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The Crossroads of the Multiverse

The planar saying goes: "Any clueless berk can use a portal, but it takes a true blood to master a Planar Pathway". And for the most part, it's true, cutter. 

Portals ain't everything they're cracked up to be, see. For one, they're subject to the Lady of Pain's whims. Usually, that doesn't amount to much, but there's many a tale of Her Serenity getting uppity with Cagers and sealing them off, or shifting them around. And the portals in the Hive particularly are notorious for changing their destinations without rhyme nor reason.
Besides, portals are often well known, and well-documented. Because they're so easy, they're also often guarded, at one or both ends. Keys can be hard to research, hard to find, or expensive.
A wise blood, then, never forgets the pathways. They've always been there, and it's likely they always will be. They're massive, expansive, and span planes. They make travel easy, are relatively safe (forget the Styx for a moment, cutter!) and don't require portal keys.
You'd not be surprised then to learn there's a whole host of bloods out there willing to guide you along these paths, for the right price of course. From the yugoloth boatsmen of the Styx to the innocent ratatosk squirrel-people of Yggdrasil, and the Planewalker's Guild of the Infinite Staircase in between, you don't usually have to shout too loud until someone drops by to help you.
Want to learn the dark? You're garnishing the right blood. Ask, and I shall tell you all I know...
Pathway FAQs
Being the answers to questions often asked about the Planar Pathways in general...
What do the Paths Look Like from the Outside?


(by Rip Van Wormer and Jon Winter)
The River Oceanus burrows through the walls of reality like a sleeper falling into a dream. How does this appear to an observer? 

An outside observer, sitting on the south bank on the plane of Elysium, would see the river coursing by. It moves around a hill and... doesn't come out the other side. Maybe it's a narrow strait, impenetrable woods, or winding through a mountain pass. 
If our observer walks around the hill, she shifts with the river. The landscape slowly shifts and changes until it matches that of the Beastlands. With each step, the Elysium night brightens into eternal noon. Animals start crawling around, singing and shouting at each other.
What if our observer is in the air? A flying onlooker wouldn't see the river at all, unless he was right above it. In that case, he would see both planes at once, and would move across them as the river did.
The river Styx is the same way, except it's under no obligation to appear natural. The Styx has plenty of caves, canyons, and tunnels it can duck into to camoflague its planeshifting, but it could just as easily end suddenly in midair. Blind, forgetful Styxfish poke their heads out confusedly before being channeled from the Gray Waste to Pandaemonium. Or perhaps the river continues on, cleansed of its dark taint (no doubt with an all new dark taint to surprise bloods with. Maybe it's yet another branch of the Styx, leading somewhere else.)
One layer down, the titanic roots of Yggdrasil wind about Nilfheim. An lurking Helkyrie sees the vastness of the root hidden in the omnipresent mists and decides to follow them along. Everything looks the same for miles and miles until the temperature starts dropping and raising, both at once. A peculiar numbness fills the proxy of Hel as the mists clear, revealing the vastness of the Astal Plane in all directions. Ygdrasil's titanic trunk stretches beneath our intrepid explorer as far as the eyes see. After bribing a ratatosk Sensate with exotic wine brewed from something a hordling leaked, the Helkyrie follows a branch to the nearest plane. The silver expanse of the Astral slowly becomes the clear sky of Ysgard and the branch comes to a stop high above a pine forest. Looking behind, the branch disappears into the woodlands. Following it back, we're on the Astral again.
As all this is happening the famed travel guide Reneas, the Helkyrie's neighbor in Pluton, is eyeing the great mountain Olympus speculatively. It's gray, of course, and it's a slanty, rocky slope that goes disappears into the distance. As Ren climbs it (no easy task here) the colors of the shrubbery get slowly brighter, and the Astral Plane appears. Ren ignores it until the Githyanki attack. Fortunately, Ren's close to Olympus proper and a per helps him fend them off. The per checks Ren out, gives him the okay and leads him through a narrow path which begins in the Astral and ends in an Arborean road. Reneas thanks the per and runs off to meet his good friend Stimpeas in a local village 3-12 miles away.
How to the Pathsways Fit into the Rule of Threes?


(by Joshua Jarvis and Axyun Xunn)
Guvner theoreticians reckon that three major kinds of planes exist: Continuous Planes, Cluster planes, and Convergent planes. 

Continuous planes are like the Astral or Ethereal. These are lone planes without association with other planes. Some scholars limp the Ordial in with these, but the existence of that plane's only a fact if you believe a certain medusa historian [see the Musée Arcane].
Cluster planes are the Inner and Outer planes where a single concept fills a group of planes. The strangest cluster plane is the Prime, here all the clusters (spheres) are within a single plane and are not planes unto themselves. One may almost say the prime is an intermediate plane with aspects of both the Ethereal and the Cluster planes. It's interesting to think that the Prime may one day evolve into a full fledged cluster plane.
Convergent planes are planes that travel through other infinite planes. An example of this is the River Oceanus. Winds its way through infinately long planes and somehow manages to travel from plane to plane even though each is infinite. As the theories go, these planes converge with other planes, and exist in the same space at the same time. Other convergents include the River Styx, Yggdrasil the World Ash, Mount Olympus and the Infinite Staircase. 
Where are the Paths Physically Located?


(by Jon Winter, Alex Roberts, Wightboy, Truls Rostrup, Monte Cook)
Some bloods reckon these planes actually squeeze into the gaps between the other planes, and that's how they get their special properties. Locations like the burg of Crux on Yggdrasil aren't actually on any plane at all. The same goes for some Olympian burgs (especially those buried under the surface of the Mount) and the Infinite Staircase. Travellers on the Styx or Oceanus, however, never technically leave the plane surrounding the river in question...so it's not a general rule. 

That's as maybe, but they can also wander in terms of where they connect. The roots and branches of Yggdrasil change with time (some say the World Ash is growing), slopes of Mount Olympus change with rockfalls and weathering, the meanders of the Styx and Oceanus mean charts (as such they are) need updating ever century or three. Lumped into this category are the realms of powers with no known plane, or those that wander.
Also, demi-planes might exist for powers whose alignment fits a plane's location, but who don't like the feel of the plane itself (How about an evil power who, for some reason, covets colours? Gray Waste for selfish, covetous evil, but it's all...well...grey.). Astral Conduits could pass through the space. Maybe the Hinterlands fold up to fill it entirely like a pathological curve.
The Infinite Staircase
Being a gathering of chant concerning the EverClimb, the inspirational pathway stemming from Ysgard.
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Welcome to the Staircase


By Dilfar Kline, dwarven stairclimber
by Jon Winter
Listen, berk. I've got better things to do than bother repeating the words from some other cutter's mouth. There's plenty of sources of chant about the basics of climbing the endless stair [see Tales from the Infinite Staircase, pages 10 and 15-19 for information]. What I will tell you about, for the right jink, of course, are some of the pitfalls and dangers of travel on the stair. As any planar (and even most primes) knows, where there's a way, you'd better make a will. 

The lillendi are snakey women who see themselves as the guardians of the Stair, and you'd better believe they're a sight more elegant than the chittering ratatosk of Yggdrasil! Some peery bashers have commented on their startling resemblance to marilith tanar'ri (forget to count the arms and you'd be forgiven for running a mile), but this is "apparently" a mere coincidence. Yeah, right. If you're as paranoid as you should be on the Planes of Chaos, you'd do well to assume otherwise; I've heard enough rumours of beguiling lillendi spiriting off or charming unwary planewalkers -- who're never seen again -- to doubt their purely good intentions. And notice how you never see a male...?
But I'm starting to rant. Don't trust the lillendi, that's my first piece of advice. Second is to take a stout pair of walking boots. While climbing the stair isn't as hard on the feet as hiking up Olympus or Yggdrasil -- there's a handrail in many places, for starters -- you do a lot more climbing. Other than infrequent landings, you'll find yourself going up or down rather than along. That makes the Stair all but impractical for carrying large cargoes, because horses and even mules are hopeless with steps, and you'll be in a real tanar'ri's picnic if you try and lug a cart up or down 'em!
Like the other planar pathways, and unlike Sigil's portals, the Infinite Staircase leads only to specific places on the planes. A curious prerequisite to a Stair connection is that a place must be unusually creative, imaginative, or beautiful. Nobody really knows why this is so, or even whether the Staircase only seeks places like this, or whether it's changed normal locations merely by virtue of being connected to them. In any case it's likely to be something to do with Selune, the mysterious power of the night who dwells in the Gates of the Moon, the foundation of the Staircase on Ysgard.
Unlike Yggdrasil and Mount Olympus, the entry points to other planes aren't colour pools. In fact, they're more like Sigil's portals than colour pools, except they don't need a key to operate, and a portal sense spell won't do you any good. Doorways on landings and sometimes on or under the staircases themselves act as gate-portals to the plane the Stairway touches. Looking back from said plane it's usually near impossible to find the hole in reality that leads back to the Stair. In fact, some of these doorways are one-way only.
Guides on the Stair are relatively easy to come across. The best source, of course, is the Planewalkers' Guide itself, which has its headquarters based on a large landing on the Stair. [See TftIS page 20 for details on this organisation]. But mind you pay 'em well, because they're valuable friends and dangerous enemies to make...
The Corkscrew


by Belarius
Hearsay: 

Everyone knows the Infinite Staircase bends and contorts along some hidden dimensions in order to fold back on itself, but usually a body can't see that bending. Well, the Corkscrew's different. A staircase that curls in on itself, so the rest is above you like the caverns of Pandemonium. Folks say that it ain't natural, that it's a sign of some problem on the Staircase. A few barmies even say that this is proof that the whole structure rearin' to collapse in on itself, killing everyone travelling on it. But that's barmy talk...isn't it? 

Description: 

One of the stranger parts of the Staircase, this length of stair, a polished, lustrous metal affair decorated with silvery inlays and accented with obsidian chips, obviously twists into a screw shape. Gravity always seems to be pointed down, but as a body moves, the direction down changes, much like the caverns of Pandemonium. The rest of the stairs seems to rotate around the walking person, instead of the person spinning. In a few moment, the stairclimber finds themselves directly above (below?) their previous location, which is only about 40 feet away.
The effect has been compared to a rope which has been twisted too much, causing it to curl. This comparison, along with the ominous creaking of the stairs, makes many people believe something is affecting the dimensional folds of the Infinite Staircase, and that the Corkscrew is the fulcrum of that effect. If this is true, the whole Staircase is liable to snap and collapse inward, a wild maelstrom of wood, stone, and metal. Other shake their heads and argue that the stability of the Corkscrew is proof that the folds are holding and that this is simply a particularly sharply folded region. Either way, most about the twisting stairs.
Oddly, the Corkscrew has doors which connect directly onto the sides of the stairs, instead of onto a landing. Many of these stairs are unexplored, but those that are have been said to lead to various elemental planes (at least three door supposedly go to places in Quasielemental Lightning), along with other strange places (including, in surprising proximity, doors to the Sixth layer of Mt. Celestia and the First layer of the Abyss).
Special Features: 

One thing making this stretch of stairs particularly treacherous is the fact that gravity is acting on a body from all directions, though not with equal strength. This means that even a small jump goes farther. The exact ration varies, but a safe estimate is that for every foot you would normally jump, you instead jump a foot and a half. This slight increase has tricked many travellers, who overshot the stairs on a sideways jump and fell into the depths of the Stairs. If a body can jump very high, they might even pass through the middle area of no gravity and fall to the other side (again, an action which risks death by missing the stairs and falling into the void). There is an upside to this, however. Those going up by foot become exhausted after 50% more time than normal, and skilled fliers (MC B or better) can manoeuvre into the very centre of the Corkscrew, where the effect of gravity is non-existent, and glide with no effort at all. In fact, incredible speeds can be achieved in this manner.
A less fantastic but nevertheless noteworthy aspect of this region is that, with a multitude of door which do not connect to landings, a body has a much high chance of meeting a variety of strange beings, from Archons to Tanar'ri, with a lightning mephit thrown in for good measure. Keeping this in mind (especial given the conductive nature of the stairs around lightning-based beings), this region gets more attention than most travellers like.
The Mistress of Cards


by Jeremiah Golden
Mistress of Cards (Planar / female half-elf / B12 / Planewalker's Guild / CG)
A mysterious figure often seen on the Infinite Staircase, her name and history remain unknown. Her goal however is known by many, especially by those in the Planewalker's Guild, who say when they first came to the Staircase from Sigil 300 years ago she was already there. They tell a tale of when she first went through the gates of the Moon centuries ago, she vowed that as she travelled up the stair, she would go through every gate and portal, entertaining those on the other side, then coming back and continuing upward. Her goal is the Moon at the top of the stair, a moon not like those in the crystal spheres of the prime, but a moon of the Heavens, her ultimate goal. Though the top of the stair is her goal, she only feels she can rightfully reach it after she has gone through every door of the stair, and entertained everywhere the staircase reaches.
"She climbs on infinite stair made of cards
Reaching towards from the gates to the moon
Singing and Dancing her way as a bard's
The Mistress of Cards we will see soon"
- Part of the Planewalker's Ballad
She deals in all trades of the bard, from singing to juggling, though she is often said to have an affinity for cards, and thus her name. She is said to have once gone through a door and entertained Loki in his own realm, beating him at a game of cards. Her travel up the stair has lead her to many a place on the planes and crystal spheres, and she can spin a tale about any event that has happened on the planes or elsewhere. Though her travels have taken her farther up the stair then the Planewalker's Guild's headquarters, the guild members keep track of her progress and can tell a cutter usually where she was last seen climbing the stair. 

Often when she is seen on the stair she will approach a traveller, asking if they have news of the Planewalker's Guild, or if they care to be entertained. Entertaining is her life's pleasure, and she enjoys showing off her talents to anyone who will watch. She also can tell a traveller the location of doors lower down on the stair, and were they lead, however in trade she expects them to tell her news of doors farther up, or maybe a tale or song. Though she is usually willing to help a someone on the stair or the other side of a door, she is always drawn back to the stair and her goal to reach it's infinite heights.
She is described as having long red hair, a trait from her human mother, with a slender face with the slightly pointed ears of the elves. She dresses in the style of a planewalker, A multicoloured garb of blues and reds, simple leggings that hang loose and baggy, a shirt ruffled and buttoned, with a belt of twin tassels that stream behind her. Her cloak is patterned with pictures of swords, clubs, staves, and cups, with an edge a pattern of spiralling red lines. She is usually seen with no weapons, though she hides a number of daggers on her person, and she has been fabled to be master of sword, staff and club, learning their techniques over her long journey up the stair.
Cadeon Nor


by Tom Bubul
Cadeon Nor, Inventor (Prime / male human / 0-level [sage] / LN)
"If you happen to meet an old man scrawling drawings with his feet hanging off over the edge, you can be sure you've met old Cadeon, a prime who takes kip here on the stairs trying to tumble to the dark of how to solve his dream of flying." 

Cadeon is a prime inventor trying to build the perfect flying machine. From what prime he hails from, that's not known. He got to the Stair one day through a portal in his study that led to the Stair. He decided that there was no better place to set up his kip than this new place (he decided against the Plane of Air because 'on Air, man already flies, how would I test my inventions?'), as it had portals to everywhere in the Multiverse that has some sort of creativity in it... thus, there should be an infinity of like minded people to share his ideas with, his ideas of the flying man.
The old man can be found sitting on various ledges of the steps, making detailed drawings, prototypes, and models of the perfect flying machine, a machine that'll allow human men to fly. The lillendi watch him with both amusement and admiration.... not many folks actually sit around on the staircase and draw pictures and build machines, occasionally poking through a portal to grab a bite to eat or a spare part, never giving up.
Cadeon, upon 'finishing' his masterpieces, always goes to the edge of his current ledge and jumps off his ledge. He hasn't yet been successful, he always jumps off with a grin of glee, pulling levers, peddling like mad, and blowing into sails... but the best he's ever done was crashing to a stair below without his model smashing.
It turns out that even though he constantly suffers injury at the hand of his imagination, he hasn't ever suffered mortal injury to keep him dead. The lillendi heal him and bring him home to his kip on that little ledge of the stair whenever they find his twisted body laying sprawled on their steps, with a smashed machine nearby, and a wily, conniving grin on his face... the grin of a determined man.
While Cadeon doesn't care much for the goings on of such things as the Planewalker's Guild, the factions, or even folks other than the lillendi walking the Stair, he's friendly enough to passers by, and many have been entertained (sometimes unwillingly) by detailed descriptions and explanations of his drawings and his new prototype. He always concludes these long winded speeches with a demonstration of his genius, he jumps with his machine out into the gap, yells his famous line ("Look! It works!"), plummets down to a lower level, has his machine smashed, only to be returned to his station by the lillendi to start anew... and there's nothing in the Multiverse he loves more than starting again, the feeling that he'll eventually stumble over that right diagram, and accomplish his goal.
Famous Doorways


by Belarius
The Clockwork Door

This door was, originally, a circular frame which had an extensive clockwork mechanism operating inside of it. Those who walked through the machine at a precise and constant speed (specifically, a movement rate of 7) avoided harm and found themselves in the back room of one of the only human-operated inns in all of Regulus, realm of the modrons. However, since the modrons have discovered this link to an 'unsuitably chaotic location,' they have constructed a much more elaborate structure around the door, adding to the original gearwork. 

Now encompassing a quarter of the average-sized landing it connects to, the Clockwork Door is a mammoth affair, spinning and whirring at varying speeds to keep out intruders who do not move through it in a very orderly but less easily guessed sequence. Since the modrons have effectively cut off this door from common use, it now serves as a landmark to those travelling on the stairs.
After all, it hangs over the edge of the landing far enough to be seen from a distance, makes a constant noise that can be heard from far away, and uses enough oil that those with sharp noses can even smell it before they see it!
The Liquid Archway

An open doorway to the Elemental Plane of Water, this arch looks, from the outside, to be a free-standing arch of floating water. It is by no means solid, and a body can pass their hand through it easily, but it can't be knocked down. Also an oddity of the door is that the infinite water on the other side of the doorway never flows through onto the Staircase (in which case it would probably cause a waterfall onto the rest of the stairs). 

Sharp cutters have observed that the lillendi have no control over where the staircase connects to, but that if they don't place certain magical barriers in place, the whole staircase risks flooding with any number of liquids (not to mention poisonous gasses or snow). So, this odd free-standing and circular pond rests calmly on the edge of an otherwise dry landing, ebbing and flowing but never falling.
Byron the Watchful

Possibly the most unique of doors on the Infinite Staircase, Byron was, originally, a wizard-created creature similar to a golem, who's duty was to watch over a specific doorway in a tower resting in Arborea. Byron, in fact, WAS the doorway, an arch of smooth stone with a half dozen arms (each wielding a weapon) and a gargoyle-like head. A gregarious wizard, Byron's creator gave his creation enough intelligence to hold conversation and to interrogate those who tried to pass beneath the arch. 

In time, however, Byron's creator died, and the golem lost its purpose. When his master's work has rotted to dust, Byron decided that there was no real need for protection anymore, and let any and all pass. Well, a band of pixies, attracted by the lingering magic of the place, set up shop and made the wizard's tower a place of rest. They sang songs and wrote poems for their own amusement, and eventually their creativity linked the Infinite Staircase to the tower.
Byron had the wonderful luck to be the doorway.
Currently, Byron leads a double life, enjoying his new pixie friends and protecting the newly inhabited tower from intruders on the Staircase. A friendly basher, the ornate stone archway enjoys conversation with passing travellers, but one must prove their valour to Byron. This is often more difficult than one would think, because Byron's magic allows him to see into a person's very soul, and he permits none with cruelty in their minds to pass.
The Window

One of the discrepancies that pops up occasionally on the Staircase is 'what is a door?' In this case, size is the issue, and to a family of wandering avariel elves, the open window of a giant's home is a door. 
With this in mind, we can look at the case of The Window, as it is called. Living in the abandoned giant's house, the elven family couldn't budge the door and frankly never tried. Instead they used the shuttered windows as a doorway. Well, since that time, the house has become the centre of a small town of avariel elves, and The Window has been connected to the Infinite Staircase by the community's creative influence. Realise, most people think two things when they see a giant window on the Stair's landing: Either they've gone barmy or they've accidentally stepped into Xaos (which isn't too different, really). But, travellers, the Window is a perfectly good doorway if you can fly - it's a matter of perspective.
The Double Landing

By an odd loophole, one doorway and another on the Infinite Staircase have connected, providing a long-distance link from one part of the Staircase to another. In the one case where this peculiar phenomenon has been observed, the landings that the doors are attached to are both inhabited (one by a wizard who built is tower on a landing, the other by a bunch of Primes who discovered a doorway in their basement and expanded their shop onto the Staircase). 

The effect is a little disturbing, in that you can see another landing through the doorway, but not to either side, but it's proven safe so far. Well-lanned travellers use the Double Landing to save time by skipping a few flights of stairs.
The Bytopian Tower


by Belarius
Hearsay: 

This story begins with a mage who wants to walk the planes. This mage, he wants to be close to the action, able to get anywhere right quick. So he says to himself one day "I don't want to live near a portal that only goes to one place! I'll live on the Infinite Staircase, where there's lots of portals and don't need to fiddle with keys and spells to find out how to use them." And off he goes. 

Well, our mage has a problem -- where to live? He doesn't want to live outside the Staircase (in case the portal disconnected or some such, stranding him), but there aren't really houses on the stairs for sale. He can't live with the Planewalker's Guild, because there's no place to put his laboratory. So he says to himself, "I'm a mage! Mages live in towers all over the place! I'll build myself a tower right here on the stairs!"
And that's what he does. He gets the workers and the supplies, but runs into one last problem -- where to build it? So the mage looks around at the Staircase and the landings and says, "You know, towers have spiral stairs all the time. There are sturdy spiral staircases all over this sodding Infinite Staircase! I'll just built my tower around one of them." So he did.
He chooses a smallish one, so his tower can reach from one landing to the next. He even sets up a set of stairs running around the outside of the tower, so travellers could use the stairs without walking through his new living room. The tower's a grand affair, build of sturdy stone and firmly fixed to both the top landing and the bottom. One day, a traveller looks at the tower and slaps his head, declaring, "That looks exactly like the CenterSpire of Bytopia!" And so it did. And thus, the mage, now long dead, built his home, the Bytopian Tower.
Description: 

The chant's mostly true. The tower, some 100' tall and as wide as 30' (to as thin as 20'), is made of stone that matches the surrounding landings and flares out at the top and bottom, giving the impression of being a spire of Bytopia. The stairs that run along the outside complete the image. To prevent unwelcome entry, the tower has no windows (not that there's much of a view). The original spiral staircase that now forms the spine of the tower is still in place, but is now closed off from general entry, the new stairs doing to duty of the old. A traveller at heart, the old mage even made small rooms for travellers to stop and rest in at the top and bottom -- these rooms are supplied magically with food and have nothing to steal, so they are nothing but free food and shelter, essentially.
The lillendi were apparently quite annoyed originally, on the basis that the construction of the tower was impeding travel on the Staircase. They sent various threats, but got no reply. When they finally got to the scene, however, they found the Tower completed and locked up, with rooms for travellers and a new, larger stairway on the outside. They decided that the Tower was a sturdy support between the landings and that the travellers' rooms were sufficient atonement for the previous problems. They now maintain the outside of the tower as they would any other part of the Staircase.
There are to ways to actually enter the tower proper. The first is by entering a stone dome which rests atop the original beginning of the spiral staircase. A large stone door (much like a vault door, really) rests firmly in pace, and a pendulous stone knocker is used to summon the current inhabitant. The other lies at the bottom, opposite the entrance to the travellers' room. It, too, is a vault-like door with a stone knocker. Since the mage is dead, no one answers anymore. Thanks to impressive magic and a lack of interest, none have apparently breached either doorway in years.
Special Features: 

A lone traveller or small group would be advised to travel past the Bytopian Tower if they can -- the travellers' rooms provide free food and water, allowing a traveller to refill their rations before continuing on, not to mention get a good night's sleep after hours of climbing stairs. Because of the relative infrequency of travellers who require rest (most can get to their desired location in a day or less), those who DO need it find these rooms comfortable and remarkably well provided for, consider the host is long dead.
The interior of the Tower is largely dark, but word has it that the Wizard, though well-travelled, wasn't a great archmage so much as he had a large inheritance -- as such, there is no great desire to go to the effort needed to get into the tower (which has other, more subtle wards besides your everyday wizard locks). This much is known (or strongly believed) about the interior, however:
· The mage was not a specialist, but favoured the material schools of magic (Alteration, Conjuration, and Evocation) than the more metaphysical or scholarly schools. Some argue that he was, in fact, a Dimensionalist, others that he was a Artificer, and others that he was abnormal mage. But his schools of choice were well known. 

· The mage had more than a few magical constructs as servants and bodyguards (most purchased from more skilled mages). Fear of these constructs also protects the tower. 

· The mage had allies on the Elemental plane of Earth. The well-lanned say the Ruvkova of that plane, specifically. 

· Rich and well-travelled, the tower contains a fair number of objects which, while not strictly powerful or valuable, are odd, collectable, or otherwise curious (supposedly, these objects were collected on his travels). 

The Dark:

 A little truth known to a very select few is that, thought the mage is dead, he still lives in his Tower. It seems that, when he died, he became an Einherar, and, affected by his wanderlust, went on a quest to learn his past (during which he became significantly more powerful, no longer having wealth to buy his way through tough times). When he did learn who he had been, he returned to the Tower, slipped in, and now pursues research in between his frequent wanderings around the planes.
Another unclear matter was the mage's speciality. The truth is that he is indeed an Dimensionalist, using his extensive knowledge of the planes and magical dimensions to facilitate his travels. As such, the interior of the Tower is larger that the exterior would suggest, and is as once a palace for guests and a death-trap for thieves. The very adventurers who have made it in recently haven't made it out yet -- though some are still alive, either lost in the seemingly endless halls of the place or locked up in the dungeons.
The Monster Under the Stairs


by Tom Bubul
"Stick to the Styx berk, or the Oceanus, or that big mountain and that tree on the Waste... but don't go near that infernal Staircase, or he might come. I'm telling you, he'll drive you out of your brainbox, just look at me!
"Calm down? Fine, I'll see if I can tell you a bit about the beast without... well, anyway, the beast. On the Staircase. Right. I'm composed now.
"I was on my way from Bedlam to, um, somewhere on Ysgard I think, I don't remember, but anyway, and I couldn't find a portal. Sure enough, one of those barmy snake women that live on that barmy pathway told me, 'why not take the Staircase?' so how could I refuse? I was barmy then, I didn't know the danger, the danger I say! What horrors lie on that Staircase! Yes, that Staircase does cross Bedlam, we turn out some pretty bizarre artwork in that town, but I'm not going to swerve from the topic.
"I followed that lillyendo or whatever you call them and she took me to the steps. She just told me to keep walking until I saw Ysgard. But the Staircase is infinite! I could've walked forever! I ran and I ran and I ran but I never got anywhere, Bedlam was always right behind me! So what's a berk to do? I just sat there, I figured 'clear your mind man, you're under a lot of stress'. So I sat there. And then I heard this metal thing coming down the stairs, a little spring that just walked right down towards me (the springs are seen in pairs sometimes I've heard), and then I saw those two eyes, those red, burning eyes, staring at me from between the boards! Ahh! I can see them looking at me! And that awful voice of his! That deep, hypnotic voice! He was calling me! So what do I do? Do I listen to myself and run? No! I walked right over to him, and now he's in my head! He's right here I tell you! Right between my eyes!He gave a big grin, and it seemed like he swallowed me whole! He lives! He lives in me, and in you, and under those infernal stairs! Stay clear I tell you, he'll inhabit your mind too, and you'll end up as my cellmate!
"He's been seen not only by myself, but by others. He's got snakes and bugs and critters of all sorts inside of him that bleed out when he gets cut. He wears the blackest of black and his eyes.. oh, powers, those burning red eyes.. and that grin that looks like it's goin to swallow a sod whole! It seems he only preys on folks like me, paranoid folks afraid of the dark, noone knows where he came from or how to get rid of him, but the fact remains that he's there, and he's waiting! In the name of the Lady herself, don't go on those stairs! The snake women too... they're evil, they come from inside him. He's they're father. When he bleeds he bleeds snakes and bugs, but when he eats someone, he spits out a lillendi!
"I'm telling you I've seen it! That's why they love people walking their barmy steps, so he can eat them! They're hunting for food for their evil master! Why don't you believe me? Why are you looking at me like that?"
- Old Man McRacken, resident of the Irreparably Insane ward of the Gatehouse
The River Oceanus
Being a shining collection of enlightening chant on the Upper Planar river of goodness.
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The River Oceanus


Narrated by Ky Farrier, asuras guardian of the River
by Jon Winter
'Sweet water and light laughter', as one of my prime friends once said to me. Perhaps we should use that greeting here on Oceanus, the sweet water river of the Upper Planes. 

Many things on the planes have opposites, and Oceanus is no exception. Intrinsically linked -- yet completely different from -- the River Styx, the Oceanus is the only planar waterway that comes close to rivalling the corrupted Styx's size. For sure, the Oceanus spans fewer planes than the Styx, but unlike That Other River it's navigable along almost its whole length.
The Oceanus touches Elysium, the Beastlands, Arborea, and has little-known tributaries on Ysgard and the Outlands too. Some cutters reckon you can reach Oceanus from the Silver Sea surrounding Mount Celestia, but I've never found that current myself. And for some unknown reason, Oceanus seems to bypass Bytopia completely. I've shrugged my shoulders many a time at that one; legend has it the Bytopian powers want to make a cutter work to get to their plane, and having a river leading to their doorstep somehow takes all the hard work out of it...whatever, I say.
So I've been patrolling my little section of the river (I say "little", but it's larger than most Prime Worlds) in the Beastlands, aided by Ahn, my trusted giant Beastlander swan. It ain't official in any way, but I'm a guardian of this stretch of the water, as it meanders through Krigalia's sunshine.
No, I don't ferry bashers around on my swan, before you ask...that's so crude. But if you pay me the price of a song or poem, I'll glady point you on your way, or to some cutter who will act as a ferryman. That cutter prime Terris Mathesson is usually happy to help for the right jink, and there's plenty of little settlements beside the mighty river where you can land a buy wholesome food. Or you could fish for it...no chance of being poisoned by fetid water on this pathway, berk!
Travel on the Oceanus, assuming you're being ferried by a cutter who knows her way around, or have a decent map or directions, usually takes less than a couple of weeks. But you'll probably find yourself lingering here, for it's a truly beautiful place to spend time. There's many an adventuring sort who took to the Oceanus to get somewhere in a hurry, and forgot the urgency of his task in the serenity of it all.
But don't think it's all plain sailing, mind. While it's usually peaceful, the Oceanus is a river given to sudden mood changes. Watch out for the rapids between Arborea and the Beastlands...seems the river's bed is far from smooth on the transition between those two planes; perhaps that's because the flow in Arborea is that much more rapid and emotion-laden.
You should also try and avoid annoying the many residents of the river here. That's not hard, and they're usually a friendly bunch, but the delphons and balaena can be angered by thoughtless behaviour or deliberate pollution. Here in the Beastlands, the Dolphin Lord, Stork Lord and Kingfisher Lord all dwell in or on my patch of the river. They're a charming lot, but can be hard to appease once their ire is raised. You've been warned...
The Steam Vents


by Joshua Jarvis
Every so often, once per century at most, a solar aasimon falls. It's a sad sight and many fall to evil, but the story of one who fell to neutrality and the story of a place beneath the River Oceanus are tied together inseparable so here I must explain one to explain the other. Lazerial was a chaotic good solar for several centuries when he was captured in the Beastlands (where he was exploring alternative views of chaos and good) by an yugoloth using ancient and arcane magic. He was carted back to Gehenna and his wings were nailed (with thick iron spikes) to a slab of rock. 

For 500 years yugoloths came every week and ripped the feathers from his wings and carved writing into his flesh, yet Lazerial (like any good celestial) endured this hardship knowing that good was on his side. Yet one thing he failed to grasp was that the yugoloths had a far greater plan. Sure, he suspected something more (in fact he thought they were using his feathers to study the nature of aasimon and how to stop them) but what he didn't realise was that they were actually sowing the seeds of vengeance in his heart.
On the 500th year, when he was released, he travelled to Arborea and gathered a squadron of aasimon. He was hell bent on showing the yugoloths the power of good, even if it meant carting all of Gehenna off to the Upper Planes. Lazerial and his troops couldn't find where he was tortured, the portal had long since faded. Instead he started spreading their chaotic good message of freedom across Gehenna. But yugoloth tortured made Lazerial think the only "freedom" they could have from their evil was join good or die. In other words his allowance of freedom for others died when he sought to free people from evil.
Other squadrons were called in and they scoured Gehenna until they found the one that had tortured Lazeriel. They brought the yugoloth to him. Lazeriel raised his bow in anger, carefully took aim with his arrow of slaying, then dropped to the ground weeping. Memories of each life who died by his hands in Gehenna surged through his mind, and as he spared the life of his torturer and steered his soul away from the way of evil, that region of Gehenna shifted to the upper planes. Lazeriel looked at his triumph with pride; good had finally won out. But then the River Oceanus shifted course, flooding his prize, and Lazeriel left for the Outlands. His soul was torn halfway between law and chaos, good and evil, not true neutral so much as a mixture of all conflicting to create a forced neutrality. His prize covered under feet of holy water, his good lost when 1,000 died due to his self righteous judgment of those already condemned. As for the yugoloth? No one is sure, though a myth says that the sight of the solar sparing him after so much rage allowed his heart to see the value of good. Then again, this like most planar myths is probably just screed.
THE STEAM VENTS: 

That part of Gehenna still life under the Oceanus, bits and pieces of it are scattered along the river's course from Elysium to Arborea. The steam vents are a unique underwater ecosystem in the deepest part of Oceanus, a place without light and all life depends on nutrients welled up by the steam. It's said that there pale crabs and shrimp dwell, forests of worms wave in the currents, and fish lure in their prey with light. This is home of the angler fish lord in the Beastlands and mysterious aquatic celestials who travel like glowing lights beneath the waves. 
The Bore


by ByTheSpire
On the subject of the River Oceanus, Voilá will often tell the tale of Terris Mathesson (Prime / male human / R8 / Sensate / CG). Terris specialises in ferrying bloods from plane to plane, realm to realm along the River. Next to the Marraenoloths of the lower planes, he is known to be the best mortal boatman known in the multiverse. He charges a reasonable fee for his services, and is always willing to tell a tale or two... 

"River Oceanus is the best, cutter! Anyone who's done the run from Elysium to Arborea knows the chant for sure. If you've done the run through those planes, you're not just a cutter, you're a Cutter. I mean after a run you can cut any water from Faerun to the Styx.
As far as I know, I'm the only one to have seen the Bore. No, I'm not talking about a bubber in Sigil who'll talk your pointy ears off, the Bore is a phenomenon that happens on the River when an a layer, gate-town or realm slips into another outer plane adjacent to a plane where River Oceanus flows.
Me and a crew of Clueless from some world called Aerth were sailing from the Beastlands to Arborea. They were in a hurry to get outta the 'Lands so they could shed the scales, feathers and fur they picked up in the wilds of the plane. Me? I like lookin' like an otter for a while! Anyway, about an hour after we entered Arborea, I heard a soft roaring noise that just got louder and louder. I looked behind us and there was a wall of foaming, raging water as tall as a vrock (that's about eight feet, berk)!
Well, I turned the raft around to catch the wave straight on, and we only swamped two bloods, who we rescued later. They were lucky though, 'cause that water was churning harder than Limbo soup. The wave just kept goin' though, sweeping up everything in its path. We must've watched it for at least half an hour churning away from us, and it disappeared on the horizon.
Later, on a trip to Sigil, I learned that a town in Arborea's first layer had slipped into the Outlands at about the same time the Bore caught us. My guess is that the upset in Arborea's balance caused a surge between it an all it's adjoining planes, which caused the surge on Oceanus. Just a guess though, as I'm no Guvner or anything."
THE DARK: 

The Bore is a phenomenon occurring on any body of water which flows between two outer planes. It has been reported on both the River Styx and Oceanus. Any time the character of an outer plane is upset by losing a gate- town, realm, or layer, a wave from four to fifteen (d12+3) feet in height is generated on the river at the border of the plane which lost its real estate. This wave moves away from the border of both planes, surging for 1d4 miles before losing its energy. This can cause water craft to capsize, towns to be flooded, and in the case of the Styx, possible memory loss of those touched by the waters.
Terris Mathesson: well known as a master captain of anything that can float, he has been plying the waters of River Oceanus for almost a decade since he found himself enchanted by the beauty of the Upper Planes. He is a lanky man six feet in height, with blonde hair tied back by a leather thong. He wears comfortable cotton and wool clothes that are warm and dry quickly. Known for his quick reactions but dull wit, he is nonetheless trusted by those who know him well. It is rumoured that Terris was once a lover of Erin Darkflame Montgomery, when he was her guide during a Sensate excursion on Oceanus. Neither Erin nor Terris speak of it, but Terris remains true to the Sensates.
The Dead Realm


by Draegarius
Have you ever wondered, why the Aasimon, a powerful planar race, serve the gods as proxies? Why aren‚t they a free race, like the Tanar'ri or Baatezu? Especially when they have among their numbers beings powerful enough to be deities themselves. 

Perhaps the reason lies here, in the Dead Realm.
CHARACTER: 

Infinite sadness. Unknown memory tearing at your soul. Cries of the innocent, over the crimes committed in the name of good. Here lie the remains of a realm. A realm still here even after the destruction of its petitioners, god and his worshippers. How cam realm survive even after its creator god has been gone for millenniums? Memory. The memory of the innocent. The dead realm. A realm devoid of life. A land of memory carved in stone. The site of the greatest crime committed in the name of good. 
POWER: 

None. No god resides here anymore, and very little is known about the god who used to be here. All is known is that he uncovered some kind of truth, and that he was destroyed for that together for that together with his petitioners and worshippers. Such destruction was wrought, that he never even reached the Astral plane for the usual state of long decline most dead gods go through.
DESCRIPTION: 

A plain of green grass, a couple of rolling hills, and blue, cloudless blue skies for as far as the eye can see. This is a very special place, as it exists on all the upper planes of good that are touched by Oceanus, at the same time. Touching the river Oceanus on one side, and on the other -- far reaching grassy planes for as far as anyone can see. You may reach this place on any upper plane. One may enter it in Arborea and leave in Arborea. Or enter in the Mount Celestia, and leave in Arcadia. It does not matter, for it will always be the same place. The same memory. The same crime.
On the waters of the Oceanus, at the edge of the realm, lies the town of Porto Memoriale. Three miles further into the realm, lies the wall of trees. This wall is a line of high trees, which seem to always wave in the wind, trying to hide what lies beyond it. Once you pass these trees you are confronted with a vast plain: Miles on miles of standing stones. Small standing boulders, most no taller than two and a half feet. It is said that these stones stand in memory of the lost petitioners of the Realm, although nothing lies beneath them - not a single shred of physical evidence remains to these lost souls. Further inwards, are a number of hills, on the top of which are groves. The hearts of those who approach these groves are filled with terrible dread and burning anguish. Most cannot bear this and are turn back in tears. No magical auras are emitted, but none can deny the powerful effect this place has.
Near the centre of the realm stands a great monolith. A huge square-shaped stone, which has words written on it in an unknown tongue, which none can decipher. Not even by magic. In this pillar, about a meter from the ground, is a deep crack out of which trickles the purest water. Very little pours out, but that which does, is perhaps the most potent holy water in existence. This water can lay undead to rest immediately upon touching them, and can send fiends back to their places of spawning. Also, it is said this holy water can cure any ailment. But few ever reach this far into the realm, and even less stay around long enough to collect the water (it takes 3 days to collect an amount equal to a litre).
Last, in the centre of the realm stands a great tree. Similar to Oak, but not so. It is huge, and obviously ancient. Its trunk splits into two great roots at the ground, and between these is a small pool of water, which I fed by an underground spring right under the tree. This tree was planted here long ago by Father Teharesh, soon after the event which took place here and which "killed" the realm. 
Outside the wall of trees, one sees and endless sea of grass under bright-blue skies. A vision of beauty which stands in contrast to the terrible truth that is the realm.
PRINCIPLE TOWNS AND SETTLEMENTS: 

Only two settlements lay in this realm, Porto Memoriale and the place known only as "The Monastery". Porto Memorial is a small town, on the shores of the river Oceanus, which acts as a home and haven to all those of good not accepted by the "Greater Goods" of the Celestial realms. These include mainly fallen archons who never really left the paths of good. Planars of neutral or evil alignment who changed their ways and turned to good. All those who are looked down at, doubted and not accepted into the folds of the Upper-Planar societies.
Those outcasts, now practice the art of seafaring and reach all the upper planes in their travels and trade. It's said that Porto Memoriale is nothing but a kip to spend the night at, because the fact is that the river Oceanus has become their home and realm. These seafarers have a special relationship with the river, and have a unique kinship with the herds of balaena which sometimes accompany their vessels during their travels.
The only other place where mortals reside is the Monastery. A building of gray, uninviting stone, where a few monks live and practice a strange... religion?
The Monastery is very old. Said to have been established soon after the cataclysmic crime which befell this place. Here serve an order of Monks, composed of members of any race of good alignment. These monks, of the Order of the Sacred Memory, serve here to preserve some kind of knowledge or memory. Although whatever it is, they don‚t reveal even the slightest dark of it to any living beings. The sole exception to this is the entire race of Aasimon. One a year, a representative party of the entire Aasimon race are sent to the Monastery. It is unknown why they go there, what they learn or what they do. All is known is that this is connected to the foundations of their entire race. Somehow, the crime which took place here, which wiped out an entire realm-god and petitioners, is connected deeply to the Aasimon.
The head of the Order of the Sacred Memory, is the mysterious Father Gaxirius, a being of unknown race. He took his position a millennium ago after the latter head of the order and its founder, Father Teharesh-an Aasimon Solar, killed himself in anguish and guilt. Why did he do so? Also unknown. But if you were ever to see anguish on the face of an Aasimon, it was when you mentioned this Realm or Father Teharesh‚s fate to him.
The only clue to this lies in the words of Father Gaxirius to a group of pilgrims: "Father Teharesh was the greatest of his race, for he alone atoned for his race entire. Such weight of the... No! I shall not speak of it. The time has not come yet..." The Monastery is a place where pilgrims of all alignments of good sometimes go to for atonement. The monks here heal and care for anyone who comes.
PRINCIPAL NON-PLAYER CHARACTERS: 

Salhon Yrkov (Planar / male githyanki / T15 / Revolutionary League / NG), captain of the "Retribution" is leader of the people of Porto Memoriale. Lord of the town? No. How can one be lord when one spends his most of his time on the waters of Oceanus? Salhon was born in the Astral, just another Githyanki. But he was lost in a raid into Limbo to attack the Githzerai. Salhon wandered for 7 years through Limbo and the Outlands, and his life and views of life changed around. He abandoned the ways of his race, and took to living and doing good.
But alas. When he tried to go to the upper planes, to live there among the good, he was turned away for his race and what he had been. Angry and bitter, he wandered aimlessly until he came upon the Dead Realm. Here he met Father Gaxirius, and others like him in Porto Memoriale. Salhon took to the Oceanus, and sails throughout the upper planes. Due to what he had suffered, and his joining the Revolutionary League, his views tend to make him tread dangerously upon the line between Merchant, and Buccaneer. He sometimes raids the shores of the Upper planes, when he hears of unjust acts committed by those who live there.
Father Gaxirius, is the mysterious head of the Order of the Sacred Memory. Always hooded, almost none have clearly seen his face. He is also the spiritual guide of Porto Memoriale, although they mostly come to him, as he spends most of his time wandering the Dead Realm, or praying in the Monastery. Interestingly, he has great knowledge of all things across the multiverse, and some speculate he perhaps had been a sage or a planar adventurer before he took his place in the Monastery. Besides having been leader of the Order for almost a thousand years, several pilgrims have commented that he has a hint of an accent common to Plague-Mort and the dwellers of the Abyss. 
SERVICES: 

At Porto Memoriale one may find transportation and supplies for nautical voyages, in addition to all the riches of merchantware from across the upper planes. It is possible to use the Realm as a place to shift planes at, as it exists in all upper planes simultaneously, but this is rarely done so.
Tales from the River
A story of a traveller's journey along the Oceanus from peaceful Elysium to boisterous Arborea, as navigated by an ardeidal native.
Of the Oceanus and its Birdlike Lords


by Tom Bubul
"It wasn't long ago, no it weren't, that I had to take a trip to down the Oceanus, and I met a most curious bunch of people... the ardeidal. Following is my little adventure down the river with them; I thought I'd write her down in case anyone'd like to hear... it's an interesting tale indeed, and the ardeidal are a right curious folk, if you plan on taking a trip on the river you'd best be knowin' about them.
It all started out when I was in Quietude on Elysium that one day. I needed to get to Arborea... I'm a botanist by trade you see, and I was studying these interesting flowers found on Elysium, but my guild (The Order of the Planar Heartbeat... a group of planar biologists, botanists and chemists) summoned me to Arborea to have a look at a poisoning in one of their high up members. Now, this was all well and good, but there wasn't a gate to Arborea (the Sensate's Headquarters to be exact -- I never could remember the name of the bloody place) anywhere for hundreds of miles, that is, any gates I knew of. 

I sat on the banks of the Oceanus, staring out over its glistening, pure waters thinking that someone might die because I can't be there, when I saw his raft drifting ashore. There was some powers-awful singing and a banjo to be heard coming from the skiff. Soon, it skidded across the rocks in the shallows, and he stepped off and dragged it into shore. He was an ardeidal, a guardinal that watches over the River Oceanus, especially in Elysium and Bytopia (the eladrin do a good job of it on their own in Arborea). The merriest, most carefree folks around, or so it's said. As I was saying, he stepped off of the raft and dragged it ashore, and tied the structure to a big rock.
"That oughta do it," he said, and with a whistle, he walked towards town. Knowing he was an ardeidal, and that the Oceanus does lead to Arborea, I decided to ask him how I'd go about taking her.
"Excuse me cutter, but..." I started.
"Now, now, 'scuse me," he began in a heavy accent, "me name's Rasberry Phillip Phinn, most folks 'round here just call me Ras though," he gave me a slap on the shoulder , "I never seen you 'round these parts, new to the river?"
Now, I was quite baffled at the site of this ardeidal. At first glance he looked fairly human, except for his extraordinary seven feet in height. But now that he'd gotten close enough to see, his guardinal nature was obvious. He had straggly blond hair under a straw cap, he wore a pair of huge pullovers with suspenders, and no shirt. The hat had previously covered up his long beak, and his not-wearing a shirt showed off the feathers on his arms and legs. His feet ended in the talons of a fishing bird.... not the big slashing feet of an acherai, just clawed bird feet.
"Well, speak up then," he continued with a grin, "what's your name frien'?"
"Oh, I'm sorry.. my name's Emanuel Legis, I'm a botanist, and..."
He grabbed my hand and vigorously shook it with both of his, "Well, I do say I'm pleased to be of 'quanance, 'Manual Legis. What brings you to the river?"
"Well, I was just thinking. I need to get to Arborea in five days, but there's no portals to the spot in Arborea I'm heading to 'round here. I was hoping I can somehow take the river." I noticed how his friendly manner and dialect had already crept into my vocabulary, and how I said ''round' rather than 'around'. I was usually a rather proper person.
"Ahh! Ya'd like to ride the river than? I can take ya, yeppers I can! Just let me run to town for a bite to eat, and I'll be back in a blink of a eye, you'll love the river, yessir you shur will!"
And with that flurry of excitement, he ran to the town in an awkward bending of legs and tossing about of arms and feathers shedding in excitement... one could obviously see he was more competent on land simply by the way he waded so fluidly through the water on his docking.
He came back in a good ten minutes, with an old metal bucket with a bottle inside in one hand, and a loaf of bread in the other.
"All ya need on 'e river is a crust o' bread to eat your fish with. You can drink the river, and of coarse a bit o' wine for special 'casions," and with a grin, he walked onto the raft, "Hop aboard mate."
Cautiously, I walked through the reeds on the shore onto his wooden raft, I got aboard, and it rocked quite a bit. Just as I was about to fall in, he reached out an arm and with a grin, added, "Careful, she's a bit tippy now an' then"
"Right, thank for the help... I guess it's obvious I've never ridden on the river before 'eh?" I was rather embarrassed.
"Aww, think nothin' of it. We'll 'ave ya up to speed by time the trip's over." 
He reached for a long pole that was leaning against the makeshift sail, and pushed off of the shore. The boat seamed lighter all of a sudden, as we rushed into the current. He laughed a bit, and pulled the pole out of the water, it was covered in reeds.
"Nothin' like the ol' push off, 'robably the most fun part of the trip. Looky here now, see these reeds?" I wasn't paying much attention, I was very wet and not in much of a mood for his babble, but I acted interested.
"Yes, what about?"
"Well now, if ya bite them like so," he bit into a reed, "they make a nice whistle that the ol' song sharkies jump for joy when they hear. Watch." He blew into the reed, which was now riddled with holes, and sure enough, a delphon downstream leapt out of the water. I was amazed, and this ardeidal had my interest again. They really were clever.
"Well, that's a trick! How's it work?"
"An in'eresting fact 'bout these weeds. They grow on the backs of Spiraloids, a shellfish that lives in the shallows. It's a sym'iotic relationship you scientists call 'er, the Songstems eat the bugs and germs off the shells, and the shells impart their power of control of the ol' sharkies. Neat 'eh?"
"Yes, wondrous! Why hasn't anyone harvested this power before?"
"'Cause it's tricky business blowing the ol' whistle. Give her a try."
I blew and I blew, but nothing came out of the reed except a bit of water. I sputtered, "Why can't I do it?"
"Well, if ya live on the River long 'nough, ya'll learn these tricks."
"Right, right. Interesting stuff, that."
"Just wait frien', you 'aven't seen anythin' yet."
I took out my book, and scratched a few things down about the Spiraloid and the Songstems. I thought this'd be interesting stuff for the folks back at the laboratories to chat about.
I suppose I dosed off for a bit then, because when I woke up, Quietude was nowhere to be seen, and the sun was high in the sky, beating warmly down on us. My companion Rasberry Phillip Phinn was fast asleep himself, with a fishing pole in hand, his feet drifting in the water, his back slumped against the mast, and his hat pulled down over his eyes, so all I could see was his beak poking out. I took off my boots, and stepped across the deck, which was now quite hot from the beating sun. I shouted, and Rasberry jumped up out of his trance and looked around anxiously, and then saw me. A grin crossed his face, and he slumped back down.
"Ahh," he chuckled, "I forgot about you for a sec, I got quite a scare, I thought I'd hooked the Kraken," a big grin crossed his face, "Come, have a seat over here, and I'll tell you a story 'bout another frien' of mine who actually did hook a big fish... the mother of 'em all."
I tiptoed quickly across the deck, and had a seat right next to him, he was almost two heads taller, even while seated. I dipped my feet into the water, which was moving at a rushing pace even though it felt like we were just crawling along, and looked up at him intently.
"There're two things in life an ardeidal loves, not countin' the ol' river: fishin', and talkin'. The best is when we all get together, and tell stories about fishin'. Now, one time we was all together, and ol' Birch Samson (a right old ardeidal, he has me beat by some two hunderd years) tol' us 'bout the time he hooked Ol' Dell herself, the mother of all song sharks. Of coarse, he didn't mean to, Ol' Dell's a good fish, like the rest of her kiddies, but anyhow, he 'ooked her. Would ya like to 'ear the tale, or jus' have a look out at the river for a bit?"
I wanted to hear his story, I was becoming more and more intrigued by these ardeidal every moment. "Yes, yes, do tell, I'd love to hear her."
"Well yippee doo, you're in for a treat then. Now sit back and relax, and I'll tell you the greates' fishin' tale as can ever be tol'.
"Birch Samson, like I said, is a very old Ardeidal. He's so old, he's been around since the river flowed the other way so to speak. Anyhow, Birchy was out fishin' once, about this time o' the year, and he fell asleep. He wakes up, and sure enough, all the bait and his hook were gone. He figures it got snagged, so he just strings up a new 'ook and keeps a fishin'. Sure enough, it happened again... and he saw what it was.... a huge sharkie. An ancient prolly. So, he thinks he's not supposed to fish for sharkies, cause we're frien's with them, but he does anyway. He sticks a Spiraloid on his hook, which was extra big, and happens to be irresistible to sharkies. So, he casts off, and shur enough, its huge dorsal appears on the water's surface, floppin' around like, and he's reelin' her in. So he gets her close to his boat, and she takes a big ol' bite outta it! Right outta the stern! It's startin' to keel over so he runs to the other side to balance her, still holdin' his pole with one han', and the giant sharkie jumps right over his ship, smashin' his mast off! So, now Birchy hadn't any idea what to do, but he still isn't lettin' go o' his rod... he gave it another jerk, and the ol' sharkie he had hooked wheeled around for a third time. Then, he did his famous little pulling spinning reel in (no other ardeidal knows how to do her), and he cuts out one of her teeth, which is huge. It comes back across, now that she's unhooked, and stops right by his boat, and pushes him to shore with a little grin. She even says to him Ol' Dell was her name. Now, he claims she's the legendary Ol' Dell, mother of Song Sharkies, and that he caught her. Interesting eh?"
"Why yes, quite... is there an actual Ol' Dell?"
"Why o' coarse there is! She's queen of the sharkies, she is! Birch claims he caught her, like I said, but I dunno. Maybe... interesting enough though. I like that story, it shows how we're frien's with the sharkies."
"Right, it does show the camaraderie."
With that, we trailed off, he went back to his fishing, and I to my drawing.
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We continued on down the river, at a steady enough pace, when Ras woke up with a start.
"I've got a bite!" he exclaimed, jerking at his fishing pole, pulling in slack, whipping it around, and drawing it quickly back in, like an artist splattering paint about his canvas. He continued reeling and pulling, until with an unceremonious plop his rival landed on the raft.
"A right nice catch! Lookit 'er, an Oceanid Rainbow, and nice size too! Thing 'bout Rainbows, they're impossible to catch as they camouflage perfect like with the water on sunny days like this. A rarity, believe you me, she'll make good eatin', an' it'll be somethin' to tell the others about, not even Birchy can catch a Rainbow with such ease as that," he winked with that last statement.
It was a nice fish... and I didn't know much about the sport. She was about a foot long, and rainbow coloured all over... I'd never seen a fish quite like it.
He suddenly lost interest in his catch and said, "Ya know, we're rather close to the planar borders... you might wanna hang on to somethin' if you ne'er travelled by the Oceanus. It might be a crazy ride."
I didn't see anything but miles and miles of Elysium ahead, so I started "I don't see any..."

Suddenly the air grew a deep shade of purple, the colour the sky turns towards the end of sundown, or that early twilight of dawn. Imagine, if you can, all of the sites and sounds of Elysium shredded into zillions of tiny pieces, and then sprayed in your face. I closed my eyes at this, it felt like the entire plane was blowing its very existence at us, and it was passing right through me. I felt almost liquid for a moment, and suddenly, it stopped. I looked about, behind and ahead, but all that was now visible was long, infinite savannas with their scattered trees... we were in the Beastlands now, Krigala to be exact.
The constant, harsh noontide of Krigala was a big change from Elysium's perfect weather... I'm a Cager, and my eyes are pretty well accustomed to the dim light of Sigil. This powerful sun was almost too much.
"Welcome to the Beastlands," Ras chuckled, "She is a bit bright, ain't she?" I noticed that he was taking his pole out of the water for the first time.
"Unnaturally bright. How do you Out-of-Towners stand it?" It was a rhetorical question... his grin and big straw hat answered the question for me.
"It's a developed skill, a developed skill. I suppose you Sigilers just ain't used to the sun, ahh well."
"Yes, it is rather dark up there... it's easier on the eyes if you ask me." I have eye trouble, I'm as blind as a bat without my specs... bright light causes bad glares. "Anyhow, didja get sick of fishing?" I wasn't in the mood to fight with a guardinal while on his boat over whether Sigil had better lighting than the Beastlands or not.
"Ahh, no. Tough thing about the Beastlands is that if you fish, alot of times you might get in trouble. A Warden Beast or even the Fish Lord might get mad.... so we respect them and don't if it's for sport. Ardeidal can go quite a while without food ya know... so fishin' is usually just for the fun of it. Besides, there's other things to do here that're just as fun."

"Like what for example?"
"Well, you for example, could prolly have a very merry time drawin' pi'tures of those li'nes there.... you don't fin' them in Sigil, no sirree." He pointed out across the plateau, and sure enough, there was a pride of lions out sunning themselves.
"An' me, well, I love everything 'bout the river, but if we run into any 'gaters, that's always exciting." He gave me that big, carefree grin of his from under the shadow of his hat, "Yessir, 'gaters's are crazed sometimes."
I almost shuddered at the thought of alligators biting at my feet, but I decided to forget about it. I decided to draw those lions, like Ras suggested... and then I fell asleep in the hot, constant sun of Krigala.
I woke with a start, as the raft was lurching a little. Ras was standing with the pole, we were in knee deep water...
"'Gaters?" My voice cracked a bit.
He laughed, "Hardly, we just ran aground... the water's a bit low... and an elephan' just crashed through... I had to do a little detour."
Sure enough, there were elephant tracks in the grass... I sighed with relief.
"Not too much time left here on the Beastlands, you slep' through it mostly... but that happens with folks new to the river. We're gettin' close to 'Borea, get your things together, it's almost time for the last leg of the trip... see the boundary comin' up there?"
"No, but if you say so..."
With that, our short stay on the Beastlands came to an end, and we lurched into that liquid space between, emerging on Arborea for the last few miles of our trip.
The savannas we rode across for the past few hours disappeared quickly in the rush of space and time that brought us out in the cool breeze and rapids of the Oceanus on Arborea. Rasberry Phillip Phinn worked at his steering rod like the master that he was, we dodged rock after rock, and the raft escaped the crazy rapids it entered Arborea in without any damage at all. Ras paddled us into the calm again. The Mount loomed in the distance, but closer lied the Guilded Hall in its shadow, no more than 20 or 30 miles away... as we drifted closer, another raft pulled into view.

Ras cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled to this other raft, "Hullo!"
The reply was long coming, but the boat slowed up quite a bit. After a few minutes, someone shouted back, "Hullo!"
We drifted closer and closer, until we came to another raft like ours, but one much larger. This was a cargo carrier, or a ship for a big crew. It turned out to be the former, piloted by a bralani (of the eladrin race) with a few coures flying about in it's vicinity.
"'Ello, what's yore name frien'?" said the bralani to the ardeidal.
"I'm Rasberry Phillip Phinn, but most folks call me Ras. This here is 'Manual Legis... pleasure to meet ya..."
"How rude of me, the name's Seamus Dunn. So, what brings ya to 'Borea?"
"Him," he pointed to me. "He's gotta get to the Guilded Hall right quick, somebody ate somethin' sour and 'Manual here is a doctor and a botanist and has to divine a cure, so I says to him 'Sure, I'll be glad to take ya down there'. I figures I can pick up a bottle of spirits while I'm hear too... best wine on the river, here in 'Borea. So, whatcha got in the crates?"
"Ahh, just a bit of produce. Nothing to exciting, you know." He lifted the cloth covering off of a huge crate of strawberries, as big and red as I've ever seen. "Ya like to come aboard for a bit, we'll have a bite to eat?"
I grinned hungrily at the idea, and Ras picked up on it, "Sure... I 'spose your boat runs a bit faster in these waters anyway. Go ahead 'Manual, climb aboard then." He more or less picked me up and handed me to this Seamus, and then stepped across himself. He tied his raft up to the back of this bralani's, and then joined us at the helm. "There, she shouldn't cause to much drag, and even so, we'll still get there faster."
Ras was right... we were ripping through the water. I let my bare feet dangle off the side, and I listened to Ras and Seamus talk while I nibbled on a strawberry bigger than my fist.
"Perfect weather for a ride on the river, eh? I haven't gone boating in sun like this in ages."
Ras replied, "Ya, 'tis lovely weather. Matter o' fact, back on Elysium yesterday, I caught me an Oceanid Rainbow... and you know how tough that is."
The bralani visibly perked up, "Really? I've never seen one before, do you have it with you? It should still be alive if it's only been a day out of the water, right?"
"Yeppers, she's sittin' in a basket full o' water right now, didn' want her to die, or the other boys wouldn' believe me. Want me to go get 'er?" Ras was beaming with the pride of his catch.
"Yes, sure, I'd love to see her!" Seamus said, and with that, Ras bounded to his boat, grabbed the basket with the fish, and brought it back over. "Oooh, look at her shine... I've never seen one before. You couldn't have been luckier if you caught Old Dell."
Ras winked at me, "Ya, I was just tellin' 'Manual 'bout Ol' Dell. A frien' of mine caught her by accident once, I should tell ya 'bout it sometime."
"Definitely, I'm stopping at the Guilded Hall too... you can tell me there."
"Right, will do. Hey, these are darn good 'berries, where'd you pick 'em up from?"
"Most are from the hills on the other side of the Mount, some of 'em are from around Quietude on Elysium. Been there?"
"Why sure, matter o' fact, that's where we came from, isn't that a coincidence. I guess it gives me a good enough reason to go on back then, eh?"
"Oh, definitely. I always liked Quietude... it's a pity I don't get there often, you know, duties on Arborea and whatnot. Ahh well, what's that prime saying, 'Absence makes the heart grow fonder' or some such."
"Barmy bunch, primes, always saying the darndest things." Ras laughed after he saying this... something must've stuck him as funny.
The two of them went on with such small talk for about an hour, until we docked on the banks of a little tributary of the river outside of the Guilded Hall. I rushed inside, and Ras followed close at my heels.
"You came but a moment to late Master Legis, it seams it was just a bit of food poisoning. A bit of regurgitation, and she's all better now. Sorry to have bothered you, but I must say, you did get here awfully fast." This was the news of the situation the clerk in front told me.
"Well," I said to Ras, "at least it was a fun trip, eh?"
"They call this 'irony' up there in Sigil don't they?" we both had a hearty laugh, and he continued, "Yes, it was a lovely trip. You weren't in the way much at all... we should do it again sometime, look me up next time you're in Elysium. 'Til then, I'm off to Quietude, I just need to pick up some o' those 'berries." 
He waved goodbye, and awkwardly did his half run back to Seamus' boat. After helping him unload (and telling him Birch's fish story), he cast off down the river, on his way back to Elysium.
The Ardeidal
Meet the heron-guardinal in its full feathery glory in the Mimir.Net Monsterous Compendium
Guardinal, Ardeidal 

(by Jeremiah Golden) 

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:
Elysium, Oceanus

FREQUENCY:
Uncommon

ORGANISATION:
Solitary

ACTIVITY CYCLE:
Day

DIET:
Omnivore

INTELLIGENCE:
High (11-12)

TREASURE:
Incidental

ALIGNMENT:
Neutral Good

NO. APPEARING:
1 (1-3)

ARMOUR CLASS:
2

MOVEMENT:
15, Fl 8 (D), Sw 6

HIT DICE:
6 + 5

THAC0:
14

NO. OF ATTACKS:
2

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
1d4 / 1d4 (talons) or by weapon

SPECIAL ATTACKS:
Knock down

SPECIAL DEFENCES:
None

MAGIC RESISTANCE:
30%

SIZE:
Large (7' tall)

MORALE:
Champion (15-16)

XP VALUE:
2,000

"Aye there friend, I take you be going down the river 'day? Step aboard, step aboard! Ol' Devin at your service! I say, you never do be travelling on a 'De dal raft before. Now woo wee, have you been missin out, I dare say you have! Not a better means of 'portation you can be taking down the 'ighty river Oceanus, no their ain't. Now don't be shy of the edge hear? Can't take in the wonders of her if ya don't get down and close with the delphons! Just shy over to the edge and take a listen."
-- Ol' Devin, a talkative ardeidal
Ardeidal guardinals, sometimes called the Fisher Kings, plough the waters of the river Oceanus on rafts. Some drift down its waters just for the sake of it, while others use barges to move cargo from Arborea to the Beastlands. Any ardeidal will be willing to give someone a lift, as it gives them a chance tell all their tales. While not pushing the poles to drift down the Oceanus, they are either fishing or talking, and they enjoy both equally.
A common site on the river is a ardeidal hunched down on the side of their raft, feet dangling in the water, and a long pole in their hands with a line leading down into the depths. Often they will pull down their straw hat over their eyes and actually take a small nap while fishing in this pose. River carp are the usual catch of the day, though they sometimes catch salmon or trout, and the very rare lantern fish from deep within the rivers depths.

Resembling herons, ardeidal have a long thin bill as part of there human face, a soft feathered plumage on arms and legs, and long bird like legs ending in slight talons. Their plumage is often a soft white with a touch of red or blue, but dark or even black ardeidal are known to exist. They dress usually in long trousers held up by suspenders, with no shirt covering their feathered chest, and wide-brimmed straw hats to keep the sun off as they push their rafts.
COMBAT:

 The ardeidal will only fight if they are cornered on their rafts, otherwise if encountered rarely on land, they try and fly, though quite awkwardly, back to their rafts as soon as possible. On their boats they use poles or rods to try and push a sod off into the water by tripping them (on a roll of 2 above the number needed to hit, the target's legs were knocked out and they are pushed overboard), though they are ready to kill an evil berk if he is resisting being pushed off. Overall though, the ardeidal would rather throw a sod overboard to take a chance with the song sharks then actually kill him themselves; they're gentle folk.
Ardeidal are experts when fighting with there long steering poles (which are sharpened at one end to catch fish), or the shorter fishing rod (the barbed hook on the end slashes for 1d4 points of damage). They can attack with both ends of their steering poles at once, swinging it quickly and effectively to pummel with both ends in a blink of an eyelash (3 attacks per round, each hit deals 1d6 points of damage, or they can stab once for 1d8+1 points of damage, leaving a wound that bleeds for one point of damage each turn until bandaged). Swinging the pole at a persons feet, with their height advantage, they can easily trip a person up, and dump him in the waters. They are also effective in using the long poles to defend, blocking blows with the thin beam of wood.
If encountered with out a pole or unable to escape, the ardeidal can use their long clawed feet to scratch at an attacker. This is a last resort however as their feet are not well suited for fighting and can be broken if not careful.
HABITAT/SOCIETY: 

The ardeidal are considered the guardians of the Oceanus, usually having no affairs in the doings of other guardinals or Elysium, and thus no representation in the Five Companions. The only guardinal they can commonly be seen with are the arvoral, who view the ardeidal as distant kin, even they will never know the pure freedom of the skies.
Although they can be called loners, the ardeidal are still drawn to their own kind for good spirits and conversation. If a raft trip will take longer then a day, a ardeidal will usually have some of his comrades come along to help, so the trip does not get lonely.
ECOLOGY: 

Though mainly encountered on the river, even at night drifting along the waters, they sometimes camp aboard shore or go to a tavern of a small town boarding the river. Here they're usually jovial, telling of their adventures, or yet another tall tale they have concocted while sailing that day.
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Mount Olympus
Being an explorer's wealth of information scaling the heights and plumbing the depths of the famed Greek mountain.
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Welcome to the Mountain


By Goaya -- Outlander Explorer and Keen Climber of the Mount
by Jon Winter
A giant mountain, shrouded in infinite mists both above and below, Mount Olympus is dimensionally tall. Its forested slopes are large enough to sweep across several planes, its extensive caverns and tunnels burrow into several more, and its iceswept lofty peaks burst through into yet others. As a cutter might expect, colour pools on the lower regions tend to lead to the Lower Planes, and the higher a basher climbs up the mountain, the more likely she is to find a portal to an Upper Plane. Pools leading to the Prime can be found at any height, however. 

Legend has it the Mount was built by the Greek pantheon for their own private use, and indeed its slopes are covered with the Realms and Domains of countless powers and demi-powers of the Greek Pantheon. [On Hallowed Ground described many of these in detail, and more powers' realms are detailed on the Powers that Be page here].
Fortunately for planewalkers, however, the Greeks are not an overly protective lot, and don't seem to mind cutters tromping up and down their mountain. In fact, Olympus (whose peaks thrust into Arborea where the majority of Powers Realms lie) has become something of a symbol across the planes. The theme of the mount is one of struggle to overcome the trials and tasks life hands to a berk on a brass plate. Greek legends often tell of impossible tasks that have to be carried out by great heroes, and while climbing Olympus ain't impossibly, it ain't easy neither. The moral to be learned from this planar feature is that exertion leads to improvement.
"Nobody trips over mountains.
It is the small pebble that causes you to stumble.
Pass all the pebbles in your path
and you will find you have crossed the mountain"
-- Oread saying
Helping yourself to find your own way is the best way to learn. In fact, it can be hard to find guides on the Mount (unlike on Yggdrasil or the Infinite Staircase, where there are dozens of cutters who'll gladly show you the dark for the right garnish) -- locals often act offended at the offer of jink to guide bodies to their destination. Fortunately the Mountain is also eternal and unchanging, which means that a canny cutter can pick up maps which are usually pretty accurate. 

Don't think things are too easy, though. Just because the powers act disinterested (as long as a berk doesn't push his luck) and the maps are okay, it doesn't mean a planewalker shouldn't take great care. There are many inhabitants of the Mount who don't take so kindly to visitors, or who're only too happy to welcome them with open arms...and open maws. Horrific creatures from Greek myth like gorgons, harpies, lamia, minotaur, medusae, maedar roam the slopes and depths looking for prey. Mountain and hill giants, galeb duhr, and bariaur herds can also be spotted regularly, as well as the oread, mountain spirits who guard Olympus from unnatural influences.
There aren't any large burgs on Olympus, but there are a few smallish burgs (see below for some details on those) as well as mountain hermits and monasteries or philosophers and goat herders. The Fated have also built a waystation called Golden Gorge at the head of a narrow canyon -- it's widely known as the best way up from the Lower to Upper slopes, but of course the faction charges a toll for travellers to use the pass...
I think Voilá's got his jinksworth now. That about covers the basics. About those Olympian burgs? Certainly...only to happy to oblige...
Coin


A burg on Mount Olympus
(by Erin Hayes)
On the foothills of Olympus in Arborea, near Polyklepton, are a series of villages that embody the intense passions of the folk of Arborea more than most. Maybe to play up the contrasts, Arborean burgs in this part of the plane usually show two faces; present opposing emotional forms in each burgs. In the town of Coin, for example, the folk are divided along lines of greed and charity. 

The Givers are a highly altruistic bunch, willing to lend the shirt off their backs to a stranger. The Greeds, on the other hand, seek to milk every copper farthing they can out of both travellers and their fellow townsfolk. Predictably, the Greeds have managed to occupy most positions of power in town while the Givers farm, herd, and heal the sick. The Fated are remarkably strong here (chant goes it's one of their main haunts outside of Ysgard), as they make excellent tax-collectors.
Ecstatica


by Paul Lefebvre
Character: 

The beautiful and peaceful town of Ecstatica lies off the southern flank of Mount Olympus. Primarily it has arisen around a number of vineyards and family estates of well to-do bloods and high-ups who've moved out into the relative peace of these wilds to get away from the bustle of Sigil and various other major cities of the planes. The other folks who have moved in and built homes in the area don't necessarily share the founder's desire for peace and quiet. As such, there is constant underlying conflict between the "old-timers" and those that the old-timers call the "outsiders". 

Ruler: 

The ruler of Ecstatica, Thelonius Posterponorri, is the blood who built the first vineyard here. There is no formal government here, but most of the residents of Ecstatica don't question his authority as it's his own goodwill which has allowed others to set up their own kips in the area. Thelonius (Planar / male human / P[Dionysus]11 / Society of Sensation / N) is an older gentleman, now in his early 70's, who retired from a career as a planewalker to settle down and grow grapes. As a follower of Dionysus, he's very good at his job. His business seems headed to becoming a merchant empire, which he'll likely pass on to his oldest son, Stephanos (Planar / male human / F5 / CN). He lets the residents of Ecstatica follow their own desires, so long as they cut him in for a share of the profit. So far, the population of the burg is small enough that a larger, more flexible government doesn't seem to be required yet. Additionally, the fact that Thelonius has established an exclusive trade deal with Estavan of the Planar Trade Consortium has prevented the other powerful families of the burg from effectively challenging Thelonius' position.
Behind the Throne:

 A single ghaele eladrin, Gwyna Gallaida (Planar / female ghaele eladrin / Society of Sensation / CG) wields some influence over Thelonius' orders. She settled in the area after being banished from some backwater place called the Rainward Isles on some prime world known as Krynn, apparently for violating her veil in order to save a mortal lover from rampaging monsters. In the years since she's arrived she's contented herself with raising the three aasimar children she had by this lover. Her oldest daughter, Avril Brightdawn (Planar / female aasimar / R3/M3 / Society of Sensation / CG) fled the town to escape a looming arranged marriage with Stephanos Posterponorri which his father had tried to set up. As a result of this, Gwyna made the decision to remain in the area to ensure that Thelonius didn't achieve some form of authoritarian control over the town. In the meantime, she seems content to take a vacation and raise her two remaining children.
Description: 

Ecstatica is a small town, just beginning to grow from a village centred on the local wine-making exploits of a few powerful families. It has a population of only about 500 heads. The homes of the village are in large part comprised of Greek-style homes settled on the rolling foothills of Mount Olympus. The surrounding hills are filled with vineyards owned by the Posterponorri family and a few others. Everything is beautifully kept and the village itself has a quaint, yet romantic air to it.
The people of Ecstatica are divided into two main groups. The Old-timers consist of the Posterponorri family, the Eusdrians, the Splitshields, and the Thanarr clan. These four families own all the vineyards in the area and employ many of the people in the town. The members of these families regard themselves as nobles and consider themselves superior to the newcomers who have built homes in the area. The three secondary families are in constant competition to produce the best vintages of wine and are not above using slight sabotage at times in an attempt to prevent their rivals from producing better products. The Posterponorri family takes a cut of all produce by each family in the area, which is then sold to the Planar Trade Consortium for transport to Sigil and abroad. Currently Grummanor Splitshield (Planar / male dwarf / N), leader of the Splitshield clan, is looking for some way to sell his wine that wouldn't require him to contribute his own profits to the Posterponorri family.
The Outsiders, are folks who have moved into the town more recently and are a varied collection of planars, primes, and petitioners of varied stripes. Most of them are humans, with a scattering of elves, half-elves, and aasimar. Many of these berks are employed as farmhands for the vineyards. However, people uninvolved with the town's main trade are moving to Ecstatica in increasing numbers. Due to the local vineyards, Ecstatica is becoming well-known as a destination of choice by Sensates who consider themselves wine connoisseurs.
As a result of the increasing number of people who are visiting, and to take advantage of them, some enterprising bloods have opened up a pleasure house, a gambling hall, and finally, a theatre is currently in the process of being built. Visitors who come to visit the vineyards and buy alcohol directly from the producers are beginning to see the town as a form of holiday destination on journeys away from Sigil or other planar cities 
Militia: 

Ecstatica doesn't have a standing militia yet, though each of the four main estates is guarded by a private force of minders. Presently, the citizenry is generally composed of former adventurers who don't concern themselves much with the threat of bandits. They've been lucky so far, but some of the cooler heads in town are starting to get more vocal about establishing some form of militia or constabulary.
In actual fact, the burg hasn't been lucky. Gwyna Gallaida, having decided to remain in town for now, asked some of her eladrin contacts to give her a hand. As a result, a force of 10 shiere eladrin have taken up residence in the surrounding hills. They spend some days hidden within Gwyna's home, and the rest of the time patrol the surrounding hills for raiders.
Services: 

Ecstatica is most well known for its vineyards. The vintages produced here are actually quite good and are beginning to see growing demand in the restaurants and taverns of Sigil. Many Sensates visiting the Guilded Hall actually take extra time to visit Ecstatica just to sample the wine. Olive oil is also produced here by some farmers who grow groves of olive trees on the outskirts of the town. Sheep, cattle, and goats graze in some of the more distant fields.
More recently, a pleasure house, the Arms of Aphrodite, has opened on the edge of town. Run by Iris Thaladasius (Planar / female human / P[Aphrodite]9 / Society of Sensation / CG) and Jacinthe Paradulcios (Planar / female half-dryad / P[Aphrodite]6 / CG), this house is staffed mostly by Sensates, and provides many services, from the provision of "hired companions", and expert masseurs, to match-making services for interested visitors. It is rumoured that discreet inquirers can in fact purchase philters of love here. The Arms of Aphrodite is constructed of some form of pink marble and is covered by carvings of flowers, birds, fountains, and lovers. The cella (centre court) contains a fountain shaped like three nymphs stepping out of a splash of water. Lighting spells highlight the water and give it a coloured, glowing appearance during the evenings. 
Across town, workers are currently building a theatre where plays and operas will be performed by Sensates and teams of actors, singers, and comedians. Its construction is being overseen by Cyrus Talagard (Planar / male human / B5 / Society of Sensation / N) who has been commissioned by the Posterponorri family to assemble a group of thespians and complete the theatre. Due to unexpected construction problems, the theatre has taken twice as long as it should have to be constructed. It is expected that the theatre will be completed within the next three cycles.
The last service for visitors is a gambling hall, Hermes Hall, run by Palidus Llysanthrus (Prime / male human / T6 / Fated / CN). This swarthy man walks with a cane, the result of an injury apparently inflicted during his adventuring days, involving something he was trying to steal, an illusion of a beholder, and a long flight of stairs. Hermes Hall is a rough den, with dancing girls, loud music, and a lot of horribly tacky decor. Palidus views his gambling hall as a classy joint, famous across the planes, when in fact, it is basically just a setup that lets him sharp travellers with too much jink and not enough brains.
Local News: 

There has been talk lately that the delays in constructing the theatre might not in fact be simply accidents. A worker at the theatre reported having seen a shadowy figure lurking around a scaffolding one evening...right before three pillars which had just been manoeuvred into place to help support the roof crashed over and smashed a wall. Investigation failed to turn up footprints in the area, but rumours making the rounds seem to imply that one of the three main families other than the Posterponorri in fact are attempting to sabotage the construction effort in an attempt to prevent Thelonius from getting a significant foothold into the burgeoning entertainment business of the town.
A local farmer has requested aid after a rabble of bacchae raided his fields and destroyed half his olive trees. During the attack, his eldest son was taken by the bacchae and actually transformed into one of them. He's trying to find adventurers who could separate his son from the rabble and restore him to his natural mind.
Grummanor Splitshield, patriarch of his family, is looking for smugglers who can find a market for his wine that'll allow him to trade without having to pay off a portion of his profits to Thelonius. Given that the Planar Trade Consortium is involved in the situation, discretion is advised of anyone who wants to get involved in the situation and keep out of the dead-book. For such a risky venture, however, it is certain that the reward would be great.
The Bestiary


by Belarius
Character: 

You think you know discrimination? Do know what it is to be reviled? Hardly. Sure, you've heard the names 'Tief,' 'Clueless,' or even 'Cord Baby,' but do you really think these are all that insulting? Try 'Abomination.' Or 'Plague of Mankind.' Even been called one of those by someone who meant it, berk? I thought not. If you want to come here, you'd best leave your predispositions behind. We're all monstrous here, children and grandchildren of Gaea herself, and we ain't too pretty. But if you can set aside your silly little assumptions about us, as we have to each other, then you are welcome to the Bestiary. 

Ruler: 

Aphalleus (Planar / male gigantes / 16 HD [128 hp] / Guardians / CG) is the de facto ruler of this fairly disorganised town. Apheleus is a Gigantes, a race of beings born of Uranus and Gaea who resemble giant men with snakes for feet. As one of the strongest beings in the Bestiary, as well as one of the most idealistic, he inspires even those who haven't given up their violent ways to better things. Aphalleus has converted many a Greek monster to the cause of good with his smooth diplomacy and open acceptance of his heritage. That's not to say he's without his own flaws (he used to be a violent and vindictive basher, and still has a ferocious temper), but as the role-model of the city, he is the effective leader.
Behind the Throne: 

Not everyone in the Bestiary is as open to change and idealistic as Aphalleus, and his reverence of the Olympians have earned the leader more than a little contempt. One individual who has rejected the ideas of Aphalleus is Trephorae (Prime / female harpy / 7 HD / Society of Sensation / N). She was driven mad by a mage who made her vulnerable to her own song, and was fortunate enough to escape her Prime world through the Portal Defile, learning of the Sensates. Currently, she believes that man will never accept the monsters of their legends as equals, and staunchly defies the idea of integration between Gaea's kin and mortals. She argues that they are too close-minded to ever learn the true diversity of the multiverse.
Another nonconformist is Hamellus (Planar / male curst / M12 / Revolutionary League / CN). Hamellus was a roguish mage who wandered the planes stirring up trouble across the planes. On his last living quest, he travelled to the Realm of Hades, in which he caused such a tremendous ruckus that Hades made him an undead who could never die simply to keep the knave from returning to the Underworld upon death. Ejected back into the Olympian realms and instantly labelled a monster, Hamellus found refuge in the Bestiary, where, though not one of Gaea's brood, is accepted as a fellow outcast. There, he has raised doubts among the populace (such as they are) of the greatness of the Olympians. Hamellus has found no fault with Gaea (yet), but sees the Olympians as powerful powermongers who have no respect for the common man (he's right in a way, but it's foolish to say it at all in Olympus). As a refugee of the Bestiary, the Olympians ignore what they see as an ineffective rabble rouser, but they know all to well (from Hades himself) just how irritating Hamellus can be.
Description: 

The Bestiary is a cavernous city, carved into the side of the mountain by Gaea herself. She appealed to the Olympians, showing that not all of her monstrous progeny were evil or dangerous, and was granted the cavern as a place in which her outcast children could assemble and become civilised (so to speak). Most Olympians view the Bestiary as a convenient holding area for dangerous monsters, and most mortals on the Mount consider it a frightening hellhole, which keeps both parties from bothering the Bestiary's citizens. This suits the city just fine.
In order to enter the Bestiary and become a citizen, (and thus be granted protection from heroes and a comfortable home) a monster must do two things. First, it must renounce outright evil (though mild malevolence is acceptable). Then, as a token of good faith, it must give up its dangerous magical powers. A medusa looses her petrifying gaze. A great feyr must renounce the ability to produce negative emotions (including the basic fear attack). A harpy looses her song. Magical defences or immunities are not given up, nor are natural or physical attacks (which might include, in some cases, breath weapons, venom, or infestations like a curst's rot grubs). Now no longer a magical threat, the monster is allowed to enter the city and is provided a home to its specifications - it is believes Gaea automatically adds housing as needed, though this has never been shown for certain. Most citizens are of Gaea's brood (namely, monsters for whom she is responsible for creating), but many are simply monsters who were reformed by luck or fate. Common citizens include medusae, harpies, maedars, minotaurs, and a variety of undead, along with the odd dracolisk, feyr, or manticore.
For an outsider to enter (namely, a normal mortal), they must appear before a group of five great feyrs, who interrogate the traveller. The feyrs of the city, who call their association 'The Collective Councils,' decide if a candidate for entry is suitable, and how long someone needs to visit the Bestiary to accomplish their business. 'Guests' are given a pass which they must wear prominently about their neck at all time. Failing to do so can result in aggression and even expulsion by peery monsters.
The cavern itself is quite vast, such that the candle-strength lights of the city never illuminate the roof. The stone is carved with smoothness that can't be achieved without a divine touch, and stairs, causeways, and ladders protrude from the wall where they are needed. Since many creatures in the city have an aversion to bright light, the city is kept fairly dim - making it all the more frightening for visiting mortals to wander in.
The city is a hodge podge at best, filled with houses as varied as the creatures who inhabit them. Roosts for various avian creatures line the walls of the cavern, while everything from towers to burrows fill the space between the orderly paved streets. The only buildings of note are the Market (where food is produced by the will of Gaea and possibly Demeter and traders hawk their goods), the Bathhouse (where fresh water is provided for all to use, and public baths are open), the Speaker's Hall (where any and all are allowed to speak their minds about anything they wish), and the Outsider's Refuge (the only inn in the city which serves normal mortals). The city is fairly quiet, and is disturbingly peaceful - most visitors feel the place is about to explode into violence, but in truth that's about as likely as a chaotic baatezu.
Militia: 

Part of the agreement to become a citizen of the city is to swear to defend the city from outside invaders (usually Ares' bloodthirsty bunch or Dionysus' maddened bacchae). This they do with fervour and dedication. Creatures on the front lines are given back their offensive powers temporarily, often in an enhanced form. It's not tremendously odd to find an invading army turned to stone or fleeing in magical fear.
Internal defence, however, is a different story. In many ways, it's every beast for itself, as there is no organised judicial system, nor is there any active police force. Most beasts are not bullies, because of the powerful enemies that can be made in the Bestiary, and those who are often find themselves facing a posse of opinionated monsters with a bone to pick. Generally, though, everyone is civil to everyone else, mainly because they all came here to avoid oppression and misunderstanding, so they won't stand for it here.
If an outside enters the city and begins stealing (or worse), woe to him! The beasts view mere mortals coming into their homes to oppress them once more very poorly, and in typical Olympian, they react emotionally and without mercy. There is very little crime in the Bestiary.
Services:

 As mentioned above, citizens can acquire food and water free, and peaceful traders come frequently to sell various household items. Outsiders find themselves with a little less ease, often having to trade with the locals for food and water (unless they buy it from the Outsider's Refuge, which is overpriced). Many special services exist which are of virtually no interest to normal humans, including scale-shedding body scrapes and animal groomers. Many monsters, now leading a passive life, take up crafts hobbies, and sometimes can be traded with as well. Apart from that, however, little invites people to the Bestiary expect for two things: safe haven (for the monsters) and easy trade (for traders).
Current Chant:

 Recently, Hamellus has organised a sort of club for various 'reformed' undead, which include shadows, wights, ghouls, and other intelligent undead. This somewhat ghastly group (pardon the pun) has produced two things - a wealth of necromantic information and the fear of 'normal' monsters who are intimidated by the walking dead (especially since they're so... humanoid). There has been no reason to restrict this activity, but it has caused a slight bit of tension. The Collective Councils, especially, consider the 'Deader's Club' to be threatening, even though the Feyrs never had any real power in the first place.
In a somewhat lighter development, Trephorae has convinced Factol Montgomery to allow Sensates to visit the city for extended periods, experiencing the strange new sensations of a city of monsters. The Collective Councils must approve each person, but Aphalleus urges them to accept as many candidates as possible. While Trephorae believes that people and monsters should remains separate, she does want others to experience the differing viewpoint, if only for faction reasons.
Powers that Be
Being a collection of some of the Less-Known powers who make their kips on Mount Olympus.
The following is a summary of some of the better-known realms of Greek powers on Mount Olympus. There are dozens more belonging to minor powers and legendary beasts certainly, and perhaps these will be detailed later. You'll also find information below on some of the powers of the Greek Pantheon with whom you mightn't be quite so familiar.
· Realm: Zeus and Hera's Temple 

· Realm: Ares' Fortress 

· Realm: Athena's Hall 

· Realm: Aphrodite's Palace 

· Realm: Hermes' Den 

· Realm: Apollo's Temple 

· Realm: Dionysus' Vineyard 

· Realm: Demeter's Field 

· Realm: Hephaestus' Forge (Also Nebelun the Meddler) 

· Realm: Tyche's Villa (partly deserted) 

· Realm: Artemis' Bower (small and little-used) 

· Site: The Portal Defile 

· Site: Golden Falls 

· Realm: Eilethyia's Infirmary 

· Site: Hero's Rest (Heracles and Hebe's realm) 

· Realm: Helius' Palace 
Adonis


Lesser Power, "Aphrodite's Lover"
AoC: Male beauty, hunting, the death / rebirth cycle.
AL: CG
WAL: Any
Symbol: Anemone
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (Wanders)
Known Proxies: None 

Adonis is the male counterpart to Aphrodite, and popular in other pantheons as well as the Greek one. Adonis appears as a beautiful young man with hunting gear, and he is often depicted fighting a boar. Aphrodite has a very special place in her heart for Adonis, whom she saved once from death. He is a cheerful, outgoing type, and the other gods find him amusing and inoffensive. He has no fixed realm, but wanders Olympus, hanging out with Aphrodite, Hermes and Ganymede. Presently, Adonis is recuperating after being killed by Ares. For a god it was but a temporary thing, but it put him off the stage for a lifetime or more in mortal terms, and he only survived by having a toe in the door of the Babylonian pantheon.
Eileithyia


Lesser Power, "Midwife of the Gods"
AoC: Childbirth
AL: CG
WAL: Any
Symbol: Unknown
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (Eilethyia's Infirmary), Arcadia / Buxenus / Heliopolis (Nekhbet's Sanctuary)
Known Proxies: Iris (demipower of rainbows) 

Eileithyia (also spelt Ilithyia) is a kindly, motherly goddess, who is said to watch over mothers in childbirth and determines when they can be delivered. Hera has often quarreled with Eileithyia over the illegitimate offspring of Zeus. Hera feels that the women who tempt her husband away should suffer as much as possible, whereas Eileithyia wants to alleviate suffering. The kindly power is an ally of Apollo and Artemis, at whose birth she was midwife. Her realm on Olympus is a pleasant, airy temple-like building, reknowned for the skill of the healers there.
Amongst the Egyptians, she is known as Nekhbet, the goddess of the Upper Kingdom, and appears with the head of a vulture. Her realm in Arcadia is very similar in style and function to that on Olympus, and the two are linked by portals.
Eros


Intermediate Power, "Young Love"
AoC: Love, lust, homosexuality
AL: CG
WAL: Any
Symbol: Bow and arrow
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (wanders)
Known Proxies: Hylas (Proxy / human male / F3 / CG) 

Eros is a very old god indeed, predating most of the titans. In fact, he's Gaea's brother, and has been around longer than almost every other thing. Despite his great age, Eros appears as a handsome child with a bow and arrow (similar to a form taken by a friend of his, the much younger Lathander), and the arrows are said to do no harm, but to inspire passion in those struck. He is often to be found with Aphrodite, with whom he works closely, although it's mere screed that he's her son; he's old enough to have created her himself. His favoured proxy of the moment, Hylas, is a former lover of Zeus' proxy Hercules, and Hercules (who recently attained demipower status) is thought to favour a reunion, although Hebe may be less keen on the idea.
Ganymede


Demipower, "Cupbearer of the Gods"
AoC: Service, duty, male beauty
AL: LG
WAL: Any non-evil
Symbol: Eagle's wings addorsed
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (visits all the good powers)
Known Proxies: Miletus (Proxy / human male / F9 / LG) 

Ganymede was a prince on the Prime somewhere (it's rumoured that one of his successors was involved in the war started by Eris). But his beauty was such that he was spotted by Zeus, who swooped down in the form of an eagle and took him to Mount Olympus to be his servant and lover. As such, Ganymede represents the power of physical attraction, the benefits of dutiful service, and also the sheer power of Zeus, who is amongst the greatest of all gods, that he can raise a mortal up to godhead for his own desires. Of course, being a wild and a passionate deity, it's no surprise that Zeus would be most motivated by love and attraction. Ganymede is on good terms with all the non-evil Olympians, except for Hera. He has little time for Ares and Hecate, whose posturing and respectively macho and bitchy pretensions go right against his own mild-mannered character.
As a spot of trivia for proxy-watchers, Ganymede's only proxy Miletus is a former lover of Hades' proxy Sarpedon, who quarreled with his brother Minos about him. As the brothers are now reunited, Miletus is single again, but like his power, he's quite happy to do his job and get on with (after)life. (Sarpedon is missing from OHG, but in fact it should be he, rather than Aeacus, who completes the triad of judges of Hades. Aeacus is (Proxy / race unclear / P9 / LN), and although he's Hades' proxy, acts as his father Zeus' eyes and ears in the Underworld.)
Hebe


Demipower, "Eternal Youth"
AoC: Eternal youth and vigour
AL: CG
WAL: Any, but especially those with an eye to becoming proxies
Symbol: Lettuce leaf
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (Hero's Rest)
Known Proxies: None (she never keeps them) 

Hebe is the goddess who personifies the ever-youthfulness of the Olympians. She herself is quintessentially vigourous, and appears as a deva with a playful smile and a constant urge to run and laugh. She was until recently a cupbearer to the gods like Ganymede, but since marrying Zeus' proxy Hercules, whose realm she shares, she's stepped down and allowed Zeus' boyfriend to get on with it. Hebe is the daughter of Hera: she has no father. For this reason, her marriage to Hercules is a sign of tentative peace between Zeus and his proxy, and Hera. 
Helius


Lesser Power, "The Sun"
AoC: Sunlight
AL: N
WAL: Any
Symbol: The sun
Home P/L/R: Arborea / Olympus / Mount Olympus (Helius' palace)
Known Proxies: Phaethon (Proxy / human male / T4 / Fated / CN) 

Helius is the personification of the sun. His worship and cult are limited, although in island areas, where the sunlight and the winds it creates are vital to commerce, he is revered as a god of trade. Apollo, who also has jurisdiction over the sun, has been the cause of a slight waning of Helius' power lately. Helius' proxy, his son Phaethon, is a boastful and incautious youth, who longs to drive the chariot of the sun. It's widely said there'll be trouble if he ever does, especially with Zeus trying out lawfulness in order to fulfill his role as Jupiter to the Romans.
Memoirs of the Mount
Being a collection of stories, journal entires and chant concerning Mount Olympus.
When in Rome...


By Leir the Explorer
(Planar / male tiefling / R12 / Athar / NG)
(by Greg Jensen )
Mount Olympus. We all know it's a major feature of Arborea, and the home of a pantheon of powers called the Olympians or Greek "Gods." 'Course, as an Athar, I have to tell you these so-called Gods are not all they claim to be. They bicker and argue among themselves more than a Xaositect and a Guvner playing knucklebones, and over such petty things. If they are "supreme beings," I'll stay inferior, thanks. 
Anyway, Olympus is also one of those planar pathways. You know, a feature that exists in several planes simultaneously, and can be used to access one plane from another. Most people know that Olympus also connects to Hades, the realm in the Grey Waste of the grim berk of the same name. It also hooks up to Aeaea, Hectae's realm in Baator, and at least at one time it connected to Tarterus, the realm of the fallen Titans on Carceri. It even is remotely connected to Strife Unforgiving, Eris' realm in Discordia, and Nike's realm on K'un Lun (see Planes of Cordance for more on that). In my explorations of Olympus, I found another noteworthy discovery. 

One trail on Olympus less travelled led me to Buxenus, the second layer of Arcadia. Mt. Olympus exists on this plane as well, all but unknown to most planewalkers. Several fraudulent powers exist here, too. They match the alignment of their plane for the most part, being about as passionate and libertine as a Hardhead clerk. However, they seem strangely familiar to anyone who has experience with the petty and self-indulgent Greek pantheon. The head of this new pantheon, Jupiter or Jove, carries thunderbolts and is married-but-not-faithful to Juno, a power of marriage and motherhood. Venus is the most passionate deity here, being a power of love and beauty. Her husband, Vulcan, dwells under Mt. Olympus at his forge. Mars and Minerva, two war "gods," are bitter rivals. Ceres and Bacchus are the two main agricultural powers. Neptune rules the nearby seas, and Mercury acts as a courier to these powers.
It is too strong a resemblance to the Greek pantheon to ignore, yet they are different. They claim to be the "Roman" pantheon, whatever that means. They place a greater emphasis on maintaining order in society (or, as they seem to call it, "The Empire") than the Greek pantheon ever would, but are in every other way the same.
So what does this all mean? Are these the same powers? Maybe their deluded followers have different interpretations of the same deities, and the same individuals appear differently and on different planes to match these conceptions. Maybe they have actually become different gods altogether to match the belief of their followers. Anyway, it's a mystery. If you ask me (and even if you didn't), it's just more proof that the powers are only as all-powerful as their followers imagine them to be.
A Mountful of Fiends


by Rathinayr Crovaxius, Tiefling Shadowmancer of Mask
(by Chet Reeder)
Alright berk stop rattling your bone box and listen up. No what I will be telling you, you might think as blubber, but you never do know, do ya berk? Anyway, I was with some fellows doing a job for one of the high up men in Sigil, and what did I spy on my way to a burg upon Mt. Olympus. 

You know, that big mountain in Arborea, too pretty for my tastes. I'm getting off track here... well we were travelling along, looking at the trees and such, then without warning we stumbled upon an encampment of nupperibo, with some berk in standing there talking, I guess that is what you could call it. What this means I am not sure but something's fishy upon the Mount if baatezu are crawling upon it. Filthy baatezu they are... well, they caught our scent and I was the only one of our party not having gone barmy or sent to the dead book. Well I went about my job and with a few extra jink I found out from some Bleakers here in the Cage that some more baatezu have been sighted in that very same area, of course those Bleakers are touched in the head none the less. For more jink you could always hear the rest of the story berk....
Alright so I guess I will rattle my bone box a bit more for another drink. Well I went back to that accursed Mount, creeping back where I last saw the baatezu and well let me just say... they must have found a nice little portal to the Upper Planes... but of course who ever trusts a tiefling anyway?
The River Styx
Being a foul broth of fetid darks steaming from the stinking Lower Planar waterways.
[image: image7.png]



Who do you Trust?


Chant from the Boatsman
by Jon Winter
Lady's Grace, cutter, or whatever they say in Sigil these days. They call me "The Boatsman", on account of my skiff. What do I call me? The same, cutter. I don't remember me real name. 

See, when you ply the Styx like I do, a blood expects to get a mouthful of the fetid water every now and again. Even us kytons are affected by the memory-wiping properties of the fetid water, and let me tell you I've forgotten my past life more times than I care to remember. Or than I can remember!
How do I even know this? Well, I do what many canny explorers of these parts do; I keep detailed diaries of who I am carved into slate, in this pack here. Sure, it's heavy and weighs down the raft, but paper's no good...the Styx eats it like acid. So should I get a dunking, I reel in the pack (which I keep tethered to my leg with one of my loose chains) and have a good old read while I recover.
Anyway, you can imagine the hazards involved with travelling the Styx. If you must hire a boatsman (and I hasten to add you really should!) you've got two choices: 'loth, or non-'loth. I'd recommend avoiding the marraenoloths like the plague itself, because one false move and they'll sell you and your families into slavery as soon as spit. Having said that, the alternative ain't much better...most mortal boatsmen have woefully inferior knowledge of the Styx's infinite waterways, and far less sailing skill. So who do you trust? Why, what about me, cutter!
Enough of the trumpet blowing. You want to know how much it'll cost, how long it'll take, and how safe it'll be. The answer to all three is It Depends. First, on the skill of your boatsman; the better they are at their job, the quicker it'll be to travel the Styx. The better pilots know the shortcuts from the Abyss to Baator missing out the planes in between. That saves days, believe me. And the less river you travel, the less likely you are to be ambushed.
Having said that, though, some unscrupulous pilots've been known to lead a basher into an ambush -- usually the ones they think have more jink than they're letting on, or ones who're rude to the pilot. It's usually the last that ever seen of 'em too...
Average travel times are two to seven days, though it can take very much longer to wind your way up one of the tributaries. Marraenoloths usually take one to three days, but their personalities make it seem much longer!
The more dangerous a location, the more it'll cost, naturally. And the more secret a location, the higher the garnish'll be too. The worst boatsmen will ferry bashers short distances on the Styx from 20 jinx a head. You get for what you pay for. I charge from 100 gold a person, cutter, anywhere up into the thousands. Some charge more still. And I prefer payment in gemsstones, thank you. You have no idea how hard it is to navigate the gorges to Nessus or the rapids of Gehenna, my friend.
If you're needing a guide on the Styx, be sure to ask for me. I've never betrayed anyone who didn't deserve it, and that's the truth....
The Three Yugoloths


Being a Lower Planar fable
by Tom Bubul
Once upon a time, on a now lost backwater of the Styx, there were two maeraenoloths. One of them had his station due to power, the second due to his father being an ultroloth, the third due to cunning. 

One day, a party of baatezu came across the river and decided they needed it would be best to use it to get to the War, so the first baatezu (a barbazu) asked the powerful loth, "Take me up your river now, and be glad I don't rip you apart."
Now, the 'loth being a proud one, and used to being strong as a mezzoloth, decided he wouldn't take the insult. He spat at the barbazu and hit him with an energy bolt. No sooner was this done than the barbazu and his war party ripped through the 'loth and smashed in his boat.
The barbazu, now furious, went to the second 'loth and said, "Take me up your river now, and be glad I don't rip you apart, like your friend."
Now, the 'loth being the son of an ultraloth, was also proud and decided he wouldn't take the insult. He said to the barbazu, "Ask me nicely or I won't take you anywhere. My father is an ultraloth and will crush you." 
No sooner was this said than the barbazu and his war party ripped through the 'loth and smashed in his boat.
The barbazu then went fuming up to the third 'loth, fuming with anger and seeing red, and said, "Take me up your river now, and be glad I don't rip you apart, like your friends."
This 'loth was a cunning one, and said: "As you wish."
Without another word, he herded the war party into his boat, took their small fee, and from the shore pushed the boat right into a rock. The boat sank, and the baatezu drowned. The 'loth was happy... he now controlled the river, and had a bit of coin, for nearly nothing.
The moral: It matters not who you are, or what you've got, but what you know.
Flood Gates


Chant by Ja'arak, male githzerai psionicist and Indep sellsword
by Matt Maybray
My mates and I were finishing up a job on Gehenna, and we had to meet a prospective client on Pandemonium, so we decided to try our luck on the Styx. Now, we didn't have a lot of jink for a marraenoloth, but Tyrus, our warrior, had brought along a folding boat (I swear, that's what he says it's called!), and between my psionics and our mage Alana's spells, we thought we could handle it. So, we hopped in and sailed off. 

Now, after about a couple of hours, the Styx got real shallow, and we had to push our way forward with whatever we had (spears, staff, what have you,) so as not to touch the water, but the boat was to heavy with us all in there, and we got stuck in the muck. I quickly scanned the surroundings, and it looked like we were on the Gray Wastes, where the Styx is supposed to flow in full force. Alana was preparing a water spell that would hopefully get us unstuck, when all of a sudden we hear this great rumbling from behind.
I turned to look, and, I don't mind telling you, I nearly messed my sodding trousers at what I saw. This huge torrent of Styx-water was coming towards us. I quickly positioned the boat telekinetically so as we wouldn't get submerged, and before I knew what was happening, we were moving again fast. I managed to anchor myself to boat and keep Alana from falling in, but Tyrus took a plunge before I could grab him. I tried mind-lifting him out, but I couldn't see him through the fetid water. Just then, this skiff sails by with what looks like a small platoon of baatezu, and I swear, the marraenoloth boatman grinned evilly at me and seemed to say, "It's new, cutter what do you think?" The skiff then quickly disappeared over the horizon. We then eventually got to Pandemonium without further incident.
Now, my theory on the whole thing is this: I think the yugoloths have installed flood gates at various points on the Styx so the can control who sails on it. Maybe they heard about the rumour about the other fiends not be able to teleport anymore and decided to capitalise on it. If my theory is correct, the 'loths will have an even tighter grip on the baatezu and tanar'ri.
Peace of Mind


Being a business in the Cage with links to the Styx
by Joshua Jarvis
Izitri Adimov (Planar / male bariaur / class unknown / Bleak Cabal / N) has founded a new service to soothe the troubled mind. Working with the Bleakers he dealt with lots of troubled minds, many of them gone barmy from their experiences on the planes. To help them Izitri founded a small store he calls "Peace of Mind" whose motto is ignorance is bliss. You see, Izitri sell bottled Styx water. Anyone who drinks it forgets their whole life. You may ask "What kind of addle-coved berk would want to do that?" but many who have been tortured by tanar'ri for years at a time or lost in Pandemonium and unable to have a grasp on sanity as long as their mind is affected by their experiences actually welcome the release. That is until after they pay him and they seek to rediscover who they once were.
A New Abyssal Lord


Chant from Rathinayr Crovaxius, Tiefling Shadowmancer-Priest of Mask
by Chet Reeder
Off in the shadows, within a booth of isolation there sits a man everyone seems to stray away from. Upon further inspection all that is left are eyes of deep abyssaline pitch, glimmering darker than the shadows surrounding him. You approach closer, knowing this be the man you were sent to find, sitting down he begins to speak, tones of soft etherealness escape his lips before just some of his hawkish features come into view, knowing immediately he is a tiefling. 

"You got the jink?", his voice rasps out, a gloved hand offered as you place a bag of gold within his hand. "That's good berk... you know how things work in the Cage. So you came to here what ol' Rath knows about the River Styx huh? Fine enough but I hope you are not the one going down there sod, or else you will just end up in the dead book like man of the other berks."
He pauses for but a moment then continues, "Well it was a few weeks back, and I was there looking for this plant, growing on the banks of the river Styx deep within the Abyss... about the 457th, or was that the 58th... then again it could have been the 777th for all I know. So I was looking upon the foliage for the Shadowroot, a nice plant for a component on this spell I was working on, but you needn't know about that. Well the narrow valley I was in opened up into a large chasm, almost like if the top of Mount Celestia was dug out from the black scorched land. A large citadel surrounded by a few waterfalls of the brackish water of the Styx was shown there surrounded by a modest berg.
"Well without warning I was assaulted by fiends I could not even see and brought down into the burg. Escaping my captors I found a place to hide for some jink, well after conversing with an addle-coved fighter, trapped in the same predicament as I. Well he told me that this plane was ruled by a supposed solar fallen from the Seven Heavens... what screed that must be...going by the name of Xanado Deathbringer, or something like that, and the place he reigned was known as Bonethorne Keep with the surrounding berg of Bludswraith. Well I didn't believe the barmy for a second until I saw this figure flying high in the sky. His form was like a solar, but surely a solar would not be this far in the Abyss would he? I must be going as barmy as the fighter but....", he trails off, his hand motioning for more money, as you produce another bag of gold, nodding in his satisfaction. He tucks away the bag before pulling out a feather carved from bone.
"This fell from the flying being... so the stories must be true... so a new Abyssal Lord is on the block near the River Styx... and some even say this boy can control the planar way like you or I can open a door. This be flam or not but I know the high ups within the Lower Planes and Higher Planes are watching their backs. For if someone can control them then who is to say he can not put a stop to the river all together?"
The Double Tower of Ben-Imal


Extracted from the journal of O'ja of the Field of Nettles
by Belarius
On the fifth day of the march, we arrived at our ferry point. Three expendable black abishai had confirmed clear sailing, with no visible ambushes laid within two miles in either direction. Of course, the 'loths could have planted their little frogs in the fetid water, but we are prepared for this also. Gristilamm, our vigilant leader, had prepared a few spells fresh from the academies to temporarily negate the hydroloth immunity to the Styx. I simply hoped they would be as effective as his previous spellslinger tactics. No match for physical force, surely, but useful, in its own pettily academic way. 

Our osyluth ferryman was a pathetic example his kind. Fauning and obsequious to our vigilant leader, he obviously wanted to be a part of the Ring this cycle. But don't they all? He told us of his experience on the Styx, and of his near mastery of its currents. Why am I not convinced. Perhaps it is the simple urge to force the bone devil into line, even if it means breaking his emaciated frame! But we couldn't touch him, the little prick, so we kept our mouths shut and daydreamed of a covert assassination.
Our first few hours on the waters were without interest, apart from when our little bone baatezu nearly navigated us off of the side of Gehenna. We proceeded through the Gray Waste slowly, even lazily, and the hours dragged on like lazy larvae. We were startled to attention when the boat suddenly rocked violently with a hard impact from below. Made of reinforced pumice and thus quite durable, the attacker was unable to break a hole in the hull, and out navigator quickly slid us up against the shore, where we got to dry ground and quickly organised into our variable stance. IF tanar'ri, we could push them into the Styx with our polearms. If yugoloth, we would surround and separate them from one another, impaling them from all sides at once, and pinning them in place.
I have no doubt that is was this clever tactic that cost many valuable baatezu lives. From the waters, gray as the rest of Oinos, came not tanar'ri or yugoloth, but something strange and unknown to us. A creature much like a finned minotaur slowly rose our of the waters, dripping gray water. Its bone-like horns were exaggerated, curving high over the head and doing at least two full rotations before reaching metal-tipped points. Its skin was taut over what seemed like muscular fat, causing it to literally wobble as it waddled onto dry land. Its face was quite bullish, but it has razor sharp fangs in the place of an herbivore's blunt molars. We quickly surrounded it, as it was clearly immune to the water's effects, and proceeded to impale it from all sides. As its skin pierced, the water of the Styx flowed out, not like water, but like an intelligent ooze, creeping up out weapons and trying to touch our hands. Through sheer luck, I avoided contact with the deadly fluid, which cleared the minds of a half-dozen other barbazu. It was Gristilamm, with his powerful cold, who froze the entity into a solid crystalline statue, which we promptly broke apart and scattered.
The exact nature of this strange creature I have not been able to ascertain from any known records. We simply filled reports when we returned to Baator, informing the Dark Eight of this discovery, and recommending more gelugons be places on styx-faring vessels.
Once the threat was ended, we returned on our course, but three of the mentally drained barbazu were permanently frozen, unreviveable by any heat we could apply. I believe the freezing of the creature caused this reaction in the unfortunate among its victims, extending the damage to the creature to those it itself had damaged.
But I digress. We returned to our course, and soon made our way to our objective: The Double Tower of Ben-Imal. Built at even intervals on a huge bridge crossing the Styx on Othryx but reaching neither side, this building was deemed a threat to the baatezu cause (considering the problems we have had with the Bridge at Khalas), and were ordered to destroy it, clearing it of inhabitants and taking the stone back with us. Elegantly tall, with its towers plunging into the Styx itself, the stained marble towers were an impressive sight.
We docked under the bridge to avoid detection, and proceeded up the walls into small doorways placed near the water's level. Inside, all was darkened, as if by some magic, but our vigilant leader was able to temporarily negate the gloom with his own magic. We proceeded into the towers, searching for signs of life.
Of life, we found not a rat. Both Towers were still and silent as mausoleums, devoid of any sign of recent inhabitation. Stone furniture lay, fused with the stone of the building, with dust deep enough to refresh a 'death' mephit. Gristilamm and the second in command, a quiet cornugon, debated what should be done about this surprising discovery. They finally agreed that the osyluth and a skeleton guard would take the stone skiff back to Baator to get new orders, while the rest of the war party would camp in the towers, which we found could be accessed from one to the other by going outside and crossing the bridge. Our hope was to get an idea what, if anything, the 'leths, 'loths, or tanar'ri were using these empty towers for, while the ferryman fetched orders. If Gristilamm could secure the Towers as a baatezu base and supply station, it would be very helpful for incursions into the Abyss. such a success would look very good on the resume of every member of the war party, even the black abishai. 

For the first six hours, we finished surveying the exact details of the towers. Structurally sound, despite the apparent decades of disuse. Over 100' tall at the water line, and descending at least 50' below the waters, the interior capacity of the 50' wide towers was extensive. If vertical stables could be built, it would be no great challenge to keep a standing army of abishai inside each tower, ready to defend them with the backup of cornugons. Their location was ideal, inaccessible from either shore. We determined the stone it was built with was tempered to prevent any teleportation through its walls, and stout doors could easily be mounted on the openings by the water. Out only real concern was a styx-immune fiend breaking away the stone at either tower's base, but there was sign of this being easy, as long as we our two amnizu guards to help defend.
After six hours, though, things got strange. After our run in with the horned Styx-beast earlier, we were already on edge, expecting something odd to happen. This, of course, disturbs a body all the more when it DOES happen. We spied a huge ferry, of undetermined construction, approach us at a lazy pace, idly but purposefully drifting to the tower. The nearer it got, the more clearly we saw that is was ephemeral, not fully solid. It passed under the high bridge, barely clearing the overhang, and docked at the opening, its gangplank perfectly aligned with the doorways on both towers, a testament to the sheer width of the craft. We watched from the bridge and at the door, and saw ghostly forms of ourselves leave our bodies and walk to the boat, disturbing not a mote of dust. They were perfect examples of ourselves. I saw myself, groomed to court an erinyes with polished arms and armour and a look of satisfied conviction I knew all true baatezu held. On the boat we saw all manner of passengers, equally ghostly. there were ultroloths and guardinals, dreches, and glabrezu. Orcs, elves, githzerai, githyanki, tanar'ri, baatezu, all standing still, making no move to kill one another, or even notice their existence. Each was a perfect member of their race. Out ghostly selves boarded the ship and sailed off, continuing lazily down the Styx.
From that point on, I felt a hollowness inside me, as if, with the spectres, we had lost what it meant to be a baatezu. Though none would speak of it, for fear of being accused of treasonous thoughts, it was clear all others were similarly affected. Even the great Gristilamm, gelugon mage and master tactician, seemed disinterested. When the osyluth returned, he charged Gristilamm of negligence, seeing the lackadaisical behaviour as a sign of weakness, a way to depose the gelugon and thus gain power. Casually, chaotically, selfishly, Gristilamm killed the bone fiend, and we were all surprised that we didn't care. We waited for another, less ambitious ferryman, who took us wordlessly back to Baator, where, despite our technically flawless performance, we suffered greatly. We neglected our duties, having lost faith in the baatezu cause. That's how I ended up at the Field of Nettles. Once the Dark Eight had rounded up the troublemakers from that expedition, we were all sent to a skirmish at the Field, an obvious suicide battle. I check, and every member of the expedition was present, even fallen Gristilamm, the amnizu guards, the cornugon commander, all of us. We even learned of a second expedition, which had the same effect as the first, involving a large team of erinyes who were to pretend to be a cabal of human tiefling wizards, to avoid revealing our new base. Every one was assigned to the Field that day.
Of course, there were many battles at the field. I was posted there for the better part of thirty years, surviving by secretly breaking tactical edicts to protect my own life. Many of my fellow faithless did the same. Some were caught, and executed. Others, including Gristilamm, were not, by sheer virtue of skill.
But slowly, our seemingly infinite forces were depleted, even as they were replaced. More and more of the faithless expedition members disappeared, apparently turning stag instead of fighting. I and the other barbazu had no choice but to remain, as we were in the constant company of other, normal barbazu. So we fought.
One day, I was sent among the bodies with a small group to scout the area. the entire group was composed of faithless, I noticed. We were ambushed fairly quickly by a tanar'ri force, but managed to defeat them. Then, we saw him. Unmistakable an Ultroloth, from his stare, his faceless eyes, and his black, body concealing robe. He stood atop a pile of corpses and spoke in our minds. He told us of an upcoming battle to try to wipe out the tanar'ri totally. He told us of its inevitable failure. Then, turning, he walked away down the other side of the hill.
We conferred, trying to decide what we should do. Once we had made clear to one another our disinterest in the baatezu cause, we decided to make for the City of Soot and hide in the buildings of dirty air. In less than a day, the fighting started, and we could hear the din of battle below us through the clouds. Few tanar'ri came into the City during the battle, busy with the baatezu. We thought we were safe. We were not.
After thirty hours of fighting, the battle came to a halt, with no one left to fight. Soon, cambion scavengers came to the City, and caught us off guard. Forced to scatter, I lost tract of my fellow rebels, and was badly wounded. I thought I would die in that dark, cold City, but a group of benevolent mortals came to my aid, saving me from the cambions and taking me to safety.
Their benevolence taught me the value of help for the sake of help, good for the sake of good, and it brought me here to Mount Celestia. After some years of training, I have become an honorary Hound among the archons, who treat me with respect. But I cannot help but wonder about the Twin Towers of Ben-Imal. Were the ghostly images our own guiding philosophies. If so, did the Towers somehow steal them from us? And then, who received them? The yugoloths knew of my group's loss of faith, though that much was evident from our recent records. Did they use the Towers to steal our souls, as it were, and to react our movements. I known not. I have lived well in Mount Celestia, and have repented and become an Archon. How this could aid the yugoloths I have no idea. I known not what became of Gristilamm, or the abishai, or the cornugons, or the amnizu. I have no knowledge of my fellow rogues, though I highly doubt they would approve of what I have become. The strange circumstances of my desertion haunt me to this day, and I wonder at how the Unity of Rings will bring my past back to my present, and what it will make of my future.
Ilsensine and the Styx


Ilsensine, mind devouring god of illithids, and River Styx connection revealed!
by Aaron Infante-Levy and Jon Winter
The strange thing about the planes is that the more exceptions there are, the more the rules seem to reinforced, and the stronger the rules get, the more numerous their exceptions. So, where's this ring going to take an intrepid planewalker? To the realm of Ilsensine, of course. 

That'll give most berks the pause. Ilsensine? Why Ilsensine? First of all, Ilsensine is the main deity worshipped by the mind flayers -- who're also called the illithid. This being is the embodiment of mind-flaying, of sucking out all the thoughts in a basher's head and leaving him a mindless husk to wander around his realm like a zombie. Where beliefs and thoughts are the things that matter most on the planes, the greatest threat in existence would have to be their utter obliteration. Well, actually, Ilsensine doesn't obliterate them, per say, rather, it absorbs them. Either way, it doesn't do the sod getting mind-flayed much good to understand the semantics, after all, he's on the wrong end of the pike regardless.
Now, connections on the planes are made by...belief (you guessed it!). It goes without saying that this is true. Groups of like-thinkers band into factions, Powers form alliances based on common ground (or so it's said), towns cluster to planes of similar alignment, and the flow of the River Styx follows certain beliefs like a moth to a flame.
Think about it, why doesn't the Styx flow through the Upper Planes? Cause it's whole purpose is to drain a sod's memories, not inherently a good thing, least by most cutters' interpretation. Thus, the Styx flows into places of evil. Hey, now, isn't Ilsensine a Power of evil? What's it doing in the Outlands? Well, that's just another one of those planar conundrums that'll get a body so twisted she won't remember who she is anymore. Hey, it could be Ilsensine meant to do this...
But doesn't it make perfect planar sense that the Styx would flow into Ilsensine's realm, Caverns of Thought? Ilsensine is an evil Power of mind-flaying, and the Styx is a foul river of memory stealing. Both are sides of the same coin, if not the same side entirely. Chances are, the Styx enters the realm through an interplanar portal from one of the nearby Lower Planes (eg. Pandemonium), and exists through a different one.
Course, none of this can be proven. Not many adventuring companies are too keen on sending their best bloods to go investigate Ilsensine in its home realm. Besides, Ilsensine probably keeps it a well guarded secret, so a body'd have to be tough enough to resist his mind-draining influence until he could find the River; there are few bloods with that strength of will. It may never be proven, but remember one thing: If you believe, it may be true. 
Think on this, though. There's dark chant drifting round that the Styx never used to drain a berk's memory, and it was about the same time that Ilsensine appeared that it did. Some cutters have put two and two together and reckon that the illithid-god dips its temtacles in the River, and its him that sucks all the memories from your head should you take a gulp. Anyway, that's just one theory...do with it what you will...
Bittersweet Memories


Ash Bloodvult (Planar / male tiefling / Bleak Cabal) lanns this chant
by Kathryn Wallace
You want to know something about the Styx? Okay, I'll tell you something about the Styx. But I gotta warn you I heard this bit of chant from one of the barmies when I was putting in time at the Gatehouse. See, this poor sod couldn't seem to remember his name, his kip, or anything else for that matter. Just this theory of his, and that he kept babbling over and over again. Like if he hangs onto it, it'll make everything okay. I've seen them do that when they're just tumbling to the pointlessness of the multiverse. Damn painful to watch. Anyway, just a warning: this may be a big jink-drawing dark, or it may just be some addle-cove's screed. 
Okay, you've heard of "thought objects"? Right, neither had I. I had to ask this spell slinger friend of mine about them. Basically, he says they're the memories of folk what got put in the dead book, that break off while their spirits float through the astral on the way to petitioner-hood.
That's why petitioners don't remember anything about their life, I guess. Supposedly, these thought objects just float around in the Astral and no one can find them unless they know how to look and have some pretty specialised equipment for nabbing them. 
What's all this got to do with the Styx? Stop flapping your bone box, I'm getting to that. You want chant or babble? That's what I thought, now stop rattling that bone-box of yours and let me finish. Most folks know that if you get dunked in the Styx, you lose all your memories, right? Well, this poor sod I heard it from apparently knew the "thought object" chant and put two and two together, so to speak. So he came up with this theory. Seems it's his take that the River Styx captures "thought objects" from folk by contact, just like the Astral saps them away from folks what got lost. More to the point, he thinks that if a basher can somehow get to the bottom (if there is one) of the river without loosing herself, she could make one mountain of jink off capturing these things. 
From what I could tell, the sodding berk tried it himself. Did it work? Well, a group of kind-hearted 'walkers found him lying on the riverbank covered in slime, rattling on just like when they dropped him off with us. Maybe he did get hold of a "thought object." Maybe it was his own theory. Maybe that's just all that's left of his mind after a dip in the Styx. Me, I wouldn't go Styx-diving if there was a pile of jink as tall as the Spire down there. But if you really want to mess with this, go find some solid chant on these "thought objects."
Now, since that's all I know about that, I'll be taking that jink you forked over and go rediscover the "meaning of life" in the bottom of a tankard or seven of bad ale: cheap, empty, blurry, and cracked. Kind of like that poor sod's head.
Yggdrasil: the World Ash
Being a collection of chant, stories and anecdotes about the Infinite Tree Yggdrasil, her History, and Denizens.
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Welcome to Yggdrasil


By Darcmikel -- Planar Grey Elf and Sensate
(by Michael J Meyers and Jon Winter)
Lady's Grace! My name is Darcmikel and Voilá!'s garnished me very well indeed to give you the chant on Yggdrasil, fellow planeswalkers. 

Am I qualified? Listen cutter, I've slept with the Seelie Court, climbed in its branches, and dug 'twixt its roots. Even walked through a portal or few. And, as I've travelled the World Ash for over two centuries, I've found more than a few ways to traverse its expanse.
As any Guvner will tell you, "Everything, at some level, conforms to the Rule of Threes." And the World Ash is no different. You see there's three different parts to the tree: the roots, trunk, and the crown. Each area has different methods that can be used to get around.
The roots, more often than not, lead to the Lower Planes. Pandemonium, The Abyss, and The Gray Waste. Travelling here can sometimes be the hardest. Well, no harder than travellin' The Dismal Delve in Earth. Though many of the more commonly used paths are not so difficult to follow, they're also used by more 'walkers, thus, more encounters. The climate here is perpetually winter, and Yggdrasil's leaves are often withered, rotting, or the branches are bare. Don't be fooled by appearances though, cutter, the World Ash is still very much alive!
Watch out for Nidhogg, too, if you're tromping around the roots. Chant goes it's a massive dragon that gnaws at the roots of the World Ash, and has been forever. When it finally bites all the way through, Yggdrasil will come crashing down, bringing half the planes with it. I imagine Nidhogg gets sick of the taste of wood, and the occasional traveller would spice up his menu no end...
On the other hand, the trunk can be one of the easiest to cross. I say cross; because, sometimes, you have to climb the trunk and it seems like days go by. Other times, it's a few scarce miles and hours.
For the most part, colour pools in the trunk region lead to Asgard, with its direct connection with the ground, and Arborea, as it grows up to stretch out its first branches. The odd (and I mean odd) connection to Limbo also can be found here, typically through cavities and caves at the base of the tree.
Branches can be easy to navigate in the Beastlands, but in parts of Elysium a fall can be treacherous. Luckily, many of Elysium's inhabitants have made catches and placed nets under the more travelled branches. And I've even heard of paths in the air and on clusters of leaves that lead to Bytopia or even Mount Celestia. Branches can sometimes force you to travel down the tree in order to get on another trunk division.
As any Guvner worth his salt would also tell you, "There's almost always a loophole." In this case, two. Portals to the Prime seems to sprout up anywhere on the tree as do those to the Outlands.
It would be prudent to note that when travelling on Yggdrasil, it's not always necessary to go through a portal or gate. Though there are plenty of those, most assuredly, and they can be found under and through branches, in crevices and knotholes, and under roots. Most often, though, one finds certain areas of the tree connected to areas of a plane, manifesting as a tremendous ash tree in one place or perhaps a grove of young ashes somewhere else. You can step through one of these connections and off the Great Tree without even realising it, cutter.
Lastly, though the Seelie Court moves throughout the planes of its own free will, it members often move about Yggdrasil in quite a different manner. See there are enchanted places, root-covered banks, ash groves, and pools with great trees over them, that the World Ash touches. If you sleep or even pass out in these places you could find yourself someplace else when you come to. Waking up in Pandemonium is not the best cure for a hang over.
Unless you don't care where your going, I suggest you find a guide. The ratatosk, stags and birds can often help, but there are many others that know the routes as well. And, if you can befriend one of the faerie they can often show you an enchanted area to sleep at, if they're not pulling a prank.
I think that will help you find your way in Yggdrasil's shadow and through all it touches.
Being an overview of the Pathway, its history and mythology, recorded by Voilá!.
Everything You Wanted to Know about Infinite Trees, and a Little Bit More
Recorded by Voilá! into his explorer mimir
on a particularly uneventful climb up the World Ash
(by Jon Winter)
There's a lot more to this Planar Pathway lark than meets the eye, cutters. These days it seems everyone's using 'em. If it ain't tipping down tanar'ri, I'm yelling at yugoloths or bashing baatezu. Some berks whisper the fiends have taken a liking to the Grand Old Tree and take every chance they get to tromp up and down her barmy branches. But most bloods know the real reason the fiends have suddenly got so keen on climbing to places they used to teleport to. But I digress. You want to know about the World Ash, right? I'll take it in stages; it's easier on the mimir that way...
What is Yggdrasil?

Yggdrasil goes by many names; almost as many as she has branches in fact. The World Ash, the Tree of Wisdom or Knowledge, the Grand Old Tree, the Infinite Ash; the list goes on. Milori once told me that "Yggdrasil" actually means "the horse of the terrible one", and I thought she must've banged her head that day, because the Ash clearly ain't a horse. Now I think I understand why; the terrible one is in fact Odin of the Norse pantheon, and he uses the Ash to get from place to place in a hurry. So I guess it's like a horse. But I never did understand Divine Logic. 

So given that Yggdrasil's really a great big tree, where does that leave us? Well, for starters, it's such a large tree that it crosses a host of planar borders. Whether the branches, leaves and roots draw sustenance from any or all of these planes is a matter left to Yggdrasil herself to worry about, I think, but the fact remains you can climb up or down the tree, along the roots, trunk and branches, and find shimmering colour pools to any plane the Ash touches.
How does it Work?

To get onto Yggdrasil, look for a gate. You can rarely see them from the outside; just walk under an archway of branches, or through the thickest part of a copse, and you're suddenly there. Gates to the World Ash are identified by the vegetation they're near; the tallest tree in a forest may well be linked to (or even be) part of Yggdrasil, or a tree clinging stubbornly to the side of a sheer cliff, or a natural perfect circle of trees might have a gate at its centre. 

Once you're on the Ash, you have to climb. Nobody said planewalking was easy, cutter! In general, if you want to get to the Upper Planes, you have to climb up, the Lower Planes are down, and planes of a similar moral level to your starting place are around the trunk. But don't take that as the law, berk, it's just an observation I've made myself.
When (or should that be if ?) you reach your destination, you'll find another colour pool (you can see them easily from the tree-side...they look a little like colour pools on the Astral, if that means anything to you). If you screw up your eyes and stare really hard, you might be able to catch a glimpse of what's on the other side, but the best way it to step through. They don't need keys to operate, and they're (almost) always two way, so there's not too much to worry about...
Those sound like famous last words, eh?
Where does it Lead?

More planes than I've ever cared to visit, that's for sure. The following planes are definitely connected to Yggdrasil in one or more places (I'm sure about most of these because I've been there myself, berks): 

Arborea

 -- the Gnarl in Arvandor is touched by a particularly thick branch of Yggdrasil's crown. There are plenty of other branches here, but this is the best-known, and best served by ratatosk guides.
Astral – 

en route to the Prime, Yggdrasil grows through the Astral. It's a funny sight from here, cutter, with the light from the plane making the branches and leaves look like they're made out of silver. What's more, because time stops here, Yggdrasil doesn't grow. Which beggars the question how it ever got here in the first place!
Beastlands –

 as one might expect from a plane of Wild Nature, the Beastlands has its share of large trees, and more than its share of connections to the World Ash. Since most of them are unmarked, take care when you travel.
Gray Waste – 

one of the Ash's three main roots ends up in Nilfheim (the Abode of Darkness) on the second layer of the Waste, spitting distance from the horrible realm of Hel. Be vigilant here, cutter, because the foul dragon Nidhogg and her brood dwell here, gnawing on the root. One day they'll kill the tree and the planes will come crashing down, or so the story goes. You need to see how think Yggdrasil's roots are to understand we're safe for a long time yet. Leave the old beast and her children well alone and you'll usually be fine. Oh, and look out for Garm, the monstrous dog that guards the road to Nilfheim too. Hmmm...all things considered, maybe you should avoid this place altogether...
Limbo – 

there may or may not be Yggdrasil connections here, depending on the weather (as they say). Your best bet is Pinwheel, a bizarre stable island in the centre (they say) of the plane. If it doesn't send you elsewhere, Limbo is its usual destination (!)
Outlands –

 one root (some say a branch) extends to the Realm of the Norns, leading to the Well of Urd. There are dozens of other connections throughout the Land, but only from the fourth ring and out.
Pandemonium –

 if you're keen on visiting Loki's Winter Hall, Yggdrasil is as good a way of getting there as any. Take climbing gear, or risk being blown off the tree from the fierce winds that gust through the gate...
Prime – l

egend has it that any prime world where they've ever worshipped Norse powers has at least one connection to Yggdrasil, and judging be the number I've found, it's probably true. Easily the most numerous, but also the hardest to find, colour pools to the Prime litter the Astral regions of Yggdrasil like acorns on an oak tree. I've also heard tales of a living planet in a prime world called "Torilspace" called Yggdrasil's Child. Now that I would pay to explore...
Ysgard – 

this pane is literally overgrown with bits of Yggdrasil. There are branches leading to Rowan's Hall (the Fated headquarters out of Sigil), the Well of Mimir in Jotunheim (a place close to me own heart!), Smoke-Top in Vanaheim (that's a root, leading underground), 
I've heard stories that these planes might be connected, but haven't checked them out yet.
Abyss –

 rumours of twisted portions of the tree and warped branches lead one to assume there might be the odd section of Yggdrasil that's wormed its way int the Abyss.
Bytopia – 

although there aren't Norse powers here, the chant goes you can reach the Twin Planes from the Tree if you look hard enough for a pool.
Earth and Water –

 they say the roots of Yggdrasil reach even this far, though a body's assume they'd have to pass through the Astral, Prime and Ethereal first! I'll reserve judgement on this one, I think. But the rumours are very persistent.
Where did it Come From?

Chalk that one up to another mystery of the planes, cutter, because nobody knows for sure. Magnum Opus tells me that the World Ash is mentioned all the way back through planar history, and is at least as old as the River Styx itself. It's a good chance it was born the same time as the planes themselves. 

Another theory goes that Yggdrasil is a natural product of the planes. Just like the Abyss represents corruption and evil, and Elysium is ultimate, peaceful goodness, Yggdrasil represents growth and renewal. Climbing it, then, becomes a symbolic gesture; as the planewalker traverses the obstacles of the Tree, so obstacles in her life are overcome, and she grows, physically and intellectually.
Yggdrasil also represents renewal. While it's an evergreen, so the leaves don't drop off with the seasons (though a canny basher will add there's no seasons on most of the Outer Planes anyway!), the tree itself seems to go through cycles of growth and consolidation, where some colour pools wax or wane, new ones are formed, and older ones die. Some bloods reckon that the less-used portals eventually disappear, as if Yggdrasil only keeps them there as long as cutters stretch themselves to use them.
And some cutters snort at that and say that it's just a sodding big tree...
What's Climbing it Like?

Like climbing any tree, only larger! You'll find that many of the better-travelled routes are quite wide; often with roads big enough for wagons and caravans to pass down, because the World Ash is often used as a route of commerce. Less-known routes might have steps carved into the trunk, or ropes and ladders helpfully placed in difficult places by previous climbers. Of course, if you're looking for an unknown portal, or one that other cutters don't want you to find, expect to have to hack the undergrowth back yourself! 

The tree itself often doesn't look too much like a tree. It's that, big, berk, that you can rarely see both sides of the branch, with vegetation growing on the nutritious bark obscuring the view. When you do catch a glimpse of the edges, it can look more like a cliff than a tree. There is a general sense of "up" and "down", and falling off a branch is a hazardous process, as you're bound to hit a branch sooner or later and invariably come out the encounter the worse off than the tree. Some areas of the tree have localised gravity, however, so you can walk along the trunk rather than down it. Be wary of points where two branches meet, though, because sudden shifts in gravity can be mighty disorientating. Often you can walk around a branch and not fall off, because gravity points to the centre. But with the tree this infused by the Planes of Chaos, it's a leatherheaded cutter who trusts a rule of thumb all the time.
Travel times vary according to how fast a basher climbs, of course, and how far away portals are from one another, but they're certainly a lot shorter than you might expect from a tree that crosses infinite distances! You can usually reach any point from another in 1-12 days of climbing, assuming you're not waylaid by unpleasant encounters.
What are the Dangers?

The main dangers on Yggdrasil are other travellers. As I said before, fiends and celestials both use the Ash; depending on your temperament either one of those could be a threat to you. A fair number of monsters and hungry predators also make their homes in the branches, particularly ettercap, mold men, manticore, and trolls (who live in holes in the trunk and love to set traps). 

Also beware of crossing a treant, for these self-important creatures see themselves as Yggdrasil's guardians (ignoring the fact that the ratatosk also claim this honour).
Can I Get a Guide?

One of the best and safest ways of traversing the Tree is with a guide. While there are many touts and planewalking cutters who'll gladly show you the way around for the right jink, the best guides I've found are the ratatosk. If you can bear their squirrely antics, you'll find they know more about the World Ash than they let on... 

If you must trust a humanoid, try the burg of Crux. It's a well-known stopover point on Yggdrasil, and boasts a very pleasant tavern, and some friendly residents. You should also be able to find good guides there, at reasonable prices (so long as you're not planning on going anywhere dangerous).
And now, if you'll excuse, me, I think I can see my colour pool just ahead. Ah, don't you just love the bland, washed-out smell of the Gray Waste? I've got a date with a 'loth, and it's bad form to be late. Mimir, cease recording...
Tales from the Tree
Being a collection of stories, journal entires and chant concerning the World Ash, including the prize-winning "The Lizard, the Squirrel and the Dryad" by Matthew David.
The Lizard, the Squirrel and the Dryad
Being a cautionary tale about climbing the World Ash
(by Matthew David) 

PRIVATE
The khaasta had had just about enough of the ratatosk's gibbering. Next time he captured a guide, he thought, it won't be near this bothersome. Looking at the squirrel figure with disgust, he doubted it even tasted very good. Probably too stringy. 

"Where. You want. GO?" chittered the squirrel happily. The khaasta couldn't stand it. Prisoners weren't supposed to be this cheerful!
"I told you sssquirrely! Crux! There iss portal near there I need!" 

"Yesssss," mimicked the ratatosk, " Crux! I take! You. Lizard. Crux!" It chittered, excitedly. 

Despite the fact that it wore a steel collar around its neck attached to a chain that the walking lizard was holding, the ratatosk seemed in high spirits (much to the khaasta's displeasure). If it weren't for the fact the the lizard needed the squirrel to guide him through the twisting World Ash, Yggdrasil, he would have cut the bothersome furball in half long ago with his long sword. He should never have strayed off the path and gotten lost. Dumb thing to do.
The gigantic branch that the two walked on strayed far to the left and right of them. Had the khaasta looked over the edge, he would have seen more such gigantic branches all around. Branches so large, that they could even be settled by small communities. Hence, Crux, the destination of the khaasta. From there he hoped to find a way back to his home. He was eager to leave. This tree didn't suit his tastes for a permanent residence.
The ratatosk continued to gibber about this and that. The khaasta decided that he had, in fact, had quite enough. He came to a stop and unshouldered his back pack.
The ratatosk, curious as always, turned to see what was going on. "What. Scaly do?" he inquired.
The khaasta pulled a flask and two stones from his pack. He had threatened the squirrel to be quite many times already, but to no avail. It was time to threaten what the ratatosk seemed most proud of, what the majority of his mutterings had been about.
"If you don't sssshut up onccce and for all," growled the khaasta, "I'm going to burn that which you hold most dear. Your precious tree."
To the khaasta's continued annoyance, his threat didn't appear to work. Instead of scaring the squirrel into submission, the squirrel was currently engaged in rolling around on the ground, laughing/chittering his fur off.
"You think I'm JOKING?!?" bellowed the lizard.
"You. You. You..." serious of chitter/chuckles "...you. Funny lizard. You burn tree. You. Burn too." The squirrel seemed to be regaining some of its composure. "'Sides. Tree not burn. Too 'live."
"That sssso? Well then, little sssquirrel, I shall have to wait until I am about to leave, and then usse some of my magic potion." He pronounced this "posshun".
Curious again, the ratatosk asked, "What that do?"
Smiling wickedly, the khaasta replied, "It isss known asss 'greek fire'. It burnsss anything very well."
"Even water?"
"No! Not...", the khaasta realised that the ratatosk was mocking him. Clearly a demonstration was in order. A small one, so he wouldn't burn up like the ratatosk said. Besides, he had seven more flasks in his back pack, enough to char a couple branches as he left and amuse the khaasta greatly.
He poured a few drops of the greek fire on the branch, the ratatosk silent now, watching. He brought his two rocks together and started clacking them together to get a spark.
The khaasta's head jerked up as he sensed another presence. Standing several paces before him was a beautiful female. Her skin was the colour of bark and her hair as green as the leaves about her. Her clothing seemed composed of nothing but sticks and leaves. Elf, thought the khaasta, grabbing his weapon. Now this one'll be tasty, if I'm not mistaken. The ratatosk hadn't made a sound for some time, and something about that bothered the lizard. Surely it should be inquiring a million things about the elf by now.
The ratatosk said only one thing as the khaasta stood up and unsheathed his sword in one swift motion. He heard it as he bent his knees to lunge, his scaly tail swinging in anticipation. The word he said, quite clearly, and with not a little bit of awe, was "Mother."
The khaasta lunged, his head slamming down on the branch as he realised that somehow, probably through the elf's magic, his feet were embedded in the tree's bark. Cursing in his guttural language, he raised his head, seeing what trick his opponent would unleash next. She was...
"Gone." Said the ratatosk, some distance away from the khaasta. He had easily pushed the overly large collar over his head and was now watching the khaasta from a nearby branch.
"Where'd the sorcerousss elf go?" He demanded, attempting to stand so he could asses the damage to his clawed feet.
"Mother returned. Tree."
What nonsense was this? "She fled?" he asked.
"Fled? No Scaly! Still here. Mother. Always here."
The reptile looked around. Obviously his quarry had fled, having done it's damage. Coward, he thought. He looked down at his feet. His reptile eyes opened wide as(frightened?) hiss escaped his mouth. "What did she...?" 
His feet had transformed. No longer did scaled digits wiggle about, but roots. Roots that dug deep into the World Ash's branch.
"You try. Hurt. Mother. No like. Mother punish."
"What?" cried the khaasta, his confidence shaken.
"Don't worry. You become. Ummm...word... Not morry? Not mortal?"
"Immortal?" asked the stunned khaasta.
"YES!!! Immortal-thingy! Part of Mother. You. Her. One." The ratatosk's big overbite showed clearly as he beamed at the lizard.
"Then that, that thing that did thisss wasss..." he couldn't continue, fearing the answer.
"Mother!" yelled the squirrel happily. "Yggdrasil!"
And so, the ratatosk kept the the khaasta company for several hours, as the khaasta's bark skin slowly extended up from his feet, to his legs, to the rest of his body. And when the khaasta's screams, curses, and pleas finally stopped, when all that remained was a branch vaguely shaped like a humanoid, the ratatosk returned home, thankful for the Mother Of Them All, Yggdrasil, her protection.
And so does Yggdrasil continue to manifest herself, to this day, in the form of a dryad, lovely beyond compare, and always eager to protect the tree that is as one with her as Sigil is to the Lady.
Yggdrasil's Avatar: -- "The Dryad"

Strength: 17, Dexterity: 21, Constitution: 19
Intelligence: 18, Wisdom: 20, Charisma: 17
AC: -6, THAC0: -3, MR: 85%
Hp: 180, Dmg: 1-4+4 (knife +4), #AT: 1 

Aside from the normal dryad abilities (charm, dimension door, and speak with plants), The Dryad has the special ability flesh to wood any number of times per day. This ability is usable on anyone who is touching Yggdrasil. Once used, the target is slowly transformed over a period 1d6 hours, from the feet up, into a part of Yggdrasil. Neither a dispel magic or a remove curse can lift this. This ability is usually saved for anyone who directly attacks the tree. Perhaps if friends of a PC who suffers this fate performs some act of goodness for the tree, the Dryad might consider lifting her curse.
The Dryad also has spell casting abilities as per an 18th level druid.
Even if destroyed, the Dryad will spring forth from the World Ash 1d6 weeks later, completely regenerated.
The Dryad is an incarnation of Yggdrasil in mortal form. It is unknown as to whether or not Yggdrasil employs other avatars, but she's always ready to employ the Dryad when the World Ash comes under attack. It is also unknown as to whether or not she has the typical dryad weakness of being attracted to charismatic males, but maybe this is because none of them have ever come back to say.
Much like the Lady of Pain, the Dryad remains somewhat of a mysterious figure. Never saying a word, she appears when she is needed for the protection of the World Ash. Of course, maybe she would loosen her tongue if the right guy came along...
From Ash to High Water


Being a tale of sensory exploration by Roark Chaospeaker
(by Aaron Infante-Levy)
I hadn't been raising the flag, it was simply that I was the blood for the job, and the factol of the Sensates knew it. I've heard rumours about berks losing their brain-boxes over her appearance, her amazingly regal grace, but she didn't move me one bit it was the jink that got my attention. The subtle offering of a prize in gold holds more attraction for me than all the pretty cutters' faces in the multiverse. She outlined it clearly, using words like "expedition" and "trepidation" and "multitude of uncertainties." The way I scanned the chant, my ride was simple -- verify a path on Yggdrasil leading from Arborea to Ysgard. 

Peery, I inquired into the complications. Nobody I've run across so far has asked me to undergo a task so easy a task; apparently only slightly harder than finding a portal in Sigil. It was trivial enough to be a slap in the face. It was trivial enough to make me ask questions. I was recalling the dark that the factol had passed onto me as I trekked through the stately evergreens of the High Elves' Kingdom in Arvandor. Arborea certainly has a penchant for the immense. It was no surprise that a small party of Sensates should vanish without a trace here. It was no surprise that little should be known about a root path crawling through a lonely stretch of pine needle shadows. It came as no surprise that I should be here. I have the reputation as the best diplomat this side of the Great Ring no one could challenge my title on the Chaos Planes. So, there I was, plodding along through soil still moist from rain a fortnight ago.
At first, I hadn't realised that I was standing on the World Ash. Soon, however, I noticed that I was not walking across a fallen tree, but an enormous root winding into the upper canopy as if an enormous serpent had been slain while still coiled around the huge pines. This serpent that I walked across now had never relinquished its hold on the forest around me, even after its death. With ease, I ducked beneath outcropping tree limbs, tangled walls of vine, and dangerous knobs of gnarled wood threatening to send me careening more than seventy feet into the earth below. Then I saw it...
Then I saw it, the inscription in the branch clearly the rune of Ysgard. Kneeling by the marker, I traced the wood carving, feeling how the wood had been shaped by mortal hands to receive a bare message. It was as if all the wild here had somehow been tamed by a simple relic of man's language the rune was out of place and yet I marvelled at it. Lifting my head, I saw the root twining higher and higher above the trees, sloping upward into infinity. I was thankful that I had brought with me climbing gear and rope.
The going had begun to get tough. All about me there was rain. At first it was a few heavy drops, then it was a torrent of pelting water, and soon it had grown into full sheets of water clapping across my back. I did not give in. I kept pushing. The rope became slick, the hemp saturated with rainwater. This made the going harder. A few more footholds and I would have respite, a moment to press myself against Yggdrasil's trunk and hide from the rain, a moment in which to drill an iron spike into the wood and lash my rope about it. That moment never came.
All sense of gravity vanished and I was floating, floating in the rain. I felt my body slipping away from Yggdrasil, my hemp rope drifting away from me, disappearing into the darkness of the waters. Whirling about, I struggled to get my bearings. Bubbles of air seeped rapidly from my mouth, rising upward toward some non-existent surface. Involuntary contractions began to occur in my chest I was drowning.
Simultaneously, I felt myself sinking. With what little strength I had, I tore at the climbing pitons, my belt, the thick hide backpack I had carried, anything that sought to pull me down. My hands felt clumsy in the leather gloves, and I nearly bit my fingers off removing them with my teeth. The pressure hit my ears like a Maelphant's trumpeting. Asgardian war drums played inside my temple. I clutched the only thing I could - Yggdrasil. Its roots held onto me, enveloping me like a human hand. Recoiling in shock, I saw the corpse staring at me, hollow eyes wide in terror, lips half parted in a drowned scream, a once in a lifetime sensation. How fitting that the Sensate party was scribed to the dead-book here. I, Roark Chaospeaker, would not fall so easily.
I had come so close to reaching the surface my mind was a blank slate save for the driving motivation of survival. Through the surface of the water, through my last vanishing air bubbles, I could see moonlight shimmering across the waves. The melting wax of the moon scintillated on the liquid swells above me. Then, there was the cool, comforting sensation of darkness.
Of course, I'm a resourceful blood, otherwise, how would I be here telling my tale over a warm ale? A lillend saved me, but I do not know her name. I only can remember her sleek serpentine form, her rainbow hue wings merging silently with the waters.
It didn't take me long to understand the dark of what'd happened, but to this day the sheer audacity of the idea leaves me staring like a wide-eyed barmy. Yggdrasil, the great planespanning World Ash, grew straight into the waters of The Moon Gates, a realm on Ysgard overseen by Selune and Soma, deities dedicated to the moon. The root I had followed led directly under the waves. Other chant I've heard indicates that the River Oceanus winds its way through Gates of the Moon, but its course is determined by the ebb and flow of the moon. Imagine a place where Yggdrasil, the River Oceanus, and the Infinite Staircase all meet, and you'd have the Moon Gates. No spot in the multiverse is the centre of it all, but I'd keep my eyes on this one all the same, berk.
"Life is like the Planes of Chaos,
you never know what you're going to get."
-- Roark Chaospeaker,
diplomat extraordinaire of the Chaos Planes

How To Gain Power and Influence People


Overheard by Voilá! in the Pentacle
(by Jon Winter)
When I heard this, I thought it was so barmy it simply had to be true! The chant goes that back when humans were young, Odin (the high-up of the Norse pantheon) was a fairly minor power. In order to gain wisdom and might, he hanged himself on Yggdrasil the World Ash, in effect sacrificing himself to himself! Struck me as a little extreme, but clearly it had the desired effect. I wonder how many other powers'd be brave enough to try this?
A Strange Effect of the Pathway


Chant from Tivus Aelon, male human member of the Athar
(by Matt Maybray)
Listen up, berk. I was doing a routine research mission on Bytopia, and I ran into this tiefling girl walking around all confused. She asked me where she was, and when I told her, she looked even more confused. 

She told me she was travelling on Yggdrasil to reach a spot on Elysium, got on the wrong branch, and ended up here. Her story peaked my interest. If she was telling the truth (and she looked to addled to lie), then she managed to accomplish the impossible.
Seeing as how the World Ash involves those sods the Aesir, I decided to plant my ears to ground and see if I couldn't here any strange chant 'bout the Tree. I've heard at least three other tales of bloods winding up on planes they shouldn't (one more on Bytopia, while two separate cutters wound up on the Abyss).
I did some more research, and I've developed a theory. Yggdrasil's branches are expanding into other planes because the Tree's experiencing a mild (in relative terms, of course) growth spurt. And as far as I can tell, those berks, the Norse powers, ain't involved, so I'm not too worried.
Back to Your Roots


Being a Realm in Ysgard
(by Monte Lin)
In Ysgard's void, away from the rivers of earth, an enormous cluster of trees float near one of the roots of the Great Tree Yggdrasil. Each tree measures at least a mile, and though the cluster is finite, the size of the cluster has not been measured. Nor is the identity of the power known. 

Each tree rotates at different speeds, with the leaves brushing against other branches other constantly. Thus, the natives call this realm, the Shuffling. Evidently, a civilisation of primitive elves live on the trucks of the trees, while a colony of intelligent giant spiders, not necessarily evil, spin their webs on the branches of other trees.
Gravity is localised to the trunk of each tree, so flying can be tricky. Druids who have visited this realm speculated that each tree in the Shuffling is the spirit of a holy tree in the Prime. Or perhaps each tree is a petitioner.
One more rumour to note: a few trees have turned black, as if burned, and the branches become bare. All the natives avoid each tree out of fear and superstition, though planewalkers sense a deep and powerful magic in these darkened trees.
The Broken Branch


Chant from Wendy Fischer -- Planewalking Tourist
(by Rip Van Wormer)
Deep in the Outlands is an enormous branch the size of, like, Waterdeep or something. It dams up a section of the River of Hilarity that runs from Arborea, and that's, you know, like three miles wide. Whole tribes of those ratatosk peoples scamper about in its rotting, moss-covered bigness, completely stoned out of their minds by the fumes from the River. They eat the moss, I think. 

So where did it come from? I mean, obviously it was part of Yggdrasil, but how'd it end up here? I thought pieces of the World Ash just floated around in the Astral until githyanki squatters found it. How does it decide where to shift to?
I mean, it really makes you think.
Well, gotta go. I'm gonna try and trade some ash leaves or something for some of that Essence of Hilarity they brew -- my Sensate buddies'll love it.
A Theory on Yggdrasil


Tironeas Banton, male human member of the Fraternity of Order
(by Matt Maybray)
Excerpt of Letter written to Riki Motar, friend, colleague, and Athar scholar
"Speaking of Ysgard, do you remember that time you were telling me about your distaste of the Aesir and how you wished that that Ragnarok they're always rattling their boneboxes about would hurry about and destroy them all, thus making the multiverse a better place? 

"Well, our talk prompted me to do some research into the various prophecies of Ragnarok, and I must tell you, it is all very fascinating! One of the key events of Ragnarok is that this dragon, named Nidhogg (who resides in Hel's kip on the Wastes), will supposedly uproot Yggdrasil. My friend, think of the ramifications if that should come to pass.
"Firstly, the damage to the Upper Planes caused by the falling branches would be extraordinary. Secondly, when a tree uproots, it usually flings bits of soil and earth all over the place. Now, the World Ash's roots are mainly found on the Lower Planes (the Gray Wastes and Pandemonium, mainly, though I suspect there are some roots in the other Lower Planes as well).
"The uprooting of Yggdrasil could very well change the face of the Outer Planes as we know it. Why, you could find a 'loth kip smack-dab in the middle of Arborea! It's all very disturbing, but fascinating nonetheless."
Fiends versus Vikings


Drufus Greenstone, a githzerai Signer, tols me the following story...
(by Colin Wilson)
I was in a tavern last week talkin' to a tiefling I had met on the street. After getting a couple of drinks down him, he was talking all night about his adventures on the Lower Planes. One of his more interesting stories was of an invasion of Ysgard that the fiends are apparently planning. Seems the baatezu and tanar'ri have both realised the usefulness of being in control of Yggdrasil and are racing each other to capture it first. 

About this time a tanar'ri sitting at a nearby table came up and coldly said that our conversation was over. He then abruptly dragged off my companion, and that was the last I saw of him. Now I ain't one to believe every addle-coved sod who tells me some dark (especially when they're as drunk as this bubber was), but the fact that the tanar'ri wasn't too keen on him telling me is enough to make me suspicious. But I'll leave you to make up your own mind, cutter.
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Ar-en-Gereh

The River Ar-en-Gereh


Being a Less-Known Planar Pathway
(by Gianni Vacca)
Y'know what I hate most about the Clueless? It's when they finally manage to go through a portal or two and reckon they know the dark about travellin' the planes. Those sods're convinced the only way a basher can plane-hop is through these gates. 

'Course, a real plane-tripper like yours truly knows the best way to travel from plane to plane is along a planar path.
True, planar paths're less flexible than portals. If a basher knows the dark of enough portals and has enough keys, he can go almost wherever he wants. But it's dangerous. Well-known portals're guarded, and others keep changin' their destination. On the other hand, a planar path just never changes. They've been there for millennia, and they'll still be there when the last Power dies. 

Most bashers'll tell ya there's only a few planar paths: the River Oceanus, the River Styx, Mount Olympus and Yggdrasil the World Ash. The real dark is there are some more, only few cutters know the dark of them 'cos they're rarely frequented. A real planar blood could tell ya of at least two more uncharted paths: the River Ar-en-Gereh and the Spirit Mountain of the Shamans.
The former's mainly used by the Egyptian powers and their proxies, and that's the one I'm gonna tell ya about -- if only you'd be so kind as to keep my poor throat from gettin' dry. Oh thanks, basher!
See, the Egyptian Powers're a secretive and reclusive lot, and xenophobic on top of that. They ain't unfriendly though; what I mean is they'd rather stay amongst their ilk and avoid non-Egyptians. Their realms're scattered amongst many distant planes, but they like to stay in touch with each other in order to discuss family business and such matters.
It's the River Ar-en-Gereh they use in such occasions. This planar path's only known to them (and bloods like me, obviously), so they know they won't meet too many foreigners while travellin' on it.
The river's uncharted as yet, so what follows is only based on my personal voyages, as well as on what I've eavesdropped on several occasions. If some leatherheaded Guvner says I'm wrong; well, he is.
The chant goes that the Ar-en-Gereh flows out of the Outlands into the Great Wheel. Its spring's supposed to be the same as the river Ma'at's -- but this might just be the kind of rumour the Egyptians spread to comfort themselves they've got nothin' in common with non-Egyptians. It's a gentle-tempered sort of river, as if it's reflectin' the mood of it's Egyptian parent Powers.
Now listen carefully, berk, and keep this dark for yourself; it may get helpful one day -- ya never know.
After leavin' the Outlands, the Ar-en-Gereh flows through twelve Egyptian realms, then it disappears into some unknown place. Some bashers reckon that it meanders into the Astral, others say into an uncharted sea of the Hinterlands, but as usual the wisest bloods're those that keep their bone-boxes from rattlin' in the first place.
These twelve realms're called the Twelve Hours by Egyptian petitioners, because their high-up Ra passes through each of them durin' the twelve hours of the Arcadian night. 'Course this don't mean anythin' since day and night depend on the whims of the Powers in the first place, but then the Egyptians're often speakin' as if they were all fresh-faced Clueless.
The First Hour

Every Arcadian night, the Sun-god Ra travels through the Egyptian Netherworld, the Duât, so that all Egyptian petitioners -- no matter what their alignment -- can see his might, and so that all Egyptian powers're reminded who's the high-up in charge. 

For this voyage, the Sun-barge Mesektet is put on the waters of the River Isis by the petitioners in Gizekhtet. They call this place the First Hour. The barge is manned by four proxies of Ra who're deckhands; Ra sits on a rich dais atop the barge, his proxies Path-Opener and Spirit are on bow, and the goddess Hathor and the god Horus sit at stern. The decks're covered with Einheriar warriors.
Mesektet fares through Gizekhtet with all the petitioners cheerin' and shoutin' from the banks, then she disappears with the River Isis under Mount Manu.
The Second Hour

Most berks believe the River Isis disappears after it's left Gizekhtet. Truth is, it loses its holy powers, but it don't disappear -- it becomes part of Ar-en-Gereh, flowin' through the many tunnels and siphons under Heliopolis. This underground realm's called the Second Hour. 

'Tis a sight a plane-hopper don't forget. Buseni swimmin' and jumpin' out of the water salutin' the barge, and Ra's deckhands pullin' on ropes, manoeuvrin' and swervin' to avoid the rocks. It's some experience! The Buseni're particularly good-lookin', like black dolphins with spiky backs -- though they're much less friendly with unwanted travellers than your usual buseni.
The Third Hour

Ar-en-Gereh emerges on the first layer of Arcadia, Abellio, out of a great cavern at the foot of Mount Bakhau. The river then flows through a beautiful, moon-lit country of rich and well-kept cereal fields. This realm, called the Third Hour or Uernes, is where the souls of Egyptian commoners work as petitioners of the Psedjet, meanin' of no god in particular. 

Most of the produce from Uernes is shipped to Buxenus to feed the petitioners livin' in the desert there, but this don't bother the petitioners -- they're just happy to know they're helpin' fellow Egyptians.
The Fourth Hour

At the far end of Uernes, Ar-en-Gereh flows under a huge arch of basalt guarded by two huge guardian tasked genies. See, these bashers got two heads each, so ya can't sneak behind 'em to pass unnoticed through the gate. 

Past this gate, Ar-en-Gereh becomes thunderin' and flows through the realm of Seker, also called the Fourth Hour or Ro-Stau. This realm lies on Thalasia, the fourth layer of Elysium, and is a pleasure house filled with all manners of perfumes, flowers, good food and Egyptian ale.
When the barge gets here, Seker greets his high-up Ra, and everyone on board's offered a good Egyptian meal. A rare breed of delphons who only live in these waters gather to sing Ra's praises. Here dwell also those Guardians of Egyptian descent; some of them always get on Mesektet to go and assist Ra in his voyage across the planes.
The Fifth Hour

Past Ro-Stau, Ar-en-Gereh's waters get calmer and the river widens so much as to nearly become a lake. In the middle of this lagoon lies the realm of Hathor, Amenti or the Fifth Hour. Since Hathor's already on the barge when she leaves the First Hour, her proxy Khentamentiu -- a most loyal lupinal -- greets Ra and asks for him blessin' all the babies born in Amenti. See, Hathor bein' the Egyptian goddess of birth, all petitioners in her realm're blessed with bein' able to bear children.
The Sixth Hour

Ar-en-Gereh then leaves Thalasia to enter Belierin. 'Tis an unknown layer for most berks, but not for the Egyptian powers -- after all, they have to cross it every night on their way to visit relatives and to battle Apophis. The Sixth Hour is Mount Gereh, the mountain upon which lies Nut's realm, Refuge of Night. See for some dark reason, many Egyptian monsters of legend, lead by Aker, the two-headed giant lion live on its slopes and prevent Ra from enterin' Refuge of Night and punishin' Nut. 

The voyage on Belierin's always the occasion for some Guardians to show their commitment to Ra's cause and to leave Mesektet and the protection of Ar-en-Gereh (whose waters the monsters of legend can't bear) to go and fight against 'em -- only to be put in the dead-book. Knowin' the Guardians though, I reckon martyrdom's what they were lookin' for in the first place.
The Seventh Hour

Ar-en-Gereh then flows into the first layer of Ysgard, through the realm of Bast. Again, 'tis a dangerous place for the passengers. Felines who dwell in the thickets of Merratet -- the Seventh Hour -- love nothin' more than attackin' the barge from the safety of the banks. This realm's quite peaceful durin' the day hours when the sun beats down on it -- Bast's cats're too lazy to do anythin' but sleep -- but it gets mighty perilous at night when Mesektet's there and Bast's mighty cats're out huntin'. As fits a chaotic power like Bast, the cats might as well attack the Sun-barge as ignore her.
The Eighth Hour

After a twist or two through the dark thickets of Merratet, Ar-en-Gereh washes the infertile, sandy banks of Tukhamen, the Eighth Hour. Tukhamen lies on Stygia, the fifth layer of Baator -- home to Seth, the evil great-grandson of Ra, and the mightiest Egyptian power. The sky here's a sooty black and it's even blacker when the barge comes alongside. Seth's petitioners are all on parade, arms ready, to impress his relatives. Irisiri, Seth's proxy in Tukhamen, welcomes Ra and berths Mesektet. 

Gimme some more ale, berk, or I'll stop here. Ya know, it ain't somethin' pleasant to recall, that stop in the Eighth Hour. Next thing I remember, Seth appears on the bank, clad in black armour and carryin' huge, baatific weapons.
'Twas though he'd even dwarf Ra, gods forbid, as if his black aura'd overcome Ra's own light.
Then Seth gets into the barge, next to his great-grandfather as his champion, not somethin' to please Horus but after all Seth's still the stronger -- and the worst is still to come.
Ar-en-Gereh leaves the Eighth Hour through its dark desert. So does Mesektet, berk. The air is damp and warm -- and silent, as no one on board dare to speak, knowin' what comes next.
The Ninth Hour

On Stygia, the waters of the River Ar-en-Gereh get mixed with the foul waters of the River Styx. Only Path-Opener can get through the incredible watery labyrinth which lies between the Eighth Hour and Khalas, the first layer of Gehenna. 

Lava and molten metal spurt out of the water as the river plunges through Khalas, and as Path-Opener guides Mesektet through the narrow gorges that Ar-en-Gereh's sculpted out of Khalas's rock and hostile marraenoloths cross the path of the Egyptians' barge, everyone on board readies their weapons for the fight to come in the Ninth Hour.
A huge, skyless hall appears: the realm of the serpent Apophis. Ra, his proxies and his relatives must battle it every night or it might regain enough power to threaten Heliopolis and other Egyptian realms. I tell ya, berk, I've seen more battles than you'll probably ever get to, but this 'un is a huge 'un. That basher, Apophis; it's mightier than any power man or monster worships. It really takes Ra's light, and the combined strength of Seth and Horus to defeat it. Plenty of Egyptian bloods also get killed each time in the fight against Apophis' snake petitioners. Yet the serpent ain't dead, it's just kinda banished 'til the next battle the followin' night.
After the battle, the survivors clamber back onto Mesektet and she leaves for the next realm.
The Tenth Hour

Y'know berk, the battle on Khalas actually serves Ra well, 'cause it shows every night to all Egyptian bashers that he's unbeatable and thus is rightfully in charge. 

When Ar-en-Gereh's left the Ninth Hour, it flows through Pluton, the third layer of the Grey Waste, not far from Hades, in a vast plain known as the Field of the Asphodels.
See berk, when an Egyptian dies, his soul becomes a kind of undead bird, a ba, which somehow flies to the Tenth Hour. There, the ba patiently waits for Ra's arrival and the Judgement of the Dead.
Anubis reads a summary of what each ba did in life. Ra then decides if it's allowed to become an Egyptian petitioner, a ka, or if the ammut eat it. What did ya say berk? Ya never seen an ammut! Gods forbid you ever should. They're obese, lion-headed monsters with a hippo's body who eat a poor ba like I'm eatin' your scone here.
So after he's judged 'bout a thousand of these bashers, Ra just leaves and everybody's back on Mesektet again.
The Eleventh Hour

'Tis quite odd berk when the barge hits her next stop. After all those horrible nether realms it's such a relief to be in Quietude, the Eleventh Hour, that any peery basher'd think he was about to get peeled in some way. Well, he doesn't, 'cause Quietude's on Amoria -- it's really a nice place with plenty of Egyptian petitioners healin' those who got injured in the battles against Aker and Apophis, and bringin' fresh water and great food to everybody. The high-up here's a lovely lupinal called Sirian Goodwife who really makes sure everyone's treated well. 

Most bashers get off Mesektet here to get back to their kips on Thalasia or just to get some rest. In Quietude, the river Ar-en-Gereh's called Serenity. Quite a fittin' name if ya ask me.
The Twelfth Hour

When everybody's ready to leave Quietude, Mesektet sails forth on Ar-en-Gereh to the last realm to be visited durin' the Arcadian night. The Sun-barge fares back to Buxenus, to a place called the Offering Fields or the Twelfth Hour, where the river just disappears into the desert. Here, Osiris' petitioners take it outta the water to be repaired after all this voyage. 

The next Arcadian day, Mesektet's back in the First Hour and looks as if its brand new -- ready for another voyage through the Duât.
Well, I think I told ya 'nough for today, berk. See, as I told ya 'bout those Egyptian bashers -- they're jus' so peery of strangers, I'd advise ya to forget what I said. After all, ya wouldn't like to get eaten by an ammut or to accidentally meet Seth, would ya?
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The Via Romana


by Synjyn the Exile, a shade who's been planewalking
and living in Sigil for a long time
(by John T. Wright)
PRIVATE
The wizened githzerai with the punctuation in his name sat at his accustomed small table in his accustomed small bub-house within the Lower Ward. He shuffled through the sheaves of scrolls in his hands, speaking occasionally to the silver skull sitting in the candlelight before him. 

The nearby bubbers tried not to eavesdrop too intently when the skull spoke back.
The evening sauntered lazily towards anti-peak as he contemplated his notes. The shadows around him grew long and thin as the candle grew short and fat.

Eventually, one of those shadows shimmered loose from its waxy tether. It pooled and congealed in the chair opposite the yellowed old chantmonger, deepening and thickening like a cloud preparing to rain. When the shadow reached out to strike a match against the argent skull, the flaring light revealed a gray, gray man sitting across the table.

Voilá!" he exclaimed. 

The githzerai looked up from the inscribed ki-rin hide he had been deciphering and muttered, "Here now, Synjyn, there's no need to shout. My head holes aren't stuffed up and I know me own name."
"Well," replied the gray, gray man, lighting a thin cheroot, "If you insist on looking like a dodder, you oughtn't be boggled when folk treat you like one." His relatively youthful features twisted in a wry smirk as he rapped his gloved knuckles on the skull. "Or do you plan on withering away 'til you look like your famous mimir, here?"
Voilá! just snorted in reply. He gazed piercingly at the shade seated in front of him and said, "I haven't heard your voice in the chanting much lately, Synjyn. What happened -- did you get exiled again?"
The gray, gray man shrugged. "Hipped in the Abyss for the last year. You'd think at my age I'd be peery enough not to pry into Blood War business. But the garnish she dangled was top-shelf. I couldn't pass it up." Smoke thinner than a Taker's conscience trickled from from his gray nostrils as he contemplated some recent memory.

"But that music's been paid and you didn't call the tune, so we'll leave it at that," Synjyn finished. His gray, gray stare turned once more to the githzerai.
"So, why are you here, then?" asked Voilá!
"The reason I first sought you out was to cull a bit of chant about an old leafer I've picked up. But no sooner have I barred the cage around me than I find that you're garnishing sods for their chant!" An incredulous tone crept into the shade's modulated baritone. "You! I was flat jangled, and that's no 'loth's vow."
The shade shook his head slowly. "To see you like this... It's just not like it was in the old days, Voilá!"
The elderly githzerai rebuked him sharply. "Oh yes it is," he hissed. "You've just chosen to forget!" A withered yellow claw of a hand dropped the scroll it held to reach out for the skull on the table. A tap and a word from its master set the bone-box to singing,
"Garnish for Gossip,
Chant for Pay,
Jink for Darks,
To Lighten Your Day!"

The baritone voice it sang with echoed hauntingly for a moment. Had it been possible for the gray, gray man to colour with embarrassment, he would have. Voila! sat back with a smug grin on his face.
"Well," Synjyn muttered, and cleared his throat. "Times were harder when I sold you that one." Voila! answered, "That's not entirely true either. But then, your truths have always been a bit..." He paused for a more friendly smile. "Gray." The gray, gray man laughed as well.
"I'll tell you what I'll do, then," said the shade, his laugh still ebbing. "Chant has it that you're peering into the darks of the planar pathways about the Great Ring. Is that so?"
The githzerai nodded.
The shade continued. "Tack some ears onto that too-full bone-box of yours and I'll lann you the dark on a planar pathway that most cutters in the cage have never even heard of. No gray in this chant, I've walked it myself. Pure dark, and nothing but. If you like what I've said, you'll lann me what you know about this leafer I've sacked away. What do you know about the 'Malenomicon', eh?"
Voilá! sucked air between his aged teeth, whistling in shock. He said, "That had better be top-shelf chant on that pathway, blood! No one howls about the Malenomicon and lives long to tell the tale."
"I'm sure what you've got in your bone-box about that book isn't howl then," said the shade. "Have we a deal?" Voilá! thought for a moment and then nodded. "But keep the cant short," he said. "I want a tale so clear even the clueless can follow it."
The gray, gray man smiled and waved to the barkeep for fresh bub. As he sat forward to tell his tale, he remarked, "Seeing as how the path was built by the clueless for their own use, it's only fair."
This is what he had to say to Voilá!'s mimir that night....
If you want to travel the lawful side of the Great Ring, what's the fastest way to get around? Olympus and Yggdrasil don't touch down there and neither does the river Oceanus. The River Styx only goes so far as Acheron, and it's right dangerous riding that river on that plane. 

What's a cutter to do? Walk?
Well, that's exactly right. If you've got a guide, or are fast enough, you can walk the Roman Road. The Via Romana is the only planar pathway I know of built by mortals, and it's designed to take advantage of their prime method of getting around: feet on the ground.
For those planars not in the know, it seems that there is, or was, a prime world nation known as the Roman Empire. Ah, I see you've heard something about it. That's right, the columns and civilisation and armies and conquering and bloodshed and such. "Ave, Caesar!" as they say.
The Romans were big on a couple of things, but mostly they're known for their roads and their organisation. Roman armies and roads are the very models for a lot of the more advanced such items you can see today. Their roads are top-shelf in efficiency and durability, and their armies... well, let's just say that even the Blood War would take notice if the Roman Legions decided to enter the fray.
You can find the Roman Empire, or a version of it, on more prime worlds than you can easily count. In a lot of those worlds, and out here in the planes, it seems that culture's in decline, but don't make the mistake of counting the Empire out. It's still going strong in the prime, and some places out here as well.
Most of those places are in the Planes of Law. And all of those places where the Romans have been and built, where their armies have conquered or march in waiting, are joined by the Via Romana.
The Via Romana's a road, plain and simple. It's 300 feet wide, all along its length, regular as a modron's stride. A fifteen foot high colonnade runs alongside both edges, with columns three feet wide and fifteen feet tall. The columns are evenly spaced ten feet apart.
On top of the left colonnade is an aqueduct, through which drinkable water flows. (although it tastes a bit metallic, no matter where on the road you may be) The Via usually seems flat as a board, and it's a mystery where the water comes from, or how it stays flowing. But flow it does, even on the parts of the Via that run across Baator. Every mile, a fountain is connected to the aqueduct, and travellers can refresh themselves with ease.
On top of the right colonnade is a series of mirrors and lenses. Presumably, the Empire used them in some way for passing messages, but I never learned the dark of it.
The Via Romana is paved, every step of the way. The flagstones vary depending on what land or plane the road is crossing, but they're always cut square and regular.
The weather and temperature on the Via Romana is always like that of a prime world's more pleasant parts. It's usually somewhat warm and sunny. Rains can occur, but never for very long. Oddly, the skies above the Via always perfectly reflect the plane or prime world's skies that the road is travelling across, even if the weather on the road is vastly different.
Magical conditions on the Via Romana mirror that of the Prime Material Plane. Magic items made elsewhere function as if they've been brought to the Prime and most magical spells are unrestricted in their usage. Priests cast spells as if on the Prime as well. In fact, the only magical restrictions that apply are those the Road imposes itself.
Flying simply is not possible on the Via Romana. Even natural flight fails utterly. Flap, float or levitate all you like, you won't get off the pavement. Beholders hate it.
Other magic dealing with movement in any way also fails. Haste, Slow, Run, Plane Shift, Teleportation, etc; all are useless. Boots of Speed, Spider Slippers, and all other sorts of movement related magic items will not function on the Via Romana.
Spells and magic items which conjure or summon creatures or things from elsewhere in the multiverse also fail. The only entry or exit from the Via Romana is on its own terms.
Finally, magic used to block or impede passage on the Via also fails, unless it is used by a citizen of the Roman Empire.
The Via Romana theoretically has only one endpoint: Caesar's Villas. However, there have been many Caesars throughout the ages, and not all of them took their country houses to the same place when they died. 
Practically, the Via Romana travels from the Caesar's Villas within the city of Dis, on the second layer of Baator (where dwell some Caesars who make Caligula look like a nice, congenial fellow) to the Caesar's Villas perched on Jovar, the sixth layer of Mt. Celestia, where, it is said, Julius and Augustus rule beside Jove himself.
Along the way are uncountable exits, opening out onto all the layers of all the lawful planes in between (I know the Hardheads aren't too happy about the Via's presence on Nemausus, but there's little they can do about it) and to many prime material worlds. In every place that Rome's influence has ever been felt, one may find a branch of the Via Romana.
Exits from the Via are nothing more than passages between two of its columns. The columns through which a passage appears are marked in Roman writing and are easily noted. Unlike most portals, a traveller on the Via Romana can clearly see what lies on the other side of a portal. Exit requires only that the traveller walk between the proper columns.
In the spaces between columns which are not exits, travellers on the Road will notice an embankment leading down to a ditch. The ground there resembles whatever plane the road is traversing at the moment, which in some cases can be quite dangerous. However, natural impediments render the ditch impassable in the direction the Via travels. If a traveller scrambles up the other side of the ditch, he finds himself arriving on the far side of the Via from the point where he left.
Entry to the Via Romana is a slightly different proposition. There is no indication that a portal to the Via is anything other than a pair of columns. Portal sense is required to detect that the portal exists, along with the proper key. Also, some remnant of road is required for a portal to the Via to remain active, and the columns must be in at least a moderate state of repair. The 'road' may be a mere foot or two of flagstones, the tops of the columns may have tumbled away, and the passage may be clogged with underbrush. But so long as that exit has not been actively destroyed, by time or malice, the Via Romana may be entered upon there.
To enter, however, you need one of two keys: a willing roman citizen or a roman coin. If you've got a guide, a true citizen of the roman empire who wishes to enter onto the Via, then you've nothing to worry about. Even if your guide doesn't know what the Via Romana is and you've stumbled onto it by accident, you'll find yourself walking onto the Road. Obviously, it's better to have a guide who knows what she's doing! But a charmed guide is useless -- she won't even be able to see the gates to the Via.
If you've snuck onto the road with naught but coinage, then you need to be fleet of foot. For the Empire patrols the Via Romana relentlessly.
Perhaps you've heard that old soldiers never die, they just fade away? Well, old Roman soldiers, who've walked the roads of the Empire most of their lives fade away to the Via Romana. There, they're formed up into the Via Legionarius, the Legion of the Road.
These ghostly soldiers walk the road continuously, ensuring its impregnability and the safety of travellers. They patrol in centuries, i.e.. in numbers no less than 100, led by a centurion. These spirits are essentially einheriar, save that they are lawful in alignment, not good, and that they uniformly use Roman weapons and tactics. Slain legionnaires are replaced by the next day.
Should a large invasion be encountered, or a threat that one century alone cannot handle, they use the messaging system to call for higher level reinforcements. Large fights are rare, as most who travel the Via know too well the efficiency of the Roman Legions.
Once a day, travellers on the Via Romana will encounter a century of these troops. The centurion will enquire as to the legitimacy of the travellers, and can tell innately whether or not an authentic roman guide is among them. If a traveller has no guide, the centurion will ask for payment. Any roman coin will do, but the centurion will confiscate ALL such coinage the unguided travellers possess, once again knowing innately whether or not every coin has been delivered. The legion then marches off down the Via, leaving the travellers free to walk the road.
Until she meets up with the next century of the Legion, a day later, who will enquire once more for a roman guide or payment.
If travellers have no proper coinage, or refuse to part with it, they are escorted bodily off of the Via, at the nearest exit, wherever it may lead. Lethal force is not used unless a legionnaire is slain. If that occurs, the century will attempt to kill the travellers, one for every soldier of their own who was killed. I strongly recommend flight if this occurs.
The Legion of the Via Romana offers no other aid or assistance, even to roman citizens. As spirits, they have no interest in anything save their mission to guard the Road.
Travel on the Via Romana, then, is one of two types: a safe, guarded journey, or a hurried flight from a well-organised, deadly army. Those travelling under the latter conditions should know that one day's travel is usually sufficient only to cross one layer of one plane that the Via traverses. Exits to prime worlds can be found all along the Via, but a fugitive running the Via as a means of travelling the Great Ring must evade capture by the Via Legionnaires for days to cross from one plane to another.
There's remarkably little chant to be heard about the Via Romana, or about incidents upon it. If you know some regular travellers, you might hear that there are bandits who spend short careers upon it, bashing travellers for their coinage or extorting safe passage. 
More dangerous are the roman press gangs, which rob travellers of their guide or coinage in an attempt to force them to their bidding. These evil folk are normally found only in the Acheronian or Baatezuvian parts of the Via.
Supposedly, there are Harmonium patrols trying to enforce tolls and taxes on the Via where it crosses Arcadia. I never saw them, and can't say what the dark may be.
There's also the screed that the Road was built by the baatezu as a way to drain power from Mt. Celestia, but anyone who's walked the road knows that's less likely than the howl about the Hardheads.
Still. Stranger things have happened.
The only chant about the Via that I know is true is that told about the Greek Powers. Seems the Greek Pantheon despises the Via Romana, and wants to eliminate it from existence. Proxies and priests in the know habitually attempt to destroy any entry to the Via they can find. It seems Zeus and his crew don't care much for Rome or its creations, and the feeling from the Empire is mutual. Greek vandals are hotly pursued by the Via Legionnaires, and are never simply shown to an exit.
Where can you find the Via Romana? Like I said before, the main entries onto the Road are in Dis and Jovar. There's rumoured to be villages of "virtuous pagans" settled on Avernus, which are likely to have an entryway. Dozens, if not scores or hundreds, of Acheron's cubes sport a portion of the road travelling across their face in a well-protected furrow. The Labyrinthine Portal on Mechanus is known to have several entries to the Via. And it links right in to the many roads of Arcadia, hardly noticed in the profusion of highways and byways. The only exit I know of personally on Mt. Celestia is one on Lunia, the first layer. The Via enters onto the Mount from an outlying island, and then crosses over Justinian's Bridge to the bucolic roman town of Beautopolis. 
It seems to go nearly everywhere on that side of the Ring, but I've never had the time to walk its whole length. I'll leave that to any cutters listening to this Mimir.
So what should you do the next time you need to walk the planes of law? That's right: Ave Caesar!
[image: image11.jpg]ERE P




Where paths meet.

Mysterious Travellers


By Mik Mathews the Red, planar merchant extraordinaire
(Rumour has it he's so good he sold blank books
to Thoth's library and was paid well for them.)
(by Belarius)
PRIVATE
Cagers are a peery lot, no doubt about it. Always doubting what they don't know. It's natural, I suppose. After all, when you've got your brainbox addled by fifteen factions vying for your belief, you'll doubt anything. Even out here, in the most infinite and more unlikely expanse of all. 

Take the baernoloths, for example. Rumour has it they're the fathers of the yugoloth race. Rumour has it they're all as old as the Gray Waste itself. Rumour has it the General of Gehenna himself goes to them for council. Rumour has it they're just a rumour. Seems most Cagers, never seein' one, assume they're some screed the 'loths came up with to frighten 'em. Poor clueless sods.

Well, I've seen 'em, alright. Alright, I saw one. But I've seen him many times. Maybe he's THE baernoloths, a unique being some idiot decided was one of many. I couldn't say. But he's out there. Wandering about like a lost child or a bounty hunter, lookin' for something.
I first met 'im ten years ago, on the third cargo run of my career. I was taking wines bought at the Vineyards of Dionysus into the gut of Mt. Olympus, to take down into Gehenna. Some petty noble of a cavernous fief wanted 'good old Olympian wines' for his ladies. 

Anyway, I was takin' wine into the caverns of Mt. Olympus, right? And suddenly, I see 'im. Eight foot tall and standing like he knew he was someone. Skin rotten, smellin' awful, a big head with curling ram horns and a skeletal mouth. I'd heard of baernoloths, but, like most folks, never seen one. He looked me over with piercing, evil eyes, and spoke in a harsh, grating tone. I noticed one of his horns was broken at the tip.
"You're the one," he says, and I don't know what he's about. He walks up, towerin' over me, so close I can feel the humidity of his rottin' flesh. "I'm called Nelliko the Traveller. Turn around. You're not needed anymore." He holds a thin gold crown two inches from my face, and I can see it's my employer's. I also see its bloodstained. Powers below, I can smell it there, tangy and fresh! I look at my boys. They know what the fiend's sayin', so we head back to a portal to the Outlands and sell the wine in Sylvania. Never did hear from that Gehennan lord again, thought. I don't want to.
After a few years, I was a first rate cutter, tradin' things all over the Land to whoever would pay for it. Copper wire here, weapons there, even ran books for a while. Still do, when the season's right. I thought I knew my way around, and I had some freshly smelted ore to sell, so I headed off to Crux, a tiny burg on Yggdrasil. There's a gate onto the tree in the Realm of the Norns. But as I was headin' up the branch toward the portal and out comes this baernoloth again. first thing I check is his horn, which is still broken. He looks at me and says, like we were drinkin' buddies, "Hello, Mik. Seen any small obsidian statues recently? They're shaped like dwarves." Don't know where he learned my name.
I hadn't, and I said so. He took my word at face value, and walked down the branch past the caravan. As we went through the portal, he shouted back at me, "If you do, say Nelliko's lookin' for them." I shout back that I would, and he walked off into the woods. Strangely enough, I did see those statues about two months later in Tradegate. I told the salesman Kelliko was looking for them, and he cut their price to a tenth, insisting I take them. I was peery, sure, but its a deal I couldn't just refuse. So I took them. Then, a week later, they were gone, a bag of jink with the money I'd paid where I had seen them last.
I saw him one last time after that. This was about three years ago, during the big competition between Harmonium and Abyssal Red Steel. Got rich off of that little market trend, I did. But anyway, I've just bought a truckload of Red Steel in Samora, somewhere in the Abyss. Using the Infinite Staircase, I was transporting the goods with erdlu, since they can use the stairs. We travel down the stairs for a few hours, and there's Nelliko on the staircase. At first, he pays me no mind. But,seeing my trademark jacket, he doubles back and says hello, all jovial. He thanks me for the dwarf statues, and invites us to dinner at his place. I'm real peery of this guy, but it seemed worse to refuse, given how tough they're supposed to be, and how smart. So I say yes, and he takes us back down the stair to the next landing. Then, from a small satchel, he pulls out a little box and set it on the landing. The box widens and grows, and it becomes a door. We opens it and walks through into some extradimensional space. So my men follow, erdlu and all.
Best meal I ever ate. The fiend had infinite food, which he kept having some ghostlike servants fetch us from the 'kitchen.' And none of it was rancid or poisoned or anything. Not a single one of my men ever got sick that entire trip. So the fiend and me, we get to talkin' and I learn a little about him.
Seems he's a traveller, like his name says. Mind you, I'd trust a 'loth as much as the next guy, but this is what he told me. He said he's got to find something important, but it got lost. Magic shows it's not on the Outer Planes, not on the Prime, nowhere. Now, he implied this... this thing couldn't be destroyed, so he figured it must be on one of the pathways. Stuck in a conduit, lying in a cavern in Mt. Olympus, or something. Somewhere where it wasn't really in a plane, but just on the path. So he travels, looking for it.
We ate well, and left. I haven't seen him again, or at least I didn't see him in a true form. But I'll bet a stinger he's watchin' me, and that he still follows my movements. I don't want to know what he's looking for, I don't want to know where it is. Suffice to say I'm avoiding the pathways from now on.
-- Mik Mathews, to confidant Remy Ray, about three years ago
[Author's Note: If the DM wishes, Nelliko could be the baernoloth
who appears as a random encounter in TFTIS, Tale 1, Planewalkers.
In fact, that's where I got the idea.]
Arms Traffickers


By Mik Mathews
(by Belarius)
It's a funny phenomenon, the arms trade. Especially in the Blood War. I've never quite understood why the fiends needed weapons so badly. Most can do as much damage with their bare claws than if wielding a clumsy chunk of metal. I know it's sometimes the only way they can hit more powerful creatures, but why not wear silver of cold-wrought iron gloves instead? It's as if the fiends are trying to be civilized about it by using weaponry. Even the tanar'ri. As if either race needs a justification anymore. 

Case in point: about ten years ago, I was a weapons runner for the Blood War, mostly for the yugoloths. Can't say I'm proud of it, or even content about it, but that's what gave me enough jink to retire, though I haven't yet. We used a few portals, but portals are a bad way to Travel in the Blood War. Most are mapped and therefore protected. If they hear you're working for the 'loths, most baatezu or tanar'ri will attack anyway. So we used the Great Paths. You know, the Infinite Staircase, the Styx, Mt. Olympus. We had a set route, which took us to the very base of Khin Oin, where we sold the weapons and made ourselves scarce. How I survived that trip two dozen times I'll never know.
It's not like it's even possible anymore, so I'm not telling you any darks. Don't worry about the 'loths comin' after you, they gave up on the route too. Anyway, we started in Rigus, where there's weapons a-plenty, and varied enough to fight for both sides of the War. There, we used a secret doorway onto the Infinite Staircase, and travelled about an hour to a cavern in the heart of Mount Olympus. We got into the Gray Waste, has the marraenoloth ferry us to Khin Oin, and left by any means possible.
Seem simple? Not on your life, cutter! You see, the more we followed this route, the more aware the other fiends became of our presence. We were shipping a lot of weapons, after all, and going halfway around the Great Ring to do it. Eventually someone gave up the ghost and the route was deemed impossible. That's what I wanted to tell you about.
Things went alright in Rigus. We wore our slabs with as much dignity as we could muster, bought our weapons, and snuck out through our secret door. I had hired some new help, and their backgrounds seemed to check out okay, so I didn't worry too much about it.
Our first problems were on the Infinite Staircase. Some vile creature, obviously set directly in our path and too stupid to have done it by chance or by itself, was hiding underneath the stairs. I never got a good look at it, but three sharp-tipped chitinous limbs shot up from either side of the stair and slashed blindly at us. The beast was dense as a manes, though, and we managed to get past it, loosing only one pack animal. Even as it left our field of vision, the insane beast kept stabbing it over and over, even though it was long dead. Even when we reached our landing, there was still a blood trail, seeping down the stairs from the shredded animal.
I'm paranoid, I'll admit it. It's a trait that keeps you alive. But I didn't guess the beast was a trap until our second incident. We hopped off the Stair and into the caverns of Mt. Olympus. The travelling is easier there than in the Infinite Staircase. Rough terrain, but less climbing. It's always been a relatively safe Path to use (at least, compared to the Styx).
Imagine our surprise when a small platoon of baatezu suddenly appeared around us. Led by a foul cornugon with green-tinted scales, the baatezu quickly subdued our ill-prepared party and quickly chained us up, like slaves.
I thought I had my named signed in the Dead-book in blood that time, but I knew something few people realise: Not a single rank-and-file baatezu can tell when you're lying. Lying, I suppose is essential to their hierarchy, so they can't tell when one of their own speaks an untruth. That extends to we mortals too. So I identified myself as the caravan leader to the cornugon and played up my being scared real good, pretending to spill darks about where we were going. I tricked the poor sod into going down the wrong passage, simple as that.
We travelled for about a half-day, leading the fiend-run caravan to a place I'd discovered in my travels: the Silver Cavern. I contemplated getting rich from the ore there, but never had a need. Still haven't. The cavern is really big, and seems normal, if dark, until you shine a light. It's like a mirror, but much stronger. The fiends took the bait hook, line and sinker, and all it took was a little nudge to send the first toppling into a bed of silver stalagmites far below. We were scolded, but they couldn't prove we had done it. They started suspecting each other, as we wended our way across the thin walkway, with beds of lethal spikes on either side. Some baatezu even did kill each other. All the better.
When at last someone got it in their heads to off the cornugon (which took the pathetic black abishai in the platoon frightening long to do), there was a power struggle. For a day we were stopped dead in our tracks, as the remaining troops debated, fought, and argued about who got credit for the success of the mission. There were more than a few successful assassinations that day.
Suffice to say, the poor sods weren't a match for us when, after only four of the original twenty remained, the caravan simply took the weapons we were shipping and killed off the remaining baatezu. I prefer to spare the lives of my enemies, but sometimes mercy is too dangerous, and too cruel for my tastes.
We lost three men and a day of time on that fiasco, and we knew someone was out to get us. But we knew better than to turn stag on the yugoloths, so we pressed on, eventually emerging on the third Gloom, Pluton.
We got to the Styx as fast as we could, hoping to make up for lost time and avoid any ambushes. No such luck. Within minutes of loading our equipment onto the maerennoloth's skiff, three rafts bulging with baatezu converged on us, piloted by osyluths. We thought our skeletal guide would be able to save us, slipping away to another plane, but my certifiably reliable workers suddenly transformed into a pack of red abishai (who'd pretended to be slaves during the first baatezu episode), and swiftly killed the surprised navigator.
We though we were dead for sure, so we vowed to go down with a fight. We quickly got the reds wet in the Styx, forgetful, waterlogged, and drowning. We didn't know how we were going to escape the three warships of baatezu, but we thankfully didn't need to: a combined force of hydroloths and wastriliths came from below and broke the ships asunder. We thought at first we were saved. Again, no such luck.
It didn't take long for us to realise the hydroloths considered us targets as much as the baatezu, so we ran from the distracted fiends and polled our way to shore. Before the frogs and serpents could follow, we disappeared into the depths of the wooded Waste. Yes, we had reached the second Gloom by this time. They tried to follow, but soon got confused by the twisting trees and gave up.
I don't know what Power of luck was laughing at our tragic bad luck, but someone must have blessed us for once: we were near the Town at the Centre. We got past the guards with jink and got into Oinos. We got lucky and made it to Khin-Oi in a week (though that was a week and a day overdue) without loosing anyone to the Wasting disease.
We were ushered into Khin Oin and thrown through a portal, apparently into some major conference chamber. One wall was a solid glass (or glassteel, or nothing at all, for all I know), allowing us to see out into the Waste, and we realised we were very high in the tower. Our navigator estimated 8 miles later on. Anyway, we got shunted into a council room full of ultroloths! At least three dozen of the implacable faceless creatures eyed us and politely asked for an explanation for our tardiness.
Now, a 'loth can see a lie like blood in the Waste, so we told the truth. And somehow, the 'loths let us go. they cancelled our contract for two more runs, and sent us on our merry way with a bonus. The damn 'loths said, total, under 100 words at that meeting, but I knew they were saying something that we couldn't understand. Some kind of double meaning trick, you know? I'm sure we got peeled somehow, but I have never figured out how. To this day, I've never felt the repercussions of that unfulfilled cancelled contract lying in Khin Oin somewhere. I have no doubt I will, though, and that doubtlessness gnaws at my very soul. Why do I keep working, as old as I am? Simple. If I die on the job, the 'loths can't come after me to collect!
SweetEvil Cavern


Being a dangerous nexus between three Planar Paths
(by Belarius)
Hearsay:

 This obscure location is more myth than reality, existing in a very remote location unknown to all save the best-lanned sages. A confluence of three Planar Paths, SweetEvil Cavern is located in the depths of Mt. Olympus, where caverns lead to various Lower Planes. From these dark caverns flows a tributary of the Styx, the single location anywhere outside the Lower Planes where the Styx touches. Oceanus, in its meandering path, also flows into this water-sculpted cavern, and the two currents battle in a deadly whirlpool of sweet purity and foul corruption. Most disregard the tales as screed. A few do not. These are the wise ones. 

Description: 

The chant is at least partly true: the Styx does meet with Oceanus in a single location, a gaping cavern seeming sculpted by the enteral whirlpool at the cavern's centre. The currents of the sister rivers meet and spiral around each other, with vicious waves and dangerous undertows across the entire spiral. Eventually, the waters both flow into the bottom and disappear. Where they go is not known, because no one has survived the currents at the bottom of the whirlpool, or at least has ever returned.
The Eladrin are understandably disturbed by this bizarre phenomenon, but have been unable to stop it. Not amount of conjured stone has plug the hungry depths, and no amount of damming has ever safely blocked either river. The Eladrin dare not block Oceanus, or the Styx might gain an advantage and overflow into Arborea! Damming the Styx presents its own set of problems as well.
The Rilmani are said to have had a hand in the creation of this conduit. If the Blood War should ever end and turn against the Upper Planes (something that has nearly happened at least three times), whoever controls SweetEvil Cavern has a chance, albeit a slim one, of piloting the dangerous waters and secretly entering the opposing plane. The contest is a balanced one. The Eladrin have foreknowledge of the Cavern, and so know its intricacies better. The fiends have individuals immune to the mind-wiping effects of the Styx. In any case, an Eladrin force waits patiently for fiendish explorers to find their way into the Cavern to try to slay them, hoping to keep the location a secret. None have ever entered the Cavern itself from the Styx end.
Special Features:

 SweetEvil Cavern is a mixing of the best and the worst rivers of the multiverse, and as such has created a very strange combination. The liquid is much less potent than either was originally, so the water can drain, as a maximum, a month of memory, and then only when ingested. As an odd side effect, the liquid is a miracle cure for insanity or mental imbalance, as the mental clearing of the Styx and the positive properties of Oceanus mix.
The maelstrom of waters itself is nearly impossible to navigate, and would challenge even the Marraenoloths or the Balaena. [In game terms, a boating proficiency check must be made every round with a -12 penalty. It takes 1d4 rounds to make it across the cavern going either direction. Every failure forces the craft to save vs. crushing blow with a -5 penalty or be destroyed. Successful saves still add a round to the travel time needed.] Of course, someone using, say, a magic carpet can cross the maelstrom with ease.
Cutters might discover the cavern accidentally, or use it to escape the horrors of any Lower Plane Mt. Olympus connects to (Carceri, the Gray Waste, or Gehenna). The cavern could become, with the assistance of magical levitation, an incredibly valuable smuggling route to bring weapons from the Upper Planes to the Lower Planes (and, as such, connect with Spiral Hal'Oight, Tripicus, Koe, or Cirily). Finally, an anti-Upper Planar strike would come from here, one a band of heroes might try and stop.
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Bifrost the Rainbow Bridge


(by Jon Winter)
An occasional pathway at best, Bifrost is a magical plane-spanning rainbow of infinite length that can be called down at will by the Norse powers (and, some whisper, by powerful mortal magics) to bridge the void between any point on Ysgard and the Prime Material Plane. Travel down the bridge is somewhat like descending a multi-hued staircase, only the steps are invisible to the climber, and climbers are invisible to creatures on both the Astral (through which the rainbow slices on its primewards route) and the prime...beings stepping off the bridge appear as if stepping out of heavy mists. 

The real darks of the bridge are unknown, and it's an infrequent path to take at best, because most bashers are fearful or the wrath of the Norse powers who apparently own the bridge. Given sufficient garnish, however, the shamen of the trollish fensir people have been known to conjure the bridge themselves and allow planewalkers passage to any prime where the Norse powers are worshipped (which is a lot of 'em!) A pathway to be used judiciously, perhaps!
The Herd


(by Jon Winter)
When rutting season comes to the Beastlands, countless hordes of migrating creatures regularly make the crossover between the plains of Krigala and Arborea. Graybeards reckon that the passionate mindset of the creatures alone is enough to shift tracts of land from one plane to the next, for up to several weeks at a time, and it's this effect that some travellers make use of to jump from one plane to the next at certain times of the Planar Year. If a cutter's capable of running with the herds and avoiding predators like leomarh and manticore, he can make the jump too. 

While the herds are gone, it gives the Beastlands a chance to catch its breath and the pastures to regrow, unfettered by the nibbling teeth of countless hungry mouths, so it's all a natural part of the planar cycle. Some planewalkers also claim to have followed herds from the Beastlands to the Outlands during the Outlands month of the Flocking.
Jormundgandr


(by Alex Roberts)
A living planar pathway? Surely not. Jormundgandr the World Serpent is a familiar figure from Norse myth, and is associated with Nidhogg, the serpent which gnaws Yggdrasil. Jormundgandr runs through almost all the oceans of the planes: Stygia, Thalasia, Ossa, Demogorgon's realm, Elemental Water, The Annwn Sea and others. It does not touch the Silver Sea of Mt. Celestia, note. Also, despite its obvious Nordic roots, it seldom if ever surfaces in Ysgard, partly due to the scarcity of water there and partly because Thor goes hunting for the creature whenever it surfaces. 

Canny cutters with the ability to track the Midgard Serpent can use it as a pathway linking all the planes it dwells on. But they should beware, because smaller linnorms, perhaps only as big as small countries, can be found here and there along its length. The location of the head is unknown, but most bets are on the Annwn Sea. It probably moves, of course. 
The Labyrinth of Loss


(by Jon Winter)
The Labyrinth of Loss (so-called because of the number of planewalkers who enter it never to be seen again!) is a vast maze crossing planar boundaries apparently at whim. The many exits (hard to find though they may be) lead out into the realms of Greek powers, and powers of secrecy, puzzles or mysteries. The labyrinth itself isn't all catacombs and tunnels, on Arborea it appears as interlocking and impenetrable hedges, on Carceri it is walls of black brick, or in its most horrible incarnation, living petitioners cemented into stone. Better believe the Carcerian portions of the Labyrinth are sodding difficult to navigate, berk! The Baatorian segment of the maze is carved deep beneath the surface of the plane with the occasional trapdoor leading to the surface...or the lair of some deadly beast, and the Bytopian portions are vertical in nature, apparently filling the spires between the two halves of the plane! Unlucky cutters have also found the maze leads to the Abyss. 

According to some, you can also gain access to Mechanus' Labyrinthine Portal from the Labyrinth of Loss -- and hence to any part of the Plane of Gears if the cryptic codes governing its use can be cracked. Shekinester's Outlands realm is also linked in some manner, and the very darkest whispers say some mist-shrouded passages penetrate deep into the Ethereal Plane, where they offer a secret means of access to the Lady of Pain's own Mazes. It's a hazardous pathway to travel for sure, but it also leads to some locations that simply aren't accessible by other means...
The River Hister


(by Joshua Jarvis)
The loss of the River Hister is a great disaster for the upper planes. It's this river (along with the Oceanus) that once connected the lawful and chaotic upper planes. The Hister flowed from Nemausus in Arcadia (flowing up hill and up waterfalls instead of down them) through Mt. Celestia (where it remained a distinct current within the great ocean at the base of that plane) through Bytopia and into the Oceanus. Some even said it remained a distinctive current within the Oceanus until it hit a portal and flowed into Ysgard but this is most likely screed. 

The River Hister is no longer there, for when the Harmonium set up their re-education camps along its mouth and Nemausus shifted to Mechanus, the river went with it. Now the Hister flows out of Mechanus, down through the tumbling cubes of Acheron, and into Baator. After that no one knows. Some says the harmonium changed it's nature making it seek out baatezu re-education camps, others say it flows into the Styx, still others say that it dries out in Avernus. But what is known is that the River Hister crosses other rivers without its flow being diluted or its waters mixing. For all we know it may be carving out a riverbed again hopelessly seeking the Oceanus so that their waters may mingle again.
The Seventh Sea


(by Jon Winter)
Many planes have seas, but if a cutter sails far enough he may sometimes find himself completely lost. This, in fact, is the Seventh Sea planar pathway; a state of being so far from land in any direction that any way is effectively the same. Remember, cutter, that the Outer Planes (bar a couple) don't have stars or compass points to direct a lost sailor. 

When you're this lost, it's the hopes and expectations of the ship's crew that guide the vessel through the Seventh Sea of the Astral (which ain't real water as much as the condensed dreams of a billion sleeping primes), and to the destination the crew most want to reach.
There are a number of planar seas that can be reached in the manner; seven destinations are currently known, and it's likely there may be more. The Silver Sea of Mount Celestia is connected (but only when fog banks or silvery spray obscure the infinite mountain), the Blood Oceans of the Abyss, the Ice Floes of Baator, the Brave Ocean on Ysgard, Thalasia on Elysium, the largest lakes of Arborea, and certain prime worlds when the planes are aligned in the right conjunction...
The Steep Ascent


By Clarion the Guardian reports on a long and mountainous
climb from the Hells to the Heavens
(by Alex Roberts )
A new planar pathway has come to my attention. Known as the Rugged Path, or the Steep Ascent, it links a group of planes together whose organisation fits a certain mindset possessed by bloods such as the Archonites. The Rugged Path always appears as a rocky and winding path leading both up and down. Depending on where you find the path, special keys (real keys, made of certain metals) may be needed to proceed one way or the other. Don't ask how the barriers vanish when you're travelling the other way, because I don't know. 

The Steep Ascent may be found in Baator, where the way up, out of the plane, is barred by iron gates requiring green steel keys. It touches every layer except for Stygia and Cania, although it is seldom seen in Nessus. It touches all layers of Gehenna, and here there are no gates, but the path is frequently crossed by acidic streams and lava flows. On the Cordant Plane of Purgatory (if certain explorers are to be believed) the ways up are barred, but the keys are readily available to anyone who shows himself honest and law-abiding. The gates here are wood and the keys cast iron. On Mount Celestia, the Path enters the plane by a causeway submerged some three feet beneath the Silver Sea, to a distance of a mile out. The gates here lead down, and are barred with silver gates requiring gold keys. The Path only extends to the fourth layer of Mount Celestia, and the petitioners gain nothing from using it. Nevertheless, the archons love their section of the Path and it is mentioned in many Archonite and Planes-Militant hymns.
The four planes touching the Pathway can all be reached from the nominal centre of the path, the Concordant Crossroads, which appears to be in the Outlands, although the rest of the Land cannot be accessed from the Crossroads.
The World Serpent Inn


(by Jon Winter)
A famous tavern apparently from the Prime, the World Serpent Inn is a curious planar pathway indeed, as it shifts location from Prime to Outer Planes, and even Inner Planes seemingly at will. Reputed never to remain in the same place for more than one day at a time, it can also be a hard place to find! Canny planewalkers (mainly those with Guvner friends who seem fascinated by cataloguing the almost unfathomable meanderings of the tavern through the planes) learn to predict the World Serpent's path, entering the place when it appears, and remaining inside for exactly the right amount of time (once inside, one hour is equal to one day outside, so in one apparent day of travelling the Inn actually visits twenty four different locations). 

Nobody knows who built the place, nor why it seems unfettered by the rules of normal time and space, but shift it does, and many travellers are thankful for that. The current owner and bartender is the distinctly bizarre Zhora (Prime / female adult mercury dragon / HD 13 / Cipher / LN), a good-natured and affable, if secretive, creature who spends all of her time in one humanoid form or other, usually that of a comely tiefling. A travelling companion (if you will) of hers is the fallen aasimon Altrico (Planar / male movanic deva / HD 8 / Fated / N), a slightly cynical but otherwise likeable celestial prone to fits of maudlin and self-indulgent poetry concerning his fall from grace. Altrico deals with the financial side of the business, fortunetely for Zhora, who overly generous with her treasure horde in the aasimon's opinion.
The Wormholes


(by Jon Winter)
Deep beneath the surface of many of the planes winds a network of tunnels and caverns. Somewhat analogous to the Underdark of the Prime -- and indeed, the two networks do occasionally overlap -- the Wormholes are a vast sprawling mass of passages branching out from Pandemonium where the exiles live, and tracing currents of secrecy, scurrilousness and underhanded double-dealing right across the Lower Planes. Pandemonium, the Abyss, Carceri, the Gray Wastes, Gehenna, Baator and Acheron are all said to have connections to the Wormholes, and the tunnels dig into the Outlands as well. Rather more worrying, perhaps, are the tales of secret passages that snake and sneak all the way to the Upper Planes, emerging on windswept Bytopian mountainsides, the crystalline caverns of Mount Celestia and deep wooded groves of Arborea. If locals of these planes find a connection to the Wormholes, woe betide anyone beneath the surface, because like as not the tunnel will be forcibly collapsed at the first opportunity. 

Used by smugglers, bandits, fiends, assassins and knights of the cross trade alike (mainly to slip things that they shouldn't to the Upper Planes), the most dangerous feature of the Wormholes are the other travellers you might meet, who're more likely to slice your throat than stop to greet you. Should you be fortunate enough to avoid their nefarious advances, you ought to keep watch on the passage rooves, not just for lurkers above, but also rockfalls and cave-ins. The chant goes that the Wormholes are passages left behind by giant planeshifting worms who tunnel between planes in search of food. Whether food includes humanoids is unclear, but nobody's ever seen one of the creatures, so it could be that they're long-dead. That wouldn't explain why new tunnels appear all the time to replace ones that've collapsed though.
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Planar Waterways
Being a survey of the other many planar rivers that span the Great Ring.
The Achelous


(by Alex Roberts)
A tributary of the Oceanus, the Achelous rises somewhere beyond Arvandor and flows across the first layer of Arborea to meet Ocean at the foot of Olympus. The river passes through acres of fine farmland, and the locals swear that it is the river that provides all that they need. The Achelous is guarded by a fierce power also called Achelous, who can shapechange and frequently appears as an enormous river serpent, or as a bull. Heracles has fought with Achelous at least twice, and the river god is still smarting from the last time and wants a rematch.
The Acheron


(by Alex Roberts)
Told of mainly in legend, the River Acheron is said to flow across the bottom of Ocanthus, in Acheron. Allegedly made of tar with iron plates floating in it, the Acheron is inhospitable and vile. Symbolically speaking, it's the entrance to the Lower Planes, as many sages claim that Acheron moves away from Evil and towards Law as you descend the layers, and so Ocanthus must be the closest to Mechanus, they say. Acheron is also the home to Charon, the Boatman of the Lower Planes. This enigmatic demipower is rumoured to be an ancient yugoloth of unknown race who commands, or possibly trains, the marraenoloths in the art of pragmatism and exploitation. His representative in the wider area of the Lower Planes is an ultroloth who looks like a large marraenoloth and who calls himself Phlegyas. Be very careful when dealing with either of them.
The River Cocytus


(by Alex Roberts)
The River of Wailing, the Frozen River, the Fourth River of Hell. All names for one of the strangest rivers in the planes. Why so strange? Because it's frozen along its whole length, berk. It's pointless to talk about the rise and flow of this one, because there isn't any. But there it is: In Cocytus, Pandemonium, and in Cania, Nessus and Stygia, Baator. Walking along the ice may lead you to a portal linking one frozen stretch to another. The river fills all of Cania, and lurks in the crevasses in Cocytus and Nessus. It 'flows into' the Styx in Stygia, although that's an economy of the truth when talking about something which hasn't remotely flowed for aeons. Rumours tell of ancient fiends and other things trapped in the ice, as well as luckless petitioners who angered the Lords of the Nine. One rumour even tells of a former Lord of the Ninth (also a fallen archon, the story goes) frozen in a deep canyon in Nessus.
The Eridanus


(by Alex Roberts)
The River Eridanus flows from Mount Celestia to join the Oceanus in Elysium. Known as the River of the Heavens, or the Astronomers' River, its surface sparkles with motes of light, and during the dark hours it can be seen many leagues away sparkling like many stars. Rising in Mertion at the small town of Alpha Eridani, it flows down the Mountain as far as Epsilon Eridani in Mercuria, where it crosses into Buxenus in Arcadia at one very obvious point. The first town it reaches in Arcadia is named Zeta Eridani, and it flows across the plane and into Abellio (against all intuition, this means it should be flowing uphill, but the topology of Arcadia is such that it always seems to find a downward slope to link two points). From Mu Eridani in Arcadia it flows into Amoria in Elysium, and then down to Eronia where it flows into Oceanus at a village called Omega Eridani. The river is inhabited by strange radiant beings that remind those primes who understand space travel of gonn and constellates, although smaller by far.
The Euonë


(by Alex Roberts)
The River of Remembrance, Euonë runs alongside the Lethe from their joint source in Chronias as far as Lunia. There Lethe goes underground and Euonë joins the ocean. Euonë appears similar to Lethe, but has a miraculously different property. Whoever drinks the water of the River of Remembrnce regains memories lost by magic or psionics or by drinking the waters of the Styx or Lethe. However, traumatic experiences are rendered less awful by the process, and so many use it as a means of spiritual refreshment. Of course, to partake of it you must first be able to travel around the Holy Mountain, which prevents evil or overly chaotic berks from using it. (The effects resemble those of the spell blessed remembrance).
The Hister


(by Joshua Jarvis)
The loss of the River Hister is a great disaster for the upper planes. It is this river (along with the Oceanus) that once connected the lawful and chaotic upper planes. The Hister flowed from Nemausus in Arcadia (flowing up hill and up waterfalls instead of down them) through Mt. Celestia (where it remained a distinct current within the great ocean at the base of that plane) through Bytopia and into the Oceanus. Some even said it remained a distinctive current within the Oceanus until it hit a portal and flowed into Ysgard but this is most likely screed. 

The River Hister is no longer there, for when the Harmonium set up their re-education camps along its mouth and Nemausus shifted to Mechanus, the river went with it. Now the Hister flows out of Mechanus, down through the tumbling cubes of Acheron, and into Baator. After that no one knows. Some says the harmonium changed it's nature making it seek out baatezu re-education camps, others say it flows into the Styx, still others say that it dries out in Avernus. But what is known is that the River Hister crosses other rivers without its flow being diluted or its waters mixing. For all we know it may be carving out a riverbed again hopelessly seeking the Oceanus so that their waters may mingle again.
The Lethe


(by Alex Roberts)
The River Lethe is noted as flowing through Nessus, Baator, and Hades' Realm, Pluton, Grey Waste. In fact, the river is something of a mystery. It rises somewhere in Chronias, Mt. Celestia, alongside the Euonë, it is told. It then flows down every layer of the Mountain, running in a broad, straight canal through Yetsirah, and thence wends its way down to the slopes of Lunia. However, it does not flow into the ocean there, but rather enters a cave and flows away into the depths of the Mountain, emerging in Nessus, of all places. Quite how Lunia is linked to Nessus is unclear, because the Nessus end of the river is always guarded by fiends. Some say that the enigmatic Lord of the Ninth seals it himself from time to time. Having thus entered Nessus, it flows parallel to the Styx into Pluton, where it eventually joins it in Hades' Realm. Lethe is called the River of Forgetfulness: Whoever drinks it forgets everything, just as with the Styx. However, unlike the Styx there is a way of retrieving lost memories from Lethe: simply walk upstream one mile for every year of life forgotten.
The Pyriphlegethon


(by Alex Roberts)
Flowing from Mount Erebus in Phlegethos, Baator, the River Pyriphlegethon changes in nature along its length. At its source it is pure molten rock, much like everything else in the layer. From there it loops around to Phlegethon in Pandemonium where it is a congealed, nearly solid flow of lava and hot mud. Mind you, it's still much hotter than the rest of the layer, so a body who needs heat badly could do worse than to go looking for the flaming river. Passing next into the uncharted depths of the Abyss, the river's path is lost. It emerges again in the Hinterlands. Passing by the Dark Forest encircling the Slavic Other World as a wide chasm of flames, it flows along the Long Valley as far as the eye can scan. Somehow it next flows into Avernus, where it is only distinguishable from the River of Blood by temperature: Pyriphlegethon boils. Having thus gone full circle around the Lower Planes it flows into the Styx at Stenching Evil, the City of Revulsion.
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Miscellaneous Chant on the Pathways and their Users

Opener of the Way


Being the Realm of Ptah
(by Aaron Infante-Levy)
"He who yields his power becomes empty. He who empties himself becomes free. He who becomes free, to him are open all the paths of the multiverse."
· Ophericon, priest of Ptah

CHARACTER: 

Wandering is the mark of the free. Never be in the same place twice. Travel is the absence of bonds to tie you down, so cast off your bonds and explore the mists of the multiverse. The greater the sacrifice, the greater the reward. Releasing yourself from all your bonds opens the doorway to inspiration, and from there, the imagination will take you anywhere. 

RULER: 

There's no doubt about it, Ptah is God here. Little dark has been compiled on Ptah, Egyptian power of travel, craftsmen, and artists, who remains one of the least understood of his pantheon. Why a Power would sacrifice his might is beyond the understanding of most mortals, not to mention the Powers. The dark of it is that Ptah is the eldest of his pantheon, and the closest to a creator that the Egyptian Powers have. It is he who was responsible for sculpting the Ka, or spirit bodies, in which petitioners would dwell (and rumour has it the Powers as well). Some event, now shrouded by the mists of time, caused him to relinquish his power to Ra, and to forever live in silence. What could cause a Power to take a vow to never speak is left to the speculation of sages, although it doesn't seem to bother Ptah much. He would be just as content talking amiably with some traveller as drifting quietly through the Ethereal.
DESCRIPTION:

 Opener of the Way follows Ptah through his wanderings in the Ethereal, though it can exist independently of him anywhere. A planewalker wont necessarily know she's crossed the boundary into his realm, for it is as misty as the Misty Shore itself. Slowly, however, the mist becomes stratified, divided into ribbon-like layers. Depending on which mist ribbon a cutter focuses, she's going to see a different aspect of Ptah's imagination. Most bashers don't realise this dark, and they'll just wander on by. Those that do know the dark aren't blinded by the Powers might, for Ptah does not wish to scare off the visiting travellers. However, no sound is possible in his realm, as an extension of his vow, so spells with verbal components fail. Strangely, communication is possible, but by a form of telepathy, wherein those conversing can relay mental images, though only those based in creativity (e.g.. "check that ribbon for the portal" doesn't function, but "open eyes to the mist of our gateway" will).
There are an infinite number of mist ribbons, each centred on taking a body to certain plane, for a price. When a planewalker just wants to get to a plane, not caring about her specific destination, she's going to need to sacrifice a story of her travels to Ptah, one that she will never tell again. If she needs to get to a certain layer or world, Ptah requires something more substantial, such as sacrificing a favoured spell, potent magical item, or a truly creative piece of art. Ptah can also guide the planewalker through a gateway into a specific city or realm, though the price is high, often involving the sacrifice of some honoured position, membership in a faction, or experience level loss. By traversing Ptah's mist ribbons a planewalker can reach any place in the multiverse, though the trick is finding his realm in the first place.
SERVICES:

 Besides the mist ribbons, little in the way of services can be found here, though the planewalker with a true travellers heart can expect a warm reception and a place to rest free of harm. A powerful priest of Ptah, who's rumoured to be striving toward Proxyhood, calls himself Ophericon (Planar / male human / P11 / LN), and has been seen within Opener of the Way more and more often. He can help travellers find supplies in the Ethereal, direct them to colour pools outside of Ptah's realm, and show them the safest routes. Fact is, he knows the Ethereal like the back of his hand. Course, there's bound to be an ulterior motive for his presence in the realm; chances are he's pursuing his last step towards becoming a proxy, so woe to the berk who gets in his way.
CHANT:

 Whatever the eyes see, the ears hear, and the nose breathes goes straight to the heart and the conclusion reached by the heart is then spoken by the tongue. This is how Ptah commanded all the gods into existence, as the chant goes. It is because of his penchant for creating all that he speaks that he was silenced; this makes sense considering his soft spot for persecuted artists. Chant has it that he brought into being, by creationspeak, the serpent Apophis and other such terrors of the Egyptian pantheon. Nobody would want to imagine him creationspeaking something even worse, yet no one will ever know if he could create something better.
Mik Mathews the Red


Being a description of the famous Pathwalker
(by Belarius)
MALE HUMAN PLANAR
14th level fighter, 4th level bard - dual classed, Society of Sensation
Neutral (Good) 

Str 17, Dex 13, Con 15, Int 15, Wis 16, Cha 17
HP 85, AC -3, THAC0 7 (6 with Str bonus)
EQUIPMENT: 

Red leather splint mail of blending +3, ring of protection +4, long sword of the planes, cubic gate (Arborea, Carceri, Mechanus, Ysgard, the Gray Waste), iron bands of bilarro, luckstone.
SPECIAL:

 60 ft. infravision. +1 to saves vs. poison. +1 to surprise checks. 10% chance of detecting lie (20% with humans). Sensory touch. Weapon specialisation (long sword). Has the following thief abilities: PP 50%, DN 70%, CW 70%, RL 75%, DM 45%. +1 resistance to charm. Alter moods. History and magical item identification. Scroll use. +2 saving throw vs. sound-based attacks. Rally friends. 
Mik Mathews is a living legend. In planar terms, most people have heard his name somewhere. A trader and taskmaster of extraordinary skill, Mik Mathews has spent the last thirty years running all manner of goods across the planes for whoever offered the most interesting jobs. From shipping wine to Gehenna to bringing larvae to the Outlands, he's worked for a lot of people and knows the planes like few mortals can.
An impressive man, even at his current age of 50, Mik is not tall (5'5") but radiates a veritable aura of respect and talent. His curly red hair is cropped close to his head, and a fiery beard with newly appearing streaks of white adorns his square jaw. His eyes are bright green and his skin is a dark orange hue from years in the sun. Mik's trademark clothing is a red leather coat that's run knee-length and black leather pants (this is actually a suit of armour, magically concealed). He typically wears horned walking boots and red gloves. His attire eventually stuck him with the nickname 'The Red' or just 'Red.'
Mik is very well educated, having spent at least a year in Thoth's library (he was careful not to look for anything specific, and thus never was addicted to the library's capacity). Well-read and articulate, he can recite verbatim a number of famous ballads and epics, as well as sing like a Fierre and dance with grace and poise.
Born and raised on the Outlands, Mik was a bright lad with a cheerful smile and robust build. Mik's mother died in childbirth, but otherwise his early years were comfortable. A champion rider, his skill with a mount (any mount, by now) is surpassed only by the Hinterland bandits. His father was a bard of some repute (many a fairy tale book in Sigil bears the name of Old Man Mathews as author), and Mik heard tales from across the planes throughout his childhood. When he came of age, his father brought the young man to Sigil, where he joined the family faction. Mik followed in his father's footsteps for several years, becoming a bard of respectable skill himself.
This all changed when a powerful and disgruntled wild mage cast Mik and his father into the depths of Carceri. Surrounded by traitors on all sides and eager to escape, the pair quickly learned the age-old rule of the Red Prison: those banished there must become as powerful as the being who banished them before they can escape. Mik very quickly learned to use a sword as much as his tongue, and the pair slowly worked their way to an escape. Though valiant, Mik's father never made it, dying at the hands of a pack of trolls. Mik escaped alone, into the Outlands, starving and weakened, but survived long enough to be picked up by a passing caravan.
Though still in mourning over his father's death and scarred to the core of his being by over a year in the Plane of Traitors, Mik quickly grew accustomed to caravan life. His aptitude showed, and the caravan leader soon started showing him the ropes of managing the wagons, the mounts, the people. when Mik was able to go it alone, the caravan leader (an old man named Roc) retired, leaving Mik in charge. So, at the age of 20, Mik began his travels in earnest.
Over his thirty years of travel Mik has been on every Out Planes at least twice, has visited every gate-town, and has made regular visits to the Astral, Ethereal, and Inner Planes. Though a man of action more than a man of words, Mik has retained his extensive repertoire of lore. Able to fight toe-to-toe with fiends and even having outwitted a nalfesnee (only once, mind you), Mik is a force to be reckoned with.
ADVENTURE IDEAS:

· Mik can be a helpful NPC in any adventure which calls for a caravan or trading centre (Dead Gods - Chapter VI, Strange Bedfellows, Militancy Justifies the Means, etc.). Because of his relative power, it is recommended Mik not assist the PCs in combat, representing a friendly NPC instead. 

· Mik hires the PCs as guards within a caravan to one of the Lower Planes. He also, however, specifies that he believes another worker of his is a spy, and the PCs must find this person. Ideally, the adventure continues once the caravan has reached its destination, perhaps as a murder mystery in a Lower Planar castle. 

· A bit worse for wear, Mik is starting to feel the burden of his age. The PCs are asked to help him seek something akin to a Fountain of Youth (high-level adventure, possibly on an epic scale). The generality of the idea allows DMs to come up with their own artifacts/sites to keep their campaign balanced. 

The Rilmani Conspiracy


Dark from the Stygian Chantslinger
(by Rip Van Wormer)
In the hardest to find regions of the World Tree or Mount Ollie are kips that seem to screamingly defy the way we look at how the planes fit together. 

Your first clue might be when all of your dweomered items peter out or maybe you're a mindtickler whose subtlest senses all go blind all sudden like. I once saw a deva scream in agony like a Clueless at a bladeling disco as she suddenly lost all contact with her god.
If you're a real blood you might see the signs of a rilmani infestation before you get in trouble: shrubbery half trimmed and half wild, a mound of fresh dirt next to an old sinkhole, or a stream of gibberish next to erudite poetry. That's the rilmani alright -- Balance above all.
If you're more bloody than Blood you might not know anything's different till you meet the rilmani themselves. Like as not they're holed up like cloistered monks communing with their body odour, stacked up like fish in a sardine dead-book, or like the legendary Sleepers the powers store here and there to stave off this or that foretold apocalypse. If you stumble on to these bashers they'll perk up like Spectators and rush out quick as you please. These are choice cut rilmani, mind you: paragons of their race, advanced souls with few peers. They'll boil the dark out of you one way or another: what are you doing here, who do you work for, what side of the Balance are you fighting for, if any. Then they firmly usher you out of their private little theatre, although some bashers've sworn they've been altered subtly -- by what skill or craft they can't tell. No one remembers being made to forget anything either, not that memory's worth a yugoloth's words in such zones.
So what's the dark behind it all? What kinds of theories and axioms have the Guvner's dreamt up to explain it? The only link we can forge is that both Mountain and Tree are variants of the World Axis that manifests itself most purely in the Spire. It's like these most famous pathways are reflections of that great rivet that connects everything, and in some strange, shallow places they even behave the same way.
That's the best I've heard chanted, anyway. If you hear more, pass it back to me and I'll feel it for funny notes and see how it casts.
I'll see you in the next story over, cutter...
