiverse in reaction to the chaos and corruption of the tanar'ri. They regard baatezu and eladrin with equal levels of suspicion, but are more likely to meet the fiends in armed conflict - far more likely - because they see so much of themselves in them. Here are archon opinions on the main planar races:

Archons: Well, we're wise and loving, but we're imperfect. I'm imperfect. I 

hate myself for it, but sometimes I'm the best hope you've got. Are you coming?

Guardinals: Thoroughly reasonable people. Nicer than some archons I know. Always listen to them. Except when they side with the eladrin, of course.

Eladrin: Yes, of course they're good. No, I don't trust them. Their good is 

precarious, weak. They, and especially their disciples, are too vulnerable to demonic temptations. They should learn to control themselves. They run wild and free, true, and such is good, but they don't look to see where they run. I'd rather not get personally involved with them. I might taint myself further. That, and the fact that my choirmaster has a standing feud with a tulani, and I've no desire to go against the eladrin in the lists.

Modrons: Modrons are stolid, unimaginative, and uncreative. On the other hand, they keep the multiverse running the way we like it, more or less. I suppose we can work them into out plan, although it's a terrible shame they don't understand the Wisdom principle.

Slaadi: Lunatics. Dangerous lunatics. Almost another kind of tanar'ri, really. I hear they can be knowledgeable and informative, but I've never seen them do anything but fight, eat and copulate. I'd rather not speak to them if I can help it. Much worse than eladrin, really.

Baatezu: Disciplined, ordered, high-minded, and corrupt. They are a terrible reminder of what we can become. My overlord, Abdiel, nearly defected once. He never lets us forget how easy it is to lose sight of our goals. The baatezu occasionally help us fight the tanar'ri, but we're mostly scared of them. Fear is not always bad.

Yugoloths: Evil. Worse than evil. They're filthy and foul and corrupt, and if I 

keep on in this vein, I'll have nothing to say about tanar'ri. I avoid deals, 

and fights, with yugoloths at all costs. They not only ignore the message of 

truth and Wisdom, but actively undermine it.

Tanar'ri: Obscene corruption, chaos and evil in their worst forms. The tanar'ri are the scum of the universe. They are the main factor which prevent us from reforming the eladrin and the baatezu. Their every thought, word and practice is unutterable blasphemy. Nothing can stand beside them in the ranks of the reprobate.

Credo in exercitibus sanctis, et in canti Caelorum, et in illa Sapientia qui 

salvet multiversum plenum.

I believe in the holy armies, and in the songs of the heavens, and that Wisdom that redeems the multiverse.

Part II tomorrow.

Fallen From Grace: The Asuras

(figured I'd get my two cents in on this, since I love the asuras)

Fallen:

    by Avengal the Diminished

    Not everyone was born to be a follower, myself least of all.  Law

crushes from all sides, never letting the individual speak and never letting

there be happiness on the single level.  My former archon high-ups claimed that I was "selfish" and "not fit for the purity of the Holy Mount" as they cast me from Mount Celestia and my former role as an Archon of Blades.  At least now I've had the opportunity to do what I had longed to do since I arrived on Mount Celestia as a lantern: go out into the multiverse and fight evil.  A good number of us do that, of course.  However, we do it on our own, independent of any racial unity or motivation.  Most of The Fallen, of asuras as planar scholars term us, are driven by a need to vanquish evil throughout the planes without respect for the meaningless hierarchies of the archons or aasimon.  Many a time have I seen an asuras at the head of a Celestial host from some power or another.  However, I seek to bring truth and justice to all things, not just to the enemies of a certain power. 

    Asuras aren't exactly born or created on purpose; instead, we emerge

after we fall from the "eternal glory of law" into "the writhing pits of

chaos".  Most of us were archons, although we count a few former aasimon among our numbers.  Of course, as I speak of my race I do not imply that everyone in my race feels as I: in all things, we are individuals and are not easily classified.  The "fall from grace", as it were, transforms us into the beings that you know as "asuras."  Whereas before we were shaped by the forces of Mount Celestia or Arcadia, after our Fall we purify our essence of the conflict nature of law with only the slightest reminder of

our failure: our clawed feet.  Our forms, once based after animals or the

will of our deity, now truly reflects the nature of our spirit.  Our skin

becomes of the purest white and our blazing wings bring with them justice

and terror to the evil.  We each become incarnates of justice, although I

doubt your "Mercykillers" would approve of the way that we work.

    However, the asuras that have been cast out of the archons or aasimon

initially are confused: many of those that were lower ranking in the

Celestial rankings have never been beyond the Holy Mount and seen the Great Ring.  There is initially a feeling of terror and confusion among those new to the multiverse; once, the grip of law seemed comforting to us.  Now, its touch is like an iron fist and there seems to be no truth in the multiverse anymore.  However, after a few months of fear, most asuras learn to accept their new existence and seek comfort in the quest against evil.  Those that do not return to Mount Celestia where they receive only cold stares from those that they once called brother.

    Asuras always seek truth in all things; the evil and injust dare not lie

to us, for the fire in our eyes can detect any falsehood.  Our eyes also

lift away the veils that the wicked cover themselves in, peeling away

illusion until all that's left is pure essence.  To see the world through

the eyes of one of the asuras would be enough to satisfy even the most jaded Sensate, for under our vision all is truth and justice.  Those that seek to dilute goodness with the faceless ranks of law find no love from the asuras; although they seek goodness as well, they seek to stifle the goodness within the individual.

    An angry asuras is a terrifying sight, or so I observed many times upon

my arrival.  Our fiery eyes strike terror into the hearts of those that

would do evil, and our clawed feet tear at those that would corrupt the

purity of goodness or shackle the unwilling.  Often, we wield weapons such

as scimitars and spears, which are often enchanted to flame with the very

torch of righteousness.  However, should you meet one of us in battle, you

deserve whatever you receive, for the asuras only dispense justice upon the guilty.

    Many mortals require food and drink.  The asuras, however, are sustained upon their goodness alone, and need not eat your meats nor imbibe your liquids.  However, a number of us do partake of your mortal foods for the pleasure that it gives them, while an equal number choose not to corrupt their purity by drinking that which is not descended from goodness.  I myself eat occasionally, but not as often as mortals do.  Eating and drinking takes time away from other activities that I would rather engage in, like the combating of evil.  Rest is not a factor with the asuras; no asuras has ever grown weary while in our task of guarding the innocent and defeating the injust.

    While many asuras leave the shackles of law, they often are confused

upon finding their new freedom.  A good many, if not the majority of our

bewildered race seek to fall in with a certain power, usually of justice or

truth.  Those asuras that find themselves in the service of a power serve as messengers for their divine wills.  However, as the agathinon and other

various aasimon mostly serve as the peaceful messengers of the powers, the asuras more often than not serves as the bringers of justice against those who would defy their patron's will.  Many a being fears the arrival of one of our race, as well they should.

    Most of the asuras organize themselves into "hosts", as your planar

sages term them.  The "hosts" are usually rather small, often consisting of

only ten asuras.  These asuras follow an extremely powerful and wise leader who is selected on basis of merit, who serves as a constant reminder to be vigilant against the deceptions of evil.  These leaders are more pure than those around them, serving as a beacon and example for those below them. Myself, I once served in the Grand Celestial Host, which is the largest of these gatherings, consisting of thousands of asuras.  The leader of the Grand Celestial Host is a being called Absalom, who stands like he is a hundred feet tall and leads forward the Grand Celestial Host into the bowels of evil to combat injustice and make wrongs right.  Serving with him was truly one of the most glorious occasions of my existence, and although I no longer serve a particular host, I still seek to emulate the glory that I encountered while in his service.

    Your planar sages term those of us without a host, including myself, as

"rogue asuras."  You assume in your arrogance that those of us who choose to remain outside our hosts become, as you say it, "barmy."  Supposedly we lose our perspective on good and evil outside the ranks of ours hosts. Supposedly we become crazed and as overzealous as the paladins of Mount Celestia.  Supposedly we stop serving the purpose of greater good and instead serve a new, deluded notion of good.  Your sages know little and do not understand the way of goodness and instead term us as crazy.  Perhaps your sages have lost perspective on good and evil.  No innocent soul has ever fallen to my blade, nor the blade of any other of my kind.  Only the guilty need fear our fiery stare that sees all that stands between a soul and pure goodness.  While I admit that there are those that are a little fervent in their beliefs, I still maintain that the asuras are a fighting force for goodness in the Upper Planes.

    In the Upper Planes, the asuras hate only the evil and the injust.  The

archons, although they cast us out of their midst in their crazed search for

purity, are a friend in the eternal battle against evil.  However, the

archons regard us with a fair amount of distrust, as we have "fallen to the

swords of chaos".  Often I have been ignored by those archons that I have

met outside of Mount Celestia.  They seem incapable of realizing that we

both share a common goal: destruction of evil.  However, their victory would be that of troops marching orderly against the Abyss instead of against the whole of the Lower Planes.  Many asuras do not agree with the archons and their military strategies, but we do not resort to violence.  Violence between the Upper Planar races seems petty.

    The guardinals often share our zeal for fighting evil.  Often has a host

descended with the lupinals to battle the fiends of the Gray Waste in

glorious combat.  The less militant of the guardinals often interact with

the asuras, since many asuras make their homes in Elysium in their quest for purity of goodness.  These guardinals, mostly the leonals and the ursinals, seem understanding of our existence and serve as friends true in our battle against evil.  They also provide much needed advice as to the true nature of goodness, which has served to temper the more zealous of us.

    The eladrin share our distrust for the ranks of law, but lack the

ability to understand what the initial fall from grace was like.  They live

for the moment in all things and many of them not look upon the larger

picture of good against evil with the passion that they should.  However,

they do understand the desire of all asuras to remain unique beings and

provide good company when an asuras needs to refocus himself or herself

towards the avoidance of law and the embrace of good.

    The aasimon are the race that many of the asuras closest resemble; both of us serve goodness in all things and many asuras serve the powers as do the aasimon.  However, perhaps because of the fact that many asuras have been cast out by the lawful aasimon, there is a distrust between our two races.  A number of us often compete for the favor of the deities of the Upper Planes, so there is an air of competition between our races.

    Asuras hate everything evil: the tanar'ri and baatezu receive equal

loathing from the asuras.  The yugoloths are hated above all others,

however, since they are focused towards pure evil and seek to play off the

innocent to lead them towards evil.  The asuras have no love of anything

lower planar, including the hated offspring of the fiends.  These

"tieflings" are the literal spawn of hell and should be eliminated before

they are allowed to follow in the footsteps of their fiendish ancestors.

    Since the modrons and slaadi show no disposition towards good and evil, the asuras remain relatively ambivalent towards them.  However, there is a distrust of the orderly modrons because of their love of law in all things. However, the so-called "rogue" modron, although still beings of law, are friends of the asuras because we can both identify with the situation of the other.

    Occasionally an asuras will mate with a worthy mortal of good alignment. Any offspring from this union is a child borne from the heavens themselves, and quite often shares the zeal of the asuras.  These children have golden eyes and milky skin, and a few have the ability of their parents to detect falsehoods and see through illusions.  Without fail, these children are raised to be warriors against evil, although a few stray from the paths set by their parents and find refuge within the cold ambivalence of Sigil.

    While I have brought up the City of Doors, it is a place that I have no

love for.  It serves as a "neutral ground", or more appropriately a hiding

place for the weak and evil.  It is a place where the good creatures must

forget their natures are walk peacefully in the same streets as the fiends.

It is a place where the uncaring Lady of Pain rules all and has forgotten

the truths of the multiverse.  It is a place of corruption, sin, and

degradation, far from the purity of the Upper Planes.  The asuras do not

like to travel there, because those that remain true to their nature often

end up mysteriously disappearing.

    The asuras are a force towards goodness on the Upper and Lower Planes alike.  None can hide from our flaming blades and fiery eyes, and we shall burn all that stand between the triumph of ultimate good in the multiverse.

(The End.  Hope you liked.  I'll put a copy up on my website when I get a

chance.)

Heregul

"I stand alone without beliefs.  The only truth I know is you."

"Sig files aren't supposed to make sense." - Me

ICQ #7235975

Check out A (More) Complete Guide to the Aligned Planes for TSR's

Roleplaying System Planescape, Version 1 at http://home.worldnet.att.net/~he
regul/psguide.zip (in Word format) or

http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul/psguide.html 

(in HTML).

The Upper Planar Blood War

    (A Piece Concerning Celestial Relations on the Upper Planes)

    "What, berk?  Jumping to conclusions already after reading the title?

Clueless, you are.  Any basher worth his salt knows that the celestials

don't battle it out, although there have been points in the past where

they've certainly come close to blows.  Powers know that I've been in the

middle of it, of course.  Ya need a blood in the know to steer you right, so

here I am.  Keesha Brighteyes, halfling servant of Yodalla, at your service.

I've been all over the Upper Planes; I'm sort of a diplomat, as it were.

I've been to the rowdy halls of Ysgard, the ordered countryside of Arcadia,

and most everywhere in between.  I've served Yodalla as an ambassador for a good thirty years now, and I've met aasimon and asuras alike.

    "Of course they're not all smiles and sunshine: no creature on the

planes is (except for perhaps the sunfly, but I digress).  The archons can

be as cruel of as the baatezu at times and the eladrin as wild as a

tanar'ri, so needless to say that they don't always get along.  See, the

thing is that law and chaos is as much a primal struggle as the cliched good and evil struggle.  The fiends have been going at each other for one sodding long times because of law and chaos, so it's no surprise that there isn't at least a little tension between the archon and eladrin.

    "However, while minor skirmishes break out from time to time, they're

mostly for show and contain nothing of the primal struggle rage between law and chaos.  The celestials are just better at hiding their hatred.  It's a

cynical view, I know, and one that doesn't win me many friends, but it's

true.  While the archons and eladrin claim to both want good, they'd just as

soon see good done without their counterpart.

    "Of course, I'm not even talking about the battles between the powers

here, in which the einheriar and aasimon are often the foot soldiers.

Many's the time that a holy war has been declared by one lawful good power to another and one side's been completely destroyed.  I remember carrying a message of surrender from Mount Celestia to Arcadia to signify the surrender of a power to their Arcadian rival.  The head proxy of the rival power simply read the missive I held and tore it up in her hands.  I tell ya, good can be downright evil at times,  especially when conflicting beliefs between two rival powers hit home.

    "While the archon and eladrin really haven't seriously come to blows,

they've come close more than once.  However, the guardinals always seem to intervene by cooling both the wild emotions of the firre and the cold logic of the archons, reminding both to serve as an example of goodness in all things.  I swear, the guardinals are as effective as Ciphers when they're trying to achieve peace.  Once on Elysium, I met with an avoral messenger. Who he represented I wasn't sure, because the guardinals really don't pay homage to any power, but at the time he was on a mission of diplomacy between the archons of Mount Celestia and the eladrin of Arborea. Apparently, things were getting a little out of hand, and the eladrin had killed a trumpet archon that wandered, while lost, into a festival oftheirs.  The trumpet, immediately afraid for his life, refused to join in their merriment, seeing it as a ruse to kill him, and demanded (after taking a shiere and holding him at swordpoint) that the eladrin direct him back to Mount Celestia.  The eladrin responded to his threats of violence in kind, killing the threat and returning to their festivities.  The avoral was

heading towards Mount Celestia with a message of peace, which seemed

carefully crafted (from a diplomatic view), from Arborea.  Sure enough, the

letter worked, because a week later, the tensions had returned to normal (or as relative as normal gets).  I'd wager that there was also an avoral

heading to Arborea with an almost identical letter from the archons of Mount Celestia at the exact same time.

    "It's a good thing that the guardinals exist amidst the tumble of law

and chaos throughout the Upper Planes.  They seem to me to be the only sane creatures out there.  Whereas the archons and eladrin are squabbling about which way of life is correct, the guardinals are actually on top of things. 'Course, I've heard chant that whispers that the guardinals have their contacts throughout the Upper Planes who notify them of every minute event that happens.  Sounds about right to me: maybe the Guardian sect is just their puppet, serving their ultimate goal of universal good?

    "'Course, there's more to what I've experienced than petty

archon-eladrin quibbling.  The aasimon play a part in it as well, although

their roles are pretty much only confined to the relationship between

powers.  The asuras also play a part in the who thing, but they're too

focused on good, usually in a violent way, to really quibble about law and

chaos.  I've seen a lot in my time, probably too much for any one mortal.  I

think that I've deserved my retirement, yessiree.  I figure I'll just settle

down in Mount Celestia or somewhere that I can sit and write my memoirs.

More lucrative than writing articles for this thing, anyways."

Keesha Brighteyes (errr... Heregul)

"I stand alone without beliefs.  The only truth I know is you."

"Sig files aren't supposed to make sense." - Me

ICQ #7235975

Check out A (More) Complete Guide to the Aligned Planes for TSR's

Roleplaying System Planescape, Version 1 at

http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul/index.html
Factory of Gehenna

Jon at mimir is asking for sites in Gehenna.

I have an idea for one - the Factory - but I have

no ability whatever toward peopling the place.

Would anyone care to develop this?

_________________________________________________

[background music by Warren Zevon, "The Factory"]

=================================================

Somewhere in the Grey Waste is the Wood of Suicides -

the souls of people who take their own lives from 

despair become trees in this forest: the resulting 

lumber is used in the Factory of Gehenna to make 

furniture and other things. [The Wood of Suicides 

is from Dante's Inferno.]

(How would a petitioner crafted into a dining room 

set affect his/her new home? What if the suicide was

driven by a twisted love affair, and the petitioner 

gets made into a bed?)

"Factory authorized clearance sale, Sale, SALE! 

Everythingmust go! We have dinette sets, cabinet sets, 

living roomsets, everything you might WANT for the Bedroom! 

Priced to move, Move, MOVE! Buy now, and make no payments 

for 6 months. That's right! SIX MONTHS! Free Delivery! 

For a limited time only, so BUY NOW! All at the low, Low, 

LOW prices Factory manufacture makes possible!"

"And while you're here, stop by our multiverse renowned

Glassworks! We have plates, bowls, drinking glasses,cups 

and saucers, tableware - if you want it, we can make it - 

to your specifications! Tell us what you want, and our 

skilled craftsmen WILL provide it for you, You, YOU! 

Exactly as YOU request! But at the low, Low, LOW prices 

Factory manufacture makes possible!"

[Unfortunately, the  Glass contains lead, mercury, and 

other heavy metals- but these poisons are released from 

the glass so slowly that it could be years before the 

people using them go mad.]

"The Factory's Arcanoloth Artisans toil endlessly, making 

beautiful Jewelry of obviously IMMENSE value -just LOOK at 

these brochures (all drawn by our *very* talented local 

artists) SEE for yourself how beautiful these pieces are! 

You like that one? I just MAY have one of those in my sample 

case... YES, I do! Go ahead, try it on! Oh, that looks SO 

MARvelous on you! You HAVE to have it! And all our Jewelry 

is available for sale at the low, Low, LOW prices Factory 

manufacture makes possible!"

[The heavy metals of Gehenna are also useful in making

counterfeit Gold; of course, it's radioactive. Sterility

 and susceptability to illness are the likely consequences; 

heavy exposure would result in more severe afflictions.

Radiation is also useful in making gemstones more lustrous - 

if you don't mind having sores that won't heal wherever you 

wear jewelry. Of course, some of the Jewels are merely high-

tempered glass.]

[Yugoloth Art should be noted for its use of subliminal 

suggestion - anyone observing the piece is affected by a 

Suggestion effect determined at the time the work was made.] 

"And for OUR customers with farther ranging concerns,

WE haven't forgotten YOU! Our Alchemical works are the 

largest and the best this multiverse has ever known! 

Troubled by Formians? Let our experts show you how to be

RID of those insect PESTS, FOREVER!"

[Heavy Metals are also useful in the production of 

insecticides; an intercepted Formian might be returned 

to inadvertantly poison his entire hive with a 'wasting 

disease' that takes weeks to kill them all (well, 90% 

death rate anyway).The Factory produces poisons in any 

large quantity by special order.]

"And we also make Powder for Firearms! Just tell us what

Plane you'll be fighting on, and our experts will formulate 

the explosives you need for the conditions you'll encounter!

And don't forget to visit our Ironworks for the Guns and 

Cannons a Lord requires to make his power really FELT in the

Planes! But nothing, Nothing, NOTHING really says 'I hate you'

like setting your enemy on fire - Greek Fire! We can

make AS MUCH AS YOU NEED! And our Glass & Iron works

will be glad to provide the delivery canisters! Suitable

for Cannon or Catapult! In addition to our Delivery Shells,

our Ironworks also makes Solid Shot, Exploding Fragmentation

Shot, Chain Shot - if you ask for it, WE'VE GOT IT! And

all available at the low, Low, LOW prices Factory manufacture 

makes possible!"

"Need to equip an Army with Cold Iron weapons? This IS the

place to buy! We have every weapon known to Armsmasters!

[Wrought Iron is forged at red heat, Cold iron is forged 

cooler; this requires great force on the hammer. The hammers 

of the factory are steam driven; the steam contains poisonous 

fumes. The steam pipes and engines both leak. A jet of high 

pressure steam is invisible, and will cut through anything/

anyone passing through it - the severing action is effectively 

Vorpal. These jets are essentially random throughout the 

Works region of the Factory; a stinking cloud effect may 

be produced by the fumes after the plume has existed for 

awhile - after a great while, it intensifies to a Cloudkill 

effect.][The heat of the works is such as that most iron

*isn't* 'cold' in the Baneful sense - unless special care is

taken on the project.] 

"A variety of colorful dies are readily available, with the 

added advantage that moths and the like won't eat textiles 

which have been so treated!"

[Of course, the lint becomes a severe allergen ...].

"Available in Paint form as well - stop termites before 

they start!" [The paint flakes away into toxic chips within 

a few years.]

"And try our new line of makeup accessories! [Arsenic based.] 

WE sell Anti-lice shampoo that really works! 

YOU can be rid of biting fleas forever!

Use our patented mouthwash formula, and guys or gals will 

be dying for you after just one kiss!"

[Antidotes are available on request, but *not* cheaply.]

The Factory is run by Management.

Common laborers are usually slaves; 

the middle managers tend to be petitioners. 

Actual control is held by an Ultraloth. 

Sales representitives are typically Planars.

Union organizers tend to be Baatezu, and are dealt with harshly.

While attempts have been made to establish other Factories,

these attempts always fail - eventually (competition can be *so* brutal).

- -Galen

Borne of Light: The Children of the Celestials

Borne of Light: Children of the Celestials

    By Orosius the Pure, Monadic Deva

    "It's no secret that the descendants of the fiends become the hated

tieflings that infest the City of Doors and the Planes beyond.  The blasted

tieflings are so common because the fiends live my rape, treachery, and

seduction, and more than one human has been unfortunate enough to fall under their evil whims.  However, the children of the celestials, or the aasimar as they are termed, are not conceived through rape or seduction, but instead are a product of consensual union between one of the celestials and a noble human worthy of our love and respect.  Needless to say, there are far many more tieflings than aasimar.  While people claim that the celestial parent is motivated by the most base desires in siring an offspring, they are mistaken, for the celestial parent is motivated by love purer than anything you shall ever know.  It is an act of love for our existence, an act of love for pure goodness, and an act of love motivated by the knowledge that our offspring shall rise to be powerful champions of goodness.  We also care for the mortal parent, for the celestial father is usually too busy to rear the child themselves.  The mortal parent must be shown the example of goodness when we are not there ourselves.  Alas, my pressing concerns as a servant of Tyr prevent me from seeing my children, which are all spread throughout the Upper Planes being raised by their worthy mothers.

    "The children of the celestials are born to a loving set of parents who

teach the child about the merits of right and the horrors of wrong.  As

such, the children grow up with a respect for their parents and usually

become powerful servants of good.  This is not only because of their

upbringing: such children spawned of pure goodness inherit abilities from

their celestial parent.  However, each aasimar is unique.  One descendant of an archon may find themselves gifted with the ability to detect the

falsehoods of the injust while another may find themselves borne with

feathery wings.  The traits of the child also depend upon the nature of the

parent: I have know the children of the Eladrin to be able to transform

themselves into glowing balls of light for a limited time.  Sometimes the

children, like the accursed tieflings, will take on some of the physical

attributes of their parents.  Aasimar with a guardinal parent, while rarer

than those of other races, will quite often resemble their father or mother

in appearance.  I have known the children of guardinals to have the horns of their cerdival mothers or the fur and bear-like shape of their ursinal

father.

    "The aasimar have the advantages that the accursed tieflings do not.

Whereas the tieflings are usually abandoned on the Lower Planes by their

parents and know only evil for their life, the aasimar are raised and

respected by both their mother and father.  The aasimar grow up with a true perspective on good and evil; a correct perspective.  They are raised in the nurturing cradle of the Upper Planes and almost all grow up to be powerful forces working for good in the Outer Planes.  Myself, I have sired eight children in my time as a deva of Tyr, and each has grown to become a powerful servant for goodness and order in the multiverse."

(The following addendums were added to supplement the deva's view above. The first was added at the request of Velia Lightborne, ninth child of Orosius the Pure, while the second brief addendum was added by an eladrin child named Ardor - The Editor)

    "Typically enough, he forgot to mention me.  He always does, you know.

I was borne to an human mother some sixty years ago, and my mother always made that windbag out to be the best thing since Sigil.  She was deeply in love with him, and she lived for the days that he would return and grace our dwelling in Bytopia with his presence, which almost never happened.  He'd always be off somewhere more important, serving his 'power', forgetting that he was supposed to love my mother.  When he did stoop to visit us, he'd obsess completely over me, neglecting my poor mother.  He was always concerned with me and me growing up to be a great warrior for the service of good.  The way I figure it, the celestials are all selfish, looking out for themselves in all things.  They want to make themselves well-known, so they take mortal brides who are so impressed with their new husbands, or rather the notion that the supposed epitome of goodness has taken such a shine to them that they are to supposedly bear the children of the powers themselves. These poor mothers maintain the sad belief that their lovers actually love them for more than their ability to bear children.  My mother was one of these people, unable to accept the fact that she was being used.  Perhaps she knew that she was being used, but clung to the hope that father could be changed.  Foolish.  She died believing that he truly loved her, when all she was truly nothing to him.

    "If a celestial were to take a real mate based on actual love, then a

mortal would certainly not be the choice.  For even the lifespan of elves

does not match the lifespan of the celestials.  We must seem like candles

with very short wicks to them, for we are born and die faster than they can

imagine.  We are little more than tools to them in their never-ending quest

for advancement in the eyes of the powers.

 "Bitter?  No, I'm not bitter about born for the sheer purpose of being a

tool of my father.  Well, maybe a little."

                                                        - Velia Lightborne,

Factor of the Athar

    "Before I start talking about my joyous existence, I figure it's best to

tell you who I am.  I am Ardor, the child of a firre named Ecstasy and the

elven woman named Silvana, both born of Arborea.  My life has been a

never-ending joy because of my celestial heritage, probably because of the circumstances of my upbringing.  Throughout my life, I've been encouraged by my parents to become my own person rather than a servant of a particular power or a knight of goodness.  I know a lot of the other children of celestials rise to positions of power and prestige, but that's not my sort of thing.  I'd much rather experience all the joys that Arborea has to offer someone and follow in my father's footsteps as an artist.  I don't know about that your previous speaker, but I have never been rubbed the wrong way in my relationship with my father; rather, we're both very close to each other.  I think it's probably more because my family stayed together and didn't have all those conflicting emotions such as a duty to one power. Actually, in general, I've found the eladrin to be far more tolerant of emotion than the archons.  Probably that's why there are more aasimar spawned from eladrin than from archons.  I guess that the eladrin are the only ones that can actually truly feel love for 'mere mortals.'  Makes me glad, in a way.  If the archons and other lawful aasimon can't truly feel how glorious true love is, they're probably better off staying away from them in the first place."

(The End.)

Heregul

"I stand alone without beliefs.  The only truth I know is you."

"Sig files aren't supposed to make sense." - Me

Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul
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Created to Serve: The Aasimon 

Created to Serve: The Aasimon

by Isidore, a sea elf scholar from Ossa

    "It's no secret that the aasimon are probably the most common celestial

that a body will encounter on the Upper Planes.  It's not because there are

more of them than the archons, eladrin, or guardinals, it's just that

whereas the more specialized celestials focus mostly on their own planes

while the aasimon exist spread across the Upper Planes serving as proxies for the powers of good.  The aasimon also have a good name recognition among the primes; whereas the mention of a guardinal or an eladrin is likely to only draw blank stares, they'll most likely know the aasimon, although in different names (as 'angels' most likely, the Clueless sods).  The aasimon are also the celestials that can each be easily classified by a broad generalization: each one (with the exception of the agathinon) is the servant of a power and that's all that they live for.  These aasimon are known as celestial stewards.  These stewards live completely for their power and his or her motivations, caring for little else beyond that.  People have said that they've seen aasimon that serve themselves and wander the planes writing wrongs, but they've most likely confused them for the asuras. Stewards without a power are said to waste away and die without the essence of the divine flowing in their veins.

    "There are seven types of aasimon, six of which are actually likely to

be encountered by a berk in his lifetime.  The seventh, the mighty solar,

are each so powerful that only the most powerful of the greater powers is

able to create one, since they are without almost without question the most

powerful servants of goodness and light that exist in the multiverse.  Those

solar that do exist serve mostly on the Chronias, the Seventh Heaven of the Holy Mount. The process to create a solar is extremely draining for deity doing the fashioning.  A sole planetar, from the hordes and hordes of

worshippers, is selected by the deity.  The planetar is then instructed to

fly into one of the suns of Chronias, at the very top of Mount Celestia.

While in the center of the sun, the planetar both receives all the essence

of law and goodness from the Holy Mountain while giving it out at the same time as the blinding light of the sun, acting as a living battery and

replacing the sun for a brief period of time.  After an hour of this, enough

to drain the most powerful proxy of law and goodness, the deity infuses the

planetar with a portion of its divine essence.  As the planetar falls from

the sun, drained of all emotion and feeling, it is shaped by the essence of

the Holy Mount and its deity into a solar.  After a very brief resting time,

the solar is ready to serve its power with all the zeal it can muster.

Because of this intense creation process, the nature of solar does not seem to include the ideas of 'disobedience' and 'free will' within them.

However, chaotic solar have been known to serve the gods of the Greek

Pantheon from time to time.  It's unknown whether there is more than one way to create a solar, although it makes sense that different gods would have different ways to create these powerful servants.  Invariably, however, these solar have either died or simply vanished from the view of mortals, passing on to the most guarded areas of Arborea in their deities' realms. It's said that only a single planetar has proven unworthy during this

promotion process.  As it fell from the sun of Chronias, burned by the most

pure essence of the Seventh Heaven, it became a twisted mockery of the being that it once was.  Upon its destruction on the sea of Lunia, it created a large crater in the middle of the sea.  The Crater of the Fallen Sun remains still; it is an area of ill omen and dread to the zoveri and the fishermen of Heart's Faith, and dark creatures are said to swim near in the waters near it.

    "The cliché that the solar are great enough to be gods is true.  Perhaps

lesser and intermediate powers actually do have the ability to create these

mighty servants, but choose not to for fear of being usurped by their

servants in the eyes of their followers.  Luckily, the solar are either

incapable of disobedience or humble to the extreme in the service to their

deity.  In any event, the solar are not common in any sense and will most

likely remain unseen to the eyes of mortals.

    "The most common type of aasimon that will be encountered on the Upper Planes are the agathinon, who serve as the soldiers in the Upper Planar armies.  They're also the aasimon most likely to be encountered on the Beastlands, although a berk wouldn't know it until it was too late.  That's because the agathinon are extremely powerful shapeshifters, able to take on the forms of any being in existence.  They not only gain their forms, but they gain their powers as well; favored forms include those of brass or silver dragons and pegasi.  Some agathinon are created from petitioners by specific deities, while others seem to be created by extremely aligned petitioners of the planes.  While no being promotes these 'generic' petitioners to agathinon, they nevertheless exist, most likely because of the strength of their beliefs.  On the Upper Planes, the agathinon serve as elite army units that fights along with the einheriar in the battles of the Upper Planes against the Lower Planes.  Occasionally, a lone agathinon will be sent on a mission to the Prime Material plane to combat evil, directed by a celestial steward or a power.  A few more serve as Blood War scouts, and keep tabs on the fiends' Blood War to scout out the ideal time for a strike against the fiends.  Most of these scouts take orders from the proxies of Kiri-Jolith.  Their ability to shape-shift serves their masters well while they are engaged in covert operations.

    "The most unique and rare variety of aasimon is the light aasimon.  At a

given time, less than a thousand light aasimon exist, which doesn't give too many examples to study.  It's speculated that they're either formed from extremely virtuous lantern archons (not likely) or that they're more of the idea of goodness incarnate.  The truth probably falls somewhere in between, but the light aasimon are probably the wisest of their kind; wiser even than the godlike solar, who are more used to serving than anything else.  The light aasimon also serve powers as celestial stewards, but are always sure of the good thing to do in each situation.  They have not been known to have conflicts in alignments: to them, each situation is simple.  Meditate and pray to its power, and the answer will be made clear to you.  The creation of light aasimon is dark, although the very physical nature of the light aasimon, a pure form of energy and light, suggests that it is based more on an idea than from any corporeal body.  The fact that lower aasimon, worthy petitioners, and archons are each sometimes chosen to become light aasimon throws a wrench into that theory, however.  Most likely they are goodness without form or body, as it was truly meant to be.  Light aasimon serve their powers as messengers mostly; the ability of all aasimon to shift from one Upper Plane to another is augmented by the speed at which the light aasimon can travel.  At times, they will serve high-level good aligned worshippers on noble quests, but leave after their task is complete to return to their power's realm.

    "The deva are the 'angels' that the wide-eyed Primes often look for upon

reaching the Planes, and they're a powerful force for good in the hands of

their powers.  For some reason, these same Primes seem to think that they'll see them drinking with fiends, but that just isn't the case.  Deva are

rarely seen just sitting about, and serve as proxies of their powers on

missions outside of their power's realms.  Those deva that are seen sitting

about and not working for their power, like Ziporath the Digger of the

Fated, are devas who have somehow fell from the grace of the heavens.  The deva are promoted from agathinon and petitioners by endowing the promotee with a small portion of their deity's essence, nowhere near as large as the amount spent in the creation of a solar.  The essence serves as a deva's "spark", if one will.  The "spark" is the very essence from their power that gives them their powers and identity as a deva.

    "There are three variety of deva, each of which is created by a power

when they have need for a particular type of servant.  The movanic deva are often sent to the Prime Material plane as messengers and omens to the worshippers of their deity.  They also lead petitioners that are resurrected back to the Prime Material plane.  They are created from particularly worthy agathinon or light aasimon, but this is completely dependent on their power's will.  Petitioners have been known to be promoted to deva status. Outside of the more lawful planes, the powers promote their followers with little regard to the way that it's done on Mount Celestia (as detailed on the back of the Mount Celestia map in Planes of Law - the editor).

    "The monadic deva carry out their power's will in the Elemental Planes.

Since the Elemental Planes are places where only a few major events will

concern the average power, they are much rarer.  However, Egyptian powers that reside on the Inner Planes such as Geb and Shu are known to have far many more monadic deva than astral deva in their service.  Also, powers have been known to aid the archomentals of good throughout the Inner Planes in their struggles against the Princes of Elemental Evil.  The monadic deva are usually created from movanic deva in the more lawful planes, but in the more chaotic planes they are created from whatever is available as needed.

    "The astral deva, named so because they use the Astral Plane to travel

to the Lower Planes and beyond.  A few of them take up residence on the

Astral itself in a place called Deva's Rock, which serves as a place for

Astral travelers to relax from the horrors that the plane holds for the

unread.  The majority of them, however, are the emissaries of their powers

in the Lower Planes, smiting the forces of evil with their powerful maces.

They are horrible to behold, for they are the only members of the aasimon

that actively travel to the Lower Planes to bring justice to evil.  It's

said that the astral deva are promoted from monadic or movanic deva on the more lawful of the Upper Planes and that astral deva are promoted from a power's followers whenever need on the more chaotic of the Upper Planes. The creation of the astral deva is one that causes anyone within thirty feet of the new deva experiences extreme emotions related to the power's sphere of influence.  For example, those near a deva of Tyr might feel the need to bring justice to the undeserving.  These emotions last a week for each power level of the deity (lesser gods instill the feeling for one week, intermediate for two weeks, and greater gods inspire this feeling for a full three weeks).  During that time, those affected act as living ambassadors for the message of the god that created the astral deva.

    "The final variety of aasimon that I shall discuss, though not the most

powerful, are the planetar.  The planetar are far more common than solar,

probably because they are not as powerful.  Of course, that doesn't mean

that the planetar are thick throughout the planes; they're just more common than the solar, which doesn't say much.  Lesser and intermediate gods seem more willing to create the planetar than the solar, because the planetar do not have the awesome power to eclipse them in the eyes of their worshippers. However, the planetar often serves as High Proxies, being the source that followers look towards to dispense the wisdom of their power.  They also have been known to lead Upper Planar armies in battle against the enemies of their power.  They are created on the lawful planes from worthy astral deva. On the chaotic planes, they are created from whatever of the power's servants has been worthy to receive the form of planetar.  The process of creation of a planetar is one almost as draining for a power than that of creating a solar.  Of course, only the powers of Mount Celestia are said to use this method.  The planetar-to-be is cast into the sea of Lunia where it stays for a hundred and one days soaking in the essence of the seas of the plane.  After a hundred and one days, their power imbues them with a small portion of its divine essence, as is the key with all promotion rituals of the aasimon.  When they emerge, they have been transformed by the seas of the Mount Celestia into their new forms: those of green-skinned humanoids with large golden wings and crystal-clear blue eyes.  They emerge from the sea willing to serve whatever desires that their power may have.     "Every aasimon besides the light relies on only two things for their survival, whereas the light aasimon relies only on the second.  The first is the diet of a normal human, although with slightly less meat than a normal human would eat.  The second is the grace of their power, although this can be disputed due to the presence of "fallen" aasimon.  Without their power, however, the aasimon are confused and long to return to their state of grace.  During the return of Orcus, where Orcus slew two good-aligned powers (Tomeri and Camaxtli, both of which maintained small realms on the planes - the editor), a large majority of confused aasimon without their powers arrived in Sigil, unsure of where to go from there.  A number of them settled in Little Arcadia in the Clerk's Ward and have remained there, while a  number of them have also become a pathetic sight in the taverns of the

Lower Ward, drinking to somehow forget the present and remember the glory that they once felt.  A precious few of the aasimon found service with other deities, although such a practice is rare.  The powers see accepting the former servants of other deities as dangerous, for perhaps they are seek to be spies within their ranks.

"In short, the aasimon are really nothing more than the tools of their

powers.  It's said that they have a sort of free will, but it's not really

the free will enjoyed by the archon and eladrin.  They are created as

servants and messengers of their deity, and serve nothing else.  The aasimon cannot be corrupted, although it's said that those fallen like Ziporath harbored deep-seeded resentment against their powers for being greater than they.  Vanity is also a major personality feature of the aasimon, if they can be said to have any personality at all.  Regardless, they're completely obsessed with goodness and advancing the cause of their power.

    "An ancient tale tells of the fall of the solar Ishmael.  Ishmael served

some long-forgotten power of Mount Celestia; some rumors even state the

Ishmael himself was the first solar in existence, and that his deity

invented the process of creation.  Ishmael served as the leader of his

power's armies and as an ambassador to his power's will.  Ishmael found

himself so busy that he could not possibly do everything expected of him by both his power and the rest of the multiverse, to which he was a champion of goodness.  To that end, he researched long and hard the process of creating avatars so that he may spread goodness throughout the entire multiverse.  To achieve that end, he needed to deal with the yugoloths of the Gray Waste, whom the celestials had only just met a few centuries before.  In exchange for the knowledge he sought, he would turn one of the avatars created over to the yugoloths.  He was wary of making deals with the fiends, but the idea of the amount of good that he could achieve with the knowledge outweighed any caution in his mind.  After creating a handful of avatars, he found the creation process had completely drained him of any divine energy, so he rested, allowing his avatars to maintain his presence throughout the multiverse as the yugoloths stole away one of his avatars as stated in their contract.  After a year of sleep in the most secluded area of the realm of his deity, Ishmael found himself branded a traitor by almost every being in the multiverse; the yugoloths had used their avatar for nothing but evil. They had used their avatar to hunt down and slay all of his other avatars. As Ishmael readied his sword to fly back to Gehenna and destroy the treacherous ones, he found himself set upon by his own worshippers, whom he sadly tore to shreds.  As he descended into Gehenna, he realized himself fallen and changed from the noble being that he once was.  Immediately repentant of his rage, he returned to his power's realm and submitted himself to his god as truly sorry for his actions.  Ishmael is said to have been cast out of the Holy Mount as a pariah; he had aspired to become to great for even the aasimon.  He decided the only way to right his wrongs was to destroy the yugoloths' creation, and he set out to do that.  He eventually found the cruel mockery of himself hidden deep within the Tower of the Arcanoloths.  He approached it, as it approached him, both equally bewildered.  The avatar, originally crafted in his own image, had become tattered and bruised.  It's once perfect skin had become charred and it's once noble white feathery wings had become black and molting.  Its eyes, once golden and pure as the sun of Celestia, had become green and hollow,

holding nothing within it but vanity and pride.  He smashed out with his

fist to destroy the abomination, and as he did he found that he had

destroyed a mirror.  His howls were heard all over Gehenna, and it was then that the yugoloths set upon him and hung his tattered corpse from the Tower of the Arcanoloths.  The story may or may not be true, but it reminds all aasimon of the results of vanity and pride.

    "In relating to the other celestial races, aasimon take up the positions

of their powers.  Chaotic aasimon may hate the cold logic of the archons,

while lawful aasimon may hate the wild hedonism of the eladrin.  In the end, the aasimon are created to be merely extensions of their power or plane, and end up to be little else.  Still, the aasimon command a great deal of respect from people that would term themselves as "good", because they are the stereotype of the celestials.  The archons and eladrin are merely second wheels in the minds of many to the glory of the aasimon.

    "However, the fact that the aasimon are merely servants of their powers

raises the question of free will.  Does an aasimon have the ability to wake

up one day and decide to defy their deity?  Planar psychologists have

debated the issue over and over, but I see the aasimon merely as lesser

avatars of a power's will.  Completely subservient to their power, they are

only given free will if they are cast out by their deity.  Even then, they

long to return to the way that it once was.  Myself, I pity the aasimon.

All they know out of life is service to one cause or another; they know

nothing else.  They seem tragic in the fact that they are trapped souls,

unable to experience the true joys of existence in the multiverse.  If I

were an aasimon, I would long for the ability to control my own destiny and

strike out for new lands under my own agenda.  Anything would be a welcome change from the drudgery of never-ending service to one's god.  Perhaps I merely do not share their perspective on life."

(The End)

Heregul

"I stand alone without beliefs.  The only truth I know is you."

"Sig files aren't supposed to make sense." - Me

Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

ICQ #7235975

Pixie Dragons

Ok, this isn't exactly PS, but I wrote it up a while for my girlfriend (who

adored the idea). And all this talk of Eladrin and such has reminded me that I've been meaning to get some feedback on it. Without further ado, bashers and bloods, I give you my Pixie Dragon PC Race:

Pixie Dragons

Rolling Pixie Dragons

    Pixie Dragons are not standard humanoid creatures, and therefore have

different dice for statistics.

Str 1d6

Dex 3d6+3

Con 3d6-3

Int 3d6+6

Wis 3d6-1

Chr 3d6

Classes

    Pixie Dragons can be magic users, illusionists, and priests. They may

become multi-classed, but are restricted from specializing as an illusionist

if this is so. Pixie Dragon priests have access to Animal, Plant, Elemental,

and Weather spheres. They advance at half of the normal rate for their

class.

Hit Dice

    All Pixie Dragons have a hit-dice of 1d4-2 per level.

Natural Armour Class

    AC is 5 when visible, and 1 when invisible (Dexterity bonuses apply).

Movement 6 (24A when flying)

Combat

    Pixie Dragons have THAC0 and saving throws as dictated by their class.

Their only effective weapon is their bite, which causes 1d4-1 damage, to a

minimum of 1.

Special Attacks/Defenses

    Pixie Dragons can go invisible at will.

    Their breath weapon is a 2-foot diameter cloud of euphoria gas. A victim

failing a save vs. breath weapon will wander around aimlessly in a state of

bliss for the next 3d4 minutes, during which time he is unable to attack and

receives an AC penalty of 2. He may make an intelligence check to remain

aware of his surroundings, although remaining unable to attack.

    Pixie Dragons have a certain resistance to magic, as shown in the table

below.

Proficiencies

    Pixie Dragons get no weapon proficiencies. They may devote their

non-weapon proficiencies to languages and literacy only. A Pixie Dragon is

hatched knowing how to speak their own language. They may choose at first level from the languages of the following: sprites, pixies, elves, human

common, and the birds and animals in their area. A Pixie Dragon can cast

detect magic once per day.

Alignment

    Pixie Dragons can be of any non-lawful and non-evil alignment. It is

suggested that they take chaotic alignments.

Role playing Pixie Dragons

    Pixie Dragons are fun loving pranksters. They choose their spells almost

solely for their potential in aiding a practical joke. Although often petty,

a Pixie Dragon can spend months preparing for a single, spectacular prank. They also love to eat, and can eat almost anything, with a preference for fruit, vegetables, nuts, roots, honey, and grains. They are particularly fond of fruit pastries.

    A Pixie Dragon will latch on to a party for any number of reasons,

mostly to see what entertainment will transpire. A particularly vengeful

Dragon may join up only to pester and annoy the other members of the group.

Generally, a Pixie Dragon will attempt to form a strong friendship with the

most easy-going character. They respect anyone who enjoys a good laugh, and that can take practical jokes in his stride.

    Pixie Dragon¹s scale colours depend on his age, according to the table

below. Their butterfly-wings, however, change colourwith their mood.

Age                        Magic

Category    Colour       Resistance

- -------------------------------

Hatchling     Red         10 %

Very Young  Red-orange    16 %

Young         Orange      24 %

Juvenile   Orange-yellow  32 %

Young Adult  Yellow       40 %

Adult       Yellow-green  48 %

Mature Adult  Green       56 %

Old         Blue-green    64 %

Very Old     Blue         72 %

Venerable Blue-violet     80 %

Wyrm         Violet       88 %

Great Wyrm Black          96 %

- -----------------

Final notes: yes, i took a lot from the monstrous manual. In fact, I've

probably quoted a lot. Apologies for not asking first.

Factions vs. Sects

OK, for those of you who have seen the latest SIGIS, you will know that the

editorial suggested that the factions have become corrupted by power, and that

it is the sects who are truest to their beliefs. (If you haven't read it, it's

on the Mimir. Go and read it. Now......you done? OK, then we can continue).

Anyway, talking to Scott about the differences between factions and sects, I

commented that as I saw them, factions were about a philosophy, and sects

about a way of life.

Well, I thought that (for me) this was a moderately profound thing to say, and

I thought I'd kick the idea out to the list in general to see what people

think. SO let me start by trying to justify the statement.

Factions - are they about a philosophy. Well, this seems pretty self-evident

to me. Some of them do have extremely practical applications, but many of the

factions have beliefs that are really pretty esoteric; the Dustmen for

example. I would argue that the beliefs of none of the factions really dictate

how they live their life. How they react to what goes on around them, yes,

certainly, but not how they live. 

Sects, on the other hand, have a belief that actively affects how they live.

Wylders live in partnership to nature. It will, therefore, define what they

can and cannot do. Likewise, Merkhants live, sleep and breath the opportunity

to make money. It is their every concern. It dictates what they do with their

lives (how many Merkhants do you think there are who are not merchants of one

variety or another?). Their belief shapes how they live. The same is true, on

a lesser scale, for such sects as the Prolongers and Incantifiers. Their

nature, and how they survive, dictates that they move frequently, that they

remain as inconspicous as they can. It dictates how they may live. A similar

argument could be made for most, if not all, of the sects, with the exception

of the Ring-Givers (who are, IMO the most faction-like sect, and certainly the

official sect most likely to try and move in on post-FW Sigil and to become a

new faction).

But do the beliefs of factions dictate how their followers live their lives?

Well, some do more than others, that's certain, but none do to the extent that

being the member of a sect does. How does being a Xaositect define how you

live your life? Do you follow money, like the Merkhants? Nature (Wylders).

Independance (Chippers). Battle (Ragers)? No. You could be a butcher, a baker

or a candlestick maker, and remain a Xaositect. Or a hundred other jobs. You

can be timid or outgoing, or a hundred different personalities. Most

importantly, you do not base your life around one single precept to the extent

that a, say, Merkhant does. 

Some factions are closer to this single-minded obsession that so shapes your

life that there is almost nothing else left. The Signers are perhaps the best

example. But still, you can be a Signer, and firmly believe yourself the One,

and yet do pretty much anything with your life. To be a Guvnor, you have a

belief in the law, yet you don't have to be a judge - you could just as easily

be a farmer, say. Not every Hardhead is a rigid-minded policeman - in the

world of the greater good, someone still has to bake the bread. You could be a

Sensate and clean the streets (though, of course, the dabus probably do this

most of the time). 

I haven't put my argument terribly well (always a problem - it seems so clear

to me but I can't put much of it into words). I hope that maybe one of the

more eloquent members of the list will see what i am trying to argue, and

might be able to re-phrase it slightly better. I'll close with the summary of

the idea. 

'Factions believe in a philosophy, sects believe in a way of life. Discuss.'

Galzion

Tide of Darkness chpt 12

Hi all,

Here comes chapters 12 and 13 of my ongoing planescape novel, 'Tide of 

Darkness'.  Sorry for the long delay in this, got caught up in personal 

stuff...  I won't bore you with the sob story.  :)

Anyway, all previous chapters are available at Ken's excellent site, the 

Planescape Fiction Archive.  I'm also posting two new chapters each to 

my spelljammer novel and artemis entreri novel, you can find them and my 

ravenloft short stories (sherlock holmes-type mysteries) at:

http://members.tripod.com/~Madmartigen/Sebastian.html

Anyway, here's the new chapters, let me know what you think, as I really 

crave feedback of any kind.  :)

- - Sebastian






Chapter Twelve


"What in the Nine Hells..."


Gwydion had stopped cold, staring up at the towering building that 

stood hulking before them.  The steady and constant rain hid most of it 

in misty gray shadow, and with twilight deepening there was little of it 

to see beyond a vague shape.  But that shape was enough.  "Looks like... 

looks like some kind of giant turtle!"


Brianna went on several paces before realizing he had halted.  She 

turned and looked back at him, a questioning look on her face mixed with 

a measure of irritation.  She hadn't heard what he had said, but by her 

annoyed expression it was plain she had some idea why he had suddenly 

halted.


"Broken Trust," said Tap from beside him.


"But it looks like..."


"Blood and hells!" she snorted.  "What is it now?"


Tap grinned.  "Noble paladin is touched with awe."


Brianna snorted.  "'Noble paladin' is just plain touched.  I'm cold and 

I'm wet, and we're not fifteen yards from shelter and warmth.  So of 

course..."  Her voice fell to a low grumbling.


Gwydion was still staring up at the building looming overhead.  It was 

still fifteen or twenty yards off, a sliver of dim orange light 

outlining the huge double doors, but it was tall enough that it seemed 

to loom overhead nonetheless.  It was a square structure, or at least 

the first three stories were.  Above that level...  It looked like 

someone had slain a gargantuan tortoise and dumped the body atop.  

Through the rain and darkness, not much of the gigantic creature was 

visible, but the scaly, serpent-like head projected out over the blocky 

wall, hanging over the street, supported by a number of metal struts, 

and the two black-clawed forepaws hung over either corner of the 

building.  Gwydion could see the shadowy dome of the creatures humped 

'shell', if that was what it was, rising behind.


"Is it real?" he asked, staring up at the unearthly creature.


Brianna muttered a curse.  "It's real.  And real dead.  So if you're 

afraid it's going to suddenly come to life-"


"Never have I seen any creature so gigantic," said Gwydion, still 

staring.  "Where can such a thing live?  On what does it subsist?"


Brianna shrugged.  "Look, cutter.  I'm not some sort of planar 

biologist, and with the mood I'm in, it wouldn't matter if I was.  Ask a 

guvner.  Right now I just want to get inside instead of standing in the 

rain discussing architecture like a piking barmy."


"Truly this is a city of wonders," said Gwydion as she turned away.


"The other side of wonder is terror, paladin," said Brianna over her 

shoulder.  "For all our sakes, I wish you would start to respect that."


She led them up the steps onto the wooden porch, under cover from the 

relentless drizzle.  She paused at the entrance, which was a pair of 

stout-looking doors mounted on hinges that swung outwards, with handles 

to pull them open.  The doors weren't wooden or metal, at least that 

Gwydion could see.  Rather, they looked like they were bound in some 

kind of soft black leather, crisscrossed with iron bands.


Curious, he reached out to touch one of the doors, but pulled back his 

hand as if bitten at the scowl on Brianna's face.


"Listen cutter," she said, "this place doesn't cater to clueless primes 

much.  There's going to be some dangerous bloods in here.  Real 

dangerous.  And they ain't likely to be friendly either.  So the last 

thing I need is for you to walk in there and gawk at everything."  She 

glanced at Tap.  "Bad enough to bring a child with us."


Gwydion considered this.  "What do you want me to do?"


Brianna took hold of the hood of his cloak, tugging it back so that the 

hilt of tylith-senshai was visible.  "For one thing, keep this thing 

handy, and in sight.  If you look capable with it, we probably won't 

need to use it.  But don't overdo it.  If you look like you're searching 

for a fight, there'll be ten or twelve bloods in there that will gladly 

give it to you."


"My left arm is still numb from that... shock," said Gwydion ruefully.  

"The last thing I want is to charge into battle."


Brianna nodded.  "Good.  Just don't look weak, or they'll be on us like 

a pack of wolves.  Don't lock gazes with anyone; they consider it an 

insult here.  That doesn't mean to keep your eyes on the floor, either.  

You've got to look confident.  And most important of all, don't gawk.  

Most of these cutters aren't human.  Most don't even look human.  So at 

least try to look as if you aren't entirely clueless."


"I'll try," Gwydion said sardonically.


Brianna grasped the handle and pulled the door open.


The darkness outside made the central room seem bright by comparison, 

but the corners were filled with murky shadows.  Candles guttered on the 

tables and flickered on the walls, and there was a roaring fire on the 

right-hand wall, not far from where they stood, but the light seemed to 

enhance and deepen the shadows rather than dispel them.


As they stepped within, they were immersed in a strange sort of noise.  

It was not the roaring and clatter of 'The Game' in Ribcage, but rather 

a more subtle wall of noise, much like that of a large room full of 

people conversing - yet the voices were more sibilant, more flowing, 

more... threatening than any human voice Gwydion had ever heard before.


The bittersweet scent of incense hung heavy in the air, blanketing the 

place in a thin haze that made the farther details of the room blurred 

and indistinct.  If Gwydion judged correctly the entire center of the 

structure must be hollow, for the walls were at least four stories high 

and met a domed ceiling that arced higher still.  The far end of the 

room was lost in the smoky haze, but, if anything the place looked 

larger on the inside than it did on the outside.


There were a series of graceful wooden arches marching down the center 

of the room, support beams for the ceiling, each inlaid with runes and 

disconcerting carvings that Gwydion's eye couldn't quite bring into 

focus.  They were alien and unsettling, and his gaze seemed to... slide 

away from them.


There were a series of five descending wooden steps leading into the 

room, and as they entered Gwydion could see that the room itself had no 

clear 'main' floor, but rather a series of raised and lowered platforms 

hanging suspended from the ceiling by iron chains of various sizes and 

connected by wooden walkways which appeared thin and frail but must have 

been fairly sturdy to support the weight of some of the creatures he saw 

present.


And what creatures!  Creatures from fables, from stories, from 

nightmares...  The elf girl at the inn had been one thing, but this was 

quite another.  At least she had looked somewhat human.  It was 

difficutl to see more than vague shapes in the murky light, but...


On the nearest platform there squatted a spiderlike being on an 

elongated and specially shaped stool.  Eight spindly legs were tucked 

under the arachnid body, and a long, leathery neck sprouted from the 

thorax, a thin, lizard-like head at the end of it.  It looked a little 

like the statuette that had proved to be the key to Dima's portal.


Directly across from it sat some sort of humanoid creature with 

faceted, insect-like eyes and a toothy, vertical slit for a mouth.  

Otherwise it was nearly human in form, with arms, legs, fingers, etc - 

with the exception that it wore no clothing that Gwydion could see.  Its 

skin was dark blue, so dark it was nearly black, but when the thing took 

a breath, a pair of gills on either side of its neck flashed open and 

the flesh beneath glowed a bright luminescent green.


Behind their table and just above, on a platform farther back, a pair 

of red-skinned women with black, leathery wings sprouting from their 

backs lounged.  Both were strikingly beautiful, with lustrous black 

hair, arresting green eyes, and full red lips.  The wings were small, 

almost vestigial, and he thought for a moment that perhaps they were 

false, or an extension of the black leather armor each of the women 

wore, but one of the women's wings quivered and moved by itself, and she 

reached back idly to scratch it.


And to the right...


A black-skinned giant of a man, naked and at least eight feet tall, 

hairless and gleaming like a statue, with glowing blue eyes...


A trio of creatures that looked like a cross between a praying mantis 

and a man...


A bull-headed creature like the one who had tried to ambush them in the 

alleyway, slightly taller and missing fur in places, as if it had the 

mange...


An albino human with flowing white hair, normal in every way that 

Gwydion could see and wearing purple-tinted spectacles.  He sat at a 

table by himself and Gwydion wouldn't have noticed him at all except 

that when his gaze passed over the man's table a black tongue shot out 

of the man's mouth flicking across the table and snatching up a morsel 

from the man's plate...


And farther back...


A blocky thing that looked like a clockwork machine with arms and legs 

and vestigial iron wings-


Brianna elbowed him in the ribs.  "Don't lock eyes, basher," she hissed 

angrily, and Gwydion quickly turned his gaze away.  It was difficult not 

to stare at the myriad of strange shapes and forms surrounding them, but 

when he happened to glance down at where he stood, he started.


Brianna was leading them across one of the walkways which were strung 

around and between the multi-level platforms.  It wasn't that which 

caught his attention, though, but what lay below.


Darkness yawned below them in a straight drop of what must have been 

sixty feet down.  A grey mist hung at that point, hiding anything that 

might lay farther down.  The mist wasn't motionless; it pitched and 

roiled as if it were a thing alive.  Gwydion blinked.  He had the 

feeling there was something down there in the mists, something large and 

restless, and just for a moment he thought he saw the vague outline of a 

huge body.


"Watch your step, cutter," muttered Tap.  "Don't want to fall just 

here.  Tap knows.  Seen it happen."


"What's down there?"


Tap shook his head.  "Screams," he said.  "Then silence."


Brianna threaded her way across the vast room, making her way towards 

an empty table on a small round platform by itself close on the 

left-hand wall.  Gwydion was still staring around himself as he 

followed.  There were lengths of chains hanging from the domed ceiling 

everywhere, some dangling straight downwards, attached to platforms or 

hanging bridges, some angled off randomly and attached to various bolts 

in the walls, and still others which appeared anchored to nothing at all 

in particular, just trailing down into the darkened abyss that yawned 

below.


As he looked around the room he also noticed that spaced unevenly near 

the walls, and hanging above even the highest-level platforms, were a 

series of man-sized iron cages.  In fact, there was one not too far from 

the platform to which Brianna was leading.  It looked empty, save for a 

bundle of tattered rags at the bottom...  Then suddenly a flash of 

yellowed white caught his eye.  Bone...


"Sit," said Brianna, and abruptly he realized they had arrived.  

Hurriedly Gwydion took his seat.  The table was rectangular, planes so 

that the corners were rounded and curved, and at a normal height.  The 

chairs, though, were a mis-matched lot.  There were five of them, 

jumbled haphazardly around the table.  Two were straight backed and 

thin, not at all unlike those of his homeworld.  A third was low and 

wide, with a cushion but no clear back that he could see.  But for the 

cushion, it looked more like an endtable than a chair.  The fourth was a 

round stool, not much more than a three-legged rod with a wooden seat at 

the top.  It was high enough that the seat stood at least a foot above 

the level of the table.  The last was the most perplexing of all - a 

great iron monstrosity shaped like a wide upside down arch.  There was a 

low back formed by a thin strand of lacy-shaped ironwork, and the arms 

stood at least higher than Gwydion was tall, though the curved seat was 

lower than a conventional chair.


Gwydion elected to take one of the straight-backed chairs.  They looked 

mildly uncomfortable, but at least they were familiar.  Brianna took the 

other.  Tap settled in on the cushioned couch-thing, though Gwydion had 

half expected the boy to take the high-seated stool.  When he sat in the 

low chair, only the top of the boy's head was visible on the other side 

of the table.


Gwydion quirked an eye at Brianna.  "Interesting chairs."


"I told you cutter; they don't serve humans here much.  Lucky to get 

any chairs at all."


He was silent a moment, scanning the room.  "What's with the cages?"


Tap snorted from the other side of the tables.  "Cages in The Cage," he 

said merrily, as if it were a joke.


"There's thirteen of 'em, all told," said Brianna.  "Little inside 

laugh of the owner's.  Nine of them have been filled, the rest stand 

empty."


"Filled with what?"


Brianna shrugged.  "I don't know the story too well.  Former companions 

of his, I guess.  He's a cutter named Diabrand - don't know much about 

him other than he's not human.  They left him to die somewhere deep in 

Pandemonium, but he managed to escape and he's been hunting them down 

since.  Of course, he'd been gone two hundred years by the time he 

escaped.  A lot can happen in that long a time."


Gwydion stared at the nearest cage.  "Former companions," he said.  

"Why the cage?"


"Revenge.  Artistic style.  Sense of humor.  Statement of power.  Who 

knows for sure?  He puts them in the cage and there they stay.  Usually 

takes a couple of weeks before they starve.  Sometimes longer.  Depends 

on what species they are."  She shrugged again.  "Not my business; I 

only know this second hand.  He hasn't filled a cage in twenty years at 

least.  It's always a big deal when he does.  There's always 

entertainment of some sort, but most of the patrons share a lust for 

vengeance and twisted justice.  Nothing like a 'screaming cage' to draw 

crowds of taunting customers."


Gwydion's eyebrow quirked.  "'Screaming cage'?" he asked, eyeing the 

nearest cage in a different light.  The tiny white sliver of bone which 

protruded from the bundle of rags at the bottom...  Was that a finger?


Brianna shrugged again.  "Yeah, most of Diabrand's 'caged ones' didn't 

die quiet.  Look, none of this matters.  It isn't any of our business.  

What we have to concentrate on..."


Her voice trailed off into silence.  There was a small whooshing sound 

and Gwydion started out of his seat as a blazing ball of fire darted 

across the room, angled towards their table.  It darted and jagged, 

veering back and forth in mid-air as it approached, then came to an 

abrupt halt atop the high stool across the table from him.  "What the-!"


"Whaddya want, cutters, whaddya want?" came a high-pitched fast-talking 

voice.  A tiny creature squatted there, standing less than a foot high, 

naked, with red skin and featherless wings on its back.  It was 

basically humanoid, with two arms and two legs, though it squatted as if 

the muscles in its legs were structured differently than a humans, and 

its face was grotesquely elongated.  Red and yellow flames rippled 

continually over its body, creating a perpetual halo.  Tiny flames also 

danced in its eyes.  "What's wrong with your friend, hey?  Looks prime.  

Don't serve primes here, cutters, no indeed."


Gwydion had come half out of his seat at its approach.  He stood 

staring at it, the hilt of tylith-senshai gripped in his hand, two 

inches of the steel blade clear of the sheath.


Brianna gave the thing a scornful look.  "Watch yourself, mephit.  Not 

good streaking up on us like that.  My friend gets nervous easy, and 

when he gets nervous useless and stupid creatures like you get dead.  

You're lucky he didn't cut you in half already.  Don't make it worse by 

slinging names.  You want to take our order?"


The thing blinked, looking at Gwydion.  "Sorry, sorry.  Didn't mean to 

cast aspersions, cutter."


Slowly Gwydion relaxed his grip on the hilt, easing back into his seat.  

He did his best to give the little creature an irritated look.


"So wat'cha want, cutters?  Don't serve humans much, but got a few 

things.  For eating, you know?  Also got a few pleasure slaves for 

humans too, huh?  Though mostly exotics, you know?  And you need a 

mind-enhancer or hallucinator, just speak up.  Got plenty, but we don't 

claim to be expert in what will or won't kill a human, see?"


"A pitcher of Arborean wine," said Brianna crisply.  "Maybe a room 

later."  She gave a not toward Tap.  "We don't need any pleasure slaves, 

exotic or otherwise."


The creature's mouth twisted into a leering and grotesque smile.  "Oh 

sure, sure," it said, misunderstanding.  "Self-contained, eh?  You need 

any other children, just shout.  Can get anything for a price here.  

Strictly under the table, see?   Guvners don't hold with child pleasure 

slaves.  But here in Broken Promise-"


"Pike it," said Brianna.  "Give us wine and give us privacy.  Catch?"


The little thing jerked a quick bow, bobbing its head.  "Name's 

Bartish," it said.  "Need anything, just say the name.  I'll hear it 

anywhere, even another plane... you know how it works."


And with a 'whoosh' it zipped away from their table, disappearing into 

the hazy air on the far side of the room.


"Nice, cutter," said Brianna acidly.  "I tell you not to act like a 

prime and you jump out of your skin at the sight of a lowly fire 

mephit."


"Sorry," said Gwydion.  "It just gave me a start."


Brianna shook her head.  "Never mind.  We've got other problems."


She took a deep breath.  "Alright, let's get down to business.  Whoever 

it is that wants you dead... well, there's just no way they could have 

found us that quickly.  This is Sigil, not Ribcage.  I know this city; 

it's my second home.  Whatever this is about, this... Icon of yours, 

it's important.  Important enough that now I'm wrapped up in it too."


"I never meant to put you at risk," said Gwydion.  "You don't-"


Brianna waved it off.  "Spare me the noble paladin bit.  I've helped 

you and so has the boy.  We've both been seen with you.  It doesn't 

matter whether we split from you now or not.  If this is as important as 

it looks, our lives are forfeit whether we're with you or not.  In fact 

it could go harder for us if we aren't with you, since they'll torture us to find out where you are.  So don't thank me for 

standing by your side and helping you out, cutter.  It's the only way to 

go.  We've got two ways to go on this thing.  Either we lose ourselves 

completely, go to some forgotten prime world and live like peasants - 

and even that might not work - or we solve this thing.  Find out who's 

after you and why.  Recover your precious Icon.  Accomplish your 

mission."


"I'm with the paladin," said Tap quietly.  "Tap goes with him."


Gwydion glanced at him, then back to her.  "I'm on a sacred mission.  I 

won't abandon it."


Brianna shrugged.  "Fine.  Never cared much for prime worlds anyway.  

Now, let's work with what we've got.  The people in the tower.  They had 

this Icon thing?"


Gwydion nodded.


"Then that's our link."


Tap spoke up.  "The man who is not escaped.  The portal is warded.  How 

then can we follow?"


Gwydion looked doubtful.  "Tap's right.  The ones that didn't escape 

through the portal are dead."


Brianna shook her head.  "Try using your head for something besides 

bashing, paladin.  Those were just guards.  They know less than nothing.  

We can't get through the portal, maybe, but we don't need to.  We've got 

a name."


"A name?"


Brianna nodded.  "A tiefling named Ryde.  I've never heard of him or 

seen him before, but if he's passed through Sigil before, which I 

strongly suspect, we can trace him.  And there's more."


"Like what?"


"Like whatever it was you saw when you looked through that portal."


Gwydion was surprised.  "What I saw?"


Brianna nodded again.  "Maybe you saw something that could tell us 

where they went.  At the least, we should be able to rule out some of 

the other planes.  Now think:  what did you see?"


Gwydion was silent for a moment, trying to remember.  He had only 

caught a glimpse before the portal closed, before the shock of the 

warding had thrown him across the room and into the wall.  The man in 

the cloak had been looking at him, and the one called Ryde.  Beyond 

them...  "I remember it was dark.  Like night, but darker.  I don't 

remember stars.  Maybe it was underground.  But there was some light..."


"Yes?" Brianna's eyes were intense.  "Concentrate, cutter."


"It was like... like fire, but not quite.  Lava, maybe, or sparks from 

a forge.  I couldn't tell where it came from, but it made their faces - 

Ryde and the cloaked man - visible... painted them with a dull orange 

light.  The ground that I could see was rocky and uneven.  And black.  

Not just black like dark dirt, but more like... like obsidian, or black 

stone.  And off in the distance there was a building, a structure.  I 

could only see it because some of the windows were lit from within, but 

the general shape...  It was like a castle, sort of, but not like any 

castle I ever saw before.  If I saw it again I think I would recognize 

it."


Brianna considered.  "Not much to go on," she admitted after a moment 

of silence.  "Could be any of a dozen planes, most of them lower.  It 

could be this plane, for all I can tell.  Well, we've at least got a 

name, we can follow that up."  She raised her eyes to his again 

suddenly.  "Do you think you could draw it?" she asked.  "This castle 

you saw.  If we had paper and ink, do you think you could sketch it?"


Gwydion considered.  "Some of it maybe, but I don't know how reliable 

it would be.  If we had paper, which we don't at the moment-"  Suddenly 

he sat bolt upright.  "Wait a minute!"


"What is it?" asked Brianna.


Quickly he dug through his pocket, producing the little brown scrap of 

paper he had discovered in the broken tower.  "This," he said, handing 

it over to her.  "I found it in the bedchamber.  In Ryde's bedchamber.  

I can't read it, of course, but maybe you can."


Brianna squinted at it for a moment.  "Not me.  Looks like an eldritch 

language though."  She passed it to Tap, who looked at it for a few 

seconds and then passed it back, shaking his head.


"What is an 'eldritch' language?" asked Gwydion.


"One of the planeborne tongues.  Tanar'ri, modron, guardinal... never 

mind.  I can't read it, but I know a man who might be able to.  

Contacting him might be problematic, though.  He'd sell his own mother 

to the baatezu if the price was right, never mind us."


She was interrupted by the rythmic pounding of hoofbeats clattering 

across the wooden bridges.


A creature was crossing the room, bypassing the other platforms nearest 

it.  It was unlike anything Gwydion had seen before.  In form its lower 

body was very like that of a mottled-brown goat, though it was larger 

than any goat he had ever seen, at least as large as a large pony or 

small horse.  But where the neck and head of a goat should have been, 

instead was the muscular torso and upper body of a man.  The head was 

human, and male in appearance, with a thin wispy mustache and beard, but 

it also had two massive ramlike horns sprouting from its temples.  It 

pulled up to a halt, its head swiveling slowly as it scanned the room.


Its eyes locked with Gwydions.  It snorted once, then began sauntering 

straight towards their table.


"Don't stare, leatherhead," hissed Brianna under her breath.  "You'll 

draw unwanted attention... but keep your sword handy," she added a 

moment later as the thing continued to advance.  It had passed several 

empty tables already, and was nearly to the walkway that led to the 

platform they were seated on.


Gwydion slid his chair back a few inches, so that if he needed to rise 

and fight he wouldn't be hampered by the table.  He measured the thing 

mentally assessing its strengths and weaknesses as it approached.  It 

was bare-chested and large, but very muscular.


It passed the last of the other platforms and started onto the bridge 

connected to the place where they sat.  It halted halfway across, 

staring at them.


"Yes?" asked Gwydion.


"You," it said in a raspy, flat voice.  "You are Gwydion Talienvar, a 

paladin, yes?"


Gwydion came to his feet.  In one smooth motion he had unsheathed 

tylith-senshai.  "What do you want."


The creature stared at the blade.  Slowly it reached into a pouch slung 

at its hips, withdrawing a small metal tube.  "Courier, cutter," it 

said, holding up the tube as if it were an explanation.  "I'm just a 

courier.  Told to deliver this to one Gwydion Talienvar, a human paladin 

of your general description, here, at this place and time.  I don't want 

trouble."


Gwydion and Brianna exchanged glances.  She too had risen, and the 

naked blade of her dagger was unsheathed as well.  "Put it on the table 

and go," she said.


The thing looked from one of them to the other, then heaved a shrug.  

"Makes no difference to me," it said, tossing the tube in the direction 

of the table.


The throw was wide of the mark, and the tube bounced once on the 

tabletop and then skipped off the other side, heading for the empty 

space beyond the platform.  Tap caught it in midair.


The goat-centaur had already turned away, clumping across the bridge 

and heading back the way he had come.


"Wonderful service," said Brianna wryly.


"What was that thing?"


"A bariaur.  Sort of like a centaur.  They come from the Outlands 

somewhere.  They aren't too uncommon in Sigil."


"It said it was a courier."


She shrugged.  "It was.  There's plenty of couriers here.  The 

message?"  She extended her hand towards Tap.  The boy had unscrewed the 

top of the metal tub and removed a rolled up piece of paper.  He passed 

the paper to her.


She unrolled it and eyed the elegant handwriting critically.


Gwydion leaned over.  "What does it say?"


She shook her head.  "I can't read it.  The language... it is strange."


Gwydion took it from her.  "Let me see...  I can read it."


She stared at him.  "I thought you said your 'talent' didn't apply to 

the written word."


He shook his head.  "No, no.  This is my native tongue.  But how...?"


"What does it say?"


Gwydion scanned it quickly, then read it aloud.



You are a man with powerful enemies.  But with powerful enemies come 

the powerful enemies of the powerful enemies.  Enemies who may perhaps 

become allies, if not friends.  I can help you in your quest.  I know 

how to find that which you seek.  Room 52.



- W


"Impossible," said Brianna, shaking her head in amazement.  "We haven't 

been here fifteen minutes.  No-one could have found us that quickly.  

No-one."


"Room 52?" Gwydion asked.


"Chamber 52 in the Broken Trust," said Tap.  "The Sealed Room."


A chill went racing up Gwydion's spine.  "The what?  You mean it's 

here, in this place?"


Brianna was very quiet.  She was staring at the paper as if it might 

attack her.  "I don't know what this is about, paladin, but if you want 

my advice we leave right now and don't look back.  No-one could have 

found us that quickly.  Not even a Power.  No-one."


Gwydion considered.  After a moment, he shook his head.  "No.  If this 

person, this... W. already knows where we are, then it doesn't matter 

where we go.  He'll find us.  And if he bore me any malice or was 

working with the men who are after me, then why this invitation?  Why 

not simply kill me?"


"I don't know," admitted Brianna, "but I've got a very bad feeling 

about this.  Room 52... that thing has been sealed for years.  No-one 

even remembers why it was sealed in the first place.  It's dangerous to 

tamper with things like that."


"He... it, whatever it is... may be able to help find the Icon," said 

Gwydion.


"Or it could be a trap."


Gwydion gave a slow nod.  "Sometimes it is better to face the wolf than 

flee from the tiger."


She snorted.  "What is that - a saying from your homeworld?"


He shrugged.


A moment of silence passed between them.  "Alright," she said at last.  

"We go.  But we do it my way, understand?  And if things get peery-"


"Gentlebeings!" cried a deep sonorous voice from across the room, 

interrupting them.


There was a big square platform some distance from where they sat which 

had no chairs or tables on it of any kind.  As far as Gwydion could tell 

from their vantage point, it was also hung lower than any of the other 

platforms.  He had seen it earlier but taken no real notice of it.


But now, as the booming voice startled them, his eyes were drawn to it.  

It had been darkened and unlighted before, but with a blue flash, flames 

suddenly ignited on posts that stood at each of the four corners.  Had 

the posts been there before?  He wasn't certain.


Nor was the platform empty now.  A short grey creature - it looked like 

it was made of stone - squatted in the center of the platform, grotesque 

wings pulled back from its body.  Its eyes glowed blue when it spoke.  

Beside it stood a dusky-skinned man, whipcord slender, with flowing 

silver hair that hung well past his shoulders and down his back.  He 

stood with his arms crossed of the supple leather jerkin he wore, the 

hilt of a sword jutting above his shoulder and an arrogant smile painted 

on his face.


"I give you Bleys Theraind'var, Master of Blades, Grand Councilor of 

the Trancendent Order," the little grey creature was saying.  

"Unsurpassed in swordsmanship, undefeated in more than one thousand 

battles.  Wager!"


"Wager!" cried someone from the dark across the room, and the cry was 

picked up.


"Wager!"


"Wager!"


"Wager!"


Gwydion leaned over to Brianna.  "What are they yelling about?"


"Piking wonderful," she said distractedly.  "I hadn't expected this.  A 

bloody contest of arms with a master cipher.  You stay clear of it, 

paladin, whatever happens."


"Don't worry," said Gwydion.  "The last thing I'm looking for is a 

fight."


The grey creature let the chant build for several moments, then held up 

a finger.  "But wait, good bloods!  With no prize there is no risk!  

Perhaps you would like to see the prize?"


"The prize!" someone called.


The grey creature nodded, then gave an elaborate flourish, gesturing 

towards a slowly lowering cage.  "I give you the prize!"


This cage was newer than the others, much newer.  The steel still 

gleamed and shone.  As it lowered, the occupant became visible.


"A virgin princess, for your pleasure!" the creature shouted.  "A 

genuine aasimar, offspring of a celestial union!  Collared and chained, 

a pleasure slave of the highest order!"


The woman in the cage was unlike anyone Gwydion had ever seen before.  

Silky fine golden hair spilled down, framing an exquisitely beautiful 

face.  Her skin was almost marble white, and her eyes were blazing blue.  

She was lovely almost beyond words.  She wore a silver collar around her 

neck and for clothing she had on less than some of serving maids at the 

Game.  She stared defiantly out at the leering and cat-calling crowds 

surrounding her, chained but never broken.


Her gaze met Gwydion's and for a frozen moment she held him.  Something 

passed between them, some unspoken plea.  And Gwydion suddenly realized 

he knew her.  He didn't know how, but... he knew her, in another 

lifetime perhaps.


"Piking hell," muttered Brianna under her breath.  "Keep your seat, 

cutter."


Gwydion shook his head.  "I can't."


"Bloody paladins," she groaned.


"He's a cipher, paladin," said Tap, and there was a warning in his 

voice.


"A what?"


Brianna nodded towards the dusky man.  "See his hair?  How long it is?  

Ciphers don't have long hair, paladin.  They trim it short for ease in 

battle, and whenever an opponent so much as lands a blow, they trim it 

again.  Matter of honor.  Look how long his hair is.  It means that for 

years - years - not only has he not lost a fight, but no-one has managed 

to even land a blow on him.  Ciphers live for battle, Gwydion.  You're 

good, but you go up against him and he'll put you in the dead-book."


"But first, gentlebeings!" the grey creature called out.  "First, the 

challenge!  In order to claim the prize, you must defeat Master Bleys!  

Do I have a challenge?  Do I have a challenge?"


While the creature spoke the dusky man suddenly went into motion.  His 

sword came out of its sheath so quickly that it almost seemed to 

materialize in his hand.  He spun through an elaborate series of 

manuevers, the sword dancing through the air.  It was a practiced series 

of combat strikes, blocks, and manuevers.  It was similar to some of the 

weapon-forms Gwydion had learned from the blademasters on his homeworld, 

though he was not familiar with it.


"He is fast," said Gwydion, studying the man's motions.  "Very fast."  

The man was superb, Gwydion's trained eye told him that.  His martial 

style was slightly different than anything Gwydion had ever seen before, 

fluid yet strong, graceful yet deadly.


"Don't be stupid, cutter," said Brianna.  "You said yourself that you 

were in no condition to fight.  Just because the slut has a pretty face 

doesn't mean you have die for her.  Slavery's legal in Sigil, cutter.  

Put aside the 'knight charging to the rescue' scree and don't do 

anything foolish."


Gwydion's eyes locked with the girl in the cage.  "I can't leave her 

there."


"Why not?  Who is she to you?"


He shook his head.  "I don't know.  But I know her.  It's strange..."


"What, no challengers?" the grey creature was asking.  "But how could 

this be?  Is there no-one present who will risk Master Bleys blade for 

the succulent prize?"  It swiveled about, scanning the crowd.


Its eyes fell on their table.  "You sir," it said, seeing that Gwydion 

was standing.  "How about you?  That looks a fine blade you wear!  Will 

you test your luck and skill?"


The dusky-skinned man had whipped through his sword-dancing display and 

was again standing in place.  He gave Gwydion a contemptuous look.


"Don't do it," hissed Brianna.
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Chapter Thirteen


There was a roar of approval from the crowd.


"Well, good sir, then it would appear we have a challenge!  Step 

forward!"  The creature had a nasty smile on its face, as if it had just 

gotten the better of him.


The dusky-skinned man only gave him a bored and contemptuous look.


Slowly Gwydion removed his cloak, pulling it over his head and laying 

it across the back of the chair he had been sitting at.  Brianna was 

saying something, low, her voice urgent, some warning or plea not to go 

through with this, but he wasn't listening.  He had some trouble getting 

the cloak off, catching the hilt of tylith-senshai in some of the cloth; 

it was an intentional manuever.  He would be watching him now, watching 

to see how Gwydion moved, how he reacted.  Already tired from the 

earlier battle, it was Gwydion's one advantage - that he had seen a 

display of the other man's fighting ability.  And that the other man, 

this Master Bleys, knew nothing of Gwydion's own prowess.


 The people - and other beings - from the other platforms were shouting 

out catcalls, words of encouragement, and insults, sometimes speaking in 

different languages.  Gwydion blocked them out.  His eyes locked with 

the dusky-skinned man below.


He crossed three bridges and two other platforms on his way down.  He 

went in an unhurried walk.  The last bridge which lead to the square 

'battle' platform creaked and groaned like a living thing behind him 

once he stepped onto the platform.  He glanced back to see that the 

chains which held it were moving, lifting it away so that the platform 

was surrounded on all sides by open air and the drop into darkness.


"What are the rules?" he asked, coming to a halt.  The dusky-skinned 

man stood calmly on the other side of the square, the grey-skinned 

creature between them.  "First blood?"


"First blood indeed," said the creature with a grim smile.  Its wings 

began to flap, grating like stone on stone as they slowly moved.  "But 

only if you have something valuable to wager."


"Wager?"


"Yes, cutter.  You don't get something for nothing, not in the Broken 

Trust, no indeed.  What have you to wager?"


Gwydion shook his head.  He had only a few coins in his pocket.  

"Nothing," he said.


"Nothing indeed?" asked the creature.  Its wings were beating faster, 

and with a lurch, it left the platform, though it seemed impossible that 

wings so heavy could ever lift it from the floor.  "And what of these 

fine beings, your companions?"  It gave a grand gesture towards the 

table where Tap and Brianna sat.  "Wager their freedom against the 

prize, and it will be to first blood."


Gwydion shook his head.  "No chance."


"Then you must stake your life.  Nothing less will suffice, good 

warrior."


Gwydion glanced at the girl in the cage.  She looked at him with a 

mixture of wonder, suspicion, hope, and anxiety.  "Acceptable."


"First blood or not," said the dusky-skinned man, speaking for the 

first time, "It makes little difference.  My first cut will be your last 

breath."


Gwydion stared at him.  "We'll see," he said, reaching back for the 

hilt of tylith-senshai.  He had some difficulty unsheathing the great 

sword from where it was strapped to his back.  "When does it begin?"


The dusky man made no move to unsheathe his weapon.  He watched Gwydion 

with something like amusement.  "Already have, cutter," he said.  "You 

really planning on using that blade?  Something that big will slow you 

down."


Gwydion settled into an easy stance, sword up, muscles relaxed, ready.  

His instructors had called it the 'ready position', an excellent posture 

for defensive movement.  He said nothing.


The cipher stood with his arms crossed, watching Gwydion critically.  

"You may be wondering why I haven't drawn my weapon, yes?"


Gwydion didn't answer, just waited.  From around the platform the calls 

and shouts still came, but they didn't exist for him now.  Not the 

crowd, not Brianna and Tap, not the grey winged creature which had flown 

away, not even the girl in the cage that dangled overhead.  The only 

thing that existed was the dusky-skinned man and the platform.


"I don't bare steel unless I have to," said the man.  "It's a waste of 

energy.  I look at a hopeless basher like you and I see how weak you 

are, how untrained.  It is written in every line of your body, in the 

way you move, in the way you stand.  I don't need a sword to take a 

half-prime clueless like you."


Gwydion still said nothing.  The man advanced a half step forward, 

stepping almost casually, his eyes never wavering from Gwydion's own.  

"As for the child and the tiefling girl you came with, I will enslave 

the one and rape the other after you are dead.  Spoils.  You don't mind 

that, do you?"


Gwydion still said nothing, only waiting calmly, ready.  The man was 

trying to anger him, but Gwydion never fought in anger.  He had learned 

that lesson years ago, had had it drilled into him by weaponsmasters and 

opponents.


The man smiled.  He spread his arms.  "Tell you what, just to make it 

fair, how about I close my eyes and let you have the first strike, eh?"


Gwydion said nothing.


The man closed his eyes and waited.


Gwydion held his place, calm.


The man waited for several moments.  The crowd was yelling insults and 

encouragement at Gwydion.


Eventually the man's eyes opened.  "You truly are a fool, cutter.  I 

really would have given you a chance."


Gwydion said nothing.


The man took a slow step forward, deliberately putting himself within 

reach of Gwydion's blade.


Gwydion held steady.


The man's slight but confident smile faded.  "What are you playing at?"


He must have meant the question only as a distraction, for he struck 

almost before he finished it.  He took a quick step forward, inside the 

range of Gwydion's weapon and his hand lashed out in a lightning 

knife-hand attack to Gwydion's throat, perfectly aimed and timed.  His 

form was flawless, the strike lethal... but Gwydion was prepared.


When the dusky-skinned man lunged, Gwydion leaned slightly to the left, 

spinning his sword and blocking the strike with his right forearm 

without loosing his hold on the weapon, trapping the man's striking arm 

between his wrist and the hilt of the blade, spinning and shifting on 

his heel, using the man's momentum against him.


The dusky man came off his feet easily - too easily.  Building on the 

momentum Gwydion had given him, he rolled over Gwydion's back, his free 

elbow striking down on the base of Gwydion's neck.


Gwydion felt the man's muscles move as he shifted in midair, and jerked 

to the side in reaction, escaping a lethal blow as the man's elbow 

brushed by his ear.


The man was over him in an instant, landing catlike on his feet behind 

Gwydion.  Or nearly.


Gwydion lashed out in a kick that caught the man in the chest just as 

the soles of his feet contacted the platform.  The dusky man tried to 

shift to the side, but since he was still in midair he had little 

leverage to avoid the blow.  It caught him in the right shoulder instead 

of the abdomen, and the it wasn't straight on, but even glancing, there 

was enough force behind the blow to send the man flying backwards a few 

paces.


He did a backflip in midair, going with the momentum of the blow and 

coming down lightly on his feet... except that the movement sent him 

beyond the boundaries of the platform, into open space as Gwydion had 

intended.


In midair he caught the chain holding the corner up, and swung around 

the far side of it.


As he came back around, Gwydion swung tylith-senshai, a blow aimed at 

the man's torso.


In an incredible display of strength and control, the man lifted his 

body over the blade as it passed, turning the manuever into a kick aimed 

at Gwydion's face.


Gwydion's swing sent the blade of tylith-senshai straight into the 

supporting chain.  The edge of the blade met the metal chain and swept 

through it as if it were cheese.  With a snap the chain parted, and the 

platform lurched and dropped a few inches in that corner, shuddering.


In spite of being slightly off-balance due to the sudden unsteadiness 

of his footing, Gwydion evaded the main force of the man's kick, but the 

heel did clip the side of his jaw hard enough to rattle his teeth.


For his own part, the dusky man continued through with the motion of 

his kick, landing on his feet and stumbling, just slightly, at the 

shuddering of the platform.  He took three quick paces away from 

Gwydion, always facing him, and his sword came out.


The two faced each other for a frozen moment, neither moving.


The dusky man nodded at him.  "I take back what I said about your 

blade.  Enchanted, yes?  Very nice.  I may keep it when I'm done with 

you."


"I see you decided to unsheathe your blade."


The man smiled.  He was warier now, Gwydion saw with a sinking heart.  

Fatigued as he was, he had hoped to take the man by surprise and send 

him over the side in the first exchange.  The longer this battle lasted, 

the more tired he would become.  And he could not afford to be slow, not 

against a swordsman as superb as this man.  Time was on the dusky man's 

side.


"You're bleeding," he said, nodding toward Gwydion.  "First blood goes 

to me."


Gwydion felt the iron tang of blood on his tongue.  A tiny trickle of 

blood was visible at the corner of his mouth.  "Too bad the contest 

isn't to first blood," he said.


"First or last, the blood will be yours."


And that quickly, the contest was joined again.


The dusky man feinted low and struck high, then to the side, then a 

sent a flurry of blows raining down on Gwydion from all directions.


Gwydion parried smoothly, again and again and again, but was forced 

backwards step by step.  Wait for it, he thought, forcing himself not to 

take advantage of an apparent opening in the dusky man's attack, knowing 

it was an attempt to lure him into a counterattack.


There would be a moment, there always was in every fight, a moment when 

the time to strike presented itself.  It was the moment, the deciding 

moment, and Gwydion would know when it came.  Not yet, not yet, he 

thought, parrying and blocking and evading, and moving backward 

steadily.  Wait for it, wait for it.


The dusky man would also know when the moment came, he was too 

well-trained not to.  But he was on the attack, trying to force an 

opening in Gwydion's defenses, and that meant the man was still 

underestimating him.  And that meant that Gwydion still had a chance.


But Gwydion was still giving ground steadily before the onslaught.  

Worse, though he had tried to circle away from the attack, the dusky man 

had managed to cut off his turn and force him back, herding him ever 

closer to the corner of the platform which hung down.  This meant that 

not only would Gwydion soon have nowhere to retreat too, but - because 

the platform was now sloped - that the dusky man controlled the high 

ground, and Gwydion was forced to fight on uneven ground.


Wait for it, wait for it!


Another sudden opening presented it and again Gwydion fought the urge 

to attack and try to put the other man on the defensive.  He knew the 

dusky man was baiting him; the openings were only lures.  Against a 

swordsman as proficient as his opponent clearly was it would be playing 

right into his hands.


So Gwydion gave ground.  And gave more ground.


Until there was no ground left to give.  Backed to the corner, with 

nothing behind him but open space, Gwydion parried, and parried, and 

parried again.

The dusky man aimed an impossibly swift flurry of blows at him which 

Gwydion was barely able to fend off, then, suddenly, just when it seemed 

Gwydion's defense must breakdown before the onslaught, the man ceased 

the attack, taking a half step back.


He grinned fiercely.  "You're looking desperate, cutter," he said.


Gwydion didn't answer.  He merely waited warily, sword in read 

position, using the unexpected break in combat to rest.


"I do like that sword though.  You move it like it was a much lighter 

blade, yet it still gives you a reach advantage, heh?  I'm definitely 

keeping it after I put you in the deadbook."


Gwydion said nothing.  Wait for it, wait for it!


"Nice blade.  How'd you like to die on it?  That'd be a scream, 

wouldn't it?  I use your own blade to kill you."


"Try it," said Gwydion.


The man smiled again, a cruel light in his eyes.


And suddenly he struck, again, again, again.


The blows were fast and furious, and Gwydion was hard-pressed to parry 

them.  Over and over the dusky man's blade darted in, seeking his 

throat, his heart, his abdomen, his head, his legs.  Every stroke 

perfect in form, devastating in speed.  And no openings in the man's 

attack, no flaws to take advantage of, no-


And suddenly the moment came.  Not for Gwydion, but for the other man.


Gwydion's foot slipped out from under him, and he stumbled to one knee.  

Off-balance, he managed to block a vicious overhand swipe by the other 

man, but only barely, and the cipher's backswing, which was aimed 

specifically at the lower part of tylith-senshai's blade, sent a numbing 

shock through Gwydion's hand.


A lightning quick follow up blow, also to Gwydion's blade, sent 

tylith-senshai flying from his nerveless fingers.


The man spun, backhanding Gwydion in the face with the back of the hand 

which held his sword.  His free hand snatched tylith-senshai out of 

mid-air.


His form was perfect.  Completing the spin would put him in perfect 

position to follow through with a sweep that would take off Gwydion's 

head.


But the moment his palm met the hilt he stumbled, gasping terribly.


It's touch is death to the unworthy!  thought Gwydion triumphantly.


The backhanded blow had not been terrible, but Gwydion hadn't seen it 

coming, and his eyesight was momentarily blurred.  He watched as the 

dusky man took halted, facing away from him, and dropped tylith-senshai.  

He staggered two steps forward and collapsed on his face.


Panting, Gwydion regained his feet.  The crowd was silent, uncertain of 

what exactly had happened.


He took a step forward, then bent to retrieve tylith-senshai.  He moved 

forward until he was standing over the dusky man's body.  The room was 

still silent.


With the toe of his boot Gwydion nudged the man over.  His eyes stared 

sightlessly upward.


Slowly Gwydion raised tylith-senshai.  The assembled crowd suddenly 

roared, shouting and yelling approval.


There was a rapid beating sound, and the winged grey creature appeared 

again, descending until it it hovered just above and to the right of 

Gwydion's shoulder.  "What's yer name, cutter?" it asked.  Its voice was 

different, much lower, as if the sonorous voice it had used earlier was 

a magical enhancement.


Gwydion stared at it.  "Does it matter?" he asked.


"The crowd will want to know.  Don't you wish to bask in the glory 

you've earned?"


Gwydion shook his head.  "There's not glory in this place," he said.  

"Name me whatever you will."


The creature rose.  "I give you the new Champion of Arms, the Nameless 

One!" it said in that booming voice it had used earlier.  "All hail!"


The crowd roared even louder.


Gwydion tapped the little creature on its calf, which was dangling near 

his ear.  "The girl," he said, pointing up at the cage.  "Release her."


"The prize!" the creature boomed, giving a grand flourish, and the 

silver cage was slowly lowered to the platform.  The girl within was 

staring at Gwydion in a mixture of fear and defiance.


"Open it," he said, once it was lowered.


The little grey creature merely pointed, and with a click the door of 

the cage swung open.


The young woman stepped out, still staring at Gwydion.


"A genuine child of the powers, still virginal, for your pleasure!" 

cried the grey creature.


He stepped forward, touching the steel collar at her throat.  "Take off 

the collar."


The grey creature shook its head.  "Sorry, cutter.  Rule of law says 

all slaves must be collared in Sigil.  Trust me, you want it on.  This 

one will run otherwise."  While it spoke, it darted forward, snapping a 

leash to the the ring on the collar.  It placed the leash in his hands.  

"She'll be a handful, cutter.  You may wish you had perished on Bleys' 

sword.  But death in her arms would be such a sweet way to go."


The assemblage was still applauding.


Gwydion took the leash.  He leaned close to the girl, who jerked back 

from him as if afraid she might be bitten.  "Don't worry," he said, 

pitching his voice low enough that it didn't carry over the noise of the 

crowd.  "This will come off the first chance I get."


She stared at him as if he were speaking another language.


"All hail the Nameless One!" the grey creature was shouting.  "Master 

of Blades and Claimer of the Prize!"


They still hadn't lowered the bridge which connected the battle 

platform with the others, so there was little Gwydion could do but stand 

there as the crowd thundered.  He glanced in the direction Tap and 

Brianna were sitting.  Tap was hooting and clapping as eagerly as anyone 

else, but Brianna returned his glance with a level, flat stare. 
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Like every aspect of Bariaur society, Bariaur religion is heavily effected

by the Bariaur nomadic lifestyle. Religion in sedentary cultures is formed

and determined by centers of worship. Temples or churches are built,

religious orders acquire land (and thus power) and believers congregate

around these centers in villages or towns, supporting the religion. Nomadic

cultures are quite different.

Nomadic cultures can form in a variety of ways. In the case of nomadic

Bariaur culture, three distinct religious traditions have emerged: The Cult

of the Powers (believers and priests of various Bariaur Powers), Shamanism,

and Mysticism. They range within the spectrum of belief, with the Cult of

Powers representing True Faith on the left to The Mystics, representing

Open Belief on the right. In the middle sits Shamanism, a composite balance

of the two extremes.

The Cult of the Powers worship Bariaur deities, such as Nomolo (Br:

Nomolosa), the God of Old Wisdom and Va'sha (Br Vasha) "The Battle

Bringer." The Cult's usually form on the planes where the powers reside or

in areas of greater cross-cultural influences, since most two-legged

religions fit this model and tend to cross-fertilize Bariaur culture. The

Cult's tend to represent the outgoing, social nature of Bariaur society.

Shamanism is the worship of nature and its manifestations. Shamanism tends

to be concentrated in areas farther away from non-Bariaur cultures, where

Bariaur are most self-reliant. Shamanism tends to represent the

independent, aloof nature of Bariaur society.

The third religious group are The Mystics.  Mystics believe in the

universality of all religious and philosophical traditions. For mystics,

there is a heart of intuitive truth to be discovered in every belief

system. They represent the far right of the religious spectrum, Open Belief

of every system. For the Mystic, the only way to discover this truth is to

immerse oneself into that tradition until it is discovered.

The relationship between these three traditions is fascinating. Think of

three circles from left to right: The Cult of the Powers, Shamanism and

Mysticism. The Cult circle (far left) overlaps the Shamanism circle

(middle) and the Mysticism circle (far right) overlaps the Shamanism

circle. See below.

(insert diagram)

The area where the circles merge represents the overlapping

responsibilities, powers and philosophical influences of the three

traditions. Each overlapping tradition borrows freely from its neighbor.

Thus, the Ritual of Sheka, or hoof trimming, could be performed by a priest

of The Cults or a Shaman, or in unusual cases (possibly when the flock is

threatened), both working together. The Mystics wouldn't be involved in

such a ritual, or any ritual really.

In practice, this overlap tends to be a little more complicated. The

Mystics tradition, which contains almost no practical ritual, tends to

borrow strongly from the Shaman philosophy of unity and openness, while

incorporating every new philosophical system into their own tradition. The

Shamans tend to incorporate new philosophical outlooks observed in the

Mystics into their ever-changing environment to help the Bariaur flock. The

Cults attempt to better serve the Bariaur by utilizing their wisdom and

powers, usually influenced by needs elucidated by the Shamans. This

pastiche of belief and tradition ensures the survival of the culture as a

whole and preserves important aspects of each system.

Differences in this system exist from plane to plane and in The Outlands.

In The Outlands, the example above usually holds; an equal balance of power

and numbers of each of the three traditions. In the Upper Planes, planar

influences tend to modify the makeup of the three traditions. For example,

on planes where Powers reside, the makeup is overwhelming Cult of the

Powers, with the other two traditions in much smaller numbers and

influences. In planes away from these planes of influence, such as Bytopia,

Shamanism or Mysticism may be the predominant tradition.  In all cases, the

three traditional generally get along with each other, placing the well

being of the flock before their personal differences.

Links:

Bariaur Shamanism and The Mystic's Manifesto:

http://www.wenet.net/~csangha/planes

Va'sha: http://www.dpo.uab.edu/~kalinor/portals/outlands/vasha.htm

Nomolos: http://www.dpo.uab.edu/~kalinor/portals/outlands/nomolos.htm

Notes:

The spelling in parenthesis with "br" is the Bariaur spelling.

- --gary
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Here's the latest from Tale of the Bariaur

Sheka: The Ritual of Hoof Trimming

Guvner Faizel Bekley

Outland Anthropologist

The most well known of Bariaur rituals is Sheka, ritual hoof trimming.

Sheka unites a tribe once a month in celebration of life, freedom, and

sacrifice. All Bariaur of adult age participate in sheka, while the younger

Bariaur must await puberty before they may be allowed to join in. The

ritual strongly unites Bariaur, socially integrating them with their peers

and fellow flock-mates. Sheka helps reinforce a Bariaur's personal

identity, his flock identity and his values. Sheka is also an opportunity

to celebrate and play, remembering that life is meant to be joyous and

carefree.

The history of Sheka is the history of the Bariaur themselves. There was

once an age, the shamans tell us in their story of creation, when Bariaur

had no spirit or purpose in life. Evil giants preyed on Bariaur in large

numbers and thousands were killed or enslaved.

During this dark time, there was a buck named Shek. Shek had been captured

by the giants. The giants used large metal chains placed around the front

right leg of captured Bariaur to prevent them from escaping. There was

little likelihood of escape anyway, since Bariaur and most creatures,

simply wandered listless, without purpose, like sheep. The giants treated

Bariaur like herd animals, and the Bariaur acted much like docile animals.

The giants never hesitated to kill captured Bariaur, but they preferred to

keep them alive since they had no way to preserve the thousands of

carcasses that would result in a massive slaughter.

Shek was different from the rest of the Bariaur, who at this stage in

evolution, were barely self aware. Shek was more evolved. In fact, Shek is

believed to be the first Bariaur to embody true Bariaur spirit. Shek felt

the pain of his people who, deep down inside, yearned to be free. Shek's

instinct for freedom was stronger than his compatriots. Freedom was the

sole focus of his every thought, the purpose of his every breath and

action. Yet Shek was a captive. What was he to do?

One day Shek's sister was taken away for slaughter. Shek felt incensed,

outraged and helpless. He flew into a wild rage. With his sharp scimitar

horns, Shek pierced his own right leg, ripping through muscles and tendons

over and over until nothing was left but a bloody stump. Freeing himself

from the chains of oppression and slavery, Shek vowed never again to be

taken prisoner or allow his flock to be enslaved. Never again would Bariaur

be held down in one place. They would forever wander in freedom and joy.

That night Shek freed a contingent of thirty Bariaur who rescued his sister

and his entire flock.

The spirit of Shek spread through the flock and every flock that came in

contact with them, like a vast plague. Soon Bariaur everywhere found their

true spirit, the spirit of life and freedom and happiness. Never again

would Bariaur live in a world of slavery and misery. They would rather cut

off their own hooves than live under terms not their own. Shek had

delivered his people by sacrificing his own flesh, his own mobility and he

stood as an example of sacrifice for Bariaur beliefs and values.

The spirit of Shek is celebrated each month in the ritual of Sheka. Sheka

celebrates the physical sacrifice made by each Bariaur in their long

travels. It represents a sacrifice to nature, which sustains the flock. It

represents freedom and joy and the spirit of fighting against all odds to

maintain freedom and the Bariaur way of life. Trimming of the hooves is a

remembrance of Shek's physical sacrifice for the freedom of all Bariaur.

Bariaur try to think of the pain of cutting through one's own leg, each

time they cut away the excess of their hooves. Sheka also plays an

important role in Bariaur health and hygienic.

Bariaur, like most hoofed creatures, require periodic hoof trimming to

avoid disease and lameness. Dirt and mud must be removed every 4-6 weeks

from the hooves to avoid foot rot. The excessive growth of the hooves must

then be trimmed back to avoid infection, caused by cuts and bruises that

naturally occur on the hooves. These highly contagious diseases can strike

an entire flock lame in a matter of weeks, which means certain death to the

roaming Bariaur.

Hoof trimming is important for all Bariaur, even those in cities. Although

Bariaur in cities often wear down their hooves on the rough cobblestones,

they must still clean and trim their hooves, as the muddy streets are

especially dangerous breeding grounds for disease and illness.

Therefore, Sheka acts as a physical and spiritual cleansing ritual, one

essential to the physical and spiritual survival of the Bariaur as a flock

and as part of their personal identities. Sheka is a ritual performed

solely by the shaman, the flock's link to nature and nature's power. Most

rituals of preservation and nature are performed by the shaman, while

priests perform rituals that preserve the flock's culture and beliefs.

The Ritual

EARTH: The shaman starts the ritual seated in a place of earth, the element

most important to the ritual. This place might be a cave, a hill, even a

small mound. This is the center of power for the ritual, which involves the

focusing of the earth's energy. It is the earth's fertility and stability

that allows the Bariaur to wander in their nomadic ritual of life. The

shaman pays homage to the earth, wishing peace, prosperity and fertility on

the earth and all who walk it.

AIR: The shaman then lights candles and incense.  The candles, twelve in

number, are placed in a circle around the shaman, providing shadowy light

for all in attendance. Sticks of incense are then lit and place next to the

candles, one stick between each candle.  Participants are invited to inhale

the incense and experience the element of air, which provides sustenance to

all creatures and life to the plants the Bariaur eat. The shaman says this

while holding a large unlit candle, representing the potential of what is

yet to be.

FIRE: The shaman says various prayers at which time the candles flare

momentarily. Then the shaman lights the final candle and begins handing

them out to the surrounding flock. He starts with the candle in front of

him and works his way around, sending candles and light through the

assembled crowd. The crowds huddle around their closest candle. This

represents the power of fire to illuminate and bring Bariaur together. It

is also the fire that brings the buck and doe together to perpetuate the

existence of the flock.

It is by the light of the fire that the hooves are cleaned of earth. A

trusted friend or alley cleans ones hooves. Bariaur never cleans his own

hooves, as it's a sign of ill omen. Once the hooves are cleaned of earth,

they're carefully trimmed with a sharp bone knife. This is an intimate

moment for Bariaur, one in which lifelong friendships are made. To trim a

Bariaur's hooves is to become a true hoof brother.

WATER: Finally the shaman produces a bowl of water. It is in water that all

Bariaur, encased in a sack of fluid upon birth. It is water that sustains

and preserves the earth, allowing plants to grow and animals to drink. It

is water that cleanses and purifies.

The bowl of water is passed around to each group of Bariaur, who dip their

trimmed hooves into the herb scented mixture. Blood from the trimming often

mixes with the fragrant herbs, a unique, nostalgic smell known to all

Bariaur. The herb water acts as a protectant against disease and illness,

despite the many hooves that pass through it.

As the bowl passes around to each of the twelve groups, the last Bariaur to

wash his hooves uses a handful of the liquid to douse the candle. The bowl

is then passed to the next group in clockwise order. Eventually, sometimes

over a period of many hours, the candles are snuffed out and the Bariaur

solemnly return to their tents.

Final Prayer

The shaman gives a final prayer in praise of the Bariaur:

May the rich earth beneath us sustain our flock through the next season.

May the pure air around us ring true with the joy of our young.

May the immaculate fire of the stars above shine pure and bright.

May the holy water of this land wash away our fatigue and troubles.

The next day is time for celebration and games, festivities and mating

rituals.

How to Trim a Hoof

All ritual aside, to properly trim a fellows hoof is an intimate experience

that separates the bucks from the kids. Trim too little or unevenly, and

disease or lameness can set in. Trim too much and you'll get extensive

bleeding and possible infection that could result in permanent lameness.

Some say that the the hoof trimming experience is more intimate than

mating. The term hoof-brother comes from this intimate experience. There is

an art to a proper trim and luckily we're here to show you how.

1. Remove dirt trapped in hooves.

2. Trim outer walls back until the edge of the wall is parallel to the nail

line.

3. Trim back the heels to the level of the soles

4. Remove excess hoof on the inner surface of each claw that may cause the

claws to spread outwards.

5. You should see pink tissue once the hooves are trimmed. Excessive

trimming results in bleeding and is considered poor form. In either case,

dip hooves into herbal water for safe healing.

=====

- --gary
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Nymphs

A Nymph, as defined in Webster's, is any of a variety of nature spirits

represented as beautiful maidens dwelling in the mountains, forests,

trees, and waters.

Naiad- A Nymph of Freshwater

Nereid [Sirine]- A Nymph of Saltwater

Dryad- Nymph of a Tree

Hamadryad- Nymph of a Forest

Oread- Nymph of a Mountain or Hill

Sylph- Nymph of the Air

Brewer's Dictionary of Phrase and Fable tells us: 

"Sylphs. Any mortal who has preserved inviolate chastity may enjoy

intimate familiarity with these gentle spirits. "

For some reason, AD&D has chosen to rename Naiads as Nymphs, losing the

group name altogether; I will continue to use Naiad instead. 

Also, Nereids as defined in the Monstrous Compendium are *not* Nymphs,

Sirines fill that niche instead; I will use 'Sirine' to refer to Sea Nymphs.

Naiad abilities: Druid Spells at 7th level; 1/day-Dimension Door;

can cause Blindness or Death if gazed upon; kiss of eased memory.

(IAW Brewer, I propose that virgins be immune to the consequences

of gazing at a Nymph.)

Sylph Abilities: Wizard Spells at 7th level (elemental Air preferred);

Invisibility at will; 1/week-Summon Air Elemental

Dryad abilities:  Dimension Door (at will within 360 yds of her tree); 

Speak with Plants; 3/day-Charm Person

Hamadryad (Greater Dryad: at will (11th level)-Animal Friendship, 

Entangle, Pass without Trace, Dimension Door (660 yds), Fire Quench;

1/day-Hold Plant. Can attempt to Charm anyone melded into a tree

of her forest, even Druids of high level. 

Oread abilities: 1/day- Song of Stone(Charm Person);

Spells (at 9th level ability) 1/day- Stone Shape, Stoneskin, and Stone Tell;

3/day-Dimension Door anywhere on her mountain;

Meld into Stone at will

Snowhair (Greater Oread): at will- Animate Rock, Dig, Max's Earthen Grasp,

and Part Stone. 1/week - Earthquake. Flesh to Stone by touch @will.

Sirine abilities:1/day @ 11th level- Song of the Sea (Charm Person),

Fog Cloud, Polymorph Self, and Improved Invisibility. 

Feeblemind by Touch @will.

Grain Nymph - MCA4 - Summon or Repel Insects, Speak with Animals;

Can cause Intoxication; Farm Animal Friendship; Improve Crop Yield;

Resist Drought or Flooding.

Unseelie Nymph - MCA4 - [This is why you shouldn't dump toxic waste

into the local springs.] Dimension Door.

Enslavement Charm of Gazers (persons who gaze upon the Nymph); 

Corrupt Nature, 2222 yds radius, requires 1 full season, effect is

permanent until reversed by Limited Wish/Wish or a Heirophant Druid.  

Ability Scores of enslaved persons drop every week by one point of

Charisma and one point in the Prime Requisite (cumulative); Restoration

will restore 1d4 Cha and 1d2 of Prime requisite, additional recovery

requires a Limited Wish/Wish.

I had a reason for writing all this, but I've forgotten it.

Let me add that I really like the art Style of Glen Michael Angus in the

new MCA4; his ability to convey texture is incredible. 

- -Galen

Caranil Darkwing

Name Caranil DarkWing

Gender Female (?)

Alignment Chaotic (or Neutral) Evil (or Good)

Age 372

Race Fiend, Tanar’ri (succubus)

Class Wizard [Necromancer], 5th level

Title 
Exile (to Tanar'ri)


Meat (to most abyssal life), 


Crazy Fiend who Follows Luhash (to everyone else), 


Student of Entropy (officially, which no-one save Caranil takes notice 

of) 

AC 3

Thac0 19

Dmg 1-3 (punch)

Hit Points (    17     )

Spells

1st level Wall of Fog, Shocking Grasp, Cantrip, Friends, Chill Touch

2nd level Blurr, Spectral Hand, Hypnotic Pattern, Shatter, Reduce, 

Detect Charm

3rd level Feign Death, Gust of Wind, Animate Dead, Insect Swarm

Spell Levels Used Today (       6               )

Proficencies Ancient History of the Outer Planes, Herbalism, SpellCraft, 

Religeons (all), Direction Sense, Riding, Land-based and Airborne, Speak 

Common, Tanar’ric, and Githzerai, Read / Write Common, Tanar’ric and 

Ancient Tanar’ric. 

St 13   Dex 17   Con 11   Wis 14   Int 19   Cha 13

Notes:  Caranil used to be a mortal from the Prime Material Plane, as 

are most Tanar’ri. Caranil’s name in her previous life was Caranil - or 

rather, The fiend now known as Caranil has adopted the name of the 

mortal that she belives that she was, when she was mortal. Before she 

found what her previous name was, she was known as T’mangrell the 

Tempter of Men, the Dark of Wing, and the Stealer of Breath, which is a 

fairly typical Succubus name. Neither T’mangrell or Caranil are her True 

name - She has never told anyone her true name, and doubtless she never 

will.

 Caranil is a Tanar’ri, and thus has some fiendishly powerful abilities. 

Her kiss drains one energy level from the unfortunate, but note that 

this has to be a full-on lips pash, not just a quick peck. She must 

drain at least one energy level from something vaguely humanoid at least 

once a month, for this is how she gains sustenance. Anyone killed by 

being drained in this fashion dies permanently.

 Caranil also has the following spell-like powers, which she can use 

once per round, at will: Become Ethereal, Charm Person, Clairaudience, 

ESP, Shapechange, Suggestion. She regenerates 1 hp per round, 

regenerating from all damage until killed, with the exception of damage 

caused by acid, silver weapons, poison, holy items and hot ash. She used 

to be able to teleport at will, but lost this ability when Mوldur et 

Kavurik was dumped into the River Styx. Although she seldom used her 

teleport powers before she lost them, she sometimes misses them - they 

always gave a very last line of defence. She can make do with Plane 

Shift, but nothing beats her stolen teleport powers for instantly 

getting out of a tricky situation. She is immune to fire magic, and is 

never surprised. Since she is an exile of the Tanar’ri, she never uses 

her gate power, although she can. If she ever did, she would have a 40% 

chance of succeeding in her summons. The fiend who was summoned would 

almost certainly be a Balor, who would almost certainly do more damage 

to her and her companions than to her enemies. You have been warned.

 Caranil’s gender is listed as female, because she appears to be so, but 

since all Succubi appear to be female, this really doesn’t count. 

Whether she would sire or bear children if she mated with another 

Tanar’ri is the only indicatation of her true gender, and since Caranil 

will probably never mate with any tanar’ri, her true fiendish gender 

does not matter. If she were to mate with a humanoid, she would either 

sire or bear any offspring according to her appearance, but since her 

appearence is mutable, the question of her gender again becomes 

irrelevant.

 Caranil can also cast spells, but this has an adverse affect on her 

innate powers. In order to study magic, Caranil basically sacrificed her 

Become Ethereal power, and actually casts spells by temporarily 

replacing her Become Ethereal power with the spell she wishes to cast, 

then using her innate Become Ethereal power. However, this means she is 

constantly re-attenuating the way her Become Ethereal power works, 

meaning that she can only use it to cast 12 spell-levels worth of spells 

per day, instead of using it at will. As her level rises, she may gain 

access to even more spell-level-days. Actually using the power for its 

intended purpose (ie becoming ethereal) costs 10 spell-levels, because 

of the way it has been weakened by continuous re-attenuation.

 An interesting side-effect to this manner of casting spells is that 

Caranil does not need to invoke any arcane words in order to cast a 

spell. She needs only concentrate for a few seconds, and can cast any of 

her spells. She also need not memorise any spells. Obviously, she cannot 

use any innate powers on the same round as she casts a spell.

 Each of her innate powers is described in detail below:

 Become Ethereal            Caranil becomes almost entirely 

insubstantial, able to step out of any non-airtight chamber. All 

non-magical weapons are entirely useless against her in this form, as 

are most spells. See above for restrictions on this power.

 Charm Person            Any  one target within Caranil’s line of sight 

must save vs spell - failure means that they look upon Caranil 

favourably. The effect lasts for a number of days equal to twenty minus 

the wisdom of the victim.

 Clairaudience            This power allows Caranil to hear all sounds 

in a particular area that she has been to before as if she was there 

herself. Caranil’s power cannot penetrate planar boundaries, or lead 

walls, and seldom works at a range beyond 60 miles.

 ESP         Caranil can read the surface thoughts of anyone within her 

line of sight, for as long as she concentrates.

 ShapeChange      Caranil can initiate a transformation of herself, 

requiring approximately 1 round to complete, lasting until she wills 

otherwise or is knocked unconscious. The shape chosen must be at least 

vaguely humanoid (four limbs, no more than one tail, one head, no wings, 

no more than two small horns, no more than ten fingers, no more than ten 

toes, human  or near-human skin. She may develop gills, but they don’t 

work particularly well)

 Suggestion     Caranil plants a post-hypnotic suggestion into the mind 

of anyone in her line of sight. Target gets saving throw vs spell, 

modified for Wisdom.

 Personality: Caranil is an extremely rare specimen for the Tanar’ri. In 

the past she was a more-or-less normal Tanar’ri, except for 

exceptionally high intellect. Her power-gathering schemes took her far 

from the Abyss, and as a result her psyche was subtly changed. She began 

to lose elements of her personality which were not actually part of 

Tanar’ri nature,  but common to almost all tanar’ri just because they 

spend so much time in the Abyss, as the Abyss does things to a mind. So, 

she began to lose some of her over-emotional savage nature, and her 

constant paranoia.  She is now not so power-hungry as most Succubi, and 

she has begun to understand gratitude, and, to a lesser extent,  

loyalty. (She has even begun to comprehend Trust, though its full 

realisation might not be for centuries) She is a chaotic creature by 

nature, and this frustrates her, as she can see that the Tanar’ri’s 

chaotic bent is the only reason they haven't won the Blood war, and, 

ultimately, the reason they will lose it. She tries constantly to 

overcome her wild nature, but is largely unsuccessful. She pretends, 

even to herself, that she only follows Luhash to learn from him, but 

there is a deep respect and admiration of the necromancer somewhere deep 

in her dark soul. Although her alignment registers Chaotic Evil by magic 

detection, her true alignment (discernible only through Aura Sight or by 

actually knowing  her and guessing what alignment someone who behaves 

like that is), is constantly changing, but resides usually around 

Neutral Evil or Chaotic Neutral. She has even been known to be Chaotic 

Good for a few days. All in all, an erratic alignment and personality.

 Demeanour: Caranil does not do very much of the Social Interaction 

thing. She is quiet, reserved, and patient. Even if she is on a quest 

for knowledge, she never loses this calm demeanour - unless some comment 

is made about her personally, such as “go back to the Abyss”, or “I’d 

sure like to thaw out your heart, beautiful”. In these cases, Caranil 

gets extremely upset - and her usual tactic is to kiss the offender, 

draining him or level after level until she regains her even temper and 

calms down. If she is extremely angry, she may drain the offender 

altogether, or cast Reduce on him and let him wander around for the rest 

of the day as an inch high. Or even use the spell Insect Swarm. If she 

gets really, really, really annoyed, she will sweetly ask the offender 

to pike it, followed by a subtle threat about him having a transparent 

brain-box, and all his darks are on display. The Offender will doubtless 

think, briefly, about one of his secrets he wants to stay buried, and 

Caranil, using her ESP power, will see, vaguely, what one of these 

secrets is. She will then hint that she knows this secret, and reveal it 

to everyone present, bit by bit, as each thing she says out loud makes 

the victim think more, and thus lets Caranil see further into the dark. 

Once she has the entire secret, she likes to write it down and freely 

distribute it to those involved. Hel hath no fury in the face of 

Caranil’s scorn. 

 History: Caranil has done what very few Tanar’ri have ever done - sure, 

she’s turned her back on evil, but with a race as chaotic as the 

Tanar’ri, that had to happen, sooner or later - in fact at least one 

hundred tanar’ri to date have become Good, and many thousands more have 

become neutral. But Caranil has expressed an interest in her past - she 

tried to find out who she was before she died and became a petitioner of 

the Abyss, before she was herded in front of the judges at the Mountain 

of Judgement, before she was judged to be turned into a rutterkin. She 

can vaugely remember her time as a Rutterkin, but she hasn’t done any 

research to try to fill in the gaps. What holds her attention was her 

time as a mortal.

 Her studies have led her to believe that she spent her time as a mortal 

on the Prime Material World of Ortho, the origin world of the Harmonium. 

She was born for the first time approximatly 370 years before she met 

Luhash. Her Father, interestingly enough, was a great hero, bringing 

peace and harmony to the world whenever evil reared its head, especially 

during the Goblin Wars, when hordes of Orcs, Ogres and HobGoblins 

decended upon Ortho in Flying Ships.

 At the time of the Invasion, Caranil, then called Caranil, was 14. She 

had four sisters, one elder and three younger. The sisters had each 

other’s unfailling loyaly, and, because the Eldest, then named Chastity, 

dabbled slightly in the shady things that occasionally went on on Ortho, 

all sisters were forced to lie to protect her. Chastity eventually drew 

all her siblings into Dark Magic - none of them refused to take part, 

afraid of losing thier special unbreakable relationships with each 

other. The little Coven raised power, and, although it stirred up a 

little trouble now and then, really caused very little actual harm.

 Why the girls should get up to such tricks when thier father was so 

famous for Order is still a mystery to Caranil, although she believes it 

had something to do with the fact that their Father was never around - 

he was always off, smiting Chaos.

 When the Goblin Wars hit Ortho, they initially gained the advantages 

that come with surprise and superior technology. Thier flying ships 

allowed them to raze countries, topple Harmonium Supply and 

Communication lines, and thier enforcment structures. However, the 

Goblin’s nemisis, the Elven Imperial Navy, showed up and routed the 

Goblins from Ortho and the surrounding space.

 Chasity’s Coven used powerful magic (granted to them by an Arcanoloth 

they managed to summon) to scry on the elves. They acsertained that the 

Elves were the enemies of the Orcs, and bore no ill-will to Ortho. The 

leaders of Ortho, however, had assumed that the elves (creatures of 

Chaos) had joined forces with the Goblins (other creatures of Chaos) to 

topple the Harmonium’s order. It slipped thier minds that the elves were 

good, and the goblins evil - they were convinced that the war was of 

disorder vs order. Caranil wanted to tell the world that the Elves meant 

the Harmonium no harm, but Chastity, and her younger sisters Darwina, 

Fillome and Verdez, were against it - Caranil has not discovered why. 

Possibly they diddn’t want people to know about thier ‘pet’ Arcanoloth, 

possibly the Arcanoloth filled thier minds with lies in the hope of 

corrupting them, possibly Chastity wanted to see if the Harmonuim was so 

stupid as to actually declare war on those that had saved them from 

certain doom (which was the reason she gave to the others), but 

possibly, they just wanted a bit of fun.

 Whatever the reason, the Girls told no-one what they knew, and the 

resulting carnage weighed heavily on Caranil’s consience. Had the elves 

devoted more resources to fighting Ortho, they could have cleaned the 

planet out. As it was, they spared only minimal resources, to punish the 

foolish humans for tangling with the Imperial Navy - it took six years 

to totally regain control of the planet, and 30 years to rebulid from 

the damage caused. In the end, Caranil could bear the guilt no longer 

and committed Suicide. Her sisters, in unspoken accord, did the same.

 They arrived in the Abyss at approxamatly the same time. Even though 

they were now mindless larvae, they stuck together. As they were herded 

towards the Mountain of Woe, they should have lost each other, been 

seperated in the endlessly writhing mass of Larvae. But they were not.

 The Nalfshnee judged the larva who had once been Chastity to be worthy 

of being turned into a Rutterkin Tanar’ri. She transformed, and 

simultaneuosly, so did the Larvae that had once been her sisters. All of 

them left the mount as Rutterkin. Over the next three centuries, the 

sisters stuck together, gaining a fiercesome reputation amongst other 

Rutterkin. After 309 years as Rutterkin, the sisters simultaneously 

acsended to Succubi.

 Choosing new public names, (Nari the Devious, T’mangrell the Tempter of 

Men, the Dark of Wing, and the Stealer of Breath, T’sul the Desirous, 

the Gentle of Touch and the Great of that Cleverness Stuff, Berendishnaa 

the Beautiful, the Bold and the Best and other things starting with B, 

and Verdaas the inexplicably good looking) the sisters set of to become 

Abyssal Princesses, a title that most Tanar’ri do not try for until they 

have reached the level of Greater or True Tanar’ri (Succubi are Lesser 

Tanar’ri). They started to build thier own fortress, using charmed males 

that they tempted from the Prime Material Plane as thier slave labour. 

After 61 years, Nari and T’mangrell went out to the outlands in search 

of Powerful magic to help create thier fortress. However, both Nari and 

T’mangrell were captured by passing Eldarins and taken to Arborea to see 

if they could break the lock on a box that the celestials found int the 

Abyss, and bellieved to contain the TrueName of an Abyssal lord. Nari 

and T’mangrell were forced to stay on Arborea until they cracked the 

lock. Eventually, they managed to open the lock, but, being somewhat 

wiser than the Eldarin, did not lift the lid. They left that task to the 

Eldarin - and thier suspicions proved well founded. As soon as the 

celestials opened the box, a powerful Doa jumped out and killed them 

all. Nari and T’mangrell were spared, the Doa vanished, and the sister 

fiends found that they now had the Eldarin fortress to themselves. It 

was here that T’mangrell found the Ball of HindSight, with which she 

found out about her past. She changed her public name to Caranil the 

Tempter of Men, the Dark of Wing, and the Stealer of Breath.

Combat: Caranil tries never to get into an actual physical conflict. She 

relies upon others to fight, although she may contribute with powers 

such as ESP (to gauge what opponents plan to do next), and Charm Person 

or Suggestion, (to make them unsure of which side they’re on). She also 

uses spells such as Blurr and Feign Death (or her Become Ethereal power) 

to keep herself safe, and may use Wall of Fog to cover her companions’ 

retreat. If the worst comes to the absolute worst, she may even cast 

Shocking Grasp and actually punch someone. Perhaps. 

Appearance: Succubi appear as fiendishly beautiful female humanoids with 

sharp, feral features, and large bat-like wings sprouting from their 

wide shoulders. Most Succubi dress in extremely skimpy clothing with 

unnecessary amounts of leather straps and buckles, but Caranil usually 

dresses in a simple, black floor-length dress. She usually goes around 

in a humanoid form almost identical to her true form, with the exception 

that she has no wings. However, her dress has two special concealed 

slots in the back, so that if she ever resumes her true form, her wings 

will not tear her dress as they sprout.

- ----------

Trolan

The Plains of Thunder

As usual, your comments are welcome.

- --gary
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The Plains of Thunder

(Realm)

CHARACTER: Bright and sunny, The Plains of Thunder are named after the

sound created by many thousands of Bariaur hooves. The grass is always green, plant life is plentiful, and the weeds grow high, so a four-legger can bend down for a quick snack. Although it’s mostly plains, the Plains of Thunder also consist of woodlands, hills, and several mountain ranges. The realm is located near The Spire, somewhere on the map of The Outlands between the Palace of Judgement and Sheela Peryroyl’s Realm.

The Plains of Thunder consist of three regions: The Outer Fringe (Saroga),

The Birthing (Yese) and The Homeland (Sakayugaledada).

The Outer Fringe (Saroga)

Description: As one approaches the Plains of Thunder, Bariaur will happily

emerge to greet the visitor, be they human, Bariaur, fiend or foe. The Bariaur along the Outer Fringe are always curious and willing to learn about the outside world, especially beliefs and cultures. A Bariaur from the plains may spend days, weeks or even months discussing philosophy or religion with a cutter, even extreme beliefs that a Bariaur would never consider holding, like number theory with a modron or fiend theories of power with a Baatezu. This area is the realm of the mystics, the Bariaur element in every tribe that forms the link with the outside world.

Although this area is Bariaur country, like the rest of this realm, there are no actual Bariaur settlements anywhere. Instead, various Bariaur flocks camp for a while until they exhaust the local food supply and then move on to another part of the plains, always keeping within the same "demi-realm." The food supply grows back at an amazing rate, often within a day or two, but the Bariaur feel  instinctively compelled to wander. Visitors are welcome to set up camp next to the

Bariaur and join in with the festivities.

The Outer Fringe Bariaur are low-key, gentle, and generally aren’t as active or combative as their cousins in say, Glorium or even deeper into the realm.  These Bariaur are usually refugees, settlers from other planes, or Outland petitioners who always wanted to visit The Homeland, but don't feel comfortable yet with traditional Bariaur values.  Outer Fringe Bariaur learn the ancient ways and explore deeper into The Plains of Thunder as their comfort levels increase. Some Outer Fringe Bariaur are happy right where they are, embracing outside values and culture while enjoying the companionship of their people.

SERVICES: Bariaur mystics of this area are incredibly knowledgeable about philosophy and religion. They are likely to know detailed information about a wide range of beliefs, including faction philosophy, religions, and details about the powers. Such detailed information is free, but the questioner generally

must divulge an equal amount of information about his own belief system before the mystic will share her knowledge.

The Birthing (Yese)

Description: As one progresses through the Outer Fringe and deeper into The

Plains of Thunder, the forces of nature intensify. Trees are larger, weather changes

frequently and dramatically, and the wildlife is more active than normal. The animals are large and have deeper instincts than those found throughout The Outlands. For example, a hunter could never capture or kill an animal in this realm. The animals are simply too fast, too cunning and too smart for that. Of

course animal predators are just as fast and cunning. Luckily, vegetation is robust and full of life. No one could ever go hungry in The Birthing, as there are plenty of fruit trees, berry bushes and tasty herbs and weeds.

Bariaur in The Birthing are not likely to approach a traveler, although they don't try to avoid them either. The Bariaur here are only concerned with raising their families in harmony with nature. Nothing else matters to them. They seek to grow up, mate, reproduce and die, merging with the forces of nature. Bariaur petitioners here would never leave The Birthing, even to explore other realms of The Plains of Thunder. This is the realm of the shamans, the Bariaur link with nature and

primal elements.

The shaman are in contact with the mystics of The Outer Fringe. Expect a shaman to know everything about an individual that was discovered by a mystic. A shaman will generally not get involved with individuals problems unless asked or unless it affects the flock. The Bariaur of this realm know nothing of the outside world, as it is the shaman’s duty to be their intermediary. It is the role of the shaman to assist the tribe in any way possible with information gained from the mystics.

SERVICES:Visitors here are welcome to sojourn to Bariaur encampments, but they are expected to leave after two days. The shaman are thought to be able to contact spirits or locate individuals on any plane of existence. The price for such a service is a months’ worth of labor, planting saplings, clearing underbrush, and taking inventory of various animal species (there’s never a problem).

The Homeland (Sakayugaledada)

Description: As one moves past the dense vegetation of The Birthing, travelers will begin to hear the carousing of Bariaur at play. The Homeland is the realm of freedom, merry making, and traditional Bariaur values.

If there is a threat to The Plains of Thunder, the armed response will eventually come from The Homeland. Thousands of petitioner warriors here are well organized, disciplined, and brutal in putting down any sort of invasion or armed incursion within the realm. To use a common phrase, they’re just looking for a fight. They are led and organized by the Bariaur powers themselves (when they’re around), who often involve themselves directly in battle. For these warriors, there

is nothing more satisfying or rewarding than defending their homeland and winning in battle. Two words do not exist in Bariaur combat, defined over millennium by battles with giants and other brutal enemies: surrender and prisoner. While The Outer Fringe represents Bariaur curiosity and good nature and The Birthing is a Bariaur ideal of family and honor, The Homeland stands as the domain of Bariaur battle and carousing.

POWERS: This realm has no leader, except for the Bariaur powers that occasionally visit to relax and have fun. These powers include Tirag  hunderhooves, and occasionally Va'sha Battlefleece. There’s a 50% chance that one of these powers is present in any given week. The powers themselves act as one of the flock; fighting, carousing and partying. In times of crisis they may be called to play a more hierarchical leadership role. This is probably the only time a party of cutters will ever have the chance to meet a power up close and personal.

SERVICES: The Bariaur powers care little about problems any smaller than an invading army of fiends. Instead, their priests take care of more mundane matters, such as setting up the fighting rings, overseeing Bariaur rituals (performed jointly with shamans from The Birthing), punishing cheaters and resolving matters of personal honor. A priest is likely to intervene if a poor sod shows up and tries to interfere with the general merrymaking of the place. The priest will know everything that the shamans know and will try to help in their own way, although it often involves the advice of not taking life too seriously, the recreational smoking of "special" weeds and good-natured wrestling in the dirt.

The Homeland is also the place to learn the G'wrn-K'ton, the ancient Bariaur weapon known as the War Maker. A month of training in The Homeland is all it takes for ANY Bariaur to become proficient with this weapon. With luck, Tirag Thunderhooves himself may even teach a few moves.

There is a rumor that a branch of Yggdrasil, The World Ash, can be found at

the top of a great oak near a fighting ring. A clueless berk might notice that a nearby ring has just such a tree by it. But this is true of countless fighting rings that exist along the hundreds of miles of this realm.

Bariaur who feel their spirits have fallen, or those who have taken on too many of the burdens of life, often crave to visit The Homeland. Even those who have never been here are told of it as kids, so as to have it in the back of their minds as a Bariaur ideal of behavior and society. Bariaur who visit this area of the realm for a month or more, find themselves healed in every way: physically, mentally, and spiritually. Lost memories are recovered. Severed limbs re-grow.  But once a  bariaur comes Home, it's hard to think of a good reason to leave.

Lycanthrope, Kitsune

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:Any (Pastoral semi-wilderness prefered)


FREQUENCY:
Very rare (Rare on abandoned farms)

ORGANIZATION:
Solitary or Family

ACTIVITY CYCLE:
Any

DIET:

Omnivore

INTELLIGENCE:
13 (1 Tail) to 17 (9 Tail)


TREASURE:
U x (number of Tails)

ALIGNMENT:
Chaotic Neutral

NO. APPEARING:
1 or 2d6

ARMOR CLASS:
2, 4,or 6

MOVEMENT:
24, 18, or 12


HIT DICE:
3 (1 Tail) to 12 (9 Tail)

THAC0:

by HD

NO. OF ATTACKS:
1


DAMAGE/ATTACK:
1d2, 2d4, or by weapon


SPECIAL ATTACKS: Spells, Thief Skills, *Veil*

SPECIAL DEFENSES: +1 weapons to hit


MAGIC RESISTANCE: 90% vs Charms


SIZE:
M


MORALE:
8 (1 Tail) to 16 (9 tail)

XP VALUE:


A Kitsune is a Fox who has learned to 'morph into demi-elven 

form. [Kitsune are derived from Japanese Mythology; Elves in 

Japanese Mythology are called "the children of the moon". 

Presumably, the Elven appearance of Kitsune is related to 

the mysterious connection between Lycanthropes and the moon.]

Kitsune also have a powerful Veil ability: 

<<Fox-Veil  (Illusion/Charm)

Range: 0

Components: none

Duration: Minimal Concentration + 1 Round per Tail  

Casting Time: 1

Area of Effect: 20 ft cube + 10 ft cube per Tail    

Saving Throw: None

The veil spell enables the Kitsune to instantly change the 

appearance of its surroundings and person so as to fool even 

the most clever creatures (unless they have the true seeing 

spell, a gem of seeing, or a similar magical aid). The veil 

can make a half-collapsed ruin seem like a sumptuous room; 

even tactile impressions conform to the visual illusion. 

This spell will not alter the appearance of other persons.

The caster cannot duplicate a specific individual. 

This spell can be used to duplicate the effects of 

Change Self; the spell does not provide the abilities 

or mannerisms of the chosen form. 

This Spell does not affect beings who pass a Magic Resistance/

Charm Resistance check; it is also a 'woodland charm', 

and does not affect Druids.

A Fox-Veil has a weakness with regard to Mirrors and still 

pools; reflected images show the underlying reality rather 

than the illusion. A person who has seen through the Illusion

in this manner gains saving throw against it at the usual 

chance for success.>>

Kitsune gain additional Tails with Experience, each Tail 

adds one Hit Die and other advantages.

A female Kitsune has abilities as a Bard or Mage (not both) 

of the level equal to the number of Tails she has acquired;

a male Kitsune has abilities as a Thief or Bard (not both) 

of level equal to the number of tails he has acquired. 

No Kitsune with more than 9 Tails has ever been identified.

Kitsune have a base Charisma/Appearance of 18.

They are extremely graceful, with base Dexterity/Balance 

of 18 (which accounts for their low AC). 

The base Intelligence & Wisdom of a typical 

Kitsune is 12 + half the number of its Tails.

Kitsune have excellent Health, and are immune to 

non-magical Poisons and Diseases.

They are 90% resistant to sleep and charm spells.

Young (1-3 Tail) Kitsune tend to have ruddy colored hair, 

reddish-brown in fox form or red-gold in elven form. 

Older (6-9 Tail) Kitsune usually have Silver hair.

Because their clothes and other possessions are *not* affected 

by the transformation, Kitsune tend to dress in loose garments. 

A pouch holds valuables and spell components.

The fox form of a Kitsune appears to be a normal, large fox;

it moves extremely fast (24), can pass without trace, and is 

90% undetectable in undergrowth if it passes out of view for 

a moment.

Kitsune of up to 3 Tails are unable to fully control their 

elven form; often, this means a fox's tail or several tails 

remain and protrude. Sometimes a Kitsune will settle for an 

intermediate form which is a hybrid of elven and fox-like 

features; the body and limbs are those of the demi-elven 

form but covered with dense fur, the ears, teeth, and tail 

are fox-like. This form has AC 4 and MV 18. 

Any Kitsune can assume hybrid form if it desires to do so.

Combat: The fox's bite inflicts 1-2 points of damage, the 

hybrid form's more savage bite causes 2d4 points of damage. 

Human or elven women who are bitten by a Kitsune for 50% 

or more of their hit points become foxwomen (Monster Manual- 

Lycanthrope) within three days unless both a cure disease 

and a remove curse spell are cast upon the victim by a priest 

of at least 12th level.

In demi-elven form, Kitsune rely on weapons. They have weapon 

proficiencies according to their class (Mage, Bard, Thief) 

and suffer "to hit" penalties by class for non-proficiency. 

They do not gain the Elven +1 to hit with Bows/Swords. 

They attack as Monsters (THAC0) according to their Hit Dice.

Kitsune will often use their Veil ability to evade and escape.

Habitat/Society: Kitsune dwell in woodlands or on abandoned 

farms.  Their homes may be hidden cottages or comfortably 

furnished cave complexes; in either case their homes are 

filled with typical human comforts.

Kitsune are more playful than malicious, but can be deadly 

dangerous in defense of their friends, or when avenging 

their families.

9 Tail Kitsune act as Guardian Kitsune; often, this means 

punishing those Kitsune who have acted in a manner which 

could provoke retaliation against Kitsune generally.

Ecology: As Foxes, Kitsune consume Rodents that would 

otherwise trouble the farmers; some Peasants befriend 

Foxes because of this. Other Peasants oppose Foxes 

because they sometimes prey on poultry.

Nobles who select concubines from the Peasantry will 

sometimes acquire a Kitsune instead. Many Kitsune seem to 

enjoy such a life, but can be vengeful if mistreated.

They can adapt to most Ecologies rated 4 or higher, 

but require a Magic Rating of at least 10 to prosper.  
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The Green Marvent

This is the write-up I have done on him.

It is a little rough right now, especially the history, but I intend to smooth

it out eventually.  He was put together using the Complete Villian's Handbook

among other things.  If you have any questions to suggestions feel free to e-

mail me.

The Green Marvent(Planar/ Taladan Minotaur Male/Mage/Illuminated/Chaotic Evil)

Strength: 
19

Armor Class: 0(Bracers of Defense Armor Class 4, Dexerity)

Dexerity: 
18

THAC0: 18

Constitution:
18

# Attacks: 1
Damage/Attack: 1d4+7 to 10/1d3+7 to



Intelligence:
18


10(Dagger+3(Astral), Fast, +3 to +6 to hit)


Wisdom:
16

Spell Points: 257

Charisma:
19

Special Equipment: Boots of Levitation, Bracers of Defense AC4, Hat of

Disguise, Bottled Breath, Ring of Free Action, Ring of Fire Resistance, Fiend

Globe(Bar-lgura), Dagger+3(Astral)

Nonweapon Proficencies:

Weapon Proficencies:

1. Language/Common

1. Quarterstaff

2. Language/Minotaur

2. Dagger

3. Reading/Writing(common)
3. Sling

4. Research

5. Tactics of Magic

6. Thaumaturgy

7. Spell Specilization/Magic Missle

8. Spell Specialization/ Battering Ram

9. Spell Specilization/ Slow

10. Spell Specilization/Polymorph Self

11. Ethreal Sight

Spells Usually Memorized: Magic Missle(x2), Detect Magic, Feather Fall, Free

First Level Magic; Battering Ram, Mirror Image, Warp Sense, Detect

Invisibility, Wizard Lock; Dispel Magic, Fireball, Lightning Bolt(x2), Slow;

Polymorph Self, Polymorph Other, Dimension Door, Chaos Hammer; Domination,

Teleport, Chaos; No Breath, Disintegrate

Spell Effects: Stoneskin (Immune to First Ten Attacks), Contingency (When

damaged by a magical weapon cast a Protection from Magical Weapon spell)

Spellbook:

Level 1


Level 2





Level 3





Affect Normal Fires
Bigby's Silencing Hand
Protection from Evil 10' 

Alarm



Alter Self





Clairaudience

Armor



Blindness





Clairvoyance

Audible Glamer
Darkness 15' Radius


Explosive Runes

Change Self

Detect Invisibility



Feign Death

Chill Touch

ESP






Fireball

Color Spray

Knock






Fly

Magic Missle

Mirror Image




Chamber

Detect Magic

Rope Trick





Hold Person

Identify


Stinking Cloud




Invisibility 10' Radius

Enlarge


Strength





Lightning Bolt

Feather Fall

Web





Protection from Normal Missles

Find Familiar

Wizard Lock




Sepia Snake Sigil

Read Magic

Battering Ram




Haste

Gaze Reflection
Cat's Grace




Slow

Sleep



Displace Self




Suggestion

Spider Climb

Melf's Acid Arrow



Water Breathing

Portal Beacon

Warp Sense




Acidic Blast

Level 4






Level 5



Minor Globe of Invulnerability
Contact Outer Plane



Charm Monster




Airy Water

Confusion






Avoidance

Detect Scrying




Chaos

Dimension Door




Cloudkill

Enchanted Weapon



Cone of Cold

Enervation





Conjure Elemental

Fear







Domination

Fumble






Feeblemind

Hallucinary Terrain



Hold Monster

Improved Invisibility



Magic Jar

Magic Mirror





Passwall

Polymorph Other




Summon Shadows

Ploymorph Self




Teleport

Shout







Wall of Force

Stoneskin






Wall of Stone

Wall of Fire





Breathe Fire or Magma

Wizard Eye





Major Gate Ward

Chaos Hammer




Stabilize Ether

Native Item

Level 6

Airy Earth

No Breath

Antimagic Shell

Contingency

Death Fog

Disintegrate

Enchant an Item

Geas

Globe of Invulnerability

Stone to Flesh

Animate Dead Monster

Invilnerability to Magical Weapons

Trollish Fortitude

Dissipate




 



Occupation:
The Green Marvent is the leader of a  group of prime and planar mercenaries known as the Illuminated based out of the town of Plague Mort, on the Outlands. He acquires money by seizing it from those weaker than himself and from his plundering of planar ruins and demiplanes.

Objective:
The Green Marvent desires to subtly gain control of all of the Gate

Towns of the Outlands in order to cajole them into the same way of thinking,

in this way he will be able to create his own realm, a realm controlled by him

that will give him the power and influence to convince a true Power to grant

him divine ascension 

Motive:

The Green Marvent has an overwhelming desire for power and achievement. He constantly seeks to test his abilities by creating larger and

more elaborate schemes that would allow him to achieve his various quests for

power and domination.  

Personality:
The Green Marvent is a cruel in order to keep his underlings in line and to make sure that his enemies fear him.  Sometimes he has difficulty

controlling this and has several times permanently maimed underlings or even

killed them for seemingly minor failures.  Despite this cruelty he also

possess a great skill in manipulation and has become immensely skilled at

acting as others while in disguise


Except for when he is taking on a form that this would not make sense for the Green Marvent is a cultured and knowledgeable individual who often has much knowledge on a variety of different subjects.

Attitudes:
The Green Marvent views the Illuminated as nothing more than his

tools in accomplish his goal. He values others only in the fashion that they

are a use to him.  He will keep them around only for as long as they are a use

to him or have a potential to be a use for him.  After that he has no qualms

with disposing of them permanently.


The Green Marvent acts in a genteel and friendly manner towards other when it is appropriate for his current form.  He is often seems willing to negotiate

and an able and attentive listener who seems to be hanging on every word that

is said.  He always appears to be completely captivated by those he is

speaking with and practically radiates pure charisma that is attractive to all

those who are around them.

Tastes and Preferences:
The Green Marvent prefers to have the best of

everything whether it is wine, food, or magical items. He enjoys reading and

acquiring knowledge and is always interested in increasing his collection.  Of

special interest at this point is a copy of the The Book of Keeping, he would

easily pay a small fortune to acquire it.  The Green Marvent also enjoys the

thrill of exploring the demiplanes of the Ethereal, always seeing them as

sources of interest and potential power.

Surroundings:
The Green Marvent currently maintains a residence in the Gate- Town of Plague-Mort within The Bell and Whistle Tavern.  He is deeply

unsatisfied with this as his home base though and is searching for an Ethereal

Demiplane that is virtually uninhabited but has several useful portals.  He is

starting to see the town of Plague-Mort as being far too unstable and wants to

find a far more secure base of operations.   

History:

Once, long ago, the Green Marvent was a lawful Minotaur wizard known as Madeaus Runoch.  He was a Guvner and a member of an adventuring group based in Sigil that was dedicated to exploring the various demiplanes of the Ethereal Plane and both chronicling them for a future book and taking what they could from them to expand their skills.  This all ended when the group found the hard to find demiplane that contained the Pool of Twisted

Perfection.  Madeaus, having heard legends of such a pool, voluntered to test

and was filled with an intense burst of power, rasing his ability scores to

their maximum potential and driving him to the depths of chaotic evil.  He

surprised his comrades by immediately letting loose the greatest of his

magical items and powers under his control and was able to overwhelm them.

After this burst he was struck unconcious from his wounds for almost a week.

When he awoke he destroyed his comrade's bodies, changed his name to the Green Marvent, and began to formulate the plans that all beings subject to the Pool of Twisted Perfection, plans of how to become a god.  After formulating his

plan(see above), The Green Marvent journeyed to the Prime Material world of

Vadaris and began the first part of his plan.  He formed a mercenary company

he named the Illuminated and forged them into a skilled band of warrior

capable of performing as his minions in his eventual bid for powerhood.  After

almost a decade of ensuring their loyalty and honing their skills as well as

accumulating wealth he moved onto the planes.  He moved to the town of Plague-

Mort quickly and took over a city block for himself and his mercenaries and

began to consolidate his power.  He specially recruited officers from among

planars and insured their loyalty to him through a variety of methods and

began to slowly reshape his mercenary company into a sect mirroring his

beliefs.  Now he is ready to put his plan into motion. He has sent forth loyal

minions to establish themselves throughout the Gate-Towns and even within

Sigil, where he hopes to cause dissension among the various Factions by

infiltrating them and tricking them into increasing battles against each other

so that they will not notice his actions in the various Gate-Towns. He has

also began to build his forces to overthrow the Arch-Lector so his dominance

of Plague-Mort will reach fruition.     

Network:
The Green Marvent leads the Illuminated, a Sect based on his beliefs

that personal power and strength are the true forces of power in the

multiverse.  They are described in much more detail in the Illuminated

section.

Automata and... a plot!

Gatetown after Automata...

hmmm... 

How about just Cog?  bear with me:

WELCOME TO COG:

Cog, a gnome-tinkertown, resembling a sort of 19th century prospector

shanty town, appears every time the current Mechanus gatetown shifts over.

The gnomes, more nuetral than lawful, race to the place of the previous

Gatetown and set up tents and begin their experiments, build various

constructs, and take full advantage of the area's resources.

Why? Well its easy for them to import supplies from Mechanus and they hope

the lawful influences passing through the Gate will help stablize their

endevors.

These gnomes are not bytopian workaholics, no these are the

itenerate wanders seeking get rich schemes.  These are the fellows who

invented Carceri Air Ballons and the Razervine Weasle.  They are a pack of

'mad scientists' who operate as obsessed individuals...thus there is no

law, no mayor, no court.  

However, this lack of social law is not devistating to the community: the

only conflicts arrise from limited resources and accusations of 'stealing'

ideas (a dasterdly claim in the community, those who are 'convicted' by

common consensus are shunned out of Cog.)

While they are socially chaotic, they are so consumed with lawful,

mechanical ideas that they manage to keep their current position on the

Outlands.

THE PLOT THICKENS, GEARS TURN:

 As Cog grows the machines and inventions become larger and more

dangerous.  It is at this point that the Guvners, with the help of the

Harmonium, decide that the town needs incorperation and a strong ruling

hand.  The Guvners are aided by the Planar Trade Consortium's head honcho,

who plans on using that Gate free of charge for the aid he lends his

faction (Guvners.) 


How do they do it? Well they find an appropriate nearby berg (name

it appropriately from the suggestions on the list) and begin a 'belief'

campaign to shift the berg into Cog's position.  Of cource the Guvner's

don't just tell the berg petitioners that they must believe that their

town is the next Gatetown, rather it is because their Laws prove it! 


BEHIND THE SCENES:    ( the Rule of Threes)




the Planar Trade Consortium (PTC)

Many of Cog's inhabitants are sponsored by Zadara the Titan (Faces of

Sigil) and Estivan of the PTC hopes to isolate these cutters and make them

depended on the PTC's shipments of supplies.  In effect Estivan hopes this

will convence Zadara that she should, at long last, join him as merchant

king and queen of the Sigil and Beyond.

Estivan secures these particular gnomes a place in the new Gatetown with

help from rogues trapped in Mechanus (see below.)




The Guvners and Harmonium

As Harmonium arrive to 'watch over' the community of Cog, the Guvners

begin their campaign in a nearby Berg to shift it to the Gate.  The gnomes

begin to realize that their time is limited here, and begin to work more

furiously, causing more accidents and explosions.  There harried work

cause their few supporters to retract.  Unfortunately for the Guvners, the

Harmonium's presence has stablized the community enough that if the new

Berg would arrive, Cog would become a part of it.  The Guvners have other

plans.

In a daring move, a Guvner, with the help of the PTC, smuggles into Cog

the remaining revolutionaries whom got trapped in Mechanus when Automata

shifted.  The deal is this: in return for their freedom they are to cause

further havoc to the gnome community and disrupt the Harmonium-enforced

peace.  The revolutionaries are all to happy to oblige.  The Guvners

begin the final plans.

ENTER THE HEROS:
(Center of All)

The PCs  can enter the stage at any point and help shift the balance of

power.  If they are lawful they will have to choose what kind of lawful

they are...

IN THE END:

(Unity of Rings)

Regardless, the revolutionaries will give the Guvner's the laugh, because

as the new Berg becomes the new Mechanus Gatetown, a few slip into

positions of power (as caravan leaders and PTC suppliers of Zadara's

gnomes.)  Eventually they will form the new 'underground' resistance much

like they did with Automata. 


And thus life on the planes continues...

Nathan L.

The Illuminted

Well, here is my write up on the sect.

Any advice, comments, or constructive criticism would be appreciated.

The Illuminated

(The Secret Masters)

Sect Philosophy:



The Illuminated: the few and the powerful, the possessors of hidden

knowledge, all this and more a member of the Illuminated would claim to they

were if questioned (and if he did not immediately commit suicide or get

executed first).  You see the Illuminated are among the most secretive sects

on the planes and are often willing to kill themselves, and others in their

sect, in order to keep their goals and existence secret.  In fact most other

sects and factions believe that the Illuminated are nothing more than a group

of Prime mercenaries based in Plague-Mort who are under the command of some

wizardly cutter known as the Green Marvent. Those who know better are usually

already under the control of the Illuminated and can't do a thing about it.


The Illuminated believe that they are destined to be the "Hidden Masters" those who control the multiverse from behind the scenes through knowledge that is unknown to or hidden from others.  According to them only a true berk should openly hold great power. Doing that is just an open invitation for some rebel or enemy of the basher to rise up and overthrow him. A true blood holds power in secret, hidden from others while letting the berks who openly hold

power take the brunt of revolutionaries and political rivals.


The Illuminated employ a variety of methods to gain the power to control an organization from behind the throne. They have been to gather and keep evidence from the eyes of the masses, blackmail important figures, and

numerous discrete plots to insinuate themselves within existing power

structures (See the Eternal Boundary adventure for one such example). All of

the agents involved in these plots are required to maintain a strict veil of

secrecy.  If at any time they have evidence that they have been detected they

are either to eliminate the threat to their secrecy, or, if the elimination

would further compromise their mission, to immediately abort their mission.

In all cases secrecy is more important than success.

Primary Plane of Influence:  


Currently the Illuminated have the most influence within the Outlands though they have been starting to place agents within the Abyss and the Ethereal

Plane.

Allies and Enemies:


The Illuminated have no true allies, being mostly hidden from the view of other factions and sects at this point but if they did reveal themselves most

factions would become their enemies.  The Anarchists would dislike them

especially because despite their similar operating methods the Illuminated

support keeping the existing power structures.  The Mercykillers, Harmonium,

and Fraternity of Order would oppose them because they support corrupting the

existing power structure.  Others would just dislike the fact they are trying

to control them

Eligibility:


 This sect does not accept people who seek to try to join the sect. It only accepts those who they specifically recruit. Those who are contacted but

refuse entry are killed.  Usually only those who show a skill in manipulation

and a desire to learn and control secret knowledge are accepted into to the

Illuminated.  Neutral Evil and Chaotic Evil members are the most common

members of the Illuminated but they are willing to accept and occasional

Lawful Evil or Chaotic Neutral member. Class and race are not an issue but the

Illuminati generally tries to keep the total numbers of each class within the

faction balanced. 


 Currently their is a large amount of Fighters within the sect because of its roots as a mercenary company but this is primarily among the namers, the

Initiates of Understanding. The sectotums, or the Enlightened Novices, are

primarily field agents and are frequently rouges and wizards. The sectors, or

the Illuminated Masters, are equally divided between the various classes and

act as coordinators for the various Illuminated operations.  The Sectol, or

the Illuminati is currently the Green Marvent(Pl/Taladan Minotaur male/Mage

12/Illuminated/Chaotic Evil) a minotaur wizard who is almost always posing as

a human prime wizard. 

Headquarters: 


The Illuminated are currently based out of the Bell and Whistle Tavern and the surrounding block within the Gate-Town of Plague-Mort.  From this location the Green Marvent advertises the group as being a mercenary company for hire, though they are seldom hired for anything more than caravan work.  The Green Marvent views this as nothing more than a temporary
 base and is searching through the demiplanes of the Ethereal for a more permanent fortress.  Most recently he has started to hear rumors of the location of the Isle of Black

Trees being found and is looking to explore it....

Benefits:  


The Illuminated sect has a web of connections throughout the Outlands and Sigil, that is spreading to the rest of the multiverse.  Sectarians are able

to take advantage of this network to gain audience with powerful figures

inaccessible to most. Also, as sectarians advance in rank within the

Illuminated they gain more and more access to the hidden knowledge that the

Green Marvent has began to accumulate.  This knowledge translates into a

chance to get out of any situation that is potentially lethal(i.e. if it

happens it would lower the subject to lower than 0 hit points).  Those of

Enlightened Novice have a percentage equal to 1% a level to be able to avoid

any fate that would cause their death.  This percentage chance increases to 2%

a level for Illuminated Masters and 3% a level for the Illuminati.  This

appears as a sudden recollection and the successful use of previously

accumulated knowledge in the Illuminated's mind such as a certain maneuver

that would allow them to deflect an incoming missile or that there is a nearby

shifting portal that can be used to escape an attacking horde of Tanar'ri.

This knowledge is generally useable only at that exact moment and cannot be

successfully used after that moment.

Restrictions: 


The Illuminated are playing a dangerous game.  Those thought to be a danger to the organization or to be accidentally or intentionally leaking information out are summarily executed.  Observers usually think such executions are suicides, even close eyewitnesses. When applicable, the execution of sect

members is used to blackmail those the Illuminated want in their power. 

Races-Azer

Hello all, 

I submitted an article to Dargon a month or two ago involving innner planar

races but, unfortunately, it was denied because one, the Azer, was a little

too powerful...

Note that I will be posting all of these on the Planescape section of my web

page at http://members.aol.com/LrdTuerny/default.html

So I am presenting them here to you.

First is the Azer:

The Azer

Ability Score Adjustments:  Azer are a strong and robust(+1 to strength and

Constitution) but they are very unfriendly and taciturn and lack wisdom(-1 to

Charisma and Wisdom)

Ability Score Range

Ability

Minimum
Maximum

Strength
   
   8

  18


Dexterity
   3

  18

Constitution
   8

  18 

Intelligence
   5

  18

Wisdom

   3

  17

Charisma
   3

  14

Class Restrictions



Class

Max. Level

Warrior



Fighter
  
   16

Priest



Cleric
  
   12

Wizard



Fire Elementalist  
   16

Azer may only follow deities whose portfolio includes Fire. They typically

follow Kossuth and Zaaman Rul. Azer may not be multiclassed.

Hit Dice: PC Azer receive HD by class.

Alignment: Azer PCs tend towards Lawful Neutrality. PC Azer may be of any non-

Chaotic alignment.

Natural Armor Class: 2. Azer have metallic skin that accounts for their armor

class. They may not wear armor but still receive benefits for a shield or

magical protections such as rings and cloaks.

Background: Azer are one of the many races that originate on the Elemental

Plane of Fire. Their appearance is similar in many ways to that of dwarves

except for their stature, skin and hair. They are usually taller than dwarves,

standing approximately 5' tall. Their skin also varies from that of a typical

dwarf in that it is bronze colored and composed of metal. Their hair is made

entirely from flame. 


Azer live in an extremely organized and honorable society with each Azer possessing its own place and profession. They are ultimately governed by

Amaimon, the legendary king of all Azer, who wanders with his advisors from

tower to tower in order to share his wisdom with them. Their laws value the

group over the individual. Law takes precedence over an individuals freedom or

even an individual's life.  



Azer dwell in well defended towers of iron, steel and brass which are shaped using the surrounding flames of the Elemental Plane of Fire.  These towers are occasionally surrounded by trees with strange metallic bark and leaves of

precious metal.   


The Azer have developed two unique weapons(see below) of their own.  The first is a broad bladed javelin known as the Pyavlin. The other looks like a cross between a mace and a hammer and is called the Fulbar. 

Languages: Azer, Efreet, Fire Elemental, Planar Common, Salamander

Role-Playing Suggestions: Azer generally see things in terms of Law and Chaos

rather than good and evil.  To them order and the community are good and

disorganization and strife are evil.  Some Azer are unable to handle this high

concentration of order and break away from the community.  Others are forced

away due to the destruction of their band band or to gain experience and

wealth in order to serve their

community better. 


Azer are conservative by nature and are very unlikely to take a radical

approach.  PC Azer prefer to join groups who have a similar outlook but some,

generally the renegades, have been known to join groups who are not of this

temperament.  Regardless of whether individual Azer are able to abide those

who are less lawfully aligned, the word of an Azer is his bond and honor his

food and drink..  


The personality of an Azer can be described as unfriendly and taciturn at the best of times and downright closed-minded in the worst of times.  Rarely are

they willing to go beyond the most basic levels of negotiating and haggling,

relying on their organization and skill to win them through the day.  This

tendency also causes them to distrust other races but once they are able to

divine another races true outlook, and it is to their liking, they are allies

to the end.

Special Advantages: Due to their firey nature, Azer do 1d4+1 points of damage

with their fists in hand to hand combat. Their affanity with fire also causes

them to do an additional point of damage in combat with metal weapons and

makes them immune to fire attacks of all sorts.  Azer also possess a magic

resistance of 5% to 20%(5d4%).

Special Disadvantages: The fiery nature of an Azer also works to its

disadvantage causing it to suffer double damage from the cold.  Azer are

generally hated by Salamanders and suffer a -4 reaction penalty from them.  PC

Azer also suffer a -4 penalty to reaction rolls to all other non-outcast Azer

because Azer believe  that any Azer who are not members of the society are

evil. Due to the fact that Azer are used to superheated temperatures all Azer

suffer a -3 penalty to all actions when in temperatures below freezing.

Weapon Proficiencies: Axe(Any), Fulbar(see below) Hammer(any), Pyavlin(see

below) 

Nonweapon Proficiencies: Ancient History(Azer), Armorer, Blacksmithing,

Endurance, Engineering, Local History, Stonemasonry, Weaponsmithing;(From the Planewalker's Handbook) Planar Direction Sense Planar Sense, Planar Survival 

Average Height:55/52+1d10

Average Weight: 145/135+3d10

Age: Starting Age: 40+5d6; Middle Age: 125, Old Age: 167, Venerable: 250,

Maximum: 250+2d100

Sources: Monstrous Compendium Annual 1, The Inner Planes

The Firenewts

Ability Score Adjustments: Due to the rigorous enviornment that a Firenewt is

raised in they gain a +1 penalty to Constitution.  Firenewts are neither the

brightest nor the most social of creatures, however, and suffer a -1 penalty

to Intelligence and Charisma.

 Ability Score Range

Ability

Minimum
Maximum

Strength
   
   6

  18


Dexterity
   3

  18

Constitution
   8

  18 

Intelligence
   3

  16

Wisdom

   3

  18

Charisma
   3

  16 

Class Restrictions



Class

Max. Level

Warrior



Fighter
  
   15

Priest



Cleric
  
   9



Shaman

   12

Rogue



Thief 

   12

Fire Newts cannot be multiclassed.  Most Fire Newts worship gods of elemental

fire such as Kossuth or Imix.

Hit Dice: Firenewts receive hit dice by class.

Alignment: Firenewts tend towards Neutral Evil alignment.  PC Fire Newts may

be of any alignment but are usually Neutral or Neutral Good.

Natrual Armor Class: Firenewts have a natrual Armor Class of 10.

Background: Fire Newts are distant relatives of lizard men who dwell in hot or

volcanic enviornment.  They are bipedal in form with deep crimson eyes and

smooth flesh and features resembling those of an eel. The males of the speceis

are typically of a mottled speia color while the females are of a duller

brown. 


Firenewts are orgainzed into a tribal structure dominated by their priests and shamans that stressess the value of strength and war.  These priests lead the society covertly, often through a puppet overlord and insure all the

society's traditions, namely to have genocidal battles against others of their

species and to roast captives alive for the Firenewts' general amusement, stay

alive through the ages.  Firenewt spellcasters maintain their power through

the control of the Firenewt hatching grounds.  They determine who gets to

raise which hatchling and can eliminate the eggs of their enemies within the

tribe.  


In the Elemental Plane of Fire, Firenewts organize themselves into great armies that seek to dominate all of the solid firelands of the plane.  They

use their seemingly endless hordes to challange anyone who crossess their

territory and makethemselves as much of a threat as possible to their

neighbors. This has resulted in a general fear and hatred of them that far

exceeds any opinion of them found on the Prime Material Plane.


Firenewts have created 2 new forms of armor to take advantage of their

natural advantages and form.  Firenewt Scale Mail is made out of heavy, fire

resistant materials and metals that allow them greater protection at an

increased weight.  Razor Mail, the second type, is covered with spikes along

the spine, legs, and areas of the chest that make it so anyone who attempts to

grapple them suffers 1d4 points of damage a round. They also have their own

specialized shield, called the Newtari, made of black iron and bronze with

lots of brass and copper trim, that has a single spike in the center and metal

scales, like those of a dragon.  Firenewt officers frequently have rubies and

garnets embedded around the spike in their shields. 

Languages: Common(Planar), Firenewt, Lizard Man 


Role-Playing Suggestions: A typical Firenewt is a vicous maurauder that would

rather kill and eat a being who does not go along with their world-view. PCs

are usually those dissidents who find the typical Firenewt attitude

distasteful or down right wrong. This difference of opinion often forces the

Firenewt PC from the community and out into the often hostile world.


Firenewt PCs often find it somewhat hard to repress their urge to hunt down and eat non-Firenewts they meet. As a result of this Firenewt PCs are often

withdrawn and uncommunicative as they resist their natural urges. Aside from

this trait renegade Firenewts have a wide variety of different personality

traits most of which are an anethma to a typical Firenewt society.         

Special Advantages: All Firenewts have a limited breath weapon that is usable

once per turn.  With this breath weapon a Firenewt can do 1d6 points of fire

damage(save vs. breath weapon for half) to anyone within their 5 foot range.

Due to the Firenewt's flame retardant skin, all Firenewts get a +3 bonus to

their saves vs. fire and all such damage against them is reduced by 1 point

per die, to a minimum of 1 point/die.

Special Disadvantages: The Firenewt's fire resistance works against him when

he is faced with cold-based attacks, which force him to suffer a -3 penalty to

his save and an additional point of damage per die.

Firenewts are also reknown for their genocidal caniballism and suffer a -4

penalty to all reaction rolls.

Weapon Proficiencies: Axe(battle, hand), Chakram, Pike, Sword(long, scimitar,

short) 

Nonweapon Proficiencies: Animal Handling(Strider, Giant), Animal

Training(Strider, Giant), Endurance, Herbalism, Hunting,  Riding-Land

Based(Giant Strider), Survival, Tracking

Average Height:   64/59+1d8

Average Weight: 145/135+3d10

Age: Starting Age: 10+1d6; Middle Age: 30, Old Age: 60, Venerable: 90,

Maximum: 90+3d10

Sources: Planescape Monstrous Compendium Annual 3, The Inner Planes

Lesser Salamanders

Ability Score Adjustments: Lesser Salamanders are quick [+2 to Dexterity],but

as a race have an infamous reputation.  Their snakelike bodies also contribute

to public aversion [-1 to Charisma].  Lesser Salamanders aren't the brightest

of creatures, and are typically, with some justification, seen as slow and

unintelligent [-1 to Intelligence].

Ability Score Range:

Ability


Minimum
Maximum

Strength


3

18

Dexterity

10

18

Constitution

8

18

Intelligence

3

15

Wisdom


3

18

Charisma

3

16

Class Restrictions:  Lesser Salamanders may not be wizards.  Of the

individuals with a character class, less than 2% are thieves are clerics, the

rest being fighters.  As fighters, Lesser Salamanders can reach 14th level;

12th level as thieves; and 10th level as clerics.  The clerics may only follow

powers whose portfolio includes Fire.  Lesser Salamanders may not multiclass.

Hit Dice:  PC Lesser Salamanders receive hit dice by class.

Alignment:  Most Lesser Salamanders are NE, although PCs may be of any

alignment.

Natural AC: 8

Background:  Lesser Salamanders are native to the Elemental Plane of Fire.

They are low on the Salamander totem pole, exceeding only the lowly Fire

Snakes in power and influence.  The Efreet are sometimes allies of the

Salamanders, while the Serpents of Fire share a mutual enmity with the Azer.

The most dangerous thing to a Salamander is often another Salamander.

Languages: Common (Planer), Salamander, Efreet, Azer.

Role-playing Suggestions:  Salamanders are often cruel and uncaring.  Lesser

Salamanders are even more so.  The majority are bestial at best, often having

no more society or organization than their more powerful kin can force upon

them.


Lesser Salamanders are the grunts of the Salamander armies.  As such, they are used to working in groups, but resent higher authority.  They naturally

assume they know the best way to do everything.


PC Lesser Salamanders are likely to be flukes; a Fire Snake egg that got lost, or a mad wizard's experiment, or the like.

Special Advantages:  Lesser Salamanders have an extremely high internal body

temperature.  As such, any weapon they use that conducts heat inflicts an

additional 2 points of damage on a successful hit.  Lesser Salamanders are

also immune to fire based attacks, as well as sleep, hole, and charm spells.

Special Disadvantages:  The body heat of a Lesser Salamander also works to its

disadvantage.  They suffer an additional point of damage for every die of a

cold based attack.

Weapon Proficiencies:  Spears, swords, axes, daggers, or maces.  Often made of

iron.

Nonweapon Proficiencies:  Survival [Elemental Fire], Animal Handling(fire

Animentals), Animal Training(fire Animentals), Heraldry(Elemental Fire

nobles), Endurance, Hunting

Average Height:  60 + 3d6 inches long.

Average Weight:  200 + 3d20 pounds

Age:  25 + 2d4 years.  DMs are encouraged to retire Lesser Salamander

character before they reach age 80, at which point they fully mature into

regular Salamanders.

Sources:  PSMCIII, Inner Planes, Monstrous Manual

Optional Rule:

100% Metal Weapons: Most weapons created by creatures of Elemental Fire are

made so that they are entirely of metal, even parts that are normally wooden.

Due to this, all weapons originating from an Elemental Fire race that would

normally have a wooden part, weigh 75% more than a normal item of their type,

do an additional point of damage, and  have a weapon speed of 2 worse then a

normal weapon of that type. 

New Weapons:

Name:
Wt.
Size
Type
Speed
Melee Reach    Missle ROF
Range(S/M/L)    Dam(S-M/L)

Pyavlin
 2
 M
 P
   4
     1
        1/round
4/8/12
          1d6/1d8
     

Fulbar
10
 M
 B
   7
     1
             -

     -
          1d6+1/1d6

New Armor:

Armor:


Cost:
 AC:
Weight:

Firenewt Scale Mail
70 gp
 5
 60 lbs.

Razor Mail

150 gp
 5
 80 lbs

Shields:

Name:


AC Mod.
# Foes
Cost:
Weight:

Newtari Shield

  + 1

      4  
  10 gp
     10 lbs

New Magic:

New Azer Spells:

Lesser Fires of Creation(Conjuration, Elemental Fire)

Level: 5

Range: 
Touch

Material Components: Verbal, Somatic, Material

Duration: Special

Casting Time: 1 Turn

Area of Effect: 1 cubic foot/level

Saving Throw: None


This spell allows the caster to conjure a nonliving object that is normally made out of  vegetable matter from a flame.  The item cannot be bigger than one foot for every level of the caster. If the item created from the flames is

touched to, or touched by someone not resistant to fire they suffer 1d4 points

of damage a round.  When cast on the Elemental Plane of Fire this spell lasts

for one day for every level of the caster.  On other planes it lasts only for

one turn for every level of the caster.  The caster must have some sort of

flame to draw the spell from, of a size sufficent for the item to be created,

as a material component.

Greater Fires of Creation(Conjuration, Elemental Fire)

Level: 6

Range: Touch

Material Components: Verbal, Somatic, Material

Duration: Special

Casting Time: 1 Turn

Area of Effect: 1 cubic foot/level

Saving Throw: None


This spell allows the caster to conjure forth from flame a nonliving object that is normally made out of a mineral or vegetable matter.  The item cannot be bigger than one foot for every level of the caster. Vegetable matter items are made entirely out of flame and caude 1d8 points of damage a round to those who are not immune to fire. When mineral items are created they appear to have an inner glow and cause damage 1d4 points of damge to creatures not resistant to fire. The items created have a duration that varies depending on the type of material used and the plane it is created on:

Material:


On the Plane of Fire:
Off the Plane of Fire:

Vegetable Matter

2 days/level

2 hours/level

Stone or Crystal

1 day/level

1 hour/level

Precious Metals

2 hours/level

2 turns/level


Gems


1 hour/level

1 turn/level

Mithral


2 turns/level

2 rounds/level

Adamantite

1 turn/level

1 round/level


These materials may not be used for material components.  The caster must

have some sort of flame to draw the spell from, of a size sufficent for the

item to be created, as a material component.

Blast Globe(Invocation/Evocation, Elemental Fire)

Level: 2

Range: 0

Components: V, S,  M

Duration: Instantaneous

Casting Time: 2

Area of Effect: 15'+1'/level Globe

Saving Throw:1/2


This spell allows the caster to create a globe of pure flame that radiates

out from him up to 15 feet plus 1 foot for every level of the caster. Everyone

that is trapped within this area of effect suffer 1d4 points of damage for

every level of the caster.  Everyone within 5' of the caster are also forced

to make an additional save vs. spells or be knocked to the ground.  The caster

is unaffected by his own spell.  The material component of this spell is a mixture of sulfur and bat guano put into an eggshell.  If this component is not prepared beforehand it adds a casting time of 3 to the spell.

Wolfspark(Invocation/Evocation, Elemental Fire)

Level: 3

Range: 10'

Components: V, S, M

Duration: Special

Casting Time: 3

Area of Effect: 1 target

Saving Throw:  1/2


When this spell is cast it allows the caster to summon forth from the

material components, sulfur and woodchips wrapped in a wolfskin, a small ball

of flames that is thrown at the target.  The caster must then make an attack

roll of a warrior of a level equal to their own to see if they hit.  If it

hits it does 1d6+1 points of damage per level of the caster.  If it misses it

begins to follow the target, on the ground, at a rate of 9+1 per level of the

caster, igniting any flammable substances that it crossess along the way.  The

Wolfspark will last for 1 turn per level of the caster or until it hits the

target of the spell.

New Magic Items:


Drake helms: These magical helms are created by the most powerful of the Firnewt Shamans for the Overlords of the tribes.  The Drake helm appears to be normal helm in most respects save that it has a decorative dragon's head atop

the helm.  This head, when activated by the wearer, can, once a day, breathes

out a gout of fire at one target doing 3d6 points of damage(save vs. breath

weapons for half).  Wearers of the Drake Helm are immune to normal flame and

suffer the minimum possible for magical flame.

XPV:
3,000
GPV: 15,000 

Hargin "The Brawler" Silverhoof (PL/B/B9/Fa/LN)

(Note his infamy from "In The Cage: A Guide to Sigil" page 31.)

The following summary is culled from that well-known Bariaur knight

of the cross trade, Rank Magdural.

BACKGROUND: The only thing more disgraceful than a doe with horns

is a buck that can’t fight. And Hargin Silverhoof (born Hargin

Denularami) couldn’t even lift a broad sword, let alone wield one

in mortal combat. His mother was embarrassed over her son’s

shortcomings, his father ignored him, pretending he didn’t exist.

However, in Bariaur society, there are remedies to such situations.

Hargin would be a priest.

That would have been a good idea, except for the fact that Hargin,

even at an early age, was a cynical loud mouth skeptic who felt

more at home playing his flute or in a game of dice, bobbin’ some

clueless Bariaur basher than with sacred rituals. The priests wanted

nothing to do with the young buck, even those of Tirag Thunderhooves

(because he continually beat them at dice, according to Hargin).

This was fine with Hargin, since he considered the priests’ cony-

catchers of the highest order, bobbin’ the flock by promising battle

prowess or healthy births. These bucks made him sick, especially

because Hargin hadn’t thought ahead -- otherwise he would have figured

out a way into their scam. Instead he was an outsider in his own home.

The flock paid no attention to Hargin, not knowing what to do with

him. But this got young Hargin Silverhoof thinking.

There was obviously no place in the flock for the likes of him. He

needed to scrag this life of wandering and hard work and make it to

where the jink was, the big city, yeah, Sigil. Hargin joined up with

a caravan of merchants, bound for Sigil with a load of weapons from

the Dwarven Mountains.

Next thing he knew, Hargin was in The Hive, learning from the cutpurses,

scrag artists, and no cross traders. It was hopeless though. With

Harbin’s huge body and noisy hooves, he was nearly beaten to death

a couple of times with his clumsy attempts at petty thievery. After

several years of barely getting by, hungry and depressed, Hargin

wandered Sigil one day, by pure chance ending up in The Lady’s Ward.

He watched the nicely dressed nobles, the free flowing jink and the

clean streets and wide courtyards. He also watched as this cross

trading cager he knew, dressed in fine silk garb, wined and dined

some rich gully.

The cross trader and the berk parted company, the cross-trader sitting

with his feet up on the table. Hargin made his way over to the smiling

sod. "So whad’ya get? He’s still got his purse, I see his jewelry’s

around his neck, and he’s still breathing."

"Pike it goat-boy," the thief said. "Only a clueless berk with an empty

brainbox risks his skin scraggin’ bloaks in the street. The real money

is behind those walls and through them empty courtyards, and you ain’t

gonna get it by thievery or force."

This got Hargin thinking. He cleaned himself up, got himself a job at a

pub in The Lady’s Ward, and started observing the higher-ups: how they

talked, how they dressed, how they handled money. He even found himself

a girlfriend, a rich Bariaur looker whose father was a priest of Odin.

She was slumming, probably to annoy her father, and he was intent on

moving up in the world. It was a good combination while it lasted. And

right before his meal tickets angry father let loose lightning and

thunderbolts across the bar, Hargin though maybe he had found what he

was looking for.

Hargin may have been greedy, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew how to take

a hint. This was going to be more difficult than he thought. He decided

he would make his way to the top of Sigil, either through charm or guile,

but definitely on the arm of a wealthy doe.

Hargin supported himself in the Lady’s Ward by singing and playing his

flute at fancy pubs. He also had some ingenious ideas for trapping

cranium rats. It seems that his flute playing charmed the rats, allowing

him to scoop them up and sell them to the city for 50gps each! Still,

it barely covered his kip.

Hargin’s taste in well-lanned women provided other accoutrements to

his fancy lifestyle, notably nice clothes and important contacts. In

what little time he had left in a day, Hargin spent time with The Fated,

doing favors for the higher ups, learning who was who; who was strong,

and who was weak. He wig-wagged it with the powers that be. It was a

tough life, but some might have thought that Hargin had made it. This

was all just preparation. Hargin wanted more. In fact, Hargin wanted it

all. He just wasn’t sure how to get it, or more accurately, which young

thing would get it for him.

Meanwhile, Hargin was gaining respect in other circles, most notably

the con artists and cony catchers of the Lady’s Ward. Some were impressed,

others were jealous. Either way, these aren’t the bloods you want paying

attention to you. These are top shelf bloods!

One night a pair of tieflings ambushed Hargin. He was walking home after

visiting a tailor where he picked up his clothes for a fancy ball

scheduled the next evening. Hargin tried to talk his way out of trouble,

but the tieflings obviously had murder on their minds. One grabbed him

and by the arm. He watched in terror as his arm grew numb and he felt

himself grow faint. The eyes of the tiefling grew in intensity as Hargin’s

life force was drained from his body. He awoke the next day in the

decadent house of Fizel Al Harabi, a gem merchant he met once at The

Fated headquarters.

Al Harabi had an offer for Hargin, an offer he couldn’t refuse. Fizel

knew of Hargin’s past, and he also knew of his recent acceptance with

the high-ups of Sigil. That evening at the ball, Hargin was to go

upstairs to use the privy of the host, a wealthy graybeard. A mage

accomplice would passwall into the study through the wall of the privy.

Hargin was to retrieve a golden chest, hidden in a secret room behind

the fireplace in the study. This chest was to be given to the mage, who

would then bring it to Al Harabi.

Hargin knew this would be the end of him. Rumors of Fizel Al Harabi’s

turning stag on his own people were legendary. The theft would be blamed

on him and he would be scragged and left to hang from the leafless tree.

Any legitimate plans for making it in Sigil would have to be abandoned.

Hargin went home, changed for the ball, and tried to think up something

smart to do. Leaving Sigil would mean the end of his plans, and he had

nowhere else to go.

That evening at the ball, Hargin did what he was told. He excused

himself to use the privy upstairs. An older human, an obvious spellslinger

followed him up the stairs, catching up with him as they both entered the

privy. The man mumbled off a spell, forming a square with his bony

fingers and sure enough, the wall of the privy disappeared in front of

them, exposing a large dusty room filled with books. Light streamed in

through the wide, barred windows and bits of dust floated in the air.

Hargin quietly made his way inside, tilted the proper series of books and

stepped back as the fireplace wall slowly opened; the granite grating

against the ground. Hargin entered the secret room and grabbed the

golden chest.

With the chest under his arm, Hargin opened one of the barred windows

and took out his flute. He stuck his head out and started playing a wild

tune. The Lady’s Ward may look clean and tidy, but what most folks don’t

know is that it’s infested with rats as much as any other ward. It didn’t

take long before cranium rats were making their way to the open window,

crawling around in bewilderment on the floor of that dusty study. The

sound of Hargin’s playing was muted by the music of the party downstairs;

so luckily, the mage couldn’t hear what was going on. Nevertheless,

forty or fifty rats milled about the study when the impatient mage entered

the room, wondering what was taking so long.

Upon seeing the mage, Hargin stopped his flute playing. The bewildered

cranium rats awoke from their charm and attacked the closest target,

the old spellslinger. A hastily cast fireball fried half the rats and set

the study ablaze, scorching Hargin in the process, but the cranium rats

continued their onslaught, some of them no more than puffs of angry flame!

The mage fled in panic out the open wall, through the privy and down the

stairs, flaming rats close behind. The nobles panicked as the house caught

fire and the mage fell to the ground, rats converging on his body. The

panic was multiplied as other cranium rats in the neighborhood emerged from

doors, windows, holes in walls, and every orifice imaginable. Aoskian

hounds lounging in the courtyard went wild, chasing the rats through the

house, around the courtyard and down the streets as partygoers fled in

panic.

No one seemed to notice the Bariaur with the golden chest under his arm

as he calmly walked out the front door, never to be seen again.

So you may ask "What about the Silver Scimitar of Power? What about the

magic chariot? What about the rooftop brawling contests?" Don’t believe

all the screed you hear berk. You wanted the dark on Hargin "The Brawler"

Silverhoof, and this is it. What was in the golden chest? Now that’s a

good question. The answer to that has been debated in Sigil’s pubs for

nearly five years now. Now pay the piper.

DESCRIPTION: Hargin Silverhoof is small for a Bariaur, standing about six

feet tall and weighing about 500 pounds. At least that’s what the "wanted"

sign says. He’s not muscular, although that doesn’t seem to bother the

does. They seem to think he’s quite attractive, with his big brown eyes,

unusually soft pelt, and sweet-talking manner. He’s always well dressed

in the finest of clothes. He generally doesn’t carry anything more than a

simple chiv, although if you read that wanted sign, it will claim he’s

heavily armed and dangerous. I don’t know why I waste my time describing

him, since he hasn’t been seen in years.

Rumor has it that Fizel Al Harabi had him killed and buried under the

street two years ago during The Lady’s Ward Renovation Project. The rumor

goes that Hargin was so chopped up, that even the Dabus couldn’t recognize

the body as they laid the groundwork, right over the corpse. Others have

claimed seeing him in Ysgard, The Outlands, Arborea and The Abyss. Some

reports claim seeing him on these planes simultaneously or within days

of each sighting!

MOTIVATION: If Hargin Silverhoof is alive, and I’m not saying he is,

chances are, he would be intent on living the good life. Some say he may

already be in Sigil, in disguise. They say that he probably can’t keep

away from the city he loves. I say that the only thing Hargin Silverhoof

ever loved was himself. Who knows where he’s at, or what was in that box.

STATS: THACO 16, Dmg 1d4+1, AC 2, Hp 28, MV 15, SZ L:  Cha 16

NWPs: Tightrope walking (no, really!), Heraldry, Gaming, Ventriloquism,

Appraising, Disguise, Fast Talking, Musical Instrument

Languages: Bariaur, Planar Common, Dwarf (mountain)

WP's: Dagger, Dart

Magic Items:

Hornblade, +1

Bracers of Defense, AC2

Horn of Valhalla (silver)

Spellbook

Possibly the contents of the golden chest

CR2 Imports and NPC Character Sheet available on web site

====

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.wenet.net/~csangha/planes/

Origin of Species

Chapter 1: Bariaur Creation

In the beginning, before the formation of the planes and its denizens,

there was a nest. In this nest were three small, blue eggs. One of these

eggs, known as "Sagonana" (The Creator Egg), cracked open and there

appeared a ball of light against the endless nothingness. The ball of light

exploded into infinite energy, creating an infinite plane of green pastures

and wide rolling hills. This was The Land. There was only this wide

pasture, nothing more. There were no creatures, no belief or emotion, and

all the elements were yet to be formed.

Then the energy created many creatures, among them were Bariaur. There was

a buck named Jek and a doe named Shana. The buck and the doe were very shy

and listless. They hid in a cave and refused to go out and meet the other

creatures of The Land or to explore its many wonders. The other creatures

were just as empty of spirit. They walked around, without emotion, laughter

or joy. This went on for a very long time.

Then the second egg cracked, the one called "Sagosemasa" (The Spirit Egg).

A huge explosion was heard. A ball of light appeared and exploded into

infinite energy, giving each creature a spirit, emotion, and curiosity. The

two Bariaur as well as other creatures left their caves or boroughs and

pranced in the fields. They met with the other creatures of The Land and

shared with them their spirit, their joy and their inquisitiveness. There

was happiness, but there was uneasiness, as if something were missing. The

creatures of the planes lacked a sense of purpose.

The third egg cracked, the one called "Sagobalo" (The Reason Egg), and a

huge explosion was heard. A ball of light appeared and exploded into

infinite energy, giving each creature intellect and ideals, a sense of

purpose and a way of life. Finally the beings of The Land were complete.

Yet there were problems. Wars were waged over ideas, new languages emerged

that others could not understand, creatures were murdered for sport or

power, and belief became a way to separate oneself from others rather than

grow closer. This was a terribly destructive period. The Land rejected its

inhabitants and began The Sundering, to protect itself. Parts of the land

began to break off and disappear, along with their inhabitants. The Land

was throwing out those who would destroy it.

Those who believed in law and order found themselves separated into a land

more appealing to their beliefs, a land ordered and regimented to meet

their requirements. Those who believed that life was an individual struggle

of power and strength found a land that fit their needs, where only the

strong survived. In this way, the various planes were formed based on the

beliefs of its inhabitants. Even now, The Land will reject those with

strong beliefs, pushing them into other planes of existence. In the end,

only a small area of The Land was available, dedicated to those who chose

balance between the various beliefs, and also as a place for the other

groups to one day return and reconcile their differences. To this day, The

Land is called The Outlands, in reference to The Sundering, the throwing

out of its creatures.

The Bariaur were scattered in this way, like the other races. However, the

Bariaur, having begun in the center of The Land, near the nest of the three

eggs, received the most pure and uncorrupted energy of all the creatures.

Therefore, the Bariaur tended towards purity and yearned to live in

environments similar to The Land before The Sundering. Because of this,

most Bariaur still live in The Outlands and in similar places of the Upper

Planes. The Bariaur language is believed to be that spoken before The

Sundering by all creatures, and is a holy language.

Bariaur show their thanks and respect for the forces represented in each

egg by respecting their language. Most importantly, Bariaur show their

respect through their form of worship. The shamans, highly attuned to

nature and its forces, represent the energies of The Creator Egg. The

mystics, devoted to discovering the core truth of each creatures beliefs,

represent the energies of The Spirit Egg. The priests, who worship the

Bariaur powers -- those who give us our ideals and goals in life, represent

the energies of the Reason Egg.

When any of these three aspects of Bariaur belief are weak or lacking, the

flock suffers, and the Bariaur resemble creatures before The Hatching. When

the shamans are weak, the land suffers and the Bariaur grow sick. When the

mystics are weak, the Bariaur become insulated, and find themselves

unprepared for the outside world. When the priests are weak, the Bariaur

lack a sense of purpose and find themselves dispersed and unable to come

together. All three groups believe that through balance, the Bariaur can

find true happiness.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.wenet.net/~csangha/planes/

A bit more for a new sect

A while back (a loooooong while back), I posted the Sentients, a sect who 

believed that the planes were alive, and attempted to study them in order to 

find out how to communicate with them. When I did so, I only bothered to list 

the outer Planes, mostly because I hadn't got the Inner Planes book at the 

time.

Well, I've got it now. Or rather several months ago. And I've just finished 

expanding the Sentients to take in the Inner Planes, and also the Astral, 

Ethereal and the Outlands. The Prime, of course, never would be an area for 

study by the Sentients. And, having finished it, I'm posting it here to see 

what response, if any, I get.

See, Greg. Told you I'd get it done. And I'm only about two months late - 

how's that for organization :-)

If anyone reads this and wonders who on earth the Sentients are, I can send 

you the first part of the write up if you email me and ask. Or it's on the 

Mimir. Maybe. I was told it was going on, but I can't say that I've looked 

recently so I don't know for sure.

Anyway, here's the rest of the Sentients. I'm going to work on my next PS 

project an extra race of fiends. Cos we need more :-)

In the last couple of years, many of the new recruits into the sect known as 

the Planes-lovers, or the Sentients (although they refer to themselves as the 

True Order of the Planes) have decided that they wish to study a plane other 

than one of those that lie on the Great Ring. Accordingly, it is now possible 

to find Planes-lovers living on the Outlands, the Astral, the Ethereal, and 

even each of the Inner Planes, trying to communicate with the living essence 

of the plane. These Sentients are now beginning to report back to their 

superiors in the sect with their discoveries, and the knowledge that they 

have unearthed. They are also finding, like their colleagues who have chosen 

to specialise in one of the Outer Planes, that their study in changing them.


There now follows an updated list of the advantages and disadvantages 

of being a Sentient.

Astral



A Sentient who lives on the Astral plane 

gains one of the Astral proficiencies (as given in The Guide to the Astral 

Plane) as a bonus. Furthermore, such bashers can add +1 to their Intelligence 

and Wisdom scores for the purposes of working out their astral Strength and 

Dexterity only. On the down side (apart from the fact that living on the 

Astral for any significant length of time is likely to attract the attention 

of the githyanki), such bashers tend to find that they are so attuned to the 

Astral plane that they have problems when they leave it for any other plane, 

suffering a -1 penalty to all attack, damage, proficiency and saving throws 

for the first month that they spend away from the Astral. 

Ethereal


Planes-lovers have found the Ethereal plane a 

relatively safe place to dwell, and quietly study the nature of the plane. 

Consequently, quite a few have done so. They gain a bonus proficiency in any 

Ethereal-based proficiency. They are also able to move up to twice their 

normal movement rate without suffering any damage (though this is only really 

significant in short-range movement in the Deep Ethereal). However, like 

those Sentients who have chosen the Astral plane, those on the Ethereal plane 

find that they find it difficult to re-adjust to a 'normal' plane when they 

pass into one, and suffer a -1 penalty to all rolls as described above for 

the first month outside of the Ethereal.

Negative Energy Plane
Amazingly, some Sentients have decided to study the 

Negative Energy Plane. Well, three have, anyway. And two of those died before 

they could report back to the sect. However, the remaining Planes-lover 

discovered that, after six months dwelling on the plane, she developed a 

permanent Negative Plane Protection effect. She also found that on her few 

trips off the plane, those undead with a connection to the Negative Energy 

Plane would not attack her under any circumstance that she could manufacture 

(even if she attacked them first). She could not, however, command the 

undead. She also discovered that once you have become attuned to Negative 

Energy, positive energy (such as that which can be found on any other plane) 

becomes sickening. She suffered 1 point of damage for every hour she spent 

outside of the Negative Energy Plane, and this could only be restored by 

draining levels from other beings. One level can be drained per touch, 

restoring one point of damage. Healing spells on this Sentient only work on 

the Negative Energy Plane, where they heal the minimum possible amount. It is 

suspected that the Positive Energy Plane would prove fatal to the 

planes-lover the instant she ever went there.

Positive Energy Plane

Although many Clueless regard it as a more 

friendly plane, the Positive Energy Plane is just as inimicable to life as 

it's Negative counterpart. However, the Sentients being nothing if not a 

determined bunch of cutters, some have decided that they will attempt to 

study the plane. And some of them have succeeded. They have reported a 

complete protection to the detrimental effects of the plane in roughly a six 

month time-span (including being able to 'breath' the essence of the plane), 

although they still have to lower their natural defences momentarily in order 

to have any wounds healed. However, they have found that when they leave the 

plane, any undead within a 1 mile per level radius are automatically 

attracted to them. All undead will attack such a Sentient to the exclusion of 

anything else in existence (although it is conjectured that a power might be 

able to stop them doing so). Also, they have found that they have become 

dependant on the positive energy of the plane. Removed from it's presence 

(i.e. anywhere else), they suffer one point of damage per round. Healing 

repairs the damage, but only restores the minimum amount possible (being but 

a pale, diluted version of the energy of the plane).

Elemental Planes (general)
After a period of study (usually ranging from 

six months to one year), Sentients who have chosen to study an elemental, 

para-elemental or quasi-elemental plane find that they have adapted to life 

there almost completely. They are able to breath and move through the 

environment of the plane as a native does; in addition they take no damage 

from the nature of the plane. So, for example, an attuned Sentient, if 

attuned to the correct plane, can walk through the plane of Earth at will, 

can breath Ice and suffers no heat or fire damage in the plane of Fire. This 

continues to outside the plane, but note that it applies to non-magical 

damage only. So, a Sentient who has left the Plane of Fire can still walk 

through and breath fire at will, and takes no damage, but only providing it 

is non-magical fire. Planes-lovers who have studied the plane of Earth have 

demonstrated a love of merging with the surrounding earth and stone wherever 

they are. Rumour has it that one travelled to a backwater prime where he 

appeared from the earth in front of a primitive tribe there, and has since 

(with occasional visits to keep his memory fresh) become worshipped by that 

tribe as an earth god.

Elemental Air


It comes as no surprise to those in the know  that the Plane of Elemental Air has more Sentients studying it than any other Inner Plane. Cynics have suggested that this might, possibly, be because it 

is the easiest to live upon. It is useful to note that on other planes, the 

ability to 'move through the environment' of the plane of Air becomes a 

permanent fly spell on an individual. Stories are told of Sentients who have 

spent a month away from the plane of Air, and never once touched the ground. 

One wag even suggested that perhaps the dabus are Planes-lovers of the Plane 

of Air. 





Sentients from this plane gain a +1 bonus to all spells of Elemental Air, and suffer a -1 penalty to all spells of 

Elemental Earth. This is cumulative with all other similar bonuses (such as 

for elementalist wizards; this applies to all such bonuses and penalties). At 

5th level, Sentients gain a first level Elemental Air spell of their choice 

(wizards gain an extra spell which must be Elemental Air). At 10th level they 

gain a 2nd level spell, and a 3rd level spell when they achieve 15th level. 

They suffer a -2 reaction adjustment to all creatures from the plane of Earth 

(-4 to the dao). 

Elemental Earth

Planes-lovers who have made the plane of Elemental 

Earth their choice for study discover that they gain a +1 bonus against 

Elemental Earth spells, and gain the ability to cast Elemental Earth spells 

themselves in a like manner to above. Against this, they suffer a -1 penalty 

to all spells from the school of Elemental Air, and a -2 reaction adjustment 

to inhabitants of that plane (-4 against the djinn). 

Elemental Fire


Sentients from the Crematorium gain a +1 bonus to all spells of Elemental Fire, and suffer a -1 penalty to all spells 

from Elemental Water. They gain the ability to cast Elemental Fire spells in 

a manner listed above. They suffer a -2 reaction adjustment to creatures from 

the Plane of Elemental Water (-4 to the marids), but gain a +1 reaction 

adjustment to inhabitants of the Plane of Elemental Fire. 

Elemental Water

Those Sentients who choose to study the Bottomless Deep eventually gain a +1 bonus to all spells of Elemental Water, and the ability to cast such spells in the manner listed above. They also have a +1 

reaction adjustment to creatures native to that plane. However, they suffer a 

- -1 penalty to all spells of Elemental Fire, and have a -2 reaction adjustment 

to natives of that plane (and -4 against the efreeti).

Para-Elemental Ice

Those Sentients that have adapted to life on 

this plane gain a +1 bonus to all saves against magical cold and ice attacks. 

They can also move at normal speeds over the slipperiest of surfaces. 

However, once they have adapted to the frigid conditions of this plane, they 

find that other areas are far too warm for them. They are happiest in 

temperatures below freezing (the lower the better), but can accept 

temperatures up to 5 degrees centigrade without discomfort. Above this, they 

suffer one point of damage for each extra 10 degrees in the air temperature 

(note that wind can cool them), per hour that they are exposed. They may also 

sweat much more than other people; so much so that they must ensure that they 

drink adequate amounts of water. Healing spells reverses the damage caused as 

normal.

Para-Elemental Magma
Those Planes-lovers who have taken up the study of the plane of Magma eventually become adapted to the heat and poisonous 

atmosphere. They become immune to non-magical heat (though not fire) and gain 

a save at +2 against magical heat (such as Heat Metal spells). They are 

immune to all forms of gaseous poisons, including Cloudkill spells, although 

they remain just as vulnerable to other forms of poison. They find that cold 

temperatures become anathema to them, however, and suffer one point of damage 

per hour per 10 degrees below 20 centigrade.

Para-Elemental Ooze

Incredible as it may seem, some Sentients 

have chosen to study the life of the Para-Elemental Plane of Ooze. Such 

people become resistant to poisons and acids than other bashers, gaining a +2 

to all such saves. They are immune to the poisons and acids found on the 

Para-Plane itself. On the downside, these Planes-lovers can never wash the 

nature of the plane from them. The smell (not to mention their appearance) 

imposes a -3 reaction adjustment on all creatures that they meet (except 

natives of the Para-Plane of Ooze itself). This is in addition to a permanent 

- -3 that is applied to their Charisma. Also, they must make a save versus 

breath weapon whenever they touch pure water (or similar liquid) not to 

contaminate the water. This save must be made, in the case of continuous 

contact, every other round. Contaminated liquid becomes a class G poison. 

Repeated exposure increases the class of the poison to H, then I, then J. 

Direct physical contact is required for this, and the Sentient remains immune 

to poisons thus created.

Para-Elemental Smoke
The nature of this plane has made study reasonably 

easy, but the fruits of that study had been, thus far, small. Planes-lovers 

who study the plane have developed an ability to breath not just smoke, but 

any air-filled atmosphere (in other words, not water or earth, but air filled 

with poison would be safe). They have to put up with the fact that they find 

pure air discomforting in it's lack of heat and impurities, however. This 

discomfort manifests itself as a -1 penalty to attack rolls and proficiency 

checks on other planes (except where the atmosphere is heavily contaminated).

Quasi-Elemental Lightning
Sentients who spend time of the plane of 

Lightning become much changed in nature. They move much faster than other 

bashers (double movement rate), but in order to accommodate this they require 

extra energy, and need to eat much more than others. Their metabolism is 

speeded up, causing them to heal wounds (naturally) at a rate twice as fast 

as others. They also require less sleep. It remains to be seen whether this 

increased metabolism will have any long-term effect on them other than an 

increased requirement for nutrition. Sages have speculated that they may age 

faster. They also become immune to lightning in all forms (even magical), but 

will tend, with one exception, to draw lightning towards themselves when on 

other planes. Even a Chain Lightning spell will, where possible, ground 

itself on such a Planes-lover (if they are within the area of effect, even if 

they are not even close to the intended first target), and use all it's 

charges when doing so). The exception to this is when the lightning 

originates from the Sentient themselves. They are able to draw on the nature 

of the plane (wherever they may be at the time) and throw lightning around. 

the effect of this is the same as a Lightning Bolt spell. They can do this 

once per day when they reach 2nd level, twice when they gain 8th level, three 

times at 14th level and four times at 19th level.

Quasi-Elemental Mineral
There are relatively few initial benefits from 

studying the quasi-elemental plane of Mineral, but once people have adapted 

to the plane, it is also a fairly safe place to live and study. Such 

Sentients become immune to not only the petrifying nature of the plane, but 

also all other petrifying attacks and spells, including the gaze attacks of 

medusae and basilisks, and Flesh To Stone spells. When they reach 8th level, 

they gain the ability to use a gaze attack of their own once per day. This 

gaze attack takes the form of a limited petrification spell, effectively 

being a Slow spell. At 11th level, they can use this twice per day. At 14th 

level, they gain a stronger version of this attack, which acts as a Hold 

Person (or Monster, etc. but not undead) once per day, becoming twice a day 

at 18th level. Both gaze attacks can be resisted by the victim if a 

successful save is made (versus petrification). In the event of a successful 

save, the gaze attack is lost for the remainder of the day.





However, once these Planes-lovers have become 

attuned to the plane of Mineral, they begin to require gems in addition to 

their usual diet. These are consumed by being placed in the mouth and sucked 

(as a lozenge). Sentients require 10 gp worth of gems per level every week. 

Failure to get this results in the loss of all kit benefits until they have 

managed to consume enough gems.

Quasi-Elemental Radiance
Few Sentients have managed to survive long 

enough in this plane to become attuned to it; however a few have begun to 

report some results. Once they have studied the plane for long enough, they 

are able to see without difficulty. They are also immune to damage from the 

heat and fire of the plane, although any clothing that they wear, or 

materials that they possess, are still affected by the nature of the plane. 

They become able to cast Continual Light spells twice per day at 5th level, 

and at 10th level gain a special attack form that they can use initially once 

per day (and an extra time per day for each three levels above 10th). This 

attack form combines the heat and light of the plane into a devastating beam 

of energy, one foot across and capable of being projected as far as they can 

see. The energy beam causes 10d6 damage (save versus spell for half damage) 

if it hits. A THAC0 roll must be made against AC10, plus any dexterity and 

magic bonuses that the victim may have. The dexterity of the Sentient applies 

a modifier to the attack roll. Note that some creatures may be less 

vulnerable to this attack, and others will be more vulnerable. The DM should 

judge this based upon how the victim would respond to a light- or heat-based 

attack.





However, once your eyes become adjusted to the incredible light of the plane of Radiance, any other plane seems dark and dismal by comparison. In conditions where normal light (or similar effects achieved by magical means) is available, the Sentient can see, just about 

(treat as if it is dark). Where lighting conditions are poor (for example, at 

dusk, or a poorly lit room), the Sentient is effectively blind (note the 

effect this has upon their energy beam attack). Also, all such Planes-lovers 

lose infravision, if they had it, and cannot gain it by any means, even 

magical.

Quasi-Elemental Steam
The plane of Steam is quite conducive to mortals, and so has had a fair number of Planes-lovers deciding to study it. Those who 

have done so have discovered that they can tolerate the plane without any 

trouble (even the hot steam pockets) once they have studied enough. However, 

they gain few other benefits, becoming able to breath water for up to one 

hour per day without assistance. After that, they require spells or magical 

items to assist them as other people do. However, there are few hindrances to 

endure either; merely a greater requirement for liquids than normal 

(otherwise the Sentient will begin to dehydrate). This arises because they 

become used to breathing an air with an extremely high water content. They 

must either breathe a water or steam environment for an hour a day, or 

consume twice as much liquid than other people require. Failure to achieve 

this causes dehydration, which causes a cumulative loss of 3 hp, and a -1 

penalty to attack and damage rolls for each day where dehydration occurs. The 

attack and damage penalties are cancelled after one day where the requirement 

is achieved, the hp loss must be healed.

Quasi-Elemental Ash

Sentients who have chosen to study this plane 

have reported that they are more resistant to cold-based spells, gaining a +1 

bonus to their saving throws against such magic. In addition, they are able 

to drain the heat from objects and creature at a touch. When used against 

living being, a successful touch (which must be flesh to flesh) causes the 

victim to suffer 1d6 damage from Sentients of up to 5th level, 2d6 from those 

of levels 6 to 9, 3d6 from bashers of levels 10 to 13, 4d6 from Sentients who 

are between 14th and 18th level, and a whopping 6d6 damage per touch from 

cutters of 19th level or above. On the downside, these Planes-lovers cannot 

have infravision, and high temperatures cause them damage. In temperatures of 

over 30 degrees Centigrade, they suffer one point of damage per round, unable 

to cope with the heat of their surroundings. They also suffer -2 penalties to 

saves against fire or heat based spells. A successful save indicates that 

they take full damage from the spell, failure results in taking double damage.

Quasi-Elemental Dust

For those Sentients who have chosen to study the para-elemental plane of Dust, there are relatively few benefits. They are immune to the nature of the plane, including the disintegration damage, and 

the cobwebs. They are also immune to any spell or spell-like effect that 

causes corrosion in one form or another. This includes Disintegrate spells 

and the breath weapon of black dragons, and other similar effects. However, 

these Planes-lovers find that they cannot heal any damage, regardless of 

where they are or how it was inflicted, unless a Restoration or a Negative 

Plane Protection spell is cast upon them immediately prior to the healing 

spell. 

Quasi-Elemental Salt

Planes-lovers who have chosen to study the 

plane of Salt find that not only are they immune to the dehydrating effect of 

the plane, but that they are able to inflict this effect on other people, 

even when they on other planes. Initially once per day (rising to twice per 

day at 8th level and three times per day at 16th level) they may attempt to 

dehydrate a single target. That target suffers 1d6 damage per level of the 

Sentient causing the effect (up to a maximum of 12d6). A save versus breath 

weapon for half damage is permitted, but magic resistance is not applicable. 

However, such Sentients do have to endure some problems as well as this 

potent power. Their thirst is considerable, and they must consume half their 

body weight in water (or similar liquid) per day, or start to dehydrate 

themselves, suffering 1d4 damage per day, with a -1 penalty applied to all 

rolls as well. Also, any liquid that they come into contact with, however, 

briefly, is salinated, and becomes undrinkable. This includes even magical 

potions (although they can drink magical potions, once they have taken one 

dose from it, it is useless).

Quasi-Elemental Vacuum
Sentients who have become adapted to the plane of Vacuum no longer need to breath. Period. Which means that they are totally 

unaffected by the difficulty in breathing on any of the Inner Planes, and 

that inhaled poisons (including such spells as Cloudkill) do not affect these 

bashers at all. They still require food and drink, however. They do have to 

put up with the fact that once they become used to the absence of any 

atmosphere of any variety, when they travel to a place that has an atmosphere 

(that is, anywhere else), they find that it weighs heavily upon them, 

inflicting a -1 penalty to attack and damage rolls.

The Outlands


Surprisingly, the Outlands was the last place where the studies of any of the Planes-lovers actually showed any effect. The theory has it that in a plane that lies between everywhere, even with 

research finding the unique character of the plane is extremely difficult. 

Nevertheless, prolonged research (over two years in some cases) is finally 

beginning to pay some dividends. These Sentients have discovered that 

whenever they travel between places on the Outlands, they always do so in the 

minimum time. This occurs even when they are part of a group, provided the 

group does not total more people than half of their level. As yet, they have 

reported no disadvantage. Given the long time, compared to other Sentients, 

that they took to report anything, however, this current lack of negative 

feedback is not regarded as final.

Galzion

The Horned Doe

Every group needs a wholesome place to rest, relax and wash away the dirt

and grime of life on the plains. This ain’t it berk!  The Horned Doe is

named after disgraced horned Bariaur does.  The name also contains a bit of

Bariaur sexual innuendo as well. Although 5% of Bariaur females are born

with horns (and 5% of males without), Bariaur society shuns horned does, or

worse, secretly drowns them at birth. Unlike The Golden Bariaur Inn, for

most non-Bariaur, the Horned Doe appears to be a raucous testosterone laden

den of inequity. However, most Bariaur see it as a tribute to Bariaur

culture.

The Horned Doe is located on Brandy Lane in The Lower Ward, several blocks

from The Shattered Temple. Sitting on the border of devastation, The Horned

Doe is a large three story warehouse with no sign.  Standing in the

entryway is Muommu.

Getting In: Muommu (Pr/Male Giff/F8/Os/LN) "Hailing from Marduk in Arcadia,

standing nine feet tall and weighing in at 646 pounds, Muuuuuuu-ommu!"

That’s likely how visitors will be introduced to Muommu later in the

evening, as he fights bare handed with a net, gladiator style in one of the

fighting rings.

Muommu is a golden skinned Giff, a race of creatures that look like

two-legged hippopotamuses:

     "The giff is humanoid, with stocky, flat, cylindrical legs and a

     humanoid torso, arms, and fingers. Its chest is broad and supports a

     hippopotamus head with a natural helmet of flexible, chitinous plates.

     Giff come in colors ranging from black to gray to a rich gold, and

     many have colorful tattoos that leave their bodies a patchwork record

     of past victories. Giff speak their own language and the Common

     tongue."

Muommu works as The Horned Does doorman and bouncer. Bariaur are allowed in

for free (female Bariaur are also given 10gps in gambling chips) and

everyone else has to pay a 1gp cover charge. Non-Bariaur generally don’t

smoke enough, bet enough, or choose to eat, play or stay the night.

Non-Bariaur who come regularly might have the cover charge waived, entirely

at Muommu’s discretion. Bariaur bucks often bring does so they can gamble

away their free chips. This tends to leave a lot of bored does sitting

around the place, which happens to be the number two reason for a Bariaur

buck or hybrid creature to come.

Troublemakers will be pummeled. In fact, there’s a sign on the wall that

says "Troublemakers Will be Pummeled." Muommu is only supposed to keep out

what might be considered real troublemakers, especially ogres and other

evil-aligned humanoids that often give hybrid races trouble. Some of these

types may be allowed in, if they agree to fight in the rings. The 1gp cover

charge was Muommu’s idea, but he does such a fine job, the management

hasn’t confronted him about his scheme yet.

INSIDE THE HORNED DOE

THE FIRST FLOOR: The brownish smog that chokes the Lower Ward gives way to grayish smog in The Horned Doe. Non-Bariaur entering The Horned Doe will

need to make a constitution check or find themselves physically sick for a

number of turns equal to the number they missed on the die. After this

first check, if they decide to stay, they become accustomed to the heavy

smoke. A retching customer vomiting on the hay covered floors is a common

scene at The Horned Doe. In fact a few Bariaur gamblers stand in the back

of the room making side bets, betting which two-legged visitor is likely to

lose his lunch. A winning Bariaur might even buy the two-legger a smoke,

possibly as part of another bet! This is strongly discouraged by the house.

The floor is covered with sawdust and hay, and it’s considered socially

acceptable for hybrid creatures to relieve themselves at any time. Several

well-dressed pre-teen bucks work inconspicuously with a shovel and pale to

clean the offal and the occasional puke, but participants, especially

two-leggers need to be watchful of where they step.

Bariaur runners with horned doe patches on their black silk vests walk the

lower floor, collecting money from competition participants and taking bets

and returning receipts to and from The Gambling Board. Creatures of all

kinds sit on large, amorphous leather bags filled with husks of barley.

Others stand around, smoking and talking, paying various amounts of

attention to the activities around them. There’s cheering, singing,

flirting, the cries of combat, the smashing of horns against horns, and the

thundering of hooves. Ahh, Bariaur paradise.

LAYOUT: The Herb Bar stands to the left of the entranceway. Across the room

from the Herb Bar is the Betting Board. Next to The Betting Board is a

spiral stone ramp up to the second floor.  In the middle of the huge

expanse of this old warehouse are various contests.  Quarters, either for

sleeping, meeting or rutting are available from the bartender. The

"restaurant" is on the third floor. Various doors on the first floor lead

to storerooms and offices.

THE HERB BAR: A Bariaur buck, Mef Jako, stands behind the bar, selling

various dried leaves, pipes and wrapping paper. Clear jars with colored

labels sit behind the bar on three layers of wooden shelves. The jars are

labeled in Bariaur runes. The herbs in the jar are ordered in section by

physiological effect. Herb jars containing mild depressants, including

prime tobacco, sit on the far left with green labels. More potent

depressants sit next to those, such as prime opiates, with blue labels. Red

label jars contain mild to potent hallucinogens. On the far right sit the

stimulants, with white labels. The most expensive (rare) herbs sit on the

bottom shelf or sometimes in a back room. The rest of the herbs generally

range in price from bottom to top and can cost anywhere from 2cp per ounce

for common ragweed to over 100gps an ounce for rare planar varieties.

The bartender, Mef Jako (Pl/bmale/D5/S2/N), is a serene and happy Bariaur

druid from The Outlands. He’s more than willing to listen or give personal

advice to his clientele, often asking "and how did that make you FEEL?"

He’s an expert on herbs and plant life and can recommend a particular herb

based on a berk’s story. He’ll often steer non-Bariaur customers down to

the left side of the bar where they’re likely to find more appropriate

(mild depressant) herbs.  Jacko’s coat is unusual, as it’s all white with

no other coloration. He claims it’s a result of proper living and herbal

supplements, but really, he was born like that.

Herb smoking is popular among Bariaur and other hybrids who either aren’t

effected by alcohol or whose body cannot handle distilled spirits. Bariaur

visiting The Horned Doe have their own method and stance on smoking herbs.

Some strict religious Bariaur follow the shamans restrictions against

smoking herbs except in religious ceremonies. Those who do smoke either

have a particular herb that’s their favorite, or choose an herb based on

their mood. Some Bariaur, especially Sensates, might start from the left

side of the bar and work their way down over the period of an evening,

eventually ending with a stimulant in the hopes that it might provide the

focus to help them get home. Other Bariaur might come to The Horned Doe to

fight in the contests and either might be looking for a particular herb to

help their performance or may swear off herbs altogether, claiming they

inhibit their instincts for combat.

THE BETTING BOARD: Sitting directly across the room from The Herb Bar is

the Gambling Board. Here bets are placed on the various contests going on

at The Horned Doe. These include The Ramming Tracks, The Fighting Pits, The

K’ton Challenge, and even the upstairs Rutting Rooms! Yes, mating is a

sport to Bariaur of both genders, and participants are in a contest as

serious as mortal combat.

Merk Charapa (Pl./bmale/F8/FL/CG) runs the betting board. Merk is a

friendly enough cutter from The Beastlands. He’s more than happy to

separate a berk’s money from him, although he might cut off a gambler who

is clearly in over his head. Charapa is a Bariaur of average size, wearing

black leather armor with an Indep symbol engraved on his flank. Despite

being male, Merk is quite intelligent, able to calculate gambling odds

(based on a participants look and walk) and large numbers in his head.

Gambling is only one attraction at The Horned Doe, so although it’s taken

seriously, it is not necessarily the largest money maker or most important

endeavor.

RAMMING TRACKS: There are two ramming tracks on opposite ends of the room, where Bariaur (and sometimes other creatures, including Giff) take turns

smashing into each other, head first. The contest continues until one is

unconscious or concedes. Like all the contests at The Horned Doe, customers

are encouraged to participate, although later in the evening, professionals

take over to provide a rich array of multi-racial entertainment. It costs

1sp per run, per contestant.

FIGHTING PITS: There are four ten by ten foot fighting pits with a sharply

curving semi-circular depression on each side for entry. There is also a

larger fifth pit, The Ring of Champions, reserved for special fights. There

are usually four separate fights going on at any given time. Fights to the

death are not allowed, you can take those outside. Other than that,

anything goes. Some events usually include: Bariaur wrestling, fistfights,

non-fatal weapons like nets and clubs, and occasionally, stunning

demonstrations of martial arts. The final event of the night is always The

Ring of Champions, and the fight is always won by a Bariaur.  It costs 3sps

per contestant for a 20-minute period.

THE K’TON CHALLENGE: The most popular contest, besides actual gambling, is The K’ton Challenge. Bariaur climb a narrow spiral staircase to the top of

a platform suspended twenty feet above the ground. fifty feet across from

them is another platform and in the middle is a narrow walkway, about one

foot wide. A padded, but perfectly weighted K’ton is given to each

participant who is then expected to knock the other off the narrow walkway

into the hay below. Below in the center of the building is The Horned Doe’s

supply of hay, the likely location of most falls from the K’ton Challenge.

Nevertheless, the crowd still cheers when 800 pounds of Bariaur plummets to

the ground, shaking the building. It costs 5gp per contestant. Because of

the cost, the K’ton Challenge is not usually an ongoing activity. This

makes a K’ton competition seem even more special.

THE SECOND FLOOR: Unlike the open space of the first floor, the second

floor contains smaller rooms for various purposes. In the center of the

floor are meeting rooms and rutting rooms. Around the sides of the floor

are sleeping quarters.

MEETING/RUTTING ROOMS: The rooms are identical, the only difference being the intentions of the participants. Bariaur in meetings are often

interrupted, pleasantly they might tell you, to the sound of Bariaur

romance in the next room, or as some like to call it with a wink, "the

closing of the deal."

QUARTERS: Around the edges of the floor are sleeping quarters. These are

basic straw covered floors with a water basin and a complimentary bowl of

fine greens. No two-legger is likely to find these accommodations

acceptable. The smell alone is usually enough to drive them away, although

most Bariaur will look puzzled if you mention the odor: "Huh? What

smell???"

THIRD FLOOR: The ramp continues up to the third floor, a large, humid

greenhouse with tall plants and a glass ceiling. A thick layer of soil

covers the floor and water pumps provide irrigation, as well as water for

several drinking troughs around the wide open space. This is The Horned

Doe’s restaurant. Ferel Savena (Pl/maleb/D6/TO/N) is the gardener and your

host. 6sps will buy you an all you can eat buffet and the use of a small

scythe for cutting plants. The buffet contains a large variety of tasty

plants, vegetables and fruits. Most two-leggers might not find "the garden"

so impressive, considering it’s overrun by huge weeds. However, these weeds

are Bariaur delicacies that can make a buck cry nostalgically as he

remembers his childhood. With some assistance a two-legger is likely to

find a fine vegetarian meal in the garden.

THE PROPRIETOR: Jik Kala, Bariaur paladin of Tirag Thunderhooves, god of

gambling and games, owns and operates The Horned Doe. You won’t normally

find Jik wandering around The Horned Doe. Instead, he’s usually handling

business affairs in his modest office or working with city officials to

smooth over complaints or verifying legal compliance. Jik believes that the

ideals of The Horned Doe are the epitome of Bariaur society. Some officials

aren’t so sure. Jik sees his enterprise as a respectable means to preserve

Bariaur culture and create jobs for Bariaur while offering a safe venue in

Sigil for their often dangerous activities. Although Jik Kala is dedicated

to Bariaur culture and belief, he is intent on following all the laws of

Sigil, even if it cuts into the profits of his establishment, most of which

are used to support various charities.

The elemental dead.

Long thought to be exempt from undeath every so often an elemental, para,

quazi, or energy planar encounters it's opposite power, and every so often

its remains are reanimated through negative energy.

QUENCHED: When a fire elemental is thrown into the plane of water,

sometimes the result is soggy ash (non negative ash) With burning embers

in it.

BOILING: When a water elemental is thrown into the plane of fire sometimes

the negative replaced life force pulls the steam back together into a body

of boiling water.

SILTEN: when earth is thrown into water and the soil is washed away the

negative energy has been known to animate the sediment laden water. These

Silten have been known to smoth people in deposited sediments.

DUSTEN: Not the wind driven sand of the plane of dust, his fine dust is

the ultimate result of earth eroding over hundreds of years in the plane

of air. Due to the slowness of this process dusten tend to be insane.

With particles too small to sand blast with they choke their enemies

instead.

SMOTHERED: When earth smothers fire the resulting dead flame can rise

again. An odd patch of dirt with anti fire rising from it may form. Anti

fire burns the unburnable yet the burnable may quench it. Anti fire

produces darkness and cold.

CHLORENALS: When salt hits water (or a tanar'ri hits a salt quasielemental

with a salt splitting spell) one of two beings may form on a rare

occasion (though usually the salt quazi dies). The chlorinal is the most

common of the two. Composed of toxic green gas the gas dragon (named for

the salt appearance and the gaseous composition) drifts bye using its

corrosive form to do damage. Both sodiumites and chlorinals feel un-whole

and search for their missing half.

SODIUMITES: Far rarer than Chlorenals since Sodiumites explode in water,

sodiumites Are dangerous to mess with, fortunately most avoid all water to

the best of their ability.

It's 9.04 MST in the morning...

A long while back I posted a complicted theory about the Lady of Pain.

***

The Lady is half-dabus.  The Dragon Lord Io stole an egg and fertizlized it

in the Abyss.  See, the dabus had long controlled Sigil, and Io new that the

city was a key to power.  And he felt that the dabus would cooperate with

him if he was a blood relative (this can be partially verified in both "On

Hallowed Ground" and "In the Cage: A Guide to Sigil.")

Before all of this, the god of portals, Aoskar, came to power and called kip

in the City.  The dabus tolerated him because he provided powerful

protection without enslaving the people who lived there.  It was just a

fitting place to have his realm (I believe that this is a reasonable

assumption, if the other information might be true).

Now a little on the dabus. It seems some hostility exists between them and

the arcane.  The arcane never pass through Sigil, despite their existence

being based around the transportation of goods.  Should one find itself in

Sigil, it will leave by any means neccessary.  The arcane never enter Sigil,

the dabus never leave (The PSCMCII and most guides to Sigil).

Many eons ago, the arcane and dabus were one race.  They drew their energy

from the City itself, and used a natural ability to create portals to the

Planes of Air and Radiance to survive...  But then something unexpected

occured: a mortal planewalker stumbled through one of the portals in Air and

wound up in Sigil.  He was the first non-dabus ever within the City.

The dabus who would become the arcane wanted to banish him from the City,

and ensure that no non-dabus ever returned.  They believed that others would

draw the race's much needed energy away.  The other dabus countered by

saying that many non-dabus had great power (i.e., magic) that would replace

any power that would be lost.  Eventually, it was decided that non-dabus

could use the City (although the future arcane weren't pleased).

Thus it went on for millenia.  The humans, elves, and others who used the

portals had, generally, a respect for the City's silent masters.  In time,

this silence caused problems for dabus who wished to communicate with the

visitors.  The used their magic to change themselves, learning to

communicate with symbols anyone could understand.  The future arcane

objected to altering themselves for the sake of non-dabus.

The final breaking point came when Aoskar took up residence in the City.

The future arcane were furious (as much as any stoic, nearly-emotionless

being can be), and demanded that he be removed.  Again, the majority

objected: Aoskar only wanted to live here, and his presence kept out

troublemakers (especially any other ambitious deities).  The future arcane

had had enough.  They packed their bags and left town.  Because they had

drawn their power from the city, they were now reduced to siphoning energy

out of any magical equipment they could get their hands on.

Many millenia later, Io hatched his plot (and his daughter).  He raised her

in the Abyss, where he could hide his daughter in the endless chaos and

confusion.

The young demigod had no desire to simply be her father's key to the City of

Doors.  She fled him when she had the chance.  The Lady found a portal to

Sigil, and stepped through.

The people teated her like any other visitor.  But the dabus were stunned:

the Lady was one of them, she could speak to all of them, but, most of all,

she was able to simply ignore Aoskar's ward against other gods entering the

city.

The Lady believe her cousins to be slaves of Aoskar.  He had come into the

city and overcome its native.  Some dabus even worshipped him!  She set a

plan into motion that would end with his destruction...  The Lady drew

incredible amounts of power from the City, more than even the dabus.  She

settled for a direct confrontation with Aoskar.  During the battle, the Lady

closed the city's portals off completely.  Aoskar was cut off from his

worshippers.  He was still powerful, but he was so shocked that the Lady was

able to strike a mortal blow.

Aoskar was dead.  His worshippers were hunted down and mostly exterminated

by city loyalists.  The dabus removed his image from the city, and began to

serve their new queen.

***

CyberSam

cybersam@cyberhighway.net

ICQ: 7453750

Dark Mirror: A Comparison (of sorts) of the Yugoloths and Guardinals

(This essay was penned by A'kin the arcanoloth, or so he claims. We'll give

him the benefit of the doubt for now. - The Editor)

"It's no secret, at least to the lanned of the multiverse, that the

yugoloths have a destination in mind for the multiverse. I don't believe I'm

giving anything away by saying that. And, of course, it'll come as even less

of a surprise that our goal is what could be deemed "evil" by the rest of

the multiverse. The yugoloths don't see it that way: they see their

destination as what's best for the multiverse, and the rest of the

multiverse can go pike themselves. It's often a fear among planeswalkers

that all they're doing in the name of good is actually being controlled by

the yugoloths: even a foolish specific subset of the Revolutionary League

has gone completely paranoid and sees yugoloths around every corner. (For

more details, a cutter could head towards the Mimir.) Yugoloths are the

masters of trickery and guile, and they work covertly towards their aims,

manipulating pawn after pawn on a grand chessboard towards their ultimate

aim, the utter and complete domination of evil and the extinguishing of such

petty forces as "law," "chaos," and "good." This much is obvious to any

blood worth his salt.

    "But what of the guardinals? The "guardians" of Elysium are a mysterious

race in their own right, true, but they're not given the same level of

respect by cutters. The guardinals are equally as dedicated to reaching the

exact opposite goals as the yugoloths, and sitting home in Elysium ain't

going to help that. The dark is that the guardinals are just as good at the

chessboard as the yugoloths are; they're just very good at concealing their

designs and goals. While they claim to be defenders of their wonderful

little Plane and champions of Good, it's all one grand peel that any member

of my race would be proud of. The guardinals are more powerful than anyone

guesses; their little and pathetic raids on the Gray Waste by the lupinals

are just a cover for their true agendas.

    "Here's something that planar sages can't seem to pick up on: the Law of

Opposites doesn't apply just to the Inner Planes. It applies to good, evil,

law, and chaos. The guardinals are the mirror of the yugoloths, that's to be

certain. They can be as sneaky, dirty, and underhanded as the yugoloths are

virtuous, kind, and loving; both when they wish to accomplish something

relating to their final goal. Their final goal is, of course, the final

triumph of what they deem as "good" and the extinguishing of such petty

concepts as "law," "chaos," and "evil" along the way. The yugoloths often

manipulate (of course, I would never do this) good-aligned cutters into

serving their ultimate ends. The guardinals often manipulate evil-aligned

cutters into serving their ultimate ends. Such is the way of things, and

each of the two races struggles eternally against each other, both gaining

and losing ground.

    "Of course, the guardinals have it off better: nobody suspects their

hand in all things. While everyone needlessly portrays the yugoloths as

fiends that attempt to control the multiverse, they discount the guardinals

as merely the guardians and stalwarts of Elysium. Don't be fooled. Their

"ursinals" are like a mirror to the arcanoloths: as scheming and cunning as

Shemeshka to their own designs. Their warriors, the lupinals, cervidals, and

equinals are even more varied than the warriors of the Blood War, and each

serve the purpose of engaging in combat against their greatest enemies.

Their scouts are the "avorals," who are driven by insane curiosity, but

still report the darks they spy back to their superiors. They've even got

boatmen of the Upper Planar River Oceanus, the ardeidal, who are a direct

opposite of the maerrenoloths of the Styx in that they do not charge for

their services and are friendly to their passengers. These ardeidals

obviously navigate the Oceanus out of an ulterior motive: perhaps they wish

to channel the water of River Oceanus into the Outlands and towards the

Lower Planes. Perhaps they wish to learn the secrets of those that are

disarmed by their friendly demeanor. Perhaps they, like the avorals, are

chant-gatherers for their lords. Their kings, the "leonals," like the

ultroloths of Gehenna, seek their own particular variety of ethics to

permeate the Planes. They coordinate attacks on Lower Planar strongholds and

enhance the cause of "goodness" throughout the multiverse, no matter what

ends they need to accomplish the triumph of their goals in the long run.

    "Of course, the guardinals still seek what most mortals deem as 'good'

in the long run, but that doesn't mean that they won't pull their own

strings. Look, they've got a bleeding sect named after them, for Sigil's

sake! The "Guardians" are a bunch of mortal-wannabes who see the guardinals

as worthy of emulation and respect. You have to believe that the guardinals

are using that asset to the full extent of their abilities. There aren't all

as many guardinals as there are baatezu or tanar'ri, so it's a sure thing

that the "Guardians" are treated as honorary guardinals; they need all the

manpower they can get. Of course, a guardinal is worth about three baatezu

or tanar'ri in a battle, but they can't be everywhere at once. That's why

they formed the Guardians: willing mortal pawns that serve their ends. If

the manipulation of an entire sect ain't evil, then what is? These "good"

beings have directed the history of the entire group of gullible mortals

from its beginnings, sending thousands of innocent members of the Guardian

Sect to their deaths in order to accomplish their own self-serving goals.

    "Another thing I can't believe that you mortal sages have swallowed is

the belief that the guardinals mostly stick around their home plane of

Elysium, defending it from evil. How in Gehenna is that going to cause the

triumph of good? You'd best believe that the leonals are commanding their

race to spread itself across the Outer Planes and prevent the triumph of

"evil." The guardinals a cutter would see if he traveled to Elysium are

guardinals that are resting from their travels in the Outer Planes or on

guard duty. There are a great deal of them that guard Elysium from evils,

but an evil greater number of them walk the streets of Sigil or reside in

the Lower Planes, always in disguise, seeking out evil and turning it to

their own ends. That's truly what they're about: turning evil against itself

and turning it into good. That's the only way they believe that they'll

defeat the Lower Planes. 'Course, they're a bunch of leatherheads for

believing that the yugoloths don't see what they're doing. The guardinals

seek to strip the multiverse of its own free will, leaving everyone to live

it their happy little utopia of goodness. They will manipulate mortals to

their deaths in order to achieve their selfish goals, and in the end, when

they stand victorious and the forces of "evil" have been defeated, mortals

will not be able to tell the difference between triumph under 'good' and

slavery."

(A copy will be added to my website by the time you have read this)

Heregul

"April is the cruelest month, breeding

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain."

Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

ICQ #7235975

Tale of the Bariaur: The Payira

This is still pretty rough, but I welcome comments or criticism, either

public or private. I'll also be posting a "wild surge" chart and a Payira

NPC on my site soon.

Also, I deeply apologize for my participation in the alignment wars.  Never

have so many zeros and ones been so pointlessly manipulated.

- --gary

tale of the Bariaur

http://www.wenet.net/~csangha/planes

The Payira

So berk, you think you’ve figured out the ins and outs of Bariaur culture.

Does without horns are a disgrace, magic is outlawed, and Bariaur roam in

nomadic flocks.

Well, that’s only the half of it. You see, there’s a little known group of

Bariaur that no one talks about. They’re outside the flock, they don’t hold

traditional Bariaur beliefs, and most Bariaur think it best to keep their

existence secret.

Some of you have seen them and have asked me about The Payira, the strange

hornless bucks with pelts dyed black, a small golden horn shaved onto their

right flank. They seem surrounded by a maelstrom of strange magical energy.

I’m here to tell you a Bariaur secret, in the true tradition of the

mystics, in the spirit of sharing.

Bariaur does born with horns live a painful life of ridicule and despair,

at least those who aren’t drowned at birth. It’s an unhappy fact of Bariaur

life. But what happens to Bariaur bucks born without horns? Ah, you never

knew this happened.

You see, statistically, one in twenty Bariaur bucks is born without horns,

while one in twenty does are born with horns. This is not a curse from the

gods (the powers tell us) or nature’s retribution (the shamans declare),

but just the way things have always been (say the Payira).

While parents lament over horned does, the birth of a hornless buck is a

mixed blessing. Within hours of a hornless birth, a representative of the

Payira arrives to greet the newborn and congratulate the parents. No one

knows how the Payira discover these births. Some suspect the Payira of

causing birth of the hornless, others think them to be psychically attuned

to the birth of hornless bucks, cursed or blessed like themselves. Whatever

the suspicions, there is no place for a hornless buck in Bariaur society,

and the flock is thankful for the Payira for providing an opportunity for

this unusual situation.

When the hornless Payira buck arrives, the parents are given a gift. They

are presented with a solid gold horn, a symbol of the heroism that the

newborn buck will no doubt accomplish, and compensation for nature’s cruel

dispensation. The newborn buck is taken with the Payira representative with

promises of great accomplishments and tender care. Fathers wear their

golden horn proudly around their neck (some several), a show of honor

demonstrating that one of their offspring serves proudly with the Payira.

Flocks never again see their young hornless ones. However, some couples end

up forming a relationship with the Payira representative, as a kind of

visiting uncle from far away. These couples seem to produce multiple

hornless bucks, due to whatever reasons. The Payira call them blessed, but

the flock is not so sure. This is where the story ends for most Bariaur

flocks, but this is just the beginning for the hornless buck.

The Order

As in most things of this world, the Payira are bound by the rule of

threes. These three rules binds the Payira to each other and to their

cause. It is taught to the youngest of the order, even before they are old

enough to possibly comprehend it’s full meaning. The rules are also

liberating, as they free the buck from cultural constraints and racial

prejudices.

The Order Fights for Good. Although a simple command, the Payira have

turned the execution of this statement into an art form. Payira are the

only bucks ever to practice magic. Although the area of expertise is up to

the buck, all Payira, due to their training and possibly their physiology,

are wild mages.

Payira mages hire themselves out in groups of five or more to good causes,

either in war as mercenaries, protection for caravans, or security for

important heads of state. They always require payment and always insist on

working in groups.

MAGIC: Payira groups of five or more are able to work together to focus

their wild surges. These are unique surges, unlike anything experienced by

other wild mages. Focusing energy increases the surges potency or redirects

the effects to safe locations. This turns a group of frightening,

unpredictable mages into a single focused force for good.

MONEY: Some criticize the Payira for taking money. Payira not only take

payment, but their rates are quite steep. Although they are not

inexpensive, their results are always guaranteed. Most of this money is

given to the Payira organization, which then covertly distributes it to

worthy causes of good. Mages and technicians work as hard on their

philanthropy as they do studying and learning their magical craft. It is

said that with practice, anyone can harness the power of magic, but it

takes a true genius to give away money without corrupting the receiver.

The Order is Your Family. Payira may never return to their flock. They may

never visit their parents or even know of them. Payira are completely cut

off from Bariaur society, including religious beliefs, learned racial

traits, and even the ingrained desire towards wanderlust. Payira are

forever gone from their past life, even going so far as to treat Bariaur in

need as just another client.

The order is the family for the Payira. They count the order as their

brothers, their mentors, their students, their friends. The Payira are more

stable and orderly than the typical Bariaur flock, enabling young bucks to

accomplish things not possible within Bariaur society. Thus Payira mages

exist in a race that forbids magic and only rarely tolerates it among their

females.

Your Good Deeds are Your Offspring. Payira are forbidden to reproduce.

There are several reasons for this. First, it distracts the Payira from

their cause, diverting their energies towards mating, raising a family, and

other paternal duties. In a traditional Bariaur flock, the males have

little to do with the raising of children, but outside a flock a male would

have an incredibly difficult time with a family.

Second, the Payira ability to focus their surges is thought to be a

function of their sexual energy. To mate would be to limit a males sexual

energy, thus effecting their magical abilities and placing the order in

danger.

Third, the Payira, the hornless ones, have been essentially culled from

Bariaur society. In theory, the order should grow smaller and smaller as

males who produce hornless bucks are removed from the reproductive pool.

Over the last thousand years, the order has seen itself drop in numbers

from many tens of thousands to only a few thousand today.

THE END: It is ingrained in the minds of the Payira that one day their

order will cease to exist, thus the immediacy of their current goals. Evil

must be fought and the poor and downtrodden must given a chance to survive.

One day the last Payira will fall in battle, surrounded by his brothers,

but behind him will be an army of the oppressed and the meek, standing up

for their freedom.

Payira Character Kit

Role: Outsider to Bariaur society. Some payira regularly visit Bariaur

flocks to adopt hornless bucks into the order. They generally are not

expected to stay with the flock for more than a few hours. Sight of a

Payira is an inauspicious sign. They are not welcome during celebratory

events or rituals.

Secondary Skills: A Payira should have a craft related skill in use within

the region of his influence.

Weapon Proficiency: They may be proficient in any mage approved weapon.

Bonus Nonweapon proficiency: Etiquette, A Craft (cooking, woodworking,

etc.) This demonstrates the dual role of the Payira, as an elite fighter

and a champion of the downtrodden.

Recommended Nonweapon Proficiencies: Cooking, Herbalism, Instrument, Local

History, Modern Languages, Religion

Recommended Traits: Empathy, Lucky, Instrument

Distinctive Appearance: Payira dye their pelts completely black, except for

a small shaved golden horn on their right flank. They generally dress their

upper bodies in simple black cloth.

Wild Surges on the Planes of Chaos

I have felt that wild surges should embody the essence of the plane on which 

they were spawned.  It doesn't make much sense that a surge on the Abyss 

should produce a stream of butterflies when a spray of maggots would be much 

more appropriate.

Here are 3 "tough" tables I came up with when a wild surge occurs on the 

Planes of Chaos, one table each for Good/Neutral/Evil.  I also use a random 

table for a surge's duration (nothing should be that predictable on the 

Planes of Chaos):

D100 Roll
Arborea/Ysgard Surge Result

1
Caster polymorphs into a wild, non-monstrous animal native to the 

local area surrounding the caster.

2
A thunderstorm appears hurling a 2d4 lightning bolt at a random 

creature within 100' of the caster each round.

3
Target suffers as if under the effect of a chaos spell.

4
A 50' radius surrounding target is affected by entangle.

5
Caster gains weapon proficiency with a sword (DM's option as to which  type of sword).

6
Caster is the recipient of a homunculus shield.

7
Caster gains the druidic ability, change self.

8
A Bigby's forceful hand appears under the caster's control.

9
Ice storm centered on caster.

10
Caster affected by Tenser's transformation.

11
Caster protected by a chaos shield.

12
Haste spell centered on caster.

13
Caster recipient of foresight.

14
A Mordenkainen's sword appears under the caster's control.

15
Target polymorphs into a massive tree.

16
Target affected by improved invisibility.

17
Target affected by power word, stun.

18
Target recipient of a fire shield.

19
Caster's strength score is increased by +2.

20
All beings within 30' of caster lose their magic resistance.

21
Slow centered on target.

22
Caster's race changes to that of an aasimar.

23
Target is the recipient of an alternate reality spell.

24
Caster enters berserker rage, meleeing all enemies in sight for one 

turn.  Caster gains a +2 to hit but suffers a -2 to AC.

25
Caster affected by banishment.

26
Target enlarged.

27
A Mordenkainen's faithful hound appears under control of the caster.

28
Emotion centered on caster with a random emotional effect for each 

person affected.

29
Target is +1 to hit and damage with any weapon used.

30
Target receives a +4 to hit and damage when fighting without weapons 

(i.e. bare hands, hooves, claws, etc).

31
Target's number of melee attacks triples.

32
Target's number of melee attacks doubles.

33
A rain of magic missiles strikes all beings within 20' of caster 

(including caster).  Each being hit by 1d4+1 missiles.

34
Target is recipient of stoneskin.

35
Caster regenerates 1 hp/hour.

36
Caster grows long hair, full mustache and beard (regardless of sex).

37
All good-aligned creatures within 100' of caster receive +1 to hit 

and damage if fighting any evil creatures.

38
Animal summoning I summons local fauna to the caster's aid.

39
Suit of non-magical silver-coated plate mail appears on caster.

40
The sound of many trumpets roars from above and sunlight streams down from the sky.

41
The caster rolls a d4 (instead of d10) for initiative.

42
Caster affected by Mordenkainen's lucubration.

43
Caster is immune to all 1st level spells whether baneful or 

benevolent.

44
Target trapped in a forcecage.

45
A faerie dragon appears, breathes on target with its breath weapon, 

and then vanishes.

46
A pegasus appears next to the caster and will obey the caster's 

commands.

47
Caster's alignment becomes chaotic good.

48
Target trapped in an Otiluke's resilient sphere.

49
Caster instinctively speaks the eladrin tongue.

50
Target affected by chaos.

51
Caster can cast two spells a round if both spells have a casting time 

of 2 or less.

52
Spell reaches its fullest potential with regard to range, duration, 

area of effect, and damage.

53
Caster affected by Otiluke's irresistible dance.

54
Caster affected by unholy word.

55
Target outlined in faerie fire.

56
Caster's speech is all animalistic barks and grunts.  Caster cannot 

speak intelligibly.

57
All beings within 50' of caster affected by strength.

58
Hallucinatory forest centered on target.

59
A warm, gentle rain falls within a 1 sq. mile radius around the 

caster.

60
Target protected by anti-plant shell.

61
Target affected by timelessness.

62
Solid fog centered on caster with double the area of effect.

63
A bag of 3d8+3 enchanted berries (goodberry) appears at caster's feet.

64
Target affected by blink.

65
Uncontrolled weather centered on caster. 

66
Surge feedback!  Caster suffers 2d6+2 points of damage from 

mishandled wild magic energy.

67
Caster's alignment becomes chaotic good.

68
Caster's spellbook swaps places with the next closest spellbook.

69
Spiral of degeneration centered on caster (chaos version).

70
A small tornado appears moving in a random direction with damage 

equal to a 16 HD air elemental using its whirlwind attack.

71
Wall of thorns surrounds caster.

72
Sunray shines down on target.  If it is nighttime, a moonbeam shines 

down.

73
A Chariot of Sustarre arrives to serve the caster.

74
Caster's spellbook becomes sentient, capable of speech, and possesses 

a chaotic good alignment.  The spellbook refuses to allow the caster to 

memorize magic unless assured that its spells will further the cause of chaos 

and good.  If not heeded, the book closes itself, flips its pages, and 

disturbs caster until it gets its way.

75
All deceased bodies within 100' of target are reincarnated.

76
Interdiction (chaos version) centered on caster.

77
Target affected by Tasha's uncontrollable hideous laughter.

78
A Leomund's secure shelter appears behind caster with the caster's 

name written in large and brightly glowing letters above the front door.

79
An insect plague assaults all beings within 50' of caster.

80
Caster can speak with plants.

81
Target gains 2 hit points added to her current total.

82
Caster affected by Hornung's random dispatcher.

83
Plant growth affects all plants within 300' of caster.

84
All within 50' of caster healed of 1d8+1 hp of damage.

85
Transmute metal to wood affects all non-magical metal in 50' radius 

from caster.

86
An icy, cold wind rages in a 10-mile radius around the caster causing 

1 hp of freezing damage per turn (1 turn/level).  Missile weapons cannot be 

fired during this time.

87
Major globe of invulnerability surrounds caster.

88
Caster receives a +2 to AC.

89
A plant door opens up to a random location 1d100 miles away on the 

same plane.

90
Mordenkainen's sword appears in front of caster and each round, 

randomly attacks a different creature within range.

91
Caster allowed to choose future next round.

92
Flame arrow strikes target.

93
All wizards within 10d10 yd. of caster affected by miscast magic.

94
Caster affected by claws of the umber hulk.

95
All words caster speaks are affected by shout.

96
Target affected by a cloak of bravery.

97
Roll for a result on the Wild Surge table in Tome of Magic.

98
Double Surged!  Roll twice on the Arborea/Ysgard wild magic table, 

ignoring any 98 results.

99
Spell effect has 120' radius centered on target (all within radius 

suffer the effect).

100
Spell effectiveness (range, duration, area of effect, damage, etc.) 

increases 200%.

Limbo

D100 Roll
Result

1
Caster is immune to the damaging effects of Limbo's primal elemental 

soup.

2
Random non-living items within a 10' radius of the caster vanish with 

an audible pop, 1 item vanishing per round.  Items can be personal effects or 

rocks lying on the ground.

3
Target glows with a bright, pulsing green light.

4
Caster affected by improved invisibility.

5
One random magical item on caster is affected by Alamir's fundamental 

breakdown. Caster gains knowledge of item's construction as if he cast spell.

6
All food and water within 30' of caster vanishes.

7
Target gains a movement rate of 96 while travelling through Limbo.

8
Dimensional explosion centered on caster causing 2d4 hp of damage to 

all within 10'.  Explosion creates a temporary planar rift sucking in all 

beings within 30' and dropping them off in the Astral Plane. Rift seals 

itself in 1d3 rounds.

9
1d4 slaadi attracted (random type) to caster's location.  Slaadi 

insist that caster cause another wild surge and attack if caster does not 

comply.

10
Caster dissolves into primal chaos matter (no save), seemingly lost 

forever.  Caster reforms apparently unharmed in 2d4 rounds.

11
Prismatic spray erupts from caster's eyes.

12
Target affected by Hornung's random dispatcher.

13
Regardless of which spell is cast, all magic spells cast within 100' 

of caster are treated as if they are Nahal's reckless dweomer (including 

spell that caster just cast).

14
One random article of clothing vanishes from each character within 

20' of caster.

15
Caster affected by Nahal's nonsensical nullifier.

16
Dispel magic centered on caster.

17
Caster and all within 20' teleported to the Spawning Stone.

18
1d2 individuals within 100' of the caster are randomly affected by 

corporeal instability as per the bite of a chaos beast.

19
Target protected by spell turning.

20
Giant purple slaad appears and grants caster a limited wish.

21
All chaos-shaped land within 1 mile of the caster instantly dissolves 

into primal chaos.

22
A vortex appears under no one's control in front of caster, randomly 

moving about.

23
Caster harmlessly bathed in multi-colored lights that flash the 

colors of the spectrum.

24
While on Limbo, no slaad will attack caster unless caster attacks 

first.

25
Chaos nausea strikes all within 30 yd. of caster who suffer a -4 

penalty to initiative and to hit rolls.

26
Target's alignment changes to chaotic neutral.

27
Caster is affected by wildstrike.

28
Rainbow pattern appears in front of caster.

29
Caster can change self at will.

30
Caster is granted the permanent ability to learn and cast wild magic 

spells.  If caster is a wild mage, caster gains the ability to cast one 

additional wild magic spell per day  in addition to the wild mage's normal 

spell complement.  Spell may be any level that the wild mage can normally 

cast.

31
While on Limbo, any slaad the caster encounters will immediately 

attack.

32
Create water centered on caster.

33
Target splits into two lesser beings.  All attributes are divided 

evenly among these two new beings: personal items including clothing, money; 

levels/hit dice, etc.  Both creatures have identical memories and ability 

scores but start living separate lives at this point.  Dual-classed or 

multi-racial creatures will split along class/race lines.  A half-elf 

ranger/mage might split into an elf ranger and a human mage (or any 

combination of the two).

34
A magic dead region with a 1 mile radius is centered on the caster.  

No magic spells, items, or spell-like abilities function within this region.

35
Caster gains an immunity to first level wizard spells of a random 

school.

36
Roll as if the caster had used a wand of wonder.

37
1d4 chaos imps invisibly invade the caster's belongings.

38
Target changes color (stripes, plaids, and patterns possible).

39
A harmless rain of multi-colored toads falls.  Toads look 

suspiciously like tiny slaadi.

40
Target's head changes to look like a slaad's head (random color).  

Charisma drops by -3.

41
Caster and chaos unite!  Caster can see clearly through Limbo's 

primal matter up to 10 miles.

42
A random magical wall appears in front of caster (i.e. ice, 

prismatic, fire, force, etc.)

43
Target believes he is a slaad (random color).

44
Caster's mouth pours forth water as if a decanter of endless water 

(random effect: stream, fountain, or geyser).  Caster cannot close mouth, 

speak, or cast spells until effect ends.

45
An area 100' radius surrounding the target is silenced.

46
Caster can only speak in the babbling manner of a Xaositect.  If 

caster is/was a Xaositect, then caster's speech becomes grammatically correct.

47
Hornung's baneful deflector affects target.

48
Caster's alignment changes to a random new one.

49
A two-way gate opens up to a random Prime Material World allowing 

travel to and from that world.

50
Roll dice and announce that nothing seems to happen when in fact, 

nothing did happen.

51
Caster's physical form changes into a slaad (33% chance each of 

becoming a green, red, or blue slaad).

52
Caster's mouth issues forth smoke as if an eversmoking bottle.  

Caster cannot close mouth, speak, or cast spells until effect ends.

53
Target affected by random causality.

54
All beings within 100' of caster (including caster) affected by 

either cure serious wounds/cause serious wounds (50% chance of either result 

for each being).

55
Caster protected by chaotic commands.

56
One random non-magical weapon within 20' of caster is permanently 

imbued with magic and life and also made sentient: Magical Plusses = 1d4+1; 

Ego = 4+d12; Intelligence = 4d4; Alignment = chaotic neutral.  The weapon's 

personality is wildly raucous, seeking to spread chaos through fighting.

57
Caster's spellbook vanishes.

58
Chaos shaped matter within 500' of the caster becomes something other 

than intended.  DMs could have a grassy field become a suffocating ocean of 

dust or even a deadly lava field, while village buildings could transform 

into fragile glass structures or scorching columns of fire, etc.

59
Caster's race changes into a rogue modron.

60
Bright light equivalent to a light spell shines out of target's nose, 

mouth, and ears.  Target finds sleeping impossible until light is 

extinguished.

61
Target reduced. 

62
Caster affected by Mordenkainen's lucubration.

63
All weapons blink out of their owner's possession, randomly blinking 

back in different locations within spell range.

64
Chaos-shaped land grows arms and hands.  Each person within 100' of 

caster is attacked by a Maximillian's stony grasp.

65
All food within 50' of caster turns into a variety of vibrantly 

colorful, fresh flowers.

66
Caster's non-magical clothing dissolves harmlessly into primal chaos 

matter.

67
All potions within 20' of caster permanently changed into   potions 

of delusion or sweetwater (50% chance of either).

68
A downpour of fresh apples, pumpkins, peaches, broccoli, and other 

fruits and vegetables pelts all characters within 10' of caster, causing 1 hp 

of damage per round of this rain of produce.

69
All glass within 200' of caster affected by glassteel.

70
Gobs of sovereign glue fall from the sky in a 100' radius around 

caster.  Each round, a character has a 20% chance of being hit by a gob.  

Affected characters will have weapons glued to hands, helms to heads, spell 

components to fingers, etc.

71
Caster's race changes into a random genasi.  If an elemental spell 

triggered the wild surge, the caster becomes a genasi of that element.

72
The spell effect, if physical (such as magic missile or fireball), 

becomes both sentient (low intelligence) and alive, perceiving the wild mage 

as its master.  Spell effect follows caster around like a puppy dog usually 

wreaking havoc wherever it travels.  If an offensive spell, its mere touch 

could cause damage.  Hit dice of spell effect "creature" is equivalent to the 

level of the spell.

73
Caster gains magic resistance to wild magic and wild surges equal to 

1% per caster's level.

74
Target falls asleep.

75
1d4 spells in caster's spellbook replaced randomly by new spells of 

the same level.

76
All beings within 100' of caster affected by chaotic sleep.

77
All the caster's non-magical clothing becomes a quasi-living, 

sentient being, each with its own annoying personality.  Shoes threaten to 

untie themselves if not given a rest.  Shirts and pants complain loudly if 

torn, ripped, or soiled.  All clothing ceaselessly nags the caster to avoid 

combat, to be washed and ironed, etc.  Caster suffers a -2 to initiative 

while in possession of such distracting clothes. 

78
Caster's physical form changes into an Outer Planar creature that 

personifies the caster's alignment.  A lawful neutral caster would take the 

form of some modron, a lawful evil caster would look like a baatezu, true 

neutral would appear as a type of rilmani.

79
All gold and silver within 20' of caster vanishes.

80
All within 10' of caster affected by babble (reverse of tongues).

81
Caster granted wildfire.

82
Target's race changes randomly every round.

83
Strange and ornate tattoos that suspiciously look like slaadi 

markings appear and eventually cover caster's body.  After duration, they 

eventually fade with no apparent harm done to the caster.

84
1d6 modrons (pentadrone rank or lower) are summoned to Limbo and 

attack caster whom they perceive as an instrument of chaos.

85
A deafeningly loud noise blankets an area in a 100 yd radius around 

caster.  Verbal communication becomes impossible and fighting is done at -2 

to hit.

86
Wildwind appears over target.

87
Caster affected by Hornung's random dispatcher.

88
An elemental explosion (randomly earth, air, water, or fire) centered 

on caster doing damage and having an area of effect equivalent to a delayed 

blast fireball.

89
All non-magical metal on caster vanishes.

90
A wildzone centered on caster appears and moves with caster.

91
Caster's race changes into a githzerai.

92
Caster instinctively knows the slaadi tongue.

93
Harmless sprays of color (looking like prismatic spray) spring from 

caster's hands.  Every 5th round, the effect is actually a real prismatic 

spray.

94
Roll for a result on the Wild Surge table in Tome of Magic.

95
Double surged!  Roll for a result on the Arborea/Ysgard and the 

Abyss/Pandemonium tables.

96
Roll for a result on the Arborea/Ysgard Wild Magic Table.

97
Roll for a result on the Abyss/Pandemonium Table.

98
Double Surged! Roll twice on this table, ignoring any 95 and 98 

results.

99
Spell effect has 120' radius centered on target (all within radius 

suffer the effect).

00
Spell effectiveness (range, duration, area of effect, damage, etc.) 

increases 200%.

Pandemonium & The Abyss

D100 Roll
Result

1
Spell is powered by caster's life-force, causing 1 hp of damage per 

level of the spell.

2
Bloodthorn patch (PSMC2) springs up in a 10x10 sq. yd patch  centered 

on the target.

3
Caster is affected by feeblemind.

4
Caster's touch is poisonous to non-natives of the Abyss and 

Pandemonium.  Attacked victims must save vs. poison or die.  Any food that 

the caster touches, even food that enters the caster's mouth is also rendered 

poisonous.

5
Caster's physical form changes into a random lesser tanar'ri.

6
Caster's alignment becomes chaotic evil.

7
Caster's mind is wiped clean of all memorized spells.

8
Suffocate centered on caster.

9
Caster's feet and legs transformed into random demonic counterparts 

(goat legs with hoofs, squid-like tentacles, etc.).

10
Target grows scaly, whip-like prehensile tail.

11
Caster gains a quasit for a familiar.  If caster already has a 

familiar, that familiar is killed and replaced with the quasit.  Caster 

suffers no ill effects from loss of first familiar.

12
Caster radiates a chaotic evil alignment.

13
Caster can no longer memorize spells in the Abyss.

14
Caster affected by unholy word.

15
Every spellcaster within 50' of the caster affected by Gunther's 

kaleidoscopic strike.

16
Nightmare arrives and serves as caster's mount so long as caster 

remains on any lower plane.

17
Caster polymorphs into an animal or monster that most populates the 

layer he is on.  For example, caster would polymorph into a spider or 

pedipalp on any of Lolth's Abyssal layers.

18
A chaotic evil duplicate of the spell's target appears next to the 

caster.  The duplicate possesses the same innate abilities, hit points, 

fighting skills, weapons and armor, memorized spells, etc. as the original.  

The duplicate may try to replace the original, befriend the party, attack, or 

runaway to explore its new existence.  If killed, all the duplicate's 

belongings vanish.

19
2d6 larvae appear in front of caster.  Some larvae bear the faces of 

the party's lost loved ones.  These larvae tell family secrets, seek to 

accompany party as guides in the Abyss, prey on the party's fears.

20
Caster affected by insatiable thirst.

21
Caster grows a second head, identical to original, however, second 

head is chaotic evil and has control over the caster's body 45% of the time.

22
Target affected by Lorloviem's shadowy transformation.

23
Pyrotechnics centered on caster.

24
Incendiary cloud centered on target.

25
Caster's physical form changes into a larva.

26
Chain lightning entered on target.

27
Caster grows 2d10+10 long, spiky thorns from palms of hand.  Thorns 

prevent somatic spellcasting and weapon-wielding, however a successful hit 

with one of the caster's fists causes 1d4+1 points of damage.  Thorns can be 

painfully plucked out, causing 1hp/damage for each hand cleaned.

28
Target's alignment changes to chaotic evil.

29
Caster affected by enervate.

30
All creatures in a 100' radius around caster affected by fumble.

31
Target is imprisoned.

32
Caster attacked by phantasmal killer.

33
Target grows horns from forehead and razor sharp spine ridges down 

back destroying any armor worn and shredding clothing.

34
1 random spell erased permanently from caster's spellbook.

35
Caster affected by banishment.

36
Caster affected by energy drain.

37
Target polymorphs into a bodak.

38
Caster glows a bright color based on alignment (yellow for lawful 

good, red for lawful evil, etc.).  The light's intensity and duration is 

equal to continual light.

39
Caster affected by improved invisibility and silence 15'r.

40
A Bigby's clenched fist appears and randomly attacks a different 

creature each round.

41
Caster affected by Hornung's random dispatcher.

42
All metal within 50' of caster affected by crystalbrittle.

43
Fear centered on caster.

44
Caster and target switch places.

45
A rain of hot blood pours down on caster with effects identical to 

grease.

46
Abi-Dalzim's horrid wilting centered on caster.

47
Power word, blind affects target.

48
Caster's physical form transforms into an Outer Planar creature of 

good (archon, aasimon, guardinal, or eladrin).

49
All non-magical clothing within 100' of caster vanishes.

50
Caster's race changes to become a tiefling.

51
2d6 minor tanar'ri appear and attack party.

52
Target enlarged 200%

53
An acid storm rains on all within 25' of the caster.

54
Melf's minute meteor's strikes target.

55
Rays of enfeeblement rain down on a 100' square area centered on 

target, one ray each round striking a random target.

56
Earthquake centered on caster.

57
Ice Storm centered on caster.

58
Caster grows large, leathery bat wings providing caster with a flying 

movement rate of 15, MC: E.

59
Caster's mouth vanishes, leaving caster unable to eat or speak.

60
Target acquires fatal, rotting disease causing 1hp loss per turn.

61
All deceased bodies within 100 yards of caster rise up as free-willed 

juju zombies possessing the same hit dice they did in life and attack all 

living creatures.

62
Caster slowly takes on a demonic appearance over the next 24 hours.  

Skin grows hard, scaly, and pinkish-red.  Hair becomes dun-brown, brittle, 

and wild.  Eyes become yellow and teeth grow sharp and pointy.  Charisma 

drops by 3.

63
All gold within 100' of caster transforms into rusted tin.

64
Caster's spellbook becomes sentient, capable of speech, and is 

chaotic evil.  Spellbook refuses to allow the caster to memorize magic from 

its pages unless the caster furthers the cause of chaos and evil.  The 

spellbook will snap shut on the caster's fingers, turn its pages to give 

papercuts, yell and scream to prevent its spells from being memorized.

65
Target's form becomes gaseous similar to the vampire ability making 

the target vulnerable to air attacks.

66
1d4 night hags summoned to caster's location and attempt to steal all 

mortal souls present.

67
Black oil continually oozes from every pour of the target.  Oil is 

flammable and if set aflame, causes 2d4 points of damage per round to target.

68
Black dragon (random age) appears and attacks caster.

69
Spectral hand appears in front of caster and attacks a random 

creature each round with vampiric touch.

70
All deceased bodies within 100 yards of target transform into larvae 

intent on attacking the caster.

71
Caster affected by attraction.

72
Cloudkill centered on both caster and target.

73
All food and drink within 10' of caster becomes rotten and putrid.

74
Caster receives a vision from the current ruler of the plane's layer.

75
Entanglement centered on target.

76
Target's appearance is changed into that of a random baatezu.

77
Target's hands transformed into wickedly sharp, hooked claws (i.e. 

hook horror) causing 1d8+1 points of damage per claw.  Target can no longer 

manipulate objects such as wield weapons, carry a shield, or cast spells 

requiring somatic components.

78
Caster affected by forget, no save allowed.

79
Spectral hand attacks caster with chill touch.

80
Caster shoots 1d3 magic missiles from mouth each round when speaking. 

 Missiles strike the person that the caster is addressing.

81
Evard's black tentacles under no one's control appear around caster.

82
Caster begins to melt into a gooey glob of protoplasm.  If effect is 

not dispelled within 3d4 rounds, the caster can only be returned to his 

normal self by a wish.

83
Caster affected by symbol of hopelessness.

84
All magical weapons and armor within 20' of caster lose their plusses.

85
Uncontrollable vortex centered on target.

86
All beings with 20' of caster suffer 1d8+2 hit points of damage from 

wild surge energies.

87
A rain of melf's acid arrows falls down on all beings within 100' of 

caster, one arrow striking each being per round.

88
Target is stricken deaf and blind as the priest spells, cause 

deafness and cause blindness, no save allowed.

89
One random magical item belonging to target permanently disappears.

90
Caster affected by hold person.

91
Death fog centered on caster.

92
Target affected by feign death.

93
Caster gains a limited telepathy allowing mental contact with all 

tanar'ri within 100'.

94
Lower resistance affects all beings within 50' of caster.

95
Caster hurled 1d6x10 feet in a random direction taking 1d4 points of 

damage for every 10 feet thrown.

96
Caster affected by mind fog.

97
Roll for a result on the Wild Surge table in Tome of Magic.

98
Double Surged! Roll twice on this table, ignoring any 98 results.

99
Spell effect has 120' radius centered on target (all within radius 

suffer the effect).

00
Spell effectiveness (range, duration, area of effect, damage, etc.) 

increases 200%.

Ed Bonny

The Previous Layout of the Inner Planes

I've recently added an article I wrote concerning the Previous Layout of the

Inner Planes to my webpage (taken from my new Inner Planar guide in work).

There's a picture my theory at

http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul/innerold.gif

The text follows.

"Planar scholars and sages have hypothesized that once the Inner Planes held

a different form than they do today. This is proven by numerous

inconsistencies around the Inner Planes; the most notable of which is the

Quasielemental Plane of Steam. While the name conjured up images of a

scalding sea of steam, it resembles Mist more than Steam. In addition, the

Plane has supposedly spawned an unusual two varieties of mephits instead of

the traditional one. I believe that the Plane of Steam was actually two

separate planes eons ago before the reformation of the Elemental Planes into

the forms that they occupy now. The Plane of Steam was at the border between

Fire and Water, and the Plane was indeed a scalding sea of steam. The Plane

of Mist formed as Water approached the Positive Elemental Plane and became

thinner, like a gentle and soothing rain. Eventually, however, the two

Planes became indistinguishable due to the large amount of conduits leading

back and forth between the two. As they both evolved into something else,

they became as one. Today, the Plane of Steam is in actuality the Plane of

Mist, but the two races of mephits battle over it. Should the Steam Mephits

ever take control of the Plane again, it's a sure thing that they'd begin to

heat the mist back to the way it 'was meant to be,' possibly causing another

Planar rearrangement.

"In addition, before the reformation the Plane of Vacuum was not a

Paraelemental Plane or a Quasielemental Plane, as it is now. It was

something greater than even the basest Elemental Planes; the apex of what

was to come from the future of the multiverse, as the Doomguard currently

claim. It was not of the elements, simply the absence of them. It stood in

the center of the Elemental Planes, with everything approaching it being

slain by the vacuum quasielementals, then the only inhabitants of that

plane. Then, mephits were created by mortal spellcasters looking for cheap

labor, and in this process, void mephits were created by the score. The

Vacuum quasielementals saw the vacuum mephits as an abomination, and a

genocidal war was waged between the two. The victor of the war is painfully

obvious. Only a few vacuum mephits exist today from that fierce war, and all

of them stay far away from the Inner Planes, fearing their destruction as

well. However, the war weakened the vacuum quasielementals greatly, and

eventually, travelers came and diluted the plane of Vacuum. No longer was

there an absence of all elements, there was simple an absence of air (a

small problem compared to other Elemental Planes). I believe this is what

caused it to shift into the position that it contains today.

"Other Elemental Planes also occupied different positions. Ash was formed at

the junction between Fire and Earth, as Fire burned away the Earth leaving

behind only ashes. The Plane was much hotter then, not to cold group of

ashes that exist now. However, when the eternal flames eventually died out

(because you cannot burn ashes forever), the Plane began to shift to the

Negative. At the border between Earth and Air there existed the finest Dust.

In the past, Paraelemental Dust did not disintegrate, and it was much less

fine and more like the consistency of Sand. I am unsure as to the reason

that it became a Quasielemental Plane, but I blame the occurrence on two

factors. First, it's said that a barmy mage opened a portal to the Negative

with an artifact deep within the Plane of Dust, which caused the dust to

trickle down into the Negative Material Plane. Secondly, a good number of

Planes were also shifting; it's possible that they pulled Dust down with

them.

"Once, the Quasielemental Plane of Ooze was a stinking morass of poison and

filth. It hasn't changed much, actually, but its proximity to the Negative

can be seen by a simple trip to the Plane; it's a place of caustic poison

and vileness as bad as any of the Lower Quasielemental Planes are today.

Magma was once a much more hellish Plane; although it's heated up

considerably from the way it used to be. Once it was a horrid flow of lava

as the entire plane fell into the Negative and cooled; people could be

caught within and transformed to statues of cooled magma. It wasn't exactly

a pleasant place then. 'Course, it's not much better now.

"Finally, the Quasielemental Plane of Smoke was much more hostile place to a

body; poison gas was extremely abundant within it, and visitors there would

find themselves dead within the hour because of the numerous Negative

pockets that existed scattered throughout the Plane. It's said that the

djinn once used this Plane as a secret hiding area for their most top secret

of plans. After a massive efreet army stormed the djinn's major palace of

the area and began to fortify the Plane against attack, the Plane began to

shift as the smoke heated up and became as it is today.

"This prior arrangement of the Planes explains a great deal of Inner Planar

history, including the hatred between djinn and efreet because of their

previous opposition in elements. It also explains the existence of both Mist

and Steam mephits, both supposedly borne of the same Elemental Plane, and

the absence of the void mephits. Of course, this is but theory, compiled

from various sources and my own conjecture; take it as truth at your own

risk.

- - Heregul, Planar Sage of No Repute Whatsoever, Master of the Psionic Arts,

and a Member of the Sign Of One"

Comments and discussion are welcome.  :-)

Heregul

"April is the cruelest month, breeding

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain." - T.S. Eliot

Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

ICQ #7235975

CAMAXTLI 

CAMAXTLI- "Lord of the Chase" "The Deer God" (Deceased)

Greater Central American god of Fate, N

Symbol: Man holding up the sun

Home Plane/Realm: Astral

Aliases: Mixcoatl-Camaxtli, Yemaxtli, Ahmhimitl

The Aztec god of war, hunting, and fate, and creator of fire. He is one of 

the four gods who created the world. 

God worshipped among the Mexica with other deities of heroes and ancestral 

deities. Was a Chichimec (*14) deity whose cult was centered in the 

Huexotzingo and Tlaxcala regions. A relatively new god in Mesoamerican 

culture.

Also known as Yemaxtli, "He of the Three Breechcloths". and a great feast by 

hunters was given to him yearly. Camaxtli was considered the "True God" and 

greatly worshipped in the Huexotzingo province. Called the "Lord of the 

Chase", as he was considered to have been the inventor of the manner and 

skills of hunting, and that he was skillful. No image was to be found of this 

deity in Tenochtitlan or Texcoco. A story was told that just before the 

arrival of Cortes, Moctezuma II attempted to steal the image of this god by 

trickery, and bring it to Tenochtitlan. If other stories and legends 

concerning the treachery of Moctezuma to be true, this would be in keeping 

with his practices.

The image of this idol(*15) was of wood. It was in the shape of a man with 

long hair with a painted forehead, black, and black eyes. His arms were 

adorned with silver bracelets like knotted cords with arrows stuck into them. 

In his right hand was placed a basket which held food for his hunting trips. 

In his left hand he held a bow and arrow. His body was painted with white 

stripes. His image was placed atop a temple of one hundred steps inside a 

round chamber with a thatched roof. At the feet of the idol was a jar with 

the tools necessary to make fire as well as containing precious 

feathers(*16). This jar was much revered and covered with a cloth.

Eighty days before the great feast to this god, a chosen priest would fast. 

Almost dead on the eve of the feast, the priest was painted in the image of 

the god and adorned in the idol's image. A great hunt would soon follow.

A typical sacrifice to this god would have been choosing a woman and then 

having her head bashed in with a large rock. After smashing her skull the 

chosen victim would then be ritually be- headed. Her throat would be split 

while she was still conscious and her blood allowed to flow upon the 

sacrificial rock, called teocomitl, "divine pot". Every eight years the 

temple to this god would be renewed and a slave sacrificed as well.

________________________________

Chichimec gods. Chichimeca refers also to the northern tribes and came to 

mean "People of Dog Lineage", or tribes of people so dumb that all they can 

say is "Chi Chi Chi" when they speak. As time went on the term Chichimec and 

their descendants became important and the term changed to an honorable 

association.

12 Boone. p. 213. Boone further relates in her translation that this was a 

female goddess.

13 Irene Nicholson, p. 110.

14 The Aztec, or Mexica as they called themselves, made a practice of 

borrowing gods from other cultures, and were particularly fond of the Toltecs.

15 The common Mexica word for idol was "tequacuilli", and could be used to 

refer to the particular priest(s) who were in charge of the idol. A stone 

idol was called "teteotl", a wood idol " cuauhximalli". A "toptli" is the 

container in or on which the idol is placed and by extension can be refereed 

to s the idol itself. "Tlachichihualtin" (plural) are all carved idols. 

16 The featherworkers of the Mexica has a special status and maintained their 

own schools and merchant guilds. Featherwork was ever present in the market 

place and used as a form of tribute. Cortes remarked on the beautiful weaving 

and designs the Mexica were able to produce. A typical application consisted 

of a framework of reeds covered with a screen of plain or ordinary feathers 

to establish a base. The base would be reinforced with feather's stems and 

thin bamboo reeds. Clusters of colored feathers would then be added and tied 

with agave thread until the desired effect was accomplished.

MIXCOATL (CAMAXTLI)- "Cloud Snake"

Traveler of the Southern Sky

God of hunting and Patron of the Chichimecs. Spelling may also have been 

Iztacmixcoatl. Much revered in Tlaxcala. God and ruler of the Milky way. His 

name might suggest the flight of arrows through the air, or a tornado. 

Associated with Huitzilopochtli. Mixcoatl may have had a reference to the sun 

in very early Chichimec culture. The preferred prey of Mixcoatl was the 

Mixcoacihuatl, or female deer.

May have been worshipped as Tlatlauhqui Tezcatl-Ihpoca, meaning "Red Smoking 

Mirror", an obvious assimilation with Tezcatliopoca. In legend this deity may 

have fathered Quetzalcoatl and Tezcatliopoca. See also Xipe Totec, Amhimitl, 

and Chimamatl listings.

AMHIMITL -"Dart of Mixcoatl"

Old Chichimec (*11) god from the ancient homeland of the Mexica in Aztlan. A 

form of the deity Mixcoatl, and Amhimitl was known as his dart or harpoon. 

Worshipped also as a patron of fishing. Amhimitl was seen as a form of 

Warrior Sacrifice-Nourishment god. According to Sahagun, Amhimitl was 

considered the patron deity of of the city of Cuitlahuac.

CHIMAMATL - Shield Hand, "The Naked Goddess"

In Aztec mythology the deity Iztacmixcoatl impregnated this virgin bride and 

beget the deity QUETZALCOATl and TEZCATLIPOCA.

Camaxtli was slain by the entity Tenebrous.  His portfolio was apparantly 

picked up by Tezcatlipoca.

From the Encyclopedia Mythica (http://pantheon.org), 

http://northcoast.com/~spdtom/a-god3.html,  Deities & Demigods, and Dead Gods.

Celestian Specialty Priests 

Okay, here is my take on the Celestian SPs.  It is in the vain of the FR

stuff, because that's what I normally play and I don't want poor

Celestian's priests getting whupped.  Comments are more than welcome.

Thomas M. Costa

tmc_mia6@gwu.edu

Celestian

(The Star Wanderer, the Far Wanderer, Sky God)

Intermediate Power of the Astral Plane, NG

Portfolio: 
The cosmos, stars, space, firmament, sky, wandering,

exploring, traveling, dreams

Aliases:  
Celestain

Domain Name:

Astral/wanders

Superiors:  


None

Allies:  
Dalt (GH), Delleb (GH), Fharlanghn (GH), Heward (GH),

Keoghtom (GH), Lendor (GH), Murlynd (GH), Pelor (GH), Procan (GH), Rao

(GH), Velnius (GH), Xerbo (GH), Zagyg (GH), Rais (SJ/GH), Muamman

Duathal/Marthammor Duin, Sehanine Moonbow, Hermes, Puchan, Selne (FR) 

Foes:  
Erythnul (GH), Hextor (GH), Iuz (GH), Tharizdun/Dark God (GH),

Vecna (GH/RL), Wastri (GH), Elder Elemental God, Great Mother, Ilsensine

Symbol:
An array of seven "stars" (a diamond, amethyst, sapphire, emerald,

topaz, jacinth, and ruby) blazing with the fire of distant suns on a black

circle

Wor. Align: 
LG, NG, CG, LN, N, CN

Even more enigmatic than most powers, Celestian (seh-LES-chee-an), the

Star Wanderer, is often thought of as the spelljammer or planewalker's

deity, whose worship originated in Greyspace.  He is a patron of

wanderers, explorers, and travelers, particularly those that stray far

from their homes.  The Sky God also has influence over some aspects of

light and weather.  Originally a power of ethnic Oeridians, Celestian has

achieved common acceptance with all the Flanaess across the World of

Greyhawk.  Moreover, of all the powers of Oerth, Celestian has the best

chance of spreading his faith among the planes and is soon likely to

become a greater power.

Celestian's habits and disposition usually keep him from close association

and involvement with other gods.  Nevertheless, the Far Wanderer gets on

well with Hermes and other gods who make travel less burdensome.  It is a

small fraternity, but one that is tightly knit.  One such ally is

Fharlanghn, Dweller on the Far Horizon, an intermediate power much more

popular on Oerth than Celestian himself, and Celestian's brother.  The two

siblings followed similar but different paths - while Fharlanghn chose to

wander the roads and lands of Oerth, Celestian took to the trackless wilds

of space and the silver void.  The brothers and their priesthoods

cooperate famously and aid each other constantly.  It is said that

Celestian is looking to help his brother expand onto the planes.  Of

course, since the infinite Outer Planes have precious few horizons, it

seems as though the god of travel is going to come across his brother on

the Astral one of these days.  Still, there is hope for Fharlanghn as long

as Celestian is willing to help.

Celestian's relationship with Pholtus, the Oeridian power of law, order,

the sun, and the moons, Luna and Celene (also known, respectively, as

Raenei and Kule among spelljammers), is strained by Pholtus' unbending

belief in a single path, with no allowances for wandering and exploration.

Nevertheless, as their spheres of control cross somewhat, the two must at

times work together and do so amicably.

Celestian finds Anubis, his fellow power of the Astral, disturbing, and

generally avoids him.  Nevertheless, the two powers do not distrust one

another or consider each other foes.  The Far Wanderer has a similar

relationship with Anubis' fellow Egyptian power, Ptah.  While the two

powers' followers bicker endlessly, the two powers themselves remain

somewhat aloof to each other, though they are by no means hostile toward

one another.

Although a wandering power, Celestian spends most of his time journeying

through the Astral, occasionally crossing into the Ethereal and Inner

Planes.  He does not keep a realm in the silver void, however, preferring

instead to keep moving.  Moreover, Celestian does not enjoy manifesting in

an earthly body and practically never sends an avatar to the mortal

realms.

Celestian's Avatar (Fighter 32, Mage 28, Psionicist 24, Cleric 12)

Celestian appears as a smooth ebon-skinned and mature man with dark,

knowledge-laden, ebony eyes.  He clothes his tall and lean frame in

garments as black as night with his symbol of seven gem-colored stars

adorning or worked into the cloth.  Celestian's movements are quick and

silent.  He speaks, but seldom, and then in a cold, unearthly whisper,

which carries well despite its softness.


Celestian draws his spells from all schools of magic (including

chronomancy).  If the Invisible Art (psionics) is permitted in the

campaign, Celestian has access to all attack and defense forms, as well as

all disciplines, sciences, devotions.

AC -5; MV 18; HP 220; THAC0 -10; #AT 5/2

Dmg 3d8+15 (spear +4, +9 Str, +2 spec. bonus); 1d10+15 (long bow +3, arrow

+3, +9 Str); 1d10+14 (short sword +5, +9 Str); 1d12+13 (battle axe +4, +9

Str); or 1d6+15 (dagger +6, +9 Str)

MR 90%; SZ M (6 feet)

STR 21, DEX 21, CON 21, INT 21, WIS 19, CHA 20

Spells W: 6/6/6/6/6/6/6/6/6, P: 9/7/7/4/2/2

Psionics Summary: PS 21, Score; PSPs 303

Player's Option: #AT 2/1; MTHAC0 -6; MAC -5

Saves PPDM 3, RSW 3, PP 4, BW 4, Sp 4

Special Att/Def: Celestian has no personal weapon that is always with him

and oftentimes will go unarmed, confident in his magical and psionic

abilities.  He will, however, typically carry one or more of the following

weapons (in order of preference): a spear +4 (normally 5 feet long, but

can extend up to 20 feet at will); a long bow +3 with arrows +3 (Celestian

typically carries a quiver of 20 such arrows); a short sword +5; a battle

axe +4 (which can be hurled up to 40 feet by Celestian with no range

modifiers); or a dagger +6 made of unbreakable metal.  All of Celestians

weapons have a 10% chance per hit of cutting an opponent's silver cord -

the tiny, artificial conduits that link an astral traveler and his

physical body.  Celestian's cloak functions as a mantle of Celestian

(detailed below), and his holy symbol as a brooch of shielding.

Once per round, Celestian can use any magical spell, wizard or priest,

involving movement or travel, as if he were a 35th level spellcaster.

Celestian casts these spells in addition to any others he has memorized.

Each spell has a casting time of 1, regardless of its normal casting time.  

Celestian has a movement rate of 144 on the Astral Plane and is immune to

all the "natural" hazards of the plane, including the psychic winds.

Similarly, Celestian is immune to all the "natural" hazards of Wildspace.

When he is under an open sky, among the stars of Wildspace, or on the

Astral Plane, Celestian also has the following powers, usable at will,

cast instantaneously, and saved against, where applicable, at a -3

penalty, once per day:

Aurora: When Celestian uses this power, an immobile, seven-foot high

hollow cylinder of scintillating light surrounds Celestian or any creature

he chooses within a 20-yard range.  The cylinder's radius can be from 1-7

feet, at his option.  The light lasts up to 7 turns - Celestian can end

the light at will.  Celestian and his clergy are immune to the effects of

the cylinder, but any other living creature touching or touched by the

light suffers 3d8 points of damage (save vs. spells for half damage).  If

a creature fails its saving throw it cannot leave the confines of the

aurora area.  Those trying to enter the field must also make a saving

throw to enter the area.  The cylinder counteracts the effects of all

magic resistance.

Comet: This is a flaming missile that can unerringly strike one target

within 20 yards.  The missile ignites any combustible materials it

touches.  Its poisonous, flaming gases inflict 5d6 points of damage on

anything it strikes (save vs. spells for half damage).  The target must be

constantly in sight for the spell to work.  Even those creatures with fire

resistance suffer the full effect of the comet's damage.  Again, Celestian

and his clergy are immune to the spell effects.

Heat Lightning: This spell calls a bolt of lightning down from the sky.

The bolt unerringly strikes any single target within 70 feet of the

Celestian, inflicting 5d10 points of damage (save vs. spells for half

damage).  The target must be constantly in sight for the spell to work.

Even creatures with electrical resistance take full damage.  Again,

Celestian and his clergy are immune to the spell effects.

Meteors: Seven to 16 (1d10+6) stone spheres, each six inches in diameter,

shoot from Celestian's hand.  They can be directed at a single target

within 20 yards, or split among several targets.  Each meteor inflicts

1d10+4 points of damage (save vs. spells to negate damage; one save

required per striking meteor).  The meteors may be released one at a time

or simultaneously, but any not released before two turns have elapsed are

lost.

Space Chill: A wave of cold and vacuum, 40-feet wide and 70-feet long,

originating from Celestian's hands, kills all vegetation it touches.

Other living things suffer 4d10 points of damage (save vs. spells for half

damage).

Starshine: A blazing white sheet of light streams from Celestian's eyes,

enveloping up to four creatures up to 70-feet away.  Targets are blinded

for on turn (save vs. spells to negate the effect).  This blindness can

only be removed by cure blindness, dispel magic, or more powerful similar

magics.

Thunder: A great rolling thunderclap sounds directly over Celestian's

head.  All creatures within 30-feet that have fewer than 20 Hit Dice are

stunned for 1 round - with no saving throw.  Creatures between 30-feet and

70-feet are simply deafened for 1d4+1 rounds (save vs. spells to negate

effects).  Again, Celestian and his clergy are immune to the spell

effects.

Celestian can - when under an open sky, among the stars of Wildspace, or

on the Astral Plane - gate in 2-5 astral devas.  Under any other

conditions, the Star Wanderer can only gate in 1-3 astral devas.

Celestian is also said to have many unique spells unknown to other powers

(save perhaps Boccob) - many of which are said to effect meteors, comets,

and similar heavenly bodies.

Other Manifestations

Celestian is a surprisingly uninvolved power given his portfolio,

seemingly more concerned with his own wanderings, than those of his

faithful, whom he believes must learn to care for themselves.

Nevertheless, he does occasionally send omens to his followers in the form

of dreams or astrological and meteorological happenings.  It is commonly

known among the faithful that when both moons of Oerth (the larger

ghost-white Luna and the smaller aquamarine Celene) are either full or

new, and the wandering stars have themselves achieved positions of power

within the Zodiac, events of great portent are likely to occur.  The fate

of civilization may be in the balance, and the involvement of great magic

is almost certain.  The appearance of a falling star has further

significance, and a great pale comet or bright exploding star hovering in

the darkness is a harbinger of cataclysm. 

Celestian will often send astral streakers to deliver actual messages and

neutral-aligned spectral hounds to assist or protect his faithful.  The

Star Wanderer also works through the actions of astral devas, shedu, foo

creatures, kodragons, and occasionally, astral dragons.  Those who anger

Celestian will often find themselves facing one or more astral searchers.

The god is also said to express his favor in the discovery of large caches

of gems, especially diamonds, amethysts, sapphires, emeralds, topazes,

jacinths, and rubies.

The Church

Clergy:
Clerics, specialty priests, wizards, bards, psionicists

Clergy's Align:

LG, NG, CG, N

Turn Undead:

C: Yes, SP: No, W: No, B: No, Psi: No

Cmnd. Undead:
C: No, SP: No, W: No, B: No, Psi: No

All clergy of Celestian receive astronomy and religion (Flanaess and

Wildspace) as bonus nonweapon proficiencies.  All clergy are required to

learn how to find their ways about the Multiverse and must learn either

the navigation (whether traditional high seas navigation or Wildspace

navigation) or planar direction sense nonweapon proficiency.  (All of the

above mentioned nonweapon proficiencies are fully detailed in one or more

of the following sources: Player's Handbook, Player's Option: Skills &

Powers, The Complete Spacefarer's Handbook, and The Planewalker's

Handbook.)

Like all intermediate powers on the World of Greyhawk, Celestian is unable

to grant quest level spells (as detailed in Tome of Magic) to his priests.

However, the Star Wanderer is able to do so in the voids of Wildspace and

the Astral Plane.  Favored quest spells include highway, imago

interrogation, mindnet, planar quest, revelation, shooting stars, and

transformation.  If true dweomers (as detailed in Dungeon Master Option:

High-Level Campaigns) are permitted in the campaign, the same rules apply

to a priest's access to these spells. 


Spelljamming priests of Celestian can recover their spells in the

wildspace of any crystal sphere.  Moreover, priests of Celestian who pray

for spells before passing into the Phlogiston (also known as the Flow),

frequently receive one additional spell of the highest level they are

capable of casting (at the DM's discretion).  This spell is lost if the

priest changes his or her mind and does not leave the crystal sphere after

all.  In the Flow, priests of Celestian can cast the spells they already

possess, but, like the clergy of all faiths, cannot regain new spells of

4th or higher level.  Moreover, priests of Celestian cannot recover their

spells on the surface of a world in a sphere where Celestian is not

worshipped.  Even some large asteroids are too large to allow the priest

to recover his or her spells (again, at the DM's discretion).  However,

once the priests of Celestian have established a focus within the crystal

sphere (see Chapter 8 of The Complete Spacefarer's Handbook), they have

the same access to spells as the priests of any other deity.


In addition, once priests of Celestian have left the atmosphere of

Oerth for Wildspace, they find that certain spells - those associated with

movement and travel (including all of the "walk" spells of the elemental

sphere and all the spells of the astral and travelers spheres, among

others) - work as though the priest were one level higher than their

actual level.


Planewalking clergy suffer no effective spell-casting level loss

when traveling any of the Prime's crystal spheres or any of the Outer

Planes, since Celestian makes his home wandering the Astral Plane.

Moreover, priests only suffer the loss of one level on the Ethereal Plane

and two levels on the Inner Planes.  In addition, they cast all spells on

the Astral Plane as if they were one level higher than their actual level.


At 9th level, priests of Celestian may build a stronghold (though

it must be portable, e.g. flying castles, spelljamming ships, a

personalized Daern's Instant Fortress, etc.) and attract followers as do

standard clerics.  These followers generally consist of 1 5th level bard,

1 5th level mage, 1 5th level ranger, 1 7th level specialty priest or

cleric, and 3 5th level specialty priests or clerics - most or all of whom

will have spelljamming or planewalking experience.

Any human, demihuman, or nonhuman may join Celestian's clergy, although

the membership is predominately human and half-elven.  Most dwarves,

halflings, and gnomes tend to appreciate their communities too much to

view wandering as desirable, although there is a small, but growing,

contingent of kender among the clergy's ranks.  The plane-touched races -

aasimar, genasi, and tieflings - also represent a growing segment of the

faithful.  Of the nonhumans, the hadozee and the xixchil are the most

likely to join the church, but there are very few nonhuman priests or lay

worshipers, of any race, dedicated to Celestian.  Nevertheless,

considering the god's spheres of influence, even demihumans and some

humanoids with their own racial deities worship Celestian alongside their

normal pantheon.  Clerics in the service of Celestian are allowed to

multi-class if their race is normally allowed to do so.  In addition, if

the Invisible Art (psionics) is permitted in the campaign and the race can

normally become psionicists, priests of Celestian are allowed to

multi-class as cleric/psionicists, even if this multi-class option is not

usually available.

The Star Wanderer has only a small following among the Flanaess of Oerth,

made up of navigators, astronomers, astrologers, savants, sages,

philosophers, dreamers, and like souls involved with the cosmos or sky.

These faithful tend to be detached, more concerned with the stars than

Oerthly affairs.  They most often worship him privately or through travel

to unknown lands and the acquisition of knowledge.

Most of Celestian's followers instead seek to emulate their deity through

spelljamming and planewalking.  As the patron god of wanderers, explorers,

and travelers, even if he is only an intermediate power from a single

crystal sphere, Celestian is perfectly suited to those who earn their

living as they go.  Moreover, even those who shy away from the powers

altogether often make a special exception for Celestian.  The general

opinion among these travelers is that his blessings cannot hurt when you

need to get someplace in a hurry.  

Many spelljamming groups consider the faithful of Celestian useful, if a

bit strange.  Since they seek to wander the many spheres, Celestian's

clergy are always willing to pilot long journeys through the Flow.  Thus,

the good-aligned trading companies and mercenary companies see Celestian's

faithful as a convenient resource, and the sight of their starry black

robes is a welcome one.  However, Celestian's priests will not pilot

warships or slaveships.  They do not seek conquest and will not aid an

unjust conqueror to invade Wildspace.  They will pilot mercenary ships,

but only to transport defenders and never into a direct conflict.

The clergy of Celestian and the Seekers of Wildspace are on good terms.

Many of the Star Wanderer's followers are also Seekers, as the two

organizations hold similar goals.  Many of the Star Wanderer's clergy who

are not Seekers will still report their discoveries to that organization.

In return, the Seekers act as a communications network for the widely

scattered priesthood.  A sender can leave a message for a priest of

Celestian at any Seeker office, and it will be transferred through the

information network and presented to the recipient the next time he checks

in at any other Seeker office.

The Tenth Pit and the Chainmen, also of Wildspace, are hostile to the

clergy of Celestian because they refuse to transport Tenth Pit troops or

pilot Chainmen slaveships.  As expected, the Xenos are as hostile to the

worshipers of Celestian as they are to any group that accepts nonhumans,

but since the faithful are few, they receive little attention from the

Xenos.

The followers of Ptah dislike the disciples of the Far Wanderer, and they

try to discredit and challenge them on theological grounds whenever

possible.  For their part, Celestian's clergy generally ignore the

followers of Ptah.  

Celestian has made great strides recently by picking up many planewalking

worshipers.  This is simply because those priests who revere Celestian,

who dwells upon the Astral, do not suffer a loss of spellcasting ability

as they travel around the Great Ring, the Outer Planes.  Moreover, magical

weapons forged on the Astral are equally powerful throughout the Outer

Planes.  A prime might consider it tacky to praise a god just to get his

spells, but planewalkers are more canny and realistic - they do what they

can to stay alive.  Consequently, among planewalkers, the Far Wanderer is

remarkably well venerated and rapidly becoming a religion of choice.  And

as a result, Celestian's power grows by leaps and bounds due to the

devotion brought by an increasing number of practical-minded planewalkers.  

Celestian's faithful have yet to develop any particular relationships with

any of the factions or sects of the Outer Planes, with the exception of

the Athar, whom the Far Wanderer's priests view as foolish and potentially

dangerous.  Several of Celestian's planewalking faithful are, however,

affiliated with the Planewalker's Guild (see the Planescape adventure

anthology Tales from the Infinite Staircase).

Shrines to Celestian upon Prime worlds are located in the country, away

from city lights, and are built on mountain peaks or hilltops with a clear

view of the night sky.  However, most shrines to the Far Wanderer are

found in Wildspace and the Astral Plane.  While there is no standard

construction for these shrines, most are, for practical purposes, akin to

inns, complete with kitchens, boarding rooms, and the like - though their

size may vary from that of a large one-room shack to an inn of the largest

and finest caliber.

The clergy of Celestian are known as celestians, as are its specialty

priests.  This is a point of confusion for many outside of the faith, who

find themselves shaking their heads in frustration.  This distinction is

further confused by the Celestians, the name by which the church is known

among spelljammers.  For their part, celestians either see no need to

clear up the confusion or do not care.  Most celestians are specialty

priests (67%) or itinerant, though primarily planet-bound, clerics (15%),

with a handful of wizard (7%), bards (7%), and psionicists (2%).  In

addition, most are humans (70%), half-elves (15%), or one of growing

number of the plane-touched races (5%) - the aasimar, genasi, and

tieflings - with a smattering of other races, primarily elves, halflings,

and the other demihuman races (8%).  Slightly more than half of all

celestians are male (52%).

Due to their itinerant nature, the church maintains a very loose

hierarchy.  In fact, unlike many other faiths, the celestians do not use

specific titles to identify their status, per se.  Instead, the celestians

are organized by and identify themselves by one of seven orders: 1st Order

(1st-2nd level), 2nd Order (3rd-4th level), 3rd Order (5th-6th level), 4th

Order (7th-8th level), 5th Order (9th-10th level), 6th Order (11th-15th

level), and 7th Order (16th and higher levels). 

Dogma: Celestians believe in travel.  Until the day they die, priests of

Celestian must keep traveling to new places.  To return to a previously

visited site is considered at least slightly taboo by what religious

hierarchy Celestian has.  (They rarely settle in one place, preferring to

visit as many spheres and planes as possible.  Nevertheless, the

celestians are wise enough to understand that through all of this

traveling, lay folk, and even the occasional clergy member, sometimes find

their place in the Multiverse and settle down permanently - though this is

still frowned upon.)  

Lay members of Celestian's church have few obligations, except the general

admonition to travel and help others.  They must provide aid to any person

in need (Celestian's tenets do not forbid charging for such aid, however).  

Clergy of Celestian must pledge the same oaths as lay members.  However,

their oaths are taken more seriously.  Spelljamming clergy must travel

from one sphere to another at least once each year, and must visit a

sphere new to the priest at least once every five years.  Planewalking

clergy have similar requirements and are required to travel from plane to

plane at least once a year, and must visit a planar layer new to them at

least once very five years.  However, as Sigil is the City of Doors,

planewalkers are allowed to visit that city as often as they like, though

they are not to stay for long.  (Nevertheless, many celestians maintain

apartments or keep safety deposits in the city).  Planet-bound worshipers

of Celestian are not under these obligations, although they are encouraged

to make similar journeys, especially through astral travel.

Many celestians believe that Celestian ranks his followers in the

afterlife by the number of spheres and planes they visited when they were

alive.  As petitioners, his followers become the stars in his robes, and

when their wanderlust becomes so great that they wish to travel on their

own, that is when they merge with their deity.


Day-to-Day Activities: Celestian's small priesthood is very

studious and meditative, and also somewhat secretive and detached from

everyday life.  The study of astronomy and navigation and the acquisition

of arcane lore and magical items that aid travel are considered important

goals by the faithful.  They keep secret records of their voyages into the

cosmos.  They also try to keep track of gates, especially those that are

activated by astronomical conditions. 

Priests of Celestian spend most of their time wandering about emulating

their deity, whenever possible, by traveling the depths of space or the

planes, seeking to visit as much of the Known Spheres or planes as they

can in their lifetime.  


Celestians also act to aid good-aligned travelers who are or are

not members of the church, but who have, nevertheless, fallen on hard

times.  They assist newcomers to a sphere with advice about the local

customs and laws, and will even help them find work should the need arise.

It is customary to leave a donation (or if destitute, to provide one when

one is more wealthy) for these services, but there is no set fee schedule.

Celestian hospices in poorly traveled areas may appreciate tales of travel

more than a token donation of gold. 


Holy Days/Important Ceremonies: The clergy of Celestian have few

holy days.  Services to Celestian are held, when at all possible, outdoors

under a starry sky, in the wildspace of the various crystal spheres, or in

the silver void.


Joining the celestians is easy, especially for nonpriests.  A

supplicant must convert to worship of Celestian, pledge to wander the

stars or planes as Celestian himself does, and vow to aid any person in

need.  These oaths are not always taken too seriously, however.  A

"wandering" lay worshiper of Celestian can stop for 20 or 30 years in one

place without receiving more than a gentle chiding from the priesthood.


Major Centers of Worship: The wandering clergy of Celestian have

little in the way of organization or permanent places of worship.

Nevertheless, a home temple can be found hidden among the Griff Mountains

on the world of Oerth in Greyspace.  

Another prominent sight of the faith on Oerth is the Grey College

Observatory just south of the Duke's Gate of the City of Greyhawk.  This

domed building is owned by the Grey College of Greyhawk and is used by

sages, astrologers, students, nobles, and others with an interest in the

heavens.  A small fee is charged for using the observatory, which features

several small telescopes with finely ground lenses mounted on rotating

stands.  The observatory grounds are used by the faithful on various holy

days throughout the year to conduct rituals.  The Observatory Tutor is

Karol Zagan (N hf P2 - Celestian; hp 7; Int 17), a talkative middle-aged

woman who got the job when her predecessor retired and moved away.  She

also keeps records of the faith's voyages into the cosmos in a secret room

below the Observatory.  

(As might be expected, the nearby cities of Greyhawk and, to a lesser

extent, Dyvers serve as the primary regions for the landing and/or docking

of spelljamming vessels, with most spelljamming ships touching down in the

Nyr Dyv or Wooly Bay and then sailing along the Selintan to Greyhawk.

Despite the fact that natives of Greyspace like to think of their

planetbound fellows as knowledgeable of spelljamming, the truth is that

the natives are much more provincial and insular.  While most people have

the idea that Celestian's congregation is supposed to travel the stars,

few know that some followers of Celestian actually do voyage into

Wildspace and fewer still take such tales seriously.  Moreover, the fact

that most spelljamming ships that have ever landed in the area strongly

resemble normal sailing ships, makes convincing commoners otherwise

difficult) 

The faithful also maintain hospices in many Wildspace settlements and way

homes scattered among the silver void - places a traveler can go for

shelter and safety - that frequently double as shrines.  While the

hospices are often run by lay folk who have decided to settle for a time

(and appreciate donations though they are not required), no one ever stays

in the way homes long.  These safe havens have saved many a wanderer with

a bit of food and protection from the elements.  Most of the clergy's

shrines, however, are found in Wildspace, outside of planetary influence.

Affiliated Orders: Celestian sponsors no knightly orders.  However, his

clergy, especially those in Wildspace, are looked upon as a tightly knit

and organized group of wanderers and called the Celestians, a slight and

accepted corruption of what celestians call themselves.  In addition, a

number of planar rangers look to Celestian for guidance, though they are

not organized in any fashion.


Priestly Vestments: Priests of Celestian wear different

gem-covered robes for their holy rites, depending upon their order:

priests of the 1st Order wear light blue robes with rubies; 2nd Order,

light gray robes with jacinths; 3rd Order, violet robes with topazes; 4th

Order, blue-gray robes with emeralds; 5th Order, dark blue robes with

sapphires; 6th Order, deep purple robes with amethysts; and 7th Order,

black robes with diamonds.  The robes all give an onlooker the impression

of a field of stars.

Priests often carry their holy symbol, an array of seven "stars" (a

diamond, amethyst, sapphire, emerald, topaz, jacinth, and ruby) as a

silver brooch.  The silver "array" is shaped much like a full circle

bisected by the (right-sided) curve of a waning moon with another smaller

waning moon attached to the bisecting curve within the larger waning moon.

The "stars" follow the bisecting curve to the exterior (left-sided) curve

of the smaller waning moon back to the bisecting curve, in "C" shape with

an extended serif, in the following top-to-bottom order: jacinth, ruby,

amethyst, diamond, sapphire, topaz, emerald.  The "stars" of the brooch

are often real gems for high-level clergy, while lay worshipers and

low-level clergy often use colored-glass or cheaper gem stones, such as

quartz. 

Adventuring Garb: The adventuring garb of the priests of Celestian is

usually black robes and/or cloaks, though some wear black leather armor

under their robes and cloaks.  When expecting danger, celestians prefer to

arm themselves with the weaponry of their god.

Specialty Priests (Celestians)

Requirements:
Intelligence 12, Wisdom 9

Prime Req.:

Intelligence, Wisdom

Alignment:


LG, NG, CG, N

Weapons:
Axes, bows, daggers/dirks, knives, pike, staffs, spears,

long sword, short sword

Armor:
Any nonmetallic armors up to and including leather and wooden

shield

Major Spheres:
All, astral, creation, divination, healing, necromantic

(up to 4th-level only), numbers, sun, thought, travelers

Minor Spheres:
Charm, guardian, protection, weather

Magical Items:
As cleric plus any items pertaining to traveling

Req. Profs:
Spear; astrology or planology

Bonus Profs:
Astral navigation; navigation (Wildspace or sometimes,

high seas) or planar direction sense

The above proficiencies are fully detailed in one or more of the following

sources: The Complete Spacefarer's Handbook, A Guide to the Astral Plane,

The Planewalker's Handbook, Player's Handbook, and Player's Option: Skills

& Powers.

 Any race that allows clerics, human, demihuman, or nonhuman, may become

celestians, although celestians are predominantly humans and half-elves. 

 If the Invisible Art (psionics) is permitted in the campaign and the

character's race normally allows psionicists, celestians are allowed to

multi-class as celestian/psionicists.

 If the Invisible Art (psionics) is permitted in the campaign, celestians

have a bonus +5% chance of being wild talents.

 Celestians have access to a number of spells, which may or may not be

among their spheres of access (depending, in part, on whether the campaign

uses the sphere spell listings found in the Player's Handbook, Tome of

Magic, or Player's Option: Spells & Magic).  These include the various

"walk" and travel spells of the elemental sphere - wind column, flame

walk, water walk, windborne, air walk, chariot of Sustarre, and wind walk

- - as well as a few common cleric spells - create water, know alignment,

and quest.  All of these spells may be prayed for as if they belonged to

an allowable sphere of access such as the all, creation, divination, or

travelers spheres.  

 Celestians receive a +2 saving throw bonus to all applicable "natural"

dangers found on the Astral Plane, including psychic winds and the energy

fields of dead god husks.

 Celestians receive a +2 saving throw bonus and mental armor class bonus

vs. all psionic attacks.

 Celestians may cast feather fall or jump (as the 1st-level wizard spells)

once per day.

 At 3rd level, celestians may cast levitate or spider climb (as the

2nd-level wizard spells) once per day.

 At 5th level, celestians may cast astral window (as the 3rd-level priest

spell) or fly (as the 3rd-level wizard spell) once per day.

 At 7th level, celestians may cast dimension door (as the 4th-level wizard

spell) or join with astral traveler (as the 4th-level priest spell) once

per day.

 At 10th level, celestians may now use each of the spell-like powers they

are granted between 1st and 5th level twice per day.

 At 10th level, celestians may cast teleport (as the 5th-level wizard

spell) or plane shift (as the 5th-level priest spell) once per day.

 At 15th level, celestians may now use each of the spell-like powers they

are granted between 1st and 5th level thrice per day.

 At 15th level, celestians may cast teleport without error (as the

7th-level wizard spell) or astral spell (as the 7th-level priest spell)

once per day.

 At 20th level, celestians may cast meteor swarm (as the 9th-level wizard

spell) once per tenday.

Celestial Spells

Priests of Celestian have access to all the wildspace- and planar-oriented

priest spells within their normally allowed accessible spheres as if they

were commonly known spells of their faith. 

4th-Level

Meteors (Evocation)

Sphere:



Creation

Range:



20 yards

Components:

V, S, M

Duration:


1 round/level

Casting Time:

5

Area of Effect:

Special

Saving Throws:
Special

Also known as meteors of Celestian, this spell creates 2-5 (1d4+1) stone

spheres, each six inches in diameter.  They shoot from the caster's hand,

following a straight path toward the target or targets the caster selects.

The meteors hit their targets unless a save vs. spells is made (dexterity

and racial bonuses do not apply), and there is a -2 penalty to the save if

the range is 10 years or less.  Each meteor inflicts 1d4+4 points of

damage if it hits.  The caster may release the meteors one at a time or

together, but any not released when the spell duration ends are lost.


Meteors operates as though the caster were two levels higher in

Wildspace or on any planet other than Oerth within Greyspace.

In order to cast this spell, the priest must be outdoors under an open

sky, in the wildspace of crystal spheres, or on the Astral Plane.  The

material component for the spell is the priest's holy symbol.

Celestial Magic Items

Mantle of Celestian

XP Value: 


1,500

GP Value:


15,000

This garment is of black cloth and is otherwise unremarkable.  If the item

is checked for magic, the mantle radiates an aura of alteration.  

The principal power of this wrap is to enable a wearer to exist in the

cold void of outer space.  Its wearer can breathe and feel as if he or she

were in a cool, well-ventilated place where any oxygen-breathing creature

could exist.  It also protects against poison gases of all sorts.  In

addition, the mantle provides a +1 bonus on all saving throws vs.

electricity, fire, and noise (including drums of deafening, panic,

roaring, or thunder).

The mantle of Celestian is well suited for travelers in general as well as

for spelljammers and exhibits the following powers:

Food: A wearer may simply reach inside one of its many pockets and find

sufficient rations for one person for one day; this nourishment is

available once per day.

Drink: In another pocket there is a small ewer that provides up to seven

gallons of water, pouring cold or warm as the user commands.  Such draught

is obtainable once per day.

Shelter: A wearer does not grow cold or hot or become wet or damp while

wearing the mantle.

Storage: The mantle has seven large and seven small pockets, and only one

of each is needed for food and water, so the remaining 12 can be used to

store whatever is desired (up to 7 pounds in the small pockets or 14

pounds in the large) with no bulk, bulge, or added weight.

The mantle of Celestian also has a special power that is conveyed to the

wearer only if he or she is a priest of Celestian.  This dweomer enables a

wearer to see the aura of any stranger met along the way, so as to give

warning of evil, neutral, or good intent.  The power is not automatically

bestowed, however, for a wearer must concentrate to sense the aura.

As suggested above, the mantle of Celestian has proved particularly

popular among spelljamming followers of the Star Wanderer.

Prismal's Holy Symbol of Celestian

XP Value: 


1,000

GP Value:


5,000

After an in-depth investigation of the geometry of holy symbols, Prismal,

a planewalking mage of great repute, discovered that if the geometry of a

holy symbol is properly attuned to its patron deities' specific

"superfluid wave patterns," the priest is able to use a small portion of

the deity's power to perform simple functions without having to petition

the deity for power.  Following his studies, Prismal found priesta of

Celestian and four other deities who were willing to test his theory.


When used by a priest of Celestian, Prismal's holy symbol of

Celestian allow the priest to perform the following:

 Turn undead as though he or she were four levels higher.

 Increase the effectiveness of bless/curse, chant, and prayer spells by

+1.

 Gain maximum hit points from an aid spell.

 Increase augury and abjure accuracy by 15%.

 Cast speak with dead as though four levels higher.

 Grant the DM more leeway with a commune spell - possibly offering

complete sentences as answers to a character's question or allowing an

additional question.

 Cause saving throws against quest spells to suffer a -6 penalty and be

treated as though cast by a priest four levels higher.

 Allow recipients of raise dead and resurrection spells two resurrection

survival rolls if applicable.

Prismal's Holy Symbol of Celestian has proved particularly popular among

the planewalking followers of the Far Wanderer.
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New Fiends

OK, I promised you that i was working on a new race of fiends. So here they 

are. Any comments or suggestions very welcome.

Rotheri




Abilain

Letna

Shaik



Dorenaar
Brute



Climate/Terrain
------------------------------------ Any 

- ------------------------------------------

Frequency

------------------------------- Very Rare 

- ---------------------------------------

Organization

Pack Leader
Solitary
Solitary
Pack



Pack

Activity

------------------------------------ Any 

- ------------------------------------------

Diet


------------------------------------ Any 

- ------------------------------------------

Intelligence

Supra-Genius
Exceptional
High



Average
Animal

Treasure

T, V (x2)
T, V

U

R



O




(Pack lair treasure type G, H)



Alignment

----------------------------- Lawful Evil 

- ----------------------------------------

No. Appearing

1

1

1

1-4



2-8

Armour Class

-4

-2

0

2



4

Movement

18 (Fl 32, A)
15 (Fl 24, A)
12

12



8

Hit Dice

3

5

8

11 + 

6

15 + 15

THAC0

17

15

13

8



3

No. of Attacks

2

2

2

5



7

Damage

1d6 (x2)
1d6+1 (x2)
1d8 (x2)
1d8 +2(x4)


1d6 +6(x2)










1d12



1d8 +6(x4)


1d20 (x1)

Special Attacks
---------------------------------- See Below 

- ---------------------------------------

Special Defences
---------------------------------- See Below 

- ---------------------------------------

Magic Resistance
75%

60%

45%

30%



15%

Size


S (3')

M (5')

L (8')

L 

(11')

H (16')

Morale


Fanatic

Champion
Champion
Elite



Fearless

XP Value




The rotheri are a small race of fiends that are scattered over 

several planes, but are most common on Acheron, where they have taken one of 

the cubes on each layer for themselves. They are also found on Baator, the 

Gray Waste, Carceri and Gehenna. They seem to appear on other planes only 

when passing through. Records of their race date back into the mists of time, 

and early records suggest that they migrated to Acheron from Baator, being 

forced out of their original home with the arrival of the baatezu. 

Originally, this discovery caused many sages to suggest with great excitement 

that the rotheri were the ancient Baatorians. This theory fell through, 

however, when it was discovered that the rotheri themselves have records from 

the time when they migrated, and that these records referred to 'The Great 

Masters' (or occasionally 'The Great Old Ones' or 'The Old Masters'). It is 

now generally accepted that the rotheri were but servants to the ancient 

Baatorians, and that those alive today either do not recall that race, or do 

not wish to share their information.


All rotheri, like most fiends, have certain immunities and 

vulnerabilities. They take full damage from silver weapons and magic missile 

attacks, and also from electrical attacks. They take only half damage from 

cold or acid based attacks, and are immune to fire, gases or poisons. They 

also have a limited form of telepathy, with the exception of the brutes.





Abilain


In direct contradiction to what is normal on the planes, amongst the 

rotheri it is the small creatures that rule the large. In all of the other 

fiendish races, the larger and more powerful creatures are also the most 

intelligent, and those best suited to leadership. Amongst the rotheri, 

however, the intelligent leaders of the race are the smallest and weakest. 

This is not to say that the abilain are without their defences, mind, merely 

that they do not generally have to rely upon defences because they are rarely 

themselves under any threat. 


At a glance, abilain are often mistaken for imps or mephits of some 

variety (which, to be fair, are a lot more likely to be encountered). This is 

a dangerous mistake to make, and an even worse one to mention where the 

abilain can hear it; they despise imps in particular with a passion that few 

races can match. They stand around 3 feet tall, and are humanoid in 

appearance with bat-like wings sprouting from their shoulder blades. Their 

hands and feet both end in claws, although those on their feet are too small 

to be used in combat. Although they have tough, leathery skin and no visible 

sign of sex, abilain prefer to cloth themselves, usually wearing black robes, 

although other dark coloured robes are common. They prefer voluminous 

clothing in which they can hide things rather than tight-fitting items of 

clothing. Their skin colour varies slightly from individual to individual, 

but is usually a shade of red.



Combat


Abilain rarely ever become involved in melee combat. For one thing, 

as pack leaders, they are almost always accompanied by their packs, so in 

order to reach the commanding abilain, you have to fight your way through the 

attendant brutes and dorenaar. They are well aware of their limitations where 

physical combat is concerned, and avoid it at all costs, even going as far as 

to abandon their pack in order to save their own skins rather than risk 

themselves. If it is unavoidable, they prefer to fight with their own claws, 

aware that few weapons that their small size and strength will allow them to 

wield are as effective as those weapons that they have been 'born' with. 

However, generally abilain prefer to use their potent spell-casting 

abilities. 


All abilain are wizards of at least 10th level (often higher), and in 

addition to this they have several innate abilities, all usable at will. 

These are (daily unless mentioned otherwise); Teleport Without Error (at 

will), Charm Person (three times per day), Friends, Forget, Hold Person 

(twice per day), Leomund's Lamentable Belabourment, Domination (twice per 

day), Magic Missile (five times per day) and Dispel Magic (at will). All of 

these spells are cast at their wizard level, or 12th level, whichever is the 

greater. When selecting their wizard spells, abilain prefer to have a 

majority of spells that are defensive (either protecting themselves from 

damage, or persuading others not to attack them), and a few attacking spells, 

and also tend to prefer spells that have short casting times where possible. 


The claws of abilain do have an added sting in the tail, however, for 

those times when they just have to get their hands dirty. They secrete a 

poison from under the claws that constantly coats them, and a save is forced 

each time they successfully strike with them. The save is against poison, 

with a -3 penalty imposed. Success means that the poison has no effect, 

failure stuns the affected individual for one round (unable to perform any 

actions, including adequately defending themselves), and then after that, for 

1d4 turns, they will regard the abilain that hit them (only) as their 

greatest friend. Not only will they not attack the abilain, but they will not 

permit harm to come to the abilain if they are in any way able to prevent it. 

This would even include such actions as attacking friends and colleagues who 

threaten the abilain, and shielding it from area effect spells with their own 

body. Note that affected individuals are not charmed, and are under no 

compulsion to obey the abilain; they merely will not allow it to be harmed. 

After the effect wears off, an individual is immune to the effects of the 

poison from any abilain for one week.


Abilain cannot be hit except by +3 magical weapons. They are able to 

gate one of each of the other types of rotheri per day, with the chance of 

success depending of the type of rotheri that they are trying to gate in. 

They have a 90% chance of gating a brute, a 70% chance of gating a dorenaar, 

a 50% chance of gating a shaik and a 30% chance of gating a letna. Note they 

will attempt the latter under real duress, as gating a letna is almost always 

going to result in a challenge to their position.


Abilain regenerate 1 point of damage per round.



Habitat/Society


Abilain are the rulers of the rotheri. There are fairly few of them, 

and the majority stay in their lairs on Acheron. Most of the remainder can be 

found on Baator, and a small number roam the planes in general. They are 

schemers, constantly trying to bring more power and influence to their race, 

but also to themselves. Like most ranking fiends, the only thing that is 

really keeping them from making a major nuisance of themselves is that they 

spend so much of their time and energy on plots against each other.





Letna


Letna are outcasts, barred from rotheri society until such time as 

they are able to defeat an abilain, when they will change form to replace 

their victim. They are larger than abilain, standing about 5 feet tall. In 

all other respects they resemble abilain, although they are not as capable in 

the air as their smaller brethren (due mostly to the fact that their smaller 

brethren, being smaller, are capable of faster movement).



Combat


Much like their smaller cousins, letna would prefer not to become 

engaged in hand to hand combat if avoidable, aware of their vulnerability in 

such a situation (particularly as unlike the abilain they are almost always 

alone). They are somewhat stronger than abilain, and inflict slightly more 

damage than their smaller cousins. They also, like the abilain, bear a poison 

on their claws. It is of a different nature, however, and beings affected by 

it must save against poison with a -2 penalty. If the save is successful, 

then the affected creature is stunned for one round (and is unable to attack, 

cast spells or defend themselves). If the save is failed, then the 

unfortunate creature suffers an additional 10 points of damage and is held 

for one turn. Subsequent attacks force additional saves, and the duration of 

the holding effect is cumulative (so a second attack two rounds after the 

victim was held would extend the duration of the hold by a further turn in 

addition to the eight rounds left from the original attack, as well as 

inflicting further damage).


However, letna, again, are spell casters. They are wizards of between 

7th and 10th level, and also have access to priestly spells as if they were 

priests of between levels 8 and 12. The spheres to which they have access are 

healing (reversed), protection, necromantic and charm. In addition to this 

spell casting ability, they are able to cast the following spells at will 

(once per day unless specified otherwise); Teleport Without Error (at will), 

Dispel Magic (at will), Burning Hands, Sleep, Melf's Acid Arrow, Flame Arrow, 

Confusion and Fireball (twice per day). These spells are cast at 8th level 

unless their wizard level is higher, in which case that level is used. As 

should be apparent from the spells that a letna can use instinctively, they 

prefer damaging spells, well aware that they must win a fight with an abilain 

in order to progress in their society. Letna can sometimes be 'bought' with a 

really devastating spell. 


Letna can be hit only by weapons of at least +2 enchantment. They are 

able to gate in only shaik, but they can attempt this up to four times a day, 

with a 75% probability of success each time. 


Letna regenerate 1 point of damage per round.



Habitat/Society


Letna are outcasts, having left the pack in which they once belonged 

as brutes, and then dorenaar. The only way that letna can return to the pack 

environment is to kill the abilain that is the current leader of a particular 

pack. When this occurs, the victorious letna undergoes the metamorphosis to 

an abilain (and is regarded by the members of the defeated abilain's pack as 

the new pack leader), and takes control of the pack. Letna are never 

knowingly part of the plotting of any abilain, and never co-operate with each 

other. They are schemers like the abilain, except that rather than devote 

their energies to plots against each other, they concentrate upon plotting 

against the abilain. In many ways, letna are the most approachable of the 

rotheri, as many can think of ways in which a band of planeswalkers can help 

them achieve their goals. They are also the least trustworthy of the rotheri, 

as it may be that the best way that the planeswalkers can help the letna is 

to donate to it all their spells and magic items. When undergoing any mission 

sponsored by a letna, watertight contracts are essential.





Shaik



Physically, shaik resemble none of their cousins. They are 

large, standing around eight feet tall, but only weigh as much as the average 

human. Their frame looks emaciated, although this disguises the strength that 

they possess. Their features are vaguely reptilian, with their skin being 

covered in scales (generally of a dark green colour). Their heads are like 

those of snakes, although without fangs. They do not have claws on any of 

their limbs.



Combat


Just as they stand between the intelligent schemers of the rotheri 

and the powerful, stupid workhorses of the race, sharing some characteristics 

of both, so the shaik share some characteristics of both in how they fight. 

Although they do not possess claws, shaik are surprisingly strong, and in 

physical combat they simply aim to bludgeon their opponents with their arms. 

They are also beginning to realise the advantages of magic, and function as 

wizards of 2nd to 5th level. In addition, they have the following spells 

available to them, once per day unless mentioned otherwise; Dispel Magic 

(three times per day), Teleport Without Error (at will), Magic Missile, 

Shocking Grasp, Charm Person and Feather Fall. 


Like their more powerful cousins, shaik also produce a poison. In the 

case of shaik, however, it is produced in their mouth, and they must spit it 

at opponents. They can spit poison only at one opponent at a time, and can do 

so only every third round. They can spit up to 50 feet, and must make a 

successful attack roll (with a +2 bonus) to hit. Unsuccessful poison attacks, 

unless they hit another character, effectively become inactive as son as they 

hit the ground, and the poison degrades very quickly in air. If the poison 

hits, a save versus poison is required. Success results in ten points of 

damage. Failure results in 20 points of damage, disorientates the character 

for 2d6 rounds (during which time they are unable to attack, cast spells or 

defend themselves), and causes the permanent loss of one point of charisma 

due to scarring. 


Shaik are vulnerable only to weapons of at least +2 enchantment. They 

are able to gate in only other shaik. They may attempt this up to three times 

a day, but have only a 35% chance of success each time.


Shaik regenerate 1 point of damage per round.



Habitat/Society


Shaik are the middle-men in rotheri society. They have left the pack, 

and so are regarded with some suspicion by the abilain. They are regarded 

with considerable mistrust by both dorenaar and brutes, and will be attacked 

in sight by either unless they have orders not to do so. Letna despise shaik, 

but realise that they are the closest things that any letna has to an ally in 

rotheri society. Shaik hate letna, but do their bidding through fear. 

However, despite having left the pack, shaik are accepted on the borders of 

their old pack. They will not be attacked by brutes or dorenaar from the pack 

they have left. Also, abilain of any pack may offer to make use of shaik, 

offering protection and power in return for some service. Thus, despite 

having left their pack, many shaik still retain close links to one pack or 

another.





Dorenaar


These large creatures are the workhorses of the pack; strong and 

tough enough to be useful, and intelligent enough to carry out complicated 

instructions. Dorenaar stand around 11 feet tall (although they can vary 

around half a foot either side of this height). They are the most humanoid in 

appearance of the rotheri, having a passing resemblance to large ogres. Where 

the similarity ends is in the somewhat dog-like muzzle that they have on 

their faces. 



Combat


Dorenaar are the only rotheri that do not produce poison. Their 

powerful arms allow them to strike for 3-10 points of damage with each 

successful attack; they can make four attacks per round with their massive 

fists. They are perfectly capable of using weapons, and are the only rotheri 

that will routinely do so. If they find a weapon of the appropriate size that 

they like, then they can strike twice per round with that, doing 2 points 

extra damage on top of that which the weapon would normally inflict, due to 

their brute strength. For preference, however, dorenaar fight unarmed. 


They may also bite the opponent in front of them, inflicting 1d12 

damage. In addition to all this, three times per day dorenaar may breath 

fire. They may not make a bite attack in the same round as they use their 

breath weapon, and it is 5 rounds before they can breath again. Their breath 

weapon extends for up to 30 feet in front of them, in a 60 degree arc from 

their muzzle. They inflict 10d damage from this, targets in the area of 

effect may make a save versus breath weapon for half damage. 


Dorenaar have also begun to learn rudimentary spell-casting 

abilities. They may cast Teleport Without Error four times a day, Dispel 

Magic twice a day, and Sleep and Forget once each per day. 


Dorenaar have extremely acute senses of both smell and hearing. As a 

result, they can always detect invisible creatures within 30 feet, and are 

never surprised.


Dorenaar may gate in other members of their pack only. They are 

successful 80% of the time (the rest of the time the leading abilain refuses 

to let other pack members assist the dorenaar). Up to half of the remaining 

pack members will arrive, so this can be as much as 2 dorenaar and 4 brutes; 

although this would tend to indicate that the dorenaar who is doing the 

gating is on a very important mission for their pack leader.


Dorenaar regenerate 2 points of damage per round.



Habitat/Society


Dorenaar hold an important role in the pack. They are intelligent 

enough to control brutes, and will be entrusted with missions by their pack 

leader. They are intelligent enough to improvise new plans as situations 

warrant. They are also completely loyal to their pack leader, and it is only 

immediately before they transform to a shaik that they have any questions 

about the chain of command in the pack. In many ways, they function as 

corporals and sergeants in rotheri society.





Brutes


The name given to these creatures (even other rotheri refer to them 

simply as brutes) is almost an adequate description of them all on it's own. 

They barely have any intelligence at all (brutes do not have enough 

individuality to have personalities, or even names, until they ascend to 

become dorenaar), and it is as much as brutes can do to follow even the 

simplest of instructions. They take orders only from the abilain who is their 

pack leader, and the dorenaar of the pack. They can be ordered by these 

creatures to take instructions from others, but any other being is secondary 

in importance to other pack members. When encountered in their pack 

territory, brutes attack immediately unless instructed not to do so. Brutes 

never leave combat unless ordered; they are too stupid to realise they are 

losing. 


They are massive creatures, with even the small ones standing 16 feet 

tall (brutes sometimes reach up to 20 feet in height), and weigh almost twice 

as much as a man would if proportionally enlarged to that size. They 

generally resemble their smaller cousins, the dorenaar, except that brutes 

have a segmented tail, rather like that of a scorpion, that arches over their 

back, and brutes have mouths filled with oversized fangs that mean that they 

cannot fully shut their otherwise humanoid mouths.



Combat


Brutes love to fight. They take pleasure in little else. They always 

fight without weapons, and strike four times per round with their massive 

fists, inflicting 7 to 15 points of damage per attack. They may also bite an 

opponent directly in front of them for 1d20 points of damage. In addition to 

this, they may attack twice per round with the sting on their tails, although 

only at opponents who are not behind them. The sting inflicts 7 to 12 points 

of damage on a successful strike, and also injects poison into the victim 

(each brute has enough reserves to inject poison up to 20 times per day). A 

successful save versus poison means the poison merely inflicts 1d6 additional 

damage. A failed save results in the loss of 2d6 points of damage, and 1d4 

points of Strength and Dexterity (roll separately). For each five points of 

Strength or Dexterity lost in this manner, one point is lost permanently. 

Otherwise, lost Strength and Dexterity returns at the rate of one point per 

hour.


Brutes regenerate lost hit points at the rate of three per round, and 

have minimum of 5 hit points per HD. They have virtually no spell-casting 

ability at all, although they do have the ability to cast Teleport Without 

Error twice a day. They don't have the intelligence to do this unless 

directly ordered to do so, however. They cannot gate other rotheri.



Habitat/Society


Brutes are bodyguards for abilain, and raw strength, power and 

physical brutality when that is what is required. 



Ecology


The structure of rotheri society is complicated. An individual begins 

as a brute in a pack. Brutes seem to come from a variety of sources; some are 

known to be made from larvae, others are known to be created by the abilain, 

and some appear to come from other, as yet undefined, routes. Brutes are lost 

outside of the pack environment (brutes totally removed from the pack will 

attack anything they see). Eventually they transform to dorenaar and acquire 

a degree of intelligence. They will be dorenaar for some time, loyally 

following the instructions of the pack leader, and the will suddenly become 

disillusioned with the pack and transform to shaik. Shaik wander Acheron, and 

often other planes, loyal to no pack, but occasionally in the service of one 

pack or another, and sometimes of a letna. Shaik also have enough 

intelligence to be ambitious on their own behalf, and may therefore work with 

or for non-rotheri in return for payment of spells or a magical item. 

Eventually they become letna, and become true loners from the pack society, 

dominated solely by a need to acquire power themselves. A very few letna will 

defeat an abilain, and take control of the defeated abilain's pack, 

transforming to an abilain themselves.



The transformation process for the rotheri is the same whatever stage 

they are going to. The rotheri finds somewhere to hide, and seemingly goes to 

sleep. In actuality, their outer body has become a shell, and what is inside 

is changed into their new form. After a period of three to five days, they 

will break out from their cocoon (their old body) and take up their new life. 

Whilst transforming, rotheri are at their most vulnerable. If their old 

bodies are 'killed' whilst the rotheri is still transforming, then the 

rotheri will be released without having fully transformed. Such rotheri have 

half the hit points they should have, and have none of the special abilities 

(including spell-casting and poisons), and will never complete their 

transformation. Such rotheri rarely survive long.


Where a rotheri undergoes transformation depends on their original 

rank. Brutes transform in the heart of the pack complex, and do letna (as 

they are transforming to the new pack leader). Note that the pack will defend 

a transforming letna with their lives. Dorenaar tend to find somewhere on the 

outskirts of the pack territory to transform, and leave as soon as they 

emerge. The riskiest transformation is that from shaik to letna, as these 

creatures have no allies to protect them whilst they are vulnerable. 

Therefore shaik tend to seek out extremely well protected areas when they 

feel the need to transform to letna.


Although it would seem that the numbers of packs would remain 

constant, this is not the case. If an abilain is slain by creatures other 

than a letna, then any remaining pack members have no direction, and wander 

their locality with no apparent purpose. Another abilain may take such 

creatures into their pack, but any letna that happens to encounter pack-less 

brutes or dorenaar can also adopt them and form a pack, and transform to an 

abilain. It is therefore not unknown for letna to hire others to attack an 

abilain in order to try and take over the remainder of the pack after the 

abilain is dead. Letna who do this are despised by their fellow abilain after 

their transformation, and will be the subjects of many plots.

Galzion

Specialty Priests of Ptah 
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Ptah

(The Opener of the Way, the Seeker of Hidden Ways, the Supreme Artisan,

Creator of the Universe, He From Whom All Life Emerged)

Lesser (formerly Greater) Power of the Ethereal, LN

Portfolio: 
Afterlife, ARTS, CRAFTS, creation, creativity, designs,

destiny, illumination, insight, inspiration, light, metalworking, space,

spelljamming, TRAVEL, WILDSPACE

Artists, artisans, craftsmen, illumination, travelers, Wildspace

Aliases:  

Seker

Domain Name:
 
Ethereal/wanders

Superiors:  

 
Re/Ra (dead)

Allies:  
Sekhmet (unknown in the Realms), Nefertum (unknown in the

Realms), Seker (dead), Osiris, Thoth, Bast/Sharess

Foes:  



None

Symbol:
A mummified hand held high, palm forward with all but the middle

two fingers spread; an Apis (a type of ancient and sacred bull - older,

mostly used by groundling clergy, and never used in the Realms); a

hawk-headed mummy with an ankh in his right hand (Seker)

Wor. Align: 

Any

Ptah (TAUH) is one of the most ancient of the powers.  He predates even

Re, but stepped down for the more vital, active power.  According to

legend, Ptah formed the Prime Material Plane, and the multiverse for that

matter, out of the Ethereal and Elemental Planes, and created the Egyptian

(Mulhorandi) pantheon of gods.  Now, however, now he makes his own way as

he wanders the Ethereal. 

Where Thoth is the god of knowledge and science, Ptah is often viewed as

the god of artists and designers.  While the two gods have much in common,

there are important differences.  An architect planning a pyramid depends

on Thoth for the mathematics to build it and calls upon Ptah for the

inspiration that will make it a work of art.  In any case, Ptah is the

source of inspiration and creativity, and as such, lovers of art and

beauty call upon Ptah.  In addition, just as Thoth's priests claim that he

created the universe (or instructed Ptah to do so to his specifications),

so, too, do Ptah's priests exert their claim to the founding waters.

However, regardless of the claims of Thoth's clergy, it is Ptah that is

most commonly called Creator of the Universe.  

The powers of Mulhorand and the fallen deities of Unther are ancient in

origin and Ptah played a crucial role in bringing them to the Realms.

Millennia ago, at the height of the Imaskari Empire, the wizards of that

land wielded immense powers and in their pride refused to bow down to any

divine entity.  When the population of their lands collapsed in a

calamitous plague, the godless sorcerers of the empire opened a pair of

gates to another world.  In a series of lightning raids, they captured

countless slaves, brought them back to Abeir-Toril, and then permanently

closed all connections between those lands and the Realms.  Despite harsh

repression from the wizards, the Mulan maintained their faith in the

deities of their home world and offered up countless prayers for their

salvation and emancipation.


Ao heard their prayers, and summoned the god Ptah, an ancient

deity of Wildspace whose faith had originated in the home world of the

enslaved peoples, the Mulan, and whose followers had recently discovered

Realmspace, the crystal sphere containing Abeir-Toril.  At Ao's request,

Ptah returned to his home world and assembled the two relevant pantheons

of that sphere.  He explained what had happened to their faithful and

conveyed the Mulan's prayers for salvation.  Ptah then relayed Ao's

invitation to the two pantheons to extend their sphere of influence into

the Realms.  Since the Imaskari sorcerers had created an unbreachable

magical barrier between the two worlds that denied the entrance of the

gods of the Mulan into Realmspace (in a process similar to that employed

by the Scepter of the Sorcerer-Kings [described in the ENCYCLOPEDIA MAGICA

Volume 3 and the Book of Artifacts]), the only way the pantheons could

enter Abeir-Toril was to send avatars through Wildspace accompanied by

Ptah.  Ptah explained that their avatars would be cut off from their

divine essences in the Outer Planes for the foreseeable future, and hence

needed to be as powerful as possible if they were to battle the Imaskari

wizards.


Both Ra, the head of the family of deities who would become the

Mulhorandi pantheon, and Enlil, the patriarch of what would become the

Untheric pantheon, agreed to Ao's offer, as did many of their divine

offspring.  (Notably, Enki and his wife Nin-Hursag of the Sumerian

pantheon did not enter the Realms, nor did Anubis, Nut, Shu, or Tefnut of

the Egyptian pantheon.)  Ptah led the gods' manifestations through the

darkness of Wildspace with a powerful artifact known as the Beacon of

Light (described in Volo's Guide to All Things Magical).


The two divine families landed on the highest peaks of a range of

mountains on the northeastern edge of the Imaskari Empire known today as

the Teyla Shan (Godswatch Mountains).  There they further divided their

remaining divine essences and created lesser, mortal forms of avatars,

known incarnations.  These incarnations descended into the fertile plain

below and went amongst their long-forsaken peoples.  The most talented

they made priests, and the truly faithful were transformed into divine

minion.  (Ptah created no manifestation, incarnations, or divine minions,

and hence was never worshipped by the Mulan.  Nevertheless, the Mulan

remember him as the founder of the Mulhorandi pantheon and the constructor

of the oldest artifacts of great magic still in active use in Mulhorand,

the three Chariots of Re.)


Before the overly complacent wizards realized what was occurring,

their Mulan slaves rose in open rebellion.  Having already expended much

of their magic, the godless wizards and the Imaskari Empire quickly

collapsed in a conflagration that devastated the land and created much of

the Raurin Desert.  The manifestations led the shattered remnants of the

Mulan westward, into more fertile lands occupied by a people known as the

Turami.  The Mulan whose ancestors had primarily venerated Re settled with

Re and his children on the eastern shore of the Alamber Se where they

interbred with the Turami and founded the nation of Mulhorand.  Enlil, his

family, and their worshipers continued on to the western shores of the

Alamber Sea where they founded the nation of Unther.


During the Orcgate War that came centuries after the destruction

of the Imaskari, the manifestation of Seker the Lightbringer, a

neutral-good lesser power of the afterlife, as well as the god of light,

was slain in a mutually destructive battle with the avatar of Yurtrus, the

orc god of death and disease.  However, before leaving the Realms, Seker

passed his power on to his ally, Ptah, and as a result, Ptah added the

afterlife, illumination, and light to his portfolio.  (In fact, on some

worlds, Ptah is seen as an aspect of the tripartite-being - much like the

elven deity Angharradh - Ptah-Seker-Osiris, a composite deity of creation,

death, and afterlife.)  However, Ptah's commitment to and interest in the

Lightbringer's small church was less than what it should have been, and he

allowed Seker's temples, mostly located among the eroding plains of

Raurin, to become covered over by the sands of time and the Raurin Desert.

The church eventually devolved into a cult (with most of the faithful

turning to Osiris) and then largely disappeared from Abeir-Toril with the

church of Ptah taking in many stragglers with the truth of Seker's demise.

Today, there are only a handful of cultists (all clerics) who still call

upon Seker.  In addition to Ptah's absorption of Seker's portfolio, his

faithful also include destiny among the lesser aspects of his portfolio.

Aside from Thoth, Ptah remains somewhat aloof from his fellow Egyptian

gods, except for his wife, Sekhmet, the lion-headed goddess of vengeance

and punishment and the protectress of the righteous; and his son Nefertum,

the god of the lotus and unguents, as well as medicine in general.  (Much

like Nut, Shu, and Tefnut, Sekhmet and Nefertum did not enter Realmspace

as most of their fellow powers did.)

Ptah wanders the Ethereal Plane, his faithful believe, due to the Misty

Shore's relative proximity to the Elemental Planes - which are often

considered the ultimate sources of creation.  This status as a creator god

and a traveler god have made Ptah a popular name to invoke for aid and

guidance among Ethereal and inner-planar travelers, as well as Wildspace

travelers.  He is known and worshipped in nearly every known sphere of

existence. Moreover, unlike almost all other powers, Ptah is even said to

be approachable by mortals.  (Though mortals had best tread carefully

around the god - Ptah seems to feed off the Ethereal, and he can send a

mortal literally anywhere in the planes.  It has even been suggested that

Ptah can drop a being in another god's realm without that power's

permission.)

Ptah's Avatar (Mage 25, Cleric 25, Fighter 15)

When Ptah sends his avatar into the world, it normally takes the shape of

a powerfully built shaven-headed man with a beard and jet-black skin.

However, his avatar's form may resemble either a human or dwarf in

stature.  His eyes reflect the universe and contain the fire of creativity

that is the inspiration of all artists.  Moreover, Ptah exudes a feeling

of strength and power.  He is most often portrayed wearing a black skull

cap and white skirt.

Ptah is a clever and dynamic god with a great love of art and beauty.  He

smiles upon craftsmen who produce works of great quality and will

sometimes (5%) send his avatar to assure that such persons receive the

recognition they deserve.

Ptah can call upon any sphere or schools for his spells.

AC -5; MV 15; HP 199; THAC0 4; #AT 2/1

Dmg 3-60 or special

MR 70%, SZ M (4-7 feet)

STR 15, DEX 20, CON 25, INT 25, WIS 25, CHA 18

Spells P: 13/12/12/12/12/11/5, W: 5/5/5/5/5/5/5/5/4

Saves PPDM 2, RSW 3, PP 5, BW 4, Sp 4

Special Att/Def: Ptah is a master of planar travel.  His avatar can plane

shift any individual to any other plane of existence with but a touch of

his hand.  While he must make an attack roll (with targets only receiving

the magical bonuses of armor and shields to their armor class) to strike

his target, the victim is not entitled to a saving throw.  He can teleport

without error anywhere in the Multiverse with accuracy, and there is no

limit to the speed with which he can travel through any medium.

In combat, Ptah fights with the phoenix-headed Scepter of the Gods.  This

weapon tells its user of the strong points of any enemy faced, is able to

nullify one of any type of spell or magical device used against it per

melee round, and also hits for 3-60 points of damage per strike.

Ptah's avatar is immune to all damage not caused by spells or magical

weapons of +2 or better.

Other Manifestations

Ptah enjoys new ideas and devices.  When a being creates a device that is

highly useful there is a 5% chance that the god will reward that being

with a thet.  This chance goes up by 5% if that being is a worshiper of

the Ptah and 10% if that being is a priest of Ptah.  The thet is an amulet

geared to do one of two things: it can project an anti-magic shell around

the user which does not effect the user's ability to cast spells, or it

enables the wearer to become ethereal once a week. In either form, a thet

has 2-12 charges.

Ptah is often served by non-chaotic dragons of all sorts, especially blue,

green, emerald, sapphire, bronze, silver, and steel.  He also sometimes

sends shedu to do his bidding and uses hawks (especially sparrowhawks) as

messengers.  In addition, many of Ptah's followers see bulls as the holy

creation of their god.


On many worlds Ptah is also served by a race of subterranean

dwarf-like creatures seemingly made of obsidian often known as "Ptah's

seekers."  They have no head or body hair, but sometimes have wiry, black

beards that are greased so that they shine like the rest of their body.

They twine these beards up in black wire so that they stick out like

extended chins.  Even their eyes have no whites in them, but are merely

the same shiny black that covers the rest of them.  These dwarves have not

been seen on Faern, though rumors of a tribe of them living on an island

to the far southwest of Nimbral have been rumored among some Spelljammers.

(More information can be found on these creatures in an article in the

February 1994 issue of DRAGON Magazine, "Mythic Races of Africa," by

Michael John Wybo II.)

The Church

Clergy:



Clerics, specialty priests, monks

Clergy's Align:

Any

Turn Undead:
C: Yes, SP: No, Mon: No

Cmnd. Undead:
C: No, SP: No, Mon: No

All clergy of Ptah receive religion (Egyptian/Mulhorandi and Wildspace) as

a bonus nonweapon proficiency.  In addition, all of Ptah's priests are

granted major access to the astral and travelers spheres regardless of

subclass.  Ptah's clerics and monks also benefit from the same

spell-casting and level effectiveness within the crystal spheres and among

the Planes, as do Ptah's specialty priests (see below).

In crystal spheres where the Egyptian (Mulhorandi) pantheon is worshipped,

Ptah is revered as the god of artisans.  However, most spelljamming

priests of Ptah are spaceborn and look down on their groundling cousins as

having lost sight of Ptah's true glory as the creator of the universe.

(In addition, it may be that this lack of Ptah's worship by the

"groundlings" of Toril, assisted the Mulhorandi god-kings in keeping their

nation, more or less, isolated in the wake of empire until the recent

Godswar.)  It is because of this aspect of the Ptah's portfolio, that of

creator-god, that he has become a popular name to invoke among Ethereal

and inner-planar travelers.  

Ptah is seen as the source of inspiration, creativity, and creation, and

as such, lovers of art and beauty call upon Ptah, as do many healers.

Moreover, priests of Ptah are expected to be artists, artisans, and

scholars themselves.

Ptah's priests tend to equate Ptah with whatever ruling god they happen to

encounter to show that Ptah is the true ruler of the pantheon.  In

Realmspace, for example, the priests of Ptah proclaim Ao, the overgod of

the pantheon of the Realms, as an avatar of their god.  Similarly, so to

are Odin, Zeus, and Paladine.  These proclamations are usually disturbing

news to the followers of these gods within their spheres.  Thus, while the

worshippers of Ptah are pandemic, they are not popular with the

established local churches in any of the spheres.

To become an avowed follower of Ptah is extremely easy.  Nearly every

sphere contains a flock of priests eager to help convert those seeking

Ptah.  There is a traditionally a small donation (10-20 gp.) for the

conversion, although the petitioner may substitute a small handcrafted

item made by his own hands.

The Temple of Ptah is open to beings of any race, although Ptah's

worshippers are predominately human.  Most members of other races who

join, especially planewalkers or spelljammers, are viewed as pragmatists

taking advantage of the special magical benefits that accrue to the

followers of so wide-ranging a god.  So long as they make regular

donations, however, they are treated as well as any human member.

Ptah's priesthood is made up primarily of specialty priests (75%), with

the bulk of its clerics (20%) existing on Prime worlds where the Egyptian

pantheon is worshipped (though a few make it to Wildspace).  Ptah also

sponsors a small order of itinerant monks (5%) who primarily travel

through Wildspace and the Inner Planes, never setting foot on the Prime.

Ptah's clergy are known as ptahians.  His specialty priests are known as

wayfarers due in large part to their extensive traveling throughout the

Inner Planes and Wildspace.  The itinerant priesthood has a small number

of known clerical ranks.  In ascending order they are: supplicant,

inerrantist, missionary, ingressor, theofarer, demiurge

The faith of Ptah has few steady allies.  Outside of Wildspace, the church

tends to get along with the clergies of the other established faiths of

the Egyptian (Mulhorandi) pantheon, though they have no love for the

clergy of Set.  In addition, the faith has also developed a relationship

with the Planewalker's Guild (see Planescape adventure anthology Tales

from the Infinite Staircase).  The clergy tend to have very little opinion

about most of the major factions of Sigil and the multitude of sects from

the Outer Planes.  Nevertheless, the faithful generally believe the Athar

are dangerously blasphemous, and the Sign of One are almost so, while the

Doomguard and Dustmen are simply demented.  The ptahians see the

Ethereal-based Believers of the Source as rather likable, though the

Godsmen don't seem to quite get that Ptah is the ultimate source of the

divine they purport to believe in.

While Ptah's clergy has developed few allies outside of those of their

god's native pantheon, within Wildspace, they have developed a more

complex set of relationships with the other prominent spacefaring

organizations (see The Complete Spacefarer's Handbook and other

Spelljammer sources for more details on these organizations).  The

Seekers, a group dedicated to knowledge, are in frequent contact with

Ptah's priests as their wide access to many spheres makes them a prime

source of general knowledge, but the Seekers are justifiably suspicious of

the priests' information when it turns to theological matters.  The

Shapers, a spacefaring organization that represents the wizard school of

invokers, have supported the priests of Ptah in the past, and there are a

number of spaceports where a Shaper monopoly on wizardry is paralleled by

a Ptah monopoly on priestly magic.  Both groups see themselves as bring

order to the cosmos, and taking the "wild" out of Wildspace.  When the

priests of Ptah turn to force as a way of converting recalcitrant peoples,

they often employ the Trading Company, a potent mercenary force, as its

businesslike attitudes mitigate any conflict with the priests.

On the other hand, while many spacefaring people find the priests of Ptah

irritating, few truly hate them.  The Pragmatic Order of Thought, a group

founded on the ideas that all people deserve liberty of thought and

freedom, finds the monochromatic theology of the priests of Ptah stifling,

and this has caused some friction over the years, even spilling over into

the Order's relationship with the Trading Company.  The Xenos, an entirely

human organization with a rabid hatred of other races, hate the priests of

Ptah (of course, they hate just about anyone) because Ptah accepts

demihumans into his priesthood.  While the priests of Ptah have verbally

attacked the Celestians, worshipers of the Greyspace-based deity

Celestian, on theological grounds, the Celestians have only ignored these

protestations.


Dogma: The clergy of Ptah are instructed as follows: "Ptah gave

life to the other gods by means of his heart and his tongue.  The

conception of thought in the heart and the speech of the tongue determine

the action of every limb.  Ptah's presence is universal in the heart and

mouths of all beings.  By pronouncing the identity of everything, the

authority of his utterance was such that all creation came into being.

Whatever the eyes see, the ears hear and the nose breathes goes straight

to the heart and the conclusion reached by the heart is spoken by the

tongue.  This is how Ptah commanded all the gods into existence and how he

became He From Whom All Life Emerged.  Ptah is the complete synthesis of

mind and the material world.  He is the intellectual principle of creation

amalgamated with the physical image of life itself.  As such, he is

superior to all other gods."  As a result of this theology, the faithful

must honor their god by visiting that which he has created, traveling the

Prime, or better yet among Wildspace and the Inner Planes that make up all

that is.


There is little in the way of what most would consider morality,

good or bad, in the teachings of Ptah.  At best, his doctrine could be

described as supporting a general benign indifference in regards to such

issues.


In addition to the above teachings, one doctrine that remains from

the days when Seker's clergy joined Ptah's is a hatred of the undead as

unnatural monsters to be destroyed by the light.  (Interestingly, Ptah

does not grant his specialty priests power over the undead, leading some

sages to speculate that Ptah has no true feelings concerning the undead

one wayor the other).


Day-to-Day Activities: The priests of Ptah are among the most

forceful proponents of religion in the Known Spheres and the Planes.  They

are found throughout the Spelljammer universes, and to a lesser degree

among the Inner Planes, preaching the superiority of their god.  They are

fanatical in their zeal to convert people to the way to Ptah, and use the

fact that they can receive their clerical spells in all the spheres to

prove the superiority of Ptah over other gods.

Followers of Ptah are expected to assist one another, especially those who

travel the planes and crystal spheres.  Priests, and even lay members, are

also encouraged to find others who wish to join the temple.  (Very often,

these members establish themselves as intermediaries between new converts

and the priests.  They collect the temple donations from the members they

introduced, and keep 10 percent of the new members' donations for

themselves.  Nonmembers, mindful of Ptah's origins, refer to this as a

pyramid scheme.)


Holy Days/Important Ceremonies: Ptah's holy days take place on the

new moon every month, during which precious stones are propitiated,

especially jade.


For all their dogmatism, the priests of Ptah are surprisingly easy

to get along with once you have converted.  Members of the temple must

donate a small work of art (purchased for 5-10 gp., although works made by

the member's own hand are preferred) to the temple upon leaving or

entering a crystal sphere or plane.  This is usually done during brief

ceremonies in which the member says good-bye to his old priest and

introduces himself to the new ones.  Further donations of 1-2 gp. per

standard month are also required, but these may be waived if the member is

not able to pay.


Major Centers of Worship: The priests of Ptah claim their god

created all of the crystal spheres, therefore they have chosen no one spot

as a supreme center of worship or headquarters.

Affiliated Orders: Ptah has no official knightly orders.  However many

planewalkers and spelljammers are dedicated to his name and the spread of

his worship.

Ptah does sponsor an itinerant order of monks, the Order of the Hidden

Ways.  This order is in constant motion, traveling alone or in small

groups, and almost never sets foot on a major Prime world, preferring

instead to travel among the spheres and the Inner Planes discovering new

inspirations to spark their creativity.


Priestly Vestments: Ptah's priests don gray robes trimmed with

scarlet.  Males shave their heads upon attaining the fourth or higher

levels, while the females wear long hair at all times.  Land-bound

faithful often wear white robes trimmed with black and silver.  They also

adorn themselves with ornaments of jade.  The standard holy symbol of the

faith is the ankh (which Ptah is credited with creating).


Adventuring Garb: When expecting battle, priests of Ptah will don

armor and black helms, arming themselves as they see appropriate.  The

most common weapon the faithful train in is the scepter (treat as

footman's mace).  However, the versatile and unassuming quarterstaff is

also a very popular weapon among the followers of Ptah.

Specialty Priests (Wayfarers)

Requirements:

Intelligence 16, Wisdom 9

Prime Req.:

Intelligence, Wisdom

Alignment:


Any

Weapons:


Any

Armor:



Any

Major Spheres:
All, astral, charm, creation, divination, elemental,

guardian, healing, numbers, sun, time, travelers

Minor Spheres:

Necromantic, summoning

Magical Items:

Same as clerics 

Req. Profs:
Artistic ability, pottery, or another artisan proficiency

(with DM approval); direction sense* (any terrain, though often choose

planar direction sense) or navigation** (any terrain, though often choose

Wildspace or sometimes, phlogiston navigation)

Bonus Profs:
Planology* or astrology**; curtain cognizance* or

spelljamming**; modern languages (pick two) or survival (any terrain,

though most often chosen from one of the Inner Planes, Ethereal Plane, or

Wildspace) 

* Nonweapon proficiencies generally preferred by planewalking wayfarers.

** Nonweapon proficiencies generally preferred by spelljamming wayfarers.

Note: Several of the variant and new nonweapon proficiencies above are

detailed in The Complete Spacefarer's Handbook, A Guide to the Ethereal

Plane, or The Planewalker's Handbook.  

 Ptah's priests may be of any race.

 Unlike the clergy of most powers, in the Wildspace of any crystal sphere,

Ptah can grant his faithful the normal allotment of spells they may cast.

However, on the planets within crystal spheres that Ptah is not

worshipped, Ptah cannot award spells over the 3rd-level.

In addition, when priests of Ptah enter the phlogiston of Wildspace, they

are able to use the spells they had previously prayed for and not yet

cast.  However, much like the clergy of other powers, wayfarers are cut

off from Ptah while in the phlogiston and unable to replenish their spells

through prayer until they leave the phlogiston.

 Priests of Ptah who are planewalking do not suffer as great a loss of

levels as they get farther from the Ethereal as do the priests of other

faiths.  Priests of Ptah suffer an effective and temporary level loss of

one on any of the Outer Planes and no level loss on the Prime Material,

Inner, Ethereal, or Astral planes or within Sigil.  (See The Planewalker's

Handbook, On Hallowed Ground, or the Planescape Campaign Setting for more

information on the effects of planar travel on priests.)

In addition, priests of Ptah cannot be cut off from their god if they are

anywhere on the Ethereal, regardless of whether they are in the Border or

Deep Ethereal, or even its numerous demiplanes, including the Demiplane of

Dread.

 Wayfarers begin at 1st level with a 5% innate magic resistance.  They

gain an additional +5% per each experience level they gain to a maximum of

50%.

 At 1st level, wayfarers may cast detect phase (as the 1st-level wizard

spell found in the Wizard's Spell Compendium, Vol. I or Player's Option:

Spells & Magic) or locate portal (as the 2nd-level wizard spell found in

the Wizard's Spell Compendium, Vol. II or in select Spelljammer products)

once per day.

 At 3rd level, wayfarers may cast etherealness (as the 3rd-level priest

spell found in Player's Option: Spells & Magic) or breath of the elements

(as the 4th-level priest spell found in The Planewalker's Handbook) once

per day.

 At 5th level, wayfarers may cast teleport (as the 5th-level wizard spell)

or create portal (as the 5th-level wizard spell found in the Wizard's

Spell Compendium, Vol. I or in select Spelljammer products) once per day.

 At 7th level, wayfarers may cast etherealness (as the 6th-level wizard

spell found in Wizard's Spell Compendium, Vol. II or Player's Option:

Spells & Magic) or elemental protection (as the 5th-level priest spell

found in The Planewalker's Handbook) once per day.

 At 10th level, wayfarers may cast teleport without error (as the

7th-level wizard spell) or create major helm (as the 7th-level wizard

spell found in the Wizard's Spell Compendium, Vol. I or in select

Spelljammer products) once per day.

 At 13th level, wayfarers may cast elemental breach or sphere of survival

(as the 7th-level priest spells found in The Planewalker's Handbook) once

per day.

 At 15th level, wayfarers may cast plane shift (as the 5th-level priest

spell) or create atmosphere (as the 8th-level wizard spell found in the

Wizard's Spell Compendium, Vol. I or in select Spelljammer products) once

per day.

Note: Several of the wayfarer's granted powers are not located in the

Player's Handbook.  All of these spell-like powers can be found in the one

or more of the following sources: The Planewalker's Handbook, Player's

Option: Spells & Magic, or the Wizard's Spell Compendium volumes.  All of

these sources are currently in print and should be readily available.

Ptah Spells

The priesthood of Ptah is reputed to have made priestly variants of many

of the wizard spells often used in Wildspace, the Inner Planes, and the

Ethereal.  Moreover, due to their wide travels, they are also said to have

access to many of even the rarest priest spells known across the

Multiverse.
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Kem, a revolutionary Wild Mage of Sigil and her spells...

Here's a little something more on wild magic that I cooked up for 

y'all...hope you enjoy...

New Wild Magic Spells

All the following wild magic spells were created by the legendary (and still 

living) tiefling anarchist, Kem.  Years ago, she was very active in the 

Revolutionary League with plots and sabotages to undermine the established 

lawful factions.  Most of all, she despised the Harmonium.  Her spells were 

mostly offensive wild magic designed to confound and confuse the 'greatest 

threat to freedom in Sigil', the Hardheads. 

Today Kem, (Pl/female tiefling/W16 wild mage/CN) is a venerable but spunky, 

80-something year old tiefling living in the Hive.  She chooses to live in 

this wild ghetto and no amount of coaxing would ever get her to live anywhere 

else.  Because of her age, Kem is not as active in revolutionary affairs as 

she once was.  She tells inquiring berks that her 'legs ain't what they used 

to be and those hardheads used to be fast'.  Kem's sharp wit and  even 

sharper tongue have made her a local hero in the Hive.  During the Faction 

War, Kem came out of retirement and rallied the locals to her banner with the 

cry "Its' now or never, berks - unless you wanna lick hardhead boots for the 

rest of your lives!"  Nothing really came of her resistance movement but she 

is quite pleased with herself.  Her revolutionary troop was able to disarm 

two Harmonium patrols with no casualties.  Kem believes sincerely that it was 

the Revolutionary Leagues ceaseless work over the centuries that convinced 

the Lady of Pain to rid Sigil of the curse of the factions.

Kem's first love, outside of fomenting dissent, is wild magic and she feels 

she is best supporting the forces of freedom by teaching wild magic to those 

who need it the most, the disenfranchised folk of the Hive.  To Kem, wild 

magic is a wondrous tool for the free and one of the best means to fight the 

enemy (i.e. the lawful factions).  All of Kem's spells were outlawed in Sigil 

by the Harmonium but with that faction's demise, Kem is free to distribute 

her spells openly to any worthy berk.  Adventurers seeking Kem out can 

purchase one of Kem's spells for a favor or a goodly amount of jink.  Kem 

donates all her money into helping the poor of the Hive.

Kem's Riotous Missile (W2, Invocation/Evocation)

Range: 10 yd./level

Components: V,S

Casting Time: 3

Duration: 1d2 rounds/level

Area of Effect: One creature

Saving Throw: Special

Kem's riotous missile is a modified form of magic missile that launches a 

single magical missile of force.  The missile unerringly strikes its victim, 

causing not only 1d4+1 points of damage, but also creating a temporary wild 

magic zone centered on the target.  If the victim is a wizard and attempts to 

cast a spell before Kem's riotous missile expires, there is a chance the 

victim's spell will trigger a wild surge.  The victim is allowed a save vs. 

spells, failure indicating that a wild surge has occurred.  Victims affected 

by this spell are not aware that their spellcasting may cause a wild surge.  

The wild zone created by Kem's riotous missile functions for only one spell.  

After a spell is cast, regardless of whether or not it triggered a wild 

surge, the wild zone vanishes.  Spells and magic items that protect against 

magic missile such as shield also protect against Kem's riotous missile.  Kem 

is rumored to have more powerful versions of this spell.

Portal Whack (W3, Alteration)

Range: 10 yd.

Components: V,S,M

Casting Time: 1 rd.

Duration: 1 day/level

Area of Effect: 1 portal

Saving Throw: None


By means of this spell, a wild mage randomly changes a portal's 

destination to a completely different location.  The change is temporary 

lasting 1 day per caster's level but there is a 1% chance per level of the 

wild mage that this change becomes permanent.  To determine the portal's new 

destination, roll on the table below.  The caster of portal whack does not 

gain any knowledge of the new destination nor the duration of the spell.  

This spell does not change the portal key necessary to activate the portal.  

The material components for this spell is bit of spun cotton wrapped around a 

small stone from any road.  Divination magic such as portal sense will reveal 

that a portal has been tampered with.

D100 Roll 
Plane 

01-03 
Abyss 

04-06 
Acheron 

07-12 
Alternate Prime Material Plane 

13-17 
Arborea

18-23 
Arcadia 

24-27 
Astral Plane 

28-30 
Baator

31-35 
Beastlands

36-38 
Bytopia

39-44 
Carceri

45-47 
Elemental Plane (Air, Fire, Earth, or Water) 

48-50 
Elysium 

51-53 
Ethereal Plane 

54-58 
Gehenna 

59-61 
Gray Wastes 

62-64 
Limbo 

65-67 
Mechanus

68-70 
Mount Celestia

71-73 
Negative Material Plane 

74-76 
Negative Quasi-Plane (Vacuum, Ash, Dust, or Salt) 

77-79 
Outlands (including Sigil)

80-82 
Pandemonium

83-85 
Para-Elemental Plane (Smoke, Magma, Ooze, or Ice) 

86-91 
Positive Material Plane 

92-94 
Positive Quasi-Plane (Lightning, Radiance, Minerals, or Steam) 

95-97
Prime Material Plane (random prime world)

98-100
Ysgard

Kem's Rigging (W4, Invocation/Evocation)

Range: Touch

Components: V,S

Casting Time: 1 turn

Duration: Special

Area of Effect: one spellbook or scroll

Saving Throw: None

By means of this spell, the wild mage places a trap upon one random spell in 

a wizard's spellbook or a wizard's scroll, rigging it to cause a wild surge.  

An unsuspecting wizard who memorizes and then casts a rigged spell or reads a 

rigged spell off a scroll, also unleashes a wild surge.  The original spell 

still occurs unless that is affected by the wild surge.  A rigged spell 

appears completely normal to the casual observer and only magic detecting 

traps will reveal that the spell has been tampered with.  An affected spell 

remains rigged for 1 day per level of the caster.  Revolutionary League 

members often tried to sell rigged spells to unsuspecting Guvner's and Fated.

Random Suppression (W6, Enchantment)

Range: 60 yd.. + 10 yd./level



Components: V,S,M

Casting Time: 6

Duration: 1 round/level + 1d4 rds.

Area of Effect: 1 creature

Saving Throw: None

This wild magic spell temporarily suppresses or 'burns out' one random 

spell-like ability of its victim, who loses the use of that ability for the 

spell's duration.  Spell-like abilities include racial and class abilities 

but not faction abilities.  If the caster possesses knowledge of the victim's 

innate abilities, the caster has a 2% chance per level of selecting the 

spell-like ability that is suppressed.  There is no save against this spell, 

however magic resistance still applies.  The material component for this 

spell is a flawless diamond worth no less than 1,000 gp.

Kem's Liberation (W6, Abjuration)

Range: 10 yards+10 yards/level

Components: V,S,M

Casting Time: 6

Duration: Instantaneous

Area of Effect: 20 sq. ft./level

Saving Throw: None

A special form of dispel magic, the chaotic energies of this wild magic spell 

immediately destroy dominating magics that control or affect the free will of 

living creatures.  All mind-affecting enchantment/charm spells and spell-like 

effects of third level or less such as command, sleep, and hold person are 

immediately ended.  Kem's liberation also grants the victims of the following 

spells (who are within range) a saving throw to break free of the magic that 

controls them: charm mammal, geas, quest, hold monster, domination, and 

Leomund's lamentable belaborment.  In addition, the following 

conjuration/summoning spell effects are also dispelled by Kem's liberation: 

mount, summon swarm, monster summoning I-II, summon insects, animal summoning 

I-II, call woodland beings, and insect plague.  The material component for 

this spell is an oppressive symbol of law (such as a Harmonium faction badge, 

a jailer's key or uniform, a written warrant of arrest, etc.) which the wild 

mage destroys during casting.

Ed Bonny

Cadents (Kit)

[ I went with the complete Priests Handbook because

it was much easier to use.]

Cadents: All Specialty Priests to the Cadence of the Planes

belong to the Transcendent Order (the Ciphers). Faction

abilities (-1 initiative) and restrictions (impulsive, etc)

also apply. The Philosophy of the Cadents is identical

to that of the Faction.

Alignment: TN (Any N, but must be TN by 10th level)

Minimum Ability Scores: Wisdom 13, Constitution 13

Races Allowed: Any which are not bound to a specific

alignment (Note that Rilmani are *not* allowed, even though

their alignment is TN).

Weapon Proficiencies: Cadents recieve a bonus proficiency 

in Martial Arts in addition to the standard Cleric

combat abilities. They have the ability to specialize

in unarmed Martial Arts, but cannot specialize with weapons.

Non-Weapon Proficiences: Crossovers with all groups

Duties: Mission, Objectives: 

Stability to Limbo, 

Reason to Pandemonium,

Compassion to the Abyss, 

Faith to Carceri, 

Hope to the Grey Wastes, 

Charity to Gehenna, 

Mercy to Baator, 

Peace to Acheron, 

Diversity to Mechanus, 

Rebellion to Arcadia, 

Tolerance to Mount Celestia,

Philosophy to Bytopia,

Perspective to Elysium,

Reason to the Beastlands,

Discipline to Arborea,

Justice to Ysgard,

Unity to the Outlands.

Weapon and Armor Restrictions:

Cadents are restricted to Bludgeoning and Holding weapons only;

they may use only Light (<= 25 lbs) Armor. Cadents are permitted

to specialize in whatever system of Martial Arts is in use.

Other Limitations: 

Cadents are unable to use (or scribe) Spell Scrolls.

Cadents must pass a Wisdom check to gain Spells (see below).

Spheres of Influence: Varies by Plane, See Spreadsheet.

When a Cadent meditates, a Wisdom check is made to determine 

if the Cadent is attuned to the Plane.

If the check succeeds, the Cadent becomes aware of what Spheres

are available, and can start acquiring spells in accordance with

usual Priestly procedure.

If the Wisdom check fails, the Cadent is unable to gain spells

that day.

When a Cadent arrives on a Plane, (s)he must spend at

least 8 hours active on the Plane before attempting to

become attuned to its Cadence.

Followers and Strongholds: 

Cadents do not accept personal followers. Since this is a 

travelling order, retired Cadents tend to build Inns rather than 

Keeps; no financial assistance would be expected from the Order.

Symbol: as Cipher; Cadents display the Faction Symbol unless

there is specific and immediate reason to conceal their identity.

- -----------------------------------------------------------------


Plane:
Bytopia

Elysium

Beastlands
Arborea

Sphere
Layer;
1 Dothion


        
1 Arborea



2 Shurrock  
1 Amoria
1 Krigala
2 Ossa




    
2 Eronia
2 Brux
        3 Pelion





3 Belierin
3 Karasuthra






4 Thalasia
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Ely
Be
Arb
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M
M
m
m

All, non-cooperative

M
M
M
M

Animal



m
m
M
M

Astral, Astral


M
M
M
M

Astral, Ethereal

na
na
na
na

Chaos



na
na
na
m

Charm



na
na
na
m

Combat



m
m
m
m

Creation


na
na
na
na

Divination


m
m
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m

Elemental, Air
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m
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m1,m2,M3

Elemental, Earth

m1,M2
m
m
m

Elemental, Fire
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m   M1,m2,na3
m1,na2,m3

Elemental, Water
    m1,M2 M4,   m123    m
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Guardian


M
M
m
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Healing, beneficient

M
M
m
M

Healing, malefic
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na
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na
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na
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Necromantic, benificent

M
M
m
m

Necromantic, malefic

na
na
na
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Numbers
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Plant



M
M
M
M

Protection


M
M
m
m

Summoning


m
na
m
M

Sun, Light


m
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m

Sun, Darkness


m
na  na1,m2,M3
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Thought



na
m
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Time
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Travelers
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M
na
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War



m
m
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na
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M
M
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Weather
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m

Oceanus: Travelers and Elemental Water Spheres are Major on Oceanus






Olympus: Elemental Earth is Major on Mount Olympus






Ysgard: Travelers is Major on Yggdrasil; minor elsewhere






Limbo: Plant is Major on Pinwheel and Fenimar, na elsewhere






Abyssal Spheres relating to Elemental or Animal/Plant vary with layer.






Gehenna: Fire and Earth combine to form Magma on layers 123, Fire na on 4;







Water is minor on Khalas, na 234;





Time is Major in the Realm of the Seelighe Court and on the Ethereal Plane
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Plane:
Ysgard
Limbo
Pandemonium
Abyss
Carceri

Sphere
Layer;
1 Ysgard
1 Pandesmos

1 Othrys



2 Muspelheim
2 Cocytos

2 Cathrys



3 Niffleheim
3 Phlegethon

3 Minethys



a Svartalfheim
4 Agathion

4 Colothys



b Nidavellir



5 Porphatys








6 Agathys
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Plane:
Grey Wastes
Gehenna

Baator
Acheron
Mechanus

Sphere
Layer:
1 Oinos

1 Khalas






2 Niflheim
2 Chamada






3 Pluton
3 Mungoth








4 Krangath
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Arcadia
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===================================================

- -Galen

Who hopes the formatting holds together.

Linear space- PART 1. Striking Twice.

All right you asked for inner planes adventures, here's one. Post it on

your web sight if you want.

BACKGROUND: In times long past the gods (whose names are long

forgotten) tired of the inner planes constantly shifting position

destabilizing their worshippers prime worlds. The gods solved the problem

by making the Anchor Stones. Anchor Stones prevent the inner planes from

drifting and shifting position by forcing the corresponding element to be

drawn to the stone. These stones were long forgotten by mortals, but the

immortals of the planes remember and have long saught them. Word is one of

the stones has been found (not odd since the occasional movements of the

stones has allowed inner planar portals to exist in the outer planes.) But

this time the searchers have a real motive. Though the elemental planes

are anchored to these stones and if given enough time will form around

them the planes are meant generally enough that a quasi or paraplane has

no effect on the stone, however an outer, prime, or non air inner plane

will slowly be displaced by or merged with the primary elemental plane.

THE SEARCHERS: Those who seek the stones include.... 

MALARCH: (Pit Fiend) Malarch the pit fiend sees the potential in corrupted

elementals and seeks to move the stones to the inner planes. He knows this

will cause the portals to the inner to become more common but fails to see

that prolonged exposure will cause the inner planes and the outser planes

with the stone to merge forming a linear multiverse.

BENEDICT: (Abiorach Rilmani) Benedict does know the potential for planar

merging and he likes it. He feels that the neutrality of the inner planes

will dillute the outer planes alignments making the outlands the dominant

outer plane.

BATASKIAN: (Balor) All Bataskian knows is that the stones are powerful and

that Malarch wants them. This makes Bataskian want to get them first. He

suspects that they have the power to move planes but he is unsure how. He

feels if he moves the abyss next to baator he can invade baator without

the abyssal armies being worn down on the other lower planes finally

shifting the blood wars balance. 

LUMINARI: (Solar) The celestials hope to oppose the fiends, so far only

the assimar are acting since the others are squabbling amongst their inner

circles as to what action they should take. Luminari prefers they stay in

the dark since the assimon (as true representations of the totality

of the upper planes) are the most fit to decide for all the other

celestials. (He's arrogant and has a aasimon centered view of things but

is well meaning and good aligned.) 

PRIMUS: The modrons want status quo, no one ordered the other to change

the rules. 

GREBDOLON: The slaadi want fun, powerful godly artifacts and romping on

strange planes is fun. 

PART 1: IT NEVER STRIKES TWICE

SET UP: (this is left intentionally vague so it can fit any faction of

guild) A powerful group leader (Factol or Guildsman) gives you a package 

to deliver to Typhon in the city of cyclonis in the plane of lightning and

an amulet, the amulet will give them protection from each inner planes

normal hazards but when they leave one plane it will no longer protect

against it. It doesn't protect from intentional attempts to harm by

elementals but does allow casual touch. Finding a portal to lightning

should be a seperate adventure to itself, I recommend having the PC's

check themselves into the weary spirit infirmary. :) PC's looking in the

box (which the factol/guildsman says isn't advised) reveals a blueish

white gem. Those who try and avoid their mission and keep/sell will become

the targets of djinni, elementals, and other elemental creatures of that

type as well as anyone who seeks to steal the gem. 

LOCAL 1 THE ELECTRON HIGHWAY. As you exit the portal you are met by

roiling dark clouds and arcing flashes of light, a continuous stream or

hail pelts your armor which glows with St. Elmos fire. Lightning bolts

strike you unerringly in their search for metal yet you feel only the

tickle of static as you fall through the stormy void. 

* Hints: If PC's aren't used to the air related planes perceptual gravity

make a puzzle of it by having some fall in the opposite direction.

* Other Hazards: Lightning-proof PC's are still affected by hail, thunder,

and light. A lightning flash may blind of deafen them if too close. Hail

and driving rain can hurt and wind can cause trouble if gale force.

* THE FEEL: Flesh tingles, hair stands on end, the smell of ozone fills

the air. Your muscles tense up oncontrollably and ache for a second before

the protection kicks in.

- -After they stop falling they see a webwork of coppery wires around them.

Flashes of electricity leap from wire to wire as if they have a mind of

their own. Some of them seem to be bringing metal bits with them and

welding them to unfinished wires. A glowing transparent orb of electricity

floats near bye, it's bright center has electrical arcs flowing to the

transparent outer cirlcle like an electrical science globe. The small

leaping arcs of electricity investigate the PC's for any metal and begin

stripping it from his armor, the globe rushes in, flashes, and they stop.

NIMBUS: The arcing bolts are nimbus, normally these creatures leap

playfully through the plane of lightning. These ones have been either

charmed or domesticated to do work. They are unable to recognize living

beings since they see non-energy things exactly how they are. Seeing a

human it would not see a sentient being but "water with trace amounts of

organic compounds containing a weak electrical charge, water is

contained within a weak shell of usable metal."

Nimbus Stats:

INT: Animal AC: 2, MV: 48, HD: 8 THAC0: 12 NoATT: 1 DAMAGE: 5-50, 2-12

lightning bolt spell SPATT: Lightning Bolt SPDEF: Spel Immunity, +1

weapons to hit. MR: nil SIZE: Small MORALE: Steady (14) XP: 1500 +10 per

hp. 

- -Nimbus have four forms: Ball lightning, sheet lightning, bolt lightning,

or St. Elmo's Fire. 

ST ELMO'S FIRE ATTACK:- Engulf their body. +2 to hit anyone with ferrous

armor or 250 gp worth or ferrous metal. Usable 4 times per day.

- -Any who attack a nimbus with metal weapons and hit suffer 1d4 hp damage

and has a 25% chance of dropping their weapon. 

- - Lightning attacks heal a nimbus making it regenerate 3-12 hp. I don't

recommend the PC's picking fights on this plane. :)

- - Immune to poison, acid, and mind magic.

- - full damage from heat and cold attacks.

- - double damage from water attacks.

- - When a nimbus is aroused anyone within 30 feet feel a static charge

enough for their hair to stand on end, anyone within 10 feet have a

harmless st. elmos fire surround their equipment.

Bzzzarrkk the Lightning quasielemental

- - Like any of his kind he moves constantly, wildly, chaoticly,

dangerously. He means no harm and only seeks to keep his nimbus in line so

they work on their job. He has a short attention span and is in a hurry to

check the progress of the entire line. (He does this several times a

second) but will stop to answer questions if they don't interfere too much

and he may stop in between jumps if the question intrigues him.

WHAT HE KNOWS IF ASKED ABOUT .....

TYPHON: He commissioned the project. He also wants his stone. He's

waiting at the terminal.

CYCLONIS: The city of the vortex is that way (pointing with lightning

bolt.)

THIS PROJECT: We're building a shortcut between realms and burgs in the

plane of lightning. It's called the electron highway.

THE STONE: Typhon wants it.

Quasielemental stats: INT: high AC: 2 HD: 6 THAC0: 15 NO ATT: 1 DMG: 1d6 +

1hp/HD SP ATT: Lightning globe SP DEF: +1 weapon to hit, if hit by metal

attacker takes 1d4 hp damage. SIZE: 3 feet globe XP: 2000

- - It can release 6 globes once per day. If a 200 pound or more living

being or a significant amount of metal gets within 500 feet of the quasi

the globes strike for 1d4 points of damage without saves.

- - immune to electricity, half damage from fire and acid, 1d8 hp damage

from water based attacks.

CYCLONIS: Before you rises a city, it's smaller than Sigil but  the towers

look the same. Like sigil their's a hole in the center of the city, unlike

Sigil the hole surrounds a tornado. The city is linked by the electron

highway which streches out like a glittering spider web. Wind whips at you

and standing is difficult but not impossible. The worst part is wind

driven rain and hale which stings at it hits.

THE TERMINAL: This isn't so much a building as it is an actual webwork.

Here thousands of wires converge at a point as a shocker franticly wires

and rewires their connections. The shocker is Typhon though he scarcely

realizes it himself at times and this is he project. He's chaotic yet

dedicated so he's often absent when he should be working, that's where the

quasi's come in. 

TYPHON: Typhon has been charged with responsibility over the stone, he's

poorly qualified for this but tries anyway. He knows its power but doesn't

dare tell for fear of it being stolen. He wants the stone moved far

awaywhere no one can get it and wouldn't mind seeing it tossed into an

ether gap if he could be assured no one can get it their. Typhon is odd

for a sojourner shocker because he's more interested in movement within

his plane than between planes.

Shocker Stats: INT: Avg AC: 10 or 0 HD: 5 THAC0: 14 DMG ATT: 3d4, chain

lightning 1d8 per hd 1d8 fewer per arc. save vs. spell for half. SPDEF: 

+1 weapon to hit SPATT: discharge when struck, chain lightning MR: 50%

XP: 2000 

- - Chain lightning costs them a HD hp included.

- - electrical attacks that strike a shocker give it 1 hd to a maximum of

10.

- - take no damage from poison, paralyze, mind spells, or electricity. they

take half damage from fire and cold attacks.

PLACES IN CYCLONIS:

- -THE DOCKS: On the inner ring closest to the twister steel balls are

placed in the docks. People can enter them on the hatch on the side and be

rolled into the twister to get sucked through the vortex onto the other

plane.

- -COOLING BREEZE: When Gens get sent by Sha'ir to get spells it can be a

long and difficult adventure for them, this is why the Cooling Breeze bar

exists, it's a place for gens to get a quick drink and trade spell

locations while on a retrieval mission. 

- -MAD ZELPHS CORPSE REANIMATION: The Dr. Frankenstein of Cyclonis, a Human

named Zelph Zepherai uses the positively charged lightning bolts of this

plane along with a secret mixture of potions and procedures to raise the

dead.

ADVENTURE HOOKS: If you want to continue with the story immediately read

the official hook, if not play a couple of these ideas before going on.

- - Nimbus-spawn: Perhaps the nimbus are a lower form of another creature,

similar to elemental versions of larvae or lantern archons. A guvner may

want to investigate this idea. 

- - The mysterious stranger: Another outer planer has been poking around

here, word is he's seeking some kind of stone.....

OFFICIAL ADVENTURE HOOK: Typhons worst fears come true and it's stolen. A

dark shadowy being takes the stone and leaps into the tornado.the tornado

is  really a vortex to another plane .....

___ To be continued if I have the motivation. 

Alternate multiverse

If anyone has any comments, criticisms, or suggestions; I'dlike to hear

them :)

    The multiverse can be pictured as a sphere that is ordered around six

poles while floating in a sea of chaos. While this  is a popular model and

severs as well as a flat map does on a sphere, it is only a model. There

are numerous exceptions to the general order of the sphere; much like the

presence of  "space-time anomalies" that abound in Star Trek. An individual

plane can be desribed by its "distance" from each of the poles.

    There are three different axis for the sphere: Heaven/Hell,

Aether/Mechanus,and  Astral/Dreamworlds. Each axis has two extremes that

are opposed to each other. Each extreme is a source of one of the basic

forces in the multiverse and that force is strongest there and get weaker

the farther you get from the source. 

    The three primary resources that inspired this vision of the multiverse

are the AD&D Planescape (tm) and Spelljammer (tm) settings and the

excellent Primal Order (tm) series of books by WOTC. 

   Heaven: these are the planes closest to the Font which is the ultimate

source for angelic primal. Good-aligned effects are greatly strengthened

and diabolical effects are weak. 

   Hell: these are the planes closest to the Wick of The Flame;the source

of diabolical primal. The spirits that are supported by the primal energy

from the Throne of Hell are known as devils; as opposed to the evil spirits

that are not so supported and are known as demons. A good metaphor for the

relationship between the two is to visualize a vast pit [Hell] surrounded

by plains that are in turn surrounded by mountains and valleys [Abyss]. The

Wick is in the pit and is ruled by devils; while the demons live 

outside the pit. Some try and invade and take the Throne of Hell and others

merely profit from this. Other factions ignore this struggle all together. 

   Aether: these are the planes of energy (also known as the Elemental

planes) and permeate the sphere as the Aetheral border. These are the

planes where magic is the most powerful and science is the weakest. The

Couts of Chaos [Amber novels] are a good example of an Aetheryal plane. The

Courts of the Faerie are also located here and reflect the magical nature

of these realms. Many planes use the Aetheral border as an relatively easy

means of travel [this replaces the phlogistron found in 

Spelljammer (tn); there are no crystal spheres but there are some

structures found in the flow]. The border is mostly Wild Mana and most of

the jamming ships that travel through it are surrounded by some sort of

field that reduces the mana level to high or normal. There are numerous

currents and eddies in the aether that complicate travel. There are many

different types of engines for travel in the Flow; ranging from magical

"helms" to scientific hyperdrives.

   Astral: these are the planes of mind and permeate the planes as the

astral border. These planes are where psionics is the most powerful and

spirits are the weakest. The Illithids are thought to have originated near

these planes. The Astral border has both shallow and deep aspects. The

shallow aspects of the astral are closest to the planes that it touches and

reflects the structures found on these planes. The deep astral is nearly

formless.

   Dreamworlds: these are the planes of spirit and extend across the sphere

as the spirit realm.This is the area where spirits are the most powerful

and psionics is the weakest. Many Lands of the Dead (tm) are located near

this pole. 

   Mechanus represents the planes of matter and provide the physical

structures in the multiverse. Science is the strongest here and magic is at

its weakest. Amber is a good exampleof a mechanus-type plane. Much of the

technologies from these realms do not work in other planes; generally, the

more complicated the device the more plane-specific it is .

In the center of the sphere, the planes are tightly packed and the barriers

between them are thin. At (or near) the center is a city that has shifting

portals and gates to much of the rest of the multiverse. It is founded on

interdimensional trade. Sigil is a good inspiration; though Cynosure [from

the Grimjack comics] is a better one. 

Fiends as Characters: The alu-Fiend

We consider the abilities of the Alu-Fd as deriving from

several sources:

T1 - Infernal Energy: As Fiends, Tanar'ri possess a link to Evil.

This link provides a Vitality that allows all Tanar'ri to exist

indefinitely without physical food or sleep.

It also destroys the mind of any non-fiend who makes 

direct mental contact with a Tanar'ri.

This link allows Tanar'ri to cast Darkness, 15'Rad, at will.

It protects them completely from Normal Fires and Electricity,

while providing 50% resistance to Magical Fire.

It also provides a Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons,

to Sunburst and Sunmote effects, and an inability to cross a 

Protection from Evil Ward.

Alu-Fiends have an additional Vampiric Regeneration ability

which derives from this source.

An Alu-Fiend who severed her connection to Eternal Evil 

would lose these abilities and vulnerabilities.

[It is advised that all PC Alu-Fiends lack T1 abilities/constraints.]

T2 - Tanr'ric Aura : Each Tanar'ri is surrounded by a region 

of influence and control in which they exert dominion by "Aura".

This nature is shown in Tanar'ric telepathic communication, 

and the telepathic extension abilities in the Alu-Fiend of 

ESP, Charm Person, and Suggestion.

This also accounts for the Alu-Fiend's Surprise Resistance of 75%,

and for the ability to Dimension Door once per day.

Along with their natural Morphic ability, T2 is what

allows Alu-Fiends to Shapechange into the same Race

as someone they are with.

T3: Morphic/Metabiologic - Tanar'ri are extremely adaptable, 

even down to the tiniest piece. 

They can adapt without harm (resist and expel, or perhaps digest) 

to any non-magical poison or disease; diseases assimilated by a 

Tanar'ri can still be transmitted to others [eg, Typhoid Mary].

They can adapt to resist Gas attacks by 50%.

They cannot adapt to protect against Acid of sufficient strength to 

directly destroy organic tisue.

This Morphic Ability also accounts for the base AC5 of an Alu-Fiend.

An Alu-Fiend is able to Shapechange into the female form

of any hominid Race she has learned (learning a new form is a T2

ability, and requires the presence of an example member of the Race)

She is not able to alter her mass or to greatly alter her height 

with this technique.

Tanar'ri are Carnivores; their bodies require meat, and lots of it.

If T1 abilities are not available, Tanar'ri will require food equal

to 10% of their body mass every day. They also favor strong ales, 

wines, and oils - if it burns when touched by a lit candle wick,

Tanar'ri will drink it.

Tanar'ri are 50% resistant to Cold because of their 

Metabiologic structure; they are entirely immune to Aging

or Withering attacks, and are innately Immortal.

T4: Magical - Tanar'ri are an inherently magical race;

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell,

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if they

survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks,

saving throws, or ability score checks.

An Alu-Fiend recieves a 30% Magic Resistance.

Alu-Fiends are immune to Weapons of less than +1 Enchantment

unless forged of Cold Iron. (Alu-Fiends have been reported

to exhibit a very strong mental aversion to Cold Iron, even

manifesting welts upon mere contact with it - the experimenter

did not survive the escape of his captive.)

An Alu-Fiend can Fly at 15(D); use of this ability requires 

that she be able to spread her wings.

An Alu-Fiend can see 240 ft in Darkness using Infravision;

an Alu-Fiend using this ability has distinct Red-Glowing eyes.

Genius Alu-Fiends are able to learn and cast Wizard spells as a Mage. 

[Double Cost advancement. Alu-Fiends who retain T1 contact advance 

to a stronger form of Tanar'ri before exceeding 12th level.]

Misc:

As immortals, Alu-Fiends are able to learn the techniques for

casting spells in armor, or the use of any weapon. These

abilites are not acquired quickly, however: see Skills and Powers

for the CP cost (I favor 3 CPs per year of dedicated training).

- -Galen

Fiends as Characters – The Cambion

We now consider the abilities of the Cambion:

T1 - Infernal Energy: As Fiends, Tanar'ri possess a link to Evil.

This link provides a Vitality that allows all Tanar'ri to exist

indefinitely without physical food or sleep.

It also destroys the mind of any non-fiend who makes 

direct mental contact with a Tanar'ri.

This link allows Tanar'ri to cast Darkness, 15'Rad, at will.

It protects them completely from Normal Fires and Electricity,

while providing 50% resistance to Magical Fire.

It also provides a Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons,

to Sunburst and Sunmote effects, and an inability to cross a 

Protection from Evil Ward.

A Cambion who severed his connection to Eternal Evil 

would lose these abilities and vulnerabilities.

[It is advised that all PC Cambions lack T1 abilities/constraints.]

T2 - Tanr'ric Aura : Each Tanar'ri is surrounded by a region 

of influence and control in which they exert dominion by "Aura".

This nature is shown in Tanar'ric telepathic communication, 

and the ability of a Marquis Cambion to Charm Person at will.

This also accounts for the Cambion's Immunity to Surprise. 

T3: Morphic/Metabiologic - Tanar'ri are extremely adaptable, 

even down to the tiniest piece. 

They can adapt to without harm (resist and expel, or perhaps digest) 

any non-magical poison or disease; diseases assimilated by a 

Tanar'ri can still be transmitted to others [eg, Typhoid Mary].

They can adapt to resist Gas attacks by 50%.

They cannot adapt to protect against Acid of sufficient strength to 

directly destroy organic tisue.

Tanar'ri are Carnivores; their bodies require meat, and lots of it.

If T1 abilities are not available, Tanar'ri will require food equal

to 10% of their body mass every day. They also favor strong ales, 

wines, and oils - if it burns when touched by a lit candle wick,

Tanar'ri will drink it.

Tanar'ri are 50% resistant to Cold because of their 

Metabiologic structure; they are entirely immune to Aging

or Withering attacks, and are innately Immortal.

T4: Magical - Tanar'ri are an inherently magical race;

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell,

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if they

survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks,

saving throws, or ability score checks.

Cambions have Infravision to 60 ft.

A Cambion recieves a 30% Magic Resistance.

Cambions have been found who possess any or all of the

following powers:

Detect Magic at will; Cause Fear by Touch at will;

Levitate, 7/day ; Polymorph Self, 3/day.

Cambions who retain T1 contact advance to a stronger 

form of Tanar'ri before reaching High level.

Misc:

Cambions of at least 16 Intelligence can learn Wizard spells

as a Mage.

As immortals, Cambions are able to learn the techniques for

casting spells in armor, or the use of any weapon. These

abilites are not acquired quickly, however: see Skills and Powers

for the CP cost (I favor 3 CPs per year of dedicated training).

They may also acquire Thief skills; many Cambions are trained

to Climb Walls (95%), Hide in Shadows (80%), or Move Silently (80%);

values include their customary armor - oddly, they gain no advantage

in removing it, since they were trained specifically to use these

skills in armor.

- ----------------------------------------------------------------

The Cambion in the MM, I view as the result of a specific Kit.

I think Cambion Player Characters should be:

Fighter, Thief, Mage, Fighter/Thief, Fighter/Mage, 

or Fighter/Thief/Mage. Non-Thief Cambions should not have

Thief abilities. Non-Mage Cambions cannot learn Wizard Spells.

An innate ability should be selected (randomly) from the 1st level

Priest/Wizard spells (harmful/negative form of reversible spells),

which can then be used at will.

Alternatively, Player's Option rules could be used to build 

a Cambion PC to suit; the XP penalty would be tremendous, however.

As constructed here, I don't see that the advantages of being a Cambion

are such as to require an XP penalty in a Planescape Campaign; even

assuming that a Cambion (or Alu-Fiend) who loses T1 is subsequently

regarded socially as a Tiefling, and not systematically hunted 

down by everything Good or Lawful.

- -Galen

Fiends as Characters: Addendum

A few holes to fill:

Alu-Fiends and Cambions born and raised outside the Abyss (eg, the Prime)

are most likely to lack the innate connection to Evil (T1).

Non-Genius Alu-Fiends are likely to become slaves.

If they escape, they could well become Thieves;

they might also be trained as entertainers (Bards)

(NE, TN, or CN only, of course.)

I favor a x2 XP penalty for these Classes as well.

I'd allow an Alu-Fiend Multi-class Mage-Thief, with

x2 XP penalty for both classes. No XP bonus for ability

scores in any cases. 

In "Ninja Scroll", a movie, there is a character who has

been so suffused with poison that any man who touches her dies.

I'd think Tanar'ri could readily acquire this problem as well.

The Anti-Magic susceptability of Tanar'ri comes from

DM's Option, High Level Campaigns. 

(Eladrin have the same problem, BTW.)

In these descriptions, the Alu-Fiend and Cambion are presented

quite differently; this is because they are different.

A Cambion results from a human mother bringing to term a 

Tanar'ric Seed; his flesh is still basically mortal.

An Alu-Fiend results, IMO, from a Succubus who has consumed

a Mortal Soul and finds the non-evil bits indigestable - 

so she begets an Alu-Fiend to get rid of them. (This means that 

a Succubus gets pregnant from kissing, not sex.) The body of an 

Alu-Fiend is then entirely Tanar'ric, while her soul is human;

but that soul is then subjected to Abyssal corruption ....

A Cambion raised on the Prime could well lack most of his Abyssal

abilities, especially if he hasn't had any contact with other Tanar'ri;

an Alu-Fiend always has early contact with another Tanar'ri -

telepathic influence from her dam.

- -Galen

Have I beat this topic to death yet?

Planar Sites: Biotopes

This is something I was originally thinking of doing for that Planar Sites

contest TSR ran many months ago, but that happened right in the middle of

school, so I never got around to it.  Besides, I probably wouldn't have

been able to make it fit within the number-of-words requirement. :)

Anyway, now that I'm off school, I had the time to actually sit down and

do it.  As usual, anyone is free to use this idea in any way they see fit,

with any modifications they wish, in their games.  Though, if you post it

on a web-page or something, I'd appreciate it if it was unaltered, and I

got credit.

By the way, after weeks of racking my brain, Biotope was the best name I

could come up with.  If you can think of something better, I'm open to

suggestions. :)

                        The Biotope

Description: 

        'Biotope' is the general name given to a number of places 

that have been cropping up throughout the multiverse.  Though it 

is a subject of some fierce debate, many believe the Biotope are 

actually living places.  Not in the sense that an individual 

place may possess a guiding intelligence, but actual life.  It 

definately appears to grow over time, defend itself, and it 

apparently can even reproduce.

        Individual Biotopes may be different in many ways.  When 

one is reproduced in a new place, there are almost always 

changes and as it grows it becomes more different.  However, some 

things are constant.  At the center of the phenomenon is what's 

called the Focus.  It is usually stone, though in one known case 

ice has been used.  The material must be hard and solid, however.  

It is roughly spherical (though never a perfect sphere), with a 

diameter of about three feet.  It is always at least half buried 

in the ground.  For a diameter of nine feet from the Focus, the 

land is always flat, with no bumps or hills.  Then there are 

what's called the teeth.  These are objects that point generally 

upwards.  There are between five and ten of these around the 

Focus (at the nine feet boundary), with more scattered apparently 

randomly throughout the rest of the 'body'.  Stone obelisks, 

trees, posts, giant crystal formations, and even stalagmites in 

an underground cavern have been observed to fulfill this role.  

Most of the teeth are not pointed straight upwards, but they vary 

by some angle.  Some speculate that by analyzing the angle of 

every tooth in every known Biotope, and correlating it to its 

location, one can plot the true center of the multiverse.  

        Beyond these features, however, the body of a Biotope 

varies widely, although it always stands out from the environment 

surrounding it.  More teeth occur throughout the Body.  

Growth & Reproduction: 

        Without the aid of a sentient creature, Biotopes grow 

very slowly and are completely unable to reproduce.  If left 

alone, they will gain approximately an inch of radius every year.  

        Biotopes accomplish their goals through a process called 

the Inspiration.  The Inspiration is somewhere between a Charm 

and a Geas.  There is no saving throw.  Thankfully, Biotopes have 

only been known to Inspire once a year, and it affects only a 

single target at a time.  There are three types of Inspiration, 

each with a different duration.

        The purely defensive Inspiration (see below) lasts until 

there are no currently hostile creatures.  (Usually if a hostile 

creature is the target of the Inspiration, they give it  one of 

the other imperatives).  

        The growth Inspiration causes the subject to want to 

remain within the body.  He will resist all attempts to remove 

him, and will profess the need to stay there and complete it.  If 

no drastic measures are taken, this lasts a year.  During this 

time, the Inspired will work the land, adding teeth to the body, 

basically extending its sphere of influence.  This Inspiration 

will wear off if he is separated from the body for more than a 

week, although those still Inspired will make any attempt to get 

back once they realize they've been removed.  It should be noted 

that although the Biotope is free to use its ability again once 

the year is up, only in very rare cases has it Inspired the same 

target after its year was up.

        The third form of Inspiration can only be used by mature 

Biotopes (those with more than half a mile in radius).  In this 

case, a person Inspired will believe the Biotope is one of the 

most beautiful landscapes he's ever seen, and express a desire to 

make another.  However, he is free to leave and go about his 

business as normal.  He will never forget the Biotope, however.  

It will fill his dreams, and he will be constantly searching for 

a perfect place to recreate it.  However, this is not the 

priority for the Inspired.  It is only when there is nothing else 

immediately important to do that they feel the need to take 

action.  Then, the next suitable site they find, they will 

attempt to construct a Biotope Focus out of whatever materials 

are on hand.  Once that is done, they will start on the first 

five teeth.  

        While throughout the process the Inspired can leave 

temporarily if an emergency comes up, it is only when the last 

tooth is in place that they feel they can rest.  At this point, 

the Biotope is alive.   

        Aside from the previously mentioned ways to break out of 

the Inspiration, there are a few others.  Should someone Inspired 

be removed from the body, and somehow made to magically forget 

seeing the Biotope, the Inspiration is lost.  A carefully worded 

Wish can also remove it.  However, as it's not a curse, Remove 

Curse does nothing, and Dispel Magic only has a 1 in 20 chance of 

working, regardless of the level of the caster.  Should the 

attempt to Dispel fail, it cannot be tried again until at least a 

month has gone by.  

Defense: 

        All Biotopes have the ability to read the minds of those 

within its body, to detect the intent to damage it (whether a 

being knows the Biotope is alive or not is irrelevant).  If no 

intent is detected, no defensive measures are taken.  Note that 

an attempt to remove one who is Inspired, whether through force 

or dispelling the magic, is sometimes considered a hostile act.          

        Should it become necessary, Biotopes possess the ability 

to control the weather in their vicinity (if any).  The precise 

nature of this ability varies from plane to plane.  For example, 

on layers of the Abyss plagued by frequent acid storms, this 

could translate to an ability to shower attackers with acid.  In 

areas with typical Prime weather, this means the Biotope can 

activate the following as spell-like abilities, once per round: 

Control Weather, Control Winds, Call Lightning, Weather 

Summoning, Control Temperature 10' Radius.  These abilities can 

be activated as though the Biotope is a 10th level Druid.  In one 

case on an Abyssal layer, a Biotope was observed to use the 

Creeping Doom priest spell. 

        Biotopes also possess limited ability to affect the area 

of their body more directly.  They can cause plants in the area 

to Entangle or Trip (as the spells, at 7th level ability).  It 

can influence animals within the body to attack.  They can employ 

the Earthquake spell at 2nd level ability, though most won't do 

this until other acts have been tried, and it is never attempted 

when the creature is within range of the Focus.  There are other 

spell-like abilities Biotopes occasionally use to improve their 

body that could conceivably be used for defense, such as 

Transmute Rock to Mud (and its reverse) and Dig.  

        All such attacks are directed solely on those with 

hostile intent towards the body, or especially the Focus.  

(Rumors do exist of some Lower Planar Biotopes attacking WITHOUT 

such provocation, but they are as yet unconfirmed).  

        The final resort of a Biotope facing attack is to employ 

its Inspiration ability, if it is currently able to, on either 

the hostile creature itself, or the strongest person nearby. 

Culture:

        It is unknown if Biotopes have a culture at all, or even 

if they are sentient or simply react instinctively (indeed, as 

was stated, many do not consider the Biotopes alive at all).  No 

one has so far been able to contact a Biotope and establish any 

meaningful communication.  Even with rangers and druids (see 

below) the needs of the Biotope are transmitted as feelings 

rather than words.

Progenitor: 

        The largest, and what is generally believed to be the 

oldest known Biotope was located on the 312th layer of the Abyss, 

and has been called Progenitor.  The plane is mostly uninhabited 

by the Tanar'ri, on account of sudden, lethal storms of acid.  As 

such, it's difficult to imagine, if this is not the original 

Biotope, who might have taken the time to build it there, of all 

places.  Now, however, Tanar'ri actually shun the plane, because 

the Biotope has grown so large.  They can't destroy it, because 

Progenitor can now control the acid storms to strike anyone 

attempting to.  There are always suicide missions, though, and it 

is from these that Progenitor draws most of it's Inspired.  

Although it is far more than a half mile in radius, Progenitor 

seems at this point uninterested in reproduction.  Whether this 

is evidence for or against Progenitor being the original is yet

another subject of debate.  Those who claim it is say that it 

hints at Biotopes only having a limited amount of reproduction 

Inspirations in their lifetime.  Others claim that it implies the 

conditions on that layer make it impossible to reproduce, and 

thus it has always used its Inspirations on growth.

        Whether it is the original or not, Progenitor is now 

believed to have a radius of several billion miles at least.  

Some say it now covers the entire plane, but this seems unlikely. 

Sirius: 

        Another Biotope of note is less well-know, and located on 

the Prime.  It fills an entire Prime world.  Spelljamming 

explorers named it Sirius.  Scolars claim that since it has no 

more room to grow, it might very well be the oldest Biotope, even 

though it covers less area than Progenitor.  Since it cannot 

grow, all its efforts are devoted to maintenence and reproduction.  

The Inspiration is primarily given to the native population, who 

view it as a great honor.  Their religion is based on the entire 

planet being alive, and they being the guardians.  Any time a 

person who is Inspired they are akin to the leader of the world 

for their entire term.  If the person is able somehow to leave 

the planet to reproduce, they are immortal in the minds of their 

people.  

        Sirius only uses its Inspiration sparingly, when some 

specific work needs the be done (repairing a tooth, for example) 

so it is able to use it whenever a means to escape the planet is 

found. 

        No one has yet been able to find the Focus of Sirius.  

Some speculate that once the entire planet was part of it's Body, 

it was able to shift the Focus into the very center.  Others say 

this would prove that Biotopes originated on their prime, that 

its their nature to form around spheres, and then bury their 

Focus when their edges meet.  

Notes:

        Occasionally, when a ranger or druid becomes Inspired, 

they form a symbiosis with the Biotope.  The person helps the 

Biotope grow and defends it, while the place attracts food and 

makes rain.

        Also, it has been attempted to create a Biotope by 

constructing a Focus and Teeth, to rigorous specifications, by 

people not directly Inspired.  Thus far, all such attempts have 

failed.

Specific Planar notes: 

        The Astral Plane apparently cannot support a Biotope, 

though it is unknown exactly why this is.  It is unknown if Limbo 

can support one, as there are no reports of one being made.  Due 

to the limited amount of land on Gehenna, Yugoloths usually kill 

anyone trying to reproduce one.  In the Gray Waste, Biotopes are 

stunted and sterile.  Only the Focus and the teeth are produced, 

and then it neither grows nor reproduces.  After a few decades, 

it stops defending itself from attackers.  At this point it is 

considered 'dead' by most scholars.

        For many of the Inner Planes, the lack of a flat surface, 

and the inability of the Inspired to survive long enough to form 

a new Biotope make it difficult to determine if Biotopes can 

survive there.
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Darius Sonnovale@The Lady's Cage MUSH

Scions of Chaos

I consider various species of the Outer Planes and 

Chatioc alignment as life forms, analyzing their

abilities by an arbitrary standard of my own development.

Sections of this report have been previously posted

(in rough draft form) to the list; they are included

because some minor revsions have been made for consistency.

- --------------------------------------------------------------

Alu-Fiends=

T1 - Infernal Energy: As Fiends, Tanar'ri possess a link to Evil.

This link provides:

a. Vitality that allows all Tanar'ri to exist

indefinitely without physical food or sleep.

b. Destruction to the mind of any non-fiend who makes 

direct mental contact with a Tanar'ri.

c. an ability to cast Darkness, 15'Rad, at will.

d. Immunity from Normal Fires and Electricity,

e. Resistance (50%) to Magical Fire.

f. Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons, and

to Sunburst and Sunmote and other Celestial Energy effects. 

g. Constraint in the inability to cross a Protection from Evil Ward.

s- Alu-Fiends have an additional Vampiric Regeneration ability

which derives from this source.

[An Alu-Fiend who severed her connection to Eternal Evil 

would lose these abilities and vulnerabilities.]

[It is advised that all PC Alu-Fiends lack T1.]

T2 - Tanr'ric Aura : Each Tanar'ri is surrounded by a region 

of influence and control in which they exert dominion by "Aura".

a. This nature is shown in Tanar'ric telepathic communication, 

and in the telepathic extension abilities in the Alu-Fiend of 

ESP, Charm Person, and Suggestion.

b. This also accounts for the Alu-Fiend's Surprise Resistance of 75%,

c. and for the ability to Dimension Door once per day.

d.   Along with their natural Morphic ability, T2 is what

allows Alu-Fiends to Shapechange into the same Race

as someone they are with.

T3: Morphic/Metabiologic - Tanar'ri are extremely adaptable, 

even down to the tiniest piece. This provides: 

a. Immunity to any non-magical poison or disease; 

(i) diseases assimilated by a Tanar'ri can still be transmitted 

to others [eg, Typhoid Mary].

(ii) Tanar'ri can become poisonous; ingestive, or even contact. 

b. Resistance against Gas attacks of 50%.

c. Resistant against Cold attacks of 50%

d. Immunity to Aging or Withering attacks, Immortality.

e. They cannot adapt to protect against Acid of sufficient strength to 

directly destroy organic tisue.

f. a very high metabolism -

Tanar'ri are Carnivores; their bodies require meat, and lots of it.

If T1 abilities are not available, Tanar'ri will require food equal

to 10% of their body mass every day. They also favor strong ales, 

wines, and oils - if it burns when touched by a lit candle wick,

Tanar'ri will drink it.

g. The base AC5 of an Alu-Fiend.

h. An Alu-Fiend is able to Shapechange into the female form

of any hominid Race she has learned (learning a new form is a T2

ability, and requires the presence of an example member of the Race)

She is not able to alter her mass or to greatly alter her height 

with this technique.

[Alu-Fiends who leave the Abyss for sustained periods may lose

much of their resistance to Cold, Disease, Gas, and Poison 

due to the lack of Abyssal matter in their flesh.]

T4: Magical - Tanar'ri are an inherently magical race;

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell,

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if they

survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks,

saving throws, or ability score checks.

a. An Alu-Fiend recieves a 30% Magic Resistance.

b. Alu-Fiends are immune to Weapons of less than +1 Enchantment

unless forged of Cold Iron. (Alu-Fiends have been reported

to exhibit a very strong mental aversion to Cold Iron, even

manifesting welts upon mere contact with it - the experimenter

did not survive the escape of his captive.)

c. An Alu-Fiend can Fly at 15(D); use of this ability requires 

that she be able to spread her wings.

d. An Alu-Fiend can see 240 ft in Darkness using Infravision;

an Alu-Fiend using this ability has distinct Red-Glowing eyes.

T5 - Acquired Skills:

a. Genius Alu-Fiends are able to learn and cast Wizard spells as a Mage. 

[Double Cost advancement. Alu-Fiends who retain T1 contact advance 

to a stronger form of Tanar'ri before exceeding 12th level.]

b. As immortals, Alu-Fiends are able to learn the techniques for

casting spells in armor, or the use of any weapon. These

abilites are not acquired quickly, however: see Skills and Powers

for the CP cost (I favor 3 CPs per year of dedicated training).

- ----------------------------------------------------------------

Asuras=

C1 - Primal Energy Link:

The Asuras has an inherent connection to Good. This link provides them with:

a. The ability to survive indefinitely without food, air, or sleep.

b. The ability (in groups of 3 or more) to make a Flaming Wind

attack that harms only Evil creatures.

c: Spell abilities of a 9th level Cleric

C2 - Aura:

a. Detect Lie (continuously active)

b. Immune to Illusions

C3 - Metabiologic: none known.

C4 - Magical:

a. Polymorph Self (2/day)

b. True Seeing (3/day)

C5 - Acquired:

a. High Wisdom (21+) with attendent immunities

b. Trumpet of the Asuras

c. Radiant Flame Tongue Sword

- -----------------------------------------------------------------

We now consider the abilities of the Cambion:

T1 - Infernal Energy: As Fiends, Tanar'ri possess a link to Evil.

This link provides:

a. Vitality that allows all Tanar'ri to exist

indefinitely without physical food or sleep.

b. Destruction to the mind of any non-fiend who makes 

direct mental contact with a Tanar'ri.

c. an ability to cast Darkness, 15'Rad, at will.

d. Immunity from Normal Fires and Electricity,

e. Resistance (50%) to Magical Fire.

f. Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons, and

to Sunburst and Sunmote and other Celestial Energy effects. 

g. Constraint in the inability to cross a Protection from Evil Ward.

[It is advised that all Player Character Cambion should lack T1.]

T2 - Tanr'ric Aura : Each Tanar'ri is surrounded by a region 

of influence and control in which they exert dominion by "Aura".

a. This nature is shown in Tanar'ric telepathic communication, 

b. and in the ability of a Marquis Cambion to Charm Person at will.

c. This also accounts for the Cambion's Immunity to Surprise. 

T3: Morphic/Metabiologic - Tanar'ri are extremely adaptable, 

even down to the tiniest piece. This provides: 

a. Immunity to any non-magical poison or disease; 

(i) diseases assimilated by a Tanar'ri can still be transmitted 

to others [eg, Typhoid Mary].

(ii) Tanar'ri can become poisonous; ingestive, or even contact. 

b. Resistance against Gas attacks of 50%.

c. Resistant against Cold attacks of 50%

d. Immunity to Aging or Withering attacks, Immortality.

e. They cannot adapt to protect against Acid of sufficient strength to 

directly destroy organic tisue.

f. a very high metabolism-

Tanar'ri are Carnivores; their bodies require meat, and lots of it.

If T1 abilities are not available, Tanar'ri will require food equal

to 10% of their body mass every day. They also favor strong ales, 

wines, and oils - if it burns when touched by a lit candle wick,

Tanar'ri will drink it.

[Cambion who leave the Abyss for sustained periods may lose

much of their resistance to Cold, Disease, Gas, and Poison 

due to the lack of Abyssal matter in their flesh.]

T4: Magical - Tanar'ri are an inherently magical race;

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell,

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if they

survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks,

saving throws, or ability score checks.

a. Cambion have Infravision to 60 ft.

b. Cambion recieve a 30% Magic Resistance.

Cambion have been found who possess any or all of the

following powers:

c. Detect Magic at will; 

d. Cause Fear by Touch at will;

e. Levitate, 7/day ; 

f. Polymorph Self, 3/day.

T5 - Acquired:

Cambion of at least 16 Intelligence can learn Wizard spells

as a Mage.

As immortals, Cambion are able to learn the techniques for

casting spells in armor, or the use of any weapon. These

abilites are not acquired quickly, however: see Skills and Powers

for the CP cost (I favor 3 CPs per year of dedicated training).

They may also acquire Thief skills; many Cambion are trained

to Climb Walls (95%), Hide in Shadows (80%), or Move Silently (80%);

values include their customary armor - oddly, they gain no advantage

in removing it, since they were trained specifically to use these

skills in armor.

[Cambion who retain T1 contact will change into stronger forms

of Tanar'ri before gaining High level.]

- ----------------------------------------------------------------

Eladrin -

E1 - Celestial Energy: As Celestials, Eladrin possess a link to Good.

This link provides them with several abilities:

a: to Cure Light Wounds, at will; or greater Healing abilities

b: to Detect Evil, at will

c: to conjure illumination (light spells)

d: to establish protective wards (not all Eladrin can do this)

e: to cast Clerical spells (not all Eladrin can do this either)

E2 - Aura: The Eladrin Aura allows them to:

a. confuse mortal senses at will

(stronger Eladrin can establish more powerful illusions).

b. influence hearts and minds (all Eladrin have some form of 

Charm Ability)

c. command the Elements around them - Eladrin can use the 

surrounding Elemental energy to make an attack; 

Coure employ Radiant Force with a Magic Missile,

Firre cast a Fireball, etc.

d. perceive the world around them in ways not apparent to mortals

(eg; ESP, Detect Invisisibility).

E3 - Metabiologic 

a. All Eladrin can Alter Self at will.

b. Bimorphic - Each Eladrin has an Elemental form 

which they may assume at need: Shiere, 1 per hour;

all others, at will. Tulani can assume any Eladrin Form at will.

c. All Eladrin have greater Strength than might be expected.

d. Eladrin are Immortal, immune to Aging/Withering attacks.

e. Eladrin are resistant to Cold (50%); Greater Eladrin are Immune to Cold.

f. Eladrin are Immune to Electricity

g. Eladrin are resistant to Fire (50%)

h. Eladrin are resistant to Gas (50%)

i. All Eladrin have a mystic vulnerability to Cold Iron;

lesser Eladrin receive Double Damage from Cold Iron Weapons.

j. Greater Eladrin are resistant to Poison (50%)

E4 - Magical: Eladrin are an inherently magical race;

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell,

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if they

survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks,

saving throws, or ability score checks.

a. All Eladrin have Magic Resistance

b. All Eladrin have the Ability to Comprehend Languages at will.

c. Some Eladrin have an immunity to non-magical, non-iron weapons.

d. Eladrin are Immune to Magic Missile (Magical Force) attacks.

E5 - Acquired:

a. Eladrin extraordinary weapon skills are gained by practice

and training.

b. Eladrin high Intelligence is also the result of experience.

- ------------------------------------------------

Demi-Eladrin (continued from a previous discussion)

E1 - Celestial Energy: Not available to PCs

E2 - Aura

a. Improved Phantasmal Force, at will.

b. Charm Person, at will.

c. Elemental Strike, 1 attack form, 1/day

E3 - Metabiologic

a. Alter Self, at will.

b. Bimorphic - Transform to a 6in ball of Faerie light, 1/day;

retain energy form for up to 1 hour

c. Strength +2

d. Demi-Eladrin are also Immortal

e. Demi-Eladrin are resistant to Cold (save +2)

f. Demi-Eladrin are resistant to Electricity (50%)

g. Demi-Eladrin are resistant to Fire/Heat (save +2)

h. Demi-Eladrin are resistant to Gas (save +2)

i. Demi-Eladrin have a mystic vulnerability to Cold Iron;

they receive Double Damage from Cold Iron Weapons.

j. Demi-Eladrin are resistant to Poison (Save +2)

E4 - Magical

a. Magic Resistance of 10% (does not apply to Mages)

b. Comprehend Languages at will

c. Demi-Eladrin receive a saving throw against Spell vs Magic Missiles

and other Magical Force attacks.

E5 - Acquired

Demi-Eladrin play as Aasimar, at x2 XP cost.

They Gain +1 to Int, Wis, or Charisma every 50 years, 

to a maximum of 18 (19 Charisma);

they tend to acquire basic proficiency in many skills,

with expertise in only a few.

As per other immortals, I sugest 3CPs (Player's Option)

per year of study.

- ------------------------------------------------

Slaadi

S1 - Chaos Abilities:

a. All Slaadi can survive indefinitely in the soup of Limbo.

b. Slaadi can Gate in other Slaad

S2 - Aura: Slaadi have a form of Telepathy that allows

them to communicate with anyone near to them.

S3 - Metabiologic:

a. Bimorphic - greater Slaadi can assume the form

of the creature from which they were originally spawned.

b. Cause Disease - Lesser Slaadi can produce new Slaad

from mortal hosts.

S4 - Magical:

a. Greater Slaadi are immune to non-magical weapons

b. and have various spell like abilities usable at will.

S5 - Acquired:

Grey and Death Slaad often possess powerful magical items.

[Has anyone tried to run PC Slaadi?]

- -------------------------------------------------

- -Galen

The Multiversal Clash

Here's the promised essay on the belief. I have written it yesterday, 

but I'm surprised it is so short. I will probably be writing a 

contradicting essay soon ;-)

- -=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

THE MULTIVERSAL CLASH

- -=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Blood War, the Soul War, the Kriegstanz, these are the 

conflicts that many speak about. But do they know that they all are 

part of a single eternal struggle? The conflict of beliefs?


Belief is something that each of us holds dear. It resides deep 


into our souls (or minds if you prefer). If you believe, you are 



strong. If you are undecided, you are weak. These are the 



Outer Planes, berk! 


The word belief has been surely lately overused which led to 



confusion in terms. Since I personally despise dictionary 




definitions, none will be supplied, but know this: belief and 



imagination are two different things.


The difference is simple: you can imagine a sandwich before 



you, you can imagine that the fireball that struck you was not 



there, but your imagination will not change the reality. You still 


will be hungry or scorched. On the other hand if you believe 



that you are immune to fire magic, then you are not afraid of 



fireballs, because you know they won't hurt you. Of course, this 


is not always the case and those believing in such things 




should be prepared for a rather warm surprise unless one is a 



fiend or a fire mephit. But then, they would not believe, would 



they? The difference is intuitional and after a moment of thought 


everyone (maybe except the Ciphers who would not stop to 



think) shall see it.

Belief in the Outer Planes is divided into two kinds: stable (passive) 

and temporal (active). They are independent and often clash, the 

result being the constant struggle between themselves and each 

fighting itself in the multiversal clash. 


Stable belief is the belief, which lasts. It does not stimulate the 


change - it stimulates existence. It is the real stuff of the Outer 


Planes. Places are made from the stable, geography thus 



decided, and so is the shape of towns and rules of the planes. 


It can be otherwise called passive since it does not require the 


believers to undertake any actions. All that one believes 




unconsciously is a stable belief.


The temporal belief, on the other hand, is what makes planes 



rock. Every change is stimulated by the temporal, every action 


is its result. It is the temporal which is the real power on the 



Outer Planes. We use it to travel, to influence "reality", to act. 


The temporal is created when one undertakes any action. The 


more sure he is, the more he beliefs, the stronger the effect.


It is through the temporal that one overrides the stable. Of 



course, the change is usually temporary. The stable can be 



compared to the string and temporal to a finger which strikes it. 


The string will resonate for a few moments, but it will eventually 


come back to its place. However, if the temporal is strong 



enough, the string may break and the major change will occur. 


Slipping of a gatetown can be such an event. Many conflicting 


temporal beliefs can also incur a major change to a place. 

The case of power's realms is another matter. They are built from 

followers' and powers' stable, but the temporal belief of a power is 

so strong, that the realm can be changed on a whim. Of course, no 

mortal can rival even the weakest power's temporal. 


It is interesting that some factions' belief (Dustmen, for 




example) is based on the stable belief, which carries with itself 


little power, and can be altered by the temporal. Of course, if 



no disaster happens, it is the stable that survives longer. The 



question, what to choose - the power or the endurance - has to 


be answered by everyone for herself.

RULES

Rules for temporal and stable belief are relatively simple. For the 

temporal use belief point system described in the Planewalker's 

Handbook. For the stable just assign to each place a number 

between 1 and 100 which would indicate how many temporal points 

would be needed to incur a major change to a place. Minor 

changes work as described in the Planewalker's Handbook.













feniks

Astral travel

Avi wrote:

> I used to have the AP but I sold it.  The info I got comes from the old

> Manual of the Planes, which says that a person has 1d10 turns to live,

> unless he makes it to a colour pool in time to form a new body.

> 

> Avi

> 

The Guide to the Astral Plane focuses on physical visitors to

the Astral, whereas the old Manual of the Planes preferred

Astrally Projecting visitors.

Astral Projection in Planescape has never been explicitly

discussed, AFAIK; it's such a high level spell that most PCs

don't need to know about it, IMO.

But I did attempt it once, and I'll try to remember my conclusions:

1. The Mage version of Astral Spell cannot be cast in the Inner Planes,

the Ethereal Plane, any Demiplane, or on any Layer except the 'first'

of an Outer Plane (note that a Limbic layer has a 1 in 5 chance of

being 'topmost' at any given time).  

The Priest Version can be cast anywhere, and a Priest who 

does so finds himself in Astral Form in the Silver Void.

2. An Astral Body can leave the Astral only by means of a Color Pool;

passage through the Color Pool forms a new body for the traveler on

the destination plane (which must be the 'first' layer of an Outer 

Plane or the Prime, and cannot be the same Plane as the one in which 

the original Body resides). Any other means of leaving the Astral

is ineffective because an Astral form is always drawn instantly

to the Astral Plane and is unable to exist outside of it.

3. The Body formed for a Projecting Traveler is identical to his

original body, except that there is an invisible silver cord extending

from the Navel (visible under Detect Invisibility). (The cord 

does not appear to extend beyond arms' length; sages believe that

it nonetheless reaches all the way back to the original body.)

Severing this cord (normally impossible) would destroy the 

Projecting spellcaster. (Since recovery is possible only with a Wish,

it follows that the victim of such an attack does not become a

Petitioner, because petitioners can be recalled with Resurrection.)

4. If the Original Body is destroyed at this time, the Silver Cord

disappears, and the Spellcaster becomes a Planar with the Home Plane

determined by the Plane on which his new body was formed. Note that

most of his wealth and property would be unavailable ...

5. If the Planar Body is destroyed, the Caster is returned to his 

original body; this happens whether or not that body is on a 

Plane with Astral Contact, whether Priest or Wizard.

6. Destruction of an occupied body requires a System Shock roll

by the affected spellcaster to survive; even if successful,

he regains consciousness only after 1+1d4 days, at 1 hit point,

and is incapacitated until sufficient time has passed to recover

half his hit points. While incapacitated, movement is reduced

by half, attacks are at -4 penalty, and no spellcasting can be attempted.

7. An unoccupied original body is suject to possession; a possessed

body cannot be reoccupied by the spellcaster until the intruder

is expelled. The spirit of the spellcaster is trapped in the Astral

unless it exits via color pool to form a Planar Body.

8. If the Planar body and the original body are ever in the same

Plane, the Planar body dissolves and the caster returns to his

original body. If the Original body is dead, then the caster dies.

If the original body is alive but possessed, then the caster is

dumped into the Astral in Astral Form.

9. So, what happens if the Spellcaster's body is destroyed

while he is still in the Astral?

(i) He dies, and becomes a petitioner on his alignment plane

or Deity's Realm.

(ii) He can try to 'escape' through a Color Pool, forming

a new Body on the destination Plane that then becomes his new 

Home Plane as a Planar (See note 3, above); the Time limit

proposed for this escape was 1d10 Turns.

10.(i) Abyssal Corruption of Alterations is likely to influence the

form of someone Astrally Projecting to the Abyss, IMO.

(Tiefling Appearance but not special abilities, perhaps.)

(ii) A Body formed on the Beastlands is likely to have a severe case

of Beastpox; this is inherent to the form of the Planar Body, and 

will not fade after leaving the Plane (however, it also will not affect

the caster's original body).

11. An Astrally Projecting Priest can always return to his

original body, wherever it may be, at will, with the journey

taking 1d100 rounds. (Unless it has been possessed.)

This is done simply by willing it so.

12. A Wizard can only return to his original body if it remains

on a Plane with Astral contact, or if he can planewalk to 

the Plane or demiplane where it is being held. Otherwise,

the attempt strands him in the Astral Plane, and he must use

a Color Pool to leave.

- -Galen

I can't spend any more time on this right now,

so I'll send what I have for your consideration.

Ysgard and the Bariaur

Ever wonder how the Bariaur fit into Norse mythology?

I've started writing my own mythology based on the Norse gods interacting

with the bariaur. Here's the beginning:

Part 1

Loki stood, rubbing his sore lips before the Father of the Gods, Odin, and

the great God of Thunder, Thor. Thor rocked back on his heels, stifling a

laugh at Loki’s strange predicament. After Brock the dwarf brought

judgement upon Loki, it was declared that Loki should have his lips sealed

for a time to prevent him from doing mischief. Now Odin had need of Loki

and his slick tongue, so he ordered the leather thong removed from Loki’s

mouth.

"There is a task that I have meant to accomplish, which now requires your

unique skills." Odin said to Loki. "The gods have given spirit to the men,

the elves and even the twisted dwarves who live under the mountains. But

when it was time to give spirit to the goat-men, the bariaur, they were

nowhere to be found. This is our fault, I know, as we did not give the

bariaur a home, as we did the elves, men and dwarves. Nowhere in Midgard

were the bariaur to find a homeland, while the elves had the glens and

forests, the dwarves the underground and the men most of the earth. When it

was time to dispense this important gift, even the gods themselves were

unable to locate the wandering flocks of bariaur."

"Now I have need of these mystic creatures. I sense the coming of Ragnarِk,

the Final Battle between the giants and the gods. I have made my pick of

the men of Midgard and have trained the worthy ones to be great warriors

and kings. The elves also, have been hand selected by Frey so as to

cultivate their best leaders. Even amongst the dwarves, Tyr has succeeded

in finding a just and compassionate leader amid that hard-headed race. Now

it is time to bring the bariaur into the fold. I believe we shall find them

invaluable in the Final Battle and I have chosen one to lead their kind

when the giants attack from Jِtunheim. You will find this one, named Shek,

and bring him the gift that was brought the other races."

During the talk, Loki, a master of manipulation, began to smile with his

cracked red lips. He had perceived Odin’s need for his service. And where

there was need, there was reward and usually much fun and mischief to be

had as well.

"Loki, do not think I am sending you down so that you may play amongst the

goat-men." Odin said. "This is a very serious matter, one in which you may

yet redeem yourself. I warn you, if you fail in this task, you will not

again make your way back home over Bifrِst, the Rainbow Bridge."

The smile fell from Loki’s face and re-appeared on the face of Thor, who

openly disliked the meddlesome god. Thor knew that a life outside of Asgard

would be agony for the gregarious Loki. Gods who leave the realm of the

gods tend to lead lonely, solitary lives in the wilderness. Loki would

surely succeed in this task, with such a high price for failure.

Odin took a step forward towards Loki and removed a golden ring from his

finger. "This is Jekthrudner, the spirit ring. It is forged from many fine

strands of the spirits of the ¯sar (gods) and the Asyniur (goddesses). It

was first given to the elves, then the dwarves (who fought the elves upon

receiving it) and finally to the men, who cannot seem to stop fighting each

other. Now you will give it to the bariaur, who will stop the fighting by

uniting all the creatures of Midgard together against the giants."

"I will do as you ask," spoke Loki.

Odin smiled and stood up straight with his eagle helm gleaming in the

sunlight, glad that this task was to be done.

"But first, I will need something to help me accomplish this task," Loki

said.

Odin let out a sigh. Nothing was ever easy with Loki. There was always

negotiation and clarification, as Loki’s own mind worked in the most

devious of ways. Thor sneered at Loki, his knuckles white on his hammer

Miِlnir.

"You have not been able to find these bariaur, am I correct?" Loki said.

"Yes, yes, that is what I said. Each time someone approaches, the stealthy

bariaur slip away," Odin responded indignantly.

"Then I request the Falcon Dress of Frigga, that I might sneak up on the

bariaur as if I were a bird," Said Loki.

Odin thought for a moment. His wife Frigga would be furious if he gave Loki

her much loved dress. This was too important though. If Loki needs the

dress for his sneaky plans, then Frigga would surely submit. Odin wanted to

know no more about such activities though, as they were without honor, no

matter how noble the intentions behind them.

"Very well, Loki," Odin said. "You will have the dress."

"I believe my wife may have some jewelry that would match such an outfit,"

Thor taunted.

"Yes, the magical golden choker named "Gerrhoggin" that Sif keeps in her

jewelry box by the bed might be a good match," Loki calmly retorted.

Thor, confused and angry that Loki knew his wife's sleeping chamber, took a

step towards the smaller god. Odin reached his arm out and stopped Thor’s

approach, not wanting to turn this already unpleasant matter into a battle

scene.

Odin angrily pointed at Loki and said, "Go now and return on the morrow,

when you will receive the dress. Fly to Midgard to bring the spirits of the

gods to the worthy bariaur Shek. I warn you however, if you attempt to

return without accomplishing your task, you shall burst into flames and be

forever destroyed upon your first step onto Bifrِst. Now be gone with you."

More online...

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.wenet.net/~csangha/planes/

Bariaur NPC from "In The Cage: A Guide to Sigil"

Hargin "The Brawler" Silverhoof

(PL/maleB/B9/Fa/LN)

(Note his infamy from "In The Cage: A Guide to Sigil" page 31.)

The following summary is culled from that well-known Bariaur knight of the

cross trade, Rank Magdural.)

BACKGROUND: The only thing more disgraceful than a doe with horns is a buck

that can’t fight. And Hargin Silverhoof (born Hargin Denularami) couldn’t

even lift a broad sword, let alone wield one in mortal combat. His mother

was embarrassed over her son’s shortcomings, his father ignored him,

pretending he didn’t exist. However, in Bariaur society, there are remedies

to such situations. Hargin would be a priest.

That would have been a good idea, except for the fact that Hargin, even at

an early age, was a cynical loud mouth skeptic who felt more at home

playing his flute or in a game of dice, bobbin’ some clueless Bariaur

basher than with sacred rituals. The priests wanted nothing to do with the

young buck, even those of Tirag Thunderhooves (because he continually beat

them at dice, according to Hargin).

This was fine with Hargin, since he considered the priests’ cony-catchers

of the highest order, bobbin’ the flock by promising battle prowess or

healthy births. These bucks made him sick, especially because Hargin hadn’t

thought ahead - otherwise he would have figured out a way into their scam.

Instead he was an outsider in his own home. The flock paid no attention to

Hargin, not knowing what to do with him. But this got young Hargin

Silverhoof thinking.

There was obviously no place in the flock for the likes of him. He needed

to scrag this life of wandering and hard work and make it to where the jink

was, the big city, yeah, Sigil. Hargin joined up with a caravan of

merchants, bound for Sigil with a load of weapons from the Dwarven

Mountains.

Next thing he knew, Hargin was in The Hive, learning from the cutpurses,

scrag artists, and no cross traders. It was hopeless though. With Harbin’s

huge body and noisy hooves, he was nearly beaten to death a couple of times

with his clumsy attempts at petty thievery. After several years of barely

getting by, hungry and depressed, Hargin wandered Sigil one day, by pure

chance ending up in The Lady’s Ward. He watched the nicely dressed nobles,

the free flowing jink and the clean streets and wide courtyards. He also

watched as this cross trading cager he knew, dressed in fine silk garb,

wined and dined some rich gully.

The cross trader and the berk parted company, the cross-trader sitting with

his feet up on the table. Hargin made his way over to the smiling sod. "So

whad’ya get? He’s still got his purse, I see his jewelry’s around his neck,

and he’s still breathing."

"Pike it goat-boy," the thief said. "Only a clueless berk with an empty

brainbox risks his skin scraggin’ bloaks in the street. The real money is

behind those walls and through them empty courtyards, and you ain’t gonna

get it by thievery or force."

This got Hargin thinking. He cleaned himself up, got himself a job at a pub

in The Lady’s Ward, and started observing the higher-ups: how they talked,

how they dressed, how they handled money. He even found himself a

girlfriend, a rich Bariaur looker whose father was a priest of Odin. She

was slumming, probably to annoy her father, and he was intent on moving up

in the world. It was a good combination while it lasted. And right before

his meal tickets angry father let loose lightning and thunderbolts across

the bar, Hargin though maybe he had found what he was looking for.

Hargin may have been greedy, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew how to take a

hint. This was going to be more difficult than he thought. He decided he

would make his way to the top of Sigil, either through charm or guile, but

definitely on the arm of a wealthy doe.

Hargin supported himself in the Lady’s Ward by singing and playing his

flute at fancy pubs. He also had some ingenious ideas for trapping cranium

rats. It seems that his flute playing charmed the rats, allowing him to

scoop them up and sell them to the city for 50gps each! Still, it barely

covered his kip.

Hargin’s taste in well-lanned women provided other accoutrements to his

fancy lifestyle, notably nice clothes and important contacts. In what

little time he had left in a day, Hargin spent time with The Fated, doing

favors for the higher ups, learning who was who; who was strong, and who

was weak. He wig-wagged it with the powers that be. It was a tough life,

but some might have thought that Hargin had made it. This was all just

preparation. Hargin wanted more. In fact, Hargin wanted it all. He just

wasn’t sure how to get it, or more accurately, which young thing would get

it for him.

Meanwhile, Hargin was gaining respect in other circles, most notably the

con artists and cony catchers of the Lady’s Ward. Some were impressed,

others were jealous. Either way, these aren’t the bloods you want paying

attention to you. These are top shelf bloods!

One night a pair of tieflings ambushed Hargin. He was walking home after

visiting a tailor where he picked up his clothes for a fancy ball scheduled

the next evening. Hargin tried to talk his way out of trouble, but the

tieflings obviously had murder on their minds. One grabbed him and by the

arm. He watched in terror as his arm grew numb and he felt himself grow

faint. The eyes of the tiefling grew in intensity as Hargin’s life force

was drained from his body. He awoke the next day in the decadent house of

Fizel Al Harabi, a gem merchant he met once at The Fated headquarters.

Al Harabi had an offer for Hargin, an offer he couldn’t refuse. Fizel knew

of Hargin’s past, and he also knew of his recent acceptance with the

high-ups of Sigil. That evening at the ball, Hargin was to go upstairs to

use the privy of the host, a wealthy graybeard. A mage accomplice would

passwall into the study through the wall of the privy. Hargin was to

retrieve a golden chest, hidden in a secret room behind the fireplace in

the study. This chest was to be given to the mage, who would then bring it

to Al Harabi.

Hargin knew this would be the end of him. Rumors of Fizel Al Harabi’s

turning stag on his own people were legendary. The theft would be blamed on

him and he would be scragged and left to hang from the leafless tree. Any

legitimate plans for making it in Sigil would have to be abandoned.

Hargin went home, changed for the ball, and tried to think up something

smart to do. Leaving Sigil would mean the end of his plans, and he had

nowhere else to go.

That evening at the ball, Hargin did what he was told. He excused himself

to use the privy upstairs. An older human, an obvious spellslinger followed

him up the stairs, catching up with him as they both entered the privy. The

man mumbled off a spell, forming a square with his bony fingers and sure

enough, the wall of the privy disappeared in front of them, exposing a

large dusty room filled with books. Light streamed in through the wide,

barred windows and bits of dust floated in the air. Hargin quietly made his

way inside, tilted the proper series of books and stepped back as the

fireplace wall slowly opened; the granite grating against the ground.

Hargin entered the secret room and grabbed the golden chest.

With the chest under his arm, Hargin opened one of the barred windows and

took out his flute. He stuck his head out and started playing a wild tune.

The Lady’s Ward may look clean and tidy, but what most folks don’t know is

that it’s infested with rats as much as any other ward. It didn’t take long

before cranium rats were making their way to the open window, crawling

around in bewilderment on the floor of that dusty study. The sound of

Hargin’s playing was muted by the music of the party downstairs; so

luckily, the mage couldn’t hear what was going on. Nevertheless, forty or

fifty rats milled about the study when the impatient mage entered the room,

wondering what was taking so long.

Upon seeing the mage, Hargin stopped his flute playing. The bewildered

cranium rats awoke from their charm and attacked the closest target, the

old spellslinger. A hastily cast fireball fried half the rats and set the

study ablaze, scorching Hargin in the process, but the cranium rats

continued their onslaught, some of them no more than puffs of angry flame!

The mage fled in panic out the open wall, through the privy and down the

stairs, flaming rats close behind. The nobles panicked as the house caught

fire and the mage fell to the ground, rats converging on his body. The

panic was multiplied as other cranium rats in the neighborhood emerged from

doors, windows, holes in walls, and every orifice imaginable. Aoskian

hounds lounging in the courtyard went wild, chasing the rats through the

house, around the courtyard and down the streets as partygoers fled in

panic.

No one seemed to notice the Bariaur with the golden chest under his arm as

he calmly walked out the front door, never to be seen again.

So you may ask "What about the Silver Scimitar of Power? What about the

magic chariot? What about the rooftop brawling contests?" Don’t believe all

the screed you hear berk. You wanted the dark on Hargin "The Brawler"

Silverhoof, and this is it. What was in the golden chest? Now that’s a good

question. The answer to that has been debated in Sigil’s pubs for nearly

five years now. Now pay the piper.

DESCRIPTION: Hargin Silverhoof is small for a Bariaur, standing about six

feet tall and weighing about 500 pounds. At least that’s what the "wanted"

sign says. He’s not muscular, although that doesn’t seem to bother the

does. They seem to think he’s quite attractive, with his big brown eyes,

unusually soft pelt, and sweet-talking manner. He’s always well dressed in

the finest of clothes. He generally doesn’t carry anything more than a

simple chiv, although if you read that wanted sign, it will claim he’s

heavily armed and dangerous. I don’t know why I waste my time describing

him, since he hasn’t been seen in years.

Rumor has it that Fizel Al Harabi had him killed and buried under the

street two years ago during The Lady’s Ward Renovation Project. The rumor

goes that Hargin was so chopped up, that even the Dabus couldn’t recognize

the body as they laid the groundwork, right over the corpse. Others have

claimed seeing him in Ysgard, The Outlands, Arborea and The Abyss. Some

reports claim seeing him on these planes simultaneously or within days of

each sighting!

MOTIVATION: If Hargin Silverhoof is alive, and I’m not saying he is,

chances are, he would be intent on living the good life. Some say he may

already be in Sigil, in disguise. They say that he probably can’t keep away

from the city he loves. I say that the only thing Hargin Silverhoof ever

loved was himself. Who knows where he’s at, or what was in that box.

STATS: THACO 16, Dmg 1d4+1, AC 2, Hp 28, MV 15, SZ L:  Cha 16

NWP's: Tightrope walking (no, really!), Heraldry, Gaming, Ventriloquism,

Appraising, Disguise, Fast Talking, Musical Instrument

Languages: Bariaur, Planar Common, Dwarf (mountain)

WP's: Dagger, Dart

Magic Items:

·  Hornblade, +1

·  Bracers of Defense, AC2

·  Horn of Valhalla (silver)

·  Spellbook

·  Possibly the contents of the golden chest

CR2 Import and HTML character sheet available online...

- --gary
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Origins of Fiends

- ----- Original Message -----

From: Loris Colombo <lpl@rete039.it>

Subject: [PLANESCAPE] - [PLANESCAPE]: Baernoloths

> > Perhaps the Good races were all spawned by the Aasimon (as

> > the Fiends were all spawned by the Baernoloths, directly or indirectly).

>

> This is interesting! The only information on Baernalotoths I've got comes

> from the Planes of Conflict MC, and it just says they could be the

ancestors

> of the Yougoloths. Could someone tell me more, or just where to find the

> relevant chant?

According to Faces of Evil, the Yugoloths hold that they were the

forebearers of all fiends. Of course, that's what the Yugoloths say. Who's

to say what the dark of it is?

Here's my twist on it, copied from my old (and hopefully soon to be

restored) web page:

The True History of Fiends (and other planar life)

As told by Hal-ratham, Tiefling Sage and Factor of the Athar to a gang of

planewalkers.

          So you want to know a bit about fiends, eh? Well park your ears,

and listen good. And next time you bang around the lower planes, don't

rattle your bone-box about this--fiends don't take kindly to what I've

tumbled to about their past. Least of all the 'loths.

         What's that? You thought the 'loths were the forebears of all the

fiends? Well, that may be somewhat true. But let me tell you what any cutter

worth his jink should know: If a 'loth's telling you the truth, it's only

because there's some deeper dark that he's hiding.

         Have you ever noticed that the fecund Tanar'ri can breed with

anything? Some bloods will tell you that's just the nature of the Tanar'ri.

But the chant doesn't end there. Everyone knows that alu-fiends and cambions

are Tanar'ri whose blood is poluted by the blood of mortals--mainly humans,

elves, and the like. But did you ever see a Tanar'ri crossbreed with a

Bariur? With a beholder? Of course not!

         But it's not just Tanar'ri. That birght-eyed young tiefling with

the bunch of you? Sure as gettin' lost in the mazes, he's got a bit of 'loth

blood mingled with his. And it doesn't end with fiends either. I wouln't be

here before you unless my grandmother twigged to a particular Tanar'ri.

         You see, most of the planar races--except the slaad and modrons,

and maybe hordlings--are all related. Further, they're all related to US.

That is, the lot of us--humans, dwarves, orcs, elves. I see my stout friend

over there looking a bit indignant. My apologies sir. It's obvious that time

and magic have set our races apart, but I'm certain that somewhere in the

distant past, our lineage merges.

         What's that? Dragons? Yes, I've heard of clueless sods with the

blood of dragons coursing through their veins. But that's a different matter

entirely. Half-dragons are a consequence of some dragons' superior

shapeshifting ability. Even though a dragon may take the shape of a human,

it's still a dragon, is it not? The change is nearly perfect. A shifted

wyrm--of one of a few species that can accomplish such--can mate with a

human or demihuman. But just as it's still a dragon, it's young is still a

dragon. Though half dragons may have a basically a human shape, they're

really more dragon than human. A blade enchanted to nick a dragon will do

just the same to a half dragon.

         As I was about to say before you interrupted me, berk, I recently

spent some time out of touch with a friend of mine who calls kip on the

inner planes. We meandered around a few prime worlds and everywhere the

story's the same. The same races for the most part, but one thing's

consistant: there's a time, about ten milanea ago, that all of the races'

histories are blank--even those of the elves and dwarves. What's that?--your

god FORGED you? Don't be a leatherhead. To be sure, your god is no more than

a powerful version of yourself or any other dwarf.

         Something happened back then. Some cataclysm of unprecedented

proportion. But there aren't any cave wall paintings of the race's primitive

forebears that tell the dark of it, either, nor are there any primitive

artifacts that our divinations can delve the dark of. Something happened

then, something big. Something that not only destroyed any traces of

civilization, but wiped the minds of the survivors of the event sure as a

dip in the Styx would. This cataclysm I like to call the interregnum.

         How do I know that there was civilizations back then? The evidence

is all around. When you see a Rilmani and the elf there sees an eldarin,

tell me you don't see a bit of kinship? 'Course, it isn't so easy to tumble

to for the fiends, but the evidence is there, too. After all, do you really

think the fact that succubi and erineyes look amazingly like the prettiest

young maiden you've set eyes on is a mere coincidence?

         Of course not. They were designed that way. Crossbreeds like

chimerae and owlbears litter dozens of prime worlds. Yet no world can seem

to single out or recall what magical empire made them. So it's liekely that

these beings were made before the interregnum. If a race of wizards could

shape the bodies of beasts, why couldn't they shape their own bodies, and

integrate magical power with their very being? That's just what they did.

Some opted for beautiful bodies, like most celestials and some fiends.

Others opted for more powerful, even frightening bodies.

         Then, sometime after that, but before the interregnum, some of

these sorcerers moved to the great ring. Why is uncertain--perhaps they

found it easier to shape their bodies and draw magical power out here.

Perhaps there weren't all the planes we now know back then--perhaps the

coming of these sorcerers shaped the planes as they shaped their bodies. Or

perhaps the planes influenced their body-shaping them subtly and

insidiously. I consider the latter extremely likely. Why else would succubi

be adorned with horns and bat winds instead of merely a perfect body ans

visage? Why else would the upper planes be populated by benevolent beings of

great beauty and the lower with hideous evil monstrosities?

         Perhaps what the 'loths say is true--they came first, the other

fiends came later. Even if it is true, the 'loths at one time called father

to a different race--one that looked a lot more like you or me than any

'loth. And 'loths don't like that notion one little bit--thinking that they

came from a race as simple as (or even simpler) than humans robs them of the

notion that they are the supreme race.

- -Alan

Bariaur Ecology

General Information

Bariaur exist throughout The Outlands and the upper planes. Upper planar

Bariaur exist mostly in Ysgard, and to a lesser extent Arborea, the

Beastlands and Elysium. The name Bariaur is a Planar Common word imposed on

the race. Bariaur have their own name describing their race, but it's too

difficult for non-Bariaur to pronounce. The word Bariaur is most likely a

reference to the Bezoar, the first known race of prime goats that evolved

in arid regions.

Appearance and Grooming

This goat reference is somewhat appropriate, as Bariaur have a lower torso

that in many ways resembles the goat, while their upper torso is human in

appearance. While females (does) have upper torsos strongly resembling that

of humans, the males (bucks) have hollow ram horns atop their heads, either

in a corkscrew or scimitar configuration. These horns do not begin

development in young males until the age of 10.

Young Bariaur are referred to as kids. Some males, about 5%, do not have

horns, while a similar percentage of females exist with horns.

Unlike goats, who can sometimes weigh as much as two hundred pounds,

Bariaur are much larger creatures. Bariaur often stand over seven feet tall

and weigh as much as 800 pounds in the case of bucks.

As stated in other works, Bariaur spend a great deal of time on personal

hygiene and appearance. Where two-footers worry about the latest Sigilian

fashion, Bariaur spend time worrying about the latest pelt patterns and dye

colorings or traditionally, developing a series of pelt illustrations of

the great accomplishments of their ancestors. Next to the shaman or druid,

the flock's pelt artists are most revered and respected for their knowledge

of flock history and tradition.

Bariaur females are most concerned with appearance, and spend much time

creating clothing for their upper bodies, gathering garlands of flowers for

their hair, and creating necklaces of beads and feathers. This decorative

ritual is quite complex, as is the symbolic meaning assigned to a females

appearance. For example, feathers usually signify a doe’s availability in

the flock while rings in the hair signify her possessing a mate.

Both male and female Bariaur are particularly concerned about their hooves.

Bariaur are even-toed hoofed creatures (ungulates), like deer, giraffe and

camels. Hooves require monthly trimming, and in Bariaur society this has

become an elaborate ritual called "Sheka", requiring special ceremonial

cutting tools and the blessing of the flock’s shaman or priest.

Bariaur away from the flock always commemorate Sheka each month with a

private ritual involving symbolic trimming of the hooves and the eating of

a special meal of high nutrient weeds. Bariaur can always tell how long

another Bariaur has been away from their flock by the sound of the

Bariaur's untrimmed hooves hitting the ground.

Although Bariaur does are more conscientious about their appearance

(spending 2.35 hours per day grooming compared to 1.25 hours for bucks,

according to a recent study), the appearance of the Bariaur male is more

ostentatious. Bucks often wear precious metals if they’ve traveled far and

wide or they might wear the hair of a vanquished enemy. Males rarely wear

any type of clothing, except for ceremonial garb, feeling proud to show off

their sex to the does and bucks alike. Bucks take great pride in their

horns, and although it's considered vain, some trim and sharpen their

horns, a practice expected in horned does but ridiculed when discovered in

males.

All Bariaur possess excellent daytime vision and infravision reaching

approximately sixty yards.

Habitat

Bariaur are nomadic creatures. They can move sure-footedly through a

variety of terrain, able to spot edible vegetation even after damaging

overgrazing by other herbivores. Bariaur possess four stomachs, like many

ruminant herbivores. They often eat as many as 25 different varieties of

vegetation, many of which are weeds, higher in protein and mineral content

than regular grasses and disliked by cattle and other forest vegetarians.

The does often gather this vegetation and make it into a variety of tasty

dishes, ranging from elaborate salads and soups to tasty ground pastes.

Food is a major cultural glue within Bariaur society. Many teachings, be

they druidic, clerical, magical or martial are taught through Bariaur

cooking. Bucks are especially sought by does for their prowess over the

fire.

As Bariaur are nomadic, organized agriculture is unheard of. Unlike their

distant ruminant cousins, Bariaur do not chew their cud.

The Bariaur need for water is minimal, requiring as much liquids as camels,

their distant cousins, and sharing the camel’s ability to travel long

distances between watering. Bariaur care little for spirits, as their

bodies quickly break down alcohol, rendering it inert. Instead, Bariaur in

search of inebriation often smoke various herbs, although this is usually

reserved for important religious rituals. This isn't to say that Bariaur

don't know how to celebrate. Religious rituals are often performed many

teams each week, celebrating good weather, victories in battle, or a

particularly good gartoocha salad.

There are other reasons why alcohol is not consumed by Bariaur. For

example, if alcohol were imbibed, the quantity of alcohol required to

effect an 800 pound creature would not be amenable to the nomadic

lifestyle. And given the Bariaur's natural resistance to alcohol, you can

imagine the extensive agricultural system that would be needed to support

such an endeavor.

Organizational Structure

Bariaur are organized into flocks. This is often confusing for many

observers, who think a group of Bariaur should be referred to as a herd.

Traditionally, groups of goats and sheep have been classified as "flocks"

while horses, cattle and other larger animals have been classified as

"herds." This classification is based entirely on the size of the

creatures. However, as Bariaur are much larger than actual goats, in fact,

roughly the size of cattle and horses, it may actually make more sense to

refer to a group of Bariaur as a herd.

Nevertheless, the term flock remains in use, and many Bariaur take pride in

this differentiation from their cloven cousins. The leader of the flock is

always male. In Bariaur society, there is an alpha male who leads the

flock, maintaining the flock’s safety and managing the flock's fertility by

matching up new mating couples. In ancient times it was believed that the

alpha buck was solely responsible for all mating. This caused much conflict

among the flock's males, who obviously were biologically inclined towards

reproduction, but were culturally restricted. The leader of the flock was

relegated to stud rather than his proper leadership role. It's believed

that flocks remained small during this period of Bariaur history and the

abolition of this tradition is credited for the advancement of Bariaur

culture.

However, several old-style "alpha reproduction" flocks continue to exist.

In both types of flocks, age, fighting prowess, and the size and shape of a

buck's horns determine alpha males.

When not engaged in fighting or acts of dominance, it is the Alpha’s doe

that generally holds power in the flock. The bond the Alpha female

maintains with her many young, who remain close to their mothers throughout

their lives, tends to consolidate power with the female. In contrast, once

a kid reaches adulthood, the father tends to play a lesser role in his

kid's lives.

In the ancient style flocks where the Alpha is responsible for all

breeding, the dominant female is determined to be the doe with the largest

number of offspring.

Psychology

The Bariaur nomadic lifestyle greatly contributes to their psychology. Over

anything else, Bariaur value freedom. Freedom to Bariaur means wide open

spaces, migrating to new lands at will, not answering to authority other

than the flock, the freedom to wage war on one's enemies, to choose one's

mate and to generally enjoy the freedom of finding one's own course in

life. Concepts like slavery, conscription, rent, and imprisonment may be

familiar to Sigilians, but these words don't even exist in the language of

the Bariaur. In fact, Bariaur have been known to experience severe mental

illness when imprisoned or enslaved with no chance of escape. Thus many

foes will opt to kill Bariaur outright rather than take them prisoner.

Those attempting to impede a Bariaur's freedom or cause the flock harm

would be well warned that such actions result in an almost irrational

attack response from Bariaur. Luckily for the flock, such unthinking

reactions are backed by extensive training in combat and warfare by Bariaur

fighters. An enraged 800 pound Bariaur with razor sharp horns and no fear

of death has more than once been the last sight of a hill giant raiding

party.

Imprisoned or trapped Bariaur are likely to knock themselves unconscious in

attempts to break from their bonds. A Bariaur flock would never consider

imprisoning errant flock members (and where would nomads put them?).

Bariaur flock justice is handled solely by the flock leader, and almost

always involves social castigation rather than imprisonment. For example, a

Bariaur may be ignored by the flock for a set period of time, or in extreme

cases, a Bariaur would be banished from the flock, either for a period of

years or forever, such as in the case of murder or rape.

The nomadic lifestyle also contributes to the Bariaur sense of honor. For

bipedal city dwellers, honor becomes another personality trait, rather than

a life or death measure of worth. Nomads lead a harsh existence in

comparison, and must know who they can count on for their survival. A

Bariaur's honor is equivalent to his value to his flock, and his worth in

trading with others. A Bariaur's honor also reflects on his immediate

family, although individuality is still more important than the family

bond.

The Bariaur sense of honor and duty can occasionally temper a male Bariaur

enough to allow him to train as a Paladin, unusual for a race so free

spirited. Bariaur paladins often struggle psychologically to maintain law

and order within their own minds. This struggle often results in infusions

of great creativity within many religious organizations utilizing Bariaur

paladins, taking the shape of works of art, new combat methodology, and

innovative philosophical thinking.

Despite the handful of male Bariaur paladins, discipline is not a strong

point for the race. Females are the more disciplined gender, probably

because their roles are more in line with day-to-day survival of the flock.

Female Bariaur can become mages and occasionally, psionicists. However,

these professions are very rare among the Bariaur, since flocks often have

negative views of spellcasters and mindbenders. This reaction varies by

flock and can range from disapproval to outright shunning!

Bariaur females who choose these professions will occasionally disguise

their abilities, claiming to be shamans, mystics or other spellcasting

professionals whose abilities resemble their own and whose societal roles

are socially acceptable. Those flocks who accept spellcasters and

mindbenders, celebrate their abilities and accomplishments, but they do it

quietly.

- ---gary
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Sheka: The Ritual of Hoof Trimming

                               Guvner Faizel Bekley

                              Outland Anthropologist

The most well known of Bariaur rituals is Sheka, ritual hoof trimming.

Sheka unites a tribe once a month in celebration of life, freedom, and

sacrifice. All Bariaur of adult age participate in sheka, while the younger

Bariaur must await puberty before they may be allowed to join in. The

ritual strongly unites Bariaur, socially integrating them with their peers

and fellow flock-mates. Sheka helps reinforce a Bariaur's personal

identity, his flock identity and his values. Sheka is also an opportunity

to celebrate and play, remembering that life is meant to be joyous and

carefree.

The history of Sheka is the history of the Bariaur themselves. There was

once an age, the shamans tell us in their story of creation, when Bariaur

had no spirit or purpose in life. Evil giants preyed on Bariaur in large

numbers and thousands were killed or enslaved.

During this dark time, there was a buck named Shek. Shek had been captured

by the giants. The giants used large metal chains placed around the front

right leg of captured Bariaur to prevent them from escaping. There was

little likelihood of escape anyway, since Bariaur along with most creatures

at that time simply wandered listlessly, without purpose, like sheep. The

giants treated Bariaur like herd animals, and the Bariaur acted much like

docile animals. The giants never hesitated to kill captured Bariaur, but

they preferred to keep them alive since they had no way to preserve the

thousands of carcasses that would result in a massive slaughter.

Shek was different from the rest of the Bariaur, who at this stage in

evolution, were barely self aware. In fact, Shek is believed to be the

first Bariaur to embody true Bariaur spirit. Shek felt the pain of his

people who, deep down inside, yearned to be free. Shek's instinct for

freedom was stronger than his compatriots. Freedom was the sole focus of

his every thought, the purpose of his every breath and action. Yet Shek

was a captive. What was he to do?

One day Shek's sister was taken away for slaughter. Shek was incensed by

his helplessness. He flew into a wild rage and with his sharp scimitar

horns, he pierced his own right leg, ripping through muscles and tendons.

Shek ripped into his leg over and over until nothing was left but a bloody

stump. Freeing himself from the chains of oppression and slavery, Shek

vowed never again to be taken prisoner or allow his flock to be enslaved.

Never again would Bariaur be held down in one place. They would forever

wander in freedom and joy. That night Shek freed a contingent of thirty

Bariaur, who then rescued his sister and his entire flock.

The spirit of Shek spread through the flock and every flock that came in

contact with them, like a fast moving plague. Soon Bariaur everywhere found

their true spirit, the spirit of life and freedom and happiness. Never

again would Bariaur live in a world of slavery and misery. They would

rather cut off their own hooves than live under terms not their own. Shek

had delivered his people by sacrificing his own flesh, his own mobility and

he stood as an example of sacrifice for Bariaur beliefs and values.

The spirit of Shek is celebrated each month in the ritual of Sheka. Sheka

celebrates the physical sacrifice made by each Bariaur in their long

travels. It represents a sacrifice to nature, which sustains the flock. It

represents freedom and joy and the spirit of fighting against all odds to

maintain freedom and the Bariaur way of life. Trimming of the hooves is a

remembrance of Shek's physical sacrifice for the freedom of all Bariaur.

Bariaur try to think of the pain of cutting through one's own leg, each

time they cut away the excess of their hooves. Sheka also plays an

important role in Bariaur health and hygiene.

Bariaur, like most hoofed creatures, require periodic hoof trimming to

avoid disease and lameness. Dirt and mud must be removed every 4-6 weeks

from the hooves to avoid foot rot. The excessive growth of the hooves must

then be trimmed back to avoid infection, caused by cuts and bruises that

naturally occur on the hooves. These highly contagious diseases have been

known to strike an entire flock lame in a matter of weeks, and that means

certain death to the nomadic Bariaur.

Hoof trimming is important for all Bariaur, even those in cities. Although

Bariaur in cities often wear down their hooves on the rough cobblestones,

they must still clean and trim their hooves, as the muddy streets are

especially dangerous breeding grounds for disease and illness.

Therefore, Sheka acts as a physical and spiritual cleansing ritual, one

essential to the physical and spiritual survival of the Bariaur as a flock

and as part of their personal identities. Sheka is a ritual performed

solely by the shaman, the flock's link to nature and nature's power. Most

rituals of preservation and nature are performed by the shaman, while

priests perform rituals that preserve the flock's culture and beliefs.

The Ritual

EARTH: The shaman starts the ritual seated in a place of earth, the element

most important to the ritual. This place might be a cave, a hill, even a

small mound. This is the center of power for the ritual, which involves the

focusing of the earth's energy. It is the earth's fertility and stability

that allows the Bariaur to wander in their nomadic ritual of life. The

shaman pays homage to the earth, wishing peace, prosperity and fertility on

the earth and all who walk it.

AIR: The shaman then lights candles and incense.  The candles, twelve in

number, are placed in a circle around the shaman, providing shadowy light

for all in attendance. Sticks of incense are then lit and place next to the

candles, one stick between each candle.  Participants are invited to inhale

the incense and experience the element of air, which provides sustenance to

all creatures and life to the plants the Bariaur eat. The shaman says this

while holding a large unlit candle, representing the potential of what is

yet to be.

FIRE: The shaman says various prayers at which time the candles flare

momentarily. Then the shaman lights the final candle and begins handing the

candles out to the surrounding flock, keeping the last one to light

himself. He starts with the candle in front of him and works his way

around, sending candles and light through the assembled crowd. The crowds

huddle around their closest candle. This represents the power of fire to

illuminate and bring Bariaur together. It is also the fire that brings the

buck and doe together to perpetuate the existence of the flock.

It is by the light of the fire that the hooves are cleaned of earth. A

trusted friend or alley cleans one's hooves. Bariaur never clean their own

hooves, as it's a sign of ill omen. Once the hooves are cleaned of earth,

they're carefully trimmed with a sharp bone knife. This is an intimate

moment for Bariaur, one in which lifelong friendships are made. To trim a

Bariaur's hooves is to become a true hoof brother.

WATER: Finally the shaman produces a bowl of water. It is in water that all

Bariaur are born; encased in a sack of fluid upon birth. It is water that

sustains and preserves the earth, allowing plants to grow and animals to

drink. It is water that cleanses and purifies.

The bowl of water is passed around to each group of Bariaur, who dip their

trimmed hooves into the herb scented mixture. Blood from the trimming often

mixes with the fragrant herbs, a unique, nostalgic smell known to all

Bariaur. The herb water acts as a protectant against disease and illness,

despite the many hooves that pass through it.

The bowl passes around to each of the twelve groups, lit in the flickering

shadows of a single candle. The last Bariaur to wash his hooves uses a

handful of the liquid to douse the candle. The bowl is then passed to the

next group in clockwise order. Eventually, sometimes over a period of many

hours, the candles are snuffed out and the Bariaur solemnly return to their

tents.

Final Prayer

The shaman gives a final prayer in praise of the Bariaur:

May the rich earth beneath us sustain our flock through the next season.

May the pure air around us ring true with the joy of our young.

May the immaculate fire of the stars above shine pure and guide us.

May the holy water of this land wash away our fatigue and troubles.

The next day is time for celebration and games, festivities and mating

rituals.

How to Trim a Hoof

All ritual aside, to properly trim another's hoof is an intimate experience

that separates the bucks (or does) from the kids. Trim too little or

unevenly, and disease or lameness can set in. Trim too much and you'll get

extensive bleeding and possible infection that could result in permanent

lameness.

Some say that the the hoof trimming experience is more intimate than

mating. The term hoof-brother comes from this intimate experience. There is

an art to a proper trim and luckily we're here to show you how.

1.Remove dirt trapped in hooves.

2.Trim outer walls back until the edge of the wall is parallel to the nail

line.

3.Trim back the heels to the level of the soles

4.Remove excess hoof on the inner surface of each claw that may cause the

claws to spread outwards.

5.You should see pink tissue once the hooves are trimmed. Excessive

trimming results in bleeding and is considered poor form. In either case,

dip hooves into herbal water for safe healing.

=====

Check out the lead story this week at Tale of the Bariaur "How the Bariaur

Received Their Spirit from the Gods" for the complete story of Shek.

=====

- --gary
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An Interview with Dagapa

                                 Ralagari, Bariaur Shaman

Tale of the Bariaur: Dagapa, why do the Bariaur need shamans? After all,

why can’t a priest handle the same needs of the flock that you provide?

What is it that is unique about your place with the flock?

Dagapa Ralagari: That is a good question. The Bariaur are a warrior race.

It has always been like this, and it always will be thus. This requires us

to kill those who would destroy us. We take our enemies bodies from them;

the spoils of combat. Our enemies, deprived of their bodies, are quite

angry with the Bariaur. The essences are upset and confused and they

threaten the well being of the flock. It is the job of the shaman to pacify

the essences of these creatures and to direct them to their proper plane or

power. Only the shaman knows how to do this. Only a shaman can prevent the

essence of our enemies from taking their revenge against us for taking

their bodies.

ToB: But can’t a priest perform the same role?

Dagapa: No. A priest may know what plane to send a creatures essence, and a

priest may even know the proper spells to cast. But a priest cannot guide

the essence because the priest does not understand the pain and frustration

that a creature feels when it is separated from its body.

ToB: So you have an understanding of this separation?

Dagapa: Actually, yes. A shaman becomes a shaman because of a vision she

receives, sometimes as a result of almost dying. Often a shaman, as a

child, will develop a strange fever or possibly experience a terrible

injury. This experience might involve the essence leaving the body, merging

with the forces of nature, or some transplanar force. A spirit animal or a

teacher long since dead may visit the child and begin teaching her of The

Ways. This initial experience is the center of the shaman’s power. It is

the separation between our world and the spirit world. It is a permanent

separation, as no one else in the flock will ever understand the shaman

again. It is a painful, terrible experience that no one wishes for their

offspring or themselves. Some of these Bariaur never become shamans and

instead lose their minds, cursed to wander The Outlands in search of it for

the rest of their days. For those who can make sense of the experience,

they may one day become shaman. Being a shaman is a curse, yet it is a

blessing for the flock.

ToB: What about the powers that shamans are thought to have?

Dagapa: The experience may bring visions, premonitions, special powers, but

it is all just a leftover from that initial experience.

ToB: Is this journey the same one that the essence of a vanquished enemy

takes?

Dagapa: In some ways, yes. The enemy’s essence is the same essence that

pervades the multiverse. This essence is based in chaos – free flowing

energy. It is the role of the shaman to tap into this chaos energy. Yet to

tap chaos energy takes incredible discipline. And once the energy is

tapped, it is used to bring order. In the case of the vanquished enemy, the

order involves guidance and consolation and great compassion. Compassion

for one's enemy is the greatest creator of inner strength.

ToB: So let me get this straight, you use order to find chaos to bring

order?

Dagapa: Yes, this process is called Sacred Action. Primes call this

insanity.

ToB: Why not just use discipline and order to bring about order, and just

skip the chaos?

Dagapa: Ahh, I see you’ve been talking with the mystics (laughing). No,

logic and thought have limitations. It is the energy, manifested as chaos

that holds true power.

ToB: This all sounds terribly complicated, with energies and chaos and

things everywhere. Is it really so complex?

Dagapa: The Outlands, "The Payii" is the heart of polarity and conflict. It

is the center of everything – good, evil, law, chaos, fire, water,

everything and its opposite are at war here. This is why the Bariaur are

warriors and this is why they need a shaman, to lead them to battle, to

make sense of the battle, to know when it's time for peace. It makes us

brave and fierce. It is the job of the shaman to make sure that war and

conflict are in the right context. We must know when to fight or when to be

like the Barbazu Fern and simply bend in the wind. The shaman must know

when to manifest fire to fight water, law to fight chaos, evil to fight

good and yet never become fire or law or evil.

ToB: Thank you for your time.

Dagapa: Don’t thank me, it’s yours too.

- -----

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur
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GURPS : Planescape

>2. The stats given for a Bariaur don't seem right, surely the males

>should get a bonus to ST and the females should get one to IQ, and I

>would have thought that their vegetarianism should be either a

>Restrictive Diet, or a Vulnerability , depending upon whether meat

>actualy harms them (I'm sure gary would know about this <g>) not a

>Vow.

Here's Omar's GURPS bariaur information (the bariaur stuff is on my site):

(http://www.ncal.verio.com/~rknop/Omar/planescape/gurps/)

Omar's got the other Planescape races as well. It looks more in line with

what you're talking about. Just a disclaimer: I've never played GURPS rules

and have no clue how to interpret this.

As for bariaur diet, meat would not harm a bariaur, but it also would not

provide the necessary nutrients for good health (assuming you use my model

of goat physiology). I would consider meat to have no nutritional value to

a bariaur, like eating rocks. The "vow" of vegetarianism in GURPS is

probably just a place marker to allow for this attribute.

As for advantages and disadvantages, here's the early results from the

latest poll on my web site:

Q: What's the biggest problem you have playing a Bariaur?

31%   Size: (ex. climbing, inns, stairs, etc.)

28%   Finding cool magic or armor that fits

11%   Insults from other players (goat jokes)

 6%   Having to always be so friendly!

 3%   Finding edible food

=====================

Bariaur GURPS

By Omar

GURPS Planescape

Bariaur Male: 27 points

Bariaur males have the following racial template:

+1 to ST [10 points]

+1 to HT [10 points]

- -1 to IQ [-10 points]

Extra Legs (4 total) [5 points]

Infravision [15 points]

Enhanced Move (1/2) [5 points]

Strikers (butting horns) [5 points]

Centauroid [0 points]

Congenial [-1 point]

Intolerance (giants) [-1 point]

Somewhat Inconvenient Size [-5 points]

Vow (vegetarianism) [-5 points]

Racial Quirk (fussy about appearance) [-1 point].

Bariaur Female: 21 points

Bariaur females have the following racial template:

+1 to IQ [10 points]

- -1 to ST [10 points]

Acute Taste and Smell/2 [4 points]

Extra Legs (4 total) [5 points]

Enhanced Move (1/2) [5 points]

Infravision [15 points]

Nonrestrictive Magic Resistance/1 [5 points]

Centauroid [0 points]

Congenial [-1 point]

Intolerance (giants) [-1 point]

Somewhat Inconvenient Size [-5 points]

Vow (vegetarianism) [-5 points]

Racial Quirk (fussy about appearance) [-1 point].

Notes: I debated whether or not to include Somewhat Inconvenient Size as a

disadvantage. Although their size and shape does hamper them slightly

relative to human norms, Bariaurs may well be common enough on the planes

that there will be enough things that cater to them to make their size not

inconvenient.

I decided not to assess a -1 to DX penalty to either gender of Bariaur. The

reason is that they are supposed to be known as fierce fighters, and DX is

the primary attribute on which most fighting ability is based in GURPS.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur
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The Base Nature of Quasielemental Lightning and the Poles Thereof

(The following are two essays that I've written about the Quasielemental

Plane of Lightning for my Inner Planes Netbook, currently in the works.  I

believe they give a new "feel" to the Quasielemental Plane that TSR's Inner

Planes supplement, although a good work, failed to provide for me.  If you

like this, please send any feedback to the list/me - I get very little

despite the amount of work I have produced.)

*    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *

*    *    *    *

The Base Nature of Lightning

    (For more background information as to the nature of electricity,

consult any     basic book about Physics)

    Clueless Primes and unlearned Guvners and other Planar Sages claim that

the lightning of the Elemental Plane is it's base nature.  Not so; the

lightning of the so-called Quasielemental Plane of Lightning is merely a

side effect of its true nature.  The true nature of this Quasielemental

Plane dictates that it be called something more along the lines of "The

Quasielemental Plane of Electrical Polarity."  As the Elemental Plane of Air

approaches the Positive Energy Plane, its air molecules become electrically

excited and ordinary differences in electrical charge become pronounced.

Whereas in a normal environment, lightning only strikes when there is a

major difference in charge, in the Quasielemental Plane of Lightning there

needn't be a huge different in electrical potential for an electrical

current to jump from one to another, creating the "lightning" so termed by

the Clueless Primes and unlearned sages of the first example.  Metal is one

of the most conductive of all the substances that a planeswalker might

carry, so any berk entering the plane carrying metal is looking for trouble:

the difference in charge between the Quasielemental Plane and a sword-toting

berk is enough to fry him on sight.  However, once hit, that metal is

discharged and will not attract further bolts from that particular area of

the plane (see below).  Of course, planeswalkers often carry more than one

piece of metal on their bodies, so the chance that they'll survive the

after-shocks is questionable.  Even after all the metal on their bodies has

been discharged of an opposing charge, there's still a loose chance that a

body will be struck, although this chance is rather slim.  All in all, a

planeswalker may be struck maybe only the number of times equal to 1d6+the

number of metal items while closest to one of the poles (see below).

Between the two poles, they may be hit instead a number of times equal to

about 2d6+(metal items x 2).

    Societies in the Quasielemental Plane of Lightning tend to be very

individualistic, usually giving way to either pure anarchy or to highly

democratic societies where everyone does what they want.  As a result,

visiting Indeps find the residents of this Plane extremely accommodating to

their beliefs (there's rumored to be a town of them floating through the

Plane).  However, the mortal residents of this plane tend to be dazzled with

the pure power that surrounds them, and as such as known to get a little

carried away during the fiercest of storms, exalting in the glory of the

sheer elements.  Residents are used to the thunderclaps and covering one's

ears during the peals of the thunder is often a mark of Cluelessness that'll

get a body laughed at for sure.

*    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *

*    *    *    *

The "Poles" of Quasielemental Lightning

It's a veiled fact that the Quasielemental Plane of Lightning is a place of

electrical potential in all its forms.  It's even less known that the reason

that the Plane is filled with lightning and thunderclaps is that there are

two opposing poles of the Plane, a "positive" pole and a "negative" pole.

When grounded (as described above), a body is only grounded in terms of

"positive" or "negative" attraction.  A body heading towards the opposite

section of the Plane will be hit for 3d6+(metal x 3) bolts before being

neutralized to their new pole.  The positive pole, or the "Anode" as it is

called by Guvner scholars, is located towards the  border of the Plane to

the Positive Energy Plane, although not within the Wall of Energy.  The

negative pole, or the "Cathode," is located towards the border to the

Elemental Plane of Air, although - again - not within the Subdued Cacophany.

Each of the two poles has sprung a variety of mephits and quasielementals.

Both varieties are physically identical, although they hate each other

completely and are drawn to destroy the guardians of the opposite pole.  The

negatively charged mephits of the Cathode seek to take the Anode for

themselves because of some primal attraction - they care little for their

own pole.  Now, a body might ask why they seek to constantly destroy each

other if all they don't care about what they have.  Well, peace negotiations

have happened in the past, and once the positively charged mephits and

quasielementals took over the Cathode and the negatively charged mephits and

quasielementals took over the Anode.  However, the power of the Anode and

the Cathode were so great that they made the negatively charged Lightning

residents positive and vice versa, so they war began again.  It's a war that

will never stop so long as either side breathes, and it's a war that is a

great boon for the economy of the Inner Planes.  Mephits not created on

Lightning have no charge, but will gain one the second they arrive in the

place, attuning themselves to the nearest pole.  Native quasielementals or

mephits that spend too much time off the plane will also lose their charge,

only to regain a new one (or the old one again) upon arriving back in

Lightning as above.

It's also whispered that certain mephits and quasielementals act as traitors

to their own side (no big surprise, they owe no loyalty to others of their

electrical charge) and drain mephits and quasielementals of opposite charge

instead of destroying them.  This draining causes them to reverse their

electrical charge, thereby becoming a mephits or quasielemental on a

different side than they were on previously!  The mephits and

quasielementals that practice this are called receptacles, and they are

looked on unfavorably by both the positive and negatively charged armies.

A copy will be placed on my website.

Dave King (Heregul)

"I should have been a pair of ragged claws

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas." - T.S. Eliot

      Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

      ICQ #7235975
Complete PS Adventure List

WARNING! If you are a player, this list might constitute spoiler

material! Check with your DM before reading any further!

* * *

Here it is: The complete list of published PS adventures! This version

is recent up through the "TSR Jam '99" release. I find the list to be

extremely useful in plotting my own games, since I rely heavily on

published material.

The entries are organized by adventure level: any, low, low-medium,

medium, medium-high, and high. Each entry lists the adventure name, the

book it is found in, and the suggested minimum and maximum character

levels for that adventure.

It bears repeating: the level limits given here should be taken as rough

estimates only. Nearly all Planescape adventures can easily be adjusted

to fit a higher or lower level range. Hellbound, for example, is an

/extremely/ high level adventure if the characters try and fight their

way through it. Conversely, I was able to run my 3rd level party through

the high-level climax of Doors to the Unknown, just by giving them a bit

of magical aid.

Comments, suggestions, rants and raves welcome!









Pjack

* * *

Any Level Adventures (No Minimum Starting Level):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

Into the Light          Dead Gods               1               None

Love Letter             Well of Worlds          1 (Adjustable)  None

Hard Time               Well of Worlds          1 (Low is best) None

To Baator and Back *    Well of Worlds          1               None

*Written specifically for introducing Primes to the Planes

Low Level Adventures (Beginning with Levels 1-2):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

Eternal Boundary, The   Eternal Boundary, The   1               3

March Begins, The       Great Modron March, The 1               3

Mouse-Eye View, A       Planes of Chaos         1               3

Arsenic                 Planes of Chaos         1               3

Nuts                    Planes of Chaos         1               3

Snipe Hunt              Planes of Chaos         1               3

Street Crew             Planes of Chaos         1               3

Price of a Rose, The *  Planescape Boxed Set    1               3

Crown of Light, A       Planes of Law           1               4

Ghost in the Machine    Planes of Law           1               4

Hot Time in Darkspine   Planes of Law           1               4

Little Lost Gear Spirit Planes of Law           1               4

Scrambled Eggs          Planes of Law           1               4

Misplaced Spirit        Planescape Boxed Set    1               4

First Door, The         Doors to the Unknown    2               4

Unswerving Path, The    Great Modron March, The 2               4

Planescape Demo '97 *   TSR Webpage             2               4

Mazes, The              Well of Worlds          2               4

Hunt, The               Well of Worlds          1               7

*Written specifically for introducing Primes to the Planes

Low-Medium Level Adventures (Beginning with Levels 3-4):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

Planewalkers            Tales from...Staircase  3               5

Ambushed!               Great Modron March, The 3               5

Winds of Change         Tales from...Staircase  4               5

Reflections             Tales from...Staircase  4               5

Lord of the Worms       Tales from...Staircase  4               6

The Dream Well          Tales from...Staircase  4               6

Second Door, The        Doors to the Unknown    4               6

Modron Madness          Great Modron March, The 4               6

Politics of the Beasts  Great Modron March, The 4               6

Harbinger House         Harbinger House         4               7

Deliverance             Planes of Chaos         4               7

Hoards of Trouble       Planes of Chaos         4               7

Party Reservations      Planes of Chaos         4               7

Hammer and the Serpent  Planes of Chaos         4               7

Wicked, Wicked Ways     Planes of Chaos         4               7

Something Wild          Something Wild          4               7

Lost Sovereignty        Tales from...Staircase  3               8

Into the Land...Dead    Planes of Conflict      1               None

Medium Level Adventures (Beginning with Levels 5-6):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

In Disarray             Tales from...Staircase  5               6

Third Door, The         Doors to the Unknown    5               7

Law in Chaos            Great Modron March, The 5               8

Modron Judge, The       Great Modron March, The 5               8

Field of Nettles, The   Hellbound               5               8

Militancy...Means       Planes of Conflict      5               8

Recruiters              Well of Worlds          5               8

Deva Spark, The         Deva Spark, The         5               9

Faction War             Faction War             5               9

Fires of Dis            Fires of Dis            5               9

Prison Break            Planes of Conflict      5               9

Gauntlet Thrown, A      Planes of Law           5               9

Chase                   Planes of Law           5               9

Desert's Night          Planes of Law           5               9

Hand of Fate            Planes of Law           5               9

Haywire                 Planes of Law           5               9

Out of the Darkness     Dead Gods               6               9

Umbra                   Dungeon #55             6               9

Camp Followers          Great Modron March, The 6               9

Sidetracked             Great Modron March, The 6               9

Strange Bedfellows      Hellbound               6               9

A Devil's Dream         Tales from...Staircase  5               None

Medium-High Level Adventures (Beginning with Levels 7-8):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

Flower Infernal, The    Great Modron March, The 7               9

Squaring the Circle     Hellbound               6               10

Fourth Door, The        Doors to the Unknown    7               10

Last Leg, The           Great Modron March, The 8               10

In the Abyss            In the Abyss            8               10

The Manxome Foe

TSR Jam '99

8

12

Mad Dog                 Planes of Chaos         8               None

Steal Town              Planes of Chaos         8               None

Book of Lies, The       Planes of Chaos         8               None

Fires of Ysgard, The    Planes of Chaos         8               None

Treasure for the Taking Planes of Chaos         8               None

High Level Adventures (Beginning with Levels 9-10):

NAME:


FOUND IN:

MIN.LVL:
MAX.LVL:

Epoina's Daughter       Well of Worlds          9               11

Nemesis                 Dungeon #60             9               12

Beyond the...Plateau    Planes of Conflict      9               12

Blood Storm             Well of Worlds          9               None

People Under the Falls  Well of Worlds          9               None

Discovery               Planes of Law           10              None

How Many Rust...Cube?   Planes of Law           10              None

Inner Workings          Planes of Law           10              None

End of Time, The        Planes of Law           10              None

Silent Aasimon, The     Planes of Law           10              None

Demi-Fiends

A Guide to Demi-Fiends

- -----------------------------------------------------

This analysis is presented by Galen, a Planar scholar, 

for free perusal and use by interested parties. 

It is a document resulting from my personal research 

and opinions, and should not be considered inherently 

canonical.

- -----------------------------------------------------

A Demi-Fiend as defined in this paper is an Alu-Fiend 

or Cambion variant. While both demi-fiends and 

semi-fiends are human-tanar'ri hybrids, demi-fiends are 

raised on the Prime rather than the Abyss. The lack of 

Abyssal contact prevents demi-fiends from developing 

that innate connection to the Infernal Energies that 

defines a true fiend. It also means that demi-fiends 

are not considered 'extra-planar' beings for purposes 

of spells which affect such (eg, they cannot be Banished 

to the Abyss, since it is not their Home plane.) 

Demi-fiends also lack the magical items and 

instruction/training that a semi-fiend might receive.

Demi-fiends do not possess the ability to 'progress' 

into more powerful fiend types.

Neither semi-fiends nor demi-fiends possess an innate 

ability to teleport without error.

Planar Races tend to regard demi-fiends (socially) as tieflings.

Demi-fiends exist in two varieties: the Alu-Fiend and the Cambion.

An Alu-Fiend results from a Succubus who has consumed a Mortal

 Soul and finds the non-evil bits indigestable - so she begets 

an Alu-Fiend to get rid of them. (This means that a Succubus 

gets pregnant from kissing, not sex.) The body of an Alu-Fiend 

is then entirely Tanar'ric, while her soul is (usually) human. 

An Alu-fiend is always female. A semi-fiend Alu-fiend, 

possessing a direct connection to what sages once called 

Elemental Evil (although it has no relation to the 

Elemental Planes), is 80% likely to become corrupted 

into Evil; demi-fiend Alu-fiends are shaped by their 

upbringing and their telepathy, and tend to be neither 

virtuous nor fiendish.

A Cambion results from a mortal mother bringing to term a 

Tanar'ric Seed; his flesh is still basically mortal. Cambion 

are always male. Semi-fiend Cambion are 90% likely to be evil; 

demi-fiend Cambion lack the direct Infernal connection and 

are shaped by their upbringing.

- --------------------------------------------------------------

Demi-fiends may have any non-lawful alignment; Good demi-fiends 

are very rare. Demi-fiends gain hit dice by class; they may be

fighters or thieves, or fighter/thieves. Demi-fiends of at least 

exceptional intelligence may become mages (this constraint is 

due to their magic resistance, which makes any normal apprenticeship 

impossible). Demi-fiend mages are unable to multiclass.

Alu-fiends may become bards; they cannot be multiclassed bards.

Alu-Fiends must achieve double the normal experience to advance 

in their class(es); this is because their many special advantages 

make it necessary that they learn their own best way of doing things, 

requiring several passes at the same problem before they master it.

- ------------------------------------------------------------------

T1 - Infernal Energy: Semi-fiends possess a direct 

connection to Elemental Evil. This link provides semi-fiends:

Vitality that allows all Tanar'ri to exist 

indefinitely without physical food or sleep

Destruction to the mind of any non-fiend who makes direct mental contact

Darkness, 15'Rad, at will

Immunity from Normal Fires and Electricity

Resistance (50%) to Magical Fire 

Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons, 

and to Sunburst and Sunmote and other Celestial Energy effects

Immunity to Negative Energy attacks

Constraint in the inability to cross a Protection from Evil Ward

Semi-fiend Alu-Fiends have an additional Vampiric 

Regeneration ability which derives from this source.

Demi-fiends lack these abilities and restrictions.

- ---------------------------------------------------------------

T2 - Aura : Every Tanar'ri is surrounded by a region of 

influence and control in which they exert dominion by "Aura". 

Alu-fiends acquire this ability from their dam before birth; 

demi-fiend Cambion do not possess a Tanar'ric Aura.

This Aura provides Alu-fiends with ESP and the ability to 

project their thoughts to any intelligent being; 

absence of a common language forms no barrier to communication.

It also provides Alu-fiends with their Human Control ability: 

at will, any Alu-fiend can attempt to produce an effect 

identical to the Charm Person or Suggestion spells (which can 

be blocked by Charm or Magic Resistance, or saved against); 

all Alu-fiends have exceptional Charisma.

It provides an Alu-Fiend with a continuously active Surprise 

Resistance of 75%, and the ability to Dimension Door once per day.

The Aura is also what allows an Alu-Fiend to acquire the 

life-pattern of any nearby hominid, permitting her to Shapechange 

into a form typical of that Race subsequently at will.

- ----------------------------------------------------------------

T3: Metabiologic - Tanar'ric flesh is extremely adaptable, 

even down to the tiniest piece. This provides demi-fiends with: 

Base AC5 (Alu-fiend only)

Immunity to Aging or Withering attacks

Immunity to any non-magical poison or disease; 

Resistance against Cold or Heat attacks of 50%

Resistance against Fire (non-magical) of 50%

Resistance against Gas attacks of 50%;

Saving throw bonus of +2 vs Electrical or Fire (Magical) attacks.

(They cannot adapt to protect against Acid of sufficient 

strength to directly destroy organic tisue.)

It also provides demi-fiends with a very high metabolism - 

as carnivores, their bodies require meat, and lots of it. 

Demi-fiends require food equal to 10% of their body mass 

every day. For drink, they favor strong ales, wines, and lamp oils. 

An Alu-Fiend is able to Shapechange into the female form 

of any hominid Race she has learned (learning a new form 

is an Aura ability, and requires the presence of an example 

member of the Race) She is not able to alter her mass or 

to greatly alter her height with this technique.

- ---------------------------------------------------------------

T4: Magical - Tanar'ri are an inherently magical race; 

in Dead Magic regions, or inside an Anti-Magic Shell, 

they must Save vs Death Magic or be killed. Even if 

they survive, they suffer a penalty -4 hp per hit die 

(to a minimum of 1 hp per hit die) and -4 on all attacks, 

saving throws, or ability score checks.

Demi-fiends possess a 30% Magic Resistance. They lack 

the training which would allow them to lower this resistance, 

so that it is continually active, even against magic that is 

beneficial. Magical Items may also be affected; the check is 

made when the first attempt to use the item is made. If a 

conflict between the character's inherent magical nature 

and the magic of the item occurs, the character is unable 

to use the item and develops an aversion to it 

(the aversion gains strength with continued exposure). 

An Alu-Fiend can see 240 ft in Darkness using Infravision; 

an Alu-Fiend using this ability has distinct Red-Glowing eyes.

Cambion have infravision to 60 ft.

Alu-Fiends are immune to Weapons of less than +1 Enchantment 

unless forged of Cold Iron. (Alu-Fiends have been reported 

to exhibit a very strong mental aversion to Cold Iron, 

even manifesting welts upon mere contact with it - the 

experimenter did not survive the escape of his captive.)

Cambion have no such defense nor aversion. 

Neither has any special reaction to silver.

An Alu-Fiend can Fly at 15(D); use of this ability requires 

that she be able to spread her wings. She has a normal 

(walking) movement rate of 12.

Cambion have a normal (walking) movement rate of 15.

Cambion possess spell like abilities: 1d4 randomly chosen 

low level spells, which might be usable at will or at some 

daily frequency (once per day per level, perhaps).

[with DM overruling any ability which threatens balance.]

Cambion have been found who possess any or all of the following powers:

 Detect Magic, at will;

 Cause Fear by Touch, at will;

 Levitate, 7/day ; 

 Polymorph Self, 3/day.

- ----------------------------------------------------------------

T5: Acquired abilities - 

A semi-fiend Cambion is trained in magic and thief skills; 

intense conditioning teaches them to react without the 

hesitation of surprise in response to any threat.

Demi-fiend Cambion lack this instruction. 

As immortals, demi-fiends have the potential to learn many 

proficiencies at a variety of tasks. While a basic level 

of ability should be retained once acquired, high levels 

of skill require constant practice to maintain. Some skills, 

such as the casting of spells while in armor, require precise 

instruction. It is suggested that one 'slot', or 3 CPs, be 

awarded for each year a demi-fiend spends in deliberate study; 

such study does not permit the distraction of Adventuring.

The eternal lifespan also provides opportunity for long-term 

investing. Once great wealth has been acquired, any planewalker 

should be able to purchase magic of significant power. 

Demi-fiend mages will have ample time to conduct spell research, 

or to arange the construction of special (magical) items.

Demi-fiends are likely to become extremely dangerous opponents given time.

- -Galen

I'm calling this finished.

