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ber when I first came to Hom. It was Veruka who took me in and taught me 
uld stand tall without Agnes, or any other Fatima for that matter. She told me 
a, the Liberation, the Camps, Ra’Ham and all the other tales. She showed me 
se stories I had once seen as confirmation that the Fatimas were my salvation, 

told me that I was born to  be free. She may have been aged and frail, but her 
trength was awe-inspiring. 

she seems lost and small. Her voice is nothing but a whisper and a pall o f  htigue 
over her. She spent almost a year in a coma during Lilith’s time, her soul 
red to the four winds, and I wonder if it all ever came back. 

ay, her characteristic confidence slipped. She was talking about the stories of the 
en, and saying that we haven’t learned anything. Even the tribes have only two 
erations oftales with which to guide their actions, and we have even less. Until we 
w our own past, she said, we’ll never find our future. 

not so sure that we shouldn’t be ddining our own legends and lessons - that’s 
Deus and I have been doing, certainly - but even if I agree with Veruka, there 

signs of hope that she may not be seeing. I’ve heard rumors of a Fallen Sheban 
ed Tanya who’s collected many tales of  the past. She’s supposedly hiding 

here on Hom, there are those working to uncover the past. Emulaan, one o f  
’ fellow poets, told me he is organizing a ritual to recover lost stories. Delving 
into the River o f  Dreams like that could be a solution, but something tells me it 

could also be dangerous. 

A ra Ven, Member ofthe Eighth Tribe 

Book of Legends 

Thi supplement b r  Tribe 8 is 

essentially a series of resources b r  

weavers, including stories, 

characters, locations and evil plots 

galore. Instead of a randomgrab- 

bag of goodies, these resources are 

all tied into a cycle of legends. This 
allows them to be used separately 

or togethe6 andgives Weavers a 

long tale in which they can involve 

their Players. 

Chapter Two presents the kgends 

themselws, in the brm ofa series of 

experiences during a mighty r i d  

That chapter has nogame statistics 

and can serve as a long hand-out for 
players, or simply as inspiration b r  

your own stories and cycles. 

Chapter Three provides all thegame 

mechanics and advice necessary to 

make we of  the legends. It details 

characters, items and locations tied 

to each legend and provides m y  

&&rent story hooks b r  using these 

tales. YOU will find ways to both tie 

thevarwuslegendrtoge-theranduse 

them on their own 

J 
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rom the writings o f  Emulaan the Poet: 

I entered the Shelter, home of Mari-Anne Melina and her extended family of  helpers and aides. The welcome aromas of 
fresh baked breads and hearty soups greeted me, and I passed a small group of youngsters as I scanned the premises for 
ome familiar faces. There were many Fallen gathered within the multitude of rooms in the Shelter; everyone fromJackers 
covering from their latest adventures to Lightbringen speaking sofily o f  prophecies and mes o f  a united Tribe. There 
ere Herites gathering information and looking for signs of intrigue and deceit and, of cou i, e, the Doomsayers casting 

shadowed glances and speaking o f  dark nights to come. There were also mixed groups o f  {ells and with them all, I saw the 

As I continued to walk into the warm and comfortable surroundings of the Shelter, an age and venerable face greeted me 
om the back of the room. She waved me over with a small gesture and I approached her i ith extended arms. "Veruka, I 

strength in the future of our Tribe. 

ka gave me a slight smile and took my arm for support as we descended the tight fligh o f  stairs leading to the 
ment o f  the house. She rarely left the Sepulcher these days and her presence here was i ost welcome. 

so glad you have decided to come." 

en-Hades is below," Veruka said. "She is preparing the items for the ritual at this very mdment." 

role in this will be o f  the utmost importance ... as will yours, Veruka. We are on the verge o f  a great and wonderful 
iscovery tonight, my old friend. I am certain that the knowledge bestowed upon us will be nothing short of miraculous!" 

My excitement was getting ahead of me and I quickly calmed myself. Veruka did not seem to notice. As we set foot at the 
base o f  the stairs and headed for our destination, I saw that the room Den-Hades was was adorned with all of 
the necessary ritual artifacts. 
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Candles were set out on every flat surface o f  the chamber and rods of incense burned 
in each corner, filling the air with a cloud o f  scent. A series of circles were painted 
upon the floor and a red and white cloth of a fine material hung from the ceiling. Th 
were large, woven pillows strewn along the edges o f  the circles and I guided Veruka 
over to one of them. She seemed to enjoy the relaxing folds of it after her struggles 
down the steep stairs. I allowed Veru ka time to make herself comfortable and place 
her satchel beside her. As I did so, Den-Hades approached me, her face newly sca 
from a recent Vision Quest into the River o f  Dream. 

"I see you have located all of the necessary materials for our evening. Did you 
complete the bargain for the scrolls as well?" I asked. 

"Of course." She nodded her head and spun on her heel, pointing to  an array of 
scrolls lain out on a pedestal. It wasn't an easy task, mind you. It proved quite 
arduous to convince the spirit that we were working towards a good cause. Spirits can 
be difficult, as you well know." 

I walked over to the pedestal as she continued to set items in their required places. 
The scrolls were sheer perfection. They were thick parchments made oftanned skins 
and seemed to glow in the candle-light. To the eyes o f  a non-dreamer they would 
appear mundane, but to me, they were more precious than gold. 

"Don't touch them." Den-Hades warned me. 'The spirit will become annoyed at any 
disturbance outside o f  the ritual." 

I gave her a nod and averted my attention to the circles and other geometric forms 
painted on the floor. They overlapped in several places and the colors were different 
from one shape to the next. Red bled into orange, which went to yellow then green 
and so on, creating all o f  the colors of the rainbow within its pattern. They formed a 
beautiful sequence and I quizzically looked at Veruka who was in the midst of placing 
some grim skeletal relics around her. 

Without looking up at me, she said in her rasping voice "Each circle represents the 
next layer o f  existence. The inner circle symbolizes our physical realm and the outer 
ones, the Dream Orbs. The connections within each are the River o f  Dream itself and 
the spaces the Spirit World." 

'Of course, the Spirit World affects all things and so it is represented as a part of each 
symbol, in turn becoming the whole!" said a soft voice from behind me. 

I turned and saw the motherly figure o f  Mari-Anne Melina. She was wearing a set of 
flowing robes dyed a deep, earthy brown. 

I walked over to Mari-Anne and placed my hand upon her shoulder. "I am glad you 
have all come." I said. "It means so much to me that you have supported me in this 
endeavor." 

She warmly smiled at me and then tumed her attention to the others. "My aides will be 
here shortly before we begin, but I must admit ... I am slightly confused about the 
significance ofthis all. What exactly are we taking part in?" 

a 
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____ ____- 
2. 3mlaaz ar.3 the Ring 

I leaned against a table and gestured for Den-Hades and Mari-Anne to find a pillow alongside Veruka. Once they found 
their places, I explained our gathering. “As you all know, there are many stories which are lost to  us. We continue on our 
ever present course to the future, losing vital clues along the way, clues that could shape our destinies and help guide our 
choices and decisions. It is a sad but unavoidable aspect of  what we are - finite creatures in an infinite world - and 
despite our attempts to inscribe and carry on these stories, a loss o f  our history and knowledge is bound to occur. How 
many people’s lives are forgotten and left t o  vanish into the folds o f  time? How many heroes and icons of our people hav 
been tarnished or dishonored by the fact that we never knew their names? There are countless struggles happening every 
day that we never hear of, or are quick to  forget. 

‘I have worked all o f  my life as a poet to prevent such things from taking place; to try and make eternal the deeds of 
humanity. With your help, we shall delve into the folds ofthe Dream and enlighten ourselves with the Goddess’s blessing. 
All things are stored in the consciousness o f  the Goddess and now we have found a way to communicate with her! She 
will show us in visions the events that have shaped our land and our people. The spirit within the scrolls will record what 
we witness and we will take that knowledge and use it to form a new nation. A nation that will include the Eighth Tribe and 
Joshua’s Prophecy. The stories of our past will guide our destinies, and the Goddess will reveal to us all what we need to 
arm ourselves for the months and years to come. We will form, this night, the writings which from this day forward will be 
known as the ‘Legends’!” 

I could still hear the chanting voice of Veruka the Wraith and the sporadic screaming of Den-Hades each time she 
triggered a focus for the ritual. I lost all sight of  Mari-Anne Melina who was supporting my body and was going to keep me 
alive throughout the lengthy Virion Quest by feeding me water and anchoring my spirit to my body. 

I took a deep breath and the room spun in all directions. I could see a single point of light and it grew brighter and more 
radiant as I moved towards it. It soon blinded me, searing my eyes with its glow. Nausea sped through my body and I 
scarcely felt a wet sensation in my throat and mouth. I was in a void now and found myselfgrasping for some point of  
reference. Anything would have been more welcome than the emptiness that surrounded me. 

As I gasped for breath, I felt a quick movement, something unseen, flit by me. I could still see only the white void before 
me, but rather than feeling secure in knowing that I was no longer alone, I was filled with fear. The sensation passed by me 
again and this time the cacophany o f  silence was shattered by a shrieking wail. It lingered upon itself and continued to 
multiply, creating an infinite number o f  shrieks that forced me to cover my ears. My head rattled with the sound and my 
concentration was quickly fading with the steady assault upon my senses. In the back o f  my mind I was wondering if 
something had gone wrong with the ritual. 

Just as I was about to lapse into unconsciousness, I began to hear a pattern among the shrieks. Each one was slightly 
different in tone to the next and as they began to join together, I could soon make out what resembled words. Words I 
could understand. “I am the spitit ofthe Akasha. The sound of eternity and the formation of all things.“ 

The voice was like a million voices combined and was both beautiful and disturbing. “Your quest will be recorded on the 
Akashic Scrolls and forever remain as legends among humanity. You will live these tales ofthe past, present, and firture. 
You will laugh and cry, be born and die, all recorded in the texts o f  those dead and not yet born. Are you prepared?” 

I heard another voice, external and harsh, enter and speak to me in my mind. It was difficult to hear and I fought to 
understand the words despite the shrieks ofthe Akashic spirit. “Emulaan, find the Mother ofmemo yand embrace Her, 
but beware ... ” Den-Hades voice faded from me as I moved toward the whirlpool of spirit that was the spirit o f  the Akasha. 

“I am ready,” I whispered as She entered my soul. 
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nerves rang with fire and I screamed in agony. As my senses calmed, I saw below 
a vast forest surrounding decrepit buildings and fallen towers. I could hear the 
nd o f  laughing children and saw the running forms o f  Agnites through dark woods 
ravines. I descended among them and became a part of something far larger than I 
Id have ever imagined. Moments before I lost all sense o f  who I was, I heard a 

hisper on the wind, ‘Emulaan, you will be mine ...” 

the Tale of Dagmu the Agnii 

tree casts shadows, which keep me hidden from searching eyes. Within the knots 
Ids o f  its trunk, the leaves and brambles offoliage at its base and the stillness of 
dy, there’s no way anyone could know I’m here. I hold my breath, my nerves as 

ense as the branches above me, not wanting to do anything that would lead my 
would-be stalker to my position. I see her round the corner, scrubby hair, painted face 
like a rainbow, with colored rope hanging from her clothing. She peers around the tree 
across from me, moving slowly, methodically, eyes keen and ears open. That’s when 
the mosquito lands on my nose. 

Cross-eyed and focused on the blood-sucking insect, I wiggle the tip o f  my nose and 
scrunch my face, and even try to reach it with my tongue, but to no avail. It’s about the 
size of my pinkie finger, from end to end, with wings that make an annoying whizzing 

nd. It rubs its two front legs against its needle-like sucker and then plunges it into 
skin. “Oh no you don’t”, I think to myself. Slap! It smears in a disgusting mess, half 

and, half on my face. Unfortunately, my action shatters any hope I had of  not 
en. 

see you Dagmar, by the tree! By the tree! I see you!” she screams out as she darts 

got to get to the Red Can before she does, so I leave my hiding spot and run as 
as lightning around the other side, the twigs snatching at my clothing, doing their 

best at keeping me from beating Rainbow Face to Home-Safe. I can see her moving 
along the path, running as fast as her feet will take her, but I know a short cut. There’s 

lot o f  little paths in these woods and I know them all, every comer, every tree, every 
ck and every slope, and right now I know the fastest way back to Home-Safe and 
aybe I could even Free the others! 

ainbow Face is screaming at the top o f  her lungs, “I found Dagmar! I found 

don’t care, let her waste her breath, because once I get to Home-Safe before she 
hero and everyone will love me. 1’11 be the greatest Hide’n-Seeker in all 

e Red Can shines like a castle through the trees as I hear my stupid sister yelling 
ctory over finding everyone; but she’s behind me now. Yes! I knew I could get ahead 
f her. She probably still thinks I’m trying to catch up with her. Hah, little does she 
ow. Sisters are alwavs stmid. I mess it comes with the territorv. 

2. 3:lrzlaar. ax! t he  Ring 
. . . . . . . , . . . . . .  
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__ 

-~ ~ _ _ _ _ _ ~ - -  
2. 3 v l a a r  ax! t h e  Rir.? 

I remember when she said she could beat me up and I said she couldn’t because she was just a girl and then she tried to 
punch me and so I punched her back and then she got all her stupid friends to gang up on me and I couldn’t sit down fo 
days. Well, now is my payback, because between her and me, I’m going to get to Home-Safe first. Except, I think I saw 
something lying in the dirt by the stream I just passed. I stop for a second. I have enough time to get to Home-Safe even 
I check this out first ... it’ll only take a minute. I creep back to where I think I saw it. Now where was it? 

Aha! I spot it lying on a rock. It’s an untarnished and perfectly round shiny metal ring with fine writing on it. I’ve never see 
one so beautiful in all my ten summers. 

I barely notice my sister, Rainbow Face, yelling, “I win! I’m Home-Safe! Daggy’s it now! Daggy, you’re it. Come and find 
after you finish counting!” 

Laughter filters through the trees as my fellow playmates of  Agnes go about the task of  once again hiding in the woods. I 
barely even notice. 

Without taking my eyes off of  the most wondrous of  artifacts before me, I count, raising each o f  my fingers in turn, 
counting to ten for each one. I sit  down cross-legged, about a foot away from the ring that lies so perfectly on a water 
smoothed stone. It reflects the stream into a glimmer of  light and I dare not look away from it ... in case it disappears. Only 
the natural forest sounds of  the wind rustling the leaves, the stream meandering over the pebbles and the rocks, and my 
own labored breathing show themselves to me. By the time nine fingers are up, I can’t hear anyone. 

I finish my count in a whisper, “Seven, Eight, Nine ... Ten!” 

I grab the ring and put it on. 

From the Evils of Mahakala: 

I feel my energy course through a body vibrant and young. I lose my balance from the forgotten sensation of  taking form, 
falling into a stream that runs with cold frigid water, even as the air is warm. I gather my senses and smell the forest air, feel 
the sweat on my skin, and hear the muted sounds o f  hidden forms among the trees around me. I raise the left hand o f  my 
newfound body and see the ring that imprisoned me for so long. Imagine one such as myself, a master o f  Chaining, a 
Duke of House Melanis, imprisoned by a treacherous Joh’an. 

I will have my revenge now. I will seek out the traitor and dine on its entrails, sipping its blood like wine. The thought of  it 
forces me to laugh out loud, but the sound that leaves my lips is not a powerful one, but rather a small, weak, high-pitched 
giggle! I am in the body of a child! Yet they - the forms in the wood - hide from me. Why do they fear such a pitiful 
creature like the one I possess now? Let me recall and force the body in which I reside to surrender unto me a memory. 

“Daggyyou’re it. Come and find us ...” 

“Yesss, that’s right Da ggy... You are it ... and we aregoing to find them.” 

I stalk the hidden child-humans with a satisfaction only the Flesh can give. They uselessly attempt to skulk in the shadows 
and folds of the forest, but they are as evident to me as fresh meat on the table. Their aroma reveals their positions, 
allowing me to sneak towards them unseen and unheard. This little body does have its advantages. 

I use the weapons that the forest gives me to enact the gory ritual they call “murder.” Rocks smash heads, branches pierce 
skin and flesh and bone, while dirt and mud and water block the passage ofair to tiny little lungs. I throw in a good sound 
assault as well ... after all, it has been a very long time since I have been able to relish the finer gifts that the flesh has to 
offer! They scream when they can - when I let them - but otherwise they do not let out a sound. I watch as their lives 
slip away, forever leaving this prison they cling to so tightly. 

12 
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There is one remaining, however, among the carnage that I have reaped in such an 
amazingly short amount of  time. I see her hiding in a rusted, damaged metal vehicle 
from the time before the Arrival. She has a colorful face and bright eyes. 

I love the flavor of bright eyes, and salivate with the promise of the delicacy to come. I 
approach and she sees me as I stand over her, blocking her escape. She looks at me 
with confusion and worry. 

” D a w ,  you’re bleeding. Are you okay?” 

I look down at the body I control and then back at her. Who is she? She seems 
different than the others. ‘Don’t be concerned my sweet, the blood is not mine, but 
from the wounds ofthe dead.” I say. 

Fear crosses her face. She starts to scramble backwards, heading for the opposite side 
of the twisted metal contraption. 

I reach in to grab her, my other hand dropping the stone I was going to use to bash 
her head in. This one is special, and she will feel the powerful gnp of my hands around 
her throat as I squeeze the breath from her body. 

She’s also a fighter. A heavy boot stamps its mark against the side of my face, reeling 
my small frame about and down the slope behind me. The dirt softens my landing and 
I bolt after her as she escapes into the trees. I could have sworn I was stronger than 
she was. 

Her panicked flight leads her into a knot of woods without an exit, completely blocked 
by thick brambles on one side and a steep ravine on the other. She spins about to face 
me, picking up a sharp stone and waving it about threateningly. 

‘You don’t want to do that my dear, it only makes me stronger.” 

Defiantly she replies, “You were never stronger than me, Dagmar, never. I kicked your 
ass before and 1’11 do it again, now cut it out!” 

I notice tears well up in her eyes ... her bright succulent eyes. Mmm, they are especially 
good when they’re salted. 

‘You’re in a defenseless position, my sweet. The ravine lies behind you. Where will you 
run? Who will hear you scream? We are deep in thewoods now, far from any rescue 
or aid. The game has changed and as before, it is only us two left, except this time I 
will win ... sister!?” 

I fight it. I feel my body whirl around, twisting and turning without rhythm or pattern. I 
won’t let it kill my sister. I throw myself against the ground even as it attempts to attack 
her. I grab a rock and begin to smash my left hand but am stopped by my own 
muscles. I look like a puppet with broken strings in the hands o f  a madman. She looks 
on in horror as she sees me do the dance o f  the possessed, hands flailing and voice 
screaming over ownership. I find myself near the edge of the ravine, its steep drop 
disappearing into the mist below. My body topples over the side. 
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he grabs me, clinging tightly with both hands to my left wrist. 

go," I tell her. "You don't know what I've done." 

hands slip because of the blood and sweat on my own. I am hanging by 
body dangling over the void below. "Let go!" 

fingers 

2. 3:lulaar. ax? the Rir.g 

no&, my feet flailing in the air, my 

I 
O!" She's in tears now, watching me, her little brother, slide to his doom. 

the Evils 0fMahakaIz 

I 
! :first I must find others to play with ... I rather like this game. . 
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2. Emlaar. ax? the Rir.g 
\ 

. 

. . . . . . . . . . .  

I floated anew in the whirlpool. I was Emulaan again, but the blood ofinnocents still 
stained my heart. I came looking for tales of heroism and found slaughter. The winds 
of Dream carried me anew, and I drified to a new time and place. I saw the halls of 
power where I once walked when in the Grace of Tera Sheba and wondered what tale 
would live now. Intrigue, wisdom, perhaps even justice? Then I saw the ring ofsilver 
again and I began to scream... 

From the Evils ofMah?kalr 

So many bodies and so many faces have passed within me, but I have yet to find the 
one that calls to me. I have seen his face and he is the one that will allow me to have 
my revenge. There will come a day when we will meet and I will rejoice in it. I 
remember a time when I was greater than this. I was more powerful than a possessor 
and manipulator of lives. My days as a Duke among the Ziggurat were envied by all of 
my rivals and enemies. I was a force to be reckoned with and now I am forced to travel 
among the weak and fragile humans. Why me? Can’t they understand who I really am 
and respect that? At the very least, I have finally ridden myself of the cursed Agnite 
childs. Who is Agnes, anyway? She was not there when I was in my glory. A child that 
thinks she is a Goddess! What has the world come to when a child rules the people? It 
is pitiful, really. I now prefer the forms of the Terashebans over any o f  the others - 
they are privy to such fine and succulent lies - but I still await the day when I will 
meet my chosen. 

Over the months, I have learned so much concerning the ways of the Tribes, and they 
never even knew I was among them. It was a beautiful thing in one respect, but a curse 
in another. As my influence grew among their many factions ofJudges, so did my 
ability to murder dwindle. They watched me even more closely than before and I knew 
that the life of my latest host would soon be over, his usefulness drained. I had to 
make preparations to secure another host and I knew exactly who it would be ... 

.“.i .“, 

“The Grand Council ofthe Seven Tribes is now in session. We will hear the testaments 
from the passing week and hand down judgment on the crimes against the Nation. We 
will now hear from Judge Aramis on the state of the Fallen.” 

I rose from my seat and stepped towards the table of the Grand Council. How I envied 
their seats and influence among the Tribes. I would have my seat as a member of  the 
Grand Council, but I needed to wean my chosen one first. I tossed my robes to the 
side as I felt the ring upon my finger. The loss of this ring could change all o f  my plan 
It was a dread fear of mine, to become lost, and I feared that some day, someone 
would discover the habit I had o f  constantly turning and checking the ring. No, it w 
ridiculous. Who would be able to notice such a thing? 

I laughed despite myself as I approached the podium of the Grand Council. The 
luminaries watched me strangely and I suppressed any further outbursts. 

........................................................................... 
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"You know me well," I began. 'I am Judge Aramis of Tera Sheba Guild and my heart is with the Nation. There is a blight 
upon the face of Vimary known $.s the huma ... Fallen, but we must learn to use these soulless dredges rather than 
destroying them out o f  hatred and disgust and ..." I stopped myself again, rememberingthat I was not in the court of 
Tibor. Extreme words would nat be looked upon fairly. It was like playing a large game and I had to keep reminding mys 
that the cost of losing was greater than I could afford. I continued my speech. 

"There is a powerful force that is lost in the Outlands, beyond the borders of Vimary. My sources have told me that there 
is a Zbr i  artifact of  unknown power and potential that can change the face of the land we call home. 

There was a murmur as the couhcil members rapidly conferred between themselves. 

"Now, I hear your murmurs and sounds offear when it comes to sending ourJoanites on a foray into the Outlands, 
especially one that concerns the Z'bri, so that is why I o&r the Fallen in their stead. We will trick the gullible, faceless slim 
into finding the artifact for us. They will never know that the very thing they seek will be their undoing! Sanction me in this 
action and I assure you, the lives of everyone on this liberated island will change." 

I felt another burst of laughter cbming forth and began to chuckle as I I& the podium. Liberated island, indeed. I had 
already manipulated the supposed-leaders to vote in my favor, now all I needed was a martyr. A crusade for the Fallen in 
the name ofJudge Ararnis. How: pleasant. 

" r  
\ 

Tylix, you have made certain that the vote will go in my favor?" 

'Of course. Whatever decisions you have made in the past have always been in my favor, Aramis. I have no reason to 
mistrust you now." He looked & me with a piercing gaze and I knew Cylix had seen through a portion of my guise. 

"Well, to the death of the Fallen then," I said. I raised my cup. 

"To the death of the Fallen." I 

The blood ran into the floor as I pulled the dagger from Aramis's chest. I gathered several medallions from the table and 
took a moment to pluck the eyas from the quickly cooling body. I relished the flavor as I always did. I secured the ring 
upon the finger of my new hostaand wiped the dagger clean. I checked the sword at my side and turned for the door. As I 
disappeared into the night, my laughter echoed in the cool night air. 

I 
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se anew and cursed the spirit ofAkasha. What darkness she was showing me, what 

I fell into a winter’s storm ... 

rom the confessions oflarick the Lost: 

found ourselves lost and without direction. The roads and paths we had been 

all of us would survive this foolish journey. 

It had all started with the hopes of  finding a new land and an art‘hct that would change 
the Fdce o f  Vimary. We had seen it, in visions within our dreams, for several months 
before we set out. Our discussions focused on the importance o f  what we had seen 
and its meaning. The day that we decided to depart from Vimary held hope and 
promise. We were certain that our dreams would guide us and show us a true path. 

Now, I had no idea where we were. The land stretched for miles all around us and no 

tance. It grew, becoming more defined and detailed as we approached. We had 

an enormous and imposing fortress. The towers rose up for hundreds o f  man- 
, disappearing into the mist above. All around the base, snowdrifts had piled up 

d created clystal stalagmites and ice shards, mimicking a warrior’s phalanx. No 
dows could be seen and the place looked impenetrable. 

d my head and glanced back at the two other survivors o f  our cell. Shayla, a 
ayer, was shivering and I knew that unless she warmed up, she would die. It 

tragic mistake crossing the frozen lake several clicks back. It broke under our 
pressure and two of our number had drowned in the unforgiving water. We managed 
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lfthe rapidly dropping temperature didn’t kill us, then we would do it ourselves. We had all become initable and edgy. 
needed to get inside. I once again turned my attention to the massive edifice that lay before us. “We’ll circle it slowly. 
Perhaps there is a way in on the other side.” 

I began walking, forcing my tired and sore muscles to trudge through the knee-deep snow. Our progress was slow, b 
least we knew we had a chance. I pulled the cowl tighter around my face as the wind whipped around the fortress, stri 
us with fury and hatred. Waylorn was helping Shayla, and Ulan was eyeing the outer walls as though they would swall 
him whole. As we carried on around the edges o f  the structure, the grandness o f  it struck me. It was perhaps two or mo 
clicks in circumference by loose estimation. How could something like this have survived intact for so many generations 
We were far west from Tribal lands and even the Squat and barbarian communities seemed to fade as the weeks passed. It 
seemed unlikely that such a thing would go unnoticed or left abandoned for so long. Who or what lay within? Was there 
more to this than just a safe shelter for us weary travelers? 

We came to a massive archway that was decorated with crystal stalactites hanging like jagged teeth. It was completely da 
within, except for the natural glow of  the white snow. We carefully navigated our way into the tunnel and soon found 
ourselves before an icy steel door. It stood about five men tall and twice as wide. No markings or signs of entrance were 
upon it and it didn’t seem like it had been opened for many years. 

Before I could discuss our next course of  action with the others, the floor opened up below us, sucking us into a short 
chute that dropped us onto a stone floor. As I quickly regained my composure and stood up, I noticed that we were in a 
long hallway with low ceilings. 1 looked to the others and aided Shayla to her feet. She looked at me, her eyes heavy with 
fatigue, her lips blue and cracked. She wanted to say something but didn’t have the energy to carry it through. 

“We’re trapped! We’re going to  meet our fate in here. Our lives are over. Look Jarick ... it is too far up to get out of here. 
Shayla is almost ...” 

20 
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We wandered the twisting halls and stairways for what seemed like an eternity. They 
seemed to make no sense and many o f  them changed from stone or rusted metal to 
unknown and macabre substances. Ulan had his sword drawn and was jumping at the 
slightest of shadows. He refused to stay close to the rest o f  us. Waylorn lit the way, 
wandering in a random fashion, none of us having a clue what lay ahead. Any directio 
was as good as the next. 

Shayla's shivering became uncontrollable, wracking her body with waves of seizures 
that forced us to stop on a few occasions. On one such rest, she started to mumble 
something. Waylorn brought the torch closer in an attempt to provide some heat for 
her. It was futile, but it was the only thing we could do. As I raised her to her feet, she 
clung tightly to my arm, her eyes wide with fear. 

"No!" she screamed. "Stay away from me. I escaped from you ... help me, Jarick!" 

Shayla pulled herselffrom my grasp, bursting down the hall with a newfound energy. I 
felt dream essence escape from her, giving strength to her flight. 'Shayla! Wait!" I 
screamed after her. 

Waylorn darted down the hallway after her. Ulan and I followed suit, not wanting to split 
from each others' company. What had Shayla seen? What could have struck her with so 
much dread that she would leave our relative safety like that? As I ran, I felt a presence 
behind me. I hesitated as Ulan passed me. I stopped and turned around, staring into the 
darkness. The air was still, my breath the only thing breaking the silence. 

'Nooooo!" Shayla's scream echoed in the empty passages. I quickly snapped my head 
in its direction and ran down the hall. I rounded a corner and saw Shayla lying in 
Waylorn's arms, sobbing like a child and muttering the same words over and over 
again, her eyes fixed on the ceiling. "Hum-to Bag'wan se nay sukta maro'oh ... hum-to 
Bag'wan se nay sukta maro'oh ..." 

Waylorn was calling her name, hoping for some response from his wife. 'Shayla, come 
back to me. Shayla." 

Ulan was looking down at her, his eyes filled with pity. "We should leave her. She's 
useless to us now. I can make it painless." He motioned to his sword. 

Waylorn glared at him as he gently set Shayla on the cold floor. 'You murderous 
bastard! She's one of us. She's my wife. 1'11 kill you ifyou touch her!" 

"I'd dare you to try, albino!" 

Before the two of them collided with each other, I stepped between them. My cold 
stare silenced them. "See to  your wife. She may not have much longer." 

Waylorn went back to his beloved, pushing the hair from her face and kissing her softly 
on the forehead. Ulan and I moved away, allowing the couple to privately share their 
last moment together. 

A burst offlame illuminated the hallway. I saw Waylom's silhouette against his wife's 
burning body. Ulan was twitching his knees and moving his head rapidly from side to 
side. Now we were three. 
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I was shaking as I awoke. The dieam that came to me was still fresh in my mind: Ulan was standing before me. He was 
skinless and without eyes, blood pouring freely from his mouth. He whispered to me. “Hum-to Bag’wan se nay sukta 
maro’oh.” The thought of it made me shiver. 

..... 

I felt for my dagger, feeling security in its cold steel. The last torch had gone out long ago, but an ambient glow pervaded 
the domed chamber. Waylorn was nowhere to be seen. I stood up and searched the room. There was no sign of him. I 
called out his name, but was met with my own voice as it echoed back to me - as clear as the moment it left my lips. 

I entered the hallway, which also had a dull glow. I wandered the halls, my weapon drawn and ready. I found myself being 
pulled in one direction, without any reason as to why. As I continued to ascend to the higher levels o f  the fortress, 1 heard 
a whisper and felt that same familiar presence. I listened closely for it, following its source. ”... sukta maro’oh ...” 

It led me through a network of passages and rooms, each one different than the one before. If I had sought to trace my 
way back, it would have been impossible; however, the thought never crossed my mind. I needed to know what was 
calling me. 

”Jarick,” he whispered, “why did you do 

His head fell to the side, the life gone 

ove or breathe. I slowly started to back up 

................ ............ .... ... .... .... .... . ... ... .. ... .. .. .. .... . . . .. .. ... ... ... .... ... ... ... ... .... ............ ... ... .... ... ... ....... ............................. ... ... ................ ._........ .. .. ... ......................... ... .... ... ... 
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hoked on bile and blood while I rose from that land ofdarkness. I had killed my 
companions and I was damned! I... was Emulaan. Separation fiom the lives I was living 
was becoming more dificult with each tale. I struggled for hope and pu’pose in order 

steel myselfagainst the evil plaguing the land. Surely there were those who fought 
s t  these artificts culled from the blackest depths of the imagination. Akasha 
my hopes and I descended anew. I saw mighty warriors bearing the brands of 

and it seemed there were those who fought the evil of the Fortress, who might 

rn the ales of Min Kil’on, the Lost Templac 

We saw it over the horizon. It was there, Mira, we almost had it!” 

mrn the ales of Min Kil’on, the Lost Templac 

We saw it over the horizon. It was there, Mira, we almost had it!” 

I glanced over to Ivan as he waved frantically towards the snow-capped hills in the 
distance. I raised myself onto my haunches and drew a line into the ground. It was 
getting late, maybe another hour before sundown, based on the length of my shadow 
in the dirt. Not enough time to investigate one of the goals along our quest. A quest 
that seemingly had n3 end. 

“Should we ride after it, Mira? It can’t have gone far, it never does.” 

I shook my head and gathered my pack and sword. “No, Ivan. Another day. For now, 
we make camp and prepare for an attack tomorrow. We need supplies and food for 
the coming weeks. Gather the others and make sure all signs of our passing are 

vered.” 

‘On my way!” Ivan mounted his horse and rode down the slope of the hill. I watched 
him as he rode away and for a moment thought back to better days. Days when I had 
a family and loved ones. When the choices I made actually meant something. The 
memories never lasted long, however. I didn’t know if it was because I didn’t want to 
remember ... or because I couldn’t. 

By the time the camp was set up, Ivan, Braline and I had made plans for the following 
day’s raid. It would take place in the early parts ofthe morning and be quick and 
efficient. We set about making sure that our attack clothing was frayed and ragged and 
that any scars or tattoos were hidden from view. It held a sense o f  shame, covering up 

rightful scars and markings. It denied to myself who I was. I grabbed the tin that 
d the red paint and dug two fingers into it. As I smeared the color onto my face I 

wondered why I carried on. Why I didn’t just give up in despair? I wasn’t needed 
anymore. Who would remember my name? Suddenly, I felt very lonely. 

I stepped out of my tent after my preparations were complete and entered the Band 
e f s  abode. His tent had many riches and trinkets from the world before. For the 
s t  part, they were completely impractical designs that had some sort of shiny quality 

to them. I never had a liking for useless relics ofthe days gone by. My interests held a 
deeper importance. 
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The Band Chief sat amidst several women who were seeing to his desires. He was a 
wide and grotesque man, who smelt worse than he looked. He dismissed the 
concubines upon my entrance, and I gratefully sat down on one ofthe vacant pillow 
There was a time when I would have been disgusted with such barbaric shows o f  lust 
and sin, but I had learned to  temper my emotions and instincts. He glared at me for 
disturbing his evening, but I had no respect for his wishes. He was simply necessary. 

"So Mira, have you found the goal ofyour life's quest yet?" he said in his own rough 
Squat dialect. 

I answered him in his own tongue. "Have you found your soul, Segal?" 

The Band Chief was used my condescending and contemptuous remarks. It was 
almost expected for a warrior of my status to act so, at least among his people. 

"Our attack will bring us many supplies tomorrow, but I need your warriors to 
understand one thing. No one with the markings of  the Sisterhood are to be harmed. 
Your men can do what they like with the others. Is that understood, Segal?" 

"Of course, Mira. It is always as you wish. If you were male, you yourself could have 
been Band Chief! You are our greatest warrior." He let out a repugnant snort. 

It was true, what he said. If it didn't go against this particular Band's traditions, I would 
have commanded them a long time ago as Band Chief. I would never let that happen, 
though. The cost on my soul would be too great. To go against the wishes of the 
Holy Warrior herself would be an act I would not allow. 

"Not 'your' warrior. Watch your tongue lest it be taken from you. I have killed two 
chiefs before you who challenged my position, Segal. Don't push your luck." I said. 

"Mira, why are you so stern and cold? You killed my brother and my father. That is 
why I have this place among my people. Before, I fulfilled everyone else's requests. 
Now, I have all of the riches and women I care to have. I don't hate you, Mira, I thank 
you." He gave another snorting chuckle. 

"Remember, she who has brought you those riches can just as easily take them away." 
I stood up and grabbed the bowl of fruit from his side along with an intoxicating herbal 
mix. * I  haven't eaten today." 

I left the tent. 

"Squats! Squats are attacking! Everyone, call for the Watch!" The Evan's cry for help 
was silenced by a fluid swipe from my sword. I chased down several others as well, 
their farming tools useless against us. I looked out over the skirmish and saw Evan 
farmers running for their lives. We rode onwards into the village itself and set up a wall 
of horses, each of  the riders beside me armed with a long spear. We waited for the 
Joanite guardians to arrive from their posts. 

mix. * I  haven't eaten today." 

I left the tent. 

"Squats! Squats are attacking! Everyone, call for the Watch!" The Evan's cry for help 
was silenced by a fluid swipe from my sword. I chased down several others as well, 
their farming tools useless against us. I looked out over the skirmish and saw Evan 
farmers running for their lives. We rode onwards into the village itself and set up a wall 
of horses, each of  the riders beside me armed with a long spear. We waited for the 
Joanite guardians to arrive from their posts. 
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'Mira, who is that? Is she one of ours? Let me help you!" 

even the Sisterhood!" 

village I& burning behind us. 

may have cost us everything!" 
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'Monika, are you all right?" I whispered. 

'How did you know my name? How can you speak Caelish?" Monika struggled to get up, but faltered halfway because 
her wound. 

to lay awake wondering if she was still alive; if she was a brave warrior, and if she looked more like Tulka, my late husband, 
or me. I had played it out in my head a thousand times ... what I would say and do, if only I could see her face and touch 
her again. Most o f  the time, I imagined myself hugging and kissing her and never letting go. Now, she lay before me and I 
had no idea what to say or how to act. No words seemed adequate for the situation. 

I removed the clasp from the scarfthat covered my face and pulled it to the side. I waited awhile before I spoke again, 
allowing her to  collect her senses. 

"Monika, look at me. Look and see who I am." 

She averted her eyes and clenctkd her teeth. "You are a soulless Squat who has murdered a Tribal village. You have 
kidnapped me and you will feel the wrath of our people for what you have done ..." she noticed the markings on my face. 
"You sick, twisted wretch ... those are Tribal markings! You can't wear those -you are not a Templar Crusader or a 
Favored ofJoan!" She wailed at the sight o f  it. It shook the foundations of everything she believed in, and her whole world 
was falling apart around her. A familiar sensation. 

"Look at my eyes, Monika. It's me ... your mother, Mirabella. I am a Templar. I am a Favored ofJoan. My dear, I have 
found you at last." 

"No! My mother is dead! She dikd when I was little! You're a sick creature. You're a Squat!" 

"Monika. Look at me." I grabbed her face and forced her to look into my eyes. "Look!" 

She stared at me with tears running down her face. She couldn't look away, no matter how hard she tried. Finally, she 
broke down and grabbed me and held me like she did when she was a child. I hadn't cried since the day I last saw her, 
seventeen summers ago. ' 

"When is it going to happen?" 

"It hasn't ... and it may never happen. I don't know why our Crusaders Circle was never banished. We see it as a sign that 
Joan still supports our wishes. That She still sees what we do as honorable and good. At least that's we believe. It would be 
sad to think that the only reasori we can still dream is because we are forsaken!" 

Monika nodded her head in understanding. "So you carry on your quest. You, Braline and Ivan are still on the Crusades!" 

I smiled at her as I placed my sword upon her shoulder. 'Yes, we still believe in the old ways. In the times when the people 
believed in us and the armies ofJoan were strong and bold. We fought for something back then. I can't give that up. And 
now you are with us, here. You can join us now. You can take your rightful place as a Templar, rather than being a Watch 
Captain. This is your birthright, Monika. Something that was taken from you long before you had a choice." 

'But, why ally yourselves with the Squats? Why pretend to be one of them?" 

. _ _ _  - 
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desolate plains and creatures of unspeakable evil. The Outlands are a dangerous place and we need to survive. We have 
found a way to do that, allied with the Squats. There are otherJoanites with us, warriors wt o have become disillusioned 

going to make sure that I would never leave her alone again. Never. 

ere secrets that would 
lead to our victory against the Z'bri in that damned fortress and we were the key to 
The temperature was dropping rapidly and I felt a shiver take hold. I pulled the cowl 

"It's colder this time, Mira. We must be close!" Ivan's voice was drowned out in the sto 

'Keep your eyes open, my friends. We don't know what awaits US within." 

"Whatever it is, we haven't come this far to fail now!" said Braline. 

hadow in the distance. 

.. - - - - - . - 
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o! I would not take the ring from her! She wasn't Monika! She wasn't my daughte 

But it was far too late and I knew I would take the ring and surrender myself t o  the 
fiend. I had been alone in the wilds too long, craving the embrace of my daughter an 

I was a warrior ofJoan and ... 

No! I was Emulaan, Fallen and Free. I struggled to recover my own identity as Akasha, 
cruel in her visions, sent me careening down into the darkest of tides. Innocents 
screamed about me and I resigned myself to another life of utter damnation ... 

I looked out over the rail before me, its bony structure supporting my weight. Far 
below, the figures of human serfs slaved away, digging up the graves o f  the dead in 
order to complete my palace. I kissed the wall of my private chamber and it quivered 
with delight. "You are almost complete, my love" I whispered to it. 

I let my hand run along the wall, feeling its supple texture and alluring folds offlesh. 
This 'eve, in these days o f  eternal darkness, I was to meet with my Lord Prince. I was 
sanctioned to impose my rule upon several lesser Iv'chet of the House Sangis and was 
expecting my status as Count to be promoted to  Duke. Oh, how naive I was. 

I stood before my Prince, his perverse form pleasuring itself with a multitude of  
appendages that formed and disappeared in a chaotic rhythm. His voice was like 
honey, coated with sweetness, yet the words themselves stung me like thorns. 

'Eshlazi Yrthranivak, Count ofthe House Sangis. You have been accused by the 
Melanis spies of consorting with an enemy. Is this true?" 

'Only for my own benefit and that o f  your domain, my Lord," I replied. 

'Who are they?" The question was a test. If it had come to this, then the Prince 
already knew who it was. I had to answer truthfully. 

"It is aJoanite who acts against his people, my Lord. A Templar." 

"Acts against his people! In the same way that you act against us?" 

"No, my Prince. I wouldn't dare work against you. You are divine." 

'...and all knowing. Speak to me ofthe Hunters, Joh'an!" 

against me and my own spies were useless in providing me any information that this 
was going to happen. Any arguments I proposed were going to be futile. I quickly 
scanned the room for any Z'bri that may have had reason to hate me. There were 
many, but one ofthem stood out against the othe rs... Mahakala. 
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The Koleris guards kept me bound, and the iron brand marked with runes kept me from using my Sundering to escape. 
With flowing cloaks that blew as though in a slow, constant wind, the Melanis Chainer approached me. I fought against 
bindings, but had neither the strength nor the will to resist their power. 

"You should have never sided with the losing faction, Eshlazi. The Hunters are a fading and fleeting mar in the face of  ou 
kind. Why do you hate us with such deep passion? We are not your enemy. If only Sk'ksul had known that you were 
responsible. That you told the Crusaders where his scouts were located. He would have killed you himself, I am certain. 
But, I know how to save certain pleasures for myself." He let out a chuckle. 

"You are misinformed, Mahakala. You have no idea what this all means. It is larger than you and your dark dealings. It is 
larger than the Baron himself a d  even the Fatimas and their Tribes. The Hunters will prevail in spite of my Chaining, I 
assure you that." I began to slowly draw upon the essence of  the Sundering despite the torture of my bindings. 

"You are in no position to speak of prevalence and victories. You are a fool, Eshlazi. You were a fool to follow the Baron 
and you are a fool now." Mahakala slithered to a fiery red hearth. He reached into the flames and pulled forth a white-hot 
ring cast in silver. His chantingfilled the air, the ancient tongue of  our kind forming words and incantations of  evil. Once I 
used to find those words appealing and pure, but now they rang like poison in my ears. 

The hearth burst forth with fingers o f  flames, each time inscribing upon the ring a new set of runes. They were fluid strokes 
that glowed with a green light, etches that spelled out my doom. The Koleris guards were turned away from the ritual, but 
I looked on, never averting my eyes for a single breath. My timing had to  be perfe ct... 

A tearing noise cleaved the air a3 the reality of this realm tore at its foundations. The Seed was making itself known 
through our Sundering and its aura was immense. The flames from the burning human fat turned a brilliant blue hue within 
the braziers around the chamber. The skulking shadows of other Melanis ritualists lent Mahakala their dark essence as he 
continued the chant. He approached me, the ring held before him, clasped within his claw-like hands. 

"Mahakala," I said, allowing my Atmosphere to  sink into him. *Will you allow me to leave this place without one last 
pleasure? I owe you so much fck showing me the true path. I cannot leave this body without one last touch. Come to me 
Mahakala. You are my salvation!" He came closer and as he did so, I released all o f  my energy into a single, desperate 
attempt. 

My will surged forward, sundering all before it. I was a mighty Sangis, Soul Thief of repute, and I would not be denied. I 
grasped hold of  Mahakala's body for a single instant, just enough time for me to complete the possession. I uttered the 
chant, but this time the words were backwards, the inflections opposite to his own. 'Maro'oh sukta nay se Bag'wan hum- 
to". Mahakala fought to regain kontrol of his body and I let him. It was the last place I wanted to be. I exploded back into 
my own shell and a thunderclap'ripped the air. 

His cloaked form twisted where:it stood, his skin and bones wrapping into a vortex that spun through the air. He screamed 
in agony, the sight of it causing me to hesitate in my escape. It was so beautiful! Mahakala's energy flew out of him in all 
directions, striking one of the Koleris guards with a force that destroyed her instantly, her flesh melting from her bones. I 
covered my eyes with a thin membrane and turned the joints of my knees in the reverse direction. I crouched and sprung, 
gliding on my wings down the thin hall. An explosion o f  pure energy followed behind me and I toppled into the ground. 

A funnel rose up from the catacombs o f  the Melanis stronghold ahead o f  me. I extended a series of ridges along my 
forearms and began the ascent, realizing that from this day forward, my life had changed ... forever. 
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sky-realms had been my home for many years. I was a Joh’an, not by my own 

Spirit Realm. There hadto be a way to re-open the Fold. It was my eternal quest to 
understand what happened when the Nomads forever closed us off in an attempt to  
reset the balance o f  creation. 

I acted against my kind now, not out of necessity, but out of choice. The Hunters were 
hunted, yet we always stayed ahead of the game. Except now, that game was coming 
to a close. The signs were beginning to show themselves: the Prophecies spoken 
among the outcasts of  the Tribes, the fluxes in the Dream, and the ever present 
question as to  what may come. I found myself lost in thought as I rung the last drops 
of  life from the child before me. I stared at his silent body, a thankful whisper lingering 
on his lips for allowing him to die, 

I wondered why the things we did as demons were so different than the actions o f  the 
humans. I had never come to understand the difference. The acts o f  sex and love were 
thought of as pure, yet when I mimicked their movements and words, they cringed 
from me. Why could I not comprehend what it was to  be human? To know what love 
is? Did the dead child in my arms love me for giving him the gift of death? Perhaps it 
would take me an eternity to learn these things. An eternity I didn’t have. 

“My Lord, there is news o f  the festival. The signs have shown the coming. The date is 
near.” The serfspoke with a heavy lisp and her voice was hushed and coarse. 

the time has come at last. Is it returning to us then?” I asked. 

es, my Lord. The spies have told us that the Fallen await its arrival even as the Tribes 
are ignorant to its meaning. So it is said.” 

‘Have there been more bodies? Any word of the dead absent of their eyes?” 

“Yes, my Lord. He is coming, also.” 

‘Good. I am ready.” I gazed longingly at the smooth skin of the serf, her breasts full 
nd rich. “Now come here, my kitten. I must reward you for your good service.“ 

I swept the serf into my arms and carried her off to my private chamber. I had many 
preparations to attend to, but first I needed to partake in the simple pleasures of lust. 

_ _  - - - - - - - - - - 
3- 
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2. Emlaan an6 the Ring 

My confidence surged as my identity returned, and with it the prospect ofhope. The 
fiend Mahakala was not without enemies. It could be defiated and there was one, 
although vile in its own right, who worked against the Ring and Fortress. 

Akasha swept me along again and I kllanew. lswam through the waves ofthe past 
and the currents ofthe present, and the hture opened up ahead ofme. In legend, all 
time is one and I knew I was to live eventsyet to come. None could prepare me, 
however, fbr living my own hture ... 

i .  

From the writings ofEmulvn the Po& 

The Dahlian Caravan o f  the Beautiful Severance was entertaining the crowd with an 
amusing play. Their dancers and actors flipped and floated across the stage, much to 
the merriment o f  all who watched. Jugglers balanced on poles and passed flaming 
swords to each other, toying with the audience. They pretended to falter, only to 
recover seconds before a disastrous folly. The Watch patrolled the massive grounds as 
well and I was careful to avoid their scrutinizing eyes. I was as unimposing as a Fallen 
could be, but the attention of a Watcher with a flair for cruelty could ruin any attempt I 
had o f  discovering what was going to  occur. 

My task was simple but far from easy. I needed to wait for the evening to arrive and the 
Festival of  Closing to get underway. We had studied the scrolls and the words upon 
them to  help us prevent what we knew to be inevitable. I pulled my cloak tighter 
around myself and passed between a couple of Terasheban Advocates. They were as 
dangerous as any Judge as far as the Fallen were concerned. Maybe more so, as they 
each had something to prove. I didn’t look up at them and the spectacle around us 
held their attention, enabling me to pass by without harm. 

There were several gazebos set up by the Magdalites, offering everything from 
pleasure drugs to finer, more personal services. I walked by the ornate constructs 
without a second glance, resisting the alluring smells of perfumes and the sight of  soft 
bare skin. 

A group o f  Agnites ran by me and I stopped for a moment, recalling the horror the 
children underwent as victims o f  the Melanis Possessor. The children were so innocent 
and full of life. The thought o f  it lent me determination, the strength to accomplish my 
duty. I reached into my pouch and felt for the weapon I had brought along. The touch 
of it calmed my nerves. 

I climbed a series of stairs that would provide me an advantage in the crowded festival 
grounds. I scanned the land below me and saw the vastness of the festivities. They 
must have spread for at least a click or more through the streets of Bazaar. There were 
hundreds of  merchants, guards and entertainers milling among the wares and stalls. 
The sun was bright in the sky and the light illuminated banners with brilliant colors an 
symbols, each representing a family, clan or tribe. 
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of the Tribes o f  the Nation were present at the Festival of the Closing and I knew that : 
low, there were Fallen partaking in the amusements. The risk was high, but it is difficult 

he festivals throughout the year, the Fallen would join in. Unfortunately, some ended up I 
Terashebans and the Watch. I myself was at risk, but again ... history was going to be madc 
the telling of such things. Except this time, I was involved. 

n 

I waited till the ceremonies for the Closing began before leaving my safe perch atop the bi 
descended the stairs into the crowds below. I navigated through the masses and managec 
the main stage. The Dahlian Caravan chosen for this year’s festival was presenting a play tl 
the Fatimas as our saviors and guides. I wasn’t watching the play, however. I was inspectir 

It wasn’t long before I saw her. She had the face o f  an angel. I started moving towards her 
crowds. I was within a few feet when she saw me. 

“Emulaan, I knew you would come.” She escaped from my grasp seconds before I could r 

She ran into the darkness of an alley and I hesitated before I entered. I placed the lantern c 
needle from my pouch. The vial held a clear fluid that could kill a person within seconds. \ 
would work for certain on a Z’bri, but I knew Mahakala was trapped in the shell ofthis hur 
vulnerable and allow us to prevent the plans he had for Vimary. 

I slowly entered the alley, staying close to  the wall. My breath was caught in my throat anc 
heard her voice, “Emulaan, you will be mine!” 

I spun around, my arm coming down in a stabbing motion, the deadly poison drippingfrc 
caught my arm and flung me against the wall, her other hand wrapped around my throat. 

“You shouldn’t play with sharp pointy objects, my sweet. You could get hurt.” She squeei 
harmlessly to the ground. 

I choked to get some words out. ‘Mira ,... fight it ... you’re ... stronger than ... it.” 

“Oh no, Emulaan. You see, she promised her daughter that she would take the ring as a r 
her dear Monika again. Mira doesn’t wantto take it off, Emulaan. She likes it.” Mahakala c 
near ... the Fortress will be here soon and all of  Vimary will suffer under my control.” 

I fought to scream for help. There were so many people only feet away on the busy street 
ok in the alley where I was trapped. 

w take the ring, Emulaan. You are my chosen one. Through you I will have the influer 
e. They will follow me under the words ofJoshua’s Prophecy and then, my plan will bc 
been waiting for you for a very long time.” 

I closed my eyes to keep from seeing the ring on Mira’s finger. I knew o f  its evil and what i 
hat I would become if I succumbed to its bewitching qualities. 

ake the ring! Take the ring! You are the chosen.” Mahakala screamed at me. 

e doesn’t want the ring!” said a seductive voice from the street. I managed to turn my t 
gaunt figure with straight white hair that flowed to his waist. He looked so pristine, so allul 
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2. Exlaan ax? the Ring 

tidst the chaos of the crowds 
resist laughter and fun. At all 

ased off or imprisoned by the 
ind my life was given over to 

cling. I lit the lantern and slowly 
3 secure myself a clear view o f  
t showed the importance of 
the crowd for my target. 

bushing my way through the 

.ch her. I gave chase. 

the ground and pulled the 
ruka never told me whether it 
in. It would leave him 

i y  heart raced with fear. I 

, the tip ofthe needle. She 
psped for air. 

1 my arm and the needle fell 

iinder. So she will never forget 
itinued. “Besides, the hour is 

i d  none o f  them turned to 

I need over all of the Eighth 
:omplete. You see, my sweet, I 

epresented. Worse, I knew 

id just enough to see a tall, 

1g. 

i 
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Mahakala, in the body of  Mira, turned to look at his enemy. 
mind you. I have ensured that the Fortress will manifest this 
the manner you always should have ... in your death!” 

“Let the human go. This is our battle.” 

“So, you have found me at last, Eshlazi! You are 
night, here in the heart o f  Vimary. Then, you will 

‘Ahh, so we have a soft spot for humans now, do we? No, I will save this one till I finish with you.” 

I felt a tingling sensation run from Mahakala’s arm and into my spine. I collapsed to the ground in a fit of pain, the strengt 
gone from my muscles. I watched as the two fallen Z’bri nobles faced each other in mortal combat. Mahakala unsheathed 
the Templar Crusader’s sword and held it menacingly before him. Eshlazi summoned claws from the flesh o f  his human 
vessel and awaited the assault. A flurry of strikes and blows were administered by each of the beasts, each enough to strik 
down the strongest human. Blood and flesh was torn from their bodies, and the power of the Sundering could be felt all 
around. Mahakala’s sword arced through the air and tossed Eshlazi into the wall with tremendous force. He shouted som 
words of  an evil tongue at Mahakala, as hot blood exploded from his mouth and eyes. 

Eshlazi gathered himself and whipped his arms outwards. Razors the color of  ivory hurtled at Mahakala and struck him 
along the length o f  his torso. The razors began to spin, tearing through the opposite side o f  his body. I turned my 
attention to saving my own life and painfully tried to reach for the needle that lay inches from my face. I didn’t have an 
ounce of  strength left with which to grab it. I felt blood splatter my face as Mira’s body fell to the ground. 

“By the Fury ofJoan, I will slay you!” yelled a third voice. I saw an armed figure rush by me and run headlong into Eshlazi. 
It was Ivan, Mira’s most trusted warrior. 

“No ...” I couldn’t raise my voicd above a slight whisper. Eshlazi was trying to stop Mahakala, but all Ivan could see was that 
his Captain was injured and bleeding. I had no way to warn him that the person he was trying to save was all but gone. I 
heard a cheer from the crowd in the street, oblivious of the battle at hand and the danger that hung over their lives. We 
had to stop the Fortress from coming. If Mahakala had wrought control o f  it as he had said, all would be lost. 

My finger twitched as I fought against the Sundering that still lingered inside of me. I gained control o f  my hand and it 
sloppily dug into the dirt and pulled my body forward, jumping and jerking in its movement. I felt the cold vial underneath 
the palm o f  my hand and clenched my fist around it. Mira’s body lay still, just feet away from me. I saw the ring placed on 
her middle finger. To my horror, the wounds upon her body were healing. I hastened my struggle. 

I reached her body and lay on top of her. I placed the needle against her neck and whispered a prayer to the Goddess to 
keep her soul from harm. Tears ran down my face and just as I was about to pierce her skin with the needle that would 
surely kill her, a deafening roar shot across the sky. 

I rolled onto my back and looked up. The night sky was radiant with a red glow and the clouds moved at an unnatural 
pace. As I lay there, a snowflake fell on my cheek. Tears flowed freely from my eyes and I wept. I saw the injured form o f  
Ivan fall to the ground, his eyes Still and vacant. 

I glanced back at Mira’s body, which was quickly being covered with snow. In my hand, the ring shone just as brightly as I 
slipped it onto my finger ... 

F 

5J 
v 

My screams echoed through the River of Dream and I felt Akasha leave me. The River began to drain from my mind and 
the Spirit of the Akasha returned itself to the scrolls upon the pedestal in the basement o f  the Shelter. I could feel Mari- 
Anne speaking to me in a soothing voice, calming me from the ordeals I had just witnessed. I strained to get up but 
succumbed to the fatigue that ncked my body. 

I looked into Mari-Anne’s eyes before I fell into unconsciousness and whispered to her, “It was a warning. He’s coming ...” 

i. .......................... ...................... .. ...................... .. ... ... .. ....,. ... ... ... ... ... ...., . .... .. .. ...,....... ... ... ..................... ... ... ........ ... ... ... ......................... .... ....... ...- .... ........... .... .... ... -....... 
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ds can be a very useful tool in any Tribe 8 game and they 
ly serve an important purpose in its fictional society. 
, using the device of tales around a campfire or in a Dive 

ce the sense of  community that is critical to a successful 
help enhance the tribal atmosphere of the game and 

ne excellent way of  doing this is to use legends and stories to 
reshadow upcoming story arcs. lfyou want to have the cell 

H'I Kar later in the cycle, a prominent storyteller 
art of the Legend of  Ra'Ham (Tribe 8 Rulebook, 

rly scenario. This would set the stage for the 
nts to come. Similar stories can be told about the Keepers, 
River o f  Dream, the Outlands or many other scenes of  

rs get notoriously antsy when asked to sit back 
ry, though, so make sure to  keep the tales 

relatively short. Another good option is to prepare a handout, \ 
to be read between sessions. That way the Players can "listen"- 

own time and keep playing time for action 

game between sessions. The entirety o f  
ook can be used in just such a manner. 

ther option is to actually play out a legend or two. This is 
used in a longer cycle, since it will necessarily entail a 

rgence from the main plot, but it can be very rewarding. 

as the added advantage of keeping the 

sumes the role of  a character in the legend and 
e story almost like a regular game session. You 
e legendary character ahead of  time and you can 
limitations on the plot so that the legend comes 
one Player that her character should sacrifice 

t is perfectly acceptable, for example, as long 
r Circle knows this is a legend they are reliving 

tit will have repercussions in the future. This technique is 
Ily good if you want to create parallels between the 
cell and a group of legendary figures - the Players will 
with their new roles and remember what happened to 

rdless of  how you do it, using a sense of the legendary in 
will be very rewarding. It will add an epic atmosphere 
einforce a sense of  destiny. The rest of this chapter is 
to  helping you do just that, providingyou with clues 
might be telling stories in Vimary and Hom, and 

rces to go with the legends in the previous chapter. 

- _ .  
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O R I F S  A R F  T O I D  

J i i  

j2%t Sto ellers are among the most important people in the 
societies of  Tribe 8. They may not be the warriors who man the 
battlements, the Fatimas who freed the camps, or the explorers 
who venture into the Outlands, but they keep their society 
together. By telling others of the heroic feats of  the bold few, 
they keep their tribes and nation strong. They teach the young 
many lessons and prepare them for the dangerous world outside 
their families and homes. Without these storytellers, no tribe 
could survive, no traditions could be established and no future 
would be possible. 

Vimary is a young and dangerous place, and even storytellers 
may be active players in its destiny. Some of those who convey 
legends are also warriors, ritualists or explorers themselves, 
although they may be approaching retirement. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
S ' r O R Y T F I  I F R S  I N  V I M A R Y  
i.." d! 

.?&I storytellers usually tell ofthe glory days of  Liberation, the 
horrors of  the Camps, or occasionally, o f  the madness o f  the 
World Before. Their stories often glorify the Fatimas and 
underline the Sisters' importance in every Tribal's life. Like many 
older folk, they often feel that the new generation of  tribals are 
somewhat lazy and need to be reminded of what their elders 
sacrificed for them. Prominent storytellers include: 

.,;+. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
P A ~ A S T A S I A  A A R O N  
>A; 'a! 

%& of a mouthpiece for Dahlia Herself than an actual 
storyteller, Anastasia nevertheless conveys many lessons to  her 
own tribe and to others who come to see her perform. She is 
the lead actress in many Passion Plays and these are her main 
venue for telling tales. She usually tells stories of  illusion and 
trickery, encouraging the audience to be wily and mistrust what 
they see. (See Tribe 8 Rulebook, p. 48.) 
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‘ b>e an Evan leader, Benjamin is now under house arrest in 
Criffentowne because of  his sympathy for the Fallen. Unable to 
leave, he often receives guests who listen to his many stories. 
Benjamin talks about the creation ofthe Tribes and the 
atmosphere of  understanding that allowed Eva to accept 
refugees from the camps into Her flock. His stories are often 
warnings against intolerance and critiques of  the current Grand 
Council. (See Tribe 8 Rulebook, p. 53.) 

\ 
........... { 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

F F I S H F R  K I N G  

a prominent High Judge ofTera Sheba, Hamrak Slade’on 
(a.k.a. The Fisher King) has retired to a lone tower in the 
Sunken City where he welcomes visitors. Many young 
Advocates and judges come to see him when the tension of  
their callings becomes too much and they need to regain 
perspective. His tales draw heavily on the years that immediately 
followed the Liberation. when Shebans were more active in the 
struggle against the Z’bri. His use of Tradition allows listeners to 
almost relive these tales - tales that often lead them to reflect 
on their own blind loyalty. (See Virnary Sourcebook, p. 44.) 

untain of a man, this joanite Teacher rules one of  the 
even Fingers, where he trains young warriors. His lessons ar 

often harsh, but he embodies the legendaryjoanite sense of  
duty and sacritice. His tales are of the first generation of warri 
and often feature Joan Herself on Crusade. He has little 
tolerance for politicking and often criticizes the Terashebans. 
(See Vimuy Sourcebook, p. 94.) 

eldest of all Yagans, Crandmtre Decembre is surely the 
most beloved storyteller on Vimary. She tells ofthe days when 
the Fatimas arrived, and the hope they brought with them. Sh 
speaks with a light voice and humorous tones that belie the 
fearsome aspect of the Tribe o f  Death. She welcomes visitors 
from other tribes and has been known to share tales with 
Fallen. (See Virnary Sourcebook, p. 100.) 

the 
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o f  the leaders of the secret tribe of  Mary the Forgiver, Cana 
oves through the Seven Tribes largely unseen. She occasion- 

tales in Bazaar and Playground, speaking of Mary’s life 
death. Her tales usually serve to gauge reactions among 
, looking for signs o f  another Marian awakening to her 

e. Her stories are all tinged with sadness, because she still 
e loss of  her Fatima very strongly. (See Tribe 8 Compan- 

udes toward legends and stories of  the past vary 
ch of  the five Outlooks see legends differently, 
of their differing priorities. Doornsaycrs are the most 
with legends and always look to  the past for 

ons of the future. They are most concerned with stories 
shua and His prophecy, but all tales that may provide 

ofthe future interest them. Lightbringcn are more 
ned with the future and usually tell stories ofthe nascent 
Tribe in an effort to create a cohesive mythology for their 

new nation. Herita are usually more concerned with action, but 
relish in tales of  Tribal or Fatimal treachery and evil. Any story 

II back their view that the Fatimas must be destroyed is 
lly embraced by the Herites, regardless of  veracity. 
, if anything, are more active than even Herites and 

Joanites in their number, however, has translated into a growing \ 
tradition of heroic tales designed to  strengthen the heart against 

rors to  come. Finally, the young Children oftilith have - 
ed storytelling like few others. Even though the time of 
just past, the Children’s tales are full ofthose uglory 

e little time for stories. The large number of  Fallen 

and the exploits o f  the Fallen Fatima. 

e all else, Fallen are individuals, and the above stereotypes 
scratch the surface. There are Doomsayen who have little 

e for stories and Jackers who collect heroic sagas. 
ng are some of the more prominent storytellers on Horn: 

41 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
U K A  T H F  W R A I T H  +\ 

Perh ps the leading storyteller o f  all Fallen, this ancient 
Doomsayer and Fallen Yagan tries to warn young exiles about 
the struggles ahead. She talks ofthe Prophecy ofjoshua and of 
the Ravager’s ways when He still walked the land. She has been 
weakened by her ordeal during the time of  Lilith and her 
storytelling has become less frequent and more apocalyptic. 
(See Tribe 8 Rulebook, p. 104.) 

N - H A D F S  8 H A I O S  
v, 
%hetwo Guides on Horn often use storytelling in their efforts to 
teach young Fallen about the ways of Synthesis and Spirit. Halos 
is the less skilled of the two, generally giving lessons in a didactic 
manner. Den-Hades, despite her cackles, is a skilled raconreuse 
and often speaks of the early days of the Tribes and of the 
Nomads. Both Guides seem to suffer from a certain guilt, 
however, and tales ofthe past are almost painful to them. (See 
Tribe 8 Rulebook, pp. 100 and 82.) 
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,. / - 
Thebeautiful young "Poet of the Fallen" is in the process of 
writing a grand epic of  the Eighth Tribe, inspired by the journals 
and memoirs of  his lover Altara Ven. Deus regales audiences 
with tales of their fellows, often using seductive tones only a 
Fallen Magdalite could produce. Deus has a hedonistic streak, ' 
however, and months can pass between stories as he gives into 
his urges. (See Tribe 8 Rulebook, p. 106.) 

scaped-Serf-cum-Doomsayer often tells tales of  horror 

W E , A V I N G  I, E M U L A A N  A N D  T H E  

nds presented in Chapter Two of this book are 
to be run as either stand alone quests or as a joint 

narrative, tying all of the stories together into a mini-cycle. The 
following sections give you ways to  incorporate the legends i 
your existing cycle, supplying information on the people, I 
and events that take place. There will be several hooks to 
Player cells involved in the stones and possible outcomes 
end of  each legend. The stories can play out as they did in 
Emulaan's tale, or be manipulated to your liking. 

The legends can be set at any point within your current cycle 
and many parts can be easily adapted to be used as flashbacks 
flash-forwards or Vision Quests (especially the Ritual of 
Akasha). The non-linear nature ofthe legends allows the 
sequence of events to be manipulated with ease. The Weaver's 
Scmn and Assistant (pp. 3-8) gives excellent advice on how to 
use advanced Weaving techniques, such as shifting the passage 
of  time and cyclical play. 

other parts ofyour cycle as allies, enemies, contacts, or any 
number of other roles. The characters can be used at any time 
and slotted into the storyline to fit your cycle and quests. It is 
good idea to weave the characters into your stories at an earl 
stage so the Players are familiar with them. Creating 
relationships early on, before the character is needed in resp 
to the quest, allows a seamless movement from the cycle's 
backdrop story to the legends. 

The character statistics and the descriptions given correspon 
a time just preceding the relevant legend presented in Chapt 
One. They are not under any ill-effects or changes from the 
events in the stories, unless you see fit to make it otherwise. 
may use them as described, or in an entirely different fashion, 
feel free to add, subtract and change elements at will, making 
the legends unique to  your group's style of play and power le 

opens with insights into the backstory of events, providing 
information that has led up to the starting point in the legend 
Notes on the cast ofthe legend follow the backstory, givingy 
ways to use them in various ways and referring to their compl 
descriptions at the end ofthe chapter (or in other 
supplements). Some ofthe minor characters are not detailed 
because they are intended to  be replaced with the PCs (e.g. 
Jarick's cell in the Forgotnn Fottms). The next sections featu 
various prominent resources, such as key locations, 
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rganizations or events. Each description concludes with plot 
suggestions, including comments on how to hook the players 
nto the legend, what avenues and outcomes lead from the 

entual s&cesses or failures o f  the cell, and ways in which you 
n connect the quest to the other legends and create a 
mless cycle. 

aracter descriptions appear at the end ofthis chapter. 

ages 6 to 37 for the text o f  the legend. 

e beginning of  the Legend The Rirual ofAkasha, Emulaan 
Fallen Poet - is preparingfor a Quest into the River of 
m. Leading up to the story, he worked closely with Den 
s and Veruka the Wraith in readying the ritual to take place. 
an,  as stated, wishes to learn of past important events that 

ed shape the Nation and the people of  Vimary, in the hopes 
it will shed light on the future. He learns far more than he 
imagined in his quest, and gets caught up in a plot of epic 

oryteller figures amongThe cllen. These characters: although 
volved in their own plans and plots, can also serve as mentors 

ekitual ofAkasha brina together several of the important 

elders in a Tribe 8 cycle. They are perhaps best suited to 
mmunicate the history of the Fallen - and even the Seven 
bes - to the Players and their characters. As the Player’s cell 
comes more and more active, these characters will also 

read stories about the PCs. These tales can be an 
for Weavers to reward heroic action and punish 
cowardice. Once these characters are well 
a cycle as resources, Weavers can bring them to 

ter stage with great effect. If the PCs are used to telling their 
es to Veruka and Emulaan, how will they react if these elders 
me under attack? 

ation on Veruka the Wraitt~ and Den-Hades appears in 
be 8 Rulebook (pages 104 and 100, respectively). Details 

mulaan the Poet and Mari-Anne Melina appear on pages 51 

ed by Mari-Anne Melina, the Shelter is a safe house 
for Fallen of  every Outlook. There, the different cells 
recover from their wounds, whether physical or 

he Shelter is located by a grove near the walls of Horn 
e north side. It is a large house with three levels and many 

rooms. Mari-Anne has the aid of  many helpers, to  keep the place 
to help heal those seeking rest within. The 
a safer alternative to Junks, the oft-times 
eart of Horn and detailed on page 107 of the 
is frequented by the reflective among the 
oking for a good time usually prefer lunks. 

The Shelter’s grounds are surrounded by beautiful flowers and 
bushes, with winding paths to  wile away the days. There is a 
pond nearby where one can relax and enjoy the safety within the 
grounds ofthe Shelter. There are enchanted wards set up 
around the perimeter to sense Z’bri Atmospheres and other 
undesirable intentions - but one must be wary to stay within 
those boundaries. 

Injured Fallen who come to the Shelter recover on the 
uppermost level, which serves as a hostel with healers to attend 
the ill and wounded. The main level holds a large and warm 
common room strewn with comfortable pillows and couches. 
Poets gather here and tell tales and legends to awe and inspire 
their listeners. The kitchen is a favorite hang-out for the ever 
present Fallen, and is far from the violent and rowdy watering 
holes found elsewhere in Horn - such as Junks. It is relaxed and 
an abundance offood and drink can be had there. Of  course, it 
doesn’t accommodate those with more rowdy tendencies. 

The basement of  the Shelter is where Mari-Anne conducts her 
rituals and dream quests. Many of  Horn’s luminaries use the 
basement because they know that they will not be disturbed in 
their studies and Quests into the River o f  Dream. 

. . . . . . _ . . _ . . . . . . . . .  . . . . .  
F R I T U A I  O F  A K A S H A  P R O P F R  

:. ::;,*\ 
The itual o f  Akasha is a very dangerous and volatile ritual that 
can have massive negative repercussions on a novice or ill- 
prepared Dreamer. The Ritual’s purpose is to glimpse into the 
record of existence, to a place where all things are stored, into 
the collective memory ofthe Goddess. The Akashic Spirit is a 
necessary element o f  the ritual and a Dream Quest must be 
made to convince the Spirit to take part. This is a Quest in itself 
and can be played out beforehand, should the Weaver wish it. 
The Akashic Spirit must be convinced that the Dreamer is 
capable o f  carrying out the Ritual and that the motivation behind 
it will not harm the Goddess. This can be roleplayed as a 
conversation between the Dreamer and the Spirit, or the 
Dreamer must pass a Dreaming test against a Threshold of  7 to 
convince the Spirit. The Akashic Spirit is immensely powerful 
and beyond the scope of  statistics. If it is insulted or mistrusts 
the PC, then it will simply disappear, removing any hopes of  its 
aid in the Player’s quest. . 

Once the Spirit has agreed to  take part in the Ritual, the 
Dreamer must create a focus for it. Scrolls are a standard focus, 
for they allow the Spirit to record all of the events that transpire 
once the ritual begins. In order to take part in the ritual, the 
Dreamer must have a Dreaming Skill of at least 2, meaning that 
they are past the point o f  being considered a novice. They must 
also have a Ritual Skill o f  at least 1, the higher the better. Also, it 
should be noted that having ritual support from other 
experienced Dreamers is a sound investment when performing 
this and other powerful rituals (see RitualSupporr, pp. 162-163 
o f  the Tribe 8 Rulebook). 
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The Dreamer enters a trance and communes with the Spirit of 
Akasha. They then delve into the memory of  the Goddess, 
guided by the Dreamer’s motivations and goals. The dream 
quest will show very lucid and clear visions of past events, and 
allow the Dreamer herself to interact with those events. The 
Dreamer takes on the role of a person who was present at the 
actual experience, getting a first-person view of history. 
Meanwhile, the Spirit of Akasha is recording, upon the scrolls, 
everything the Dreamer witnesses. The nature of the visions are 
very sporadic and the scenes may change without warning, 
placing the Dreamer into an entirely new environment at a 
whim. These transitions, although abrupt, are rarely entirely 
random. Rather, the Spirit o f  Akasha guides the dreamer to 
follow a thread of  events or influence that even she may not yet 
realize exists. Weavers can also use the Ritual to hint at 
backstories and subplots within their cycles, allowing the Players 
to learn of situations they would not normally be a part of. 

, 
-1 

L’ 

Akasha into her cycll. The ritual itself is best ;sed to set the 
stage for other quests in the cycle, hinting at future events or 
sending PCs off in a new direction. If a Weaver wishes to use the 
ritual as part o f  a cycle based on Emulaan and the Ring, the 
visions participants receive should coincide with events in the 
other legends. The Players may witness a Tribal village being 
raided, as in The Forsaken, or see the Festival ofclosingturn 
into a winter nightmare. The possibilities are endless, and 
Weavers are free to use any devices they feel are necessary. 

Other possibilities include: 

Visions ofAkasha: There is an important ritual taking place at 
the Shelter, and Emulaan the Poet has invited the cell to take 
part in the proceedings. The P G  are unaware ofthe exact 
nature of their summons and are told of Emulaan’s purpose in 
much the same way he informs Mari-Anne and the others in the 
basement ofthe Shelter. The cell is to aid Emulaan as ritualists, 
but they end up caught in the visions as well. The Weaver can 
then use the sights and sounds witnessed to incorporate 
different aspects of events within the cycle. 

Caught in the Past In a variation of  the above scenario, the 
ritual continues to  go wrong and one or more person becomes 
caught in the memories ofthe Goddess. As the ritual ends, 
those characters are in a deep coma, stripped of their souls. The 
other PCs must undertake a dangerous quest to free their friend 
and journey into the tale itself, most likely by adopting the guise 
of other people in the tale. Can they rewrite history? 

Messengers in Dream: The cell has been asked to  go on a 
Dream Quest to contact the Spirit o f  Akasha on behalf of a 
patron Elder o f  Hom. The events that unfold and the power of 
the Spirit itself becomes an enlightening journey for those 
involved, revealing much of  their inner natures and destinies. 
The Dream Quest can also be a stepping stone for the cell 
members to learn new, and so far undiscovered elements of 
Synthesis and the River of Dream. 

, 
- .  

i s a g e s  11 to  15 for the text of the legend. 

Emulaan’s first vision allows him to re-experience the discovery 
o f  the cursed ring containing the soul of Mahakala, the Melanis 
Chainer whose evil pervades Emulaan’s tale. The poor Agnites 
in The Ring ofMahakala were completely taken by surprise by 
the intrusion of the Melanis Chainer. Leading up to the story, 
Mahakala was lost in the waterways of  Vimary. It was pure 
accident that Dagmar saw the ring that day, and unfortunate 
brought the evil that lay within it to the surface. The Agnites 
never knew what hit them. Much ofwhat occurred to bring 
Mahakala to such a fate was shown in An Act of Treason (pp. 
30-33). There he was tricked by Ghlazi, a Sangis joh’an, into 
chaining himself to the ring. The time in between that legend 
and The RingofMahakala is uncertain, although the Weaver c 
toy with exact dates to suit her purpose. 

maturing or dipping into madness. Perhaps the PCs’ reaction t 
her will decide which. If necessary, use the Agnite Barren 
archetype, although these Children should have BLD -1 or -2, 
PSY +1 and some may have combat Skills at level 1. 

Mahakala itself is the villain of this entire cycle of  legends. His 
background and game statistics (as well as those ofthe r ind 
appear on page 54. 

und contains a vast network of  mazes and tunnels for 
to get lost in, but they have always preferred playing 

that lead to the sunken city. Agnites are found here at all times, 
but they may be difficult to see. Dahlia gave a gift to Agnes one 
year which allows the Red Can and its surrounding woods to  
shift - ever so slightly - so that only an expert could navigate 
the same way twice. It supplies endless days of  enjoyment to the 
Agnite Children, and even some of the Barren sneak in for a 
good game of  hide-and-go-seek. Of course, when they’re 
found, they aren’t dealt with very nicely. 
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t these events can be modifidd and become the center o f  
rent quests. If Weavers wish to  use the entire cycle of  
esented in Chapter One, it is critical that Mahakala 
escape this first encounter, but other than that there 

its. Whereas The Ritual ofAkasha served to 
coming events through visions, actively playing this 

serve as a terrjlingly real brush with evil. By the end 
t, the cell should know they are dealing with a 
and vile creature and be ready to take great risks to 

I Uncovered: The cell finds the ring in much the same 
eras Dagmar. Perhaps it washes ashore on Hom, or they 
during one oftheir trips to Tribal territory. The ring could 
up anywhere. Whoever takes possession of the ring 

succumbs to  its enticing qualities and may put it on. Once that 
happens, Mahakala will attempt to  Soul Steal the wearer and 
then slay their companions. lfyou want to  avoid making a PC 

to a killer, an NPC could find the ring. 

in Need: The cell encounters an old friend who is acting 
y. Unbeknownst to  the cell, it is actually Mahakala. He 
help in certain matters that will allow him to track down 

rn the truth about their ‘friend’ before it’s too late? 

into the Outlands. How the ring can 
is a mystery. Will they be able to 
before Mahakala takes another victim? 

Emulaan next vision brings him into the very halls of tribal 
wer, only to discover that the fiendish ring has beat him there. 

45 

” 
y. Unbeknownst to  the cell, it is actually Mahakala. He 
help in certain matters that will allow him to track down 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

..i.d 

’A DLrk Plan occurs at the highest levels of power in the Seven 
Tribes, among the luminaries of  the Grand Council and the High 
Judges of  Tera Sheba. Mahakala is playing a dangerous game, 
because the Sheban Eminence of Truth could expose him if he 
drew enough attention to warrant its use upon him. The 
characters in play here are among the most powerful in Vimary 
and the events of this legend can have repercussions across the 
Seven Tribes and into Horn. Certainly Mahakala’s manipulation 
ofthe Tribes into uncovering the Forgotten Fortress is one such 
example, but Weavers could easily have other intrigues come to 
plague their PCs. Mahakala’s murders may be blamed on Herites 
or even on the Player Characters themselves, for example. A 
Terasheban or other tribal in the halls of power may suspect 
Aramis or another of Mahakala’s victims and call for a secret 
investigation, one that could involve tribal PCs or victimize 
Fallen ones. 

Mahakala’s background and game statistics appear on page 54. 
Aramis is a prominentludge; use the game statistics for Verra 
Thaim’on (Tribe 8 Rulebook, p. 64) with KNO +1 and Synthesis 
level 1. High Judge Cylix Seth‘on appears in detail on page 95 of 
the Vimuy Sournbook, but can be assumed to have similar 
game statistics, although with level 3 Synthesis. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
O O K S  

can be used as inspiration for creating an 
investigative quest into the Judges of Tera Sheba and the many 
secret orders among them. The cell - in trying to discover the 
whereabouts of Mahakala after the previous legend - may 
have found themselves, of all places, at the steps of the Council 
Ruins. During their investigations, they may stumble across all 
sorts of hidden clues and trails leading them to uncover such 
orders as the Black Owls (a secretive order sponsored by the 
Owl totem) or the Crucible (an anti-Fallen conspiracy). Details 
on the Black Owls appear on page 84 of  Children of Lilith; for 
the Crucible, see pages 135-136 of the Vimary Sourcebook. 

The Weaver can also run a series ofsmall adventures that layer 
the plots within the Tribes, forming an intricate network of lies 
and secrets. What will the Players do with the information they 
gather and how will they escape those who wish to silence 
them? The legend is also very useful for a Tribal Quest Circle 
investigating possible heretics among the Grand Council and its 
entourage. 
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Mahakala, by this time, has used his influence among the Judges 
of Vimary to play the Fallen as sacrificial lambs in a plot that they 
have no real knowledge of. Jarick, a Doomsayer, was the 
candidate chosen for the job, and was manipulated into 
believing that he was on a noble quest to discover hidden 
wisdom that would lead the Fallen to brighter days. At the same 
time that the Terashebans were sending him false visions, 
Mahakala disappeared into the night, confident in the 
knowledge that his secret was safe, at least for a while longer. 

In the Skyrealms, Eshlazi became suspicious of  Mahakala’s 
resurfacing. He received news that individuals were being 
discovered murdered in the night with their eyes stolen from 
their sockets. Eshlazi became wary at this time and sent out 
several o f  his serfs to lend truth to his fea rs... that Mahakala still 
lived, and hunted for him. 

Emulaan’s vision, however, followed Jarick and his deadly 
encounter with the Fortress. 

and his cell are largely victims ofthe Fortress in the legend 
-as experienced by Emulaan, but this may not necessarily bethe 
case in your cycle. One or more members may either escape of 
avoid the Fortress and carry word of  its evil back to Horn. Jarick 
himself is detailed on page 55 and could be a friend, rival or 
acquaintance of the Player Characters. If he is a friend, his 
disappearance may launch the cell on a quest into the wilderness 
of the River of Dream. 

Even if the Fortress does claim the members of  his cell as 
described in Chapter One, that need not be their end. Spirits can 
remain strong within the River o f  Dream and contact the living, 
and one or more ofthese murdered Fallen could appear to a 
sensitive PC in dream. Again, these visions become all the more 
powerful ifyou establish a connection between the victims and 
the PCs before their untimely death. Even if they are rivals, a 
haunting should be enough to  motivate some investigation. If 
necessary, use the various Fallen archetypes forJarick‘s cell- 
mates. Statistics for the Koleris spirits who inhabit the Fortress 
appear on page 56. 

%e Forgotten Fortress was once a powerful Koleris Lord’s 
domain during the Age of  Camps. It lost much of its power in 
the beginning days of  the Liberation, and suddenly vanished 
across the fold, lost and forgotten. The Fortress did not cease 
to exist, however, as was thought among the Z’bri and the 
newly formed Tribes. It became a shadow realm, neither existi 
in reality nor in the Dream, but somewhere in between. It is 
likely to  have occurred due to  a Melanis attempt to  save the 
Fortress from destruction, but the exact truth is unknown, 
except to those Z’bri who were inside when it vanished. All 
those within, mainly Koleris Horde warriors and Melanis 
Diplomats, became chained to  the Fortress. It exists in its ow 
Dream Orb, appearing sporadically in different areas of  the 
Outlands. 

The Fortress manifests itself without rhyme or reason, a1 
it never appears more than a day’s ride from its previo 
The surrounding lands become increasingly cold, 
seasonal or weather patterns, transforming the a 
and icy landscape. Harsh winter storms, snow, h 
winds and the death of all foliage strip the land bare. The clim 
change is brought on by the collective Atmosphere ofthe 
trapped Koleris spirits, taking on the rage and anger of the 
beasts. It affects an area for kilometers around. 

Those caught within the Koleris Atmosphere suffer the effects 
exposure at a rapid pace unless they seek shelter. Unfortuna 
being caught in the shadow realm of the Fortress leads to o 
place only: within the damned halls themselves. 

Externally, the Fortress appears huge and imposing. It is almost 
three kilometers (clicks) in circumference and higher than on 
can see due to the harsh storm which rips arou 
entrance looks like a gaping maw, lined with teeth o f  i 
and metal. Within, the halls twist and turn in a chaotic 
leading to chambers and halls of immense proportion 
are pools of bodily fluids, mainly blood and bile. The 
architecture is jagged and hard, as though the walls themselves 
could be used as weapons. Any blood that falls on the ground 
or splatters the walls within the Fortress is soaked up and 
disappears. The walls seem to glow after it feeds, although its 
appetite is never sated. 

Those who enter are affected by the Koleris Atmosphere and 
in great peril o f  losing their minds to  fits of rage and insanity. 
There are also the ever present spirits of the Z’bri within that 
seek to destroy the intruders by engaging them in Spirit combat 
(see statistics on page 56). For the ill prepared and hapless 
travelers who enter the Forgotten Fortress, their lives hang 
loosely in the balance. 
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manifests, but Weavers are 
the requirements oftheir-- 
, for more on the Koleris 

- .- 

3. :.!e a TT e T R e  s o  v. r c e R 

A Deadly Pwagt: Tying into The Fonaken (pp. 25-29), the cell 
may be in alliance with Mira and her Crusaders, hoping that they 
can find and destroy the Forgotten Fortress. Any Fallen cell that 
acts violently against the Z’bri would be interested in destroying 
it, as would a Tribal Circle that is on the verge of  being 
banished. Perhaps they look to the Crusaders to save them 
before it’s too late. Defeating the Fortress could be considered 
a right o f  passage. 

A Cody Mission: The story of The RingofMahakala may be 
known to some, and word of its revival may have come to the 
fore. Either Cylix Seth’on or Eshlazi Yrthranivak may want to 
learn more of the Fortress and Mahakala’s plans before anyone 
else catches wind of  it. They may secretly set up their own 
expedition, either using a Fallen cell or a Tribal Circle, to learn its 
mysteries and secrets. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

, F F O R S A K F N .  ““a See ages 25 to 29 for the text o f  the legend. 

Emulaan’s next vision brought him into a rogue band ofJoanite 
Templars, led by a woman named Mira, who were on a quest to 
destroy the Forgotten Fortress. Ivan, at the start of the legend, 
saw the Fortress closer than it had ever been before. (“We saw 
it over the Horizon. It was there, Mira, we almost had it!” he 
stated.) The rogues, aside from their many other duties, 
regarded the Fortress as a major goal in their fight against the 
Z’bri. While the Templars carried out their duties, Mahakala 
made certain that his new host was going to play the perfect role 
in allowing him to both acquire a powerful vessel to face his 
enemy and safely lead him to the Fortress so he could take 
Control over the vessel’s movements and power. The host he 
+ad chosen to get him close to  the Fortress was the lost 
Templar’s daughter, Monika Kil’on. He had learned of  Mira and 
ier Crusaders from his contacts among the Terashebans, and 
nade haste to ensure he was in the right place at the right time. 
Uira, blind to the fact that her daughter was actually possessed 
y the thing she hated the most, fell right into the dark plan of  
:he evil Z’bri. 

_.. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
QIF C A S T  
:.+ 
fhe Squat and the rogue Crusaders who appear in The 
‘onaken can make excellent additions to any cycle that takes 
.haracters into the Outlands. There are many bands of  Squats 
here; Luther Boarhead and his armed and dangerous raiders are 
he most renowned, but there are some smaller and less known 
actions as well. Segal and his band are one such example. They 
re a nomadic group, and ifthey had failed to come across Mira 
nd her forsaken Circle ofTemplars, they would probably have 
een killed or assimilated by Luther’s clan a long time ago. Even 
iithout the presence o f  the Joanites they can make for an 
iteresting addition to a cycle. If the PCs are fighting Boarhead, 
egal could make an excellent ally, although his unsavory ways 
lay make the Players question whether Boarhead is really so 
ad after all. Background and game statistics for Segal appear 

on page 61. 
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. ~ .  ‘H.o‘o’K’s. . . . . . 

3. ?!e a v e r  R 8 s o u r  c e s 

The Templars can appear in almost any cycle that deals with the 
Joanites. They are an extreme example of the problem’s within 
the Warrior’s tribe. Abandoned thanks to  political maneuvering 
by Terashebans and others, they have not been wholly 
abandoned by their indecisive Fatima. And yet, they are not 
necessarily heroic, for without guidance they have embarked on 
a bloody war against all who they see as tainted - including 
innocent Tribals. Fallen Joanites might be able to  reform them 
intolackers, while Joanite PCs might be able to bring them back 
into the fold, but they have much to  account for. Background \ 

and game statistics for Mira and Monika appear on pages 57 and . 
58, respectively. 

-1- 

Moh of the encounters with the Crusaders Circle will take place 
in the Outlands. The cell may be present at a raid led by Mira 
and including the Squats. This could happen at a new Fallen 
village or an outlying Tribal settlement. The Outlands are vast 
and limitless in their expanse; one never knows who will show up 
next. The Squats and Crusaders travel with many tents and 
makeshift shelters that are easily set up and taken down as 
needed. Mira is careful to  not leave any traces of the group’s 
passing and has their tracks well covered. However, they may be 
seen and encountered by the PCs’ cell, although a scout will 
almost always spot any passers-by before they themselves are 
seen. The camp will then be warned and deal with the strangers 
(in this case the PG) in a neutral manner, looking for any signs 
of hostility or danger. Possible quests include: 

Againstthe Boar‘s Head: The much feared and voracious Luther\ 
Boarhead attacks the group of PCs in the hopes ofgaining 
some new slaves. The PC cell fights off the first wave, but are 
soon overtaken by the Squat onslaught. Mira and Braline, who 
see the attack taking place, quickly come to the decision to aid 
the PG. The Crusaders fight off Boarhead’s troops but now 
have an enemy ofgreat notoriety. How will the P G  repay the 
debt owed to their unlikely rescuers? 

Tcmplar Madness: A group of  Tribal PCs may be involved with 
setting up a new village on the fringes of  Vimary. Just as all 
seems to be going well, the village is attacked and must be 
defended. In the middle of  the pitched battle, one of  the P G  
sees Tribal markings upon a raider’s face and arms! Who are the 
attackers and why are they betraying their own kind? This 
scenario allows the Weaver to start a group of  Players as Tribals, 
only to banish them at a later date as they discover the truth 
about the Forsaken and the deals made to ensure that the 
Crusades were abandoned. As they discover the dark secrets 
hidden with the Terashebans and the Old Guard, they will make 
many enemies. 

Against the Fomcu: The PC cell escapes the Forgotten Fortress 
and is on the verge of  death after the ordeal. They are taken in 
by a band of Squats and discover the Crusaders living among - 
them. They are questioned as to what they witnessed within, 
and are invited to help destroy the Z‘bri Shadow Realm once 
and for all. 

The Cum ofthe Ring The PC cell has tracked the Ring of  
Mahakala to  the Outlands and discover it is among Segal’s 
Band. The cell investigates the group, trying to  find out who is 
possessed by Mahakala. Can they save Mira from her 
“daughter.” and will she listen to such outlandish claims after 
finally being reunited with Monika? Often the truth is hard to 
beliebe, an; the cell may have to  resort to some drastic 

This legend incorporates two time periods; the first occurring 
before the banishment o f  Eshlazi and the Chaining of Mahakal 
the second set in the present. The legends pull together and 
come to a head at this point, and many of the secrets unfold. 
Eshlazi’s flashback, his enemies (including Mahakala), betray 
his affiliation with the Hunters to  the Prince of his domain. 
Eshlazi’s subsequent “demotion” to Joh’an and sentencing to be 
Chained were quick and without mercy, in proper Z’bri fashion. 
As we know, Eshlazi escaped the Chaining ritual and fled to  th 
Skyrealms to fashion a new power-base under his own rule. 

Things went fairly smoothly for him for many decades, until 
word came that his ancient enemy had resurfaced. Eshlazi’s ro 
in the legends is often double edged. He is aJoh’an that has 
caused much harm to those he encounters, but his immediat 
task is to stop Mahakala. Therein lies the dilemma. 

la, seen here in the past before his imprisonment in t 
ntended for Eshlazi, is a good example of the Melan 

e n  very unlucky Player Characters might come into 
contact with. If you wish to make use o f  Mahakala at this time, 
use the statisti; on page 54 with the Physical Attributes of a 
Melanis Iv’chet. Weavers embarking on a cycle who wish to 
make use of  the cycle of  legends in Chapter One, could even 
start matters before An Act of Treason. If the PCs meet 
Mahakala before his Chaining, they may later have a true in ’ 
into the evil they are facing. 

A similar treatment would also be effective with Eshlazi, se 
up a difficult choice at the climax ofthis legendary cycle. Th 
may become aware of  his presence at an early stage in your 
cycle and see him as a major enemy, only to resort to using h 
knowledge and capabilities as an ally to  help them defeat a m 
dangerous enemy. The more heart-wrenching you can make 
decision, the better. 

many ways to use Eshlazi and his relationship with 
Eshlazi is a dark and brooding figure, cruel in his 
, but who occasionally can be helpful. His help, 

owever, always has a price. Some possibilities include: 
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;re are many ways to use Eshlazi and his relationship with 
Mahakala. Eshlazi is a dark and brooding figure, cruel in his 
attentions, but who occasionally can be helpful. His help, 
however, always has a price. Some possibilities include: 
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ng Hands: A stranger approaches the PCs and cryptically - 
zi, and he acts as a shadowy guide, helping the cell 

cover the danger that hangs over the land, a danger known as 
akala. He will give them clues and advice to help them piece 
ther Mahakala’s plans and actions, allowing the cell to do all 
e dirty work. Will they learn of  the stranger’s true nature 
if so, will they still help him destroy Mahakala? 

them that a great evil is rising in Vimary. It is actually 

s 34 to 37 for the text o f  the legend. 

s final vision is a terrifying glimpse into his own future. 

fate of Monika Kil’on is left undecided, to allow the Weaver 
in controlling the events and dynamics of the Legend. 
is waiting Mahakala to show himself, and is hidden within 
wds of people at the Festival. 

the P G  come in ... 
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_.4,1* ’Moh of the major players have been introduced within the 
previous Legends, but many folk with smaller roles will be 
present at the Festival. The Weaver can detail and include as 
many personalities as she deems necessary to make the Festival 
come to life. Including regular characters and subplots from 
your own cycle will also enrich the day’s events. Most o f  the 
Tribal and Fallen archetypes will appear in one form or another 
at the Festival. 

.,. . 
I-. F F S T I V A L  
4.. r :  

“%thbugh much smaller and less grandiose than the Liberation 
Festival, the Festival of Closing is an important time in Vimary, 
and enjoyed by many of  its inhabitants. The Festival is a 
ceremony showing respect to the Nomads and the ancestors 
from the Camps who gave their lives to close the Fold. Like 
most festivals, the Dahlians take care ofthe entertainment and 
perform several passion plays re-enacting the events that 
transpired so many generations ago. 

... ;A 

The Festival is traditionally held in Bazaar during the early 
summer, making it easy for all members of the Nation to attend. 
The Festival lasts two days and vanishes as quickly as it arrived. 
The first day is basically a large feast. Massive tables within 
colorful tents hold a wide variety o f  fruits, vegetables and meats 
for all to enjoy. That night, the Yagan Guild of  Mordreds, 
accompanied by the guidance and memories of  the Old Ones, 
create massive visions of  the Closing Ceremony. It is a sad and 
somber ritual, but the glimpses of  the horrors of  the past grants 
many participants renewed strength and zeal in their love for 
their Fatima. It is followed at midnight by a silent prayer for the 
sacrifices made by the Nomads. 

The Dahlians, who are normally dancing and frolicking 
throughout the festival grounds, are strangely quiet during the 
hours of prayer. For once, Bazaar is quiet. The next day, the 
Dahlians renew the festive air o f  the proceedings and most are 
ready to indulge in the entertainment offered after the previous 
night’s mass. 

The Magdalites set up booths offering various services and the 
soft caresses oftheir embrace. The Yagans tell people of their 
fortunes, but mainly hold quiet vigils throughout the grounds. 
The Evans bring an abundance of food and compete with each 
other for favorite dishes and savory desserts. 

The Joanites and Terashebans of  the Watch keep a constant eye 
on the entire Festival, looking for signs o f  Fallen and Squat 
intruders who wish to instigate violence and seed dissent. The 
Agnites run and play within all o f  the structures created for the 
site, and help the Dahlians with much of  the preparations and 
decorating. The Agnites especially enjoy the Festival o f  Closing 
because it represents a time before even the Fatimas existed, 
which makes the Youngest Sister feel more on par with Her 
venerable Siblings. 
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Yaean Fleshen have many different sedatives, elixirs and 

The second and final night o f  the Festival brings an elaborate 
passion play that lasts for four hours and involves all o f  the 
senses and many different Dahlian Caravans. The play itself is a 
proving ground for many new players and, during this time, 
Dahlia chooses which of  Her children will have the starring roles 
for the Liberation Festival in the following Spring. 

‘ 
3 

The Fatimas are not always present for the Festival of Closing, 
however, as the Festival glorifies a time before They existed. A 
Festival-goer may see a glimpse of one ofthe Sisters watching 
the passion play from a distance, with an inquisitive and curious 
look upon Her face. 

potionsuthat they use to furthdr their dark arts. A less well 
known, but equally important, aspect o f  their work is the 
creation of poisons. There are varying degrees of  toxins that 
they make and use, each one unique in form and function. This 
legend introduces a “no nonsense” poison that is intended for 
one purpose only - the death of the recipient. For poison rules 
see pp. 152-153 ofthe Tribe 8 Rulebook. 

PotcnW. 12-15 (depending on the creator’s ability) 

Eficctr: Fatal Toxin 

Onset Time 1 minute 

%ten Possaxd By: Yagan Fleshers, Assassins, Priests. 

estival o f  Closing can serve as the venue of countless 
auests and encounters, both related and unrelated to the sto 
o f  Mahakala. The Festival deals with the time before the Fatim 
and hence is popular with the Fallen and even with some of  th 
more mystically inclined Keepers. Possible events include: 

Secret Encounters: The Festival of Closing has arrived and m 
Fallen in Hom are risking attendance. The cell must evade the 
local authorities and sneak their way into the Festival ground 
will be a time where they meet up with old friends and family, 
forgetting all about the lonely lives they lead as the so-called 
Eighth Tribe. 

Emulaan’s Talc: Emulaan approaches the cell and tell 
the Forgotten Fortress and Mahakala 
into a new Age of  Camps. He needs t 
insane Melanis. but doesn’t know whi 
by the fiend. The cell must risk being noticed by the Watch and 
confront Mahakala, all before a devastating winter storm 
descends on the Festival, the last warning that the Forgotten - 
Fortress is not far away. 

The Daughter‘s Tak: Monika Kil’on survived Mahakala’s 
betrayal, and returns to  Vimary before the others. She uses he 
influence to warn the Grand Council of the evil that has 
returned. Raising the alarm would create anarchy among the 
populace, however, and a Tribal Circle must be formed to dea 
with the situation. Tribal P G  could be chosen for the role, 
unaware o f  the exact magnitude of the unfolding events. 
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was once a Terasheban Lorekeeper, and was 
d with the recording of history and law. Despite his best 

ions, however, Emulaan soon became privy to some of  
e Tribe. He learned ofthe Crucible 

er dealings that were, in his mind, morally 
He opposed certain judgments and found himself 
end ofan internal purge within the Tribe, which in 
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rs ago, Eshlazi was a Sangis Count under the Baron's 
was also a secret ally of the Z'bri group known as the 

ion of the Prince of his domain by Mahakala, and Eshlazi 
ntenced to be Chained to a silver ring, a gift to Mahakala 
Prince for loyal service. The Chaining ritual was 
pted by Eshlazi with the clever use of Soul Stealing, which 
im the opportunity to escape from the Ziggurat. 

nten. His affiliation with the Hunters was brought to the 

oh'an, Eshlazi was disturbed with the twisted state of his 
nd saw the true power that the Fatimas held in Vimary. 
devised a plan. He was working towards finding a way to 

tand humans and mimic their behavior, in order to gain 
r and influence among them. The exiled Sangis's ultimate 
as to use the humans to allow himself to cross the Fold. 

until he learned that his old enemy had&hced. Eshlazi began 

human form for himself. The body of  a Magdalite proved to be 
e most alluring and resilient o f  Ghlazi's t k t s .  He gave himself 

r to  Eshlazi in a ritual and lost his soul in the process. Eshlazi 
bonded in this body, which is slowly transforming to 
its damnation, and could only transfer into another one 
lengthy ritual. 

, ' , I  t 

~i Faction loh'an (tanrric) 
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always longed for the return of  the days when Tibor ruled. He 
wishes to use the power ofthe Forgotten Fortress to allow 
himself to  impose his rule upon Virnary and all of the 
surrounding lands, including the Ziggurat. He would like 
nothing short o f  controlling humans and Z’bri alike, forming 
new Age of Camps under his rule as Baron. 

The years of being trapped in a ring has driven Mahakala quit 
insane. He cannot stop himself from incessantly giggling at 
anything he finds even remotely humorous and has a paran 
of losing the ring that traps him, afraid that it may slip from 
finger o f  his host. He also has the habit of sneering at any 
AGites that he runs across. 

House: Melanis 
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me believe that upon their banishment, the laws and influence 

listen attentively to his words. He has a commanding and 
whispering voice that demands attention and respect. 

k: Doomsayer (Fallen Yagan) 

lights: Serious, quiet, insightful 
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ithin the Forgotten Fortress (see p. 46), and actually a part 

likely to be some Melanis spirits as well and others can be 
included ifthe Weaver sees it fit. To escape the Fortress, each 
individual caught within must overcome a Koleris spirit. To do 
so, they must enter the River of Dream and seek out an 
adversary. Should the PC ddcat the spirit, they will lapse into a 
deep sleep and awaken outside, wherever the Fomess 
manifested, although the Fortress itself will be nowher 
seen. Losing to  a Koleris Spirit traps the character’s so 
the evil place and they must be rescued by others at a 
This could be a Quest in itself, and Weavers are encoura 
use the Forgotten Fortress as a re-occurring blight to Vimary 
and the Outlands for sessions to come. 

House: Koleris (spirit forms only) 

Highlight: Savage, murderous 
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Tribals believe that the Crusades ended many years ago; 
he Z’bri are no longer the threat they once were. Little do 

inhabitants of  Vimary know that there are still a few Templars 
carry on the old ways, that the Crusades are still very much 
lity. Mira - once Mirabella Kil’on, a Templar Crusader of 

highest order - and her Circle are an example of  the lost 
Is who still take the fight to the enemy. 

as close to seventeen years ago when Mira accompanied 
n her last Crusade. She had much to look forward to in 
a young daughter, a loving husband, the cheering of  the 
upon her return, the glory of  battle and the fight for what 
d so dear. However, it was not to be. Mira and her Circle 
the midst of destroying a roving party of Chained Z’bri 

oan disappeared from the battle, lost in the dark folds of 
land. The Circle regrouped after defeating the Gek’roh and 

eturned to Vimary, where they realized they had been forsaken. 
he Crusades had been put to  an end by the Old Guard and the 

I 
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An orphaned child in a hostile land called Vimary, Monika gr 
up under the harsh guidance ofthe Terashebans, although s 
herself was ajoanite. She barely knew her parents, Mirabella 
Tulka Kil’on, the only real connection to them being her clan 
name. She was seven summers old the last time she saw her 
mother and father. She was told in her youth that her mother 
had died in a Crusade and that her father was killed by a Falle 
traitor. Monika grew up hating the Fallen for this reason and 
made it her personal duty to use any and all means necessary 
seeing to their demise. She was taken in by a harsh faction oft 
Terashebans known as the Crucible and was, at the young ag 
of eighteen summers, given responsibility within the Watch. 

Monika is not comfortable in her authority and she is quick t 
punish anyone that stands in her way. Those under her 
command fear her as much as those she passes judgment on 
She is looked upon warmly by Cylix Seth’on and Nostra Cuy’on 
alike, however, both of whom grant her freedom in carrying out 

. 
her duties. 

igor stepanovic (order #2203414) 212.124.174.7



I always obey Mira’s commands to the letter, making 
at no duty is left undone or forgotten. He will not 
ess it is necessary and should be close to Mira at all 

... unless she has told him otherwise. 

be: Joanite (Hermit Blade) 

lights: Loyal, quiet, trustworthy 
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h e  comes from a strong lineage of Templars and was 
ked afterJoan left their side. She was the last to admit tot 

events that transpired on the night ofJoan’s abandonment. She 
still believes that returning to Vimary and confronting the Grand 
Council would be the best option for regaining their status as 
members ofthe Nation. However, she would rather convince 
her companions to join her than abandon them in turn. 

Mira and Braline butt heads on occasion, especially when it 
comes to attacking Tribal villages, but she hasn’t found it with 
herself to act against her commander, and won’t, unless she 
feels her soul is in danger. She has little care for the Squats w 
the Crusaders is forced to interact with, although she does 
tolerate them to a certain extent. Braline was the one who m 
the decision that no members of the Sisterhood were to be 
harmed in the raids upon Tribal settlements, thinking that if su 
a crime were to be committed, the Circle would surely be 
banished without any hopes of returning to the land they once 
called home. 
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ikes to call himself Segal the Bold, but he is nothing more 
an a coward who hides behind the swords of Mira and her 

saders. He rules his Squat band solely because Mira lets him. 
helping his band achieve any great long term 

As long as Mira keeps supplying him with 
od and enslaved women, he is content. His 
also helps him to prevent the ever present 

d from enforcing his rule upon the band. 

nt decisions are made by Mira or Braline. The band was 
ed by Segal’s father, Ruser the Big, and then his elder 
Sogil the Stem. Both of the band’s previous chi& were 
Mira for opposing her plans. Segal rules with a 

s band is structured around him, but most ofthe 

anner, never really stepping in on major 
ns. Below him are three sub-chiefs who are more loyal to 

re is a secret group within the band, however, that are fairly 
lligent and have learned much from the Tribals in their midst. 

ey call themselves the ‘Water Stones,” and firmly believe that 
the River o f  Dream, but haven’t figured out 

hey are waiting for the dav that the 
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