


Magdalen t..lJ.e Lover, Eva the Mother a-m Babe 
Yaga the Crona were the tirst o! t..lJ.e Fat1..~ 
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very (1eep indeed, a"ld nO!"le of t.."'e t.."'ree 

tr1besare asmp1e as they appe8l'. 

~"ord of t."'e Fates serves as bot...., a oourcebooF. 
a."ld a Player'~ guide for t.."'e..o;e three 1!:Jpor-

ta."\t tr1~ Lee.r!"l t.."'e recreb; of t.."'e1r 
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!lOOt L"\fi.uent:1al ~e!:lbers; a"'ld get a gll.":lps8 
bto t..lJ.e dark."\ess t..lJ.at they try 8.."\d hlde 

fro:!! t.."'eir O'r.l.$Olves. Word of t.."'e Fates 1.1'! 
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the three tribes 
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lege!"lds of t."'e T"r1bes 
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"- Exploration 

From the Pen of the Satin Scribe: 

A good dan<:e, mal is a thing not to be mim:d. When the proud children of the Lover 
step onto the stage. it would serve you well to stop and attend, They watch us, in tum. 
as they dance; each step, each spin, each flutter of fabric in the Wind is deliberate and 
planned: each glance fTom their half.closed eyes gauged to send even the most cynical 
of us Into throes of the dilrkest pas!>ion. Even a misstep, a sour nOle in the moment, is 
rumed into an exquisite failing Ih:lt serves to strengthen the flames all the more. 

The sons of Magdalen can see into the bottom of your soul. and Her daughters will 
twist your dreams until you can bear the thought of nothing else but their touch. They 
harvest our desires, and plant the seeds of a new reality. Be wary not to bum yourself 
at their fires. love:, for you will never hcal. 

Obeisance 

From the lessons ofDtifting Feather: 

We must be strong: th:.t is the fi~t :.nd fullest lesson of Eva. We, who live so distant 
from the warmth of Her :.bundance, must m:.ke do with what we an. To do that. to 
till the fields and train the beasts of burden and raise the children, we must have faith in 
ourselves as well as our Mother. The tribe must be a wall with no break, a tree whose 
roots penetrate through to the very center of the world. Deviance and dissonance 
have no place here: as an apple with a putrid core makes the meal inedible, so does 
the misshapen soul destroy everything that we have been trying to build. 

Yes, I say 'we'. You and I are as much part of creation:.s Eva Herself. While She tends 
to Her will and Her children in Sanctuary and Bazaar, we do Her wor\<; in the outskirts 
and the villages. There is no sense in complaining when the wheat is ready to ha!\'est 
and the swelling storm clouds appear on the horizon. The other Tribes tum to their 
Fatimas in times of trouble or sorrow: out here, between the land and the sky, we have 
no·one to truly tum to but ou~elves. And so, we must be strong. 

\,. Rca lizafion 

From the Dreams of the Daemonseeker: 

We are the oldest of the Tri~. and at the same time the youngest; for with every 
night of dreaming, do we not end and begin anew? We are all creato~ and destroyers. 
weaving our endless cycles in a land with no beginning and no end. Yaga gives us this 
power, to explore and create as we see fit She truStS us to find ourselves within Her 
eyes, and Her sharp aress serves to point us in directions that we would never have 
imagined. 

We are tested. tried and judged in every moment of our lives. We e~ccl beu.use we arc 
driven to excel, and we are a formidable tribe indeed. We swim through the world 
~one, but at the moment of our greatest trial, She pulls us to Her and She brings us 
home. We arc truly loved. 
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word of the fa te.s 

rhr w .. rd ,,(th F~trs i> thr "'~Lmd 

,,( th~ w"rdbuu'" f"r thr Tribe II 

",~t..yins:g .. ne. 1t deUils che ",,,rll! 

o:J(the three "'dC'lt Trioo in the 

N~tio:Jn.: the trioo ,,( M~sdJlen, [vJ 

~nd s..b~ y~S~' This b..><.>k e)Cp~nlh 

"P"'" m~teriJI prCj(',urd in the nib.. 

g R"le"""k ~nd VlmJry, andgi"e$ 

WUvt'fS ~ntiJI mJteriJI ("r 

'rK<>rp<>r~ting the three tri~~ in!" 

'ycles.lS b"th PLopr .nd N"n.rt..ycr 

dur",U". 

The fim thrtc ch.pltrS m,,'" the 

"",rld "r Tribe II thr""sh tht tJl'J or 
the mernM""( lhe u.ru t .. ~~ in 

que, ti .. n, Jnd tht l.lSt three sivt' 

drtJiltd 'n{"rnl..lti.", "n h .. ", ~~c C" 

we th" ,n("rm, tion ",ithi" 1"'" 

SJme. Th, ,t""ics 1)(Cj('nled "'a~e 

thro"Sh ~nd .u"<,Wld e~;:h <!ther, 

m"ch.lS the thr(C tribes "f the FJICS 

inCer...,C · in sh~d"ws .rul ll1 silence. 
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f'Syghter and Tears 
<' ";" ". -, 
From the recollections ofMaret2 Deanakin, MagdaJite Concubine: 

I looked down at my grandmother's face, peaceful 300 untroubled. Mistress Deana is ... 
was a fine lover. privy to the secrets of the most hardened Joanitc and thc wilic~t 
Sheban. I'm proud to bear her n;une. 

The Flesher passed his hand over my grandmother'S eyes and turned to look at the 
Pellis Artisan next to him, who was already cnmining her knives, The sun reflected off 
the knife in her hand, casting a bright beam of light onto my grandmother's face. I 
sighed ilnd bowed my head, and Anshar began to strike the funeral gong. 

BONG! BONG! BONG! 

I was hurled out of my reverie; Eban had dropped three plates of steaming potatoes. 
My head was pounding, and the noise didn't help. I looked into the goblet of wine in 
my hand. deep red and lined with sediment. 

Anshar, sitting next to me, spoke: "Mareta, dwell not on the past, The future is ahead 
of you, and you have much to learn," He smiled and slid his hand up my thigh, 

I batted his hand away, "There's time for that later," 

Anshar lit up his irresistible smile, though his brow creased, "There is only now, You 
are young. but of age, and this is your first lesson, There is only now," He paused, 
"Now, look around you; what do you see?" 

A Sheban walked in from the meets of Bazaar, wearing a mask of disapproval, yet 
something in his face betrayed his lust Anshar was looking at him too. "The Judge? 
See how he walks, confident in his power. He lords it over the Tribes; his word i~ law." 
Anshar grinned. "Make no mistake, young Mareta, it is we who hold his reins." 

I shot a glance at Anshar, then at theJudge. Anshar ~poke again: 'We cany a heavy 
burden, my sweet, am:! I do not mean the lovers atop us. By the pleasures we dispen~e, 
we can bend even the will of the Fatimas' dosest confidants ... and where there is 
power, there are people who will do anything to control it, Does it surprise you that 
our poisons are deadlier than the Crone's touch, more Mlbtle than a summer br«ze?" 

I whipped around, shocked, and stared Anshar in the face. He must have read my 
mind, for he smiled and shook his head. "No, my little one, I did not kill your grand · 
mother. 50mebodydid, and I feel that I must avenge her death: she would be teaching 
you now. but for her venomed lips. She taught me, before I fully came of age and 
entered the ranks of the Sirens, am:! so I repay her by passing on her knowledge. I 
daresay that I surpass her in some re!.pCcts. No, Mareta, I do not boast: 

Tears came to my eyes and Anshar caressed my cheek. 'She was ... poisonecP" My 
voice cracked and my stomach felt as ifit had dropped out from under me. 

"I fear so. While it is unusual that a Siren should teach a Concubine, it is not unheard 
of. I can keep an eye on you and shape you, too. " 

He chuckled, "I might possibly enjoy myseff doing it." 
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Mareta De.makin, 

Magd.1lite C(.lflcubine 

ukt nuny M",:.:dJ!,trJ.. M.lI"eusrew 
Itp in Ihr Ildd. JIt''''''ltndms X'lbiJ, 
lended by b.nJ. A •• child, $he I~d 

J J<)nlewh.t shdl ~r~,1 exi.t~,,(~; ~ht 

grew up iS Il..,r."t .,flh ",,,,hi,,. · 
l i..,n.<.,f r,;I>..II&. rhiJ leA h~r 

",ilh. J<)me ",h~1 dilt""td view"f 
the ....,rld; $he " ften 'Cls..,n h~r 

id ... 1.J rUM r th.n Ihe ",.Iay bt("rc 
hu. M.rd. i. dcter",oncd lu nuk<: 

the monl "f h~r new life ... ~ 
c.mcltb,,,t: .he I.....,". I" hcr 

, hJldhc><>d ,,"ttl, (""d mrn",ri ... , but 
r~~!iz ... th. t sh~ ", .. HI (OClt" un the 

p~on if Ihe iJ I" pr".ptr. 
Adltllh<lOd It ... ""I di",m~d her 

' ltri"", n.IIt"';.<h~ .uIu nwry 
'11t~lioru, ",n,c "f whIch· in 

hinlhiShl • • re btttcr left It ,,"-.Iked . 
site i. Jurti"s W It"d .... u"d Ih.t 

svnlt $tC.l"t':u,lu ,,0{ W.,1I I" bt 
"t""vcred, bit' $he Jti!l It ... tr""ble 

r~tr.i"ing her.ell 

HiShlighlJ: In'l""t..,;", .. ble. 
lIl'l"'~lfiv~. "'"t,uttit 

Altribltte.:APP • I, CRl t 1, INf 
+I,PER tl. PS)' t Z, HlA l.5fA.JO, 

UOJ,AOJ 

sJJlU:Asnculture 1/1), Eliijurllt II 
+ I,~millg 11+ I, Hltm.n 

Percept,,,n 2/ +2, Intu"'S.t i"n 2/ 
• 1. Inve~I 'gui"n 1/1), N"tl<t li t 1. 

Rt.d/ Wrilt ( r"blJ I/O 
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The Music oft-be Soul 

From the diary of Eban, Magdalitc youth: 

I s.aw Mareta again today. He was with her. How (Quid she bear to be in his presence, after what he's done? Does she 
even know? She deserves better than him! 

I need to clear my mind - I need to focus. I'm getting ovcl'\OIfought. I can deal with this. A few deep breams. Better. 

I met Uda Serakin today. He's a Masker. He reckons that I might have what it takes to join rile Guild - I just have to 
practice. that's all. He told me about a woodcarver in the Garden Qua.rter. who makes the best flutes that he's ever heard. 
I should chase it up. 1(l'm as good as Uda reckons, then the woodarver might give me one of his flutes fOffree. 

Yeah, right! 

Uda also gave me a scr .. p of paper. something for me to remember. He said that his brother found it in a book, and 
thought mat Uda ~ould have it. And Udo gave It to me. said that I could use it. It said: 

Music does nor produce In the Heart anything which is not alre4dy chere. Music arouses sensual desire in one whose inner 
sdOs 4rta.ched co something ocher than the River orOream. but one who is inwardly arta.ched to the Goddess . love is 
moved, by hearing music, to do Her will. 

I'm not sure what it means yet, but Udo tells me thilt I'll understand it in time. I'm beginning to think that there's more to 
the Maskers thiln just entertainment. There's something deeper in their dilnces and there's meaning in their songs. 

This morning, iln old man invited me to a party, His name is I(;jbaJansey. His dii.ughter, Aliciii.. has just had ii. child, and is 
being welcomed back mto the Tribe. I told him that I was too young, but he said that it wouldn't really be a problem. 
Things are looking up. Only thirteen summers old and I'm already making friends in me Tribe. The party's on tomorrow 
night. I can't wait. 

Sister Mother Virgin Whore 
,"-
From the: recollections ofMareta Deanakin, Magdalite Concubine: 

I awoke slowly the next morning. my head pounding and my moum like sand. As I considered swaying to my feet, I 
sincerely wondered whether Fleshers had distilled the wine I'd drunk last night; I certainly felt dose to deam th~t morning. 

Suddenly. a flood of light stabbed at my eyes, me p~ln forCing my head back beneath the covers. 

"Shut me door!" I hissed. as quietly as possible. 

My blanket peeled back; Anshar stood there. grinning from ear to ear. "You would rather !Jeep in?" he boomed. I made a 
vain attempt to wrestle the blanket back over my head, but Anshar was insistent that I should ris<:. 

"Come now," Anshar cried, mrowing his arms wide (and grinning even wider). °it is a bright, sunny day outside! The 
crowds are thronging in the market place! Ufe is there to be lived!" 

I never forgave him for that morning. 
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" ~Iprsb lessons 

From the lessons of AIuhar Demori'on: 

Perk up and smile a little! You will end up with only T erashcban~ as bedfetlows! 

Hmm, too early in the morning for humor, eh? Very well. let us be on our way. Where 
should we begin? How about here? Take my ann and I will help you to your feet. 
Now. we will just step outside. Stop grumbling! It is unbecoming! 

Now, look above your door. Take a close look at the linteL Wha.t do you see? A lintel. 
Yes, dear. very good. But what is on the lintel? 

Oh, okay, I will [dl you - nothing. 

Thank you for the sentiment. little one, but I assure you that it is physically impossible. 
I should know - I have tried it more than once. Now. where was t? Yes, your door. 

Every door in Xswis tells a tale; the rose on the lintel tells of the services provided 
within. As you have no rose above your door. it tells visito~ that what lies within is 
forbidden to them. As we are on the edge ofXstasis, bordering the fields, a knowl· 
edgeable peMn could te ll that you are an apprentice. Further toward the center of 
Xstasis, unadorned doo~ mark the homes of more important Magdalites, ones who 
mely consort with the membel1 of other Tribes. 

Come, it is time to depart. We have much to see. 

See the Vimary Sourcebook, p. 39. for more on the rose·twined lintels ofXsusis. 
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Kalina T.1rJ.kirl, 
Magdalite Voyeur 
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B~tterflies 
,. I . , , 

From the recollections of M.areta Deanakin, MagdaJite Concubine: 

I felt more th.an.a bit queasy; I w.asn't sure how much was hangover and how muc.h 
was neNes. Anshar turned on his heel and strode further into Xstasis, l.anguidly towing 
me behind. It seemed .as if we walked twenty clicks before we lurched to a halt. We 
stood neKt to a cart, decorated with ribbon and smelling of wildflowers. I propped 
myself against the cart.and prayed desperately to Magdalen to stop my head spinning. 

Anshar struck. up a conversation with the art's owner, a short, cheerful Ecstatic. I 
didn't really catch what they were saying. but Anshar pulled a shining trinket from his 
pouch and exchanged it for a large phial from the cart. Anshar bid the Ecstatic a good 
day and led me to a quiet comer. I sat down and looked up at Anshar, blinking in the 
morning sun. He handed me the phial and motioned me to drink. 

"What is it?" l.asked. 

'I have a Keeper mend, Ebling,' he said, still grinning. "She calls this stuff dogshair, 
although I am pretty sure that there is none in it. It is a quaint term trom the World 
Before, I think: 

I swallowed the liquid, glancing suspiciously at him. The foul ·tasting fluid brought tears 
to my eyes and bumt in my chest. t coughed and spluttered and reached out to Anshar 
for support. 

"There, much better, yes?' He beamed at me; 'w.as sure that he took entirely too 
much pleasure from the look on my face. "Now we can talk. I would have in troduced 
you to my friend, Navin, but you were hardly in a sociable state. Some Ecst1tics brew 
poisons, othe!; perfumes, but Navin makes wine. A lot of work went into that potion I 
gave you, at least I hope so; the Medallion that I gave him was worth quite a bit' 

As if on cue, my head began to clear. I still felt unsteady, but at least I could think 
enough to speak. "Poison?" 

"Yes. Most Ecstatics have small ~til1s in their homes, and thi~ is where most poisons 
are brewed. That way, they can each keep their special recipes secret !Tom one 
.another. It is not unheard offor one Ecstatic to steal.another's formulae. Occasionally, 
one will kill another to protect her !.ecrets, often using the very poisons in dispute. 
Irony is nature's poetry. 

"Larger apparatus are kept in the Ecstatic Guildhall. They U!.e these to make wines 
from berries gathered trom the vines around Xstasis, or those brought tram Sanetual)' 
or the Outlands. Some of the stronger drinks they create are brewed trom hooey, but 
tho!.e are often reseNed for the more ... how to put this ... distinguished of palates. 
They also distill perfumes tram roses and other flowers. 

"Most valuable of all, however, is Emori, a drug that augments the use!;' wiles. It is in 
such great demand that there are few things that a single spoon ofit cannot buy. 
Naturally, we have our uses for the drug, but most of it is traded to other Tribes. Of all 
the secrets that we keep, the recipe for Emori is one of the most closely guarded, fof it 
provides prosperity beyond what we would otnerwi!.e have. 
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"Are you feeling bener now? We soouklleavc 500n. The butterfly that flib from flower 
to flower is less easily aught in the net.· 

I opened my mouth to question his last comment, then thought bener of it Ansnar 
obviously loved to sound cryptic. He also loved the sound of his own voice, and I 
would learn more from him by not pestering him with questions. 

I hauled myself to my feet and followed Anshar to a more crowded part of Xswis. The 
scent of rO~5 hung heavily in the air, and vines wove themselves across the faAades of 
many homes in a rainbow of coloo. People of many Tribes teemed about, entering 
and leaving various doors. This, I knew, would be my home when my training was 
complete. Here, the Concubines plied their trade. 

Anshar stopped briefly to take his bearing!>. -The place is amaze,' he said. "It changes 
from week to week. When people come to Xswi$ to lose themselves, they can literally 
do so.' He paused for a moment. 'Perhaps it is more like a spider's web,' 

With that, we wandered toward my grandmother's chambers, olten doubling back, it 
seemed as if we were going around in circles, Somehow we found our way to her door 
and quietly entered, 

-'-1(,Jttle Death 
\. -, 

'\ 

The room felt cold and strange, devoid of life, I used to visit my grandmother in my 
youth, and all that I felt was love, Now it was gone, cushions and drapes strewn about 
like a field of corpses. Where once there was laughter, there was now only silence, 

Anshar pulled a cushion to the center of the room and sat down, He sighed and 
spoke: "Deana, your grandmother, was a great friend to me in my early days. I am sure 
that she would be proud of you, though you still have much to leam.· 

It *'\ [sat beside him, "She's gone. [ think that [ can accept that. [just mi~ her voice. j miss 
her laugh. j miss her life: 

, 
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Anshar tumed to face me, looking deep into my eyes. "That is one thing that you will 
learn, as a Magdalite and especially as a Concubine: love never lasts. Whether it is a 
lover, someJoanite wandered in from DuskfaJl or even a cherished relative, tomorrow 
they win be gone: 

It was the ooly time that I'd ever seen Anshar like this; nonnally, his cheerful fa!?de was 
impenetrable. "What are you saying?" I asked, more than a little warned. "That I 
should learn not to love?" 

Anshar smiled, but I could tell that it was rake; he was probably trying to reassure me. 
"This i$ the f.lce ofMagdaJen that the other Tribes see," he said, sweeping his arm 
around the quarters. "They come to us for solace, for passion and for relief from the 
drudgery ofmeir daily lives. Some ofmem understand how essential the release that 
the Concubines provide really is. Others deride the Tribe of Magdalen as pamites and 
whores. In a way, both are true. In either case, the Concubines fill avoid.' He gave a 
~y wink; he'd slipped from deep sorrow into a jovial double-entendre with a grace that 
would've impressed Dahlia herself, 

Nonethelen, I was deeply troubled by what he 'd said. What are the Magdalites 
without love? 

11 

From a misiive to Kalina 

Tarakin, Magdalite Voyeur: 
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An!ohar pulled ~ package from his robe. He opened It carefully. soooping oot ~ ~I 
handful of crushed green and brown tea..-es. which he put into his pipe. He laid the 
pipe in his lap, fished out his tinderbox and started to strike. Once it was lit, he put the 
pipe to his lips and inhaled deeply. 

"Let me tell you rTlOfe of our Tribe: he said, bbNing acrid !.mOke. He offe~d me the 
pipe, and as I staned to smoke. he coughed and ~e ooce fTlOfe. ·To ootsJders, the 
Concubines are about sex and linle more. This is only wtu.tlies on the surf.ace. We are 
the spte5 of the Nanon, and many things are whispered to ioverl in the heat of 
passion. Many people freely ">ay things in the arms of another that they would never 
reveal to a Diplomat: it is the Concubines' job to wrest such secrets from their lips." 
He waved his hand, mooooing for me to return his pipe. He took another draft and 
paused to think. He seemed to take forever: the drug was already taking effect. 

'The Diplomats ha..-e their uses, mind yoo: he ">ald. "Many a Sheban deems himself 
too Important to visit a Concubine, so his secrets must be leamed In other ways. The 
Shebans often require our serviceS as spies, and whilst we spy on their enemies, we spy 
on them as well. Often. what somebody wants to know will tell you what she knows 
already. The Diplomats also make forays into SqWlt limds: although they are foul aoo 
uncultured, the Squats can tell us things tN.1 happen beyond the walls ofVimary: 

"They visit the Z'bri as well, don't they?" I asked. 

Anshar continued as Ifhe had not heard my question. "Then there are other Guilds. I 
have already mentioned the Ecstatics; I should deal with the Maskers nel(t. 

'In many ways, the Maskerl have the easiesl lives of any of us. They li..-e simply to 
amuse Our Lady, holding dances and plays for Her pleasure. Nonetheless, competition 
is fierce, and occasionally. someone is killed in a fit of jealousy. The favor of Magdalen 
IS a precious thing indeed,little one, ~nd much blood is spilled [0 gain it. 

'We must move: the Maskerl will have: risen by now. They'll be practicing their acts.' 

Dal1cing Dancing for My I ady's I Dve 

From the lessons of Anshar Demori'on: 

Good moming, Udo; I trust that the night has kept you well. I would like you to meet 
my student. Mareta. Mareta. this is Udo Sefllkin, one of the finest enteruinen in all of 
Vinury. 

Udo. woold it displease yoo if we were to watch yoo and your friends perform? 

Ah, many thanh. Forget that we are here and arty on as you were. Before you start, 
though. would you mind reruming my amulet? Many thanks, again; you are getting 
slow in your old age. I think . 

Now, my link one, watch closely. To the unenlightened eye, the Maskers' dances 
appear to be mere whimsy, a tale of joy in motion. They flit and flaunt themselva. all 
for the enjoyment of those who watch. 

Yes, I am sure that they would leave the Dahllans for dead - but I will get to that 
shortly. 
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look ilt Udo's dance. His arms sweep through the air with the utmost grace. He flips without effort. Imagine that you were 
fighting him, though. He parries and strikes with a single movement o(his arm; now he strikes again. He flips out of the 
way of a blow and kicks as he rights himself. His hands thrust downward in a femt, then upwards. Imagine that your head 

was between Udo's hUlds just then. as they twisted. 

It looks like a dance, but is, in truth, a lethal art. Thc Maskcl'5 serve a dual purpose; they live to please: Magdalen, but they 
also preserve traditional methods of assassination. We are a Tribe oHalse appearances; what seems more harmless than a 
simple dance? 

Of (ourse. me Maskers engage in morc mundane pursuits: rhey sing and hold plays for Magdalen and the Tribe's 
enjoyment, but there is always a double meaning to their acts. Many of their songs !.eem bawdy in comparison to those 
sung by the other Tribes, but they all hold a deeper message for those who know how to listen. Magdalen is, after all , one 
of the Fates. and Her words are as often judgments as frivolous comments. 

, The Dawn ofSprjng 

Udo and his troupe are not merely practicing for Magdalen's sake. mind you. Every year. starting on the first day of spring, 
we hold the Festival of Choice. a time of wild abandon. Vows made In the previous year are dissolved; spouses reaffirm 
their love or seek out new mates. Occasionally. fights break out as one Magdalite seeks to impress her secrellove and 
steal him from another's arms. It is during this time that Emori is In greatest demand. for It improves one's chances of 
Cilpturing a mate. 

Some of us have polygamoui relationships or gather in lovers' Circb. lo~rs' Circles are polygamous. too. but a large 
number of men and women join the group. By custom, the current members must unanimously agree to accept a new 
member. although in practice some coercion can occur. leading to friction that is only relieved when one or more 
members leave. 

It is not uncommOll for a Magdalite to spend time without a mate. instead choosing to lead a life of casual affair!. or not 
participating in seK outside of their duties. A few even choose a life of chastity. but they are not well regarded Within the 
Tribe. for they deny the Gift that the lover has given Ui. 

The celebration and competition COlltinues for a week. It is also during this time that the Tribe accepts those, like yourself, 
who have recently come of age as full members. The first year of adulthood is a year of freedom; the debUUntes are not 
allowed to take spouses until the ne~t Festival of Choice. 

Most other Tribals believe that we hold parti~ ill the drop of a hat. but this is not necessarily true; all of our celebrations 
have a serious reason. We feast the coming of age, the return of a new mother, personal victories and, of coorse, the 
Festival of liberation. The Sirens hold an important place in the Liberation, for they lured many of the Beasts to their 
doom . 

fi;ltes and F"rjes 

From the recollections ofMateta Deanakin, Magdalite Concubine: 

"How did you become a Siren?" I asked . 

"I do not mean to boast: Anshar replied, "but it is usually OIlly the most beautiful of the Tribe that are chosen to serve 
Magdalen. Often, good looks run in families, so there are families that predominantly produce Sirens: the lbenkin fam ily Ii 
one. However, I come from a family of Diplomats: nonetheless, I was judged appealing enough to the eye to serve Our 
Lady pern)nally. This happens with other Guilds as weU; those who are judged to be exceptionally talented In the ways of 
i1nother Guild are chosen to foUow a path that differs from that of thei r families . 
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"The Sirens do not merely ~ct u Mig<Wen'5 seMllnu; we ~s Herwords ~nd edicts to other members of the Tribe ~nd 
ensure that pe~l rivlrolries do not th~ten harmony In our relationships, Sometimes, we must. do unpleasant things to 

preserve the ~tmosphere oflove and tru5t, but tNt is part of our duty, 

"Other Guilds aid us in our wk, The Bloodied Roses any OUt some of the more unpleasant wb, dispatching tnose who 
th~ten the Tribe, They Ie~rn the ~rts of un~rmed comb~t from the Mukers and other methods of killing /fom the Yagan 
Fleshers. I do not envy their lives: they are sometimes ailed upon to dul with people dose to them. Those few outside 
the Tribe that know of them mistake them for some soo of secret police. but they usu.ally only any out orders /fom 
above. They sometimes act of their 0IVTl accord, but this is comp.ar.atively rare; nonetheless, ~ member of the Order of the 
Bloodied Rose who presents a good reason fOf .acting on her own initi.ative is seldom puni$hed. 

"The Voyeurs ga.ther infOfTN,OOn within the Tribe itself and pus it along to those who require it. The Voyeurs.are ~ays 
vatching. They have a great dedi of power within the Tribe, fOf the information that they possess is often embarrusing Of 
compromising in some vny: they are not .above using bl~ckm.ail to further their ends. They report directly to the Muters 
- whom t will cover shortly - or to individual Sirens, but they have been known to leave inc.rimin~nng evidence 
wherever they feel that it is most likely to be found . 

"They an use the m~teri~l ga.thered in their inquiries to Ofder the Bloodied Roses to deal with ~ problem, but they more 
often pass information on to their superiors so that they do rK>t have to de~1 with the consequences, should something go 
awry. They do not kill others themselves: they are rK>torious (Of' their unwillingness to get their hands dirty. This is ~nother 
rCUOfl why they are §() powerful: it is difficult to point the finger directly.at ~ Voyeur. 

·The final Guild ~ the most secret - the Guild ofGathcrm. The Gatherers operate almost solely In the Outlands, far 
beyond the eyes ofTer.ll Sheba. To most, they ~re simply the ones who le<lve Our Lady's br~t for bnd penods to gather 
the herbs and berries for the Ecuilltia' potions. 

·At the beginning of their .adult lives, the Gatherers spend lime learning the vnys of agriculture /fom the EVlIns. Whilst they 
do collect plants ~nd other raw materillis in the Oud.ands, their other wb life more impoftant. They m~lntain sites that 
are sacred 10 the Tribe, such as IneJlIrdin, lind disguise themsel~es u Squats to uncover the barbarians' secrets. The 
Diplom~ts do send emissaries to the SqUllt tribes, but their presence is all too often obvious: tne Gatherers mingl~ 
amongst the SqUllts u hidden equ~ls. ~nd thereby lea.rn things denied to their Diplomat sisters.' 

·Why are the Giltherers such a closely-held secret, then?· I uked. -The other Fatimu send their children into the 
Outlands, too, don't they?" 

Anshar smiled. ·The other Fatimas send only outc..asts beyond Vimary; the poor fools are beyond their Ladies'love. There 
is no $hame in being~ Gatherer, ~nd the G.atherers lire accepted bllck into Magdalen's embnce when they return. The 
other F~timu, Tera Sheba in palticul~r, see the Oud.ands as a pillce beyond their love and pf'Otection. so they condemn 
crimin~Js to its expanses. To ~lIow them hack into the tribe would be unthinkable to them. When the Gatherers retum. 
MlIgdalen's love is greater th~n before, if such 1I thing is possible.· 

I nodded .• Absence nukes the ne,.rt grow fonder, then?" 

Anstw- nodded in return. 

,,~ ... Stt the Vimary Sourt.c:book. p. 99, for more on the Ofder of the Bloodied Rose. 

I 
, The Hal1d in the Glove 

Udo finished his dllnce.and strode toward us. His face was 1I mask of smile lind Swell!; his ordeal had obviously taken ~ lot 
out of him. He sat down beside me and spoke: ·1 noticed mllt you were talking about the Guilds before. I hope that 
Anshar wasn't scanngyou with his tales ofintrigue: 
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Anshar glanced at him. "There was no intrigue. only the: truth. ' 

Uda looked back at him with a look of mock indignation. "No intrigue? Whafs life 
without the old doak and dagger? Have: you told her about the Masters yet?" 

"I was getting to that' Anshar was dearly annoyed at Uda's intrusion. 

'Well, I know that you love the sound of your own voice, Anshar, but let me give it a 
rest.' Uda turned to faa: me, ignoring Anshar's sour expression .• Anshar'd like to 
believe that the Sirens run the show, but it's really the Mastc:~ who're responsible for 
the day-to·day things. There're seven oh:m, one for each Guild. save the Sirens: He 
paused to thumb his nose and poke his tongue out at Anshar. 

Anshar waved his hand dismissively. turned away and muttered, • At least you have that 
pan ligtll. Continue." 

Uda did. "The head of each Guild sits on the Masters' Council. The Masters gather 
together information and act on it in their best interesu. Oc.c.a5ionally. thi~ coincides 
with the best interesu o(the Tribe. so things don't go too badly. 

"Anyway, leah Scvkin, the Concubioe. is a real fine lady, the only level head of the lot. 
Say, you're not a Sevkin, are you, Mareta? You've got that Sevkin butt.' 

I shook my head. a little embarrassed. "No. but I ilm a Concubine. I'm a Deanakin: 

"Not bad, not bad at all, Deana was a fine old dame, too. Where was I?" Udo cleared 
his throat. 'The Concubil'\es gather some useful information rrom their customers; it 
filters down to leah, who provides it to the Masters. 

"Angelique Renkin heads the Ecstatics; she's not bad either, a real wild woman, You 
should try some of her special brews; they'l) blow your head clean off, Myoid pal, 
Xavier Yavith, represents us Maskers. The man has talent, I'll give him mat, but he'd 
better watch out - Udo Scrakin is about to enter stage right.' Udo swung his arms 
back and forth in a little dance as he sat. 

'Then they get creepy: he continued. "Almatna. Hcvldn is the head ofthe Diplomats 
- a distant cousin of Anshar's or something like that. She's classy, but you can tell 
that a heart of steel beats beneath rhose breasts of hers. She gives the Masters 
information rrom outside the Tribe - rrom the other Tribes, Keepers, l'bri, Squats. 
even the Fallen - but she holds stuff back, just in case. 

"u.yb. Cardikin is another one. She scares the crap ourta me. She doesn't deal in 
information as such. but in assassination; when you feel the dagger in your back, you 
can be sure rhat her hand is somewhere behind it. jonas Tarakin isn't much better. 
He's the head of the Voyeurs, and he got there by knowing whose buttons to push. 
and where those buttons were. Not a nice man at all. He's as cold as the Great River in 
winter and just as bitter. The Voyeurs got their name 'cause they get their jollies rrom 
watching everyone else; perhaps that'S the only thing that turns Jonas on. 

"Ohara lbenkin seems to have a hold over him. though; the Sirens don't have a seat on 
the Masters ' Council. but they use the Voyeurs to make meir presence felt. Jonas is in 
Ohara's pocket, all right, and his daughter. Kalina, is her pet Voyeur. Unless the 
Voyeur!. have their own reasons for protcctingyou. everything that they see goe.s 
straight to our Siren buddies first. and the Masters second. 
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-The ~nth Master i~;1 ~trange one. Roma BeIa'on is the Gatherer MIstress. She 
keeps to he~lf · she's been in the same Lovers' GrcJe for years - and sides with the 
Diplomats. I guess that she need~ the information that the Diplomats provide. or else 
more Gatherers would go mIssing when they go to gather their herbs. 

·She·s quiet and unambitious. She often sin through rneetin~ WIthout saying a word. 
When she does speak, her words afe taken with great niue, but she prefers to lie low. 
Tkis makes her one of the most dangerous of all the ~ters. I reckon. You tan rIe'Ier 
tell what she's thinking. or what she wants. 

' That 's the lot. How'd I go, Anshar?" 

Anshar turned back to face u~. -Better than I expected. There i~ one thing tNt I should 
mention, though: the Masters are not necessarily the mon powerful members of their 
Guilds. nor is everyone so titled ~rily on the Council. Mi~trcss [larlj ~ so· 
r1jmed out of respect. 

'There arc a number of powerbrokcrs within each Guild, and it is theywho decide on 
the face that is eiCpOse:d to the rest of Vi mary. Many ambitious Magdalrtes crave the 
attention that a Master receives, but it is the powerbrokcrs that hold ~I the cards . 
Sometimes, powers outside a Guild determine in ie.adcrs: Lcah Sevkin. t....ryb. urdikin 
and Jonas Tarakln all owe theIr seats to the machinations of other Guilds. Armatha 
Hevkin is a power In ker own right: 

See the Vimary Sourcebook. pp 98·99, for more on the Masters. 

Tarred wi.-h Differe nt'" Brushes 

Anshar cleared his throat. "The Intrigues" - he glanced at Udo - ' ofthe Masters 
are not me end of it Each Magdalite has her own views. and ker opinions differ 
grea.tly. depending on who is asking. There a.re four broad outlooh, although I mu~t 
wam you that it is safer to Judge a Magdalite by her actions than her words. 

-The first is by far the mo~t common. They believe that the Tribes' destiny lies in the 
subtle guidMICe of the Grand Council. They push fOf" a renewal of the )oanite Crusade 
and harsh treatment ohhe Fallen: they sec the Fallen as a stain 00 our de~tiny, a ~tain 
that must be cleansed if we are to survive. 

"The ~econd group are more elttreme: they prefer direct action, such as as~ination 
and blackmail. to achieve their g04ls. More than a few Terashebans have died or fallen 
from faVO( when their views hilve hindered the ambitions of these people, They are 
exceedingly dangerous and rneet in secret: rhey tuve many enemies and arc frequently 
used as scapegoan by the orhcr factions. They call themselves the Oentata . 

"The third group, small in number. believe mat only by fostering both unity and 
diversity will the Tribes survive. They value the other Tribes' opinions and place: their 
faith in the leadership ofT era Sheba; mOSI other Magdalites see them as nai'le. They 
live m service to the Nation. sc:eking to preserve the Tribes as a whole. without 
advancing me Magdalites' cause: beyond the Grand Council 's directives. 
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"The l45t group considerthemseNes the most compassionate. They daim that we can only pro~per through tolerance: in 
particular, they hope that the Tribes will once again accept the Fallen. They send missionariC5 into Hom to convince it~ 
residents that the Goddes~ has not forgotten them and that the Fatimas stiJilove them. Consequendy, members ohhe 
group arc hated by most Fallen and many within their own Tribe. 

"Rumor has it that many of the founding membel':. of this last group were once children of Mary, and continued their ways 
after joining our Tribe. I know for a fact that many of the spies sent into Hom daim to profess their beliefs; the Fallen trust 
them even less for this reason. 

"None of these groups are particularly inclined to trust the Squats, a/though some Gatherers feel some sort of kinship with 
them. Most Magdalites are ambivalent toward the Keepers. although more than a few trade with them for particularly 
interesting items.' 

I rested my hand lightly on Anshar"s forearm. "Who do you support?" I 45ked. 

"That all depends: he replied, smiling. ' Who is asking?" 
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Anshar was like that; he never answered personal questions directly if he could answer them with another question. I still 
had questions. but I decided to approach things from a different direction. 'You've told me about the Magdalites; what 
about the other Tribes?" I asked. 'Who are our enemies: who are OUf friends?" 

Anshar smiled again. "We have no enemies. We howe no friends. There are only tools and recalcitrant tools. Some are 
sharp and some afe blunt; they are tools nonetheless. 

"The Yagans came first. so perhaps I should deal with them first. They hold their secrets dose to their hearts, secrets hard· 
earned in dealings with the dead. Spirits can ~ things that even Voyeurs cannot; hence, the Yagans are dangerous. Their 
Fleshers are masters of death, not unlike the Bloodied Rose. but they act on the Crone's orders. She is as unknowable as 
She is ancient; it is better to watch Her Tribe and learn. than to act against them and risk having our skeletons burst forth 
from our closets to devour us. 

"The Evans have an interesting relationship with our Tribe. They rear our young until they are of an age to inter.l.ct with 
the T ribc. and seek only the good of the Nation as a whole. What, I might ask you, is good? The Evans are driven by 
conscience. and we are often driven to unconscionable acu. Some of Eva'~ children believe that our promiscuity flies in 
the &ce of the Mother's gift. that we corrupt our bodies by not bearing many children. Let them think what they will; 
others understand the role that we mu~t play. 

"The Mother loves as all as Her children: Her love is complete but doying. The Evans would seek to guide us, but they 
must leam to let go; their sentimentality i~ as deadly as the Fleshers' barbs . 

"The Tera.shebans sit uneasily on their thrones. unable to distinguish law from justice. T~ tolerate us for the information 
we supply. and claim that they find their humanity in our arms. but they would sacrifice us in a minute were it not for the 
!.Cuets that we hold. They cannot control us, and we are therefore a threat to them. 

'In a way, we do give them their humanity; we U!.C our wiles to influence their decisions and coax them into doing what is , 
right. Were it not (or our guidance. the Nation would crumble beneath T erasheban despothm and we would be little 
better than the Squats. 

"Have you ever watched a Yagan family eat on a feast day? They bring a lamb into their hafe, introduce it to their 
children and let them play with it. When the children have made friends with the lamb, they take the unsuspecting lamb 
and slaughter it for the feast. 
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'TheJoanitts are like me bmb, in a vny; they Me feel th;r.t they ilre loved and respected by everybody. ~ won:n they let 
their guard down, those around the WarrioI'\ of Joan rum on them and betray them out of hand. Theil'S IS a ~fe of pain and 
blades. but they arc blind to the edges poised behind them. They found their only Pi In their Crusa.de, yet even this is 
denied to them. Somehow. they still believe that the children around them afC their mends and they walk meekly beneath 
their T erashcban yoke Perhaps thiS will change. perhaps not. 

"The Dahlwu arc fools and tricksters, or so they would have you believe: certamly. many of them seem to lit that bill. 
There is a proverb - that many fish live in the deeps - which I believe applies In this case:. Their pranks may seem 
harm~s enough. but the Dahlians always have deeper motives at ~rt. They would have us believe that they merely hope 
to encotJr.lgc new modes of thought. but this, too, is a falsehood. They are as much a Tribe of flJse appe.lranccs as our 
own, but where wc nand fof the pre5eMtion of the Nation, DahlU. 's tric~tefS act only in the interests of nudness, chaos 
and cblruction. 

"We Nve little to do ..... Ith the Agnites. We ocusionally Ie~ve children ..... Ith them, and those children ~re adopted into 
Agnes' Tribe, Beyond that, they are useless to us; they are simply too young to pI.ly big peoples' games, 

"Lastly, of course, are the Magdaiites, our own Tribe, They are our greatest enemies, and the most dangerous of alL' 

Anshar rose and rubbed the fee~ng back Into his legs, bowed to Udo and blended his hand to help me to my feet. 'I mu~1 
apoIog.le,· he saId. 'but we should leave, There is much to do, and I confess that I am beginning to gel hungry. A good 
d~y to you, Udo." 

'And to you, Anshar," lido replied, He winked at me and added. "Come back sometime, There's so much that I still have 
to show you: 
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k we walked out into the street. Anshar turned to me. "I know what your next 
question will be; I decided 10 lea~e because the subject may upset poor Uda. We will 
find a place to eat and talk further: 

A few minutes later, we had found comfortable seats and a hot meal. Anshar contin­
ued: ' You wish to speak of the Fallen. Udo's brother, Seamus, was once a Masker, 
too, although he often took on the role of Concubine for his own amusement. He was 
cast from the Tribe four ~ummers ago. Uda misses his brother dearly: 

·What was his crime?" I asked. concerned for Udo. 

·Nobody knows. Presumably, it was something so heinous that e~lle was the only 
alternative; perhaps the Maste~ did not want his spirit to taint the River of Dream. He 
seemed nice enough when I knew him, but as I have said, appearances can be 
deceiving. I believe mat he now lives somewhere in Hom, writing plays for a Fallen 
audience.' 

'What's Hom like?" 

' 1 do not know; I have rlCVCr been there. There is much to be said in that it is inhabited 
by the Fallen; the place must be a sad parody of what we have built here in Vimary. 
There are many artists in Vimary, whose thoughts were too radical for T ribaJ minds. 
but there arc a150 many that were CLt out for more violent cnmes. Hom is a cesspit. 

"The Fallen's main leader is a man named Deus, a great poet formerly of our T ribc. He 
was Magdalen's lover; for some reason, he displeased Our lady and he Red to Hom . 
Many of our Tribe remember him well, and more than a few still long for him. How the 
mighty have Fallen; he is now reduced to scribbling his words on ruins and living in the 
shadows. Still, Deus is a decent man; were the others in Hom of such stock. there may 
be some hope for the Fallen. Alas, they are not . 

"I should tell you of the ~ as well. They cling to fragments of tile World Before, 
hoping to find solace in the past. Unfortunately, the very past that they seek to rebuild 
is the same that summoned the Beasts to us. The Keepers will ultimately fail in their 
endeavors. 

'Nonetheless, they do find some interesting toys in the ruins. Do you remember that I 
mentioned a friend named Ebling? Some of her wares have given me entire nights of 
pleasure. The past holds many secrets; some are pleasurable, some arc painful. and 
some are both.' Anshar grinned wickedly. 

'What about the Squats?" I asked. 

"The Squats are like the Fallen, in that they live outside the Goddess' grace; neither 
wield the arts of5ynthe5is as we do. They make the: occasional trinket. but have no 
real art or culture. They arc parasites; they raid our settlements every winter for food, 
because they have not leamed the art of agriculture. They are. in truth, linle better 
than animals. 
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"Some Mag<b.lites fantasize: ilbout being carried off by a burly. rugged Squat .. nd living out theIr lives as a wild 1fW1'~ ITU.tc:. 

A Squat is as likely to eat a MJ,gdillite as to mate with one; even when they do mate. it is hardly likely to be romantic or 
even consensual. Wh.1t is worle. they <life ~ave~ a month of rape by a succession ofSqu.llu is enough to qunh vty 

fantasy. It is a far kinder fouc to end up on a Squat's plate than in his bed. 

"I am afraid that I must lea'.'e you now. 1 must attend to other buslI'\ess: 

With that. he dropped OJ. trinket on the table and left. I still wanted 10 ask him about the Serfs ,tnd their Z'bri mastC:f1, btlt 
my questions would have to walt. 

l)nconsc jonable Acts 

From the memories d Ansnar Demori'on: 

Marera asked milny questions: she had not yet learned the value of di!.Ctetion. 

I wandered to my chambers near the heart ofXswis. hoping to relax a little before my other en~gements; the petitioners 
and powerbrokcrl would have to wait. Unfortunately. one wn waiting - just inside my chamber door. 

The strmger was a man, of average height, with dark blond mllr and light brown~. His face bore no distinguishing 
marks; ironically. his very anonymity betrayed him as a Y"1eur. He nodded in greeting and spoke. "Good day, Anshar," he 
said. "I have news for you." 

1 !oat on a cushion and motioned for the stranger to do SO; he simply stood. "' nope thai it is Ilimportantil news," 'told 
him. 

He nodded again. "A woman from XSGSis. one Avera Nattakin, has wltnased something that may be of interest to the 
Tribe: 

'Oh, and thaI is ... ?" 

"She has seen the death of an Evan woman in Wesrholm. NOittakin!oaw thiS in a dream; a pair ofYagans entered the River 
of Dream to dispen~ with her.' 

"How?" More importantly, what did this have to with me and why should I care about some Evan in Westholm? 

'We do not know: the stranger replied, "but it would make a most IJsewltool for the Order of the Bloodied Rose, would 
it not? The ability to slay one's enemies from the River of Dream - think of it Anshar. we would be unstoppablel" 

I was still suspicious; the stranger had not given a name. Could this be POirt of some elaborate entrapment? 'Yes: I stated 
simply, unsure of the answer he was after. 'Why did you come to me?" 

"Because you hold the goals of the Tribe in the highest esteem. Ohara lbenkin 15 too dose to Mag~len; she fails to 

undel'$Wld how things truly are In Yimary. You, on the other hand. Olre still worldly; you, Anshar, understand our 
objectives. You un bear what needs to be done in the lover's name." He pulled up his sleeve; branded onto his ;urn wa5 

a tattoo of a f.mged mouth, skewed vettic.al. The nurX faded as I Wi.tched; it was the marX of the Oentata. 

looked into his eyes; they were like those: of a corpse. He stood and waited fa( a response. After a moment's thought,l 
answered him. "00 what needs to be dooe to discover the Yagans' methods.' 

He nodded in acknowledgemem. "And whal of Avera Nattakin?" he asked. 

"leave her. She may still be usefutl know the woman - she is a drunkard and half crazy. No one will believe a word that 
she utttn." 
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The stranger nodded avin. I suspected that ~ was anxious at my request that Avera Nattakin live, but he did not show it. 
He simply turned and left 

A shiver ran up my spine; I woodered how many others were watching. Many eyes could be hiding beneath the shield of 
Dream. No rmner: Avera Nattakin would die before the next winter - she ~ 100 close to the trut:h. 

Ixlncr I ighl> and Inner Shadow 

From the secret rnusirlg' of Anshar Demori"oo; 

The truth - what ;s the truth? I have lived so rmny lies that I no longer know what the truth is. We seek it in the River of 
Dream. We seek it in visions of ecstasy. We seek it bec.ause Our udy flu commanded it. We strive for the clarity required 
to reoognize the truth when it mMlifests before us. 

Those brief moments of clarity are moments of perfection; all becomes apparent in their fleeting giOl}'. Then the clarity 
disappears, shrouded by the Goddess' hand. We witness only the merest suggestiom of the truth, like whispers in the 
darkness. We never see the truth in its entirety. so we strive for clarity once more, a fatal addiction that we are powerless 
to end. Magdalen knows this, I am sure, yet she commands us into Its embrace, as she once commanded the Sirens to 
embrace the Z·bri. 

Enough of this; t have work to do. I will uti in a favor for young Marela. t hope that she wi. be pleased with my gift. 

I 
• 



A Pleasant Djstrnctjol1 

From the reooIlections ofMm:ta Deanakin: 

That night. there was a huge party. AliDa Something·or·other had ju~t rorne back ITom having a son, and everyone was 
there to welcome her back with open arms. Her friend~ and family invited people off the street to celebrate. 

There were even a few revelers from other Tribes: they must"ve thought that we were all insane. A group of Evans huddled 
in one comer. seemingly frightened by the whirling Magdalites around them. A couple ofJ oanites stood at the gathering's 
edge. wanting to join in, but too embarrassed to really enjoy themselves. A lonely Yagan sat on his own at a table. trying 
to offer a drink to any young woman that walked past; the passersby looked at him as if he was offering them the sharp 
end of a dagger. 

I summoned all my courage and walked up to him. He smiled weakly: he was as afraid of me as I was of him. He motioned 
for me to sit beside him. I introduced myself. 

"I'm Aden: he said. He was the youngest Yagan that I'd ever seen. not much older than I was. "' probably shouldn't be 
here, but I heard alf the noise and I wanted to know what was making it. ' 

"What are you drinkingr I asked. 

"Ale: he replied. 

"If you can still remember what it is, then you probably haven't drunk enough of it. This is a party!" 

He laughed nervously. "Are you people always like this?" he asked, his arm sweeping to indic:ate the gathering around us. 

~ "No: I said, smiling. "Sometimes, we sleep." 
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He laughed again, slightly less nervously than before. He was loosening up. He lifted his mug to his lips and took a 
mouthful. his eyes still focused on my face. Are all Yagans so uptight? 

"I'll be back in a moment," I told him. "1'11 just get something to drink." I stood up and wandered off to find some wine. 
After that. the night dissolved into an intoxicated blur. 
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Glances Across fl Crowded Boom 

From the diary ofEban, yoong MagdaJite: 

Tne Jansey~' party was an tnat I'd expected and marc. It seemed like tne entire Tribe 
W;IS tnere. I don't think that I've ever seen so many people. I ne.ard someone"54.Y that 
the Chamberlain herself was there, though I didn't see her. He wasn·t. and that's all 
that matters. 

1 literally bumped into udo. He was as jovial as ever, and he asked me whether I'd 
thought about the scrap of paper that he'd given me. I told him thaI I had, but still 
hadn't made that much sense of it yet. He told me to stop thinking so hard, I asked 
him what he meant by that. Udo just shrugged and threw his arm around my shoul· 
ders. He dragged me through the crowd to meet the members of his troupe. 

Xavier Yavith - the Master of the Guild of Masks! - was sitting there with them. 

They all beckoned me over to sit with them, but Udo put up his hand. He asked me to 
pullout my flute and play them a tune or two. What could I do? Soon, they were atl 
dancing to my music - my music! - and it was obvious that they were enjoying 
themse!~es. I finally had to pause. out of breath, Xa~ier complimented me on my 
talent, and told me that I would be made more than welcome in the Guild when I came 
of age. 1 was speechless. 

Udo had wandered offby this stage. and I felt a little nervous at the center of the 
group's attention, I excused myself and went looking for K.1baJansey, our host. 

Kaba was lounging between two chest)' Concubine women, both only about half his 
age. When he saw me. he shooed them off and paned the seat next to him. He 
beamed at me, proudly displaying a mouthful of broken teeth. He started to talk. I'll try 
and remember what he said word for word. 

"You're a bright lad, Eban. Everyone seems to be enjoying them.sel~es, don't they? 
Now, can you tell me why?" 

I shrugged. "It's a great party, sir, You· ... e outdone yourself." 

He smiled again. "Flattery will get you everywhere, Eban, but that's not why they're 
ha ... lng so much fun, There are a few who don't join in, and it's because they're too 
sdf conscious or, rather, not con!>Cious of their sd~s." 
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I obviou~ looked as confused by the n~.(ement as I fell. "Take thai Vagan over there, fof- instance.' He pointed to a 
young Yagan man. sitting at a I1Ib1e and wrong with a young Concubine - ~rc:ta! 

Kaba's cloak had bllen from his arm as he pointed the pilir out. He quidly covered it, but I noticed two tattOOS on his arm 
- a rose. dripping in blood, and a strange tattoo thilt looked like II. fanged mouth. He seemed annoyed that the marks 
had been exposed, so I pretended not to see them. 

"That Yagan simply isn't having a good time: he continued. "Any lesser host would take milt as a deadly insult, bUll can 
be!TlOC't tolerant of such thin81. bec.ause I understand why. Most others in the Nation think tN.! we throw ourselves into 
these g;ltherings with wild abandon, but it only seems tNt vny. Once you've come to know your own body, you can 
control it without thinking. All that effon that you've ~ted by keeping it on a tight lash can be ~t on more imporunt 
things. like parties.' He drained his mug of ale and threw It on a pile of about twenty others milt ut behind the couch. 

"The same thing goes for your mmd. The mind and the body are the same thing. Eban. Once you know your;elf, you 
needn't worry, beause. nothing un t::-Ier go wrong. So, Eban, why are these. people enjoying themselves?" 

I nodded. "Beause they know themselves.' I replied confidently. 

He laughed, a loud, booming sound that came from the depths of his belly. 'Wrong! Never think that you know all of the 
ansWCfS, Eban. You never will. No one ever does, not even that Demori'on char.lcter that you're constantly stalking: 

My jaw nearly hit the floor. "How?" was all that I could say. 

'There are no sc.aet:s in the Tribe of Magdalen. Eban. Don't worry. all wiU be taken care ofin due time. By the way, you 
still haven't given me a response. Why are all these people enjoying themselves?" 

I was still a little snmned, "I don't know," I answered. 

He laughed again, "Ah. much better! You're starting to leaml Well, to ",nswer the question, there ",re four things that '" 
person needs - p",ssion, community. plea5ure ",nd contemplation. let me tell you a story. 

"long ago, the world was a much muller place. Many lTlOfe people lived in VirnaI)' than live here today - they built the 
ruins that we now live "'mongst. It was a glorious time, but also a sad one, for the people of the World Before had Io$t 
their ability to dream. It was a spiritually dead time. Our ancestors lived in a !>Uperficial world of tedium, ",Iien"'tion and sc.1f· 
denial. They longed for the very things that I mentior\(:d before. 

"Then the Z'bri came to answer thetr pr.IyeB. The Koleris brought with them !»Ssion, the Remis brought community. the 
Sangis brought pleasure and the MeJ",nis brought contemplation. At first, there was hope, but the Z'bri qutckly betrayed 
their would·be beneficiaries. The &"'515 bcame ensl"'ved by their followers' lIesh. The lIesh came to control them, the 
very opposite of what we M"'gd",lites strive to do. Th",t's what makes us different from the Z'bri. 

"Now, look around you. The people who enjoy themselves are free from inhibition, so they an express their passions 
freely. They're here with their friends. so they have community, I've provided them with the finest of everything, so they 
experience pleasure. They have everything that they need, so they're happy: 

'Sut whit about cOnlempb.tion?" I asked. 

Kaba laughed again, even louder thar1 before. 'You're a sh",rp lad, Eban. Contempl",tion, you ask? There'll be enough 
cootempb.oon in the morning!" He ~I",pped me on the back. 'Sony to leave you, but I'm off to find myself a wom",n!' 

He hauled himsc.lf off into the throng, leaving me to gaze at Matera and ponder his 
word~. I'm starting to undeBtand the writing on Udo's scrap of p,aper. 

Don't just enjoy the music, it say~. Become the music, ;md you net:d never doubt ~in. 

Beyond that, I haven', a due. 
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The '-Ieart QfEcstas,Y 

From the recollections dMarea Ocanakin: 

I slept heavily, drunk trom the party of the night before. Eban's Stlnng eyes bumt in my mind, so full of concern. What did 
I sense: in those eyes? Was It love? Was Eban even there? I couldn't remember. What had happened the night before? 
There was no Yagan-shaped lump with me in bed, tN.! was for sure. P!ty. he was kind of cute. 

Anshar appeared at my door arly in rlM: morning, sWeliting as if he had JUst run a hundred dicks. He was smiling ~n 
more broadly than usual, an almost blinding .1rr.1.y of pearly white tceth. 'I have a surfH1sc for you: he 53id. 

I was sriU a little groggy. and more than a link suspiaous. "It's not one of Ebling's toys, is It?" 

Still smi~ng. An!>har replied, 'I an get you one if you like. No. I have arranged an audience for you - an audience With 

M2gdaJen Hc:rsdfl " He was shaking with excitement. 'Hurry, g;uher your things; wne: is short.' 

-Where are we meeting Her?" I asked, struggling from beneath my blankets. 

"You are meeting Her in the Castle Itsel( Now, hurry, you are wasting time." 

"You're not coming with me?" I was almost in a state of panic: I wouldn't know wlu:t to do, nor what to say to Her. 

"It is a private audience. Do I"lOl: worry. you will be fine," Anshar's 'IOICe was low and level: he was U)'Ing to OIlm me, but 
his posture wu hardly reuwring. He stood like a OIt, ready to pounce. 
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Th e Cha mber of Sile nce 

I hastily dressed and tried to appear my best in the short time that Anshar allowed me. He led the way to the Castle, 
through the already-growing crowds and the mazes ofXstasis: I had trouble keeping up with him, distracted by the need 
to straighten my dothes and adjust my hair, 

Finally, we arrived, and wove our way through the Castle 's labyrinthine corrido~, Evt:ryo.where, there were effigJes of 
Magdalen, some of marble or alabaster, others of wire or broken gla5S, Hordes of well-groomed c.ats scunied away as we 
hurtled through the halls. Suddenly, we found ourselves in an anteroom; rows of Magdalites sat or stood by the walls, 
aW.liting admittance to Magdalen's private chamber. 

Anshar bowed to a number of Sirens gathered about the doors at the end of the room and then turned toward me. "I will 
w.lit here for you." He was sti ll shaking. I shook as much as he did. 

The doors opened quietly, revealing blackness beyond. I hesitJ.ted, but the expectJ.nt looks from the people around forced 
me inside, Beyond the light cast by the doorway, I could see nothing. I inched forward; behind me the door swung closed, 
a5 silent as death, 

I stumbled into the darkness; my hand found a wall, as cool and smooth as silk beneath my finge~. I followed the wall for a 
little, and its texture began to feel more like stucco. Further on, the wall was covered with smooth lumps and nodules. 
Every few steps the texture changed, each a new and interesTing experience, I continued along the wall with my ann 
outstretched: 1 lost all sense of time. 

THUD.' 

I walked Into something hard and smooth. Clutching my aching shoulder with one hand and feeling the new surface with 
the other, I found a handle: it was another door. I Ntisted the handle and pushed; soft light flooded over me. Behind me 
stretched a long, straight corridor. Before me was the Chamber of Silence. I took a deep breath and stepped In. 

The air was wann, dear and fragrant. light streamed in from frmted skylights above. Everything was white, the w.llls , the 
floor .lnd the few cushions scattered around. There was surprisingly little dutter: I'd expected sumptuous wall hangings, 
fine furniture and a hoard of gold and jewels. yet barely any were to be seen. 

In the center of the room knelt Magdalen Herself, leaning on a large cushion. I'd heard stories of the Fatimas' glol)', how 
those around them were overcome by their splendor and could not help but honor their magnificence and maiesty. I felt 
none of this; no aura cowed me into worship. She knelt before me, looI<ing intently into my eyes, 35 rf waiting for 
something. ' I ~ my name is M·Mareta Deanakin: I stuttered. 

She didn't respond at all , but sat there quietly, still looking at me. 

"Ah, Anshar Demori'on arranged my audience with You: ! said. "I am truly honored that You should wish to see me: 

Again, Magdalen sat watching me, silently and expectantly. 

"Nice place you have here." ' was running out of things to say to Her; what do you say to a Fatima that She doesn't 
already know? I gave up and sat before Her; She nodded slightly. We sat facing each other and looked into each other's 
eyes for a moment 

I was confused; what did She expect of me? Magdalen emanated no .lura of power. but I was overcome nonetheless; She 
knelt there, naked, waiting for me, an embodiment of the Godde!>S, but I was unable to fulfil Her wishes. I started to cry. 

Magdalen extended Her arms to embrace me; I leaned fof'Nard, putting my anns around Her frame, and She cradled me as 
I wept She felt warm and soft. Her hand tenderly stroked my haIr. I felt Her love. 
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We held each other fOf~a, Io~t in each other's warmth. Finally. I stood. and still looking into Her eyes. I let my dres.s fall 
to the floor. Magdalen's fau was a beacon of comp~ and k,ndness; She accepted me as I vm. Despite the beauty 
and Illusion that surrounds OUf lobe, Magdalen loves truth most of all. 

I knelt before Her again; Her ilrms curled around me once more. 1 dosed my eyes .md our lips touched softly. The ecstasy 
began, and Magdalen showed me evcrything.l!.illw the Camps and how my ancestors had ~uffered at thei r Z'bri masters' 
hands. I saw Magdalen's blnh in the Rose ofthc Flesh and the joy and the hope that Her coming brought. I saw Her weep 
as She sent Her most beloved to tempt the Beasts with their flesh, crowned with withered roses and never to rerum. I saw 
Her !>OOow as Her Brother josh~ fell , locked in a deadly emmee With Tibor. I felt Her love for all Her people. I saw a 
suc:cessioo of faces, some of which I knew and many that I did not. 

Of all the riches that they brought Her, She wanted only the greatest - love. 

Hl=r left hand tightened on my back; Her right reached to tup my breast. Our lips remained locked, and we were the only 
two souls in the world. 

, tnnging 

Anshar greeted me with a knoWing smile. We sat by the Dslle's entrance and Anshar lit hi!: pipe. We waited for a moment 
in sileoce. and then finally he spoke. "Did She !oay anything 10 you?" 

"No: 1 replied, finding It hard to uner words once more. "She said nothing. Words would Just get in the way." 

Anshilf nodded. 

"I looked inlo Her eyes, and I could fee/Her love. r looked into Her eyes. Anshilf. How rouId Deus Iea'le Her, after looking 
into Her eyes?" 

Aruhar took my hand and reached in to his pouch; he placed something in my hand. It was a shard of mirrored glass. I 
Wed into iu depths, and Her eyes looked back out at me. My face whipped around to meet Anshar's. 

He nodded aglln. "firlt, you must love yourself, before you tan love othcrl.' He looked like a tat after a full bowl of 
cream. 

'I wish I wefe snll In Her arms, Anshal. I felt safe. I felt needed. I felt wanted: 

'Therein lies the danger, young Mareta. Come, I want you to see something.' He rose quickly to his feet and offered his 
hand to help me to mine. We walked to the edge of X$tasis, to a corner that I'd never been to before . 

The air was a chorus of odors. none of them pleasant. We entered a room marlled with a black rose; inside lay a dozen 
people, all br.inded with the mal'h of our tribe. They propped themselves up against the walls. some drinking from 
bottles, some smoking foul ' ifIleliing pipes and otherl tutting their IIcsh and dripping strange liquids into the wounds . 

Anshar's nose wnnkled. 'I am told that this piau is a mirror of lie Perdue. the cancerous heart of Hom. For some here, 
there is hope that they mily one day return to humanity, othm will be lost. and wiR seek their end amongst the Fallen: 

Old food, broken bottles, ClItremen! and other jetsam Silt in a decomposing heap in one comer of the room. 'How?" I 
asked; it was all thaI I took! Sily. 

'Remember what l lold you, young Marera; There is only now. These people have forgotten that; they live in the past. 
They try to forgel the present; unfortunately, the present does not forget them: 

An!oiur turned to leave. I meant to follow him, bot a lone ligure in one romer beckoned me over. It was an old woman, 
lightly dcnthing a day bottle In her gnarled fist. 
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From a missive to) Cham­
berlain Dh,arJ /benkit\: 

{;ruti"p Jnd. Svvd<by , ... Y"'" 
My Luly. 

T"~ wbjtc! (.til! III tilt c"mp~"Y "f 

tht De~"~k,,, , hild) I .... p~;d J vi.it 

t<> the slums. N<> cl""bl Y""'VC' 

hurd the runwr •• url\lu"din,s 

A""r~ N~tukill 'I'erh~p> the 

l .. bj«t J.ceJo NJltJk",'sIOl"wicd.lo't 

(".h'nuelfllfNJIUkin d,Ja p.,.Jo> 

tht 'r'J,sJru ' !.Cuct> ,,( k,!/ing, 

I ivil1g in the Past 

From the 'NOfds of Avera Nattakin. forgotten Magdalite: 

Pretty young thing. you are. You remind me of someone. Let me think ... 

Deana Shelkinl That's it! You're not her daughter. are you? 

Granddaughter, eh? She's head of the famify now? She's a smart one, that grarKl· 
mother of yours. 

She died) Hmm. I'm sorry, dear. I didn't know. 

What are you doing wandering around with the likes of him? Name's Anhew or 
Dambar or ~mething, .. Ansharl That'~ his name! Better keep an eye on him. That 
one's m~rked. 

What, you don't know about Anshar? Well, I gueS5 he wouldn't go ~round telling 
everyone. His pappy was a Serf. Some Diplomat picked him up and stOle him b~ck 
here. His name was Giron - Giron Demon'on. Nice young lad, he was, COI.Ildn't 
hardly tell he grew up among the Beasts. Then again, I guess that they're ~II nice until 
they bite you. 

Oh, Giron seemed nice enough, bot when he took a partner, a poor lass named Abi 
Velkin, he changed. Used to beat her black and blue, and she was too scared to leave 
him. Then came Anshar - I near he didn't fare much better. I hear that Giron used to 
practice ~ few of the tricks he learned at the Z'bri 's knees on the both of them, 

Poor Abi died when their ~n was only a few summers old, all the better fOf her. That 
only made Giron worse; Ansh~f copped it twice as bad, No wonder Anshar killed his 
p~ppy: can't say I wouldn't have done the same. How he did it at his age, I'll never 
know: perhaps that's how his reputation started. 

Sheba's beard! He's looking at me! I've said too much. Run along, dear. 

Got a bottle for a parched old lady, love? 

imJS:incfhe/uv.xc/utlhc.ubj<'CI '" Childhoods Past Inl10cence Forgotten 
,.mId wrukr Hti:l be .blt ,,, purge: 

tht M.utcrs JIlII evelllhe Sire,,. 

with t"t.[ 'mpunity! 

I'm J.Urc til., Y"" rc.Uzcj .... , how 

du.ru,bing Ihi. p"'"bilily u ,<> me. 

r"" di.."JtchcJ r<,k>IIru. {" 

<ldam;ne the sub)cctJ .'1''''1$ in 

Ih< slum. Jlld with ",h" .. , he 

t.tlkt:d. I'U kup yo ... inf"rn,W. 

<. 

From the recollections of Mareta Deanakin: 

It'd been a long day; I'd experienced both the heights ~nd the depths th~t the 
Magdalites had to offer. I was exh~usted, both physically ~nd mentally. I begged 
Anshar to be allowed to return home to rest. Fortunately, he agreed . 

We held each other and kissed each otner's cheeks. I think that Anshar was a little 
surprised by my show of affection. His omnipresent smile faltered fOf a moment, 
before returning in its full glory, 

Turning away, I left for the comfort of home: Anshar said that he had things to do, and 
would meet me ~g<lin in the morning. 
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The Creche ill the Fields 

I knew now why Ansnar was always so hesitant to speak of the Z'bri. The Beasts were responsible (or a painful part of his 
past. He'd tived with his h..mily as he grcw up; in contnlS\, I grew up in the fields around Xstasis. 

The fields were quiet in c:omparison to the bustk of Magdalen's maze. We lived in shacks. our small houses gathered in 
circles with a hearth al the center. An Evan couple lived with us, acting as parents to us all, bringing us up aM Icaching us 
to till the fields; thcy now live in the village of Sundown. raising children of their own. 

We grew enough to eat. and ocClosionally. we had enough to sell in Bazaar; even Ihen, we bought baubles and perfumes 
instead OflOOl5 or food. We spent many of our days sowing and harvesting crops With Vidor Wind-Writer, our Evan 
"father;" at night. he'd read his poems and stories to us by firelight. Our "mother: T eela Malkin, baked bread from the 
tubers and grains we collected, Most of the time, however, we talked and played, dreaming of the dar.; when our Tribe 
would let us play "big peoples' games· in Xstasi~ iUelf, 

I met Eban in our creche. He's two summers younger than me, but that's never stopped him from flirtil1g. He was always 
the first with the winy line or the one that found new places to play; he's a 101 quieter now. Perhaps he wanted to get my 
attemion while I was at the creche. Perhaps he misses me. Time will tell; he's only a couple of summers from joining the 
Tribe. He 1ive5 amongst the adult members from our creche, moving from home to home as he feel s the need. 

Every morning and again in the evening, aJoanite would visit us, just to check that we were all right. Wild animals rarely 
came this far into Tribai territory, but I heard ol1ee that a wolf had crept into a creche one night and killed everyone. 
Fortunately, our creche never witnessed such a tragedy. It didn't stop us from tellil1g stories about it around the hearth, 

tho,&". 

I sri!! find myself dreaming of the old days: they were carefree and easy, We all loved each other, honestly and without 
preten1e; we suffered none of the complexities of adult life in the Tribe, Anshar constantly warns me about the dangers of 
the past, but sometimes I prefer the simple life that we led in the creche, You could always tell where you stood. 

L ':',-A Siren's Chores 
~, 1 

From the memories of Anshar Demon'on: 

f • I 
That evenil1g. a small mOUl1tain of paper lay waiting on my table. Such thil1gs were best dealt with quickly; they had a way 
of harrying and hounding ul1til they wefe attended to, One pelWn's problems quickly came to encompass the entire 
Tribe . 

'. 

, 
•• 

Among the usual trade manifests and daily reports were a number of anonymous missives; it seemed that the Dentata I10W 

deigned to allow me to clean up after them, A secret war was bfewing, the letters claimed. between the Yagans and 
members of our own Tribe. The Yagans objected to the Bloodied Roses ' actions onate, claiming that the Roses had 110 

mandate to assassil1ate outside the ranks of the Magdalites. I sighed. 

A simple territory disf>IJte: foor dead, two wounded, in the last week. It mattered lime that the Bloodied Roses hOld assured 
the Yagans that Magdalite interests and those of the Nation were one "nd the same; the bodies kept pilmg up. This was 
goil1g to be a bloody conflict; our interests were probably better served by backil1g down and lying low for a while. 

Beneath these reports, I spied another letter, It was written on parchment of the finest quality, ill a hand whose letteril1g 
flowed across the page with utmost grace. I looked to the bottom of the letter to discem who had written it. 

Jon~ TafiJkin. It was not his usual indecipherable scrawl. He must have had iI scribe pen it for him: that was unfortunate. 
He had allowed too many eyes to view his missive. The secret thoughts of the Voyeur Master would be public knowledge 
by this stage; the thought amused me. 
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7 1 My lJciJr~5t Anshlf, ~ 6m line ,t:3d. The f.n fool WoiS lfter something. 

We·ve hld our differences in the paJt, but I'm willing to put them aside ;md stlrt over. I need a favor. What a surprise. 

Two days ago, it continued, the Shaman Broken Foot had the gall to insult me in public! I WdS telling a frit:nd about what a 
Siren once fOld me, that new souls were formed by their parent!;· union. and Brok~n Foot came up to us and Stlrted 
correcting me. He redr.oned that they were formed direcrfy fiom the flow ofr;fe Of something. and just wouldn ·r shut up. I 
don·r really care what the Evans believe, but they have no right to go around breaking up conve~tiofl.5 so they can 
preach! 

This Broken Foot has to be d~r with. I asked Lay/a urdikin to do something, bur she said that it wasn·r her job to 
prot~ my reputiCion. I know you have some mends in the Bloodied Ro~. Can you look into it for~? These EV3m 
need to be C1ught some respect! 

What to do? ' agreed with Layla Cardikin; if Jonas was stupid enough to get himself into trouble, then he should find hiS 
own way out. On the other hand, granting Jonas such a favor could prove most lucrative; politics is all about indulging the 
petty whims of the powenul, and then prospering from their gratitude. 

One last death before I asked Layla to rein in her Guild·fellows; Broken Foot would trouble us no more. 

I shook my head. Jonas had gone to the trouble of using a scribe so as to make his request seem as attractive as possible, 
yet he had not asked his scribe to couch the lener in language that was readable. His words had ~ven me a headache. 

~ I needed rest. What was the phrase that Seamus so liked to use? To sleep, perchana: to dream? 

. 
, Ynlmg Demorj'on 

From the dreams of Anshar Dernori 'on: 

Only a few summers old. Crying. Where's mother? 

Marner's dead, remember? 

He's here -I un smell him. He's drunk again. Drunk on that distilled wine of his. He's had a bad day. My breath is 
shallow. I don't want him to find me. Go away. 

"Anshar, you little shit," he bellows, "get out here! Do you really want me to come get you?" 

I climb out from under my bed. He hits my hce with the back of his hancl. I'm bleeding. He grabs my hair. forcing me to 
meet his eyes. I don· t want to look. 

'Look at me, child,' he says. 'Do I look stupid to you?" 

"N·n·no, father: I stammer. He: raises his hand. I cringe. 

"well, that Dahlian slut, Thiva, ~eems to think so." He pauses. The silences are the worst - you never know what he 'll do 
next. "I ask her about that stupid prank in the Court Hall, sheep trampling ~ery Sheban in Sight, and she reckons she 
doesn't know anything about it. Bitch doesn't want to know. Thaim'on should do his own dirty work. He·s got enough 
spies ofhls own." 

He tosses me backwards; I land in a crumpled heap. I begin to cry "-gain. 
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'What's your problem, prttiOus~- he sneers. 'You think that you've got It bad. How do you thtnk that I (elt when l-.m a 
dllld? You trunk that the Z'bn are honey and roses?' He grabs my half again and hurls me face-first onto the bcd. With his 
other hand, he pulls up my rumc and Ioosc=ns his belt. ·Oh. thiS IS sweet plc.sure, compared to what Ihad to go through.-

No. Not agolln. Father, don't. No. Pble. 

HIS gnp on my half s1<11ckens. He drOJ» heavily to the floor. I'm stili aying. my face buried in my bbnket I don', want to 
look up. 

"It's Dby.· A woman's voice, unfarruhar. "He's dead," 

Slowly, I peer up Ifom the blanket. /I. young woman crouches over my father. wlpmg her dagger on.to cloth. 'He's gone,' 
she says. "He p.n'! hurt you: 

'Who an: you?" I ask, sniffling. 

'My name's De.1na. Don't worry; you're safe now." 

father's eyes afC Wide open, staring. His mouth lies partly open. H(s throat IS ... gone. Blood eve.rrllhere. I reUl~. Deana 
reaches fOf me. I don't know what to do. She killed my father. 

"I can take care of yoo: Deana says. "Qutl:kly, we have to go: 

Slo-..vIy. \ take her hand. We leave. 
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Beyond Haplure 

From the recotleaions 0( Mareta Deanakin: 

Anshar was late; I was glad of the chance to sleep 10. When he finally did arrive, I was a little $hocked. His normally pristine 
appearance had gone: his hair was disheveled and his eyes were rubbed raw. When he saw me, he rushed forward and 
held me so tightly that j could barely breathe. 

'What's wrong?" I asked. Anshar was silent. 

After a while, he let go. He smikd at me. but it was a pak tmltation of Its fooncr giory. He tried to speak, homely at fir!;t, 
but he cleared his throat -Thank you: he said. 

Anshar stepped back and looked around. "One day, soon: he said, straightening his hair, 'you will have much larger 
quarters. a place truly befitting a Concubine.· 

I was stiU concerned for him. "Anshar: I said - he cut me off with a wave of his hand. I knew this gesture: it meant that 
we would speak no more of what had just happened. 

Dreams oft-be rUlllrr 

From the lessons of Anshat Oemori'on; 

I have told you much of our Tnbe: Its structure, its beliefs and even a little of its Master!;. What I have not told you is what 
thiS is all for: where does our future lie? 

There are some that would have you believe that we act of our own ITee will. To rebut them, I point to the Fates. and to 
the River of Dream. Those skilled in the arts of Synthesis constintly speak of the future as if they had seen it themselves. 
Whal better proof is there of destiny? 

There will be much bloodshed, efthat I am certain. joan Stirs once lTlOfe, for the first time since Her Brother's death. The 
Falkn YJOW bold in kir <lttacks ag<Iinst us. The Keepers WIther like ovempe fruits: their time is long since past, <llthough 
they seem not to <lc:ccpt their fine. SqU<lt tribes raid outlymg settlements <llmost daily now. 

The CruSilde returns With <I vengeance, MareD., despite Tera Sheb<l's wishes to the contrary. We will aush the Beasts. 
Many Fallen seek to Swell the tide ag<Iinst the pe<lce that Tefi. Sheb<l made, some in fury at Her in<lCtion, others with vain 
hopes of re<lcceptance by their former Tribes. No m<ltter: they fight for our causc. If they <Ire to die, then so much the 
better. 

T era Sheb<l will Ie<lm th<lt Her he<l"Y·h<lnded ways arc no longer of usc. She must kam subtlety if She is to rcuin control. 
Even Her own Tribe will realize that She is far ITom perfect 

That stalemenl troubles you,l know. The Fanmas. ate not perfect: Magdalen is the 6rst to admit INt. There is little beau!)' 
to be found in perfeCllon, young Marcu. Perfect beauly is <lhen: bws make one unique. and thcrcf'ore speml. We bnnd 
our!;Cives With tattoos and pierce our flesh, not to destroy bauly, bul to enhance 1[ . 

Remember Magdalen·s tilee: II was your own. MarCia. Despite your flaws, yours was the tilee of Her bc<iuly. True beauty 
comes from within. <lnd when thaI beauty tildes, it is time to die. Th<lr is the true reason why Magdalen hates the Z·bri: 
they arc ugly m their hearrs, <lnd thus beyond Her love. That is why we support the CruSilde. That is why Tefi. Sheba will 
fall, unless She changes Her ways. 
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Apd Beyond 

From the recollections ofMareb Deanakin: 

Even after the past few days. t still had questions. 

Why did Magdalen allow Deus to live, even after he'd spumed Her? Did She still love 
the Fallen? Was there still beauty in their hearts? Could rt be found in the hearts of 
othc~: Squats. Keepers and perhaps even Serfs? 

Could this be why She sends Her beloved into the Outlands? To spread Her love to 
those who INc beyond Her immediate reach? 

I asked Anshar about this, but he laughed at my questions. "If Magdalen truly loved 
them, would She not grant them the use of Synthesis?" he Yid. He'd answered me 
with another question; he knew more than he was telling. 

I decided to approach the problem from another angle. 'Why does Magdalen make 
Her presence felt at the Jardin?" I askce him. 

He QSt a furtive glance around the room. "It is to remind Her Gatherers that She has 
not forgonen them: 

-Like She has forgotten the people in the ~Ium~?· 

Anshar took a step backwards. ·She has not forgotten them. Theyhave forgotten Her. 
When they choo$C to remember, She will welcome them back.· 

"And the Fallen, then? What will She do when they seek to return to Her arms?" 

Anshar stood before me, wide-eyed and blinking as ifrd slapped him in the face . 
"Mareta: he said, ·no more questions, please. We will speak no more on this. We 
must say no more." He glanced around the room again. 

Ciirefully, he regained his composure. His smile returned. " j have told you il.1I that I ~n 
of our Tribe. Tomorrow, we will start on the true arts of the Concubine. The fun part." 
He bowed, turned on his heel and left. 

That was the last time that I ever saw Anshil.r Demori'on. 

There is On ly Now 

"-
From the thoughts of Anshar Demori'on: 

It has been a long day. I need to sit down, relax and have a drink. There is mLJ<;h to do 
tomorrow, and J will need my strength. Ah, sleep, how I could do with some sleep. 

This wine is foul! No wonder Marcta suffers those hangovers of hers. It tastes sour and 
I can feel the sediment between my teeth! Why does she drink here. anyway? This 
place is a rathole! Still. it does offer a small amount of privacy: no self.respecting Siren 
would be seen dead here. 

Ah, young Eban is here. I wonder if he would like to chat. 

JJ 

From a musive to Kalina 

Tarakin, Magd.tli te Voyeur: 

I h~w rccciwd >",,,r nw~t rurnl 

rep..>rt ~nd I "lldcrlUr1d )""r 

'VllccrnJo. N~tt~kln hJi ""en 

w~rncd nvl W lopuk ,,( hcr drunu 

t"~npn',.lJ1d J ~m >!Jre Ih~1 cwn 

in hrr '''ntinwl l{JIC v( intaxiu­

t1.'" ...... W\drr~I.md. thc l"'{cnti.1 

(.nut,!"rnc", ,,( ~er .cti"r». b.1th 

W her mil t" th.,... wit~ w~vm ..... 

" ... uJd spe.1k. N.II~kin 11.1.1 prov.n 

trvubl~nl' in Ihe p<ul .• "d 

r~l.IrceJ ..... r •• lLxJt.d I"ng ~gv tv 

,.,"nil .... her. ~'1)' furtht. inquiry 

wv-uld J.imply "" inefficienl; ,..,ur 

Investi.s:~ti"lU ne ""It .. directed 

.lu:w~.r •. 
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The Robed One, 

Fallen Enlgnu 

The nun 1)11(( Im"",n., AnWr 
Dem ... ri '.m ),jw hi"'-W'lffrom the 
wur\d;evcn whUl Mne, he r~rdy 
up.nc.s hiJ (~U. He furs UUI his 

(nemia wi!! diJc..,,,,,, him 2nd then 

hi. "'Ie wll! N UJ.kd. ArunU:S 
fJlher ",,lJ rurn chuVJtt. the 

pt.rrhing ,,(the tv',het Iow"'n J J 

1M AIm""u <If 5<1(,»'ln. The 
DipwnutC.,.., Dcn,,,,",,,, ' CKuea 

o.UVJtI.iS. child.vul br"'''ghl hi'" 
I" X'I"lis, where he wok the ".n,e 
ct;.,,". UnWrlun.ldy. ct;''',,', u rly 
lik.lS .. ~rfkft .. aup imprusi"" 
"n him,.tId when he It.d .. Wn oJ( 

his "wn, he p..md hlJ txperienus 
&"wn w Aruh~r in the 'IlIne,,( 

(,tkerry I,,~. As )oJ ,,/ten IUppCIU, 
AnsJur ' ''ntinued the " de of 

.b.-. AlUlu, /ww awcllJ in H"m. 
but . tiU <KUJ,,,,ully w rUuru ( .... 111 

'nl" 1I,u.ur under the wil ,,( 
d.trItneu. There, he >too .,,,1 

dlildnn. t" Siw them his I"ve in 
u... only WI,)' rJut he kn"ws. 

HiShlighr5.: Arruglnl, pUilfWid, 
JPiltful, wilhdr .... n 

Altrib"t ... , APP .. J, INF + I, KNll 
"I, PER + I. P5Y oZ. HEAl; - I. HAl; ZOo 

UOJ.A04 

[,"inenc~: s.:ru,,~lity ~nd 

Yenge~n'" 

skill.: OUg"iJ.c 1/ 0. Ore.aming II· Z. 
lti'l"dte 2/ + I. Gr""ming 2/ .. 3, 

H~ggling 11+ I,l.m (M~s:d..Jlite) 31 
+ I. Mdu 1/ 0, N"t icc 2/ .. 1, ltudJ 

Writ" ( Trib~!) Zif I, Rit,,~I2/ .. t, 

s.:du(!'<ln 3/+ 3. SlrutwtJ.c 21+ I, 
ruching 1111. Tr~de llf 1. Synth ... " 

( P~S$j<lnJ Z 

'>y- . 
. , Climax 

From a missive to Chamberlain Ohara lbenldn; 

Greetings and a good day to you, My LacIy. 

I believe that I have witnessed an event that could prove the downfall of our subject. 
late this afternoon, I obse""ed a confrontation between the subject and one Eban. yet 
to choose a name. A tr3nsc.ript follows. 

Subject: Good afternoon, young Eban. 

Eban: FlICk you. 

Subtect Now, do not be like that, not after all that I have done for you. 

Eban. shouting: All that you've done for me? What about what you've done to me? 

Subject: Calm down, Eban. You will C.iuse a scene. 

Eban: I don't care! You can't blackmail me any morelI'm sick of it! I'm sick of you and 
your sordid games! 

Subject: Calm down. We can discuss this r3tionally. 

Eban: I'm going to tell, and I don't cafe what you do to me! 

Subtect All right. then, name your price. 

Eban: My price? You just don't get it, do you? I'm going to finish it. You'll never be 
able to touch me again. 

Subject. laughing: Who will they believe, Eban? A future Chamberlain or an irrational 
whelp? 

At this point, Eban attempted to strike the wbject in the face. The subject produced a 
knife and stabbed Eban in the chest. As Eban fell to the ground. the subiect looked 
around, wiped his blade on Eban's tunic. and fled the scene. 

I believe that this would CQI1stitute sufficient evidence against the subject. Unfortu· 
nately, we have no live witnesses to whatever crimes that the subject previously 
perpetrated against Eban, but the murder and my testimony above should be enough 
to spur the others into action. 

Forever your humble servant, 
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From the thoughts of Anshar Demori'on: 

The Voyeurs are watching - I can fed it. They're always watching. I'll never esc.a.pe the fate that Ohara lbenkin has 
planned for me now. 

In all truth, I don't krlOW why t did what I did. What spurred me to such acts? Was it my nJ.er's voice, tlut voice ttut 
haunts my nightmares? Has he risen trom the grave to torment me? Did he deceive me somehow into inflicting ~If OIl 
young Eban? 

Was it the Z'bri taint mat runs in my veins, passed down to the Serf that would later become my father? Was it some foul 
trick of the Beasts? Should I seek oot the Almoner ofS'deyahln for answers? 

I'm only making excuses. I'm the one to blame. I could've stayed my hand at any time, yet 1 chose not to. What I did 11m 

wrong, I know that, but I fed no remorse. At the time, I took Eb.m out of love; his tevl mattered link to me. I shouldn't 
mve killed him, but it WOlS the only wiiy to protect myself. If only I'd managed to coax Ebarl from the Voyeurs' eyes. Dvnn 
you, Kalina Tarakin! Will you never lave me alone? 

Calm down. You're panicking. You'U need a cool head if yoo're to get oot of this alive, I 
There are only two ways out of this; I ~n beg to stand in the Circle of the Chosen, or I ~n Ace. Ifl choose to stand in the 
Circle, I'm at Ohara's mercy. She would tum me over to Magdalen instead, and tell Her w~t I did: even death wouldn't 
spare me the agony. 

No, I'U leave, and hide in the slIJITI5 of Hom. Perhaps my enem~ ha\le forgiven me what I've done to them. Seamus will 
protect me; I ~n trust Seamus. No, I doubt it; a Magdalite never forgr.es, 110( forgets. I'll ha\le to disguise myself, and hide 
my face even from the Fallen. 

I 
I'll miss young Mareta Deanakin; she was a good student. I have to leave now, without say;,g good bye, I should gather a 
few things. I'll have to leave those trinkets of Magdalen behind; She'll be:able to find me th I gh them, and they'll gi\le 
aMY my identity, Besides. they'll be next to worthless in Hom. 

A pox on you, Oharalbenkin! 

Now is not the time for revenge, Now is not the time for answers. It's time to flee , 

I need time to think. I'll seek my answers in the damst pit of Hom, let my pain tell me wha~ to do. I'll discover my answers 
in lie Perdue. I 

lie Perdue. 

• ~ {(j~jmate Ouestjons 

\ 
t 

From a tr2n$Cript of the i.ltcrroption ofMaretl Deanakin: 

Kalina: That's all that you're willing to tell me? 

Maret&: Yes. That's all that I know. 

ICaIina: And you haven't seen him since that day? He didn't tell you where he was going? 

......., No, I don', know wh,,, hd', flo ', ou' tho" """""""'" but h' told '"' ""<hiog j"'L 
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A Prayer for the Fut-lire 

From the writings of Aria'on, Shayb. At'kin 

36th Day of the ~a5on of Rebirth, my 17th Winter. 

Remembering the fkgmning 

It has been a long day and I am more th~n ready to crawl into my ~tr.lw-stuffed bed 
and allow sleep to overtake my senses, forgetting the world for a few hou~ at last. 
Yet, it is also one ofthose nigh~ where I am so tired that my body refuses to relax and 
sleep. So I find myself here once again. sitting huddled over a single candle fOf both 
warmth and light. 

Why do I stay awake, denying myself the one thing I need the most, sleep? Blackrock. 
my mentor, is dead and his little village, known as Sundown, 1000ted between the cities 
of West holm and Bazaar, is in turmoil. 

I wnte this not just (or myself. My journal also holds my hope fOf the future. Someday, 
I hope. I will hand this to my firstborn child as she becomes an adult. If she o.n read 
the entries that follow and still look to me as a mother and a friend. I will know that I 
have done the greatest ofEva's works. 

Things have been changing so fast lately. it is hard to keep up. On my death·bed I will 
look back at these pages and see that I lived through these, the most trying of times, 
and share those same thoughts with the person who will o.ny my legacy 'oqol'ld I11Y 
single span. I can do no less. 

Now I lay me Down 

Blackrock was a great man. Many Winters ago he took me into his bosom and began 
teaching me of the world. Blackrock is ... was a great Shaman, in touch with the 
workings of the world unlike any other Dreamer. Guided by Eva's wants and desires. 
Blackrock walked the spirit world as easily as he did this world offbh so many are 
chained to. He wnversed with spirits as easily as he scolded me after I fouled a 
learning. He, like his sister and brother Shaman, was the heart of rebirth and life of 
Vimary. 

Now he is dead. and I have never felt so alone. 

Sundown seems so small now. In the Pa5t few days it seems every villager ha5 run to 
me with their problems. I assumed Blackrock's responsibilities, dealing with the same 
problems he had to deal with on a daily basis. Evarn are a hardy people, that is a 
certainty. but the many concems brought before me since his death have me wonder· 
ing if the people of Sundown deal with any of their own problems. 
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5hayi.1 At'kin Aria'on, 

Evan Nurse 

5h ~)'1.1 i5 , )'<>lIllg ""' .. 1.111 un Ihe 
~rge ,,( bcwrning ~ vcr)' iml'"rl,'11 

figure In thc Evm '''''''''lInit)' ,,( 
s..n.wwn. slnec d!iWh<><.><l ~hc h,~ 
b,wI ~pprCnliad '" Ind rlhea b), 

In cider SIu .. un, IItt,Juwk. Hi~ 
~U~I pusing h'SCfUfM A /i(., 

"isis fitr b..>th sh.r)'lI Ind her 
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Of coorse they do. I am simply ~Ione and bitter, and no one else is qualified to do what must be done. Granted. I am just 
barely qwlified, Olnd am probably assuming more responsibility and authority than I nomu.lly should. but there just is no 
other alternative. DeJ,th is swift and uncertain, as are its consequences for the living. Eva will never give me mort than I 
tan handle. Still though. I pr3Y to Her for time. Time to set Sundown Intk on track and time to travel to Sanctuary to seek 
my own elevation to the rank ofShamm. Finally. I ask for time to prepare for the inevitable tests that will precede that 
elevation, Blackrock occasionally mentioned the tests. I an still hear his voice in my mind, scolding me with his tOI'le if not 
with his carefully·chosen words - "They are not usy. Shilyla. You must know that you are meant to be a S~man, 
otherwise you will fail. Remember though, there is no sh,unc in that failure, Eva and Her children are very weful, and put 
everyone on their intended Jams: 

qlOices Made 

Today an old family friend, Aria 'on,Jamin omit arne: to me asking for my expertise about spirits. He asked. "Dearest 
Shayla, my wife's ghost haunts my 5m<llil flower garden. It is <lin I h.ive left in this world, <lind it is my memorial to her. Please, 
is there anything you can do to banish her shade. so that I can make her memori<lll worthy of her?" 

I looked into his deep crystal blue eyes. I could tell he was desperate <lind was not above pleading with me (Of my help. 
Jamin treated his wife with little respect in life. <lind I seriously doubted the flowers he w.as so concerned about were the 
memorial he tbimed. 

'No Jamin: I told him. 'Thit is not my duty. Appal to the Yagans, m<llybc: they can help yeo. A 5twnan does not sully her 
hands with de1oth .• 

At that point my vision beame cloudy. and a se~tion much like that offalling overume me. ' struggled to stop the 
sensation. fl<lliting my arms wildly to slow my phantom descent. 'could do nothing ocept blindly shoul for aid. jU5t.as I fell 
my legs crumple under the fOfce of the fall against lhe hard earth, I awoke from my vision. 

Slowly, my sight came b<llck 10 me. I w.as inJamin's arms. his words desperalely trying to calm me. I gathered myself. <lind 
retired Nck home 10 mediUte rOf the rest of the d<llY. I <11m still unsure why Of from ......t.ere the vision h<lld origin<llled. I <11m 
sure that the vision was due to my thoughts <llboulJ<IImin and his wife, but I lim unsure O«IIctIy how they m: connected. 

So what is <II Shiman? To be honest I am still not entirely sure. Sundown seems to think I <IIlready own the title and the 
right, but I know I do not.' <11m merely lin orph<llned apprentice doing nothing to dissu<IIde their belie(that I can help the 
community. ' am a girl pl<llying at being <II respected grownup. <lind I hope thu the Sh<llm<llnic Lodge does not hear of my 
little farce. I do not think they would look kindly upon my efforts: deep down, however. I know this is for the best. <lind I 
must continue so thilt Sundown m<lly continue life lit e<ll5e. 

Wh.n I do know is tN.t the shaman m: the chosen of Eva, the Great Mother. They Me Her eyes. ears Vld soul. They Me 

the leaders of the Tribe, peoolully guiding our communities. Most importantly, a Shirruln spe<llb with Eva's voice. They 
are the ones who seM: .as valu<llble bisoos between the Gre10t Mother and the many people of the T nbc. Despite being <II 
Shim<llllic <ipp(Cnrice fOf many yean I hive new:r seen Eva. It IS not that I, Of <IIny other EYafl. am forbidden from seeing 
our F<itim<ll, it is only that Sanctuary and Bazur Me so f.lr <llway and we travel so little. Evans <lire rarely <IInywhere near Her 
00Iy pl<llces, since we Me tied to our fields.as only we can be. The Sh<llm<lln Me <II vital link between my people lind our 
Fatim<ll. Without them, we may only le<llm of EV<ll's wishes indirectly. This is the main re.ason I w<IInt to become ~ Sh<llmlln. I 
want to bring the love of Ev<II directly to the people. 
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On a daily basis, 1 stood at Blackrock's side as he helped Sundown face the trials of each new sunrise. He W;J.$ a friend and 
advisor to every family in Sundown and many of the outlying farmsteads. He was the leader of Sundown, appointed by the 
lodge imd Eva Herself to manage our village. He timed the plantings and helpt:d selec.t what each family would rI0w. He 
solved disputes and upheld the law. Blackrock listened to the woes and ailments of the villagm, and helped them along 
the road to recovery. A5 a Shaman he was a leader, a healer, an arbitrator and much more. Blackrock was the last word on 
ne<lrly any spiritual matter that went on in Sundown. which is why the people (eel SO mU(h pain at his absence. and why r 
must step in and fill the void. 

I also know Blackrock held intimate knowledge of the River of Dream and all things spiritual. He was a rmster ritualist, as 
,ue all Shaman. Sadly. I only know Iloffl Blackrock's ritual knowledge, though I did gain a good deal of undersunding 
about Spirm ;md their natures. 1 assume that much of that leam·lng goes on before the Lodge and other Shaman. I need TO 

get there and complete .....nat Btackrock started and I am continuing. There is only so long an apprentice, even a cOflfident 
one, can fulfill the needs of a village like Sundown. 

tr.~pond the Spiritual 

A stwnan is an imponant part of any Evan community, but they are not the only portion that deserves attention. The 
Evan Tribe is the strOflgest on Vimary, of that there is little doubt, and our strength comes from the many different people 
found in the Tribe and the integral role each plays within this immense tapestry. 

There are the Matrons. They are the aged leaders of the tribe. The MatrOfls stand beside t~e Shaman and direct the more 
mundane aspects of Evan life. Their knowledge is valued beyond all other.;' due to the simple fact that they have survived 
more winter.; than most can count. They are the mental strength behind the Evans, guiding us on steady and fruitful 
courses. Where a Shaman is an appointed leader (appointed by Eva, that is) , a ~tron is mote of an inherited position. 
Instead ofleading a village, the Matrons often concentrate on a family, Of dan. Each family has one Matron to help 
counsel and guide the family, much as the Shaman does for the village. 

If a village is especially ludy, there will be more than two or three local Matrons leading their respective families. They help 
make the decisions over the minutiae, the things that a Shaman cannot and should not be bothered with. 

Just like the families, the dans also have a Matron to lead them. These Clan Matrons are powerful and wise women indeed. 
They have gone beyond leading a single family and are now leading many families at once. 'The Clan Matrons, many of 
.....nom reach well over siKty years of age, are some of the oldest Dreamer.; on Virnai)'. 

)'·1jJe PreciQus Waters of"Cbjldbjr tb 
~" .... .. "-
Below the Matrons are the Nu~. It is no coincidence that the Nurses are the oldest members of the Tribe next [0 the 
Matrons. Age is an imponanr consideration in the Evan tribe, something J know all too wei due to my mere seventeen 
Winter.;. The Nurses are the mother.; to all Evans. They are trained in the ways of living and bringing new life to this side of 
the Fold. A Shaman knows the spiritual and mystical rituals to bless and aid a birth while a Nurse is trained in the physical 
rituals and methods neccsury to ensure a uk and easy birth. 

Beyond birthing. Nurses are herbalists and healer.;. They know the processes and combinations of roots, berries and herbs 
to make valuable poultices. It is a commonly used phrase among us Evans 10 uy that the Nurses are the 'hands of Eva. ' I 
myself, despite my yooth, am technically a Nurse. As Blackrock's apprentice he wanted to make sure that I knew about the 
more mundane and physical aspects of life and demanded I continue my studies and duties as a Nur.;e. At the time I 
resented all the extn won:.; now I would sincerely thank Black-rock's spirit for the responsibility such training prepared me 
ro<_ 
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"Tbe watcbing Eye 

Alongside the Nur;es are tm: Nannies. Many Nannies and Nurses are the same age, 
mosl in meir lale twenlie~. The Nannie~ fulfill an interesting role within the tribe, for 
they alone do not normally dirty their hands with the pains of birth, be it animal. plant 
or child. Nannies are concerned with prolonging life, and at times, are the ones to 
bring swift and hanh death. The Nannies are our prot~tors and guardians and it is 
said mat due to their long hours in the fields and demanding tr.aining they can fight for 
hours on end and run for days without tiring. 

Sundown is a village like many others. It is a plate located out in the fields of Vi mary, 
away ITom the busding cities ofBa.za.ar, Westholm, or Griffentowne. Villages like 
Sundown are bastions of civilization, islands of Dreamers. Sundown is a full day's travel 
away from Sanctuary and Ba.zaar, and as such. we do not have the luxury oftm:joanite 
Watch or milita!)'. Of course the Watch does find its way to one of our small villages. 
occ.asionally making their way here on some infrc:quent -routine" patrol or tracking 
down some wayward Fallen. but by and large we are on our own. 

Not only that, but the Evans are the only Tribe to locate the majority of our people 
away /Tom the cities. This is a necessity, of course, since it allows us to be closer to the 
land and Eva. Thus, our Tribe is on its own (as it should be) and tm: Nannies make 
sure we are protected at all times. 

Most Nannies are trained hunters and have simply modified their patience and instincts 
to serve the Tribe. The Nannies stand on the edges of our villages. watching for 
danger, and rushing to meet it if need be. 

,>" People oftbe Soil 
'. ), 

The souls of our Tribe are the Tenders. They are some of the youngest members of 
the Evan tribe. though their ages run the entire gambit ITom young adult to those who 
could become Matrons themselves. and their role in the Tribe is arguably the most 
important. for they are the ones who work the soil. The great bounty that is produced 
from the earth and Eva's bosom is what makes us Evans so wealthy and strong. 
Blessed are the Tenders for they are those that press their hands into Eva and pull 
forth Her bounty. 

Tenders are more than farmers though; many are also skilled foragers. Anything that 
grows forth from the soil and that can be consumed is the province of the Tenders, 
and they will stop at I'IOthing to gain that which is necessary to keep the Nation fed. 

Most Evans "re Tenders and as such, they are the backbone of not only our Tribe but 
the entire Nation. Without the Tenders, "II of Vi mary would wither and die like the 
berry patch as wimer approaches. It is a shame that the other Tribes see the Tenders 
as simpletons and rustics. In some ways this is true, but what the Nation too often sees 
as a failing is actually a virtue. Strength and a will to do the hardest work in all of 
Vimary is what char.acte rizes the Tenders, yet the others refuse to realize this. 

My daughter, if you decide to not follow in my footsteps as a Nurse or Shaman and 
instead become a Tender, I will not be happier. The Tenders arc direct "nd I'IOble and 
nothing less would be worthy of any child of mine. 
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I probably should not mention this, but I am becoming increasingly concerned. Despite the skill and teni6ty of our 
Tenders. the harvests each year are becoming less and less able to feed the growing population of the Nation. Most have 
not noticed this; the Shaman have, I am certain. and probably a numlx:r of Matrons, but M each Wimer approaches. the 
problem is becoming more and more obvious. 61ackrock and I would stay up some nights talking of possible solutions. 
but somehow he would always make me feel more sure that I was exaggerating my fears. 

The problem is becoming so pronounced that the Shaman have told the Tribe to mount further expeditions into the 
Outlands. These expeditiOfls are not a new development; we have been delving into those shadowed lands for as long as I 
ca.n remember, but the Shaman afC placing more and more emphasis on these: risky ventures. They tell us it is Eva's will 
and we are not ones to question Her motivations. 

ii, Tpe youngest 

The Seeds are the final components of Eva's great plan. They are the youngest of all the Tribe, with ages comparable to 
the Agniles. The Seeds are our future and ha~e a long road of learning and work ahead of them. They are also destined, 
however, to inherit the responsibilities of the E~ans, something I can remember looking forward to as a linle Seed myself. 

Along with their education from the Nurses and Matrons. the Seeds arc e:xpected to work. the fields with the T ende:rs. No 
Evan is without respo~ibility, and the See:ds are no e:xception. They are: often given the: lightest, least physical of labors. 

One of the more important duties of our Tribe is bound up with our willingne:ss to take: on the great responsibilitie:s of the 
other Tribes, which, in tum makes us great. We Evans raise a number of the: children of the othe:r Tribes, a task that we: 
take very seriously since it benefits us in so many ways. 

The Crb:.he1 are monitored by a number of NUrse5 and T cnders, and arc a common place fOf the Tribe to raise both our 
Seeds and others. The Magdalites,joanites and Agnites that are sent to us are referred to as the Adopted and are often as 
common in a crt:che as Evan Seeds. The: utche is more than a simple drop·off for childre:n, but a place where the most 
skilled and caring individuals can pool their work and resourccs to help raise as many children in the proper Evan way as 
possible. Some crtches are as small as two or three children, others are as large as forty or fifty youngsters. The: size 
grcatly depends on the size of the community, as well as the village's proximity to Bazaar. Those dosest to Banar gain 
more Magdaiite,Joanite and Agnite: children than those villagcs near Griffentowne or Westholm. In places like Sundown a 
crtche usually is no more than an elderly couple helping raise a couple of orphaned or Adopte<l children. 

The children from other Tribes, the Adopted, are considered Seeds until they enter puberty. at which time they are 
expected to return to their Tribes. At that point, we have done all that we can for them, and the best we can do is to send 
them off to discover Vimary on the:ir own with a strong background in Evan valucs. Occasionally. one of the Adopted asks 
to become an Evan in truth. We accept these Adopted into our ranks as full members of the Tribe with new names and a 
solemn rebirth ritual to !oanctify their new lives. 

" + BQrren Fields 
, 

The occasional sterile Evan is someone to be pitied and often stands out5ide of the guild system. They cannot bear 
children and must be treated gently for their frailtics. These sterile Evans are known as the Forgonen, and once their 
sterility is realized and understood, they may never again be a full member of the Tribe. Still, they are part of us and what 
we represent, doing what they can to make up for their inadequacics. Many Forgotten are e:flCour.lged to travel to Bazaar 
and help raise the Adopted in the larger crtches. Many others are guided toward the Outlands expeditions, gathering food 
that is only marginally blessed by the Great Mother. 

It is a shame these poor beings exist. They are Evans in name, but not in fact I guess it is not surprising that 50 many 
Forgonen flee to Hom and the embrace of the Fallen. Birds of a feather, I guess. , . 
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Into the Storm 

Remembering Responsibility 

I was awoken by linle Nathy, the little brother to Janie Trav'on. who was heavy with child. I was not sure what hour it was, 
though it must have been in the ~ hours of the morning. It felt like I had just fallen asleep, and I could see the open 
p;igC$ of my journal beside my bed. 

Nathy yelled at me to hurry, his urgency growing with each moment that I let slip ~t Janie was in labor and had been for 
some time. Namy, nearly hys,terbl, could not answer my quesoons with any sembbnce of coherency. I hlId to assume 
that Janie was in severe danger. 

I grabbed B1ackrock's old spirit hoop and great eagle bther and a few other odds and ends that were bequeathed to me 
after his death. I was still a linle hesitant to use those Shamanic tools, but if l was to bring the newborn into the world with 
the correct rituals, I knew t would need the inmlJments. 

My hesintioo about the Shamanic tools did not derive /Tom any ull(el'Uinty about the methods of their use, though that 
was a smaJi factor. Imtead, my piluse tmle from a lingering doubt that I had been able to pW1 aside up until that moment 
This was going to be the fit"!.t binh in which I was both Nurse and Shaman, both master of !he physical and the spiritual. 
This was a different maner entirely from giving ~ or Kring like t knew what was going on; this was the real thing. the 
most sacred of ~I Evan rituals. This would be my first true test ~ncc BIackrock's death, 

As I threw everything into my haversKk and pu~d my feet into my boots I finally noticed that it was storming outside. 
Nathy, in his haste, had not dosed the door to my small house and regular Wiyes of rain angled onto the wooden floor 
through the gaping dOOfWay. I c.1asped on my cloak, shouldered my sack, brushed the sands of sleep from my eyes, and 
stalked toward the doorway. Nathy continued to yell at me, though I could barely understand him. I knew he wanted to 
make haste, if only by his repeated pointing toward the door. As we left, I let him lead. 

EqrPverWorking , 

The landscape that I considered a.s much a part of me a.s my Oan was almost entirely ~ien to me as the weather swirled 
about The slightly rolling hiNs, their ground tightly packed as if pushed upon by a great hand, were barely visible due to 
!he driving rain and darkneu. There were no trttS for me to rest under, of course, since that kind of obstacle to farming 
had been largely pulled up generations ago, except in certain areas to demarcate field boundaries or give some fields 
shelter from the wind. 

Nathy and I jogged along the: sIow1y winding dirt p;ith: no wider than a man, it connected Sundown with a number of 
other small villages and farmsteads. The black stone paths of the World Before did not weave their ways through the fields 
except in a few isobted uses, arw;I so we Evam had to rely on well traveled, tightly packed dirt roads. Unfortunately the 
weather had certain intentions and I pushed through mud instead of Wilked atop dirt. The sma" T DY' on Clan fvmstead 
which Janie and Nathy called nome was a little Oller an hour aWiY, but the conditions doubkd the time involved . 

The rain continued and my state worsened, since in my haste I had not grabbed the correct dothing. Instead of my treated 
and cured cloak, I had grabbed fTlY festival cloak, which was, by then, soaked through and through. If nothing else at least 
the howl of the wind and the incessant rain stopped Nathy from his ill(omprehensible screaming. I guess I should not have 
blamed him: his sister was in distress and in a very vulneDble state. He was worried for her safety. So was I. 

I trudged along behind Nathy tOWird the Trav'on homestead. hoping that his youth had made him OYet"!.tate the despera· 
tion o( the situation. 
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, Ipc Pajnso(Bjr lh 

1 arrived in the farmhouse With ooly. few moments to 5p:uc. Before I even stepped foot in the house, I knew things were: 
going to be rough. Janle' ~ screams could be hard well down the path, despite the pounding and cmhing of the heavy 
rain. She was in a considerable :irnount of Plin. Pain, of course, was ~Ithy ind to be expected in ;lny birth. What poor 
Janie was experiencing, however, was not. 

Her family stood a.t her side, $Orne of the women munering pnyerl and her father looking pale. None of the children were 
In Sight. which was a good thing, though the entire family looked to be frozen in fear. I tyd lir:de time to think. I dropped 
my cloak unc.cremontOU~ on the floor and began pulling tools out of my h<lvemck withoi.rt even Jnying attention to 
what I brought forth. 

Before actually beglnning the btrth, I had one ritw.1 to complete on my own tN.! I had learned years earlier from Bladuock. 
I quickly entered a n.nce, calling fof guidance ffom Den Mother, the totem of the EVVlS. I was granted with iUl Insight, 
not a vision exactly. but I1lOfC than enoogh [0 know thatJimie was heavy with twins and that the second child, in ~ 
way, deserved spedal anentlOfl. 

Drawing on memories of my lessons, I brushed Blackrock's feather across Janie's naked and sweating foon. I brought the 
feather do~ to my face and counted the number of sweat dropletS that had goathered along \Oe edges, The seven good­
sized dropletS indicated the spiritual readin05 of the child to be brought forth. The time was at hand. 

Just then UrlI, a Nurse andJaf1le's s~ter, bunt through the kitchen door with a number 0( lowds soaked in warm Woiter. I 
knew Cari(s aid would be uucial Since she seemed to be the only member 0( the family with enough ~nse to be doing 
anything. 

Carli and I worked through what was left of the night. A few hourllater Janie's legs spread and her firlt child began 
entering the world. I had already informed Janie and the family that part of the rwon fOf the excruciating pain was that 
Janie was heavy with twins, and that they were trying to push though simulaneously. In time, Carli aided me as I maneu­
vered one of the unborn c.Mdlen, stili wittlinJanie, toward the fore and helped guide it outJ More blood than was safe 
gushed forth along With the Infanl. Janie was In danger but at this point we could not stop. 

43 

J 



• 

l 

o 

The Arrivil l 

Cuii bathed the (If,! child as I brought forth me second. I knew from my communion with Den Mother that this newborn 
was important in some way. and that I wanted to be the one to help guide it into the World of Flesh. As the second came 
into the world I saw why I had been dr.lwn to it. While ~ small boy's color was good and arms strong. his left leg was 
horribly malformed, twisted like some hangman's tree. It was a horrible sight. not only for the child. but for myself as well. 

A few years before Blackrock had uught me a secret that the Shaman held within their ranks. As m~ters of the balance 
bdween the spiritual and physical. they knew the many signs of purity and corruption that graced our world. Blackroc.k 
told me cfthe duty all Shaman share in protecting the purity and removing that corruption. I st ill remember how he 
stressed that It was because of love thaI we removed the degenerate from the grace of the Goddess. He told me that 
E~ans are led by their heart, and none more so than a Shaman performing what Blatkrock called the Culfing. 

In my nai"vete I did not quite understand the importance of his message. Now, with the still-red newbom c",dled in my 
arms I understood. My mind raced. I knew what I had to do. 

To thiS day, I stili am not sure ifit was my own will that guided my hand or that of Eva Herself. I watched il5 my right hand 
came forth and (Overed the tiny baby"s face. With one swift motion I gripped his head and )crked it qukkly to the left, 
snapping the child's leathery spine. It was a quick act, one that I Wil5 sure neither j.mie, nor Carli, nor any of the fam ily saw. 

I had Culled the child. His leg Wil5 physical evidence that his soul was impure. Like the Beasts that take a Dreamer's form 
and roam the nights, physical deformity rdlects spiritual imperfet:tion. The Shaman know this. They also know that the 
spiritually impure need to be put out of their misery il5 quickly as possible, preventing them from hurting themsel~es or the 
Nation. 

It was my love for janie and for the Nation that guided my hand. 

I quietly announced to the family that the child was stillborn, that there was nothing I (Ould do and that I was sorry. 

I thank Eva every day that janie lived, along with at leil5t one of her children. 

Rcalities Hiddcn 

p::: From the writings of Aria'on, Shayla At'kin 

4th Dayofrhe Season of Life. my 17th Wincer. 

o 

.... 
• .. ' 

Remembering me other worlds. 

Since the day I Culled Janie 's ch~d, things ha~e begun to change. It is as if that twisted little leg was a mirror that allowed 
me to lOOK directly back at myself and then into my soul. I did not see it all at once, but as time has gone on, I now realize 
that I am growing stronger and stronger in my need to understand the River of Dream. Maybe I am finally ready to 
become a Shaman and travel to Sanctuary . 

Every night in my dreams I see a great bear, sometimes gray, sometimes brown, rear up and encompass all that I see. Its 
form is massive and on the periphery of my vision I see its great paws come down and embrace me. I still am unsure if the 
paws are part of an attack or a caring touch, for I wake up just as the first pitch· black claw touches my dreaming body. 

It is a sign. I am communing with the Den Mother, totem of Eva. Blackrock told me that, in time, this would happen, 
especially after I had begun to look for her on my own for the fi~t time. -Den Mother: he said 'loves all Evans and all 
E~ans know of her. but the totem takes spedal note of those beginning the ir walk toward the Shamanic Lodge. Eventually, 
she will come to you and greet you as one of her own.' 
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Dcn Mother is a side of E .... a that few have the opportunity to explore. I am ccruinly privileged, and ha must know how 
grateful I am for such a gift. Den Mother is a bear totem. venerable, and undoubtedly more powerful than any other totem 
that sails on the currents of Dream. She is the embodiment of nurtlJring love. the greatest thing a pcr~n can feel for 
another. Den Mother looks upon the Evans much as Eva Hersdflooks upon Her tribe, as wbs to be protected and cared 
for. Den Mother's great bulk and boundless courage protect all Evans as we Dream. 

I am sure that in my dreams I am communing with an emissary of Den Mother. With each dream I awake refreshed. As 
time passes and I continue meeting her in the Dreaming. though no words are spoken, r kllOw my way of looking upon 
the world is changing. Den Mother has been slowly teaching me what spirituality is. and the role of the River of Dream in 
my own life. 

I no longer see the physiClI world and the River of Dream as cwo entities, but rather cootinuatlons of one ~ast whole. I 
think of the two as a pond. Above the water line is a vast. thriving world. Below the waters. though we Clnnat see from 
the air. there is an amazing place of diversity and vibrancy. Below the water and above the water the en~ironments seem to 
be totally separate. but in reality they arc part of the same world. What affects life below the water affects the alr. and vice 
IICrsa. True understanding and appreciation only comes when the ennre picture is appreciated. not Just one portion of it. 

Every tribal is something to be protected at all costs, even ifit means my life. Den Mother h35 taught me that the E~ans 
are my children and I am their mother. There is nothing I would not do for them. Moreo~er, with the knoWledge I now 
hold I know what is best for my children. Some decisions, like the Culling. are difficult. but must be made for the good of 
both those directly invoNed arid the Nation 35 a whole. 

Along with my dreams of Den Mother I ha~e still been having the waking dreams where I am falling. The visions are 
intermittent and unexpected, but I am starting to piece the dream together, bit by bit. 

I crash though a snow drift and fall for some time, only to land in a da,*ened cave. My legs broken under me, I scream out 
in pi-in as I slowly crawl about the dusty floor of the cave. EIICntually, my eyes adjust to the blacknCS5 and JUSt as I am sure I 
see movement in one comer, the vision ends. 

These visioM feel much like those of Den Mother, but there is some powerful difference in the source itself. Someone Of 

something is trying to wa.m me of something: I am sure of it. Maybe the Shaman at the Lodge win be able to help me 
discover the meaning of such visions . 

A I ine CroSsed? 

From the ...-ritings of Aria,'on, Shayla. "t'kin 

6th 03Y ofme5eason vfLlfe. my 17th Winter. 

Remembering danger. 

Even with Den Mother's love within me, I still question my judgment. It's not about whether I think the Culling was 
appropriate or nOI: I am still surt: the act was necessary. What I question is if my actions were approprii-te. I am not a 
Shaman, merely a Nurse that was once i-pprenticed to a Shaman, Did I ha~e the right to act upon a secret pa5sed on to 
me in confidence? Did I have any inkling of spiritual ability that I am now sure is necess.ary to properly conduct a ritual 
such as the Culling? 

Willi be punished if the Shamanic Lodge discove~ my act? Dear Eva, could this be cause for my bani5hmt!nt? Please tell 
me these are only the fears of a scared little girl. 

My doubts in m~1f remind me of the Amber Fold. They are a group within the Evans and are unive~al!y revl!ed by the 
Tribe, For whatever reason, they have forsaken Eva as their Mother and instead perform pagan rituals that defile their own 
bodies and the ground where they sleep . 
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Blackrock believed that the members of the cul t ha~e never had the fortune to see the 
Fatimas walk amon&5t their followers , and so fill their hearts with doubt rather than 
with Eva's love. These heretics are confused; their blasphemy is anathema to us, and is 
one of the great motivations for me: to become a Shaman. I will bnng Eva'$Io~e to the 

people of the Tribe so that their hearts know nothing but love, and doubt will have no 
place to rest. 

I have heard mat Eva has found it in Her heart to forgive those of the Amber Fold wno 
apologize for their actions, banishing them from VirnaI)' rather than kill ing them 
outright. I hope, ifl tOO am in me wrong, that I un reCCl~e at least that much 
kindness. 

\... Strength in Numbers 

From the Recollections of Aria'on, SluyLa At'kin 

Re~mbering friendship 

I have begun my journey [0 Bazaar. A small foot·bound caravan. consisting of three 
Yagans, a Dahlian Guide of some repute named Brehnsun, and aJoal1l\e were 
returning from farther along the road toward Wtltholm. They Slopped for a short 
time in Sundown to replenish their supplies. When I saw the black-clad Yagans I once 
again experienced my vision of the cave. This time I saw the movement in the comer 
just a little more clearly; to my astonishment, it appeared as though ropes or hands 
were writhing about on thdr own. I knew, then, that I needed to travel to Sanclwry 
with this caravan. I hailed the members, told them of my Intention and quickly 
gathered up supplitl for the journey. 

It seems like the group I am tr.I.~c1ing with is remarkably subdued. I did not go out of 
my way, at first. to pierce the silence that they rmintained, and happily walked at their 
sidtl unbothered by chatter. It ga~e me some time to think back on Sundown and my 
life mere. If / were a: betting woman. I would say som<:trnng Imporunt h.15 h.:Jpp!ned to 
my tr.ilVeling companions, tlpedally to the younger Yagan. In contrast the Dahlian 
guide was full of jest and innuendo. but I felt drawn to find out what had happened. 

'.-:' Differences 
~ \ 
, -:' 

I walked in silence and away /Tom the othef$ for a long time untll Robyn walked up to 
my side and introduced her..c:lf. 

"Do you mind if I walk with you for a lime?" the dark·haired girl asked. t slightly shook 
my head but pointedly a~oided eye contact with her. I had grown up my entire life: in 
and around E~an company and was concerned about making some social blunder. I 
let her lead the conversation. 

"Aria'on, have you heard much news from Bazaar?" I took note that she used my clan 
name in lieu of my personal one. She was either well taught or exceptionally polite. 

"No, Vetllin, I ha~e not: I responded, still stanng at the dust kICked up by our boots. 
"Most of my time I spend tending to my duties in Sundown. I am a Nurse there and am 
hoping this journey will end with my ele~allon to Shaman.' 
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"Hmm. Then I suppose you have nOI heard of a Shaman named Broken Foot?" 

I had. and I responded accordingly. "From what I know, Broken Foot is a well-regarded Sharm.n who has. been feuding 
with one of your Tribe-mates, though I cannot remember her name: 

""'nny Verkin L1nig'oo - my grandmother: Robyn reminded me with a challenging I~. 

·Yes, that was it.· I paused to collect my thoughts and give her a chance to continue; she held her tongue and I decided to 
continue. "My Illf:ntOf told me he had sometimG had contact with Broken Foot, a Sh.ma7 of ViI.5t repute, even outside of 
Eva's chosen. Broken Foot is:in expert in the River of Dream and has been arguing with your Lanig'on for some time over 
the nature of spirits and ghosts, Of some such. Blackrock, my mentor, seemed to be frus~ed that even Broken Foot 
coold not convince the Lanig'on." 

1 
Robyn nodded her affirmation. 'You have most ofit. I fear I have words of death for you. Broken Foot is dead, found 
within me streets of Hom. Your StwTl:lln in their lodge :lire accusing my grnxlmomer. Annr, of murdering the Shaman 
over their feud ." She looked over at me and our eye'!. met for but the briefest ofin~tants, 

It took me some time to undel"ltand the gra..-ity of what the young Yagan, Robyn. had ju~t Imparted to me. Broken Foot 
was a mend of Black rock's and I had heard my mentor speak of him a number oftimes. Now even me friends of my 
mentor were f.llling under Bab:ll Yaga's grip, and there was nothing I could do about it. ~ehow, despite adamantly 
wanting to deny everything Robyn had just told me, I knew it for f.lct - or dose to. I felt that Robyn would not lie about 
such mattel"l. 

I 
'Shayla, may I caJl you that?" I nodded, trying to concentrate on the convers.ation and pu~ my emotioru aside. ' Shayla, 
Anny lanig'on did not do what your Shaman accuse her of. We are the tribe of death, but that does not melon we murder 
when we please. Far from it. Faide, the Old One I tr3vel with, is very knowledgeable and knows ... things. She told me 
some time ago while we traveled that it Wil.$ not time for Broken Foot to die, mat it was a rhurder most heinous. His death 
is a sin in our eyes as much as youl"l." 

"I see." was alii could respond. 'If your Anny did not murder Shaman Broken Foot, who did?" 

"I doo't know, Shayla. But I do know that it was not at her hiInd or by her behest. If you do indeed become a Shaman. 
please, Shayla, know that mis rift is good for neither the Yagans nor the Evans. Will you ciQ that?" 

I met her eyes on my own accord. ·Yes. Robyn. I will." 

Our friendship blossomed at that moment. Though I did not get to know the ot:hc:1"l all that well, even the other Evans in 
the caravan, Robyn and I whiled the houl"l away discussing all manner of things, tram spirits to fashionable tattoos. She 
was remaskably witty and intelligent for her age. 

Speaking with Robyn makes me mink back on my life in Sundown and realize just how luc~ I am. 

I was born to the At'kin f..mily of the Aria'on Clan. In all hone.sty, I am very proud of my family. my mother. brothel"l and 
sistel"l, but it is to my Clan that I hiUlg must of my pride. Like most Evans I will often list my" dan name before my personal 
or family name. This is due in large part to practicality. The Evans are huge when compare? to the other Tribes, and there 
are just too many f.lmily names to keep up with. The nine dans of the Evan Tribe are static though, and it is easier fOf a 
Dreamer I just met to relate to my Clan rather than my fil"lt names. So, my Clan forms a good deal of the identity t adopt. 

I grew up in the At'kin family in Sundown, which no Ofle outside of Sundown will ever recognize. Along with me, my three 
sistm and [WO brothers made our mother's life very busy. My father died when I was three; and only Ellen, the elde£[ of 
the At'kin children, has any meaningful memQ(ies of him. 
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I know it may be horrible to Sdy this, but I am glad 1105[ father rather than mother. If I had grown up in the Tribe without.a 
mother I would have been a pariah. The Evans look down on such children, often breaking up a family with no mother and 
redistributing the children to stronger families . 

Besides. from what I was l.ul told, my father returned to his mother's clan about a year before his death to aid a large 
crtche there. I like to think of him raising and attending to little Magdalites and Agnites like he didn't have a chante to do 

for me. 

I valued my childhood and adolescence, especially my time with my mother (Baba Yaga. guide her true) k. a $(:ed, and 
later as a Tender, I worked with my brothers and sisters and the other people of my age in Sundown's fields. We main­
tained a good number of fields for the number of people that worked in those days. As a group the Seeds and Tenders 
collectively farmed ~ land, and it was our responsibility to do what was required and to give over our harvest to the 
passing Dahlian Caravans for the good of the Nation. 

It is our duty, as it has always been. E.va. is the strength of the Nation. It is through Her that we grow the grain, slay the 
venison, birth the children and act as the living bridge between Flesh and Spirit. The other Tribes arc necessary in their 
own little ways, bur none form the bulk and body of the Nation as Eva does. 

I digress. 

Many seasons ago a Matron that lost her family to rampaging feral dogs went mad. She demanded that the Nation yield 
her a plot of land to do with as she would. She said she was tired of being the Nation's slave:. She demanded that Eva. and 
the Fatimas give her the birthright she deserved. 

Sundown did not take kindly to such ignorance. Blac.ktock c.aJled upon the spirit5 to punish the mad woman (I cannot 
remember her name for the life of me, only mat she was a Wild 'on) and with a simple gaze struck her down. Blackrock 
never explained to me how he did such a thing. I just assumed that it was Eva's will directed through him. 

;.T\lrough the Fields , 
From the writings of Aria'on, Shayla At'kin 

20th D:ily of the 5ea.son of Life, my Ilrh Winter. 

Remembering the journey. 

These fields that we pass through are amazing. All through the day we travel along a well-worn path, past a number of 
small Evan senlement5. not unlike Sundown - little places. with no more than four or five homes and buildin~ clustered 
around each other. Surely, like Sundown, there are twice that number of homesteads out in the surrounding temin that 
are considered part of the community. All told, there arc probably just over ten families in one of these communities, 
including the homesteads. Each family probably has scven or eight members, making the community number some eighty 
or ninety people. 

Funny, Sundown always seems so confining while I am there. Yet, ITom a distance these villages that are almost exactly like 
my home look wide and open. 

I shared my thought5 with Robyn and she agreed. Though she does not hail ITom a village like my own she told me that 
any place: can seem small after you have troweled the width and breadth ofYimary. She is quite right. 
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Watchil1g the Wilds 

From the writings of Aria'on, Shayla At'kin: 

26th Day orth<: Season ofLifr:, my 11th Wincer. 

Rem<:mbering iltnxicy. 

The:: village we camped outside of. wftly illuminated by the flickering of our dying campfire. was called Hollyflowc::r. Last 
week I heard word from a Dahlian caravan that Hollyflower was attacked by roYing Gck'roh. The Nannies were away. 
helping another village that had bec:n recently attu.ked by the same foul beast5, and were unable to return in orne. Half the 
village died by the claws and teeth of the beasts and all the children were de:filed and left to die. 

I had to tum my eyes aWiiY from the silent village, but a sort of macabre fascination was overcoming me, and I was 
ashamed ofil. The death of the Gek'roh was little consolation. Eva's tribe lost some of our own just a few days ago to the 
unnatural machirutions of the Beasts. lives are too precious to just throw iWiY ind HollyRower will prohibly take yeirs to 
recover from the sli ughter. 

Eva cannot stand to hear the screams of children, and it pains me gready to have to endure year after year of these type of 
stories. It was through Her intervention that Hollyflower's Nannies returned before the entire village was in ruins, but it was 
too late. The blood of innocent Evans stained the precious soil that they cared for SO deeply, Yes, the Nannies chased off 
the Gek'roh. though not before more of Eva's children fell under the vicious claws of the Z'bri. The damage had been 
done. 

I heard that, when it was all over, what was left of Hollyflower wailed in anguish for three days and my heart wished to take 
up that cry now. Three days and nights the remaining villagers cried, to the point of eJhaustion. It was only the arrival of 
Shaman sent from Sanctuary that finally ended the pain and began the healing and rebUilding. I wiped away silent tears as 
they cascaded down my face. I did my best to hide my anguish, not wanting to explain my emotions to the Yagans or the 
Caravan at this time. I (.Quid not bring myself to talk to Robyn; my sadness was for Eva and Her Tribe alone. 

It is very hard to be Evan at times. We must rely on ourselves. There were no Pillars to rush to Hollyflower's ald. There 
were no Dancers to c:onsole the survivors. Eva's closest Sisters, the Fates. were in Holtyflower in spirit, but little more. It is 
sometimes very lonely being an Evan. We endure our hardships and joy within our own Tribe, often shunned and ignored 
by the other six unless they wish for OUf hospitality. 

Eva is probably cross with me for the bitterness in my heart. I need to learn to love unconditionally as She does. 

Hollyflower was silent the neKt morning. As we got ready to leave I saw a few children playing In the distance, though I 
could also see that the structures they played around were alt ruined in one fOlTTl or another. I wonder how far poor 
Hollyflower has come in healing? I think about asking the Caravan to make a stop at Hollyflower but hold my thoughts to 
myself, (or fear of crossing the revered old one, Faide. 

I 'lOW upon my re turn, after I am a Shaman. to help Hollyflower heal both emotionally and spiri tually. It is the least I can do 
for ignoring them now. Eva forgive me. 
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Dark and Deep Emotion 

From the Recollections of Aria'on, Shayla Atkin: 

Remembcn'ng Wt:lcoming. 

Finally! I have arrived on the island of Sanctuary. I now know why Eva's chosen place is named what it is. It is a wondrous 
place. It is certainly hard to put into words. Things grow here that I could never have imagined. Plants s,prout from rNery 
inch of ground and when the wind blolll!i low over the earth the green carpet that coven Sanctuary seems to come alive. 
The plants dance, I am sure of it! Insects and birds in a thouund·thouWld colors and varieties dart across the: blue sky. 
adding a brimance and motion to the sky that makes it even more beautiful. This is paradise. 

As for my companions who were !.O ~ind as to escort me to this land, I left them behind in Bazaar after uying my farewells. 
I was pallic:ularly sad to see Robyn go and asked her to retum to Sundown after some time to see how I was faring. She 
promised to do so. 

The caravan's final destination was the center of UK: city itself. and my own small road was not tOO long fOf me to tread 
alone. Besides. they were not Evans, and though all Tribe$ may share in the splendor of Sanctuary and Lai, they are not 
encouraged to do so. As beautiful as Sanctuary is, most Tribals do not realize that it is a ¢ace of serious work and labor, 
not a place for simple Yisitation or sight·seeing. This much, at least. BlackroO: taught me many yean ago in preparation 
for my coming. It saddens me that he can not be here to see my eyes as they fly rrom one magnificent work of Eva to o anotller. lt would have made him so happy. 

. 0 

i ~ . ... 
if r~ '" 

I 
Ij 

"t 
I 

To make my way to the Sanctuary Temple. home of Eva. I followed the road directly rrom Bazaar. I will always remember 
the sight of the great blooming ~tructure of me Temple as I walked toward it, the: road flanked on each side by an intricate 
I'lCtwOO of canals. A few buildings marked more Evan communities, though these structures were noticeably larger than 
the ones l5.1w on my ioumey. Obviously, theJe are more Evans here than anywhere else in VirnaI)'. 

It really was a beautiful day. 

A New Beginning 

As I took my first step onto the Sunblessed Peninsula, two armored warrion seemed to materialize directly rrom the many 
trees thaI straddled the bridge. The Nannies asked my name and my intentions and made stow circles around me, sizing 
me up. as I stood there silent and unmOving. 

After a few minutes I ~w movement on the periphe'Y of my vision, and a well·built man came forth rrom between the 
trees. He was dressed in a great fur cloak, even though the weather was warm enough to ma~e my brow slightly slick with 
sweat. His head was entirely shaven, with a considerable number of tattoos across his bald skin. E .... erything he WOfe or 
carried was made of wood or leather. 

"Good afternoon, Shaman's apprentice. little Blackroc:k: He greeted me heartily. I was confused as to how he knew who I 
was. but f continued in good faith. 

"Good day to you, Evan." I nodded back to the man. 

"My name is Keeton Co'/on. a Shaman and a former friend of your mentor, Blackrock. We probably should begin as SOOfl 

as possible. bot I am SUfe you are tired rrom your journey. It was a good one, I suppose?" He c:oc:ked his head slightly to 
note the question and I nodded quietly in response. 

Keeton took my hand and led me away rrom the Nannies. When I looked back they were nowhere to be found, no doubt 
melded again with the underbrush. 
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-You have: come far, little Blackrock,' he uid. "That you made it this far with no one 
to lead you is testament to your desire and love for E .... a. This is good. This is very 
good. Much of the Lodge and the Circle will be quite pleased that you undertook the 
last leg on your own. Yes, yes, I know you are surprised that I speak of the 'last leg.' 
Well, Shayla, know this: you have spent the better pan of your life under the tutelage 
of another Shilman. That W:iS where your true training occurred, and all the Lodge has 
to do at this point is discover whether your training was thorough enough. Blackrock 
was greatly respected here, and many have high hopes fOf you. Come. If you afe 
ready. we o.n begin.' 

Before he was done speaking the periphery of my vision began to cloud and I could 
barely see a mass of shapes moving just to the sides of my vision. I concentrated and 
tried to ignore the vi~ion, sure it was a continuation of the o ... e dreams I had experi­
enced so many times befOfe.Just knowing that the vision came to me here told me 
that my destiny rested on this island. 

"This is my place,· I announced quietly to myself. 

"We shall see: he responded, to my surprisc. 

{! Ip. Grounded 

His pace quickened again, and I was forced to ~tumble and run just to keep from being 
dragged by his powerful arm~. I could not see where we were going, it all moved so 
fast. 

"It is a good thing tnat you made your own way here,' Shaman Co ... ·on continued. 
"However, this independence an be your undoing as well. You ha ... e no mentor, no 
teacher for the last few and crucial stages. If Blackrock were still with E ... a and away 
from Baba Yaga's embrace then he would stand at your side. Now . ..• He stopped 
walking abruptly and I tripped over my own feet in an effOft not to run into him. I 
looked up at the wall of a man as I struggled to my feet. 

"Aria' on Shayl<l. At"kin, witl you take me as your Mentor for this, your final testing? I am 
Cov'on, Keeton Ta'kin. I ha ... e no spirit·name but I am prepared to lead you through 
your final testing if you accept me. I am ready. Are you?" 

I was stunned. I remember distinctly trying to stammer OUt my reply three times, yet 
each time alii could communicate was a pathetic. bleating like some confuscd lamb. I 
now realized that Keeton Co'/on was a Shaman who serYed the matters ohhe Tribe 
as a whole. BJackrod: told me that he greatly admired this type of Shaman. Instead of 
devoting their li ... es immediately to matters of spiritual importance, they scrYed the 
tribe as Scribes and ambassadors, working closcly with the Circle and leadership of the 
E ... ans. In a willful act of penitence for some wrongful act. thesc 'Grounded,· as they 
are ailed, deny the true lo ... e of E ... a that they could feel to help pay the spiritual fine 
for an act they are ashamed of. Not all Snaman who do wrong are expected to 
perform such an act. and those that do are not allowed a spirit·name until they fully reo 
enter Eva's lo ... e. 
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Few outside of the Tribe know ofthe Grounded, since they afC both a source of shame and pride for the Tribe. The 
shame arises from the fact that the Grounded arc a reminder that even the Shaman make mistakes they must pay for. 
Similarly. the Croonded are a SOOfce of quiet Tribal pride due to the fact th.iT they are cogni.l.1nt of their wrongdoing and 
~ve enough love in their heart to realize they must be punished. Since the grounded are Shaman, no one can punish 
them except themselves. Their repentance is entirely their own. 

AU this flashed through my head in an instant and it did not take long for me to again take Keeton COy'OO'S harld. 

·Blac.krock admired the Grounded for your sacrifice. I admire you for your honesty. I would be proud for you [0 serve a5 

my mentor in Blackrock's pl.ace. as I am !.Ure he would be as welt· 

Ritua ls 
'/ 

From the writings of Aria'on, Shayla At'kin 

28th Dayofrhe Xa50n ofLife, my 17th Wincer. 

Remembering pain. 

Today is the day that I am to go before the Cirde, the council of elders of the nine dans that compose t~ Evans. I am 
~red . 

At Keeton Cov'on's be~st I went through a long ritual purification in order to deanse my body and soul before 1 stepped 
before the Cirde. The wnsing rituill was longer than any I have been part of before. Certainly, I had participated in the 
Rite of the Welcoming, where the innocence of newborns was ensured ilnd their spirit hardened in preparation for their 
lives ahead. The Rite of the Welcoming involves scrubbing the small child with a whetstone until their young skin is raw 
and bleeding and then removing the foreskin if they are male. The dead skin is ritually deansed in sacred waters tram Lai 
and Sanctuary and then mixed with some Teaberries to make a sacred dldught. The mother and aunts of the child then sip 
the dldught, communing spiritually with the chi\cl as they do so. What is left is then fed to the inD.nt, reinvigoldting the 
newbom spiritually as its own flesh sustains it physically. It is a ~utiful ritual, really. 

What I went through, though, bordered on the injurious. I was woken from sleep and hurried into a darl<ened room where 
my hands and feet were bound, and my hands chained above my head. For what seemed to be the entire day I hung there. 
with nothing to remind me I w~ alive except the pressure on my muscles. The room was darl<, no sounds emanated ffom 
anywhere, and 1 could not smellior touch anything. I drifted into and out of sleep. often confusing my nightmares with the 
d.arl< reality that encompassed me. There was nothing separating dre.am from flesh. 

In time I heard someone open a door and enter the room. I did not see the door open, nor the person enter, though I 
could hear all that was going on around me. Then all sound ceased. 1 heard nothing more. Time seemed to drag on for 
eternity until, finally, a sound scraped against my ea.rs, welcome in its harshness. A female voice from somewhere in the 
room boomed forth, low .and harsh. but powerful. -Who are you?" 

• Aria'on, Shayla At'kin." I slowly ilnswered back. I was exhausted. 

"I will ask you once more. Answer me correctly and we Ciln continue. F.ail and illl that you nave endured win be for naught. 
One more time, who are you?" 

I thought for some time, not feeling rushed in any way. 

"I am Eva." I finally answered. 

For a good deal of time I did rIOt hea.r iln answer and slowly began to panic. Just as I was about to amend my answer I 
heard the voice come forth once again, this time from a different spot, though I never heard the woman move. 
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·Unlt one, you are certainly conceited, but your answer is acceptable. Your wul i~ pure.· She then left me in the darkness 
once again. If I had passed. my situation was no better than it was before she came. 

The Rite of Cleansing continued some time afterwards. I think I was asleep when two Evans entered the room and began 
scrubbing my naked body. Somewhere along the line I had 1m! aU my clothes and I hung in purity. my body as Eva made 
it. At least I fin.tlly had light flooding in from an open door. I could sec that the room was no larger than my small 
bedroom back in Sundown: there was barely room enough for me. let alone the woman who had questioned me. 

White I hung. still chained by my feet and wrists, the two Evans worked up and down my fann, scrubbing with porous 
rocks and drenching my body in bone·chillingly cold water. All the while they whispered a chant that I only caught parts of: 

5weet Mother take the taint o(this girl's soul, 

To a place only suitable (or rile Bc:i15ts, 

A place a Drearm:r would never survive, 

A place where no Dreamer would want to sUNive ... 

... with boundless love. 

5how her your w.ays, protect her (rom her (oJlies, I 
And guide her i15 your Tribe guides rile: bounty of your Breasts . 

... help her show the world your love, 

For blessed .are those who sh.are your dre.ams, 

In the Flesh .and in Dre.am, 

5he is your humble: scmnt, loyal unol final breath, 

Wishing only (or your pe.ace. 

With the end of their scrubbing and chanting, a bowl was brought forth before my ~gging face. I had barely the energy to 
raise: my head and look into the eyes of the Dreamer who offered me the watery pme. Before me stood the (arm of 
Keeton Cov'on. He whispered to me that the Rite was nearly finished and that I had only TO consume the paste to be: done 
with it. 

I hungrily slurped down the paste as Keeton tipped it toward my lips. Near what felt like death, I gorged myself upon the 
gray paste, alternately c:.ating and drinking the viscous liquid until my innards ached from th~ pressure of the food . I had 
little control over my body as Keeton tipped more and more of the paste into my greedy "louth. I defecated onto myself 
and continued to consume like a starved beast. I had ncver eaten SO much, so quitkly. in my entire life. 

Only later did IIc:.am from Keeton that the paste was made of the breast milk of Eva and ofisaliva aO(] regurgitated food 
from c:.ach living Sham ... n. With their blessing, I had truly been reborn. I 
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Before the Circle 

As.an aspiring Shaman, I entered into the Circle Hall. bathed, re-clothed and reinvigorated. The Hall stands in view of the 
great Sanauaty Temple. and through the many open·air windows one can see and smell the beauty of the Temple:. I do 
not know ifl will ever be able to enter into the Temple, but I ~hould feel honored just to be able to stand on my own merit 
befOl'c the Ciroe, the: leaders of our venerable Tribe. 

The meeting hall of the Circle is an imposing place. The entire building is composed of great trees that have: been coaxed. 
through Synthesis. hcrbalism and love to intertwine with each other and create an endosed structure. In a very real way. 
the Meeting Hall is alive. 

I was brought before: the Circle in the central hall. I stood upon the earth and dirt floor surrounded by repre~nutive$ of 
the nine dans. At each station, set an equal distance from her neighbors, a dan Matron u t or knelt upon the ground, 
entirely nude, with no blanket or cloth to lie between her and the life.gi .... ing Earth. Each Matron WilS attended by two or 
three servants who wore loincloths, since they were not of starioo to be able to directly touch such ~crcd ground ilS that 
of the floor of the central hall. 

1 WilS htre. before so many powerful women, in order to gain favor from the Grcle, the political and familialleadcrs of the 
Evans. Beyond the Matrons of the Circle there is only the Shamanic Lodge, and even then the two are supposed to share 
power and leadership. The Circle, with aid from the Grounded, is to lead in matters ofthc FIC5h while the Shamanic Lodge 
is supposed to lead in areilS of the Spiritual. 

I had to first pilSS inspection by the Circle before I could make my way to the Lodge. 

:-- t he Nine ". , 
'." I" 

In tum, each of the nine Clan Matrons regarded me. I felt like a special piece of jewelry, highly regarded and rC5pected, 
maybe even admired, but still simply a thing 10 be evaluated and appraised. I WilS taking up the Circle's valuable time, and I 
could feel it in many of their stares and gazes. 

The tim Matron to speak in my favor Wal thill of my own mn, the Ari.1 'Of}. We are some of the most powerfuJ leaders., 
and it set my fluttering heart at iase to see that they were the first to approve of me. I am proud to be Aria'on, because we 
stand for all thai makes Eva beautiful. The Aria'on embody the best of growth and tolerance. and many of my own dan 
can be found in the burgeoning village of Griffentowne. Someday, through our leadership, we will make Griffentowne ilS 
great ilS Bazaar itself. 

The next to lOUnd an affirmation was the Chop'on. Once simply a family known as the Chopin, the Chop'on grew to such 
stature that Eva Herself blessed them with a seat on the Circle. New, the Chopin family dominate the Chop'on dan, but 
they are not the only filmily to be found within its midst The Chop'on are good friends of the Ariion and some whisper it 
is due to Aria'on support that the Chop'on came into being. 

Quickly foHewing the Chop'on Matron in her support was the PaJ'on Matron, 1 could see a hard glare coming from the 
Aria'on Matron toward the Paron Matron, as jf my own (!.an Matron was unsure me Pal'on would support my Ascenr ro 
the Lodge. The Pai'on are known for their abilities in numerous rituals, both Shamanic and Matriarchal, and it was 
probably they who cleansed me. 

Tnc CoY'on also added th~ir voices to my Ascent. The Aria 'on Matton nodded her head ever so slightly, arw:! I am sure 
thai I was the only one who saw it The Cov'on are the Clan with th~ most experience in the River of Dream and have the 
closest ties to Den Momer. I was happy to ha~e thdr support, rhough withoullhe ma~uverings of my own Clan or the 
support of Keeton, I am not sure I, as a mastcrless apprentice. would have gained their approval. 
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Things fell quiet as 1'10 more supporters spoke up. I was stunned. Why did not all the clans support my Ascent? Keeton 
never prepared me for the possibility that the Circle would rejut me. I was pn!p4red to possibly be refused by the Lodge, 
but to not even pass the judgment of the Nine would be iI great failure on my part. 

Eva forgive me OIlCe "'Vin, but I fclt anger toward my Tribe. \ felt betrayed by those who could not see how badly I 
wanted to be a Shaman. I was bitter that they could not see how I would add to the Tribe as a whole, given the opportu­
nity to become ont of Eva's Chosen. This did not fed like my t'1ilure, this felt like the failure of my Tribe. 

Thoughts like those were probably why the other clans hesitated. I hoped so, at least. 

Finally. the silence was broken by the Matron of the Wild'oo. She quietly .nnounced her support of my Ascent and I am 
sure she could see the tear as it foiled down my cheek. The: Wild'on dominate the environs around Westholm and though 
they are a small and removed clan, they were recognized as powerful leaders, on par with my own clan. 

With the Wild'on suppon. another yoice, this one from the TaI'on Matron, pierced the silence. The: Tal 'ons are known 
throughout the Tribe for being even more removed than the Wild'ons. The TaI'ons are mysterious and their motivatiOfls, 
it is joked, shift wim the winds ofl.a.i. 1 still remember me eyes of the Tal'on MatrOO as she looked at me. as though she 
looked directly into my soul. It was an uncomfortable gaze that was made even more disccrcerting when her eyes 
narrowed and a sly grin traced across her face, as if she knew a secret I did not know, even about myself. 

Again, quiet fell oyer the central hall. It was time for the dissenting Clans to speak up. 

Not surprisingly, the Trav'on, the riYals of my own Clan, raised a powerful 'No,' that continued to resonate in my head 
well after the Matron had tumed her attentions elsewhere. The Trav'on are some of the mOSt conservative and fanatical 
members of the: Tribe, and are as much leaders of the Evans as the Aria'on or the Wild'on. Though I did not eJlpect to 
gain their favor, their dissent hurt nonetheless. 

Then, to what I was sure was the surprise of eYeryone gathered, most of all myself, the two remaining clam nodded, 
showing grudging support of my ascent, not the dismissal I had expected. 

The Gravkin, elevated from family status like the Chop'on and considered the closest to thb Tenders, had apparently 
decided at the last moment not to speak against me, instead silently adding their support. Similarly, the Dett! 'on, known 
for their association with the Pillars and for their choice to live in and around Bazaar, decided in favor of my Ascent. Both 
Clans' silent support was a powerful gesture. 

With only the Trav'on speaking against my Ascent, my chance before the Shamanic Lodge was assured. If only one other 
Clan had remained entirely silent or spoken against me, I would never have continued. 

Eva surely watched over me that day . 

,:::. DiVision , . ". ;'" 
I 

From the writings of Ma'on, Shayb. Atkin 

29th Day of the Season o(U(e, my 17th Winter. 

Re~m~ring fear 

It is my second day of Ascent and in a short while I will be before the Lodge. Before I go there I want to pen some words 
as I recall what happened while I stood before the Circle. Keeton has told me a little of what went on, behind the scenes, 
and what I know now is worrisome. 
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According to Keeton, mrec (bns. the Aria'on, the Wild 'on, and me Trall·on. VIe for 
political and social wprem.1ty within Ellil' s tribe. The other C1ans remain mdependent 
or line up behlr-.d the mrec politically strong leaders, The support by many of the Cb.ns 
was due less to their VISion of my patentiill ilnd more to the Aria'on Oiln calling In 

fa.vors ilrld strong-ilrrning the other Clilns into ilPproval. I know I should fed grateful to 
my Clan ilnd be prepared to work for Its betterment ifl become il ShilfTliln. but I 
ca.nnot bring myself to eng;age in petty politics. 

A Shilmilll is suppo!oed [ 0 concern herself only with the world ofme Spirit. In my 
nooks Bbckrock stressed that a Sh<Imilrl is to work only (Of the Tribe, and no one 
else. "The Tribe ilbove illl else. All elsel" he would yell at me when I fouled my learning. 

Things ilfe certainly different here miln in Sundown. 

I must go purge these ilnd milny other thoughts of heresy !Tom my mind. (.ilm to go 
before me Lodge ilnd I must make sure my spirit ilnd mind ilre cleM. Mily Eva hilve 
mercy on illl of our souls. 

The Root Clan 

From the recollections d Aria'on, ShayI.il Arkin 

Remt:mbering ~dversiry 

I first encountered the Root (lan at the bilse of the Sanctuary Temple. The ShilmilnJC 
Lodge is not a physical pJilCe, ilS I mought it would be. The lodge is simply the 
collection of the leaders of the Shaman. Wherever the Shilman ilre, so is the Lodge. 

Twenty-one women ilfld men were clustered haphazardly befOfe the base of the 
Temple. I WilS unsure mls WilS where I was suppo!oed to be. After the n81d forrnillity of 
the Circle, the Lodge came as qUIte a shock. The: twenty·one were all definrtely 
Shaman, I coold see I' in the furs ilnd leathers they wore ilnd in the sprnrual foci they 
cwied. Each had il distinctive way of dressing; here, il great skull of some fanged beast 
ildomed il Shamiln like il helmet, there, a Shamilrl wore only il cloa.k composed entirely 
offeathers. 

As Keeton led me to within il few steps of the g;amered twenty·one, one of the 
Shilmiln, a wizened, hunched·over lildy, stepped forward !fom Ihe reilr of the group. 
Hobbling on her ane, she slowly stepped to me ilnd stretched out her hilnd. 

"I ilfTI Spindled·Reeds. let me see your filce." She said in il surpnslngly powerful voice. 
At her commilnd I bent over ilnd let her wrinkled hand tr"ilce the outlines of my filce . 
Her hands were cold but somehow reassuring ag;ainsl the bare skin of my filce. She 
finrYred by slowly iI.lld methodrcafly tracing the form of me EYiln Tribe symbol milt was 
emblazoned ilUOSi my right cheek. With milt, she piltted me twice on the head. much 
as il one would do [0 il dog. then deliberately turned ilfOUnd and reJOIned the group of 
Shilmilrl before me. 

"She is full of questions: the ilncient Shilmiln ilnnounced. "Some an be ilnswered. 
Others will hilunt her unnl the Crone takes her. None of these questions interfere with 
the loye she has fOf EYil, Of (Of Vimary. This,.ilt least, is ilcceptable.· She took her 
pJilce at the rear of the group. I felt Keeton 's powerful hand gnp my shoulder ilnd he 
gilye me il rea.ssunng squeeze. 
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A larg~ Sluman, ..... Itn a bald nod much tjk~ Ke~ton Cov'on's st~pped forward, He I knew Immedlat~1y as Storm C'Y, a ..... elt 
f~SpeCted Snaman and I~ad~r of the T r.lV'on Clan, I had heard rumors that the Shamanic. Lodg~ was consld~flflg tilkrng his. 
spintnam~ away, conc~m~d as tnq. ..... ~r~ ..... Ith his conMu~d and questtoNbI~ poIttic.1t actions. Obviously thiS nad not 
happened yet, for he now stood before m~. 

"I am Storm Cry. I must let it be known that I oppose your entrance Into the Root Clan, Shayla. You are tOO young and 
you lack a mentor. Blackrock's passing ..... as a great blo ..... to us and we feel your Io~. Ho ..... ever. our sorrow snould not 
allow you to c.ircumvent the st<lndard ngors of joining the Root Clan. For thcse rwons, and others, I oppose your 
Ascent: I ..... ond~red if the fact that he still took the Clan name Trav'on was part ohny of his 'other' r~asons (Of my 
Ascent. Despite my doubtS, I stood silent as Storm C'Y took a sw~~plng step back and rejoined the gathered Shaman. 

I felt Keeton's other hand fall onto my !>houlder. What I thought at first was a show of support !.COn bct.amc Keeton's 
large form spinning me MOUnd to bc~ him. With the other Shaman to my back. Keeton pointed toward the blOt image of 
Bazaar in the d~nnce. 

"What role does a Sluman fulfill?" Keeton abruptly asked. 

'Th~y are the spmtualleaders of our Tnbe. The Shaman are a bndge between this ..... orld and the River of Dream and serve 
as our guides and our liaisons,' I answered from th~ InSMCt Blackrock had instilled. 

Keeton continued, "What role docs Den Mother fulfil!?" 

"Den Mother is the one who embodIeS Eva's love. She IS the holder of unadult~ratcd love, the love a mother f~els (Of h~r 

children. She is one aspea of Eva's emotion for us." I Pl'uscd in an effort to give time to think ibout what 'was about to 
say, but Keeton would luve none ofit. and gestured imPl'oendy for me to continue. "Den Mother is only part o(Eva's 
love for the Nation.' I stl.lmbled, in an effort to get the words out. "There is another ... something. I do not qUite know 
whal. Yet. there must be another Pl'n of Eva's love bet.ause I have seen and done things that C"o'en Den Mother would not 
approve of. but which fall Within Eva's graces: 

I hoped Keeton would nOI preS$ me about the horrible aCtS I had committed. I do not know if I could admit to the 
assembled Shamanic Lodge that I had CulledJaflle's newborn. 

At the same time, I was pcrpl~xed by my own answer and began to forg~t my apprehension about the CulllfIg. Somcttung 
seemed to play at the edges of my knowledge, lik~ a long fOl"gott~n memory that was finally reemerglflg. 

"Wlut is thIS ochcrsomething thaI you refer to? Do you t~1I me lies? Or do you know about what you speak?" K~elon 
demarlded. 

I could feci the cold sweat tnckfing down the small of my back. j remembered my words that I spoke iuS! a fe ..... moments 
before, but I could not rationalize them further. I was failing. 

Then the Vision orne. 

I sa ..... myself pushing my way througn a deep snowdnft. dad in only rags. My arm was raised to protect my fac~ /Tom the 
blistenng wind. It was numbingly cold. I had no idea ..... ht:re I was going. only mat I had to COOllnuc. 

Suddenly. the ..... hlte of the snow gave way to the gray form of the largest bear I had ever seen. It let out a great bello ..... lng 
t roar, a foar so powerful that It forced me backward into the deep snow. 

, 

The ground gave ..... ay underneath m~ and I fell with an unceremonIous thump into an open cave. I Wed up toward the 
hole through which I had fallen, but It was no longer there. In a panic I hurnedly look~d about me trying to find a w~y out. 
There was no el(it. but a soft while light emanated ITom somewh~re. illuminating the t.ave. Out of the corner of my eye I 
saw movement and my VIsion quickly focused on Ihe source. 
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There. in one of the comers, were hundreds of sm~!I white Ylakes. The mu!titude of tiny snakes moved and slithered over 
and under a much larger snake, a viper. though I knew not where that name came from. Entr.l.l'lCed I watched the family of 
snakes move about one another in a sinewy dance. Watching the many forms move: into each other, blend into one, and 
then reemerge convinced me that this was the source of my dream. This was what 1 looked for. I had come to commune 
with this viper spirit. 

I snapped back into the Wand afFlesh. staring at an impatient Keeton. 

"A viper, a white: viper.' I stammered. Immediately I kr"IeW that my vision held true:, for Keeton smiled a broad and loving 
smile. "Eva ~s another totem, one that embodies the viciousness ofloye that we Evans must ocasionaliy cnaa.· I 
looked at the gathered twenty-one and suddenly knew what the vision meant in its entirety. "The Shaman are the children 
of the White Viper. It is to the Root Clan that Eva looks for those acts that are in the best interest of the Nation, but that 
would be unacceptable to the Tribes." 

I paused for a secorw::! to again gather my thoughts. ~More than liaisons between the Spirit and the Flesh. we are the 
Chosen of Eva, we are Her hands. We are the ones that know the pains of living and the costs to maintain that life. We, 
and we alone, have the courago to pay that price." 

Keeton raised an inquisitive eyebrow. "We?" he asked. 

Without any hesitation I boldly answered, "Yes. We. I am a Shaman. I have been ever since I took the newborn's life and 
did what Eva, in Her bountiful love, could not. At that time, I truly became her servant. I cannot go back, can I?" It was 
more a statement than a question. 

"No you may not.· Keeton answered. I could detect the emotion in his voice; obviously I had touched a nerve in the 
collected Shaman. "Shayla, Blackrock certainly taught you well. In all honesty. you completed your training some time 
ago. This ... " his outstretched ~nd swept over the gathered Root dan. " ... this is merely a formality. though some were 
hoping you would still fail. You made it past the Grcle, an accomplishment in and of itself. " Keeton turned me once again 
toward the twenty·one. 

I stood there, amazed more at my audacity than at my acceptance. I had become a Shaman, Chosen of Eva. 

Behind me, Keeton spoke up. "Tell me what you see, Aria'on, Shayla At'kin: 

looked about me, past the women and men that stood befOl"e my vision, and my Sight fell upon the rolling and lush 
meadows and fields of Sanctuary. My heart jumped as I realized this was now my spiritual home. 

"I see green meadows." 1 quietly responded. 

"Then, from this moment on, you are no longer as you were. Your family and dan you renounce. There is only the Root 
dan, Eva and Her children, and the Nation. From this point on, you are a new Dreamer, you are Green Meadow, servant 
of Den Mother MIddle White Viper.' Keeton's hand came from behind me and over my shoulder to trace the outline of a 
snake in ash onto the side of my ned, marking where my new tattoo would be. 

The gathered Root dan, in unison, announced, "Blessed is she who walks before Eva. Venerated is she who serves the 
Den Mother. Anointed is she who strikes on behalf of the White Viper, for she is the cold strength that must balance love 
and protection." I noticed even the great form of Storm Cry spoke with the group. 

It was finally done . 
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New Beginl1ings 
$,' 

From the: writings of Green Meadow; 

15 t OayoftfJe Season o(~th, my 17th Winter. 

Remem~ring rebirth 

It has been some time: since I have wfltten in my journal. As it is, it ha~ taken a great amount of will for me just to open the 
pages of this book and look back through the past e'o'cnts of my life. It has been a full season since I became Green 
Meadow, no longer an Aria'on. 

I returned to Sundown under my own wishes. I was offered a number of places of residency, since I am considered 
something of a prodigy within the Root Clan, 

I cannot express how rel'eved I was to rerum to my own home, dust and cobwebs notwithstanding. Janie and her child a.re 
doing well: there is a strong aura about mother and son. Surprisingly though. I nave not heard from Trav'on, earli in some 
time. Janie told me mat Carli moved to Griffentowne some time ago. <hat she has some extended family there and is being 
groomed to become ~ M~tron. 

The vlll~ge of Sundown grows with surprising regul~rity. ute continues as rIOfm~l. but this time there ~re more bodies 
going about their lives. The Tende~ enter into the surrounding fields ~nd work all day. The Nannies chip in when they are 
not on watch. Nu~es go about curing the sick ~nd m~king balms to soothe aching muscles. The Matrons watch the work 
~nd help decide when and where we harvest. Finally. there is me, aiding the many Dreamers of Sundown along the p~th of 
communion with the River of Dream. It is a humble. but important job . 

I smile to myself each day now. Where once I was simply Shayla the Nurse::. now I ~m Green Meadow. the Shaman. Even 
the Matrons occasion~lIy confer with me on matte~ of the village. In time. I am sure, I will be a full p~rmer in those 
decisions. Until then. I must gain the village's truSt and support. When Keeton said I was reborn, he was making no jest. 
My return to Sundown has been as much a mission to reintroduce myself to the community ~nd to renew old friendships. 

On the other hand. as Green Meadow. I h~ve acquired a few enemies thaI would never have even noticed Shayla. 
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Nem esis 

I ha.ve butted heads with Storm Cry a number of times, since he is convinced I have 
been wor\(ing secretly for my former clan. He fails to see that my actions are motivated 
out of love for the Tribe, not for any d~d and removed loyalties. I guess it is hard for 
him to believe that some of us act out of love, where he still tether> himself to the 
world offlesh and politics. Storm Cry really needs to remember what it is to stand in 
the River of Dream, walking among spiritual flower petals. It is time for him to wor\( 
with the Root Clan and not for his own agenda. 

He has w~knesses. Storm Cry was Grounded once, though he seems to refuse to give 
up the responsibilities that go aiong with such a station. Much of the Root Clan do not 
stand behind him, concerned with his incessanl attention to physical matters such as 
gaining power and political influence, and his refusal to rive up his Clan name. Storm 
Cry must temper his ways, or the Root Clan will remove him from his position. 

Storm Cry will return to us in due time, or he will be removed before he becomes a 
danger to the Tribe. I fear for my new enemy, though. I have not seen Robyn in some 
time and I dr~d the next time I see my good friend . I once promised her that I would 
defend Anny lMlig'on from the Shaman, and now that I know a little more of the 
situation I must break that promise. It breaks my heart every time I think of the lie I 
must tell dear Robyn. 

Broken Foot, the common subject that brought us together for the first time, was 
certainly murdered, but not by a Yagan, though it 5tililooks that way and the Shaman 
continue to call for revenge. 

The truth is that the Shaman are partially responsible for Broken Foot's untimely 
death. Broken Foot forgot his station and his duty to Eva, instead obsessing on his 
work with the River of Dr~m. He was the premier Evan expert, rivaling many Yagans 
with his knowledge. Yes, he feuded with Anny lanig'on, but she had no hand in his 
d~th. To continue his won., Broken Foot once traveled to Hom to discuss matters 
with the Guides. This was a great sin. 

We in the Root Clan know that the Guides are a danger to the Nation, a danger no 
other tribes recognize since the Guides are so horribly powerful. Den Mother shows 
us those newboms that have the potential to become Guides and we Cull them, so 
deep is our fear of these monster>. The Guides helped e~ecute Mary, and have refused 
to repent. The Root Clan does what it can to punish the Guides for their audacity, as 
well as to correct their failings, by performing such acts as the Culling. 

In blind madness and obsession Broken Foot went to one such monster by the name 
of Halos, asking for information to help him with his studies regarding the River of 
Dream. Broken Foot asked the worst of our enemies for corrupted knowledge about 
that on which we are e~perts . He had to be punished. 

The Root Clan knew the Magdalites were similarly moving against Broken Foot and 
the Shaman stood idly by with the knowledge that Broken Foot was to die. We did not 
kill him, but his death served our interest!;, so we refused to save him. Now, to my 
great anguish, I must continue the ruse. though I refuse to add my voice to those 
accusing poor Anny lMlig'on of such a crime. 

Eva requires us to do some horrible things for the good of the Tribe and Nation. 
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Xenophobia 

From the Recollections of Green Meadow 

Re~mbedng the Nation 

It has been a while since I have seen a Dahlian Caravan move through Sundown. The season was turned toward the 
blistering cold that Vimary is known for and travelers are few and far between. In fuel. this Caravan came as a bit of a 
surprise to me as I saw its many carts 6n the horizon. 

It was near dusk by the time the Caravan pulled into Sundown. It was no re",1 surprise, then, that the Dihliilns and the 
other Caravan members dismounted and be~n milling about as if they were making ready to set up camp. Like ants, they 
milled about their arts .md animals, n tking and yelling at each other, seemingly oblivious to the community that was 
slowly gathering around them. 

I looked into me eyes of the gathered villagers of Sundown and saw some afthe light and excitement that my own eyes 
had held years before. At the same time, though, I saw ignorance about what these interlopers brought to Sundown. Yes, 
the Caravans are necessary to bring in supplies and transport our harvem to Bazaar and the rest of the Tribe. They do 
what we annat, but we do not have to accept their impulsive and chaotic ways. While we Evans toil in the fields each day, 
tending to our own, ignored by the rest of the Nation except when we birth their babies or grow their food, the Dancers 
go about their flighty business. 

Here, before me, was just such an example. I was tired from the work that day and acted on pure emotion. 

I told the Caravan leader to make camp elsewhere. The Caravan. while wekome to stay a while, was not suited to make 
amp here. in the center of the village. The Caravan master did not reply. He looked about the few buildings that 
comprised the center of Sundown. as if to ask whether Sundown really deserved the title of village. We stared at each 
other in silence until he turned and ordered his people to pack up and make for the outskirts. I kindly pointed to a copse 
of trees a few minutes' walk away. 

iii \ He thanked me, though his speech positively dripped with sarcasm. I responded in kind. 

" , 
! 

Upon reflection, it was as much my weary state as my indignatiOfl that prompted me toward my behavior. J love the other 
Tribes, truly I do, hut they need to know their place, Moreover, they need to learn to respect the Evans, their providers. 

Without 

Thinking about the Tribes outside of the Evans has inspired me to continue writing. I do not know if these pages will ever 
be seen by another's eyes, much less my own child, but at this poin! I do not care. This is a place for my thoughts. 

when I see the Dahlians I see a number of strong and lithe back$ that are not being utilized. They are grown·up children, 
refusing to adopt their birthright as c:ontributing members of the Nation. Instead of meaningful work that produces 
tangible results, the focus on the frivolities of life. Do not get me wrong, I enjoy a good t3le or song just like the next 
person, but devoting one's life to such acts is fruitless. 

The Agnites are the Evans' children, even in light of recent events. Eva has begun to withdraw from the child Fatima, and 
we have followed suit. I love ~ery Agnite I encounter, but they are refusing our outstretched anns, and there is only so far 
we, as a Tribe, an go. Eva waits for Agnes to realize Her folly and return to the bosom ohhe Mother. Until then, we do 
what we an to aid the Agnites through their growing pains, and sit and wait. I just hope we do not wait ourselves into 
oblivion. 
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As to the other Fates I am torn. Saba Vaga is older than even Eva and deserves our respect for that reason as well as many 
others. Her tribe fulfills roles in our lives that even rhe Matrons and NufSCS cannot fill. Most of Baba Vaga's tribe are well 
respected by the Evans. The Magdalites, however, are a different maner. Magdalen is tOO much like the Dancers, focusing 
Her life on rhe pleasures of the flesh. She and Her Tribe need to ground rhemselves and look to Eva and Baba Vaga for 
guidance. Maybe it is time for Magdalen to grow up just as Agnes is. 

The Pillars are an interesting conundrum. Joan acts in a way sympathetic to the Fallen. something that I know Eva does 
not approve of. Moreover,Joan is often the bringer of dearh. In Her mission to protect the Nation. She sends many a child 
off to their own demise, seemingly wirh linle remorse. What takes the Evans years to create and mold, the Joanites destroy 
in a few short moments and then explain away mel( actions with empty words like 'honor' and 'glory.' Where is that honor 
and glory when places like Hollyflower are ravaged, withoutJoanite protection, by the teeth of the Z'bri? Still, theJoanites 
arc an integral part of the Nation, filling an important role that we Evans must recognize. For that, and that alone, they 
deserve our respect. We Evans also r.iise a number of youngJoanites in our crEches and my heart goes out to those brave 
Evans who try to temper their bloodlust before it ever develops. 

Tm Sheba and Her Tribe are increasingly our allies. Though most of the Shebans maintain homo away from our blessed 
fields, they hold many of the same opinions as we do. The Nation is changing, and not for the bener. Though we Evans 
do not always approve of the actions mat the Shebans undertake, they understand the concept of punishment as well as 
love. Hopefully their wisdom will gain favor again. The Yagans and Shebans are the ones who most frequently recognize 
our oft·ignored importance in the Nation. Eva knows spcciallove for them. 

Then, of course. is Eva.. Eva is beautiful like none other. She knows only boundless love tempered with occasional regret 
and devotion. I have heard Her voice on three occasions now, twice since becoming a Shaman. Hearing Her has brought 
me to tears each time. J aspire to be more like Her each day. filled only with caring for all other Dreamers and the land that 
sustains us. I am like almost every other Evan; we have yet to push away all other emotions besides love. and occasionally 
succumb to jealousy and anger. 

The more I think about it. I do not know if. as a Shaman, I should know only love. The Root Clan tempers Eva's boundless 
love, performing the acU She cannot. If I knew only love, I do not think I could complete many of the tasks that I know I 
must. If I km:w only love as Eva does, I do not think I could have even forced the caravan from earlier today to move. 

Still, I aspire each day for Eva's guidance, and I know the rest of the Tribe, excepting the Root Clan. wishe~ only to know 
love. For their sake, and the sake of the Nation. I am glad they do not know of White Viper. It is best that way. 

p::: A Flower in the Field 

From the writirtg5 of Green Meadow: 

o 40th Day of rhe Season ofDcarh. my 19th WJrICer. 

Rerm!mbcring me cycle 

I removed a number of earlier pages from this journal. They reflect only folly that I wish to not remember, I win continue as 
if those pages never happened. 

Today a woman, simply going by the name ofRoma, who said she knew me from many lifetimes before, approached me. 
She told me th ing5 about myself and the past few months I did not think anyone knew. As snc talked, my sight began to 
cloud, as it had done so many times before at the start of a vision. This time however, my eyes refused to cloud entirely 
over, and instead Roma's tale enraptured me. ! hung on her every word, entranced. 

"May I take a seat?" she asked. 

"Shayla Aria'on or Green Meadow, your name docs not maner, for they both arc false. You are more than just an Evan. 
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more than just a Shaman. For some time you have probably been receiving visions. What these visions C:nSisted of really 
does not matter, merely that you received them often and regularly. Those vi$iom were a .sign, more than just a way to 
convey a message. The vision itself was a message.' 

I could say nothing in fe5ponsc, and for some fca$On I believed every word. 

'You have a great destiny before you. Maybe you thought you had completed it? No matlf, you have on~ just begun to 
serve your Tribe. You have much love in your heart and I know that there is room for forgiveness as well; a powerful 
weapon in the right hands. Hands like yours: 

I childishly looked down at my hands. wondering where I could hold such a thing. 

'Shayla, you are a child of Mary. the Forgiver and martyr.' 

I stared at the lIIoman before me, this stranger, as my mind tried to clean away the douds and robwebs as well as to 
reconcile ner statement$ and the world that I knew. I 
Before I could even form the first few words of the mmy questions that flooded my mind, foma then went on to ask me if 
I would ilid their effort. She spent hours tii.lking ilbout her life as il Milriiln, for she was indeed il member of the lost diln. 
Rorm. informed me of illl mvmer of things I should not write here, but at least one I must shilre. 

The Mil'ons hilve long been a.ssociilted with the Wrea.thed Ma.riiln5, il tertiiin sect of the lon Clan. Ma.ny m'ons, like 
myself, have the blood of MillY the Forgiverwithin us ilnd it is pilrt of our destiny to become reunited with our lost diln. It 
illl arne so quiddy, the rcveliltion, the knowledge, the disbelief. 

Roma approilc:hed me both because of her want to rcveill my dUiiI heriuge as iln EViln ilndlMii.riiln, and because ofher 
sect's concem over my continued feud with Storm Cry. Apparently, the Marians have been moving to chedc the growing 
power ofthe Trav'ons ilnd their hilteful WilYS. Many of the Ariil'ens have worked hand in hk with the Mvians toward 
this effort, ilnd my qu.mels with my fellow Shaman piqued their interest. 

I must s.ay that the Mii.riii.lls piqued mine as well. I asked for some time to think on illl thilt 
f.!.rewell just as the sun WilS rising for il new dilY. 

Remembering the end 

I have decided to woric with the Wreathed Mariilns. I have been reborn, yet ilga.in. 

had said. She bilde me 

I think I can finiilly woric tOWilrd embracing the love that would milke EVil proud. I hilve not renounced my Tribe, nor my 
sacred SUM as il Shaman, but I hilve discarded much of whilt I knew ilbout Vimilry ilnd its 

After I write these words I pliln on bul)'ing this joumii.l; I do not have the hart to destroy a more of its pages. So much 
of myselfis found within these words. I am still quite young by any sundilrd; maybe S01 Y J will decide to see how f.!.r I 
have come, retum to my secret spot, ilnd re-rad the story of my first few viul years. 

Maybe, on some sunny dilY, il young Evan girl will seek shelter underneath this copse of~es and diKOVef part of the 
joumiil poking through the rlc:h soil. There, she will read my words and discover a part ofhlerself. much as I have uken my 
steps into womilnhood. 

It is time for me to return to Sundown and fulfill whiltever destiny EVil has in store for me. Mily She hilve pity en my 50tJL 
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_, ;Seflections on Future 

'", " 
From the tale of Robyn Vemn: 

The blow of the carved bone: shattered ~ disk afiee, the crack and splash loud in the 
morning quiet. Robyn caught the fruzing water in her cupped hands; with a gasp and 
the rub of slick hands, she left the shores of Dream. Blinking in the colorless dawn 
light. she watched the ripples fade. She g<tzed at her reflection: the dark straight hair. 
the thin face, the blue eyes, and pile smooth skin. Damn that smoothness, thought 
Robyn with a frown - barely the line of a wrinkle in rwenty.~ve summCf5. In the 
Yagans. wisdom rukd; wisdom was seen in age. and age was wom proudly. 

Robyn felt her youth upon her like a burden. She longed to be respc=cted in her tribe. 
Robyn knew her tattooing technique was promising. her cutting masterful - so said 
the likes of Old One Viven - but Robyn's destiny was ~till unclear. 

Robyn tried to rub the puffiness of sleep from her eyes. Ever since her sleeping illness 
of three years past she had used a cold·water filce wash as a ritual to keep her from the 
endless days of slumber that had left her useless. Robyn still had not shrugged off the 
feeling of failure. knowing she had fallen behirld her friends in tribal standing because 
of the illness. Many of them had been taken in by one of the Orders. Some had even 
walked the Raven Trai l. or died trying. Robyn struggled each day to do all that was 
expected of her, Of at least what she thought she should do to be the same as the 
others. She felt blessed by Saba Yaga that her illness was never blamed on her, and 
that her mother and sisters looked after her so well. Robyn wanted to return that love. 
She also felt. deep within her bones. that she was destined for more. 

~l.{'}fe Earewell 

.... "Robyn,' Toria whispered harshly from behind the door curtain. -Em. mother and 
granny are waiting. You bener hUrry up." Robyn heard the sound of her younger 
si~ter's feet l.nd fabric moving aw1.y. 

Robyn reflected on the d1.y to come. Today began her new apprenticeship to a great 
Pellis Artis1.n. She would leave her mother"s hearth forever and continue the line1.ge of 
Verkin. She would be ~own more secrets of the Artis1.ns, mysteries of death and fate. 

The smell ofbacOll1.nd OIlions turned fear into 1. mix of hunger l.nd teu·jerking loss. 
as Robyn entered the W1.rm main room for the last time. The fire Aickered under the 
griddle. Her family, 1.11 with eyes for her arrival, sat at the large table. Her mug of tea 
was there. steaming. She busied herself with her posses~ons, keeping her eyes down, 
her emotions hidden. When Robyn sat down she drank slowly, moving her left hand 
l.round as if admiring the year.old tattoo anew. She wondered for the umpteenth time 
if her mother and grandmother were offended by her leaving the family Flesher 
tradition for the Pellis Artisans. 

Upon eating. she immedi1.tely felt h1.ppier l.nd lighter. Her grandmother and family 
d.n leader, the Little Crone Anny Verkin. galle her reassuring smiles after el!3mining 
her tea leaves.The breakfast seemed to be oller in no time; her mother made a point of 
telling Toria and Em to not bother Robyn with their many questions. After the meal, 
Em was asked to give the ritu1.J blessing: 
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~ 'Thanks be to Baba Yaga, our eternal mother. 
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She who brought us to this life. 

And She who will see us safely through to the next, 

Thanks be to the Three Sisters, 

Thq are W past and the future. 

This is the ~re of the blessed. 

Thanks be to the Seven, 

Who freed us from the Damned, 

And guide us through this present darlmess. " 

Robyn's brother Stuar mide it to the house as she was saying her b.rewells. He had 
come down from Mortuiry Hill where he ind his wife were Bonecrafters.living in the 
tombs that riddled the hill. His gift of an expertly carved skull bowl delighted her. It was 
i viluable artifact thit promised to bring her wisdom. Stuir would not say if it was a 
relic of his wife's line. the Kajkin. but she suspected that her friendship with Mykata. was 
strong enough for such a viluible gift Robyn left them in the field with the beasts. 

Tribal Secret3 - the 'Nritings of Arlrry Verkin lanig'on. Little Crone. Revered Mystic 

Fate. We who walk with Deith. children of the great Babi Yaga - Dea.th's Mistress 
- must seek our future in the Fate. else be cu~ for defying the Dreim, I write this 
so you children and your children's children will forever kllOw the truth. ind live that 
truth. Your life will be decided by the Fate. The best of us ire the Old Ones ind 
Mystics to whom destiny is i close friend . You must trust the elders to see your fut1..lre 
and place you on the right Pith. If you ire blessed, you will see your own destiny. 

Although not all our people so honor the GlUt Biba Yiga. I must remind you of whit 
is expected. Your marriage's destiny will enhince the tribe's success and the health of 
your children. The timing of your children is of great importance. for you miy be the 
bearer of one of us who retums to this life. Any success of the works you do for the 
T nbe ind Baba Yiga is all decided by destiny; defying destiny wililea.d to poor worils. 

Tike guidance on ill these things. even if your heart or head says otherwise. Trust in 
the Fate. If you live by the Fate, this life. or the next: life. will be rich for you iUld the 
tribe. If you defy the Fate. your piin ind loss will be harsh ind your path back to this 
life may be lost. Live in Fite. my children. my kin, my legacy. Give thanks to Baba 
Yigi . 
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From the we of Robyn Verlcin: 

Robyn ascended the Greal Hill shrouded in her dark shawl. The place was familiar to her. She drank it in afresh. The air was 
damp and cold. the ground muddy and slick. Mist dung to the water far below, mixing with the cooking fires whose 
smoke washed out over the river. Around Robyn. unseen aows cawed from the: trees and rocks; her friends liked to tell 
her the crows were: the guardians oflhe Yagans and the: eyes chhe Mordred. NOlle of the teachers or her own elder kin 
would comment; all said wisdom would come in time. Surely wisdom c.amt ITom tcaching. Robyn always thought, (and 
confided to a few trusted friends) like the many lessons that had filled her life since she could barely speak; writing. sewing. 
herbs. f.llming. weaving. slaughtering, skinning. curing, breeding, piercing. healing, cooking, anatomy and the art that 
would find her a place: finally in the tribe as.a Peltis ArtiSiln, tilttooing. 

The tr.lil Robyn had tilken was one she had walked since childhood, .a quiet path separated from the bustling l.arger ones. 
Alt iilong it were old gnves, most of them with b.arely legible de.athstones. Robyn looked around.at their mossy and 
we.atherwom face$. It was reassuring to her to be alone with the dead. She alw.ays suspected .a body she had once had was 
laying here now, her speciiil connection to this cemetery. 

After much exertion, Robyn slowed as the way leveled off amidst a thick copse of trees. Sh~ knew a Mordred would be 
here. Sc.arching the deep shadows, she rm.naged to spot the guard, its large bone· headed spear the only thing Robyn 
could make out. When she was a lime girl the Mordred presence had .always spooked hel, but now she found them 
reassuring. like the crows and deathstones. She gave the watcher a smile and passed on byl entering the mortuary proper. 

On the broken walls and tombs all around her Robyn watched the r.lyens caw and stare back. Robyn could see the couple 
waiting for her. A moment of fear over her urdiness jolted Robyn from her reflection. She could see as welt a few stocky 
ponies laden with provisions, their breath misting into the first r.lys of sunshine that spilt over the hill. Robyn moved closer 
and waited at a reS-pc:C.tful distance, feeling like a little girl once again. She silently cu~d her insecuriti~ and tried to calm 
herself. 

Robyn could make out only the dark dress and shawl of her new mentor, who was speaking in low tones to a tall, skin-dad 
man who rested on his spear. A Mordred protector. thought Robyn, here to escort them. His face turned toward hers and 
gaye her.a hard pc:netr.lting look that she had to resist flinching from. His weathered f.w: was covered by a large raven 
tattoo of fine design. its beak his nose, wings his cheeks, tail his chin. Robyn stared back, wondering if she knew the artist 
who had cut such a fine piece. He turned back to the hunched woman's murmurings. His large physique was covered in a 
variety of skins; bear hood and boots. deer coat and pants. His arm coverings, though. were cured human hide to Robyn's 
expert r:je. probably an older male relative's flesh. she mused. Most striking to Robyn. as was clearly its intention. was the 
shoulder piece, a human - Squat. from the markings - face, stretched oddly by rings and nuds, in eyes and mouth 
sewn shut. Robyn had heard curious utes about protection offered by such unusual skincrafting; it was another piece of 
occult she intended to discover one day. 

The MOfdred turned his face to watch her again as the witch finally let her unsettling gaze settle on Robyn. Robyn knew 
her. Witch Faide was ancient. the folds of her skin so deep that the tattoos on the few bits of her visible skin were more 
blotches than images Of symbols. Faide had taught Robyn some cutting and tattooing techniques oyer the last few yean 
.and Faide had taught Old One Viyen some of the art that Viyen herself had passed on to Robyn. But Faide was too old 
herself, too troubled by the pain~ of age to do the fine work any longer. Robyn found it unsettling that one: who mould 
have remained home by the warm fires was leading her on a trip away from the T riballands to ttach her some of the 
deeper mysterio. Robyn knew better than to voice her concerns. She also wondered at the ir destination, but th.at too 
suyed firmly behind her teeth. Beckoned forward, Robyn approached and bowed to her new mentor . 
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Slu nin Morkin, 
Mordred Sonecrafter 

siunin iJ "ne ,,( the eWer M ... rdrcd 
wh"~u,,mp.lnies Y~g~tU whell !lie! 
~nlW"e tlv.l)' from rribal und.<. HiJ 

role .u A p....,tecftlr t" "Iher Y.lSAIU 
~1"'WJ both M And hisul iyili~ "" 
""'h~lf "f his cult :S _"', 1gend.! ,<> 
"'" m<>re euily "Y(r~d. Slunin 

'wp«u , h<>lWwr. tlll i hiJ ( .m.tll'lt 

ordc .. fa lTaw(lu"" ""'en .... rlnged 
!>yenemies within /he (1/1, r" leup 
kim f.<>m building the puwe. b..u 

he w~ ,<> h""" ~" .. >nS.1 the 
VAg ...... 

Higllligh t" DiJUnl, Omin<1W, 

My.Url<1W 

Attri!>uw: "pr "I. AGl + I, SlO 
<- 2, FIT .. I, KNO .. I. P[R +2. Wll 

~ t. STR + I, HlA + I, STA <!d, U06, 

AD, 

sJUlu: Aninul Handling 2/0, Ih.!AI 
H.1ndllng IN 2, c.,mbl l 5erue 21 
.. Z. CIOlfi (lkm<'5) II +I). o.xIge II 
.. I, HAnd· t ..... Hlnd 21 + 1, Hllman 
"UUpl;"" VO. l<>rc(S"nes And 

Omt'IU) 1/ +I , Mdeell+l , 

Nlvig<ltwn (owkfolll) 1/ + 1, N"li~c 
21+1. RudJWrile (Tribal. Fanz.oy, 

Yas"") 21+ I. Rilu • .! 21+ 1.5nm 1I 
+ 1. SpeAk (41 writu". h . ,, ) 21+ 1. 

S,Y',thw{Curu) L Ani" •• 1 I(i.rn.ip 
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"Dear child" began the old witch. "this is Shanin Moricin, son of the mystic Ellem 
Morkin Lunakin. He has arranged our caravan to Westholm. There, you and I have an 
important death ceremony to perform," She ended with a crinkled smile, but Robyn 
felt the witch's watery eyes probing for signs of weakn~s. 

Robyn remained passive as she absorbed this information. It was surely a test; 
everything was a test while one was a child. Faide would be watching like a IOlven, dark 
arw::l ominous, everything Robyn did. Robyn worked on changing her anxiousness into 
determination. Robyn silently commanded herself: she would satisfy, even amaze the 
old witch. During this focusing Robyn had a flash of understanding. When they got 
back Robyn would start to study under the ancient Faide. and she would receive 
Faide's knowledge of the craft before Faide died - which must be soon. This was 
Robyn's destiny. The tribe would respect her for the secrets that Faide passed 0!1 to 
her. Robyn gave the pair a half·bow in acknowledgment even before the thoughts had 
stopped bubbling. Inside, Robyn was jubilant. Outside, she struggled to betray 
nothing, as was the way of the witches. 

I'~ tie Fates 
.~ .r , 
.~, ,- , 

From Word to all Verkin of Thirteen Summ~; 

Our mother Saba Yaga guides and protects us and all the Tribes. With Her twO sisters 
Eva and Magdalen arc the Fates complete. 

Magdalites are the most in touch with themselves and the Goddess' wonder and 
beauty. They comfort us, bring pleasure and keep all the tribes in touch with each 
other's goings·on. They understand us poorly and sec only the moment, not the fite 
of years or lives, MagdaJites scheme and spy, but they rely on their bodies too much; 
they forget their inner eye. Their knowledge misleads them into thinking they have 
power and that they know best, Fate is what is best. When dealing with them 
reme:mber it is only your heart they understand and are after, but it must not upset 
your fate or the greater fate of the tribes. Always expect deception. 

Evans are the lifeblood of the Tribes, the great people who nurture and increase our 
numbers. They are the grain providers and bread makers who keep U5 fed and well. 
Remember this. but also remember that they are too much caught up with the living to 
understand the cycle of fate, although the fate of the living is their strength. The Evans 
strive to keep us all safe. even from ou~lves. They would coddle us, thinking they 
know best because they are consumed so much by !iving and being in control of so 
much of the Tribes. Evans' success is also that which blinds them to the other side of 
lift, death. Everything dies. Evans grow to defY this. and so defy the cycle of life - of 

the Mother-Goddess. We must alway~ remind them of this so they do not forget and 
bring down upon us a darker fate than has already been dealt. 
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The Jourl1ey Begil1s 

From the tale c:iRobyn VeriUn: 

They broke for lunch in the Hunting Grounds. north of the Gra! Hill. Afier descending down from the Yagan 100ndS, they 
had met the rest of those who were in the Uf<1van. Brehnsun, a well·mannered Dahlian of slight stature and colorful 
dothes, was their guide. Already. his Dn:aming had made their passage iii swift one. The group WilS also composed of 
SOfT\( Evan hunte~ on their way back 19 Westholm with trade /forn the banaf. A cheerful joanite was along to provide 
protection, his quick smiles and CJsual use seeming strange to Robyn. given what she ~ heard of the turmoil that the 
Joanitts seemed to be always going through. Robyn walked with her thoughts whilst the othe~ cNned. Faide Witched on 
from iitop one of the ponies. 

Robyn unslung her satchel and helped Faide to a comfooablc place: to rest; the old witch's arthritic knees were uu~ng her 
some obvious discomfort. Robyn then helped the hareHaced Shanin assemble their lunch t'tom the pony packs. Up close, 
she cast surreptitious glances at the t<lttoos on his fbh and the trinkets that he wore. A finely cr.afted yellowed bone ring 
stood out on his left haJ"ld - a l,lVen, perhaps. Robyn left with the food and drink to attend Faide. One day, she thought, 
she would be so attended. 

Faide was talking with Brehnsun, who mul"lChed on an apple and fiddled with the many earrings and studs in his right ear. 
The little Dahlian's voice was smooth and confident as he explained the path! he was using to lead them to Westholm. He 
ac.knowledged Robyn's presence WIth a quick W1ile and took the liberty of taking the food from her arms and presenting it 
to F1ide. Faide chuckled at his charm, and Robyn del"lChed her teeth at the impertinel'lte. Seeing her mistress occupied, 
Robyn moved away and sat down on the edge of the tamp. 

Robyn spent the rest of the break brooding under a tree as the party chatted away, swappillg tales of reten! events and 
doings in Vimary. One of the Evans had already taught theJoanite 's eye, and Robyn saw hi-n admiring the woman'Hurves 
under the thin leathers she wore. Envy and resentment rose in Robyn. No one had ever showed much interest in her. Drab 
clothes and a constant focus on death was Robyn's fate . She had had we pvtners at two festivals when she was a 
teenager, but oothing since. Robyn knew that her mate would be decided for her - protnbly very soon, as she was old 
to be childless. Grandma Anny had reassured her that it would be fine and Robyn knew she was right, even if she did nOl 
feel it. So it was with the Yagans; destiny as seen by the elders would decide all the important JWIS of her life. Now, as 
always, Robyn notic.ed her mind turning to comfOtting thoughts of her own destiny, so as to forget her present miseries. 
One day, she rea5rured herself. she would be one of those elders, and the decisions would be tim. 

Duskfall 
, 

Robyn was taught up tending Faide and the ponies that evening. She was glad she had oo~ been asked to stand watch that 
night. The next moming, they were off again, slogging through the mud and rain that had greeted them on the new day. 
Robyn led Faide's pony at the rar of the taraVin. During this journey all she could keep track of was the number of 
bridges they crossed, which was three. Robyn was not much of a traveler, and she was distntted by the many pains of the 
journey, her shoulders and feet hurting the most of all. Robyn was joyful when they fil'l3l1y entered the great Du~11 forest 
in the early afternoon. She had thought it a day away at leut. The Dahlian's Synthesis was meed strong . 

Duskfall was all she had imaSlned. Trees loomed, twisted and ancient. The trail never seemed to strike tr\Ie in any direction 
for very long, and mossy stones, gnarled foo[$ and deadfalls all littered the way. The softly misting rain added to the 
iUangeness of the plac.e. Robyn was tired and wet, and slowly grew concerned about the things that might stalk this wild 
pla.ce. When they fina lly stopped. Faide had to send Shanin to organize the meal. 
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The campsite: they {ouM, deep in the gloom, was obviously a regular place for traveiCf$. Thick trees had been felled and 
their carc.asses h.ad been used to create a barrier around the dearing. A few had even been braced to allow a shelter to be 
rigged. The fire pit was quickly dug out and some partly dried wood found and lit. Faide even lent a hand, her Dra.m 
accelerating the flame before the rain could put it out. Soon, several large logs assured a good cl/cning's fire. Robyn was 
reassured and dried hersc:lf alongside the others. On the logs around the camp and on the trees around them, she picked 
out the runes and marM made by previous travelers. Tribes, dans, prominent personages, all had their marks here. Some 
signs poked humor; time or axes had erased others. One in jnrticular caught Robyn's eye. an Agnitc drawing tNt a sister 
Yagan had said would show me way to the caves under the Duskfall. The 5ame sister had also told her that the Agnites 
had a nasty trick fOf any who misread their map, but she knew not what. 

~. Deatb Walker , , 
Near light's end, as much as it was visible under the thick canopy, Robyn was un~ed. The rain had stopped and all was 
quiet. She dismissed it as nerves and attempted to calm her mind. A scream issued from nearby, startling the entire 
caravan. Robyn stood quickly, her eyes daning toward the darkness from where the sound had issued and then to the 
others to follow their lead 

Petyr Ben'on had leapt high onto a barrier log; his spear shifted in an instant in his grip and then it was gone, propelled 
into the dusky shadows. The Joanite then drew his hunting knife and jumped after his spear. Two of the Evans moved 
swiftly to grab weapons and scattered through the openings between the barriers. Shanin moved to protect Faide. Faide 
took a brand from the fire and they shuffled forward . Robyn could now hear the sounds of fighting. She made up her mind 
and ran through a break toward the noise. 

Outside the sheltered camp the darlmess was almost complete. Robyn struggled through branches and mud, sensing the 
danger ahead. She stopped and struggled to sense what was happening after her mad dash. Sharp pain pierced her, almost 
knocking her out. Fire seemed to be burning through her leg. An incredibly foul stench burnt her eyes and throat as she 
screamed between rapid breaths. Then Robyn was back in the darkness, her ears picking up the nearby scream. The viilon 
had passed. She dove ahead toward the fighting. 

In the light ofFaide's flaring torch, the ueature was a frightening sight, a bear·sized mass of slick, dark, patchy fur through 
which gleamed the white of bones. Its eye sockets were empty, and its teeth dashed mightily as it swung its head around. 
Robyn could see Petyr's spear wobbling deep in the beast's back. Amda Trav'on, Petyr's Evan fancy. was in the mud at the 
creature's feet. her leg soaked in blood. Robyn watched as Amda fought the pain, raised her knife to slash again and again 
at the beast, Robyn realized she was frozen with wonder and fear. Here was a life of bones moving without organs, 
animated by some dark power. Was this a Z'bri? 

Next to Robyn, Faide pushed the torch into Shanin's hand; his face remained impassive as she croaked something at him. 
The torch tumbled at the creature, distracting it from attacking Petyr. Petyr slashed at its throat, then at the back of its 
neck. The beast kept fighting. Flames burst and roared. Robyn raised her hand to shield herself from the frightful heat. All 
the travelers raced away, Petyr hauling the screaming Amda into the darkness. Then the flames dimmed. 

Brehnsun appeared from nowhere next to Robyn. "A Skuller, and a big one. Thanks be to your mistress's Dreaming: 
Robyn acknowledged his grinning face. Yes, a Skulier, she thought, with her own grin. Incredible. 
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f1 ,Preservat ion 

Robyn's focus 0f1 the beast's flickering remains wn broken by Faide's commanding 
summons. Robyn rated to where the witth stood over the bleeding and blistered 
Amdil. The wounds looked fatal to Robyn's senses. Faide grabbed her chin. 'Watch 
closely, Robyn. See here and in spirit" 

Robyn stepped back and watched ~ Faide stooped over the weakly breathing figure. 
Behind her, me EvaJl5 and Petyr were arguing with Shanin about helping the fallen 
Amda. Robyn sensed Faide shift into dream. Robyn crouched and touched Amda's 
leg. trying to fed what was going on. Robyn could see Amda in the othelWOrld. Her 
death was near, and her blood flowed weakly. Amda's chest struggled to rise at each 
breath. In the darlmess Robyn could see the shimmering aura crumbling slowly. fading. 
The wounded leg grew dark as black tendrils spread along the red channels of life. 
Faide's own deep purple life force intervened. a bright silver shimmer spread across 
the Evan's body. Amda's breathing slowed and stopped. Faide's harnls stroked the 
body, closing the mourn and eyes. 

Robyn had witnessed a few deaths; something here was different Amda's life fOfCC had 
not faded; the silver was surrounding the body and resisting the darkness. Robyn could 
feel another spirit nearby. The filth of the Skuller's soul tainted the earth here, smelling 
poisonous arld foul just like the blackness in the Evan's leg. It was the stasis. the false 
death. The Evan was frozen between life and the great journey. Robyn understood. A 
mystery was revealed to her. Robyn felt powerful and alive. 

"Good, too. for preserving the Aesh of those who are destined to die but whose flesh 
there is no time for skinning.· added Faide quietly when the othe~ had taken Amda 
away. 

~ ~4 ;)ijles of Bones 
,:'<-", .. 

From the ule of Robyn Vcmn: 

The other travelers took a while to urlderstand Faide's e~planation of what had 
happened. Robyn saw their respea for Faide, and for herself by association. increased 
by this rescue when they finally nodded in comprehension. Evan healers at Westholm 
would be able to heal Amda when they arrived in a few days. Pet)'r spent the evening 
fashioning a sturdy trame to which Amda's body would be strapped, and placed it on 
the other pony. The others talked late. too energized from the fight to sleep. The rain 
had gone and the evening meal sat warm in their bellies. Faide was tired from the day 
and her exertions and went to sleep at her prime position near the fire. She refused to 
discuss with Robyn why Baba Yaga allowed such living dead to be - another mystery 
Robyn was not ready for, she s.aid. Shanin watched on. There wa:s guard duty for them 
all tonight. 
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The Has ((fhost) 

The HAS iJ i"dee,! ""AI. Ihe sh~' ,,( 
"nt ,,( lhe flr;1 ""{(lil VAS~nJ. sJ,~ 

hAunt. tht ow kf.lU At nishl IT"", 
Iht rmui, .. ,,(Ihe huSe burnl "UI 

Ir« Ih"l . he uSta fur .hdler ill her 
lin.ll d~~ Sht i. ' Ailed th~ H"s 
~UWl the (ew """unl> ,,(htr 
>ppeArVlU dlK,ie..: oLrk fkJ.h, 

bNken like buk, .nd >plndly 
S'IAried limb. ~rld /irlse, •. The 

Crortt hli I"td Her m"rt 1'''Jltd 
,hildre", lrl >t;,rtt, th,,! tho HAS U t" 

bt Itft A[,,,, • • Sln.:e th." the 
M,m:lrtd h,,~e kepI tTl, k <.I( tht 
. 1.".le •• urrvw1dlns the Andenl 

>piri!. The 6~rk Rwk, as It iJ 
k""wn, ru..m:l. the 11"r/eS e>f the 

H~g.1I<' I"'S IhAI.he J.t.m.! I" prefer 
killing (v"ru, MASdAlilt. "nd 

Agrtit~. The H"S II kn<JWn Ie> pLly 
''P''" Ihe felrs ,,( Ih, .... sht h,,'mls -

.".", whupering in the .u.rk!" 
thtm · btfure In.luhlng.me "r 

tII,,'e J Wly I" oo"d"" ",m. fuul 
,it .... 1 "r IMlu, •. 

HiShtiShu: \'enSe(ul, frighlenlng. 
MY'I.';"w 

ltllincnu: Duth 

Attribute.: ( lI.f + I, INf '5, KNIJ 
• I. PER +2. WIll .4, PSY + I,SfR 

+4. HEA t 2.S TA SIl. UO 11 

Slott,: (e>"INt Scm. 3/+ 1, 
Oruming 4/ + I. H,,,d·!,,· H.md 31 

+ 1. H .. " .. " P.",epli"n l / + 1, 
IIUi,nid.oI{c 3/.4, l"r. ( Ri~.ru( 

O"".m) 31+ l, Myth"wS] 3/+ I, 
N.~'g.ti"n (Owkf.ll ) 3/+ r. N"tle. 

3/. 1, Rilu,1 J/ ~ 1. )nuk 4/. r, 
Sy"the.i. (0",.", Tr,wl) 4. 

Undersund ~u, ([eArn, (t., '" 

1"ll""rlAI\I ",rut ,,1I.n "f'1"".d 
rS Y .... UJ 

Brehnsun stepped to the fire not long after Faide had settled in, and cheered them up 
with some amusing tales of She ban misfortune at a recent festival. He even enticed 
Robyn to recount the wdl·known tale of the Hag who supposedly haunts the Duskfall; 
one of the many bt:in~ who would prey upoo stray travcle~ - especially children. The 
Hag was a well·worn tale told to children across the Nation, but Robyn thought it still 
went down well coming ffom her. 

Robyn's ea~ perked up when Brehn5un ventured to discuss the nature of the Skulle~, 
a subject which, Robyn !lOticed, grabbed all their attention. The Dahlian's demea!lOr 
changed as he began. Gone was the lighthearted. racing pace of his usual wit He drew 
slightly away from the fire and spoke in a measured and kllOwing tonc. 

'Skullers, those beasts whose flesh rots while they live on, may be foul, bot there art: 

far more malevolent creatures walking these woods. Skullers are beasts driven mad by 
foul infection, condemned to die slowly as their Aesh falls from their bones. There is 
allOmer cu~, however, mat has created bein~ far more evil. The Tribes and even the 
Z'bri fear them. Perhaps you have heard the little Agnitcs skipping to their song: 

'On dilrKest night, thilt has no moon, 

On darkest night, rise they from tomb, 

~Wilre those, whose eyes are d~d, 

BeWilrc those, whose hearts have bled. 

They hunt the wilds, f2r and wide, 

They hunt the wilds, for those who lied, 

Bew.arc those, whOSe bones go clink, 

~Wilrc those, whose flesh dexs stink. 

On dilrkest night, ~st stay asleep. 

On chrkesr night. when they do reap, 

&ware those, whose souls arc foul. 

~ware those, whose voices howl, 

They hunt the wilds, with dar*. intent, 

They hum the wilds, till the night is spent. 

Beware the Zorn, until the night is done, 

~Wilre rite Zorn, until the dawn has come. ~ 

Silence settled on the group when he fini~ed. The fire mcked suddenly, making 
Robyn jump. Brehnsun smiled broadly, his teeth Aashing in the firelight . 

'Time for bed, my friends. We have a long march through the Duskfall tomorrow and 
watches to carry out tonight. I will wake you. Petyr, when your time comes.' Brehnsun 
finished with a wink. 

Robyn grabbed her blanket and, on impulse, glanced at where Faide slept. Eyes 
giowed green in the firdight - but no, Faide breathed slowly in sleep. Robyn was 
sure she had caught the witch sta ring at her. Disturbed. Robyn put her back to a 
barrier log and tried to sleep. 
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Night l essons 

The night wore on, and Shanln woke Robyn from her qUlCk·forgonen dream. Shani" left her by the fire, whispering that 
she was to wake the Evan hunter )ylls in two hours. Robyn stirred the ~re up and settled ncar It against the chill - and for 
safety. The trees around the clearing looked baleful in the dancing light. In the forest around her crickets chirped and 
things moved with the nmlc ofleaves through the branches. Frogs croaked from a nc.lrby pool. The guttural sound of 
fighting possums and the occnional distant howl punctuated the background din. Silent dark flying things wefe caught 
momentarily in the light and then vilnished. She watched the stars slowly rum to keep track of the time. 

Robyn caught hel'5elf humming the tunc of the Zorn song. So many dead things still living, a m~tery that fell clartly in the 
rulm of her Fatima. Robyn h",d lemu Iong;J;go ,ill things h,iIVe their purpose, but the why made her restless. Unsettled, 
she closed her eyo M1d revIeWed the remuring I~ons of the Crone. The great gift ofBab<l Y<lV, the ~ued deilth rito. 

Baba Yaga's Grea t Gin 

FrOm !he Teachings of Old One Wend Cerekin Venu'on: 

Deilth tako nuny forms. In ceremonies iIIld rites, these forms <Ire seen (Of wt they truly <Ire. Without B<lbil Y<lg<I we 
would not crou the Fold iIIld our souls would be ~t i1dnft In the Sea of the l ost until the end times. On rare ocu.sion 
some of these souls might be sa.ved, pulled ~ from the endles.s brink of nudness, but moSI Me forever lost. 

Tht: first ofthc three most rundmental forms of death rite is the Rite of Dust. A Yagan Resher or Artisa.n will preside VId 
dant thc Deilth eh<lnt i1nd the body is buried to retum to the Mother·Goddess. Before bLiriill the body is w:uhed. 
wrapped in strips of doth, <100 blessed. This Wily it is <lwOlkened to B<lb<l V<lga, who will come to fetch the soul from near 
its mortal remains. If more th<ln three d<lYS p:m, this becomes much h<lrder <100 the spirit m<ly be lost. 

A diseased body, Orle bildly d<lm<lged from be:ut - or Z'bri - .attack or one who has blo~d the Pellis Artisa.n h<llls with 
its outer flesh, wi ll be burned on <I wood pyre. This is known:u the Rite cI Ash. The flvnes will purify the body, <100 the 
smoke 5«:n by B.al» Yaga who will come i1nd sa.Vt: the soul. The Rite of Ash u.n be performt:d by <lny ofYiIg<ln c:J<In lines, 
<llthough Fleshm uwally lead these rites. In the ase ofboclies wnase !.kin tw been taken, Pellis Artisa.ns (unless iI Rite of 
the IUven is to oaur) will conduct the ceremony il1'll'T\t:diiltely <lfter thc skinning. buming the body's inrler flesh iItId bono. 
The remilins of <I Rite of Ash <Ire usu<llly brought to Mortuilry Hill to be deposited in B<lb<l Yilga'S Bone Pik:. 

Some Y<Ig<lnS are c:host:n to receiVt: the Rite oftht: 1Uvc:n, MOfdred <Ire typiu.11y blessed with this fate. The body is washed 
<100 brought to me Grut Dome, Here in the early d<lwn of <I dry d<ly the MOfdred will take the body to the broken dome 
roof i1nd I<ly it out for the: crows <lnd giant ravens to fe:ut on, Then, <IS the sun sets, they will go <l nd recover the skdetal 
remilins, which <Ire then scattered into the Buriill Pi le. The Dream H<lrrowers (TS Companion, pp. 30-32) <Ire also created 
with this type of riNaI, which is thc one time when bones from the other factions and Tribes are brought to the Bone Pile. 

fate will speak to the Old Ont:s on ocasioo and ask for one of the living to be given the Rite of the Beasts. Sometimes 
this one is do~ to death and the c:eremony is <In honor. At otht:r times the c:hoscn one is young and fate tw seen her 
false heart. She is givt:n the Rite of the Beasts to rip the corrupted flesh of this inc:am.ation!Torn her immortal soul. so thaI 
B.ab<l Yaga u.n sa.ve her and place her I»dr on the wheel of life. Such pt:rsons are staked out at sa.ued SItes In the Huntlng 
Grounds where beilSts i1nd Z'bri come i1nd i1ct out their pilrt. Those tmt are /Teed or flee these rites are damned. 

B.aba Yaga h:u been known to pass down great blessings to some of Her children. These chosen few in every generation 
seNe Baba Vaga in mysterious ways m<lt may even be blurred i1nd unknowable to the Old Ones. The Rite of the Chosen is 
only conduaed after the chosen one is arduously tested to determine that they truly i1re wonhy of thiS rite. Chosen ones 
undergo <I ceremony unique to eac.h of the thosen, where the:ir normal tnbal works end <lnd they go forth as avar.ars of 
Baba Y~, with powerful Dream ill their uJl to help them u.rry OUI their new roles. This rite counts as their de<lth nte, for 
when they die wh<ll becomes of their remains 15 of no oonsequeoce. 
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old One Wend Cerekin 
Venu'Otl 

Wtnd iI"ne ,,(llIl mYJ!ui"w old 
llnef, ~rulli"" htr pccrJ me ~nd. 

...... )' h"UN.I the &me Pi!e 
liflclting tu the .... h;,~r> ,,( her 

htinu. w.nd ....... .m'" ~ Ruper, 
.nd .ft.r her m."y,.,..rs ,,( ,e.yke 

.rnl "ery ",,""lUI [""';gIIt im" duth 
,ht w"" m.Je.n old One . t !!<lb. 

v.gl. bidding_ Wend.acu.u. 
'"ntut W the R •• ".,. ails UUI 

<!pC'.!e within the Y.l.s.n t.i!>t, 

hdplns thtm .nd directing them in 
their dutia "" beh.lf "f the Raper 

head. oW Om )uyn verkin 
lanig',,". Wrnd i, rvcin.wf by 

tI,,,~ JuwWII.u the G-uid .... wh"m 
her p""pk ".ve spied am"ng the 
~.illrn. ~ Iw "ne "fher R.c~r 

drd", In''eshs.ting the Guides, 
while thty. in tuTO. w.tch the 

H(1"ites .m<>ng the F.llen. 

liighl ighu: DuWU, Mystcri",u. 
H'S!l.rd 

A,ltributc" API"2, BlD · 1, eRE .. I, 

KNO t 1, Will +Z, I'SV +1. srlt· t . 
HfA .!. STA15, UDS. A04 

skilIJ, C"mb.t 5c~ litO, Cr.ft 
((""king) 31+ r, Cr.ft (T.tl ..... J, 21 

• 1, v.xISC 21+11, Druminj ~/+ 2, 

H~n" · I<.> · H~n" .II HI, He..!ins 21 
" 2, Herb, IiJm 3/ +2, H""'un 

Puupli<.>n 21 + 2, L<.>,e (ruwnJ ~nd 
Omens) 3/ +2, Md« 2/+0, N<.>tice 

U f O, R,..,1/Wrile ( Trib.ll. Y • .-5~n , 

Ev,n, Sheb,nJ 21+2, Rill<.t! 31+2. 
Sne.k 21+0. Spuk ( .u written, 

M'.-5a..lote, Dahl;.", 2/+2, Synthuu 
( O,un, T,.w! .nd C",,Ie) j . 

When proper death rites cannot be performed, sometimes souls can be tied to a place 
or thing to be: saved later. This is the Rite of the Cairn. Non· Yagan members of the 
Nation are taught this rite to try and save those souls when a Yagan is not present. If a 
body cannot be: brought back to a Yagan hand or stronghold, then it is buried below a 
mound of stones, and prayers seeking Babil Yaga's protection are said. If a Yagan 
knowledgeable in the funeral rites can later get to the body, then the soul of the 
deceased may be saved from the Sea of the lost. The Rite is not without risk; the 
longer the body has re:sted below the cairn, the lower the chance the soul will be 
found. If a body cannot be buried it is burnt, but the ashes must be likewise treated. 

;. Dreams of Bone 
>.). f .? 

From the We of Robyn Verkin: 

JyUs was rubbing her eyes and Sitting up when Robyn let he muscles relax and she fell 
back into her bedroll. Robyn felt better for remembering aU the Crone's blessings, but 
her nerves had used up what little energy she had. Gritty eyed, she tumed away ffom 
the light and sought Dream. It u.me quickly . 

She was walking. the path was dark and the wind whistled through stones all around 
her. A fire burnt fiercely over a hill that rose high up against the night sky. Around her, 
others struggled against the fatigue and pain of their bodies. They stumbled up the hill 
toward the light. 

At the crest Robyn stopped. Below, flames roared silently in the distance as a series of 
structures burned furiously. Robyn knew her enemies died in those flames, but not all. 
Many had escaped and pilcks of them headed toward the hill. The fighters could not 
raise a hand to fight off their tormentors, nor could they even walk away. All seemed 
lost, but they were too tired to do anything but cry silvered ribbons down dirty cheeks. 

Robyn tumed to one beside her who was young in body but already old ilt heart. "Fear 
not, child: the figure spoke. "She is with us. Look, She has the dead fight fOl' us." 

Robyn gazed at the dark field below: the demons stormed across, seeking vengeance:. 
Skeletons rose tram the cold ground, tearing their way to the surface, their eyes pin· 
pricks of light. The demons came on. The numbers of waking dead increased, the 
ground boiling with them; the darkened field had become a raging sea of clawing 
bone. Into the writhing corpses crashed the demons, ilnd swiftly they vani!>hed below 
the rippling. clicking, mass. Screilms of the beasts and the dead pummeled Robyn's 
ears with its deafening roar. Robyn woke with a weak cry. Faide was swing at her 
impassively in the pale dawn light. The others who were stirring seemed not to hear. 

(' t¥esthol m 
, '''­

Two more dar-> passed swiftly. Robyn found herself relieved when the oppressive 
u.nopy of the forest gave way to blue sky. Soon ilfter, the Joanites greeted them and 
Amda was quickly taken away by the EVilns to receive healing. Brehnsun was thilnked 
by Faide for all his help and he headed off with a big grin. The Joanires returned to 
their duty, and whilt was left of the group Will ked toward the collection ofOOildings. 
Far beyond them Robyn could see towers and the distant bridge to the Outlands. 
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Before they mivttI ;il the settlement F aide got off her pony and gathered Robyn, Petyr and Shanin around her . • Dram 
N.~ $hown me dut we shloll meet roi$tance here. The one ~ skin we come for is much loved by ncr sistc:f'l and 
daughle~ Petyr, Shan,", you must stand fast against any resinance to ou: task, else f.ne will be cbrk fOf all here.' 

Robyn trailed along ~ they re5umed their way between the hou$es made from rock ;lOd wood. Onckens and pigs were 
penned in large enclosures, and some dogs watched me group pass with half-closed eyes. The orchards and vegetable 
fields appeared to be doing well. Robyn had not realized now big Westholm really was. The simple wk of guarding me 
western bridge hid tul'!1ed the place into a large community. 

FaJde kicked her pony along past the st<lres of the mostly Evan group who had come out of their cottages to see the 
viSltOfS. The elder Ellan faces revealed ck:arly to Robyn tNt they knew what the Yag2ns were here to do. The children 
among them were obviously Intimidated by Faide and Shamn, hiding behind fences and their mother1'legs, 

"woman marlo:ed as a Flesher approached Froe, She was mlCldk:,aged and bore the mario: of the Crone on her brow, 
hide dismounted and hobbled forward to hug her in greeting, Robyn could not hear what they were saying but both were 
full of !ofTli!es, "few Evans watched on, most others went back to their woO:, Robyn was geswred to come forward. 
"Robyn, this is Elies Yeth "then'on, Elies, this is my pupil Robyn Verkin lanig'on: 

Elies passed her eye over Robyn's exposed flesh and looked at her amulets and other markings. Robyn was doing likewise, 
g<luging Elies' own history and standing. 

"I am most pleased to meet you, young Robyn: Glancing at Faide, !.he continued with a knowing smile, "' am glad to 
have met you, and will be pleased to join with you in the nte." Robyn mumbled wools of greeting and thanks in response, 
unused to being treated as a peer by one so obviou!Jy ex~rie:nced WIth the mysteries. 

f' Defying fate 

" Robyn followed Faide and EJie.s along the muddy street. They rounded a comer and approkched the large:st building in the 
village:, At its doorway quickly stood a huddle of Evans, some with spears, It was hard to fTIjIke out their f.aces in the: deep 
shadows of sunset Shanin and Petyr moved to either side of the older witches, both with their spears held firm but 
unthre30teningly. The murmunng died down and a figure: appeared through the crowd to stand face to f.ac.c with Faide. 

"Old One",!>he greeted Falck: WIth right words but with a sharp tone, "you are early. Mother Fdic Sunkin Cov'on is ailing 
but she: will live bc:yood this night." WJth ~(ety a breath she: rned on, her voice losing its edge in the app,arem hopes of 

, diplomacy. "I am Geeta Sunkln Cov'on. I have arnnged for the Firkin family to take you in and tend to all your needs until 
naMe takes its courn:. Thank you for coming. Old One, you hoOOf the Cov'on Clan." 

Witch Faide stood silent. slowly gizing over all those Evan kin who stood behind Geeta, Robyn waited tensely. She knew 
it was a direct challenge to the authority of the Fates to deny Faide entrance to the house of the dying, "Geeta Sunkin 
Cov'oo, I am here because fate has spoken to my hean that your mother dies this night." 

The family's faces changed slowly at hearing this, opressions becomlng sad ()( defiant. Gec:ta. itarc:d hard, her jaw 
clc:nching to hold b~c.k words of ;mger. Robyn watched as the rwo Ieader1 faced each other down, Robyn knew F aide. To 
defy iU\ Old One's prediction was to defy fate itself. Robyn suppressed a shiver as she: tried to sense what would happen 
through the turmoil of the moment. InSlgtll eluded her. 

Faide spoke again, calmly and with deference she did not need to use. "I urn:krnand your grief, sister, I will wait in the 
place you have prepared for myself and my companions. I ask that I be allowed to say my farewells to Mother Sunkin. I 
also ask th~t the moment her breath ceases, I be sooght immediately to conduct the death rites." 

Geeta appeared to measure these words. Robyn wondered what woold happen if Gec:ta. defied the: old witch; Robyn had 
heard ofF1eshers killing with a glance. Geeta appeared to take solace in those around her who were whispering words of 
advice. Her fac.c relaxed and showed its grid. 
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'You honor the Cev'on clan and the Sunkin family with your wishes, Old One, Please, enter my house, an<! may me 
blessing of the Fates be upon you.' 

'Come, Robyn", whispered Faide, jolting Robyn from her thoughts. Faide hobbled inside, her bone cane tapping loudly 
on the floorboards . Inside the great long house the air was warm and filled with the scent of cooking. Herbs and meaty 
smells stirred Robyn's stomach. Around the pit fire lay the extended family and frieflds who had manl.ged to make such a 
large place feel so cramped. Geeu led the way. sending children out to make room for Faide and Robyn. 

In the warmest part of the chamber, lying on furs and large down-filled pillows. lay the revered dan mother. An Evan 
shaman tended her, with the help of some dose f.l.mily. Here, now dying, was onc of the first born after the age of the 
camps. 

Faide approached dose to the dying hearti'l"founder, who lay almost completely unmoving under her colorful healing­
quil t. Robyn thought she could rear Faide whisper softly to the dying woman. Sniffles of anguish broke the silence in the 
smoky room. Robyn could see that Faide had caught the attention of the dying woman's watery qes. Mother Sunkin's 
thin wrinkled face broke into a grimace, her gums supporting a handful of yellowed teeth, Faide smiled in reMn, rose, 
tumed and left. Robyn followed quickly, glad to be going. 

\ lpe Raven's Kiss 

" 
Robyn waited patiently while Shanin finished preparing to go out into the night to guard and ensure that Faide and Robyn 
were not disturbed, Faide had told the family who were lodging them that she needed time alone with her attendants to 
prepare for the death rites, Already apprehensive of the formidable Old One, the family took their hunting dogs and left. 
Petyr had been sent off to prepare a pyre in a sheltered dearing that Faide had seen on the way into town. Since the body 
could not be taken to Mortuary, this would have to do. 

Faide had Robyn bar the door and begin boiling water in the great iron pot. She then assisted the old witch in cutting and 
preparing heros for some wk, Robyn took careful mental notes on proportions and order. Since Faide had said little since 
leaving Mother Sunkin's lodge, Robyn also kept silent. 

"Geeta loves her mother so much that she defies fate: said Faide quietly as if to the room in general. "Geeta and the 
others are using their myste ry ofufe to keep mother Sunkin from passing on at the appointed time. 

"This must be stopped. You, girl , will come with me into the spirit shores where we will set things right." The last was said 
firmly. 

Robyn watched as Faide mixed the herbs with the wate r, stirring slowly, and the room filled with a pungent and intoxicat· 
ing aroma, After several minutes Robyn began to feel wool·headed, and she reached to open a wooden window shutter. 

"No, Robyn: said the witch, staring into the pot carefully. "The herbs are to help us travel to Dream. Get blanken and 
furs. Make a place for us to lie here near the pot. " Robyn moved to obey. 

Soon, Robyn and her misuess lay head to head near the pot, sprawled on the floor. Robyn's eyes stung in the herb·and· 
steam fog that made it hard even to make out the f.ar wall and roof. 

"Robyn" came a voice. RObyn struggled to wake, "No Robyn, come here." Robyn felt a tugging and turned. There was 
Faide, her image burning fresh and strong. Robyn sensed the Dream. 

"Robyn, follow me. We are on the shores of Dream, where the Dream Harrowers patrol against the Z·bri. We will go to 
the great lodge of Mother Sunkin and see this for ourselves. Take my hand,' The tattoos on the witch's hand looked 
vibrant and striking, as Robyn looked down and took her powerful grip, They moved quickly through a strange fog, then 
through the dar!< and then into the light of a large room. Many spirits glimmered faintly where they were, but at the other 
end, several souls glowed brightly. 
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'Powerful Dreamers work their will here, Robyn" came the strong voice from inside Robyn's skull. • As we draw closer you 
will be able to make out Mother Sunkin as the bright yellow glow. her daughters smaller and the energy that they are 
sending into Uk in red. It is that red that I will sever, and so allow nature to take its course," 

Robyn watched, and indeed she could see the images of the daughters and mother dearly. Floating over Mother Sunkin, 
Robyn turned and watched Witch Faide. The Old One was chanting the chant of death. Robyn!>aw a purple-black knot 
start to form on the red strand when she looked back. It grew larger and the red streaming toward Mother Sunkin paled to 
pink and then fuded out. Time passed. The old mother's yellow paled but stayed burning. 

Then Robyn sensed anger . . . from the Ok:! One who held her hand tight. The purple-black began to encircle the form of 
Mother Sunkin; her yellow light began to shrink. II ftuttering like the wings of a black bird seemed to cover the light. Then 
the yellow ftared arxj moved. drifting away, the form of Mother Sunkin coming into focus . A snaoow moved behind her. 
Robyn feared for a moment that a Z'bri had appeared, but the dark form was that of a huge raven. Then they were gone 
from the shores into deeper waters. Robyn woke with a cough and a heavy head. 

A9!Ujring the Flesh 

Old Faide was already up and about; more candles were lit and the shutters swung open allowing cold, fresh air to cleanse 
the room. Robyn thought back as she regained her feet. Had she really witnessed Faide kill Mother Sunkin? The Synthesis 
had seemed more than a severing of ties. It reminded Robyn of the snuffing of a candle. 

There was a loud knock on the door before Robyn could get up the courage to ask any questions. Robyn opened it at 
Faide's bidding. Shanin was there with a lantern. A young Evan woman was waiting for them, her face streaked with tears. 
' She has died. Old One. My mother says to come.' 

In short time they stood over the fifeless body of the great dan mother. Faide commanded them all to leave. suring hard 
at Geeta to get her to go. She then removed the great multihued quilt and. asking for no help, began to strip the corpse of 
ib clothes. At her command. Robyn brought across what looked like iUl heirioom candle stand, with three new candles of 
beeswax. Robyn watched as the old witch admired the ftesh, careful to avoid letting any wax drip on it. The old mother's 
body was covered in Uttoos, piercings, and scars. Faide lifted limbs to follow designs, She had Robyn bring out the razors 
and boil water for the shaving. Even with her swellingjoinb. she worked fast to catch up to some time plan that the Evans 
had interl"ered with. Once the body was shaved and washed with Robyn's help, it was rolled into a ~roud Faide had 
readied. Robyn and Shanin carried the body out. 

Outside. the Evans waited. In large numbers they followed the body to where Petyr theJoiil1ite had a fire going and a pyre 
rcady. He had also looped two ropes over a long level branch of a large red maple tree. Unsettled murmuring began from 
the column. It was apparent to Robyn that they were confused by what was to take place. The words 'skin" and 'skinning" 
passed through the mob. Robyn and Petyr were told to place the body below the tree branch on the furs that lay there. 
Robyn knew exactly what was going on. and she asked them to help her get the boiling cauldron from the main house. 

There was some shouting in the distance when they started to rerum to the unlit pyre. Most of the Evans had broken off 
into small group~ or couples and headed away back to the town. A few hung around near other trees or with the first 
daughter Geeu. Clearly, she Wa5 refusing to leave. but that was her right. Faide had the body unwrapped on me furs. Petyr 
and Robyn hurried back. with the cauldron swinging between them on its carrying pole. They laid it down near a fre~ly 
hollowed·out log that would be the ritual trough, 

77 

" I 
! • 

1 .. 
, i 
I 

I' 
! 

> , 

i 



• 
! 

o 
.... 
• p . -

4. '::::orr. 0:' Baba Y S!::8 

Tpc Skinning 

Faldc began directing them. Robyn ;md Shanin bound the old mother's ankJe5, one to each of the ropes hanging over the 
maple br.nch. They then bound the arms with a rope between her legs. Gendy, they hauled hcr up. until the clan elder 
dangled headfirst about a meter and a half from the ground. Robyn dragged the trough into place. She stripped off her 
clothing to stand nilkcd in the firelight from the waist up. she shivered briefly in the chill air. Robyn then hd~ the Old 
One Faide to strip down likewise. They had the men pour some of the hot water into the trough. Cold water was added 
from a bucket. The two of them suubbed each other down with the warm water and some herbs Faide mixed in. 

Robyn then set about scrubbing down the trough with a mixture ofbarl<: from a large black dish that lay among their tools 
near the fire. Pctyr held the lantern high!>O that Faidc: could examine the body. Shanin hauled water from the nearby well. 
as Robyn had emptied the bucket and finished cleaning the trough. 

A moment of stillness ensued. From the darlmess Robyn heard the sharp intake ofbre.ath as Faide sele<:ted a needlepoint 
stiletto from the tools on the cloth near the fire. Reverently the Old One approached the hanging fOnTI. Faide's ancient 
wrinkled body, tattooed and pierced, looked very much like the one swinging slowly from the tree. Robyn brought the 
trough across and waited. Faide had the two men lower the body above the trough. With a careful move Faide then pulled 
the head back by the fOfehead and sliced vertically along the throat arteries. Blood poured darkly into the trough with a 
splattering sound. The air was filled with its metallic, acrid smell. In the distance, receding footfalls could be heard and 
from somewhere else came the sound of one of the Evans being noisily sick. 

Tbe CIJtting 

They waited until the blood drained away. The Old One had the body lowered again and then cut the bindings off with.a 
curved bl.ade she drew from her knife· laden apron. Robyn helped steady the still·w.arrn body as Faide sliced deftly along 
the body's legs and spine. 

·Child. I am sure you have heard this before, but you will hear it .again from me. Remember that no skinning is the ume, 
just as no life is the same. Tattoos and other marks worth keeping are to be carefully avoided. and the cuts must be 
precise, else the skin may tear: 

With the cutting done, Faide directed Robyn to continue with the next step herself. Robyn noted that, in the background, 
Shanin had set up the fire stand and the twO ceremooial vases had been filled with hot coals. the bitter scent of the herbs 
now wafting through the clearing. 

Robyn moved forward and gripped the old mother near her ankles. her flesh warm and slick with blood. With a nod from 
Faide, who stood close, Robyn carefully pulled the hide clear of the muscle. bone and fat of the legs. one leg at a time. In a 
practiced series of steps, Robyn peeled the skin off from the feet down to the he.ad. slipping it off the gleaming skull. 
During the lifting of the skin Faide moved .around the body. adding extra cuts and helping shake sections of skin free . 

As Robyn carefully laid out the skin on the nearby white doth, coils of bowel and a few organs began to fall free from the 
body. Faide qUickly caught them, her wrinkled breasts getting covered in the blood .and gore. Robyn moved .and tied 
cords to the skin. Shanin appeared at Faide's shoulder with a large black plate, and Faide pulled the bowds fi"ee and 
dropped them onto it with wet smacking sounds. The thick and musky smell of the corpse washed over them. then began 
to slowly disperse to the winds. 

Petyr came forw.ard to pour a bucket of water over the Old One's torso, to deanse her of most of the viscera. Robyn and 
Shanin began to raise the skin by the cords Robyn had tied to it over the ume branch from which the rest of the body 
again swung. Sh'llnin shifted one of the smoking vases below the skin to begin the curing process. Robyn was slick with 
sweat, spotted here and there by flew offlcsh and blood. A small grin tugged at the comers o(her mouth as she gued at 
the beautiful skin. The ceremony was going well. 
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Allowed little time for a break, the blood-stained Robyn and Faide began the curing 
process. They chanted to harmooize their Synthesis. and smoke began to boil quickly 
from the vase below the skin. Shanin moved back and forth to pour fine slivers of 
wood and herbs into the ftames to feed the burning fire. The whole dearing filled with 

the strong-smelling smoke, assaulting noses and bringing tears to all eyes. The 
pleasant scent of burning applewood contrasted starkly with the bloody smoke that 
now covered everything - a stl'3ngc effect of the fire smoldering in the vase. 

Faide then directed Robyn to do the choosing. Robyn stepped up to the: gently 
swinging body and looked closely at the skeleton. She slid hcr hand along the body, 
probing to touch the slick bones, still mostly buried in muscle and fat. Robyn found 
most of them ravaged by age and betraying the unmistakible signs of the joint·swell, 
the hands and feet worst of all. The smaller bone of the left forearm drew her 
attention. Faide handed her a stubby, hooked blade, and Robyn braced the skinless 
limb in me crook of her arm, proceeding to cut the bone free. Once done, she washed 
the chosen bone with fresh water ilnd placed it nea.r the fire's heat. 

The wizened Yagan took out a large dea.vc:r. She gestured to Robyn to hold back the 
heild of the corpse. and then, with a deft ( ut, lopped the neck in two. severing the 
heild from the body. Faide then drew a strangely curved blade from her belt. Taking 
the skull. whose eyeballs flashed sightle5sly in the light ofShanin's lantern. she beg;n 
to cut and then remove parts from inside. The eyeballs popped out into the bloody 
trough: c.artiliige and gristle followed. The bottom jaw c.arne away and was laid on the 
trough's edge. The Old One then settled herself down on the ground and began to 
chant the death chilnt, gripping the skull in both hands. 

Robyn took the trough and emptied it onto the pyre, the pale unlit firewood now 
darkly c.apped by the blood and viscera. Robyn laid the jawbone on top. She then went 
about scrubbing the trough clean. A short time later. red in the face from her eJtertions 
and aided by Shanin, Robyn brought the trough before Faide, filled with ash and water. 
Under Faide's guidance, the skin was lowered into the dean trough, Faide folding it 
c.arefully as it was immersed. The Yagan witch then began a chant which Robyn quickly 
picked up. and bubbles could be hea.rd from the soaking skin. Robyn occasionally 
stirred the skin with an etched stick, to assist the time·acceleration which allowed a 
two·week process to be achieved in but a night. 

Faide then led Robyn away to clean herself. Robyn helped Faide over to a creek that 
fed into the river, and the pair began to scrub ea.ch other down. Witch Elies, watching 
the whole procedure from the edge of the clearing, held a torch high OYer the rippling 
water to assist them. Robyn was glad of the clea.nsing, since the physic.at effort had 
made her tired and sore. The icy water cleared her mind quickly. ilnd it wasn' t long 
before they returned. Geeta was still watching on, but she stood alone now. 

Robyn and Faide took the skin to the slanted log, where the Witch beg;n to use a 
scraper to remove: the hotty underside of the skin. while she was working, Robyn 
cleaned the trough again MId returned to fill it with boiling water from the c.aldron. 
Robyn poured glistening oil into the steaming trough. The stars slowly shifted across 
the sky as Faide worked on, taking the time to remove every bit offlesh from the hide. 
hide ended by cutting open the lips and ears, squeezing the hot and tartilage into her 
palm. Once Filide was done, Shanin c.arried the viscera c.arefully to the unlit pyre. 
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The Curing 

Faide picked up the inverted skull and a glazed ceramic pestle. Robyn came focwafd 
and wiped down the outer parts of skull with a damp rag. She then left to return with a 
silver bottle that had been heating over the fire. which contained the other part of the 
curing mixture that Faide was preparing. Robyn poured the steaming contents into the 
skull, through the hole where the throat once was. Faide then set to work using the 
pestle, turning the skull into the mortar as she mashed the gpy brain matter, Robyn 
watched on as the foamy pink mixnsre was thinned of/umps by the Old One's skillful 
hand. At one point Faide's hand slipped on the slick surface of the skull, the frothy 
brain soup slopping out onto her chest and down her aodent belly. Robyn reached 
forward with the damp cloth to clean her, 

Robyn gathered up Mother Sunkin's drying skin, and slowly lowered it down onto a 
large bearskin, which rested fur side down. Robyn carefully laid it out as she had many 
times before, the underside open to the night sky, Faide approached. muttering 
praym to Baba Yaga with every step. Holding the skull low to avoid splashing, Faide 
poured the brain mill from the eye sockets onto the skin as Robyn and Shanin held it 
taut. Both Robyn and Faide then reached forth; using their hands, they began to rub 
the mixture into every crevice, crease and hole in the flesh, to ensure that no part of 
the hide was left urxured. Bubbles frothed between Robyn's fingers as she worked, 
and she hummed away happily. 

Tales of tne Death Dealers 

'Robyn, dear", said Faide in low conversational tones. "Never be complacent. Never 
think you can learn all there is to know about death from your tribe. It may be the 
Crone's domain, but the other tribes fed that they do not need us to determine who 
should live and who should die: 

Robyn looked at her in the flickering light. She nodded and waited. Faide flashed hef a 
broken smile and continued, "The Evans you ha~e met are !.O attached to life that they 
forget life is part of a cycle which will always include death. It is the ultimate purpose of 
life to die. The Evans focus too much on the living. The children of the second Sistef 
of Fare, Magdalen, have other insights to offer but like the Agnite5 they are SO 
removed from death that they give it little respect." 

Robyn nodded and stifled a question; now was not the time to stop the normally tight· 
lipped Faide from talking. Faide went on. "The Magdalites even harbor a secret order 
of killers, intended to eliminate the problems within the tribe. but the order was only 
intended to be used against other Magdalites. The Old Ones know that the1e 
Bloodied Roses have been acting against others in the Nation. This lack of faith in 
Saba Yaga has created a rift between the Magdalites and our kin. Our own anointed 
death·bringers, the Reapers, have taken this rather personally. Soon there could be 
problems even within our circle of three. Indeed, it may already have come with the 
killing of the Ev~n Shaman, Broken Foot. Hi.> death is blamed 00 our blades, specifi­
cally on your own grandma Anny. But don't worry, child. Your gran will be protected: 

Robyn tried to let the information all !.Oak in. Robyn refocused and kept working, 
wondering at this, Now was not the time for distTactions. 
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The Smoking 

Rnally. Faide gaye Robyn a murmur of approval. Robyn's shoulders and arms ached as she helped Falde pick the skm up 
and carry it to the trough Shanin had cleaned once more. Here srn: and Faide began to chant again. making the skin pass 
through another few weeks of time to cure the hide. The smell of the pulped brain grew quite pungent from the bubbles 
that ooled up into the air as the brain material decayed. 

Once done, F,ude led Robyn down the long trip to the creek. Here, In the light of Ellcs' lantern they carefully washed the 
hide, wiping It down witn their hands and then carefully twisting it up to dispel the water. A last quick shake. and they 
returned for the final drying process. Once again the skin was hung up over the tree branch. Shanin lit thc second vase and 
placed it under the old Evan's skin, Robyn and Faide repeated the ntual to accelerate the smoking proce1s, and the tendrils 
of smoke began to writhe their way across the dark dearing, 

While the smoke sti ll hung heavy in the air, Robyn helped shanln lower the last remains of Mother Sunkin and carry them 
to the pyre. The bloody carcass was heavy and slippery, and Shanjn took it from her and hauled it onto the pile, 

Faide then began the last pan of the ceremony. Robyn watched, her head heavy and her body longing for rest. The Old 
One chanted the final death song in the cool pre.morning air. At the chant's clima~. Shanin brought forth a brand from Ihe 
fire and soaked it in harsh liquor. A coal ignited it easily. and they had to step baGk as it caught quickly and furiously. Robyn 
watched impassively as the flesh of the body on the pyre bl istered and blaGkened, the bones revealed mometarily white 
before they too burned darldy. Behind her, Robyn could her a woman crying. She turned and saw the: Silvery trails of tears 
down Geeta's face. Robyn winced as her dream of the risen dead fighting the Z'bri rushed back to hcr With startling clarity. 

Robyn slept late Into the afte rnoon, waking every once in a while to take 1000g drinks of water from a bowl ~t beSide her. 
Faide slept nearby, her wheezing breaths sounding like a death rattle. In the early evening, Robyn went out of the cottage 
and cleaned herself. She was glad that the Evans now seemed in a festive mood, the village bustling with preparations for 
the coming funeral feast. Robyn ran into Shanin, who explained that an ox had been banered for and was being slaugh· 
tered by Witch Elies.lt would be roasted and given to the Sunkin family and others of clan (ov'on, 

Robyn went along to the feast and took up her place of honor next to Falde on the raised dias, Mother Geeta Sunkin was 
now the Little Crone for the (ov'on clan, and Robyn saw the strength in her set jaw as she sat before her family, Robyn 
received a cold glance from Geeta for her staring. Both looked away. 

The spit over the firepit filled the room with a rich meaty flavor. All went well with the fcastlng and gifting until Faide did 
the nwal unrolling of the skm to display to the a~mbled ki nfolk. The Evans went respectfully quiet, but thel[ eyes 
revealed disgust al the sight of the preserved hide. Robyn glanced around With amazement, startled at their distaste and 

,.c; ignorance of the honor that had been done to one of their own. 

I 

Robyn slept again that night, her belly bloated with the rich food. She dreamt of smoke filled with red light and the leering 
skull peering. sightless. from the flames of the pyre. At times she thought she could hear the wail of the dead and the Z'bri 
from her earlier dream. It was a restless time. 

Tbe Final Farewell 

The next morning. they left early, the Dahlian Brehnsun at the lead and Petyr at their side. Duskfall passed swiftly. and a 
few days later they once agam had a good rest in the Evan township of Sundown. It was the only night Robyn slept 
roundly since leaving Mortuary, On leaving. they came upon a rather pretty young Evan woman, by the name of Shay la, 
who requested that she be allowed to travel with them. Robyn was concerned she might already know of the skinning 
from Dreaming, but Shayla was either too reserved to show any anger over anything she might have heard, or she was 
familiar with the proper Yagan rituals. Soon, Brehnsun had her in giggles with his tricks and jests. 
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Robyn ~ surprised to find SNyIa introducing herself directly wmetimc: biter. Robyn ~ further wrpnsed when she 
found henelf raising the wbject ofthc: dath of the: Evan Broken FOOL Her gnndmother's feud with Broken Foot. and his 
recent murder, needed to be straightened out. If she could gain Shaylil's underltanding. it would help mend this rift. 
Fortunately Shalya seemed open·minded on the matter, and Robyn sighed softly with relief at Shilyla's promise to help. 

After they were well away from Sundown, Robyn, who was lading Faide's pony ncar the rear of the group, turned back to 
Faide and asked, in a soft voice, so that they could not be overheard, 'Old One, about the Zam. What is their seuet over 
the power over death? And why docs Bab<! Yaga allow them this strange survival?" 

From atop her pony, Faide gave Robyn an unsettling look. "I hilve seen visions in Dream, young Robyn, of you cling the 
Zorn the!.dfs.imc: que$DOn. Perhaps you should wait for their amwer." Shocked, Robyn knew she would get no additional 
reply. IfFai<k; had glimpsed the future, then it must be: so. Robyn remained silent, watching her feet on the WInding muddy 
trail, her mind not sure whilE to do with itself. She was going to me:et a Zorn. 

Ire pillars and Dancers 

From Word to all Veritin of Thirteen Summers: 

The Pillm.joan and T m Sheb<!. claim to keep us safe fTom the Z'bri and from each other. Their bureaucracy and ngid 
rank structure arc something we Yaglns find unwitablc for our own lives, ..-hich makes il difliwlt to receive: thc: proper 
respect /Tom their r2t1k·obseued E1dm. It is aI50 ~ tNt Tera Sheb.a wishes to impose Her will on an thc: tnbes, and this 
is something that is resisted passively by the Fates.Joan·s peopIe's fate is dear. They seNe, but they serve umwisety. 

The Oancm are impulsive and fickle. Agnes grows up siowty, which is good, for She, out of all thc: othc:r Fatnru.s, seems 
to be truly recognizing the cycle ofl;(e. Soon the rebellion will come and we will stand byatld help guide Her and Her tribe 
where the otherl cannot. Our hilnd must be light but firm. Dahlia, on the othc:r hand, brings both hope and fear to us. Her 
wish to bring change and gro...vth is good, but Her secretive actions and uncertain loyalty to the Nation make Her a 
danger. The Old Ones saw Her dabbling with the so·called Eighth Tribe and "-greed the jest had merit, but it is all the 
othc:r tricks She has yet to play that could wreak havoc on the destiny of the Nation. Her people mun be watched closely. 

"'r Coming Home 

The journey back to the Tribal lands had been swift but tiring. Robyn had had a chance to CJ.amine the Resh cutting on 
Petyr's shoulder, and indeed it was the face of a Squat spoiling strange tlttoos and brandings. Petyr had told her of the 
recent il'lCUrlions by these boarbalic. warlords, who had been sneaking across the: river on Roating logs. The Joanites now 
sent their hunters ,,-nd CilV;;J.lry to seek them out before they coold intrude again. Pety1' was planning to return to Westholm 
once he ~ freed of this obligation, ifhis commander allowed, for he wi!Jled to sec Amda again. He was also uken by thc: 
idea of sanies ,,-uoss me Wenern bridge for occa.sioml huntmg trips. 

Robyn hild watched Old One Faide with care as they returned. She shown signs of deep·seated fatigue. even illness. The 
ceremony had drained her dee~. Robyn's reassurance came that the old witch woold know thc: time: and pbce of her 
death, and it ~ surely not before they returned safely to Mortuary Hill. 

Brehnsun had spoken to her a few times in the evenings. He had assured her that their group would be safe. for Dahlia was 
looking over them. Robyn had managed to get him to show her some of his fine markings. Robyn was sure that the one 
over his breast was not done by mortal h;md. This insight marked Brehnsun as a Little TrickSIer, she guessed, or pertups 
some other even more IovttI bY Dahlia. In return she had to defend me Yagan mysteries from his prying blInter. although 
he did beguile her into sooWlng him some ofher more intimate tattoos before she blushed and turned away. 
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Mortuary 

They retumed to Mortuary Dome in the early afternoon of the fourth day. 8rehnsun, 
Shayla and Petyr bade them farewell and headed off quickly to the din of Bazaar with 
talk of good food and drink. Robyn declined to go with them. and they did not press 
the issue with the Old One present. Robyn led the ponies and her miSlre5S up the 
winding cart trail to the MortuaI)' Dome. 

Robyn was startled momentarily when a serious-looking man stopped her in her tracks. 
He grabbed her by the chin, albeit too gently to be an attilck of some kind, and gazed 
at her face as though trying to sce straight through her soul. Robyn could see the mark 
of the seer on his forehead and hc:ld her indignation back Behind the seer, another 
man rode up and stopped. 

"Kraig, I think your sight is playing the fool with you. Can't you see this girl travels with 
the reverend Old One?" 

The first man, Kraig, rc:leasW Robyn's chin, his smooth hands dropping to his waist, as 
he seemed to ponder his mend's banter. He replied in a stem tone, without turning to 
face the tall man on the h~. "Andrue. it is best to assume that all might bear the 
dark marks. At least until I am proven wrong." 

With that they both left, Kraig bowing deeply to Faide. still perched on her small pony. 
As the two rode off, Faide let a bemused smile play about her face, and she let out a 
soft, wry chuckle. 

"An overzealous Daemonseeker and his Sttr. dear. Let's get on," 

\ Ipe Great library 

On arrival at the top, Faide directed the group to the Crone's Library. Once there, 
Shanin led them deep into the sacred chambers. and Robyn was once again amaled at 
the hundreds of skins hanging here. This was only the third chance that she had to 
enter the Library, and the place seemed more awe-inSpiring ~ry time. Watching 
Mordred said sacred words to Shanin as they passed through the place, Robyn holding 
the bundled skin and Faide's bone cane rapping loudly on the cold marble floor. 
Twice, as they moved from room to room, they stopped before Pdlis Artisan guards, 
who scrutinzed their tattoos before letting them pass. 

Faide stopped them several times to examine the hanging skins in the light of the 
lantern that Shanin carried. She spoke to skins of past Old Ones and famous persons 
as though they were close mends. Faide made efforts to point au! special tattoos on 
the skin·records, tdling stories of past struggles and victories. marriages and appoint· 
ments. deaths and rebirths. 

Eventually they arrived at a series of small rooms lit by many thick candles. Faide had 
Robyn unwrap old mother Sunkin on a stone table, before some other wizened sisters 
whose every centimeter offlesh bore the mark of ink or steel. Robyn stood back as the 
three Old Ones carefully touched and e:umined the skin. The low murmuring:; seemed 
pleased. Almost absentmindedly, Faide turned and politely asked Shanin to take Robyn 
to the Bonecrafters. The bone Robyn had selected needed to be presented properly. 
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t pe BOlle Man 

Shanin led her off. They descended down winding stai~ into a series of tunnels and 
caves. Robyn grew a little concerned at this; to her knowledge. only the Witches 
walked these paths. Shanin remained his grim silent self. Passing through a series of 
bone chambe~, they stopped before a large work area. Tables of bones sported gr~t 
candle stands like some fC.lSt where the bodie5 of the dead were to be the main 
course. 

"Robyn Verkin, this is Adem Kajkin. He is a Bonecrafter. Give him the Evan bone: 

Robyn slowly unwrapped the package, looking over the plump figure before her. He 
was large, and seated as he was behind the large table. Robyn could see no clothing 
on his heavy frame. His pale flesh wa.s covered in spidery tattOO lines making out 
borles that his fatty flesh concealed so well. 

With one hand, Adem swept an area ofthe table clean; bones clattered to the floor. 
Robyn laid the cloth down. He picked up the bone and held it clo~ to his eye, turning 
it back and forth. His thumb rubbed its surface. Robyn glanced at him surruptitiously . 
She was confused to find so m.ll1y Yagan tattoos she had not yet witnelSed, even 
through her yea~ as an apprentice artisan. There seemed to be so many mysteries still 
to leam. 

'So Robyn, why did you choose this boner His voice was polite.ll1d warming. She 
examined her b:lings and began. 

"It felt right, Adem. I always have been taught to feel the bones. not to trust myeyes." 
Her tone had begun rather haughtily but she softened her voice as she caught a glance 
from Mem's kindly eyes. 

"Your feel of the bone shows wisdom. The Old Ones have ch05en well, young Robyn. 
No, I can say no more. You must experience the mystel)' to know it. We will talk again 
soon. Go with Shanin, and may the JUven be with you.' 

Robyn stood still. More testing, she thought. Fear fluttered her heart. She quelled it 
and turned to her companion. Fear was a thing of youth, childishness. Shanin was 
impassive. He turned and led them away, continuing along through the labyrinth. 

r(~R~Qb~y~n~s~D~es~t~in~y~ __________________________ __ 

Robyn was led away and back to the outside. Shanin took her to a place near MortuaI)' 
Dome where she could eat and rest. When she was awakened, it was after dusk. Her 
dreams were scattered, but a foreboding lay upon her. She bathed in icy water and 
dressed in the simple black. robe prOvided to her. She would be initiated tonight. She 
saw this dearly, although she could see nothing else of what was to come. 

The Flesher Witch Selka knocked on the black.. wooden door of Robyn's small 
sleeping chamber, and, without a word, led her away toward the great dome. Faide 
was there, also in a dark, featureless, cowled robe. Selka left them and Robyn waited 
for hide. The moon stood full and star\( against the sky, and the field of deathstones 
reflected its glow. Despite her preparation, Robyn felt out of place, unready. 
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'Robyn, dear: said Faide in a motherly instructing tone:, 'so ends the final hours of your long youth. You have been 
patient. This patience is very important, so remember it after rIlis night. Now raise your hood and walk beside me. Do as I 
say. Do not question my instructions. Do no! shy away from what must be dooe. If you do you will fail. You will have 
wasted this particular life cycle if you do. Now come.' With that, she hobbled on along the path between the graves. her 
bone walking stick rapping noiSily on the stones. 

They approached and entered through a Wlen section of the Great Dome. Dozens of torches endrded the great 
chamber. Figures stood silently amid thc ~lIars and rubble, staring into the great pit where lay the eternal Crone. Robyn 
could hcar a whisper rising from the darkOfis. a noise like the rubbing together of many bones, from which she could 
make: out what sounded like words, Robyn felt a burning de~ire to stop and listen harder, but Faide kept moving, 

They circled the pit slowly, Star; were visible through the great gap in the ceiling, Then the noise of the bones grew 
suddenly louder; the caw of ravens and crows broke out, rebounding off the walts, amplified to painfullc:vels. Robyn 
stopped and saw that Faide had as well. Stunned and unsure of what to do, Robyn was suddenly Rung back into her dream 
of a week past. Once: again, her eyes were seared with the burning images; once again she !.3W the hundreds of corpses 
engulfing the bestial bodies of the Z'bri, 

Robyn blinked and before her towered a rippling column of bones, highlighted by the moonlight and Rickering candles. 
" Robyn stared, f'eelings of elation and awe battling each other within her stricken mind, The thick column dipped and the 

great skull of Baba Yaga Roated before her. Robyn could not feel her body. Dream and reality mixed and she blinked to II)' 
and wake. , 

'.t ,., A tall hooded figure appeared in the comer o(Robyn's vision, clutching it long knife:. Robyn could not move. The face of 
the: Great Crone came doser and Robyn felt her own arms, independent from her will , clutch her robe and hold it out, The 
column snaked and bones of all varieties tumbled noisily into the: fold Robyn had made, weighing her down. The birds had 
gone silent. Then great Fatimal form before Robyn slid away and down. 

From the depth5 came a rasping whisper Robyn felt to the core of her being. a v'rbrant burning sensation. "You are the 
bridge between life: and death. See the: children of death have their life," 

\ The figure with the blade passed before Robyn and handed the weapon to Witch Faide, 
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"Come, Robyn. Walk the Raven 's Trail with me: whispered Faide, in a small and exhausted voice, 

t he Raven'sIrail 

Robyn found her;elf walking slowly past the rows of ancient dea.!hstones, Faide wheezing aton~ide her. Sensation had 
returned to her body and she struggled to hold the heavy pile of bones in her robe. In the moonlight, Robyn was sure 
many of the bones showed signs of etching. One clearly bore a dyed rune of a winged hourglass, the symbol of her own 
tribe. 

"Robyn," Faide whispered. "Now we walk the Raven's Trail. No matter how often you walk, it, il will never be the same. 
The Raven's Trail is one of the greatest mysteries of our Tribe:. It shifts and changes, moving between Dream and this 
place of the dC4ld. The Raven's Trail has few la~, much like our people, One of the: laws is that when first trodden it must 
be walked alone.· 

Robyn was disturbed. She struggled to under;tand why Faide had told her a rule they were clearly violating. Robyn saw the 
knife catch the light in the Old One's hand: perhaps Ihis was some warning that this night Robyn's duty was to be a 
sacrifice. Was that the bridge that the Crone meant? Robyn tried 10 keep her breath sleady and deep. She should not fear 
death. Death was the other half of life. Robyn lowered her head, breathing in the strangeness of the nighttime grave ~eld 
as she walked. 
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The rhythmic, consunt upping of the old woman's cane stopped. Robyn looked up, 
surtled from her thoughts of gloom. From out of the darlmess of a crypt loomed an 
apparition of bones and armor. Robyn held back a cry. The thing was ull, its eye 
~kets glowing pale blue. Rings and bracelets rattled against it5 arms, held in place by 

doth and cords. 

Its jaw did not move, but words could be heard, like the sound of rustling lea .... es in the 
wind. 

"Ufe sister. I am the rite binder: 

"Greetings, daughter of death: came Faide's croaking .... oice, as she stepped forward. 
·We come to honor the pact of uprising. I ha .... e brought the blessings of our mother. 
With this tithe I bind thee anew to the oath: 

"life sister, my dead·kin will be renewed and increased with this blessing. As rite binder 
I recognize your part of the pact. With these we shall bring forth our mi~ing sisters 
from the great black sea of the lost.' 

Robyn YJew used to the strange voke; her alarm became awe and then fascination at 
the words that had been spoken. This was one of those creatures that she had seen 
defending the Yagans at the uprising of the camps. It spoke of bringing souls back 
from the Sea of the Lost and cre<iting more of whate .... er it was. Robyn blinked, gasping 
slightly as the import of this moment hit her. The birthing of these walking dead was 
no curse - it was Baba Yaga's blessing. 

"Hand her the bones, Robyn. Give her the whole of your robe." said the Old One in a 
measured voice. Robyn crouched down with her burden; she managed to lift the robe 
free from her back and bundle the bones up in it. She shi .... ered at the feel of the air 
against her nakedness, feeling .... ery vulnerable as she stood. She quickly stepped 
forward and deposited the bone·filled robe into the skeletal arms. She stepped back 
again, casting a measured glance at Faide, awaiting the slash of the blade against her 
throat Of the pressure of a blade's penetration into her back. So. She had failed this 
cycle and would be sent away to return as romeone more promising - perhaps as 
one of these li .... ing dead . 

"This is the sacrifice)" The words sent chills through Robyn's being. The knife flashed 
briefly in the moonlight as Faide turned it. 

"No: said the witch, "I am. Robyn, take this knife now. Cut my throat over the bones 
in the Zom's arm~. Do it, Robyn. No hesitation: The knife smacked handle·first into 
Robyn'~ hand. Faide then handed Robyn her cane and stumbled forward, almost 
bumping into the huge creature who faced them, waiting. Robyn moved forward 
slowly as her mind raced. So this was the final test. Robyn dropped the cane and seized 
the Old One under her left arm. Then, without further thought, her eyes holding fast 
on the being before her, she slit Faide's throat wide open, a quick, vertical slash along 
the pulsing artery. She held the slumping form up as Faide's muscb sagged, and the 
Witch's blood gushed o .... er the bones, both dead and li .... ing. Warm blood ran slick 
down Robyn's own arms and body. She held onto the old woman as the death rattle 
issued from her windpipe. It was done. 
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"Farewell. life: the Zorn hissed. 'Our pact is kept. The Old Ones next decide our 
meeting." 

"Farewell, daughter of death.' sighed Robyn. softly. She slumped down to the ground, 
F&idc's body before her. The Zorn stepped back into the darlmess of the vault and the 
noi!oe ofjts tapping strides reminded Robyn o(her dead mistress' bone cane. Time 
p1'>sed and then Shanin was mere, ta5ting a gannem about her. Robyn remem~red 
to take the cane. Others picked up the body. 
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Robyn found he~1f woken from her semiconscious state by fleeting WOfds that spilled 
up !Tom the great pit She couldn't o.tch the meaning. but the words warmed her as 
the soft clatter spilled over iind around her. Leaning heavily on Shanin, she entered the 
brightly lit mausoleum. The incense was pungent, smelling of summer. Naked ag.in, 
she soon found nersc:lf lying f.J.cedown on a lush. but stained, fur. Wirm water 
splashed across her back, and was qUickly wiped dry. Anomer robed figured handed 
her 01 bowl, a skullc.p like the one she had been gifted with when she left home so 
long Olga. It WOlS vmm fTom the steaming liquid within. With prompting gestures Olnd a 
little help, Robyn drank deeply of the bowl; the wte of rich herbs brought a grimOice 
of distaste. 

A hand WOlS plOiced on her back, and 01 voice spoke in a reassuring tone. ·Welcome, 
Robyn Verltin lMlig'on, to our Order. This is the rite of union between you Olfld the 
Mordred. You Olre our kin Olfld we you~, Your fate is our fate. Now bend fOlWOlrd and 
this will be saled with the mark of your place, 0lS the bridge between the living Olnd the 
dead, 0lS daughter of life .• 

Robyn CMefully plOiced the bowl down and leaned forward. She knew she had not 
absorbed everything but she felt reassured that her place WOlS here. Why she hOld been 
chosen to be a Mordred and not an Artisan did not seem to INeter. Overwhelmed, 
she held tight to me knowledge that the grat Crone hOld blessed her Olnd would keep 
her safe. This WOlS her fate. She must accept it. 

A needle began its quick puncturing at the nOlpe ofner neck. Robyn's mind drifted Olnd 
she gued Olt her reflection in the skull·top bowl. The pricking kept her from falling 
OlSleep, but her gaze blurred 0lS she let her r:;es relax, Robyn could see FOlide's !olT1iling 
face drift into view, her body clutched in the talons of 01 great /'lIVen thOit was pming 
over 01 sea ofblOiCkness. The vision WOlS broken 0lS drops of Robyn's own blood, sliding 
down her cheek, dropped into the bowl. The ripples died Olway qUickly and Robyn was 
amused to see wrinkles Olround her eyes. Finally. Signs of wisdom. 
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\. t:RIBAL CY C LES 

Those ~gd~Jiles stilllr..ing with the Tribe differ gre~lly from 
their Fallen counterparu. They are nol embinered by the 
withdraw.11 of Magdalc:n's Io~c:. nor must they yield their bodies 
to othe~ out of despelAtion. Tribal Magdalites are arlC ofthc: 
wealthiest groups in all ofVim.uy, reveling in the tcm~al world 
and the pleaSllre5 that it brings. 

", t~EMES .. ~ . 
M~dalitc cycles abound with opportunities for sdf·disco~c:ry: 
with no overriding ~nsc of duty. the Magdalitcs arc free to 
pursue per10nal goals. Nonetheless, !>Orne fight for more 
ilbstr.tt things. such as panicular ideologies and the advance­
ITI(:n! of percc::ived Tribal objectives. Common themes include: 

Favorand Prestige: Nepotism and sycophancy lit at the heilrt of 
any politiu.1 system: the Tribe of Magdalen is little different. An 
.1ver.1gc M;tgd<llite spends much time and energy trying to 
improve her position; the shrfting ~nern of alliances in the 
Tribe erlSures th~t this is ~n ongoing process. Without careful 
m~inten~nce, favors held tod~y will disappear tomorrow; 
colleagues will forget friendships ~nd debts willl~pse. Matters 
beyond a character's controj will alter her position within the 
Tribe, and Mry friendship made has the potential to bring dark 
rivalries along with it. Worn: still. allies will tum ag;linst each 
other, and a MagdaJite must be cunning Indeed to aVOid being 
branded a tr1itor by either side. 

The Mcendancy of the Tribe: The Magdalites' rok in the nation 
is vnbiguous. On the ooe hand, they stand in positioos of great 
respect n servants of a Fate and managers of me flow of 
information to the Pil!arl; on the other, they are expected to 
exist beneath the Shc:ban yoke and many deride the Lovers n 
decadent and unnecessary. This is seen n a dichotomy by some 
Magdalites; the temptation to take Vimary's reins is too great . 
and they secretly seek to lead the T ri~. The Oc:ntau are the 
most eKtreme proponents of such sentiment, but it boils 
beneath the surface of almost every Magdalite clique. Through 
subde inAuence of me other Tribes, they seek to direct the 
future. 

True Love: In the world ofTnbe 8, it is <:45y to believe in destiny: 
the Fatimas are a daily reminder of its existence. It is hardly 
surprising. then, that most Magdalites believe that there is one 
true love for each of them, a partner that is truly their equal and 
perfect complement. Great quests have been mounted in the 
name of true love; many have died, but some have found me 
lover thOlt they seek. The hope of such .. find drives many in their 
daily lives: howe'.'er, me path is long. and many despair of never 
finding their partner. Some spurn all other lovers until their 
'other half" is found, and some arty on regardless: nonemeless . 
the possibility is always there in the back of their mirn:ls. 

The Search for Truth: Magdalen hn commanded Her Tribe to 
seek the trum in their daily lives. How they try to accomplish this 
varies from Magdalite to Magdalite, rangmg from ccstatk; sex to 
drug·induced visions to the interpretation of everyday omens. 
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The truth is elusive: more philosophica.l Magdailles un spend 
their entire lives trying to pie<:e together the glimpses that they 
arc allowed to witness. Others ponder me mlture of truth and It.s 
relaTIonship to concepts such a beauty or good and e~il. Some 
ponder too long and slip in to Insanfty; a few e'.'en deny the 
CJ(lstence of truth, and try to muddy the waters for other 
searchers with such drive that even the Dahliar'ls find them 
enigmatic and confuSing. 
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MOOD 

~dalltes an: emotional C1eatu~, and mood plays a very 
lmporunl pm in their c.ydes. It is rare that a Magtblitc: should 
become aIooffrom her surroundings; me is, almo~t by 
definition, constantly emotionally IflVOlw:d with everything th.1! 
h.JpperlS ",round her. Common moods include: 

Paranoia and Uncertainty; Given the dynamic world in which the 
Magdalitcs live, it is only natural that a Magellliit should suspect 
her fnends oftraChery. She WIll make and bruk rmny 
menchhips in her life; just u often, her life: m;IY dwlgc without 
her foreknowledge:. Evcry Magdalltc is lon individu~ with her 
a.rrm objectIveS often conflICting with thc»e ilfOUnd her; fPcn 
the choice: between fleetmg I'nc:ndship and atuinment of her 
go~s. some will choose: the Laner. Tnm is il surce commodity 
in the Tribe of Magdillen. 

love and Belonging The intrigues ofMigdalite ~Iety kaye 
many harboring d~p insecurity. '" Magdalite will do anything in 
her power to maintain the rare insWlCes of tillS! and acceptance 
that she fiods. l ove u.nnol be bought nQf coerced; it is ~er 
arid more precious than the greatest of F .1limal tr~res. 
~lltes dc:spc:ratdy ding to those th.1t they love, ~I too 
aW.1re of whit rmy Iuppcn!.hoold their love tum sour. S.1d1y. 
some srnod1er their beloved bene.1th too much devotion, 
.1lieruting them and fon:ing them aW.1y. 

Pleasure and Pain: Whether for ~ utisfiction or for 
spintual enlightenment, mOSI Magda.litn eng,ige in.1tt'> of 
pleasure on.1 regul.1r basis. Some fC'/ll gain perve~ ple.1sure 
from .1bstinence and asceticism; others lind sol:l(e only in 
suffering or inflicting I»in. wt..1tever her p.11tkul.1r brand of 
hedonistic endeavor. any given M.1gd~ite will spend.1n 
inordiom: .1mount of time engaged in C.1m.11 pursuits. Some 
other T ribes d~ of the M.1gd.1lites· wanton beha.vior, but 
wch a life is necessaty to the N.1tion·s survival; the: M.1gcblites 
IlMte others to partlCip.1te. thereby gMng them release from 
their evel)'day womes .100 guaranteeing d.1nty of vision. 

'" tOCA TI O NS 

Although the Magdalites are perh.1ps more ur\wl·oriented than 
other Tribes, their enVIronment IS no less vaned. Where 
Magd.1lites dwell, the s.cenery takes on.1 be.1uty.1nd tomplelCity 
rivaling tNt ofMagd.1k:n Herself. 

Xstasis: Whilst not the only pl.1cc to find the M.1gd~ites. it is 
ceruinly the l.1rgest by fir. )(swis is in many ways.1 sepm.te 
entity 10 Bazur; it is <I maze of delights.1nd a center ofTrib.11 
culture. Concubines I<lngul~ in doorw.1ys, entICing passers·by 
to openef1Ce the ~ures within; Eest2tics ha.w\I: thelr...mes.1t 
streCBlde stalls. Xswis is <I vision ofbeaury, every sight and 
smeR a all to tany and lose oneself. it IS .11so .1 trap for the: 
Ul1W.1ry, bullhis is wefully hidden bene.1th ill pIeasaru &Aade. 
love is given without reserv.100n, yet not WIIhout: price; eyes,.1re 
W.1tchlng.1nd e.1rs .1re listening, hoping to Wre$t secrets from 
those who W.1nder the silken ra.1ds of M.1gda!en·s web. 

The Casde: At the center of the web lies the Castle. like.1 radi.1nt 
spider. Magd~en Herself dwells here, surrounded by.1n 
entour.lge of Sirens and Maskers and their .1ttendants from.111 
Guilds. The Castle·s l.1yool is ~I but impossible to fithom. for 
the: F <ltltT\ll'S presence twn-ts and warps the very fibric of fality. 
Its towers cb.w.11 the sky, their white spires.1 beacon to any with 
untulited drams or scad cb!res. un IlflgulSh 11'1 sh.1dowed 
c.omers, ~Iching ~ing hum.1ns closely and tryMlg to 
comprehend thclr goals <lnd we<lknesses. same as their 
Mag<hlite friend~ 

Erwy Une: The Underl.1nds span the length and breadth of 
Virna/)'; indeed. wh.1t the Keepers ull the Envy line passes 
direclly benath the Castle. Magd<llite merch.1nts ll~ the Envy 
Line as.1 semi·secrellranspon: rOUtt into the heilll ofBuur; 
nowever, the tunnels Me IIooded west of lion Nexus. so they 
muSI travel overbnd to Ui. There has been some suggestion 
tNt sectlOrn 0( the Envy Une .1t either end of XstaslS M10uId be 
coIbpsed .1nd lhe runnel used for storage or as a series of giant 
feast h~b, bul for now, the Magdalites consider the route too 
valuable to IIrf.1Ste. 

The Red House: The origins ofiu name lost In i1ntiquity, these 
ruins from the world Before sil .1crass from the Castle. The Red 
House (5 nome to visiting eminaries from the other Tribes; on 
one or two occasions. il has even housed Z'bri ambasudors. Its 
luxuries nv.11 those of the Casde. ensuring.1 pleasurable St2y for 
its visitors. Spies rO.1m the Red House's ha.lls. however. and the 
.1ttendants' wiles ue more th.1n u.p.1bIe of loosening .111 but the 
most unwilling tongues . 
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The Whispering Vaults: The: hill that )(stasis rests upon is riddled 
wlth!oCUCt Jn~ges thu I»SS from building 10 building. Many 
homes and Other structures nave been subdy altered to du.nnd 
wnverullOns to the Voyeu~' alcoves; they listen consttnt!y, 
hoping for Sf'IIppcts of "Improper" thoughts V1d deeds. Deep 
WJtlun the mue of tunnels he the W~g Vaults, the 
Voyeu~' hudqUMtel'1 - a~, ugly and disnul collection of 
dwnbers. The Voyeur!' iU"mrvc rests at the complex's center. 
rivaling the I,lnnes of the Sunken City in sile; the archive rio a 
chronitk: dllVeS and tQpptnrngs WIthin XsUsis, daDng tn.ck 
nearly!O the: ubc~uon. Both Magdalites and visitors are 
dcurled In the books tNt fill the !.helves; more m;lIl a few would 
gIVe anythlOg to have their f»St5 crncd. A number of meeting 
nails and inte~lioo dumbcn surrouoc:h the ilrchive. When 
the VOYCUfl' ~ve avenues of Investigation are exhausted, 
they bring people here to be quesuoocd. On iI quiet day. the 
s.crums of prisoocrs might be heard echoing from beneath the 
streets of XstaStS; then agam, the stTecl5 ofXsusis ilfC rarely (if 
evcr) qUiet. 

The Garden Quarter: A mlall community of Evans lives within 
Xst1.sis, woO.ing for me wcilthier M~dalites; they serve as 
gardeners, midwives and household ~rvant5. Many live in their 
employers' homes, but others choose 10 live in the Quarter 
amongst their own kind, loolung iCroSS the ulliito their Tnbe's 
traditIOnal land. In ellher use, most Evans find the Magdalites ' 
lifestyle Slrarlge and perhips Immor.i; they !>pend Utt\c time with 
their employers beyond that whdl their duties reqUIre. All of 
)(staSIS' E'4Ils gather in the Girden Quiner In their free nme, a 
lush and serene environment and a world aWiY from the reY of 
the settlement's bustling stJeet5. A few Ectatic; iIld the 
occasiorW GitherCf, returned from the: Outbnd~ join the EVlIns 
here. bul ene Girden Quartet IS 100 mundillC and bonng for 
most Magdahles. 

The Slums; Carefully hidden from the Sighl of out5idcrs. the 
i1ums are home 10 those M~lIes thit hive Il.IIcri trom gr<lce, 
yet who were ofhnlc enough conseqlJCnce or whose cnlnCS 
wefe petty enough to $.ave them from banishment to Hom. It is 
a sad place. filled Wlm lost souls who have forgonen how to 
hope or how 10 love. They e~lst III dl\lg' lndoced stupors, 
forever reli .... ng meir failed lives in an attempllo redeem 
themselves, or to simply hide from the present. Occasionally, 
one will find the will to emerge from the squiJor. but unfortu· 
~Icly, this seldom happens. AddICtion is common here, as are 
vlolef'ICe and sUICide. 

The 0vtIands: The lands beyond Vtmary are ridl in diversity. 
Magdalite traders ply the Wilef\ of the Otter and Greal Rivers, 
selling their goods 10 vanous Squat scnlemenn; the Gatherers 
turvesl r.lW matenaJs for the Ecst1.ocs· pobOOs ind spy on the 
Outlanders. TheJardin. the Girhcrer$'!oeCI'et meeting place. lies 
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to east ofVimary and the Z'bri cities ofRahntoh and Capal 
brood at opposite edges of Tribal exploranon. The Oudilll<h are 
a place of mystery and wonder. full of OIdventure for the br.Ivc 
and hardy Magdalile. Some truth·seckers wander the expanses; 
as yet, only a few sense the Outbnds' role In the NOition's 
destiny. 

r ALLEN CYC LE S 

The Fallen do root encounter Magdalites as trequently as they do 
,Ioa.nltes or She~ns, Howevcr. the Migda!ilo are frequently 
more colorful than either of these Tribes, <lind they are often 
morc memor.lbie as Indivlduals. 

MAGDALITE S AS ALLIES 

M~ny Fallen regard the Tribe of Migdalen as they did before 
their exile: liars, whores and dl\lnkMds all. However, some -
particularly former Magdalito - rulize tlu.t this is 01 gross 
overgener.llizalion; Magdali~s are as individuOilisric a! the fallen 
themselves. Each Migdahle has her own lifestyle and objectIVes; 
these will ocwionally take them into cont1.ct WIth the Fallen. 

Magdalen has ~s eve,.,......here. and Hom IS 00 exception. A few 
F ilfen work for Magda!ite maslCfS, gathering what infonmrion 
tNt they can In return for drug\. ,lCWclry, or more intimate 
favors. Conversely, 01 Migdalite wiH sometimes leU infomu.tion 
<llboul the Tribes' inner woriungs if it Wits her goals to do so. 
Fallen dw"aaers could conceIVably act as double agents, 
playing me Tribes off against the Fallen. and reaping the: rewards 
and the dangers inherent In such ~ 

Love IS a tickle Ihlng. and illS not unknown for a Magdalite to 
keep <II clandestine laYer or twO atnong!>l the Fillen. Tua 
Sheba's High Judges frown upon these liaOOns, but they occur 
nonetheless; the Magdalites involved often hOIve enough 
influence to keep the enforcers of Tribal law at bay. In other 
cases. the lovers must mett in SC(ret. often leading to compli­
ated series or intrigues. 

Magdilltes of a more philo!tOphial bent !tOmetimes seek out the 
Fallen in their pursuit of truth. Some Magdalites seek out 
Doomsayers and Guides. hoping to gain more inSight into the 
architecture of the univem. 
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MA GD ALIT ES A S NEUTRAl S 

Paradoxical~. the Tribe: that spends so much time and resoorces 
spying on their fellows is also one of the most self.absorbed. 
Many Magdalites simply do not care for Tribal politio and arc 
more wncernt:d with their own link: worlds. Ambivak:nt toward 
the Fallen. these Magdailles Will treat them.n any other member 
of the Tribes. 

More Interesting. ho~~er. are Magdalites that embody intense 
love·hate relationships with the Fallen; they will altemate~ grant 
aid and harry Ihe outcasts. The reasons for such behavior are 
many. Some Magdalnes adore "Fallen chic" and are fascinated 
by the outcasts' lives. yet harbor deep guilt or hostility for their 
plight. Others have Fallen lovers. yet punish them for leaving, 
de5pite their lovers' exile being far from voluntary. The wmplex 
relationships that these Magdalites have with Fallen characters 
will no doubt shake their trust and opinions of the Lovers' Tribe 
as a whole, and could proVide many a memorable encounter. 

MAGDALITE S AS ENEMIE S , 
" It is s.aid that a wronged woman's anger is sharper than any 

blade: this nowhere more true than amongst the Tribe of 
Magdalen.Jealous or betrayed Magdalites will pursue former 
loverllo the ends of the Earth in an effort to seek vengeance for 
real or imagined slights. This can be very dangerous for their 
quarries . .n MagdaJites are masters of disguise and intrigue: their 
former lovers often find themselves assailed from all sides with 
neither apparent rhyme nor reason. 

The Fallen sometimes stumble Into the middle of Magda lite 
plots and conspiracies. unwittingly defusing them by their 
actions. Given the amount of effort that goes into these 
Intrigues. it is hardly surprising that a Magdalite manipulator 
might become enraged when her pet ploy collapses around her. 
Retribution will be: invariably swift ,lnd p,linful for the Fallen in 
question. 

CttARA C TERS 

" Magdalites are compb individuals in a complex world. It is too 
easy to think of them as simple spies. politicians or ladies of the 
evening: each one is her own person, with her own opinions. 
desires and goals. All too often, the faAade that they project 
differs radically from the truth that hides beneath. 

C ONCEPTS 

With little loyalty to concepts of dan or f~mily, Magdalites are 
more individuiliistic than other Tnbals arc. They are motivated 
foremost by their own agendas. with de~otion to Magdalen a 
distilnt second. Existence in Tribe 8 is a hard and austere life. yet 
the Magdalites are urbane and bohemian. 

Outlook: Although Magdalites generally oo~ express opinions 
that they want to be heard, a membe:r's stance on various iSMS 
nonetheless determines ker friends and foes. These issues 
indude the Crus.ade. the Fallen, the other Tribes and rivalries 
within Guilds and between families. Where does your character 
stand on these issues? How passionate is she about these 
beliefs? How hi' would she go to further her cause? 

The Dent2ta: Although not a Guild per se. the Dc:ntata 
nonethele5S COIlstirure a power within the Tribe of Magdalen. 
Factionalism within the Tribe is often nebulous and tnlnsitory. 
but the Dc:ntata ha~e a purpose that is set in stone, the 
advancement ofthc Tribe: by any means necessary. They haye 
members in every Guild and see themselves as the will of 
Magdalen made flesh. Although small in size (numbering less 
than 100 members), their hand can be felt hi' beyond the 
boundaries of the Tribe:. It is not enough to simply profess their 
beliefs; the Dc:I1tata COIlStilntly test their members' loyalty i1nd 
set tasks to further their cause. Is your character even aware of 
their existence? What does she think of their goals? Does she 
support the: Dentata, or perhaps even feel that their actions are 
not eKtremc: enough? 

Other A11c:gianc.cs: Some Magdalites have humble goals: others 
have dreams that span the Tribes and great lengths offirnt:. In 
any case, friendships and other. more temporary. alliances are 
required to reach these goals. What debts does your character 
owe, and what fa~ors can she call upon? Would she betray her 
friends to embrace her dreams? 

Love or Lust? The day.to·day existence of many Magdalites­
especially Concubines - requires a k:vcl of intimacy alien to the 
other T ribes. ~dalitc:s consort with many people; more often 
than not, their lovers are strangers. How does your ch~cter 
feel about this? Does she do it to spread the love of Magdalen. 
to quench her own carnal fires or does she emotionally detach 
herself. her mind focusing only upon the act itsc~ Doc:s she act 
out of a sense of duty alone? 
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GUILD S 

M<»t Migdalites are born inlO their Guilds, ilfthough some pm 
other Guilds an eMly age if they ~ talent In a given field. In 
some ways, Guilds take the: pbcc: of the family In M~ilile 
soaety: their memben denvc mOfe ~urity from the ... 
guildm.1tcs ' comlTlONlity dun from !.Imple ties of blood. The 
Guilds," the T nbe of Magd*n are: 

Bloodied Roses: The Bloodied Roses an: the .us.nsins of the 
T nbe. Whercu Y 19arlS generally kill only when their victims' 
Ilme has come, the Bloodied Roses are almost !>OIe1y used for 
poIltic.t1 purposes; they operate on orders ffom the Sirens or the 
Masters' Council. They operate covertly. ilJthough some 
81ood'ed Roses like to let their "rrwks· know that they are being 
followed; the 'Iictimf fe1f and ~rano~ ;l.re;lS much a part of 
therr purllsnment as the ile! of killing Itself. 

Concubines: Concubmcs arc cntcr'UlrPcrs of Ihc most carnal 
sort; their mininratiom allow for relca5C and anonymous 
pleasure not often found in the other Tribes. However. people 
Will often whisper thln~ in the thr0e3. of ecstasy dutthey would 
Otherwise keep hidden, and so the Concubines also ga.ther 
Intelligence from tncir cJientele. 

Diplomats: The DIplomats are second only to rhe Sirens In 
p.!Cl>t\g1:. Theil Wok COMI% not oo'rJ of ilWng as e~ f~ 
the T ribc: or the Nation as a whole, but includes spying 00 their 
hosts. Olplotruts can be found amon~t orher Tribes. the 
Fallen. Squats Of the Z'bn. This IasI: duty is considered the 
hlghe~; those who are gwen th~ wk are branded with the marie 
of the: Withered Rose. a Uortoo or scar of a dried rose branch 
urved auoss their fore~ IS though part of a crown. and are 
forbidden to re·enter Tribal Soaety. 

Ecstatics: Most Eotiocs brew II"ItolOC.lting potions and 
IuHudnogens, although a Signifiant minority wOO: as ;ewelc~ 
and other crafUman. They piously guard their secretS. but 
none: IS more closely kept ttun the method by which Magdale~'s 
secretions are t~nsformed Into Emori. Many EcsUoticS test their 
creauons on themselves, and so dc:vdop all sorts of eccentrici· 
ties . 
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Gatheren: The Gatherers operate illrnost solely In the OutLmm. 
Officially. thc;lf tau is to gather raw matcruls fOf the Eut;l.ocs. 
although they also tend $Wed SItes such as the P.rdln. their 
moS! Imporunt duty, however, is to concc,U themsdves 
.mIOI1gst the Squau, !>eekmg mfomuuon that would be dented 
to the: more vi~bIe Diplomau. 

MasIr.c:t\; The Maskers ~e cntclUlfoClS; they N.'IC much in 
common WIth thor Dahlivl counterparu. They d.1l1te before 
their Fauma and for the entertainment of all that w;uch thor 
dispiOlYS. Their cbnces concc:.1l deadly secn:ts. howc'Ia, for uch 
rhythm is a fighnng style: In Itself 

Sirens: Once sent to lure: the Z'bn to their doom, the Sirens now 
li'IC Ol comfortable CXlneflCe at the nght lund of MOlgdalc:o. They 
tend to the Loyer. fuflilling Her every whim, Although they hold 
no sut on the: Muters ' (oulltil. they are nonetheless de limo 
leaders of!he Tribe, urrying Magdalen's word to her beloved. 

Voyeurs: The Voyeurs dwell in the shadows. watching for 
breaches of Magdallte law. The mostlmpofUnt laws relate to 
rape and the molesutJon of children; the proper channels are 
quick to open up In such cases. The Voyeurs also watch for 
-Impropocty.· belulilO/' that runs COUnter to the Interests of the 
Tnbe. 
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THE QUESTION OF FAMILY 

Given tN.t Magmliu: children spend linle time with their p,arerm, 
II!S nOi surprising m~1 family tits ~fe leis rigld in Magd~len 's 
Tribe m~n in moSI others. Mosl children HfOw up in creches jusl 
outside ef Xswis with Ev~n foster p~rents; some. however. ~re 
given Ie Dahll~ns or Agnltes to. r~ise. A few grow up in Lovers' 
Circb. cared for by ~ deslgn~ted 'molher: a man or woman 
dt!.ignaled iIS ~ stand·in of sorts fOf the Evan wetakers. Unlike 
the typia.1 amlngement in OIher tribes, very few Magdalite 
children live with their bioIogiai parents. 

~d.1lites' IUIT\O are me a rdIection ohhls. and fonn a m~tor 
pan ohhe coming.a·age ceremony. A1lhough marty Migcb.lites 
bar ~ family Of dan name. ethers choose names en the basis of 
aesthetJcs ~nd some are known only by lheir lirsl: names Of 
rllcimames. F~milies will wmetlmes ~dopt members not rdated 
by blood; jusl because two. Magdailies bear the same family 
name does not necessarily mean that they were born into. me 
same family. Occasionally. a Magdahte will ~dopt the name ef ~ 
f.lmily without their permiSSIOn; this Pfilctite is generally frowned 
upon, Since an individ~I's actions could wrongfully reflect uj>Of1 
the family name:. 

About !Wen!}' summers ago, a few filfTlihcs took to. calling 
themsdves by cbn names. Thus. It IS possible [Q lind subsets of . 
/un f.mM1ies with names endlflg In . 'on - the reverse of the 
panem tr.aditionally found within the Tribes. While: ttm docs 
lead to. some confu~ (espeoally amoog oot:SIders), the 
practice is Largely telerated by the Magdalites. 

Preminent families include: 

Bela 'on: Mest members of the Bela' on bmily are Gatherc:rs. 
although the family has members III all the Guilds, sa~e for me 
Bloodied Rose. As a group, they arc: fairly insular; as individuals. 
they largely pass unnooced. It is hard to. eslllTLate the size of the 
family, for the~!}' tr.Ivelthe Outlands iIS tradc:rs and spies. 

Deanakin: Formerly known iIS the Shdkin, this family renamed 
themselves in honor of Deana, a Conc.ubine of great ability. 
While they lag ~hlnd the ScvkIn in influence within the 
ConcubifICS.!hey ne well known by name and reputation. 

Hcvkin: The Hevklll famIly IS f~med fOf produting line Oiplo· 
mats, llthough some Vattuf5 ~nd a few SIrens also come from 
their r.J.flks.. The Demori'on~ are a cadet branch of the HMo 
line, but they are held in low esteem ~nd not often IT\eIlrionc:d in 
poIlle company. 

lbenkin: The I~nkin have long held high positIOns wlmln the 
SIrens; their beau!}' is almost legendary. They are ~n old family , 
tracing lnelr roots back to. the Liberalion. The current Chamber· 
lain, otw-a Ibc:nkln, is the latest In a long line ofhandmaidens in 
service Ie Magdillcn. Those: lbenkin 001 chosen to. beceme 
Sirens usually beteme Diplomats, although some exceptions do 
occur. 

jansey: The J~nsey arc: one of the largest family groups. chuming 
out membe~ of all Guilds. They arc regarded as pili ef all 
traclcs and milSters of none; despite the,r number. few Jlnscys 
have nsen to. prominence in thClr respective fields. 

Renkin: The Renkin are almest e~dusively Ecstatics and 
Gatherers. Their stranglehold en the production ofEmori and 
ether pol\OflS h~s given them enermous power wimin the Tribe. 
This power hilS made them many er.emleS, but they have bought 
themselves )ust as many allies, 

Scvkin: The preerTllnc:nt family In the Concubines. the ScvIun 
also produce 1 fa., number of voyeo~ and Bloodied Roses. The 
Sevkin are said to. have a speci.l1 rdaoonship WIth MlgdaJen 
Herself, ~nd are therefore well respected Within the T ribc:. They 
are also renowned for their WISdom; m.my Magdalltes seek out 
the Sevltin family for ~dvlCe. 

T arakin: The T aralun were fermerly ebscure and ef little note; 
hOWC\'er, with the elevation of Jonas T arakin Ie the posillon ef 
Veyeur Master, people have started to take notICe. Personally 
loyal Ie the Chamberlain. they arc a rislngstar Within the 
Magdalites. Intense hatred exists between the Tarakin ~nd the 
Cardikin, who had the Bloodied Rosc: . 

Yavith: The YaVlm arc the pnmary power WIthin the ~rs­
they tuve performed fOf Magdalen SInce the Liberallon. 
Numerous cadet branches exist. IIldudlng the Serakin. An 
Informal ri'o'alry CXlsts between the Yavl!h and melr Serakin 
cousins, each ancmptlng to. outdo each ether en the stage . 

94 

• 

• 



• 

.-

• 

• 

"-. SK Ill S AND ATTRIBUTES , 
Attributes: A5 it rule, Magdalites tend to have high Influence. 
Perception and Psyche KOI"eS. Many also h2vc high Appear­
ance, although others rely on a nondescript fal?dc to maintain 
the anonymity that their co~en activities require. 

Skills: Intc:rpclWflal skills (Etiquette. Human Perception, 
Seduction) ire imporunt Magdalitc traits. Others will vary 
depending on a specific Milgdalitt 's occupation. 

Synthesis: MagdaJites possess the Eminences of eMmet and 
Sensuality; particularly favored members of the Tribe may 
possess the Aspects of Passion and T rCilson. The Aspect of 
Manifestation (sec below) is most common amongst the 
Voyeurs. although it small number of Diplomats, Gatherers or 

5. Ms [c a11t c RcrOl1r(""n~ 

that they admire, and Emon flows (reely. lt is also the time when 
young Magdalites arc rully accepted Into the: Tribe. However. 
they arc fOl"bidden to fonn Iong·tenn relationships until the next 
Festival: they are exp«ted to use the year offreedom to 
expeneoce the depth and breadth o( p¥ical pleasure. so ~ to 
make better lovers. 

The loYer's Return: Motherhood i~ an if)frcqut nt event In the 
Tribe of Magdalen, yet it does occur. A pregnant Magdalite 
withdraws from the Tribe about halfway through her pregnancy, 
In order to prepare for and eventually give birth to the child. 
When me givcs up responsibility for the child (by giving it to 
another Tribe, or - rarely - raising it to maturity herselO. she 
is accepted back by her fellows with great fanfare; thiS is the 
ritual of the lover's Return. 

even me occasional Concubine or Masker have been known to 'if . 
wield this powcr. j--~Ay,RuT~I~E,-"A"C...J.T~S,---__________ _ 

Per1u/Fl.aws: MagdaJitc Perks and Flaws reflect the fickle nature: 
of their society and intrigues. Appropriate Perks indude 
Connections, Fake Identity, Favor, Prestige and Strong Immune 
System; appropriate Flaws include Addiction, Debt, Uar, 
Nemesis, Paraooid and Secret. 

" u tHE RIYER OF DREAM 
>4 /"-;' 

Magdalites are largely creatures of the ftesh, and one could be 
forgiven for th inking that they have little use fOf the River of 
Dream. In actuality, they regul.rly ll!.e Synthesis to augment 
their festivities; Passion and Sensuality only add to the e~dte­
ment and ecstaSy of the!.e events. They aho u!><': their abilities to 
uncover !><':oets. much to the detriment of their victims. 

I' RITUALS ,t. ) 
Magdalite e~istence is nearly a ritual in i&:1f. a cdebntion of 
Jove and life. Nonetheless, the Tribe does have its own festivals 
to celebrate various points dlife. At other times, rituals will 
spontaflCOusly erupt. .AJ I these rites are characterized byexce»; 
intoxication, decadence and debauchery arc the nonn. Indeed, 
su and drugs arc often a ~hide to allow Synthesis to manifest. 
Some imporunt rituals arc listed below: 

Comingof Age: Magdalite law prohibits any from engaging in 
acts of pleasure with those who arc under fifteen wmmcrs. 
Magdal ites below this age have no power within the Tribe. and 
are ignored at best, considered nuisances at wont. At the age of 
fifteen summers, however, they arc finally brought into the 
Tribe. They are considered mature enough to join their elders, 
but must wait for the Festival ofChoicc: befOfe they are properly 
accepted. The Coming of Age is an unofficial preaJfSOr to the 
Festival. 

The: Fc:stivaI ofQoice: The Festival of Choice is perhaps the 
gratest of M<lgdalite rituals. This week·long <':Vern m,lIlts the 
beginning of spring and a point at which all relationships may 
change. It is the time when suitors work hardest to attract those 

95 

'1 ~'pite Her Tribe's rmterialism, Magdalen is not a great 
provider of Artifacts: Her love is Her greatest gift. Excepting 
EmOO, Artifacts playa small part in Magdalite life; the Tribe's 
wealth is more often expressed in mundane items. Those few 
Artifacts that do exist ioclude: 

The MifTO( ofKopc:t: Made from a shard o( Magdalen's thigh, 
this polished piece of met2l was given to Kopet, a particularly 
favored Siren. It preseNe5 the O'Wner's beauty for the rest pfher 
life; despite aging or injury, neither scar nor wrinkle will wily her 
features.!t is otherwise treated as Major FatimalArtifact. In a 
pinch, the Mirror can be used as a makeshift knife (ACC ·1, Parry 
·1, AD *3) . 

Emori: The elixir of love is in high dcrmnd amongst the Tribes; 
its price is often beyond all but the wealthiest. EmOO is a 
!><':creton from Magdalen husclf, trlInsformed by the ministrll · 
tions of the Ecstatics. The true process ofits production is a 
clo!.ely guarded secret. A person imbibing Emori gains a one·die 
bonus to Seduction rolls; more concentrllted versions (usually 
only available to Ecstatics and their all;es) grant bonuses of up 
to three dice. 

Tokens of AIfection: Some small pieces of Magdalen have been 
fashioned into jewelry. Many SllperstitiOUS rituals have arisen 
around these articles; a Magdalite might place one under her 
pillow [0 dream of her true love, or write on the back of a Token 
the name o( someone woo!><': eye me wishes to atch. Whether 
any of these: applications actually have any effect i!. up to the 
Weaver; they othe/Wisc: act as Minor Fatimal Artifacts. 

--
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TOTE M 

The Castle ~I the center of Xstasis IS home not only to 
~gcblen. but me to swanns of .... cll·grcc:j.for cat!.. Some 
Mlgdlhtes keep the amffi1ls ~ petS: othc:n. habitually (eM the 
stJa)'5 tiul rI»I1'I the IDeet. The: au nu.kc: idaI pets for the 
T"be of~; they ~ often solitary ueaturcs, keeping 
theor own couMd. but ",lwa~ {nYtng comp4nionship. For thIS 
ru~, the 1pint Heinh Minder nukes her home: in the: emit. 

If the Sirens SIt at the nght lund ofMagdalcn, then Hurth 
Minder sits in Her lap. When asked, Hearth Minder states that 
she IS content, for Magdalen is one: of the fir.est pets thaI she 
has ever had. Whilst Dreamcl'1 mOlY chuckle at this, there is no 
doobt that Hearth Minder believes It he~lf. The w spirit is 
~ve, hedonistIC and V.loIO. but she IS also loyal, c.aringMod 
prote«IVC: of her 'pets: M.Jgdalites do not $0 much worship 
He.uth Minder as they are fond ofhet; they pI..ute her lot her 
capricious nilture get the better ofher MId the lnbe suffer as a 
result. Hearth Minder ~ys dose anention to her pets; !.he 
~rds those thi.t p~ her and punlshc:s those who act 
contr;llry to her whims. 

Positive Actions ofHcarth Minder. "cIop!lng a foundling, taking 
iI at;u a. pet. keeping dean. style, gl'1lce, hedonism. 

NegatM:: Actions 01 Hemh Minder: Undeilnhr.ess, slovenliness, 
InJuong iI at. milking loud noises. begging. booriYlr.ess, 
.a~hnc:nu. 

HEARTH MINDER 
(TOTEM [AT SPIRIT) 

Higtdigtm: Broody. aring. Impulsive:. ple.asurc:·~king 

ATTRIBUTES; 

0<, ., '" . , psy 

'"' ·2 HEA •• STA 

SKILLS: 

., 

ltYd AIUib Skill lNd AIIrib. , ., -... .7 CorYG. x.- ., - ., """"'" • .3 Hand IO-Hand 2 •• --~ 
SP EC IAL ABILITIES; 

Bite (UD .10). C aws (UD . 10). ShadowW.alk (teleport 
bc:twc:en .any shadows in sight) . utel'W2ul (victim gains t:hc: 
Insomnia Fl.aw). HaJing lic.k (acts as the: Evan Aspect of 
Amm.a) 
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MANIFE S TATI ON 

Some: Magdal ites are blessed with the Aspect ofManifem.tion. 
Thi5 ilbility is do5cly gtJilTded. espcd<llly by the more espionage­
oriented Guilds. A few Concubines havc made use of~ ability 
to change their appearanc;c to suit their customers" needs. 

MANI FE S TATI ON 

( MA GDALITE AS PE C t ; eRE . 
,' v ARIABLE THRE S HOLD ) 

.1-',,-
Manifestation albws the dreamer to we on the foon of another. 
Voyeurs and the few others with Manifestation use the Aspect to 

S".Ms [cla1 1t c R 03":J urr- c " 

Some common drugs used by the Magdalites are listed below as 
examples. Some 3re unique to tIu: Tribe, while others find usc 
throughout the entire Nation. 

'" S MOKE-FI LLED E Y ENING S 

The most common drugs in Vimary are those which are 
smoked. They arc easy to prepare (being simply rolled, dried 
leaves) and keep ~II so long as they remain dry. Smoking is 
largely a c.ommunal activity; friends will often gather at the end 
of a day's work, draw forth their herb pouches and remin isce on 
the day's happenings. surrounded by a dim hue . 

disguise their identities or to deceive others into divulging , 
jnformation known oo~ 10 their intimates. The appearance, voice, 
~,mannerisms and other attributes ofllle pcr..on thaI they 

'GREENWEED 

intend to imGtc are duplicated. The ThreYlok:l depends on how 
bmiliar the dre.lmer i$ with the peMI1 to be improon.ued: if the 
roll fails, then no change occurs. The same Thresholds are used 
when the dreamer encounter.. someboaj who knew the ~ 
impersonated: the viewer must make a PER test using the 
Threshold appropriate to their knowledge of the proon. 

, 
• 
" 
ManifestatiOfl can also be used to create the appearance of a 
fictitious character. The fe<N Concubines th,lt possess this Aspect 
often use it in this manner to .lppur is a "dream lover" for their 
clienll; Voyeurs and other; use this variant to crc.tte non­
spcafic di1gUises_ln this~, the Threshold is 5, plus 2 per 
point of APP difference between the dreamer and her Mani· 
fested cltaracter. For example, a Concubine with ., APP, trying 
to emulate . 3 APP, would have a difficulty of9, is she would 
trying to emulate an APP of·1. Attempting to pierce this kind of 
Manifestation is much more difficult (Threshold 8). 

MirlOf changes are also possjb~; the Dcntata use Manifestation 
in this way to disguise the toIttoo that marks their allegiance. 
Simple changes such as eye color or the shape of the r\Ose can 
also be effected in this manlll:r. It is much easier 10 make these 
changes: the Thl'C5hold is 4 for this application of the Aspect. 

A"" T O UCH. A TA S TE 

". "-
The Magdalites have a wide array of drugs at their disposal. 
Some are mid to the Evans for use as medications, others are 
used for recreational purposes, and others still form an 
importtnt part of the Bloodied Roses' a~n;il. Most ingredients 
are gathered within Vimary's borders; some, however, are found 
in the Outlands Of bought from the Keepers of Olympus, who 
make lightning raids into the Arc. Harbor to steal the precious 
plants. 
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Grcenweed is a common tool for dreamers auo$S Vimary; these 
hardy planll will grow wherever there is sufficient sunlight and 
water, provided that the grouocl is not poisoned. Greenweed 
fiflds common usc as a rec.reational drug, and is fairly common 
amongst those just beginning to explore the River ofOrcam. 
More experienced dreamers, however, prefer stronger 
subsunces to propel their inner visions. 

V~lue, 

The Magdalites found small copses ofbrownweed growing wild 
after the Ubcration, afld now u~ EV1l'I scrvants to farm a 
sizeable crop on the Castle's grouflds. As ill name suggests. 
brownwecd leoaves tum brown when dried, making It wily 
distinguishable !Tom grctnwecd. Brown~ed is usually smoked 
by itself. although greenweed smokers often mix it in to giv~ 
their pefSOnal batc.h an extra "kick". 

pouncy, , 
EJecu, """"'" Onw:t rome: I ""'.Jle 
V,...., Cow 0) 

f A TENDER BITE 1:\ , 
The use of ingested drugs is perhaps less widesprc.ad than 
smoking herbs, but the im~ of such substanc.cs is greatly 
increased. A wider range of effects is available to the uscr; of 
ingested drugs, whether they be (0( medicinal. spiritual or darker 
purposes. These substanc.cs arc the Bloodied Roses' favorites, 
for they allow victims to be spec:ific.ally targeted. 

, 
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:d~EE C H S T A LK E RS 

" Miny virn:ties of mushroorm. make their homes amongst the 
sh.1dy root hollows of the beech tree. Evan woodcuners have 
bmc:d to lave these mushrooms well enough alone, for, in the 
right seasoo, even a taste of the sap can kill, but the Bloodied 
Roses collect m~ fungi for their own uscs. The mushrooms 
afC dried and ground into powder, to nuke one orme 
Magdalites' most pottrlt poisons. The powdered beech stl.lkm 
cause vomiting, diarmu lIfId convulsions as chey take e/feet; 
however, the symptoms disappear after .1bout iii day. For a day 
or two, the vittim will appear to have recovered, but then the 
dl«ts will recur, redoubled in fury. After two to ten days of 
intense agony, the victim will final~ die. There is no antidote to 
beech sulker poison, and even using the Evan Aspect of ..... nimlo 
is not guaranteed to ture a "'ttim (ThrC5hold 8) , 

.~/B L 0 0 D BE R R I E S 
, '-~ 

" 
8-2("""" 

~(1) 

For many yem, the bloodbeny Wi.S a m;J.inst<ly of M;J.gd;J.lite­
Keeper trJllde; the Keepers smuggled sm;J.1I bi.Sket5 ofme fruit 
pi.St the Watch to sell at exorbitant prites. After many heated 
argument5 with Keep!:r merchant5, the M;J.gd;J.lites dedded to 
cultivate bIoodberries mem!oelves. These fruil are indistinguish­
able ITom sm.wberries; indeed, the only way to tell the two fruit 
a~rt is by the color of the flowers 0f1 their bushes (bloodberry 
flowers are yellow, str.lwberry flowers are white) . It is easy for an 
;massill 10 secrete a b100dberry or two ill a pI;J.te of str.lwber­
ries. rumillgan otherwi~ succulelll ueat illto a deadly final meal. 
The Bloodied Roses most commonly u~ bloodberries in the 
i.S!oi.Ssill;J.tioll of wea~hy individuals. 

, 

Hign (6) 

, BOWBERRIE S 

Uttle do the Jcnnites know. but the vety crees th;J.( they n.l.rvest 
to make their finest bows are the source of another potent 
weapon - the be~ them~l~es . A few bra~e souls c.reep ill to 
Duskf.l.lt and the Hunting P;J.ths under co~erof darlma5 to 
collect the small. red fruit. The bowberry's juice is sometimes 
u~d to poisoo drin~. but its starchy flavor has been known to 
give Its presence a~y. Once a common Bloodied Ro~ poison. 
its u~ had waned for this rea5Of1. 

• 
,,-, 

H,gh (~ 

r 'E1JRClOAK S 
l ..... · 

Furcloak mushrooms - so called for their shaggy' caps­
grow in gr.my;J.rus in summer and aurumn. Their flesh is quite 
tasty. and the young mushrooms are edible. However, they 
contain a subst<lnce that becomes poisonous if miJed with 
alcohol; a few people die each year i.S the mushrooms react 
unfa.vorably with their after·dinner glass of wine. Some Bloodied 
Roses appreciate this property, and try to ensure that some 
furdoak is 'accidentally- included in the mealof a he;J.1I)' drinker; 
other members of the Guild, however. decry its use as 
amateurish. 

, 
Etr.:as: 

<, :'t ELLOWCAPS 
:. -< , 

Y~caps strongly resemble cooking mushrooms, uve th;J.t 
they stain yellow when bruised and h;J.ye a distinctive odor. A 
competent cook, however. an ea5ily di~ise both ofthese 
attributes. The Bloodied Roses dislike its use. i.S it requires a 
Iollg infiltration period to gain the tMt to cook a victim's mals; 
yellowups therefore find their most frequent use at the tu.nds of 
jalous lover.;. 

'"""'Y 

"""'. 
OnXITime: 

"",-

f • , 

If Hop SCALE TEA 
t ~. 

• 
F.w T.,.., ...... 
~ (() 

The biner·ti.Sting hopfruit is one of the many substances tNt 
the Gather~ purchase from Squat tnders in the Oudands . 
.... Ithough some ;J.!tempts tu.ve been made to use the fruit;u a 
flavoring in ;J.lcoholic. beverages. the idea hi.S been slow to g;.in 
popularity. The fruit's widest use is i.S an ingredfent in a relaxing 
tea; the fruit's soles are steeped in hot Water and then removed. 
The resultant tea is held to be a cure for insomnia and to 
stimulate the ;J.ppctite; there are also d~ims that it eases bladder 
infections. 

<'= • 
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DREAMERS' MEAT 

Not all mushrooms are lethally POI!>OnoUS; some varieties h,we 
long been used to aid dreamers in their vision quests and go by 
the name of Dreamers' Meat. Unfortunately, most varieties grow 
.1longsidt: beech stalkers. 4Ild arc difficult to distinguish from 
their deadly relatives. The most e~ily identified (and hence, 
most commonly used) spe<ies has a bngt1t red cap With white 
flecks. Dreamers prepare these mushrooms in all manner of 
ways; somt eat them raw or dried, while others brew the 
mushrooms IntO a tel. 

5. Ma !::~81 1t ~ R~"O 'J r"' c" 

NPC TEMPLATES 

The Magdalft!':s are as diverse as the Nation Itself; often. the only 
thing that they have in common i5 devotion to their fatima. 
N~theless, ft wOllld be a time·consuming task were the 
Weaver to indivk:luaJly detail evcryMilgdalite in her Cycle; the 
following templates are given to provide statistics for "average" 
Magdalites - if such people indeed exist. 

~ B,LOOD I E D ROSE , 
:-----------------:;:' 
POI.ncr. \0 At the beginning of their careers, moSt members of the Order of 

the Bloodied Rose see their task n il !.aUed dllty. However, n 
time wean. on and their victims pile lip, many are overtaken by 
apathy; a few find solacc in performing their duties in incren­
ingly sadistic ways. 

()ru.r,1 Tome 12 hoon. 

V~Iuc . Hogt. (6) 

EYA ' S BLESSING 

The hland~ of \;1.1 produtc a bewildering variety of plant life; not 
all of It , however, is edible. The Evan farmers regularly throw 
away ricc .md wheat heads whose blilck buds betray a. fungal 
I~tioo Within; to the Magdalitcs. these buds are a bounty 
worth far more than the plants themselves. In their natural state. 
the buds cause vomiting, fever and terrifying hallucinations, but 
under the Ecstatics' careful gukb.nce, they become a Dreamers' 
drug that the E(.Suots (with no small Sl':nSl': ofirony) call Eva's 
Blessmg. The refined powder is llsually swallowed, although it 
can be mixed with dnnks or even absorbed through the skin. 
While the visions that Eva's Blessing produces are among the 
most vivkl that dreamers ever experience, they arc not neilrfy so 
disonentlllg n those caused by Dreamers' Meat; it is therefore 
more popular amongst all but the most ckdicaled dreamers. 

~OItn9 8 (6 rf~ l>j ,O"n t()I'IUCt) 

Effi:w, " .. "'" . .,,, 
OmctT..,. · '''''' " .. High (i) 

WI LLQW BARK TEA 

This foul ·tasting brew is a fa~orite cure·all tonic ofEc.static 
h.awkers. Such roadSide vendors Me often heard to uner -take a 
cup and come back in the moming;- most Evan healers regard 
the pracuce With open contempt. 

~OItno;y, • 
Etrect.., Molgesic 

<>=r~ 1)1IWIU~ 

'1M: ""'W 
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Highlights: Cynical. detached. silent 

Attributes: ACI -2. fiT . 1, PER _I, PSY ·1. STR I, 5TA 2~, UD 'J, 

AD' 

Skills: Athletics If .2, Combat Sen:>e 21. 1, Disguise 1/0, Dodge 21 
-2. Hand·to·Hand 2/. 2. Melee 3/·2, Notice If. I, Sneak 1/ · 2. 
Throwlngl/-2 

Equipment: Weapons, poison 

./" ECSTA T IC .! • 
The Eatatics concoct all variety of strange brews. Most test 
their inventions on themseivcs before selling them on; this 
occasiol1ally has ddeterious effects on thei r behavior. Each 
Ec.static guards his di=veries jeillously, to the point of 
paraooiil. only ~dding to the impression of slight madnc~s that 
others have of them. 

Highlights: Busy. eccentric. sllspidollS 

Attributes: CRE ,I, KNO .2. PER _I, PSY .1, 5T A 25, UD 3, AD , 
Skills: Cooking 21+1, Craft (cnoose: one) 11·1, Healing 2/~2, 
Herhalism 2/ . 2, ReadfWrite (Tribal) 3/.2, Trade 21-2. A few 
rare Ecstatics may possess T echlore (life Sciences and/or 
MediciN:) and understand Keepspeak or languages from the 
World Before . 

Equipment: Books. stills or other chemical ilpparatus, herbal 
medicines 

t , 
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GATHERER 
( HERBAlI S T / TRADER ) 

The Galhererl not only twvc5t plms growing in the Outbnds, 
but also trade WIth the Squats fof the herbs tNt they need. The 
Outbnds can be a dangerous place:. and the herba~sts' skins 
rdb::t d'lls. 

Highlights: EnergetIC, hard WOOing. tough 

Attributes: FIT .1. INF .1. KNO . 1. PER .2. ST .... n. UD 3, AD" 

Skill~ "'gtXulture 1/.1, btmg 1/. 2, Cooking 110. Etiquette 1/·1, 
Haggling2/.1, Herbalism 3/.1, Hurmn Perception 110. Melee 11 
0, Navisation (Land) 2/.1, Notice 2/. 2, SpeAk (choose a Squat 
tongue) 2/.1, SUi"VlvaI1l0, Swimming 11. 1, Trade 2/.1 

Equipment: Herbs, tr.Idc goods. cb.gger. boat or other 
trallSpomitlOl1 

GATHERER (OB S ER VER ) 

Orher GOIthefel1 go underc.over to Infiltrate Sqlat Of Keeper 
s.ettlements in the Outll.nds. They rmy spend rem at a time 
amongst the Outlanders, sending (cpom home to Xsw.s V1.l 

their tnder alli~. They mun be very areful in their disgui$CS; 
their quarries iIfC IllVVlably OUtr.lged to find a spy In thew mtdst. 

Higtlrp : Fncndly, resourceful, tough 

Attributes: eRE .1, FIT .1. INF .2. KNO . 1. PER _2, STA 25, UD 
3. .... 04 

Skills: u.mouft~e 11 .1, DIsgUise: 21. 1, Forgery (Squat tribal 
marb) 2/ . 1, Human PerceptIOn 2/0, IntelTOgoltton 2/ ·1, 
Investig;TIllon 2/.2. Lore (SqIQt) 3/ · 1, Mda: I/O, N~vig;TItion 
(Land) 2/.1, NOflCe 21·2. Rad/Wnle (Tn~) 1/.1, Seduction 1/ 
0, Snelk 2/0, Spak (c.home two Squat tonguo) 2/ .1, 
Streetwisc: 2/ .2. Survival 1/.1, Theilmcs 1/·2, Throwing I/O 

Equipment: Short ~word, !.hort ~pear, body I»int. other disgu(sc: 
1"0," 

I MA SK ER 

The: Maske~ nol only dance before Magdalen and the: Tribe, but 
are also the custodians of the Magdalites' unarmed fighting aru, 
Mar'ly of their dances concul deadly maneU'le~: othe:~ are 
simply for show, They also perform son~, futs of acrobatic.s 
and slagc magIC, 

Highlights: .... lIunng, tl'lergellc, vain 

.... mibutes: ACI .2, .... Pp . 1, eRE .1, FIT .1, INF .1. ST .... n . UD 5, 
AD' 

Skills: AcrobatJCS, 2/ . 2, Craft (Couwre) 1/ .1, Dancd/·2, 
Grooming 2/.1, Hand· lo Hand 2/ .2, Music 21·1, Mythology I/O, 
ReadIWnte (Tritul) 1/0, SeductIOn 1/.1, Slelght·or·Hand 2/· 2, 
Tha.IOcs 2/.1 

Equipment: Untume, mosia.lln~trument. ~ props 
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, S)REN 

Magdalen's priesthood leads the Tribe:, despite not h.aving a seat 
01'1 the MilStcr;' Coundl. The-iT word is takcn2S the word of 
Magdalen Herself, and their influer.c:e eJctcnds into other Guilds 
and even into other Tri~. Competition within the Sirens is 
often quite literally cutthroat, as i~ scions vie (or power and the 
favor ofthci r Fatima. 

Highlights: ..... rrogant. cunning. ruthless 

Attributes: APP .2, eRE .1, INF +2, KNO +1, PER . 1, PSV -I, 
WIL .2, HEA 1, STA 30, UD 3. AD 3 

Skills: Dreaming 1/ . \, Etiquette 2/ '-1, Grooming 2/. 2, Human 
Perceptioo 2/. 1, Law (MagdaJite and Tribal) 3/+1, Lore 
(MagdaJite) 3/.1, Mythology 21 .1, Notice 2/ .1, Read/Wnte 
(Tribal) 2/+1, Ritual 3/. 1, Seduction 2/ . 2, Tfocatrics 2/.2, 
Synthesis (Passion and Treason) 3 

Equipment: Fatimal medallions, any other Items reqUired 
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5.MaEda!1t o:1 !>C~':l'l r('c:<" 

VOYEU R 

The VOyetJrs arc the Magdalites' ~wet police; they watch 
closely (or any infractions ofMagdilitc law. Other members of 
the Tribe: hate and fear the voyeurs. sometimes with good 
rcaron; the Voyeurs have: been known to fabric.ate evidcn<;c 
against those who displease them. 

Highligtm.: Dedicated, furtive, watchful 

Attributes: eRE .2,INf .2, KNO.l, PER .2. PSY .1, Wll . l, 
HEA 1, STA}(), UD 3, AD 4 

Skills: Camouflage (Urban) 2/.2, Disguise 3/.2, Etiquette 1/ . 2, 
Forgery 2{. 2, Human Perception 3/.1, Interrogation 2/ .2, 
Intimidate 210, Investigation 2/+2, Law (Magdalile) 2/.1 , Lore 
(Magdalite) 2/. 1, Melee 1/0, Notice 3/. 2, Read/Write (Tribal) 1/ 
.1, Sneak 210, Streetwise 2/ . 2, Theatrio 3/.2, Synthesis 
(Manifem,tion) 2 

Equipment: Knife, notepad, incriminating evidence, disguise 
pro~ 
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), r llIBAL CYCLES 
"': .... ' 

What follows is some ad..-icc for those Weavers who are 
interested in running a cycle where the Evans f~tvre promi· 
nently. Much of the Weaver's Section is eqUilJIy i1pplic.abk to 
both Tribal Evans ~ well as their F.!.I~" brethren, and both 
Playcr5 and the Weaver should tirrd useful tidbits to add another 
dimension to character creation or to fUrther enhance an 
tJ~ting character. 

tfmc Weaver is interested in focusing hcr Cycles OIl the Evan 
Tribe, then the themes and moods that recur should run parallel 
with the Evan Eminences of life and Empathy. The Evans see 
them~lves as the heart and soul of the Nation, the glue thaI 
holds the Tribes togeth<:r. The theme ofEmjlimy un ~ily be 
tied in to t~ :l(:ntiments. as an Evan dwacter scelu to defme 
her peOOl1iil rok: in the tribe and the Nation. Similirly. moods 
reflecting the ideals of Lit should play an impolUnt role in an 
Evan's life. They are the ones who undcrsund the intricate 
dance of life bettc:rthan any other tribe, and must be leader5 in 
!oUch mattcr5. 

xi (t-\ T)iEMES 

"I'< 
There are a number of themes beyond life and Empathy that 
should be a part of a Cyde in which Evans playa strong role. 

Rebirth: The Tribe of life regards the act of giving birth very 
highly. The act of bringing a new life into the World of Flesh is 
the most s.acred act an Eyan may accomplish, and the mother5 
and Nurses of the Tribe are some of the most revered individu· 
a1s in all ofVimary. Following this veneration of birth. a number 
of the rituals that the members of the Tribe enact throughout 
their life try to mimic the glory and pain of birth. EYans 
continually try to reuprure the emotions involved in birth, and 
seek to constantly redefine themselves. One way they do this is 
through the many agNelated Guilds {see below} they belong 
to throughout their lives. At a.ch stage of an Evan's life she has 
an opportunity to be reborn in symbolic innocence: and spiritual 
cleanliness. Children and newborns are recognized as the 
lifeblood and the fuMe of the Clan, and a.ch Evan venerates 
that lime in a person·s life. 

This is one reason the Eyans constantly try to push their way 
into the Agnites ' liyes. An entire tribe of children is a resource in 
the Evans' eyes, a resource tNt must be guided by those who 
respect what tNtresourte stands for and what it can become. 

Insularity and Pride: The Eyans are a proud people. When they 
look ilt the world around them they see one of twO things. On 
one hand, they.see a small community composed entirely of 
Evans. In this case, there is nothing but the Tribe for the Evan to 
be connected to. On the other hand. if the Evan is a lime more 
rra.,.eled. she is able to see the utility tNt the Tribe leods to the 
Nnion. ln both cases a strong sense of community and identity 
in the Tribe is fostered. 
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The Eyans are an indispensable pall of the Nanon. and they 
know il. If one of the other Tribes were to simply vanish, th ings 
would be rough for the rest of the tribes, but the VOid would be 
tilled. If the E.,.ans were 10 be er.ised then the Nation would 
cease to exist. No one would cat in any meaningful way, many of 
lhe necessary skills rdated to healing and childbirth would be 
gone, and a consider.lble portion of the Nation (some 80%) 
would no longer be present 

The Eyans see themselves as something more than simply a 
Tribe: they see themselves as the Nation in a way no other tribe 
un, Beuuse of this, the Evans have come to rely on each other 
more ~nd mOfe, seeing the other membcJ> of the tribe as the 
only ones responsible and hardworlUng enough to cial with. 

This pride, ~r, is also te~ring the Evans apart. The s~r 
size of the tribe ensures that a whole host of conflicting idw 
~nd person~Jities arc contained under Eya'5 watchful gue. 
Instead of rurning their problems outward, possibly to potential 
allies outside of the tribe, and then venting their anger, the 
E.,.ans bring their full i~ against each other. Sooner or later 
these problems may pull the tribe apart. For the time being 
though, the tribe is more inclusive rather than exclusionary ofits 
own member5. 

Necessity: The Evans arc ted, almost blindly, by an overwhelm­
ing ~n~ of love for the Nation (though not necessarily for the 
individual Tribes). This love drives them to believe that they are 
the only ones with enough koowledge and expertise to help 
guide other5 through the trials of adolescence and ITUIsition . 
The E.,.ans «peCI a ecrUin level of respect and when they do 
not recciye it they tend to act "in the best interests" of the other 
person. 

The EYans subscribe 10 ideals of performing acts for the greater 
good, and an Evan will willingly sacrifice another person or put 
that person in a very unfavorable position if the Evan believes 
the act will yield positive results in time. like any mother, they 
seem 10 know what is best for every tribal and are more than 
willing to act upon that knowledge, whether the person likes it 
or not. 
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Moods help summ.1nze .....tlal each member of a given Tribe is 
like. Here Me a few moods to help define E~n PCs and NPCs. 

Secn:a and ConservaIivism: Besides the Yag1ns. the EvallS are 
arguably the most spiriMI of the Tribes and consequently, they 
often krlOW.1 number of secrets that are best not talked about In 
open comp,any. The Shaman and a few of the Clans, in 
paItJc.ub.r. carry a number of secrets such as their association 
WIth the silent totem. White Viper. Simi~rly, the imub.r Ililturc of 
the EVJfl$ makes it so tNt they are not often wining to open up 
to strangers. They will offer the neces.saty hosptality, but 
othelWtSe the EVins are ~tant to ~k openly when other 
tribes are presc:m. (vms value holding one's tongue and talking 
from 1 position of authority. rather tNn speaking !Tom the cuff 
or trying to change things for the ~ke of du.ngc alone. 

The W~ve.r should emphasize the diversity of the EVil/l Tribe, 
using physial differences. cuh:ural differences and spiritual 
dijfcrences, and then counteract that diversity with strong 
conservative sentiment. The Evans are;a vtried lor: on the 
wrface, but each holds a very simiw way of thinking that is not 
tolerant of outside: opinIOnS, even optniom ffom the other 
Tribes are mostly ignored. 

Portr.ily Evans ~ <I aring 101:, but folk tNt;m not willing to 
mess WIth traditton. They should be helpful, but unbending. 

Dw.lism:uw:l Loneliness: En IS the embodiment oflife Vld <ICtS 
<lCCOfdingly. HO\Ve"\Ier, it is <I wide~ known bot seldom discussed 
f.lct that Her Tribe <Ire some ohhe le<lSt tolerant in the N<ltion. 
The Ev~ns sec themselves <IS imperfect and coostllntly strive to 
be more like Eva in Her boundless love for life. 

Think of the E'nOS <IS cider children to <In aging mother. The 
children love their Mother with ~II their heart <lnd would like 
nothing more than to be like Her, yet they;m grounded in the 
rW......ood:uw:l must w: ilCtordingly, occasiofWIy disobeying 
their Mother to achieve wh<It rhey sec as the grea.ter good. 

Ev~ns ~re aoo the Tribe with the le<lSt direct contact with their 
F<ltlm<l. Most Enns live f.lr <lw<ly from the blessed lands of 
Sanctuary:uw:l B.a.z.a..ar <lnd h<lve precious few opportunities to 
see their Fatim<l in ution. Communities re~ heavily on Shaman 
to crea.te a 'nlU<lb\e spiritu<ll bridge between their absent fatima 
and their d<lily life. As such, the Evans who make their nome in 
the fields desperately ding to any spiritual tnJmbs they recclVe 
from their Fatim.1 MId are consequently often quite Ione~ MId 
confused iibout their role in their Fatima's life. 

A result of this loneliness and the lack ofthdr faoma's presence 
is that many E'nOS go out of their way to live in a way they think 
would make En proud. Mtny are overly pious, going out of 
their w~y to make up for the spiritual rift between the Tribe and 
their F ~tim~. 

TRIBAL LAND 

There is nowhere in Vimary mal one annot find an Evan 
(exccptlng for parts of the Run W<lStes) . In many ways. all of 
Vimary is the kame of the Enns, though in reality they hold 
certain places more sacred than the rest and consider those 
places their aocestral homelands. 

Sancrull)': Silf"ICluary is the greatesl monument 10 life tNt aists. 
It is a great island mal Rowers With life at all nmes of the year, 
cvc:n in the depths ci the snows of the Sea!>OO of Death. It is 
here that E~ makes Her home, along IVlth many of the leaders 
of the: Tribe. Usually BuaM IS the pbce to find the le<ldcrship of 
the T ribcs. yet the E'nIlS often circumvent the city aJtogethet in 
a pilgrimage 10 Smctu~. All EV<IIls are wekome on $a.nctu;uy 
for a time, but they are encouraged to Ie.1ve <lfter <I while to 
return to their duties outside of the: blessed ~I<lnd. Only the 
Shvnan ~re ~llowed to lend 10 the bounty o(S<l.nauary. 

"1i101d, there are aboultwo hundred Shaman in <lnd <lround 
Vimary. However, only about a quarter o( lhal total (50·60) are 
on $a.nau<lry at <lny given time. Those on Sar.ctw.ry spend a 
good deal of their time f.lrming <lnd hatvestmg the m~ny fulits 
and vegeubles yielded by the: S:l.Cted island. 

The other threc·~ of the ShamanlC l odge live outside of 
Sanctuary, ~ the many villages In the fields <lnd in EV<IIl 
conclaves WIthin B.a.z.a..ar. bnnging the IVOfd olEn to the: Enn 
diaspora. These Shanun usual~ rerum 10 $a.octu<lry at least 
twice a ~<lr to meet with the lodge <lnd commune with Eva.. 

The Temple: The temple is <I great Ro ..... ering pl<lnt th~t is the 
komc of the great Molhcr, Eva. IfSaoctu~ry iu great monu· 
ment to life in general. the Temple is a testilment to the power 
and awe thaI EV<l an instill. There IS nothing else in Vim;uy like 
the Temple, for the ability to Cte.1te such a ffWWc: living 
structure m keep it <liive requires more Synthesis than any 
T riba! alone an wield. On~ the SIuman are allowed within the 
T emplc and they Me not allowed 10 speak of what. rhey sec 
there. Even fallen 5twmn Me tight· ~pped <IS 10 WI the inside 
ofthc: Temple is like. 

lai: L1i is ~ collection offive islands that provide the he<lrt of the 
harvesl that the Evans rea.p. Much like Sanctuary, u i blooms 
against the will of the seasons <lnd yields food for the N<ltion 
almost year·round. 

One of the reasons for the year' found bloom IS mal the Z'bn 
arc ulUbie 10 corrupt hs land. If a Z 'bO is found wandering 
about: lai (or Sa.nctu~) and is engaged by dcknding Evans, 
the WId and vegetation miraculously :lid the: oil».l warriofl . 
weeds sprout ffom the earth <lnd entllllgie the: kct of the: Beast, 
brnlches move into its path, <lnd unn<ltuDlIy long vines restram 
me creature while the defenders do their job. 

The Gtde Hall: The Grcle Hall is the pl~ee ..... her~ the heads of 
me Tribe meet <lnd conduct business. The Hall is compo5ed of <I 
mulmude of still .livlng trees that have grown up <lnd around 
each other to CtelIIte walls and ceilings. Uke the Temple, the: 
stl"\lCt\lre luclf is ~ testllment to the powe~ of Eva, though in 
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this us<: it is the Shiman who arc re~p0n5ible. It is here that the 
Matrons of the fline clans meet and di~u~ the mattCr5 of the 
Tribe. The few Grounded Shliman in the are;!. Ollso (ondvct their 
biJsinell using the Circle Hall as their base of operations. 

The: Orde Hall was gtOWl1 a few short years after the Uberauon, 
under the direct guidance of Eva. She wished for a place thaI 
would rival the Temple in grandeur, but be dedicated to Her 
many folloW<:f$ rather than just to Herself and the Shaman. One 
reasoo (or the sustained growth is til<: richness of the soil 
beneath the Circle Hall. Forty.nine Evan he/oes from the 

EVAN S AS NEUTRAL S 

Due to the sheer nl.lmbcr of Evans. most of whom live far away 
from the city cemer. most of llle Tribe ends up fallmg into thiS 

category. Most do not (onsider it their oosiness until someone 
dos<: to them is banished. Only then do many Evans make a 
hard and fast decision about the Fallen. Usually. the neutral 
Evans lean conservatively and toward continued punishment of 
the Eighth Tribe until the Fallen repent their her~y. 

Liberation are buried beneath the roots here, to grant life to the);. 
great trees that compose the Hall as well as to bless the building _~E~VUlA~NLS"--~A"-"S_LE~NUE""'MUILt.E~S'--------­
with the blood of the Tribal martyrs. 

The SOamanic. Lodge: This is not actwl~ a building, though 
most in Vimary (including the Evans) bc:lieve it is. The lodge is 
more a meuphor, used wll<:n the Shaman wish to meet and 
deade on a matter of some imporunce. 

rAil EN CYCLE S 

;{;.. " 
Evans can be used in a number of ways in a Fal len C yde. II 
should be noted that even though the venue and motivations of 
e~·Evans are different than of those still in the Tribe, the s.ame 
themes and moods that were discussed before are still 
applicable. 

~. EXANS AS ALLIE S 
,- ~',< 

Evans arc guided by very beneficent motivations and many are 
sympathetic to the Fallen's plight Considerable minorities of 
Evans view the Outta5ts on Hom as wayward children and 
quietly hope for lheir redemption and re·inclusion into the 
Nation. The farther one gets from Bazaar the more removed 
from the 'Fallen problem' the Evans are and the more sympa- . 
thetic they are likely to be. 

Evans make superb healers and spiritual guides . 

. . 
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The stoic nature of the Evans lends a considerable numbc:r of 
the Tribe to support more hard·line poliaes towards the Fallen. 
The Sh4man Storm Cry is one such example of those. and there 
are many more like him, who feel the Fallen are beyond any 
hope. If it were up to this portion ofthe Tnbe, the whole of 
Vimary would march against the Fallen again and again until 
their uint was wiped from the Goddess' graces. Then Hom 
would be salted, and all reCOfds of til<: Eighth Tribe would be 
erased. 
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CHARA CTER CONCEPTS 1 S)O Ll S AND ATTRIBUTES 

lA\.NruDLJC..BRJE'-1lA~TUIJOl1lNL __________ -" ~~ are a few guidelines thaI an Evan PC or NPC may foHow 

Creating.m Evan char.lC\(::r shoold involve ureful consideration 
of what type of background tht: Evan will Ix: coming from. 
There arc a number of Intertwined aspects of Evan life thit 
should be tol'l5idcred to create a well thought-out and 
believable PC or NPC. 

Primary to an Evan's self· definition is the Guild she is currently 
part of (or was Ia5t part of, in the case of Fallen ch'lI<1acrs). 
Within the Tribe. Guild membership is decided more by age 
than talent. "ge, then, becomes another Important factor in 
deciding what an Evan does (or a Irving and their visioo of self. 
Remember, the Evans maintain a vcry structured hierarchy and 
Guild system, which is Jl30rt ofthc importance of selectinga 
Guild. 

Beyond her Guild membership. the Evan char.u:;ter should also 
identify with one of the Nine Clam •. An E.van·s Clan identity is 
very dear to her. more so than any other perwnaJ identification, 
even superKding personal names at times. F~mily names are 
often cOflsidered garnish and useler.s to an indMdual's personal 
identification, since there is a myriad ofbrnilies and the names 
have become practically indistinct. An E. .. an·~ Clan helps de~ne 
the character's personality. Similarly, her Skills ;md Attributes 
need to be considered in light of her Guild and Clan affiliations. 

' .. 
. , 

regarding attlibute~ ilnd skills. 

Attributes: Evans tend to have good INF, PSY and Wilo Oider 
E.vans tend to incre~e in INF ~ well ~ gain high ratillgs in 
KNO. The N;mnies and Tenders ter.d to also ha~e above 
average phpical attributes, partic.ularly FIT. 

Nannies are known for exceptiollaJ acts of stilmilla, and ~hould 
ha~e an accordingly high STA (c.akulated on BLD and HE."-, 
HE."- stemming from FIT. WILand PSY. See TS Rulebook, p. 
121). 

Skills: E .. ans tend to have very utilitarian Skills, O!1es that will help 
them in their day to d~y wOO ill the ~elds and their roles witflin 
the Guilds. Skills commonly foulld ill the Tribe are: Agriculture, 
Animal Care, Cooking, Dreaming, Etiquette, Herbalism. 
Navigation (the fields ofVimary), Read/Write (Evan). SUl'lival 
and Teachillg. 

All Nurses need Herbalism of at least 2 to represent tfleir srudies 
and knowledge in the use of the many flora about Vimary. 

Nanllies Ileed to be versed in some type of combat. usually 
Melee. 

The perk Green Thumb (TB Ruiebook, p. 196) is a greatly 
admired trait within the tribe. In bct, if Green Thumb and 
Authority are both purchased by a beginning E.van character, the 
twO perks only COSI a combined total of 6 points (rather than 
8), representing the fact tflat the PC is looIted to ~ a leader alld 
expert regarding matters ofhal'lesting and growing. 

E.vans from the Tal"on Clan may (and Shaman characters from 
all ClJ,ns must) buy Lore (Totems), a Skill that allows them a 
deep and rich understanding of the role of totems in the Nation 
as well as kllOWledge of the existence of White Viper. 

Induction into the Shamanic l odge brings with it a number of 
benefits. First, a Shaman gains the Perk, Spiritual Siren (TB 
Ruiebook, p. 198) and a .1 to her SyntheSiS attriootc. Further· 
more, the Shamanic lodge maintains a secret communication 
style focusing on hand gestures and non·vero..l communication 
~ well ~ utilizing vcry specific and archaic words referring to 
the River of Dream. This speech is represented by Speak 
(Sh~manic.). Also, Lore (Shamanic) and Lore (Totems) are 
necessary to realize that the Lodge is r"IOt a specific place. and to 
have some idea about the existence of White Viper and its role 
towards the Ev~ns . 

Synthesis: Prominent use of Synthesis is usually left to the 
Shaman, though it is not unheard offor many p<iJ'ons or 
Cov'ons to have high Synthesis ratings and ability in the various 
Evan Aspects. 
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Equipment: Equipment is usually <I~bed according to age and 
Guild affiliation. However, the [vans have a very open concept 
of ownership and almost everything in a house is considered 
community property. It is not unheard of for <111 Evan to simply 
take a set of pots 0(' equipment from another family's home. As 
long as the Evan doing the t.a~ing actually needs the items, mere 
is little problem. However, if the Evan is looking to gain 
materially or refuses to ban out those Sime items when they arc 
needed by another, then there is o.use for the Matrons to ook 
into the situation. 

Most Evan equipment is made from matclliils on hind. Wood, 
leather, clay, grasses and reeds all compose <II good portion of 
Evan equipment. Metal is rarer within the Evan Tribe than in any 
other Tribe::. 

EyAN SOCIETY 

The Tribe of Elf a does not hilY!: a distinctive system of separate 
Guilds ind Orders as rrulny of the other tribes do. Every stage of 
an Evan's life involves a rebirth and a new role taken. Due to 
mis. much of what could be seen as a distinctive Order (such as 
me YOl8l.n Pdlis ArtiS;J.rls or theJoanitefShebOln Walch) has 
merged wim an age·defined Guild structure. Each Guild requires 
Ol ceruin level of maturity mat must be met before a village 's 
Matrons will Olpprove Ol Guild change. 

£2ch Guild carries wim it a level of responsibility thaI increases 
as one grows older. 

Seeds: The Seeds are me young and growing children of the 
Tribe. Seeds are expected to do the le!>S 100bor-inlensive work. in 
Ihe fields as soon as they are able, usu<llly entering the ticlds 011 
the: Olge of three or four. Other tharo their daily chores and dUlies 
in the field. me Evans allow their Seeds 10 be children. to learn 
lesmns and 10 act in a carefree manner. All 100 soon, the Seeds 
will hOlve heavy responsibility uporo meir shoulders. It is Eva's 
way. Interestingly, most EvUl$ consider the entire Tribe of 
Agnites to be Seeds and treat them accordingly . 

The children of me other Tribes that are tended in the c~che.s 
are considered Seeds until they enter puberty, At that point, they 
are asked to leave the utche and return to their respective 
Tribes. 

Tenders: Tenders are tr.c youngest Evans ~xt to the Seeds. The 
Tenders are the: workhcr..es of the Tribe. the farmers and 
8l.therers who grow and halVes! the food of the Nation. 
Tenders are usuOll1y just past adole!oCC:oce but not yet ready to 
assume the responsibi lities ofbe:ing a Nanny or a Nurse. 
However. it is not unUSUilI to find aJ'1 aged Tender. one who 
never moved up any farther through the Guild system. These 
older Tenders are often still considered little more than children 
by the rest of the Tribe. but some dans consider remaining a 
Tender a very ooble calling. The Tenders are some of the moSt 
proud and venerated of all Evans, though outside of the Tribe 
they are seen as the most simplistic and rustic of ali the peoples 
of the Nation. 
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The Tenders compose over fifty percent of the tribe:. 

Nurses· The Nurses are masler herbalists and rituilists. Whereas 
the ShOlman focus on spiritual rituals. the Nurses focus on Ihe 
more mundane rituals and processes of life. They are e~perts at 
making Ollisorts of balms and i1caling potions to aft! the ill and 
infi rm, ,md are storehouses ofknowledgc: about the body and its 
functions. They are most often recognized in their role as 
midw;ves. Olnd no TribOlI ~hes to give birth to a child without 
an Evan Nurse on h;Ind. Still, the Nurses are mere than )USI 

midwives Olnd herbalists; they il;lso fulfill the rob of doctOfS. 
advisors, and counselors within the Tribe (and the Nation). It 
should be noted that to bewme;I MOltron one must fi~t be: a 
Nurse. 

N«nnies: Alongside Nurses in age;Ire the Nannies. Nannies afe 
experienced Evans who have advanced past their growing stages 
as Seeds and Tenders. EvallS far and wide respect the Nannies 
(or their work. for not only do they COfltinue to work in the 
many fields of the Evans. but they have also undergone rigorous 
training as hunters;Ind defenders of the Tribe. The Nannfi:s 
serve as the Evans' hunters, and help augment the bounty 
brought forth from the mit More than hunters, though, Nannies 
are also the prOIe(too of the Tribe:. Often,Joanite and WOltch 
patrols are many hours away from an Evan settlement and so 
the smOlIl imlated communities must come up with their own 
protection. The Nannies work in the ~elds alongside the 
Tenders and Seeds but always keep;I watch out for any dangers. 
At the first sign of danger, the Nannies spring into aerien, 
arming their bows, Spears;Ind shields Olnd moving to intercept 
the problem. Because of their uxing work in the fields as well as 
their extra tr.lining. the Nannies Olre known for their exceptionOlI 
stamina. It is not surprising to hear of Nannies who can run al 
full tilt fO( the entire day or one who stayed awake on watch for 
three days straight. 

Matrons: The Matrons are the elders, leaders. and advisors of 
the Tribc:. They have lived to an advanced ;Ige and this simple 
fact demOlnds respect from all younger Evans. The Matrons are 
the leaders of the T ribc:, often forming the heads of specific 
families and d ans. Matrons serve as village and community 
heads as wdl as advimrs 0l0d adjudicators. They are the last 
word on almost all matters within a village or specific family. and 
their word is law. Only when a Sheban is present docs the 
Matron bow to a higher authority. On the same note. Matrons 
have little say on spiritual maners, for which a ShOlman's word is 
required. 

There is a hief;J.rchy within the Matrons as one moves higher and 
higher within the dan. On the lewest rung are family Matrons, of 
which there Me hundreds. ooe for each family found with in a 
village or town. Above the family Matrons there ;Ire the village 
Matrons, who bd an entire viliOlge. All villages (including 
Grilfentowne and Westholm) contain ol single Village Matron 
who;J.cts as the mayor and judge. In Bazur however, there are 
four 'vi!Iage' matroru., corresponding to the four points of the 
compass and d;viding the city accordingly. Beyond the village 
Matrons are the Clan M.1trons, who preside in the Circle Hal( on 
5.anctuary. Above the Clan Matrons is the greatest Matron, Eva 
Herself. 
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The ~IeaK)fl of a Mwon is a relaovely simple process. The 
olden female In a given fMnlly IS cleva.ted to the Stltu1 of Mltron 
upon the ~m of the prev!OI.Is Matron. SimiLarty, the Mltron of 
iI Clan IS the cldest hVll"lg woman tNt claimi tnat Clan u hu 
own. The MltrOn of a Cbn must remove herselftmm her 
former family u It IS assumed all her family Ioy2Ities are now 
tnnsferred to the Clan: a new Mluon is selected to fill the~. 

Of COUIlC, there are ocusiorally extenuating circumstlflCe1. A 

fMnily Matron nomu.lly looks after ilt last twenty people, 
!nCIuding her extended fMnily. \YIhen therc are a number of 
Vlible undidatcs for a new MatrOn, the local Shanun is c.alled 
upon to make the final d«ision for the good of the vib.ge, 
Tribe, and family 

It IS not unheard of for new members of a fMnily to be adopted 
wim little fanfare, adding valuable fleW blood 10 the line. Mlny 
Evan orphans, AgMltes , .and young M.agdaliles from me crEches 
aTe adoptcd into.a f.amily Irl this way. 

Tho~ wl"lO st.and outside of the age· defined nature of the Guild 
systcm arc: 

The FOf£OttCtI: The occasIOnal stcrile Evan is often seen as 
someone to be pltled.at best. and someone to revilcd at w~t. 
Most times. the ste rile are sel1t Irlto Ballar to.aid the Large 
chlk:lren's creches there. helping to uir.e othcr Tribe's childrcn in 
.absencc ofthclr own. Mlny MagdaJitcs' and Agnites' fil'Sland 
fondest memooes aTe of one of these Forgoncn. 

The: Forgotten.are .al~ sent IfltO the Outlands on many of the 
g..thenng expedltlOflS, sma: mey arc qulCtly Iookcd upon as 
_od& . 

Shaman: The other exception to the rule of .age th.al dominates 
the Eonn Guik:ls is the Sham.an. The Sh.aman .arc r.elected b.ased 
on pocenti.al skill in Synthesis.and understanding of the River ci 
Dream. Unlike the other Guilds, the Snaman require an extcnsive 
.appren!JCeship program to prc~re.an aspiring Sh.anun for her 
Ascent. The Sh.aman are the Chosen ofEv.a.and are Hcr links 
between the Worid afResh.and the Rl'IICr of Drum. Where the 
y~ focus on the Spirits of the dead, the Snanun focus on 
living .and vibrant spirits. They are experts In their field .and, 
along with the Mltrons, are the leaders of the Tribe. However, 
their expettir.e. while extensrve. is called for only in matten. 
rcgardil1g the Spirit WorId.and Klthe Sh.amanic lodgc has 
surprisingly Iittlc say in the day·to·d.ay affairs of the Tribe. Once 
an Ev.an is adopted into the Root (btl (.as the Snanun call 
themr.elves) there IS no more Guild adv.ancement. The EVJn wil! 
livc.and die a Sham.an. 

Sh.aman are me reprer.entatlVes of Eva. Due to the Tribe's largc 
numbers .and sc..attered naturc, the Shaman fi ll a necdcd brldgc 
bctwccn the people of the Evan Tribe and meir Fatima. Eya only 
I"iIrely leaves Sanctuary, making any WI1taC.t wim Hcr by Her 
Tribe intcrmittcnt at best. The Ev.ans are a very spiritual Tribe; 
however. they.are often very withdrawn from their Fatima in all 
but mc fulfillmcnt ofHcr largest idcals.and the faa mat they 
w<rl Hcr soil. The Snaman seNC as a tangible link to Vl 

otherwlSC intan~bIe dClty: mlS IS their greatcst gift to the EVVlS. 

NullCS are norm.ally the ben candKhtes (or becoming Snaman. 
Nurses, due to their extcnsive studies about the physical body. 
are fc~rded as the best prcp.ired to begm a Sh.aman's study of 
the spinrual body and the world of the Rivet of Dream. 
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C LAN S 

Thf;~ are Ntne mJjor Cbns If1 the Evan lnbe. Exh one IS 

rcpre~nted in the Circle: by its Matron. The Matroos arc the 
finallc:adcfs of the Tribe:. Ties 10 one's 01" arc the mon 
Imp0rt2n! ~ of an E'nIl"s life; her family is a distln! second. 
The collected NII'IC Tri~.lIre often!Uu referred 10 as "the: 
Nine: 

Aria'oo; The "ria'on are considered some: of the most capable 
bders in the EViln Tribe. They are also (OIlsidered one of the 
most moderate Clans and help to organize the moderate c.bns 
on poIitic.a1 i!wes. Miny Aru:ons arc from Griffcntowne and 
h.tvc been instrumental in Its growth, something that has gained 
them the enmity of the Clans ~d "round Buur and 
Sanc::tw.ry. The Aria' on and T rav'on often hcc off .1gainst each 
","" . 

Olop'on (Chopin) : Hunters ",nd frontier folk dominate the 
Chop'on Clan. which was ona a simply a li.rgc Evan family like 
the Gravlun (~beIow) . They Me known for their wanderlust 
and iliIlity to!oU1VIVC where (lIherl fur 10 go. Miny Chop'on 
~ome Nannies or remain Terodcrl, i11'1C1 Jump at the fillt 
opportunity to enter the Outlands or to csublish ill r.ew village 
within the vnt plair'ls of Vi mary. The memberl of this Oan arc 
rigt1\fully considered the most Wventurous of the Nine, 

PaI'on: This Clan ~ many Dreamers who speoalize In the 
rituals of Eva (both Nurse and Shamamc), The Paron are often 
tOmidered quite esoteric and emotionally removed from the 
rest of the Nine, though the Ana'on of'ten count on their 
!>Upporl dunng T nba! functions MId WIthin the Circle, More thin 
any other (lilI1 , the Paron are in rune With Synthesis and many 
are found within the IOlnks of the Shamanic lodge, 

Trav'on: The Tnv'on ate some ohhe moitch~tic MId 
vocalle.derl in ~I ofVi!TWY' Within the Nine !hey ate some of 
the most CQIlselVanve MId fanatial voices and often oppose the 
more moderate initiatives of the MiI'on, The Tnv'oo have a 
number of alli~ outside the Evan Tribe and are secretly both 
reviled and admll'ed by the other Clans for these: non·Evan 
connections, 

Gravkin: Once a family, the Gravkin have bet:n eb7.ted to full 
CI~ SUNS by Eva. Eva took notice of the Tribe's most 
populous family because of their years of loyalty MId steadfast 
work in the fields ofSaoctlW)' MId Ui. In an effort to pay 
homage [0 their F alima, mill'ly of the Gravllin refused to move: 
up through the Guilds, preferring the simple and glorious work 
of iI Tender. Not surprisingly, they now il1SOciate closely with 
the Tcnders and ilre the: Clan most dCYO!cd to Eva and Her 

""". 
CO'/on: The Cov'on maintain dose ties with the totem Dcn 
Mother and are I':l(perts on the: spiritual flora and fauna found in 
the River of Dream. Where the Pal'on are c:xpem U'l Synthesis 
;mit ntua1s, both of whICh focus on bnnglf'lg Spirit Into Fbh, the 
Cov'on focus on I':l(pIoring the River of Dream on its own, Many 
Cov'on are also tonSidered cxcellef1l diplomats, since the 
I'IaI'TOWf\C!S of thor focus on the River of Dream allows them to 
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be fairly objective about more mundane maners. 

The Aspect of~ (see p, 112) IS very popular among the 
splnrual Cov'on Clan, alloWing them to haphuardly travel about 
the River of Dream in their I':l(plor.nions ,IS well as to commune 
With the many splnts ofVimary. 

WiId'on: Along WIth the Ari.ll 'on aoo the Trav'on, the Wild'on 
are seen as the laden of the Evans, They are a small but 
pol'tiully strong Clan that dominates Westholm; they have 
done all they un [0 bnng prosperity and life to that Isolated 
town. The: Wild' on arc: the nalancing factor between the more 
fana\lul Ana'on and Trav'on, doong thc:1r bc:!.t to weigh the 
c:vidc:nce MId POUlbIe Impliu,nons of all problems brought 
before them. Among the Nine, the Wild'on are uwally secn as a 
bit slow and detcrmined. 

Dc:th 'on: The Dc:th 'on ate onen found Ifl Ba.z.a.ar and are the 
most 'urbanized' of all the Clam, The: Clan malfltalos very dose 
ties with theJoaflltes and a number of the most well ·kllOwn 
Nannies are from the Dc:th 'on Clan, The Oeth'on are the most 
martial ofthc Nine and often SIde: With the Trav'on in political 
matters. Crossover between the Dc:th'on MId the T nbe of joan 
IS very common and many Individual~ from both Tribes share 
Clan names with C.lIch other. Thus, is not uncommon to find a 
Dcth'on that has taken the Ben'on Cian name: and vice·verY.. 

T.aI'on; The: most mysterlou\ ofthc NIrOC: Chm, the: Tal 'on 
operate according to their own !l.Iles. They are the Clan m<»t 
closely asSOCiated with the: totem White Viper and C'o'en the 
Shamanic.lodge does not know of the depth of their conr,c:c· 
non, The: Tal' on arc: the silent k~1ers and exccunoom of the 
Evan T nbe, often aCllflg upon their own judgment aoo Without 
any prompting from the rest of the Tnbe, Few, C'o'en in the 
Evans, know of White Viper; fewer still know of the Tal'on's 
closc:nc:ss to tNt menacing totem. 
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IkE RI VER OF DREAM 

All Evall'~ wnlleaion to the River of Dream is usually r.o deeper 
than that of any other average Dreamer OIcept ill a few o.ses. 
The Shaman. Nurses. Pal'on, Cov'on aM Tal'on are all 
remarkab~ adept at Ilavigatillg the River of Dream, all for their 
own ~pecific purpo~~. Mall)' Evalls ~e their Tribe a5liai!rOlls 
betweell the World of Flesn and the River of Dream and go out 
of their way to illCfeaSt their ability and kllowledge regardillg the 
Spirit World. 

EVAN RITUAL S 

Riruals often mark a challge ill statioll or outlook within the 
Evan Tribe. The Ideals of rebirth and life playa major role in the 
performance and maintenance of rilUa)~. Most rituals perfonned 
by an Evan are executed with a number of observers and aides; 
little is ever done alone. 

There are two major rituals a5sociated with birth, the mO$! 
sacred of all events in an Evan'S life. The first ritual, called the 
Reconsumption, involves the rituill deansillg of the newborn 
and the feedillg to the child ofit5 OWIl dead skin mixed with 
!.acred water. The second ritual, the Prime Commullion, is 
performed ill tandem with the ~rst. The Prime Commullion is 
the partaking of the mother and aunt5 of the baby's skill·paste. 
In this way, the rarent5 alollg with the r.ewbom are symbolkally 
cleaned alld reinfused with the purity of th<: child. 

There are numerous rebirth rituals alld ceremonies associated 
with the changing of Guilds. An Evan is OIpected to go through 
at least two Guilds (and usually more) throughout her life. k, 
each r.ew Guild is adopted the Evan is expected to undergo an 
emotional and spiritual chrysalis and emerge a different, more 
mature member of the community. Each Gan maintains a 
number of different rituills for each Guild station. though almost 
all the rituals involve ritual cannibalism coupled with a more 
traditional f'east. 

A secret ntual maintained by the Shaman is that of the Culling. 
Those children who are born with !rOme (onn of physical 
defonniry are ~en as potential dangers to the Tribe and Nation. 
The Shamanic Lodge argues that physic.al corruption often 
reflects a deeper, spiritual corruption, and tNt the Culling is 
necessary to keep the Tribe pure and strong. Obvious~, if the 
Shaman's actions were made known 10 the Tribe at large, there 
woold be a huge public. outcry. So, in the best interests of the 
Nation. the Shaman wntlnue the Culling in secret, often using 
the ~t ofEuthanize (see neKt rage) to quietly slay the 
newborns. 

Along With the SPiritual cleansing that comes from the Culling, 
there is ar.other goal of the ritual. Before a birth, the Shil/l1an 
communes with Den Mother or one of her spiritual servants. 
Den Mother can tell whether the newbom will be physically 
ma~ormed. and warns the Shil/l1an. Furthermore, Den Mother 
un see whether the newborn has the spiritual polentiililo 
become a Guide. If she discovers that the child could become a 
Guide. the Shaman Culls the child as a 'corrupted' newborn. 

ARTIFACT S 

EViln artifact5 tome from the Eilrth or from Eva Herself. The 
artifact5 ofthc Tribe ilre powerful things. forthey hilve been 
pa5scd down within the Nine Gans for generations. 

SiInctlwy Watcf: Often referred to as SdCred water, the water 
from Sanctuary is imbued with milny of the !.arne properties that 
al low plants to grow there year·round. A Shilman blesses the 
Water before it is uncorked from its Speclil) gla5S container. 
Drinking the Water increases the drinker's ST A by.5 and HEA 
by .1 until the wilter is passed, usuillly in iI dily or!rO. If there is 
no Shaman pre~nt to bless the ufl(;orking then the water is 
merely exceptionally clear and wty. 

Eva's Toenail: Not actually a toenail. but IOIther a piece of EVil 
thilt Wa5 shed or thilt broke off. Most pieces are nondescript 
lumps of gr<ly flesh. The Toenail never spoils nor goes bild and if 
iI portion of it is eaten. the eater gains a.1 to all Synthesis rolls 
for a week. Eilting multiple portions of Eva 's Toenilils does not 
confer a cumuliltive effect. Apparently. the power of the fatima 
flowing through the eater illw makes Z'bn more likely to notice 
anyone that has partaken of a Toenail. 

If iI Character carrying a Toenail IS within sight of a Z'bri, the 
Z'bri immediately notices an ilura about the Chafilcter 
reminiscent of the Filtimils, furthennore, iI Z'bri gains a .1 to 
detecting ilny Chafilcter with one ofE\/a's Toenails on their 
person. 

-1 TOTEM S , 
The Evans are especially blessed due to the fact that the Tribe IS 

associated with not one, but two totems. Any person who has 
studied the totems of the tribes knows of Den Mother and has 
at least an ideil of what the great bear totem embodies. Much 
filrer is knowledge of White Viper and the role it plays. 
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~ DEN MOTHE R ,I I 
.­, ,,, 

Derl'Mother is the embodiment of Life iind the love that such 
life carries with it. In almost every use, Den Mother ilppal; in 
visions accompanied by her eight beloved cubs. When she does 
appear by hersetf', it is usually a sign mit the visionary is ready to 
join the Shamani, lodge. Den Mother is closely associated with 
protection and warmth. a calling that goes beyond life and love. 

Den Mother is a caring totem, going out of her way to protect 
those she communes with like her own cubs. She never speaks, 
but commul'licates in mind-Io·mind contact tN.! leaves the 
contacted with a sense of peace and inclusion in mmething 
greater than themselves. 

Interestingly. the Auburn Fold rerognizes a certain clos.eness 
between Den Mother and the Goddess not present in the other 
Totems, and revere her accordingly. 

Highlights: Spiritually strong. imposing. caring 

AIIBIBUIE S : 

O<D ., C" ., m ., '" ., '''' ., 
~, ., 

"" •• m •• "'" 
., so, ro 

UD ~ 

S KILLS: 

He"'''' ·5 HerbWm 6 ·5 Intrmocb.te ·6 

to<c (V..-y) ~ ., Neue .0 ~I .1 

S PECIAL ABILITIE S : 

Bear Hug (upon a succe15ful attack Den Mother may uy to ~ug 
the target. The target is allowed to roll their BlD vs Den 
Mother's STR.lfDen Mother is succe15ful the target loses ~er 
actions until she can free herself. Den Mother t<IIn continue to 
anack normally), Switicc (Den Mother may take any ..... ounds 
upon herse lf with a successful Healin~ roll vs a t~reshold of 4 for 
a Aesh wound or S for a deep wound) , Cubs (tonsidcred part of 
Den Mother, the tubs allow up to 4 more anadu ..... ith UD 
r.ltingso(6). 

i.t~\~.~ I T E Y I P E R 

'white Viper is a relatively unknown totem that associated it5elf 
with Eva many yUIS~. White Viper embodies the cold 
necessity ofEvilIl love, the need to perform vicious acts in order 
to prevent even more horrendous events. White Viper's role in 
the Evan social Wucture is rIOt even known to many Ev~ns, for 
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it is often diflkult to reconc;ile the acts that White Viper 
advocates with t~e veneration for life that the whole of the Evan 
Tribe maintains. 

It is whispered by some that certain medically·oriented Keepe/S 
also know of White Viper and wOfShip the totem as a god. 

Highlights: Deadly. emotIOnless. IOIOOnaJ. insightful 

ATTRIB UTE S ; 

AGI .9 CRE .8 INF ." 
psy .\ \till .8 SiR 

UO .6 

SK ILL S ; 

., """" . , 1 .10 RotuaI 

SP EC IAL ABILITIE S ; 

Venom (after a successful ~ttack the target must make a HEA 
test vs a threshold of) or take a flesh wound each round until 
they pass the HEA test or they fall dead), Snake Eyes (any 
attacker targeting White Viper must pass a cOf1tested roll using 
their Wil roll the totem·s PSV) . 
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• ~W ASP ECTS 
~ 

The div~ity ~nd sheer number of the Evans have, over time. 
aidf:d in new spiritual growth. One part of this growth has been 
in the slow but evenruaJ manifestation of new Aspects. Two new 
Aspem found within til<: Tribe are described below. 

EUTHANIZE (EVANS: WIL VS, 
TARGET ' S PSYl 

A very rare Aspect only open to tho!.C who have beCrl adopted 
by ~ White Viper. Few ootside of the Till'on Gan or the 
Shamanic Lodge even know about Eum;lnize. Euthanizc allows 
the user to make an attack directly a~inst '" target's soul. It is a 
subtle and often horri& attack that win ~iII another Dreamer 
with little more: than a look. The user must hold the target's 
attention during the anadc, cither through eye contact or some 
physiOilI means. The: MoS determirles the level of d.unagc:: MoS 
of J.3 relults in a Flc!>h Wound; Mos 4-~ results in a Deep 
Wound; and a MoS of 6. c.au!>eS a fatal woond. 

The user ofEuthinize (,in wield this Aspect in the River of 
Dre~m ag~inst spirituil opponents. 

PIGGYBACK 
TARGET' S 
C-BE ) 

(EVANS: PSY VS, 
SPIR ITUAL INS OR 

Known by i number of EVins, pirticularly Nurses, Matrons and 
Shaman, Piggyback aHows a Dreamer to travel through the Ri~r 
of Dream by 'grabbing' Onto a Spirit and following where it 
leids, communing with the spirit throughout the travel. To grab 
a !.pirit the Dreamer must enter into the Rjyer of Dream. From 
there they un surch the immediate environs to see if there is a 
!.pirit nearby that they un attach themselves to (PER, Threshold 
4). If there is a likely undidate, the Evan rolls her PSYopposed 
by the target's INS or CRE. If the Ev~n gets aMoS ofl qr better 
then the Evan's psyche has grabbed the spirit and will follow 
where the spirit leads. Any MoS above 1 redlKes the threshold of 
subsequent rolls involving the Piggyback. Beyond giving 
occasional suggesllons as to direction (i NF opposed by WIL) 
the Evan has little say in where the spirit travels (or even if they 
travel) and may not move or interact with the River of Dream on 
her own. During the Piggyback the Ev.m's spirit is invisib~, 
subsumed within the !.pirit that she trave~ with. To end the 
Piggyback. the Evan must wake, In which casc: she immediately 
returns to her sleeping body. The Aspc1:t lasts as Ioog as the 
user sleeps. 

NPC TEMPLATES 

Insular and withdrawn. Evans tend to keep ~ry much to 
themsel~s, That's no guarantee. however, that the Characters 
won't run Into a few on their travels. 

( 

TENDER , 
The Evan Terlders are the lifeblood o(Vimary, working in the 
fidds and harvesting the food that feeds the Nation, They are a 
quiet lot, often looked down upon by non ·E~s as slow or 
even dlm·wined. Regardless. the Tenders know they ha~ i vil2l 
role in the Nation and dutifully perl"orm their jobs 

Highligt1ts: Quiet. Wong, loyal 

Attributes: FIT _2, PSY _I. Wll +1, ST A 30. UD~. AD 4 

Skills, Agriculture 2iO, Cooking 110, Hand·to·Hind I/O, 
Herb~lism I/O, Mythology (Evin) I/O. Survivil2/0 

Equipment: Farming implements, rough·worn clothes. Evan 
luck mnkets 

NANNY OJARRIOR) , 
Some Nannies spend the majority of the their time terlding to 
the Evan communities in and afoond Bazaar. Due to their 
contact with theJoanites. is well as their less·demanding duties. 
many of these Nannies become more active in seeking combat 
when compared to their fidd-working sisters. Not surprisingly. 
many of these Nannies are part of the Deth'on dan, and some 
IIrfOrir. with the Watch, serving as combat medics or rear·guards. 

Highlights: Proud, thrill ·seeker. respectful 

Attributes; BlO -2. FIT +3, KNO _1. Wll _2. ST .... 4~. UO 8, AD 
9 

Skills; Combat Sense 2/0, Dodge 2/0. HaJ)(ho·Hand 110, lore 
(Evan) 11.1, Melee 2/0. Survival 2/0 

Equipment: Rudimentary sword (x7). rudimentary medical 
supplies, leather armor ( .... R~) 

.f:--.N..f.NNY (FIEI V-WORKER) 
.' 

Most Nannies are normally found working in the fields alongside 
me Seeds and Tenders, It is only when a thrut;vises to the 
community that the true calling of the Nanny becomes ~pparer1t 
as they spring into action, leaving their f'ilrming tools behind and 
grabbing their Speirs. These Nannits Me known f.lr ind wide for 
the ability to IIrfOrir. for hours under the most extreme conditions 
and still be abk to enter combat without batting ar. eye. 

Highlights: Tenacious. resourceful. tough 

Attributes: AGI .1, FIT _2. PER .1.Wll,2 ST .... 3~, UD 6, .... 06 

Skills; Agriculture 1/0, Athletics 11-2. Combat Sense 2/_1. Dodge 
2/ _I. Hand·to-Hand 2f _I, Melee 2/ +1. Notice 2/_1. Ritual I/O, 
Synthesis (Smothering) 1. 

Equipment: SpeM (x6). leither armor (AR 5), f'ilrming 
Implements 
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~URSE (CARETAKER) 

These Nurses are slightly different from the: Nurses found In the 
Weaver's Assisant (p. 41) in that they dedlUte meir time 
toward r.liSlflg the: children of a ~che. These Carcuk~ are 
often seen as me tnJC5t embodiment ofEv.i, concentrating all 
their efforts on raising Seeds, Ofphans and the Adopted in order 
to build a solid future (Of the NatIOn. 

Highlights: Loving. conservative, nred 

Attributes: INF ·2. KNO . 1, Wil .1, ST A~, UD 3, AD} 

Skills: Cooking 2/0, Haling 1/.1, lore (child rearing) 2/.1,lOft 
(NilDOn'S history) 21. 1, R~lWnte 11. 1. Spe1k (JaaMe, Agmtt. 
EViln) 1/." Tadllng2l.2. 

Equipment: \?rloUS booII.! ",nd instruction",' materials 

MATRON (FAMILY) 

"The Farruly MiltJ~ are me most numerous M1trons md luvc 
the most direct influence 011 cvcrycby Ijfe WIthin thc: EIIMl Tribe. 
They are the community leaders to which most E\?11S rum ifl 
mancn of ~ultlJre Of ~ If iI MJuoo's homily grows brge 
enough and" she is ~ effective ladet. she may ooe day be 
selected to lad the community. 

High~gtrt:s: Wise, demandmg. canng 

I ' 
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Attributes: eRE .I.INF .1. KNO ·2, psy ·1, W1l ·1, S1A 2'5, UD 
3, ''0 3 

Skills: Agriculture 2/·2, Etiqueue.1/ .1, Haggling 1/ . 1. Hunun 
Pen:eptJOn 2/. 1,lnlimidale I/O, Law 1/,2, ludtT~hlp 2/_1, l ore 
(Fami~) 2/. 2, ReadfWnte (Evan) 1/ -2, Teachmg 2/.1 

MATRON (VILLAGE / CLAN) 

The highest level a Matron may aspire 10, the Village or Clan 
Malrons are the Ieade~ of the Tribe as a whole, nulnbmmgan 
oyc~l picNre of the -.....clfare of the T ribc . 

HlghlighB: Knowledgable, politICal, far sighted 

Attributes: eRE ·2, INF . 2. KNO ·2, psy · 2, Wll.3, STA~, 
UD3,AD3 

Skills: Dreaming 1/.2, Etiqueue 21-2, Haggling 2/.2, Human 
Perception 2/ . 2, uw 2/. 2, ludership 3/ .2, Lore (Evan) 2/ . 2, 
Rad/Write (Evan) 1/. 2, RItW.12/ .. 2, Tuching 11. 2, Synthe!Js 
(Aninu) I. 
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Iflt is the Weaver's .mention to run a Y~n Cycle - rhat~. a 
Cycle where: the Pbyerl arc: pvt of the Yap! Tribe - the 
themes ciOesnny and Fllt,;as a.~ndcd upon below, can be 
used to bring the Pes together and give. them purpose. ThIs 
!>hould be fairly euy al the bc:g.nrong. <IS Yagans lend to be: 
much more aacpting of the 'winds cI fatc' tNn members of 
moSt other tribe!.. Signs .100 omens un therefore be used to 
&Jut effect to bring the Charw:C:1l together. Pes who question 
their elders about rhetr visions could be instructed to become a 
n.-tingGrcIe to uy md undcmAnd and rulfill theirh.te.lfthc: 

7. Y SEo "\ !'t C "',:) ll rr c ~ 

Destiny: Yagans believe that all Ktions come: about as they IliCre 
destined to. Following one's s,et path is vitally important, 
bec.aus,e to try and ddy fate will only lead to ~ conse· 
quences, The faction or guild Wt a Yigan is admitted to is 
deaded by destiny. Guilds are therefore more important t~ . 
Yagans than their families, Trying to understand one's deStiny IS 

a Pfcoccup.ition of rmny Yagans. lind different means ~ seeing 
the fuMe form an important p.irt o(Yagw Custom. This focus 
on fate aoo means that Signs and omens arc carefully ilI"Id 
thoroughly interpreted. and such things an wily lead Yagans 
to rmkc: drastic changes In the .. lives, 

~s Diven to the Pes (or fOfTfllng the group arc: them5(:~ 'i:-o· f[_nM~p~O~D~ ______________________ ___ 
mysterious. it will reinforce the auf'Ol of sU2n~ncss that ;.:t 
wrrounds the Vag2ns. Mystr:ty and DeaIh; YagaN are the most spiritual of the Tribes" . 

They spend much 01 theirtimc learninglhout deith mel me ~ot 
world, which means their understanding ci this matcrW ~cnc.e 
is highly colored by ideas and symboli!.m tNt others will find 
disrurbing. Their cbotion to the whim of destiny gives the Yagam 
a very different set ofvalues to judge othen' IIIOfth and a wu~ 
ease around the dad WI 0Ihcn. often find unsettling. Yag;ms find 
fiivoIity. superficiality and seIf.indulgent ictions ~tcful ~ ~ 
threatening to thdf pmorW spirituil nwurity. and lhcy WlH ~kdy 
avoid people who praclic.t: those interactions. or lecture dlcm 01'1 

the importance: of revcrtnCe for the spirit world. 

!" T)iEMES , .. 
~I' .. . 

FiltUism: Yagans believe at their core that life IS but half of . 
existence. dam being the other part. Yagans usually holve little 
fear of dath. since loss oflife is but flirt of the eternal cycle of 
dum and rebirth. It IS wy for Yagans to become gloomy and 
morose as they mature, bec.aus,e many of the entertainments 
beloved by the other tribes are considered by the Yagans to be a 
disu;action !Tom the stlKtj and service to the GodcIes.s. Such 
temporal things as beiuty, fine clothes. perfume, scxi,U;1 
ilrtraction, grand homes and furnishings, physltill patlOn 
lind jewelry are all COI\l,idered potentially spiritually ~ful 
distractions !Tom a life focusing on the spirit world. Objects 0( 

spiritual meaning and impcwunce arc the: only ones revered, or 
even truly a«ep(ed, by the: Y~s. They believe that the: flesh 
and bones of the dad tell moth ilbout the penon and retain 
memories of them. F1esh· and Bonecr.afters see more than just 
the surface futures of these: uaOOns. s,ensing u a deeper level 
the nature and secrets of their Pfevious owner, 
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Fear and Horror. The Vag<IIM arc: closely mociated with cbth 
and the wpermtu~, lind for this reason lire often fured by 
ou~rs, YigiIM line II COI\l,tant reminder a:humiln~, 
lind seem to repd dum more highly than life. Yilgilns I~ If! 
crypt$ lind their Fitnm 11 II being or~, They take bodIeS 
and peel their skins off iII1d rtITlOYe their bones to be made into 
lIdmlred toch. They have in their midst din: killers. Their curse5 

can ruch far to punish those: that offend them. Their insights 
allow them to discover ~ and penorul fears i bout others. 
All these: things treltc an aura or fur, r~ct, and sometimes 
horror around the members oflhba Y~'s tribe. .. 
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TR I BAL I AND 

MOSt Yavns live on, under or around Momwy and the Great 
Hill (s« Vimary, pp. ~·37) . Here In the Grave Fields Of amid 
tnt: thtck woods 0( me n.~, the Ywns 1M a life r.lfdy glimpsed 
by those ouuidc: their own tribe.. 

The Gn:u Hi.; Thmc film~ies living on the lower ~ lnd at 
the: twe oithe Cleat Hln ilfC mostly Fbhen and have regular 
contact WIth the other T ribe$. Their little comges appear very 
cory. and are!.el amid gnarled trees and snull gbdes where 
allllNls ilfC kept In pens. Deeper Into the woods and further up 
the kill, the nuns become more promincrlt. The families IMng 
here Inha~t the ruins and the: tunnels in the hillside. On top of 
the hili. the v.&u/ts lind mowso/cums are used by the majorcb.ns 
and families as their harms, and here the Old Ones and Little 
Crone dders u.n be found . The twIstmg trails under the 
sl'lloowy ul'lOpy ,1IrC: gu .. rdcd by the Mordred and 1pecial spint 
guardians. who prOtect me paths .md warn the Yagans of 
Intrusion. Tke crows and giant ra~cns arc: alw the eyes of the 
Mordred and Baba Yaga ,lround Vimary. 

Mortuary: Along the oorth ~opc of the Great Hill wind a !>Cries 
offuneral towers OIInd an extensIVe gnveyard, all of which are 
riddled with subtemnean runnels, Th is area encompasses 
~Cf1.1 distinct are;u, Including &bi Ya~'s Greal Dome, the 
Gnve F"lC:lds, The Crone's libmy OIInd the: utarombs. 

The Gteat Dome and Burial Pile: The Greal Dome is the: most 
ViSIble part d Monuary, a huge Illin that still Ius its towen and '" 
hoIlkomplete broken dome: 1'OCi. Hundreds of crows and r.vcns 
1M: here, somelunes fwtlng on the bodies of those brOUghltO 
them ;IS pvt of the Rite d the Raven. Within the ruin ~es &bOIl 
V"'gis Bunal Pile, a huge oollc:ction of~ ",nd other artrf.iro, 
!tom which ~ Vaga occasionally manifests. In this most 
sac:red aru un be found many Old Ones .lnd other mysric.s 
who have come 10 listen to the whispers of great Crone. 
Motdred guucb warch thIS place dosc:ly. although they need 
not do so. for few are brave enough 10 venture here With ill 
Intent. The Cult ofme Raven have their sacred meeting place: on 
the: roof of these rums, a place where they un .lIse see their 
brethren sKtificed to the ravens. 

The Cnove F"tdds and The: Raven Trail: The most mystenous.lnd 
SloCTed part of the above ground Vagan binds. the Grave F"idds 
are an endles~ dlanS'ng plate of gravestones. bone Iidds, 
grazmgareas, uees and tombs. The: sigib on the Slones alter 
With WTIe , giving the Vagans Signs and omens of the funJrc. 
Vancus winding paths cross the. Cnove Fields. bri"Sing tho!.e 
who wal~ them VISions and a ~1'TlC» 10 Dream. Some: also 
bring danger, leading to traps laid by malevolent beings fi"om the 
!>pint realms 01' Z'bri who inhibit the place. drawn by dan.. 
deSires and fears. Other secret paths can slip the walker IOto 
Orc:am itself 01' take her to other pbccs In Vimary and the wikh. 
The moSt challengmg ",nd sacred path is the Raven Trail. This is 
the trail that young Yagans walk to become fuU Witches. worthy 
of their tnbal place. It IS a llafTOwing e~pc:nence when fi(';1 
walked and most only walk it once. Old Ones walk it frequently. 
to keep in touch With themselves and the realms of the dead. 

The: Crone's Ubmy: ThiS building lies ill one end of the Raven's 
Trail. accessible by that Pilth or through the utacombs. 
Carefully guarded, it is filled with the worM of the Pellis Artium. 
and fe.uures huge chambers full of harlging skins taken from 
tnbal elders and heroes. These recOl'ds cre.lte a h~tory of the 
Tribes. as wdl as providing trlIrnlations of maps. s..cred rites. 
and other secrets. The Rtilpe('; have a trophy room that acts ill 
a sort of meetlOg place: It IS also a place where they bring tho~ 
they need to torture for information, iI process thilt can take 
mere hours under their 1lU11ed hilnds. Deep under thiS libmy are 
the chambers of bones. where Bonecr.ifiers work their art on 
the skeletons of the dead. Milny of these bones bctomc: 
Instruments 01' are used to record Yilgan rTl)'1Ienes. 

The ~bs, All throughout the UtilI HiD he the OItacombs. 
a system of underground J»thways that vanes from crude 
urthen tunnels to ruins from the WoOd Before, to stone· and 
bone·w;l/ied p;uu.ges. The: bNer outer PJ1S.lF are used by the 
Ya~n Flc:*'c:rs;u dwellings, while the deeper pmages are the 
domain of the Mofdred. Many ofthe:sc deeper p;usages arc: 
hidden from one another by s«ret ways or Me guarded by 
Mordred watchers. Some parts of these deep passages are 
considered lost even to the Mordred. who keep watch llpon 
them lest some beast or Z'bn try to piln into the inhabited 
arus. Some Vagal'U venrure into these lost W"ilys;u J»rt of a 
pe(';()nill trial and it 15 believed thilt many of these: p;uuges kad 
to dark places in the spint realm. It IS well known among the 
Mordred tIlII the Zom control an e~tenslVe area underground, 
although the Old Ones have ordered the passages to such 
plilceS sealed; the presence of the Zom is a closely kept scuet. 
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FALLEN CYCLES 

The th ree perspectIVes from which Yagans un be used WIthin a 
Falltn cycle arc each broadly described here. They should by no 
meilns limit the Weaver's usc ofthc tribe. ~ tncir motivations 
and obje<;tives arc typiuJIy diverse. Consideration should be 
given to the aforementioned Tr.emes and Moods of the Yagans 
when representing mem to Players. 

Yp.,GANS AS ALLIES 

Yagans hold agendas thu arc themselves obscure Olnd carefully 
hidden. Their sense ofOmc IS very dilfcrcrlt as well: they !oCt 

rnjn~ in terms of yean., or even lifetimes. Given mis. It is very 
~y for Y~ns to assist Fallen PU in the sOon term if the 
Yagans' actions will evcntuiiJly result If'! the meeting of their own 
goals. Yagans can provide inSight into the future to help, and 
un aho provide powerful assistance with sp,nt5 and the dead. 
Thcy arc also iI11 excellent soul'ce for information on unusual 
dC<lths and andent trib,d knowlcdg~. If th~y un be convinced to 
help. 

VAGANS AS ENEMIES 

Whil~ Mordr~d un be as dang~rous to PCs as t~ WalCh itself. 
Yagan~ really come into their OIIIn as ~nemi~s when they us~ 
th~lr curses and abil iti~s to haunt dreams to smk~ Out at the 
PCs. Using these powers. Yagans un do their damag~ from 
unexpect~d quart~rs and from afar. Such mental attacks and real 
spiritual dangers c.an of course be followed up with th~ deadly 
physiul presence of the R~apers or Cuft of th~ Ra~~n. 

VAGANS AS NEUTRALS 

Yagans ar~ likely to appear to be neutral for the most part wh~n 
d~aling with Fallen PCS, Th~ir secret ag~ndas and self.se~king 
service. along wim their insights into death and the spirit realm. 
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lend to make them obli"'lou$ to the d~ta!ls of dally life. A good 
number ofYagans will proVide asslstanu: to Fall~n . as long as 
the Fallen ha~e something mt~restlng to t~1I them ir'l retum. 

CH ARACTER CONCEPTS 
AND CREATION 

Wher'l designing a Yagan charact~r, the followir'lg thmgs r'leed to 
be consid~red. pr~f~rably m the order 81~r'I. Firstly. all Yagar'ls 
thir'lk ofthemsdv~s ir'l terms of what they do for their tribe alld. 
by ~xter'lsior'l. Baba Yaga. A charact~(s pl~ce withir'l the Orders 
thus ne~ds to be determined first to know whom they have 
studied under and what specialized skills they ha~e. 

Oosely coupled with this should came thoughts on what 
particular moti~ation and goals the Character will hold. ThiS 1$ a 
very Imporunt step. because such soorces of dnve. for a 
Character will infiuef1(e how th~ Character will be played and 
what they will be looking to do during a game. Such goals 
shooid also fit irlto the long.term plans of the WC3~er so thaI 
they carl be incorporated into adventures or the Cycle. Some 
suggested goals include: gaining a deeper understanding of the 
spirit woI1d. death and the cycle of life of the Tribes and other 
groups; trying to ur.co~r the true destiny of the Tribes and 
Fallen and guiding them on the way. trying to fathom the 
mystery of the Z'bri and what they really are. and perhaps ways 
to ~anquish them. 

HlCrarchy. Clans and families form the third st~p: such detail 
places the character into the loose clan structure oflhe tribe. 
PCS are only likely to be playing Mystics. Da~monseekers. 
Witches. Sisters or Brothers. at least to begin. The family details 
should add color and connections with more imporun! 
personalities ..... ithin !he tribe. Sir.c~ the Vagans are so centered 
all their work and oot on their families and clans, these 
connectiom really provick: a reference point and limited help for 
Y~glIn characters. 

Skills and Anributes should be heavily infiuef1(~d by the first and 
second choKes in the character design . 
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YAGAN SOCIET Y 

The Yagans hive 5eVCr21 groups of specialisn who form loose 
Orders within the Tribe. To come of age: as a Yagan is to be 
chosen to enter an Order and train to walk the Raven 's Trail. 
Some Yagans are chosen young. some after their birthing years, 
and K>me are not. Those that are not chosen tend the gardens, 
beasts and bone fields, pr2ylng that their next inc.arnation might 
allow them to serve the Tribes ..... ith distinction thi.1 hai noI: 

blessed them this time. All arc asMJrcd thi.t the great Saln Yaga 
win see Ihcm through me endbs cirdc: of life. 

Pdlis Artisans: The Pellis Amsam are the skin br.anders, picrcen. 
and tattoo artists. They arc abo the wemonial ~inters, 
skinners Mod tanners. EJcccptiooal aafters, Pellis Artisans are 
rcc:ognized and employed throoghoot the Tribes. Their other 
claim to fame is the Crone's library on MOftuary Hill where the 
Artiuns keep most of the skins taken from prominent and 
famous Trilnl members upon their deaths as a lasting recOfd of 
their lives and times. Prominent Pellis Artisam irdude 
GrandmCfe Dctembre, Old One Wend Cerekin Venu'on, Old 
One Viven Pryns Pri' on, little Crone Gene ~lnthklO Mata' on. 
and the Pri'on;l,nd Mata'on tbm. 

F\eshcn.: F\eshcrs keep and tend the herd atlilTWs fcx funer:ll 
SCNites and mat. Their attencboce at funerals is highly sought 
aftet. ;l.nd the fTlC;I.t they prc~re is considered even better thatl 
that ofthc E'a/ls. Fleshers arc by far the largest Yagan Order 
;l,nd many familio ;l,re n-ude up entirely of Flcshcrs, keeping 
family ties strong in their c4y·to·day life. They have the most 
conua with the other Tribes and arc held in good regard by the 
Nation. Most non· Vagans think ofFleshers ..... hen they think of 
Yagans. Fleshers tend to live on the outskirts of the Trilnlland 
on the slopes of the Great Hill, ..... here their beasts un graze. 
Their families and dan leaden tend to live dosa to or in the 
Grave F IClds. Most families and all tbns hive here their main 
heasths, typiaUy in great underground aypts or mau!deums. 
Prominent Fleshcn indude Old One Jacqui Prym lh 'on, Old 
One J1tyn Vcrlcin ~nig' on, Reverend Mother Jaky Miorlcin 
BeI'on, and the BeJ'on, ~n'on. lh'on and la.nig'ontbm. 

FIeshSccrs: Within the r2nks ofthc Fleshers and Pellis Artiy,ns 
afe the Fk:shSc:ers. mystics ..... ho an read signs in the flesh to 
divine the fUture and signs of Z'b,; llIint. FleshSecrs often ..... ork 
as guides to Mordred Oaemonseekers, secretly seeking out 

Z·bri·'NOMippers and poi-SCSSCd Individuals ...... thin the Tribes. 
je'-Mtya Astarlcin IS reputedly the greaten of the FieshSc:crs; a 
master Pellis Artis.an, ~ wanden in disgl.use throogh the T rib.al 
bods seeking out the darlo: touch of the Z ·bri. 

The Reapers: Called Flesher AssaSSins by those few ..... ho know 
of them outside the T ribc, the Reapers arc assassins dra ..... n lTom 
the r2nks of the Fleshers (and otc.asionaJly from the PeWs 
Altlsal'ls) and used agaimt the Yagans' enemies. They are skilled 
in killing ..... ith bone blow·darts. hand scythes, krlive!;I,nd poison. 
The Reapers are only sent to kill infrequently; their existence is a 
.....ell·kept secret. Most of their trme they Silly in V~n territory, 
protecting the Old Ones and other important Yag.ans /Tom 
harm. They hive. been known to tome lOto conllict with the 
Motdred. who see protection ofYagans as their own penooal 
duty. The Reapers' rcaI intra·Tnbe conflICt is with the Cult of the 
Raven. a largely Mordred group whiCh has its own mystic.al 
agenda conceming the timeliness of deaths and fate . Why Saln 
Vaga allo-..vs both groups to oist and fight between themseJves 
is one of Her many mysteries. Forrunately, the ReaJ>C'rs mostly 
focus outside of their T ribe, th~ing their targets /Tom among 
the assassim and murderers. in the other Tribes. Rapers h;l,ve a 
real hatred oflhosc non.Yagans who would try and deal in 
scaet killing. for death is saucd to Saba Yaga and must always 
be sanctIOned by Her. The ReaJ>C'rs wdully seek tkcsc killers 
out and slay them in ways bst likely to dra ..... attention, The 
Reapers UllTCnrly have investigatIOns in progress Iooking;l.t the 
Magd.aJite Bloodied Roses (p. 93) for actIVIties ou~ of their 
own T ribc and the Shelnn Black ().I.oIs (Children cI Uith. p.92). 
They al~ have a special eye on the F ;l,llen ' nollIbly the Guides. 

There arc in fat! seven large cirtles of Reapers, all controlled by 
Old OneJacyn Verlo:in lanig'on and alK> through thc sec.ood in 
charge, Old One Wend Cerekin Venu'on (who is. rather 
unusually. a PeI~s Artisan). The Reapers devote themselves to 
death and, after a spedaI ritual. are considered dead to their dan 
and family. While records arc kept of those who become 
Reapetl. they are kept locked away 10 the CrOr1C's libQry. From 
the moment of their death rite on, they take on guises as their 
orders require. Reapers arc ~ncd to be skilled in stealth and 
Stlrprisc atutks. They learn to use poisons thi.t par2lyze, kiN and 
milia pain. They ne also good at interrogation. (Sec Trial by 
Fire, p. 109) . They should not be permitted as PlayerCharac· 
ters, but r2ther used as NPC foils for Pes involved in assassina· 
tion or secret murder. 
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Motdred: Also known as wltch·kin, the Mordred arc: me keepers 
of hidden secretS, potent curses and nlua!s. They are eJcperts at 
the u~e of the: Aspect Curse of Dream. They are the ones who 
best know the Illrmels and tombs ofMorruary. II large number 
are Bonecrafters woo make: sculptures, ritIJal objects and 
weapons from the bones ofthc: dead beneath the Grave Fields. 
Witch·klll are knowledgeable about l'bo demoolC possession 
and how to eJcorcise it. The handful of renowned exorcists work 
dosely with Pelhs Artiun Flesh Seer gtJIdes to secretly !.eel< out 
corruptton in the Tribes, outside ofTera Sheban Involvement. A 
handful of the moSI militant and experienced Mordred fighters 
(and a tilly number from other Orders) uke on the mantle of 
Daemonseekers to rout out Z'bri possession and infiltration 
within the Tribes. Prominent Mardre<! include Old One Kaye 
Morkln Cia'on (nominal leader of the: Cult of the Ra~en). 
Revererld Mother Morag Morkin Athen'on, ~nd the Kajkin, 
Stant'on and luna'kin family lina. 

8or1ecBftcrs: A subsect of the Mordred, the Bonecr.lfle!; ~re 
ma5tef} of bone Sculpture. tool making and carving. Many are 
mak. and it is a mak ·domin~ted Order. The Order is part of but 
not subsel"Jlerlt to the Mordred. They ha~e a particular and 
dangerous Interest in Skulk!; and Zoms - creatures of walking 
bones. Bonetrafkrs tend to Baba Yaga, bringing Her new 
pieces to add to Her whole. through whICh She g<l.Ins more 
memories from those. who ha~e lived. They ha~e a spa:i1.1 knack 
for ddlcshmg bones With SynthesIs. They also make up the best 
of the DaerTlOllseekers who seck out Z'bri taint. 

DacrTlOllseekets: DaemonSttkers are small in numhcr; they are 
mostly Mordred. and like Mordred, arc mostly male. They have 
dedicated their l i~a to seeking out and destroying Z·bri. and to 
sa~mg or killing those among the Tribes tainted by the Z·bri. 
LlkeJoantte Herrntt Blades, they lea~e their Tnbe's fOfTTlilI 
suucture to satisfy their pursui~. but unli ke the Hermits, they are 
willing to travel with others like Flesh Seers, who can help them 
In their taSk. Daemonseekers only hunt the Z'bri b~ed upon 
signs and omens they re~Jve. DaemOllseekers trairl with 
Joarllles to perfect tru:lr martial skills and they arc well respected 
for their life's purpose, especially by the Temptars. Their role ha5 
flO! gone unnoticed by the Tera Shebans, who ha~e begun 
anempts. to manipulate the group to the Shebans' own ends. 
The nominal leader of the Daemonseekffi, OldJemes Kajkin, 
ha5 a reputation that e~tends even into the Oul:lands for his 
Insight and ~aJor in fighting against the Z·bri. 

Daemonseekers usually do not make their profession obvious to 
,my a5 they go about their busirtess, but are usually e~i~ 
identified from their tattoos. The symbol of the Daemonseeker 
is the 'X' or cross, a mark that they pla~ on their own arms and 
also upon peoplt: who are marked by the Z'bo, The marl< is 
!ypiuJIy placed after the VICtIms are killed. although sometimes it 
IS also applied by branding during torture. Daemonseeker 
interrogatory skills are a match for even the She bans. 
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Cuft of the Raven: The Cult is ~ targ~ and :secret association of 
Yagan~ who enwle thaI the SignS and omens are walched, and 
that fate is given a helping hand shoold others try ~nd interfere 
with the proper course of events, Some of those chosen to be 
Ravens resist the calling and deny the ~isions with which they are 
gifted. Other Ravens seek these individuals OUI and bring them 
Into fold; those who contmue to defy fate become Outcasts. 
Ravens are mostly Mordred and Pelfis Arnsans, although all 
factions are represented. They ha~e a dislike of the Reapers, who 
take life when it IS not due to be taken. There CXlsts a very low· 
scale secret w~r between these two Ordc:rs. The Cult of the 
Ra~en ' s nominal leader is Old One Kaye Morkin Cia'on. Since 
fate guidc:s the Ra~ens, they do not rely on Kaye ~ a leader 
e~cept when the signs require deep interpretalton. 

All Ravens undergo an initiation ritu~1. The ritual is a test of the 
undtdate's faith, and some of those who have failed ha~e losl 
[heir souls. Candidates that are successful are granted special 
abilities by the Creat Raven. from then on, they are connected 
with [he Raven, who sends them SignS and puntshes them if they 
ignore their duties. A foHower of the Cult of the Raven gains 
Animal Kinship (Ra~cns and Crows only) and lore (Omens). 
Characters with a psy of2 or above m~y acquire the Animal 
Companion Perl< (Raven), at the Weaver's discretion. Connec· 
tion with the CrC41t Raven also h~ the effect of gIVing Cultists an 
appetite for raw red meat, preferably hUlTQn. At le~t once a 
month, a Raven must C41t such a meal or lose her benefits and 
possibly Incur the wrath of the Great Raven. 

• 
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YAGAN HIERARC HY 
CLAN S AND FAMILIE S 

Yagans ar~ prinapally led by the Old Ones, priestesses of Baba 
Yaga. They are chosen from amol"lg the d:m leaden and family 
heads that have pro~en tflemselves worthy. Gl'6ndmere 
Oecc:mbn: IS the most honored ofthe Old Ones, her great 
wisdom a blessing to the Tribe. Eac.h clan leader is called a Uttle 
Crone, and many of theM: are also Old Or\C5. The larger ilins 
include the Athen'on, the Ekron, thc Dian'on, me Cia'on, thc 
Ih'on, the Kell'on, the Lanig'on, the Prj'on, and the Vcnu'on. 

Within the dans are the majOr families. H lel f eldest worn<:n are 
given the mit of Rcvercod Mother if no higher title is due. 
Family blood un appear in more than one clan, whICh at times 
causes trouble. Some mapr families lines an: Astarkin, Ccrekin, 
Dcmckin, Harhakin. Harper. Kajkin,lunakin. MatalOn, Morkln, 
Rabkm. Sabathkin. Sarrikin, Verkin, and Yagakin. 

Crones, Cfone~ are the Eldest Yagans. T~y POSSClS SpeClilJ 
knowledge of the p4~t and future, fO( which they arc revered. 
Only a handful of Crones li~e. at present. They arc consfdered 
retired; they have been relieved of all Tribal dutie~, and ha~e 
relinquished their Tribal. clan and family status to their eldest 
livmg daugh te~. They ~pend much ofthelr tlme in Dream. On 
occasions. their help i~ sought when no answers can be found 
els.ewhere. Sometimes on-e aWllkens with important news for the 
Tribe. an event as Important (at least for the older Yagan~) as 
when the Great Baba Yaga Herself stirs. Retirement to be a 
Crone I~ another mystery. a C.1l1ing that these few have heard. 

Old Ones: Old Ones are Ihe leaders of the Y;;gan~. representing 
the ciar11 in tribal coonc.il and tending to most mter·tribe affairs. 
From their ranks arc chos.cn thos.c who represent the Tribe at 
the: Grand Council. ThC)' are knowledgeable aboot many of the 
great mysteries and arc ma~ters of Dream Travel. 

UttIe Crone: T~ Dan leaders of the Yagans, the little Crones 
,Ire always pmtmenopausal females. Sometimes a clan leader 
mu~t wait to re<:d~e this recognition because ~he is still fertile. 
Linle Croncs are the day-to·day organizers ofYagan tribal life. 
Although the Orders arc more imporunt than blood, mo~t 
Yagan~ , especially the younger ones. are coordinated by the 
!earned wisdom ofthe Little Crones. Llnle Crones lIct as 
contacts to the Old Ones when important clan problems anse . 

Reverend Mother: This IS the title given to the eldest female of a 
family line, if thC)' ;I.fe des.crving of no higher title. Afiy fermle 
Yagan called a Reverend Mother, even if she poru:~e~ a higher 
mle, is not offenclcd, lind this title has become common label of 
respect to Yagans from those outside of the Tribe, used in the 
place of'Witch" for an older Yagan woman. Reve rend Mothers 
are the matrons of the tribe, seeing that their children and 
grandchildren who arc nOt Involved in Orders are working and 
studying. Reverend Mothcf3 are the primary authority in the lives 
of young Yagan~. as well as for those older Yagans who have 
not been accepted into an order. 

Mystic: Mystics are Yagans renowned for the ir undCl"3tanding of 
omens and signs. My~tics arc often asked for opinion and 
judgement on tribal affairs. Many Mystks arc also secretf)' 
followef3 of the Cult of the Raven. Men can be Mysncs, and this 
is on-e of the most respected positions a male can hold. Mystics 
arc known to leave the normal Yagan ~re~ and live among the 
orhf:r Tribes. ThC)' 1Iiso accompany larger Dahlian caravans. 

Witch; This is a term of respect used b)' Y~s to address those 
who have matured and seNed the Tribe well. A Witch is onc 
who has mastered the Raven Trail. Tho~e Yagans who have not 
mastered the Raven Trail may be called Witches by thos.c 
outside the Tribe:, but are never addressed as such by another 
Yagan. 

Sistef/Brothcr: A otle used in common parlance by Y~gans to 
refer to one another when no other title is appropriate or 
deserved. "Brother" is used for 1I1most all male Yagans, although 
sometimes Father or little Brother (and little Sister for a 
remale) will be used when an age difference is apparent. 

S KILL S AND AiTRIBUTE S 

The Yagan Tribe's guilds are a good gUIde to the type~ of 
attnbutes and skills a character shoold ha~e. The NPC eKlimples 
in this and other Tribe 8 books are a useful guide this way. Here 
arc some guidelines: 

Attributes: Yagans tend to have good CRE, PER. and WIL 
Older Yagans have high KNO and P$Y. Mordrcd guards arc 
ph)'!>lcally focused, likejoanitcs, although their Annbutes are 
more li kely to follow the patterns of their tribe. 
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Skills. Yagans are trained In skills soch ~ Mlm;!.1 Handling ind 
ufe If they afC FIe~hers. Craft (Cooking. Tlonoo, Bone). 
Herblllsm.lon~ (Bone, OeiIlh. Flesh. Omens), Ru, and 
usu~1y Synthesis. Older y~s h;l'l1: Dramlng. All Yagan!. are 
taUghllO r~d and wnte Tribal 100 Yag,m; most also learn EVMl. 
Old Ones and Reapers both Nove thelr own secret dii.1em. 

Synthesis: Vagans. out of all the Inbes. are the most prevJlent 
ustrs of SyntheSIS. Desptlc the facllh.:1ot almost every Yagan tw. 
some rnusure of Dreaming andlor Synthesis, however. onty the 
older Yagans and those: espccQIly dIosen by &obi Viga receive 
SynthesIS at slgnlflc.anllevt:ls (3.). All Cult of the IQven 
followers tu.ve Syothesis. 

Equipment: Pellis AniSlfl Aesh clothes are pozed and most older 
Ylgans hive one or more family Items. Bonecrafter borlc bowls, 
skulll<ln!erns, ane!o, and rings Me highly valued. Travelcn often 
carry bone knives on their person. and wear toInned leather is 
clothing and light ;lrmor. 

THE RI VER OF DREAM 

The Yagans' coorctllOfl With the River ofOram IS deeper thlfl 
mn of the other Tnbes. E.l:.penl~ with Synthc5IS and the 
DreamIng sldl comes ...... th age and dcvotlOl1 to BOlbOl YagOl. 
Tho~ tNt olbu~ theIr poWCrl un e~pea WOlming OfTICns, and if 
those hll to deter tnclr actlOlU. the RC;J.pcr5 or Cult ofthc Raven 
will ~peed them on thelrwa'1 to the Fold. 

VAGAN RITUALS 

Rltu;tls Olre numerous and vaned among the Y;tga.ns. like the rcst 
of the Tribes. they arc performed to Slgnlft spco.tl cvcnts, 
dediu\lons, dellN, wnks and othcf importarn moment!.. 
YOlgans ~vc ol prOpellSItY for dc.ath·relOlted rituOlls (sec p,age 73. 
&bOl Yotga 's C~t CIIt).ln Robyn 's !.tory, the RIMI of Skinning 
and Curing was performed. The Yagans al!.O ha~ a great mOln'1 
ntuals to sec the future, like readlllg !ealeavcs. bone dICe Olnd 
entrails. Many ntuals Olre done to ward off or remain inviSible 10 
evil Spirits. or to summon or allow conuct wilh friendly splms. 
SHlce slaughtenng and cooking is a big part ofYagan life, there 
arc special ritlJals used to thank the spirits ofthosc beasts they 
kill, and to bless the food. In many cases, dream· related rituals 
require the Imbibing of dl\lgs. Sec Tribe 8 Rulcbook, page 174, 
for more information ofRil\Jals. 

Although Yagans tend to sport plenty of Uttoos related to 
Important dc.ath·relOlted ceremonies, they arc OlI!.O known to 
p,alnt temporary masks and other details on to their bodies. 
There arc some IICS between the Yagans and Magdalite 
Maskerl, although recently these ha~ gone sule with the 
grOWing tenOOll between the tnbcs. Common Yagan fN.sks 
mdudc the Death Mask, III()ff1 by Mordred before goillg Into 
battle: the Execution Mask. which is worn by Reapcrl to help 
prOtC(t their dentitles when they conduct theIr klUing50: the 
Raven Mask. whICh IS noc reqwed but IS often worn by followers 
of the Cult of the Raven: the SuidcIc Mask. which is worn by a 
Yagln who ~pccts to meet her death III the action or llUJ she IS 
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~bout to endure, and whICh IS al!.O seen In luttlc in pl~ce of the 
Death Mask; and Bones on Flesh, whICh IS wom by Yagans at 
large ceremonieS, espccllolly ones Inyolving other T nbcs, in 
O«Ier to remind everyone ofthc IncYlublhty of mortality. 
Properly prep,arcd nusks add .1 (0 any Synthcs/s use ttul11 p,art 
of the specific mu~1 act"'lty Of dedlUtJon. 

Of note. a sullunidentlficd Y;tga.n senal klHcr has begun killing 
......tulc weanng - w Wltncucs claim - the Suicide Mask and 
Bones on Flesh. Her urgel1 arc all fN.1cs. crthcr OUtCMts or 
members of other T ribe1. She has left a bone ukcn from her last 
VICtim at cvcry kllhng. whICh seems to have Ollso been used as the 
murder weapon. The Re~rs and Cult of the Raven arc both 
sC(rctly Investlgallng. while the Shcluns arc conducting a formal 
inquiry 
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ARTIFA CTS 

Yagan artJfac.ts irc almost always made from body components. 
~tly bone or flesh, but also blood and organs. Pcllis Arti!klns 
and Mordred Boneuaftcr!> produce most of these Items. 

Bone Weapons and Equipment Bone knives, spears and bows 
are tm: most common Yagan born: weapons. Crafted from 
human bones in most cases, they upture part of the essence of 
those from whom they are crafted, and if they are speci.1l1y 
bles~ (rom the Burial Pile, they have an aura of&ba Vaga 
Herself. They prOvide .1 ACe and . 1 Damage. Light from Skull 
Lanterns will revtal ghom trying to remain invisib le to the 
physic.al worte!, and will !oOmetimes re~eal Z'bri-possessed 
people, by reflecting strangely in their eyes. 

F1esh domes: Pellis Artisans are known 10 enchant human fiesh 
and prepare It to be worn by Yagans. The most commonly secn 
Items Include gloves (made from human hands) , armor 
(typk;tlly fw:s. Kalps and large tattooed section~) and pouches 
(made from hairless Resh !oections). These iterm are known (or 
their physa\ durability. leather armor provides an additton.tl2 
points of protection and . 1 against Sundering Attilcks and 
Atmospheres. and faces have been known to cry out faintly 
when their wearer is being amcked (Weaver's discretion) . 

Bkxxl of&b.i Vagi: The Blood is a mysterious draught that 
aids Vagans in dream travel (. 2 to Dreaming Skill and Dream 
Travel SyntheSIS). It IS given to those about to die to a,d them in 
departing this world and to bring them to the attention of the 
Raven Totem so that they will be guided through the afterlife. If 
taken In large quantities - several mouthfuls - it IS lethal. It 
also acts 015 a soporific drug. Potency g, Qn!oet 3 roonds. Its 
onglnS are a mystery known only to the Old Ones. 

' . 

TOTEM: GREAT RA VEN 

Tre Cftat Raven Sprt is the Yagans' gJide, its form so intemWlcd 
With Saba Y3f,l. as to be alrnc&inQsti~ from Her. 1t ~ like 
Her. regarded as the embodil1'lC!'ll dfue and the servant d de.1th, and 
for this reason it is regarded as one ci the Il'105t powerful dream spints. 
Among the Old Oro, a secret - and highly heretical - debate 
oUse. as to ......nether Saba Yaw. is merely the physical manifestation d 
the Great Raven. The Raven is secn prirrwiIy in drwns. and its 
~ in the flI¥K:aI world is a wre ~gn tfut duth is near. The 
Great Raven has been embraced by the Cult d the Raven fuction 
within the Yagans . see Cult of the Raven p.119fOr more details. 

Highlights: feared. Powerful. M~terious 

ATTRIBUTES 

co, .~ INf ., <NO ., 
." 5TR ·9 STA 113 UO 

SKI LLS: 

., 
Lore (Sporn) 8 ., -- ., 
'"'" , ., 

SP ECIAl ABII IllES: 

Peck (UD~20). Spirit Flight (wry up to thirteen people. and 
an cross the Fold), Silent Stare \.paralyze With fear until stare 
broken on an opposed Wil roll; Raven'S MoF then acts 015 a 
penalty to opponent's achons. reducing by one each roond un til 
completely worn off). Sen!oe Death (knowlO!clge of location of all 
dying and destined to die in the near future) . 

r " 

" ' ) 

122 

.. 

• 

• 



.• , 
• 

~ 

• 
"",. 

• , 
* • 

J 

NPC TEMPLATES 

Stepping into the world of D~m is a ceruin way to get you~lf 
noticed by the Yagiln community. Whether they rext as allies or 
enemies depends entirely on how you conduct yourself while 
there ... 

MORDRED GUARD , 

Mohlred are the rlUin guards of the Yagans. They watch over 
the sacred places;l1ld paths around Mortu.lIY. Most Mordred 
guards arc m.ale, and a good number hlYe tw:I at Ie.nt minim~ 
tr.lining with the joanites. Mordred tend to lie in COflCei,lmcnt or 
unu~ places when watching oYe1 the uaed Wxls. 

HifJlr.gtrts: Grim, s.!1cnt, intimKbling 

Attributes: AGL . 1, BLD +1, FIT . 1, PER .1, WIL . 1, STR -I, HEA 
.1, 5T,&,35, UD 6,AO 6 

Skills: Mirml Handling 1/.0. AthletIU 1/.\, Combilt Sense 2/ · 1. 
Dodge 1/.1, H.JInd·!o·H'U1d 21.1,lnlilnicbte 21.1, lore (hnoos) 
1/ .0, Melee 2/.1, N<lvigation (The G~I Hi" VId utm)ml») 2f 
0, Notice 2/.1. Ride 1/0. RadlWme (Trilnl. Y"V'1) I/O, Sneak 
1/. 1, Spuk (as wrincn, EVMl,Je»nite) 2/0, Throwing 2( ,1 , 
Tracking 11.0 

Equipment: Bone spear. short sWOfd, light llesh armor (. 2 AP) . 
cbrk ck»k, sl<;uIlIMltem. 

MORDRED BONECRAFTER 
': R~YEN CULTIST 

, A ~necrafterfollower of the Cult of the Ib.ven is ~ disturbing 
figure, uught up in a love ofbone$ ~nd seeing the hand offate 
in everything. Bonecraften, are normally redusf'le; a Bonecrafter 
who du.nces to leave Saba Yaga's SKred hil is tmUMy destined 
to g.ve fate a helping lund . u~11y with ~ wen·pIaced bone 
blade. 

Highlights.; H~unted. intense, mystenous 

Attributes; ACL . 1, CRE .2, INF ·2. KNO . 1, PER . 2, WIL .1 , 
ST A]5, UO -4 , AD ~ 

Skib; Atchety 2/·1, Athletics 1/0, Comb~t Seme 1/ . 2, Craft 
(Bones) 2/ · 2, Dodge 1/.1, Hand·lo·Hand 1/.1 , Lore (Bones) 3/ 
.1, lore (Omens) 2/.1, Melee 2/.1, N~vigatiofl (The Great Hill 
Underground) 21.1, Notice 1/. 2, ReadlWrite (Tribal. h nuy, 
Yagan, Old One) 1{. 1, Ritual 2/ .. 1, Sneak 2/. 1. Speak (as 
wrinen) 2/.1. AnimallGnship (Ravens and Crows), Synthesis I. 

• • .. Equipment: Bone: short sword (.1 ACe). bone knife, bone bow, 
bonNipped aI1"OWi, light ¥mOI'". 

1lJ 
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, 
( REAPER (FLESHER A SS A SS IN ) , , 

Flesher Assassins, or Reapcn (ou they ~re k"<)wn Within the 
Yagans), ~re ~n elite Within the ~h Since the Reapen are ooly 
rarely employed, and spend most of their tliTIC In pr.t.cnce and 
meditation, many grCIW old and extremely talented. Rcapcn are 
sent on the most impotUnt tasks for BaI» Yaga. They hoM: an 
enmity toward murderers and ~Ins from other T ribc:s, 
seeking them out and killing such individuals as It becomo 
necessary. 

Highlights; Setret, Deadly. Feared 

Attributes: ACl ·2. FIT .1, INF ·2, PER .1, Wll ·2. HEA .1, ST A 
JO,UD',A06 

Skills; Animal Handl ing 1/.0, Acrobi.tlCS 2/.2. Archery 31 .2, 
Athletics 2/ . 2, Camouflage 2/. 0, Combat Sense 21. 1. Craft. 
(Flesh) 2/ . 0, Dodge 2/.2. Hand·to·Hand 2/ . 2, Herbahsm 2/ .0, 
l ore (Poiwns) 3/.0, Melee 3/ . 2. Notice 21.1 , Read/Write 
(Tribal, Evan, Yagan, Reaper) 1/. 0, Sneak 3/ ·2. Speak (as 
wrinen) 2/ .0, Synthesis (Oone) 2. ThrOllllng 21.2. 

Equipment: Bone longswoo:l ( .1 ACe). bone blowpipe, poison 

darts (POT 12·1~, Onset: lnsunt lethal) 
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I1AEM ONSEEKERS 

Oilcmornccken :arc dcdlUlcd 10 the Idcnllfiuoon of Z'bn and 
Z'bo Ulnt WIthin the lobe. They ire iI Yt.ry Infrequent inc! 
feared ~Ight ilmong the other T nbe3.. and ilfC known 10 coodua 
Impromptu tNls when they dl~CoYCr Z'bn (;lint. Shc:b;llls 'IrC. for 
the moSt part. rc:lUCEllnll0 Intervene when D,u:mons.eekn arc 
tr.iIiliflg .. perlOO. for fur ofbe,ng secn ~ ~ctnng the Qlmed. 

Highligtrls· !ntJmtdiiting. Respected. feared 

Attributes: ACL .1, FIT .1, KNO .1, PER .1, PSY .1, WIL . 2, 
HU, . 1, ST .... ~, UD 4, AD 6 

Skills. Ammal Hindl;ng 11.1, Archery (Crossbow) 2/ . 1, Combat 
Sense 2/. 1, Craft (Bone) 1/ . 0. Dodge 2f . 1, Hand-Io-Hand 11. 1. 
HCrWlism 11.1, Interrogate 2/ . 1, Inv~tJgallOn 2/ . 1, lore (Z'OO) 
21 .1, Melee 3/.1, Notice 2/ . 1, ReadfWntc (Tnbal. Fanuy. 
Ya~n) 2/·1, Rldlllg 2/.1, RlttJaI2/.I, S~ak 1/ . 1, Speak (;u 
wnncn. Evan, Shcban.JoaOllc. Squat) 2{.1, SynthesIs (Curse) 2, 
Throwing 2/ .1 . 

Equipment: Bone Croubow. poison bolts (POr12, On!oet: 2 
rounds, Par.lllyze) Short Sword (from the Booe Pi!, . 1 ACe). 
poison darts (POT 15, On!oet: Insunl), Heavy ArmO(, survIVal 
gear, horses, 

PELLIS ARTISAN FLESH SEER 

Flesh Seers uM11y move around under the guISe of bemg an 
ArtISan, IooIung for SignS of Z -bri Ulnt among the T nbcs. 
SometImes they .... ill set up shop and d~w in clientele from the 
Q(hef Tnbes and even the Fallen to try and dctco the tainted 
among them. They will then cu~ them SO that they un be 
found by a Daemon!oeeker 0( draw them to the attennon of the 
Fleshers. 

HigMghts: Dlsturbmg. ArtIStIC. 

Attributes: AGL . 1, CRE ·1, KNO · 1, PER ·1, PSY .1. HEA. STA. 
UD,AD 

Skills: Animal Care 1/.1, Craft (Tattoo) 2/ . 1, Dodge 1/ . 1. 
Herbalism 2/ .1, l n~e~tigatlon 1/ . 1, Lore (Flesh) 2/.1, Lore 
(Z'bri) 1/.1, Melee (Knife) 2/ .0. Notice 2/·1, Read/Wnte 
(Tribal, fanzay. Yagan) 2/.1, Ritual 11 .1 . Speak (as wntten) 2/.1 , 
Synmesls (CU~) I. 

Equipment: Knl~, Bone Pit spike (.1 ACe), curing equipment, 
... ,; _ tlttoomg equipment. .-' 

~ES HER DI P LOMAT 

Typiully middle aged or elderly Yagan women who wander the 
T nballands seemingly at whim, Flesher O!ploma~ often stop to 
pass on words of Wisdom or to do readings.. They ilfe known (0( 

their CU~ avmst tho!oe who arc dISrespectful to them or B.lla 
Yaga. 

Highlights Engaging. MYSlenous.l<nowIng 

Attributes CRE .1, KNO .1, PER . 1, P$Y .1, INF .1, H£A. STA, 
UD.AO 

Skills Animal Handling 2/. 1, Animal Care: 2/ .1, Craft (Cooking) 
21.1, Dreaming 1/. 1, Enquette 1/ . 1. Herbahsm 2/.1, Human 
Perception 2/.1, IflVestigauon 1/ . 1, Lore (Death) 2}. I, Lore 
(Omens) 2/·1. Na~lgatJon (Virna!)') 2/ . 1, Melee (Knife) 1/· 0, 
Mythok>g,' 1/ . 1, Read/Wnte (Tnbal, Fanny, Yagan, Old One) 
2/. I, RIMI2/.1, Speak (all wntten, Evan, Magdalite, Squat) 21 
", Synthe SIS (Cu~ ofDrearn) 2, T~de 2/.1. 

Equipment: Bone Staff/Cane, Heavy Black Tr~veling Cloa~ 
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