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What's so great about Sects anyway?
Ha ha, how many more lame puns can I make? ;-) Sorry. That was the last one, I promise... 

So, you want to know about sects? In case you haven't seen 'em, here's a couple of relevant quotes from TSR's fabulous Planes of Chaos boxed set, that say it as well as any blood with the dark of it could:

From the Book of Chaos [Planes of Chaos Boxed set]:
"Surprising as many Cagers might find it, not everybody on the Great Ring ascribes to one of their factions. For one thing, there are a lot of backwood communities that've never even heard of Sigil. And then there are those folk who have heard of Sigil, but figure it's just some pretentious madhouse that doesn't hold much significance to their lives. These folk have their own irons in the fire, which means they have their own way of looking at things. 

"Sometimes those distinctive ways of looking at things are held in common by enough people that they rival a faction in significance, at least locally. That world view is referred to as a sect. To put it more simply, while factions are groups centred in Sigil with a specific world view, sects are those without a recognised seat in Sigil."
From the Planes of Chaos Travelogue:
"Planar Politics. If Sigil is, as some claim, the heart of the planes, faction politics is the lifeblood pumping through the heart. And Sigil's factions reach outward to the rest of the planes as well, affecting much of what transpires there. 

"However, not everyone on the planes gives a fig about Sigil's factions. The most obvious example is the denizens of the prime worlds, who are as clueless about the factions as they are about other planes in general. But even on the other planes, a lot of souls are either ignorant of the factions or disdainful of them. In fact, in some places, local philosophies and concerns outshine Sigil's factions in importance. Within the githzerai strongholds in Limbo, for instance, the politics of terrain shaping is extremely important. And from Ysgard there has spread a philosophical outlook whose adherents are known as the Ring-givers. These and other examples are detailed [in the Travelogue], with the planes on which they're most commonly found.
"Among Cagers, it's common practice to refer to such groups as 'sects', so as not to confuse them with the factions who run the various aspects of Sigil. Now, that may seem a pretty pretentious attitude for Cagers to take, but considering how snobbish and self-absorbed they can be, it's a wonder they deign to recognise outlying groups at all."
Basic definition of a Sect
A group of people who share a particular world view, who are not represented in Sigil. Factions on the other hand are a group of people who share a similar world view and are represented in Sigil.

Most sects do not serve a particular purpose
The Anarch's Guild are one of the exceptions, (however, their purpose is localised to Limbo see Planes of Chaos). Factions on the other hand have a very specific purpose, in that each one operates an maintains an aspect of Sigil's civil government, in addition to their own scheming.

Sects are in a sense hereditary, they are local
Sects are usually limited to a small area (relative to the planes) and are always "local" in nature. The Mathematicians are found primarily on Mechanus, and generally are only found wandering in other planes. However, you are just as likely to find a Guvner native to Baator as you are one in Elysium. 

This also changes who Sects "recruit". Sects tend not to be highly evangelistic, unlike Factions which are in Sigil largely for that purpose.

Sects do not always have a philosophy they are promoting...
If you look at the Sects found in PSMCII you will notice that they do not have the same philosophical bent as the Factions do.

Overview
With these sage words still lingering in our memories, let us consider some of the points which have been raised:

· Sects are groups of people and things outside of the Cage that share lifestyles. Factions are institutions, establishments, and in a few cases "disestablishments" that promote a way of living. 

· Because the Sects don't have an official presence in Sigil, they have much less of an impact on what the planes think. Factions pervade the society of the planes, except where folks decide they've got their own better ideas, and set up local sects. 

· Of course, on infinite planes, "local" takes on a whole new meaning. It could be one plane, a part of a plane, or several; it depends on all sorts of factors. But basically, while there might be individuals espousing their sect's beliefs in Sigil, the sect itself isn't officially represented either on Sigil's Council (which not all the factions are either) or with it's own HQ in the Cage. 

The Planes of Chaos quotes above give the impression that it isn't just where the sects aren't based that defines what they are, it's the fact that they're more relevant locally to the people who believe in 'em. The sects are keyed to more specific attitudes than the factions, almost. Many of 'em have tighter alignment restrictions, and they're not so easily adaptable to other places in the planes. 

The Anarchs for example don't have much call outside of Limbo, and the Converts can't be lawful. Lawful and evil characters tend to shy away from the Ring-Givers as they ain't the generous sort. Ragers must be chaotic, Merkhants aren't ever good, Incantifers are usually evil or at least neutral. Chaotics aren't allowed in the Order of the Planes-Militant (and evil berks can't usually hack it), and Mathematicians must not only be lawful, but also have an intelligence of 17 or more! Wylders can't be evil or lawful, and the Guardians must be good. And there's plenty more examples...

Almost all of the published sects have alignment restrictions. Members might be found anywhere, but they tend to gravitate towards the plane that spawned their sect, as that's where their belief fits in best.

Compare this with the factions: Neither Bleakers nor Anarchists may be lawful, the Fated can't be lawful good, Guvners, Harmonium and Mercykillers must be lawful, lawful good or lawful neutral characters 'might find being a Signer difficult', Ciphers must be neutral, and Xaositects obviously are chaotic.

That's just over half the factions (if you count the Signers). Maybe some of the factions grew up on the Great Ring and then made the jump to Sigil, or maybe they just started off in the Cage. Probably some of both.

The factions are more all-embracing than the sects. More cosmopolitan, if you like. They're based at the centre of the Outer Planes in Sigil, where all beliefs clash, and they generally appeal to more folks than the sects.

Of course, there are now only 15 factions. The Lady of Pain sorted that out long ago. Nobody really knows whether she'd take offence if a sect set itself up in Sigil as a proper faction.

The Role of Factions and Sects
With the exception of the Indeps and Anarchists, all the factions play a part in the day-to-day running of Sigil. The Fated take the taxes, the Guvners run the law courts etc etc. The sects have philosophical goals, sure, just like the factions, but they don't have a hand in the running of either Sigil or any other non-sect activity (except the Anarchs as was stated earlier). 

Some wise philosopher once said: "Factions are bent on conquering the multiverse, sects are more concerned with living in it."
Now, that's elegant, but the Ring-Givers might disagree. Maybe that's how a sect starts off, but when it grows big enough, taking on the multiverse gets higher on its 'to do' list. The Guardians want to put all the evil creatures into the dead-book, for a start. Pretty grand thinking.

Why are the Factions in Sigil? For health reasons? 'Cause they like smog? No, because from Sigil they can spread their ideology to the greatest number of people. And if enough people all think the same way, then they take over the multiverse.

Sects on the other hand, are mostly local in nature and deal with an aspect of a particular plane. Verdant Guild deals with ecology and nature, primarily in the Beastlands.

Could the factions also have come to Sigil as it's the place that best suits their cosmopolitan stance on morals? After all, it's easier to pick up recruits in the Cage than it would be to traipse round the Great Ring preaching. Sects tend to want to find recruits who share their morals and ethics, and they'd naturally look first to the planars on the Great Ring. After all, it's easier to change the way someone looks at the world in terms of entropy, justice, anarchy and death than it is to change their morals (there's no XP penalty for thinking you're the centre of the multiverse, unlike there is for changing alignment, right?) 

Of course, this is just a rough guide. Sects can be found all over the place, and some faction members never leave one plane. But on average, the factions are not only located in Sigil, but their members're also more widely dispersed than sects as their world views rely less on morals and ethics and more on abstract ideas.

Entropy isn't lawful or chaotic, it just is. Anyone can believe in it, no matter if they're good as a guardinal or bad as a balor. Defending Mount Celestia from evil and corruption, however, takes a special kind of blood.

There's a difference in the lack of sects' headquarters in Sigil, the function they play in the belief of the planes as well as Sigil's government (most sects are local whereas the factions are widespread and in Sigil) and the necessity for specific ethical and moral beliefs in more sects than factions.

Or mybe the factions are simply sects who've got the Lady of Pain's seal of approval...

Sectual Activity
Oops, sorry, I've done it again ;-) No matter. This page is a survey of sects which are rumoured to exist, or known the exist but haven't yet been written up. More is known about some sects than others, but if you discover anything new, please feel free to tell this mimir all about it! There's a submissions form at the bottom of this page, or you may find it easier to send this stuff via email, to sects@mimir.net.
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The Creationists (by Joshua Jarvis)

"Chaos? HECK NO! Limbo is just a plane that hasn't formed yet!" Order is created from chaos. And chaos itself has rules and laws. Countless variables just make it seem random. This group broke off from the Fraternity of Order due to their single minded devotion to finding law in chaos. Based in Mechanus, the Creationists have little interest in other philosophies, except to vehemently oppose the Doomguards' view of the multiverse. 

Sect Benefits: Resistance to harmful magic, all such magic gets -1 penalty per dice of damage to a member of the Creationists.

Sect Hindrances: Members of this sect cannot act in a chaotic way. They exemplify order in their every action. If they do something that seems chaotic, it really has order behind it.

Imbibers (by Obsidian)

These cutters believe that the key to power is becoming immune to every form of pain or harm. They get their name from their imbibing small quantities of poison in order to build up resistance, but also go in for fire- and cold-resistant magic items as well. Imbibers tend to be found on the Lower Planes, in particular Gehenna.

Knights of Judgement (by Caine)

While many claim that belief is the be-all, end-all of life on the Outer Planes, Knights of Judgement, or the Knights Epoche, hold that disbelief is the key to the Multiverse. These monkish cutters wander the Hinterlands (which they believe to be the true negation of belief), thinking of ways to tear down the arguments of others while achieving "epoche", or the absolute suspension of judgement. Bashers who are able to purge themselves of all belief (in notions of good, evil, law, chaos, of substance and the external world, and even of themselves and their sects' beliefs), will achieve perfection. 

The Observers (by Matt Maybray)

"There are those who like to tear down the factions from within, like the Anarchists, as there are those who would manipulate the factions for their own ends, like the Shadows. Logically, there would be a third group that infilitrates the factions. I represent that group. The Observers worm their way into the factions and then record what they see, so as their history and philosophy can survive for future generations to ponder and study, even if the beliefs espoused are eventually revealed to be false. It is not our place to judge it is to watch." 

-- Unknown
The Oppressors (by Lucas Berghaus)

The secret to life lies in pushing others down. If a body could lock all the other sods away, then she'd be the master of everything. Then you wouldn't ever have to do any work again, just get a slave to do it for you. You would be able to do anything you felt like doing. Problem: no one's got the power to keep everyone enslaved or in the dead-book. Solution: Share it. There's more than enough power out there, so set up a small ruling class, and keep everyone else powerless. Rule through fear, and crush the weak. Ally with the strong. Good is the definition of true weakness. 

The leader, Philip the Adamant Fist (NE male tiefling fighter/thief Lv 18/19), has carved himself a moderate sized realm in Carceri, encompassing three orbs, on Colothys. Some other successful faction members have dictatorships in the Gray Waste, Acheron, and Baator. The sect splintered from the Fated, by members who disagreed with the Duke's less extreme views. They meet from time to time to discuss recent conquests.

Sect members are accepted only if they gain rulership of some burg, and can count on little from fellow members, without paying for it.

Requirements: Any Evil Alignment

Benefits: +2 on reaction rolls with fiends, who make deals with Oppressors occasionally. If bargained with, fiends may be employed to protect oppressor, and keep the slaves in line, in return for souls, jink, or magic.

Penalties: -2 to reactions with anyone else and -6 to reaction rolls from celestials, good clerics and paladins. Celestials recognise the base evil of these mortals and have few reservations about putting them in the dead-book.

The Peacemakers (by Alex David Groce)

"Chaos, law, can't we focus on your similarities instead of your differences?" -- Peacemaker Valis Tal
"Shut your bone box, and quit interrupting our battle." --Tanar'ri & baatezu
[Moments later, after both reaching for a stone the annoying interlocutor has thrown between them]
"Hey. What were we fighting about?" --Tanar'ri and baatezu 

"How many fiends and planars must die before the tanar'ri and baatezu realise that what they have in common is more important than what they disagree about? Law and chaos are opposed, it is true, but this senseless war is going nowhere. The real enemies of the beings of Baator and the Abyss are the Upper Planar beings! Only united can the forces of evil triumph. Neither Chaos nor Law is sufficient unto itself in this battle." --Tarkus Nite
Tarkus Nite is the founder of the Peacemakers. Nite is actually an ancient ultroloth exiled from both Gehenna and the Grey Waste for seeking to end the Blood War (which some suspect the yugoloths began for their own purposes).

He usually appears as a wise and benevolent appearing old man, only adopting his true form when dealing with fiends. Nite began the Peacemakers long ago (how long is as unknown as when he was exiled) to bring together the three lower planar "Great Races of Evil" (his term) to exterminate the Upper Planar beings he hated so. As the yugoloths were already ready to work for the highest bidder whoever it might be, he concentrated on the Tanar'ri and Baatezu in his efforts to end the Blood War.

Of course, he hasn't succeeded one bit. The Blood War has a lot of momentum behind it. However, in Valis Tal he may have found the pawn he finally needs to end the Blood War and begin the real bloodletting.

Valis Tal is everything that Tarkus Nite is not. Lawful Good, she's an ancient mage from an unknown Prime, who's been wandering the Planes for years. Over these years she's seen many a fiend slain and many an Outlands village razed in the name of the Blood War. She wants to end the war forever, and "stop the madness." In this interest, she's borrowed an ancient artifact from the Mages' Guild of the mysterious world from which she originates (possibly the same world as the Harmonium): the Sympathy Stone. 

This nondescript appearing stone can bridge the gap between any two beings, by letting them briefly see each other's point of view. Hopefully, once enough tanar'ri and baatezu have seen it from the other side, they'll call off the war. That's all Valis wants. She known nothing of Nite's plans for after the end of the Blood War.

Actually, things aren't even that simple. While showing Nite the stone, Valis Tal touched it while he held it. Now they can both see the merits of each other's viewpoints, which has led them both to become half-barmy, and half enlightened.

Prime Regals (by Joshua Jarvis)

Known sarcastically as the "prime superiors", this screed is common of the lot of 'em: 

"There is no better example of Balance than the Prime. all those who do not believe so are, as you planars say, 'clueless'. Not only are we balanced in every alignment, but every element as well. And a planar on board a spelljammer ship would be just as out of his depth as a prime in Sigil. Why do the Mathematicians use 'prime' numbers? Your rule of threes and unity of rings is flawed. Why doesn't a plane connect the Inner and Outer planes? There goes your ring and three theory. Why, the prime has better models of the multiverse and if you allowed us to assert our beliefs we would have crafted it as a cube or sphere or something, just let us do it."

A group of semi-plane-savvy Primes, disliked by most planars, the Prime Regals reckon they do a much better job of being the Centre of the Multiverse than Sigilfolk, so the latter should shut their bone boxes and let them get on with it. Widely seen by planars as precocious clueless who should tumble to the dark, it's said that it was an encounter with a member of this sect that provoked the eladrin Cirily into starting the Planarists, her prime-phobic organisation.

The Rosebringers (by Caine)

Creativity is the basis of the multiverse, and True Beauty is its ultimate destiny. Though most Cagers think that they're just barmies throwing roses around, the Rosebringers are a sect that believes that the most noble pursuit is to bring Beauty to the multiverse. Thus they spread the beautiful scent of roses wherever they go. Of course, they also indulge in aesthetic pursuits, such as art, music, and literature. In Sigil, Rosebringers can be found hanging around the Civic Festhall and other Sensate-infested areas. 

By spreading rose petals about, any Rosebringer can raise the morale of her allies and confer the benefits of a bless spell. However, everybody else finds this real annoying, so Rosebringers have a -1 to reaction rolls in any place except their primary planes of influence, Arborea and oftentimes Elysium.

The Separatists (by David Alexander)

"Magic? We love it. Its fine, that is until is starts making portals and the like... 

"The Separatists are an independent sect which proclaims that everything in the multiverse is going wrong. Once when everything was right, there were no portals, gateways, astral conduits and each plane was alone. Every petitioner reached his destination and everything was fine.

"Then, portals and other planar means of passage were created, and then the races began wandering the planes - look! You can find humans practically everywhere!

"Creatures not native to a plane began arriving, races that don't belong, creatures that shouldn't be (tieflings, cambions, aasimar) formed from unions between races that were never supposed to meet. This destroyed the planes as they should have been.

"As for Yggdrasil, the world Ash, the Norse gods were supposed to keep that one safe but they just left it for everyone to use.

"The Styx? Just a pathway for souls on the way to their final kip. It was never meant to be a line of travel and passage. In fact, the Marraenoloths, those Stygian yugoloth boatmen, were supposed to guard the Styx to prevent such a thing! Not be the cause.

"Oceanus? Similar to the Styx, but this one was meant to be the home of special upper planar marine creators such as balaena, who were supposed to guard against berks bending the rules and seeking passage.

"As for gate towns, they are the best example for the corruption of the planes as a result of the portals and planar passageways. Planes such as the Abyss grow on the gate towns moving into them and gain land never meant for them.

"Sigil! The ultimate mystery. We say that Sigil had a secret purpose one of great consequence but one which has been destroyed by all the damn portals the sodding Lady of Pain creates.

"Now, we must correct this. How? It's too late for quite a lot. We have the planar races everywhere, tieflings, the blood war of course, what do we do?

"We must destroy all portals, all gateways, perhaps even all magic in order to prevent this from recurring in the future. Then, once each plane is alone again, it will reform a new eco-planar balance within itself and include the new alien races and things, not native to it, and make them part of the local eco-planar balance."

The Tanar (by Gothenem)

The Tanar believe that the tanar'ri are the true highest form of life in the multiverse, that's why the baatezu want them in the dead book. The screed about law vs. chaos is nothing but a cover-up. These berks fight the baatezu in the Blood War, kill those who slay fiends, and are all around evil berks. 

Requirements: Must be Chaotic Evil, any class or race can join.

Benefits: Tanar'ri look upon them as lesser tanar'ri. They are allowed to travel in the Abyss as if they were lesser tanar'ri. They get a +1 on saves vs. baatezu attacks.

Hindrances: Of course, the baatezu look upon them as tanar'ri as well. That means they attack the sod immediately. Tanar get a -1 penalty on saves vs. tanar'ri attacks, for when a tanar'ri attacks one of its own, it knows all the dirty tricks.

Vivisectors (by Obsidian)

An obscure sect on the planes that believes the key to power is in dissecting and understanding the workings of every living (and nonliving!) being in the planes. They're an addle-coved bunch, to be sure, more often than not necromancers or priests of powers of Death, but the Vivisectors also count several rogue modrons among their numbers.

The Watchers (by Baldassarr)

Knowledge is power. Know your enemy and know yourself. Think through. Strategise. The watchers seek to find out as much as they can about their perceived foes. They appear rather inquisitive or even pushy and too forward. They have good memories due to the dozens of little facts they file away, and they have good recall when it comes to who hates who, who owes who a favour, and most important of all, who is hit by iron, lighting, fire, silver etc... 

Sect Benefits: Watchers train to match faces with facts, so any time a player can't seem to remember what they need when dealing with a certain NPC, the DM will provide them with the info (assuming they knew in the first place!) In addition during any conversation a successful Intelligence check will always reveal some personal detail the average basher is not privy too.

Sect Hindrances: A failed charisma check results in the target thinking the Watcher as being too pushy and forward, and this opinion is a hard one to break (future reaction checks when meeting the same cutter are made at a cumulative -2 penalty).

[image: image1.png]



The Chaos Masters, the Groundsmen

Copyright 1999 by Brant Casavant
NB: The Anarchs were first introduced in the Planes of Chaos Travelogue.

"You stand on the threshold of a new life. All these years of training and preparation have lead up to this day, this moment in your lives, in which you are afforded the title 'Shaper'. Of the one-hundred and fifty of you that passed the preliminary tests just to get into this fine academy, only twenty-nine of you remain. Consider yourselves the greatest minds the githzerai community has to offer." 

"Many of our fellows believe that the Guild's only purpose is to maintain the massive cities which the githzerai live in, but this is hardly the case. As Groundsmen, it is your solemn and holy duty to defend our race from its enemies -- the githyanki and the slaadi. You are part of a long and proud tradition, whose origins stretch back to the very first githzerai to set foot in this plane of chaos. It is because of us that the githzerai have not been crushed beneath the heel of the slaadi, or worse, the githyanki. Without our ability to mold and shape Limbo's environment, our kind would perish at the hands of its enemies. Never forget this when performing your duties, Shapers. Everything you do, do it to the best of your ability -- for the project or duty you shrug now could spell doom for one of our soldiers later."

"Although we are solely responsible for the success of our kind in this harsh plane of Limbo, never forget your place. We exist to serve the His Omnipotence, Zaerith Menyar-Ag-Gith, God-King of the our race. We exist to protect those amongst our people who cannot defend themselves. We exist to preserve and protect githzerai culture in this harsh plane. We exist to train young githzerai in our Art, so that they may someday continue our most sacred mission. Remember always that we are first among equals, first among the githzerai. We are everything githzerai, and everything githzerai is us."

-- Xarnig Yur-Thasrole, The Creator
(Sector) of the Anarchs' Guild, in his speech
to a recent graduating class of Groundsmen
Sect History
The Anarch's Guild has been around since the githzerai migrated to Limbo so many millennia ago. In those early, precarious years, when the githzerai were just learning about their new environment and experimenting with it, the Anarch's Guild did not even exist. The closest version of the Anarch's Guild, a kind of proto-sect, if you will, was a tightly nit bunch of githzerai who demonstrated a kind of natural "knack" for controlling the environment of Limbo. These talented githzerai had no real organisational structure, but they knew of each other, and everyone respected them for their talents. 

It wasn't until a few solid centuries after the mass migration of githzerai to Limbo that the Art (as the Groundsmen call chaos-shaping) came into being. All records point to Grekatious Rag-Xarnin as the first githzerai to demonstrate a proficiency in the Art. This talented individual, upon learning of this ability, studied it and quantified it, and soon developed it into an ability that could be trained and taught to other githzerai. Thus were early origins of the Anarch's Guild.

The Anarch's Guild, with the support of the God-King of the race, continued to grow and flourish. A mere century after its official formation, it had an astounding five-thousand active members. Realising a need for a more formal educational system, the Anarch's Guild constructed the Academy of the Art, where talented young githzerai could go to train to be a Groundsmen. Previous to this, a Chaos Master would simply adopt an apprentice that he would teach the Art to and foster until he deemed his pupil ready. With the construction of the Academy, the Groundsmen finally had a central base, and were now considered an organised sect.

Throughout their history, the Anarch's Guild has been integral in preserving and protecting githzerai society. Uncountable battles have been won due to the aid of the Chaos Masters, who can simply have oceans appear beneath their enemies, or huge walls rise up to block attacking troops. They are equally responsible for maintaining the massive city-states that the githzerai reside in, as well as defending and hiding these locations from slaadi and other enemies of the race. Because of their great history, the Anarch's Guild is granted wide berth amongst other githzerai, who both fear and respect the power of the Chaos Masters. Rumour has it that the Anarch's Guild has begun getting a bit to full of itself lately, and judging from some of the graduation speeches done by the current Creator (sector) of the sect, this may be truer then anyone would like to imagine.
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The Sectol
The sectols of the Anarch's Guild are traditionally referred to as "Creators". They are typically the oldest and most talented of the Groundsmen at the time, and those applying for the position must face each other in a series of "face-off" creation matches, where each competitor must create a complete ecology from the raw nothingness of Limbo within a certain amount of time. Then, the various Creation Masters judge the work. The person who does the better job in the least amount of time, wins. These matches continue on and on, until only one person remains. That person becomes the Creator. 

Currently, the Creator of the Anarch's Guild is one Xarnig Yur-Thasrole, a rather old, but very wily, githzerai. Xarnig is responsible for the recent ego-boost of all Groundsmen, and has begun formulating plans of assuming control of githzerai society. And why not? They are the ones responsible for saving the entire race…

Xarnig Yur-Thasrole
Male Githzerai Planar
The Creator of the Anarch's Guild and 12th-level Conjurer
Neutral Evil 

PRIVATE
Str: 10
Int: 19
HP: 40

Dex: 14
Wis: 20
AC: 5

Con: 12
Cha: 19
THAC0: 17

Spells/Level: 4 / 4 / 4 / 4 / 4 / 1

Magical Items: Amulet of Protection + 3, Gauntlets of Defence +2, Ring of Mind-Shielding, Ring of Regeneration, Staff of the Magi, dagger +2 (+3 vs. slaadi)
Spells: (* usually memorised)

1st: Armour*, Cantrip, Grease, Hold Portal, Hypnotism*, Magic Missile, Message, Phantasmal Force, Sleep, Tenser's Floating Disc*, Unseen Servant*
2nd: Continual Light, Detect Evil*, Detect Invisibility*, Flaming Sphere*, Forget, Invisibility*, Melf's Acid Arrow, Summon Swarm, Strength, Wizard Lock
3rd: Dispel Magic*, Explosive Runes, Fireball*, Flame Arrow*, Sepia Snake Sigil, Slow, Spectral Force*, Water Breathing 
4th: Evard's Black Tentacles*, Fear*, Minor Globe of Invulnerability, Monster Summoning II*, Polymorph Self*, Wall of Ice
5th: Conjure Elemental*, Domination*, Hold Monster, Monster Summoning III*, Summon Shadow*
6th: Conjure Animals, Ensnarement*, Reincarnation
Sect Headquarters
Limbo, home of the githzerai and the location of their God-King. In the Plane of Absolute Chaos, drifting with the swirling chaos matter, is the Floating City, the spiritual and temporal capital of the githzerai race. And, located among the spires and towers of the Floating City, is the Academy of the Art, where neophytes receive training in the way of chaos-shaping. 

The Academy of the Art is not just an educational centre; it is also the main complex of the Anarch's Guild, where the Creator spends his days and the Anarch's greatest minds do their research. The chant is that the inside of the Academy is constantly changing, shifting to the will or whim of the Creator. Of course, no "outsiders" are permitted inside the Academy, and Chaos Masters are prohibited from discussing what goes on inside the building, so no one can really say for certain.

Membership
First off, you have to be a githzerai. No exceptions. The Anarch's Guild refuses to teach its art to githzerai who don't pass the interview, let alone other races. If one is a githzerai, then one has a chance of becoming a Groundsmen. First, one must apply for membership at the Academy Gatehouse. They are then permitted an interview with one of the Creation Masters at a constantly shifting location. Sometimes the interview will take place on a floating chunk of rock in the middle of Limbo, far from any githzerai settlement. Sometimes the interview will occur at the townhouse of the Creation Master in question. 

If the Anarch-to-be is considered "trainable" by the Creation Master who interviewed him, he is permitted into the Academy, where he undergoes a year of training at the hands of the best teachers the Guild has to offer. At the end of the year, those who haven't learned the Art are politely asked to leave, whereupon they vanish from githzerai society. Those who have learned the Art undergo a nerve-raking test, in which they are required to create a plot of land that meets the specifications of their Creation Master. Those that pass move on to graduation, those who fail disappear.

Structure
The Anarch's Guild is relatively organised for a sect that makes its home in Limbo. They function as do any sect or faction, with a leader, high-up bloods, middlemen and namers. But as any self-respecting sect does, they have given new names to these titles. 

The sector of the Anarch's Guild is called the Creator, because he or she is often the most capable Chaos Master in the Guild. Creators can create entire ecosystems within minutes, and always stay in the Academy, near the God-King. 

The factors are referred to as Creation Masters, and among these individuals is where most of the politicking occurs. Every Creation Master has the chance to become Creator when the previous Creator dies (never resigns, the person who is Creator is Creator for life), and every Creation Master wants to be Creator. Therefore, there is quite a lot of jockeying for position amongst these high-ranking bloods.

The factotums, renamed Maintainers, are primarily responsible for maintaining a certain githzerai settlement, hence the name. Maintainers never leave their assigned settlement without getting a temporary (or permanent) replacement first, for without them, the settlement would simply disappear.

Finally, we have the namers, called Shapers. Shapers are often recently graduated Groundsmen, still getting used to and developing their chaos-shaping powers. These newbies are often assigned to work together to serve in the githzerai military, where their abilities are invaluable in home defence.

Allies & Enemies
Surprisingly, very few of either. Besides the traditional enemies of the githzerai race (the illithids, slaadi and githyanki), the Anarch's Guild does not have any enemies among the other factions or sects, probably because members of the Anarch's Guild hardly ever leave their home plane of Limbo. 

The same goes with allies. Sure, a Groundsmen may have individual allies amongst certain groups, but on the whole, the Anarch's Guild lacks any official support from anyone.

Advantages & Disadvantages
The main advantage to being a Chaos Master is the ability to learn the chaos-shaping proficiency, as well as how to maintain stable matter within Limbo while not concentrating. If you're a githzerai, it doesn't get much cushier then being a Chaos Master. Everyone treats you with the utmost respect, you get to set your own hours, and build your own residence -- which can often take the form of a massive castle or palace. 

Disadvantages? You can't leave. Sorry. If you're a Groundsman, you are expected to help maintain or defend the city or fortification you are assigned to. The Anarch's Guild is like a worst enemy and your best friend all rolled up into one. On the plus side, you get respect and admiration, plus a the power to create solid matter from the swirling nothingness of Limbo. On the down side, if you're a member of the Anarch's Guild, you're a member for life. Even if you're lucky enough to get away and flee to another plane, what would you do? Your only special power doesn't work in the other planes, and to everyone else, you're just another weird githzerai.

Current Chant
As mentioned previously, the Groundsmen are beginning to develop a god complex. The ability to create life and matter has that affect on people, you know? A lot of githzerai are worrying that the Guild may make a move to take over githzerai society, and what's even more worrying is that they could possibly defeat Zaerith Menyar-Ag-Gith. Granted, the God-King of the githzerai is incredibly powerful -- but the Chaos Masters can create anything they want while in Limbo. The two would be pretty evenly matched if the Guild was to strike against their long-time King, and if the Guild came out on top, who knows what would change?

The Dark
Want to know what really happens to those githzerai that don't make the cut while in the Academy? Everyone knows that they disappear, but they are really killed. You see, once you've seen the inside of the Academy and learned even the rudimentary arts of chaos-shaping, the Anarchs reckon you can't just leave and promise not to tell anyone. The Guild remains in the position it is today because it has the monopoly on the Art, and if someone was to "flunk out" of the Academy, practice on his own, and suddenly develop the Art, that would make the Guild's position a lot weaker. Before you know it, that person is training his own chaos-shapers, and soon after that, another "Anarch's Guild" has been established. So, in the minds of the high-ups in the Guilds, it's better to simply remove those random elements then to regret it later.
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The Barbed, the Bleeders, the Martyrs
Copyright 1998 by Spencer Thayer, Greg Jensen and Jon Winter

NB: The Society of Pain are a new sect not covered in TSR's Planescape books.
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No Relation to the Lady, or so they say...
The Society of Pain ain't, as many Primes first think, anything to do with worshipping Our Serene Lady of Pain. Berks who try that end up flayed faster than they can finish a prayer to the Fiercely Calm One. No, the Society of Pain may have been inspired by Her Graceful Gifts of Agony, but the members of this sect take great pains (ha ha!) to emphasise they ain't religious freaks. Well, maybe they're telling the truth. Just maybe. 

In any case, the Barbed don't have a faction headquarters in Sigil; they're more commonly associated with Gehenna. Why anyone'd want to hail from the Fourfold Furnaces is beyond most cutters' imaginations, but then you've not heard the sect's philosophy yet, have you? I'd better stop rattling and let the mimir tell you more, then...

Be wary. Be very wary.

Sect Philosophy
"Life is filled with pain berk, so why not embrace it?" ask the Martyrs. 

This sect believes the answer to the Multiverse is Pain, be it physical, mental or emotional. Pain's the only proof of existence; without heartache, without pain, a berk can't tell if he is getting burnt by a fire, bitten by a baatezu, or if he's about to get put in the Dead Book.

Look, it ain't that hard to understand. Pain's the almighty teacher and the almighty ruler. For example, if you went in a room and got hit by a lightning bolt would you go back in the room? Only a barmy'd go back in the room, because it hurt. A king can't keep a country without cutting a few berks and by doing that he tells every one he's the rightful ruler.

Some berk'll say "What's this got to do with multiversal truth?" Well it ain't that simple. The multiverse ain't filled with pain in all places. In most of the Upper planes there ain't enough and in the Lower planes there's way to much. If you spread pain evenly through Multiverse, then it'd come to an end and we would all learn the multiversal truth.

That seems an impossible task, but there might be a way to bob the problem -- to cheat the multiverse. Its easy: all you have to do is your part, cutting people along your way and sooner or later the Multiverse will end. That doesn't mean that the Barbed go around cutting everyone or getting cut. If that were the the case every Bleeder'd wind up in the Dead Book.

You've got to be careful who you cut, 'cos if you cut the wrong person then you'll disrupt the delicate balance of pain. The only way to tell who the right berk to cut is by getting to know them. If they're too happy then cut 'em, if they're full of pain then leave 'em alone, 'cos they've found enough pain already.

Here's the chant berk: if you manage to put pain in the hearts of the ones that you love, and relieve pain from the ones you hate, you're one step further towards finding the truth than the next barmy sod.

Primary Plane of Influence
Not surprisingly, this sect is strongest in Gehenna, where pain and suffering are rampant. It's also popular throughout the Lower Planes -- where some of the nastier creatures believe that nobody's suffering nearly enough pain. While they've got no formal headquarters in Sigil, members of the Barbed often gather in the underground fighting pits of the Hive Ward.

Allies and Enemies
The Sensates share a little of the philosophy of the Barbed, though there are many bones of contention about the details. It's rare to see them working together, but it's happened. The Fated are possibly the closest allies of the Bleeders, because of their might-makes-right heartless attitude. The Mercykillers similarly appreciate a few of the nuances of the sect, and it's been known for Bleeders to become employed in Sigil's prison doling out pain to criminals when the Red Death feel it's necessary. 

The Harmonium don't like the views of the Barbed at all, and try to oppose them whenever they rear their heads in the Cage.

Eligibility
The Society of Pain's open to all races and classes. While any alignment can join, it's mostly evil and neutral types who chose to do so; the neutrals due to the Bleeders' views that there is a balance that is needed to be maintained, and the evil cutters 'cos they enjoy inflicting pain, especially if there's a good excuse to do so. The few good members see themselves as martyrs, taking on the pain of others and helping those with terrible lives.

He who fights with monsters
should be careful lest he
thereby becomes a monster himself"

- Factol Jalar of the Barbed
Benefits
Abilities learned by the Bleeder depend on the kinds of pain she specialises in. Bleeders might elect to specialise in one type of pain for their whole careers, or they might choose to learn additional techniques until they have mastered all types of pain. At fifth level, the character can learn a second pain speciality and at tenth, a third can be gained (both benefit and restriction are applied). 

Physical -- In combat, the Barbed can inflict an extra 50% damage with each attack. This is temporary pain damage, which goes away 1 turn after the wound was inflicted. These Cutters often use barbed or spiked weapons, and know just how to hook the spikes in the flesh of their enemies.

Mental -- The psionic ability double pain can be used to double or halve pain, and that of inflict pain can be used also to remove pain.

Emotional -- These cutters are taught the ability of manipulation. They can manipulate a sod's emotions verbally and by gestures: the Bleeder knows how to taunt effectively and at 5th level can create emotion in allies or enemies.

Restrictions
Because of their love for pain and martyrdom the Barbed have restrictions depending again on their specialisation: 

Physical -- Can't use armour, magical items, or any other type of equipment that lowers AC. The Martyr's AC must be a natural AC with dexterity adjustment added.

Mental -- Bleeders aren't able to sleep well as they're plagued by terrible dreams of pain and torture. Spellcasters require ten hours of sleep per night, and psionicists gain only one tenth of their PSP total back per hour. The characters must also pass a constitution (fitness) check each morning or suffer a &endash;1 penalty on all rolls that day due to mental exhaustion.

Emotional -- These cutters can't sustain a healthy relationship with other people, as they're always trying to manipulating others around them. It seems everything they say or do is calculated to cause misery or joy...they're creepy in the extreme. 
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Factol Jalar
Male Tiefling Planar
14th level Psionicist, Society of Pain (factol)
Lawful Evil 

PRIVATE
Str: 11
Int: 18
HP: 64
MAC: 5

Dex: 15
Wis: 16
AC: 9
MTHAC0: 5

Con: 18
Chr: 15
THAC0: 14
PSP: 96

Equipment: Jalar carries few items, magical or otherwise, preferring to rely on his own psionic abilities. He does occasionally carry a short sword of sharpness, however.

Psionics Summary:
PRIVATE
Level
Dis/Sci/
Dev
Attack/
Defence
Score
PSPs

14
5/7/19
All/All
16
96

Jalar's primary discipline is Psychometabolism. In addition to all attack and defence modes, he has the following psionic powers:

· Clairsentient - Devotion: martial trance 

· Psychometabolism - Sciences: complete healing, death field, energy containment, life draining. Devotions: adrenaline control, ageing, biofeedback, body control, body weaponry, cannibalise, cause decay, chemical simulation, double pain, flesh armour, mind over body. 

· Psychoportation - Devotion: dimensional door 

· Telepathy - Sciences: mindlink, mindwipe, ultrablast. Devotions: aversion, awe, contact, empathy, ESP, inflict pain, invincible foes. 

Special: Jalar has standard tiefling and psionicist abilities. As factol of the bleeders, he has mastered the special benefits and hindrances of physical, mental, and emotional pain.

The burning red eyes and forked tongue on Jalar's unassuming form mark him as one of the plane-touched. His earliest memories are of the orphanage at Sigil's Gatehouse, where he was raised. He has no clue who his parents were, nor why he was abandoned. He was raised instead by Headmaster Trablan, the man who ran the orphanage. Trablan was an exceptionally cruel and deviant man, who enjoyed inflicting suffering on the children in his care. Jalar's earliest memories are of the severe beatings and abuses he suffered at the hands of Trablan. Eventually, Trablan's crimes became known to those outside of the orphanage. A new, kinder Headmaster was assigned to the orphanage, and Jalar watched as the Mercykillers fed Trablan to the wyrm. This increased Jalar's appreciation for the Red Death, but there was yet another more event that took place on that same day that had an even greater impact on Jalar. 

That was the first day Jalar personally saw the Lady of Pain.

Jalar quickly became obsessed with this enigmatic ruler. He was an intelligent lad, and had heard about the doomed cult worshipping the Lady as a power, and he did not choose to share their fate. However, everyone who knew Jalar thought he came to close to revering her in his hero worship for their own comfort. He wanted to be as much like the Lady as possible. He spent his time practising and honing his natural psionic talents to become a force to be reckoned with, just like the Lady. The closest Jalar has ever come to love in his life is through his feelings for the Lady.

Jalar's rather formidable mental abilities brought him to the attention of some fellow Bleaker adventurers. Being raised in the Gatehouse, Jalar accepted the nihilistic philosophies of the Bleak Cabal. Some of his fellow faction members wished to make use of his talents. They had heard chant of a secret Yugoloth treasure cache on Gehenna. Offering Jalar an equal share of the findings, they set off for the furnaces.

The campaign was a disaster. None of the adventurers came adequately prepared for the terrain and conditions of Gehenna. Over the course of several months, all of them had slowly perished after lingering in agony. All of them, that is, except for Jalar. The treasure he had gained was meagre, but he had found something much more valuable, something he had been taught did not even exist: a purpose, a meaning for his existence. The reason for Jalar's survival was the pain he endured. The pain had purified him. He had finally come to the realisation that pain isn't proof that the universe lacks any meaning, pain is the meaning of the multiverse. Pain purifies and purges the soul. Pain shows you what is real, and what has meaning. The only reason that people hadn't lanned to this dark was because most of them have never had enough pain, or had too much, or had just never learned to realise the purity in their pain.

Using what treasure he had, Jalar constructed Ecstatic Agony, a small fortress on Gehenna, to serve as his sect's headquarters. From this base of operations, he continues to preach the purity of pain and try to convert new sect members. His sect has grown more than he expected it to, much to his pleasure. He is unsure what to do about Sigil, his home town. He would like to re-enter the cage, but does not wish to incur the Lady's wrath. He patiently waits for a chance to make his move on Sigil, when rival factions have been eliminated (perhaps by a faction war). Until then, he is content to stay on Gehenna, purifying himself and others through pain.
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Revellers, Carpet Knights
Copyright 1998 by Greg Jensen
NB: The Children of the Vine were introduced in the Book of Chaos of the Planes of Chaos box, p. 40.
The Party Eternal...
"Greetings, and welcome to our celebration! Please, make yourself at home. Eat, drink and be merry! What? Why are we celebrating? Hmmph! As if we require a reason for revelry. Actually, we are celebrating a momentous event, although usually we celebrate for the sake of having a party. Today's date marks the day when we split from Society of Sensation. Oh, did I forget to mention our sect? It must be this wine. You must try some. Here have a glass...No? Don't mind if I do. Now where was I? Oh, yes, the Children of the Vine. 

"I once was a factor in the Sensates. After all, for one who truly loved pleasure as much as I, it seemed to be the faction to join. No longer would I resist any temptation. Every whim, every desire could be fulfilled. I spent my days and nights seeking nothing less than sheer ecstasy. I admit, I wasn't interested in finding such ridiculous things as "truth" or "meaning." Of what use is truth to me? Truth is not always pleasant. Sometimes the truth is hard and ugly. Better to escape the truth through absolute pleasure. 
"Anyway, that all fell apart with the rise of Factol Erin. Yes, she is truly beautiful. There is much potential for ecstasy with that one. Such a shame that she refuses to reach that potential. What's that? Yes, I'm talking about the same Factol Erin. You see, Erin and I have a certain...difference in our outlook. She decried me as a shallow hedonist. According to her, I was living the Sensate philosophy all wrong. She feels it is the goal, nay, the duty, of every Sensate to experience as many different things as possible. This includes pain as well as pleasure, misery as well as ecstasy. I argued that there were some experiences I could do without. However, the rest of the faction's high-ups agreed with her. They said that the focus of the Sensate philosophy should be on diverse experiences, and self-restraint has some value. I, however, believe that if something feels good, do it...as often as possible.
"I left the Sensates, content to continue in my ways, following my whims. They have never served me wrong, at least not for long. Hey, that could be the start of a poem. I'll have to write that down. Later maybe. I'm busy with this glass of wine right now. Anyway, many others followed me. We wanted to experience only our own pleasure, regardless of the consequences. I became the unofficial leader, and I am known by my fellows as "Factol Moreus," despite the fact that we are not a faction. We became known as the Children of the Vine for our uninhibited parties. The name suits us well.
"You're nothing but a worthless bubber!"
- Common insult levelled at a Reveller
"I'll drink to that!"
- Equally common retort
"What about you? Do you wish to join us and seek nothing but your own pleasure? No? You say we are selfish and irresponsible? Maybe so. But there are worse things to be. We try only to create happiness. We cannot stand suffering, in ourselves or others. I think it very sad to see so many berks wasting their miserable lives, toiling for a future that may never come. I wish I could convince them, too, to live in the moment and embrace their own happiness. Tomorrow it may be too late. That is why today...we celebrate."
-- Factol Moreus at one of many Children of the Vine parties
The Childern of the Vine
The Children of the Vine, also known as Revellers and Carpet Knights, are members of a sect that first sprang up on Arborea. Many Sensates became enamoured of the pleasures of the Gilded Hall, and sought only self-gratification. The most degenerate of these hedonists broke off from the Sensates on the example of Moreus, a former Sensate factol. The Society of Sensation, in turn, was not exactly sad to see these folks go. Their faction has enough of a reputation for pleasure-seekers as it is. Those who were honest (and barmy) enough to admit that they cared only for pleasure and not for learning the truth joined the Revellers under the leadership of Moreus. 
Factol Moreus
Male human planar
13th-level priest of Dionysus, Children of the Vine (factol)
Chaotic neutral
Str: 13, Int: 15
Dex: 10, Wis: 14
Con: 18, Cha: 18
HP: 71. AC: 6, THACO: 12
Equipment: Ring of Protection +4, Staff of Striking, Boots of Speed, Decanter of Endless Wine (as Decanter of Endless Water).
Spells/Level: 8/6/6/4/2/2
Special: Moreus has major access to the spheres of All, Charm, Creation, Healing, and Plant, as well as minor access to Weather. In addition to other spells, Moreus' power allows him to neutralise poison once per day.
He also has standard faction abilities (his addiction is wine, of course).
"If it feels good, do it...and do it...and do it some more!"
- Factol Moreus
Moreus grew up in the burg of Polykeptolon in Arborea. While not unintelligent, Moreus quickly grew dissatisfied with the philosophical pursuits of his hometown. The son of an aristocrat, he had every luxury growing up. However, this only whetted his appetite for more. When the town expelled some unwanted Bacchae, Moreus left with them. He came to the temple of Dionysus in Olympus, and became a follower of the god of wine. His natural talent for carousing quickly allowed Moreus to rise in rank in Dionysus' cult, as well as allowing him to gain influence in the Society of Sensation. His account of his falling out with the Society is accurate. 

Despite this, he feels no ill will to the Sensates or Erin. He never wasted any time feeling bad about losing his status with the Sensates. He was happy to simply resume his unbridled revelry, and still respects the Sensates (as long as they don't interfere with his partying).
Sect Beliefs
Embrace pleasure; nothing else is worth your time. Nothing should be denied. Every whim and impulse should be acted upon, every desire or need fulfilled. What use is the philosophy of the greatest sages? Has it made them happy? Why seek anything less than ecstasy? 

Also, don't worry about so-called "perfect" experiences. Truth, love, art, beauty...all meaningless. Worry instead about what's right here right now. That's all that really matters. Self-denial is a great evil. "Do what thou wilt" is the only law worth recognising. After all, if we all did what we wanted, we'd all be happy.
Principal Plane of Influence
The true home of the Revellers is in Arborea. They are found most frequently on this plane. They have been spreading through other planes on the chaotic side of the great ring, however, especially those members with more selfish and sinister tastes in pleasure.
Allies and Enemies
The Revellers are still on very good terms with the Sensates. They also share many beliefs with the Transcendent Order, although the Ciphers try to make their whims a bit more enlightened than the Children of the Vine. The Bleak Cabal also admires this sect's stance on finding the "truth" to be a meaningless pursuit. The Dustmen consider the Carpet Knights to be hopelessly lost in their own childish attachment to the pleasures of "life," and the Harmonium and Mercykillers consider them to be dangerous deviants upsetting the moral fabric of society.
Eligibility
There are no lawful Children of the Vine. Other than this restriction, any character who desires to seek self-gratification can join. Evil Revellers don't care who they harm to experience pleasure (and often have a sadistic streak), while good-aligned Revellers try to spread happiness to others as well as to themselves. 
Benefits
Children of the Vine are remarkably able to resist the negative consequences of their reckless lifestyles. Members gain a +2 to all saves versus all poisons, toxins, and diseases. 
Restrictions
All Revellers have some form of addiction to a pleasurable activity. The player of a Reveller character must choose some vice that the character will seek out irrationally, and will be unable to function well without (-2 to all attack rolls, proficiency checks, saves, and ability checks; +2 to Armour class/ day without addiction). The DM must approve all addiction choices, as they should be sufficiently debilitating as to make this an actual weakness, but not enough to make the character unplayable. Suggestions include alcohol or other drugs, sexual activity, gluttonous behaviour, or gambling. 
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Copyright 1999 by Richard Balsley 

Organised Chaos...
"I find it difficult to swallow, but another of the Harmonium's attempts to create harmony through law has failed again. The chaos is spreading quickly. This is very interesting. As much as I wish to prove to them and the Guvners that chaos can be controlled through lawful actions, I know that they will never listen. At least not until we have proven to them that a solar system can be sustained by itself in the heart of Limbo. So far we have successfully created one mid-sized continent to include all the biomes of that continent. We are slowly populating it with various creatures native to their respective biomes as they exist on this new land. 

"It is a painful process given that Limbo doesn't given in to our demands and concentration too well. It was more difficult to master chaos shaping than I thought, but each time I attempt it, it becomes easier.
"Tomorrow we shall attempt once again attempt to create a magma flow in Limbo in order to study its effects as we attempt to master the laws of volcanism in order to create the core of our first world.
"It's funny how easily it's coming together. And now with more Engineers joining us, it appears that we will be closer to our goal before we know it. Our new land is becoming quite an attraction with the natives of Limbo. It looks like we must move it off to another area of the primordial soup to avoid their prying eyes as they see law shaping their chaos. I'm getting edgy just waiting for them to try an attack, we already have a place to move the site to... it should be safe - for a while.
"Still, I wish the Guvners and the Hardheads would come and see the law we have established here in Limbo."
-- Personal Journal excerpt of Factol Xan
The Engineering of Chaos
No one's really sure where they came from, but they suddenly appeared in the heart of chaos twenty years ago. Chaos Engineers avidly study chaos and the ability to shape it. The majority of Xaosologists seem to be ex-Guvners. Though they allow nearly any alignment into their sect, they prefer that the majority of their new members be True Neutral or Chaotic Neutral in alignment. The former to study chaos without the skewed look of the Lawfuls and the latter for study. 

They analyse and analyse the outcome of random and chaotic effects to the point of nailing down the probability an event will occur with such accuracy that they can usually predict the outcome with a 25% margin of error. No one, not even the Guvners can boast of such accuracy for predicting random events. Even the Mathematicians are hard pressed to best the Xaosologists in random events.
The Xaosologists also possess a great library similar to the Guvners, but nowhere near as large as theirs. This library is filled with catalogues full of random events studied and natural phenomena of the various planes, but namely Limbo. Somewhere out in the twisting primordial soup, they believe the answers to all of creation, and ultimately the multiverse, lie there.
To hear a Xaosologist is to listen to what a body'd believe was a barmy sod. They revere chaos in a way that not even the Xaositects do. See, Xaositects live chaos theory, Xaosologists try to capture it. Xaosologists study chaos in order to put in effect the principle of Organised Chaos. They try to force chaos into a shape that's unique, stable, yet somehow easy to change. One very good example of this subject is weather. Xaosologists love weather as it represents the principle of Organised Chaos in effect.
If you ask a Xaosologist to explain Organised Chaos, you'll always get a different answer from each berk you meet. They are even some so barmy that they will try to explain to you how a body can control and force chaos into the organised patterns they hold so dear. However, all will tell you that the laws of nature for each plane hold the key to understanding how the chaotic forces of their environments work. Xaosologists will tell you that they believe that even Mechanus holds chaos within it. This is how they explain the rogue modrons and the free roaming gear spirits.
Don't ask a Guvner what they think about the Xaosologists. They will tell you they are a bastardisation of their faction. Not only that, but most of them deliberately stole the secrets of the faction in order to bring them down out of purely selfish reasons. They will say that most of these members couldn't cut it as a Guvner and so worked as hard as possible to advance in rank just to steal secrets.
Hardheads will tell you that they are an abomination. They will say that chaos can never be purged and controlled by law. All such beliefs are little more than heresies and half-truths at best. They will also tell you that Xaosologists are nothing more than deviants that need to be brought to justice for attempting to corrupt the laws of justice and the multiverse.
Ask a Red Death what they think of the Xaosologists and they more than likely will tell you they are tempting to warp laws in order to break them, or even worse, in order to get away with crimes and not have to be punished. They pervert justice and therefore must be dealt with in the most sever manner possible.
Xaositects will actually agree with the Hardheads on many points with the Xaosologists. They believe they are an abomination, but due to the fact that they try to *control* chaos instead of being chaos. They cannot stand to see their beautiful chaos shackled so.
Indeps love the Xaosologists due to their free thinking spirit, as do Anarchists, because of their willingness to prove that their way is right and that they are slowly working to undermine the triad of law.
Xan
Male Human Prime (Mystara)
12th-level Fighter / 20th-level Wild Mage, Chaos Engineers (Sectol)
Lawful neutral (good) 

PRIVATE
Str: 18
Int: 20
HP: 109

Dex: 15
Wis: 20
AC: -2

Con: 18
Cha: 15
THAC0: 9

Spells/Level: 5 / 5 / 5 / 5 / 5 / 4 / 3 / 3 / 2
Equipment: Field plate, bastard sword +2, ring of spell storing, iridescent pearl of chaos.
Specials: Xan has all the abilities granted from his classes, his sect, and the abilities granted to a Guvner who's reached a B5 Bureau Chief status. He also has the ability to control the wild surges of wild magic to some extent (see below for more information) 
Xan is always found with his sword strapped to his body, regardless if he's in armour or not. Originally of Traldaran origin, Xan spent much of his youth fighting against the various enemies of his nation: Lizardmen, Humanoid invasions & the early Thyatian Empire's attempts to control his nation.
After becoming discussed from the years of bloodshed, he turned his mind to more scholarly activities. He left the ways of the warrior behind him to become a wizard, but keeps his sword and armour as a reminder of where he's come from and who he is.
From then on out, Xan sought out newer places to venture and learn. He turned his back on the Immortals (or so he thinks) and headed for the Outer Planes. He joined the Guvners because he believed they could help him to better understand the nature of things. And he was right, to an extent. But they were too rigid and boring for his expressive tastes and so he left the faction after he became a B5 Bureau Chief.
When asked how he became a Guvner while being a wild mage, he usually shrugs his shoulders and says: "It was purely for the study of the outcome." Xan normally doesn't talk about his past and so when similar questions about his time as a Guvner he tries to brush off any replies he may have to give, instead wanting to change the subject about the study and application of organised chaos.
Xan's abilities to shape chaos have allowed him to re-create his body. This is a closely guarded sect secret that is mainly used by the clerics of the sect to allow them to reconstruct lost limbs for injured members of the sect. This is why he's so physically and mentally able to perform nearly any feat.
Within the Ranks
Xaosologists have a tendency to strike cutters as being completely barmy. They seem to be diametrically opposed in their mode of thought. Members of this sect must be able to accept the fact that they *can* make anything happen. The more Organised Chaos they create, the faster they will rise through the ranks.
Role-Playing the Xaosologists 
The type of bashers most likely to become a Xaosologist are ex-Guvners and artists. See, both of these groups view the concept of Organised Chaos as being the construction of new things through logical efforts of the mind, such as painting on the surface of water and having it stay - for a while anyway. 

This leads some members to suffer from delusions of grandeur. A few of these unfortunate souls have wound themselves up so tight they've had to be given to the Bleakers. Xaosologists must be patient and peaceful, they must sift through chaos and find the choice fruits to incorporate into their projects.
Primary Plane of Influence
Outlands. The Chaos Engineers have established themselves close to the Gate town Xaos in Xaosologistia "Kingdom of the Engineers". They remain far enough away to keep the denizens of Xaos from growing hostile. Their "kingdom" is little more than a castle, a few farms and a market square. Most of this is a front, but Xaosologists are self-sufficient. They are one of the few sects that are.
Allies and Enemies
The Guvners, Hardheads, Xaosmen & Mercykillers are all enemies of the Chaos Engineers. Indeps and the Anarchists are their only known allies.
Eligibility
Any class and race, Lawful, Neutral & Chaotic are allowed, however Alignment must be Good or Neutral. The predominant classes are wizards and clerics. All members are required to have an Int and Wis of 9.
Chaos Engineer Membership
There quite a few namers in this sect. It is actually one of the fastest growing sects in the Outlands. In fact, some Sigilians have become members of the sect. Xaos is supposedly in negotiations with Xaosologists for a trade agreement. Namers are know as Functionaries. They take care of all the daily activities that keep the sect going. 

Factotums in this sect are called Shapers. They are broken down into ranks. S10 is the lowest and S1 the highest. Low ranking Shapers do little more than what Functionaries do. S5-S1 Shapers head up research groups called Sections. Some examples of Sections are: Volcanism, Physics, Psychology, Meteorology, and so on.
Factors in this Sect are know as Foremen. The foremen head up Departments. These Departments are the administrative hubs that the Sections report to. Each Department holds on average 5 Sections. These sections are based on a broad range of what the subject covers.
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The Chippers, the Exiles
Copyright 1998 by Galzion
NB: See The Travelogue, p.38 in the Planes of Chaos
box for an introduction to the Dispossessed sect.
The Dispossessed
The tyranny of the strong over the weak has been constant since the beginning of time, and it is to be expected that it will continue. However, one such vanquished person refused to accept his fate, and fought to prove that he was one of the strong, and that he deserved a better fate than banishment. His name was Marinthaxus. 

Marinthaxus was exiled to the plane of Pandemonium from his home on Mount Celestia by an evil wizard, who feared the might of Marinthaxus as a warrior and a leader. The wizard assumed that once imprisoned on Pandemonium, Marinthaxus would quickly succumb to the madness that affects so many of the inhabitants of that plane, and thus no longer be a problem to him. However, Marinthaxus had more willpower than the wizard bargained on, and resolved to escape from his imprisonment. Marinthaxus spent all his waking hours searching for a way to break out from the howling plane. So centred was he on his search that not even the maddening winds of Pandemonium could affect him, or swerve him from his purpose.
Marinthaxus searched for almost 10 years before he discovered a way to break the enchantment that kept him bound to Pandemonium. He searched for another 10 years to bring together all the components he needed to allow him to escape. Finally he was ready, and Marinthaxus escaped from his unjust confinement.
Having freed himself, Marinthaxus first sought out the wizard who had first banished him to Pandemonium, determined to take his revenge upon him. The search took Marinthaxus a further 8 years, as the wizard had become aware of Marinthaxus' escape and sought to hide himself away from punishment. At last Marinthaxus found the wizard, who had taken refuge in the Abyss. There a mighty battle was fought between the two, and after a full day, Marinthaxus stood victorious and vindicated.
Now that he had satisfied his purpose in escaping from the howling plane, Marinthaxus returned there, that he might teach others who had been imprisoned there, like he had once been, the way to escape. After spending 10 years on the plane, helping others, Marinthaxus left once more, going this time to the Outlands, where he settled. He had proved that he had deserved better than his original fate. He had proved that he was not one of the weak, but one of the strong.
Marinthaxus left behind him others, whom he had shown a way to escape. In his honour, those others joined together, that they too might prove themselves to be strong. And they took a name, to describe who they were, and what motivated them. They called themselves 'the Dispossessed'.
"The Chronicle of Marinthaxus", Dispossessed text
Sect History
"The Chronicle of Marinthaxus", reproduced above, is partially true. Marinthaxus really was a paladin imprisoned on Pandemonium around 88 years ago, although who imprisoned him is unknown. There is no reason to assume that the Chronicle is inaccurate in describing Marinthaxus' enemy as a wizard. However, it is at this stage that a certain amount of exaggeration starts to creep into the sect's account of the life of their founder. Marinthaxus was seen again on Mount Celestia only 9 years after his banishment, rather than the 20 years that the Chronicle mentions. Also, there is no doubt that Marinthaxus had definitely been much changed by his imprisonment, doubtless as a result of 9 years from listening to the howling winds of Pandemonium. According to one former companion, who fortunately for posterity recorded his life in a series of diaries, Marinthaxus had become paranoid, believing that everyone wanted to return him to his prison. 

Marinthaxus did indeed track down the wizard who banished him, and probably killed him, and did return to Pandemonium afterwards to help others escape. This was, however, less due to a desire to help others than it was to a desire to gather around him others who had been through the same experience that he had, presumably because he felt he could trust them not to return him to the howling plane permanently. He was also responsible for the formation of the Dispossessed, and initially ran it as both ruler and tyrant. However, after a number of years (the exact number is unclear) he retired to the Outlands. The sect went their own way without him, but they still acknowledge the debt they owe to Marinthaxus.
The sect has grown in number since then, and is now stronger than it has ever been known to be. The leadership of the sect has changed on a constant basis, as leadership is determined by a duel between the current leader and the challenger. The current leader (or sector) is Gher the Axe.
Gher the Axe
(Planar/human male/fighter 15/CN)
Strength: 18/32, Constitution: 18, Dexterity: 16
Intelligence: 12, Wisdom: 10, Charisma: 14
HP: 116
AC: -1
Specialised with Battle-axe and throwing axe
Magical Items: Battle-axe +4, Axe of Hurling +3 (returns to Gher's hand on command), Plate Mail +2 

Gher assumed control of the sect 7 years ago, killing then sector Luran in a bitter fight. The death of one of the participants in a leadership duel is unusual, but far from unheard of. Gher is the first sector from the increasing number of former prisoners from Carceri. It is a sign of the increasing importance amongst the Dispossessed of the Carcerian Exiles, and there is considerable antagonism between those who have escaped from Carceri and Pandemonium. This has threatened to spill over into actual bloodshed on a number of occasions; that it hasn't done so yet is solely because Gher has threatened to "crack the head" of anyone who starts such a fight. Most of the sect's members have seen Gher fight and they have no wish to try their luck with him. Gher has so far faced only one challenge during his reign.
In combat, he is fast, brutal and callous. He takes the attitude that anyone who is stupid enough to get into a fight with him is stupid enough to deserve whatever they get, which is usually a great deal of pain. Who banished him to Carceri is unknown, but he is said to carry their left hand in a pouch he keeps on his belt. He escaped from the Red Prison fifteen years ago; it is widely assumed that the time between his escape and his leadership challenge was spent in hunting down his banisher and gaining revenge. It is considered a terrible social blunder to ask an Exile about why they were banished, even within the sect, so no one really knows what Ghers' background is. He is believed to come from the Outlands somewhere, and is believed to be about 35 years old, but there is no real evidence that either supposition is true.
When not fighting, Gher is slightly more approachable, but not much. It has been commented that Gher would have made an excellent Rager. Certainly he is aggressive at all times, and never far from going over the edge. Gher is passionate about a few things, these are; being banished again, the right of the sect to prove itself and his wife, Cyprexa (whom he met in Carceri). Comments about any of these are likely to throw him into a rage. He firmly believes, however, that each sect member must prove themselves, and is instilling that belief in the members of the sect. What this means is that it is becoming less common that one Exile will come to the assistance of another.
Sect Headquarters
The Exiles have no specific headquarters. Gher lives in a small village just outside Curst. Many of the other Carcerian Exiles also live here. Most of the other sect members live in or around Bedlam. The rest are scattered around the planes, but are mostly in Sigil. However, there is no location that is specific to the sect. Traditionally, where the sect leader lives is where the sect is based, but on the rare occasions that they meet as a group, it may be in another building in the same town or village, or may be in a different place entirely. Gher has so far called one sect meeting each year that he has been sector, and has alternated them between Curst and Bedlam. This years meeting is due to be in Bedlam.
Role-playing the Dispossessed
Above all else, the Exiles feel that they have been 'robbed'. Whoever banished them, to wherever they were banished (and the sect have been known to admit members who were simply banished from a city or country, rather than to a plane), and why they were banished; none of this is really important to an Exile. What is important is that they were banished, like the weak, without first having the chance to prove that they were the strong. All members of the sect believe that if it wasn't for their banishment, they would now be great men and women. 

They therefore feel that they have to prove this to the rest of the multiverse. They achieve this by a variety of methods. Some set out to achieve tasks held by others to be impossible. Some seek to acquire wealth, power and influence. Others simply seek out those who believe themselves to be powerful, and attempt to bring them down a peg or two. However they attempt to show their worth, however, all Chippers believe that they have been treated unfairly by life, and that they need to give life a good kick in the teeth in return.
Membership of the Dispossessed
There is only one requirement to becoming a member of the Dispossessed; you must first have been banished. In the vast majority of cases, this means banished to a specific plane, which is almost always either Carceri or Pandemonium, as these are the two planes where people are most commonly banished to. However, occasionally people are banished to other places (other Lower Planes), and such people meet the requirements for sect membership. In fact, as mentioned earlier, you meet the membership requirements if you have been banished from a country or city. However, this is the sort of punishment most commonly handed out on Prime Material worlds, and the sect has little time for primes. However, there have been members from prime worlds. Where you come from, who you are, the nature of and reason for the banishment; this is irrelevant. Membership is offered to anyone who has been banished, and is adjudged to be strong enough to live up to the sect's expectations. Those who are offered membership, and refuse it, however, are viewed as cowards and weaklings who doubtless deserved their punishment, and treated with nothing but contempt and scorn by the sect's members. 

Members can be of any alignment, but as the vast majority of members have been imprisoned in either Carceri or Pandemonium, and as both planes can leave their mark on those who spend time there, there is a tendency towards chaotic and evil alignment. most common is probably CN, then CE and NE. There are a few TN members. Most who have spent time on either plane will have shifted somewhat towards the plane's alignment, however, so although there is no reason why the sect would exclude a person due to their alignment, there have been very few lawful or good members, and no LG members ever.
The sect also admits any class. They really don't care who you are as long as you have been banished. However, priests tend to find solace in their faith, not bitterness, so few priests join the sect. A significant number of people become priests having joined the sect, though. See The Dark for more details.
Allies and Enemies
Well, actually "allies" is stretching it a little far. That would imply working together, or at least getting on with one another, and neither of those are things that the Exiles are good at. But whilst they don't really have any allies, as they don't want to be caught leaning on anyone, there are a few factions that somewhat admire the attitude that the Dispossessed bring to the multiverse. These factions are the Fated, Indeps, Anarchists and Signers. Of course, not everyone in all these factions finds anything admirable in the Exiles, but in general they are fairly well received by them. The attitude of the Dispossessed towards the factions, however, is much the same as their attitude towards everyone else. 

As for enemies; well the Exiles have got up the nose of pretty much everyone. However, their desire to prove themselves often involves doing what the Harmonium describe as "causing trouble". This being one of the biggest sins that a person can commit (in the Harmonium's books, anyway), the Hardheads have a pretty low opinion of the Exiles as a group.
Advantages and Disadvantages
Exiles are tough people, determined that no-one will take advantage of them. Because of this, they tend to be strong mentally, earning a +1 bonus to all saving throws against mental attacks. In addition, they are hardened against what life can throw against them. To reflect this, they roll twice for hit points at each level, taking the higher value. 

Unfortunately, their attitude tends to make other people dislike them. The Exiles view themselves as the strong, and are determine to prove this to the rest of the multiverse, but to do so, they often annoy (at least) the rest of the multiverse. Apart from other sect members, Exiles suffer a -2 reaction adjustment penalty from the people they meet.
The Current Chant
A sect that is well known for the fact that its members regard themselves as individuals rarely produces any organised activities. However, recently one interesting rumour has come to light. It has been reported that instructions have come from Gher to increase the number of members in the sect, by any means necessary, and more importantly, to increase the number of truly influential members the sect has. As a result, the sect has been actively courting the most famous being banished to Sigil, Shemeshka the Marauder. The theory goes that most chant reports that Shemeshka was forced to Sigil to avoid.... someone. Or something. Rumours about Shemeshka are notoriously hard to come by; ones backed up by a certain amount of evidence even more so. Whatever, Gher has decided that she has been 'banished', and therefore qualifies for sect membership. The fact that Shemeshka shows no interest in joining (she has thus far killed at least three recruiters) appears not to be relevant. Gher seems to be working on the premise that if they keep trying, eventually she'll give in and join. Most others are praying that she doesn't.
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The Dark
Here's the biggest secret in the sect, although in recent years it's become more general knowledge. When Marinthaxus first lead a group out from Pandemonium, they admired him as one who had done something they regarded as impossible. Some of them idolised him. And some of them came to worship him. And as time passed, and the numbers of the sect grew, so the belief in Marinthaxus grew, and he became a God. 

Only a very minor one, of course. But the sect continues to grow, and as all members of the Dispossessed pay at least lip service to Marinthaxus, so he grows in power.
Marinthaxus
(Demi-power, "the Paranoid Power", "the Freedom Lord")
AoC: The Dispossessed, the imprisoned, the escaped, paranoia.
AL: CN
WAL: Any
Symbol: A clenched fist
Home P/L/R: Pandemonium / Cocytus / The Free Land 

Marinthaxus' transformation to a power was slow and gradual, and further unbalanced an already deranged mind. It is one of the great planar ironies that having searched for so long for a way to leave Pandemonium as a mortal, and having deliberately set up home on the Outlands, one of the first things that happened when Marinthaxus became a god was that his home, now his realm, slipped back into Pandemonium. He is said to have been unhappy at his turn of events. Then he became convinced that some other God had caused it to happen, and circled deeper into paranoia.
Marinthaxus remains deeply unbalanced, and his paranoia reaches new heights every year. He trusts no other deities, and deliberately shuns their company. However, his sanity remains focused by his devotion to the Dispossessed, to whom he remains devoted. He has recently made his high priest, Darlaith, his first proxy, and there are rumours that Gher will become his second.
The Free Land is a small realm hidden deep in the heart of Cocytus. It is extremely difficult to find without assistance, or previous knowledge (mostly because the paranoid God does not want others to come visiting unexpected). However, once found it is one of the most hospitable places on the howling plane. The winds of Pandemonium do not affect those within the realm (they can still be heard, they just don't cause madness). Further, as it was Marinthaxus home on the Outlands that was dragged into Pandemonium, there is relatively normal landscape within the realm. Perhaps most importantly, there is a known permanent portal off the plane located there (in fact, possibly more than one). Many of Pandemonium's inhabitants make for the Free Land in the hope of escaping. Those who do almost always join the Exiles, thus adding power to Marinthaxus. And make no mistake, Marinthaxus is growing in power.
Since his existence as a God became known outside the Exiles, Marinthaxus has picked up the nickname "the Paranoid Power". Accurate though this is, the Dispossessed, who call him "the Freedom Lord" (or sometimes "the Lord of Freedom"), find this extremely objectionable. Calling Marinthaxus "the Paranoid Power" within the earshot of a Chipper will almost certainly be taken as reason enough to kill you by the sect member. Those who have openly laughed at Marinthaxus have become the hated enemies of the Exiles, who will go to any lengths to bring them down.
As mentioned earlier, all members of the Exiles at least pay lip service to Marinthaxus, and many worship him above any other God (even ones that they followed before their banishment). Some have become specialist priests of the Freedom Lord.
Marinthaxus' Priesthood
(Free-walkers) 

Description: The priesthood exists for two reasons; the Dispossessed, and Marinthaxus. They seek to do whatever they can to enable either, or both, to grow stronger.
Weapons Allowed: The Free-walkers are allowed bludgeoning weapons only.
Armour Allowed: Priests of Marinthaxus may wear any armour up to chain mail. they cannot use a shield.
Limitations: Only that they must be members of the Dispossessed. If Darlaith has his way, this may not remain as a requirement.
Granted Powers: Free-walkers can walk Pandemonium without being affected by the wind at all. Furthermore, they are protected against all mind-affecting spells; they gain a +2 bonus to saving throws against such magics.
Major Access: All, Chaos, Combat, Protection, Charm,
Minor Access: Divination, Guardian, Summoning, Thought
The high priest of Marinthaxus, Darlaith, is seeking to increase his God's power. He is attempting to persuade people from outside the sect to take up the worship of Marinthaxus. So far he is having little success, but isolated worship of Marinthaxus is occurring in some parts of Pandemonium and Carceri, separate to the Dispossessed. The next step in Darlaith's plan is to bring an outsider into the priesthood, which he believed will greatly increase the number of people who are not Exiles who worship Marinthaxus. So far his plans appear to be working, though not as quickly as he had hoped. Nevertheless, it seems likely that in 20 years or so, worship of Marinthaxus will no longer be associated solely with the Dispossessed, and this would mean that the God will continue to grow in strength.
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The Comrades, the Brotherhood
Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter and Greg Jensen
NB: The Communals were first mentioned in Sigil and Beyond of the Planescape Campaign Setting box, p. 64.
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Once Begotten, Never Forgotten
That was another gem from me mother, rest her souls. It's an apt one too (for once), 'cos for a time it seemed like the Communals'd shared their last. It's a long story cutter, and one that'll become clear when you hear about their history. Suffice to say their undoing was the Lady's doing... 

Well, whatever. Either the Lady's getting merciful in her old age and didn't put 'em all in the Dead Book after all, or there's a new sect rising from the ashes like one of them barmy Elysium phoenix. 'Course, it could be that she'll Lose 'em again soon as they set foot in the Cage. That's any sod's guess...we'll have to wait and see, bloods, won't we?
Sect Philosophy and Recent History 

"Listen, berk. We ain't asking for much. The way we see it, who has the right to claim anything? Just 'cos you were born with a thing, why should it be yours? Did you work for it? No! Say you've got plenty of food for yourself, with some to spare. Why should you horde it, while the next basher's hungry? Where's the fairness in that? And if you own something, but aren't using it right now, will it hurt you to lend it to a body who needs it more than you?" 

These cutters hold that everything belongs to everyone. Nobody's got the right to deny another basher the use of something. There's only so many resources, and sooner or later, they're going to run out. Where will that leave everyone?
So, their chant is that bloods should share what they've got. Now, that doesn't mean you can necessarily take whatever you like from your neighbour. That'd be rude. No, there's no harm in asking you know, just being polite like. What do manners cost a blood? If the basher you ask has finished with it, then sure, he'll let you use it. And when you're called upon, you'll be willing to relinquish the thing too. Its only fair!
Thing is, not everyone's as polite as these cutters. Some think its funny to give 'em the laugh - and not to return borrowed stuff. Well, they're the leatherheads in the end. See, the Communals are a brotherly bunch; they're not called the Comrades for nothing. They tend to stick together, and addle-coves who steal off them get lost. For good.
Well, most of them do, at least. See, some years back the Communals caused a bit of a stir in the Cage. Caught up in a philosophical debate about the ownership of power, one of their high-ups presented the Lady of Pain with a demand: she had to share her power with everyone in the city. Not just the Communals mind, but the whole merry birdcage.
The Lady didn't like it. By next light, the City Provisioners was deserted. All the bloods of the sodding faction had simply disappeared! Those with the dark said the mazes had got 'em. The remaining Communals in the city went very quiet after that, and the faction fell apart. Some say it reformed on the Astral Plane, and maybe it did. But it certainly wasn't around the Cage any more.
"The sum of us all is far greater
than the sum of our parts"
- Sister Imesand of the Communals

But you can't keep a good idea down, that's what they say. Sure enough, in time the sect resurfaced, a little wiser and meeker, but fundamentally the same. In their wisdom they're careful what they claim. Maybe they don't force other factions to share things quite like they used to, and perhaps they're not so pushy when the Lady's around, but otherwise, they've not changed much. 

To join the Communals, a berk must sign away all his belongings. There's no 'mine' or 'yours', only 'ours'. Some go further, saying they're all part of one whole glorious life. They call themselves the Tribe of One and are almost religious in their fanaticism - but they're in a minority.
Primary Plane of Influence
Bytopia. It's a plane where a basher has to work for a living, but shares the yield with others who work too. There's no place for spongers or thieves there, and that suits the Communals just fine. They have a kip, the Palace for All, in a burg called Perfection Through Work. 

In Sigil, they're planning on setting up their headquarters in the City Provisioners once again. It was a warehouse complex in the Lady's Ward which bought and sold goods in huge quantities for a cartel of small businesses and merchants. Maybe some time soon they'll pluck up the courage to return to Sigil and face the music.
Allies and Enemies
The philosophy of the Communals is diametrically opposed to the Fated. The Communals share things to get ahead; pool their resources, do favours (expecting favours in return, of course). The Fated are solo, selfish even. They can't stand each other. The Signers, with their egocentric attitudes are also disliked. 

The Athar sympathise with the Communals. They too are often shunned by the rest of the system, and they're frequently found cooperating. They also find merit in the Comrade's belief that no being deserves as much power as the Powers themselves. And perhaps they're even secretly proud of the fact that they stood up to the Lady of Pain! The Guvners and the Harmonium are also often allies with the Communals; after all, they're a sociable enough bunch (if a little misguided).
Eligibility
The Communals are open to all; after all, why discriminate when everyone is equal underneath? Folks of chaotic alignments sometimes have difficulties with their selfless philosophy, though they ain't specifically excluded.
Benefits
Basically, the Communals can always count on help from their Comrades. Services from the headquarters are always cheaper than for members of other factions or sects, and often favours are asked instead of jink. 

But the best benefit of pooling resources is that all members can borrow things the faction itself owns. True, there may be a waiting list for some heavily-demanded items or funds, but if a body's patient he'll get what he wants in the end. This could be the use of a magic item, some cash if the blood is really on hard times, or just something as simple as information.
Restrictions
Course, every blood knows you don't get something for nothing. Communals are required to give all of their possessions to the sect, where they're redirected to the most needy. Whenever a body picks up something useful, be it an item, the dark on something useful or whatever, they're supposed to take it to the Comrades. If nobody needs the item immediately, they're likely to get it back, but if there's someone waiting, then they're expected to lend it to them. Its only fair, after all.
Sister Imesand
Female Aasimar Planar
16th-level Monk
Lawful Good 

Str:15, Int: 16, Dex: 18, Wis: 19, Con: 13, Chr: 18
HP: 59, AC: -2, THAC0: 12
Equipment: Imesand carries few magical items on a regular basis, but instead requisitions any she feels she may need as circumstances dictate. One item she is rarely without is an Amulet of Superiority +3 (see Hellbound boxed set for more information).
Spells/Level: 10 / 9 / 8 / 8 / 4 / 3 / 1
Special: Imesand has standard Aasimar, monk, and faction abilities. She has major access to the spheres of All, Divination, Guardian, Numbers, and Thought, as well as minor access to Combat, Healing, Necromantic, and Time. She is a Grand Master in unarmed martial arts. She can make a saving throw to avoid detection, scrying, or mind-reading effects, and has the granted power of free action, as the ring. In addition, she is immune to Cause fear, Charm person, Command, Friends, and Hypnotism.
The obviously canine features of the unofficial Communal leader, Sister Imesand, has been the subject of much speculation. She is believed to be the daughter of a human and a Moon Dog (using its change self ability), although others believe her to be half-lupinal. Others claim she is not an aasimar at all, but half-arcanoloth. Imesand herself has said nothing to verify or deny any of these rumours. When asked about her family, she smiles and says "The Communals sect is my family. All who share are my brothers and sisters." 
What is known about Imesand is that she spent her youth in a monastery in Bytopia. When the Communals went head-to-head with the Lady of Pain, some of them fled to Bytopia. Imesand's monastery gave them sanctuary. Imesand became enamoured of the Comrades‚ generosity and community spirit, and joined the faction. A natural leader, she gained great respect and clout within the former faction, and helped them gain a foothold in Perfection Through Work. She persuaded the former rulers of what is now the Palace of All to give away all they owned to their new "family" in the Communals.
She has been a never ending source of inspiration for the battered sect, and many now believe a re-entry into Sigil under Imesand's leadership is within their sight. Imesand insists that all Comrades share everything, including leadership, and is therefore not officially the factol of the Communals. However, by her fellow Comrades, she is regarded as a saint.
If Imesand could be said to have a flaw, it is her naiveté. Disciplined self-sacrifice and unconditional generosity come easy to her, and she sees no reason why it cannot be so for all creatures. She simply does not understand the concepts of greed and self-interest, nor how good individuals can (and do) often possess these characteristics. A few assassination attempts (all unsuccessful) on Imesand's life seem to indicate that not all Comrades agree with her leadership, either. One notable suspect is Prince Naltos.
Prince Naltos
Male Human Prime
9th-level Fighter
Lawful Evil 

Str:15, Int: 16, Dex: 12, Wis: 12, Con: 17, Chr:
HP: 80, AC: 0, THAC0: 12
Equipment: Chainmail +2, shield, broadsword +3, ring of protection +2, wand of magic missles, gauntlets of ogre power
Naltos is specialised in the use of the broadsword, and in the weapon and shield fighting style.
"Prince" Naltos was born into a noble family on a prime world called Aebrynis. On that world, a blooded nobleman married a commoner, and she bore him a son. Later, the Prince was killed in battle against one of the many fiendish monsters of Aebrynis. The control of the land went to his widow, who then remarried. Her new husband, Naltos‚ father, was not blooded, and so control of the land was to go to Naltos‚ older half-brother. Naltos got no land of his own, and grew up hating his older brother. He resented the power the bloodline had given his brother, and felt that he himself was more deserving. He looked for ways to unseat his brother, as well as the rest of the nobility. His obsession eventually took him to the planes. He joined the Communals, hoping to use them in his battle against the upper classes.
He continues to see himself as the rightful ruler, and openly contends for leadership of the sect. The majority of the sect, however, follows Imesand's unofficial leadership, and rejects the idea of a single leader. Naltos has gained a few followers in his effort, however. He is believed to be behind the assassination attempts on Imesand, but so far no proof of this has been found. The conflict between the two has begun to divide the sect, as their motivations are obviously different. While Imesand seeks to bring prosperity to the poor, Naltos seeks to bring poverty to the aristocracy and power to himself.
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The Faithless, Hollow, Syphons, the Eaters
Copyright 1998 by Will McPherson
What have you Left when you stop Believing?
The Incantifers eat magic. The Prolongers eat life. And as any planar knows, if you see two things, you look for the third. Well, the Faithless eat belief. Originally they were a sub-sect of the Athar; the faction's greatest weapon against the Gods. According to the chant, an Eater could just talk to someone and drain them of their beliefs, stealing the faith right out of their minds. 
But as the years passed by, the differences between the Brothers of Belief and the Athar grew at a steady rate. See, in the beginning the Eaters were just the elite of the Defiers, nothing more. But then as they became more powerful the Eaters demanded more rights and privileges, until they were in all but name a seperate faction.
And then one blood, a certain Valrin Mithir, joined the Hollow. He was a dispassionate berk, totally without emotion. Valrin then suggested to the Brotherhood that they could drain more than just priests. This aroused the interest of the Eaters. The years of devouring the beliefs of others had altered them irrevocably; most of them were little more than hollow shells, trying to fill up the emptiness inside with stolen faith. A new source of sustenance was like a dream come true for the Eaters -- they hadn't even thought of stealing faith from the other factions! Valrin became their leader, and they started feeding off of the faith from every faction or sect they could find.
The anger of the other factions was thus brought down on the Athar, whom they blamed for letting the Hollow out of control. With more than fifty factions out to get them, the Defiers were in quite a pickle. The Factol, Karmer Thinis, issued a command to all Brothers of Belief to cease their attack on the other factions or be excommunicated from the faction. Valrin laughed. It was the only display of emotion the man was ever recorded to have made, and the effect was tremendous. Every last member of the Faithless was denounced by the Athar as a traitor, and thus averted the anger of Sigil's factions. 
The Brotherhood of Belief turned right around and declared themselves their own sect, and elected Valrin Mithir as their factol. Valrin's first command as factol was the draining of the Athar. That came as a shock to most. The Athar had always preached against such strong convictions of faith, but yet they were as attached to their cause as any priest to a god. The Eaters took full advantage of this, and infiltrated the Defiers to begin their drain. 
The effect took hold on all of Sigil. Namers, factioneers, even factors fell victim to the Faithless. The Hollow would suck the belief, emotion, and sometimes even thought right out of a body. Those that were drained by them would generally turn to one of three options. The most common of these was to commit suicide. The total loss of one's faith was too much for most, and even strong souls could not withstand the relentless draining of the Hollow. Right behind those that wrote themselves in the dead book were those thad joined the Bleakers. Members of the Cabal seemed to have an odd resistance to the draining power wielded by Eaters, making them the only faction immune to the Brotherhood. The final option available to the faith-drained was joining the Faithless, and becoming one of the Hollow themselves. They had no faith left in them, so they decided to steal someone else's.
In the end something had to be done, before the Brotherhood destroyed every faction in Sigil save for the Bleakers. And something was done. The Incantifers, looking for some kind of weakness within the Eaters, discovered that they were vulnerable to turning, as if they were undead. A great force of Clerics and priests of all kinds was arrayed in Sigil, and they searched the City of Doors high and low, in every ward and building. The Faithless were scattered. They fled all across the Outer Planes, trying to find refuge from the clerics and factioneers that persued them.
To this very day they remain a hidden force, always remaining in the shadows, seeking to avoid the wrath of the Multiverse that would crush them if they so much as showed their faces once again. Don't be fooled, though. The Eaters are still more dangerous than most bloods could imagine, and they've only grown hungrier over the centuries...
Primary Plane of Influence
The Eaters cannot be said to have an affinity with any Outer Plane. They are devourers of belief, the very building block of the Outer Planes. If the Hollow had their way, they'd drain the planes for sustenance too.
Allies and Enemies
No one is allied with the Faithless, and they have won the enmity of every single faction, religion, and sect save for the Bleakers. This universal enmity makes it a wonder that the Eaters even exist.
Eligibility
No member of the priest character class may join the group. Nor can anyone of non-evil alignment join the Eaters; feeding off of others for one's own, selfish ends is pretty sodding evil. All Brothers of Belief must have charisma scores of 10 or better.
Benefits
Sect-members have the ability to drain the belief out of others. This ability is what allows them to live, without fear of aging and without need of eating or drinking. Draining someone can be difficult, and to even take place it requires a friendly reaction roll at the initial meeting between the Eater and the victim. Afterwards, the Eater will need some period of time with which to drain the victim. This period of time is a base 1d6 turns, minus twice the Eater's level in rounds. Thus a 12th-level Faithless who rolled 4 would require 16 minutes. This period of time must be spent in conversation with the victim, but the conversation needs only to be loosely related to victims faith. For example, if the victim was a Xaositect the conversation might be about Slaad. After this period of conversation, the victim is allowed a saving throw vs. death magic, with a negative modifier equal to the Eater's charisma reaction adjustment (18 charisma gives -7, 16 is -5, etc.). A successfully drained victim (one who failed their save) is altered in alignment so that they are one step closer to true neutral. Law and chaos change first, evil and good second. A paladin would go from lawful good to neutral good, for example. These changes in alignment can have severe effects on some characters whose class is dependant upon alignment, as in the case of the paladin. 

Someone who was already true neutral (due to multiple drains, or was already there naturally) suffers the most; these poor folk become totally drained out by the Brother of Belief, and must roll percentile dice to determine their fate. 0-45% indicates that the poor sod becomes suicidal. 46-90% indicates that the victim becomes a Bleaker in outlook, and the final 10% indicates that the victim himself is transformed into an Eater. DMs may ignore this rule if the victim of a complete drain was a PC, as the character may wish to role-play the dramatic effects of total loss of belief.
Restrictions
Just as they are powerful, the Brothers of Belief are also somewhat limited. They are all vulnerable to turning, as if they were undead. They cannot be commanded by evil priests, however, only turned. An Eater is turned as an undead creature of hit dice equal to his or her level. This means that low-level Faithless can be destroyed or turned automatically by high-level priests. Brothers of Belief can also be revealed for what they are by a true seeing spell: the years of draining belief have transmuted them into something completely inhuman, and the true seeing spell reveals as much. To someone wielding that spell, an Eater's appearance will change: the skin seems to become like porcelain, and just as fragile. The eyes and mouth become empty and black, like endless voids that hunger for power. As a final restriction, all Brothers of Belief are in extreme danger from anyone who holds a strong viewpoint; the discovery of an Eater will soon follow with the appearance of Faction and Church agents of all kinds, eager to kill the Brother before he causes much destruction.
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The Growers
Copyright 1998 by Greg Jensen
NB: The Expansionists have been mentioned in several Planescape books, most noteably the Well of Worlds p.27 and Uncaged: Faces of Sigil p. 42.
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Dead? No, They're On the Increase Again...
The Expansionists are one of the many factions that have the dubious distinction of being completely wiped out by the Lady of Pain, along with such brave cutters (or leatherheaded berks) as the Communals and the Incantifiers. Or are they? Once one of the most powerful factions of Sigil, they met with tragedy because of the ambition of their Factol. 

However, a few berks calling themselves Expansionists have been encountered wandering the planes. Did the Lady actually miss a few? Have some young cutters decided to rebuild the Expansionists as a sect? There are even a few rumours that Factol Vartus Timlin somehow escaped the Lady's Mazes. As unlikely as that seems, the Expansionists are living up to their name, and their sect is steadily growing once again.
Sect Philosophy
Everything worthwhile in the multiverse grows. An acorn expands into a tree. A tree expands into a forest. This expansion is the goal of the universe, according to the Expansionists. Forget all that barmy talk about entropy. Things build up as often as they fall apart. If something does fall apart, then it obviously didn't fit in with the universes plan. Anything that does grow is meant to keep growing and improving. 

So if expansion is the goal of the universe, what does this mean for individuals? Should we expand and grow as well? Absolutely, a Grower would say. Self-improvement and personal growth is the key. A cutter needs to keep improving his strengths and skills, honing them as far as they can go. If you sit around and be complacent, you aren't fitting in with the goal of expansion, and you wont be around long. You need to keep improving, never satisfied with how far you have come. If you improve far enough, you will have grown to reach enlightenment. Until then, you need to keep growing.
The Expansionist philosophy was once very popular in Sigil. After all, who can argue that self-improvement is a bad thing? And, as with everything they find important, the Expansionists worked full time to expand their factions membership, power, and influence. Their growing power proved to be their downfall, however. Factol Vartus Timlin (planar/male human/fighter 18/neutral) believed himself and his faction to have grown powerful enough to challenge the Lady of Pain herself. And, Timlin thought, the Expansionists should expand their realm of influence to include all of Sigil. At first, it seemed as though the Expansionists were just spouting a lot of barmy screed. However, when it became obvious that Timlin actually was planning his takeover, things became more serious.
Timlin went for a short walk one evening to "clear his head." That was the last anyone heard from him. Other important Expansionists started disappearing under similar circumstances, obviously victims of the Mazes. The remaining Growers joined other factions (especially the Godsmen and the Fated), or dropped out of sight. The factions core beliefs seemed to have been debunked in one fell swoop, and most weren't leatherheaded enough to want to go a second round with the Lady.
The new Expansionist sect is growing in influence. While still far from being powerful enough to set foot in Sigil again, its only a matter of time before they build up the hubris to challenge the Lady once more. They don't seem to be discouraged by their factions unfortunate past in the least. Rather, they look forward to the challenge of re-expanding the sect to its former greatness once again.
Primary Plane of Influence
The Expansionists formerly had a citadel on the Positive Energy Plane. Those inside were magically protected from the deadly effects of this plane. The Positive Energy Plane represents unending growth. What happened to this citadel, and whether or not it still serves as the Expansionists headquarters, is unknown. 

In Sigil, the Expansionists ran the City Library. Their Sigil headquarters, however, was long ago seized by the Fated (for back taxes) and resold. They have no influence in Sigil today.
Allies and Enemies
The Expansionists two greatest allies are the Believers of the Source and the Fated, both of whom admire the personal improvement creed of the Growers. Many Expansionists joined these factions when Timlin disappeared into the mazes. 

The Doomguard, and to a lesser extent the Dustmen, are diametrically opposed to the Expansionists. The Bleakers are also critical of the idea that growth is the "meaning" of the universe.
Eligibility
There are no class, alignment, or racial restrictions on Grower membership. In order to expand their sect as much as possible, they need to accept as many different folks as possible.
Benefits
The Expansionists are highly focused on self-improvement and growing in power. As a result, they all receive a +5% bonus to all earned experience points.
Restrictions
The Growers try to learn as much as they can as quickly as they can, but rarely take the time to learn anything very well. Quantity is definitely more important than quality, as they are never satisfied with what they have and where they are. Therefore, they have a -2 penalty to all proficiency checks. Furthermore, Expansionists should not expect a warm welcome in Sigil. If a Grower makes his allegiance known, he can expect a -2 to all reaction rolls while in Sigil, as Cagers don't want to invite the Lady's wrath. 
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The Caretakers, the Protectors
Copyright 1999 by Brant Casavant
NB: The Guardians were first introduced in the Planes of Conflict Player's Guide.
"Purity and morality are not things to be forced. In forcing goodness upon people who do not wish to be good the whole philosophy behind being good is lost. It is the opinion of this speaker that when a creature is forced to do something it does not like, it resents what is being forced upon it. Case in point: just as a slave resents being forced to toil for his master, a person who is not good by nature resents being forced to be good." 

"Although I agree with my esteemed colleague that the ideals and philosophies of morality must be spread, I do not believe that the Order of the Planes-Militant's doctrine is the correct method of establishing goodness throughout the multiverse. Example: the Brethren have been establishing cells of their agents in the various good-natured planes, such as Bytopia. The cells' mission is to preach that which is good and lawful to the inhabits of those planes. But are these missions not exercises in futility? Those individuals who do not follow the ideals of the Brethren will, as suits their nature, ignore the preaching and the sermons of the Order, while those who already follow the tenets of the Brethren's philosophy will, of course, listen and follow. Therefore, the idea that by 'spreading the word' people will follow is inherently flawed, for those who do not wish to listen, won't. And those are the individuals that we are attempting to reach with our message."
"It is the belief of the Guardians that we must simply defend that which is already good. By protecting planes such as Elysium, as well as other good-natured planes, burgs, temples and the like, we prevent the spreading of wickedness to those areas which are pure at heart. Those people who wish to live good, pure lives may find their way to our strongholds of hope, and through that, we are spreading the word. In the end, it is not about spreading and enforcing morality throughout the planes, but simply providing a blueprint, an example, by which others may make their own decisions and, gods willing, decide appropriately."
-- Excerpt from a debate between Prince Azlan, Prince of the Guardians, and Indigo the Stutter, of the Order of the Planes-Militant, over what is the best possible way to spread goodness.
"Who are we to decide who must and mustn't be pure at heart?"
-- Ratim the Quick, a Caretaker
Sect History
The Caretakers are a very old sect, dating back a dozen centuries or more. It is believed that the first Guardians were simply good-aligned mortals who followed the guardinals around, aiding in their battles as best they could and helping in any way possible. These proto-Guardians, as it were, admired and respected the guardinals, who their mortal followers saw as the epitome of goodness. Mortals began flocking around the guardinal species they respected most -- ursinals, avorals, leonals, et al. These individuals began spreading out across the planes, defending the weak and accomplishing all sorts of good deeds. A great deal of them stayed in Elysium, however, protecting that plane from evils that were too trivial for the guardinals to combat, but dangerous enough not to be left to their own devices. 

It wasn't long before these righteous defenders began to recognise each other as such. Whenever two of these people met they would tell each other of news from across the planes, as well as what they had been doing for the past couple of months. They still weren't a sect, however, just an affiliated group of like-minded folks. It wasn't until about a dozen centuries ago that the group finally organised itself into a sect, under a brilliant elven leader named Risk Ty-Thall. The newly-formed sect took up the name "Guardians", to reflect both their respect for the guardinals and to summarise what exactly they did. They were Guardians, protectors of those who could not protect them themselves, and defenders of untainted good.
The Guardians policies did not change with their organisation as a sect, however. Guardians still wandered the planes, coming and going as they pleased. No "sect headquarters" was established, nor were any councils or legislative bodies established. In fact, the only council ever formed by the Guardians in their early years was to discuss what the sect symbol should be, and that council only lasted two or three weeks. But besides that, business was conducted as usual. Whenever two Caretakers met, they would exchange stories and news, and then be on their way. Their formation as a sect only granted them a title, a name by which all others could address them.
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The Sectol
The sectol of the Guardians is referred to respectfully as "the Prince, in reverence the leonal Prince of the guardinals. The Prince is a leader in name only -- he does not declare crusades, announce sect policy, or give orders. He simply acts as the primary representative for the Caretakers. If a cause is worthy enough, a Prince can summon all the Defenders from across the planes to Elysium. There, the Prince is expected to explain the situation, and lead the effort, be it offensive or defensive. It is exceedingly rare for a Prince to summon all the Guardians back to Elysium, although it has happened on a few occasions. 

To become a Prince is an exceedingly confusing process. The Prince is not elected by his peers, nor does he have to endure a trial by combat against the previous Prince, nor is he selected by the previous Prince. When an old Prince dies or resigns, word gets around to the other Caretakers through word of mouth. Then, individual Caretakers start saying who ought to be Prince and why. They spread their opinions to other Caretakers, who then argue it, agree with it or form a compromise, and then spread that opinion to the next one. After a year or so, all the Guardians are in agreement that so-and-so should be Prince, and then that person is. Somehow, this system works, and has worked for many centuries now.
The current Prince of Guardians is a half-elven fighter-mage named Azlan. Azlan has been Prince for little over fifty years now, and is one of the most powerful Princes to grace the Guardians with his allegiance. The half-elven Prince can be found wandering Elysium's layers with a large retinue of mage advisors and warrior bodyguards, keeping up with the current chant and looking out to help those in need.
Azlan
Male half-elf planar
Prince of the Guardians and 13th-level fighter/mage
Neutral Good 

PRIVATE
Str: 16
Int: 18
HP: 63

Dex: 18
Wis: 25
AC: -1

Con: 15
Cha: 17
THAC0: 8

Spells/Level: 5 / 5 / 5 / 4 / 4 / 2
Equipment: Amulet of Defence +5, Ring of Protection +2, Longsword +3, Staff of the Magi
Spellbook: (* denotes spells usually memorised)
1st: Armour, Avoid Planar Effects*, Burning Hands*, Cantrip, Charm Person, Comprehend Languages, Detect Magic*, Detect Undead, Friends, Jump, Magic Missile*, Protection from Evil*, Shocking Grasp
2nd: Continual Light*, Detect Evil*, Detect Invisibility*, Flaming Sphere, Knock, Know Alignment*, Melf's Acid Arrow*, Web*, Wizard Lock
3rd: Dispel Magic*, Fireball*, Fly, Gust of Wind, Haste*, Hold Person*, Hold Undead, Lightning Bolt*, Water Breathing
4th: Emotion*, Evard's Black Tentacles, Fire Shield, Ice Storm*, Leomund's Secure Shelter, Polymorph Other*, Wall of Ice*
5th: Bigby's Interposing Hand*, Conjure Elemental*, Major Gate Ward*, Telekinesis, Teleport*, Wall of Iron
6th: Anti-Magic Shell, Chain Lightning*, Control Weather, Reincarnation, True Seeing
Sect Headquarters
Elysium, the plane of ultimate good. Law and Chaos do not matter here -- all that matters is the accomplishment of good. 

The Guardians do not have a central headquarters per se, but all Defenders recognise Elysium as their "home plane" for two reasons. First, it is the home of the guardinals, which all Caretakers acknowledge as being the epitome of what true goodness is. Second, Elysium is, in the minds of the Guardians at least, the home of absolute good. It is not tainted by the strict nature of Law, nor is to the random hodgepodge Chaos. It is simply good. For these reasons the Prince of the Guardians generally makes him home on Elysium, to symbolise the relationship that all Guardians have with their parent plane
Role-playing the Guardians
Role-playing a Guardian is rather simple, although being a Guardian is anything but easy. The Caretakers are a laid back group, and don't expect too much from their members. Therefore, a Caretaker player-character will never have to worry about being ordered around by some high-up berk, nor are they restricted to their home plane, like the Anarch's Guild is. A Defender player-character can latch himself onto any adventuring/mercenary group he wishes. He may go and do whatever he desires -- so long as it is accomplishing some form of good. Although there are no rules forbidding Guardians from fraternising with evil berks, most Caretakers tend to stay away from them anyway. The two philosophies simply clash too much. 

A Defender player-character is generally a very relaxed fellow. He won't force his beliefs on anyone who doesn't ask him about them first, and he'll strive to protect innocence from corruption and wickedness. Although a Caretaker player-character will never embark on an evil-smiting crusade, he won't stand idle by and let a village of peace loving peasants get massacred by a baatezu squadron.
Membership
The Guardians don't have any real membership requirements. If a person wants to join the sect, he'll get in somehow. Sometimes a Guardian-wannabe will bump into a real Caretaker, who'll introduce him to the ways of the sect. Sometimes he'll journey to Elysium where a friendly petitioner will show him to the house of the local Defender. It doesn't really matter, though, because anyone who wants to join, will. 

Now, one would think that this kind of system would lead to a lot of spies and infiltrators among the Guardians, but nothing could be farther from the truth. Evil and selfish berks don't want to join the Caretakers -- why spend all your life defending people and places you really don't care too much about? Evil characters are generally too self centred to want to join such a giving sect, which means that only good characters join. The Guardians' philosophy is just to strict for evils to enlist
Structure
None to speak of. Unlike other sects and factions, the Guardians don't have a pyramid of leadership. They only have the Prince, who acts as a representative for his sect when among other groups. Each Guardian is independent and free, expected to do his job as a Caretaker without having to be given orders from a boss.
Allies & Enemies
Due to their go-with-the-flow attitude, the Defenders get along with pretty much everyone. 

But I did say "pretty much". There are some factions that the Guardians don't get along with, and the feeling is mutual. The Guardians can't stand the Harmonium and Order of the Planes-Militant, with their in-your-face attitudes and my-way-or-the-highway philosophies, nor do they like Doomguard and the Bleakers, because of their inherently "evil" nature. The Guardians don't organise any kind of opposition to these groups, though. They simply try to avoid them.
Advantages & Disadvantages
The Guardians let their members roam free, and hardly ever place responsibilities or duties upon their shoulders. Therefore, Guardian player-characters don't have to worry about being bossed around by higher-ups. 

And because the Guardians are such a widespread sect, information about the goings-on in the planes spreads pretty quick. If there's something that a Defender player-character wants to know, then he can make short work of finding it out simply by asking other Defenders.
The final advantage to being a Guardian is their reputation. Among the good-aligned planes, the Guardians are accepted as friendly, helpful individuals who should be respected and, in turn, helped if possible. Among the evil-aligned planes, however, being a Guardian is hardly a good thing…
The primary drawback to being a Caretaker is the necessity to neutral. Guardians are not allowed to engage in politicking or machinations of any sort -- they must constantly strive for the higher good. A Defender must always strive for the greater good, and cannot dedicate themselves to any of good's "alternate" forms.
The Legistlators
(a burg - Right to Rule - and a sect - the Legistlate)
Right to Rule
(by Belarius)
CHARACTER: The Guvners are backwards! they say we're all governed by laws, but it ain't the case. In fact, laws are things created by people, not things that create people. the Modrons understand this, all their law comes form an overlord. So is it with us. We create and follow the laws, and those who can create more laws are less restricted by laws. IT's tough for a berk to understand, but you'll get it eventually. Oh, and by the way, welcome to the Swarm. You own me 2 coppers for my time. Why? Because it's the law!
RULER: The official ruler of Right To Rule is called the Lawmaker, a position currently held by Hijarr Liefinder (Planar / male tiefling / M16 / Legislate / LN). The longest office holder in Right to Rule's recorded history, Hijarr has shown incredible competence in his 85 years of reign, as well as unshakable drive. His will, which is strong even in his old age, is the one thing that keeps him in power
BEHIND THE THRONE: Because anyone can rule this burg in time (see below), nothing is quite certain. The families of Distinction all have a shot at holding the seat of Lawmaker, but seven families are nearly tied as best bets. They are named Goaldcut, Tiebbynd, Laexicon, Ilnott, Yrontil, Klorskip, and Oarder. Their occupations (and the areas over which they hold authority) are the minting of currency, the contractual legal system, the collection of knowledge, medicine and public health, zoning in the city, entertainment, and trading, respectively. All save Laexicon (a Guvner family) are loyal to the Legislate. 

DESCRIPTION: Right To Rule is considered an aberration in Mechanus, and slips into Acheron or Arcadia at least once a century, though it always comes back to Mechanus in the end. Set on a large circular cog, the city is arranged much like a nautilus shell, with five districts. The largest coils around 2/3 of the cog's perimeter, and the next four, which get progressively small, coil around the shaft at the centre of the gear. The city is very large, and is home to over 50,000 people.
The largest district is called Unity. In Unity, the zoning laws (perhaps the single most important aspect of Right To Rule, for reason that quickly become clear) are very strict. All houses must be of exactly the same size and shape, and all streets must run at regular intervals and be parallel to one another. It is quite literally impossible to tell one part of Unity from any other. The city runs all the way up to the edge of the gear, with no space wasted. People here have little identity and little will, and form the backbone of the city's working class. Unity is often called Simplicity by it's inhabitants, who value the simple, predictable nature of their lives. Because they lack any real identity and acts as one, detractors call Unity the Swarm.
Lying inside a wall which separates the other sections form Unity (and each other), is the second district, called Conformity. Here, the houses are as rigidly organises as they were in Unity, but are a bit larger. However, the district is divided into a number of section, called blocks which have streets running at different angles from other blocks. Also, there is moderate variation in buildings in different blocks. Those inhabiting each block tend to have a similar outlook, but two separate blocks can have very different ideas. those who insult the secular nature of Conformity call it Cliques, but the natives prefer calling it Community.
In the next, smaller section is Cooperation, where the basic zoning laws being to break down. There are only vaguely defined streets, and buildings vary wildly in shape and size (though most are larger than those in Conformity). Opinions are as varied as architecture, and the district is a teeming morass of constantly shifting small interest groups, made up of like-minded individuals. The most habitable of the districts, those who enjoy the lifestyle of Cooperation call it Creativity, but those who crave more (or less)power usually call it Mishmash.
The fourth district, made of the the noble houses, is called Distinction. Here, no laws really apply to each noble manor, which exists separately from all others. Each manor houses a family of very similar people, who are in fierce competition with the other noble houses for power. This is an area of intrigue and politics, with little alliance outside of one's own house. The nobles enjoy their relative freedom, and call their district Freedom as a result. Many others call is Separation, because they find the noble houses to conflicting.
Finally, the fifth and smallest district, called Individuality, holds the palace of the Lawmaker. Here, the Lawmaker and his family, who seem like near-clones of their patron in mindset, run the rest of Right to Rule. Many look up to the impartial district and call it Independence, the truest measure of freedom. Others, who prefer the feeling of community granted by other people, call it Solitude.
The dark of all this is simple: your rank in society and thus the location of your home int he city is determined entirely by your capacity to make laws. The Swarm has no real power, though the entire city relies on it's sheer population for its military and its labour. When a person becomes trusted enough by the multitudes of Simplicity, he wakes up to find himself in a block of Conformity which matches his mindset. From there, he must gain the right to represent his peers well enough to speak for them all, and thus make laws on their behalf, allowing him to pass into Cooperation. The noble houses of Distinction are all tightly allied groups of very similar law-makers who hold power over all but other noble houses and Individuality. The Lawmaker rules over all as the ultimate representative. It is possible to regress backwards in this process, as a person looses the trust of those below him. The tower must have a base to stand on, if you will.
Thus: each district, collectively, can impose general law on all districts below it. The Lawmaker makes general laws that affect all districts but his own. The noble houses are the high authorities for the various necessary functions of the burg (other, less powerful noble houses focus on military matters, law enforcement, etc. Interestingly, agriculture is never a noble house's major faculty, because a native of the burg requires no food while on that cog). The Mishmash acts ad the middle men to Cliques, and they to the Swarm. Thus, though focused more on the individual, the city is still primarily one of Law.
The major export of Right To Rule is the Legislate. A sect that dominates Right To Rule, it has not caught on elsewhere (mainly because of the Guvner monopoly on Sigil and the homebound nature of the sect), but its presence is well known. Historically, the factol of the Legislate has always been Right To Rule's Lawmaker.
Overall, Right To Rule's nature is determined by the district you are in. In Simplicity, one can get easily lost, but any major service you require isn't far away. In Conformity, life is a struggle of who is the major clique. Cooperation sports a lively, active intellectual climate, since all the residents know well that, if they let themselves become stupid, sloppy, or disrespected they risk sliding back into Cliques. Separation is almost vindictively lawful, with more emotions than any other district. Solitude has the aura of peace coming from absolute power that makes it relaxing, but the Lawmaker can never rest, as he must maintain his position vigorously or fall in station.
Interestingly, all newcomers must live in Unity. this is not a law, but a fact. No matter what precautions are taken, the person will shortly find themselves in a small building in Simplicity. You have to work for power in Right to Rule.
MILITIA: Most of Right To Rule's army is composed of Swarm minutemen. Because invaders are only really a problem when the city shifts to another plane (at which point, the military noble house often leaps to Lawmaker). These minutemen are lead by elite infantry from Conformity, supplemented by crack surgical strike teams from Cooperation, and led by generals from Distinction.
Breaking the laws of Right To Rule are dangerous, but not nearly as much as in the rest of Mechanus. Since the locals usually follow the rules anyway, there is little need for patrols of policemen. Outsiders who are caught breaking rules are given three chances. First, they are given a warning. Then, they are incurred an incredible fine (usually more than a body has) and forced to work as members of the Swarm or a slated period of time (effectively erasing all power a local had). The third offence is death or, under special circumstances, exile. Severe crimes, including murder, arson, treason, and magically charming a person to affect the laws all result in either death or exile.
SERVICES: Right To Rule has a number of services. First off, as a large city, any number of specialty services are offered to those who work to find them (Cooperation is almost always their location). Right To Rule is known for two things more than most burgs, however: The Legislate and magic.
The Legislate fills every corner of the burg, and is almost a requirement for rising in the city's districts. For each rank achieved in the sect, the sector must return to Right To Rule to register. Thus, as the greatest base of power in the Legislate, Right To Rule is often synonymous with the sect.
As for magic, the Laexicon family has risen remarkably to the rank of noble house, largely on the basis of it's magical resources. A family of magi, the House has provided and continues to provide law-based magic to the city and to interested parties. While the vast majority of Necromancy and some Enchantment magic is outlawed, most everything else is not, and Laexicon both buys and sells magic relating to law in some manner.
LOCAL NEWS: The Legislate has recently made a powerful (if surprising) ally: the Fated. Though the two are very different, both feel that the strong (though what is strength varies between the groups) get what they want and hold what they can. This has disturbed the Guvners, who regularly find themselves against the Fated by alliance (the Hardheads do NOT like the Fated). The presence of a potentially chaotic presence on Mechanus is also disturbing to them.
Perhaps the cause or perhaps the result, the Laexicon family is becoming far more active in its field than it had been in the past. With Hijarr slowly succumbing to age, the city is ripe for a power struggle, and Laexicon is as likely a winner as any other noble house. But a Guvner Lawmaker spells problems for the Legislate. After all, does that make the Guvners the leaders of the Legislate? Or, because of the different allegiance, will the position of Lawmaker fall to a noble house, and if so which one? These vexing problems, compounded by the inexperience to current population (which is mostly human and was not alive when Hiljarr became Lawmaker) in these matters, is causing paranoia to ripple through the town. While the Laexicon family still holds the will of the people, other Guvners are being persecuted as spies, and at least three were exiled in the last week. Laexicon has petitioned Tiebbynd to try to outlaw this type of behaviour, but they are resisting because of the faction/sect conflict. One thing is certain: the children of Right To Rule will live in interesting times.
The Legislate
The Ruled, Fickle Judges
SECT PHILOSOPHY: People make laws, and we are people. We make laws. Belief is power, and no law is truly fixed, even the ridiculous Great Axioms of the Guvners. If enough people believe it, the law changes. 

We are law-makers. We respect the law as a general concept, if it's just, but unjust laws are simply to be thought out of existence. We control the multiverse, we conscious beings. It is the purpose of the Legislate to be the driving force in the establishment of laws that span all societies. If those laws become corrupt, they can eliminated with a thought. Thus do we offer power, for good or ill.
Yes, both. He who makes the laws can make himself immune to the laws. Why find a loophole when you can negate a law completely? The greatest power is not knowing how to get around the rules, but to get rid of them! Thus a body could do the greatest good to other beings, granting them with boons. A body could perform the vilest of evils, but the good will always cancel them out, so that's not a risk.
We already can affect laws, make laws, and interpret laws. Join us, make yourself powerful, and make us powerful. United, we will bring all law to its knees and remake it in a just frame!
Oh, yes there is a price. Your superiors know more than you, right? And they speak for more people. Thus, they are better examples of law than you are. So you have to do what they say. But not to worry! Our laws, set down by the Lawmaker himself, forbids the abuse of power in this way.
Relax. Soon you'll be sculpting the laws like clay.
PRIMARY PLANE OF INFLUENCE: Mechanus - there are the laws the most obvious (at least to the natives), the thus best studies. Not to mention the Sect's hometown is Right To Rule, planted squarely in the cogs of the Clockwork Universe.
ALLIES AND ENEMIES: The Signers see eye to eye with the Legislates, Both agree that that the universe is a realm of the mind, and that is can be shaped. The difference, of course, is that the Signers believe it all comes from a single person, while the Legislate believe it comes from the collective of humanity. The Order of Planes-Militant and the Guardians agree in reshaping the multiverse in a better image. Recently, the Fated, who share the belief that the strong make the multiverse work the way they want, have thrown their lot in with the Legislate. It is said that, as an act of goodwill, a number of Legislate record-keepers work in the Hall of Records.
Sigil's lawful triad (the Harmonium, the Mercykillers, and the Guvners) all find themselves against the Legislate. All three don't appreciate the concept that law is mutable and should be changed with time. The Mercykillers and Guvners are particularly firm on this point. The Harmonium more are worried by the Order of Planes-Militant and the Fated allying themselves with the Legislate. The Anarchists, who see law as something to be destroyed and not changed, the Free league, who hate any kind of high-ups, and the Xaositects, who don t believe in law at all, are all opposed to the Legislate. The Bleak Cabal, who opposes any kind of meaning, invented or not, is false, does not trust the Legislate either.
ELIGIBILITY: All races and classes are allowed (after alignment considerations), but a Legislate cannot be chaotic. A basic requirement is a belief in the existence of law and it's relative importance. Further, a Wisdom of 8 is considered the minimum required, to understand the implications of law.
BENEFITS: Benefits, as with the factions, range over rank. Namers get a +1 to all die rolls directly connected with the orders of a superior. Factotums can use Know Customs (ToM) once per day, able to intuit the laws of any area instantly. At factor level, a Legislate can actually alter natural laws once per day, capable of adjusting any one die roll by as much as +3 to -3. Only a single roll can be adjusted this way. Examples include (but are not limited to)in a single reaction check, a single attack, or a single proficiency check.
The factol (who has always been the Lawmaker of Right To Rule) can, once per hour, create or negate any one law for a round. This incredibly powerful will-based power requires a full-round of concentration, and can have to permanent effects. Examples include: willing that a damaged bridge is strong enough to allow a person to cross willing any person invulnerable to physical damage for that round willing into existence, for that single round, an object of any kind. The laws of the multiverse can only be changed within a mile of the factol, and he must have line or sight. This power makes the factol remarkably powerful, and no Legislate factol has ever been assassinated (not for lack of trying). In addition to the above powers, all Legislates can give orders to Legislates of lower rank, when they have the permission of those of a high rank. For this purpose, the Lawmaker's house counts as factol, granting factors permission to use sect members for various projects.
RESTRICTIONS: If given permission by a high-up, any Legislate of lower rank must follow the orders of a Legislate of higher rank. By an innate power possessed by all sect members those ordered always know if their superior has permission to. Sect membership takes precedence over other activities. Further, to rise in rank, sect members must return to Right To Rule and register, a process that takes over a month.
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Copyright 1999 by Brant Casavant
NB: The Mathematicians were first introduced in the Planes of Law: Mechanus.
More information can be found on the Mechanus Pages
"Congratulations! You scored a 72 on the Mathematician Entrance Examination, which means that you have passed the test! You are now considered a 'Thousandth Place' Mathematician, what a layperson would refer to as a 'student', and therefore we confer to you all the respect and responsibility worthy of someone in your station. 

"We know that the Examination Period is a difficult time, but now that you have passed the test you are worthy of the knowledge and information our sect has learned through centuries of hard work. Being a Mathematician is not just about doing advanced mathematics and science all the time, accomplishing nothing. Far from it. A Mathematician is responsible for unlocking the workings of the Multiverse, of delving into the most complicated problems headfirst and calculating until said problems are solved. That is what we Mathematicians do: we are responsible for solving The Problem -- the most complex mathematical formula in the Multiverse The Problem is so complicated and advanced that even our sect, which is comprised of the greatest mathematical minds from across the Planes, has not even finished making the formula for it yet! Once The Problem has been solved, however, we will have the absolute algorithm to the Multiverse -- the formula, by which, the entire Multiverse operates!
"Consider yourself blessed to know that you are among the few selected to join our esteemed ranks. Orientation for all of those who passed will occur tomorrow afternoon, at 1 A.P., in the Inductees Hall, in the town of Radian. Enclosed in this message are directions to aforementioned Hall and town."
-- An acceptance letter from the Mathematicians
Sect History
The Mathematicians are relatively young, as far as sects go. About three-hundred years ago there lived Guvner by the name of Rikard the Logical. Rikard loved law and order just as much as the next Guvner, but he had a different spin on the whole "structured multiverse" theory. While his comrades were out attempting to understand the laws of the multiverse, Rikard was contemplating the math of it all. He would sit in his office for hours, days even, working out the most complex mathematical formulas that Guvners had ever seen. When asked what he was trying to solve, he would reply, "The Multiverse, of course!" 
It wasn't until later in Rikard's life that he realized the Fraternity of Order wasn't exactly what he had in mind. Sure, he agreed with a lot of what they taught -- that the multiverse is based upon laws, and that everything follows those laws. But when it came down to the very essence of the Fraternity's tenets, Rikard just had to disagree. "The Multiverse is not run by just laws," he argued, "It's run by mathematical laws!" Rikard believed that if someone could figure out the formula that the multiverse operates by, then that someone could theoretically control the multiverse. In a stirring speech before the assembled Guvners, Rikard explained his thesis, which was met by overwhelming enthusiasm by some, and mild acceptance by others. After his lecture, Rikard announced he was quitting the Guvners, and that he would be moving to Mechanus, where he would spend the rest of his life working out the formula that ran the multiverse. Much to his surprise, a group of like-minded Guvner's followed him there. 
The newly-formed group arrived first in a large city called Circumference, where Rikard settled down. Slowly but surely, his followers spread out throughout Mechanus, travelling from layer to layer, city to city, gear to gear. They would maintain contact with each other through letters, explaining different formulas they were working on, requesting on certain research projects, and sharing recent discoveries. These individuals would also scout out the local population, looking for potential apprentices and recruits. Thus, the Mathematicians were born.
"3.14159265358979323846264338327950288419716939
9375105820974944592307816406286208998628034825
3421170679821480865132823066470938446095505822
31725359408128…"
- A new recruit's answer to Question 109 on the Mathematician Entrance Exam, which read "Carry 'pi' out to as many decimal places as you can without using a quill, ink or paper."
Near the end of Rikard's life, he decided that the Mathematicians should have a base of operations, a set, specific location that all Mathematicians could go to study, or exchange ideas and information without having to wait for weeks and weeks for a letter to arrive. He called together his original followers, who were the greatest minds of the Mathematicians at the time, and this think-tank of mathematical genius went to work on finding the perfect location for the Mathematician's headquarters. Nine months later, Rikard sent messages to all Mathematicians everywhere, declaring that they had devised the absolute perfect location for the Mathematician base. The letter included directions on how to get there, and orders to leave as soon as possible for the location given in the directions. 

A short time later, all the Mathematicians, who were originally scattered across the Multiverse, were standing on a rather large cog. Off in the distance, the group (numbering about a hundred) could see the outline of a town or village, and in that direction the group went. After a long walk, they all arrived at the edge of a small town. Awaiting them at the edge of the town was none other then Rikard himself. The great man announced that they now stood in the very centre of Mechanus, and that this is where they would make their sanctuary. Rikard had discussed the situation with the town leaders, and after some negotiation, the town had agreed to let the Mathematicians move in. 
Rikard died shortly after this, but as per his wishes, the town (which was renamed "Radian") was overhauled. Walls were erected, buildings demolished, and the entire town was rebuilt into perfect, geometric symmetry. Now with a home to collect all their data and information in, the Mathematicians set about to their purpose -- solving The Problem.
"The half life of one of our theories is about three weeks!"
- (Only?) joke told by members of the Mathematicians sect
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The Sectol
Sectols in the Mathematicians are not called "Sectols". They are referred to as the "Prime Digit", or often just the "Digit". The Digit of the Mathematicians is selected by the previous Digit. Thus, before Rikard died, he chose one of his most intelligent pupils to take his place, and then that one chose his favourite, and so on. The current Prime Digit of the Mathematicians is Laretuous Quinton. Laretuous has been the Digit for about eight years now, and he's the youngest Sectol to date, aged only thirty-one years. 
Laretuous Quinton
Male Human Planar
Prime Digit of the Mathematicians and 13th-level Diviner
Lawful Neutral 

PRIVATE
Str: 5
Int: 20
HP: 43

Dex: 13
Wis: 20
AC: 7

Con: 12
Cha: 15
THAC0: 16

Spell Immunities: All 1st and 2nd-level Illusion spells, cause fear, charm person, command, friends, hypnotism, forget, hold person, ray of enfeeblement, scare
Spells/Level: 5/5/5/4/4/2/1
Magical Items: Ring of Protection +3, Ring of Air, Potion of Fire Resistance, Ring of Mind Shielding, Quarterstaff +2
Spellbook: (* usually memorised)
1st: Cantrip, Colour Spray, Comprehend Language, Detect Magic*, Detect Undead, Identify*, Know Faction*, Light, Read Magic*
2nd: Detect Invisibility, ESP*, Know Alignment*, Locate Item*, Warp Sense*, Wizard Lock*
3rd: Clairaudience*, Clairvoyance*, Delude, Dispel Magic, Fly*, Haste*, Secret Page*, Protection from Normal Missiles
4th: Confusion, Detect Scrying*, Dig, Dimension Door*, Fire Trap*, Improved Invisibility, Magic Mirror*
5th: Bigby's Interposing Hand*, Contact Other Plane*, Dream*, Leomund's Secret Chest, Teleport*
6th: Close Gate, True Seeing*, Legend Lore*, Mislead
7th: Vision*, Teleport Without Error
Laretuous may be young for a Digit, but he's one of the smartest Mathematicians ever. Within his first two years he had already advanced the sect's knowledge of The Problem by leaps in bounds, and under his guidance, the Mathematicians believe they may finally be able to determine what The Problem is, and set about solving it.
Sect Headquarters
Mechanus, of course. Where else would a bunch of mathematical geniuses hang out? 

The actual sect headquarters is located on a large gear which, by Mathematician calculations, is located in the dead centre of the plane. In the middle of this gear sits a medium-sized burg called "Radian", the population of which is a perfect 15,000. The last Mathematician census showed that a majority of the town (85%, 12,750) was human. An additional 5% (750) is demihuman. The remaining 10% (1,500) is a brigade of modrons who are stationed on the same gear that Radian is built upon. No one is really sure how Radian maintains its population of 15,000, or why it stays 15,000. But whenever someone new moves in, someone either "coincidentally" moves out ("I've been lookin' to move for a while now…"), dies (heart-attack, old age, etc.), or simply vanishes in some cases. No one knows who is responsible for this, but the Mathematicians deny all knowledge of the occurrences, and the modrons don't even acknowledge the subject.
Radian's government is a model of efficiency, putting any Guvner-run town to shame. Everything occurs on the exact second that it is supposed to, and the massive water-clock in the centre of town dictates the time of day to all. Since the Mathematicians are generally not a very physically-inclined bunch of bloods they'll often hire out groups of adventurers and mercenaries to guard the town for them. 
Across the street from the massive water-clock is the Mathematician's most prized building: the Library of Numbers. This gargantuan building of stone and iron houses all of the Mathematicians research. Everything every Mathematician has discovered, devised, calculated, formulated and thought up is written down and stored in the Library, which is guarded by the most expensive mercenaries money can buy, as well as potent magical traps. 
Role-playing the Mathematicians
It's natural to assume that playing a Mathematician isn't all that fun. Unless, of course, you really, really, really like maths. But in actuality, playing a Mathematician could be an enjoyable experience. Not all Mathematicians hide in their houses and do math problems all day long. Some of them go out and explore the Planes, collecting data that they can use to solve The Problem. To this end, Mathematicians generally tag along with adventuring parties, offering their information and brainpower in return for muscle and protection. Most Mathematicians are wizards of some sort, so they can also use their magical powers to help the group they ally themselves with. 

When playing a Mathematician remember that you are primarily concerned with, well, math. Everything you do is logical to the extreme, and you never let emotion override rational thought. One could compare a Mathematician to the Brain, from the WB show "Pinky and the Brain" -- brilliant, but obsessed.
Membership
You have to be really smart. Brilliant, even. Canny doesn't even begin to describe your average Mathematician member. First, a potential Mathematician has to apply for membership, whereupon he is evaluated for one month by the local Tenth Digit (see below). If the Tenth deems the spiv worthy, then the potential Mathematician must take a test which lasts (generally) a week. During the test, the inductee gets half-hour breaks at 6 B.P., Noon, and 6 A.P., as well as a five hour rest period to sleep. All other time is spent doing the test, called the Mathematician Entrance Examination. As a game rule, anyone with an Intelligence below 17 will generally fail the test. When the test is complete, it is graded by the local Tenth, and if the inductee gets a 70 or higher, he is officially accepted by the sect.
Structure
The Mathematicians' organisation is similar to most factions or sects, with a few slight modifications. The Mathematician structure is set up like a pyramid. At the very bottom are the namers of the sect, which are referred to as Thousandth Digits, or just Thousandth. Above the Thousandth there are the factotums, called Hundredth Digits. Each Hundredth is responsible for ten Thousandth, who must send monthly reports to their Hundredth detailing their activities and discoveries they've made. Above the Hundredth Digits are the factors, dubbed Tenth Digits. There are only five Tenth Digits at any one time in the Mathematicians, and any blood brilliant enough to make it that high stays there for life. Finally, above all these is the sector, called the Prime Digit. 
"I must be mad! what you're saying is starting to make sense!"
- Thul the Bleaker to a Mathematician
Allies & Enemies
The Mathematicians get along very well with the Fraternity of Order, their parent faction. The two groups constantly exchange information and ideas, and both have been known to recommend potential recruits to the other. 
The other Lawful factions, such as the Harmonium and Mercykillers, generally get along with the Mathematicians. The two groups will usually ignore one another, but when the two meet, it's often on friendly terms.
There are certain factions, however, that loathe the Mathematicians -- and the Mathematicians loathe them. The Xaositects don't get along with the Mathematicians very well at all, and there's nothing the Mathematicians would like to see more then the destruction of the Chaosmen. The Doomguard and the Free League dislike the Mathematicians, and the feeling is mutual. The Mathematicians feel that the Doomguard is a bunch of suicidal weirdoes bent on destroying the Multiverse. The Free League annoys the Mathematicians with its very existence. At least the Xaositects have something in common with each other, shared traits and such -- but the Free League is a ragtag bunch of berks that follow no common principles. 
Advantages and Disadvantages
Well, just being a Mathematician means that you're one of the smartest bloods around (Intelligence of 17 just to get in!). Plus, if you have an Intelligence of 17, you're probably a spellslinger, which means you get all kinds of neat bonuses. 
Another advantage to being a Mathematician is only useful on Mechanus, and that is a Mathematician can navigate his way through the Labyrinthine Portal in 1d3 just by doing some basic calculations for 1d3 turns. Not terribly useful elsewhere, but in Mechanus, you can't find a way to get around faster. 
The only disadvantage to being a Mathematician is that you must share your findings with your brethren, and you can't tell outsiders about what the Mathematicians are doing. Ha! Like outsiders would even understand, anyway. 
Current Chant
Chant has it that the Mathematicians are just one decimal point or raised dot away from finishing The Problem -- which means they can then start solving it. Sure, it may take them another three hundred years to do so, but if the chant's to be believed, they're a lot closer then the rest of the factions to calculating the secrets of the Multiverse. 
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The Misers, The Gold-Hounds, The Hidden Hand
Copyright 1998 by Galzion
Thanks also to Gothenem and Katclaw for quotes
PRIVATE
NB: The Merkhants were introduced in the
Planescape Monstrous Compendium II, p. 62.
The Merkhants
"Yes. What do you want? 

"Oh, so you're the reporter. Well as long as you are going to do an accurate article. I find that so many of the things that have been written about me have been slanderous lies. Take care, young man. I don't like being slandered. The last person who did so ended up owing me everything that he owned. And some more besides. I had to sell him into slavery on Acheron in order to meet the settlement that the courts gave me.
"No I don't know what happened to him. Does it matter? Shall we start?
"Let's see. I suppose I began in trade when I was just a child. I was growing up in Tradegate, of course, which is something of an advantage, and my father was a blacksmith. He also sold some of the stuff made by the gnomes. He was reasonably well off, I suppose, or least we never wanted for food on the table, but he never really saw the potential of what he was doing.
"I was probably only about six when I realised the power of money. I was friends with a boy across the road, whose father was a tailor. One day a rich man visited them, and ordered a suit from the tailor. He decided to stay in Tradegate until the suit was finished, which was going to take about a week. he stayed at the best inn in town, and whenever I saw him, he was sitting outside the entrance, with a glass of fine wine in one hand, usually dictating documents to his manservant.
"On the day that he was due to leave, the father of one of the serving maids at the inn accosted him, and accused him of having been, how shall I put it, indiscreet with his daughter. The father was demanding that the rich man marry his daughter. The rich man just laughed, and offered him a purse of 100 jinx to shut up and go away. He never even tried to deny what he had done to the girl. The father got all indignant, and refused. So the rich man said that the father should have taken the money when he had the chance, and motioned to his manservant. Which was when we discovered that the manservant was also a very capable bodyguard. They left town that afternoon. The father died about a week later from his injuries.
"The point is that if you meet something that you can't buy, you can buy something to deal with it. I started saving money that same day. And have never stopped."
-- Except from an unpublished interview with Tarnin Golthax
Sect History
The Merkhant sect's history is a little unclear, as for many years there was no defined group sharing the same ideal, although there were a number of individuals who clearly believed strongly in the philosophy that the Merkhants preach. 

The Merkhants as a group seem to have sprung into existence about 550 years ago. They were formed by a woman called Rhivena, who appears to have been trying to build up a list of the wealthiest people on the planes. Many believe that Rhivena was doing this with the intention of finding out which merchants would make good targets for her own expanding business empire. Shortly after completing the list, however, there was a major attempt from the baatezu to undercut most merchants on the planes; part of a plot to bring planar trade within the control of the lawful fiends, who would then manipulate it to financially cripple the tanar'ri Blood War effort. 
By uniting with each other, the merchants were able to defeat this threat from the fiends. It has recently been suggested that the yugoloths may have had a role in bringing the Merkhants together, and thus thwarting the baatezu plans. There is, however, no actual evidence to suggest that this was the case.
Having discovered that there was a benefit to sometimes working together, the Misers agreed on a policy of mutual respect. Of course, that has never stopped them trying to cheat other members of the sect. Indeed, if two Merkhants set up business in the same town, they will attempt to ruin each other until one is forced to admit defeat. Sometimes the winner has spent so much bringing about his victory, that they will easily fall to the plots of their next rival. Despite this, the merkhants have generally agreed that they should attempt to bring all the multiverse's wealth to the sect, and then they can fight over who has control of it.
The current leader, or Master, of the sect (a position that is determined simply by who can prove, to the satisfaction of the other members, that they are worth more than any other member) is a human called Tarnin Golthax, a cruel, manipulative and greedy man, who is therefore more or less a typical Merkhant.
Pike it sod, you're more annoying
than a broke merkhant!"
- Common planar expression
Tarnin Golthax
Human, planar, male, wizard
Level: 8
Alignment: LE
Str: 10, Dex: 11, Wis: 17, Int: 17
Con: 12, Chr: 16, HP: 23, AC: -1 

Spells: 4/3/3/2
Spellbook : (* usually memorised)
1st: Burning Hands, Charm Person*, Alarm, Identify, Feather Fall*, Magic Missile*, Sleep, Tenser's Floating Disk, Wizard Mark, Friends*, Detect Magic, Read Magic.
2nd: Alter Self*, Fool's Gold*, Knock*, Undetectable Alignment*, Vocalize, Wizard Lock, Web, Ghoul Touch, Forget, Levitate.
3rd: Clairaudience, Clairvoyance, Dispel Magic*, Acidic Blast*, Hold Person*, Slow, Tongues, Suggestion.
4th: Emotion, Leomund's Secure Shelter, Stoneskin*, Bestow Minor Curse*, Ice Storm, Native Item.
Tarnin became the leader of the Merkhants nine years ago, and has kept his position against all comers. His worth has not been accurately determined, even by other Merkhants, but he is almost certainly the single richest person alive today. This is a position that he maintains by ruthlessly exploiting his rivals' weaknesses. Tarnin rarely becomes involved in open conflicts, preferring to destroy his opponents through crippling their businesses. He usually finishes by taking over the defeated opponent's companies, and amalgamating them into his own. For more information on the scope of his influence, see The Dark. Tarnin is almost always accompanied by his three bodyguards, who are fanatically loyal to their employer. The current three are a human, a tiefling and a half-ogre. They change on a fairly regular basis, however. Tarnin himself rarely becomes involved in combat, however he owns a spectacular array of magical items, and is almost never found without an item ideal for the situation. He uses his magic to gather intelligence, and takes a childish delight in using alter self to acquire information personally from people who do not realise who he is. Reputedly, he once was told about a plot to assassinate himself whilst using this spell. He sometimes uses the spell as a means of building up an established personality, to be used as a disguise when his own face is too well known.
Sect Headquarters
The Merkhants are based around the gate-town of Tradegate. On the rare occasions when they have a general meeting (every five years apart from special ones when a challenge to the leadership is made), they assemble in the town en masse. They take over virtually every room in every tavern in the gate-town. By common agreement, feuds between members are suspended for the duration of the meeting (although many take the chance to acquire new allies against a rival). Surprisingly little business is done during this time. 

The actual meetings take place on the estate of Baron von Karlyle. The Baron was a member of the sect who, on his death 255 years ago, willed his vast estate to the main rival of the then Master. This resulted in a shift of power, and therefore a change of leadership, and ever since, the estate, which lies about 20 miles from Tradegate, has been the home of the 'secretary' of the sect. This position, which is vitally important to the sect as it is the secretary who catalogues the wealth of the members, is filled by a long serving member who wishes to retire from the day-to-day subterfuge that the sect regularly practices. The secretary is expected not to reveal confidential information about members, and in turn the businesses of the secretary are regarded as sacrosanct. Of course, there have been secretaries who have abused this tradition, attempting to expand their business empires whilst relying upon others not to interfere, as per tradition. Such secretaries have generally met short and painful ends.
So there's a red dragon guarding the treasure? I'll just get a Sensate who's never been burned to get it for me"
- Merkhant solving a problem
Role-playing the Merkhants

The average Merkhant is avaricious to extremes. They are interested only in what they can get from a situation, person, etc. Of course, to get what they want, they may come across as being quite friendly. Most Misers are quite good at acting, and disguising their true objectives and intentions from those who observe them. Those who are capable of using magic tend to prefer charm based spells, ones that appraise items, or ones that can be used in manipulating other people. In combat situations, most Merkhants will turn to their hired muscle, and flee at the first opportunity. They will even be willing to leave behind gold or (non-unique) magical items, as what they have with them is never the limit of their wealth. Be sure, however, that the person who ruins a Merkhants plans for acquiring further wealth has made an enemy for life. 

Misers tend to have long memories, and the influence to bring such enemies low several years later.
Membership of the Merkhants
The sect admit only people who have managed to amass a significant quantity of wealth. The exact figure changes constantly, as by tradition you are required to prove that you are worth at least 25% of what the current leader was worth when they last had to answer to challenge. If, for example, the Master was worth, at last estimate, one million gold pieces, then a person seeking entry to the sect must prove that they are worth at least 250,000 gold pieces if they are to be accepted. Newcomers are usually nominated by sect members, as the sect do not actively promote themselves, or encourage new members. If a member sees someone that they feel lives up to the sect's standards, then they will usually broach the subject of the sect with the prospective membership. If they show interest, they will be given more information about the Merkhants. By tradition, new members are to be left immune to the plots of current members for six months after joining. 

No-one of good alignment can join the Merkhants, however the split between evil and neutral members is fairly even. Similarly, there is no particular bias in terms of the law-chaos axis between members; some are simply more willing to work within the framework of established legal proceedings than others.
In terms of classes, there is a slight bias towards rogues (usually thieves but there are some bard members). There are obviously no paladins or rangers (alignment), and there has never been a druid member (no interest in commerce). Between fighter, wizard and priest, however, there is a fairly even spread. Wizards tend to prefer defensive spells, information-gathering spells or charm spells. Merkhants who belong to a priesthood tend to worship a God of such areas as wealth, trade, and avarice.
Allies and Enemies
The Misers get on quite well with the Believers of the Source, as the Merkhants do not generally believe that there is anything special about the Gods. After all, everything has its price, and that includes even the Gods. They also quite admire the Fated, an attitude which is reciprocated. The Fated and Merkhants will almost always support each other in any philosophical conflict, unless they are directly competing for an item, or some other material sign of wealth and power. 

The Guvners dislike the Merkhants quite a bit, as the Misers rarely bother paying any attention to the law on their route to wealth. The sect has also earned the enmity of the Hardheads and the Mercykillers for the same reason, although to a much lesser extent. Most of the other Factions have relatively little interest in the Misers, unless they should come into open conflict, although the Ciphers rather pity the Misers for their obsession with gaining material wealth, and whilst the Sensates agree that closing a successful business deal that brings you a lot of wealth, power and influence can be a very satisfying experience, they believe that the Misers should move on and try to experience something else.
Advantages and Disadvantages
All Merkhants gain the ability to appraise the value of any gem or work of art both instantly, and accurately. What they do with that information is up to them, but they usually use it to try and con someone else. However, Misers never do anything where they cannot see how they will profit from it. For PCs, this means that they must be able to make at least 100% profit on any investment, which would include the cost of garnishes, etc. Basically, no Miser ever does anything that they do not expect to benefit themselves.
The Chant
There is rarely much chant concerning the Merkhants as a sect, as they rarely act together as a sect. There is usually much information to be had about any of the members of the sect, but most members are not openly members, and so discovering whether something you've heard about some merchant involves the Merkhants in any way can be quite difficult. However, as a general rule, anything that you hear that involves a particularly well-off merchant, or a particularly big deal that involves a lot of jink, almost certainly has a Miser involves in it somewhere. If you want information on particular members, you're generally going to have to dig deep into their past, or their business dealings, and even then you might not find the Merkhants mentioned once. 

One piece of information that has recently emerged is that a challenge for the leadership is liable to be made soon. There are three people in the running to try and overthrow Tarnin. First is Dolan Greenbank, a gnome from Bytopia who is one of the most important figures in Tradegate. Another is Root of Nine, a rogue modron who has begun to manipulate the laws of commerce to its benefit, but has moved most of its dealings away from Automata, although it still has considerable influence in the gate-town. Root of Nine now bases itself in Sigil, though few of it's actual business dealings are actually in the Cage. The other possible challenger is Tarak de Leynon, a native of Sigil who has recently moved the vast majority of his wealth into land and possessions on a prime material world. Which world he has chosen as the repository for (according to rumour) over three-quarters of his wealth is unknown, although it is something that any other Miser would gladly pay a lot of jink to discover.
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The Dark
A challenge to Tarnin is indeed likely to appear soon, although probably not for two or three years. Currently the main contenders are jockeying for position. Tarak has indeed moved most of his wealth from the planes, but has actually used three different prime material worlds as his base. Meanwhile, he is attempting to distract attention from those worlds by establishing a very profitable business importing fine wines from another prime world, called Curnon. 

The knowledge that the Master may soon change has most of the Misers who are not in the running for the position trying to predict who will emerge victorious, and to ally themselves with the winner. Many old scores are being settled as they all attempt to manoeuvre themselves into being close with the new Master. It is a dangerous time in the sect as there is even less trust than normal between the members.
Favourite to win, however, is Tarnin. It is widely believed that when he became the Master, he did so without admitting his true wealth, and that since then he has become considerably richer. Tarak has the best chance of ousting him. All three challengers have been doing some investigating into Tarnin's dealings, however, and some interesting information has come to light. Tarnin is known to hide much of his influence in holding groups, and under a variety of aliases. 
What has been discovered by all three of his rivals, however, is that Tarnin is behind no fewer than seven companies that deal with the trading of Baatorian green steel. This means that he is responsible for about 70% of the planar trade in green steel, and over 90% of the trade of green steel that goes on in Sigil. Since this information came to light, there are a lot of people who seem to remember Tarnin making quite a few business trips to Ribcage, and many who've seen him discussing something with a baatezu in a tavern in Sigil. Rumours of a secret deal between Tarnin and some baatezu high-up have been gathering strength and whilst many are clearly unlikely, such as the ones that link him to the Dark Eight, or even the Lords of the Nine, it seems certain that he has some connection to the fiends. Currently, his rivals are trying to find out what exactly he's getting from them, and what he's giving them in return. Rumour also suggests that Dolan Greenbank has opened discussion with the tanar'ri, hoping to persuade them that if Tarnin is helping the baatezu, that the tanar'ri should help him in order not to allow their enemies an advantage. How successful he's been has not been reported.
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The Children of Heaven, the Brethren, the Faithful
Copyright 1999 by Brant Casavant
NB: The Planes Militant were first introduced in the Planes of Law Player's Guide.
"Can anyone tolerate that we do not even share equally with the fiends the inhabited multiverse? They have made the Lower Planes, which compose half the known multiverse, their homeland. They have also forcibly held dozens of outposts in the Outlands, another large portion of the Outer Planes, for centuries. There remains the Upper Planes, and how small a portion of it is inhabited by the followers of good?" 

"Two of the supposed 'Upper Planes', Mechanus and Limbo, belong not to us, but simply to law or chaos. Can anyone truly call Arborea 'good'? What with its wild decadence, unlawful nature, and the vulgarity of its inhabits. And Ysgard, where supposedly only the 'strong' survive. Utter disregard for the well-being of others, as long as you are able to carve out a living. And with no laws to prevent wrongdoing, what is stopping all of Ysgard from sliding into chaos?"
"What does that leave us, the true followers of good? Bytopia, Mount Celestia, Elysium, the Beastlands and Arcadia. Even among these planes, ultimate good does not shine through. Arcadia is more like Mechanus then the Mount and the Beastlands are better suited for intelligent animals then for humans and demihumans."
"So, I call upon all of you to make the journey to these planes with the intent of freeing them from the evils they are accustomed to. Teach them the power of good, show them the light of lawful purity. Some of you will encounter opposition, even hostility, from the native inhabitants of the planes to which you go -- but know this, those of you who fall will enter Mount Celestia as archons, the purist, most holy beings that take up residence in the Planes of Good. Make this journey and your sins shall be forgiven."
-- A speech delivered by Prefect Increase VII
Sect History
The Brethren are an old and venerable sect. Close to two-thousand years ago, the son of a solar archon, who had journeyed the planes spreading the word of lawful goodness, appointed one man to be the leader of his righteous cause when he was gone. This chosen man's name was Pitre Prefectii. Under him, the followers of the solar's son united and formed the sect known as the Brethren. They unanimously recognised Pitre as their leader, as he had been the chosen one, and they gave him the title Chosen. 
For the first couple of centuries, the Brethren were acknowledged as little more than a cult. Occasionally, a Brother would leave the safety of Mount Celestia to spread the word of The One. Unfortunately, these messengers were little more then annoying preachers in the Upper Planes, dissenters in the Lawful Planes, and breakfast in the Lower Planes. It wasn't until the Brethren were acknowledged by the archons of Mount Celestia as a sect that the tiny group was able to establish itself as a planar power.
Following their formal recognition by the archons, the Brethren underwent a period of magnificent rebirth, in which they reorganised their ranks, established strongholds and updated their doctrine. During a five-year convention, called the Reformative Council, the Brethren established titles, ranks and laws by which the sect would function by. The leader of the Brethren, it was decided, would be voted into office via a blind ballot, following a series of verbal, mental and physical tests. This leader would be called a Prefect, in reverence of the first sect leader, Pitre Prefectii. In a remarkable leap of faith, the archons assigned one of their own to be the advisor to this Prefect, and by doing so the alliance between the Brethren and the natives of Mount Celestia was formed. 
During the Council, policies were formed regarding the sect philosophy. Some of the Brethren wanted to update the ideals of the sect, shifting the focus from the Chosen One to the overall spread of good. The more conservative Brethren argued that, had it not been for the Chosen One, the sect would never have come into existence in the first place, and therefore the ideology of the Brethren should stay focused around the Chosen One's teachings. A long debate ensued, in which it was finally decided that the Chosen One's teachings would be the basic tenets of the Brethren's philosophy, but that the Brethren would not continue to base itself around the Chosen One. 
After the Reformative Council, the Brethren (who still had not adopted the name we know them by now) experienced another period of rebirth, in which membership expanded geometrically. Residents of the gate-towns that linked Mount Celestia to the Outlands joined in large numbers. Sometimes entire towns would sign themselves over to the Brethren, and it is these towns that are, even today, the strongholds of the sect. Petitioners of the Mount who had not been worthy enough to become archons signed on en masse. 
Then disaster struck. In a surprise attack against the Mount, an army of baatezu laid siege to the first layer of the plane, destroying dozens of towns and numerous Brethren monasteries before they were finally beaten back by the archons. Hundreds of Brethren had been slaughtered in the attack, and this taught the growing sect a powerful lesson: sometimes one must fight for what one believes in.
Another convention was called, this one decidedly shorter then the previous one. Called the Defensive Council, the attendants of this convention decided overwhelmingly that a more militaristic stance must be taken by the Brethren -- in the name of good, of course. Changing their sect's name to the Order of the Planes-Militant, the Council appointed two new titles to the Order's ranks: Marshal and Watchman. Now, the Order would not just preach goodness, but defend the innocent and fight evil where ever it was found. 
And so it has been to this day. The Order has gradually grown more and more militaristic over the centuries, but they still maintain their doctrine of conversion. Brethren can be found throughout the Upper Planes of Bytopia and Elysium, preaching the benefits of lawful goodness and structured utopia. And while the preachers and converters of the sect work the Upper Planes for possible members, the Faithful's warriors charge into the Lower Planes and the Outlands, combating evil and defending the weak.
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The Sectol
The Sector of the Order is referred to as Prefect. Over the 1,957 cycles that the Order has been in existence, there have been hundreds upon hundreds of Prefects. Some have been greater leaders then others, but all have served the Faithful admirably. 
The current Prefect of the Brethren is Prefect Increase VII, an old and powerful cleric, and one of the only female Prefect's to serve the Order. Increase has adopted a more militaristic policy then the Prefect's before her, focusing the sect's resources and manpower on raiding the Lower Planes rather then spreading the word of good. 
Prefect Increase VII
Female planar human
Prefect of the Order of the Planes-Militant and 15th-level cleric of Good (philosophy)
Lawful Good 

PRIVATE
Str: 13
Int: 16
HP: 108

Dex: 15
Wis: 20
AC: -1

Con: 17
Cha: 18
THAC0: 12

Spell Immunities: Cause Fear, charm person, command, forget, friends, hold person, hypnotism, ray of enfeeblement, scare
Spell Spheres: All, Healing, Protection, Charm, Divination
Granted Powers: Cast detect evil up to three times a day; permanent +1 to hit and damage vs. all evil aligned enemies, above and beyond all other bonuses.
Spells/Level: 9 / 9 / 7 / 9 / 4 / 2 / 1
Equipment: Longsword +4 (+5 vs. fiends); amulet of protection against evil (evil characters at &endash;5 to hit and damage while person wears amulet)
Spellbook: (* denotes spells usually memorised)
1st: Bless*, Combine, Command*, Cure Light Wounds*, Detect Evil*, Detect Magic*, Detect Poison*, Endure Cold/Heat*, Protection from Evil*, Remove Fear*, Sanctuary*
2nd: Augury, Barkskin*, Detect Charm*, Enthrall*, Find Traps, Hold Person*, Know Alignment*, Resist Fire/Cold, Slow Poison*, Withdraw*
3rd: Dispel Magic*, Locate Object*, Magical Vestment*, Negative Plane Protection*, Protection from Fire*, Remove Curse*, Remove Paralysis*, Speak with Dead
4th: Cloak of Bravery*, Cure Serious Wounds*, Detect Lie*, Divination*, Free Action*, Imbue with Spell Ability*, Neutralise Poison*, Protection from Evil 10' Radius*, Protection from Lightning, Reflecting Pool, Spell Immunity, Tongues*
5th: Atonement, Commune*, Cure Critical Wounds*, Dispel Evil*, Divination, Quest, True Seeing*
6th: Find the Path, Forbiddance, Heal*, Speak with Monsters*
7th: Evocation*
Sect Headquarters
Mount Celestia, the structured utopia, the ordered paradise. Here, among the archons, the Faithful make their home. On the fourth layer of Paradise, known as the Electrum Heaven, the Brethren's headquarters can be found. The First Monastery of the Planes-Militant is a gothic-style complex built atop a rocky plateau just above the clouds. The First Monastery was built to be totally self-sufficient. And it is. The building contains dozens of granaries, hundreds of water reservoirs, innumerable stables and feeding pens for a million animals. There are enough bedrooms for half a million Brethren, enough training rooms for fifty armies, and more then enough kitchens to feed both.

Membership
The Faithful aren't picky about race or gender, but a cutter has to be lawful good. Chaotic and neutral berks can't stand the restricting oaths they have to swear, nor do they like the limiting policies of the Faithful. Evil cutters loath the idea of sacrificing of themselves to help others. So, it's not that the Brethren only allow lawful good members, just berks who aren't lawful good simply don't want to join. 

Once someone signs up for the Order, they are subject to a two-week long observation period in which they are monitored by the local Watchman. If the subject is considered "good" enough by the Watchman, he may take an Oath of Fealty to the local Marshal. Once this has occurred, the subject is considered a Lay-Brother or Lay-Sister. From there, through good deeds and outstanding service to the Faithful, the person may be promoted to higher ranks. A great majority of Faithful remain Lay-Persons all their life, however. 
Structure
At the very pinnacle of the Order is the Prefect, as mentioned previously. The Prefect is generally considered the smartest, strongest and most able leader of the Faithful can provide, and the Brethren base their spiritual and physical strength by the strength of their Prefect. If a Prefect is a dull, weak leader, then the Order must be dull and weak, and needs revitalisation. If a Prefect is charismatic, powerful and intelligent, then the Order is strong. Since the near-beginning of the sect, the Prefect has been attended to by a planetar advisor. 

Beneath the Prefect is the Metropolitan, who is the religious leader of the sect. The Metropolitan is responsible for the spiritual well-being of all Faithful, and ensures both loyalty and purity of heart in the Order's members. Throughout the centuries, the Metropolitan's station has varied in importance and prominence. Some Metropolitans have been inquisitors, rooting out "evil" and "corruption" among the Brethren through elaborate trials and tortures. Some Metropolitans have been obscure clerics who stand idly by while fiends corrupt the sect's members. The current Metropolitan is Purity III, a cleric who has made a name for himself as an easily accessible listener and healer.
Equal to the Metropolitan in status is the Keeper of the Seals, who serves as an advisor to the Prefect. It is the Keeper of the Seal's duty to not only counsel the Prefect, but to also monitor His (or Her) Holiness for signs of corruption. The Keeper is typically a very powerful mage, and the current Keeper lives up to that stereotype. Indigo the Stutterer, an extremely potent mage, holds this position.
After the Keeper and Metropolitan are the Marshals, who serve as the generals and high-ranking military leaders of the Brethren. Marshals are responsible for leading forays into the other planes, fighting evil and chaos, and establishing outposts for the Order.
Housewardens are the individual leaders of the Order's outposts. Their duties include defending the Order's strongholds, serving as officers in a Marshal's army, or acting as aides to higher-ranking officials. A Housewarden is typically the highest ranking Brethren in any given stronghold.
Serving the Housewardens are captains and lieutenant, the Watchmen is often given units of Crusaders or Lay-Brethren to lead. A Watchman's duty may include leading a patrol, acting as a captain of the guard at a Brethren stronghold, or serving as bodyguard to a Marshal or Housewarden.
The Crusaders are the footsoldiers of the Order, acting as warriors, scouts, preachers, researchers and the like. A Crusader reports to his assigned Watchman on a regular basis. 
Finally, the bottom rung of the Order are the Lay-Brethren, who are ordinary men and women who are responsible for the day-to-day operations of a Brethren outpost. It is the Lay-Brethren who feed the horses, clean the stables, cook the food, and maintain the weaponry and armour of the Order. Although regulated to menial tasks, the Lay-Brethren bear their duties with good cheer and a smile, knowing that all Faithful started out where they did -- even the Prefect herself.
Allies & Enemies
The Faithful get along great with good-aligned groups, such as the Harmonium, and good-aligned races like the aasimon. The Order has a friendly neutrality towards the Fraternity of Order, and tries to ignore the goings-on of the Mercykillers. Although the Faithful do not agree with the tactics of the Red Death, they realise that the faction gets the job done. 

The Brethren loath such groups as the Athar, the Bleak Cabal and the Doomguard. They work tirelessly to expose the false beliefs of the first faction, and combat the later two wherever they can be found. The Order's primary foe, however, are the fiends of the Lower Planes, and they consider it their primary goal defeat the evil monsters.
Advantages & Disadvantages
Brethren are always able to seek succour from fellow Brethren. If another member of the Order appears in your doorstep, it is your duty to take him in, feed him, tend to his wounds and help him in any way possible. To turn away a fellow Faithful is dishonourable and evil, and to do so is an excellent way to be removed from the Order. 

In return, the Order requests that all members swear oaths of fealty, chastity and poverty, similar to the oaths sworn by paladins. A member of the Order may never disobey a superior, no matter what. Unless the mission assigned to you is obviously evil or chaotic, you must complete it. In the event that an order is in someway evil, a Brethren must report this to his superior's superior. Also, a Faithful may only keep as much jink as he needs to maintain a moderate standard of living, as well as other necessities, such as a horse, armour, weaponry, etc. The rest should be donated to some worthy cause (although preferably to the Order).
Current Chant
Nothing really new ever pops up with the Order. The current chant seems to be the same old news: the Order is gearing up for a massive assault on a Lower Plane, the Order is really being corrupted internally by baatezu, the Order is running low on membership and that's why they are attempting to convert other planars, etc.
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The Priests of the Wilds
Copyright 1998, edited by Jon Winter
Is this article yours? I can't find the author's name...please let me know if it's you...
NB: The Plane Tenders are a new sect not covered in TSR's Planescape books.
Faction Philosophy
"The multiverse is dying, consuming itself on an endless path towards entropy. It's up to us to save it, if we can, or at least delay its destruction." 

The Outer Planes have long been home to an ancient sect of druidic nature masters. Originally from a remote prime world, the founders of the sect fled to the outer planes when it was invaded by demons of unknown origin. Since that time, the druids of the Outer Planes have grown vastly in numbers, recruiting fellow 'priests of the wild' from primes and planars alike.
They're much more than a sect, however. As every prime world has its own druidic hierarchy, so do the planes. Whenever an initiate is discovered by an elder member of the planar druids, he is observed for a period of time so the elder may determine if the initiate is worthy of joining the ranks of the planar druids.
If the initiate proves himself to be worthy, the elder approaches him as soon as possible and invites him to join the ranks of the Plane Tenders. If the initiate accepts, he is taken under the elder's wing and schooled in the ways of the planar nature masters. This is usually the case only with prime druids who find their ways to the planes since planars usually accept this procedure as a matter of course. Most initiates accept, though a few have refused, preferring to go their own way. 

These few are still observed, however, by the elders to insure their activities are in tune with those of the plane tenders. If the 'outcast' druid ever does anything to violate their creed, however, he is hunted with vigilence by the sect's ranger hirelings. Actual druids and hierophants that arrive in the planes are immediately approached as soon as they are discovered for such powerful allies are integral to the sect's own power and influence. Most druids in the outer planes are in the ranks of the plane tenders.
Although part of a hierarchy, the priests of the planes are as isolationist as any others. They are all responsible for the well-being of their respective planes, but they only rarely work together towards a common cause. Each plane has its own Grand Druid to oversee the tending of that particular plane by the various druids and initiates that live there and the sect as a whole is led by the Arch Hierophant. Other hierophant druids act as advisors to the grand druids and spend most of their time traveling the planes.
Once per cycle, the Grand Druids meet at the center of the Outlands, hosted by the rilmani, to discuss matters of their way with one another. Other druids and initiates are welcome to attend this meeting, but few of them are given a chance to speak. Hierophant druids also make every attempt to attend these 'moots' since it is at this time when a new Arch Hierophant is elected.
Most Arch Hierophants serve as long as they desire with little opposition. Only during the most dire circumstances does such a meeting take place before another decade has passed. The current Arch Hierophant is Tarmabalon the Tree Shepherd (Planar / male human / Druid 19 / true neutral).
Primary Plane of Influence
The only planes that are not overseen by a branch of the plane tenders are Limbo and The Abyss, the former being untendable and the latter being the source of the destruction of their ancient homeworld (and also too infinite and too dangerous to be worth looking after). 

The Inner Planes are seldom part of the plane tenders' concern since few of their numbers can survive in them, but many hierophants occupy themselves by traveling them regardless of this. Apparently heirophants have some strange ability to survive the raw elemetal planes.
The Arch Hierophant maintains an "official" residence in Tir Na Og in the Outlands, but is rarely found there between meetings.
The priests of the wild maintain no base of operations in Sigil. The Plane Tenders care little for the city itself (though some do hold a touch of compassion for the dying environment it occupies) except as means to travel to other planes.
Allies and Enemies
Though their ways are respected and reviled by many, their isolationist nature precludes the existence of any allies or enemies. The Dustmen and Doomguard, however, represent the antithesis of the tenders' creed and are thus given the cold shoulder.
Eligibility
All a member has to be is a druid of neutral alignment. Other eligibility requirements are determined through observation by other members of the sect.
"The wild lands are decaying...
civilisation breeds death for
the planes... We must act now..."
- Factol Tarmabalon
Benefits

Members of this sect may alter a commune with nature spell once per month to contact and receive guidance from a hierophant druid Tender. Hierophants themselves may use this benefit to contact the Arch Hierophant or others of their kind. The Arch Hierophant may contact any druid. Also, Plane Tenders are able to survive on any Outer Plane as though they had a universal Survival proficiency.
Restrictions
Being impartial to everything save nature, plane tenders must be of neutral alignment like other druids. In addition, Plane Tenders are highly unwelcome in urban areas, particularly Sigil, and are often banned from such places. This is usually unjustified, but officially the Plane Tenders disapprove of burgs and would like to see them destroyed. predictably, this tends to get the city-dwellers' backs up a little. Tenders are also disliked across Arcadia, where they're viewed (rightly or wrongly) as detrimental to the organised nature of the plane.
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The Cheaters
Copyright 1998 by Brant Casavant
PRIVATE
NB: The Prolongers were introduced in the Planescape Monstrous Compendium II, p. 72.
Keeping Out of the Dead-Book's an Art

"How long have I been alive? Well, let's just say I knew your great-great-grandparents. They were good people, and I loved them both very much -- and that's the only reason I'm grantin' you this interview, berk. 

"Anyway, you wanted to know about me and the group known as the Prolongers? Well, start with the questions, then.
"Well, we Prolongers know the dark of it all. That's why we spend so much time tryin' to give the Grim Reaper the laugh. Only the most skilled and most intelligent bloods can keep out of the way of Death's scythe. That's why our group is so small. I'd have to estimate that, oh, 95% of the sods that try to peel Death fail within the first fifty years. That's why our little association is so small -- only the most talented cutters are considered 'true' Cheaters.
"Yes, I did say that the Prolongers know the dark of Death. Okay, we don't know it per se, but we know a whole lot more then most of the ignorant sods that exist in the planes. Think about it this way: does anyone really know what happens when you die? Sure, the priests say that your spirit becomes one with the plane that most suits your personality. What's so bad about that?! Are you barmy, berk? Do you want to spend the next eternity working for some power? Or performing drills on Avernus for some Pit Fiend? How about living as a rock in Pandemonium for the few eons? I know I don't want to spend forever being grass for some cow in Elysium or what-have-you.
"And the worst part is no one's even sure if that's what really happens. There's no rhyme or reason to this stuff, berk. The priests're just preachin' what their deities are tellin' them to preach. What if you die, and on the way to your final resting plane, there's a slip-up and you wind up in the Abyss? Wanna clean some Abyssal Lord's toilets for the next five hundred centuries? Yeah, I didn't think so."
-- Interview with Gavin St. Argis, Prolonger bard
Sect History
The Prolongers have been around for a very, very long time. So long, in fact, that no one can really remember the exact number of years. Most people guess it must be at least a few thousand, however. It's not because the Prolongers are such a popular group, in that they receive thousands of new members a year, but rather because their members just don't die. Well, they do, but very, very rarely. 

No person or group of persons can really claim responsibility for forming the group called the Prolongers. The Cheaters have always existed in one form or another. Now, many berks have opinions on how the Cheaters got their life-extending power (you know what I'm talking about) -- but let me tell you something, no one really knows what happens to Prolongers. Not even the Prolongers know what happens to them.
The Cheaters do know of a few specific requirements that must be met before someone suddenly wakes up one day and can drain the life outta some worthless berk. First, the Prolonger-to-be must have already found some means of extending his life, and they must have already prolonged their existence an additional fifty years. Huh? Is that it? Berk, there is another requirement you know -- if there wasn't every high-up on the planes would be a Prolonger by now! The other requirement is, as much as I hate to admit it, fear of Death. Yup, that's death with a capital "D". The day that the Prolonger-wannabe realizes he's terrified of Death, and he's met the other requirement, he suddenly undergoes a transformation. When he falls asleep that night, he awakens the next day with the power (and the very strong desire) to drain people of their life forces so as to supplement his own.
"Oh, sure, I could be undead instead...
but who wants to wander round with flesh hanging off their faces and smelling of carrion?
For eternity?
Not this body, and that's a cert!"
- Fathervold, Prolonger Psionicist

No one's really sure how this happens, but it does, and because of this, the Prolongers aren't very organized. It's not like they need to seek out a future candidate and train him in the ways of eternal life. And, since the Prolongers are so disorganized, they don't even really qualify for "sect" status. They're more of an informal brotherhood, if you will. They know that others of their kind exist, and that's about it. There are no meetings to discuss "sect" policies and no leader. Each Prolonger basically goes on "living" his life, usually never meeting another of this kind. Such is the way of life everlasting, apparently.
The Factol
Actually, the Prolongers don't have a factol, 'cause they're not really a sect. There is one woman, Lucital Fireblast, who is the oldest known Prolonger...ever. Anybody who knows of the Prolongers knows about her, and all the Prolongers recognize her as "the best of the best".
Lucital Fireblast
Planar, female human wizard
Level: 14th
Alignment: NE
Str: 7, Dex: 18, Wis: 17, Int: 19, Con: 10, Chr: 13
HP: 47, AC: 0, THAC0: 16
Spell Immunities: 1st-level illusions
Spells: 5/5/5/4/4/2/1
Magical Items: (And there are a lot!) Ring of Protection + 3, Bracers of Defense + 3, Ring of Spell Storing [w/ magic missile (2), burning hands (1)], potion of resurrection, ring of wishes [1 wish], wand of illusion, ring of elemental command, ring of sustenance, scrolls of protection [Acid, cold, electricity (3), water, undead, poison (2)] 

Spellbook: (* usually memorized)
1st: Burning Hands, Charm Person*, Color Spray, Alarm, Identify, Feather Fall*, Magic Missile, Sleep, Tenser's Floating Disk*, Wizard Mark, Friends*, Detect Magic*, Read Magic
2nd: Alter Self*, Fool's Gold, Knock, Undetectable Alignment*, Vocalize, Wizard Lock, Ghoul Touch*, Forget, Levitate*, Melf's Acid Arrow, Continual Light, Web*
3rd: Clairaudience, Clairvoyance, Dispel Magic*, Acidic Blast*, Hold Person*, Slow, Tongues, Suggestion, Lightning Bolt*
4th: Charm Monster*, Confusion, Fire Trap, Fear, Evard's Black Tentacles*, Improved Invisibility*, Minor Globe of Invulnerability*
5th: Advanced Illusion*, Airy Water, Animate Dead, Conjure Elemental, Wall of Force*, Wall of Iron*, Wall of Stone*, Monster Summoning III, Dismissal
6th: Globe of Invulnerability*, Chain Lightning*, Move Earth*, True Seeing, Mass Suggestion
7th: Teleport Without Error*, Control Undead
Lucital has been alive longer then anyone can remember -- the chant says that she has seen the first battles of the Blood War, and she's seen Sigil being formed. But that's just the chant, and it ain't too reliable. The only problem is, no one knows her background. She's been around so long that no one can give first-hand knowledge of her history, except her, and she's not talking.
Make no mistake about it, though, Lucital is not the leader of the Prolongers. She is merely the oldest Prolonger around, and because of this she is the most respected (among the Cheaters, that is).
Sect Headquarters
None to speak of, since the Cheaters are a group of individuals without much contact between each other.
Role-playing the Prolongers
Be edgy. Be paranoid. Constantly be thinking of your next victim, and always size up berks based on how long their life force will prolong yours. Most Cheaters have been around long enough to amass a mound of jink large enough to make a Merkhant jealous. Thus, a goodly portion of the Prolongers have more bodyguards and spell-slingers then your average Factol. 
Although a Prolonger's primary goal is to live forever, he's not stupid enough to simply limit himself to that. A Prolonger will go out of his way (or pay a huge amount of jink) to acquire magical items that provide protection. Your average Prolonger will have more rings of protections or bracers of defense then you can shake a wand at, and they'll be sure to have either a charmed or really well-paid cleric on hand to cast resurrection if something goes wrong. A Cheater will go to any length to get his greedy hands on something that will grant wishes. A Cheater's primary wish is to either make himself invulnerable or to grant himself eternal life -- without having to kill others for it.
Membership
The requirements listed in the History section are the only requirements needed to "get membership" to the Prolongers. Other Prolongers won't consider "new members" to be "true" Cheaters until they have escaped Death's grasp for at least one hundred years.
Allies & Enemies
The Prolongers don't have too many allies. A Prolonger can expect some aid from members of the Athar, who point to them as perfect of examples that the so-called "gods" are not all powerful. If they were, the Defiers say, why haven't they just destroyed the Cheaters? 

The Bleak Cabal is on neutral terms with Cheaters, not really caring what the berks do to stay alive. The Fated have a twisted form of respect for the Prolongers, considering them the epitome of the faction's ideals.
On the other hand, the Dustmen loath the Cheaters -- so much so that they've even established a small cadre of fighters and mages that hunt the Prolongers down and put'em in the dead book. The Dead consider what the Prolongers do an abomination, and simply cannot understand why anyone would want to spend eternity suffering through "life".
The Mercykillers, Harmonium and Believers of the Source also hate the Prolongers, not such much for who they are but what they do. The Believers don't think anyone should have their lives cut short so some other unworthy berk can live forever. The Mercykillers and the Harmonium just don't like the Prolongers killing people.
Advantages & Disadvantages
Hmmm...advantages. Let me think. Oh, I've got one. Maybe the fact that the Prolongers live forever. If you don't consider life everlasting a good benefit, you've got some issues to deal with. The Cheaters also have the bizarre power to drain people's life forces, similar to the energy drain ability of some undead. This energy drain can be performed once a week, and all that is needed for it to take effect is contact with the victim. Once contact is established, the victim loses one level of experience for every round of continuous contact. Each level drained decreases the age of the Prolonger in question by one year. 

The main disadvantage to being a Prolonger is that they age 10-times fast then the average mortal -- which means a Prolonger needs to drain someone's life force once every four weeks or so if he wishes to no longer age.
The Current Chant
There is hardly any new chant concerning the Prolongers. Ever. The only long-lasting chant that floats around is that people believe the Prolongers have a weird contract with the Grim Reaper. Most people who know anything about the Cheaters believe they attribute their strange energy draining powers to either Death or some fiend, who, in return for eternal life, asks for other people's lives in return.
The Dark
The Prolongers really do get their powers from Death. When they begin fearing Death, Death senses it. When the Prolonger-to-be reaches a certain level of paranoia, Death steps in and grants them the energy draining power. The lives that the Prolonger extinguishes go to Death. In return, Death doesn't collect on the Prolonger's soul. Presumably, the additional death caused by the Prolongers' draining of mortals to sustain themselves more than makes up for the fact that the prolongers themselves won't die. At least in the eyes of the Grim Reaper. 

The moral of this story, kiddies: sometimes the chant is right. And in cases like this, it is. 
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The Historians, The Backwards,
The Good-Old-Daydreamers

Copyright 1998 by Jon Winter
NB: The Revivalists are a new sect not covered in TSR's Planescape books
Sect Philosophy
"Things ain't like they used to be, berk. I long for the good old times when folks weren't being bobbed left right and centre, and when it was safe to walk the streets of the Cage without being press-ganged into the Blood War by fiends. Ah, they were the days, when magic was great, and gold flowed through the blood of nations." 

The Revivalists look back on the past as a memory of better times. They try to live to values no longer considered important by modern decadent societies, and restore greatness where they believe it is waning.
There's more than a grain of truth in their message too, though. On most prime worlds there are the remnants of once-great, shattered civilisations which, when at the peak of their power were more glorious than anything which exists now. On these worlds there are many ancient, lost spells and artifacts -- and the 'Ancestors', as the Historians call these extinct peoples, were the ones who created them.
"Blood War? There ain't no Blood War.
Why, back in my days on Oerth, none of us ever
acknowledged a Blood War,
and things made so much more sense..."
- Echolia Gray, Revivalist factotum
So, these bashers say, if you can stop the rot which sets into all things and somehow reverse it, past glories can be relived. They seek to learn how things have changed, and what impact that has had upon people. When they rediscover what it was that made the past so great then they can take action. It follows, logically, that if these Ancestors were that great, then they would be a long way towards understanding the multiverse than today's primitive thinkers. 

Finally, the Revivalists have a great interest in time-travelling magic. While they rely mainly upon ancient texts and archaeological investigation of ruins, actually seeing the Ancestors first hand would be that much more rewarding. Unfortunately for their cause, time travel is a difficult and risky business. Of all the factions, however, the Revivalists know the most about this topic.
Primary Plane of Influence
None. The Revivalists have no central base other than the Musée Arcane in Sigil, which is found in the Lady's Ward. The curatress, the controversial medusa Magnum Opus, is said to be sympathetic to their case, but she's also a fully paid-up Signer. Her sometime companion, the ruvkova Jordan, is the leader of the Revivalists, andif he's not in Sigil, a cutter can always pass a message to him through Opus. 

Their sect is a small one, but its members are far-flung. At any time, most of them will be exploring somewhere or deep in research in the libraries of the Cage and beyond. Some say that Thoth's Estate (and especially the library) literally swarms with Revivalists, though this is probably an exaggeration. 
Other rumours claim that the Historians have established a base on the Demiplane of Time (or Temporal Prime, as it is often called). Most scoff at this idea, but high-up Historians wear remarkably wry grins whenever this topic is mentioned to them. In any case, the Lady of Pain's restriction on chronomantic magic in the Cage makes it an infrequently talked-about subject to say the least.
Allies and Enemies
The Doomguard and Revolutionary League stand for the complete opposite of the Revivalists. While the Doomguard seek the end of the Multiverse through entropy and decay, and the Anarchists want to tear down the old order to find something purer, the Historians want to rebuild what's falling down. There is long-standing antipathy between these groups and the Revivalists. The Dustmen tend to stand against the Historians when it suits them, too. 

As allies, the Revivalists can count on the Guvners, who share their love of research and libraries and the Harmonium, who appreciate their cause but disagree on the means used to achieve it.
"They say you should listen
to your elders and betters.
Well, that means us."
- Factol Jordan of the Revivalists
Eligibility
All are permitted to join the sect, though a large proportion of members are wizards or priests, especially of the Powers of Learning and Wisdom.
Benefits
Members have access to the extensive libraries of the sect, though readers had better come prepared! Most of the texts are of an ancient nature, and they tend to be written in the ancient languages. Historians believe that to translate to modern tongues debases the information, and colours the text with unwanted bias from the translator. 

Revivalists may learn the ancient language and ancient history proficiencies free of charge. The player may choose a particular language and period of history in which to specialise.
A great deal of magical lore is contained in the stacks of the Musée Arcane, from ancient spells and prayers, to information on legendary magical items of the planes. These magically-warded rooms are not open to the casual browser. Members can, for a small fee, hire Historian sages to identify magical items, or attempt to do so themselves. This should cost at most half the amount usually charged for the identify spell, and tends to provide information on who owned the item and its legendary effects.
Restrictions
Besides having to wear hopelessly unfashionable clothes, Historians are slow to accept new ways of doing things. They must earn 5% more experience points to advance in level than other characters. 

Historians characters each have several favourite traditions and habits to which they cling. Such things might include always smoking a pipe after a meal, or using the name 'Concordant Opposition' instead of 'Outlands', because it's what the plane used to be called by some obscure Prime civilisations. Players are encouraged to be creative.
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The Factol
Jordan was born a proud member of the brajeti tribe of ruvoka on the quasiplane of Dust. Like most of his kindred, he became a warrior/druid. 

After a bitter war with an army of dune stalkers, the brajeti felt they must relocate the tribe to a less dangerous place. A tribal council was held, and all brajeti save one agreed that going to the plane of Earth was the wisest course of actions. The one dissenter was Jordan.
Jordan resisted the change the war had brought about. The Quasiplane of Dust was the rightful home of the brajeti, and a change in this fundamental aspect could only lead to disaster, he thought. He alone remained behind when the tribe picked up and moved to the Elemental Plane of Earth. He washed his hands of the actions of his tribe, and considers the brajeti to be extinct. The brajeti currently reside on the plane of Earth. They have had some problems, particularly with dao slavers, but for the most part have not fallen to disaster. Jordan no longer considers this tribe to be the "true" brajeti. 
Eventually, Jordan wanted to study more about the brajeti's great history in the plane of Dust. He hoped to be able to revive the tribe once again, and will fully accept members of the brajeti who return from the Earth plane (as long as they acknowledge their mistake in turning their backs on their true home and vow never to repeat such errors). The Plane of Dust, however, did not offer all the answers he sought. He therefore needed to go to Sigil.
In Sigil, Jordan studied the past of the Ruvoka and the brajeti in particular. His studies brought him to the Musée Arcane, where he nurtured a friendship of sorts with Magnum Opus, the medusa curator. Jordan also came into contact with the Revivalist sect. His interest in history and his conservative beliefs helped him rise quickly through the ranks of the sect, and he now leads the Revivalists. He hopes to show all races, not just the ruvkova, that the past holds the best answer for the future.
Ironically, Jordan's involvement with the Musee Arcane and the Revivalists keep him from his home in the Dust plane more often than he would like. He spends little time there now, although he still considers this plane to be his true home. He has unsuccessfully tried to move the Revivalist's location to the plane of Dust, but met with too much resistance. He would gladly give up the reigns of power to return to his home, but is uncertain about the consequences such a change would wreak upon the sect.
Factol Jordan
Male Ruvkova Planar
9th level fighter/10th level druid, Sectol of the Revivalists
Neutral 

PRIVATE
Str: 18/46
Int: 15
HP: 73

Dex: 10
Wis: 16
AC: 2

Con: 17
Cha: 14
THAC0: 12

Equipment: Scimitar of sharpness, chain mail +3, ring of spell turning, rod of cancellation, gem of insight, dust of disappearance, various history books and tomes.
Spells/Level: 6/6/3/3/2
Special: Jordan has standard fighter and druid abilities. He has access to all druid spheres, except elemental. He has major access to Earth and minor access to Air. He can assume the form of a dust animental 3 times a day. He is immune to dust and silt-related attacks, and can move through these substances at will. Jordan can telepathically communicate with any sentient creature. He takes damage as a large creature, and has a -2 to all reaction rolls.
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The Shadows
Copyright 1998 by Belarius
NB: The Guild of Shadows are a new sect not covered in TSR's Planescape books.
Sect Philosophy
Look up high at the high-ups, berk, and tell me what you see. A man you envy? Someone who's power you wouldn't mind having? Rulers are always vulnerable to the worst of their flock, exposing themselves to assassins, poison, and accidents. Much better to rule from the shadow behind the throne. 

A ruler in the shadows is a safe ruler. When figurehead after figurehead dies at the hands of irritated citizens, the true ruler lives securely in the lap of luxury and the seat of power. Power isn't to be challenged, but to be controlled. From the shadows.
And all rulers are susceptible to council. Proud, individualistic rulers are swayed in the right direction with false assurances, propaganda, and personal compliments. Weak conformists are moulded like clay in the hands. Most rulers have advisors and the rest have friends. Find the chink in the government's armour, and, under cover of darkness, worm your way in and dig into the heart. 
History
The Guild is around 550 years old. It has always held small sway on the factions, but the complexity of the kriegstanz and the small number of numbers makes the task nigh-impossible. After the Great Upheaval, a fledgling shadow mage Magician named Penumbra learned, after years out-of-touch travelling the planes, of his faction's destruction at the Lady's decree. Feeling bitterly betrayed by being abandoned, Penumbra came to the conclusion that the Magicians, later to be the Incantifiers, were too forceful, too open. Their power was open, displayed to all, and that made it vulnerable. 

Penumbra, upon returning to the Cage after the Upheaval had ended, observed the remains of the factions he had known. He knew that they all subtly vied for power (the Harmonium was still the twinkle in some prime's eye at that stage). Retreating to a stronghold on Gehenna, he began to muster followers. For a century, Penumbra, perpetually young with his new metabolism, led a group of shadow mages in research on the spell keys of shadow and demi-shadow magic throughout the planes. When the had finished the major elements, Penumbra, going through a portal in the stronghold, set up secret shop in Sigil.
For the last 350 years, Penumbra has lead the Guild with a iron fist, demanding total devotion and unity to the cause of controlling the factions. An example of their manipulations was the Anarchist Omar, who they helped get into the Harmonium and greased up the ranks. Though no Anarchist today knows it (or would admit it if he did), Omar owed his success at least in part to the Guild's machinations.
Primary Plane of Influence
The demi-plane of Shadow, where nothing is as it seems and everything about its power structure is dark. Also the source of most of the Guild's stealthy magic, a major part of ruling unseen. Also, in Gehenna, under the shadow of Baator and right under the 'loths' noses, the Guild has some influence. Their stronghold, a day's climb up the slope of Mungoth from Portent, is equipped with a large library dealing with shadow magic, its effects, and its keys, a large food supply, and the Guild's own personal birdcage.
Allies and Enemies
No factions actually know that the Guild really exists, but many suspect something's amiss in the political scene of the Cage. Because of its manipulative position, however, the Guild would, if known, find instant enemies in nearly every faction. The Guild depends on the Cage's triumvirate of law (Harmonium, Guvners, Mercykillers) to succeed, so it cannot fight them. But these factions would hate to know that their just and lawful goals ere being perverted from without. The triumvirate of chaos (the Indeps, Xaositects, and Anarchists) would look down on their dependence on others to succeed and their support of oppressive factions. Only the Dustmen and the Bleakers might not care, but since no faction likes being manipulated, that's an iffy suggestion at best.
Eligibility
To join the Guild, a basher must meet the following requirements: He may not be either Chaotic or Good in alignment (individuality and compassion are frowned upon). She must have an intelligence of 14 or more. He must be willing to sever all other social contacts, including family ties, permanently. Anyone who meets these requirements may join, but not very many do because the Guild is so well hidden. If a priest wishes to join, they must worship a Power of darkness, manipulation, or subterfuge. Priestly Shadows are very rare, and only a single speciality priest is currently said to be among the ranks.
Benefits
The Guild's association with shadows is apparently more than just symbolic, for any member of the sect gains duskvision, which is to say their eyes are more sensitive to light, and they can see as if it were broad daylight at dusk. The effective range of torches, lanterns, and magical light are tripled. Absolute darkness is still dark to those without infravision, however. Warriors and priests who belong to the Guild gain the ability to Hide in Shadows. Their score is 10%, +2% per level. Needless to say, the Guild has some very capable assassin-warriors. Wizards gain full access to the research materials in the Gehenna stronghold, and any spells researched by other members, as well as a list of spell keys for shadow magic for just about anywhere. Rogue members gain access to training, and get +10% to their Hide in Shadows Ability.
Restrictions
With sensitive eyes, Guild members do not function well in full sunlight. All members suffer a -1 to THAC0 and a +1 to initiative when exposed to full daylight, continual light, or the equivalent. Also, Guild members must obey orders from their superiors without delay, and must always strive toward the faction's goal of ruling everything from the shadows.
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The Closers
Copyright 1999 by Scott Perry
Sect History and Philosophy
The Symmetrists originally began as a small movement on Carceri several centuries prior to Sigil's Great Upheaval. The movement felt that each plane must remain independent and separate because of a perceived threat to planar balance. The concept of planar balance was widely debated among sages. Some evidence suggested that many planes shared related and similar life forms, but some also had life forms that were completely unique. However, most graybeards, except for the rilmani, disagreed over the idea that the multiverse was somehow balanced and that each plane was unique. Their view was that any such theory was based on inaccurate observations and flawed reasoning. They believed that each plane was simply an open warehouse, to be exploited at will. However, on Carceri a small, but vocal minority said it was the majority who was mistaken. Just because a planar balance could not be rigorously demonstrated did not mean that it did not exist. It could be in a form unknown, and perhaps unknowable, to planar observers. 
These sages, the forerunners of the Symmetrist movement, said that each plane was a link in a chain of life that had evolved according to the rhythms of the multiverse's natural ebb and flow of matter and energy. To those who accepted the Carcerianís postulates, planar balance could be perceived as a single creature, indescribably vast. To interfere with this natural state by traveling between the planes through portals and conduits and thus subjecting delicately balanced planes indiscriminately to the shock of foreign plants, animals, disease, and ideals over the course of cycles and even eons, would be a crime of outrageous proportions.
Since the current factions were allowing all efforts to explore the different aspects of the multiverse, the movement on Carceri began appealing directly to the citizens of Sigil and the planes. They called for the City of Doors to be closed. They further argued that the factions must be stewards of planar balance, not exploiters. The citizens of the multiverse had a responsibility to recognize and preserve the symmetry of all planes and all things. The highest ideal of that symmetry stated that the multiverse was no different from a living being. Therefore, the factions must accept the sanctity of the planes themselves.
The Symmetrists pleaded with the factions to amend the laws and begin to close the portals of Sigil and the planes. But, the factions rejected the Symmetrists' arguments as unfounded, unproven, downright barmy, and perhaps more importantly, as potentially expensive and capable of bringing planar exploration and commerce to a standstill. Only if the concerned sages could return with the knowledge necessary to prove their far-fetched view of the planes, would the factions deign to revisit their proposals. But until then, the multiverse would continue to be regarded as a resource that belonged to everyone.
When the Carcerians who opposed the factions were rebuffed, the Symmetrists movement began. At first, they were an academic group committed to compiling the knowledge necessary to prove their case. Eventually, the Symmetrists became aligned with other dissenter groups and the new sect became a more powerful organization. Some believed that they were acting in concert with the rilmani. Others began to question the group's mysterious funding which had allowed them to purchase a large building in the Lady's Ward, and established their Sigil headquarters, The Unbalanced Temple. However, a connection to the rilmani was never confirmed and evidence never came forward to support this claim. Eventually, the Symmetrists gained enough support to become a minor faction in Sigil, although membership remained limited as the other factions were more popular and had more benefits. 

The new faction continued to grow and reached its greatest prominence during the period prior to the Great Upheaval. However, they were unable to move any closer to supporting their claim that the City of Doors should be closed. In fact, the chant at the time suggested that the Lady of Pain was growing tired of the Symmetrists' insistent desire to close off Sigil. Then during the Upheaval the Symmetrists' factol, Keras, was mysteriously poisoned and died. The Expansionists were blamed for his death as the two groups had serious philosophical disagreements and conducted heated debates against each other. Soon, several prominent Symmetrists high-ups began rallying support to attack the Growers after Kerasís death. At the largest of these rallies, the Lady appeared, flayed all of the gathered high-ups, and issued a warning through her dabus, "Those who seek balance should weigh their scales." A few days later, a large number of Symmetrists clerics and sages were found dead, apparently from a mass suicide. The remaining Symmetrists, mostly rank-and-file members, fled Sigil and returned to Carceri.
It was after this return to Carceri that the Symmetrists movement fractured and began to drift into splinter groups. One group continued the original work of the Symmetrists and began petitioning several planar realms to voluntarily close off their portals and conduits. However, the majority of the fractured Symmetrists faction developed into an extremist sect, which sought to isolate the planes by conducting acts of terrorism. Once this violent group began operating it was attacked, quite ruthlessly, by the Harmonium who saw the new Symmetrists as a threat to their plans of spreading Harmonious order across the planes. After several large public executions, the remaining Symmetrists disappeared from sight. Even their headquarters on Carceri, the Palace of Closed Freedom was abandoned. None were seen or heard from for several centuries.
Approximately 10 cycles ago, small groups began appearing in the Outlands claiming they belonged to the Symmetrists. Unconfirmed reports indicated that these groups said they had returned to finish the work of their brethren. However, none of these groups entered Sigil.
These new Symmetrists soon disappeared from sight once word spread of their return. It was not clear if the groups had originated from or returned to Carceri, as the Palace of Closed Freedom had remained empty. In recent cycles, there have been numerous bombings in Sigil and across the Outlands near prominent portals and conduits. It is believed that the new Symmetrists, also called the Closers, have aligned themselves with radical fringes of the Revolutionary League, such as the Society of Closed Doors, and are attempting to close portals and conduits throughout the planes.
Primary Plane of Influence
The Symmetrists formerly had their headquarters, the Palace of Closed Freedom, on Carceri. The current status of this site is unknown. In Sigil, the Symmetrists ran The Unbalanced Temple. Their Sigil headquarters, however, was long ago destroyed and used for bricks for new construction by the Fated. They have no influence in Sigil today.
Allies and Enemies
Many Revolutionary League cells agree with the idea that the multiverse has been damaged and that the current order must be reformed. The Harmonium reject the Symmetrists' philosophy wholesale. The Society of Sensation opposes the theories of the Symmetrists because they would limit the experiences of the planes.
Eligibility
The Symmetrists are open to all races and classes that disagree with the current order and agree that portals and conduits are causing harm.
Benefits
The Symmetrists are highly focused on learning arcane magic and to using that magic to close portals and conduits. As a result, they all receive a +5% bonus per level on all attempts to learn arcane scrolls and spells.
Restrictions
The Symmetrists are extremely stubborn and refuse to use any portals or conduits unless absolutely necessary to accomplish their goals. Because of this, they have difficulty in locating portals when they are need and suffer a -2 penalty to all proficiency checks made to find portals. Furthermore, Symmetrists should not expect a warm welcome in Sigil. If the Closers make their appearance known, they can expect a -2 to all reaction rolls while in Sigil, as Cagers don't want to invite the Lady's wrath.
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The Verdant Guild
Copyright 1998 by Galzion
PRIVATE

NB: See the Player's Guide to Conflict, p.9 in the
Planes of Conflict box for an introduction to the Verdant Guild.
Back to Nature...
"It has been said that the elemental planes provide the basic blocks from which the multiverse is built. That's true up to a point. But those building blocks are merely that. They could provide, and do provide, the substances around us; the air, the stones and so on. But they cannot provide life. And ultimately that's the most important feature of the multiverse. Not that it exists, because its existence would be meaningless without living creatures in it to appreciate it. So life is the single most important feature of the multiverse. And life is natural; built by, provided for, and sustained by, nature. And before someone says it, yes I am aware that there are unnatural creatures in the multiverse. Creatures such as golems (if such can be said to possess life), the undead, or magical combinations (such as the manticore almost certainly was originally). But nature is still at the centre of these beings too. The manticore and the golem, if you wish to include it, may not have been natural in their creation. But their creator was natural, so they are still beings that would not exist without nature. And as for the undead, well obviously before you can become undead you must have once been alive. 

There is no single creature in the multiverse today that does not owe its existence, at some stage, to the power of nature. People can debate the virtues of law or chaos, the merits of good or evil, but the most powerful force in the multiverse is, always has been, and will always remain, the force of nature.
And this is why we must act to protect nature from the ravages that we would, in our foolishness, impose upon her. Think of the bread you eat each day. Where would that come from, if there was no arable land left to grow it on? And those of you who say that you would eat meat instead, where is that coming from? Because there will be no grazing land left for herd animals to eat, so there will be no herd animals left for us to eat. Nature may be the most powerful force in the multiverse, but in life she has created a force that she cannot protect herself against. How can she, against her own children? So we must do it for her. And that is where the Verdant Guild belongs."
-- Excerpt from a speech
given by an unknown Wylder at the Civic Festhall
Sect History
The Verdant Guild was formed, over 9 centuries ago, by a ranger named Angeliika Silvermane. As such it is one of the oldest surviving sect, although a couple of sects still around today are related to sects that predate the Wylders. These sects have changed their purpose and philosophy somewhat, however, whereas the Verdant Guild still stand for exactly the same thing it did when Silvermane first gathered together a group of a dozen like-minded people. 
In that time, the sect has grown, and become very influential on its home plane of the Beastlands. In fact, although membership of sects is often difficult to calculate exactly, the Verdant Guild is probably the largest sect currently around. As such, it commands the most power, and is treated with the most respect by the factions of Sigil.
Recently, however, the sect has been heavily challenged. The creation of the Vile Hunt has given the Wylders a direct enemy for the first time, and they have not responded well under the pressure. Of late the Vile Hunt have been involved in a plot by some worshippers of a prime God called Malar to free the power from his prison on Carceri (for more details on the nature of the plot, see "Something Wild"). In addition, they were attempting to subvert the nature of the Beastlands themselves; to make them more evil. Fortunately the danger was averted, but the narrowness of the escape was clear to all the Wylders.
Although it emerged that the Vile Hunt had been little more than pawns in the plot, the attitude of the then leader, Aaronatok, towards the Vile Hunt came under renewed scrutiny. A challenge to his leadership was made by a ranger called Karleona, which was successful. Aaronatok was unwilling to accept his defeat, however, and a power struggle has developed within the sect. For more details on this, see the Current Chant.
Karleona
(Human, planer, female, ranger)
Level: 9
Alignment: Neutral Good
Strength: 17, Dexterity: 15
Constitution: 17, Wisdom: 16
Intelligence: 13, Charisma: 17
HP: 83
AC: 0
Special: Ranger abilities, Speak with Animals once per day (wolves)
Magical Items: Bracers of Defence AC3, Ring of protection +2, Long sword +4 (forged in the Outlands), Short sword of quickness +2 (forged in Sigil), Ring of the Ram 

Karleona was victorious in a bitter power struggle in the Wylders just over nine months ago. She has spent much of that time consolidating her position, but has been undermined in this by Aaronatok. She bases herself in Faunel, and is almost always accompanied by a group of her hard-core supporters, numbering from five to twenty, wherever she goes. When she is in the Beastlands (which she makes a point of visiting at least once a month), she begins to develop the characteristics of a wolf. Her mask also resembles a wolf.
Karleona is a charming woman, roughly 35 years in age. She managed to win the election, in the end, because she was simply more charismatic than Aaronatok. She favours a more direct approach to the Vile Hunt, and challenged Aaronatok's leadership because of this view. her attitude towards the Vile hunt is simple. Members of this despicable sect must be tracked down, and killed. From Faunel, she gathers as much information about the Vile Hunt as possible. When she hears of a suspected member, she tracks them down (or more accurately, she sends one of her followers, or possible hires someone), determines if they are truly a Vile Hunt member, and if they are, has them killed. As a result, the Harmonium have a reward on her head should she ever set foot in Sigil, though it is hard to see why she would. When they have found a Vile Hunt member, Karleona orders their death (though any information that can be got from them beforehand will come in useful). Mercenaries are occasionally hired to do this, though the Wylders are not a rich sect. It is expected that all belongings of the Vile hunter will become the property of the Wylders, though where mercenaries have been hired there may be individual arrangements with them.
Aaronatok
(Human, prime (Athas), male, priest)
Level: 11
Alignment: Lawful Neutral
Strength: 12, Constitution: 13
Dexterity: 14, Wisdom: 17
Intelligence: 14, Charisma: 16
HP: 46, AC: 2
PSP: 52
Special: Spells: Major access to Earth, Minor access to Cosmos, Turn Undead, Ignore presence of Earth, Gate material from plane of Earth, Conjure Earth elementals
Wild Talent : Dimensional Door
Magical Items: Studded Leather armour +3, Ring of Protection +2, Mace of Disruption +2, Staff of Striking, Amulet of Proof against Detection and Location, Ring of Infravision, Speak with animals once per day (lions) 

Aaronatok lost the power struggle within the Verdant Guild, and was forced to relinquish leadership of the guild to Karleona after having held it for over a decade. He took this badly, and still feels that his view of how to combat the Vile Hunt is correct. As such, he refuses to acknowledge Karleona's leadership. Aaronatok took his followers into the Beastlands themselves, and is not known to have left them since. As such, the primal changes the plane makes on people have had plenty of time to work on him; Aaronatok resembles an owl. Some people who have met him recently have found his appearance cause for amusement - a human with feathers like an owl who wears a lion's mask. Doing so is unwise, however, as Aaronatok is no longer particularly well balanced.
Aaronatok comes from an obscure prime material world called Athas. Quite how he wound up on the planes is unknown (and he seems unwilling to divulge the information), but all reports indicate that Athas is a barren world, and Aaronatok was amazed and awed by the majesty of nature that is the Beastlands.
However, although his passion for nature was clear to all (which had made him a popular leader of the guild), his handling of the Vile Hunt crisis was poor. Aaronatok remains convinced that the only way the defeat the Hunt is to protect the Beastlands themselves against attack. Consequently, he leads his followers over the plane, waiting for reports of the Hunt to arrive in order that they might track the Hunt down from where they have struck. For more information, see the Current Chant.
Sect Headquarters
The headquarters of the Verdant Guild always used to be a large, impressive building located near to the gate to the Beastlands in Faunel. Although it has no official name, most sect members refer to it as 'Home' (not to be confused with 'home' - where they live). It is here than Karleona currently calls kip, and from here that she runs the Guild. However, Aaronatok's actions have meant that many Wylders no longer acknowledge Home as their headquarters. Those that follow Aaronatok would refer to his travelling camp on the Beastlands, known to most people as Sanctuary, as their headquarters. Consequently, the location of the headquarters of the sect depends on who you acknowledge as its leader.
Role-playing the Wylders
Generally speaking, members of the Verdant Guild are more interested in nature in general than in humanoids in particular. However, how they approach that belief can differ remarkably from member to member, and consequently their attitude will differ as much. Some sect members are strongly of the belief that the animals live better lives than humanoids do, as they are not dominated by issues about 'good' and 'evil'. Others see themselves as the protectors of animals (and to a lesser extent nature as a whole - the Guild are more concerned with animals than with plant life, which is a generalisation that could also be said about the Beastlands), and will defend the life on any animal with their own. Others try simply to keep a balance between the actions of mortal beings, and nature's wishes. How an individual member of the Guild should be played therefore depends on how they would view the importance of nature, and their role within it. As an example, some members would stop all hunting of animals. Others believe that it is natural, so long as the hunting is within certain limitations (often along the lines of; it is acceptable to kill one stag for food when you are hungry, as that is a natural act that other predators would do. It is not acceptable to kill a dozen stags for sport, as there is nothing natural about that). Despite differences of opinion, sect members have, in the past, got on with one another. 

This is, unfortunately, no longer the case. Once sect members, on meeting, would greet each other, and possibly ask where they came from, how they were doing, when they were last on the Beastlands, etc. Now, the first question a Wylder asks on meeting another Wylder is "Karleona or Aaronatok?".
Membership of the Wylders
Applying for membership of the Verdant Guild is actually pretty easy. All you have to do is to tell a current member that you are interested in joining the sect. Being accepted is slightly tougher. Firstly you must be nominated for membership by an existing member. As there are no punishments for members who nominate failed candidates, all this entails is convincing a member that you feel strongly enough about the sect's philosophy to be worth trying. The next stage is that you must spend three days and nights on the Beastlands, alone. Where in the Beastlands you do this is entirely optional. An experienced Wylder will normally be close by to observe the actions of the potential member, but they will rarely act in any way. On successful completion of this, you are a initiate in the sect. The last task is the assembly of your mask. The exact process by which this occurs is still a sect secret (and probably differs from member to member), but generally takes at least one month, often longer. Once the mask is completed, the candidate is a full member of the Guild. 

It is also worthwhile mentioning the Guild's system for leadership challenges. All the candidates declare themselves, and why they should be the leader of the sect (there is no specific title attached to this post). 20 members are then chosen at random (their names are quite literally pulled from a hat), and questioned as to who they would prefer to be the leader.
Traditionally, the members selected thus should come to Home if possible. The person who keeps the tally is a neutral, often paid for the task. Such people are generally members of the Signers or Guvners, though the only qualification is that all the leadership candidates must be satisfied with the choice. If someone gains two-thirds of the votes, then they are declared the winner. If there is no clear winner, then 100 members will be consulted, through exactly the same process. If no winner is found here, 500 members will be asked their opinion, and is necessary, after this the entire sect will vote. If it comes to this stage, then the candidate who achieves the most votes is the leader, there is no longer a need to get two-thirds. It is rare that things go this far, but in the recent leadership challenge, Karleona beat Aaronatok only when all the members were consulted, and even then she only achieved 53% of the vote.
Allies and Enemies
The most obvious enemies of the Verdant Guild are clearly the Vile Hunt. The two sects believe a philosophy so diametrically opposite that it seems likely that their enmity will continue until one sect has been destroyed. The conflict between them continues to escalate. However, there are other groups that the Wylders find that they cannot agree with. Although they dislike those groups, however, open conflict is unlikely. Those groups include the Dustmen, the Doomguard (both of whom glorify the death and decay that is so repulsive to a sect that loves the beauty of nature and life), and also the Fated, whom the Wylders find to be too wrapped up in their own world to appreciate the world around them. 

That said, the Wylders have a number of powerful allies. The Signers are at their most prominent on the Beastlands, and the Verdant Guild are close friends with this faction. Their other main ally in Sigil is the Society of Sensation. The Sensates, as far the Wylders are concerned, at least have enough sense to enjoy life. Conversely, the Sensates take the attitude that nature has an almost uncountable array of differing forms and therefore experiences. Many Sensates will visit the Beastlands at least once, because becoming closer to your 'wild' side is regarded by most of the faction as an experience that should be felt.
Although not as close an ally as the Sign of One or the Sensates, the Verdant Guild maintains good relations with the Ciphers. Many Ciphers just want to 'be', something that the nature-loving Wylders can relate to. Besides, nature rarely philosophises too deeply on its actions; it just acts. The Ciphers admire this trait in nature, and most animals.
Advantages and Disadvantages
The biggest advantage that the Guild offers surrounds the mask that its members wear. Through means not yet explained by those who have attempted to reveal the secret (most of whom have been Guvner researchers), completion of the mask grants its owner the ability to speak with the type of animal the mask depicts once a day, as per the spell. As the masks are almost certainly made in a variety of ways, this ability must be conferred on the mask when the owner is inducted fully into the Guild. This power can only be used by the person who made the mask (i.e. another person cannot speak with animals using a mask, even with the owner's permission), and can only be used when the mask is being worn. 

In addition to this, the time spent on the Beastlands, and in other wild areas, means that sect members either have to develop the ability to know where they are, or spend a great deal of their time hopelessly lost. In effect, all members of the Verdant Guild gain the direction sense non-weapon proficiency as a bonus.
However, the intimacy with which Wylders live with nature, and the amount a time they tend to spend in wild areas, has its drawbacks. Although they are comfortable in isolated dwellings, anything larger than a small village will unnerve a Wylder. They suffer a -4 penalty on all reaction rolls, due to the unease that they cannot conceal from those who observe them. Optionally, in very large places (and Sigil certainly counts as this), Wylders may find that the lack of space causes them great mental distress. Such Wylders would panic easily, and could behave quite irrationally, and may decide at any time that they have to return to the calming influence of wide open spaces at once.
This means that Wylders spend as little time in towns and cities as they can, which in turn means that they never have the opportunity to learn those skills that can be taught in such places. Any "civilised" non-weapon proficiency (e.g. blacksmithing, etiquette, engineering) is forbidden to members of the Verdant Guild. Those proficiencies that are applicable to, and could be learnt in, more natural surroundings (e.g. weather sense, swimming, survival) can still be learnt as normal.
The Current Chant
All of the stories currently circulating about the Verdant Guild concern its internal divisions. Although the change of leadership was known to most people (at least, to most of those who pay attention to events) within a few days of it occurring, just how badly Aaronatok took his defeat was not. The Guild played down Aaronatok's actions as much as they could. However, three months ago the inevitable happened, and it became open knowledge that Aaronatok was refusing to acknowledge Karleona's leadership, and had formed a splinter group based on the Beastlands. More recently, it has become clear that this splinter group is very nearly in large in number as those who follow Karleona. 

The sect is clearly split almost exactly in two; behind either Karleona or Aaronatok. Which one a Wylder follows depends upon their view on how to act against the Vile Hunt. Those who favour an open war with the Hunt support Karleona; those who believe that they must protect the Beastlands against the Hunt as a priority support Aaronatok. Neither leader is willing to speak to the other, and it appears that the chances of a reconciliation are fading, despite the efforts of both the Signers and the Sensates to foster just such an event.
As mentioned, Karleona is based in Faunel, at Home. Aaronatok dwells on the Beastlands, roaming the plane with those who follow him. They tend to travel to an area, set up a temporary encampment for a few days (at most a week), then move on again, occasionally travelling for more then a fortnight before next camping. This roaming army (for in practice that is what it is, waiting until the Vile Hunt appear so that it can go to war with them) is probably the closest thing that the Beastlands has ever seen to a permanent settlement, and has acquired the nickname Sanctuary. 
Impartial observers believe that matters are rapidly coming to a head within the Verdant Guild. The deep split between the two leaders of the sect is widening, and many people have predicted that it is only a matter of time before the Guild, currently the largest and oldest sect, tears itself in two. The biggest crisis in the sect's history is almost upon them, and many believe that the sect cannot survive it, at least not in its present form. Already some refer to the Defenders of the Wild (Aaronatok's faction) and the Crusaders of Nature (Karleona's faction). Those that do so clearly believe that the Wylders will shortly fragment into two completely separate sects.
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The Dark
Virtually all the stories circulating about the troubles within the Wylders are true (the only ones that contain no truth are the ones that state that followers of the two leaders are openly fighting; matters have not degenerated that far. Yet). There is little effort being made within the faction to keep it together, as most of those with influence in one or the other faction are unwilling to talk with their rivals. Both the Signers and the Sensates are desperately trying to persuade the two sides to meet and discuss their differences, and to find a mutually agreeable settlement. They are also sending messengers between the two sides, and hiring couriers to carry messages across the Beastlands. 

Meanwhile, Karleona has been uncovering more and more of the Vile Hunt. Her actions have actually hurt the Hunt (which is a young sect, and fairly small in numbers) quite badly, and they have begun countermeasures. These come in three main types; promoting the split in the Wylders (which includes sabotaging the Signer / Sensate peace talks); hiding its most powerful members where Karleona can't find them (many have relocated to the Lower Planes, or gate-towns to the Lower Planes, although Karleona has sent a few groups of mercenaries after Hunt members in these places) and putting spies into the Wylders. This last tactic is beginning to pay dividends. Sanctuary contains two Hunt spies, and they have recently managed to place a spy in Home. These agents not only can report back on the plans of the two Wylder groups, but can also encourage the disintegration of the sect.
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Reckon you've been Given the Laugh?
Ever thought philosophy was a little...dry? Think again, cutter...there's plenty of things that cutters think that'll make you laugh out loud. Below you'll find a selection of just a few of 'em... 

Feeling inspired? Want to add your own amusing sect to this page? Please send it to sects@mimir.net.
The Downguard [The Fallers] (by Greg Jensen)
Gravity is a constant throughout the universe. Things fall down, matter attracts matter. The more matter there is, the more gravity. The problem is, throughout the planes, many powers, layers, and realms have tried to give gravity the laugh. The Fallers want to restore gravity to the planes as a constant instead of having laws of gravity that would never make sense in the Prime. Their biggest pet peeve seems to be Sigil...which is why the Downguard is unwelcome in the Lady's birdcage under any circumstances. Still, Factol Newto'on (Prime / male human / M14 / Downguard / LG), former Guvner, wants to make Sigil's gravity make sense. 

Principal Plane of Influence: In the Outer Planes, the Downguard prefer Carceri, since its orbs fit their gravity beliefs. Fallers are especially common in the titan Crius' realm. Downguard can also be found on Bytopia occasionally, studying the point where gravity shifts at Centerspire.
Allies: The Athar admire the way the Fallers are trying to make the powers accountable for something, even if it is something as trivial as gravity. The Guvners also would like to see the laws of gravity apply everywhere.
Enemies: The Doomguard, for some reason, see the Downguard as a satire of their own faction, and don't think it's funny.
Benefits and Restrictions: As a curse and a blessing, Downguard must always obey the laws of gravity as they see them, regardless of what the plane they're on says gravity should be. Of course, this means they fall right off of Sigil, which suits the Lady just fine. Gravity is much more predictable for the Fallers, and they don't have to make checks when gravity "shifts." Of course, seeing a member of the Downguard clinging to the surface of Shurrock, trying not to fall into the sky, can be darkly humorous.
The Fraternity of Mu'urphie [Luckers, Murphies] (by Robert Gould)
The Fraternity work on expanding the compendium of master Mu'urphie's laws. Since these are the only real laws of the multiverse no matter where you are in Mechanus, Limbo, the Abyss or Bytopia these laws are always there. 

The compendium was started by a Baatorian Blood War general, nothing less than a pit fiend. This blood noticed that everywhere he went some patterns always repeated themselves. Little things, like the butter side of toast always landing on the floor, or just one sock of every pair you own always going missing. So he went to the Guvners, but they didn't agree with his -- in some way arbitrary -- laws, and he left with some of his followers to finish his compendium the compendium of Mu'urphie's laws. Now he is still the high up of the sect though nobody has seen him for about fifty years; they guess that the portal he always took to his home shifted right when he needed it the most and he was stranded somewhere on the planes.
Primary planes of Influence: Any and none -- wherever you go you'll have trouble and if we build a hall or kip there's bound to be a disaster as soon as it's finished, so pike it.
Allies: Why do you want allies if they'll turn stag when you need them the most? Anyways the bleakers are allies with them as are some guvners once in a while...
Enemies: Why worry about a few people if you've got the whole multiverse against you... ?
Sect Benefits: They can alter a persons aura so they'll have bad luck. They can do it as often as once per level, but it only lasts one turn per level too. They can do this, but not by magical or psionic means, it's just a really strange loop hole in planar laws so magic resistance won't help you. To save a check against polymorph means that the aura change has no effect on the berk.
Sect Hindrances: They are constantly affected by bad luck so if something can go wrong it will -- and if many things can go wrong the worst will happen. In game terms they have bad luck trait.

The Path of Least Resistance [Slackers, Parasites] (by Greg Jensen)
"Look at that berk! Gets up every morning to go work for a nagging wife and 4 ungrateful kids. Goes home and works some more. And for what? To see his life slip away. Where's the fun in that? 

"What's that? 'There's more to life than fun?' HAH! What barmy talk is that? If there IS something besides fun in life, it ain't worth my time. I'm way too bust slacking off to notice. That's right, slacking is hard work. It takes courage and conviction to be a full-time slacker. That's why we call our sect the Path of Least Resistance. That's what you should take at all times. If you don't feel like doing something, it probably isn't worth doing. Just relax, let other people do the work for you. And never let them take your precious slack!"
Principal Plane of Influence: The Astral, where time flows erratically, allowing you more time to slack off. No sect headquarters exist as yet, but members claim they'll get around to it any day now.
Allies: The more degenerate members of the Society of Sensation often see eye to eye with the Slackers. The Bleak Cabal also admires the fact that they see no purpose in life's struggles (although they disagree that "slacking off" is the purpose of existence).
Enemies: The Fated see the Parasites as weak-willed cowards, and want to see the sect's ideas eliminated. The Harmonium also finds their ideas and disrespect for authority offensive.
Eligibility: No lawful or good members of the Slackers exist (those cutters just have too much sense of responsibility to join). Other than that, anybody who doesn't want to work for a living can join up.
Benefits: All members of the Path are immune to priest spells from the sphere of Law (automatic save). Any Slacker has a percentage equal to twice her level to find a useful item nearby or have somebody do something for them they need done, usable once per day.
Restrictions: Slackers can never own a business or hold public office unless they can somehow convince someone to do the work necessary for them. Their lazy and manipulative attitudes are aggravating at best, and all have a -3 to reactions.
The Pismals [Planescape mailing List, Featherheads] (by Jeremiah Golden)
The Pismals started off as just a few berks using astral streaker to pass philosophical ideas and chant back and forth. Eventually as there numbers grew though and their history was forgotten; this new sect started thinking that the whole reason the multiverse is still going is because of their messaging system. They say if a message doesn't fly by astral streaker that day, the next we know the multiverse will fold up on itself! 

The messages on this so called list are usually informative, giving a cutter the latest dark or giving him an idea were to search for it. Some times though there's huge debate wars, were the astral streakers are flying themselves almost to death.
The sect is run by a council of three called the 'Moderators'. Wintery Noj (Planar / male marraenoloth / T12 / Pismal / NE) so called 'Guide to the Mimirs' one of the oldest members of the sect. Arnsak Tonz (Planar / male githyanki / W7 / Pismal / LN) with the title 'Scribe of the Index' and ruler of the astral Pismal headquarters. And NekPilak (Planar / male salt mephit / F6 / Pismal / CN) in charge of astral streaker breeding (and eating occasionally).
Principle Plane of Influence: The Astral, home of the astral streaker. The Pismals have a headquarters set up here on the floating corpse of the dead god Empeegin. On this isle the streakers seem to flourish and breed.
Allies: The Primals actually coexist well with most of the factions and sects, as anyone can join there astral streaker list, even someone of another faction. There are quite a few Pismal Guvners on the list for example.
Enemies: Some of the Doomguard actually believe the Pismals saying their keeping the multiverse going, and are working on ways to take down the list. Kylie, Autochon, and the rest of the couriers and touts don't like the Pismals a lot either, mostly because anyone can use the Pismals astral streaker network to send messages and items, and for no jink.
Benefits and Restrictions: The major benefit of belonging to the Pismals is because anytime any new chant comes out, you find out, and you find out fast. Pismals by sending a query to the list, have an 85% chance of getting back an answer with the dark. Pismals, because of there belief that the list lets the multiverse continue, must send at least 5 messages a day via astral streaker to the list. The bad part about this of course is you need and astral streaker handy at all times, and unless you can find away to take it with you adventuring, that means your stuck at home.
