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uI could fee l  it i n  the  vrind i n  thme dais, the  
cu t t i ng  cold t h a t  vrould seep i n  tbmugh a l l  t he  

celebrations a?d t he  ~ o t . 3 ~  hopes. Ye f o r g t  tm 
soon t h a t  vie were n o t  a whole people, and t h a t  vie 
s t i l l  had enei ies ?rho could i a t c h  everything vie 
m u l d  do. ?!e vere laq-. Ye did  no t  loo'. t o  our  ovn, 
vie did no t  r e i e i b e r  t o  r e i a i n  ever vifllant. R e  
or ice  of t h a t  f a i l u re  vas a harvest of thorn?, a 

b i t t e r  reapinc: t h a t  c m t  us blood and tears." 

- Deus, P3et of t h e  Fa l l en  

Harvest of Tfiorrs i s  a cycle supple3ent de ta i l i ng  
oneofthesi lentandhiddenconfrontat ions 

between the  Guides and a c i r c le  of povrerful T r i b a l  
priesteses. This book contains t h e  stor:- of a 

ron?piracyreachingbar'~overadecade,andtheien 
and v m e n  caught up  in it? epic sreep. Included are 
m i p l e t e  resources for  i m o l v i n g  :-our maracterr; 
in t h i s  b i t t e r  feud, inc lud ing  a chance t o  stoo a 
i a d  Fbri l o r d  and delve deep i n t o  the  serret? o f  

t he  Guides. 

Harvest of Thorns includes: 

- F u l l  rharar te r  descriptions and vrite-up?; for a 
pove r fu l  nevr shadow-cast Cirrle. 

- Fur ther  i n f o r i a t i o n  about Fbri heart?tones and 
the  oovers of t he  Guides. 

-Guidelines fo r  runnine a c a i p a i p  based 02 a war 
b e t w e n  the  shadov-cast and t h e  Guides. 

- More than a dozen nev SWs.  
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rn a conversation between Halos and Den Hades: 

uestion, half muffled against Halos’ shoulder. 

have.” His reply rumbled out of his chest, the shivering sound of realization o f  a sin long forgotten. “Something is 
moving in the wind; something is leaving the scent of soiled hopes in the river and in the earth.” 

11, and it seems to come from all around.” 

reful and considering came the reply, “It does come from all around. There seems to be more than one source of the 

Halos nodded in reply, eyes closed and his breathing shallow. 

“What do they tell you?” Den Hades’ voice was caught between fear and harsh expectatioo. 

That a harvest ofthorns is coming upon us, and will rend our skin unless we find the source o f  it.” 

. I  
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.............................................. ................... 
1. Fair is F m l  an6 F m 1  is ... 

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

a c h a r i  

Born to two Blades ofJoan, a c h a r i  
learned the pain of  a parent's scorn 

and disappointment almost from 
the cradle, as his right arm and left 
leg were twisted and nearly useless. 
Bitter and angry, Zachari turned to 
thieving. i t e  was far too careless for 

hs own good, however, and was 
eventually caught stealing from a 

powerful member of  the 
weaponshapers Guild. His parents 

were humiliated, and decided to let 
him be cast out. 

once he fell Zachari found hs reat- 
talent when he met Den ftades in 

Hom. Recognizing the spark of  
power in the young man, she took 

him under her rather harsh wing as 
an apprentice. Now zachari is 

slowly developing into a Guide, and 
is held back only by his own belief 

that he never can do anything really 
useful or important. 

Highlights: Talented, bitter, self- 
doubting. 

Attributes: AGI -2, BLD -1, CRE +1 ,  
KNO +1, PSY +2 

Eminences: Devotion and Mystery 

skills: Dreaming 3/+2 Human 
Perception z/+z, Lore (Dream 

r e a h )  2/+1, Music l /+l,  Ritual 
2/+ 1, sneak 2/-2, Streetwise 1/0. 

From the ncollections of Zachari: 

Den Hades pulled me out of bed by the hair, yanking me onto the dirt floor when I 
didn't wake fast enough. Tossing my clothes into a pile on top of me she growled th 
I should get dressed and then stormed from my room. You don't argue with Den 
Hades; that is the first lesson you learn in your apprenticeship. I pulled my clothes o 
and boots still in hand went hobbling out after her. 

Halos was there too, his face harder than I'd ever seen it. He kept looking out towar 
the night sky like there were omens written there. When I looked all I saw were hazy 
clouds over distant stars. While Den Hades crossed into one of the small rooms in t 
back, a room that I had never been allowed into, Halos came to me and asked if I 
remembered the lessons about deep trances and searchings. 

I told him I did, thinking that I was going to have a chance to prove that I could be 
more than a mere apprentice at long last. He just watched me for several minutes, and 
I felt my elation drain away. 

"Good." He said finally. "Because tonight Den Hades is going into one of the stones. 
You will watch over her, and if anything goes wrong it will be up to you to notice and 
then to fetch me. Do you understand how important this is, boy?" 

I swallowed slowly and nodded. I had heard about going into the stones, but I had 
never actually seen it done. Going inside gave you great power, power to seek and 
find things that would be hidden from mortal eyes - maybe even from the Fatimas. It 
wasn't without a cost, though; one o f  the other apprentices had told me that if you 
slipped while you were inside, your spirit would never come back out. 

Now I was going to watch my mistress go in, and I had to be sure she returned. 

From the reflections of Halos: 

I dared not enter the room where the woman who shared my bed and sometimes m 
heart went into the stone. We were too close on this and sometimes too many bod 
are not company, but just a crowd. Especially for Den Hades and her pain and anger. I 
Idt her to Zachari, let him sweat and stew and fear her cutting tongue - it would do 
them both good. 

As I loitered, looking out at the false gray light ofthe predawn, I tasted the wind forth 
tang of the power that surrounded us. Subtle and invasive, it was there, a smoke rising 
from scorched ground to touch my nose with fcar. It could not be a Fatima that was 
doing this - it was both too much and too little for one of those. No, this had the 
taste o f  mere humanity all over it. Mere humanity with its endless capacity and endless 
emptiness. 

~ - - _ _  
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welcomed 

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

the mmotyofDcn Hades: 

osing the correct stone is always the hardest part for me. Sitting with the stones I k n d  best arrayed across my knees, I 
losed my eyes and went still, went deep. Each stone has its own tympan, a vibration like a sound half heard along the 
dge of the ear. That is how it has always been to me, a sound. Others see the stones in o d, er ways, colors, shapes, tastes. 
. it all depends on how one truly sees, I suppose. I wonder how many times someone whdm we have guided has yelled at 
s because we would not simply tell them what to do. They do not understand that we do bot tell them because we do 
ot know - everyone must find their own path to the hearts of the stones. Telling someohe else how to use a stone is 

h like telling them how to breathe. If only the fools would fall silent long enough to listkn, they would understand. 

ness settled over me as I took the stones out one by one. The sounds of one were just koo high, the sounds of  another 
ing along my spine like claws. No stone is ever completely pleasant, but for every journky there will be a stone that is 
least unpleasant. The trick is finding it out, for the stones will try to lie to you. That is tHe part that the students learn 
fastest, for those who don’t do not live long. Even dead a Z’bri is still a passionate forcp, and no such thing should 

ver be dealt with lightly. 

tantly I heard the breath of Zachari as he leaned in close, watching my Fdce with worry. I did not even have to open my 
s to know it; the wretched boy reeks of sweat when he becomes nervous. Pushing awai those traces of the external 
d I slipped farther away from the shell of life as I came to the last two stones. I 

In my I& hand a paean of distant sibilance quivered its way through my palm and into my L i s t ,  the sound of old flesh 
gone to dust and crying out for the touch of blood to raise and rouse it once more towardb the dance. In my right hand 
there was the dark, deep throb of a place lost in darkness and shadows, the sound of a heartbeat resounding from arched 
walls that stood ever shrouded and looming with the sense of inevitable weight. All that w+ worst of dark and bright hung 

tween those two stones, and each seemed ready to swallow me. 

he right stone aside, settling it into the case without having to look, and centered th last stone in my lap. I moved 
sound of sibilant hisses, endlessly serenading my soul away from worlds and times k nd sounds other than that 
rasping breath. Through the sound I moved, till the world flew away and I plunged brough the river of hot sound, 

i cading over my skin with a lingering and flushed caress. 

to the depths I went, and before my mind the gates were opened. A flood poured out u&n me, sudden and fierce as the 
oods of a storm that sweep down the great Canal to crush all before their white fury. Clinbng tight to the heart that still 
eat calm inside my breast, and the feel o f  my own breath across my nose, I stood against the torrent. 

I centered and recovered, and then I let the wave pour through me. A million spirits sang t me, swimming out of the deep 1 
to hold images before my eyes. I saw a thousand lives like stars spread out below m in an endless parade. Four of 
stars gleamed suddenly, twinkling like they were wishing upon me, and I was swept c,ose to them. 

I 

Their voices poured over me, memories not my own filled my mind and letters I had never keen filled my eyes. Scattered 
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2. ?i& >Tf?dy 31Jt TOO 

I 

the C u d ,  Fallen Tensheban, speaks: 

n they think I am not listening, I hear the members of my cell gossipingabout me. “Hdw did he get here?” the young 
always ask. “Why is he here?” I have lived in this corner of  Hom for ten years now, and still they do not trust me. I am 
er old man, and perhaps they are right to fear. 

not always this way. Once I was respected, aJudge among the Tribes. Judah Thaim’on - I was proud, noble, and 
g daily in Her favor. If you talk to most of the Fallen that linger in the streets of  Hom like the dirty snow that collects in 
winter, they will tell you that the Fatimas are death, that they themselves were wrongfully accused and cast out. But I 
a Judge, and I will tell you differently. We are criminals, all o f  us, including myself. , 

nce, the world was brighter and the glory o f  Tera Sheba shone round Her children. Theri were fewer lawless then, and 
, Her Chosen, drank in Her wisdom like the purest milk a mother ever gave her children. I had everything I ever wanted, 

from my earliest childhood on - everything, except a wife to share in my triumphs. I was weak. I know that now. 

taken by the Evan girl the moment I saw her. Her father, a simpleton named Janus, came before my court, claiming a 

punished. I should have realized then that the fruit falls not far from the tree. But I was blinded by Rebecca’s beauty, by her 
demure demeanor. , I 

For months I courted her. I was nearly twice her age, thirty t o  her sixteen, but it mattered likle. It was by the grace of  Tera 
Sheba that I won her heart, and it was through her father’s fear ofthe Thaim’on clan that I took her to wife. My joy was 
complete; I believed that the Fatimas smiled on me and my marriage. 

anite had assaulted him - a serious charge. However, it became apparent that the Evan was lying, and he was justly 

ent to Criffentowne to live with my new wife’s family. I acted out o f  respect for tradition as well as a desire to bring the 
rder o f  Tera Sheba to the outlying areas. The Evans o f  Criffentowne were good representatives of their Fatima, docile 

and gentle. I believed that true to their nature, they would prove fertile soil for the Law. Unfortunately, mine were not the 
only eyes to  view the Evans as potential allies. 

alen Larakin, one o f  Magdalen’s Diplomats, also lived among the Evans, using his charm hnd handsome face to 
anipulate the naive farmers and bring them to his side. The balance o f  power shifted withtmy coming, and the Magdalite 
st ground. He was a worthwhile adversary, however, and the debates we engaged in became legendary. 

se were happy days, glowing with the warmth of the sun over Evan fields. Life was measured in careful, orderly 
ents, and Rebecca made me happier than any man in Vimary. She was a good, dutiful iwife, and longed for nothing 

ore than my happiness and for a child to call her own. 

I believed. More 
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Louis Medi‘on 

The lesser son of a well-known 
family, Louis Medi‘on always sought 

ways to draw attention to himel6 
With his ingratiating manner and 

self-confidence born of arrogance, 
he managed to succeed, becoming 

first an Advocate then aJudge. 
WhenJudah and Rebecca first 

married, Louis was a rising star 
among the Advocates in the 

hurthouse. His assignment to 
keep an eye on Judah was to be an 

important one. 

AfterJudahi fa& Louis’s career 
moved forward in leaps and 

bounds. Within twoyears, he was a 
Judge in his own right. There his 

lack of skil l  proved to be a 
detriment, and within five years he 

had been exiled to &m for abusing 
his authority as aludge. At his trial, 

more information emerged 
regarding his involvement in Judahj 

fall, for which he was also 
condemned. tte spends most of his 
time on Horn trying to avoidludah 

and his cell, knowing thatJudah 
will not show mercy in his desire 

for revenge. 

Highlights: Arrogant, deceitful, 
calculating. 

Attributes:CRE+l,INF+l, KNO+1, 
PER+2,PSY-l,WIL+l 

Skills: Etiquette, 2/+ 1, Human 
Perception 1/-1, Interrogation 2/O, 

Investigation I/+& Law 2/+2, 
Notice l/O, Read/Write (Tribal) 2/ 

+ 1, Theatrics 2/+ 1 

From the trial of Louis Mcdi‘on, Fallen Judge: 

I am not an evil man. Hear my words before you judge me, you who were once my 
brethren in the Law. Everything I have done, I have done for the glory o f  Tera Sheb 
When Judah Thaim’on took one outside o f  our fold for his wife, I worried, but I kn 
he would not listen to me, then a lowly Advocate. 

Not six moons afterludge Thaim’on left us, word reached the Courthouse o f  pot 
trouble in Criffentowne, growing tension with the Magdalite faction there. I was 
am ever eager to serve the Fatima; it was an honor to be chosen to visit Judge 
Thaim’on in his Evan outpost. I was to observe his Court and report back to the Hi 
Judges. I was to be subtle, of course. To  any who asked, I explained that I had b 
sent to assist Judge Thaim’on in his work among the Evans. Was that not the tru 

What I found disturbed me. The Court itself was well ordered, for the greater part. The 
Judge’s household, however, was a different matter altogether. The creeping deterio- 
ration I witnessed there hinted at secrets well hidden beneath the surface o f  things. 
The Magdalite, Larakin, visited the homestead at all hours ofthe day and night and 
was often seen in the company ofJudge Thaim’on and his wife, the Evan. 

Fools and old women smirked behind their hands, wondering if Larakin had yet won 
over young Rebecca. They whispered that the Judge was so stem and forbidding that 
he would surely never knowingly allow such a union. They said he was a jealous man, 
and kept his pretty young wife under close watch, that he had eyes throughout the 
household guarding Rebecca’s virtue. Wagers were made - within my own hearing! 
- as to when she would fall prey to Larakin’s easy smile and wicked green eyes. 
These simple farmers mocked theirJudge behind his back, and his honor was 
threatened. I knew then that something had to be done. I began to formulate a plan. 

From the trial of Louis Mcdi‘on, Fallen Judge: 

I am not an evil man. Hear my words before you judge me, you who were once my 
brethren in the Law. Everything I have done, I have done for the glory o f  Tera Sheb 
When Judah Thaim’on took one outside o f  our fold for his wife, I worried, but I kn 
he would not listen to me, then a lowly Advocate. 

Not six moons afterludge Thaim’on left us, word reached the Courthouse o f  pot 
trouble in Criffentowne, growing tension with the Magdalite faction there. I was 
am ever eager to serve the Fatima; it was an honor to be chosen to visit Judge 
Thaim’on in his Evan outpost. I was to observe his Court and report back to the Hi 
Judges. I was to be subtle, of course. To  any who asked, I explained that I had b 
sent to assist Judge Thaim’on in his work among the Evans. Was that not the tru 

What I found disturbed me. The Court itself was well ordered, for the greater part. The 
Judge’s household, however, was a different matter altogether. The creeping deterio- 
ration I witnessed there hinted at secrets well hidden beneath the surface o f  things. 
The Magdalite, Larakin, visited the homestead at all hours ofthe day and night a id  
was often seen in the company ofJudge Thaim’on and his wife, the Evan. 

Fools and old women smirked behind their hands, wondering if Larakin had yet won 
over young Rebecca. They whispered that the Judge was so stem and forbidding that 
he would surely never knowingly allow such a union. They said he was a jealous man, 
and kept his pretty young wife under close watch, that he had eyes throughout the 
household guarding Rebecca’s virtue. Wagers were made - within my own hearing! 
- as to when she would fall prey to Larakin’s easy smile and wicked green eyes. 
These simple farmers mocked theirJudge behind his back, and his honor was 
threatened. I knew then that something had to be done. I began to formulate a plan. 

From the private letters ofCalen W i n :  

You write to me, dear cousin, asking after the tragedy that befell the Evans o f  
Criffentowne so long ago. 1 have no doubt, knowing Xstasis as I do, that you have 
heard rumors of  my supposed role in the drama. 

Allow me to first enumerate the players for you, my girl. First was Judah Thaim’on, 
exiled for nearly twelve summers now, as proud a Judge as Vimary has seen. The man 
could have given the High Judges lessons in the Law, down to each syllable. We knew 
one another from the start as men with opposing aims, but we respected one another. 

However, Judah had one weakness, and all of Criffentowne knew it. I wish you could 
have seen her, cousin. One look from Rebecca’s gray eyes would have sent you into 
agonies of longing. The sight of her hair in the afternoon light would have cost you 
many nights’ praying to Magdalen for the grace to win her to your bed. That hair 
spilled down the curves of her back like the shining wheat that billowed in the fields. 
She was as lovely as the wild deer that roamed the woods, and nearly as timid. Who 
could blame her, when Judah watched her with the eyes of a starving wolf? 

- - - - - - - - 
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Id winter nights? I was a foolish boy, unwise in the ways of the heart. For do not let 
deceive you, child: the pleasure and pain our Mistress gives us have as much to do 

ith the heart as the loins. 

m the ttial of Louis Medi'on, Fallen Judge: 

sition was being undermined by the disorder in the Judge's own household. If a 
dge cannot keep his house in order, how can he hope to keep the Tribes in order? 

So unreasoning was the nature o f  the Judge's refusal to see what was so plainly before 
him that I knew I had to find solid, incontrovertible proof before he would believe me. 
I needed proof o f  the ruinous path his life was threatening to follow. Were things to 
continue, Judge Thaim'on would no longer be above reproach, and for a Judge even 

e appearance of impropriety is too much. 

n my next return visit to the Courthouse, perhaps a month after I I& it, I spoke to 
superior, Marguerite Medi'on. I told her of my concerns and my fears for 

er response was a moment in coming, but her words stem. "I tried to warn Judah of 
s folly before he married the girl. You must warn him o f  what you see. If he has 

retained his senses, he will assist you in your search for proof. If he has not, then we 
will have our answer either way, will we not?" 

"Yes, Your Honor, we will." I paused, reluctant to speak my next words. "And if he will 
not listen to me, Your Honor?" 

The Judge's cold blue eyes pinned me where I stood. She smiled, resembling nothing 
so much as a stooping hawk. "Then you will have discharged your duty, and Judah will 
become the responsibility o f  another. Return to Criffentowne, and do as I have 
instructed you." 

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

Galen brakin 

a k n  hakin is a man who has 
gotten aLnost everything he has 

ever wanted out of liFe.  is 
classically masculine beauty and 
btagdalite charisma have served 
him well Throughout his LiFe, he 

h faced no defkt in his service as 
a Diplomat, come across no foe he 

wuld not best, Cund no man or 
woman who was able to resist him, 

save one. ?hat one defeat nearly 
killed him. 

Since Judahj exik, Gakn has 
become bitter about hit past, angry 

that the old Sheban cost him the 
one prize he sought above all 

others. with Rebecca's death, most 
o f  what made Galen a good man 

died as well while he has not 
become cruel with age, he has 

become apathetic in his hurt and 
anger. His passions are Feigned, 

ewcept when he speaks of his past. 

Highlights: hunted,  dittant, angry. 

At t r ibuh  AGI + 1, APP +Z, CRE 
+Z, INF +1, WIL -1. 

SkikDance l/+l, EtiquetteZ/+l, 
Gambling 1/0, Grooming z/+z, 

Human Perception 1/0, Notice 1/0, 
Read/Write (Tribal) Z/O, Ridingz/ 

O, Seduction 3/+5 Streetwise I /  
+ l .  
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L Not ?is&: B u t  T m  Y d l  
. . .  
a Sc 

From the mollections ofJudat 

I was not as blind as Louis belie 
Ofmy household, only Rebecc 
one way: I did not realize he wi 
every day for what he forced m 
no doubt that was the purpose 
his clothing. We met in my offic 
Honor. . .judge Thaim'on. . . I 
still how he kept from smirking 

My face remained impassive thi 
not see my hands clench b e m  
ever had in judgment. "And wh 
fields? Or perhaps the two o f  tl 

Twin spots o f  color burned in I 
did I care. "Your Honor!" he e) 
believe you are being played fc 

"How dare you." I allowed tho: 
and dishonor my wife, dishonc 
busybodies with nothing bettei 

As I expected, Louis shook his 
merely to warn you of  my feaE 

'Consider me warned, then. C 

With a backwards glance he lei 
his words out of  my mind. I knc 
handsome enough man, and RI 
eyes I saw mocking me when I 1 

shoulder as he smiled at her. TI 
Whether or not she had betray 
burned in my gut as I tossed re 

I t  C u d :  

d me to be. As soon as he arrived in Criffentowne, I knew he had been sent to watch 
eemed to believe he was truly sent to assist me in my duties. Louis had me deceived i 
,pending as much time examining my wife's behavior as he was mine. I curse his na 
o see. When Louis returned after delivering his first report t o  the Courthouse 
'his journey), he requested to speak with me, almost before he had shaken th 
after I warned Rebecca that I was not to be disturbed. Louis seemed distraught. 
ve news I have no wish to impart to you, and yet it is my duty." The great liar. I wond 
he spoke. "There are rumors, sir. . . regarding your wife and the Magdalite, Larakin." 

igh an act of  will. "Wherever there are Magdalites, Louis, there will be rumors." He c 
the desk, could not hear my teeth grind together. My voice rang as true and cold as 
are these rumors, Louis? Is my wife taking her pleasure with the Magdalite out in the 
n are copulating in the barns with the rest of the animals?" 

cheeks as I spoke, twin fires of either rage or embarrassment. I did not know which, nor 
limed jerkily. "No, no, it is nothing like that, sir. But with all due respect, people do 
fool." 

words to sink in, waited for him to see the mistake he had made. "You come to my hom 
ny very name, and all on the basis of marketplace tales carried by grandmothers and 
) do with their time. Have you any proof of your allegations?" 

ad cautiously, choosing his words with more care. "No, Your Honor. I was instructed 

out." 

7y office, his head so low his chin nearly touched his chest. Try as I might, I could not get 
Rebecca could never be false to me - yet what if I was wrong? The Magdalite was a 
:cca so trusting. That night as I lay down to sleep next to her, it was his laughing green 
#sed my eyes. I saw how much time the two of  them spent together. I saw him touch her 
Magdalite whore. If Rebecca hadn't already fallen to his charms, I knew she soon would 
me with her body, I knew that she had betrayed me with her heart. Hatred for the man 
:ssly in my marriage bed. Just before dawn, I found the answer to my problem. 
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se before Rebecca was even stirring, long before the sun began to pour its illuminating gold into the lap o f  the green 
ids. Hidden in a chest in my office was an artifact that had been passed down from my grandmother to my mother to 

mall piece o f  T e n  Sheba's cloak, made into a scarf. Imbued with a bit o f  Her power1 I knew it would keep Rebecca 
me. When she awoke, I was sitting beside her on our bed, smiling softly at her. Goddess help me, she was so 

tiful. It was no wonder that Magdalite bastard wanted her. "I have a gift for you, my sdeet." 

ah? What has you up so early?" She blinked sleepy gray eyes, sitting up slowly. "A gid? What is it, dearest?" 

ething precious. It was a gift from my mother, who received it from her mother befork that. And now I give it to 
. I warmed at the way her eyes widened. Opening the small cedar box, I showed her tk long strip of fabric within. 

his came from the hem ofTera Sheba Herself, my dear. It bears some of Her power." I glanced up at the fertility charms 
nging over our bed. "I give it to you in hopes that the child you will bear will be both trut and just." 

r lovely young face, still warm from sleep, lit in a bright smile and she threw her arms ardund my neck. 'Oh, Judah! 
What a wonderkrl gift. I am so honored, my love. I will keep it with me always and hold it tikht as I pray for our son." 

"See that you do," I warned, 'for to lose it would be a grave thing." A very grave thing inde!ed. 

I 

I 

I 
~ 

From the trial tnnscripts of Louis Medi'on: 

w careless, leave it behind somewhere, drop it. It was only a matter of time. Time, however, was running short for me. 
I 

becca's care for the artifact was slowly lessening. No longer did she pray with it three tides a day. I knew then it was 

ere is talk," I smiled thinly, my arms folding before me, "that in your household is a poderful artifact of  Tera Sheba." 

, 
~ _ _ -  - " . -  
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_I ________ 
2. !bt >!is&- 9ut T m  Y d l  

"Yes, there is! It was a gift to my Rebecca.*Janus remained eager to please, or more accurately, eager to keep his own hide 
safe. "She carries it with her always.' 

"A gift from Judah," I agreed. 'That a&ct is a trap for your daughter, sir." I sighed, reluctance weighing every word. "Jud 
Thaim'on has been listening to the marketplace gossip about your child, and plans to use the artifact to catch her in a lie. 
must take it from her." 

The old man's brow darkened. "Hob do you know this?" 

I lowered my eyes, humbling myselfbefore the old man. "As his assistant, I have been privy to his plans. But I cannot stand 
and allow him to trap an innocent such as your daughter. Judah is a hard man, but I had never thought to see him stoop to 
something like this. We must stop tiim." 

Janus nodded. "Gladly. I will get the'a&cthm her. If I just asked Rebecca--" 

'Tell no one." I glared at him more kternly. 'You do not understand our ways. Even now there may be spies eavesdropping 
on us. lfyou value your daughter's safety and happiness, take the artifict from her and tell no one of this. I will take the artifii 
and the remainder o f  my evidence to the High Judges and they will deal with Judah." 

With spite in his old eyes, Janus heskated barely a moment and then nodded. '1'11 bring it to you." 

From the privlte letters o f d e n  An: 

My greatest torment these days is hindsight. Everything is so much clearer when glimpsed over one's shoulder, child. It all 
seems so obvious to me now: the hkightened tension in Rebecca's household, the glint in Judah's eye every time he looked a 
me. Although she carried his gift, I could still sense the tension between Judah and Rebecca. She grew more pale and wan 
daily. I knew she was not sleeping. The corners of her mouth drew ever downward and her smiles grew scarce. My heart ach 
for her, but there was nothing I could do. 

Finally she did come to me. We meh one afternoon in the field nearest their home. I could see the traces of tears drying on her 
cheeks and I longed to brush them kway with a touch and a smile. However, there were too many eyes watching us, so I 
merely took her hand. "Tell me what is troubling you, Rebecca." 

"I have done something to angerJuklah," she began carefully, as if a single ill-chosen word would shatter her. 'He will not tel 
me what, but he looks at me with such hatred at times, Calen." Her lips, those perfect sweet lips, began to tremble. 'I am 
afraid that he no longer loves me, ahd regrets taking a silly young girl to be his wife. D-Do you have any sort o f  Magdalite 
potion or charm to win back someqne's love?" 

The timid hopefulness o f  her wordsbt  me deeply, and the way her face fell when I shook my head cut deeper still. 'Ofcours 
he still loves you. Husbands grow aAgry all the time, my dear." I smiled at her, hoping to win a smile in return. I did not, "Juda 
could be angry for any number of reasons, none of them having to do with you. Unfortunately, his anger is probably making 
him cross with you.* What I really wanted to say was, 'No, he does not love you, he does not deserve you." 

"Do you really believe so?" The hope in her eyes at that was the cruelest cut of all. 'Perhaps if I were to. . . to write him a 
letter, telling him how much I love him." Her smile returned shyly. "Do you think that would make him feel better? Will yo 
help me write it?" Her smile grew warmer still, and I could feel it searing my heart, cauterizing the cuts she had made there 
unknowingly. 

"Of course," I managed. She squeeied my hand and kissed my cheek, oh such a fleeting brush of her lips! As she fled back 
towards the house for the means to write the letter, I began to think of writing her a letter o f  my own. IfJudah proved to be 
fool enough to set her aside, I woulb be waiting. 

- ___ - - _ _  . __ - _  - _  - .  - -  
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2. %t- Yi?&--%t TG6 %!d 
I 

I 

I 
m the recollections ofJudah the C u d :  

artifact was not enough. Tera Sheba forgive my blasphemy, but the treasure Rebecca darried with her was not enough 
my mind at ease. I heard tales of her still meeting the Diplomat, and in my mind tho+ tales grew into absolute 
But the artifact! Rebecca could not be false to me as long as she carried it. Unable td bear the uncertainty any 
, I left my duties early one day and caught Rebecca in our room. The room itselfwaslin a shambles, and she stood in 
ter of it. One look at me and guilt filled her eyes. 

I 

ah," she fluttered, sounding frightened, 'what are you doing here at this time o f  day?" I 

ng for you, my sweet." I tried on a smile to see if it fit. To judge by the way Rebecca began to relax, it must have. "I 
r, love, where is the gift I gave you?" I 

I 

j 

e offered a tentative smile, but I could read the sudden tension in her shoulders. One ha{d checked the pocket o f  her 
apron. From the way her expression wavered, I knew it was not there. I watched as she chekked each o f  her pockets in 
turn. "I - I do not have it with me, Judah." 

t? Surely you have not forgotten your promise to me to  keep it always with you. Sure1 you have not lost it, have you, 

Of course not, Judah." Rebecca fluttered more, resembling nothing so much as a cagkd bird that may beat itselfto 
against the bars of its cage. I knew she was lying. "It must be - it is somewhere in the room, o f  course." 

course.n I agreed with a silken voice I had not heard from my own throat before. 'Findlit for me, sweet. I want to see it 

4 I 

n your hands." 

I For nearly an hour, she searched the room again before my eyes. The tension I sensed frorp her slowly rose with each 
moment the artifact remained missing. Conversely, as she became more frantic, I grew calqer and calmer. I knew that 

ors was true. If my heart broke, it was with a quiet snap that went unheard in the stillness of our 
om. Finally, nearly weeping, Rebecca knelt at my feet where I sat, =I am sorry, Judah. 1 had it when I dressed this 

not lie to me, girl." The silken voice was gone. "I know everything I need to know nod. All I lack is hard proof, and 
rt assured, I will find it." I hated her for being so beautiful, her head bowed before my feet. I hated myselffor even then 
nting to believe in her lying, whoring little heart. 

I 

I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

er words were cut off by the sharp sound of my hand striking her across the mouth. "No bore lies." Weeping in earnest, 
ut  not before I saw the blood trickle from the corner of her lips. I roke to  leave the room, hardening 

~ 

I 
I 

1 
I 

i 

~ 

I 

- -  _ . _  - - _ _ _ -  
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From the trial transcripts of Louis Medi’on: 

Not long after receiving the artifact from Janus, I would discover the final proof I sought. Watching the early morning routi 
noticed that any messages delivered t o  the household often sat unattended in a basket until well after breakfast. I availed 
myself of the opportunity each morning, looking for anything that might incriminate Rebecca. There, in that morning’s 
messages, was a letter addressed to Rebecca, bearing the Magdalite’s seal. I tucked it away to take to Judah later that day. 

That afternoon, as I passed by the courtyard on my way to  speak to Judah, I came upon Rebecca sobbing in the Magdalitc’ 
arms. In her hand was clenched a bit of  paper. I could not get close enough to  hear what was said, but I could see the bruis 
on her face and the hardness in his &yes clearly enough. I watched and waited while they soothed and consoled one anoth 
As he rose to leave, the Magdalite brazenly kissed her on the uninjured corner of her mouth. Rebecca sat there a moment 
longer, then departed as well - leaving behind the paper she’d clenched so tightly in her hand earlier. 

It was another letter, this one unsealed and in a woman’s rounded handwriting. It was full o f  passion, that letter was, adoring 
and yearning at the same time. Addressed only to “My Beloved,” it was signed with Rebecca’s name. She’d tried to give it to 
the Magdalite and he’d left it behind. I tucked it with the earlier letter, and continued on to  find Judah. I swear to you, I did not 
know, I could not have known what: the result of my actions would be. 

From the recollections ofJudah the Cursed: 

__ - - 

From the trial transcripts of Louis Medi’on: 

Not long after receiving the artifact from Janus, I would discover the final proof I sought. Watching the early morning routi 
noticed that any messages delivered t o  the household often sat unattended in a basket until well after breakfast. I availed 
myself of the opportunity each morning, looking for anything that might incriminate Rebecca. There, in that morning’s 
messages, was a letter addressed to Rebecca, bearing the Magdalite’s seal. I tucked it away to take to Judah later that day. 

That afternoon, as I passed by the courtyard on my way to  speak to Judah, I came upon Rebecca sobbing in the Magdalitc’ 
arms. In her hand was clenched a bit of  paper. I could not get close enough to  hear what was said, but I could see the bruis 
on her face and the hardness in his eyes clearly enough. I watched and waited while they soothed and consoled one anoth 
As he rose to leave, the Magdalite brazenly kissed her on the uninjured corner of her mouth. Rebecca sat there a moment 
longer, then departed as well - leaving behind the paper she’d clenched so tightly in her hand earlier. 

It was another letter, this one unsealed and in a woman’s rounded handwriting. It was full o f  passion, that letter was, adoring 
and yearning at the same time. Addressed only to “My Beloved,” it was signed with Rebecca’s name. She’d tried to give it to 
the Magdalite and he’d left it behind. I tucked it with the earlier letter, and continued on to  find Judah. I swear to you, I did not 
know, I could not have known what: the result of my actions would be. 

From the recollections ofJudah the Cursed: 

The house was in an uproar over the bruise left on Rebecca’s lovely skin. I had retreated to my private chambers when Louis 
arrived with his two letters. I read them both over silently. The Diplomat’s letter was trite and typical. He burned with love, he 
longed for her day and night. I expected no more from him. The other letter though, the one in Rebecca’s own handwriting, i 
cut me to the center. It was all true, all the stones. The proof lay there on my desktop, in the lovers’ own handwriting. 

’What will you do?” Louis asked quietly after I set aside the letters. 

I traced a tremblingfinger over Rebecca’s letter before replying. “That is my concern, and none ofyoun. I thank you for your 
vigilance in this matter. Now leave me to consider what must be done.” 

“Will you denounce her, Your Honor?” 

“Leave me, I said.” My tone held a calm I did not feel. If the fool had remained there asking his questions a moment longer, I 
believe I would have killed him. “You will know my decision tomorrow. Leave me and allow me to decide.” 

Once Louis left my chambers, I felt the rage in my heart surge and swell. She was mine, and the Magdalite had taken her. 
would fault her for being enthralled by him? He was nearly as young and fair as she was, and I was a stern old man in comp 
son. If I denounced her, I would become a laughing-stock. I, Judah Thaim’on, Judge of Tera Sheba, would be laughed at by 
filthy farmers and simple fools. There would be no justice unless I created it myself. I brooded until the sun went down, then 
rose and went to the room I had shared with Rebecca, the bed she had defiled with his seed. 

She was there, curled up and sleeping in our bed. Her delicate face was tear-streaked and the bruise I had given her earlier 
stood out starkly against her skin. My resolve weakened. She had loved me once; perhaps she could again. My fists clenched 
and I closed my eyes. Perhaps she could again. Until the next Magdalite boy came along. When I reopened them, I walked 
our bed and picked up one ofthe pillows on my side ofthe bed. She stirred and blinked her eyes drowsily, “Judah?” 

“Good night, my love,” I whispered, then pressed the pillow down over her face. She made little sound. She did not even push 
at my hands. There were twin tears falling down my cheeks when her breast was finally stilled. 
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m the ptivatc letters ofGlen W i n :  

. . . . .  . . .  
- 

- - --__ 
2. Not ::‘issly Bit To3 :*!dl 1 

I can now only see as a forever-barren waste. 

the recollections ofJudah the C u d :  

as’ castoffs. Lies. All ife. I hear rumors of a movement growing here, o f  an Eighth Tribe that will spri 
he other exiles here want to pretend that they are something special, that their 

I 
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the journal ofAlaei Zoy’on: I 

g finished my duties here among the Agnites. 

e renown for Clan Zoy’on. 

didn’t say what they wanted?” I asked. lrina shook her head. 

m the prayers of lrina Zoy’on: 

ardly surprised when Mother Zoya died, perhaps less so than anyone. I was, perhaps, th only one to fear her death. I 
w, Old One. Death is not something to be feared, but the visions! The dreams and visi i ns have been plaguing me 

ce before Alexei I& for Playground. They are never clear; they are only filled with the prbmise of pain and suffering to  
come. If it be Your will, let Zoya’s death be the only suffering we face. Let that be the who14 o f  it. 

many worry that Rahil is neither old enough nor wise enough to lead us. Be with her. T e transition to a new leader is 
difficult, but it is only more so ifthe Clan doubts the new Little Crone. Be with us all Old Mother, and help us to 
gether in strength and harmony. i uld pray for my Alexei as well; he has been so pained by Mother Zoya’s death. I unde nd grief, but it is the depth of 

lexei’s griefthat I cannot understand. Surely he realizes that You came for his mother, an that she is safely across the 
Id now? Help me understand and support him. Keep us all until You come for us. 

, 

a c e  

...._............. ... ._...,........... ... ..._............ ...._..._.......... 
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From the journal of Alacei Zoy’bn: 

Everything has been turned upside down since Mother’s death. That first night, Rahil came seeking my support within 
Clan. She and Anton tried to rekon with me, tried to win me over. I wanted to take my own time, and come to my ow 
conclusions about what might be best for Clan Zoy’on. I needed the time and the space to put together the pieces I& 
Mother’s death. 

It was in thinking things over that I began to wander through our village in the evening. As I walked, I tried to still the 
growing ache within my heart, and to calm my mind so I could think. My concentration was shattered when I overhea 
child’s voice: “But she didn’t cross over! I swear, Josef, I saw her!” 

“You’re a silly girl. Everyone knows that Baba Yaga took Grandmama Zoya away. Mother even saw it.” 

I stopped by the corner of a building and peered around at the two, The boy Josef looked to be perhaps eleven or twelve, 
while the girl was a few summers younger. She protested, “But I saw her! She walked past the well, just a little after 
moonrise, and she looked just like Grandmama Zoya. When she looked at me it made me shiver.” 

“Did she say anything to you?” 

“No. She just looked at me like ;he knew who I was and everything I had ever done. I think we should tell Momma, Jos 

‘No,” Josef scowled. ‘Momma has enough t o  worry about. Just forget it. You shouldn’t be out that late anyway.” 

“But-” 

‘I said forget it, Misha. Now come on. Let’s just get the water and go.“ 

That night, just before moonrise, I headed for the well. lrina looked worried when I left our home, but I smiled and 
reassured her. I just wanted to go for a walk, after all. As late as it was, the village looked deserted. Although the night 
clear, it was dark without the moon’s light, and the stars looked like impossibly distant fires. 

An owl screeched overhead, soonding like nothing so much as a woman screaming a name. My name. I looked up to fin 
the source ofthe sound, and when I looked back. . . there she was. The little girl had been right. It was my mother. Her 
gnarled hands and creased features were pale; so pale they seemed to glow in the light of the newly risen moon. She 
turned to look at me and I felt the flesh on my spine trying to creep upwards. Her eyes were black, empty pits that showed 
nothing in the way o f  emotion. Before I could speak, she turned and walked past the well and vanished. 

I stayed out by the well until nearly dawn, but she never reappeared. When I returned home, just before the sky began 
lighten, I found Irina still waitingup for me. I couldn’t bring myselfto tell her what I had seen. 

............................................................................................................. 
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in life, my mother spoke with a shadow on her tongue, and I had long since learned t pick my way through her word- 
s. The answer came clear to  me, and it stunned me so profoundly that I leaned back L inst the nearest tree. ‘Rahil.” 

u will find the truth,” she agreed. Her eyes turned cold. ‘Avenge me. Bring forth the d h  and save us from destruction.” 
owl screamed for the third time, and Mother looked up in fear. Her eyes met mine, an8 she faded from view. 

From the letters of Anton Zoy’m 

will listen to  you, dear cousin. We must help him see that his behavior threatens to  dishondr not only the dead but also the 

Perhaps together you and I can help him see the path from which he has strayed, and help bim return to that path. lfthose 

I 

I 
living as well, and shows a lack of faith in Baba Yaga. I 

estion my mother’s role as leader see Zoya’s only son accept and embrace our Tribe’s tradition, supporting my 

n Zoy’on in its time of crisis. 

_ _  _ _ _  _ _  _ I  _ _  _ _ _  - - - - - - - - - - . - - _. 
21 

a c e  

igor stepanovic (order #2203414) 212.124.174.7



- - ___ 
3. M i D i s t e r s  o f  G r a c s  

....... 

Anton Zoybn 

U c h  like hu cousin Aexei, Anton 
was always very much his mother’s 
son He followed in her botsteps 

and never once questioned hu 
mother’s will He and Aexei and 
lrina were quite close as children, 

but drifted apart as they grew older. 
lrina and Aexei were saddened by 

thii, but did not question it. The 
truth is that Anton has always been 
in love with Irina, and losing her to 

his cousin was a difficult thing to 
bear. 

Anton has h i  share of secrets, and 
no doubt knows more about zoya’s 

death than he is telling. 

Highlights: Secretive, dutiful, 
orthodox 

Attributes AGI +1, APP -1, CRE +Z, 
FIT +1, INF +1, WIL +1 

skills: Animal care 2/0, Archery 2/ 
+ ~ , ~ t h k t i c s  1/+1, Hagglingl/+l, 
Leadership 1 / +  1, Lore (Poison) 2/ 
0, Lore (Yagan) Z/O, Read/Write 

(Gaelish) l/O, Ritual 1/0, Synthesis 
1 

From the prayers of lrina Zoy’on: 

Old Mother, I am so frightened. I do not know where to  turn or to whose counsel 
listen. Alexei has hardly spoken two words to  me since the last full moon, when he 
spent the night out walking. I had hoped that perhaps he was confiding in someon 
anyone. . . but Anton’s letter to me today confirms that as little as Alexei says to m 
he speaks still less t o  the rest of the Clan. 

If I could take his hurt into myself to  heal him, I would. He will not speak to  me of 
wounds, but his eyes. . . his eyes are that o f  a wild animal slowly bleeding to  death 
eyes look cornered and desperate and I see hatred in them whenever he looks at 
mother’s sister. 

Be with him, Old Mother. I fear he is going mad with grief. 

From the journal of Alexei Zoy’on: 

Goddess help me, I am beginning to  doubt my own mother. Her words ring true 
heart and in my soul, but my mind. . . my mind questions still. The spirit had the v 
appearance of Mother, it spoke as she did, and seemed to know what she knew. . 
do not the very youngest of us learn o f  the trickery of spirits? How they can take 
one form or another, even pull the very thoughts from one’s mind? If this spirit was 
anything other than my mother’s eternal soul, it could choose to  lead me into disast 
For no other reason than the envy of my flesh and my senses, senses it no longer 
possesses - if in fact it ever did - this spirit could bring about the ruin o f  my famil 
by toying with my hidden fears. 

Irina looks at me daily with questions in her lovely dark eyes, the tender creased flesh 
around them pulled taut with sleeplessness and wony. How can I answer her ques- 
tions, when I cannot answer my own? I could tell her, only to have her share my 
doubts. I cannot do that to her. 

The deepest part of me asks the question I cannot bring rnyselfto consider: what if 
there is no spirit at all? What if, out of sorrow, I took a child’s tale and birthed it into 
the apparition I saw that night? What if this spirit, with its cry for vengeance and tale 
of murder, is nothing more than a lunatic fancy of my own devising? 
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eed more proof. I need a way to confront Rahil indirectly. I will see her face at that moment and I will know. Her guilt or 
nocence will be there for me to see. 

nights from now we celebrate Rahil's ascension. Two nights from now, to liven our celebration, a troupe of Dahlians 
es to perform for us, to sing and dance and act out tales of long ago. It is said they can bring any tale to life, if they but 
it written. I think they will be happy to  learn a new Yagan folktale. I think I will be only too happy to  teach it to  them. 

n your place of honor, Aunt Rahil. Watch the Dahlians seek to amuse you with a tale of sister murdering sister. Watch the 
, and I will be watchingyou. 

From the letters of Anton Zoy'on: 

Our family is fragmenting before my very eyes, uncle, all due to Cousin Alexei's madness. He lost a mother, yes, as you lost a 
sister. Surely he can see that your loss is no less than his? Surely he can see that you are going on, that you have accepted 

other Zoya's death. The harder he fights accepting Mother as leader, the stronger the whispers within the Clan become. If 
exei does not regain his wits, this family will collapse around a center that will not hold. 

I would plead with you to come speak with him, Uncle, but for the fact that Alexei seems to' have vanished, taking kina with 
him. Several nights ago Clan Zoy'on gathered to recognize its new leader. It was to be a grand party, both in remembrance of 
Mother Zoya and to honor Mother. A caravan of Dahlians had set up within our village and gave us many masques and 

? . M i n i . t e r +  o f  G r a  

eed more proof. I need a way to confront Rahil indirectly. I will see her face at that moment and I will know. Her guilt or 
nocence will be there for me to see. 

nights from now we celebrate Rahil's ascension. Two nights from now, to liven our celebration, a troupe of Dahlians 
es to perform for us, to sing and dance and act out tales of long ago. It is said they can bring any tale to life, if they but 
it written. I think they will be happy to  learn a new Yagan folktale. I think I will be only too happy to  teach it to  them. 

n your place of honor, Aunt Rahil. Watch the Dahlians seek to amuse you with a tale of sister murdering sister. Watch the 
, and I will be watchingyou. 

From the letters of Anton Zoy'on: 

Our family is fragmenting before my very eyes, uncle, all due to Cousin Alexei's madness. He lost a mother, yes, as you lost a 
sister. Surely he can see that your loss is no less than his? Surely he can see that you are going on, that you have accepted 

other Zoya's death. The harder he fights accepting Mother as leader, the stronger the whispers within the Clan become. If 
exei does not regain his wits, this family will collapse around a center that will not hold. 

I would plead with you to come speak with him, Uncle, but for the fact that Alexei seems to' have vanished, taking kina with 
him. Several nights ago Clan Zoy'on gathered to recognize its new leader. It was to be a grand party, both in remembrance of 
Mother Zoya and to honor Mother. A caravan of Dahlians had set up within our village and gave us many masques and 

After supper, they offered to present a new version of an old Yagan folktale. Me watched, 
There were two sisters, equal in all things save one: the older sister had a child she loved c 
barren. As we watched the story, the younger sister rose up and killed the older, stealing h 

he Dahlians portrayed the younger sister stealthily poisoning the elder, Mother becam 
ds, no doubt the result of overexcitement and overindulgence. 

we waited for news of Mother's health, Alexei stood apart with the queerest smile, barii 
vour us as watch us. Shortly thereafter, he drew kina away from the party and they have 
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l they unfolded a tale of treachery. 
irly, and the younger sister was 
child and claiming him for her 

II and was carried away from the 

his teeth as if he would as soon 
ot  been seen since. 

C E  
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From the journal of Alaei Zoy’ 

Mother of  us all, help me. Cod( 
find a way to confront her, to SI 

I go before the Clan tonight. I v 
hurt I will cause tonight is that ( 
face my kin and speak the truth 
more than the son o f  your murl 

. . . . . . . . . . .  
..... to Unite 

:I . 

From the oration of Anton Zq 

We have all heard Alexei’s wor( 
Clan Zoy’on’s Little Crone. I kr 
than stubbornness. You say t h s  
hearts and determine how muc 

Alexei comes to us with tales 0’ 
present at Mother Zoya’s deatt 
embrace? Every Yagan knows 1 

o f  the Little Crone based on th 

t s  q I 
\\ .-,q 

Yes, I say Alexei is mad! All of  L 

accept the will of  Baba Yaga. S 
him it was not her time to  die, 
of the Mother of  Death? 

A family divided cannot stand. 
and pride, and accept the will c 
chosen, Mother Rahil. 

Those who cannot are guilty o 
Baba Yaga, then let that be his 

,s, I know. I saw her face when Dahlian poisoned Dahlian sister on that stage. Help m 
justice done. Mother’s spirit was right all along. I was a fool to have doubted her. 

tell them everything. Rahil’s sin will be hidden no longer. Then the Clan can heal. The 
reaking a bone that has set badly in order to straighten the limb. Give me strength to 
~u’ve given me. Tonight I will face the man who was once a brother to me. Now he is 
mer. I will remember that, Mother, but I pray I will not have to drive him down as well. 

n: 

it is a grave accusation he has made against my mother, against his own aunt, against 
v there are those o f  you that see this as a sign that your defiance is rooted in fact rather 
tahil was ever jealous o f  her sister Zoya. Look to yourselves, my family. Examine your 
)fyour eagerness to believe this tale comes from your own jealousy. 

irits returningfrom beyond the Fold. In truth, ofthose here now, who amongyou was 
tes? How many of you saw Baba Yaga Herself come to take Mother Zoya into her cold 
t no spirit can break free ofthat hold -yet how many ofyou were so quick to believe i 
: mad tales? 

lave seen his deterioration since Mother Zoya’s death. He has shown himself unable to 
jeep is his delusion, that he claims that Mother Zoya herself returned from death to tell 
it Baba Yaga chose wrongfully! I ask you, who is Alexei, that he should question the will 

thout our family, we are nothing. It is time for us to put aside delusions and falsehoods 
3aba Yaga unquestionindy. We must stand together behind the leader that she has 

oubting the word of our Fatima, and deserve to be cast out. If Alexei continues to doubt 
e as well. 
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the teachings of Anna the Prophetess, Fallen E m  

t look about you! We are your mothers and fathers, and we have been exiled 

we can wam you of the threat that lies before you! It takes a mother to 
at lies between us and the fulfillment ofjoshua’s prophecy. Listen close 

an Evan, home and family mean everything. I believe that we have the hardest time 

up cast out beside me. 

m the letters of Emilia Pal’on: 

the teachings of Anna the Prophetess, Fallen E m  

t look about you! We are your mothers and fathers, and we have been exiled 

we can wam you of the threat that lies before you! It takes a mother to 
at lies between us and the fulfillment ofjoshua’s prophecy. Listen close 

an Evan, home and family mean everything. I believe that we have the hardest time 
pting to life away from the Tribes, and are the most eager to find new families once 

up cast out beside me. 

m the letters of Emilia Pal’on: 

loved, I am sure by now word has reached you of Mother’s banishment. While I am 
in you are as stricken by this as I, wanted you to learn the truth from me, rather 

n the stories that are circulating through our Tribe. My mother did no wrong, 
ephen. She only wanted what was best for our family. 

ever realized as a child just how different my mother was from all of the other 
hers. I knew she was much older, and that my sisters were nearly adult when I was 

rn, but I never realized that not everyone’s mother made decisions that affected 
zens of people daily. Mother did, however, and for the years she led, Clan Pal’on 

was as a healthy and growing field o f  summer. Eventually Lena and Naomi found 
husbands and had children, and together we took care o f  our lands. The land itself 
responded to our family’s harmony; those were good, fertile years. 

Finally, after the harvest this year, Mother knew it was time for her to step aside. She 
called my sisters and I to her one evening just after the last of the season’s crops had 
been safely stored for the winter. How tired and frail she looked that evening! “My 
loves,” she said, “I have guided our clan for most ofyour lives. This year’s harvest will 
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. . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

E m h  Pal‘on 

Born when her mother Anna was 
thought to be past childbearing 

years, Emilia proved to be a m o s t  
. .  pleasant surprise to everyone 

k e p t  her tho older sisters. ,& the 
family, and indeed the entire clan, 

began to dote upon thegirl, her 
sisters’ resentmentgrew. Emilia is 

not oblivious to this fact, and works 
to defke it when she can. 

After Anna’s exik tu Hom, Emilia 
began secretly boking for ways to 

aid the FaUen, in hopes that some of 
her help would benefit Anna. 

ttighlighb: Dutiful, Loving 

Attributes:APP+l,BLD+l,PER 
+1, PSY +1, WIL + 1 

skills: Agriculture Z/U,  craft 
(Weaving) 1 / U ,  Etiquette 1 / U ,  
Grooming 1 /+ I, Healing 2/0, 

Herbalitm 2/0, Human Perception 
1/+1, Leadership 2/0, synthesis I 
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I was frightened for a moment, certain that the Crone had come to her with a vision o f  her own death. Mother continu 
“While I am still strong enough in body, and my mind is clear and sharp, I want to do what will be best for Clan Pal’on. 
One of you will bear the mantle of leader, but I do not doubt that the three ofyou will work together in harmony, muc 
my sisters and I did.” 

Lena, Naomi and I looked at one another uncertainly, and I finally spoke up. “Mother. . . surely you are not going to di 

Mother laughed, a laugh that had suddenly grown heartrendingly close to an old woman’s rusty cackle. ‘Oh, I will 
someday, I am certain, Emilia. But no, I have had no visitations from the Old One. However, I do not wish to leave th 
future o f  Clan Pal’on’s leadership in question until I am on my deathbed waitingfor Her, either.” 

The relief was a palpable thing in the room as she looked over the three of us, as we looked at each other. “Although I 
know that any ofthe three ofyou would do a fine job in my place, I must choose one. I will ask each ofyou a question, 
and tomorrow morning I will came for your answers. My question is this: which ofyour two sisters would you choose to 
lead Clan Pal’on and why?” 

I spent the rest of  the evening considering my answer. The choice that sprang immediately to my mind was Naomi. As 
eldest, she would have the most familiarity with the day-to-day life o f  our clan. However, I had long seen her rule her 
children and husband with iron spurs and a heavy bit, and worried that her style o f  leading would vary too greatly from th 
easy comfort of  my mother’s way. Lena, on the other hand. . . Lena’s household was disorganized, her children undisci- 
plined. If she could not bring order to her own home, how could she keep order within the Clan? 

The next morning I was overseeing the last threshing of  the grain when Mother summoned me. ”Emilia, good morning,” 
she smiled, sitting cross-legged on a mat as she wove straw into a basket. ‘I have already spoken with Naomi and Lena. . . 
have you an answer?” 

“I do, Mother. I would choose Naomi, for she is eldest and the entire clan commends the order of her home.” I paused 
then rushed ahead, not quite daring to meet Mother’s eyes. “But Mother, she is so harsh at times. . . Have you not seen 
how Nathaniel, her own son, flinches from her voice?” 

Mother nodded, and motioned for me to sit near her mat. “You have always been a perceptive child, Emilia. I know 
Naomi’s weaknesses well. That is why I will stay with her and advise her as long as I can. Your choice and Lena’s only 
confirmed my own instinct.” 

That winter was one ofthe most difficult I can remember. As I had feared, Naomi almost immediately began to change th 
face of  Clan Pal’on. Laws and rules became our focus, as if were followers o f  Tera Sheba and not Eva! Infractions were 
punished harshly, and our food was rationed even more tightly than ever before, even though our harvest that summer 
had been bountiful. Everyone knew Naomi was half-drunk with her new found position, but no one knew what to  do 
about it. Throughout everything, Mother stood at Naomi’s side. I saw the shadows that haunted her dear old eyes when 
Naomi was particularly harsh, but she stood by her decision - and all of Naomi’s. 

Finally one night, when the weather had turned particularly bitter, Naomi was berating one of our cousins, a pale, sick 
woman who had borne no children. Sarah had not finished a task Naomi had set before her, because she was so ill. Finally, 
Naomi slapped Sarah across the face, accusing her o f  feigning her illness. I could keep silent no longer.’Sister!” All eyes 
turned to me as I stood from my place near the fire. “Surely as a trained healer you can recognize the signs o f  true illness, 
can you not?” I smiled and spoke with a light voice, hoping to take the bite out o f  my words, hoping to  help Naomi save 
face. “Sarah’s work is easily enough completed tomorrow. If she is still unable, I will gladly do it myself.” 
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It would have been so easy for her to back down, to allow me to do the work. We had 
all seen Mother change her mind countless times when a situation warranted it. There 
was no shame for her on that path. 

i’s eyes narrowed. “So. I wondered when you might challenge my decisions, 
You have looked for this opportunity since I took leadership. Go ahead.” She 

no wish to challenge you.” Out o f  the corner of my eye I could see Mother, 
g and watching us miserably. “Mother chose you, and I stand behind that. She 
to act as your advisor. Perhaps you could ask her now, what she would do in 

ur position?” I’m so sorry to do this t o p ,  Mother, I thought. 

apology turned out t o  be unneeded. “I will do no such thing! My decision is made. 
troubles you, you may leave us.’ Naomi’s words fell into a sudden silence. 

hat?” I was uncertain if I had heard her correctly. 

“You heard my words, Sister.” Naorni, do not do this, do not, I silently prayed, but she 
continued. ‘Any who cannot abide by a Clan’s leadership are always free to leave it. I 

nk it would be best for all o f  us ifyou did so, Emilia.” 

ked towards Mother, and I was not the only one. “Naomi has the right of it. The 
ions have always been SO.” She started to say more, but Naomi cut her off. 

here! You see! Mother agrees with me. I want you gone in the morning, Emilia.” 

here was nothing more I could do. By daybreak the next morning I was on the road 
Bazaar, on my way to you and your Clan, beloved. 

From the m e m ~ y  of Samuel Pdon 

Mother Anna was what we always called her. She was actually my grandmother’s sister. 
as long as I could remember, she led our Clan. Mother Anna and her three 
hters were held up as examples to all the mothers and daughters o f  Clan Pal’on. 

ever, some of us saw them more clearly than others. Oh, the youngest daughter, 
a, she was a kind enough woman, but it hurt me at times to see how the two 
t, Naomi and Lena, often took advantage of Mother Anna’s better nature. Emilia 
o much younger than her sisters, closer to my own age. She was the unexpected 

ild, the baby, and it was no secret that Mother Anna was very fond of  her. It was no 
ret to Naomi and Lena either, and they scorned their sister whenever they had the 

ance. Mocking Emilia was the only thing that could truly unite them. But Mother 
Anna never saw that side of them, and nothing we could say would open her eyes. 

When Mother Anna stepped down and designed Naomi as her replacement, I worried, 
id much o f  the Clan. When the changes started happening, all we could do was 
e that Mother Anna’s influence might moderate Naomi’s rule, and that Naomi 
Id learn in time as her mother had. Then came the night Naomi ordered Emilia to 
. My only thought that next morning, as I saw how lost Mother Anna seemed, 
o wonder who would watch over Mother Anna now? 
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4. The S e r o e r . t < s  T o o t 3  

Samuel Papon 

There are few within clan Pal‘on 
more dedicated to the family as a 
whole than Samuel. There is little 

he would not do in the name of 
family. He is not so naive, however 
as to trust Ant& oldest daughters 
completely.  is loyaltygoes first to 

the clan leader, even after her exile. 
should she die, he would then turn 

to Emilia. 

Samuel is steadfast in his desire to 
reunite mother and daughter, and 
continually checks up on Anna in 

her exile. 

Highlights: Loyal, strong, appealing 

Attributes: AGI + 1, BLD i.2, CRE - 1, 
FIT +1, PSY + 1, STR 2, HEA 1, STA 

40, UD 8, AD 6. 

Skills: Agriculture 1/0, Athletics I /  
+ 1, combat Sense Z/O, ktaggling i /  
0, Hand-to-Hand I/+  1, Intimidate 
1/+2, Mythology 1/0, Notice 2/0, 

survival ~ / - i ,  ThrowingZ/+i 

igor stepanovic (order #2203414) 212.124.174.7



It pained me to see Emilia leave 
down. The clan would have acci 
the clan. The position would hat 

That season was a long dark on( 
to Lena. The two had always sqi 
apart. At first Naomi tried to rulc 
was much to do in our fields, an 
the two of them reached an und 

Finally one evening, just as the ( 
of them. 

"Naomi, she's stayed with my fi 
lecture me about my kitchen on 

"Well, your kitchen certainly isn 
stopped to listen, my old blood 
with you for now." 

I heard the sound of Lena settin 
she made you leader. I'm sick o' 
voice of my middle child took o 

_ _  
~ 

- - - __ - - 
h z  S e r g e n t ' s  T o o t h  

From the memories of Anna thd Prophetess: 

ie clan. I came so close to changing my mind and trying to revoke my decision to ste 
,ted it. I could have done it, but it would have forever changed the role of leadership 
: lost much of its respect, and I could not do that, not even for Emilia. 

As I supported Naomi as best I could, the only voice o f  dissension in the clan belo 
tbbled, even as young girls. Now their petty bickering was threatening to tear Clan 
Lena with the same iron fist, but Naorni could not afford to lose Lena's support. T 
Naomi could not do it without Lena and her family o f  strapping sons to do the work 
rstanding, with the tension growing between them every day. 

ys were beginning to grow long once more, I overheard an argument between the two 

nily long enough. Eva's Hips! She finds fault with everything I do! If I have to listen to he 
more time, 1'11 scream." 

the most pleasant place in Lai, Sister." Naomi's voice carried to my place in the hall, 
ising to my cheeks as sap rises in the trees. 'We have no room for her. Mother must s 

something on a table with a thump. "You said that at the beginning of  the season, after 
t. You've fewer children than we have, and now you've a bigger home. Besides," the 

Naomi snorted. "She'd rather bm 
nearly every decision I've made. 
wished to discuss?" 

"I'm not done with this, Naomi. 
the children." I could picture Le 
so much? Had I been such a bu 
respect due me as a mother? AI 

Naomi was silent for a moment 
Lena. I pray to Eva daily that Sh 
come and stay with us until the 
family may go to the H'I Kar for 

How could I stay when neither 
Mother, she needed it so badly 
Emilia would understand. Emili 

a nasty, sneering tone, *surely she'd rather be with you as your advisor." 

with me so she can meddle. you mean. Ever since Emilia left, Mother has questioned 
40, Lena. I think it best if Mother stays with you for now. Was there anything else you 

fyou insist that Mother stay with me, Thomas and I will take the children and leave. All 
a's smug little smile as she spoke. Did my two children, my two eldest girls, really hate 
jen to them? Even if I had become a meddling old woman in their eyes, where was the 
my years of service, of sacrifice to the Clan, all of it destroyed by their hateful words. 

1 waited for her answer with a quaking heart. "That threat will not support you forever, 
may bless the wombs of our cousins so their families may grow. Very well. Mother will 
nd of the season. But I want to hear no more complaints from you, or you and your 
111 I care." 

fthem wanted me? I was a burden, a meddler. Naomi didn't want my advice, but Blessed 
knew I could not make her see that. I had to find Emilia. I had to gain her forgiveness. 

would know what to do. 
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From the letters of Emilia Pal’on: 

ortly after Midwinter, Mother vanished from Lai. I believe I received letters from every single member o f  Clan Pal’on. 
e Clan was in an uproar. N o  one seemed to have any idea why she left or where she’d gone. 

Goddess bless Samuel. Even when we were children together, I knew he had the kindest heart of anyone in the Clan. He 

other every day of that long cold winter, and for that I will always be indebted to him. 

rom the memory of Samuel Pal’on 

I tried to  find her. Every day after my chores were done I wandered through the frozen peninsula trying to find Mother 
Anna. As the winter wore on, though, my hopes began to wither away, chilled and cracked like the bole of a tree in hard 
frost. Naomi and Lena began to push for Mother Anna’s exile on the grounds that she had abandoned her family. I had t o  
find her before it was too late for her - and for us. 

I had nearly given up hope as the weather made its slow turn from winter to  spring. The snow was still on the ground, but 
you could smell the coming warmth in the air. I had been searching for nearly a week when I found her. The day was bright 
with sunlight when I first spotted a bundle of rags lying on the snow at the edge of the forest. As I drew closer, I recog- 
nized Mother Anna, but barely. She was a heartbreaking sight filthy, wasted to nearly nothing, wearing only shreds of the 
clothes she’d worn when she left Lai. I have no idea how she had survived even that long. 

like a fevered horse’s. It seemed that she was using the last of her strength. “The visions. . . I must find her. It was all a 
mistake, do you see? Emilia. . . I have to tell her. Help me, Samuel. Help me.” 

ith that, she fell into a swoon, uttering half-formed syllables, sound with no sense or meaning. I lifted her as if she were a 

As we drew near to  the family’s home, those eyes, fixed in a skull’s head, opened wide. “No,” she said in a terrible voice. 
‘We cannot go there. We must go to Emilia. They have cast me out. Eva loves me no longer. You must take me to 
Bazaar.” What more could I do? I did not dare question how she knew of her Fall, when I myself had heard no word of it 
at all. I took her to Bazaar. 
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4. The  S e r o e n t ' c  
,/ 

From h e  teachings 

I left my lifelong ho 

of 

me 
I was wearing and some furs to I 
ness. My only emotion was the I 

In my distress and pain I became 
Eva's untamed, blessed ground 
least of  the dangers. It was only 

I do not know how much time F 
tearing my eyes. The tears froze 
sleep, an agony unlike anything 
taken Her love from me, but no' 
away, and I fled into the growinj 

My voice rose with the winds, hl 
face as I slipped and slid over ro 
Eva and Her Sisters, defying the 
turned my furs to sodden, heay 

As my body grew more and mo 
knew. I saw Truth as I had never 
womb. The Goddess showed IT 

shown the way. They need a mc 

4. The  S e r o e n t ' ?  T o o t h  

From h e  teachings of Anna the Prophmss: 

I left my lifelong home, where I had seen my children born and raised, my husband die, with nothing more than the clo 
ep me warm. My only thought was to find my youngest child and beg for her forgive- 
ep, searing pain caused by my ungrateful children. I felt as if I had a serpent at my bre 

1st in the wilds ofthe Sunblessed Peninsula. Dangerous no matter what time ofyear, 
ows more dangerous still during the winter. Bitter cold, starving predators, those are 
rough the will o f  the Goddess that I remained safe and well. 

,sed before I felt my Fall. The night was particularly cold, the wind cutting my skin and 
) my eyelashes, the ice burning my cheeks. As I huddled beneath a tree and tried to 
lave ever known ripped through my soul. I screamed to the winds, knowing that Eva ha 
inderstanding why. The fear and the shame and yes, the hatred, closed part o f  my mind 
sorm. 

loddess herself, daring them, pleading with them to strike me down. Sleet stung and 
nisery. 

miserable, more numb and cold, I began to slip away from it. A vision came upon me. I 
een it before. The Fallen are children, divisive children, like the grasping fruit of my own 
what must be done. The arrogance of Hom's leaders must be reined in; they must be 

'Anna the Prophmss: 

, where I had seen my children born and raised, my husband die, with nothing more than the clo 
ep me warm. My only thought was to find my youngest child and beg for her forgive- 
ep, searing pain caused by my ungrateful children. I felt as if I had a serpent at my bre 

1st in the wilds ofthe Sunblessed Peninsula. Dangerous no matter what time ofyear, 
ows more dangerous still during the winter. Bitter cold, starving predators, those are 
rough the will o f  the Goddess that I remained safe and well. 

,sed before I felt my Fall. The night was particularly cold, the wind cutting my skin and 
) my eyelashes, the ice burning my cheeks. As I huddled beneath a tree and tried to 
lave ever known ripped through my soul. I screamed to the winds, knowing that Eva 
inderstanding why. The fear and the shame and yes, the hatred, closed part o f  my mi 
sorm. 

ding through the trees' skeletal branches. Ice pelted from the skies, raising welts on m 
and rock. I reached a clearing and turned my face to the skies, screaming my defiance 

loddess herself, daring them, pleading with them to strike me down. Sleet stung and 
nisery. 

miserable, more numb and cold, I began to slip away from it. A vision came upon me. I 
een it before. The Fallen are children, divisive children, like the grasping fruit of my own 
what must be done. The arrogance of Hom's leaders must be reined in; they must be 

But there is more than ignoranc 
themselves Guides. They prop0 
guidance they provide only trap 
destroy what the Eighth Tribe ti 
thorns let loose across Vimary. 
youngest daughter loudest amc 
face of it then. knew that blood 

I realized what I had to do. I rea 
warning, and it was my duty to : 

ier's hand to guide them. 

and arrogance holding back the Eighth Tribe. Among the Fallen are those who call 
to aid the Fallen, to help those lost children find the true path. They lie. Instead of  
They water the seeds o f  division and nourish the soil with false hopes. They seek only 
s to build. In their twisted limbs and warped hearts I saw fire and fear, I saw a plague o 
;ainst the howling of  the thunder I heard the howling of their victims, the howling 
5 them. I saw blood and sacrifice, blood and sacrifice till it wet the ground. I knew 
id sacrifice could save us, or damn us all. 

ed why my life had been spared and why I had lost everything. I had been given a 
c that warning passed on. For my daughter I had been given one last year of breath. 
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uel. The two ofyou may yet be able to save our family.” 

I 
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the world seemed to spin about me as I drew my sword and plunged forward. 

II see that charge in dreams; feel the frost on my cloak, the clinging ice formed of 
my own breath as it rubbed my face raw. In my dreams the whole thing seems to 
happen so slowly, like a show put on in one of the Dahlian funhouses - everything 
distorting in the glass of memory. If only it had happened so slowly in life. . . 

ember a man, his face stretched tight over his high cheeks and bulging eyes, 
pping to turn and stab at me with a spear offire-hardened wood. I remember fury, 
heat in my ears and eyes, that such a thing would dare strike at me. I remember red 

he snow and the awful pounding of my own heart in my ears. I do not remember 
n I came down off my horse, nor do I remember when I first saw the little girl. . . 

that is I& to me is the memory of my uncle pulling me back, hard arms wrapped 
out mine to  stop my sword. All that is Idt to me is the image of that little girl, her 

arms and legs severed from her body as she twitched and thrashed her way into 

35 

Demitri Luther’on 

Born a Bhde and raised by a close 
family, Demitri lost agood part of 

himself when his parents died. 
Though his uncle tried his best to 

take care of him, the boy grew to a 
man without enough human 

contact, much less enough loving 
contact. Weary and withdrawn he 

came of age and did as everyone 
expected of him, hoping that in 

finding a place in hir Tribe he wuld 
find a place in his own heart. 

The rage and bbod that greeted 
Demitri shocked him to his core. 

N o  one had ever told him that his 
father% family went battle mad, and 

when Demitri killed a littlegirl 
something in him broke. Colette 

could have healed that broken part 
of him, but the conspiracies of man 

destroyed him. Now Demitri is 
caught between blind and burning 

rage and a wearyness of life that 
may lead him to suicide. Unless 

something is done soon, he will die. 

ttighlights: Tired, broken, berserker. 

Attributes: AGI +2,APP +1 ,  BLD 
+LFIT+l,INF-l, KNO-l,PER+l, 
WIL +1, STR 1, HEA 1,STA 40, UD 

S, AD 8. 

Skib: A n i d  Care 1 / - 7 ,  Athleticc 
1/+2, Combat sense  dodge 

2/+2, Hand-to-Hand 2/+2, 
Intimidate l /+l,  Meke 2/+2, 

Navigation (Land) 2/-1, Riding 2/ 
U, Survival 1 /U, Tactiics l/O 
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As told by Colette the Hopdirl: 

I think I was fourteen summers the first time I danced in my father’s house in Bazaar. Burning bright with the desire to 
serve Magdalen and please my family, I gave everything I had, singing and dancing before the crowds o f  leering men an 
women. Just on the cusp of  being too young to be touched, that taboo made me all the more desirable. The night my 
father first made me available, after perhaps a year o f  being on display, fights broke out among the regulars to see who 
would win me. I don’t remember his name. An old Dahlian, he had been visiting the house for years, as long as I could 
remember. He’d watched me grow up, he said. As he pawed at me he panted that he’d been waiting for me to grow up 
from the moment he saw me. He was not gentle, but the price was high and brought more honor to my family in Xstasi 

The next several years were like that. My oldest sisterJessamin was held up to me as a role model. She reveled in her wo 
never once faltering or hesitating before anyone with the proper price. She hated me because I was prettier, mocked m 
for wanting to stay on the stage rather than in some sour-breathed, heavy-handed man’s crib. She didn’t understand, non 
o f  them understood. Only when I visited Xstasis did I find peace. My mother and her sisters. . . they didn’t sell themselves 
to the highest bidder, they chose and were chosen. Why could no one see the difference? Too, in Xstasis, were the 
Maskers, cousins to the Dahlians in their shows and arts. I wanted so much to be one of them. 

Of course I wasn’t completely miserable. We did well enough as afamily. Unlike many we were comfortable, often with 
plenty of  surplus to send to the family in Xstasis. And for every slobbering old man, there were beautikrl women of  all 
Tribes, seductive men, so many varieties o f  lovers and love to explore, I could often convince myself that I was wrong 
about our family, and could lose myself in the pleasures Magdalen wished for us. 

Then came the great blizzard of last winter. I remember that first night so clearly. I was dancing on the stage before a 
crowded audience. As I moved, my eyes closed, I heard the tromping of heavy boots upon the floor, felt the room grow 
warmer with more bodies. I looked and saw a small troop ofJoanite cavalry, just in from the cold. From the looks ofthem, 
they’d had a hard ride. While mQSt of  them were eager to join in the ongoing revelry, one of them caught my eye. A 
young man, not much older than me and clothed in armor and sorrow, hid himself in the back of the room, not drinking, 
not eyeing any of the men or wbmen who wished to press close to him. Before I could puzzle over his behavior, my father 
stopped the dance. “Colette!” he called and motioned me forward. “Come meet this gentleman.” He gestured to the m 
I assumed was their leader. “Marcus Luther’on, this is my youngest daughter.” Marcus was tall and roughly handsome, 
older than the rest and somehow hard looking. I wasn’t disappointed that he’d chosen me for the evening. 

From the journal ofMarcus Luther‘on: 

The girl was just what I needed to take my mind off my nephew. He’d settled into the back of the room, still stunned and 
hurting. There was no talking tu him, no reasoning with the bleak depression that had come over his face. Joan knows that 
what he did was not to be commended, but in battle such things happen. I’d grown hoarse with talking to him, and 
decided to put aside my troubls in the soft flesh ofthe delight that my host offered me. 

From the moment she came down from the table on which she’d been dancing I felt that old need come upon me. 
Though she lacked the overripe form of her sister, there was something about her body, about her hanging hair and 
flushed skin, that made me feel every bit the man, and made me want her to feel it too. 

36 
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_ _  - __ 

When she came close enough I ran a hand over the curve o f  her belly, making the 

cles pulling under her skin, dancing yet for my pleasure. Such a woman she was - 

ands roam over her as I slowly teased her towards my lap. It was an old game, and 
that I found myself loving to play with her. Every move, every half-teasing, and 
s burning glance, touch, advance and retreat just made me desire her more. 

ss my lap I couldn’t stop worrying about Dernitri, and could stop thinking that he 
Id need a woman such as this even more than 1. 

hard, too fast. I caught him pushing her away out o f  the comer of  my eye, and saw 
stumble back over a chair with a look of scorn starting to spread over her face. I 

e sat me on his lap and we bantered, the heat growing between us, until a distur- 
nce came from the back of the room, a scraping o f  the table as the mysterious sad 

oung man pushed Jessamin away violently. Marcus sighed, ‘That boy. . . ’ He looked 
at me for a long moment, then at my sister and the young Joanite. “How would you 
like to earn your family a fine hone?” he breathed against my ear. 

stunned by the generous offer, one I could scarcely rduse. My father would kill 

tious. ‘What would you require of me?” 

my back, fingers trailing into 

Your sister, although beautiful, 
lacks the. . .talent to force him. 
I think you may well have the 
touch he needs.” 

. _  ._ 
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Marcus Luther’on 

. .  Famib is, what separaEs,Fnfrom 
Beast. Marcus hasgiven his life to 
his family - both clan and tribe, 

and the Nation as a whole. The 
death o f  his sister was a hard blow 

for him, but when he inherited a 
child to watch over he did not  

flinch. For years he wuld not always 
be there for Demitri, but he spared 

all the time that he could. When 
Demitr i  came of age and proved 

qualified to ride wi th  the cavalry 
Marcus was elated, though little of  
the emotion ever passed his worn 

face. Now thegrizzled old captain 
has a new duty - keeping his boy 

safe, no matter how hard o r  painful 
it might be. M;lrcus has never once 

shirked his duty and he wi l l  not  
start now. 

Highlights: Tough, experienced, 
secretly loving. 

Attributes: A41 +1, BLD +2, FIT +2, 
INF +1, KNO +1, PER +2. WIL +2, 

STR 2, HEA 1, STA 40, UD 9, AD 10 

Skills: Combat Sense 3/+2,  Dodge 
2/+2, Hand-to-Hand 2/+2, 

Interrogation 1 / 0 ,  Intimidate 2/+  I, 
Meeke (Swords) 3/+2, Notice 2/+2, 

Riding (War Horse) 3/0, Survival 
2/0, Tactics 2/0, Synthesis 

(Devotion) 2 
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Somewhat reluctantly, I accepted his offer and moved away from him. Subtle in a way that Jessamin could never be, I 
the young man a warm drink and sat with him, 'I saw you when I was dancing and thought you looked cold. Perhaps 
will help?" 

He glanced up at me, eyes dark knd as haunted and distant as the older Joanite's had been frank and hungry. 'Yes. . . 
thank you." Warily he took the drink from my hand, letting the warmth soak into his hand. 

'It's honey and hard cider, mosrly," I offered with a soft smile, 'and a few spices." As well as a small dose of something 
relaxing, yes, but nothing stronger. 'It's my favorite this time o f  year." I watched him for a moment. 'Was it a long ride 

He nodded curtly. "Very long." His cape was still on over his armor, the dark material helping him to blend into the 
background. He was terribly handsome, with a strong, noble face, slightly dark skin and dark hair, but his eyes were wh 
caught me - deep and endlesi brown that felt like Magdalen's touch upon me. 

"Where were you coming from?" I asked, distracted by those eyes. 'I'm sorry. . . was there anything more you wished? 
We don't have much in the way of a meal, but. . . I'm certain we could arrange something, ifyou wanted." 

He took another sip, and then shook his head. "No thank you. I've no stomach for food." With a look around the ro 
he sighed, "I just want to lie down and rest, to sleep and put the day behind me." Then he blinked, as though surprise 
spoke. With another drink he finished his glass and set it aside. 

'Ofcourse," I murmured understandingly, the warmth in my voice no longer feigned. 'I can see to that, ifyou wish?" 

He blinked up at me, and then looked around the room again. Satisfied that no one in his group was paying him the leas 
attention anymore he nodded softly, turning his eyes back to me. This time I could feel them linger a moment on the 
under slopes o f  my breasts where my dance costume did not quite hide them. "Please." 

Rising from the table, I smiled a&n, fighting a small shiver from that intent gaze. 'Wait here. What's your name? I'm 
Colette Liber'on." 

'Demitri." He watched me as I stood, eyes holding me with lust, but also with something more: a look similar to that o 
young child I once watched get caught in the river. He'd had that same look on his face while watching the ropes that h 
parents hurled after him, his lifeline. "Demitri Luther'on. Why are you so kind?" 

The question caught me off-guard, enough so that the first answer to escape my lips was the honest one 'You looked 
ifyou needed a little bit of kindness." Before long, he followed me upstairs. 

I was his first. Although I've lain with countless men and women, I've never known anything like it, before or since. Wh 
was over and we were panting and curled around each other, he told me he loved me. In all my time in my father's house, 
I'd heard lovers calling all sorts of names and obscenities and prayers, heard grown warriors weep, heard screams and 
whispers. . . but never, not once, had I heard something that pierced me so deeply and so unexpectedly. I knew then 
loved him as well. 

Y 
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rn the confessions of Dernitri Luther’on: 

hter of Magdalen who was a balm beyond any I had dared to dream of. In the tiny little hole in the wall that she used 
r room she curled around me, body and spirit, and stroked my hair while I sobbed against her breast. It could not be 

same night - it could not be. How in one night could I have cut the life from a little girl in the freezing swirl of white 
black, and then found myself in the arms and heart of a woman who held me in the languor of musky darkness? I 

ed, I hoped, I thought that I must be lost in the River of Dream. . . but I did not ever waht to return if that was so. 
Between the warmth of an embrace and the cold death of the world outside the shelter of her arms there was no contest. 

As told by Colctt~ the Hopdirl: 

The winds and snows blew bitterly outside, and when morning came, the Bazaar was cut off from the rest of Vimary. I 
avoided my duties as much as I could in order to spend time with Demitri. Beyond the sensual pleasures, we talked, as I’ve 
never talked to anyone before. I told him of my dreams of performing, of being able to  choose my companions. Although 
he was a Joanite, he was able to understand that, and respect it. He told me about his childhood, growing up just on the 
outskirts of Vimary. He’d always wanted to serve Joan as one of Her warriors. His family expected it of him. Marcus, who 
had nearly raised him as his own when Dernitri’s mother had died, had been the one that led him out on his first mission, 
fitled with hope and dreams ofglory. 

Sometime during the third night, Demitri confessed what had brought the troop so close tb town. A group of squats were 
creeping across the frozen river towards Virnary. The Joanite warriors rode them down and killed every last one to prevent 

y heart felt as if it were breaking, listening to him. We talked long into the night, searching for a solution. He had no 
and for making weapons, and he was too young to serve as one of the Templars. He spoke briefly of the Hermit Blades, 
ut clung to me and vowed that he would not be able to bear leaving me behind. Sometime near dawn, I murmured, 

e, shocked, but then it sank in to him as well. Neither o f  us was happy in our respective places. As long as we stayed with 

But how could we get away? All o f  the cavalry’s horses were under careful guard, and with Che storm still raging we’d 

Demitn’s uncle. As far as I knew, it was in the family section ofthe stables, and largely unwdtched. 

I held my lover to me and whispered in his ear, “Tomorrow night, love. We’ll take the horst your uncle gave my father and 
find our way to Horn.” There was a certain bitter irony to that, like biting tin. The price paid to bring Demitri and I 
together would serve as our escape from all those who would chain us. And it would be the last fee collected from a lover 
of my father’s choosing. I 

I 
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- __ - - ___ - - - - - _. 5. Smar yot 3;-  he Moor. 

From the confessions of Dern*M Luther’on: 

What was I supposed to have told her? Was I supposed to look into her sweet, open face and tell her that I and I alo 
had hacked the limbs from that girl? How could I tell her the full truth: that the others were hard men, but I was the 
monster? So to her who gave me healing I gave a lie. It was the best I could manage, and even speaking of  the killin 
nearly the end of me. I wept likea babe in her arms, and choked on every word. 

Then she spoke the words - she gave me the key to the cage that I found myself in. To leave the Tribes. . . I never wo 
have dreamed it. I never would have thought of  leavingJoan and Marcus and everything that I had known. That night in 
the snow, however, had changed everything. How could I be one o f  Her Tribe if I murdered little children? Better for u 
that I take the woman who held me whole and flee from the chance that I might murder another child. 

I did not know what Horn might be like, I did not know if I could live without my family. All I knew was that this woman 
offered me healing and warmth, and that I needed both more than even Joan’s love. 

As told by C o l e  the Hopdul: 

Demitri and I slept until late morning, and then made our plans. The storm was dying slowly; we had to act that night or 
face fleeing on a clear night without the storm to hide us. I was to  gather together what supplies I could. Demitri was 
scheduled to make a foot patrol that evening (the troop had no desire to risk their mounts on what they considered a 
purely cursory patrol), and would meet me on the outskirts of  the Bazaar. It would be several hours after the end o f  his 
patrol before anyone thought to look for him, or for me. 

The night was brutally cold. Snow and wind watered my eyes, knifed through the furs and layers o f  clothing I wore. At 
times I thought the wind was going to pull me from the stallion’s back. But I reached our meeting place, and I settled in to 
wait. The wind howled around me like a starving pack of  wolves. The moon rose - although I couldn’t see it for the 
storm - and I waited. I don’t know how many hours I spent huddled against that horse. Terrified visions filled my mind: 
Demitri was dead, he’d forgotten me, he’d been caught. Several times I nearly turned and continued toward Hom without 
him, but I remembered his vows, how he could never leave me behind. And so I waited. 

From the journal ofMarcus Luther‘on: 

While Demitri had dallied with the girl Colette I had taken the opportunity to get to know the girl’s sister - Jessamin. 
Though she lacked her sister’s inner strength and fire, she made up for it with certain other. . . skills. She was a bit too 
clinging, perhaps, but in the end that turned out to be all for the best. 

Near the end of the blizzard that had kept us trapped in Bazaar for so long, Jessamin whispered into my ear after we had 
finished our play for the evening. “My sister. . . it is shameful to me. . . she flushed all down her body at the betrayal of  
her speech, but could not keep silent, “She is seducing away your nephew. She plans to lure him away, to steal his horse 
and yours and take him off to some shameful life where she can use him. . . ’ 

Shaking with rage I then climbed from our bed and went to find my sister’s son. 
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5. $war “3t 9:- The! M: 

him to his face. ‘Have you forgotten the face ofyour father? Have you forgotten the love ofJoan? What kind o f  
are you to betray us for an easy set of legs?” 

aps I should not have been so rough with him then; it was not his fault that he had succumbed to her arts so easily. I 
, after all, chosen her because I knew he could not resist one such as she. Still, perhaps if I had raised him better in the 

I 

I 

as not love, you fool! Love is what your parents had, love is something that comes onb through the grace of the 
Fatima. This is lust! She has used her arts and drugs and the power of  her body on you, boy! Can’t you see that she has 
taken your pain and turned it to her own ends?” I shook him and hit him and berated him until he understood. I had 
Jessamin show him the drugs that the whore had used on him, and finally he broke down. 4obbing like a pitiful baby child 
he told me all of their plans, and where I could find the girl. 

re that she would not sit too long with any one man on the ride back, lest she tempt them into treason. Damn 

I 

told by Coleta the Hopdul: 

Ily, near dawn, I heard hoof beats coming out of the dying storm. I rose to my feet to find, not Demitri, but Marcus 
the rest of the troop. They took the hone from me and shackled my frozen hands together. Every time I tried to talk, 

Marcus snarled, ‘Shut up, whore.” He would tell me nothing o f  Demitri. Eyes that had watched me dance with desire and 

n’t have long to  wait before the next new moon. One by one 1 watched other doomed souls dragged before the 
council, before the Fatimas, and then it was my turn. My crime was stealing the horse and attempting to subvert aJoanite 

or. I learned then what had happened. Jessamin, that envious bitch, had seen me gathering supplies and figured out 
Demitri and I were planning. She went to Marcus. They caught Demitri before his pattol and forced him to confess 

41 
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Jessamin Liber'on 

Jessamin has a certain reputation in 
Bazaar, and it is one that she both 
loves and hates at the same time. 
She enjoys the panting attentions 
that her wtorietygrants her, but 

she always wanted to be something 
more. Exactly what that more was 

she was never quite sure: more 
subtle, more skilled, more ethereal, 

more desired than possessed, or 
perhaps a bit of all of those things. 
MJercamin ever knew for certain 
was that whatever it was that she 

wanted to be more of her younger 
sister Colette already had aplenty. It 

never occurred to Jessamin that 
Colette felt out of place or cut 06 

or that the younger girl sometimes 
wanted to be more like her sister. 

A11 Jessamin ever wanted was to 
take what her sister had and have it 

for herself No price would be too 
steep if she wuldjust have that 

mysterious something.. . 
Highlights: Wanton, deceihl, 

spiteful 

Attributes: APP +Z, BLD + 1, CRE 
+1, INF +1, PSY -1, WIL +1. 

Skib: Dance Z/O, Etiquette Z/+ 1 ,  
Grooming z/+& Haggling 2 / +  1, 

Herbalism I/O, Human Perception 
Z/-l, MusicZ/+l, Notice 1/0, 

Seduction 3/+Z, Theatrics 2/+1. 

," 

From the confessions of Dernitti Luthcr'on: 

Afterjessamin spoke Marcus prodded me forward with a fist to my kidney. I could s 
see the smoldering anger around his eyes, and knew that I had disgusted him more 
this than when I killed the child. It seemed there was little in my fate but to fail those 
whom I owed better. 

Colette's eyes were hollow when I stepped forward. The left was shadowed, nea 
hidden in the mass o f  a bruise that lay heavy on her face. She had been beaten, d 
and dragged, and now she was barely able to stand on her own legs. The corner 
lips to which I had pressed so many kisses now dripped blood. 

I saw light in her eyes when she saw me, and I saw it die when I spoke. "The whore 
drugged me, then seduced me." It had been drugs, that first night. Jessamin had shown 
me them, let me smell them, and I remembered that taste in my drink. I should be 
angry, should be raging - but it was not drugs on any night but the first. "She wante 
to leave the Tribes, and wanted me to come with her." 

She twitched then, her face collapsing and her knees shaking like the slender aspen 
saplings in a high wind. Her eyes looked on me in horror, in a kind of dumb denial 
reality. I could see it in her, the inability to cope with the sudden wounds dealt to he 
In my dreams that expression is on the face o f  the little girl in the snow. 

"I was weak, and the whore convinced me. Only my uncle's intervention saved me." 
was my voice that spoke the words. Everyone heard them, though I remember them 
not. Once again my mind hid while I killed a little girl who had done me no harm. 
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m the memory of T'iphal: 

wonder things fell apart and the center could not hold, for there is no respect left under heaven. I fell nearly a hundred 

d made for them, cared not for the lessons that I was teaching them. Not once, not once in all the years o f  my burning 
they listen. Not once as they thrashed and screamed under me, eyes rolling back in their heads did they listen. 

obstinate, obdurate and centered only on the little bits offlesh between their ears or between their legs they refused 

be remembered and respected for what I had done for them. 

did not understand what they thought when they picked me up and hid me from the eyes of their brothers. I did not 
ndentand what that damned shining one was until he and his legions of howling seraphim descended upon me. He 

forced himself upon me, and through me he went to the realms that are forbidden to those who yet know the joys o f  

In time I came to know them, those foul beings that pressed their spirits through mine, that used my death - my death in 
sacrifice! - to further their own work. I could do nothing but exist as they pressed through me, used me, raped my spirit 
and forced me to become a dumb drafi animal to pull their cart along roads o f  spiritual mud. I was dead, and from that no 
one may return. 

heart yet lingers. It is a gate, a power, a link of  potency and spasm. 
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Angus div’on 

Born in a D a h h  caravan to 
Magdalite parents, Angusgrew up 

one step ahead of the watch and 
one Lie away From banishment. A 

liar, a thief and an unrepentant 
scoundrel, Angus was always loved 
by everyone that met him - br t 

while. Eventdy, however, his light - 
fingers and wagging tongue would 
always wear out his welcome, and 

off he wouldgo. The only reason 
that Angus wasn’t cast out of the 
Tribes lung ago w a  that he never 

stayed in one place long enough for 
anyone in power to get a good hold 

on him or get enough evidence of 
his heresies to actually bring him to 

trial 

Angus met the love of his life in 
Awausin. what more could he ever 
hope for? she was beautiful, willing, 

and powerful enough to cover all 
his bilk - so long as he served her 

well seeing that her service 
involved lying, corrupting the 

innocent, and running laughing into 
the night, it was simply a match 

made in heaven. 

Highlights: Roguish, cynical, glib. 

Attributes: AGI +1, CRE +1, INF 
+2, PER +1, PSY + 1  WIL +2 

Aspects: Manifestation 

~kilL:Acrobatics 1/+1, Athletics 2/ 
0, combat Sense 2/+ 1, Disguise 2/ 

+l,DodgeZ/+l, Forgery2/+1, 
Human Perception l/+l, Notice 1 /  
+I ,  seduction l/o, Sleight-of-htand 
~/+l,Sneak~/+l,Streehvise2/ 

+2, Theatrics 3/+2, Synthesis 2. 

It is a link they all want. That I can use, that human desire to possess and to hold 
that is the desire I always tried to teach them. Now I will use that power, and I will ri 
new songs from screaming throats. That bitch that forced me to pull her from bank 
bank of the river, that bitch that treated me as if I was an unminding beast and not a 
dead lord, will bleed red for me and bear my seed. 

She thought she had all from me, that she had seen all that my far-flung pow 
see. She thought that she was the mind that guided my body, that yoked my 
her will. She thought so many things, and all of them were false. Though I coul 
stop her from riding me, in the end I managed to turn her from some of the path 
she should have seen, some ofthe things that she should have known. 

Now she thinks she knows what rises up to greet her from the handful of  dust that is 
the flesh of that world. But there is more that she did not see that I did, more that I ca 
use that she cannot. 

They killed me and learned not their lesson. Now I must, for their sake, rise again. 

From the letters of Angus Olii’on 

Well, exalted one of the long and luscious legs, I have to say that things are not going 
quite so perfectly as we could hope. As you instructed me - and quite delightful was 
the instruction, i fyou don’t mind me saying - I arranged with the girl’s sister to get 
the dancing child embroiled with that lovely little bit of beef, and the results were 
nothing if not spectacular. (I do have to recommend the house’s peephole show, 
though I bet it will not be quite so intriguing as it was that first night.) 

Once the two had made the beast with two backs it was a simple matter to swing them 
round and round till the girl fell off the meny-go-round. That, however, is when thin 
started falling apart. Though she is satisfactorily obsessed with getting her boy back 
the problem is that the boy is looking interested in getting back with her as well. I’m 
afraid that your little Marcus toy wasn’t quite as hard a man as you made him out to 
be. It seems that he actually is worried over the boy’s recent suicidal bouts, and with 
the new developments in the Tribe the fact that the girl has been exiled may not be 
enough to put him off letting his prized nephew find the bit of  tail that makes him 

happy. 

As o f  the moment, I’m trying to get the sister to work on Marcus. I don’t know how 
successful she’ll be. While she is quite good at working with her mouth, her ability to 
work with her brain seems a mite more limited. Sad really, she might have made 
something of herself other than a quick tumble someday. I wish we had kicked her to 
the gutter rather than her sister. Still though, as long as Marcus is uncertain we should 
still be able to bait the girl with the prize bit of meat. 
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I have been thinking that it might do some good to the cause, were I to pop off to 
Horn for a bit. I worry that ifthe girl slows down for a second her natural intelligence 

ght be able to reassert itself. If, however, I can put a burr under her saddle and keep 
r bucking (in more ways than one, if it wouldn’t be mixing business with pleasure) 
e should stick to the course we need her to. 

ly worry is that if these Guides are as dangerous as you say they are, then they 
be able to see through my feeble ruses. Though I wish you all the honor in the 

giver of burning kisses, I have to admit that I do like my head and my spirit 
are in relation to the rest of me, and have no wish to  be tossed and turned 

with big teeth. So while I think that the girl’s future 
nce, I would like your opinion on the matter before 

then, I remain your humble servant. 

whispered rnessagc ofa skull: 

night I feel the earth drawing its last breaths, my mistress. I feel the opening o f  the 
e and the purging ofthe bones therein. A fountain shall they form as they rise out 

their rest, a pacing of time and tide to overturn the Vault. I feel all these things, I 
ow all these things, and yet I have not eyes to see or tongue to tell. 

fear to hope and to fear again I have crawled on my belly. From pain to  peace 
o pain again I have flown through the air. Your bidding I have done, and now I 

r freedom from this human head, this clattering jaw. Twice I have killed for you 
ish no more. Death enough already clogs this world and fills the spaces 

etween with the stench of rot. Such is not what was meant to  be. 

ath requires my 
make my move. 

dreams I plagued that man with visions and fears. I lied and filled his heart with 
tred. I turned him against his own flesh and turned him against his own life. I filled 

him with hate till his heart burst and his wife burned out her own soul. She died from 
the inside, immolated like the moth’s body when the flame is done. I killed her to feed 
his wrath and set him and his clan to the torch. For the love I once bore you I brought 

ck my memories of every cut and blow that life had ever dealt me and dealt them to 
who deselved it not. 

he woods and the wild I found the one you vexed. She was wearing the very clothes 
ose threads you had burned upon your altar, and I knew their smell. I found her 
eping and praying, weeping and starving. Her mind was an open thing, a seeking 

ing, a broken thing. To her I could have shown the truth of breath and the hope of 
eath. For you I lied. For you I burned into her mind a lie, a sound and motion that 

marks the death that leaves the soul to lament. Now she walks upon the path you 
wished, now she walks towards a death that she does not deserve. I do not know 
whether to pity her or you. She at least will be true to the lie she has been given, while 

turn your back on the truths you have been shown. 

I came to you for the sake of Baba Yaga. I lied for you for the sake of the bonds that 
have been between us. Now daughter mine, I tell you, set me free. I have served out 
your purpose and turned that man, that woman to ashes. Now let me rest and face 
your fate alone. I am leaving, I am leaving and nothing of me shall remain. 
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skull Spirit . . . . . . . . _ . . . .  

There is a power that wtnes from 
bones, and none know this better 

than the Yagans. What few even 
among that Tribe realize, however, 

is that there is more to the world of 
spirit than simpleghosts. Even 

when Baba Yaga has led a person’s 
soul through the Fold, there is still 

something powerful about their 
remains. Some few among the 

Yagans have bund secret ways to 
use the skulls of their ancestors to 

bind and wntrol spirits. 

These beings, though not actually 
the spirit of the ancestor, take up 
some of the memory and power 

that the body’s original spirit had. 
skull spirits are versatile, intelligent, 

and take up many of the attitudes 
of the dead towards their 

summoner. Thus using the bones of 
one who bvedyou in life can bring 

a willing spiritual aide. 

what even the Yagans do nut know 
is that though the spirits may start 
off loving and helpful, they are all 
malicious in their hearts, and will 

inevitably betray their summoners. 

Highlights: Versatile, malicious, 
patient. 

Attributes: As deceased, WIL +3. 

Skills: As deceased. 

Powers: A skul l  spirit has powers 
that mimic the abilities that the 

deceased had in life. Thus a skull 
spirit bound into a yagan priest’s 
skul l  wuld have Curse of Dream 

and Dream Travel 
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From the musing of Lishan Haverkin: 

There is little in life that fills me with such a deep and lasting content as the time of  sowing. I love to stand on the fields 
Lai with the sun beating down on my shoulders like the weight o f  a blanket, spilling across my thinning hair to dren 
deep, rich soil with gold. The smell of  the ground rises up to you, filling your nose with the scent o f  birth and loam 
rich deep darkness that nourishes and raises life. It is there, down in the dark of  the womb and the earth, where life 
begins. Once the sun shines down upon your shoulders and warms your eyes with the million colors of the Goddess’s 
world you have already been formed. It is in the dark that we are formed, in the dark that we are shaped. That is the PO 

of  the deep down things, the dark and the churning womb. 

That is why you have to be so careful when you sow, because of the power of the soil. When you gather up the seeds 
be cast into the turned furrows of reeking earth you must sift through them carefully, you must check to be sure that you 
do not have a sack of  good seeds mixed with seeds that will grow thorns. It is so easy to simply throw wide a hand and le 
the mixture o f  seeds sift to the ground, and thus to offer up a bitter harvest. 

The traitors, the Goddess killers that live on Hom, never learned this lesson. They never knew the soil. I feared them 
I first saw their faces, feared them more when I learned of the harm they had done. I feared for my life, for my soul, a 
the life o f  my dear Eva. How could I allow them to stand when they might do so much more harm? 

From my youth I was taught that mixing thorns with seeds was the worst thing that one could do, a petty sin and an ugly 
stupid one. I only hope that Eva will understand why I did what I did. For over ten years now I have been waitingfor the 
harvest, placing one poison seed after another into the bag o f  those murderers. A bitter old man, a blind old woman, an 
ashen soul, and an eager young girl - all poison ready to burn the soil and grow thorns to cut the hands of  the harvest- 
ers. The ones who call themselves Guides are so eager for whatever dark crop they are growing that they never thought to 
check all their seeds. 

Sloth and blindness always have a price. For those two the price will be the Seed of Stone that my dreams have spoken of 
since I was a girl. We shall have it from them; we shall turn its power to the use ofthe Fatimas. Their harvest will place 
food upon our plate and leave them with bitter thorns. I can only hope they choke on them till they die. 

A conversation between three women: 

Lishan: Well met, sisters. 

Aucausin: Well met by moonlight indeed. 

Nidagresa: Enough o f  pretty words. The time of  the harvest is on us now. What we have long wanted will be ours soon 
enough. Are you both ready to the task? 

Aucausin There can never be enough o f  pretty words, sister. It was pretty words that marched our pawns into place, 
pretty thoughts that drew them all to us. As to whether we are ready to the task, I think you forget your place by asking. 
Crone you may be, but you came to the plan after both Lishan and I. We had started down this path long before you lifted 
your head out of  the bone yard and realized that there was a world beyond your corpse-fires. 

... ... ...,,,,, .,. ,,,,,.... ... ....,.. . ....... .. .. . ., .. . .. .,,.... ... ...._...,.. ...,. .......... ... ... ... ........... ..............., _....... ................ ............................. .......... ............ ... ....... ... ........ - .... ....... ........ . ...... ... 
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ou forget yourself, sister, to speak so to me. I came last t o  this circle true eno gh, but that means little in the 
Ive. The old often totter and the feeble often forget the path no matter how lodg they have been upon it. 

: Enough! Both of you stop this. You are starting to natter like fishwives at market. i e are better than this. We must 

s i n  As well you would know, daughter o f  a trai - 

To answer your question, old sister, we are ready. I have waited so long for this th I it seems only half-real - but I 

i n  Of course, sister, of course. Forgive my tongue, Nidagresa. 

ady without us losing our sisterhood. In this, and in all the re$, we must stand together. 

all the same. I can almost see the tears that shall stand in their eyes, and I feel no kgret. Sometimes the herd 

You are wise, young Lishan. I think it fitting that you hold the stone for our sist rhood. I am too old to be sure 

~ 

~ 

I would hold it long enough to master the beast before my own passing. 

cwsin I have no wish for it myself either. The stone I will leave to the two ofyou. My c ncem is that those ugly things 
ow, before they can lead other sheep down their path towards the twisted &ys they serve. 

~grcu: I too wish them dead. That, I think, is the only failing ofyour plan, Lishan. We &not be sure they will die. 

han: True, sisters, true. It does not matter though. The body may live on long after the 1 pint is gone. A husk can do 

I 

so much harm. If we cut their spirits and disgrace them before their ragged collection ffollowen than they will be 
in everything that matters. 

~gnw: Once we have the stone you are right, they will not matter. That stone is the ke ; I can feel it in my bones. 

cwsin I see the beauty of blood in it, the beauty of blood and surrender that we have rgotten. We have become so 
arate. That stone holds the keys to that. 

ikes it will all begin and we must be ready. Till then sisters. 

sin  Poor child. I do pity her, if not the other victims. How could she think that we wqdd let her have the stone? 

before the moon sets. 

in: Good night, sister. I wonder if you realize how true your words are. 
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the stories presented in the book lingers a malignant 
n old and angry force that is trying to shuffle its way back 

mortal coil. The stories in this book actually began long 
,just after the closing of  the Fold. In that terrible time a lord 

f the Z'bri named T'iphal was fallen upon by his palace servants 
slain in a sudden and brutal uprising. 

, however, was not content to simply fade away. He 
d that his purpose in existence was to  teach his brothers 

sisters of the'flesh what they had forgotten. T'iphal used his 
bits of life to form a heartstone, the physical manifestation of 

. Linking the deepest parts of the River of Dream and the 
I world, the heartstone was a powerful tool, and one that 
e used by those with the correct knowledge. 

'iphal was a very spiritually potent lord, and a master of the old 
arts. Though he lacked the raw power of  Tibor or the knowl- 

all his power and knowledge, even T'iphal could not \ 

he final line between the living and the dead without the _ _  
o f  someone on the other side. He also could not fulfill 

Though Lishan was powerful, she was not powerful enough to 
reach the deepest realms o f  Dream where T'iphal's soul lay - 
only those using a heartstone could reach to that depth. She 
was, however, strong enough to draw near enough that T'iphal 
felt her hate and reached out to her. In a series of subtle and 
invasive dreams and visions he turned Lishan's hate towards his 
own goal. The way to hurt the Guides, he convinced her, was to 
take from them that which was most important to them: their 
respect among the Fallen, and their precious heartstones. 

The dfort involved exhausted T'iphal for years, but the damage 
had been done. Lishan turned her considerable talents towards 
puzzling out a way to harm the Guides. She contacted two other 
priestesses of the Fates, one from each of the other Tribes in 
that union, and shared her plans with them. Together the three 
used their influence to slowly fill Horn with poisoned seeds, 
people whose destinies were well enough known to the circle 
that they felt they could control them. These seeds fell to  the 
soil of Horn and found rich earth there, growing in power and 
influence while the three sisters watched on. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
H.A D F s ' V I s I o N 

.: 

underestimated the true abilities of the Guides. Following Halos' 
intuition, Den Hades went deep into the realms of Dream to 
search out any secret plots aimed at her or her lover. She saw 
deep into the past, and was given a vision of the histories of the 
four primary seeds that the Circle ofthe Sower had planted. 

' .g$ 
ve though they were subtle and careful, the Circle still 

koh a shadowy war oftwined destinies and dark motives is 
beginning. T'iphal is waking, and has started sending omens into 
the dreams of the three sisters, hinting that the time of harvest is 
nigh. The three have therefore set their plans in motion, using 
the seeds they had so carefully planted to grow a harvest o f  
thorns that they hope will strangle the Guides. The Guides 
watch and wait, hoping that they will be able to turn their 
enemies to allies and that they will be able to find the source o f  
this threat against them, which is far more important in their 
eyes than simply stopping the current plot. 

The Player Characters will be drawn into the middle of this 
secret conflict. With little information, not knowing whom they 
are supposed to  trust or whom they are supposed to save, they 
will have to make their way through a tangled history of  pain and 
betrayal in order to save four lives and to  stop a demon from 
being reborn upon the earth. 

igor stepanovic (order #2203414) 212.124.174.7



_ _  - _ _ _  
7. Y e  a v e r R e  s 3 II r c e 9 

of Thorns is about the cost of fate, and the ability o f  
individuals to change it. The four major NPCs in this bodk have 
great potential to help or to harm the Guides, the PCs, and the 
Eighth Tribe. They have been set out to bring a great and 
bloody blow against the Guides and the easiest way to stop 
them would be simply to kill them and have done with it. The 
cost of that path, however, could be high, as the Guides have 
seen that the four could be part of tipping the balance for the 
Children of Prophecy in the future. The Player Characters are 
confronted with the choice offollowing an easy path to save the 
moment, or going through a more difficult trial to help build the 
future. \ 

Of course, Tribe 8 is also about blood and sacrifice, and so it 
may be that while the Characters are able to save some of  the 
seeds, they may have to  destroy others o f  them. Doing so, 
however, should not be a casual event. If the Player Characters 
can see themselves reflected in the lives of these four exiles, if 
they can see the human suffering and pain that the four have 
been put through, then being forced to kill them will strike 
deeper at the heart. Blood and sacrifice is not an easy future, 
and so the pain of  necessity makes up the final element o f  this 
scenario. 

Below are outlined several quick ideas for getting the Player 
Characters acquainted with the Seeds, giving the PCs an entry 
point into the epic plotline. 

' 

N .~ .T. .w.I .SE.L.Y. .B."'T. .id 0 . 
E L L : 

While the characters are on or near the Fallen Bridge a newly 
Fallen man staggers across to Hom. Though he is quite good 
looking he has obviously been beaten and stripped, and is barely 
keeping his feet. When he passes the Joanite watchtowers Judah 
and two of his men will attack him suddenly and for no obvious 
reason. They will try to beat the man, Calen, to  death. Calen, for 
his part, will try his best to kill Judah as well. lfthe characters step 
in both men will accuse the other of murder, but if pressed will 
refuse to talk about the matter. Judah will spurn the PCs, and 
leave Calen to them if it is obvious they will not let him kill the 
man (he may be angry, but he will not kill anyone else to kill 
Calen). Calen could be convinced to talk if he is helped and 
befriended on his first hard days in Hom. 

The Characters have something valuable stolen from them, 
something that they care about and cannot simply replace. 
While they are hunting for it they come across Judah, who is 
utterly unpleasant to them. When he finds out that they have 
been robbed, however, he offers to help them. Even in the pit 
that is Horn, Judah still believes in seeing justice done. He will 
use his Truthsaying and investigative abilities to  help the 
Characters recover their lost items. Once the thief is found Judah 
will try to cut off his hand as punishment, and will only relent if 
the PCs force the issue. 

One of  the PCs is falsely accused of a crime against another 
Fallen. Though they are innocent there is a great deal o f  
evidence against them, and some powerful people want to take 
the opportunity to hurt the characters. At a rant, the Characters 
are brought forward to stand before the assembled body of the 
Fallen and be judged. Judah steps forward to help the PCs, 
making it clear that he is acting out o f  a sense ofjustice and sp 
for the Fallen as a whole, and not because he cares about the 
Characters one way or the other. After the trial he helps the 
Characters find the people who set them up, and if possible h 
the fiends put to  death. 

them that he finds the situation deeply troubling, but will not 
speak of it. Alexei tells the PCs that the only way they will get an 
antidote made in time is to  steal some of the ingredients from 
the Yagans. He will help the PCs sneak into Mortuary to get 

reason, Alexei vows to kill the Yagan someday. After the 
poisoned PC is cured Alexei tries to make the Characters swear 
not to tell anyone of  the route he used to  guide them into 
Mortuary. 

One of the Characters has felt a presence in his home, though 
not one that is ever threatening. It has come and gone over the 
course of  weeks, and no one seems to be able to figure out 
what it is. One night while the Character is sleeping he is 
troubled by visions o f  a lovely but worn and aged woman 
sobbing and begging him for help. The Character wakes (or 
others of  the cell hear him cry out in his sleep and come into the 
room) to see a ghost trying futilely to shake the Character 
awake. The ghost begs the PCs to aid her husband, and 
becomes both hysterical and dangerous if they refuse. If the 
Characters will aid her she leads them to an alley not far from Ile 
Perdue where Alexei lies nearly dead. The PCs must heal him or 
get him to a healer, and when he wakes he tells them that he 
was attacked by a man who had a face like a Black Owl. If the 
Characters investigate they may find out that one ofthe Black 
Owls was sent to kill Alexei because the Crucible believes that he 
is a danger to the Nation. 

.......................... ........ .................... .................. - ................................................... ....... .. ... .. ........ 
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There are ghosts that are far less amicable than the ghost of 
fe, and the P G  find themselves on the receiving end ‘ 
’s anger. Someone that the Characters have killed or - 
eturns from beyond the pale to wreak havoc in their 
host feeds them nightmares and terrors, gives those 

ev are dealing with chills and makes others uncomfortable ” 
ound the Characters. Needing advice (for this ghost is trickier 
an most. and even former Yagans could be at a loss) the PCs ” 

are directed to Alexei, who knows more about ghosts than any 
an should. He tells them that the way to lay a ghost to rest is 
find what went wrong in its death and try to mend that. The 
s must then confront the sins of  their own past, though Alexei 
II aid them if they ask. At first Alexei will be (for Alexei) open 

and honest, but as the path that the Characters walk turns more 
d more like his own haunted past he withdraws and finally 
nishes, leaving the P G  alone. 

O W  S H A R P E R  T H A N  T H E  

h’ough Anna was a stickler for tradition and had a great love 
r Eva (one that still bums, even after her fall), she was also a 
d woman who would never willingly let anyone starve. While 

she was the head of  her clan she would occasionally smuggle 
food to the Fallen. Now that Naomi is in charge the food has 
stopped. The PCs are assigned to go to the clan’s lands and try 
to  arrange to get the food before winter sets in and starvation 
runs rampant. The clan, however, lives on sacred lands and tries 
to capture or kill the Characters when they come to bargain. 
amuel could aid the P G  in escaping, asking in return that they 
etp him unite his lost mistress and her estranged youngest 

he PCs, down on their luck and desperately needing either 
od or equipment for an undertaking, are given sudden and 

mpathy for those who are now in the same situation as her 
other, offers to help the Characters obtain whatever they need 
th no thought o f  recompense. Her obvious sorrow and her 

generosity should influence the Characters to try and find out 
what is wrong with her, or offer to repay her. If they do her 

will be simple, to find her mother and keep her safe. 
he Characters already know Anna, Emilia will not ask to 
mother, as she is under the belidthat Anna wants no 

unexpected charity from a Tribal woman. Emilia, feeling 

n one of the flare-ups of tension between the Fallen and the 
PCs come upon a group of Herites beating a man to 

an is obviously unarmed, and is offering no 
the beating, he simply pleads that he must find his 
begs for his life. If the P G  step in and save his life 

out to  be Samuel, who tells the characters that 
has to find Anna because her eldest daughters are plotting to  

I Emilia to keep her from trying to gain control o f  the clan. 
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T T F  T H F  H O P F F U I  
J. /, 

Dhring a Joanite raid in Bazaar, the PCs run into Marcus and 
his company hunting down Colette, and have a chance to come 
to her assistance. just as things get really rough, Demitri comes 
along. The two lovers haven’t seen one another since Colette 
was banished. Does he throw in with the Fallen? Or in his 
bitterness, does he try to wipe them out utterly? 

Colette approaches the cell and tells them her story, and has a 
plan. She says that she knows Demitri truly loves her, and that 
he is being held against his will among the Tribes. She wants the 
cell’s help to kidnap him from his family. If the cell agrees, this 
will bring them in direct conflict with Marcus and his cavalry, and 
potentially members of Colette’s family as well. What happens if 
the cell kidnaps the wrongjoanite? This hook can also be used 
to force Colette’s hand into stealing the stone, or could be used 
to keep her from doing so. 

The Z’bri stage a series of raids on Vimary. The members of  
the cell find themselves fighting alongside Demitri’s troop. After 
the battle, he surreptitiously approaches them to bring him news 
of Colette. Do they trust him? How do they feel after finding 
Colette and hearing her side o f  the story? More importantly, 
how do they get word back to Demitri and do they tell Colette 
that he’s looking for her? This could be expanded into a larger 
plot with the cell acting as go-betweens for the star-crossed 
lovers, dodging their respective families. 
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he ollowing quests are given in a standardized format. They aft 
contain a short set-up for the quest, a list of the NPCs involved, 
important locations, and then a short description of the possible 
paths that the quest might take. In order to remain as flexible 
and open to Weaver use as possible, each of these quests is left 
brief. Every Weaver can add as much detail as they need to fit 
their groups’ playing style, making the plot come alive for their 
own Players. 

\ .A -,-:.* 

‘Anna is the first o f  the Seeds to come up against the Guides, and 
she does so in a typically blunt way. For several weeks Anna’s 
rants about the Guides have been growing more vehement and 
more urgent, and many have started to listen. While Anna 
herself is mostly peaceful in her railings against the Guides, some 
of those whom she has influenced have decided that the time for 
words is past. A small group of  radicals, a mixture o f  Herites and 
Doornsayers, have started to gather with thoughts of blood on 
their mind. They reason that if Anna is correct (and they firmly 
believe that she is, such is the power of her words) then they 
must do something in order to protect their futures. 

The Doomsayers have found that it is nearly impossible to 
uncover anything about the h i d e s  using Synthesis, and that has 
only increased their fear. Together with the Herites they have 
started to worry that the Guides mean to set themselves up as 
quasi-Fatimas to rule over the Eighth Tribe. Needless to say 
these desperate folk are not going to sit by while this happens. 
So they have decided to start a war against the Guides. Fearing 
that the rest o f  the Fallen would not understand (they have seen 
how Anna’s words are often scorned), they have made their 
plans in secrecy, and planned to move against the allies of the 
Guides before the Guides themselves. By doing so they hope to  
weaken the Guides and make them fearful and prone to  showing 
their true colors. 

In the dark of  night the new Cell, which calls itselfthe Thorns of 
Freedom, attacks and kills Richter, one of the Guides’ newest 
apprentices, along with two of his companions. The murders are 
done swiftly and quietly, but the results are made very public, the 
three’s bodies nailed to the Gallows and their eyes and tongues 
cut out. 

The Thorns of Freedom is comprised offive members. Thomas 
is their nominal leader, a paranoid man who fears anything that 
he cannot understand. A Doomsayer of  some ability with 
Synthesis, he has long feared the Guides for the power that he 
suspects that they wield. Thomas is a Doomsayer archetype, bui 
with Melee 2 and BLD +l. 

Thomas’ long time associates Alexander and Shadrach are 
fo erJoanites who were exiled for cruelty and a love & wasn’t acceptable even in the Warrior’s Tribe. Bo 

$&omas with a near religious devotion, their slightly si 
worldview entirely trusting of  every word he speaks. B 
Herite archetypes with BLD and STR +l. 

Susan is the only member of the Cell who openly questions 
Thomas, but that is not surprising as Susan questions every- 
thing. Unfortunately she also fell deeply in love with Anna, an 
the woman’s words stirred her beyond her normal skepticism 
leap headfirst into Thomas’ murderous plans. Susan is a Heri 
archetype with CRE and KNO +l. 

The last member of  the cell is Old Tom, an ancient 
Yagan-cum-Doomsayer. Old Tom is something of 
even to the members of his cell. He has been know 
off for long stretches of time with little to no expla 
absences. Now, however, he is fully present and pushing his 
younger cellmates towards action quite violently. Old Tom is 
secretly in league with elements of his old Tribe, including 
Nidagresa, who is using him to help start the war with the 
Guides. If he is captured he can be interrogated, but has little 
information to  give other than that one of  the Little Crones w 
urging him to kill the apprentices. Old Tom is a Pellis Artisan 
archetype with PSY -1. 

violence and murder are not uncommon on Horn 
display of  brutality is still shocking and horrifying. 

young man known to be an apprentice ofthe Guides w 
targeted, and that his body was mutilated and left in one 
most sacred spots on Horn is even more terrible. Most who 
learn of the crime suspect that it was a strike 
a message to them. Inevitably this leads to th 
Anna, who has been decrying the Guides IOU 
some time now. Many among the Lightbringers 
rant to judge Anna, and some of the hotheaded Doomsayers 
with ties to the Guides obviously don’t want to wait for a ran 
they want to take justice into their own hands. 

Anna, for her part, is shocked at the murders. Despite her hat 
for the Guides and what she thinks they represent she truly never 
expected anything like this to  happen. Any violence she had 
foreseen was strictly limited to the Guides and not to  innocent 
children. She is, however, unwilling to denounce the actions, as 
she sees it as the beginning of  a war and hopes that the crisis wi 
bring the Guides to their destruction. 

Two nights after the first murder (if the P G  have not already 
influenced the situation), another of the Guide’s apprentices wil 
be attacked and brutally murdered. This time his body is left, 
eyeless and tongueless upon the steps of the Temple. At that 
point anger spills over the Doomsayer community and several 
attempts are made on Anna’s life. The Lightbringers call a rant 
to clear up the matter, but unfortunately for Anna the fact that 
she does not speak out against the attacks, and in fact comes t 
support them if pushed far enough, seals her fate. Unless the 
PCs can convince her to let her feud die she will be torn limb 
from limb by the enraged members ofthe Eighth Tribe. 
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Getting Anna to speak out against the killings, even just to 
proclaim her own innocence, will not be easy. Anna is more than 
willing to die for her beliefs, and if she thinks that her death will 
help iasten the Fallen’s rejection ofthe Guides then she will 
willingly become a martyr. Even if she can be convinced that her 

ise her position - in her eyes it is all she has left. The 
hope ofgetting through to her is through her 
Emilia. If they can bring about a reconciliation (difficult 
best o f  circumstances) between Anna and Emilia, they 

ith her daughter‘s help the Characters may be able to 
Anna that her vision was a false one, and that she 
find a reason to  live and not a reason to die. Even if the 

eath would not change anything she will be unable to 

e able to use the daughter to  talk sense into the old 

racters had not met Anna or Emilia before the troubles it 
uld not be hard to  learn of the girl, as she and her loss figure 

prominently into Anna’s speeches. Anyone who had ever heard 
Anna speak could tell the PCs of her lost daughter. 

If Anna publicly apologizes and recants her anger against the 
Guides things will still not go well for her; she will have lost 
almost all respect in the eyes of  the Tribe, but she will live. The 
Thorns of Freedom are another matter altogether. Susan will 
want to stop the killings after Anna’s declaration, but the others 

try to continue. The PCs may have to track them down 
obably with Anna’s help) and end the threat themselves. 

y years ago Judah gave an artifact that had been in his family 
r years to his wife, hoping that it would keep her honest and 

rove that she loved him truly. Now that artifact, a bit ofTera 
robe that had been turned into a scarf, has come back 
t the cursed man. The symbol of everything he lost and 
ng that went wrong in his life was sent by Lishan in the 

ompany of  a newly fallen Evan in order to stirJudah into 
madness. 

The girl, a cute little thing with a clubfoot that she kept carefully 
cealed, comes to Horn bleeding and crying, but with more 
sessions than most. For some reason the Joanite Watch did 
strip her o f  her possessions or hassle her very much at all. 
is lovely enough, even beaten, to  attract much attention - 

most of it unsavory and harmful. She is lucky, however, for 
before any of  the wolves that linger around the Bridge could 
have at her, Halos comes through the crowd and takes her 
aside. Several witnesses see them speaking together, and the girl 
seems terrified ofthe old man, but also unable to look away or 
leave his side. The two of them leave together, heading along 
the Winding Road along the north bank of Horn. 

55 

The next morning the girl is found dead, raped and drowned or 
smothered. Her body is caught in a tangle of branches that stick 
out from the bank into the rapid water ofthe Great River. Like 
the bad penny that he is, Judah happens to be on the scene. 
While everyone else is tired and upset by another pointless 
murder, Judah stands stone still and stares. The girl looks 
enough like Rebecca to be her sister or daughter, and tied 
around her wrist is the scarfthat he had so long ago given to his 
wife. For his whole life Judah had lived for justice and law, and 
failed himself and everything he believed in when he murdered 
his love. Now he sees the same demon rise up again, but this 
time done by a hand other than his. All the hate, the guilt, the 
rage, and the helplessness that bum through Judah find an 
outlet, a way to explode without destroying himself. Every bit of 
hate he holds for himself is projected onto the murderer ofthis 
little girl. It takes the formerludge less than an hour to find out 
that the last person that the girl was seen with before her death 
was Halos, and then not even the Guide’s fearsome reputation 
will be enough to stop Judah’s mad assault. 

. ., 
judah is not alone in his attack upon Halos. Anna’s preachings 
(even ifshe publicly retracted them in PoisonedFuture) and the 
murders of  the apprentices (while the Guides seemed to sit still 
and do nothing) have led to a great deal of suspicion and 
distrust among some of  the groups ofthe Eighth Tribe. Judah 
has gained a very strong personal reputation as a man utterly (if 
unpleasantly) devoted to justice, and several Lightbringers and 
Jackers have formed into a loose cell around their distant and 
aloof leader. Now, with so much evidence and Judah’s 
unshakable certainty that Halos was the killer, they are willing to 
follow him and do anything it takes to see justice done. The 
Lightbringer and Jacker archetypes can be used forJudah’s 
followers, with Law 1 and Investigation 1 added. 

Angus is the real killer. The devious little weasel used a 
Magdalite Aspect (see Word ofthe Fates p. 97) in order to 
make himself look so much like Halos that no one, not even 
those with Recognition, was able to  tell that it was not the Guide 
himself. Acting on orders from his mistress he killed and raped 
the girl, then lodged her body into roots where it would be sure 
to be found. He then promptly vanished into Bazaar. 

Halos is not surprised by the path Judah takes. In many ways 
Halos knows exactly whoJudah is, for he sees a strong reflection 
of himself in the other man. He did not see the girl’s murder 
coming in time to stop it, and that, combined with the guilt o f  
doing nothing while his apprentices were murdered, has sapped 
his strength considerably. He looks very much the part of a 
guilty man whose sins have finally caught up with him. Though 
he is unafraid ofJudah, he is afraid ofwhat he will have to  do 
and reveal if the man pushes too hard. The Guides do have 
many, many secrets and they know that they cannot afford to let 
most of them come to light yet. So for now Halos is biding his 
time, IettingJudah have his way and hoping that the PCs can 
stop things before he is pushed too far. 
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TAs &on as he has gathered evidence against Halos, Judah will 
lead an armed contingent of men to find Halos and seize him to 
stand “trial.” They will make no secret of what they are doing, 
and a crowd will gather to watch them - some of  the crowd 
agitating towards stoppingludah and his veritable lynch mob. If 
the P G  are there and try to stand in the way Judah will tell them 
to step aside. Any protestations of  Halos’ innocence will be met 
with a stone face and the argument that if he is innocent then he 
has nothing to fear from standing trial before the Tribe. (If the 
P G  don’t step forward at this pointJudah may well try for some 
gallows justice and try to kill Halos then and there. At that point 
the P G  should interfere, iffor no other reason then to avoid 
massive bloodshed.) So long as Judah agrees to hold a trial 
rather than dispense immediate ‘justice,’ Halos will step out and 
surrender himself before any serious violence can begin. 

Den Hades will then approach the PCs, asking for their help. She I 

assures them that Halos is innocent, but is going along with the 
trial in order to prevent bloodshed, and because he has hope 
thatjudah can be brought to see how his own rage and guilt are 
twisting him. She tells the P G  in rather vague terms what she 
knows ofJudah’s history (unless the PCs have already discov- 
ered it for themselves). Her suggestion to them is that if they 
can make Judah accept his own guilt, and possibly his wife’s 
innocence, it might save both he and Halos. She freely admits, 
however, that it might also kill Judah to  be finally forced to 
realize the truth. 

At this point the P G  are I& to their own devices in figuring out 
a defense for Halos and a way to make Judah come to his 
senses. Possible paths include talking to Calen, who will be 
willing to help them only if he thinks that it will hurtludah. Galen 
never recovered from Rebecca’s death, and hates Judah nearly 
as much asjudah hates himself. It may also be possible to find 
Louis, who has been cast out as well. Louis, however, fears 
Judah and so never moved to Hom. He lives in the outpost on 
the south end of the South Tier Bridge, hiding in misery and filth 
- afraid thatJudah or Calen will some day find him and figure 
out what he did. Getting him to confess is possible, if difficult. 
The one thing that does fall heavily in the PG’ favor is the scarf 
itself. As a Sheban artifact it can be used to force truth upon 
those who are wearing it (willingly or otherwise), and can be 
used to great dfect in forcing characters to speak the truth. As 
well, though the P G  will have to work to figure this out, anyone 
holding the scarfand asked whether they saw Halos and the 
murdered girl together will answer no - to their own shock. 
The artifact is in this way even more potent than Angus’ magic. 

\ 

How the P G  finally confrontJudah is similarly up to them. In 
wild chaos and gamesmanship of  a rant-style trial, they could 
turn the proceedings from a trial of Halos to a trial ofJudah. If 
they can breakludah’s will and force him to confront his own 
guilt, then they can also make him see that his evidence against 

not a lasting solution. 

whispering into her ear. The crafty Magdalite has been slowly 
working himself into Colette’s confidence, convincing her that 

has been under Aucausin’s direction for some years now. An 
was content to simply use Colette, butlessamin was quite 
insistent that her sister not be used and cast aside - she shod 
be used and then disposed of. 

Angus has thus convinced Colette that Dernitri is on the verge 
of suicide, and that unless she acts soon the love of  her life will 
die alone. The one thing keeping the two apart, Colette has 
been led to believe, isjoan’s jealousy - made manifest in 
Marcus. The angry uncle is going to protect his boy to death. 
For some time now Angus has been telling Colette that there 
a way to  convince Marcus to let Demitri go. If the old man 

perhaps a heartstone. 
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e Guides were debating about what to do about the 
and trials o f  their apprentices they did not watch their 

as carefully as they might have. Colette found young 
an, who was in terror and pain over the sudden attacks 

ly she could. She led Zachari to  believe that she loved 
d that the two ofthem could be happy together far away 
e Guides and all the pain and confusion of Horn. She 

to take T’iphal’s heartstone (to protect them in 
nd flee with her from Horn. Colette intends to 

tone from the boy and send him back to Horn, shamed 
but still alive. Angus and the others have other plans, 

r, and they told Marcus that Colette was coming to take 
carrying a powerful artifact that would allow her to 

er glee does not quite keep her wits, speaking 
emitri can hear. Frantic to stop Colette’s 

is on the edge of hysteria by the time the adventure 

deception to get what she wants. 

is in love for the first time in his life. In Colette’s arms he 

one and afraid of Den Hades’ anger, but he is 
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after Zachari steals the stone and runs into the night with 
Colette, the Player Characters will realize that something is 
terribly wrong. This could be from a sudden premonition, a 
message from the Guides, or when Colette misses a meeting 
that she would normally have kept with them. The Guides, if 
questioned, can tell the P G  that Zachari and a heartstone are 
gone, and will let them know that the loss of  the heartstone is 
not acceptable. (The fact that the Guides were willing to let 
some oftheir apprentices die for the sake offate but are not 
willing to lose the stone should strike the characters as 
significant.) The PCs must then put two and two together, and 
go after Colette and Zachari. 

If the P G  know Colette’s background well enough they may 
suspect the place she went to meet Demitri and Marcus - the 
same place where she was supposed to meet Dernitri the night 
she fled from her home. This secluded spot is just southwest o f  
Bazaar and is relatively sheltered from any passing eyes. If the 
PCs do not know of the spot then tracking skills and Eminences 
such Fate, Wisdom, Mystery, and Recognition will be very useful 
in catching up with the fugitives. 

When they arrive a storm breaks out, turning the night into a 
chaos ofthunder and rain. At the same time that they get to the 
scene Demitri and Marcus arrive as well, both with their swords 
out. Angus is also there, adding to the confusion with illusions 
and bad advice to anyone that listens. A running battle breaks 
out, and the Characters will have to do everything in their power 
to  keep the two Joanites from slaughtering them, each other, 
Colette and Zachari. During the confusion Angus knifes Zachari 
and tries to  escape with the heartstone. 

In the aftermath ofthe battle the P G  will have to figure out - 
and convince any surviving NPCs - that they were tricked, and 
that the whole reason for all this pain was so that Angus could 
get his hands on the heartstone. Colette and Dernitri, if they live, 
will want to help the P G  make things right. Marcus’ reaction will 
depend entirely on how persuasive the PCs are, and whether or 
not Demitri is alive. Any of  the three can suggest to the P G  that 
they start the hunt for the missing heartstone at Colette’s 
father’s house. The PCs will have to be very careful, however, as 
both Angus and Jessamin (as well as several o f  their friends) will 
probably be there and ready to kill any characters who prove 
too persistent in tracking them. Even once those threats are 
dealt with, the P G  will still have to navigate the maze of 
Magdalite loyalties and half-truths that fill the whorehouse. If 
they are very clever and persistent they can learn that the stone 
was taken by a middle-aged Evan woman who was headed 
towards Yagan lands. The woman was Lishan, who was taking 
the stone to a meeting with her priestly sisters. 
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Seeds only Alexei avoided doing what the circle wanted him to 
- mostly due to the influence of  his wife’s ghost. He did, 
however, fall into the trap that T’iphal had so carefully prepared 
for him. To rise again into the world T’iphal’s heartstone has to  
be at the center o f  a slaughter, and so the old Lord has wormed 
and wriggled his way into setting Alexei up to lead that 
slaughter. While the P G  have been busy dealing with the attacks 
upon the Guides and their followers, Alexei has been equally 
busy planning his final bloody revenge upon those he thinks 
killed his mother and wife. Working with the cell that he has built 
up over his year in Hom, he has carefdly planned out a strike 
into his aunt’s home which will leave only blood and carnage in 
its wake. In his anger Alexei has decided that an eye for an eye is 
not enough; for the memory o f  his mother and wife he will have 
the eyes o f  all who were once his clan. 

What Alexei could not know is that his aunt is a crony of  
Nidagresa’s, and that she will be acting as host to the Circle o f  
the Sower’s first attempt to use the stone - the same night 
Alexei’s dreams have led him to believe is the best night to take 
his revenge. Now Alexei, his men, and his clan are walking 
towards a trap that, once sprung, will allow a demon to be 
reborn from their blood. 

%.  .\ 
Xlexei’s cell is a mixed group o f  nearly a dozen Herites and 
Jackers. All ofthem are skilled in the a m  of stealth and blade 
work, and several have considerable skill with poison as well. To 
a one they are grim, silent, and obsessed with death in one way 
or another. Most paint their faces white and the hollows of  their 
eyes black. TheJacker or Herite archetypes can be used, but all 
have Sneak and Melee 2/+1, and four have Herbalism and Lore 
(Poison) at 2 as well. 

Alexei’s former clan is a mixed group, ranging from children to 
aged elders. They are Yagans, and thus slightly unnerving to  
outsiders, but are still just normal people. Most o f  them are 
completely innocent o f  any wrongdoing and just want to live 
out their lives in peace. A few ofthem have some weapons skills, 
and most know at least a few kinds of  poison. The Pellis Artisan 
archetype can be used, with BLD and KNO modified to reflect 
the different ages and levels of  experience. 

T’iphal, if he is successful in rising from his stone, is a very 
powerful Z’bri lord with the atmospheres of both Koleris and 
Sangis. Even weakened from his birth he is probably more 
powerful than any Z‘bri the Player Characters will ever have 
faced alone. 

The PCs will most likely meet Alexei as they go into Mortuary o 
Lishan’s trail after the events in Poisoned Love. If they missed 
the events in that story for any reason they can be put back on 
track by giving them a vision of the horror of T’iphal’s rebirth, 
by being approached by Alexei to go with him into Mortuary. 

lfthey meet Alexei and his men on the road (especially likely 
they had ever sneaked into Mortuary with Alexei’s help 
- see the Quest Seeds section) they may well be relie 
find other Fallen who seem ready and willing to help th 
along. Alexei will not dissuade them from thinking this, 
welcome their presence in the group. After all, they ca 
as a distraction if nothing else. If any of  the P G  pay close 
attention to the party they have found themselves with, 
however, they will realize that this is not meant to be a su 
strike or an attempt to  recover the stone. It is a raid o f  sla 
Any character with Wisdom, Recognition, or any other sui 
Eminence may realize at this point that something is very wrong, 
and that the raid’s timing, so close to the other murders, cannot 
be accidental. Of course even without any sort o f  warning it is 
possible they will want to  dissuade Alexe(from taking suci a 
bloody vengeance. 

Alexei will not be easy to convince. He has dreamed of bloo 
a year now, and the PCs will have to be very persuasive to tu 
him from his chosen path. Their best hope is to appeal to 
wife’s ghost, and hope that she will help the man see som 
reason. If nothing else works then a PC could have a visio 
T’iphal’s rebirth and convince Alexei that his anger is reall 
sewing a Z’bri’s will. If they can convince Alexei that takin 
stone is the most important thing at the moment then he wil 
agree to  help, though even with the best of convincing he will 
waver on the line between vengeance and justice. 

With Alexei’s help the Player Characters will have little difficu 
sneaking into Mortuary. Once there, however, things beco 
more difficult. All three of  the Sisters have several guards w 
them, and they are far more alert than Alexei’s former clan 
would have been. The group can try to sneak in, but in all 
likelihood a battle will break out. At that point Alexei (and 
berserking Demitri and Marcus, if they are with the party) 
slip into blood-madness and a slaughter will begin. The Ci 
hearing the battle, will all attempt to seize the stone for 
themselves, thinking that the others have betrayed them. 
Yagan clan will wake, and innocents will flood into the fig 

If none of  the PCs has had a vision of  T’iphal rising before th 
point, one of them will have it now. They will see that unless 
they stop the slaughter then the demon will rise again, 
results could well be disastrous. The stone has to beta 
the Circle, but at the same time the fighting has to be 
before it can shed enough blood to free the Z’bri lord 
PCs manage this is up to them, but it will not be easy. 
leaders of  both sides (possibly including Alexei, if he cannot 
stopped) may allow the Characters to bring the fight to a halt 
before it reaches critical mass. Refusing to fight or martyring 
themselves may also counter the carnage with enough pure 
emotion to stop the rebirth, but the cost o f  such actions will be 
terribly high. 
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P G  come up with a suitable plan the Weaver should let it 
but should not go easy on them. NOW is a time of  

ce, and stopping the battle should not be easy or painless. 
, Colette, and one or more of  the PCs may end up dead or 

led for life, and even then they may not be successful. If 
al does rise then the P G  will have an enemy that will take 
a great deal o f  time to defeat. Such an enemy could turn 
he seed for a whole new storyline. 

Tribes, and their most trusted followers make up the 
Circle of  the Harvest. All three of  the priestesses are\ 
th in influence and in Synthesis. All three are 
ient, and all three have become utterlv corruot. 

Their luit’to steal T’iphal’s heartstone from the &ides h& 
allowed the Z’bri’s subtle but lingering influence to corrupt their 
hearts and turn them against each other. 

............ ̂  
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6 e h y  twelve years ago a young priestess o f  Eva was brought 
into the deepest ranks ofthe Shamans. There she learned ofthe 
Evan belidthat the Guides had killed Mary. The young woman 
was outraged, and her anger led her to  see a way to get even 
with the murderers: take that which was precious to them, and 
sow destruction along the path they wished to walk. There she 
came under T’iphal’s subtle influence. 

Lishan was always cardul, and willing to take a long-term view of 
things. She slowly began to plot, thinking ofways to hurt the 
Guides. Her first move was to arrange forJudah’s fall. As part o f  
her manipulation ofthe old Sheban she met Aucausin, whose 
aid she needed to move Galen into place. Through Aucausin 
she met Nidagresa, and after several years the three turned their 
friendship into a silent circle intending to  harm the Guides and 
gain the heartstone for their Fatimas. 

In her deepest heart Lishan knows that things have changed. She 
no longer has any intention of  bringing a heartstone to Eva; she 
wants it for her own. She is no longer trying to get justice for 
Mary’s death; rather, she is trying to hurt the Guides out o f  hate 
and envy. She has yet to  admit this to herself, though, as of  the 
entire shadow cast Circle Lishan still has the purest heart and the 
greatest chance to break the heartstone’s hold over her. She will 
not, however, ever back down from disgracing and harming the 
Guides, as she feels her hate for them is fully justified. 

Highlights: Patient, intuitive, and corrupted. 

Atbib- CRE +2, INF +1, KNO +1, PER +1, PSY +3, WIL +2 

Skills: Agriculture 2/+1, Animal Care 2/+1, Animal Handling 1/+2, 
Cooking 2/+2, Dreaming 2/+3, Etiquette l/+l, Healing 2/+1, 
Herbalism 2/+1, Human Perception 2/+3, Grooming 1/0, 
Leadership 2/+1, Mythology 1/+1, Notice 2/+1, Ritual 3/+1, 
Teaching 2/+2, Synthesis 3 

Aspeck: Anima 

Equipment Sickle AD+3 
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there is too much in life that is ugly, and not enough that IS 

beauthl. From her youngest days Aucausin could not accept 
that anything ugly could be good, for beauty is the maik o f  
Magdalen’s grace. These beliefs grew into a philosophy of the 
correspondence of  soul and body, and Aucausin mistrusted 
Den Hades from the day she first saw the malformed woman. 
She knew that something so distorted could only be warped in 
spirit in some way. 

\ 

- 

When Aucausin met with Lishan she was only too willing to help 
her break up the obviously ill-suited marriage between Judah and 
Rebecca. She did not, however, buy Lishan’s initial explanations 
for the destruction that followed, and used her considerable 
wiles to seduce the Evan and find out her secrets. When she 
learned ofthe Guides’ evil from her lover’s lips she was only too 
hzppy to help her against them. After all destroying something 
that ugly could only be for everyone’s good. 

In time Aucausin and Lishan’s affair, which had been more a 
matter of hormones than anything else, faded and died. 
Aucausin slowly found a new lust - possessing one ofthe 
stones that the Guides held. She could feel the passion in that 
stone, feel the burning of it in her belly. She knew that she had 
to have that stone, and it had to  be hers alone. The fact that 
Lishan had gotten over Aucausin - which no one should ever 
do - only added to the woman’s desire to strip the stone from 
her sister and leave her barren. 

Atbib- APP +2, CRE +1, FIT +1, INF +2, KNO +1, PER +1, PSY 
-1, WIL +1 

Skills: Athleticsl/+l, Combat Sense 1/+1, Craft (Drugs) 2/+1, 
Dance 2/0, Dodge 210, Dreaming21-1, Etiquette 2/+2, 
Grooming 2/+2, Herbalism 2/+1, Human Perception 2/-1, Music 
2/+1, Mythology 1/+1, Notice 2/+1, Ritual 2/+1, Seduction 3/+2, 
Theatrics 2/+2, Synthesis 3 

Aspeas: Passion, Treason 

Equipment: Dagger AD+3, several doses of  libs, dose of  poison. 

A G R F S A  

nd cold in heart and mind, Nidagresa lost any sense of 
passion long ago. Time and tide burned her clean of  emotion till 
only one thing mattered to her - the thrill of the game. Politics 
and conspiracy were her one passion, and winning was all that 
mattered to her. For years she set up factions and problems 
within her Tribe and others, playing people against each other 
simply to  see how well she could make them dance. Several 
times particularly bright victims would discover that she was 
behind the misery in their lives and would do everything in their 
power to destroy her or rob her of power. Those were the times 
when she was happiest, for the game is always best when played 
against a strong and determined opponent. 

Even these games were starting to  pale for her when she was 
approached by Aucausin, who knew her passions well, with a 
proposal for a new and even more dangerous game. To play a 
match of  betrayal and death with beings powerful enough to 
bring about the death of a Fatima was as great a thrill as 
Nidagresa could imagine. She eagerly agreed, needing this test 
to keep herself interested in life. As the years rolled on she gave 
the vague plans that Lishan and Aucausin had formed a real 
focus and sensible nature, and a new thought occurred to her 
- even better than defeating the Guides was defeating the 
Guides and her supposed allies at once. Nidagresa never turned 
down a challenge, so now she has to prove to herself that not 
even her sisters and the Guides together are her equals. 

Highlights: Cold, brilliant, driven 

Attributes: AGI -1, APP -1, CRE +2, FIT -2, KNO +3, PER +1, PSY 
+1, WIL +2, STR -1 

Skills: Craft (Fleshing) 2/+2, Mythology 2/+3, Dreaming 1/+1, 
Notice 2/+1, Human Perception 2/+1, ReadlWrite 2/+3, 
Interrogation 2/+2, Ritual 2/+3, Intimidate l/O, Tactics 4/+2, 
Investigation 2/+1, Theatrics l/O, Leadership 110, Synthesis 3 

Aspects: Curse of  Dream, Dream Walk 
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As with many Tribe 8 stories, Harvest of Thorns is about fate, 
freedom, and individual choices. The four main characters ofthe 
stories in this book are symbols ofwhat the Eighth Tribe is, and 
may become. All of them have suffered, have been conspired 
against, and have been betrayed. At the same time all ofthem 
have chosen their fate: though they were set up to fall it was 
their own actions that cast them over the edge. When they deal 
with the four main NPCs the PCs should see reflections of  
themselves and ofthe Eighth Tribe as a whole. The easiest way 
to do this is to emphasize the similarities in any situations that 
the PCs have experienced that the four NPCs are now going 
through. For example, a PC who has lost a love in the Tribes is a 
perfect mirror for Colette. The PC could well see something of  
herself and her own pain in the hopeful and desperate young 
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When Judah killed his wife he killed his own heart. From that 
moment on the old former Sheban has been unable to have 
faith in anyone or anything. Nothing fills his heart anymore save 
suspicion and a dull anger that life could be so unjust. There is, 
however, still something left o f  the force of personality and will 
that made Judah such a powerful judge, and that has allowed 
Judah to rise to a position of prominence among the Fallen. 

Unfortunately it is not a position that has brought any unity or 
peace to the growing Eighth Tribe. Judah sees sin everywhere, 
and he and his cadre have made it their mission to make sure 
that those for whom banishment was not sufficient punishment 
receive every last jot of the punishment that is due to them. 
Over the years many newly Fallen have found themselves 
beaten, harassed, and occasionally killed byJudah’s men. Several 
o f  the powers that be on Horn have tried to stop these attacks, 
butjudah’s strength of  mind and personality has always allowed 
him to call down the approval o f  the mob and kept him from 
having to face punishment. 

Though Judah is a hard man and a brutal one, the deepest truth 
is that he is hiding. In his heart o f  hearts Judah wonders if he has 
not killed an innocent and become the murderer and traitor that 
he sees in the faces of everyone around him. If he were to ever 
find evidence that his wife really had not betrayed him, and that 
he had murdered her while she was ‘pure,’ then he would break. 
Whether or not he would ever recover depends upon how he is 
treated during his fall. 

Highlights: Bitter, judgmental. 

Athibuhs: ACI -1, BLD +1, FIT -1, INF +2, KNO +2, PER +1, PSY - 
1, WIL +2, STR 0, HEA 0, STA 25, UD 3, AD 3 

Skills: Hand-to-Hand 11-1, Investigation 2/+1, Law 3/+2, 
Leadership 2/+2, Lore (Horn) 2/+2, Notice 2/+1, Teaching 1/+2, 
Theatrics 2/+2, Streetwise 1/+2, Synthesis 2 

Eminences. Truth, Vengeance 

Aspects: Truthsaying 

Equipment: Staff (AD+7). 
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Knobn as “the Silent,” Alexei was always a grim man who kept 
his own council even when surrounded by friends and family. 
Now that he lives among the Fallen that reticence has reached a 
new level. Alexei rarely speaks to  anyone except when he has to, 
and he never confides anything of his past or the pain that 
shows so clearly in his eyes. Morbid and dark, he seems to many 
to be little more than a ghost himself, and many curious tales 
about his banishment circulate among the gossips of Hom. 

Though it surprised even him, Alexei’s pain and rage, as well as 
his nihilism, brought him a group of associates. Calling them 
friends would be a mistake, but they are willing to listen on 
those rare occasions where Alexei speaks. Some of them have 
even seen him speaking with his wife’s ghost (or what appears 
to be his wife’s ghost), and wonder at what could so haunt a 
man that his only love was one in the grave. Though he has not 
yet asked for their aid, all o f  them would be willing to help vent 
their rage by helping Alexei strike at his former family. 

The irony of  Alexei’s character is that he is not a violent man. He 
is, in his heart, a watcher and a learner, a man of  peace and 
contemplation. There is nothing that would suit him better than 
to gather the lore ofJoshua, of dead people and lost places. 
Unless something changes his path it will never happen, as for 
now all Alexei sees is blood - one imagined bloody reprisal 
afier another, each more vicious and inhuman than the last. It is 
only a matter of time till his imagination spills free. and blood 
pours over the bones of  Mortuary. 

Highligtm Silent, dark, romantic. 

Attributts: ACI +1, APP -1, CRE +1, PER +2, WIL +1, STR 0, HEA 
0, STA 25, UD 5, AD 6 

Skills: Athletics l/+l, Combat Sense 2/+2, Dodge 2/+1, Hand-to- 
Hand 2/+1, Investigation 1/+2, Leadership 110, Lore (Ghosts) 31 
0, Lore (Yagan) 2/0, Melee 3/+1, Sneak 3/+1, Theatrics 110, 
Throwing 1/+1, Synthesis 1 

Eminem. Death, Recognition 

Equipment Short Sword (AD + 8), Flesher Dagger (AD + 4). 
poison 
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tive)y new face in Hom, Colette seeks to bring other Fallen 
round to  her vision: love is the key to overthrowing the Fatimas 

to freeing the Tribes. Her unusually optimistic air has earned 
the name ‘the Hopeful,’ although most use it derisively and 
the seventeen year-old as naive. Few see and recognize the 

ardly betrayal at her trial, Colette still 
passionately, and holds his family and 

lights: Optimistic, beautiful, driven 

2/+1, Human Perception (specialization: Body 
, Dreaming 1/+1, Etiquette l /+ l ,  Music 3/0, 
, Seduction 3/+2, Hand-to-Hand l /+ l ,  Theatrics 
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Order Form 

Dream Pod 9’s Tribe 8 Jewelry TM 

These beautiful satin finished necklaces are hand-crafted in ster- 
ling silver and come suspended on a 28 inch black, cotton cord 
tied with slip knots. 

i)P9-001 The t;?llen Pcndant 
I)P9-005 ’I’hc Scvcml‘rihes Pcmdant 
I)W-o09 .loanThc Warrior Pendant 
I)P9-013 ‘lm Sheha Pcndi~nt 

TO OIU)i:i< send payment and all requested information to: 

$24.99 
$24.09 
$24.99 
$24.99 

Ms. Georgia Panaritis 
IW. Hox tWStation*H’ 
Monttu.al, (IC, H3H 3K5, Canadil 

selected Items 
Stock”. - Oudntity - Stock”. - uut1nrlry.- 
Stock” - Ou,intity - Stock’. - Ouantity- 
Surface Finish: 

Shipping Method: 
0 Kcbgistered Mail 

-Shippingand I ldndling 
.‘lottil Amount 

Your ndmcdnd shippingaddrrW 

I’honc Numhcr ( ) 

SiRndt urc. 

AI.1 AMOONIS AIU. lNA.Ml:l<lCAV ( O S ]  I)Ol.l.AHS 

SI III’I’ING ANI) I IANI)LIN(; (%I I1  
Hcgul.ir Mall. no (hargc. I(i~gi\trri*d Mall ShSO 

Ihymcnt must he drawn lrom an Amcrican Hankand should he made 
out to. GEOIKJA IIANAl~lllS Valid pnymrnt methods arc. Piwind 
Chrckor Intrrnatiiinal Money Onlcr 
Sorry. 111) COIl.cash iircwdit card onlrrs 
I%wr cillow 6 to 10 wrcb liir dclivery 

L M d :  c,,ntori~jovascrypt.~,~m 

http//:wwwJavascrypt.com 
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