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~I11YTOYS 

From the reflections of Agnes the Child: 

That one is my current favorite, with her red curls and the bright way she smiles. She 
makes me laugh. They grow up so fast, though, and meir touch becomes too thin for 
even me to hold, and so I must search out othe~ who are attuned to my touch. 

My last favorite - or was it the one: before her? They blur together so easily in my 
mind, like too many marbb spilled from a pouch at once. But that one, Hyrin. was so 
pure in Wonder it almost pained my heart when she gr~ up. Almost. There is always 
another Child far me to favor. There is always morc life to be found . 

If only my Sisters understood! My time will come, and my Tribe will reveal truths long 
buried under the bones and ashes of yesterday. The camps arc gone, the sun still rises, 
and we will breath life into the world. 

)'~tbe Shadows Cast by the Dance 

It Ictterfrom the Udy ofRahntoh: 

My dearest linle boy, 1t has been far too long since you've warmed my side, and all of 
my orifices miss you terribly. However. I must regretfully call upon you again to 
perform a service that shall keep you from me for a longer time yet. 

The mission I have to;uk of you is quite simple for one of your talents. The Walking 
Things on Virna!,), disturb me. Before they ca.n become a thorn in our side we must 
test them, must find their me;uure, and must do so without waking them from their 
self· absorbed slumber. I wish fOf you to test the ones they call the Dancer.;, the little 
Child and Her Sister of Insanity. They trouble me the most of all, for I cannot know 
them, these Dancer.; that are the heart of that little Nation. It is there, in the beating 
pulse that shudders uncontrollably through the lives of their people, that we will find of 
what these beings are truly made. Go now, my pet, and tcst them. See how bright their 
laughter really is. 

2r-The Trouble wi("h Dolls 
.<.~ 

From the rdIcctions of Dahlia the Trickster: 

It is always funny when those who hate us see more clearly than those who claim they 
love us. The Beasts are plotting against us, my little Niece and I. They know that it w;u 
I who taught our children to laugh again, taught them not to take the yoke of living so 
seriously that they could not dance Of'i/OW. Mary touched their souls and purified 
them so that I could touch their spirits and make them light. 

I could halt the momentum of this plot with only a breath, but Agnes is not fully in Her 
own yet, and allows the refection of my Sisters to weigh upon Her. Perhaps living 
through this storm will teach Her how to throw off their hands and reach for what She 
wants. After all, no growing comes without a little pain. 1 will, as always, be dancing in 
the shadows, just out of sight, and will ensure it does not go too fat . 
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Word of the Dancers 

w"rd "fth~ DMl<UJ;" th~ thiN "f 

the Wt>nibwL fur the Tri~ /j 

n1kpUyingg~nte. It cktliiJ the 

WI>,{d "f the tWI> )"'WIsest ~rtd 

nt<J:!.l dlUi~ TribeJ in the N~ri"n: 

the Tr;oo "f AgneJ the Child. ~M 

o..hli.l the Triduttr. ThiJ b..>.lk 

upmW upon the nt,lIerW 

prbtnted in the Tribe, /j Rultbouk 

md. Vim.>ry,.vtdgivtJ WUV<:rJ lM 

Pi.l)'c:rJ ..!i"" u.JeI1ti..l nt~teri..! fur 

inw .. p"r~ting the Tribe. "f the 

O .lIIUf> i"t" their c)'d~ both ... 

PL.>""J md. N.>n.Pi.lycr clwuters. 

The 11m fuur ch~pterJ Jh"w the 

w"rId ,,( Tribe /j thnlugh the~)"'.! 

,,( memberJ of the tIW trloo ilt 

qu~t"'n, li w~U li through their 

~U;es ~nd enem;eJ, MId the wttWI> 

ch.."tcr.give tkt~lled ;nli.>rm~tWn 

"" diff ...... nt w~y. t" ~ thlJ 1,,

chHa.;: ter inf","m~t"''' wllllln ~ 

gMlle. The ,Wries p", ... nted ~re 

tightly Intmi"w,jwt li the f~l~ 

Mld liVeJ "f _ntbeN "f the rribe. 

~re - in ~ c.m1pliuttd D.lI1Ct "(joy 

~nd rtUtlnt.». 
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From the notes ofShahana of Bazaar: 

listen to the wind. 

Night and day, voices whisper in bleak COITido~. There are echoes in the smallest 
sound, tunneling down the winding streets ofBauar to the lowest empol'iul1U. There, 
sundry lives spill their hearts in drink and loosen their tongues in seductioo's kiss. 
Down by the lapping walles of the river: tide in, ride out, bringing smuggled goods 
and smuggled li .... es. Testaments of covert rcmdezllous brush the bobbing heids of 
wheat in the fields; reaching up. you Ciln pluck secrets from the air like wishing seeds, 
tuck them in your pockets to ~e what germinites, what blooms. 

I am Shahana, and stealing these whispc~ is my trade. 

There are an open even in sleep, for the River has its own secrets. They are flotum, 
jetsam on the tide like smooth-washed stooes and water·worn wood. They may wear 
the costume of poor players. but Dahlia's children know what lies behind the mask! of 
ordinary things. String in your mind the web of this world; compile its topography. The 
spider canoot catch you. For all its many eyes. false movements. like false: knowing, will 
always spin a spider towards a false prey. Others pay me handsomely for the knowing I 
possess. Such trust they give. when all the while I could be: sending them to the 
spider's mawl 

But of course that's not good for business - except when it is. 

I have eleven twisting paths of knowledge that have grown thick and reliable with time 
and my careful pruning. Through all the winding streets of Bazaar, through the web of 
roads that knits Vimary together. they unfold like birch branches, generating new 
branches of their own and new leaves to help them bring the light of knowledge back 
to my central store. 

Only eleven now. I used to have twelve, bot there's a prke tNt must be ~jd when you 
rise above the forest. Every caravan's scout knows that height is the best perch. but to 
be 50 till and see 50 much attracts the most vindictive oflighming.1 have been 
growing a new shoot. She managed to push her own inquisitive head through the 
pages of my bark. and accomplishments like that should be rewardc<l. 

This Doll. My little Forgiver exaggerates the doom ofits loss. I do not doubt its value 
for her preservation, but pertups it would be a lesson welllc:amed for the Nation to 
experience the wrath of the Child. She is disregarded by the Pillars and stiflc:d by the 
Fates. Only Dahli10 undefStinds th10t Agnes is as much Fatima as H.:r Mother was 
something Ra.iSS1o should recognize especially welt. Still. there are too few M10rians left 
in the world with valuable information still unrevealed to let any h.de away just yet. And 
their trust must be eamed. not bought. I shall send my fledgling in aid. Soon to be: a 
woman in her own right. Korain would make an excellent Stea.ler. She is courageous, 
bright and crafty. though her youth makes her rash. This ma.tter shall make an excellent 
test to temper her, to see if she is wonhy to flourish in the shade of my guild. 
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sh.ahatta, little Trickster of 
the wh(sper Stealers Guild 

Onu- tJf tM t'fuIdm wkuL Sh~n~ 
u ~ Iivi"Strick ~n eM ~<1Ie 

TrIbe. When ~ 'eW!fd the ;l~ tJf 
30 ,~" W c ... ",yinud 

~nt thott Joke Iu.d mHf;"d oUl 
ban.md Idt u..,ur~y.m. ;lgUrut ill 
tnditiott, t...> Ii>'t with h'm. 11Ut~, 
U lOOn U Shah41U bruke fT<>m M~ 

.:anvan. Joke instilled herK'lf in 
qlW'Un neM eM CV\tD' <>f ~ 
~nd took t<> daing the worlc tJf tht 

guilD. whiu. me Iud fuun<kd . 

No7w wdllnt<> middJ.: ;,g<', 5h.Uwu U 
the undUputed had"'( the Vv'IWper 

Stukr.. and fib ~ the U-ntD'..,( • >';UI 

.....,f,..,(knuWWgc md inMm.tti"", 

of ~ it if nat e.uy w run Hlng 

..t lJ1ie' wM --ud jLUt U AAJn ¥?' 
<In her <II' udt «her U up<>'1 'lIl)Ull( 

~,bod 5IWun.l wuuldnl h.t.-e II 
Vly <>thu W;lY. The ~ int.try>by,,( 
~ lies. deuptiotu, }yJf·tn.IIu. 

.md. p.;ainfuUy ~ IrwnlUtWn if 

IN: bot pm "'" un w..m>'t..r and 
Joe lows it......,.., Uun Uk. 

HighUghb: ~termined, Intdtig.:nt, 
[Icyi ....... 

Attributef: APP .. I. CllE " 2, lNf 
+2, KNO +2, PER + I, PS'f + I, W/L 

+ 1, HEA + 1. ITA 30. 

Skllli: c...nb~t Seru<: 1/ + r OioguUe 

21+2, ~ 110, Etiqllt"tu 11+2, 
f<>rguy 21+2. Gfwming 1/+ 1. 

HoUld·t<>-li.Ind 1/0. Hllm.on 

Percepti<>n 21+ r. 'nter~tj"n 1I 
+2, In.....tlg.ti,," 3/+ 1. Leulenhlp 

21+2. L ..... e (TriWl, faIkn) V+2. 
M ... k 11+2. N<>tice 3/+ 1,ltudl 

Write CTriW/, On.1inI c.xU:, ¥.ISVl. 
Ev.n) 2I+l. skight.of.H.ond I II), 

Snm VO, Strutwife 2/ .. 2, 

ThufTIu 21+2, Synlhoo 2. 
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I "'''' .. ",bl ,II tho loog ~.~ o;ght thro,gh th, h,," of th, O;,wd,d """,, I mo" "" ,w;ft kot. "" the '""''' of 
the River's ClJrrents, V1d even ttf sun In alr its ragmg fire tw not beaten ~ to the Caravan of the Red Dawn. A K~pcr 
told me once that this sun of o~rs moves 20 clicks in the breath of a moment. Poor deluded fools. They do not realize 
that nothing exists that is swiftci than Dahlia. 

Down belo ...... bodies streaked ~ stained in the blood-rust dust of the road move in twisting. languid movement, 
flickering firelight illuminating t1f~r skin like harvest moons. Limbs akimbo are all angular and str.ll1ge, yet somehow the 
dance, set to the heartbeat of a single kettle-skin drum, remains fluid and soft edged. Pristine gleaming silver mil5ks, 
unmoving and blmk. hover abd"e painted skin in peculiar disconnection. Down below there is a spirit moving into 
freedom from the confines of his former body. A Death Masque. 

As I descend the last hill, there in the center ofcheir rhythmic circle I can see a pyre. an outline of a body woven in bedding 
hay and burldled wood. The «>r within is still and unmoving. It docs not wake and rail and protest like the living dead do. 
Near the body wail figures in cormon dress, speaking words too far away to hear. Although they appear mourning loven, 
they are only players of the pa,. The lover, if he exists at all, is dancing in the throng. 

Thi~ is a Dahlian's private play, fld I am loath to interrupt it. Korain, my persistent shoot, is in the body of the dance. 
When she catches sight of the "sguise she thinks is the true me, she will come. I will teU her that she shall be given a 
tharu to prove herself. I will tel' her of the task I have in mind - better yet - I will tell her Dahlia Herselfhas ~ it. It's 
always amusing to see the eager youths sc.r.amble to seize Her favor. 

The consider.dions 0( Korain. Dahlian in Crest:: 

50 Dahlia has a game of hide a~d seek for me. A doll - so small a thing to find on a road as wide as Hers. All the fields 
and forests ofVimary may not I:le tilled and sown and reaped by Dahlia's hands, but they thange and bloom and grow 
because of Her joy, I'll have to farch t::oIery bend and hollow, fOf in Her test it may not appear a doll at all bot a stone, a 
leaf, a sword. It will be where I lent expect it, or right under IT'Ij nose. By the rules of the Trickster? It may t::oIen be me. 

For a test set by Dahlia Herself, to be performed in such a time, I will need help. 
Those whom I can trust as. Dahlians trust Help from ~ery ur.tvan - or better yet. 

those, like me, with the freedom to move with any car.lVan that pleases them. 
TaJmique - sister of my caravan, heart of my heart - she will not refuse me, 

and more, knows those in the far lands where I have never gone. Slake too, my 
",",""-.ro- aunt's first son, though blood moves the spirit less than caravan wine, he will 
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help if only for the adventure ofit all. Both, like me, are in Crest. and have the 
same license to move unfettered. 

Talmique and I took Crest together. almost five summers ago. We gathered feathm 
through the forests in the weeks following T amb., stitched our phoenix wings 

thread on thread in the same heartbeat. Under the harvest moon at the end of 
that summer, one after another we vaulted through the drcle fires to singe our 
wings for freedom and transformation. In so doing. our cat2van released us to 

the Tribe, to choose and map our own route. FIVe Ps so quickty gone, this 
T amb. we'll leave our Crestingyeatl behind and take full Flight on the strong 
and swift wi~ of the lifNar.rvan that we choose, and that chooses us. ~ 
sly Whispercrs will have me yet Talmique and Slake and 1, Cresters all, will 

reveaJ the doll. win the day and be Dahlia's own this FestivaJ. 

, 



"[, Y<)u Only Hurt T he Ones You Love 
"'~-1' 

I was born into the Caravan of the Golden ~1. Although our footsteps never 
Imded on the same spot twice in all the ya~ I traveled with them. we al-Nays climbed 
north through the territory. We'd wind our way through the Evan homesteads and 
Joanite training grounds. up to the Seven Fingers and often beyond. 1 can tell you. 
both tribes are often far too serious. Who needs to be tied down day in and day out? 
As much as we ~n about their gravity. their sense of adventure and hUlTllln drama 
strikes the chords of the soul to ring bright. Every catl1Ivan knows its audience. and the 
Golden Wheel played at epics. VlCarioosly, we lived as families with histcxy and soId'tetS 
eLtriumph and cour3ge. Playing at their duty we were tree to leave ours behind. 

So now that I'm about to teil Slake and Talmique of the quest set before us, 1 draw on 
the sense of urgent purpose that every epic is built upon. After all, I can't tell the othe~ 
about the Whisper Stealers. What kind of secret·keeper would I be to yjve such 
information without a price? I myself only stumbled upon them by Her luck. And 
besides, 1 know the Lady will enjoy the grandeur of the tale. 

·Come closer now - the wind need not hear my revelations. Do you know how 
many would trade the season's best mofts to hear my words? You understand that I 
only teU you two because you are my most rrusred and I cannot ITllInage this alone. 
Mother Trickster has come to me He~this Ia5t night, in the sleeping folds ofThe 
River. Emtncing me within Her fans, She whispered through the oms of passing 
woOds, the pockets of divine slumber, saying that only we on the ~ of exthanyjng 
our lives' patterns are worthy to take this challenge. Only we, distant ITom the cradle 
of family and comfort, might see the true implications for the people of Vimary." 

I take my pause. Slowly 1 gla~e left, and then carefully right, and once quickly over my 
shoulder before I slice my voice in half and quicken my words for effect . • An artifact is 
tT2veiing through the lands at the hands of an infilnto(. In it lies a piece of the Child's 
Es.sence, and were it 10 it be lost - dire consequencel - the capacity of the Tribes 
(()( hope and b.ughter and growth would be lost. 'Find the ilTlllge of the child,' She 
said, 'find it and bring it to me. and with it you shall bring the salvation of the Nation.'" 

if{t\llbe Wilderness J Wander I 
4'" 

ThIOUgh the eyes eLT a1mique. Dahlian in Crest 

·We·11 be the talk of Tamtal- and offered the reins by the Lady Herself, no b . 1 
know my steps in this dance alre1ldy. You remember Benedict, my mother's eldest? 
Four summers ago, he Flighted with the Caravan of the Morning Star. The 1m letter 
he: wrote to me was sent by my Aunl Hden from the lr.iding outpost on the other ~de 
of the South T Ief bridge. His caravan was going on an ~ition 10 the Outlands with 
the Tinkerl....men he wrote, but Helen does not travel swiftly since her sickness took 
hold. She: and otherl stay at the outpost and watch everything that happens on the 
river. Nothing can come by way of the bridge thai she does not sec, and few boats 
escape her sharp eye. Had I been foolish enough to sleal this treasure out from under 
the Lady and Her sisters? I'd get it and myself as far away from the island as po!oSible. 

'rn go and pay Benedia and de1lf old Aunt Helen a visit. If anyone tries to get the doll 
out ofVimary it will end up in my hands: 
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Korain. Oahlian in Cre5t 

IWl";lin lurlild her fi,ms hurl ""'" 
th~ )...-.n!tl h(Mlies she f'<'rtl";l~d 

III oldWII!ure epiU.&J.l ch,ld • 
.... !th.>ugh Wp! .m Stitt, sht '"'" 

the '.u<I"~nj pr~Ur by hef" uk 
."innIng. , ILU !Iu! wv kindled 

.tnd lllC4Mll";I~d by ~ glU! 

gr~r.s.illru. IN CM;tnni 
Mo>tM ,nd , tr'b.J '--""'" ~~ 

R.o.com!ly. Mlln IWr"2in wIUk trying 
t.) ~I up' pmkwmy .u';...u 

trick on J.lmwne shl U,""gnl WU l 
redwl"".uu1 JtuR] old Ylg2n ,II 

lI,u .. lI; JJ,e nwuS"d W C..1tch die 
rill' Iois"t .." Sh.>h.uu ,M ,,( 

dUgulu . .... lu..,..g" Jhe Ius ~r Ilt 
on tlut JJ,l kM..., SSWwui 

idn!tily. "" diK .. >Try Ius kd hef" 
W U,l ruliulion tlut IN ~ 

Stulcn..., ,ndud urn md w h.u 
bull miffing.around in..,. alUmpt 

'" iign up. liwugh sJulun.l finds. 
IWr'lin wdl,wkJ to> the gWld. ml 
thinlu Ihe glrl:' irnpuW>T iduliwn 

...... y Il..d her inw trollb/l. 

Highlights: OW",""nfident, u..ri" .... 
Idulim.: 

.... ttr'bultt .... GI +1, eRE +1, INF 
.. r, PLR • I, WIL • I. STRO, HU 0, 

s rA 15. UOi. AOJ. 

SkiIU: WmNI Xtuc 1/ +1. OlJ\U 

II. I, DissaWr 1/ .,.2, Dv<fg.: I I .. I. 

H'ggling l i t r. Hmd·""Hmd 1/ 
• I, Hunun I't:rcfpli.m 2/ 0. 

r"vutig.li,," 21 + I, ludcllhip II 
+ I. Wre ( O..hli.rn) I/O, N"tlu Z/ 

• I. R.o.,d/Writ~ (Trilnl. O.hU.n) 
I/O, SkiSht<>(Hmd 1/+ I, Snuk 
U + r. ,Str«lwUt- 1/+ I. rhutoo 

11+ I, 5ynthcsif 1. 
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From the memory of Slake, Dahtian in Crest:: 

'You allow yourselves to be flattered. Think for a minute! If the Nation's safety is at stake, do you think the Lady would 
leave it to the hands of you and yours alone? This tale is missing some essential twist Either it is a lesson to be learned, a 
test eft skill and cunn'lng, or it could be that you are not the only one to be: given the task. We must move quickly if we are 
to win this game. 

"I suppose the outpost is worth looking into. However, this artifact, ifit is what you say it is, is one of the most valuable 
items in the Nation's possessio1' If I had such an artifact and knew both its v.due and its contr:ab.and nature, I would take it 
to the center of all mazes. There is no better place to find a buyer or a st:cret trove than in Bazaar, and because all the 
caravan's routes begin and end in that labyrinth, it's the best place to start. There is information to be had there on all 
things in the city - and we will find it out.· 

~'(WUCbsafe 
\J' 

A. Sf1f in the shadows hears Korain speak: 

'And that's why I involved you, dear cousin. You've always been more adept than I at deciphering the n;le~ of the game. 
You can always find the hidden stories behind stories. I'll stay on with you in Bazaar. No fcar, T almique, dear hem. I'JI 
arrange to be in constant touch1with you. I h.ve a friend in the Envoy Guild who owes. me a. fa.Io'Of Of three. You mow they 
move faster than anyone does, inc! although all of the enlo'OYS have sworn oilths of discretion, she can be trusted more 
than rrlO$t. You'll know her by fe tr.lck of n.bbit paws acroS5 her face, just here, and can entrust her with your private 
word. She'll have it to me by the breath of the wind." 

Taking lealo'e of her compatrioU, the 5eCfCt·teJJer even brushes me as she passes. To them I am rough and crumbling 
stone; my Illusion is their truth and they do not know I can near them. Fools to think there is any comer of Bazaar where 
secrets ilre safe. In these shadows I milke my fortunes, and there are those who will pay dearly for my knowing. 

~~DarkTrade . .// 
~ ~ 

The observations ofl<orain, Dahlian in Crest: 

As twilight falls, the music and madness of Bazaar sift away. Vendors in the squares trundle home to count their coffers. 
Dancers, entertainers. beauties and beasu make their way underground to drink holes and Resh markeU, leaving the 
winding ways quiet and empty. Few dare to linger in thc ominous shadow ofme Skyrealrns' reach. From up ahead, as 
Slake and I make our way to the northern emporium, two figures, squat and Tribal, dare to wait a while under the belly of 
the ominous dark. In the quiet, the Tribal's voke comes. soft and persistent arid deep in pitch. 

'Don't look at me so plaintilo'ely. I'"VC given you my offer. I know it's not your fault. You were very brave to leave your 
people to come for me father, but you have to be practical. They'll never let you wilnder through tribal lands in search of 
him, and even if you did find hirr. who you think would take your word over his? They'd probably take you on Hom, but 
should your sweet bundle be subjected to thilt wretched life? I know a poor dear who has despen.tely wanted il child but 
her body cannot provide her one. It's best for illl involved; your burden will be: lifted, the child will be given a chance of 
survival, ilnd she ... she will be 9verjoyed: 

With il heaving sob, the bedn.ggled squat turned into the night, clutching her hands to her breaking heart. The Dahliiln 
tr.lder slipped between the: ribs of il broken buildirlg with babe in tow, ilnd Slake ilnd I a half-step behind. 
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Hush now. Hush, child. Your gurgles and cries.ire nothing but sweet bait to every 
beast hovering aboye:. If you bring the wrong one down, your sacrifice is in vain and 
my best efforts with it. Suckle this valor-root, and find a simple peace, for you'll find no 
lTlOfe where you're going. Know that even though your people do not believe, you are 
wat~ over by the One Goddess. I am giving you a chance to join Her when 
amongs.t your own people you would not. It is with this knowledge thlt I o.n do what I 
do. Know too, that the relics that you buy, rhough!hey seem like rubble to bom your 
nation md mine, will buy the ~fety of a great many people. listen to me now, as the 
rough beast comes to daim you - should you rerum restless, remember that it was 
your own blood that sold you first 

The observaOOns of Slake, Oahlian in ~ 

Before I un stop her, Konin laps at the trader in the darknes.s. Wr~tling the child 
ilWjY. !>he &CaIses the woman of treason. Through the smile of steel the whispering 
rasp replies. 'ldiot girl. Keep your voice down. Screaming in these ~adows is a quick 
invitation to dam. Give me the child.· Although I gbsla overhe1.d into the ominous 
void, nothing seems to stir. 

"I don't feed children to bellb." KOfOIin spit out. her voice. but not her anger 
subsiding. "This child is a matter oflilow, not of death. I'll h",ve the W"'lch upon you. 
E~ law·Giver in Bnaarwill cb.morto have your a5e.-

Now close enough, I could see through the night to identify the W()f'IUn: Riah of the 
Onkom p",th. She bughed ",t Kcnin. though the durges were fierce. "You a~ not so 
stupid to think tNt Sheba's children will mount offense with me over", child bred of", 
S;;J.onge Vld '" miscreant. You're '" O",hliJ.n. Yoo can't possibly be so ru.ive to think tNt 
they do not ",Iready know. You've never seen", haIf·breed, have you? Think about it 
You have been to the flesh emporiums ",nd know tNt there exists in the Tribes all 
manner of desi~ . How could one or twenty children of mingled blood not exist? And 
who's to clean up after Trib",ls who ",re not wise with their lIppCtites? The honorable: 
Joanites? lovers? Mothers? Children? These b;;J.Stards have but one v",lue ",nd 50 the 
tuk ~ simply left to those who batter best.' 

"That lNy be: my cousin S;;J.)'5 with '" §fTlile. "but even 50, it is a law you will never find 
in any Shdwl's book. There's not a single Advoa.te, law·Giver or Judge that would 
own up to mat particular approval before a crowd. They would. I think, consider this a 
INItter of public law Vld I doobt they'd smile on any Oahlian presuming to write law.
There was a long pause and the wind - or something even more $inister - howled 
through the upper floors of the building whose bowels surrounded us. 

"Not 50 naive after all. Very well. then. keep the child. He can be your burden. let's 
hope it's not too heary for you to complete your Flight. - And with", smile. she 
gesrures. palm up. "For your silence, this: You must be seeking something to hilve 
stumbled upon my shadow. N",me the information you need.' 
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Riah of th~ Onhom Path, 
Black Mark~tttr 

In tilt urly}IUrs IU/l.,wing her 
rUsht t" the Otl}wm PJth . 1Uv. w.u 
wnsidtr..d ... mMlns.,( ~ prodigy. 
Sinct p"'"g UK tIb.:k M..J...uttto. 

howrwr. Jvr riNns: .unbiti.m Iu.o 
ltd lin Into wnI'ronww ... with 

XMlith. her ur~VVlj Uttk 
T~er. 0n!Y (ertUn acquired 
infuntuti,," Iu.o .illowe.:I Jvr t.1 

auptS"lns lM w'y.,(tht F.dIut. 

N<Int '" tht !Iuk MvUturJ luve 
ever oIdmltted w IuvirtS mtt thtir 

guild ', Uttle Tridutn; but.all "f 
thtm .utiUr'1!: t .... , "nt uub. 

Mtmbw "fthdr drdt /U"" ~ h~bit 
.,( qLdrtly dmppuring .... be-inS 

qWdly ailtd frum thrir <lWn 
CM;tVollU when thty mp .... , .,( line 

.or gi\Ot up tw moW! inlUrrruOOn 
olbout the g<UL:I. AWl Iu.o d.ecidtd 

tlut jf the ~tion aiMs. thtrtJ n" 
r'UJ<)ft W CVl~ Jlrp inw it, but.., 

fu tht TritJuteT Ion ..... Jf 
~gd w be- """ step ~ht.ad. 

H ISh~ShtJ: Ruthltss, Ambiti"w, 
D«~iv~J 

"'UributeJ: AGI f I,APP t l.eRE 
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SkiIU: c.u.w..lUs~ 1/ t to CcImb..ot 
knH:lI+ T, erJt I/+L~ 1/ 
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The gleam in Korain's ~ told the trader the bargain had been met. "' am looking fOf 
~ing that is p!"esently being smuggled out of Vi mary. " 

Riah laughed with a hard joy. 'You'll have to be more specific than that, girl. I cannot 
count the things that come and go. ' 

Curling hervoiu into an ominous tone, Korain replied, ' Something belonging to the 
LAdy and Her Sisters.' 

This won a wry and curious smile from the trackr. "When they tI"iIvei towards 
Westholm, a few of the Sail sometimes move: people in and out ofVimary. None of us 
in these parts would be so slow as to steal ffom the Fatimas. Dahlians may be reckless, 
child, but we're not daft.' 

~, " 

_____ ~'~W~--J~~~e~Oiluilt~)a~n~d~'S~----------____________________ __ 
--._- "/1 

" ' Talmique, Dahlian in Crest 

S/rull, wiry ~nd .elmrlubly 
intruspeaivc ror ~ O~hlbn. 'Miqlle 

wuld lu.vc bun WJt u a child 
Ml'Wng tM UwlJ and tumble <If the 

GtHden Whul if 1101 lUr M dttp 
friendship with the much mOJr 

<MItg.>ing 1Wr.un. Fer a ... hite, her 
....,tftu an.d.littk Tricluta" "",.ried 

.he woold nn..r find he.- pLtcc on 

the path '" the Trwkr. but .u me 
got ..tdcr .he ume into her own 

with a JinLWw style cJf d.incing. and 
arned opecial rerwwn for her 
j~ng tridJ.uuf firc-uting. 

The South Tier Bridge's shadow f3l1s heavy on the squalor that calls itself a commu
nity. My shadow is only a speck on the dm !.lash across Hom, but no one there lifts a 
face to see me. Perhaps it is an Outc.ast who has mack off with the doll. It would make 
for a good game, and I think I would be pleased if that was the way the plot played. 
Mother says the castaways have much to learn about standing on their own feet. My 
own Uttle Trickster says they'll never learn, that even the lost Dahlians think that their 
island holds more freedom than Dahlia's embrace. They call for liberation, forgetting 
that it was Her joy that liberated the spirit of the elders ffom the drudge of the camps. 
Poor lost children, to be tethered so by desolation, filth, disillusion and despair. 

AltIwugh;t/W.l"wruiduedbythe __ ~;pc?'i,C-lp:ifcIJl.l[h.eJI:ll!aJt:t __________________________________ __ 
c..nV.u\ w be "ut .no~hlia" "'va. 

dLl~ to "~r bd <If prowess with 
ttL.ui.>n, T.umul'J.tJ love Ii>. her 

ntlm..o iJ dup MId Jur~, ~rtd 
.~ that of my .x hit/" friends. 
III her hurt. Ju, drum. ,,(the wild 
hlIls VId the rolling w~kTJ .,( plua 

&r~w~y. 

HighUghtJ: Tfwughtful. Kind. 

"''''''''', 
AttributeJ;A<>-I .. t. APP .. t, SlO -2, 

CRE +Z,FJT +1, PER + I, Wll +1, 
Hit 1/, HEA +1,STA lO, UD/ AV I 

5ki1U: AtlI/"tia 1/ of-l, C<lmlut ktu<: 
1I+1,DmU2/+"D~ 11+2. 

o..x!ge 1/+ I. Ore.vning I/O, 
G<oonting 1/ .. T, HWOWI h n:eption 

1/1I,ln_tigati,," T/+I,M ..... ' 1/ 
+2. N"tiu II-+- I, R.eu!JWrite 
( Tribal) I/O, Seduction 11+1 , 

L 
slcight-.,(-hmd V+ I, Snuk 1/ + I, 

Strutw~ 1/ 0,Surviv.llIl+l, 

Thutriu IlO,syntfwU I. 

From the lips 0( Helen., hobbling Tinker. 

Come in, dear, come in. You'd think that the winter would leave well enough alone, 
wouldn't you? More than two months gone and he's still howling around the edges of 
the river, just to put cramps in myoid legs. Drink your tea, dear. It 's my special mi)(; it'n 
have you right as rain in no time. I tell you, them squats come from all around at the 
first red leaff3l1ing. just for a sack or two of my concoction to get them through the 
great white cold. They'd just about sell their firstborn for the recipe, but I tell them it'd 
anger the spirit if I told. A feN of them seen Dahlia Herself a couple of years back, and 
you should have seen them go howling into the night. She don't come around so 
often, cause She knows it ain't good for business. 

I don't know why She would, either. Morning Star does good work out there in the 
wild. They bring back plenty offurs and skins and even sometimes bags of that crazy 
stuffffom the World Before. I never did really understand them, though. they don't 
work; like all the rest of the Caravans. Poor things, to be out of Dahlia's f3vor like that. 
Between the Discarded LAnds, them blasted Rust Wastes and here, they hardly even 
get back to Bazaar but for the liberation Plays and Tamta. , 



."' i , 

To be honest, before your brother went and joined up, 1 always wondered if they was all the people none of the other 
famili~ would take. You know: better the back end of Vi mary than the Island of the lost. I guess though, some people just 
cUT)' so mucn lust for adventure and danger that they don't have any room for (ommon sens<: - no offense to your 
brother, you understand. Sometimes they don't even stick together! Groups of 'em go out into the wilderness on their 
own. Scouting parties, I guess ... but who ever scouted for months on end? I'm sure you'll do better, d~r. You alw.ays 
WiU the one with the sense. Take with the Caravans of Bone Road or the Onhom Path. free with ~ Tinkers or the: 
Heartland's bright beat. Stay dose to the winding city and you'll stay close to Dahlia's 

Folded in the pockc:t ofTalmique's coat: 

'Mique, 

Mother tells me that you are aching ag.tlin to be on the road, to travel and see the sights that only those who WAflder wide 
and free an ever know. She worries about you, thinks that you yeam to leave the embracelofDahlia. I know better, little 
sister. I know why you wish to wander. 

On these r~s and In these wilds Dahlia IS With us always She is the Wind that nttles the I~ves against the branches of 
the trees and the sin@ngsong of ~ery season passing She IS the rush of the nver as It ro~ and pounds She IS the dying 
light of the sun that paints the sky In Spilt Wine and bumt orange at ~ery fall of night. I 
Do not let them blind you. Even in the tage of the camps many feared to break free, but lia threw open the gates to 
give us the world. We can't let them make a cage for you in Vimary. 

Dream and dance, my sister, and someday you wiU join us. 

The observations of Slake, Dahlian in Crest: 

A winding r~ that leads ~ery'Nhere and nowhere at once, Creation's Way is littered with1c.arts and a multitude of people 
in a beat-banter of bartering; it's part of the fu&1Je that compo~ Suur. Here, the best alii brightest of the Dahlian 
artisans hock their wares. There are always members of most Caravans present, so I mill thllOUgh a tumult of carts, 

dropping the scent of curiosity for those in the know and willing to sell. 

Old Em of the Sail is selling that which all the Lady's dancef1 crave. Soft, flimsy, fluttering i1 the wind, there is no other 
m:lteriallike it. She calls it silk, a name as soft and caressing as the fablic itself. The Sail learned the arts of ~indling thread 
and weaving from the Evans in Griffentowne. Spun in silk, functional clothing becomes an k fQm1; a rarity in tribal doth. 
Magdalen's children covet the texture ofit, Evans finger it enviously. It is said only one peden in all ofVimary has the full 
knowledge of its making. and that five adults each generation are apprenticed in only a sin~e part of the process. 

As I ask her if she has any dolls for sale, I ~tch her eyes. Nothing but smiles in them as s~ pats me on my cheek and tells 
me no, that dolls aTe best made of weaver's cotton. . I 
A few steps past her, aJoanite Templar tells a harrowing tale to a busily sketching Bone Road artisan. Before parting they 
win have decided on a design for a suit ofPellis AfTTlor. Having leamed much from the Yagans, the Bone Road produces a 
singular kind of multifaceted artist. The Dahliln will tattoo the design upon the ~h of a Ii-.ling tow. After several months 
of conditioning. the crY-N will be slaughtered, skinned and served at a feast in the Templarsihonor. The skin, by skills 
learned from the Pdlis Artisans, will be tanned and ~erved. Afterwards, it will be crafted luO a supple suit of leather, 

,~o""'d '" ",,,,,,,.'ogo"". ~ 
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Slake, Dlhlian in Crest 

80m of the 5>;([. sl.!k.c ~ ~ We .wi 
dw.,!,'UbI.e 4j the W~fC""( the 

c;.u! Iliwr. Thl'l,)l.jgh hiJ Cre.oting 
yur~ he·~d:.l!ied with every 

Ur~v .. n in me Tri~, but truth ~ 

wid, he<lj lUt H""'" '~t IOrewr, 
I>tWnging w ~r)'L'ne lnd no] ,me 

.. t onu. 

A!w.tYj t".,Ir.lngfi:lr the .. ngle, the 
upper h."d, the tr ick Mne.Jth the 

mlgic.m.d the "m bd.ind v... 
m.uk. he geu hi~l(jn "wr hi. 

hc;l<{ by ,P<Iinting ",,' 1M pL.,y hc's 
dUcovered w.uly.lrlc "'ledting. 

AWwugh ""1>\<' excLIU his 
;n'''''llow W<»'dJ fur th" kneu, 

SUh drops the !ittl.. b..>rI1bshdls on 
plU"j'''~; he ,oruioU" ;t .. ~st, and .. 
'"~ uf C<.I""uling more v2loubL. 

.KmrY.ltWru Itc:S m.uL:. 

/iighlighu: Sly. friendly. Pmrwid 

Attribut.u: A41 +1, CJtl .. 1, INf 
+ 1. P£1t .. 1. P5Y -1, WIt +Z,STR 0, 

HE ... 0, 5TA ZS. UD -t, AD J, 

skiUs:Aau!:..tio 11 .. I, Athktia I/O, 
iI<>;UiiIg 'I.-l,e"n,b., Se~ 11+ I, 

~ 1/+1, v.xIgt' 1/-1- 1, 

6:unbling V+ I. H.uuI-t.>-fWId 1/ 

+I , H W>Ut1 Ptrcq>Ihln 1/. I, 

In~g.m"n2l+ I,Mwic 1/+1, 
NJvigui..ln (Lutd) I/O, N<1tiu 1/+1, 

RudmdWrik(Tribilll/O. 
x.ductiDn 1I0,s/dght . .,{.hoUld 1/ 

+r,~twi.w' 1/ .. 1, Th ..... mall .. l 

);; C9,reJess Capture 
'.~ J '-r "-

It's true that the Caravans are competitive, but the artisans are always willing to teach 
each other ifit means creation that's beautiful, innovative or profitable. Whether 
knowledge is bartered or exchanged, tricked or stolen, the end products are spectacu
lar, You'd think the other tribes would mind us in their market, but it doesn't usually 
tum out that way. Strictly speaking, we don't make their goods. Thai artisan woo't 
guarantee that the T emplar's armor won't rend at the claws of a Koleris, but come hdl 
or high water me wearer will make heads tum when in attendance at the Challenge. 

It's like rIlat wirll Dahlians - each Caravan learns and caters to the audiences on its 
routes. It's the only way to make sure our pockets Stay filled in the long run, Besides, 
because we all only get together at festivals, the caravans are like night and day to each 
other. Most of the other tribes don't trust us, but it's really just because they can' t pin 
us down, When I ran with the Sail, the Evans andJoanites in Westholm were like our 
second cousins, but I understood and trusted Squats better than I ever did a Shebm. 
Every Dahlian has a different conception of the Tribes, I don't think there's any 
caravan thaI doesn't spend some time with rile Evans or thejoanites, but nobody 
understands the Yagans like the Bone Road or the lovers like the Heartland, Nobody 
bot the Onhom Path can really stand the Shebans. Our sisters in the Nation are never 
truly dose to us, but those we know the best are those we love the most 

Too caught up in weaving webs of my own thoughts, the tumult surrounds me before 
I hear it coming. A thunder of !.QUnd, shouts of a thief as the Watch crashing into the 
road before me, spilling carts and wares under their clumsy feet. .. 

From the boasts of-Jus cithe Heaniand, Inu:Nentionist:: 

. , , and that Slake just stood there like a daft child and let them take him. He only 
started to sueam up his innocence when they cuffed him upSide the head and shoved 
him in a sack, dragging him down the alley for a beating. Now, we couldn't have any 
of that, 'cause this is the kid Malicat wants for the Guild. I'd been tiding up the River all 
afternoon, just waitin' for a chance, and I duck into that hole in the wall and come out 

me mouth of the alley looking like Old Elena, straight into the path of the brutes. I get 
knocked sprawling and when I jerk up, open my eyes - .1011 full of fright and confusion 
- I open my mouth and let choke·cherry stain froth out and down over my chin. 

You should have seen the horror on good Cap'n Tem's face when he sees who I'm 
looking like. Old Elena might be half· blind and half·deaf and half· mad, but it doesn't 
change the fact that she's Judge Dirus's husband's mother, and you krlOW how 
protective the judge's been since john passed last fall. Aara 's in before you know it, 
wetting her hands in the cherry blood and screaming for the nearest healer, the nearest 
Law·Giver, for judge Dirus herself! She beats the Cap'n about me chest and as I'm 
rasping out a fine bIood·choked gurgle, damned ifhalfthe Cap'n's regiment don't tum 
their tails and run! Better yet, the other two drop the sack and grab on to the Cap'n 
- better to blame than be blamed, Doesn't take long before Pierre's got some 
Agnite kids helping him pun the sack away from under the cart and switch it for a new 

prize. The switch made, 1 heave up and cough and sputter and spit, calling Aara off; 
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"Child! Childl Don't be bothering the manl Somebody's got to keep law in this town. Ain't his fault I couldn't see a donkey if! , 
was staring it in his face! Girl! Get offhim and calm yourself. You got to know that messin' lwith the wrong people will get you 
nothing but a pile of dung! Get over here and help me home, now." la51 I saw was the: Cap'n cuffing his men in the head and 
dragging the sack down the alley. Ain't nothing better in the world than being part of the Pjayers, I tell you. We get all of the 
plot and none of the tragic ending. But I'd give up drink for a month if only I could have seen the up'n open up the sack to 
beat on his new bag of horse pucks! 

~s~eaking wjth Hallucjnations 
"4' 

The bruised thoughts ofSbkc:, Dahlian in Crest: 

From the stillness outside the rough burlap womb I find myself wrapped in, the voice comes ragged and wry, "You broken?" 
Looking out, I see a face I've seen before, tattooed with a maze that spins a chaos to iu features and split with a grin to match. 

I can feel a sheepish smile edge across my face as I emerge tram the bag with the knowledge I've been saved. "Little more than 
a few brui~s." 

His face falls serious, the mask of his flesh stretching the cast of his forehead and jowl. "Bruises, you say. Well that's a serious 
business. No hope for you now, I suppose. You'lI surely be dead by morning." 

I can't decipher ifhis words are jest or threat, but ifhe, too, simply wanted me dead, I'd be dust already. Betterlo play the 
game than play it straight - always. I cast my face in grim resignation, making his expressibn the shattered parody of my own. 
"I know. Better I should have lost a leg or two than suffer these grievous wounds. One can survive the loss of something as 
trivial as a head, but bruises? - fetch a Yaga daughter and call for my Masque." 

His jaw scowls in a mourning cast and he: dicks his tongue, rattling teeth against the metal that loops through his lower lip. 
"Oh, but son, the Mask doel not rome when you call Her. Mechanical players can not tell file Feature's role: entrance and e~it 
are the province of the Stage Caster alone. Our characters are merely incidental to the plot' 

For a moment, in his words and the devious gleam in his eye, J wonder if he might be the Lady Herself. Surely though, he'd 
have much to gain ifl thought he was, but at the same time, Her dance too would benefit ~om the rhythm of my miStike. 
Good playing in Her game if I thought him to be one of my lady's masks and I turned out in the end to be right. Each being 
equal in Dahlia's way, my tongue says what it says. There can be no knowing. "WeI! then, in thaI insD.nce, if it's to be a case of 
province. then it is only my providence. My strength of character is that I persevere.' 

He purse.<> his lips together, considering. "Not severe at all if you shaJilive: 

"But living's death if\ife becomes severe: 

And with that, he claps me on the back and laughs, his face twisting and spindling into a horror of jay. "Stay away from the 
Watch, lad. They've got orders to make an example of you. It seems the message is meant ~or a friend of yours. She's poking 
into bruises that aren't yours." 
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~e Poor Pla,)!ers 
I' . 

From ICorain's letter to Talmique: 

Every did: I moved W"Oss Virrwy nade me ~ to think how quickly the doll could be 
slipping farther and fmher fTom our gnsp. N«ding to speed my steps, I ~ghed the 
child off on an unsuspecting EVVl's doorllep with a note fiJll of tragic love and balefUl 
consequence. They drink that stuff up and will raise him well. I couldn't deal with the 
wailing brat any longer. 'Mique, how do the other tribes manage to raise children 
without a caravan's aid? It's no wonder they do so little traveling when the needs of a 
child are so heavy to bear. 

I wu fortunate enough to rrWe it to the Sail before it departed Westholm. Only 
Dahlia knows how I would have caught up with them once they'd set. adrift. The sun 
was sleeping by the time I arrived in the city, and the last lines of the play were 
unfolding when I finally set foot in the square, the night flickering with bonfires and the 
laughter of the audience. 

On a wide·bodied wJgOO bed, grotesquely caricatured masks and voices Roated and 
swiveled over grandiose movements in a melodramatic re·enactment of that trial that 
took plac..e in the Sunken City some weeks past Although a completely irreverent 
farce, even thejoanites laughed until tears rolled down their f.roees. However, when 
then the judgment was passed, the leaping fire ·shadows lent an ominous cast to the 
stem and twisted features of the High Judge. The convicted'~ mother screamed and 
r.aiicd at her child, who had betrayed both parentage and Nation. In less than a skip of 
the heart. the laughing tears had turned to grievous weeping. Dahlia 's children know 
how to tug the emotions like puppen on a string. Now you know and I know that 
that's not how the story unfolded, but the Sail has the liberty oflicense - how is 
Westholm to know? It is the Sail that imprints Vimary's history into Westholm 
memories. In a gener.ation when few in the core of Vi mary's heart remember the truth 
of the case, it will be this play on the Westholm children's lips that makes a legend of 
it. It's a bener story in the end. a better truth. 

'-L ~ ~ r All the World 
t , 

After the applause f.roded, crates of cargo were handed down from the wagons. 
Everything always fetches a prettier price when the buyers' hearts are made vulner.able 
by a performance. It's all about timing. I followed the wagons down to the river. My 
muscles ached fi-om the journey. but I helped them untether the binding lil'ltS 10 lift the 
bonnets free. In paifl on pairs. they lifted the wagon box· beds from their wheels and 
turned them up on end; a somersault of wood in air. Ponaged on firm ~lders down 
to the shores of the river, they were fitted and bolted side on side. Othefl, up the hill, 
separated the wheels from the axle~. 
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As the youngest children in the caravan sorted through the bonnets and released them 
from their frames, I could see that there were two distinct vvieties. The fi~t, light 
doth, was unfolded in three laye~, and laced together tightly by the hand!> of the 
oldest membe~ o(the Satl. The othe~, made of;m oiled heavy canvas, became long 
thin sacks before my eyes as the children opened them and ran, filling them with air 
before they tied them off. Like fanUsticaJ srlikes, they ran them down to the \li2.ter's 
edge to lash them to the sides of the box·bed futme. With a heave, the grid formed of 
..... heel axles was hefted into the air and anchored into holes in the wide Rat stage. Hand 
over hand the light doth was hoisted for a 52il and secured. 

Dear heart, I wish you could hlove seen it. You lond I wondered lot it so mlony times, in 
the cocooo of quilts when we were children. It really is the embodiment of the 
resourcefulness of 1011 ofD1ohlilo'S children and a mloNei to behold. In OI1e grand, well
choreographed dance set by the joining of voices in rounds of wordless song. the 
Caravan of the Sail was tnnsformed from 10 trundle of carts to a single, seloWOrthy 
mass. 

It would hlove been perfect., if not for the whispe~ I could hear in the chorus of voices. 
whispers that dispersed like milk·thisde wishes in the wind every time I ame nev. They 
have secrets tN.t they don't Wil.nt me to have, Miquc, but if the secrets are lobout the 
doll, I will chase the ..... ind to ooch them. 

The recollections 01 Korain, Dahraan in Crest: 

The Sail moored the ship on the south bank of the river fOf some reason, in the middle 
of the next day. When I poked around to find out why ..... e were stopping. a lithe, long· 
limbed dancer named Dian showed me a series of fine cracks in one of the wagon 
beds and appointed me to seal them. He talked to me for hou~ as we worl<ed, and, 
charming as he was, I may have been occupied, but not fooled. Everyone works in a 
caravan, but this kind of work is almost always given to those who are wanted out of 
the \li2.y. Few Dahlians have the patience for filling cracks. 

There was a sense of anticipation tugging at the underbelly of their evening's laughter. 
In the early tilt of the moon, I let them see me drowse with wine and tumble off to bed. 
Several hou~ in the darkness, long forgotten, I !>Iipped off the boat into the rushes. 
Down the bank, surreptitious in the moonlight, laran, the Sai l's Little Trickster, was 
dancing. In the reeds before him, two of his own were gathering the frogs and ciodas 
that rattled in the night. Their pouches filled, they returned lond rolled smooth river 
stones over the sacks until the angry sounds of the creatures were silenced. Reaching 
into the bags they coated their hands with the aushed pulp and painted their skins 
befOfe joining laran's dance. 

As they oiled on the River the night crept to a slinking hush. Alii could heM was the 
sound of my breathing within, but the water stirred and quickened as 10 thunder·canoe 
pressed the shore. The trio of Keepers in it looked uneasy in the unnatural silence. 
laran approached them, pl.llling a package from his pouch. In silence, he met the boat 
at the shore; in silence, he handed it over. With a gruff nod from one of the Keepers, 
the water scunied Mound the onoe that heaved away in the night. 
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~it ora Thjstle 

J 

The River drew the sound into in current so well that I didn '[ heM the footsteps 
behind me until it was too I~tc:. laran's hands seized my shoulders, md though I tried 
to wrench and run I was u.ught fast. p4Jshed forward Wlte the water while I thfEled 
and gasped fof" air. Dunked once, twice, and just bef()(e the third time I could hear the 
sound Rood back into life again. the thunder canoe. in the distance. the symphony of 
the Outlands, and one of L.aran's lackeys shouting something incomprehensible. This 
bst time, I was in for but a moment before I was pulled Inck and spun around. Eyes on 
the visitation rrwk on my forehead, uran cursed and dropped me into the river. 

"Dammit, she's one of OU~. Who sent you. little whelp? Who are you spying for?" 

I tried to back away, but only bumped into the legs o(the third. I looked ';'1 them all, 
coiled up my COU~ and spit my words at them. 'You hurt me, and you'll be sony. 
Others know I'm here, and more than that, I know .. . we know what you've given to 
the Keepers." 

His anger boiled and he lunged fotward gmping me by the collar and lifting me up so 
my feet could only kick at the water. He looked at me closely. °1 know you, little spy, 
you're lsobel's child, from the Golden Wheel. Aren't your coffers full enough without 
mucking about in the busil'leS5 of other car.av.ins?o 

I narrowed my eyes and tensed my body, looking him full in the face, p!&Iing my feat 
away. "I'm not a child. I Crested with Phoenix years ago, and kaYe the Lady's blessing 
to go as I pIase. I do not interfere with the business of car;avans untit the ura.varJ 

dares to tum its profits at Her expc:nse." I spit in his face. "Take your lunds off me. " 

Although I expected his ~r to flare again, a strange expression cm!e over his face, 
confusion, curiosity, and finally amusement $tJrfaced in a laugh as he set me Of! my feet 
and wiped at his face with the back: ofhis hand. "Child, someone has ~en you false 
information. Dahlia knows of our business with the Keepers. Where do you think the 
silks of Her fans come from? They are the only ones who have the knowledge to fix 
the Silk Weaver, Of do you know of a car.avan Of tribe that has unr.aveled the scaets of 
the World Before?" 
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.(~fJ Need 111 Dee'" 
?,. . 

II letter from Slake., Dahlian in Crest: 

Koraln. 

The ok! cat was right. We drowned one of the W;ltc.h in drink last night to expose this 
plot! th;lt brute dl;1! seized me In the sqw.re? His n;lme is Tem Luther'on and last week 
he was called up to the Tower of the Northern Star to we orders lTom one of the 
Jacobi'ons in the Cavalry. He came b;lck telling his men it was a matter of "divine 
principle" du.t;lnyone beanng the description 0( you. 'Mique or I should be appre· 
hended at once. As best as 1 can determine, whoever is behind the theft: kno<Ns 'Ne 're 
getting dose and hJve deceived theJ(Wlites into thinking us fUgitives. They've got us 
pegged for trearon, Konln, so keep your masks shifting until 1 can get this sorted out. 

I'm hading north with the Onhom Path [0 see ifl can track our J;ltobi'on down;lnd 
find out who's behind it all. 

I don't know how long the Caravan will afford me protection. (rester I m;ly be, but 
Xanith 's been on my back since I got here. She's got me dea.ning up after the hofxs 
and running for water, Oli'oN;lYS looming over my shoulder with an oration ;lbout the 

responsibility of caravan members to ea.ch other and the single spirit of the Oohom 
Path. Either she's trying to stlili me loose, or oying 10 give me wlul the EYMls oJl ;I 
"work ethic." How very un·D;lhlian of her. If you ask me, she and the rest of the 
CaraVOlll hJve spent [00 muc.h time doing court dramas and rubbing elbows with the 
Shc:lnns. lt's made them all SUtch-stilT. Only one eaiy hea.n in the bunch really, by the 
name ofFili Xanith'on. Lowest of the low, he says that Xanith has always been hard 
on him. I suspect the only reason he St2ys is because no one c:1se will have him ... 

« }¥n When it's a I je 
, 

A """_ XaniIh. UttIe r_ of ... 0M0m .... 

You're right ;lbout thIS child, M;iliat. He has promise md resolve, though ifhe's 10 be 
of use 10 either you or I. we'll hJve to work on his !>Ubdety. He relies too stroogly on 

• common Baz.ur g<lmes, taSlng 001 inf()l'Tm;Oon throUgh;l drink or;l trade or a 
gamble. He does not underst2nd thn although our job as tricksters is to illumin;lle the 
folly of others, we annot allow oorselves to be br.inded fooh as well, The features of 
D;lhli;l c.h;lnge in the wdow of the Pillaf1; we require a subtler shade of trickery. He, 
on the other h;lnd, nukes himself the Dis of attention - it took less dun two cb.ys for 
the u.raYMl to goauge that there is some trasure he seeks in ;ldc!1tion to his ;lmnesty. 
Something in textiles, as he seems espeWlly interested in cloth M'Id loys. )<w1ite t::jeS 

I'WTOW on his b;lck ;lnd suspicion follows in his wake. Never feM, I vn keeping dose 
CJe on him. and hive won his confidence in disguise. By the wOO: 0( day he heats my 

.. Instructions;lnd lectures; by the fires at night he speaks with his vulnerable 'new friend' 
and 1 hear the clu~ he lets slip in his tales. 

I do however, hOlve other reasons for writing. It "Ppem I may require the help of your 
PIOlyers; children in Heartfelt have been dying in inc:xpliable circumst2nces. Evidence 
indiutes tribal culpability. and feOit and anger are growing out of control. Thaim'OO 
V1d I think it is time for we on the Onhom to ilSsume the investigoation, as the embnce 
of the Law has been ;lbIe to offer little tornfon:. 
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L. ~eMa;'-:!;oftha'l'r1c~~ ,I " 
. . . . ~e Water and the Wild 

A missive from th~ North . 

I A page from the}oomal ofTllmiquc., Dahlian in Crest: 

Benedict sleeps now. It's funny. Even though he's a full grown m;lIn, his f.tcc still 
softens in sleep to remind me of the child he was, curling under wagon quilts to tell me 
fantastical stories of the work! outside ofVimary. Tonight, under the Godde$S' wide 
expanse of stat'S, he told me again afme world beyond. All this day he took me 
through the wilderness showing me the clues of the earth and the forest, of the things 
that maril the passage of animals and people that I have llC'Ier known. 

Since he was a child, he has collected the pieces of the world and tried to put them 
together like the painted pun!e-blocks tNt we Creste~ make as Counting gifts fof' the 
Young Ones. Yesterday, Vesprus put her arm around my shoulders and told me all 
",bout the horizons that the Morning Star calls nome, but even she could not answer 
all my questions. Today Benedict filled in all the spaces that his uttle T riooter could 
not patch. He knows so mliCh tNt I am tempted to tell him what I am looking for · but 
unlike the little boy who showed me the pictures in the soo, we are not part of the 
SiIITle car.ivan. His loyalty no longer comes first to me. 

I'll sleep on it. Sleep and decide in the morning. 

. ' 
~t·~~b'~'~·d·~U1J±~l1aC~--------------------------------------H· -

The wmingnu:y Iw bukfiml 

R.>ther man "'Wing the wret£hed 

b.ry, IN ....,aniw h.iw: mudy lu.red 

him IIIJrdLlk: .ld~iud, mr Srvm 

FinSrn arr IIIJ I.Htgrr .uk. ~ 

r&IUruIW th.in I Iud mtidp.JtM. 

the boy IJ dlyinS U>.>ut lM IJ 

"mung prri.WusIy ~ w 
W\COvuinS the work...., hw: d.pnr. 

So, onu morr, my pllru h.ivc 

dunged nul. J wlU not yrt br: .tb~ 

w m td with)'\ltt dire<:ti}< O<J!Wt 

far. My ratdu."" ... is ItiU in plu.e 

.rnd you iIutI not be denied. " .... 

>DIt w.wd to ...... mutw.[ ll-iauU 

nul. tftry 19ru tIut iltltrudWltI 

wiU be w.titinS I t thr 8ri~, on 

y.mr hor~1L You wllI know him 

by 1m K..IJ"S, but be wunr.:/ tIut kr 

IJ nut to hve mr prlu, dsr.tll IJ 

"'" 
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From Talmlque's shock·~ Ictt:cr to ICcnin: 

Hillfin and hiilf out of sleep, it's like that Wiliting moment before you tilke the stilge at 
libention - outside, the whole Nation holds a common breath in hush and there 
you stand in darkness. The power is before you and the personal behind. that moment 
where all you are is the pure 5pirit of metamorphosis. My senses shivered as a tremble 
of movement fluttered from my throat to belly, excusing itself as dream's anticipation. 
But something was lIIfong - my senses filled with a fetid smell of grime and viscous 
oil. When t opened my eyes, ITrf nightshirt had been cut open and the expanse of my 
skin. smeared with paint, was stretched out before me on the cot. A squat hovered 
above my chest, his head bald and his hee dripping in a network ofhorrifjing scars. 

He held a cruel looking knife. blue·white booe, caNed with an angf)' hand. I lurched 
sidelong to the floor and swung the legs of the cot against him. As the knife skidded 
from his hand I SilW into his eyes, and they were dismal with a hollow hatred and a 
clutching sorrow. Konin, they'll haunt my nights. They were the eyes of those who live 
beyond our Lady's joy: they are eyes that cannot dance. He lunged for me, but his 
head snapped to the side as his face exploded in blood. k Benedict's staff connected 
with his skull, his how! sounded more animal than human and he fled into the dark. 

1"11 write again soon, 1 promise. Benedict has had a look at this baroarous knife and he 
tells me we must talk. 



The coonsd dBc:ncdict of the Morning Star, Far TraYCler: 

The wind chilled as I walked beside my roomers oo~ daughter. It spindled off the '::±';':~:;!:~ :;~~~ 
vegetation and moisture. She did not look at me as we walked, her f.ace dis~ and I like the 
bughing girl I had once chased about the wheels of~. FO( a Ioog time she hJd spi'lefOtlt the stOl)l doll in a 
watemll of words. She piused, our feet measuring out an entire field in silence before she nally sighed; "That must be 
why he came for me. I have no ocher plot so dangerous as to warrant my life. I must have s mbled too close. I can only 
hope we've managed to stop them: 

r bounced the knife in my hand. I couldn't sWid to hold the thing fortoo long; the carvin~ on the hilt writhed unplen· 
aolly against my bare skin. You never actw.11y fdt them move, but fl'IOYe they did. It was s4ening. like a mockery of 
Motion. ·Perhaps."' said, and bounced the knife ~in. 'Perhaps not. Either vny we have to talk, 'ause you're j».ddling 

through water5 too rough for you.. t: 
With a nod she walked over to a forked tr~, and with a lithe jump settled like a at in the . "Then let's talk.' 

leaping up onto the branch above her, I let my feet c:hnglc down into empty air. "This 1m' bean the markings of a band 
of squats, unlike any in the WrTOUndS of VifTWY. They belong to a darlc oibe that 1ive1 Dr ur, to the south and west. 
They are a disturbing people. Ttu.t they mean to kill you says cJeariy that there all tOO many trnks upon this p.ith.· 

I felt her face tum up to me. looking through the branches with unasked questions. I knew ~ wondered how I tu.d 
learned so much about places that I soould never have been. '1 met some once. when I went up the river: I continued, 
"On a mission." I left that to dangle before her. Eventually she would rise to the bait, I knew. It would be good for her to 

join the Dawn T roddelS. Beneath her dancing scarves she tu.d a watchful vigilance and an ~Iessty seeking curiosity. Hers 
was the temperament to journey far and learn the things that the conservative among the Tribes feared. She would be a 
scoot and a spy without equal. J 
For now, however. she stayed focused upon this doll, the center of her culTtnt quest. "Su Iwhy would squats want 

anything of our Agnes? Especially ones that live so f.lr from us?" Her voice held the CUriOSir of a child. not the worry of a 
woman woo had just nearly been killed. 

A frown formed itself upon my face , a mask of thought. "I do not know." I bounced the knie in my palm and slipped out 
of the tree. "But I do know of someone who would: With that. we set ofl'into the night. to steal the 
serpent's fruit. 

11 
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The quiet tumult d Slake, Dahlian in Crest: 

The feeling in this caravan is all wrong. I u.n't see it, but apprehension Cfdwls all Over my skin. This is the play's pause, 
when fate la~ heavy in the air t~ conspi~ against the hero. This is the slip of the hidden card in a card trick. I'm being 
played. Falta xanith'on is too eager, too convenient, too downtrodden and fartoo keen to associate himself with me, the 
known target. I doo't know his ~ngle. but I do know he's not who he seems. 

Dahlians don't choose lives of misery. Dahlians don't choose the weight of lives measured with menial things. A true 
Dahlian wul would wither and die in those circumstances. Even if he were: extremely tClUCious, with a pallor as consis
tently dow~t as his, he would have fou nd himself quickly in exile. Dahliil doesn't teach us to wait for the tides orjay to 
wet our lives. Instead, wnen we find ourselves in drought. we dance up r3instorms of revelry; enough to blanket the world. 

No, this is the moment to act - or be acted upon. just enough information to move now. I have the name of the rider 
that ordered my arrest ~ PiouJjacobfon. I've !eamed who she is. how she spends her days and when I can catch and lure 
her alone. I have seen enough dfher to know that she believes her actions vener3te the Warrior's way, but someone has 
played her for a fool. I have speht all this long night in ritual. and am at the ready. When she surfaces from that tower after 
morning Pr3yers, I shall bait the Blade to the woods and by tric~ery's cunning unearth what trickery she has done. 

«(Djto the Madho use 
x·l v ..... "-

Slake, Dahlian in Crest, laying in wait: 

The predator does not know that she is prey, 

Her breath pants in chase, and as she enters the dearing I have made, the River of Dream CIdShes around me ~ke a torrent. rrrt ritual 
complete. Slow and fiuid in the dance, I rise fiom rTrf CCNef in the underbrush and extend the reach of rTrf spine. roll rTrf Yloulders 
back to present rTrf full height r ~ Dream to me, I will her to see me as I design myself, the gleaming. silent glory of joan. 

I open my eyes to look at her, ercting hers to be following the ascent of my illusion to the top of the trees, but instead 
she looks at me squarely. Sizing,me up, she dr3ws her sword and takes a step forward, 'In the name of Joan who blesses 
my arm with the strength of Her virtue ... • Dahlia, help me, I've bet my life on a Single hand, and now I've lost. I coil 
inward, steeling myself for the cold blow of her blade, but the words hang hollow in the air, dissipating. In that moment, I 
am bowled over by a tidal force that threatens to unhinge my mind. Catching up the meager pond of my own work, its 
ocean rages through me, the trees bend to make way. A great body moves through the twisting, snapping br3nches and 
its metal gleams in the new daA sun; The Warrior comes. 

Eyes widening. Piousjacobi'on kwings her sword up to dasp its shank in her other hand above her head. addressing her 
lady. For a moment I almost ~Iieve too, but as the Dream continues to flood through the conduit of my body, I realize I 
have had help. Peering through~ shadows of the trees is Xanith, rigid with focus. Her mouth opens and in resonance 
through the clearing the voice , fJoan is heard: 'You know nothing of virtue, child.' 

,-
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From Slake's letter to Konin: 

She spilled her stOf)' to Xanith in mournful oonf~ion, her vainglory stripped away in like her armor, her repentlnr 
heart left bare and vulnerable before our image of the Warrior. As I had suspected, she hil. been caught in a choking web 
ci lies laid by the tongue of an informer. Calling herself Ailes Brillante, the &vious traitor tOld theJoanite that the thru.t of 
our plot to bring the NOition to its knees wn $0 great that were the mere news ofit hinted to the Tribes, feM and pMlic 
would sprud acrou the bnd like fire in the d'Y grass of summer. 

When the irNgC of the Warrior maintained Her tndcfm,rlt stoicism - merely shook Her Wu.t I'Ieoad in disappointment 
and wmed away - the broken soldier wept rem into the urth. Alone. betrayed by her oJ." senses and righteous pride, 
she ~cked slowly away from the illusion's path, the dampened soil, the spires in the distance and into the heart of the 
woods. Her 511/00:1, abandoned on the earth, was the WI testament ofher crucible. 

I wonder what will become of her, and with her confession, I wonder if our punishment was too harsh. Xanith tells me that 
a warrior can not afford to be wrong in a matter of duth, that hcr duty dictated a different ~th than she took. She says 
thn illthough the failure Lay with the Broken Pillar, left to the mercy of Joanite Of Judge. the'price to be paid would be out'S. 

That sometimes, beause they build the law to save those who march in $U:P, :,~; !::~~~"" an: not always 
protected by it VId must, as a simple matter of sdf-pn:seMtion, take the Law into our 

To the disgust ofT :almique, Dahlian in ~ 

Benedia led me back to the training outpost and down the path a littl~':W:';Y':",,:on:id~.~H~',t,::;::: the trees to a gnarled old oak curled like a hunchback over a dearing. where he told me another of this tribe comes now 
and again under the pretense of trade. Although the items he brings only purchase he seem$ 
to desire is the satiation ofl'lis lust for yoong female flesh . Warning me to say silent VId of sight, Benedict slipped off 

of the path so quietly it was enough to wonder ifhe'd ever been there at all. 

Now, in the nook of that same tree, my stomach curls as 1 watch the sight Wt unfolds before me. A squat of the same 
tribe as my usailant rests under WI tree, the crown of his head creased with a circle of scar down Oller his &cc and neck, 
as iffire had once run like water over his skin. Surely a trick of the light against the moveJ[ ofhis muscles, the scars 
seem to twitch and move as if vile soakes were worming their way under his Iksh. 

His eyes an: fixed on the yoong Fallen woman before him, filthy hands rubbing at the hare' pelt that hangs from his hips 
as he advances step by $tep. Her eyes ilfe wary, resting upon his rough and ~ed dothin . Although she keeps a 
cautious distance, she speaks in low lones that seem to only spur his desire. Although I W] not hear them, the scene 
leaves a bitter poison taste in my mouth, and I can not stand to watch it unfold. I do not need to. His obvious pleasure in 
her young ftesh ~ me the means I need to rNke him spill the seed of his knowing. 

-
lJ 



, 
I. 

J 
I 

'- 1">, "a<"oftOeTrk"""'1~p IntO MY rarior 

Vem.md.s from the Outpost 

Allo -

The beatofTalmique, DaMan in Crest: 

I fave never before: known the cxhilmting terror of the game, but as I come to the 
squat's tent to tempt him. my heart pounds in the mythm of rrrt drums. In the shifting 
saunter of my steps, in the tilt of my hips, I draw him out, my body the lure. He 
advances across the grassy glade in a beast's four-pawed crawl, slavering at the 
toogue, his teeth a poi!.Of'l yellow in the moonlight. The rhythm of my drum rocks and 
thunde~ my body. With e-Jery thump and sway he stumble!. near and growls through 
his lust. 

When the surging tide of DrC<lm crashes out o( the drum that has bound it, rrry body 
blazes (or a moment before becoming the image that he can not resist I embody his 
pinnacle of desire and trust. Before my limbs sink to lead in exhaustion fTom the dance 
and Dream, I red his confession fi'om him, baiting the fulfillment of his lust in trade for 
his information. His words spill from his mouth in a thick disrnaed rumble, telling me 
of the doll, of traitors in the Nation, of the rendezvous to come. I fall beneath his 
seething. filthy hands pawing al my skin, and caU out sharply. Within seconds, 
Benedict's face and blade rise behind the filthy shoulder, and I hide my head to escape 
the Aood of blood that pours from his slit throat 

Re.id "'Y ",,,riuurdwlj. YoI.I :"!"""'i{;~!llig!JedJ.lIeJb..._--------------------
.:Uncing bitd!. '. z J 

This lhit-c.o"Ue<!, TVlk, <>1.:1, ugly 

b~tm:I w~tcd , pri« fur his 

i.wrllUti<>n, p.lid in AM. nut 
wun't put of w dul I'd h1w; 'lit 

him "pert MId ~ IW hu.t fium 

kim j{th~ Wntact w.un', ~cdcd. 1 

might jaut wme buJc. ~ do thlt 

1..:lIt •. 

N<> mor,. mWCIge", Nt) mIX,. go-

brtwcvu. I'm n<>t falling for thil 

wt. I uU the Mwu """'. You wVlt 

thlJ doUr ThOl)"Ut/ mat me up 

~ Vld pcrwrulln rhe S<!~ 

wutll "'the Winler EnIporiWl'l in 

hWtU)'J 21 dtak ,,. Y"" ...,n', «< it 

~t ,It And Mn'tevcn think"f 

double.crossing rIIt, <lr Itl "WIt )'I'u 

down vu:I ,Ike "f' dul WMped 

little bud)'.,;,..,..., ~.md l'Ugd 

"w" tltW fritttdJ to) "dp • 

• Hyrilt. 

Sweet KOr.ilin. 

Forgive the stain on my words and the parchment and worry not, for it is not my life 
that bleeds away. Benedict even now dr.gs the squat into a copse of trees, growing 
cold now that the last bit of life has leaked out of the slash across his throat Know, my 
heart, that west to the river's end and south halfway to the horizon lives a dark tribe 
that nips our heels. According to the one we have slain, their festering ways have 
tempted the hearts of some of the Nation. Iu. the delivery of the doll is set for the third 
day of T amt2, where 001)' Dahtian feet spin, it seems the infection spreads even amoog 
the Trickster's children. There, in the chaos of our furure. our prize shall be within our 
gmp. 
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From the mind ofKorain, Dahlian in Crest: 

Their lette~ came like a windfall. ju~t as I was beginning to doubt the game. Talmique tells me the infidel is ours. What 
kind of Dahlian is so unwise as to try to play the lady's strings? But 'Mique's right: no one .but a Dahlian could know the 
road to T amta. We ourselves won't know the way until it falls before our eyes in Dahlia's light. Slake served up the traitor's 
name, this Ailes Brfllantc, and I myself have di!oCovered lime enough - until this mornen!.ln the mountain of Satin a's 
books I have found my piece. I cannot be thankful enough to our old caravan mother for leaving these writings to us. 50 
few of Dahlia's children write things down; instead. stories pass from mouth to mouth through the generations. 

This name is no morc than a feather dusting at the truth, like the puns and riddles we fit into plays. I have found a World 
Before song, in which the singer threatens a skylark. The singer tells me bird how she plans to pluck its feame~. its beak, 
and its "ailes," its wing5. In me Famzay tongue, mis tr.l.itor calls he~elfBuming Wing; she masks he~lfin our Phoenix. 
The othe~ fly to me now. We three shall pluck you at Tamta, gentle skylark. 

{t' III Pain Hope 

From the BooIc of Freedom, by Salina, Mother of the Golden Wheel: 

I never knew me World Before. Most people of me slaughtered time were long dead by the day I was bom. The few who 
remained in my early yea~ were broken, mad husks, kept young by the Takers. who railed and fromed and wept into the 
earth. As a child I thought the World Before had been a maze of lunatics. In fact I often wondered ifit had ever e ~isted at , 
all . or ifit were some delusion that came in the veil of age. I was born in the shadow of the 'Takers. and knew nothing but 
fear and pain and filth and chains for the first seven years of my life. My body still bears the marks they left on me. though 
they arc long faded by the winds and sun of tfeedom. The scars on my mind and my spirit have not been so lucky. 

It was in a cowering winter when he came. Although his eyes held a deep and shaking sadness. they embr.l.ced something 
that \ had never seen before. It was something I had never known. for even me word - hope - was not part of my 
language. He spoke only once to me. perhaps only once at all. Thrown back into the pens in a shaking neap, I could 
hardly stand. I had been cut in an eQctinggrid all down my body. in each square the Beasts had tested a new poison 
against my razed flesh . J was a tangle ofbuming infeaion, and in my fever he took me in hii allT\$. Retuming me to the 
barracks he whispered close. his breath a cloud in front of my eyes. "Hold. child, hold strong. She is coming." 

i ,/l l1l-,ope I,augbter 

I wouldn't unde~tand what he meant until days later. I awoke to a restless coil starting to build in my belly as I lay in a 
deserted comer. All around the room, the listlessness and depression that hung like a pall in the air was lifting. Everywhere 
the tempo was picking up. and one by one people emptied into the night. I didn't know what was going to happen, and 
the beat brought me out into the cold night air. Somewhere, over the wall in another camp, something was happening. A 
sensation of calm deliberation was expanding in the sky. like the air itself was knitting together. Just as quickly the air rent 
itsdf apart. reeling in a whirlwind. Debris was swept away, and the buildings began to quake and disassemble. Although we 
were not moved. pieces of wood and metal slipped into the funnel and were polished by its force. fused into one. Once 
more. the smells or waste and death were exiled and new ones, offar away lands and spring and life, tame in their stead. 

Each pale face turned up to the marvel that formed before our eyes, and in each face a light began to kindle. a light that I 
would learn in time to call joy. In the gjre of Her forming. the reflections of our faces became solid. swarmed and 
c.oagulated and forged Llpon each other and Her masks were born. All the eyes of all the faces of Dahlia opened. as did 
Her many mouths, and from them a sound came forth. sweeter than anything I had ever known. Her laughter. more 
infectious than any Taker's poison. ignited in our hearts, and we too began to laugh. 

25 



p:: 
r.T~ 

~ 
(I) 

~ 
o 
H 
p:: 
~ 

• 

t~1rl' Elam'cs Resurrect jon .. '( 

She raised Her f.lns high into the air and snapped them open. The light of our laughter gleamed in their sprud and burned 
a thousand times brighter. Wings offire burst forth and Her companion. Phoenix, an eagle as bright as the sun, flew in 
freedom mrough the camp. His wings brushed the skeletons of buildings and the bodies of the dead. They scorched our 
chains and prison willis. All around us, our past of suffering, of despair and of pain, bumed to cinders in a raging flame. 
Long into the night, we, the new children of Dahlia, fortified by Her joy. did what we. had neYer done before and what we 
have not stopped doing since. We danced. Danced in Revolution. Danced in Freedom. Danced and wept and sang and 
shouted. Danced on the smoldering grave of the world we: knew. Finally, we danced for the blessing of the New World 
that we knew WOlJld be built upon its ashes. 

" 
~I Thmta 

Sampson, ~ite Mascot of the Red Dawn. 00 the EveofTamta: 

Yeah, sure. You've been trying to tr.Ick it down every yC3.r, what makes you think you're going to find it this time? The 
only way you're gonna see a Tamta is if you ride with a caravan. You can go ahead and try, my Littl~ T rickst~r even says if 
you can find it, you can stay. She says once a long time: ago when Agnes was brand new a bunch of the Children managed 
to find it and they had the best time c:vc:r! No, you're the bugface:. You're just jealous 'cause you can't go. While: you're 
gc:tting beat up in Playground, Itm being treated like gold. They 54y it's bad luck not to have one of us riding with them. I 
get the best sweets and toys and get to play the best tricks on people - and I don't have to do anything I don't want to. 

No. It's a secret. I can't tell you what happens. Well ... Maybe: if you give me that new knife of yours, I could lelt you some. 
No not that one, the good one. You only get what you pay for. 

Tamtl. is the biggest party Vimary's ever seen, but nobody in Vimary's ever seen it but Dahlians and us and them other 
kids way back when. It goc:s for three days and never stops. Remember when we: made Sal r}ve that pretty ring she found 
to Khronos so we: could watch them pictures down in Th~ren's Den that time? It's kind oflike that Everything's full of 
color and moving aU over all at once, though there's not ilfly r.lbbits that talk like Keepers. 

The first day is aU about the past. Dahlians don't hold on to that much, so they get it all sorted out right away. All the little 
Tricksters have a meeting where c:vc:rybody talks over everybody else. Course I never seen it! Do I look like a little 
Trickster to you? I wouldn't want to go anyway, 'cause they tell me it's about boring stulflike trade routes. But then after 
that they open up this huge area and everybody in the Tribe g~s in and fights with everybody else. It's the funniest thing 
you've c:vc:r seen with all of thcrl, yelling and screaming and whaling on each other. It's one big, fall ·down, drag·out, no· 
rule:s fight ......tlere everything that they got mad at all yC3.f comes out. Ifit don't come out on the Bitching Field, it don't 
come out at all, cause after that everybody forgets about it. They're too busy drinking and laughing and dancing. Oh -
and all the people that were in Ibve all year brC3.k up, and sometimes on the second or third day they get back together 
and sometimes they don·t. 

The second day is all about today, nothing before and nothing after. There's so much noise you can't believe it. The 
drums start up at dawn and go all the way through the night. When the sun's highest there's a Death Masque that the 
Bone Road doc:s, but it ain't fof a person, it's for the Tuming. Turning of the year, dumb· head! When that's done, they 
dance: and they spin and tr.Ide ideas and everybody pulls pranks on everybody else. All the caravans spy on each other, but 
most of all everybody laughs, den when the joke's on them. There's no crybaby bed-wetters like you in Dahlia's Tribe. 
Are too. I guess you don't wanNO hear any more, then. 
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Thought so. Third diy's;ili about the future, of course. They have competitions and each 6fthe caravans give their ideas 
for who gets [0 do what Fatima in the Liberation Fcstival, and all the little Tricksters deQdf how it'll be. After that, all the 
(resters take their Flights. They've been chasing the caravan they want all Tanna while the caravans that want them chase 
them right back. They got to be sure that the caravan they choose wants them good enou~. They dimb up on top of the 
Flighting Tower MId they shout for the caravan they want until the caravan comes down ~low. Then they leap into the air 
and if the caravan wants them, they catd! them. If they don't, then ... Splat! All over the gf9undl 

It is too true. Maybe someday I'll do it myself. How would you know? OUf little Trickster ~ys I can ifl want to. She says 
Dahlia likes Agnes best so Agnites arc as welcome as Her own and Agnes likes Dahlia best ~ someti~ She lets us stay 
on with our caravans. You'll see. I'll be seventeen and jumping into the arms of the Red you're seventeen and 

t: changing diapers with the Barren. I 

I 
I 

"The salutation of Koraln, Dahlian in Crest: L 
I almost didn't make it here in time. Back up at the entrance I got caught up in a tumble be n the Tinkers and the Red 
Dawn. You should see the mess! The Tinks rigged up a vat offlour by the side entrance. W,hen the Dawn came throogh, 
Clouds! It's all over them, hair, clothes, geM, and with all their road dust, everything's comIng up pink. There's a full·out 
fi"acas going on up there now and I ended up smack in the middle of it. Only reason I got ~ut so fast is somebody pulled 
me out - a little Trickster by her mask, though I don't know whose. I didn't even get a cnance to thank her before she 
dove back into the fray with a Ir..ely laugh. Praise Dahlia, I love this time of year. 

Now keep an eye out. you two, fOr anything off kilter. We've only got two days left to rub tne turncoat and win the day. 
let's go. 

From the lips of Slake. Dahrlan in Crest: 

Don't look now, both of you, but there's a Dancer off behind you leaning against the wall tt the edge of the pit. She's lank 
and gangly and not where she's supposed to be right now, In fact she's not who she's sUPlX'sed to be. That mask she has 
on is made of plumes so red they must have been plucked ITom a cardinal's wing. and there around the eye$ it's all painted 
a brilliant green. Now, quick, look before she turns back again. 

See? She's of the Bone Road, and they don't wear anything so full of shine. A bit of yellow maybe, some white, but mostly 
they're stitched of earth and night ~nd bone and moss. Besides, the Bone Road's all up top getting ready fOf the Turning 
Masque. I rode with them a while last year, and just about now they should be unloading their wagons. Everybody in 
Laila's caravan can do as they please the first night ofTamta but come the morning of the second day they're expected to 
prep for the Masque. I 
Quiet now. come ovcr here and look at these Tinker Trinkets so I can get a better look. T¥ slope of mat green and the 
surge of the red ... they look like ... wingsl Korain - PnoeniK wings on firel I 
Damn it, therc she goes - don't worry. We'n catch her. 
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So that Slake is behind it, is he? That Crester that rode with us last year? Why would he want to me you for a crime? 
Oh, oh, 00 . .. I've the steps orchis. This would be his F1ightingpr. wouldn't it? M.tke you me blameworthy ina plot 
against the Trickster's Circle; cut fickle sludows on the Bone. By hound and hare and hapless scheme. I know his hope. 
He's fledging to the Heartl;and. Those dogs have been nying to curry UIIOf all season to get fi!'!.t stage at The Festival. 

No, no my pet, bright healtbe.1t you IN.y be, but I'vc an aching in my old bones that knows now the wather win thange. 
Why ~Id the HeartlUid have the prize? It is we that know that cntrop'f's hand is the one tN.t leads the f1.11ow fields of 
winter ~ to the fertile blessings of spring. Leave the Hemiand ror the Mother ()( the lover, for no ~ming comedy 
shall [ouch the wrinkles of the Grone. No. No OIl!: knows the slink and rattle ofBaba y~ like the Bone Road, and I've 
learned a few tricJu in my time that serve as well as a curse. 

Bring on your dlicks. I will see 19 their hatching. 

'~frts and Trials 
., 

From the recoI\eaions dKcnin: 

... and suddenly. it seemed that the whole of the Bone. Road was upon us with a I'Iowt and a dizzying spiral. Bodies 
c.mcned and jmtled against us I" the bedl1om. They screamed and wailed wordless cries that tumbled over tunnel walls in 
ritual prCpar.iltion. The Bone Road believe: that ~ Player must know, in the shadow of the Masque's 5tlge, the thin line th1t 
separates the Motion of life frorr the Illusion of ~till death. Before a Ma5que this big, they fight and fist each other in 
brawls. They dare each other t~.death.ddjing {eau ofbnvery to bring the face of mortality sharp before their eyes and 
kiss from it a taste of their own Clealhs. In a Bone Road Masque, the cowl of dark change and bright renewal doesn't only 
mark the Io5s of a year. a love Of a mend, but of the Players as well. 

Slake pushed 'Mique and I on to find the doll as he surged ahead, dragging most of the crowd with him. within steps, 
wagons were tumbled, fists flew mel we lost sight ofhim in the fray. We tried to slip away, but were caught up in the web 
ag2ln. A circle of calm bone masks hid the faces o(thosc. who owned the jostling. jabbing limbs. poked and prodded, we 
were pushed towards a path of fire, bright seething coals of pain meant to taunt death and pull the River's current: for us it 
was only a trap. 'Mique squeezod my hand and let it slip free as she stepped forward into the Hames. She tumed towards 
those bone visages SCfe~m;ng apd writhing in pain. as her clothes kindled tongues of fire over her !.kin. They su~ 
forward in ~ panic. as they had meant only to deter and frighten us. Mique's best petfoonance yet turned the tables sharply 
bilck upon them. In the chaos 0( their fear, I milnilged to slip ilway. 
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The revdaIion ri Kcnin, Dahlian in Crest: 

Only the eKtraS are straggling now in the rooms behind the cufUin: Handlers, the Crestm redging to the oravan, prop
smiths and set·hands under the fidgety direction of the Stage Caster. From the look of ther' their qes roving in every 
comer as they tend to last minute details, it seems they too halle been warned of our comifg. Flat against the wan, I edge 
my way past the wheels of a wagon and watch a moment. Their eyes move over the entrances, naturally. Thq glance over 
nearly every wagon, c:rate and bundle, though worry the edges of none in particular. Mi~ Stake is wrong; they may not 
nave the Do!! at all. But . . . no. All qes in motion. AI! eyes on an things, but carefully not ~ one. A wagon in back, so 
road·wom it might be a Tinker's. It's a gamble, but what iSfl't watched is always as imponapt as what is. 

Snaking behind anything that will serve me a cover, l make my way to the back It takes lesJthan a moment to slice the 
anvas bindings of the bonnet but as my hand breac.hes the inside the wagon and my fin~ps brush the air. they duke 
with a power within. In power is built on anger, a sense of driving. petulant fury. At last!3mbering inside the box·bed I 
hunt through the quilts and find the Do!!, a mother holding a child, looking far less ami s than it feels. Almost out of 
the wagon - down! A streaking sillier blade arcs before my eyes and I on drop down a ro!! under the wagon. 
Footsteps in chase around the wheels. as J surface and bolt away, Cllpecting the chaos ofttk Bone Road to descend on 
me once more. But there is no shade of the fighting or the fire·walking left. I 
Where has the pit gone? I see nothing but labyrinthine tunnels in aU directions, That one. It's as good as arty other, now. 

From Talrnique's \ettm to 8cncdia: 

Once they'd realized that t wasn't rca!!y on fire, the Players of the Bone Road SI:aned to me, but Slake came 
through in the nick of time, blowing the hom that sounds the call of the Masque. The Caster started shouting from 
one of the back rooms and the Players aU ran to him in a hurry. By the time they realized i I still too early. we were 
gone - through the crowd that jeered and catca!!ed the 'I then another. Pretty 
!>OCn we had no idea where we were. 

In our rush, we almost bowled Oller a Little T~ter, or wmeone masked as one in Cool:~~::~:~~~,:~,"~a costume 
that belied no carallan she helped us to our feet, asked us if we were looking for Korain. no little 
fear that the Bone Road had us again, she pointed us down the right tunnel. We realized I ambush as 
the sounds of T amta faded to the darkness of the tunnei, but our prize was worth far too much not to try. 

~Urder in tile Dark" 

I 
There was so time tight. but the glint of the knife shone like a terror in the traitor's hand as it sunk deep into Korain's heart. 
I was screaming. but Slake pushed me at the Doll that seemed to be tumbling far too s\~ from the slackening hands of 
my oldest mend. Slake tackled the infidel and before Kenin even hit me ground his blood too flooded out to soak it red. 
He howled, II. mask of pain distorting the featur~ of his face as the tJ2itor tried to pull theE' free . Yank as she did. she 
COtJld not release it from the bone of his thigh. Finally, she reeled and extended her bare bl stained hands to me. She 
took a step fOlWard and demanded the Doll. 

Benedict, I was never w scared my entire life. but I stood bll, held firm and told her, • No. his doll belongs to Dahlia, and 
I will not allow your faithless hands to soil its power illly more.· Snarling. she advanced 00 re and told me that she had 
allies, and that by her word they would not only hal/C me, but all that t loved, unless 1 gave r to her that moment. 
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L.- T!,e Ma.~'.t:!l Or the 'l'r1c'.ry;ter 

~,~,tt and switch 

The obseMtions r:i Slake. Dahbn in cmt: 

Pain. Pain w great I think I may get Io~t in the bladness that plays at the edges of my sight, She's going to kill 'Mique, 
She's killed Korain, and she's going to kill 'Mique and take che Doll. Not if I can. , . I lean forward and bnce: myself against 
the pain to lurch and grasp at the ankles that stalk my friend, but before I go there's a rustle of movement behind me. 
Rising with a limber ease that s~ks of no ache is Korain. wound fresh and bleeding in her chest. She reaches up and pulls 
her cresting mask f'rt:e. Stretching out her arm she holds it in her upturned hand, The fool:!.teps cease in shock behind me, 

The mask in Korain's hand begins to quiver and spin. singed tufts of feathers flashing trom bright color to gleaming white 
light. It spirals dizzyingly before it comes to a sudden. disconcertingly quick stop, The face: of Dahlia, Her mouch opens 
and the seed of a chuckle broods and lifts and begins to bubble up until She is laughing hard enough to rock the tunnel 
around us, From behind it, the other masks of Dahlia file out in a circle:, and Her body unfolds within them. in all of Her 
Wary, As She snaps Her fans open, the walls of the tunnel are doused in torch light. When I finally manage to tear my eyes, 
away, I can see that there was never a tunnd at all. Instead, the gleaming eyes of the whole tribe arc: upon us. 

The: knife fah away along with te pain as I am raised to my feet by Her will. All of Her many faces tum to Korain, 'Mique 
and J, and smile with a grace: that soars my spirit In a voice caught somewhere between pride and amusement, She: tdh us 
to return the Doll to the Child, Going without a moment of hesitation. we slip through the crowd. Behind us Her voice 
calls out to Her children for judgment: ·Tricksters all, tell me now and tell me true. What do we do with she who would 
stop the dance?" 

"-. _. 
~~~e Phoenix Flight 

The observations ofJass afthc: Heartland, Interventionist: 

And it comes out of me, just like it come out of everybody all at once: ' Phoenix Flight! Phoenix Flight! Phoenix Flight!" 
We're all shoutin' like one person and Our lady smiles as bright as the wings of Phoenix himself, and gives us all approv
ing nods. A handful of the: Little lTricksters clamber on the stage and take hold of the traitor. They pull a mask and a 
winged cloak on her that're all tovered in feathers - red and gold - and march 'her up the Flighting tower. Up. up, up 
she goes! Down below, torches, rags and bits of wood arc: thrown in [0 make a ravenous fire that licks. hungry at the: 
villainous traitor's face: . 

We scream and chant and howllcalls that crash and rebound OYer the walls of the emporium and though the traitor holds 
fast to the rails, one of the Little Tric.luters steps fOfWard , With one swift. sharp kick to the: middle ofhc:r bad, the: villain 
goes out in an arch over the: fla+es, her wings fluttering out behind her! The whole Tribe takes one Single breath together 
as she hovers above the flames in the moment. The whole way down she screams, and when the inferno finally swallows 
her into its burning belly her voiF grows sharp and shrill/ike a dying hawk. The flames swell and burst until even we: in the 
back can fec:1 it warm our faces, fed on che flesh ofhc:r sin, Ain't nobody making a sound, now, 

And there's Dahlia stepping forward and in Her path the: flames bade off, The embers and ashes of the woman's bones still 
smolder ITom the: flames as T:fhe lady calls up the: air with a single flicker ofHerbn, The cinders, they catch in the gust. 
twist into a funnel that spins shakes with sparks. It takes less than a moment as they swann into the: form of a body, 
growing dense and fleshy, And I w - Dahlia be: praised! - its mouth opens in a scream of terror and pain, Bellow! 
Bellow and ram To the stage! Motion and movement c:veryvmere trom tricksters all as we scream up in exultation of the: 
Lady. Nobody, not nobody - rot the Little T ric.ksters, not us Players, not even the charred traitor herself - knows if 
Dahlia brought her back or if she was never gone at all, and who cares anyway? 

Let the: Villain muse It on It on ttfc Island of the Lost if she gets that far. I don't need answers Dahlia is the Fatima of all 

'''m".M H" W'Y' '" gro'1 ",d "mbl, 
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Of COUI>C rlied to you. rlied to you, you lied to your mends and Dahlia H,,,dfl1o, d "'"' ~I Praise Her, She knew what 
iod where the prize ~ all ;l.long. You must admit it mOlde an excellent plot fOr a Tamtl was 
more truth than even I knew. When I told you that Dahlia Her~d(had set your wk, was I between 
truth and illusion are only ever clear in retrospect. so what's the harm in lying? ' way of the Trickster. You 
have passed yourtest iod are the ulk of the Tribe. Few Creste~ can count a '/eM with so gain. Tomorrow you and 

your mends can fly safe into the hands of the u:ravan of your choosing. More thh,.::":':t~:f,,~"': ~the~ first Oahlian to ever 
finO a place in rrrt guild before their Flighting. On yes, we will have you. You've p 

The Doll goes by Envoy this hour to the tunds of OiIn anxiously waiting Evan who is ho,,,,"r~o' an Evart She will put it into 
the arms of the aching Child who is older than you or I, a Child who win find comfort in it, will never be comforted. 
Soon you will see that the Nation is a spindling web of lies and deceit. pretense al'ld enigmas. You will 
understind that it is not merely Dahlia's tribe that spins this web, hut t:Nery Tribe in . You will know that the 
only difference to be had il. that it is only the Tric.kste~ who take: joy in the irony of truth, the: ste:ps of our 
danc.e: to the beat of the: Nation's dic.hotomous hurt. 

From the: notes ofKora1n of"SaiI. Whi5perS~ 

It was in that inte:rlude: of time uncounted that my feet Idi: the Flighting rower and I gave: my ve:ry body to the: winds of 
change:. The: sc.orched feathers of my Cresting d.1.y slipped ilway behind me: and with them, \the: yars of my youth. 
Seve:nte:e:n summers this d.1.y, five yeMS without a family to all my own, my new home alldd and shouted and cheered 
below me with arms open for the: catc.h. looked out to the world as the: air buffeted my fa!) ilnd knew that Oilhlia was with 
me: in that mome:nt, for I could see the whole horizon of Vi mary, could se:nse: the roads mal: I will somedily mvel and the: 
secrea I will someday learn. 1 

Caught in safe:ty, the: Sail rallied around and hoisted me: to the feasting hall whe:re: I would Jeet old friends with ne:w 
names; Slake: of the Onhom Path, Talrnique: of the Morning Star. They've promised to keep in touc.h. for even on new 
piths. some games are: too good to be forgotte:n. Besides, none of us ha~ lost that last ~.Irt W(.~ yet to unfa~1. Its 
finding should weave: good drama; the myste:ry of a barbarian tribe that lives so dark and ~L away. yet cove:ts our Agnes' 
toys. In the: e:nd, Shahana was right. I am only now beginning to unde:rstand how much the skele:ton of the Nation is built 
on a vast netWork of lies and broken parallds. I am beginning to see too that, as a Dilhlian, it is both my birthright ilnd my 
pleasure to reveal and inveigle illl as one . 
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From the loose pages eX Ahara Yen's travel joomal: 

The snow is bitter, the trip dangerous, and Deus would find me the fool to have come, 
doak disguises me, the ~nished not welcomed at AfJIes' Passion Play. .. 
warmth to the Eighth Tribe, only to the faithful. 

~ . ','!ord o t Ag~ e~ 

I could not s~y il.way. This 
of the Wicker Mary offer no 

t come not to be comforted. but to watch. My dreams led me here; Deus '''''>01 dl"'l'mdlmy dreams. The Tribals are 

thid as usual, several bearing the marks of adulthood from Agnes' Aunts. One J<»nite in P~~" ;;' ';:~:~;,:~~ ~ 
powerful intensity bright in her eyes. Hers is the face that worries Hom the most: the set lin All hold 
an urgent tempo to their movements, like unsung music poised on wetted lips. Iilce glows in the euphoric 
joy I had almost forgotten. It is not an expression often seen on Hom, and embrace of lie Perdue. 
Hewn from the innocent joy of the Child, they are beautiful even to ffYj embittered, I. 

Tonight Agnes will be reborn, and with that, Her renewal of hope to the Nation. I onct: myself lucky that I was a 
Child of the Child. For all oftheJoanites' nobility or the Snebans' justicc. mey needed I of 
Agnes could f)ve them. I would even put words to parcnment ~ying m"'t I felt pride in a duty, 0( course, now I know 
it all for the lie it is. But,:U I see mese faces turned up in joy ... it is ",Imost enough to m"~ 0", reconsider. 

The Chosen are now following the Procession ofOdillery. their torches brim",nt 'ga''''' tnT cold winter's sky. Each of 
those faces go willingly to their deaths, one 1:U1 expression of devotion. 

There are m","y faces here tonigilt. more roles than Dahlia h:u m:uks. Each has its o~",,,,,,,,, its own purpose in the 
River. Mine does not lie here with Agnes' blind followers, but in the brutal clutches Agnes may be rebom tonight, 
but I usher in the birth of a future each day. 

From the meditations of the ~ the Child: 

I can see the wicker effigy Ii'om here. its golden flu bright against th~~;'~::~:~:;:;;~~They fuven't lit it yet, but they 
will, and the bodies of the Chosen win fuel it into a passion, The blood of these few around Me will not quench 
the flame, but will instead inspire it to new heights. Their Faith in Me, in our purpose in the licking 
fingers of fire str.iight into the twilight. 

I can ",Iso hear those who belittle My children and Our calling; those who~~~~~:t~::,~i"~lieU of'adult 
enlightenment" While they watch with lying eyes. I can hear meir hearts ' , Do so young I cannot 
hear their deceit? Fools. all of them. The understanding of this moment is minds, minds hung so 
preariously Ii'om old branches th",t they will fan "'"y moment with a wet, flat sound. 

This is '" moment of purity, '" single moment suspended like a droplet over the R:::r~'~:,:~,;T~~"':~ri~",g~;.:':r~"~t~'" 
rippling out further and further /Tom this pinprick of Wonder. will spill oller the Nation, It i 
untainted by false projections. Vimary hasn't known such an experience since My Mother I In a single breath I bUl'5t 
iTom Her effigy, recl",iming the llirtue that is right, and in so doing. ignite the hearts of My qt.i'd",," I am tomorrow. We 
win claim the future. 
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Feniwyn Bril. Child of AgrIes. recalling the Birth of~: 

I can fed the hmes against my face, so not I'm ahid of losing the hair off my head. 
But I must stind dose; I have no other choice. I would be Ies.s tNn mysdf if I did no!: 

try to reili.im every moment of Her birth, born from the h1se: Fatima, the WICker MaIy. 

Children though we nuy eternally be, we are not so naive as to think there was no 
wonder or innocence in the world before Agnes. We know the pure tooch o(M.ry the 
Forgiver brought its own innocence to VirnaI}'. and with Her passing a Cilndle 'flS 

extinguished that could never be lit ilg;ain. 

We tdl that the last da)'$ of ~ were bIak and cold, filled with pain thlt no ~I 
should know and few arc strong enough to endure. She shed eight tears as She: by 
dying. one for each Sister, one for Her lost Brother, and one for the Child who W&$ to 
rome. With Her face wet, and Her shell growing colder, the Guides surrounding Her 
and Her essence being drawn away by the River, She rested Her tn1c hand flat against 
Her middle. and whispered woo:ls lost to time. 

The moming brought Mary-s end, and the blood of Her followers ran quic.k as many 
took their O'Nfllives. But the children - the forgotten children of Mary's Children -
gathered near the hU5k, re.;aching OUt to comprehend the loss of their mothers, !listers, 
fathers, brothers. They stood, !.mali hands pressed against the lifeless hull of a dead 
Fatima, asking the One Goddess to ease their anguish, to still the fear in their souls, 
and explain why so great a loss was neassary. 

Those tiny faces, diuraught. pressing aginst the icy touch of death, wept into the 
puddles of blood. From these cries, from those tears, from thdr spirit the One 
Goddess answered them. taking pity on their tenuous sanity. 

Agnes the Child burst from the COfJlsc of yestcrday into the hope oftomorrow. With 
the twin bodies of a doll and a bear, She compelled awe and bestowcd hope to that 
lost little group. The River crackled around Her like lightning. flashing across the very 
comers ofT cmple, searing Her existence into Vinwy. Thq stood before She who was 
Agnes, the Child, until a solitary girl stcpped forwvd. Wet eyes bright and her broken 
hart pure, she sought Agnes' hand, fusing their beings together, to enact a second 
birth: that ofWondcr. 

There was not a child left in the temple who did not join her bte with Agnes' that day, 
creating our Inbe. Those of Mary still living either left or pledged their lives to the 
Swect Child. 100 old to ~te Hcr touch, they still possessed the right heart to 
fuel Her need for youth. 

This is why I stand so near, why I hold myself so dose to flames that WOtJld surely kill 
me as a Chosen. From thcir anguish came hope. and from my hope comes the future. 
The others. Hcr Aunts, divine though they are, do poorly to underestimate the Child. 
They do not hold our words wonhy for contemplation, and tum their eyes away from 
our actions. The Tribe of Agnes does not decide what the Nation will be as the Fates 
do, and we do not hold it up as the: Pillars enjoin. As Dancen, we breathe life into it, 
bestowing it with an animation that can only be expressed in childish laughter. They do 
us wrong to ignorc us, and it will be their downbll. 
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From the: last coofcs.sions of Morodi, Agnite Barren: 

I IiIAS always ~ of the smaller Children. \ could not run as fast, or jump as high, and I never o.me up with any of the good 
game5. I tried though, I really did. I tried to amuse Her as best I could, but I was never goo9 enough. Once r brought a 
smile to Her face. It was when I gave her the doliI'd found . The other kids thought IIiIAS s~pId to take it : broken;md r.my 
:as it was, it almost fell apart before I got it back to Playground. But I'd heard about the other dolls in Her collection. I 
knew Agne5 would like it. She did, and She smiled, and it was worth everything. For one golden moment I was special. 

It was a fleeting moment, and !>OOi1 enough I was returned to the brunt of the joke5 and the bottom of the pile. When I 
got too old to be of use, I was turned over to the BiUlUI. It was more of ~ ">arne. More jud flung at me, more rock$ at 
my head. fttt out to trip me. The only new things were the endless chore5. But now I know Agnes loves me, has loved me 
all this time. I am Chosen, you see. I have been chosen 10 stand wit\1in the Wicker Mary for our Child's Pomion Play. She 
will burst forth from the flaming shell of my body MId be reborn for our Tribe. It will be me who bring3 Her forth. I am 
lucky. I am special. She IovC!i me. I o.n see the torches coming for us . . . 
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From the embittered passing ofHyrin, ~ AgrIite Fallen: 

look at them. dancing around I'll<e a bunch of simpletons. They leap among the shadows a.s if they were harmless, their 
laughter like tinklinggla.ss. But I know better. The shadows are dangerous. and glass breaks. They aJllook so smug. 
thinking they know the truth. BJr I'll tell you the truth; the truth is no one cares aoo they only use you till you're ~pent. 
Then you're thrown away. I stobd at Agnes' side and laughed and played in the long days of summer. I huddled by Her 
side as we told stories in the blatk nights of winter. I was the spm aflife that carried Her tribe through good times and 
bad. Now I'm nothing. A spent thing. When I wa.s in Agnes' gnces. it never occurred to me that I would grow up. Nont: of 
us under.;tood. and it's not like knyonc ever tried to explain it to us. Nobody tells Playground'~ children thin~ that they 
don't want to he.1r, and in the iotecrive shadow of Agnes' bear, childhood seems to endure forever. 

What happened when I was Co~nted nineteen? 1 was cast into the Breede~. I went to M~rrnie . sobbing. She h~d seen it 
often enough to know wh~t h1 happened. Maybe it happened to her once. The next night was my fht with Kevin. It took 
six times before I could stop CI)'Ing enough. Eventually l.djusted if'Id realized exactly how good I h~d become. No, I 
wasn't ~ Child any looger. But I F speci~1. I kept our tribe fresh with new blood. I kept us rich in the Children we ~II were. 

I bore Agnes three children, twi?S my fi~t catch, but a hundred children mean nothing when your last is born defective. 
The whelping brat. how did I knOw something was wrong inside his head? I just h~nded him over to the B~rren and was 
done with it. Some Breede~ IikJ to see what they make, and' even know one girl who plays with them - but that wasn't 
me. I wanted no part of the crying monsters once I sprouted them. So when that stupid B~rren brought me the lolling· 
eyed brat. how was' supposed to know wh~t to do? T ~ke it to an Evan, take it to Marmie, just get it ~way from me. If only 
I'd known Agnes was watching tn I threw it down, its small head cracking like ~n ~utumn nut .. . 

Agnes' touch was searing ~nd righteous. far worse than ~ny game gone wrong. Her claws raked my body, and the screams 
She put into my head still h~unt me when I sleep. I was thrown to the W~tch and waiting for the full moon. The full moon. 
When you're banished to Hom. I loved Agnes more than 1 loved myself. I lived for Her smile. I rejoiced in Her I~ughter, 
and I cried at the bliss of Her touch. And now I w~nt nothing more than to watch Her fall with Her six ~unts. the Deaths. I 
can see them, the Chosen. walking ~round Her as the procession to the Wicker Mary begins. I Note them. I Note them all. If 
only they COIJld all bumllf. . . if only I COIJld bum with them. But I Nove no devotion left in me. Only the hate She left when 
She ripped my soul ~Iong with ~y flesh. I'll h~ve the last laugh. we'n pl~y this last game. This is it. Agnes. You cheated, and 
now it·s p~yback time. I got better mends now, mends that know exactly wh~t You ~nd Your Aunts ~re up to. Ready or 
not, here I come. 

,~ "'"" 0."'". ond he< m~"J ""","",,, 
The rest of the settlement is !.Iel ping. or they are ~t least quiet. This wind is cold, smoky, filled with ~ hard winter coming 
too soon. I can see the fires of Playground from here, burning brightly as the N~tion's Children dance past any reasonable 
hour. The imag~ that spurred Te fTom my WilrTn bed to this cool evening fill my mind again with an inexplicable fear and 
cause me to shiver anew. It be~n with a doll. crafted either of material tram the World BefQfe or simply the wild running 
of my dreaming mind. It was likt nothing I had played with myself as a child, or seen in the hif'lds of my companions, ~ doll 
of wondrous design. I held it defper.lltely, though I didn't know why. A wind came, and without my consent and despite 
my efforts, it ripped the d0l11my grasp, hurtling the soft body through the mists. 

t"k Believer 

Night after night I Nove been dri n Ifom sleep by visions of d~rkness that rises up if'Id swallows Vima!)', stealing the life 
from our Nation. Tonight, the +11 m~de its entry. and ~ small whisper down in my soul tells me this will not be ~ singul~r 
incident. Something comes, ~ing I'm meant to deflect. I don't undentand yet, but I will. I Nove to. In dreams, the 
screams were haunting. I Nove T desire to know what they sound like on this side of the River. 

~ 
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I know my time is limited. Most Favorites don't realize that They think that somehow theyire so special that they're going 
to outlast adulthood. I'll be Counted as fifteen next summer. No, 5erious,I mean it. Yah, I know I don't Iooj( it. I like it 
tNt way. But I've 5C(n them fallout ofh.vor as young as eleven, so I'm not without dange~_ Agnes likes them young. 
untouched by the worid, when they have more of Her i~. 

I do my best. looIIing for - and finding - the wonder She brings into OiJf world. But it gets harder and harder each 
season, what with the Evans ~ays trying to rmke us behave, the Sheb4ns telling us to keep it down, the Yagans saying 
we an never understand the secrets and thejoanites always Wdtching us. SometiffiC$ we're too loud, I know. And lots of 
the Young Ones don't understand some of the greater ~teries, but then, we know things they've forgot or maybe rKVer 

knew. Being an adult isn't so great if you've never lived. 

Do they know what it is to lie flat against a green hill and have your Fatima spill the coIor1jf summer into your soul? Do 
they know the sweet sound of the Child's laughter at a shared joke? Or the secret games spe teaches you to play with Her 
and Her alone? And an they possibly understand the gentle swell your hurt rmkes when you w.uch Agnes walk among 
the cribs, naming QCh child to bind them to the tribe? Doubtful. This is what it meM1S to be II FlIvorite of Agnes, pbsuro 
that only the hurt can understand. They use their minds tOO much, ilnd forget the beii.t of!ife . 

It's beuuse of all mill mat rm.kes being il Filvorite.s dilngerous.s il is rcwilrding. No, seribus. I man it. It's rough. The , 
higher you lire up on the lildder, me further you hilve to (all when you miss the next rung. Bickering is fierce, ranging from 
petty to downright scary. No one wants 10 lose h.vor, but cvesyonc W1nts to be the ~t favorite. You un get illong (or II 
.....n~e with everyone working as il team, but eventually you're going to have to push someone out, and then the fighting 
sWts again. I've held rrry plii.CC for five summell now, and I don't pliin on giving it up, not I' I can help it. Like I uid, I know 
my time is limited, so I have to take what I un get while I u.n. 

The Doll's House? How did you find out where that was?1 No, I won 't 

stop shaking you until you tdl me who told you! She did? Seri
ous? Wdl ... iIll right. Thilt meM1S you'" be there SOOI'I 

enough yoursdf. l'mgoingthcre now. No, you 
un't come, not until She brings you thcre. 
let me just uy this about the [)oil 's Housc: 
it has toys you ncvcrcvcn dramcd 
were possible, sweets that 
make your mouth Willer just 
by looking at 'em. ilnd lilugh· 
ter thill 'lI milke your side 
hurt. The Ooll's House is 
why we fight so much. It's 
100 pretty 10 uy, and to 
lose it would ruin your 
whole life. No, scrious. 
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~. ',.,1oro of Ag:1e!': 

Efita, Agttite Favorite 

£lib. W~ ,uw.l,)" b.7/d, frunt th£ 
nwmDIt sMum.eiMl~"" 

'" child shr kMw wh.u w w.:mtN, 
1m,"", Iww W gd It, .llld ~ MW hi 

kttp it <>nU $Iv:;}ud it Her rJW md 
unlilured deMre . .dang with her 

...nell uubcvlt Jtyk, drtw Agnel' 

7- W 1.(1'" "Wiy live )IGN ~ It 
w ..... ~ w...gbdOu Wto}ud durn=! 

the fatinu,.and w;u taken ill .... "'lie 
..,( the Fn""itd. HeT P"Siti.ln .. nly 
..ukd her ~ iruufi'u.U>le :wi 
~ md!he ~nothing of 

pltimu. prudenu. or restr.un.t.. 
\oVhm 5h~ w.ul1:J ~thlng 1M bl<eJ 

it right !hn.: .and thm,"M i( sh.e to 
InIhd Ihm s.he h.lms JuT tUlI 

"lWtti.>n wd~l1gwlu.kWr hu 
gottm in hn- 10''".>' DcJpilt .U her 
/U.w £lib. GIn ~ .. kind girl :wi l 
~ frierlil. whet Jht d.Il'J rwt let 

hu ~ I>Wt"run""r 
wmp, •. ui..m. u.Wrtututdy II 

IYppou rArdy, .md ht:r frie...h "",,II 
J.Ulkr ;u mud..as h ... en£m.id oW. 

Highlighb: ReJ<>",uful, Manipula
tive, Dtlermined 

Attribuks; AGI" !,eRE + r. JNF 

... 1, PER; .1, WIl'" I, STRIJ, HEA 0, 
STA 25, UO/A04. 

.skillt.:Athlmc.J I/ O, Cnft(urYingl 
ZIt I, o...dgo: ZIt I, Hand·ru-HvId 

1/+ I, Hunun ~ruptilXl I/O, 
Inriml<WWn I/O, ludenhip 1/ t L 

wre(Trib.l) I/O,M.tl« 1/+1, 
N<Itia 1/+ I,Snuk ZI+ 1,5tr~ 
2/+ I. Tite.urir.< 1/+ I, Throwing 1/ 

+ 1, Syn!heoiJZ (1'oWdu). 

Equipnunt: A !enil'r (AD +3). 
)o<vual n;", wys, ~ bc.Jutiful surf. 

~nd ~ big "f m..mw.. 

y!~batA Wonderful World 

PrivatI: thoughts oflonu Hes, Agrlite Loner. 

I can see the Favorites tight in their little clutch over there near the 5pring. They're 
probably plotting romcbody's fall. probably one of the:ir own. Whate-<cr. I don't need 
that. Agnes and me, we: got our own understanding. Maybe She: don"t play with me all 
the time. and maybe: She even seems to forget me from time: to time. but that don't 
mean She don't love me, She's got a big world to inspire, and Her aunt5 don't make it 
too easy. Ycah, me and Her, we got our own understanding. 

Uke, last summer, wasn't it me who found the best honey? Yves even said it was the: 
best. Sweeter than nothin' tasted before. And, the one time with the butterflies? Didn't 
I dance ..... ith the butterflies (or a whole afternoon? That being right after someone said 
how sad it ..... as that the butterflies had gone fOf the ~on, and look: She brought me 
butterflies. Forget all the fighting. and the crying. and the ..... hining - J ain't into any of 
that.Just gimme a good ball, a stick to hit it with, a little space to myself, and I'm great. 

Someone asked me once ifit made me feel slighted. Slighted? I chose: the path I walk 
on; I like be:ing alone, People rub me wrong, and Agnes knows that. She don't fault 
ffiC; I do Her worlo;, still and I do it good. Sec, I plant flowers. I go around Vimary and I 
plant little patches of flowers . Oh, yeah, they don't grow as good as no Evan's, but t 
keep my little bright patches ..... ell watered and green. I wander all over Vimary plantin' 
'em. Then, when you're on your way to somewhere, ourta nowhere springs this little 
bushel of flowers . Sweet lookin' and fresh , they put a smile into your face. 

I made a little crown for Agnes once outta my flowers, and She put it on right then and 
there. She wore it all day a.nd it never wilted or got smashed. It stayed lovely on Her 
delicate doll.head, round cars holding it just at the right angle. Elita asked me to make 
her one after seeing Agnes' in the Doll's House. That made me feel good, made me 
almost like her for a moment. 

So, yeah. I made her one. Elita's didn't stay as nice as Agnes' had, and so I didn't make 
no more after that, even when they did pinch me. I didn't want the memory of Agnes' 
perfect crown to get aJI messed up by these dumb kids. Because, you know, me: and 
Agnes, we've got our own understanding. She kl'lOWs what I mean by that. and that's 
all that matters, 

Hyrin, vindicated AgrIite Fallen, tJiumphant: 

I've shown them, I've shown them all! They'll come to regret ever throwing me away 
- espcciilly Agnes. I ha .... e Her stupid doll, And not just any old one: from the pile. oh 
no. I was careful when I chose; I got the one She loves the m05t. It's old, from the 
World Bcf'0fC. I remember the day She got it. but I forget who gave it to Her. Some 
blank face that wasn't i Favorite. 

See here? It's i mommy doll, softly holding a baby doll in her arms. Dumb, really, 
when you think about it. What docs an Agnite need with a mommy,let alone Agnes, 
the be:st Child of them all? 
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3. :·.' o rcl of Ag :1e:o: 

Finding the Doll's House was harder than J thought it would be; they've moved it. My own weeks of searching tuming up 
nothing but close calls and I Iud to follow Hespirrin through the caves before J found the w place they keep it I had to 
toss a rock at her head to distract her while J went up the stairs, but I'm sure she deserved ' for something. 

Being up there ... it brought bAck a lot of memories. I remember playing with Karla by the indow with the little bricks. 
We'd build them so high ... or over by the trunk, in the costumes. Me and FaraJl would pretend to beJoanites and 
"storm" the Fallen. Now I'm Fallen. J wonder, when Farall storms next, will is among his foes? And 
AfJte5' flower crown, fresh as the day it was picked. How I'd longed to wear ' now was my chance. But the 
moment my fingers touched the soft blossoms, they wilted. In my turning brittle under 
my feet as I ran it over. Who cares, I wasn't there for pretty memories of yesterday, I for the doll. 

I pushed and shoved and kicked over the whole stupid mess until I found what I was II, ~~;~.::.~Y~O~",~";;'~'feel the power it 
possesses rippling over yoor hand like a sunburn. But I got it, and my friends will use it to And who did it 
all? Why, me, of cou~. Hyrin the An'l!Y, Fallen Herite of Hom. 

Screaming in fear, Elita. Favorite ci Atftes, warns the tribe: 

I don't know, I don't know, b\lt will you shut up!? Usten: something's happened. S::',~:;~,'~:"::~~~ :::" bleeding, at least 
I'm alive - seriousl Farall, he's dead. She kilted him. I don't know 1fKana's stilt alive, she's arm, thafsalll know. I 
just barely made it out. Now listenl 

Someooe's stolen a doll from Agnes, and not just any doll, it's Her favorite. I dOll't know took itl Do you think I'd be 
standing here if I knew? Idiot, shut up, Someone was up in the Dolt's House last night, when we went up there to 
play, everything was wrecked. Stuff knocked over, pictures ripped, and the dolls . .. byth'ICh"~, ... you should'a seen the 
dolls. Everyw'here. Serious. I &oo't know how She noticed so fast, but She did and then was trouble. 

Farall asked what was wrong when She started screaming. and he ~~7:,~,:~t.~: ~:Xt~Karla didn't know what to do, 
so just ~tood there, and then her arm got lopped off. Then She came after me, .. I've so scared in all my lifel She 
just kept screaming and saeaming. shaking the whole House. You don't know i '1 a Fatima scream ... 
We have to find it, we have to find that doll. If we don't, I don't know what'li happen, 
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Raissa Cavlcin, a troobIed mindl on the road to Bazaar: 

The day was filled with distra~I'\S' My hands idled and fumbled as my mind spun backward to my drea,rT'I$. I was brought 
to task twice before being sent rt to the west field to 'be daydreaming elsewhere.' On my own, in the far-flung fields 
overlooking Playground. I was f b distracted. I could hear the peals of laughter lifting from the emporium, the sweet 
voices of Children jarring me like chords of music. plucked olfkey. 

I had thought. as is so often the!way of confused nightmares. that mine would seem less ominous, less threatening. in the 
light of day, the stench of fear ~hed "way in the dev.y sunlight. But that was not the case; this was not that kind of 
dream. No, as I tilled the fields and brought to harvest the orange-fingered vegetables. my mind was assaulted ~n and 
again by 'lisions of dolls, inky br~ck desobtion, and whispering screams that threatened to overrun my W2king ~ses. In 
one particular moment, I would swear by the Sisters that I felt myself grow lighter, and a baleful wind whip ilt my skirts. 

1 know this is Her work now, an~ that' am meant to take on another burden. With the day done, the meal eaten and the 
animals turned out for the evenlJlg, I take myself to Ba.zaarto scek out a friend. Hopefully, with her knowledge of the River 
and its deceptive turns, we will be able to puzzle out a more obvious message from my nightm<lf!:s. So I left my siste~ 
tonight with the story of going r Ba.zaar to find <I lotion for the sunburn on my nose, claiming <I finicky desire for 
something Magd<llite in crafts~nship. I rT\<Ide shy faces that scnt the younger ones into giggles. Let them think I have 
found mysdf <I lover. It will do them good to have <l1<lugh over me, the oldest, the responsible, the dependable. It may be 
<In excuse I can usc; <lgain. 

'g,--

, ;'" =;"t '"'Y to B"",;, to 1" ''''''' P"y&",""'" To go "0""", "an'" Sto", Sho,,,. &'I" you '" ""' ho,,, of 
travel, two if you go east through the woods. My sojourn should not o.use <I problem for the Children: my face is known 
there. I worio: with my Evan sisters in the fields for their meals, UId at the loom for their dothing. While I am not <I deft 
h<lIld <It haling, I have accom~ied my sister to m<lIly Agnite births, but of course, I have never seen the H<l1I of Seeds. 

The broken teeth of the emporiLm's windows flicker with tofthlight, the firepits only dull embe~ out here in the yard. I 
can see straight into their second story, a trick of the light or perhaps the d<lrity of the air. Whatever element grants me 
this line of sight is <I happy Ofle' r" nd t u.n see the older Children, much like our Nannies, gathering the Young Ones 
together for the evening. 

Sleepy laughter tumbles out, sl9':'" and l<IIlguid after <I good day of pl<lY. A small thild is lifted into the air, <lnd for one brid 
moment, she is framed and ba~it. Her tiny expression is a tender one, the struggle of sleep over wakefulness: a sweet 
battle being lost. She is laid agaim the shoulder of <I boy no older than twelve summers, his long hand rubbing circles into 
her drowsy b<lck. A broken sont filled with uneven voices comes from somewhere, explaining the virtues offierce play, 
something <lbout <I bright star, I the rewards of smiles. I can't o.tth <111 the lyrics - their enthusiasm crashes against 
enunciation, confusing it all to r so that occasionally it's just a choir of lusty shouting. It makes me chuckle oonethe· 
less, <lnd p<lired with the image the towheaded Young One in the embrace of her tribal brother, I have the th<lIlCC to 
momentarily forget my troub purpose: and destination. 

40 



; . :':oT'd o f A£ :l2!,: 

'must have been standing there longer than I had thooght, or maybe: the: lights weakened my eyes, fOf when I took to my 
p;th again it was very, very dark.. So dar!<, in fact, t didn't even see the girl on the path until we had already crashed into 
each other. Foul and filthy. her subterranean stench made my evening meal chum in the pi~ of my stomach. 'cried out, she 
grunted, and , tried to keep us both upright by rdlex. My hands came around her slight shoulders, our feet tangling 
despite my best effort:!. As I fell ontO her, she: struggled frantically. wriggling under me so forcibly that I was unable to find 
a foundation to stand; she vas ~e and anywhere under my feet 

~t is it, is something \llfong? Let me help you,' Swallowing against the: bile in the: back of my throat. I reached out 
once more to ease whatever terror was chasing her. As I made contact with her foul cloak, snimmering pain laced its way 
up my arm and immobilized my mind, I stood, eyes wide, hand over her heart where: she clutched something secret, 
something tlut locked my joints in primal fear. Unbidden, frightening. the mists of Dream overran the waking world and I 
saw Vimary as I have seen it in my nightmares these last moo~ lost, corT\Ipted, flooded with black bile fiom the: West. , . 
My eyes lost focus. I was fOl'Ced into submission by the RiYer. 

Hyrin. leaving the scene of the crime:: 

It's dar!<, and this cloak smells like !»by shit. I'm think
ing about a hath so much, t don't see the Evan 
until we're tangled with one aJ'lOther, rotling on 
the ground like a bunch of Littles, I try to get out 

from under her. bot herdamnablecooscienc.e kicks 
in and she: tries to "help' me, Her hand falls on the 
doll, and (Of a hc:iirtbeat I'm afraid it·s all over. Days, 
weeks. months of planning because one stupid "1;:,,;, ' 
"'rmer un't watch whc:fe she's walking. I'U kill her 
here, right here. I'll grab her throat. I'll throme her 
until herface is blue, I'll bash her head against !.'he: rocks, 
I can hardly think for the blood Nshing in my head, I 
un't believe this - by !.'he: Child - I un't believe 
this! No! I will not be robbed! 

But now she's stopped. Hereyc:s are glassy and there's 
this weird croaking sound coming from her as she: 
starts to claw at her face. Now tlut we· ... e stopped 
moving, I can fc:c:1 me doll thrumming in my jacket. 
It beats like a second heart, pounding against my 
own in an eerie: double,echo of life. Shoving the 
dirt-bitch off of me. I don't even bother 10 see how 
she falls, By me time she: starn screaming, I'm already 
10 the: uees, , . 
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From the visions of Rai5sa CRvkin: 

I stand on a wioel-wracked prorT)ontory, alone and dejected without knowing what r lost. Suddenly. spun out of dre2m-iir 
like the gossamer webbing of spide~, comes my mother and her daughter. Together. they lift me aloft and rum my 
humble body towards the rising sun. 

, 
The .... eil of mortallimitltion is lifted from my eyes, granting me inhuman sight to see not only the Nation, but the lands 
beyond. Slowly an inky b1ackn9s spills from the west, sp~ing like the semen of some foul beast. In noxious fuml:$ 
assault my senses, licking at my rsoollike a morsel to be devoured. Mother and daughter hold me aloft. protecting me so 
that 1 may witness the corruptii of my people. 

It fouls the sky, turning the brilliant sapphire into a twisted reVf!~ im~e ofhulth. Crops, made green and fertile by my 
own hands, wimer and blow aw~y on bitter winds. And the voices, 00 ... the voices ... They beat me in a way I did not 
think was possible: my heart, my very soul, laid fertile for them to sink their sharp r.aloos into, ripping until only bloody 
ribbons are left. There is no win~ to bear me up from this destruction. Where r was an observer, now I am a wretched 
participant I collapse to my knees arKIl know that everything is lost. Vimary will bum and my shade will wander ill chilfTed 
husk, forever without solace. wb are all doomed. It is all my fault I am the destruction of a nation. 

r once had a body; now r am o~y a string of anguish, my mind falling apart like beads slipping from a broken cord. There 
is no hope, no hope, and as I beat my gory fists into my broken thighs, tea~ congeal 0f1 my cracked cheeks. 

\ 

~ t!l%Pnder's Blessing 

T 

A light penetrates my scabby Jlids, cr3cking them open to ooze as I try to find its source. It is a white, pure light. tOO , 
blinding to be looked at directlYj I must hedge my perception around it r.il.ther than into it, a fitting fate for the pitiful and 
unworthyaeature I have been rfduccd to. It comes from the east. an unstained force, and I know it to be my Mother. Her 
genrle hand waves a grecn mist over the fires and the fetid water, the mist flowing from Her outstretched fingertips , 
restoring the world where it tcubes. A stand of corpses turns into pilla~, the repugnant grove now blossoming into Her 
wooden temple. 1 

But I am broken, disgusting, an impure thing that can not be looked upon. A thin green light floods my gouged eyes. r am 
standing. r am whole. There is +t a scratch upon My body and I am larger than the highcstJoanite Tower. I raise My right 
hand and enminc its delicate s!f\Jcture, marveling at the power that rests in such a tiny and unassuming palm. My clawed 
feet sund clear of debris. fur below the gentle upsweep of My dress. A warm smile turns up My porcdain lips. 

I sense it a breath before the shimmering sweet pain begins up My left ann. The dolL I look, and in my grasp is the doll -
My Doll - the tool used to destroy My lands. It infuses Me with such a sense of wonder that I am caught, fascinated. The 
tendcr expression in the mother's face , the r.il.pturous smile the babe offe~ back: an innocent moment captured in a toy 
/fom a time before now, from ar OOd before now. There is hope in this plaything, a power greater than even My own. 

The white light flashes again, bUt My glass eyes are able to look into it now. The wooden temple, having served its 
purpose, cr.il.cks with a dry soond and collapses in on itself. Yes, Mother. I unde~und now. r shall heal the land in the your 
name, Mother. FOf I am the daJghter of Mary, the Forgiver. 

I 
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t don't care; shut upl Now you're going to do as I say and you're going to like it, or you're going to get this stick up your 
ass sideways - do you understand me? Good. 

You, with the teeth - Linnet - take ~n others;and dose off the lower tunnels. I don't,w;ant nothing getting through. 
Get more help as you move, but le;avc: who's hc-e with me. 

Now you B}JYS, you four go west and sol off the gates to the pastures. You live go east ;and do the same, ;and post people 
along the w;ay. Don't tell nothing to no one outside of us. Just do wtu.t I tdl you;and we mlght rNke it through this alive. 

That le;aves you;and me. Agnes? I have no idea. and I like it ttu.t Wily. Until I can find some OVlSwers, I don't w;ant to be in 
Her sight;at all. This is some serious stuff here. We need more people, and then we're seaJirg off the front. Do I what? No . 
. • no I don't think any of th is is going to help, but it's at lea.st something, If we do nothing.lit'li only get worse. 

You B}JYS with me. You heard? Good, We're going to coyer the front Cemone, round up the Young Ones and get them 
into the Cribs, No Cee Cee, you're too young - go with Cemone. Vi, I WilIIt you to start turning out bunks, No one here 
would have been srupid enough to do this, but maybe someone was dropped on her head recencty. 

Where's a runner - I need a runnerl Good. What's your name? Jasen? Sure, whatever. I ~d you to run the perimeter of 
Playground. See if you find any camps, anything. Shut up. listen, ;and don't make me sma~you againl Try to find any 
sne;aky camps, something that doesn't lo0Io; right, something that someone tried to hide. When you're done with mat-

What? Outside? Just sueaming? Serious? All right then, let 's get her! 

~Where To Run But Everywhere To Hjde 

That stupid dirt bitch is going to get it, wobbling around, screaming her head off. Can't she: see the Children pouring out 
of the emporium? Can't she see the c;all for blood written on their faces? I know that look - Agnes knows, She knows 
Her doll is missing. and here I am, not forty paces away. 

There's no way to rNke the deeper trees in time, and these light saplings;are only useful combined with mis putrid cloak. 
It's dark enough to hide me from the iong eye, but that will mean noming ooce they s....-ooP down. I need to hide:, and 
with tlOIIIhere to run, I wonder if my present ffom Agnes still works. 

<nbbing the birch, I chant the old rhyme under my breath and squeeze my eyes shut tight, waiting to fed the River swell 
around me. The doll grows Wilrm next to my skin. nothing uncomforuble, but a tickling like the pins and needles in;a hand 
waking up after being pinched asleep. My ears become stuffed in;a familiar sensatioo u-thelwOOd dissolves around me, 
and I know I've done it. I c.an feel a cold smile run across my mouth. Suckers. Find me now! 
Secretly lodged in mat place between Here;and There, I slit my eyes open and peer throuJ the milky vision of my ritual. 
They're on the Ev;an now, fists and feet llying as they d~ her down. I know most of those1faces, even through this 
dimmed vision, Hard lines in soft faces still dimpled from their time in the Cribs. It 's alii ~ do to keep my liughter in. I've 
done it. And I've gotten aw;ay with it. 
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~j Night mares ReJsited 

Fcniwyn Bri. child d"""" t>lVc ~ "" he< own tw.t. 

Elita would be upset if she kneW that I did not follow Cemone. but this is too important to play the dutiful child, The 
screamers shrill song becomes rUite dear once we leave the main hall, and painfully distinct out into the Yard, but its 
piercing notes come to an abnJft end as we fill into a f2Ucd line near the Are pitt. 

Some of us breathe hea....,.. some of us whimper. and odIers simply watch silentty as the woman lays s,nwled in the dirt. 
Nearly all of us have somethin~in our hands. though I can't seem to recall picking up this pot. I catch my own refleaion 
on its shiny side and notice ~ a distant distraction the wild element in my eyes. The woman. while no longer screaming. 
is now b.bbling incoherently. We, as a huddled group, push forward. each of us straining our ears in c.uriosity to hear her 
muddled words. 

' ... doll. doll, My doll. and I wil ha\le it. .. My doll. Mother ... the black. Mother. the black ... and the power. such 
power . . . 

I 
A low, thfatening murmur begins in the back and ripples across the knot of Children. My own voice joins the questioning. 
Did she y.y doll? Her doll? Does she mean our Agnes' doll? I an see E1ita's finget'1 Aex against the jump rope she's 
holding. \lIhatever she does will determine wIut th~ mob will do. If she turned around ~ let the insane IIIOI'I'Wl be. so 
would we. But if she. . . I 
The woman's face tums blankly in our direction, blind eyes rolling in ncr round had. It lolls from side to side, like it should 
topple off at'I'f moment. I can see ... kava. Her tuir is mostly up. but tangled with dry leave! down the bad. The muscles 
in her c.oIWbone bulge u she tries to control her movements, lurching left then right before falling again to the groond. 

Cl But I've seen enough. I S<lW the 6tt1eta1e mvicingl_ 

H 

i 

Silently pressing my will . , let the River call)' it to others. They begin to stir, emotions catching the River's current that I 
push forth. She has our doll, our Agnes' doil. 1100II; into their bees, wre to hold their eyes. moving the crowd forward. 
Can't they see that? Their eyes begin to open wide, the River lapping at their souls by my handiwork. She tried to take our 
doll and it has made her like this. Their feet begin to shuffle forward in increasingly urgent steps. Can't yoo see.....tut she is? 
Don't you know what she's dOf1C to us? Breath is now a thin sound through clenched teeth. The River begins to extract its 
toll on me, pain lacing itself inside my head, 'She's taken our doll!" Fists start to ball up, Angers wrapping tighter, 'She flu 
itl Get her! Gr:ib herl' 

And I hit., and I kid. and I smack her with the pot and I sink my teeth into her. Can't you see what she is? Don't you know 
what she's done to us?l? 

~allSe I Said SOl 

Elit&, Favorite d~, brings answeB before her Fatima: 

I'm amazed Puck got this together SO quickly. but then leaye it to him to Nsh for thatric1. He's got the lights going. the 
railings Ailed with the right people. AfTtc.. chair in place and the floor cleared. Well. mostly cleared. That kid should kaye 
been Dahlian. serious. The others take care of the E'lall while I make for the Shell. I've got: to talk lim; if someone else 
gOOs. it, who knc::r-Ns what'll h~n. 

Taking the steps three at a time. I notice a Unle following me. What's her name again? Feniwyn? We both lurch for the 
Shell. but as I have the longer arms, I win. Holding it in both hands. I tum to survey the crowds. The Gym is pretty full, and 
I can easily spot the important faces up front. Feniwyn makes a lunge for the Shen. but I elbow her out of the way. If she 
wana to stand up here with me, she flu to wait her tum to talk. I mean. serious. I have the SheM; I get to talk. She should 
know that by now. 
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The Evan is still spooky-quiet. but at least her eyes ha~ life back in them. While we were: ~ufing her in, she didn't make a 
peep. and some: of us weren't too nice. I can't ten which is worse: her shrieking or this. Sorpeone miokes a rude noise on 
the left landing. and loud laughter echoing harshly against the old waUs. Boys, seriously. EJerything feels wrong. Too tight, 

like any moment it's going to split. Even the laughing feels wrong; everyone: is trying to pretend too ~rd. Fen;....yn makes 
another grab for the Shell, and I make another elbow jab. Now she's pouting with a bloody lip. 

The Jungle Gym falls quiet as Agnes approaches. She comes to us in Half, just the Bear. This is not a good sign; this means 
the Doll is lu~jng somewhere. This means that Agnes is seriously mad. When She sits at Her plate. the gleam fi-om Her 
bladed fingcll glint light into my e:je5 and make me squint. Even still, I thrust the Shell into the air, demanding my Tum. 

I 
'Silence!" My voa didn't crack. Good. "I've got wmething [0 say now, and you all better1liste:n. I am Elita, Favored 
amoog the Agnitc:sll am what youth is, what wonder is, what innocence is!" I got the speech right and I'm pretty proud of , 
myself. I mean, I don't make: it all the way through that often. 'Someone has wronged our ~gne:s, some:orn: has stolen 
from our Agnes!" Eve:n though they illl know, shocked gasps go through the crowds. A fe, of the: Young Ones try to diift 
for the floor, but their ke:e:pe~ ilre good ilt keeping il hold of them. "That someone is this ~ugf.i.I:.ed, bed wetting, fake
mommy'" I'm on il roll. 

The gym goes insane, but I keep my smile smilii. The Doll's House ilnd this - this is 
Agnes sits impiiSSively in Her chilir, looking from me: to the EViln, then up ilt the ",;;11;, 'g "ard, ilbove. I wish She'd wne 
Whole. It makes me nervous. 'We all heard this EViifl screaming. we all heard her say she the doll. She said it w;u her 
doll, right? Didn't we? Who hem! it?" Several hundred voices sueam in righteous EViifl rmkes wme weak 
protest, but I've done this before ilnd she hasn't, so I shut her up quick by wilving ~ s~'" I" "'". 
Her voice grows il little stronger, but I drown it out with my story. I explain my sad, ud 
and Karlil'S arm, through my coul'iigeous efforts to I until the stalted screvning. I come 
out looking good. Serious. They eat it up, they do, ho:IIII, :ri',! -1 ;, the right plilces. I ull for 
swift iiCtion, forget the Shebans! We un take care of this ourn:lves! We c.an take ca.re miefl. If she's stolen from us, 
from our Sweet Child, is it Tera Shebil's job to m it, or ours? Oursl 

Agnes shifts in Her se2t, and suddenly the Shell is out of my hands. I look up, th;,k;" gth., ~'" I''',;." is nying some· 
thing ag.1in, when I see the pink skilt of the Doll arcing iiCroSS the air. 

Agnes has the Shell. 

Raissa Gravkin, hurled before the Agnite court, attemptS to compose herselF. 

Ropes, tight, pulling me down. A ca.copnony of sounds echoing biiCk and forth in the 
ears, too many at once to hear singly. I bleed, tom. but I am not broken, despite Agnite 
leader, that red·headed girl, on another platform. The shell she waves around seems to 
iluthority . 

It's impossible to stand upright, but I c.an m~e a son of slouch, with my neck 
iind lug at my confinements, a hmh laughter builds from deep within me. Scrawled in 
"Rub." It's a short list, only one through five. Number five, in letters r.vice as I 
Right. No, tonight it is the mirthless laugh that dances between the fine edge of hysteria 

space between my ringing 
Agnile fists. I ca.n see the 

her with a sense of 

a crude collar. As I pull 
my feet are the 

others, is: Agnes Is Always 

There are Children everywhere: yelling, shouting. throwing things from above",;;T~h':'~"~'::'::', t~~~~;';:;:~~~ - from "" 
outside. On the imide. I know it for the deadly, unchecked game of children .... i . My life is in their hands. 

--------------
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3. ~'!ord of Ag :"le 1': 

'ri~ No Maybe So ·'t Z 
From the streaming consc.iousness rXCce Cee, Young One: 

I'm hot. I was playing in the hall when they all ran by. Playing. We was playing with the ball, and it was red and I like the 
color red; it is like the taste of berries, red is, and now that g}Jy is shoving me! Hey, don't shove me! So I'm shoving him 
back, and now he kicked me, bth Cemom: made him stop. I like Cemone. (emelle is nice, when she isn't c:~ngyou, and 
why are we here again? I 
Oh! There She isl My Agnes! I love Her furry ken and Her sp4rlding cye5. There are Her kets. I just got the picture orher 
ken put on my arm the other day. It still smarts, and Cemone thought it funny that I wanted reets, but I like feet3 and who 
is mat lady they're dragging in? She has c.hains around her neck and that girl just shoved her onto the ground. Why are 
they shoving her, Cement? 

She is a bad ladyl Cemone is booing her! I am booing her too. 60001 We don't like you! What did she do, I wonder. It's 
loud here and that lady is ugly apd on, there is Elita and Elita has nice shiny eyes too, like my Agnes. Elita has the Shell, so 
that means Elita gets to talk. I will hten really good with my ea~ because I have great ea~ for listening. She says that that 
ugly lady took My Agnes ' dolilLemme go, lemme goll 'm going to smash that bed wetter and poke her qe and kick her in 
the gut al'ld make her give my Agnes' back Her doll! We don't need the Shebans, no! We can take care ofit ourselves, 
yeah! Lemme go! 

My po<lf, poor Agnes! Look at Her feets, they are sad feets and not the happy feets they should be. Why is that ugty 
bugfaced bed wetting bugger eater still here? Why isn't !.he giving us back my Agnes' doll? Lemme go, Cemone! It's my 
Agnes' tum to talk now, because She nas the Shell. Agnes is y,ying that this ugty, bad, stupid, bugfaced, bed wetting 
bugger eating lady is going to fi~ our doll - Agnes' doll - because the ugly, bad, stupid, bugfaced, bed wetting 
bugger eating lady says that she doesn't have it. She'll find our doll and then she'll gjve it back and then we can play again. 
Playing. I wonder where my ball is ... 

The: shell lifts into the air supported by dainty porcelain hands. A hush falls as our Sweet Child look5 Out across the 
emporium. The only constant S?und is the trapped woman's labored breathing. All eyes arc Ofl Agnes. I swallow aglIinst 
the boiling tension in my gut, one hand on my little mend . 

• A terrible, terrible thing happened today, my Children: Agnes speaks to us now, and every single ear is turned to Her 
doubled choir of voices .• A dol~ Our doll, was stolen from Us." Shouts, tears, fists waving into the air, my own throat 
spitting a boo and a hiss for the accused. I have to restrain Cee eee from rushing the floor. "You are away from the eyes of 
my aunt, the Mother.· The Doilisnee~ down at the Evan, the Bear's maw grinning at a wicked angle. My own han beats 
fast with a y,tisfaction I didn't know I needed. Down Ofl the platform, the woman's shoulde~ sag. "And you know what 
they say: out of sight, out of miMd ... We will gladly replace you into Her graces if - you give me back my Doll.' 

Something cold ,lind creepy slittps around Agnes' voice, and it strikes a raw neNe within each of us. Feet fidget, Cec Cee 
leans back in to me, and eyes shift around. The air is thick with the demand. 

The Evan's voice is quiet and raw, dragged out across jagged rocks of bitter emotion. We can't hear her up here, but I can 
see Elita's confused CJCpression. Agnes motions to silence her with a wave of Her scissored hands, but the woman presses 
on. Squawking something out, she tries to stand but is kept down by the tethers. It's all very cOflfusing. A mUlTTlur runs 
around about 'lime excuses'. 

" . . 

• 



Whatever story she's trying to feed Agnes, our Child seems about as impressed as the 
murmurers. 'Well then, if you don't have it, your visions: me word is flung like an 
insult, and again I feel that deep satisfaction when the woman flinches. 'Your visions 
must mean you are meant to find it.' Again, the dual faces of Innocence and Wonder 
smile wickedly. For the first time I'm afraid. Really, truly, and deeply amid. It's a game 
gone very, very wrong. 1 look around quickly and happen to make eye contact wim the 
little down next to Elita. Her pinched little face rellects the hammering in my cnest. 
She kl"lOws it, too. But where I'm afraid ... she seems exalted. 

"I will have my Doll back,' Agnes continues, tuming to extend Her attention to all of 
ll!i. Voices start small, then build in strength as they wash fOfllrtard from the back. 'We 
will not be played the fools - no one steals from Agnesl No ood" The roar is 
deafening; it makes me dizzy. In one lightning leap, Agnes takes to the air and lands 
before the Evan, finger pointed at her chest. It's a whisper, and yet I know we can all 
hear. It wraps itself around each of our souls, connecting us to the land between 
awake and asleep. "You will find my Doll, woman, or your life is ours. Vimasy will feel 
the blade of this insult against Agnes, but you have mis one chance to stop the blood 
from flowing so freely." 

A coppel)' taste fills my mouth and I realize rve bitten through my lip. As Agnes sets 
the shel! down at the woman's feet, the binding!. vanish like wispy smoke from arourld 
her. Awkward, bewildered, she stands, flexing her hands. Vel)' calmly, Agnes explains, 
"Now mis is a vel)' important game. Don't mess it up: Agnes has healed the Evan. 
This scares me even more. 

Twisted in ffustration, Fcniwyn BriI plans: 

That stupid, stupid Elinl HCUi I hate ntf! How she will pay for thG\ My daning, sweet 
Agnes, led astr2y by mat rvst·haired brat. If only she'd let me speak! But, oh nO, she 
has to use this as an opportunity to grandstarld. WeB, we'll see who's standing when 
this is all over. Accidents can happen in times of crisis. 

1" 11 take care of that later. What I need now is . .. yes. She'll do fine. Small, quiet, with 
large qes that reveal too much ofher soul. Yes, too eager to fit in and too timid to 
0j>p0$e me, that one wi" make a perfect chec.ktf piece in this aU too important game. 

47 

; . :'! o rrl o f Ag!ler 

Cemone, Child. of the child 

An euyg.,;nggirl. u.nwne is ,,~n 
with h .... upinkHu lM lduJ. but 

kups her <JWn ,""uncil w~ 
pre.uured by "tN:rJ. She w.mu rw 
p~rt of f'<' litiu, pcr~ w~tching 

"ne W<> ..uny f.tus dWpJ>Ql" from 
th., ",e>! t;lble " ...... Keming 

lruu>«nt JqIUbblcs.. 

u.rrmtiy.l blby.Ytkr. w Iw no 
lUwloru mout he- pucr in 

Pllyground and no rul <Wire to 
ch.vlge il . Q!.&lte wntall with htr 

middk of the ,..,~ Jtll .... , Jhc is 
~ W JPUld her time with rite 

Young Ones, telli"i them ctr..u.Ultk 
~ th.t they do nol undent.vul 

but!:Ju1 they Uu~.1 .nyw~y. 
SomuUy ""e1l..u.U ~ \'ff)' p>d 

srutkr and Iuw~ il wd/., .... ugh 
thlt Jhe rudy fun bec"ming 
Suun. Cetru.>ne wU! ..u.U ;iii 

cxcdknl firil Muthcr. 

Highlight" Tr .... l ..... rlhy. oInervntt, 
Dry·wit 

ItttTibuw: ItG ! + I, ItPP + I, SLD - I, 
!NF t !, KNO -I. PU. +1, PSY + 1, 

5TR. 0, HU 0, STA ZO, UO.}, ItO 1.. 

E"unenc<:J; c.tprklown .... .vuI 
(~irlti"n 

5JUlli.:AtkkticJ I/O, Cnlt (P'F 
IUIdIngJ 111l, o.>dge r 1+ I, H.lnd.w
H.wt lit I, N<ltiu rh I, SI1uk II 

+ I, StrcctwUc I/O, ",,,,,tries 110. 

E'luipmen.t: \I2ri<IUJ W)'j. • torn up 
"-k . • doll th" w kups hid.kn 

neM her Jktping}wk. 
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<l-ershell, Agnite 01141 
Vtctlm 

TIu; w<>rkl. ,,( ~ eMd iJ ~ 
",,,nulnS " lit, filJd wit/, both the 

trlwnplwtt j<>y..r ~ >Wtbum In the 
spring. md the pain oJ( deaptiw 
KCret.< told lI\ the oUrlt.. G-trshdl 

doeJ not Jw.dk !hi. w....uI well ~M 
~most.nhu!Jt1:inthe 

dq>tIu ,,( Jhur terror, PidwI .. "1 
.md pLUhc.d ~rot.tnd by tho: 

dllldnn. lin- rok in J<><idy Is oft .. " 
UllUriW. m.d .hifting, dependIng 

on J.ww crud tile cur",nl tune. ,,( 
th.., p2d is. 

She brok.: tr..diti.m when ,he ~nt 
.liI £.><tr2 three fUn .lI>Wng the 

YOWIg O nQ, hu .Ught bulld. helping 
to> blur her ~ge. Uch .uy iJ flUed 
with an unurtlinty ror ~rshdl: 

win w conquu the .uy • .,.. wiU u,., 
d..y ' ''nquer herl 

ltighlightJ: shy, E~gcr t" rIe.ut-, 
Kind liur~ 

AttribtiteJ: 6LO -l, CRf +2, KNO · 
I. WJ l -Z. 5TR. - I, HEA -l,STA If), 

UO I,AO 1. 

.skiIk Cnft ( Finger pnnllng) 11+ 1, 
Dl>dgc 11f), Hunun Pcrupti.>n Uf), 

lo ..., (AgniU) 2/-1. NOllu I/O. 
Ss\ukVO. 

fquipomlU: A broken Mil, 2 hiruun 
blInht she iups with 21 nigh t, 2nd 

vujoUJ ".,bbld ch"JoeI\ lin their 
briJlilni wlon. 

(( (lpssing Fingers 

" 
" 

She wants me to do what? I'm no spy! I u.n't do this, I don't want to do this, but she's 
promising I'll make friends. It'll make me popub.r. People won't pick on me. they'll 
stop stealing my toys, mey ...... on't push me into the mud. Ho ...... does she know all this 
about me? un all this really happen ifl help her? 

There's something scary in her qes, something s ...... irling like too many finger ~jnts 
mixed together. I try to look away, but she fphs my chin - we're about the same 
size even ifl am older. I swallo ...... and feel tears in the back of my eyes. Feniwyn makes 
an effort to smile, but I can see how much she hates my crying. If I do this, ...... ill it make 
me stronger? By helping Agnes and Feniwyn, can I really break the little mold I live in? 
Feniwyn smiles at me again, for real this time. It's a feeling I've never known bef(lfe: 
true friendship . We make the pinky·s ...... ear, giggle over it, and part ways. This is it! This 
is my chance! Can it really be this ealY? I'm so glad Feniwyn and I are friends now. 

From an amused Feniwyn Sril: 

When unfocused minds remain cluttered, it's amazing how easy it is to arrange whlt 
you want. Take my darling Gershell here. Her longing to be recognized as an equal
and not the plaything she really is - makes her spring into aaion at my ...... ords where 
a more grounded child might consider them closer. Think about ...... hat I am asking: to 
play guide [Q our unwanted guest. and report back to me everything she does, 
everything she says; each movement she makes and each thought she airs. 

And does she really think this is going to gamer her favor ...... ith our Child? with 
anyone? No one else would be caught dead in the company of mat filth, but to 

Gershell's small mind, I've unselfishly given her the key to her futlJre. let hertag 
around behind the trash while it ...... anders around Playground. I'll fix her, then fix E1itl, 
then find the doll and reap in the glories of Agnes. Really, children can be 50 stupid. 
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I 
The bewildered St2te r:lRaissa Cavkin: I 
With my wound5 haled and my mind ~Imed. I still find it difficult to ""woo "", I." " ~l hO"~' From visioo to geas, my 
pe.1ceful world has been tumed into a nightmare that I am fOfeed to survive. 

-The Child Gerlhell has plied herself to my service as a guide through 
~ quick to teM to be of real use. But ner hurt shines bright in her large eyes, and I 
No one else is going to make such an offer. and she may prove useful after aiL i 
~II, but when they are the most inconvenient, and it would be good to have someone 
to the Nation is to heal and nurture, to coax the small seed into a large bloom; to deanse 
that it may walk the soil of Vimary without regrets. I may be of more help to Ge~helf than 

her will is too weak and her 
I sympathy for her. 

not when I 
for me. Besides, my duty 
I of transgressions so 

Feni""')'n told me she'd do this. She told me this woman would try to win me wi it h grot. '~iI" and soft words. Ha! You 
can't fool me! I know who my real mends are. Stop trying to find new games for me to ,be~use I know them aiL I'm 
an Agnite and we invented every game there is. I'll show you our fields. our halls, the 'I rooms of our emporiums, 
but don't think you're my fiiend. You're going to find our doll, not buddy up to lIS. your life is ours until you 
find it for our Child. I just wish .. , well. I just wish her eyes weren't so nice. Or her smile so I'm glad Feni""')'n warned 
me, Of else I might have fallen for them. 

Doors have been flung open to me, and sights I never thought to see - honestly, never existed to be seen - are 

now picture·fi"arned (Of my viewing. I have spent many days here at Playground, either in ~':;:~~:~: ~~ in their fields, 
and the kitchens of course, but never before has the Tribe been so laid open to me. I've bo to lind this doll on 
loss of my own life, and while I'm no High Judge, I know that the Ii~t place to start is the of the crime, 

Things are so different on the inside. The bud, whilt: green and lush in spring. does I its true colors until it 
blooms, Our conception of the Agnites is 50 slight, so very basic, onty , Most in the Nation 
believe onty chaos holds council with these capricious children, and order and things £hey leave (Of others. 

') Whilt: I can not deny the validity of such a statement in essence, the rigidity of certain their custom~, rituals 
and ceremonies, leave little room for errOf. The dance they step is delicate, an intri~te ",i,", th," needs to be leamed 
quickly for sheer survival's sake: things such as Young Ones averting their our. Barren are 
onty to be remembered when a baby needs a diaper changed or some i il to regard those 
who play with Agnes, Her Favorites, with respect For such simple rules, they are strictly to. No one steps out of 
place, and everyone knows her dance partner's next move. 

Exh grouping, fOf the most part, remains insular with few exeeptioos. The Young ~:8~Uttles play in the lower fields, 
the Breeders stay to the Hall, the Barren drift from chore to chore and the Children all. With the exception of 
the Children and AgJtes Herself, there is very little mingling between castes. It is an babe of three understands 
innately, and one I need to learn quickly ifl am to find any answe~. • 

, , 
If 
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Cee Cee, Young One j 
As with rlW\y Y<IW1g On& C« C« 
is hem! b&.orr: JM is _I\. c« eft 

(oft.. ..... y luve h..o.:I ~!.mgt"" ruItIr.1 
""" pMl in w JMrt ~k, but WJ 

Jincoe ~tWl lt) i.<. brigntgirl 
klmcwhue b.et\W~ five and six. 
Hrr \WrId ' vi~, ull<lliturbed by 

wei! thingJ likr: p.>Iitio. (..l11U.nd 
Jfu:t, <If" UCI. gi\o'Q M :on ..Jnw.t 

p.inluJly ""nat opUU"" <In 
ewrythlng hu brigh! link mind 

em 1UIdcsund. 

An>,,"" .... Iw Jwpt W Wterl IV CU 
Cu_ wlll bt: wid • JWt)' .b"", 

whil(VU If cUTrendy ~ying flu 
blur Iittlt mind, in RWd KIIW1~ 

u....1 _/'rum wpic W wpic 
.... ithout tM~atWl\J· .7I 

~ 11wugh tMy WIIU th""'gft 
the rvnbt.m.:IWwW'lJOl"dJ"'. Y<XU1g 

01\(, Mr JWfie:J = ofun quite 
lnUrull'llng and ~ru.Uy 

ront.ln Iruig/lU ,' ut .dults ...,uld 
do well,,, wtm W. 

HigkUght.>: ( .... 'X"tU:. fruwunt. 

'"""" 
An.iburn: no ·2, CU t2, KNO · 

1, 5TJ. - I, HEA 0, ITA IS. UO/ AD r 

En\;ncllCQ' c"prido>w"" .. .md 
frupirar;I>" 

skin., craft (Polinliny 11+ 1, o..dgt' 

I/O, Notiu I/O, Snuk I/O. 
syndwU Z(N..Jiwu). 

Equipmolt; VuiouJ toy>. blodu, 
.nd pain!>. 

Well. .. okay. But t get to stack all the green ones. 1 like green. It's like touching the 
gnu when it's wet still. YcM1, here, you can have yellow. Parres is fun when he. isn't 
pushing my no5C into the ground. I pb.y with him lou, I do, and I sit with him at the 
lunch. and he even lets me eat his orange sometimes because the seeds get stuck in his 
teeth. But I don't sleep next to him at nap. because he farts and that's gross. 

I hope that Agnes comes to play with us today. Maybe it'll make Her few less !.ad if 
She comes and then the toys can get up and dance by themselves and She'll fatget 
that 01' doll. I like it wt.cn Agnes comes and plays with us. Who is that over at the end 
of the gate? Is that Gcrshell? Gerlhell, GcrsheU, GcrsheI1I Come and play blocks with 
us and why are yoo with this dumb lady? She can't play, ever! Gershdt, you can have 
the blue ones because you liked the blue blocks, remember? Come play with us, 
Genhell - blue blocks! Whaddya mean yeo have to show this dumb lady around? 
Gerlhell. we want yoo to play with us. But, GerlheJl, the blocks, , , yeah, I guess, Bye, 

':~_l:, 

From Btec:l1 yeth, slight child among the AgrI~ 

I've already given Shane my muffin this moming. but it isn't enough, It's never enough. 
He's rwic:e as big as me and four times as ugly, but I don't say that out loud. It's always 
the same: he makes fun of my lisp, he gets the others to laugh with him, they call me 
names, YIove me into the dill- mud if he can find it - and then I ay, Bot I'll show 
him, I'm not going to ay today. Not even a chin·quiver. I've been practicing. 1 go 
down to the caYe$ and pl'2lctice my Esses and Tee·Aiches. I'm pretty good now, 

First he: has to make fun of ITTf hair, too yellow he says. Uke pee. I ignCJl'e it. I can do 
this. Then my freckles and my brown eyes that he says <Ire the color of baby m I 
keep my face down, b4Jt I don't nuke it look like I'm avoiding him. I lind $OfTIdhing 
interesting to look at by ITTf feet. 

'C'man Breell, say ship," he asks. 'Thip', I S<II.y. Snickers stall. 'Now S<II.y secret: I make 
a small pucker of my lips, but he yells <It me: 'Say secret!' ' Theecret.' The snickers 
swing into wild l<IIughter. I u.n feel my face getting hot, but I refuse to cryll tJy to edge 
<llway, but Slune blocks off my escape with his b4Jlky body. 'S<IIy slit.' This is their 
favorite. I bite my longue. I'm not going to do it (an't rrWe me. Closing in, Shane 
grabs my chin and yanks it up. He asks, quite softly, ~n, 'Thil.· It's all the boys can 
do to keep from rolling on the ground. leaning on each other and slapping one 
another like this is some joke they've just made up and not something they do every 
d<llY. Shane just smirh down at me, then with one bvky l<IIugh, shoves me into the dirt. 
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I'm waiting until they are good and gone, since it's pointless for me to get up until then. The: times I've tried, they just tum 
around and shove me down again. Like I'm supposed to sit here all day or something. I'll h~ve to pr3ctic:e more in the 
caves, then maybe Shane Will leave me alone. Looking downhill, I watch that Evan and GershdJ move among the Young 
Ones. On, if only I could be there again! No one made fUnaf my lisp. and all you did was play. If only, somehow, I could 
go back. There were no Shane!> then. Wiping a dirty hand against my wet~, I roll over a~ stand. But I guess I didn't 
wait long enough. because I can see Shane coming back, and I know running only m&kes i~worse. 

Thit. 

~~. 

Straddling the bower of a tree, Ewin watches Bredl yeth's torment: 

l ookit her. Lenin' that Shane shove her around. So what if she's got that lisp - we've all got problems. The trick is to 
make it work for you. So she's got a problem with her words - big deal. She's at least twice as till as me, and you don't 
ste me getting shoved around by the likes of Shane. Naw. I play by my own rules. Take S~ne. He's got a dirty little 5ecret. 
He don't think no one knows he hides behind the Breeder's hall and peeps through a cra.clj. But I know, Or that Caren, 
mend of his, That bed·wetter sneaks into the Cribs late at night and crawls into some Nurstmaid's lap to bawl. He thinks 
she's keeping his stcret, but I know, It's all about knowing just a little bit about everyone tl keep them off your back, 

Che.ating? Sure, but the rules change often enough that I can get away with it. Short guys I~e me gona watch out for 
thcm!oelves, bec.au!oe no one else is gonna. You'd get stepped on quicker than a Barren in ~ dogpile. So, when someone 
tries to tum the heat up on me, well, I just remember a little 5ecret, and there you go; it ends up that my nose stays clean. 
Do I feel bad sometimes? Never. Never, f'lCVer, never, It's a kid·whomp.kid world, and cvc70rtC's playing for keepies, If I 
let my guard down for even a second, I'd be sure as shit gone, Naw, I keep on my toes llive to spy aootherday. 

Just Iookit that Breell, will ya, Bawling like some Young One, Don't she know that crying makes Shane worse? And see? 
He's heard her and is turning around, "Hey Shane! Yeah, you can see me in here, Why dol 't you pick on someone el5e? 
You don' t want me to tell, do you?" 

, . 
,. ~1"pe Vjcti ms 
1\ ., 
'\.' .t Y 

From the broken psyche of Gcrshdl. Child and victim; 

I 

I've done something wrong. I didn 't follow sharply enough, I didn't watch closely, I didn't Hear the important pieces in her 
voice: somehow, somewhere, during the days I've spent with her, I did something bad. W~tevcr it is I've misstd in Raissa 
- I mean, that dirt·bitch - Feni"")'n is mad at me for it. I've crawled up here so I u.n cry r peace. 

Bazaar is a tiny pinpoint of dancing light to my left; the brilliant torches of Solitude blind the guilty with their truth·seeking 
light to the right, and straight ahead, like a speck against the vclvety blackness, the fabled fheel of Hom. What is it like to 
be Fallen? Is it like this block of pain in my heart? This feeling. this knowing. that J am stupio, dumb, weak? That I fuJI short 
ohlle mark, that J fail Agnes everyday? I 
Feni"")'n doesn't have to remind me. \ know it every day of my life. If only! was smarter! 0t1 taller! Or had brighter hair or 
lighter eye5 - something! But I am just sorry and pathetic. Worthless. Useless. Nothing '10 is right, nothing I say is 
important. I u.n·t even do this simple thing correctly. I let Feniwyn down, I let the Tribe dorn, and I let Agnes Herself 
down, Swpid. SWpld, stupid, stupid. And look at me now - crying. Baby, That'5 all I am, r. big fut baby, They should 
throw me in the Creche and forget I even exist. t hate myself - hate! Who do I think I am, anyway? I'm tired of being me. 
I want to be so~one e~se, I want people to step asi~e lik~ ~ do ~r Elita or PU~k; I wan~ [0 be dever like Feni""')'n; or 
have evetyone like me, like Cemone. Who am I? A big, sOIvchng. whmy, b«j.wettmg baby'lthat's al\. 

~ 
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-4<f.Qe Scouts and Scroungers 
", I 

OI~. """,(0, "&J1eS.1>lb ofh. adwmu= 

So, see, I find stuff. Big stuff. li~ stuff; stuff that don't work, stuff that makes lots of noise - stuff. I was part of that 
group that found the new empqrium last winter. Well, if you must know, I was actually the leader. Oh, shut up. it's tn.Ie! 
See, I know every runnel there i~ to know in Vimary. Not just the ones here in Bua.ar, or even the ones trom under 
Playground, but all of them. Can you keep a seatt? 

I've even been to Hom. See, there's a set of runnels that Mnch off the main line mel br~k out under the river and come , 
up on the other side. Oh, sure, they're kind of dVlgerous. Cave-ins along both sides, that one little bit where you have to 
swim under the boulder, and I gJess the dark could spook a lOt of people. but if you just get over all that, it's great funl 

You have to be quick if you Wi.~ to be a Tunnel RUnner, though. Slowpokes get left behind and left behind means Iost
if you believe in 'Iost: I don't. tbst is just a bed-wetters w.y of running from something new, something they're scared 
might bite their ankles. l ost? N~w, You're exploring! But it isn'tfor everyone, and only me gritty make it, though 
evtryone's got to try it once jus~ to say they did. There's just something about the hollow plink of a water drop hitting 
forgotten stone, and me ec.hoirg sound your feet make sliding down the mossy banks that makes me glad to be an 
Agnite. And the stuff you can fir is amazing. Some of my greatest toys come out of those tunnels. 

Don't believe me? Well check this out See, you put a little pebble here, men you press this lever, and it makes the dog 
leap through the hoop and he dumps it into this barrellit's the only one in all the Nation, and I found it in the tunnels. 

{~e Dablian Masco~ 
Oris, AiJlitc Mascot to the Caravan d the SaIl, speaks ..mile mcwi~ through ~ 

The road is hard, but it isn't an LposSible living. 1 move with the Caravan of the Sail, and it's an envied position, let me tell 
you. We've got me longest rou~ to cover and we have to do it in a smart fashion if we want to tum a profit We have to 
get out to Westholm and be onlschedule to get back in time for Tamu. Not very Agnite of me you say? Think Olbout it: 
the discovery, the adventure, ~ plays - these are filled with equal pOlrts Wonder as 11Iusion. And what's wrong with a 
wonderful illusion? A plOlY on w+rds, I know. It's a u lent I've picked up from my Dahtian mends. Agnes beats in my heart, 

but Dahlia has Her way with mYjtongue. 

Hare walks beside me with firm ftrides, arid I in tum walk with the Cm.van. I've seen the edges ofVimary that are only 
bedtime stories to my brothers tOO sisters, but even though my eyes travel far fi"om Playground, my love is for Agnes. I gift .;; 
the Nation with Her touch, b 'ng each of our Car.avan's productions with Her sparl\ of life. There's Laran, he's the little 'll"1IIi, 

Trickster of the Car.avan. I sllou go tell him that the Magdalite in the fourth stall is willing to trade high for a bolt offine 
wool. How do I know? Call it Ol ucky guess. 

L 

~" '~~L . . ~ 
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From the obsetvations oflWssa Gravkin: 

I have had to part with Gershell, forgoing her company for Agnite custom: Children are 
outsider and with permission from the Child Herself, I may enter the Hall of Seeds, but 
compromised. The spectade befOfe me rivals any story to come out 

one another "CllJshing in the seed.' 1 have little doubt these naively sensual 
brlJtil paths of[~ act ~If. You can hear them behind their curtains, grunting and 
produce new blood for their Fatima. An animalistic quality hangs in the thick air, 
seems to be optional in these warm rooms, as skydad youths wander the conidon. Such 
am a mature woman given to Eva's ways of fruitfulness. But when a young man 

allowed to enter here. As an 
II' is not to be 

the first time Breeders lay with 

th, ""'" 

Iii offensive. dothing 
me; I 

summers leers at you from an 
U rising arcl1way, the glistening end of his thick vine bobbing. I dare any matron not to blush. 

heat, I quickly search out the one they call First Mother. rve been directed toWards the 
couplings on couches, and the unlikely sight of Breeders playing a game ofMuggsy. Even 
keep their child·like ways. 

'Oh, you. I wondered if you'd come here you've been everywhere else. Think 
You look a little ... flushed. Water?" It's great run to watch her ny and be so cool, 
jump. I slide my smirk into a smile. 'Come further in, it's quieter. We call !his 
toys of them all here: babies. Once you've caught, you stay in these rooms. Too many 
do it ono: more often than they should, and lose the fruit of their labors. 

, past open 
bower offertility, they still 

arty answers in here? 
. cry makes her 

,after all, make the greatest 
. ,trying to do their part, 

"Me? I'm about six months along. This will be my twelfth child for our Agnes. It's how I First Mother. rye the current , 
record of live births.' I can't keep the smug pride out of my voice, not that this understand. "The Cribs are 
just beyond those doors, and the Birthing Room here. Yes, two girls in know. I lose track. On an 
aver.ge. and with what Hesperrin ... well. we get about five new babies every full moon. of them will make it Harsh? 
The demands of the Child are harsh. Only the strong survive." This Evan, she's a smart 0ncr. Her expression is blank, but I 
can see her eyes roaming. Wen, we've nothing to hide here. We don't have the doll. What rould we have to do with 
dolls? We're the most dedicated children of Agnes anyway. Do you think squatting in bloof:y sweat is a great joy? It's a lot 
ofhard work. But it gives our Child children, something She needs. We'd be the last to steal anything. 

I 

Our little tour takes us past Bethny and Kari, the two of them very big and tu~ling over some bauble. f shove them apart 
and take the bracelet, slipping it casually up my own wrist before toting the Evan along. "HLh? Oh, that Sometimes we 
get gifts delivered to us by the Children. It's usually a first come, first grab sort afthing, ~ my position allows me certain 
privileges.' Aoo it's such a nice bracelet, the glass beads catching the light just so:as I twist tt round. 

"Breeders are an Agnite apart, and as such, we get a bit of special treatment, sure. We get the better toys, we get the 
richer sweets and - • f shake my wrist at her again. " - we get things like these. The im~nt thing to remember, 
though, is you do it all for the Child. You can't let your head swell like your belly. We had J real good gin here not long 
ago, real promising. She had twins, but then her third child was born simple and she went tF. far and killed it Agnes came 
down on ~r like lightning in a thunderstorm, even though Hyrin was a past Favorite. A Bjeder killing a child like that. .. 
You can't think you're better. You're like a great draft horse, working for the tribe, until day they put you down for 
being too old and un:.ble to lift the burden." I know my smile is sad, and I can see pity in eyes. But it isn't my death dut 
brio&> tho down .. ,d =t to my lip', It ', tho thought th" ,,,",,d.y I WOO't '" .bl, to j' fo< my","", 

·You'" ,,, to wolk tho ",II" YO" Ilk" of <ouo" ott, "" '''''"gh? H'f>PY P"ylo~ th" I 
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Marmie, Agnite Breeder 

SWw .uullvtguid in '""tUm, 
M~rmi~ kM"", how w nuu b.tbie.o 
~nd '" ..... W M 5<) better fl..tll jllll 

lb.)!.!! Any "ther Srud.,.. Wlut Jilt 
lulu in ImAm .and ><>phi.tic.at l.>n 
.he m;aka up in dediat'o" ~nd A 

kind of unwpl!utiuuJ Kruuillty 
th.t rel.ies.", tlWir.g the.nuk 

llrU<kn inw doing her will 

she u currently the moISt influcnf(~l 
8~ luving pNduud ",<.Ire 

h",,!thy bd>ie..< tlu.n VI,.,nc dot, 2nd 
she w",1u vtTy hmI. to> lu:cp her 

.12tlU. Tlwugh she i> not wry 
lruwv""iw: "" p.>IitiuJly l.lvvy. she is 
able W I<o.'P to • timeubk and k«p 

her I>WWgiuJ ,I«k "" Khcdulc .... 
_Il 

Highlighu, Soutul, (''',"iving, 
wmpLucnt 

Attribuw, APr + t, FIT +2. INf +2. 
KNO - T,PSY·r,5TR r.HEAO,STA 

10, UD -t, AD J. 

[m;n..nce.<, c..pricWlUrtaS and 
lrupi ... !;.,., 

5klllJ,cr~ft (JCWing) 1/0, o..dgc 11 
0, Hmd-w-H .. nd rIO, HWIUrI 

I'rrcq>t'''" 11-1, Intimid.tte I/O, 

lc.uUrmip II+2.lo,e CAgnitd 1/. 
I. No>tkl' 1/0, s.r:ducti"" 11+ I, 

T"hutrks I/O. 

E'luipmcnt, A few dr~ th,,! 2fC 

." Asrdce 8rttdcrJ ioo..r JVCy. 
~vu.( pretty Wyl," p.inting mw 

by J f.lwrite !.>wr. 

.~ , 
Tho.....,. Wd~. seu;,,&th< t>bIe",th<aft=ooo """, 

Welly is tired. Welly is ~d. But Welly is always sad. Sad. Plate. cup. fork. Plate. cup. 
fork Wetly h~ to get it right. or Welly will get kicked ag<lin like last time when Welly 
got it wrong. Plate. cup. fork . Wind is blowing strong. blows hair in Welly's eyes. 

There is that Evan. the one called dirt·bitch. She is coming out of the Hall! Oh. how 
Welly wishes to be in the Hall ag<lin. Plate, cup. fork. There are no kicks in the Hall. 
only babies. Welly helped in there once. where the sounds are soft and everything 
smells musty. WeHy is big, Welly is strong. Agnes said Welly make big, strong babies. 
Plate, cup, fork. Welly w~ good in there. Welly made a klt of friends. Nice friends with 
n;ce smiles for Welly. But ... but Welly do something wrong. No girl catch his big. 
strong baby. Plate. cup. fork Plate, cup, fork. Plate. cup, fork. 

So Welly here now. Welly Barren. No big. strong babies forWelly. This make Welly 
always sad. Welly wanted to make lo~ and lots of babies for his Agnes, because Agnes 
needs babies. Babies that wetly didn't know how to give Her. This also makes Welly 
sad. Welly failed his Agnes. tfWelly had made babies, then wetly'd really be some· 
thing! But Welly did not. plate, cup, fork. Maybe wetly be like mend Moradi. Maybe 
Welly be Chosen ~ tum and Welly be in Wicker Mary. Maybe Wdly get that right 
for his wonderful Agnes. Plate, cup. fork . 

" 

jonathan Ahmm. Keeper held among the lignites. speaks [0 Raissa and Gmhdl: 

What? By the Child's chipped face. what could you possibly want from me? Toys that 
dance and sing and fI~h little lights? You look a little old to be playing with things like 
that.. Is it for Gershell? 

Oh yes, I know your name. child, I know the name of every one of you wretched little 
vermin who swarm over me with pinching finger.; and little cries of. 'I want this! I want 
that!' I hear your names when you speak to each other. and I remember everything 
you say. I don't miss much, because up here I have little enough else to do but make 
flashing toys for over-privileged, under-disciplined knee·biter.;. As for you, I koow you 
aren't an Agnite. That much is plain as the scars on your face. What I want to know is 
what a woman like you, who has some wisdom in her eyes, is doing in this monkey 
cage. Don't you fear ending up like me? A dancing ape prodded out of life for the 
amusement of an uppity assortment of walking geal"'i? 

dose your mouth, Gershell, you'lI catch flies. Yes, I dare talk like that about Her 
Mighty Agnes·ness. She doesn't remember that t'm alive. so rve little danger of being 
spanked fOf my naughtiness. There are some advantages to being out of sight and out 
of mind, you know. I can mouth off to anyone however I want, because once you've 
been the slave of a doll that can blast down walls with Her horrid shrieking bradlts, 
you don't have: a lot of fear left. 
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;. :'! o rd of Ag:1a!' 

That's uncommon of you, ma'am, I don't think that anyone ever cared enough to even ~ how I felt, much less put their neck 
out like that. But no, I don't think there is any point to me trying to run, Agnes Nos forgotten about me the way She forgets 
about all Her toys, I an sit on the shelf and work on my toys, some of which are for me and not the br.irs, but if I ever try ;md 
get up and bnM the dust off, She'll smash my head with a hammer, 

I know, and I know you meant it too, Doesn't INtter though. I'll stay here and stay alive. Bad as it might be, it's better than 
being €bd, I don't ha\le all that mumbo·jumbo religious crap to comfort me about my soul likc you barbarians do. So 111 stay 
alive, I'll keep INking toys, and maybe someday I'll make something thai wililNkc all this time and trooble worth it. Tdl then 
I'd get gone, the both of you, If you were found up here we'd all end up like butterflies, wt our wings pinned down. And you 
watch your back. Things here are never what they s.cem, and the last person you can trust is someone who's innocent. 

I heard the snap before the boards ga\le way under my feet It was like Rying for a mom"".: ,,,,,<~j'" between one breath 
and the next. I was walking beside Raissa - and then we were falling. 

I lurched for the rope and someone overhead started to serum, I don't know what i exaaly, but I felt her arm wind 
around my waist and she held me tight. Over and over in my car she yelled, 'You'li be fil'lC, I woo't let you go. I have you!,' 
pounding, pounding into my head over the shrill. panicky screams, 

The bridge swung throogh the air eNer the emporium and crashed into the rough suppon. It crushed my hand tiU it bled, but I 
held on; the screamer wouldn't lea\le my mind clear enough to do anything else. I could see a group fanning under us and a 
couple offaces peering down from above. We had been the only ones on the bridge. The weamer screamed. 

Cnwling up one rung at a time, Raisu hoisted me over the edge before pulling hc,;elf up. With wild eyes she s1appcd me 
soundly across the check. I stopped screaming. The screaming stopped. Shaking. sniveling. I looked over the edge and saw 
my death dangling over the courtyard in a broken rope. She's gone on to find answc~, but I'm still here, unable to leave this 
spot. He tried to kiM me. I wasn't supposed 10 sec them, but I did, hovering over the knots. He tried to kill me, I think the 
screamer is going at it again . 
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~ . ~'!orcl of Ag:l e~ } 

. en'The Hea'rt Reitses t o Mend 

" Sand;"! in .... 1;gItt-~1ed 1: F.,;"yn om, 

I have stormed and I hive cmier on, these woods shaking with my rage. But now is the time to rein in my passion and 
cakulate the shortcomings of ;:g:revious u:tions. I have been sloppy. too simple, letting others do my work when dearly 
the wk must fall on my own Shr Jders. I can not send children to do a Child's we»k. 

The bridge was cut, but someh~\11 they survived. How you can cut hemp inaccur.l.tely. I'll never know, and nor will Christin 
have the leisure to lea.m from hif mistake. The ankles efmat whelp thrum against the .supports in subterra. let a scout find 
his moldering flesh and wonder~t what crime he committed to eam .such punishment. His pathetic wiils relieved some of 
the anguish in my soul, but not enough to dispel my disappointment 

For this miso.rried situation pe~iSts! The abomination still breathes, my ally has yet to find the doll, and Agnes' attention , 
still wavers from the Vision. Barb offers me nothing from Council, so I don't know how far news of our troubles has 
tarried, but for now it seems to1be contained. I will feel the fann-birch's heart give its 1000t beat in my hand before I let her 
leave Playground! When I think of what she is, what she keeps sacred ... 

, can still see my mother's b,J hand, reaching out towards my father's already cooling carcass. Only then did she 
remember me, smail, against thy wooden pillar of Her temple with knuckles clenched white against my lips. Her eyes, 
losing focus 015 life dribbled ifol her wrisa, reached out to enfold me in her macabre embrace. 

Her words still sound so clear i1 ~y memory. 'She is gone, my darling baby. The Forgiver is gone. Come, so that we. may 
join Her." Mother, oh mother, 'f,yl Mother, don't you underltand that' was scared? Can you know the tetTOf that ran 
fi"ee in my veins 015 your crimson hands reached for me? And that when you slumped to the ground, your forgiving knife 
clattering at my bare feet, can + shade of your meffiOf}' underltmd that' was left with no relief? You left me, Mother, 
you left me alone! Alone, MOthr alone! Small! Frightened! Alone! Mother, Mother, ..vhy? Please! 

Teddy, Teddy, come to me in this grove, hold me in your strong asms, ground me in today and send these memories bad 
to the ~terday they've dragged themselves from! on, Teddy, what would I do without you? Without our Agnes? on, 
Mother, why? Yes, I should sle~, Teddy, you're right.' wear mysdfthin with such fervency, I know. But I must Just as I 
had to take Agnes' hand that Io~g·ago day, I must PUrlut the Dream. Yes Teddy, J am comfom.bJe. I am always comfort-
able in your I~. I know, I can alone when J have you and our Agnes. 

Shane to his fiiencls.lurlcing in 

Shadd up, Arnie. or they'll heat I By the Child, if! have to come over there and th~h you good .. . Better. Now, stay 
low. Geez, Caren, , already I : we have to snatch that oybaby GeBhell and Ax her good for bawling to that dirt· 
bitch. She snitched out on us, ar now that bitch is walking around like she has eyes in the back of her head. Well, we'll 
show her. We'lI show 'er goodl 

We just gOtt:2 wait till it's dm eru&h, then run in, grab the brat, and get in a good kick to the dirt·bitch if we can. Will 
you just trust me? I got my sources, that's why. We're not supposed to mess the dirt-bitch up more than a kick here and 
there; my friends have bigger plins for her. I dunna, maybe we'll be there. Our job is GeBhell the Crybaby. We get to have 
her all to ourselves. 
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,~hjng lJp Through The Soil 

Zoe Gavlan speaks with Raissa in the fields: 

Run off on you. has she? un't »,y as I'm surprised, dear. Tlut'$ .....nat happens when you we up with one of .... gnes' 
children. They're terror and tumult ~ery one. Every once in II. while they'll say something tb you so soft and sweet that for 
.to minute you'll think you're biking to one of the Homesl~d kids. but sure as they grow. ttlere's.to joke on you in it 
wmewhere. A doll? Oh, no wonder you can't find her. Tlut's probably all she was after in lhe first place. It'll rum up once 
she's bored with it, trust me. That's an Agnite. got something in her head mel she's off I gone. 

They're wild and undisciplined. that lot patient EVVllunds, there wouldn't be one ~ offood to be 
tom between them. Why that field there - twdly taller than MrJ Agnite 
with heads of com bobbing in the wind. Those rlYee acres win keep the tried to 
teach them how to farm, Try each genc:r2tion as I understand it, but Agnes won'l being spent in the 
fields. Every time we start up lenons there's someone calling for a game of Hide and and Wild. We an 
barely keep them at a table twice.to day to get some nourishment in their bellies ilS it is. think some of them would 
be interested in the future, but it's like they don't think it'll ever come. You'd think as they start to look 
grown ... but no, Poor things tumed to stud horses and slaves. We try 
gardener to cull them, weeds will choke the best litrle Rowen. 

Janie, hiding behind a dump of bushes, has a good bugtI CNeI the Evans; 

Those Evans, what do they really know? Not a thing. Usten to them parlC up and divvy Playground like tNt. They 
.think we need them? They think we need their foods or their weavers? ..... gnes would ,",~q" ",," n'h<)' d""t., Th<) 
think they're helping. but they're just being used. If they only opened their eyes they'd see Who needs wilty green 
things all in straight rows? Agnes ~ws us the berries wind-blown fuJi!: of 
autumn, We'd hardly StarVe, Md, in the winter we'd, I , wouldn't have sit at long abies where you 
get elbowed, that's for sure. That's an Evan game. that i let US, we'd eat whenever we 
wanted, wherever we wanted, But J guess Agnes thin~ it's more fun to have these Evans . J don't 
get it, but J don't have 10 if Agnes does, 

But that Evan, the one they all Rai$Sil, she's lost Ge~ncn . How do you lose someone as "",gy-'''' as Gersncll? Jumped, 
flke anyone believes that 1 should let EJit!. know, Elita was right to have me follow i· 

look at the Slim, giriy, it might be the last time you see them. SeaTed? Should be. Know w\,,'~" < 1l"'8 to do to you? 
We're going to playa litrle pne. Oh no, you're not! No running away before the Sara.Jud, grab ncr arms. 
Give them a hand if they need it. Garen ...... mie. hold her head up. Just grab ncr hair back, There you go. 

Hi, Gershell.let's have some fun. okay? No, no, keep looking at me. I want you to kocw,,"y~'« ,pI')"8 m;, game. It 
makes it more fun that way. See, you've made some people really angry, Ge~heiL You supposed to nclp Agnes, 
support Agnes, watch over Agnes. But you buddled up to that dirt-bitch, that and sold us out. Qh, you 
bet 1 know all about that. You think you were invisible crying to ncr like that at the didn't think we'd see that? 
Then you're dumber then I thought And you deserve everything you get. Cheer up, I. .. this is where the fun 
begins. 
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3. :','orrl of A 5~e!'; 

--1f\11JP Reluctant Accomplice 
,~ $:; 

Arnie, under Shane's W2tChfu1 r::yc. breaks Gershell 's trust:: 

I don't want to do this any more. My tummy's all twisty. There's too much sweat and blood and fear in the air. It's c.hoking 
me, stuffing it:selfinside rfVj no~ so that I c.n't brelothe anything else. Look at her eyes. on, Gel"!>hell's eyes. They are 
begging me to stop this. rolling all around, but always coming back to me. I can't wrap my hand around her hair any 
tighter. Each strand is pulled ti!ut, her struggling forward, me pulling back. It's a fight we both kllOw she can't win. 

Shane shoves at her, tired and dirty. but with a scary look on his face. We all hold her down. Sara,Juel and I. We hold 
Gmhell down just like Shane told us to. Sara looks like she might ay,juellooks angry. and Caren hovers around with 
some smirry look on his face . Me? I'm going to be sick soon. 

There is something dark in Shane's eyes. His face twists into hungry lines, but it's afraid too. He knows he shouldn't do , 
this. but he's doing it anyway. It sits in the slash of his mouth, still moist with Gerlhell. He's older than any of us by several 
summell. We thought he knew what he was doing .. , but does he? Why is there this madness hovering around us then? 
What is he doing to Gellhell, and why does it seem wrong? This doesn't belong on a page in a storybook. Stories aren't 
supposed to have whimpering little giris, or sweaty boys covering her. They're supposed to have happy endings. This is 
not a happy ending for Gellheli, Don't look at me like that. Gershell, I can't help you. There's noming any of us can do, I 
don't undmtand and I'm KaJed. Shane said we were going to have fun - mis isn't fun! Pinning Gellhell down so he can 
roll all over her is not fun. But What can I do? I'm wrry, I'm so sorry. Just. , . close your eyes. Stop looking at me like mat! 

Jud breaks c:.enhdl's will to live: 

Hurt her. Hurt her good. Hurt ner for me. I'm not going to be like her. Hurt her for me, Shane, hurt her for me, I'm not 
going to let myself be used like tis. No. I'm not going to let people move me around like I don't have a single idea in my 
own head. Hurt her, Shane. Shdw me what happens to stupid people, Shane. Hurt her. You were stupid, Gellhell. stupid. 
It's your own fault. You let Feniwyn talk you into mis, and this is what you get for messing up. Not going to happen to me, 
no. Never. Not after mis. You deserved this, Gellhell. Stupid. 

4i;r~e Forgiving Cbild 
\~ .. 17. 

Bream, almost gone. Lightheaded. No air. No blood. Hurt. ( hurt. I don't feel anything any more except for one blanketing 
pain. I can't make anyone happj. I failed Feniwyn, I failed Agnes, and I've ~n made Shane mad. Whatever he wants with 
me, I'm doing it wrong. It isn't working. When he strikes me again, I don't even feel his knuckles breaking my skin. I just 
feel one pain.He crawls off of me, they all let me go, and I'm free to look up at the stall, They're so bright. I don't know if 
I've ever seen them this bright. They're like tiny pinpricks offaith gone far, far away, shining unreachable in their own 
world. That one there, buming the brightest. that's mine, It's left me now. I can see Arnie looking worried, Garen's dark 
smile,Juei's face is hard and Sara bites her lip. Shane is CUlling as he pulls his shorts bad on. If I roll my eye just so, I can 
see blood all over him, My blocxl. I didn 't mean to upset anyone. I just wanted mends. I'm sorry. 

Things are dark. I don't understand. San swims into my vision, tears splashing down her nose. Ufting my broken wrist, I 
try to lay my hand against her cheek. Don't cry, Sara. I forgive you. I Forgive all of you. None of us undelltand anything 
until it's tOO late. Raissa was my mend. she's just trying to help us. All of us, Even our Agnes, Hdp her too, guys, Help 
Raissa. She's a good friend to have. Maybe you won' t hi/like I did .. , The brightest star is me. Hello, Teddy, are you here 
to walk me across? 
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~, Tpe Brightest Stm 

Raissa finds the forgiver. 

Faster, child, run f:l5ter! If what you say is true. Gershell may nm have that much time 
len. I can just make out shapes in the tiny hollow. Faster! But we're 100 lale. aren't 
we? There is tOO muc.h blood on the grass. The children are huddled in a knot over 
something. That boy, a youngman really. what was his name? He tw the most blood 
on him, and something heavy hangs thick in the air. I shove them out of my way, away 

from the body lying flat on the ground. Oh. Gersnell! This is my fault what did they do 
to you because of me? Her lips are blue as if strangled. I C<1n see bruises already welling 
up 011 her pale skin, and her skirts ... These Childrenll can't see straight for rage. 
What have they done to her! Gershell, Gershell, can you hear me, child? Please 
Mother. help her! Gershell! 

But yelling does little good. She can't hear my voice from where she is now. Her lips 
move, and a smile parts her mouth once more, As the last bit of life leaves Ge~hell's 
eyC5, her hand rises to the cheek of her companion, streaking tracks of gore. The 
child, Sara, \ think, recoils as if struck, s!apping her hand over her face where Ge~hell's 
blood dries. Horror and conn.l5lon share equal parts across in her eyes. The rC5t have 
made a wide arc around us, rooted in fear around our Ubleau. 

They've killed her. They've killed her because of me. because she was weaker than 
themselves. Rage sweeps through me again. My days trapped in Playground crystallize 
around this moment, sleepless nighu shatter the stillness in the power of a singje 
scream. No child escapes my lashing tongue. Shane cries. Sara is already wailing. A 
third is starting. The bastards. I hope that someday their innocent veil falls, and 
unde~tanding drives them into insanity. 

~ 'the Darkest Hour 

RaUsa Cnvkin md her midnight reflections: 

Wandering, I don't follow the progress of my feet. I just let them fall. one before the 
other, into a path of their own making. I've buried Ge~hell in the Evan fields, saying a 
prayer to the memory of our Mother and Her lost soul. I tum back each leaf of my 
memory, trying to pluck understanding from this tangled vegetation. There is an 
answer in here somewhere. I simply need to find it. I cannot let Gershell's life be for 
nothing. The air is rank in these caves; however in the name of the Child did I end up 
here? It's cokl - I should have brought a wrap. A door? 

What is a door doing here? Whoever saw such a thing) And it opens so easily . . . 
where is this? A toy room? Some secret sush for the Children? No, it is much more 
than that. Much. much more. I can feel Her hert':. Her tooch, Her caress, even an echo 
of Her gentle laughter. This is Agnes' room. A refuge for a doll; a doll's house. 

There are stacks of toys! Toys with wheels, elemenu of costumes, entire piles of 
miniature bricks that interlock; a box of thing,; I can barely make out, but look like 
things that Keeper had. And dolls. So many dolls .. . their miniature eyes all peer doWf1 
at me. There is a single mound of dolls. taking up one entire comer of the room. It has 
a depression in the middle. just large enough for someone to sit inside. 
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;. :',! o ro o f Ag:1e!'; I 
Just as I ignored my feet. I ignJ my actions until I am nestled tightly into the doll pile. Reaching out, I finger this one, tug 
at that one to see its face better! A few cascade into my lap. Each and every one is a representltion of a morner and a 
child. None of the figures mitd) those in my dreams. however. I didn't expea any to. That set is. after all , stolen. t have no 
doubt that it is re.aI - it is as real as any of this madness. 

The Child is trying to understand. I think. Trying to dose the schism between Herself and Her Aunt'>. She is the ooly one of 
their kind brought into this tortured world as we are: by birth. Is this what I saw in Gershell? In her last smile, was thert a 
reconciliation between two splintered worlds? Hope is a powerful tool when used in the right hands. It heals and mends 

"'" 00 othe, "I". um Ago'" 1'0& ,oct> "btl< POW" '0 ,,? I, <hot wh" 1 "'. '0 c<.h<ll·, "1" bd'o~ <h<y we", d,lI? 

-{W~ling Rivail)' . . .. . 
,~,::~ , 

Feniwyn Bril, FLm: Child of ~ confronts Raissa: 

The moon is high when I find J way to the Doll 's House. Gershell 's body couldn't be found , which is a pity. I wanted to 
see how Shane killed her. I could use a good laugh. Is someone already here? Everyone should be asleep. Closing the 
door behind me, a movement nfm the comer atches my attention. She stands up, moonlight casting itself around her 
body like a sheath, tjeS bright with unholy light. I can hear a guttural snan rip itselffrom my throat. 

'Wh1;t are you doing here?! How dare you intrude upon this sacred place with your filth! Filthl" I lurch forward, my fury 
boiling, spittle making her flinch as it splitters against her face. I find her neck, her pale and eminently breakable neck 
between my hands. Vaguely, I can fed her hands taking purchase on my body. "00 you really think' don't know what you 
are? Do you think you~lf so smart as to fool an entire Nation with your blasphemy? I know you - ;(1 was deaf and blind 
I would still know you for what jou are. Marian! " I hurl the word at her, wrestling her down to the ground where I an 
pound her skull against the floor boards. Dolls fall into obscene copulation, one atop the other as I bring the bitch down. 

'I stood there as my mother slit her own wrists, 1 watched as my father plunged the dagger into his own belly, and why? 
Beause the forgiving touch of ~ was gone. Forgiving? A lie!" She drives her knee between us, but my frenzy stin gives 
me the edge. I will club her brai~s from her head! I shake her and slap her and rage down at her until the sight of her face 
swirls in my angry head. 

"They left us, all of us, standing there cold and afraidl You, you Marian, ,'ye known you since the first night you tramped 
into our Playground. You thou~t to fool Agnes, but you could never fool me: Agnes never knew Mary, but I did, Oh yes, 
, knew Mary and no one felt it "fre bitterly than us. We, the First Children of Agnes, we few remaining. We took the 
Doll's hand as She came to Virnary, each of us swearing to serve Her to our last. And serving Her means ridding . .. 
ourselves of ... you . .. and ... )flUr ... kindl" I punctuate each word by beating her head against the Aoor, my hands still 
choking the air trom her lungs. pfe begins seeping out of her. I an see it: that particular glaze over her eyes, the way her 
mouth works with no sound. I laugh at her weak struggles. Why did I think this SO difficult? Why did I send anyone else? I 
could have taken care of her mtselflong ..go. 

I 
'Yoo can't stop us, Marian, no one an. You'll die tonight never seeing Agnes lead this Nation to its destiny." 1 have to 
work harder to keep my hands ~nd her throat as she wOfks her own up around mine. She's pu~ing my bce away, 
hoping to break my hold. Her ars are longer; this becomes more of a struggle. The webbing between her thumb and 
finger finds itself in my moom a5 she shoves my head back. I let my teeth sink in until I taste the coppery flow of her blood. 

In one burst of energy, she Aings me off and sel'lds me acro~ the room. The trunk I crash into is mid and unyielding. 
Before I can gather my wits, she's run from the room, door banging behind her. Bitch! My feet are unsteady, and the 
world 5hifts too much as I walk, but 1 start a chase. 



~th In light Iinderstanding In Truth 
..... I 

My breath is r.J.wand pjinfu! over the tortured ti~ue of my throat. Who would think 
such smaJi hands could hurt a grown woman so? But then, those weren't the hands of 
a Child ifher stOf)' is to be believed. Madness, sheer madness! Could she really be the 
FinoI Child of Agnes? If what sne says is to be taken as truth, that woold make her h.r 
older d'wl myself, and dearly she is a child of no more tNn seven summcn.! But. .. 
could she be? Her eyes believed it. and her fury "1m a righteous one. Could it be? 

I pass under the gate of Pbygroond. ~11y unseen or tNt girl will be upon me 
again, no doubt with help this time. Ths grove, this st2nd of saplings, this is where it 
aU started. Running into that girl, and rrTf second vision . .. But of courlCi Oh, how 
could I be so blind - so stupidl Gm.heII needn't have died if only I hid thougtlt 
dearly. That girl had the doIlil felt il myself, beating through that deaying dcnk and 
down into my soul, wrenching visions from my dreaming eye. 

I hope I am not tOO lite. I cannot be found here, and I mink I see movement near the 
rNlin gate. I'll lose myself in these trees and hopefully into the Evan fields before they 
have time to catch up. Mother M»y, guide me now from the hatred of Your grand
daughter! 

Excerpts from.a letter penned to ShWna of the Dahlians: 

I am safe now, home in my own hut Laid cold these last five days. No one on the 
plantation knows I'm here. I've hidden the candlelight well. Shahana. a great danger 
walks the roads ofVimary and it is disguised as a doll. And not al'rj doll. but the 
favored toy of Agnes the Child, intUscd with Her pc>'NCf and endowed with Her 
influence. It was stolen fTom Playground in the still of the night, sprinted away before 
the Children had chance to ~ chase. My dreams and searchings in the River have 
whispered the thief's name into my ear and burned her visage into my soot Her name 
is Hyrin. a Child recently exiled to Hom. Take this infonnation not as a thin thread, but 
as a solid faa. 

Shahana, I write you this to ask for your help. I've been your confessor for many years, 
and our standing is good. This is the fate of our Nation. Shahana. Something fTom the 
West threatens us, and need! this deu:ptively pc:>"Nt1fui artifact. Whoever wields this 
toy holds our mutual future in her hands. I call upon the ~terhood of the Dancers, 
and the bene-.ooIcnt touch of Mary - help me find this doll. Please. 

61 

;. ; .... o rd of A g:"le[l; 

RaW. C$avkin, Mvim 
among the tribe of Eva 

~ tIn'EI'" "'-'her"",," molIM; ~ 
__ ....... dlrd In chiIdI::oirth ~ 

~ mtUrTia!. pruducing /iw, 

~~ R.a/.w.o fi.ffiIItd ~ 
rokof ... olltW.&sibr,~ 
IIer ~ in Iik In 10""'-. 
~ eN: drorru bopn,h fdt htndf 
bMg~ftueN: RMrbyb= 
gruMT dwt hornK - .-I En Tho: 

rio:Nrin dfuiI ..... drnrru bee-. IN: 
_ """'" tN:yQIIW IJ'W. 

f«rirV-fo<I::~ ~ 
unda-tuok ~ ~ tft.d ltd M- inIothe 
lwrtalo...lk6/l.~the~of 

the --'d. ..... feet twnal: down eN: 
p.Ilh flIW.uW !Iv tmopI.o: of MMJ cN: 
hIIJiwr. Thut. w bdWt the bruktn 

J.dIaI...,.on..,tru.I: ~. 

A~~ ..... wntroI<MI" 
~rtUtta-J~~~ 

~ltiwJd~.lttnrt¥ 
aI...,. wUlJ. ~ I\V'IUW beu.t W 

CUIIIIJC Mfi:,rd b> JIip of( o£ 

HiglUighu: Stoic, 1Wp<>tuibIe. 

-'" 
AttTibu.!eJ: CR.IO +2, INf + I, KNO 

+2, PUt + I, PSY· I, Wit +2, STW. O. 
HE.A O,STA 2.5, UO/ AO j. 

Skilb.:""""'t SetIK 2/+ I. o...d~ 
V + I , Oruming V · I , fUnd ..... 

H.md I / O, HWI'UII Peuption V ' I, 
I~.uion 1/+2. llUi",id.lf~ 2/0, 
I~gltwn U +I, i.uI:Imhip 2/ 

+ I, Lan: ( Evm) V+2.Lan: 
(M.vIan)J/+2,Md« 11+1, 

MylMWsY Z/+2, Nona 21+ I. 
Riuul2/+l,Snukv+l. 

5tnctwiuJ/ +I , Tudoing 1/ +1, 
ThutrIu U+ I ,~.I 

( ewr .... 'pnc.d . 

I 





4. Curta1~ Call 

J'la nHng The Dagger Firmly 

louis. Dahlian Masenger, inquiring after Raissa: 

The ~mall Evan plantation I!. humming with KtMty like bees in ~lJmmer . "fllere are more farmefl here in the squ:ue than out in the 
field ; seems I'm not the only one here with an objective. 

"I seek the one called lUissa Gr,avkin, Ifit please you, dear Aunt.' I smile at the Matron, letg her mil.trOflly heart mrt with my 
youthful expression. A group of children surges around me. While Agnites are not uoeommon in E-an e$tabli*,men~,;md 
especially not one: so close to Playground, I find ef'lOUgh Children armed with weapons to rai!.e my interest. 

A small girl. dark·haired and rather hgile looking. has ma.dness in her eyes. She steps forward when I w the Evan Matron for her 
Ibughter's whereabouts, mad fliders of derangement dancing like rruuionettes in her gaze. The mad-child informs me thai the 
'faithless wretch' has Red Playground and her 'mission. ' And that they 100 are searching for her. Their endeavor looks far more 
dangerous than mine, what with the wild waving of pikes;md swirling of bolos. Me, t only come armed with a message. The Evans 
are in a flutter. Rais.sa has nOI been with them as she was under the eye of Agnes Her5e1f. Tpey fall to speaking amongst them· 
selves, and I have fallen into the shadows. I 

The air shimmers softly around the tight knot of people, the disparate heights between Agnite and Evan glaringly obvious. Uke 
the best ofiUusions, Agnes Herself materializes in their midst, The dark·haired one moves 9uickly to retain her leadermip, 
grabbing the Bbsed Bear's large arm and :arresting Her attention. Spifl(ling her words fast. she works Agnes into frenzy. In Her 
nge, She rondel'T\l"6 Ra~, ~ of COUDe, to death by Her 0\Irm Hands and those ofHo- Children. I wonder what Eva might 
(ed about this. The whole plIck dashes off. fi-othing at the mouth. Very interesting. very interesting indeed. 

/, lts You're It 
t .. 
" 
The observations ofTark, Dahlian Envoy. delivering his charge: 

The Wilt(h ~ thick today, like they ~ il!ot:Ott the ren of us aren't pri'o'y to. I go ",bout my business, but this damnable doll 
keeps fluttering inside my bag as if it were alive itself. Spoob my bones cold, it does, but u,en what else should I e~pea from a 
doll of the Doll? There's my COf\tiltt. just wt'Iere I was told to meet her. She looks nervous. but if the birds twitter the truth, her life 
hinges on this doll 's return. '00 you help the Child?' It's the phrase I'm supposed to give tier before passing the satchel OYer. She 
~ fiI.Ik into my urn!. gnbbing for the bag. It beat!. between w.like wme live tl-Ilng UlJ~t in the throes of passiorl. I'm glad to 
be rid of II: some secrets aren't worth knowing when the price is your life. 
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,4 . Curtal!l Call~ 

~tAnd Found I· .. 

...... the !abc c...m" ~I"" ~ ~ 
I have it At lutl That familiar 30lgte begins up my arm, but can't seem to reach my soul from its prison of canvas and 
leather. I am grateful. for to los myself again to a dream here, in the middle of Bazur, now ... The Dahlian is like smoke. 
dissipOiong before I can thank VII condemn him. I tum resolutely towards Playground. If She still mves my life, Oit least) 
have fulfilled my duty to Her and Our Mother. No one Oin fault me once I enter the River once and for all. 

But wt's this? Too much is Jopening around me: people shouting. people pushing. a ~th being made wide down the 
main street. Something lirge I~s on the horizon, pressing the crowds back. Agnes and Her Children. Can She feel the 
doll? It jerks the bag from my hip. trying to take to the air in wing\e$s flight I make t:ye contact with Her, something 
sinister flashing in the Beat's ~ression before Her scissor·tinge~ point me out I only have this chance, a moment before 
they !oCt me to act. My he2rt hoYers between beats, my life hanging on its next pulse. 

Before the Children halle a ch~l. to crcll on me, I fall before Agnes, supplicating myself before Her and Her retinue. t 
mutely thrust the doll abolle :~d, a gesture echoing back to that mOld e\lening with the shell. I've come so far since 
then, and I want to think that f h;n, too. Maybe I hillien't given miracles up completely ilher all. "Agnes, deilrest of ; 7'" <ft Yoo' PI'YWO"M to,~,,: ~ •. ~ .o~,~d byYO", worn, Yoo, Doll, '<rum,d to Yoo by my h,M,.' 

f> [.ittle Teapot 

0n.0dIa, c.pc.;, '" the "'mh, ~" ","""" 

By my sword, it's Agnesl Her~, - the middle of this chaos! • Agnes, Sweet Child, canJwn·s wan1o(1 be of service? It would 
be our pleasure." I \IIOI"e my . lany nice breastplate this morning, and now r am glad. I gt.mce down at the woman, 
Ellafl by the looks of it. splayed e the Child with some dusty bag in her hands. Children throng MOUnd the Sweet 
Child, one particulMly pinch-faced and dainty thing looking livid. I can tell thilt this womOlO 'S life balances precariously on 
childish whim. ·Sweet Child, hf' this lIIOman done you ill? r shaff throw her to the shores of Hom myselfif she has insulted 
a single lock of hair on Your pr . us head. Dear Child, speak so that I may serve." 

Agnes takes the bag &om the an 's hands, gesturing that the Evan can go tree. Getting to her knees, the wornOln 
makes a humble fetreilt to iI respectful distance, face downcast. She's crying. Turning upon us, Agnes commends cor 
prompt response. I can't stand iny prouder. Reaching into the bag. Agnes pulls out a most beautiful doll , casting its utJde 
package at the Ellan's feet. As raises it into the air, a cold spl;nh from the River touches us all. 'Come on: She u1$ to 
Her Children. ·We have vmes play: 



No! This simply can not bel That Dahlian outmaneuvered me, delivering the doll into that 
it back to Agnes! Everything I ~ for. everything I was promised and 
And then, of all things, the Litrle Bitch let her live! Well. my dagger is sharp and my arm i 
day. but rrIj mind is in a pwion aoo there is no calm answer for it. lUissa (nvlcin • 
power. When that is done, I'll rerum to that hovel of Hom. where I will continue my 
and Her Aunts. Yes ... yes. This wasn't a mlure. just a minoJ set back. I will have my 
again! Come here. swttt Evan. I promise to make it ~ow and painful. 

4. Curta1:1 Call 

hands - who gave 
: gonelJust like thilt. snap! 

Agnes has been lenient this 

against the Charming Br2t 
1 will not be thrown away 

Most passionate lady, the test has Nn its course, though I am not sure how complete the" ~~;::;~; are. We failed to 
gain the artifact from the Child, as there is mOfe going on under the skin ofVimal)' than e suspected. These are a 

. strange people, Lady, full of avarice and stupidity one moment, and strong and sure as the next. 

The Child seems to be little moo: than that, a child, stubborn, blind and W~.,""~,:~. :if~~i~t~o,;"~'Y;H~,~,~ow:n people for 
spite aoo nothing more. There is, however, something in Her that worries holds Herself 
that tells me that She is starting to roU a cocoon about Hel>elf; perhaps making ready to a stronger self. 

The Trickster, however, is a different matter altogether. She is mad, Lady, truly mad. I th;,,~S,'" knew the game we were 
playing with Her all along. and oo:hestraterl the dance of Her Tribe to , to lead it out to the proper 
number of beats and steps. Even now I am not sure She does not know of our spies, or intents. Of all the Fatimas I 
feM Her the most. 

The one bit of good that came from this whole debacle. The girl Hyrin is so tangled ;"''"'i .. b,'''~ ;" ",' "'" hate and 
envy that she win do anything for you, Of for my other Mistresses. In that we have won a for a spy such as she is a 
rare thing indeed. 

~ .;. I wonder 1lOW, sitting with the letter from my favorite pet before me, what this ~~~~:~'~; .!'~:;'!~:~: ~:~:~ know 
the pleasure of a laugh ifit does not shake Her breast, stretch Her lips or make all eyes water? My filce, this face 
offlest!, is made to laugh. Her filce is no more than a mask, and masks do not change. this Child grow? She too 

is nothing more than a mask, a doll and a bear made of metal. Things province offlesh. These 
things worry me. Perhaps it is time thilt I moved to the Council and took my worries to 

At least I can take comfort in this: I now know the measure of ,""'~ '"""n,,,,,",,"'" I know their step; I know their 
pulse. I know how to make them scream and sing and I know how to make them die. Alt· take isa little bit of time. iI 
little bit of patience, and illaugh that wilt ring out in mockel)' of the Dilnce, and all will faU Dancers the 
Nation of Vi mal)' will fall, though the other fools know it not. They watch their Warrior closely, they 
worry over their Fates and follow all their whims, and they leave their hearts open these 
Fatimas be, to guard that which is stroog and leave that which is best and ready to be despoiled. 

'i' , -c 
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}: tRIBA L CYCLES -' ~ 
lruKk every Dahliall uravan I~ a whole: world of mystery. 
deception and strangcoess waiting to unfold. The intcr.Ktioru 
beNlf:c:n the caravans add more layers and levels, until the Tribe 
becomes an evc:r·changing mess oftrkb, games.llnd plays. This 
!oCCtion prcscnu Players ~ Weavers alike with infomlation to 
help bring the: Dahliillls 10 life. 

The Oilhlians are the most /bIble T nbe u.d c.onl2in the most 
VMialll:lm of Ic:mpe~nt, ~rude and outlook. It is easy to 
weIght the cycles tOWMds the cluWe and complex Ntl.Ire ci the: 
T nbe. and to U5e mel( c:;uy ~bil4y to coIof a campaign. 
The key to using d1is versatility whlk: stili remaining trve to the 
Tribe is to understand the: themes and moods thaI nuke 
Dahljans who they arc:. By saying true to the basic. ideais of 
DahlWl life:, the /TUIny different fac.cs of the T ribc: can be used to 
add divcJ"iity to the basIC t!\lths ofth,s mysterious group. 

') TH E M ES 
"",J .{ 

In every Dahliasl's hwt beat scvenI confhaing KbIs and goals. 
oot an of whICh can be meshed together slTlOOthly. PMadox is 
inherent in much ofrhe Tribe's outlook 00 Ik, in which illusion 
can be rulity and freedom IS tombined with paranoia. Some 
lam !he <bnce wdl and prosper, others however, step poorly 
and find themselves cast OUt or ground unclet. 

The following themes ilil ~ve a place in every Dahlian'slik, but 
oot all are eqllaJ In importance to every member of the Tribe. In 
a similar vein, whi~ these themes should be rell1(:mbered whi~ 
playing Dahlians. there is 110 need to try to incorporate all of 
them Into everything a Dahlian does. These are the: form~ of the 
dv1Ce IN.t shapes the lives ofDilhlian~ and their Tribe - but 
any Dahlian WIll tell yeo thaI the dante only comes al~ when 
form is left behmd. 

'\, IRICK E RY 
.~ 

For bahlians trKkery is a mvltifaceted thing. First off, it gives the 
Tribe one of its primary centers of power. Few Dahliilns covld 
ever hope to fight a}oanite bee to bee, and the Tribe luks the 
central power lu.se of the wger Tribes like the Evans and 
She~ns. However, when a single cvnning Dahlian can trick an 
entire village of Evans Of plouol of}oanites into chasing their Qils 
vntll they die of exN.ustJOn. it shows mat the power of the Tribe 
rests in its versatility. Of course, this power is not always used 
with wisdom. and many oftke Dahlian tricks bc:come spiteful, 
malicious and poindessty cruel. 

The other force behind Dahlian trickery is described in two 

uyings common In the Tribe: nothmg worthwhile comes easy, 
and no or.e should ever take a step withovt looking first These 
two kleas ilre deeply set mto the mind of every Dahlian. For this 
reason, the worst tricks are plilyed on tho~ who are searching 
for knowledge or those who are looking for a Wily to improve 
their lives. 
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~. TT'l c"";" t e r' :c; Trut~ 

Mvty Qahlians have sprad flJmotS mat CMavans Wf'J 
powerful anifacts that can make one rKh, powerful, or 
charismatic - mel The One Goddess pity anyone: foolish 
enough to come into a Caravan looking for them. Also, anyone 
looking for knowledge beyond the ordiNiry ~ best be 
pt"epilred to bee endless rovnds of test and tJickery before 
gaining her prize. It is a common uying among the Tribes that il 
Oahlian will trick you vntil yoo lavgh, Iwn, Of die. 

~<&ip· L ·oiAT· ION .. .. 
.. "-

Ail C:I the Tribes have KXTle interest in the o..rttands and in 
exploring the world atound their snWI island, However the 
increasing consefVativenes 01 most Tribes limits !heir exposure 
to the Outbnds to shon trips kw food Of smaH groups of spies 
and scouts. The Dilhbns, OIl the ocher hand, spend a great deal 
of time and energy exploring and discoYcring the Outlands and 
their peoples, Most members of the Tribe have been into the 
Outlands at some point in their rlVCS, and there are even a few 
who spend more: time conkle of Vi mary than inside ofit. As a 
result Dahli1.ns lID the extreme Vinwy·cenuism of most 
Tri~ls. Where other Tribals tend to be content where they are, 
Dahlians are always IooIOng for some new adventure. 

The Outlands are not the only thing that Dilhlians explore. The 
Tribe as a whole tends to be Olrious and willing to usc their 
considenbIe talents. fOr travel and infiltration to get into M"f'I 
place IN.t they are Olrlous about. At any givcfl time there are 
~Iians expIorV1g Hom,me Rust Wastes and the Rivet of 
Dream. The Dahliam are not: usually Iong·term spies and 
diplomats like me Magdiilites, but they know the lay of the land, 
and the .secret places of the: world, like no other Tribe, No 
Dahlian is content to rest upon her laurels, however, and the 
spirit of motion in a Dahlian's heart is always urging her to find 
ilnd explore something new. As a result the memben of the 
Tribe often seem restless and flighty, always warrting to fly to the 
far horizon. 

.. 
• ... 
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Compared to members of the other Tribes, Dilhlians haw.: a 
&rUt deal offreedom. They are not tied to one place. or even 
to one family. Their role as merchants and tr.Idefs brings them 
into contact with a wide vMiery of people and iden. They are 
/fee to move, to talk MId to trade: in vn.ys that no one else on 
Vim.ary c.an match. Even more impomnrly. Dahlians .ire able to 
make choices about the direction of their lives. They choose 
their caravan; the ~mc thing. fundamentally, as choosing their 
f.lmily. Unlike most Tribals, they ha~e some say in their 

with all things in the Tribe, the mood of a Dahlian campaign 
is 0Ile of mingled forces. In almost every aspea ofDilhlian life 
lies a dichotomy, and fNCf'j extreme is balanced by an opposite 
forte. For every bit of fi-ecdom there is abusive control, for every 
bit of joy there is paranoia. In the minds arid hearts ofDahlians 
illusions and truth mix together until no·one can tell the Dancer 
tTom the dance. 

profession and un do whit they fed they are best suited to dO'~.-i~~1-.Y:"-________________ _ 

I 
I tQ 

The rewlt of all rhi5 freedom is a kind of anarchy that surrounds 
Dahlian life, a rejection ofthc controlled and conservative 
plIttem that most Tribals follow. Even inside thc politics ofthc: 
Tribe there is a great daI of persoN! freedom, as most 
impolUnt issues in caravans are resolved by mttS and votes. 
The fact that this freedom makes the od'Ier Tribes react with 
righteous indignation only mOlkes the Oahtians bugh and fb.unt 
their freedoms more openly. 

.~ 

T~mbjncd faces of bauty, rreedom ..nd c.xploration make it 
easy for outsiders to mumc that the Oahlians ilTC a !Tee and 
hippy T nbc. The reality, however, hides a much hanher face 
under the smilillg mask, largely because of the role of Dahlia 
Herse lf. More thall any other Fatima, the Trickster is personally 
illvolvc:d with Her Tribe, arld is able to be arl)'Ol1t or allythillg at 

hoilgh the Dahlians can be disturbing. terrifying and repulsive, 
their Tribe is very much a Tribe filled with joy. The absolute love 
of life, motion, beauty and freedom gives the Tribe iI real vivacity 
and hope that often seems absent from Tribal life. When 
Dahlians dance, they do so with their whole hearts, and when 
they cry they do so with their whole soul. life in the Tribe is a 
play, and Dahlians are bound and determined to play their role 
so well that it b!"eathes and sings. 

In game terms, Dahlians are often found in pbces oflight and 
motion, surrounded with musk ilnd color that seems all the 
more bright and alive ~inst the grim backdrop ofVimary. 
Dahlians never trudge or droop - they run and dance, moving 
with their whole body. Given to large gesrures and expansive 
(ilnd often wordy) phrases, the Dahlians are iI perfect opportu· 
nity for ~ Weaver or Player to ham up her ilcting. After all, mon 
Dahlians ham it up whenever they can. 

all)' place or any time. E~ery Dahliall lives with the knowledge _~~~IlUJijJJ'---A.ti;IL...EAB.1\JjJl.l1L __ _ 
that Dahlia is ~tchillg. always. _ 

o .. -

Dahlia ~Ilts Her Tribe to be happy and free, to dance and to 
obey Her will insuntly arid without question. To enforce these: 
laws, Dahlia ~tches Her Tribe with all Her eyes and power. The 
result is that Dahliiln smiles are oftell too brittle, and eyes that 
should be laughing freely are giggling with trapped hysteria. For 
all their freedom to move and to tl.lk, no Dahlian is fi'ee 10 do, 
or even to think, anything that is (()fl~ to the will of~hlia. 
Those that do, firld themselves bumed to ashes and cast OUL 

H J l.L · .. 

I 
~ ~~Ia is the MislTess of Illusion, and all Illusion is Her will. To 
~t many Dahlians illusion is more important than truth, and to 

some r.tdicals, illusion is truth rtsdf. The will of the Fatima is 
,.. more importl.nl than empirical reality, and thus any 0Ile of Her 

I
: c-'1 illusions is the embodiment of truth. After all. what the rest of 

the world holds as reality can be changed by illusion, so whose 
power is the greater? 

This does not, however. mean that Dahlians aceept any 
&bricarion. While the will of the Fatima is reality to them, a lie 
told by any outside the T ribc is just another puule to be solved. 
Many Dahlians refer to the difference by using the word illusion 
to mean something that is true without being real, ilnd a lie is 
something that is neither real nor true. 

ThoUgh they may seem like joyful and exuberant people much 
of the time, there are other moments when the Dahlians laugh iI 
little too hard and a little too loud. All too often the slightly wild 
and illways hyper·alert eyes of the Dahlians make their laughter 
seem more frantic and forced than genuine. In a Tribe where 
t:ve1}'OflC can be iIIl)'OfIC and the Filtima is all·present, it is very 
easy to St2Jt losing one's grip on reality ilnd even St2Jt to doubt 
the ~ ofloved ones. The result i~ that there is always a 
sense of paranoia about the DahliOlnS, iI kind of jittery uncer· 
tl.inty that cannot be thrown. The Tribe itself makes this WOlle 

through the endless tricks, games and plots that they hatch to 
keep each other on their toes. 

The result of all the lies ilnd s-mes is that every Dahlian is, at any 
gi~en time, involved in intrigues of endless and bewildering 
complexity. Anyone who deals with ~h!ians for too long will 
also be dr.tW!"l into this web of games and deceiL The Dahlians, 
however, ilre brought up on the games and know how to play 
them. Members of other groups mely corne out without being 
severely burned. No few T ribals have found themselves cast out 
of the Nation as the result of a Dahlian "game." 
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' _+61~..IilJU.ll.~~~~~~~~~~~~~~--j· In addition to the Gulld members, mere is '" aravan that never 
..- leaves Bazaar. Run by Aru.ky, the. Hiddcn Car.IVi.f\ elIist!. to 

BirrlY;md Rebirth m: painful things. All humans are born of 
blood, water and agony, and many Dahlians believe thl:t 
humanity can Ofl~ be reborn from those same forces. Dahlia 
Herself accepts this, md She and Her Tribe arc willing to 
undergo blood, pain and fire in orrler to find ttu.t perfect surge 
of new life. The Tribe tends to focus on this;upcct. the burning 
away of the false world and the falsc sdfto be reborn in Tl\Jth. 

learning is a .... ta1 part of gw.vth. and is one ofthc fUSOns £ex 
the many seemingly cruel pnnks that Dahtii/ls pby. Unlike 
Shcbans or Keepers, Oahlians are not iftcr facts iiS much ;is they 
are ~rchjng for undersbnding. Being able to list out a string of 
laws and the names. of !Wt5 of a midline is not what is 
important to a Dahlian, it is figuring out where these things 
come from, how they work and where they're going to be the: 
most useful. Dahlian bmingis understinding tNt brings 
change and growth, no rNtter how painful it may be. 

Dah · s can show up atrt place with little or no warning. This, 
does not mean tNt the Tribe is without a center, OOwever. 
Emaar is the true heart of the Tribe:, the one place where all 
caravans p,lIU5e at least once a year. Every uravan is also a 
moving home, a center for ~ 0Wf\ small group. Not jU$t a 
collection of wagons, a caravan is pan emnded family and part 
IV2ndering tOWn. Though small groups of Dahlians can be found 
.mywhcre, the Stindard place for them is in their chosen c.afa.van. 

_~~'·~~~~AR __________________ ~ 
~:-.~ 

'boce upon a time, Bazurwn formed by Eva na homewherc 
all the Tribe5 could meet and pool their abilitb and resources 
- but, n any Dahlian can ten you, things change. Bazaar now 
belongs to Dahlia and Her Tribe in ways that the other Tribe5 
never really see. Bazaar is the htJb out of which all the caravans 
operate and eNtry t.ar;l;van (save wme of those whic.h u;wei the 
Outlands) tome$ to Bazaar at least twice a year. In the depths of 
the Emporiums the Dahlians have staShed goods, props, crafts 
and stolen treasures in a kind of centnl N.nk for the Tribe. It is 
in these arcn tN.t the Dahlians come together as a Tribe. One 
can often tell how many of the caravans arc in town at atrt one 
time by counting how many bizarre and une.plained things 
happen during a given day. 

Most of the Guilds also maintain 'bases' in Emur, tnining 
schools where they can pns along their knowledge and mom 
to the otherwise dispersed Tribe. A few of the older Dahlians 
Stir at these centers 01.5 full·time instructors. but most of the 
teachers and students wander in and out in IV2VCS; few want to 
stay still for too long. Toose who do Stiy, however, can easily 
become very rich and powerful. whkh is an unusual thing in the 
Tribe. They tnde a bit of their freedom for control oYer the 
stores of the Tribe, which gives them power and respect beyond 
their numbers. 
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spread wonder, fear and a bit of map uncertainty throughout 
the toWn that Dahlia has claimed as Her own (for more 
information 00 the Hidden Ur.iva!l!.Ce Vimary. p. 88), 
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A'oahlian's caravan is nome. Every wagon vld ~ry tent ~ 
known vld loved, and r:.tery membe:r of the af'2VJn has wOOed 
on, ridden in and played around f:fery last lIttle bit of equipment 
in [he moving town. That equipment VJries widely from c.al'2van 
to an.van: most caraVJns have a set of Hat· bottomed w~ 
with 1\110 or four wheels vld canvas tops, but the types VJJY 
according to need. The Caravan of the £ail, for eumple. uses 
modified wagons that they can tum into a 8l1nt 12ft upon...mith 
they ITIOYC up and down the River. Some of the c.al'2vans that 
deal with Keeperl luve old wrecked aUlos df'2wn by hones. 

How a catn'an is Illfl varic a glUt daI between ifldMdual 
groups. Most c.aravaflS are f'2ther loosely organIZed, with a glUt 
deal r:J democracy integl'2ted into the proccu. General issues 
contTonting the caravan are often tonfronted by distussioo 
around the antral fire, but SOffiCthingas ofIitial as iii full vote is 
rare. Uttle Trickster.; are respected and honored, but usually do 
not run the caravan by brute force; their tools, rather, tend to be: 
example: and int'lueou:. When a Little TflCkster invokes the Will 
of the Fatima as the reason for a dcci5ion, however. ~rything 
else goes OUt the windolr.!. No Dahlian who remains a Dahlian 
ever argues with that 5l:iItc:ment. whtd'I gJVeS Utde T ricltster.; 
more power than they would Othc:fWlSC have. 

uravans tend to be: noisy places. full of ulklng. S!flgJng. 
storytelling and plans for trades and dealt.. Everyone rmkc:s a 
great show ofbc:ing hl.ppy and ale:lt at alillmes, for being quiet 
and aJonc: for too long is to inVIte wspttious eyes and the wrath 
of the Fatima. Almost every u.n.VJn has attars, merchants, 
animal handle r.; and even a few who do grunllabor to get the 
aravan's woO: done. Of OOUr5e. given the nature ofDiilhllilflS 
and their love of playing roles, who does wlut an shift from day 
to day - and even from momenllO moment. 

To outsiders, the: c.aravan i1 a very ddfaenl piau:. Half a parade: 
r:J wonder, kaIf a baz.ur of terror. a Dahban uraVJn can be 
turned into nearly anythifl&. [hanks 10 the wonder ofillusion. A 
araVJn that is open to vi!>iton becomc:s a wonderIiilnd of cnfu. 
and music, tasty foods, wondroln !>Ights and plays and music 
beyond tompare. If an outsider goes somcplKC where she 
mould,ft be, or if[he caravan deddes she needs to be taught a 
lesson, the atmosphere un change in a heanbeat. The shadows 
grow deeper, the: smiles tum to leer.; and soon the outsider will 
find herself in a twisted land of fr~ks, monster.; and nightmares. 
There luve been tales of some who went too deep into the 
darker side of a c.aravan. who I'ICVCr came bad: - alias!. not ifl 

'Urf recognizable: foon. 
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Conjunctional Synthesis used for on·suge dramitic effeet is 
surprisingly rare. Most often used for the Births in the liberation 
Pbys, occ.asioru.lly Dahlians use it in an effort to shock their 
audience from the traditional heavily stylized portrayal. Every 
now and then a Dihlian play will come olf the stage ind move 
into the iud~ncc:. becoming indistinguishable from reality. 

". - U 

~iOrlgside the. MagdaHtes, the Dahlians have some of the. bc:st 
cratters in Vimary. It is very rare, howC'/er, for Dahlians to 
actually make an entire item themselves. Rather, they make 
crafting a part of their trade, A Dahlian will trade some small 
thing fOf another thing of plain make, then take some time and 
improve the item, trading it away for twice the. price she paid. 
Dahlians getting plain leather bc:1ts from Yagans and trading 
them toJoanite~ as derorated sword·belu is one common 
example of this praaice. 

~"~'~JL~~-'Ui>L-k~~~~Ll~L-__ __ 

Sometimes the Dahlians will study with artisu of other Tribes to 
make truly extraordinary items. An eumple of this is the Bone 
Path's Pe\li~ Armor. Inspired by the Ya~ Fleshers and Pellis 
Artisans, it is a forging of the arts of different Tribes. Dahliin 
crafters Uttoo a design OI1tO a cow while it is still alive, then 
have the: Yagans slaughter the. cow once it has grown to the 
proper size, The Yigans cure the hide, ind then the Dahlians 
use special methods to tum the tittoo into a very subtle and 
beautiful visual design on in item (usually de<:orative armor) 
mid<: out of the lather. 

Dahlians are also, alTlOl1g all the Tribes. the: finest master 
wavers. They alone know the secrets of making silk doth, and 
that praaice makes the: Tribe (and the Caravan ofthe Sail in 
particulir) wealthy. The other most common crafts in the Tribe 
are instrument miking.leatherwor\!:, carving, embrOidery and 
toy making. 

r )0r:U'E AT E R 
.~ f. 

AlthOugh the memes of Dahl ian plays vMY greatly, ind ire 
heavily influenced by the alJd ience for which a Caravan 
performs, their theatrial style miinuins several common 
elemenu. Misks are almost always u~ in petformances to 
punauate a cast of stock characters that serve as standard 
archetypes, in both praise and parody of the Tribes of the 
Nation and thei r adversaries. 

Dahhn~ often dDw on Tribal life fOf their piau. both in in 
effort to lend realism to their illusions and to use their illusions 
to alfe<:! change in Tribil society. Unless the play is fC<ounting a 
specific legend names are always changed to prote<:! the guilty. 
although the: pseudOl1yms miy be nothing more than riddles or 
anagrams of the original. Few legends survivt a Dahlian 
portrayal inuet, for as the main disseminators of culture in the 
Nation, Dahlians see no wme in applying their own spccia.1 
brand of crative Ikense. 

The use of ritual Synthe~i~ is common as a pre.performince 
warm·up, me duration and intensity of which varies iccording to 
the: importan~ of the play. Intended to augment the creativity. 
agility, or influence of the players. similir but smaJler rituals are 
enacted by the stagehands as they move through me perfor
mance ~nd through the audience. In fact, as audiences are so 
accustomed to omitting these non·performcrs from their 
iwareness when watching a play, the: best pickpockeu and 
thieves of the Tribe are found in their ranks. 
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hoUgh they often tfeit them with less formality than the other 
Tribc:~, the: Dahlians have sevcrallife rituals that help them 
solidify their identity and their place in the universe. Many of the 
Dahlian rituals involve color and motion, and all are filled with a 
sense of lift and vibrancy. Thi~ d0e5 oot, howC'/er, mean that 
they are any less imponant in the lives of the members of the 
tribe. for these riNals form the bounds of a Dahlian's life ind 
give a semblance of stllJcture to their othelWise chaotic world. 

-f'Yi S I TAT I ON 

\ \~~ moment ofbirth is very important to Dahlians. as the 
defining moment when the SOIJI comes into the world and joins 
the Dance under the hand of the Trickster. Because of the 
difficulties inherent to giving birth. the Dahlians always want an 
Evan nearby for the birthing. The spread·OU[ niture of the tribe 
makes it impossible for a Nurse to ifways be present at the birth. 
however. Whenever this is the case, the Ritual ofVisiUtion is 
performed. This simple ritual involves a short chanted song. a 
plea from one of those dose to the mother, for Dahlia Herself 
to come and help bring the child into the world. The Ritual is 
always answered. but whether it is answcred by Dahlia Herself or 
by a UttIe Trickster wearing Her mask is never known. In the 
eyes of the: uravan it doesn't matter; they simply accept it as 
Dahlia. In any case. the survival rate ofbibies who are Visited 
upon their birth is the same as those who are born with EVin 
Nurses present. (Which is much higher than a child born 
without either.) 

~\ the Tribes, Dahlia.ns alone are able to choose their 
families. They do not do this randomly, however, or while they 
are still too young to understind the nature of their choice. 
Dahlians ride with their mother's Cil1iVin from birth until their 
twelfth year, and are trated as a member of that uravan. 

Once the child has passed her twelfth birthday. the child's 
mother and one ofher mother's caDvan brothers take her away 
to perform a small private ceremony. The children who are of 
ige go oot and gather feathers, ribbons and whatevcrelse 
utches their attention. They LIse these items to fashion win~ 
and masks in the image ofPhotnix, the Dahlian totem, Their 
parents then construct a hoop, raise it into the air and set it on 
fire. The costumed children jump through the hoop. sccing how 
dose they un come to the flames without buming themselves. 
It is considered a good portent fOf a vester to singe her 
feamel"§ without actually letting them get set on fire_ 
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Mer the ceremony is over the initiate is c:onsidcrcd a chikl no 
longer. but a youth on her p.ath towards adulthood. The Crcstcr 
is then granted leavc to move fi"om canvan to car1IIvan, trying 
out her talents and personality in each group to see which fits 
her best. While: she is in her Crc:sling years, the youth is the 
responsibility of both her mother ~ the little: T rickstcr in 
whose ca~Yan she currently rides. 

it!;-« 

go on for a full night Evcl}' member of the car1IIYan is gjvcI'I a 
chance [0 act out a scene from the life of the depilrted, and one 
by one, as each scene ends, the player returns to the throng of 
dancefl. Completed by a song sung by the whole wayan, the 
group d~ws on Synthesis. as a whole and sets the pyre ablaze. 

On twO oecasions the Death Masque is used for something 
other than an actual death. Fim, each yw at T amta, a Masque 
is done for the tuming of the DahrWl year. Sec.ond, when il 
member of the car1IIvan is to be ast out, the car1IIvan win 
pc:rtorm her Death Masque before her just before she is 
confi"onted by Dahlia 's anger. The message Wvcn is 'ICt'f ~ 
the newly Fallen is dead in the eyes ofhcr former family. 

The Crest lasts for fiv1: years, during which the youth tests the 
cmvans through which she fTIO','CS while the car1IIvans test her in 
rct\lm. Finally, during the Tamta following the youth's 
seventeenth birthday, she goes through the Ritual ofAight to 
gain her new family and the Tribe's official rcc:ognition of her ~'-1'f-,rci~.J...LIlLWu;..LJ:":;--------

to 
I .... 

I~ 
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an adult. 

The ritual is performed on the last day ofTamta and is both 
simple and startlingly dangerous. The (rester dimbs a specially 
constructed tower in the centT21 area of the Vthering. Wearing 
her (fC$ting feathers, she calls out the name of the c.a~van 
which she wants to join. Trusting that they choose her in retum, 
she Hings herself from the tower, [owards the car1IIvan she has 
chosen. If the car.avan has accepted the youth as one of their 
own, they catch her {often with the aid of Motion). If not. the 
youth (ails to the ground, una.ssistc:d. Those that arc unfomlnatc: 
enough to survive the fall arc: considered il mernbCf of no 
call1Yan, and often do not last long before being wt out of the 
Tribe completely. 

If the youth is caught she is taken into the car1IIYan and greeted 
with a kis.s by every member eX the car1II'4Il, now her new family. 
Some canvans have: additional initiation ceremonies to bring the 
new adult more fully into their ~ks, but many just take theW" 
new sister off and let her Iel.m the subdc:r points eX her new life 
as she goes. 

:~ '>- . 
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he Dahlians are always interested in the Fallen, in ways both 

positive and negative. The Fallen are free and strong and so c.an 
be admired, but arc also unproteaed and so make easy prey. 
While: interu.tions betwten Fallen and Dahlians may be fairly 
commonplace, they are never boring. 

J 

Able: to move anyone and anything 10 at'f'J place at nearly at'f'J 
time, Dahlians can make invaluable allies to the Fallen. In the 
harsh wintCfl of Hom, especially, a Oahlian wimng to run a 
joilnitc blockade to bring healing herbs and food can be il 
lifesaver. Dahlian Envoys arc: sometimes wiling to IIIOfic for the 
Fallc:n, ~ this is often the oriyway that one of the Eighth 
Tribe can get a message to someone: in the T n'bc:s. Perhaps 
most importantly, Dah~am are wonderful sourc.es of Womu.. 
tion. Of course, even their mencl$ have to pily il price for the 
infonnation they gain, but the rewards arc: often worth it FmaIIy, 
Dahlians are able to fjve the Fallen the thing that is in the 
shortest supply in Hom -laughter and beauty. A joke, a story, 
or il small and lovely trinket can often make the diffr.:rcncc 
between a broken heart or a chance at healing. 

o . 'ti:~ is a great caU!oe eX consternation among Oahlians. Their 
love oflife and motion makes the sudden stillness of death a {f.!'~·I!ilJi.LJ..A)jJLA;LLIU:.J1.lJ:":; ___ - -
difficult concept to deal with for those left behind. On the other- 
hand, as Dahlians consider change and transfomution positive 
e'o'ents and as they do not allolll them!oelvc.s to dwell in!oadness 

H 
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for long, the event of a mend's fWSing is c:debrated as well. The 
Death Masque is the means by which the Dahlians disperse their 
grief, revel in their own continuing lives, and celcbrate the chaos 
of Dahlia and the life cyc.lc. 1t IS unthinkable for a Dahlian to 
willfully prevent a fricnd from JW$ing through the Fold, ~ the 
T ribc will go to whatever lengths neccsury to ensure that the 
fOnml Tribal death rites are performed by a Yagan. Following 
the sandard rites, the car1II~ dr3ws aside fiorn the rest ofthc 
Nation to hokI the Masque. 

The Death Masque is an impromptu play done in full regalia and 
masks, the highot drwiltic. form of Dahlian theater. The sizc 
and complexity of the Masque depends upon now well ·regarded 
the dcc:ea.scd was within the Tnbe. and caravan. When a Caravan 
Mothct (the eldest woman in a car1IIvan) dies, the Masque c.an 

gh they make less obvious enemies than the combat·ready 
Joanites or the wary and watchful Shebans, the Dahlians arc 
terrible foes, rarely content with an enemy's death. Unlike the 
other Tribes, a Oahlian who hates a Fallen is unlikcly to cvcr 
oonfi"ont them or interfere directly. Rather, she will start [0 spin a 
web oflics, pain and illusion around the Fallen's life that sIowty 
strips her of any ability to UUS[ or know what or whom to 
believe. Tricks and U2ps that lead [0 the duracter driving off or 
kiUing her own loved ones arc considered some of the best 
games. Dahlians prefer to gain their rcvcnge through the skJw 
woriUngs of madness rathc::r than out and ovt c.onfiontation. 
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Finally. once the Charxter's past has been hammered out, her 
goals IlCcd to be decided. Dahlians often seem COfltenl just to 
lIIander, and someb!Tle this IS even true . Most Dahlians, 
however. ha'o'C goals and motivatiom ;ust ~kc everyone dse. 
Giving a Character something 10 IIIOfk towards always helps 10 

bring them 10 life, Dahlians' goals l re as numerous as the sUf$. 
but many within the tribe find their focus in the search for 
\llCJ1th. s.kiR and freedom. 

Forces of change and eNos, the: OahlWls seem as random as 
the wind to those around them. As a result, I'I'IOSt of the T nbc 
remains fairly neutnl tOWMds the: Fallen, neither loving nor 
hating them. Small favors, good trades. coos and little oich arc 
the OI'dc:r of the day when the Fallen meet Dahlians on neutnl 
ground. Though they might not uke a deep interest in the 
members of the Eighth Tribe, most Dlhlians arc always Ioomg 
for something to amuse them and are likely to see the Fallen as ~ -
li~1y ~ths to run .. How the ~ deaJ with this tre.atment ~ D). H L I AN SOC I El Y 
..,M Iirgdy determine how the Dlh~an~ react to thc:m. ... : ~ 

~~::t:e~~I~:;,.~~,;:~~,,:;~~;;;~~;:"~~~;~ as il is c.asy to II . tricksters . The key 

to cre.1ting a compelling Dlhliln is 10 remember tilt: sense of 
deep spiriMlism, the love of beaut)' lnd lhe sense offreedom 
that make the members of the Tribe unique. 

DAHLIAN CONCEPTS AND 
((~ ~~ARACIER CREAT ION 
••. 1-

When aaring a Dahlian Char.Kter it is imporurn: 10 think lbout 
the stage. ofher lift:, c.pech.11y in the context oft-.er place in the 
Tribe. Every Dahlian is a member of a c;ar.avan, whith is more 
important to her than the family thaI she \lias born into. Each 
ooc of those anvaru is a worid of its 0\IIIl, with its own peculiar 
intefC$U and traits. Those foci inftueocc a D.ahIian, helpinggive 
some shape and form to her interests. A Dahlian's birth ClflIvan 
can be as mponanl as the c.ar.lV.an she Righted with. A member 
of the Bone: Road IIIho joins the Golden Wheel al her Flight, for 
ex.ampie, 11/111 be con5iderably more grim and somber than her 
Golden Wheel siner who ~ once a T mker. 

A Dahlian'S aravan does not tell cvcrything about the 
Char2Cter, however, as there arc a myrild of jobs within every 
carl-van. There are pbyers, traders, wagon maslers, scouts, 
aafters, musicians lnd a million other small jobs thlt make up 
the soul of a earlvan. Mal'l)' members of the carlVln are cross· 
trlincd and ulenlcd, bul mon do excel in one: area lbove 
othc:rs. lfthcy enjoy their role ancl pcrl"OfITI it to the best of their 
ability, then all is lIIell. lfit is for the best of the c;ar.aVln and they 
do nol enjoy it then they had best !elm to loe the line:. 
E'o'Cryone in Dlhlia's Tribe is supposed to be happy, after all. 

The next key to figuring OUI l Dahlian's inl'lCf ~dfis 10 decide 
how me personally NIanc.es the many masks thai every D.ahlian 
must 1IICll". Caughl between duty to Dahlia, carlvan, and her 
ftamboy.anl and often rebellious sensc: of self, a Dahlian walks a 
fine ijne between many difff:rent extremes. How docs the 
Character deaJ with the requirement lOr a COOSW1t appearance 
of P'/? Docs she undmund the importance of growing. even 
through pain? How docs she deal with the conflicting ~ 
thaI come with being free to mock lnd question the other 
Tribes but hmng to bow down, without question, to her 
Fatinu.? 

7J 

frhe'most important thing by far, forevery Dahlian, is Dmlia 
Herself. There nu.y be no other Tribe that loves their Fltiml as 
much as the Dlhlians do, for the laughing Lady c;an be l 
wonderful. beautiful goddess who bIem.s every life with 
freedom and joy. At the: same time, however, t::"Iery member of 
the Tribe lives in fear of t::"Ier making l misstep and Iinding on 
Her b.ad side, for doing so is a sure and speedy ro.ad to 
destruction. Fallen Dlhlians are r.avaged by the withdr.awal of 
Her love and only those who c;an find thc:ir ollln sense of 
freedom live for very long. 

After Omlia the mosl impon.anl thing in a Dahlian's life is her 
caflovan. Mtef her Flight a Dahlian', caravan is her /"amily. ncr 
friends, her vill~and her shelter. There is a deep bond 
between the memben. of a ClflIYan that IS closer to true 
empathy than most real families ever find . In addition 10 the love 
of the caravan, the routinc: of the anvan also influences the 
Character. Every anVlll has slightly diffefcnt ntuaIs, s~ghdy 
different specializations and foci inllucnc.ed by the T ribel that 
rhcy deal with the most often. Ths also leads to many other 
T ribills haWig a very different impression of Dahlians, based 
upon which aravans rhcy have inler.actcd with. 

Far .after the anVln's importance comes thai of the birth family. 
When a DahlWl joins her anvan she docs not completely 
forget aboul her blood mother 01' sisters. Blood tics arc 
imporurn:, as they help bind the c.ara.Vlns logether into a Tribe. 
The truth is, however, that ties of blood, while important. arc 
seen as much less feal or binding than the ties of a carlVlln. Of 
all the relatives in the blood family the ~t important arc the 
mother and Siblings, then the mother's brothers lnd finll~ the 
father. lIery few Dlhlians consider their father's family to be 
related to them in lny meaningful way. 

The final Iiyer ofDahlian society is the Guilds. Mosl Guilds lre 
pubk pl'ofessional organizations that aoss car;Jvan lines to give 
mutull suplX'fT and inlerest to certain specialized aafts and 
.lobs. These guilds. such as the Envoys, arc often much like 
dubs, and while they inRuef'ICC l Dahlian's skills and COflflC(.· 
tiom, they do not playas deeply Into her Ioy.alties as either 
caravan 01' blood family. In lddition to the professional guilds 
there arc also secret guilds WIthin the T ribc. The secret guilds 
are usually specialized conspitacics 01' groups thai SCNe Dahlia 
in l secret and often slightly sinISter nu.nfler. There arc no guilds 
in the Tribe that Dahlia does not knoIIIlbout. and most of the 
guilds arc smart enough to know this. In the secret guilds such 
as the Whisper Stealers., the emphasis on loyalty and ~ is 
deadly ~s, and is often powerful enough to overcome even 
caravan tICS, 

.. 
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Thc:~ Me sevml dozen car.lV2IlS crossing the is!md ilt M'f'j time, 
but not all are of equal stature. Listed here iI1C some of the more 
oorstanding orwell·kno\lm caravans in the Tribe, .lIong with the 
~ciaI qualities.~. Vld specializ.ations duo! make them as 
unique as any dan or family. There: are mMl)' car.lvms flO( fisted 
<lod even mose listed here do not always folow the !>6mC ~tI'IS 
or tndc the wne things. Dahlians go where the: wind and the 
Fatim;l. will them. 

Caravan of the Sail: The UnV2ll of the ~~ Ius one of the 
longest rooto of any of the main car.lVVlS, for they miIIkc the 
long trip from Westholm md pasts of the Outbods to Ehzur. 
This long and often dangerous journey is managed on the 00..1 
wagons that the CarilV2ll is bmoos for engineering. These wide, 
flat bottomed 'N'1£OI'IS un be hauled by horse overland, or on 
be turned inlO a ITWsNe I»rgc upable of urrying the whole 
Ur.lYan met its stock down the Grt.1! Rivet. Because of the 
dangers inherent in the Iongjoumcy and beC2u~ of their dose 
connection with the .JIutooomous folk <It Wcstholm, members of 
the Sail tl:nd to be independent and IOUgh. They haY(: a 
reputation for resourcefulness wi devemos, though many s.ay 
d1.tt the members of the Caravan find themselves far more clever 
than they reilly are. The Caravan de.lls mostly in foods and 
fini~.d goods from Buaat in eWl.inge for ~Ikthistle. herbs and 
r.iIIC rnnkeu from Westholm and 0utWxI Squats. Most of the 
masks u!oC:d by the SaiJon are rmde of QI'lInl, but they illso like 
to design cJe..otr vviiltionS based on themes of wind and water. 
In Westholm their plilYS retell, with mockery and a good do!oC: of 
C1'CiIDw: license, reant scenes from the hart ofVinuzy. 

The Bone Path: Genef2tions of dose 00flt2Ct and trade with 
Y~s and Shebilns hillve made the Bone Path one of the 
oddest breeds of all the anvans, and other Dilhllans sometimes 
find them maubfe and morose. Walkers on the Bone Path hillve 
a twisted sense of diJrk humor dw bves people chilled ilnd 
uneuy. They often focus their I2lenu on creating works of art 
and plays tNt reflect their ViIlues of tf2dition. their OOflcem with 
dath and the possibilities of rebirth. Speculative and mel2p!1ysi. 
aI in a uibe offools, they are often IT'IOCked ilnd rmligned. No 
one, however, can doom the grandeIN' of their Oath Masques. 
or the: fw: tNt they seem 10 hilve the: deepest uroderuanding of 
the naMe of growth and rebirth in the Tribe. The Caf2van deals 
mostly in worked IeiJthers, which they get from the Yag2ns and 
decof2te themselves. and in beef Ii'om Yag2n butchers. Their 
masks are atw..ys miJde of polished bone, and neither dldr 
masks nor their clothing ever contilin bright colors ~ Ii'om 
lIro'tlite Of yellow. Unsurprisingly, their plays and productions tend 
to focus on black comedies, dark tragedies and morality plilys 
with sopemarural elemenu. 

The: Red Dawn: Moving between Buur, the Rust Wastes and 
the Disurded Lands, the Red Dawn are looked on with 
suspicion becau!oC: of their wide da.lin~ with Keepers and the 
ViITlill}' squau. TheIr an--nniooks like 110 other, as most of 
their WiJ&Or'IS are rmde of old vans and truch, and pulled by 
horses and oxen (some few of them can run under their own 
pow~r. than~ to.some elabor.ne Keeper·style jury·rigging. but 
that InfofmalIOIlls a dose·kept secret). Almost everything they 
own Of Weilf Iw a slight red· brown stlin from their time in the 

Rust Wastes. Members ofthc: Red Dawn are the most technkilily 
inclined of all the: afllYallS, most know Keepspeilk and a few 
even ~ Keeper.skiIIs, though dw too is concealed. They 
tr.lde tnnkets and Items (and sometimes knowledge) to the 
Keepers in achange for food and drugs from Buur. Red Dawn 
plilys, based around the dam of the old world and the birth of 
the new, revolve: aroond the theme of their mixed love and far 
of the World Before. All Red Dilwn nwks lie made of metal. 

Tin~ Perhaps the poorest and most motley of the Caf2vans. 
the Tmkers are illso the most utterly chaotic. Where most 
CaJ2V1t1$ follow some type of regulilr tr.lde route. the TlOkers 
WiIDder as a f2gged biInd wherever and whenever they please. 
No one quite knows when to e:xpect the j)iltched up. slilpped 
together wagons of the Tinkers to lurch into view - no one is 
quite sure if they want them to. either. The Tinkers are 
invaluable to the Tribes, however, as they lie masters at 
repilirillg iIflYthing broken and an restOfe narty any klnd of 
valuable to in original sute. They are"'50 known as the worst 

liars, thieves aad pranksters of the Dahlians. Quite often they are 
wdcorned in to fix that which is broken. thell kicked out JUSt as 
soon as they lie done. The T ",kers never seem to mind and 
continue on their way with suspiciously bulgmg pockc:u: T ",ker 
~ a~e .made of ~iltevef they an stal and cobble together 
m an artlstlCill~ pleasing way. On the f2re occasions when 
Tinkers actuill~ get to put on a full show before being run out of 
town, they do pure b.twdy slapstick tN.t byes the audience 
either red with offense: Of weeping WIth bughter. 

The: Golden Whed: Controlling the routes between the mangle 
of Evan lands. theJaanite towers and Buaar, the Golden Wheel 
is the richest iInd most populous of the Caravans. They have so 
milny members and 50 many wagons that they often dMdc: into 
two (or even three) different groups. IT\ilking a double circuit of 
their domain. Of all the: taf2vans they lie the most focused on 
physial posseuions. ilnd lie known as sharp dalers ilncr 
shrewd judges of value. With the best made and appointed 
wagons ~ anyaf2vat1. the Golden are alwilys qUICk to lind any 
opportunity to advance themselves monetlri~. Their pIiIys tend 
to focus on epic.s. including grand sweepmg battles and historic 
hmily dramas that appeal to meJoanites ilnd Evans. They tend 
to be f2mu IIlOdmte iInd pro-establisnmem: after all, the 
weilithy are rudy as insistent upon dwlge as they could be. 
Colden Wheel masks are commissioned when a member joins 
the Caf2vall. Often made of glass. silver. or chrome, they are 
always exquiSite and looked after with bvish care. 
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The Heartland: In competition with the Bone Road and the 
Golden Wheel for the wealthy llOlde routes to the north of 
Bauar, the Heartland currently handles most of the trade in 
food, herbs, drugs and fine products from the Magdalites to the 
Evans and Bauar. A ura'nl'l of sensualists and hedonists, they 
are considered to be the laziest of the Car.avans, always raking 
the shortest routes and staying dose to urban areas. They are, 
however. admowkdged to be among the best musicians and 
poets in the Tribe, and are powerful dreame~ as well. All of their 
ma$ks are made out of soft leather. exquisitely ur'lcd and 
covered with embroidered tassels. Their prays focus on romance 
and crolla. 

The Onhom Path: ~lingalmost exclusively with the Shebans 
andJoanites. the Onham Path h.as found an odd niche in 
Dahlian society. Often coosidered the most c.on!oC:rvatNe 
Ur.tvan, they appear as tr.Iditional and law-abiding crew, tr;lding 
books, piper and relics to the Sunken 01)'. then bringing fish 
and yc:getibles back to Buur. Few koow that me members of 
this small and rc:dusivc c:mm.n earn most of their wealth 
through usistance to !aw enforcement. In extreme capital cases, 
Juc.h ~ r.lpe or murder, or when the ~y is tOO good to give up, 
the caravan will take up a C2Je. Moving into the crime scene, 
they use illusions ,md plays to drive out the guilty. A favorite 
Onhom trick is to use illusion to make a murder victim return 
from the grave. The "ghost" accosts and accuses people until 
the murderer breaks and runs - right into the waiting arms of 
the Law·Givers. For the Onham Path, the game is made better 
by the fact that the Shebans have actually come to believe that 
the Onhom are on the side of justice. Embracing their own ideas 
of justice, however, the Onhom Path will sometimes dispense 
their own punishments or hand (Wer someone that they fed 
mould be guilty, rather than the person that is Il.wfully so. Their 
plays tend to revolve around intrigues and courtroom dramas. 
Their mask$ are made fi"om pressed parchment, and are 
invariabty blazoned with an odd image ofDahlia's face. with ooe 
ofHcr eyes covered with ribbons. 

different guilds have grown up in the Tribe. Along with the 
remembered ties ofblood. they help 10 unite the Caravans into 
a Tribe and fulfill special funcri0n5 for Dahlia. 

Envoys: This well·known and respected guild oper.ltes out of a 
centni hall in Bazaar, and has members in almost all of the 
Caravans. The Envoys are a guild of messengers who offer the 
fastest and most secure communications inside Vimary - and 
beyond the borders. Envoys can be hired by anyone, and they 
promise fast and secure delivery of letters. messages and even 
small packages. If they ever ha~e v;.,!aled tntSI and read or 
misddivered a message, no one has ever reported il. All Envoys 
are at least mildly skiHed in Motion, and are gifted runners and 
tnckers in addition to their dreaming talents. A good Envoy can 
get a message from Westholm to the Rust Wastes in a single 
day. several times faster than most others un make the journey. 
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The Music Makers: This professional guild is the cenler of 
musical training and the creation of musical instruments for all of 
Vimary. lt is said that even Ket:pers have come to the Music 
Makers in order to learn their methods. While most Dahlians 
u.n at least fiddle out a tune, the Music Makers are dedicated to 
a deeper exploratIOn of music. They collect and rdirl( songs and 
tales from all over Vimary, writing them down in a synaesthetic 
notation s~tem invented by Allegra, their current Trickster. 
They also have ties to many other guilds, including the Glass· 
smiths and Weaponshape~ oftheJoanites. and the Pellis 
Artisans of the Yagans. with whom they work to make better 
inSlr\lments. A.5 the Music Makers explore intellectual and artistic 
horiZons r.lther than physical ooes, many of the other D.1hlians 
have difficulty understanding tht:m. No ooe. however, doubts 
their value or the pretige that they bring to the Tribe. 

The Black Marketeer'S: An open secret, a guild that everyone 
suspects exists but no·one Is quite ready to acknowledge, the 
Black Marketeers are a group of traders and sellers. While all 
D.1hlians are known for dealing in things that make most Tribills 
a bit nervous, the Black Marketeers ..... ill deal in anything - 50 
kmg as the price is right. There are even rumors that they tnde 
Squat babies to me Z'bri in exchange for the pel"llerted toys that 
the beast5 are capable of making. Ruthless and d1icient, the 
Black Marl<.eteers do not let anyone get in the way of their 
business, and most of the full members of the guild are in deep 
enough that they would even betray their eara .... n if they were 
pressed. NO'OIle, flOt even the members of the Marl<.eteers, is 
fully sure why Dahlia allows them 10 peddle their tainted wares 
up and down Vimary, but She must have some reilson. Some 
even say that Dahlia walks among them as one of their own. 

The Dawn TI'Odders: This secretive guild was formed by Dahlia 
Hersdfto explore the Outlands and learn as much as possible 
about the Squats and Z'bri that lurl<. beyond the dim lig\1t of 
Vim.1/)'. The members of thiS guild often pose as Envoys. and 
are away from their own caravans for extended periods of time:. 
The protectIOn of Dahlia and the chaotic naMe of the Tribe 
allows them to maintain some degree of secrecy, OOwever. 
Every member of the Trodders spends at least one mooth a year 
In the Outlands, usually In small groups thallVOrk their way into 
Squat communities to learn the local languages and CUStoms. 
Unlike many of the u.r.lvans that go into the Outlands. the 
Trodders are not Interested in gaining an economic advantage 
o~er the Squats. Rather. this guild is dedicated to learning about 
the various cultures of the people outside Vimary. and 
developing a networked system of allies. 

Whisper Stealers: Most of the time. even the Dahlians dismiss 
the Whisper Stealers as nothing more than a myth. some: 
distorted ~hadow of the Black Market or something equally 
prosaic. This guild does exist, however, even though most of the 
members do not know that they are members. Run by the 
reclus .... e Shahana. the Whisper Stealers arc the coHectors of 
secrets. There are only twelve fun members of the guild at any 
one time, and those twelve maintain a netWOrk of contacts who 
are sometime:s given partial knowledge about the guHd and its 
activities. The guild is dedicated to uncovering evel)'thing there 
is to know in the Natio/l, from the deepest seam to how much 
r.lin (en in Westholm last summer. There is little that they cannot 
find out, gl'len enough time and motivation. 
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.,ta va 00 lists; This guild grew out of the: Hidden Cara.van in 
Bazaar. They took the game !hat the Hidden Car.ivan played 
there - using illusion to make the whole town into a giant and 
moving play, puule and trap all in one - and ~ it across 
all T riballands. The Imerventioni!.b are derlia.ted to the idea 
that life is but iIfl ongoing legend, and that the play onstage and 
the play offstage!.hoold not be separated. Plating themselves in 
the path of reaI·life drama and Intrigue, they use their craft to 
warp evtnts into 5OI11ething entirely new and wonderful. 
Sometimes they do this for no re.uon other than joy and 
trickel)', but othef times their plays have a definite: point. A 
gree6y member of the Watch, for example, may wei find herself 
the main character in a drama aboIJt how avarice has the 
propensity to destroy a woman's life. On the <Xhet hand, a 
Fallen 'NOITliIfl struggling to stay alive cook! become the lead in a 
play about how the little things in life bring true: joy. 

ChiI<ml of the Flame: A radic.al guild comprised largely of UttIe 
T neuters and powerful priests of the: Tribe, thc: Children of the 
Flame are me devotees of Phoenix, They seck to bring a 
b,aptism offire to Vimary, to bum everything to the: ground 
(incJuding themselves) so that something new can grow from 
!he ashes. Though !hey could hold a powerful position wimin 
!he Tribe, they keep thermelves secretive and hidden because 
they know that the: if !he other Tribes discoYefed their mis.sion it 
cook! bel to the: whole ofOahlia's people being wiped out. For 
now !hey ~ chaos and dissension wherever they can, doing 
meW-~ to prod me Tribes towards distrusting each <Xhet and 
!he Fallen, spreading fear and rumofl of war. Though !hey 
c.anoot act publicly, every one ofthc:m is a powerful Synthesis "-

Synthesis: Synthesis is &irly common among Dahlians, thougtJ 
slightly less prevalent than among the Agnites. Many Dahlians 
are adept at using Synthesis, and several people in every caravan 
are able to use Conjunctional Synthesis at least well enough to 
enhance plays and performances. As a result all Dahlians are 
cornfonable with Synthesis, and a high number haYC low levels 
of Conjunctiona.l Synthesis skill. Uttle Tricksters, of coorse, have 
higher scores and some of those chosen by Dahlia are among 
the most powerful priestesses in Vimary. 

Merits and Flaws: Sense cI Direction is the most common perk 
in the Tribe, though several of the more famous actors from the 
Uberation Pbys also have: FWle at low levels. Ofthe flaws, Uar, 
Paranoid and Scctet are all too rommon in members and ClI' 

members: cI the Tribe. 

AI 5t ~ry caravan uses Synthesis ~ry day; to speed and 
ease their travels, and to cast various illusions to trick or delight. 
The almost casual use of Synthesis often seems wrong in the 
eyes cI the other Tribes, as though a precious gift was being 
squancleted on games. The Oahlians themselves would admit 
that their use of Synthesis is often in fun but would say that it is 
not squanclc:red in the least; using Synthesis in common ~fe is 
the best way, to many Dahlian mirxh, to c.dcbme the: sacred 
natlJre of the gift. 

user who is given special gifts from both Oahlia and Phoenill. U· +r-1-Jf.LL1:-"'''--'-''-------------
Subrle and dangerous, they watch the: work! while slowly 
building a pyre oflies, hatred and misul"lderstanding. One day 
they hope to be ible to touch off a S!»rk that will set the whole 
thing to flame. 

• ~ Among the Dahlians, the prime attributes are 
Creativity and Influence, with Perception running dose behind. 
The Dahlian fows on social interaction, trickery and illusion 
lads to the prominent di~ay of agile minds, smooth tongues 
and sharp eyes. Many dancers and physical performers also have: 
decent Agility and FItneSS scores, as they learn how to 
manipulate their bodies with astonishing ease. Most Dahliilns 
tend to be slightly on the small :side, as size is not considefed 
impon.ant in the Tribe, resulting in low Soild scores. Of all the 
attributes ~ has the most variance within the Tribe, as 
happy and adjusted Dahlians are quite spirituaIy sound, bul the 
paDnoia and uncertainty of the Tribe drives many subtly mad. 

SIciIs: The most common skills are Cnits, Haggling. Theatrics 
and Navigation. Almost all Oahlians have these skilb at some 
level, as they are all central to the Tribe's way oflife. Other 
common Dahliilfl skills il'lClude Oance, Sleight of Hand, Music, 
Disguise, Survival, StrectWise, Squat languages, Notice, Snuk, 
Animal Care, Trade, Gambling and Human Perception. 

1'oahlians are skilled m fters, and when this combines with 
their often casual Synthesis use and the constant presence of 
Dahlia in their lives, the T ridutc:rs NYC accumulated a great 
number of minor artifam and trinkets. By and large they lad the 
tn.Ily powerful items of the other Tribes, bot make: up for it by 
having a vast amy of lesser items . 

Mcucrp's Boots: One cI the most common artifacts in aI of 
Vimary, several dozen ~irs of these boots ClIist. voted by iIfl 
Envoy leathe:rworlter and a UttIe Trickster, Mosenger's Boots 
are tanned leather and made to fit high on the leg of the person 
they were first made for. When worn, they 8f1-nt a char.lCter the 
ability to travel one mile a day further than she would normally 
be able to, and also keep her feci from ever growing sore. 

Drum cia Thousand Dreams; This small hand drum is CCJYefed 
with images of a 'NOman dancing around a wagon, p~nted in 
refmrkable detail along the sides of the drum. When this drum is 
pbyed as part of IituaI support of someone in the River of 
Dream (sec: Tribe 8 RuIebook, pp. 162.(3) it doubles the MoS 
achieved in the Ritual roll. 

The Veil dMim; This long. purple silk ve:il shimmers as though 
it contained the spirit of a star, and is made of a weave so fine 
that no Tribal can match the work It is said thai Oahliil Herself 
made it and gave it to a young boy who earned Her love, just 
~ She was forced to kill him. While wearing the veil a 
dwxta cannot botch any sneak roll and will never lose 
equilibrium from botching a Conjunctional Illusion effect 
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MaW of the Chosen: Though few know it, ~ry Little T ric.kstt:<"-{tfI~JLU'-.QJ=---!lJ!JiJllL-.lljJjl.AlLOJLlL_ 
is given one of these masks when they join the ~thood. -
Elegant and simple, these masks nude of smooth white 
pon:elain arc mirror images of one of Dahlia's faces. It goes 
without saying that these masks are guarded with the Little 
Trickster's life and hidden with all her skill. When the mask is 
donned by the Little Trickster to whom it was given. it .1llows her 
to speak with OOlhlia's voice and gives her.2 to all Synthesis 

., 

• 

rolls while the mask is worn. If anyone not atIthorized to use the 
mask puts it on, or if a Little T richter uses it counter to the 
Fatirm's will, shedlilws Dahh's full pe~ attention. Wavers 
are encouraged [0 be cr~tive otnd crud when deciding how 
Dahlia dais with the offeoder. 

DM1lians who use Conjunctional Synthesis have bmed 
how to temporuily imbue: an item with Synthesis. To do this, 
they must create: 'iIfld prefWc an item (with Cnfu or another 
suitable skill) and then (.&St their Synthesis effect into the item. 
The stored effect tw il m;uimum MoS eq(gl to the Drc;r,mer's 
Synthesis skill rating. which results in moy items being oflinle 
power "nd u!>ed more as toys or distr2aioos than anything dse:. 
The imbued item can only be used once, but can then be reo 
imbued by its creiotor. The mrut rommon 1JSC5 oflmbuing an:: 
the Puzzle BoXC5 rllilt DahliallS give to Agnites, thoogh tr.Iopped 
books, spring boots and other minor items are all widely known. 

... ~I . 
,.- Oalilia can be a haM and demanding mistress but She IS also 

one who can give gifts beyond price when She is pleased (or 
sometimes for no apparent reason at all). She has taught secrets 
of Synthesis and Dream to those Uttle Tricksters and guild 
members who have pleased Her. 

THE DAN CE OF MA SKS 'l< . 
-(4~)~~~~~~~~ 

The Domce of Masks allows a Dreamer the ability to tili: on the 
look, mannerisms and voice of a person trusted by a Single 
target Whenever anyone looks upon the Dreamer, they see and 
hear the target's trusted person. The Dreamef cannot act\Jally 
dloosc: who she will look like; that is decided by the first target 
ofthc: aspea. Once the 'mask' is in place, however, the Dreamer 
will immediately know who she looiulike and gain an inru~ 
gru.p of the correct reactions for her new role. Everyone seeing 
the Dreamer se:es the new visage. The duration is determined by 
the MoS. The Player should ~so keep track ofthc result oflic:r 
roll, as wlic:never she romC5 into contact with a new Charader, 

_. ~ or gives others reason to be suspicious (Weaver's discretion), 
those she meets may roll their PER against the Dreamer's MoS 
in order to try and penetrate the illusion. 
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DAHLI~' S DOOR~A Y 
(DAHLIANS, AGI: VARIABLE 

i grants the dreamer the ability to make a temporary 
hole through ally bamcr. This barrier can be the top of a locked 
chest. the wall of a house, orevcn the side of a mountain. The 
Threshold dcpeods upon the thickness of the: area rllilt must be: 
passe:d through, based on the following ciurt. The size and 
duration of the hole arc: based on the MoS, as sOOwn below 
(thoogh the Dreamer can make the hole smaller than the size 
rolled. if desired). Note rllilt a Dreamer can dose the hole 
whenever she likes. A person or object inside the hole is not 
CJ1Jshed by the hole closing; rather, she is ejected onto the side 
closest to her when the: hole is closed . 

-.... 
" m;" bit <X wocd, wdll$ It.: lOp <X. bo.o oro..k. 

4 "door or chin ~ 

S " ht.I.y door or • uandInI....aIl 

6 " 1I'ock arod wei I!IIOe ~ 

1 ".., m(tCr section of cnIbp>cd tumd, • mIjcf building', IouncWion 
8 ,,~ 

"'" "'" o "pccfIIIaIc tIw I&scs oftt. few ~. 

" hole luge ~ 10 get I hand ~ tIw I&scs br up to • mnII~ 

1 "hole: luge ~ lOr .., ~!Nt tom up to n ""'"'-= 
4 "hole: large cnou~ lot .1Iooe tIw tHl:' up to hili" an hour 

" hole large moogll br • bOg wagon 1M I&scs up to i lily 

• 
" .. 

• 

" .... 

. , 



tf) 

f 
~ 

IT. 
I f:rl 

~ 

tf) 

'" ~ 
to) 

H 

IT. 

f ' ~ 

5. T r1(," " t e r ' <; Tr u t~ 

" t OTEM 
" '. . 

~il, who rises from the ;uhes, is the T riNI T olem 01 the 
DMl~ans . A bird offire ~t blazes across the sky with life and 
fight, Phoenix i!. beiluuful and bright beyond descriptKln. Thruc: 
who h,;,YC $Ccn Phoenilc in the ir dru ms often spend Wgc 
pon:iom ohhclf lives trying to describe. In one medium or 
MKXher. the: pI.Irt glory 01 the U# of the Sun. In addition to 
being beautm..l, Phoenix is also furlos and proud, never 
hesiUting to join a cNllenge or a test. After ~I, what h.t.s 
Phoom: to fear, ...nen it knows tNt even cbth is JUSt an illusioo 
¥lCl tNl after any fall It will rise a~n fi"om the fire? 

Then: is another SIde of PhoeniX tN.! few ever sec, the powerful 
need to bum everything to ames, thallI may rise: ag~.in. 11 is thiS. 
iIS much u Pnoenuc's bright buuty, th,u makes It a Compillllon 
ofO,hlia.ln the stem, golden eyes of Phoenix the world has 
become soiled, dirty and unworthy. Just as Dahlia would, 
Phoenix wants to bum thc whole world and let new fife grow 
OIJt of the ashes, 

Though few Dahlians have ever seen Phoenix, even in dreams. 
his presena: is felt throughout the Tribe. From the rituals of 
Crest and Fl ight, to the love ofbnght colors and free spaces. the 
echo oIPhoeni.'s WIll un be !>een in i111 oupecu of Dahr~n life. 
As iI Tribe. Dilhliilns love their tClem. though they might love 
him i111 the more for his distance. ou it un be hilrd to love 
something so bnght that It burns you when it d~~ close. 
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f, SPE C IAL ABILITIES 
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Hooked Beak (UD • 20 damage). Spirit flight (un carry up to 
12 passengers into the River of Dream) , Brightness of the Sun 
(anyol'lC who tries to atuck Phoenix must first defeat it in a 
opposed roll ofWll 'IS Phoenix's INf). From the Ashes (if 
Phoenix is ever killed it will rise again within a moon, unless the 
remains are so utterly destroyed that not even ashes remain), 
feather of Fire (Phoenix un groant a cha~cter one ofia 
feilthers. So long ou the chilraaer h.as the feather on her person. 
she hillvo the intensity of any fire that would damage her). 

78 

• 



t 

I ' 

• 
t 

, .. 

• 

RITUAlS 
, 

Dahlian life is full of 5Of1~ and gJlmes, but few of the other 
Tribes would ~y that they hid any real riMIs to speak of. Th,ll, 
however, is because most others do f\Ot realize that m;J.ny of the 
songs iUld games so populM within the tribe are, in fact. their 
ritIJais! Masks, songs, games aM even miT'!Or tricks and bits of 
sleight of han<! are used to delight the Fatima and the spirits and 
thus gain little boons and benefits. Below are listed a few of the 

5.Tr1 .. ;'-:o;ter ' :-; Trut!1 

tJics 
.1"+ " . The 'oahlians arc ~ rich and diverse Tribe, full ofindMduals who 

can be impossible to categorize. Here arc a few of me more 
common types, along with m.ts to help W~vers make quick 
NPU Of for Players to use as basis for PU. Note that these 
stttistia lire the !we minimum for a character in that role, and 
individual NPCs will be more powerful. 

many Dothlian rituals. " __ _ 
(f UTILE TRICKSTER 

Nimble Fingers (also known as Beauty's Kiss): To perform this ,,-_:1:>f! 
rirual a Dahlian takes a coin. a \OaSher, or something else flat and 'rhc'uttle Tricksters are the priests of Dahlia alld the h~ds of 
shiny and dances it across the back of her fingell (as slowly as Her c.af2vans and guilds, as well ilS Her most trusted spies. The 
she hilS to) . While it dances, the rituaJist asks the light which link: lrlc.lGtell that run t.af2vans telld to be very responsible 
gjints alld gjeams off the shining and dancing coin to help guide (for Dahlians) alld assume iii rmtemaJ role over everyone in 
her fingcll in making a Cf2ft as beautiful as itsdf. The ritual meir caravan. Using intlvcna:, guile and a love of &2mes, they 
grants the Character a .1 on her nat craft roll. keep some reign on me chaos of Dahlian life _ or ~t it free 

My Mask, Your Mask, Our Mask: One of many pre·perfomo.ance 
rituals, this is most often done before the LibeI2tion Plays or 
other important large·scale venues. For the day before the 
performance the aaors take turns stealing and sw~ping their 
masks unol everyone in the show hal had everyone d~ in the 
mow's mcl il'> tt\(;ir \u.ru:llt one. poil'>t or lnother. If everyOl"lf; 
has had everyone dse's mask, then all the players get i .1 to 
their Theatrics roll. If, however, they forgot (or exduded) 
someone, that persoo gets a -Ion their Theatrics roll.. 
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upon those they wish to punish. 

Lime Tricksters who are not hads of caravans are often semi· 
~cretive about their roles, as they tend to be: Windc:ring spies 
and tricksters who do work thit Dahlia does not want to be: too 
closely associated wM Her Tribe. Masters of disguise, 
misdirection and illusion, they are clever and resourceful 
individuals who often delight in the chaos and confusion that 
they sow. 

Highlights; Charismatic, devious, centered . 

Attributes: AGI .1, APP 0, BlD 0, eRE .Z, FIT O,INF .Z, KNO 
.1, PER ·Z, PSY 0, Wll ·1. STR 0, HEA .1, ST" 30, UD 4, AD 4 

Skills: Combat 5<:nse 2/ . 2, Craft (Various) 2/. 2, Dance 1/ .1, 
Disguise 2/. 2, Dodge 2/.1, Dreaming 2{O, Haggling 1/.2, Hand· 
to·H~ 11. 1, Human Percc:ption zto, leadership 2/.2, lore 
(Tribal) 2/.1, Mdee 11.1. Mythology 11. 1, Navi&2tlon (Land) 11 

/.1, Notice 3/.2, Riding I/O, Ritual 2/.1, Sneak 2/.1, Streetwi~ 1/ 
·2, Survival Z/·2, Teaching 1/.2, Theatrics 3[.2, Trade 21.1, 
Synthesis (Met.1morphosis) 3 

Equipment: Several masks, a pouch full of trinkets, knife 
(AD~2) , Mask or the Chosen. 
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bc-4(f> tALL~----------------~~K?f>f,A~~~~L------------
'\-:~~t public bce of the Oihliin Tribe. Sive only for the 

~ mel"Chints, the PI~yer;;are the actor; who put on the shows md 
liberation Festival pliYS for the Tribes, Dynamic ind vibrant, 
they love to be the center of attention, and most ilTe happier the 
more rob and the more times they get to pliY, It is an 
unfortunate side effect of their obsession with the roles they pI~y 
thit many of them lose some of their ser\Se of self, becoming 
fllOfe ind more obsessed with the miSks they wur and less ind 
less concerned with their reil face, 

Highli~: Enigm~tic, bright, conceited. 

Attributes: AGI .1, APP . 1, BLD ·1, CRE .1, AT 0, INF .2, KNO 
0, PER 0, PSY -1, WJL 0, STR 0, HEA 0, STA 20, U03, AD3 

Skills: Cnft (Masking) 1/.1, Dince \/.1, Dodge 1/.1, Grooming 
2/.1, Hind·m·Hand \/.1, Human Perception \/ .1, Music 1/.1, 
Notice I/O, Sueetwise 1/ . 2, Theatria 2/. 2, Seduction 1/.1 

Equipment: Mask, !oC'ICral small favor; given after shows, 

hite the player; strut ind fret their hour upon the stage, it is 
the Stage wter who mikes sure that the play as ~ whole goes 
welt. This means that she has to make SlIre aU the props and 
costumes are right, that the bickstage politics stay under 
conUo!, that the Synthesis effeCb being used go off correctly, 
and a million other small details , While most player; love the 
show for the plIrt they play in it, the Stage Caster loves the show 
for the whole drama of the thing. Though most become balls of 
nervous energy before a show, they would not dream of doing 
anything else. 

Highlights: Orginized, panic·stricken, tense. 

I\ttributes: ACt 0, APP 0, BLO 0, CRE .2, FtT 0, INF .2, KNO 
.1, PERO, PSY .1, WiLO, STRO, HEA 0, STA~, UO 3, AD 3 

Skills: Craft (Theater) 2/ . 2, Craft (Costuming) 2/ . 2, Dance 2/0, 
Dodge 110, Crooming 210, Human Perception 2/.1, Lwlership 
2{.1, Notice 2/0, Theatrics 3/-1, Synthesis 1 

Equipment: Costumes, masks and a million pounds of nerves. 

I ,,~ 

P~-~,(~_ J~~Ll1lUlJ~------:-~-------::;· W~'.f.·J "-SJL _____ __ 
is i lot of actuil orginiution ind control thit goes into J---:o<.. 
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the running of a Dahliiln c.aravan. While the Unle Trickster sees The me~nger's guild is kno\llfl by ill Tribes, ind even by 
to the people, the Caravan Hindler is left in charge of the several outside the Tribes, for their ability to get any message to 
animals. wagons and the nitty.gritty of making sure that all the iny place near Vimary in less than half the time that anyone else 
equipment and trade goods the Caravan hauls around do not c.ould. The Envoys take greit pride in this reputation, and 
end up breaking down. As a result, Car.mn Handler; tend to be become nearly I'<lmtical about their calling. However laid back 
hard·headed and pr.Ictical people, often unimpressed by the md chaotic they might be when not on a run, an En .... oy on a 
chaotic natures of their sister;. mission becomes single·minded and utterly driven to deliver the 

HighrJghl3: Stubborn, practical. 

Attributes: AGt 0, APP 0, BLD 0, CRE .1, AT 0, INF .1, KNO .1, 
~O,m.'~L~gR~H~l,mB,~J,~ I 

Skilil.: Animal Care 1/.1, Haggling 2/0, Notice 2/0, Theatrics 110, 
Animal Handling2/ .. I, Hand·to-Hand I/O, Riding II.!, Cnft 21. 1, 
tntimidi.te I/O, Survi .... al 1/. 1, Dodge 110, N~vigation (Land) 2/ . 1, 
TInkerl/-.1 

Equipment: Ropes and ham=s, ~iriOUS tools to keep 
everything in good repair, 

mesuge - 00 matter what might get in the way. 

Highlights: Fast, proud, dedicated. 

Attributes: ACt .1, APP 0, BLDO, CRE 0, FtT .3,INF 0, KNOO, 
PER 0, PSY 0, WIL .1, STR I, HEA 1, STA 30, UD', AD' 

Skills: Athletics 21. 3, Combat Sense 1/0, Dodge 2{.1, Hand·to
Hand ".1, Melee 1/. 1, Navigation (Land) 2/0, Notice lID, Riding 
2/0, Sneik 1/ .1, Streetwise 1{O, Swimming 1/. 3, Theatrics 1/0, 
Synthesis 1 
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Baril on me Tinker's path, Han~ was a smwny, knobby child 
who could literally tie her lanky body in contortionist's knots. 
Hi.pp)' beyond compare. she moved through the roads of 
VirTW)' in her formative years with a ~nd of grotesques known 
as the Children of Joy, who reveled in the oddit'ics of the flesh . 
During her Cresting~. however, she ~d trouble finding iI 
slot for her oddly angled body and mind. To her, the cxhilar.t· 
Don of other DahlWis seemed dull and dim when compared to 
the tmlmJistic blade: of her birth caravan. 

In Flight, she wmed to the Bone Road in pursuit of the 
connection between emotion and Dream. Driven by a fanatical 
devotion to Dahlia, she believed that it was only a ~tter of time 
bd"ore her knowledge matched her vi5ion and she could 
discover the means to empower the tric.ksters to imbue Joy by 
mere touch. Then, surely, Mother Tricksterwould love her 
wvped body and crystal mind best of all. 

In Buur, when Venri told her of the Doll, she jumped into the 
deal. Knowing he could never find her hidden in Tarm., she 
believed that the artifact contained enough power to test her 
theories. For if she could distil! the essence of the Wonder (rom 
the Child's toy, she knew she would find helSetfin reach of her 
gooJ. 

Right or wrong, Hannah belH:ves 00'" that the mask of Joy is 
merely a pale funhoose mirror reflection of the mask ofHiltC. No 

• one on Hom c.an figure out ifher allegiance lies with the Herites 
or the ~yers, for she Iw spent !he time siotc: her buming 
fofging il bridge between them. Her burgeoning cell, Ebon's 
Ught, conjoins member!. of the NIO oudooks towill'ds il 
common goal: Plilflning the destruction of the FiltilTlilS throogh 
spiritu:ll wamre. Her once beloved Dilhliil will be the first to die. 

Attribut:cJ: AGI . 2, APP ·1, BUI ·2, CRE .. 1, KNO .. I,INF .2, FIT 
.. 1. psy ·2,Wll .. 2, STR, HEA, STA, UD/AD. 

Eminences: Mystery ilnd Illusion 

Skills: Auolntiu 2/.2, Athletics 1/. 2, Combilt Sense 2/0, DilflCe 
1/ . 2, Dodge 2/.2, Hand·to·Hilnd 1/.1,l~dellhip 2/.2, Melee 11 
+1, Notice I/O, Riding 1/.2. Sne:ll< 21. 2, Streetwise I/O, T~triu 
21.1, Synthesis 2. 
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Th, ... ~,,' em •• me most challenging of Tribe!; around which 
to bas<: a cydc. u the Tribe defies many tradiliomJ dements of 
rolepbyinggroups. Few Agnite! undergo great qtlC5b., rilid Z'bri 
lands, stand up to the Gr2nd Council, or become deeply 
involved in inter·Tribal politics. This is not to say that these 
things do nor: happen. but they arc consideraDly r.a(Cr for the 
Children tfwl they are for other Tribils (Of for the Fallen). 

6.Pls!· t1 :1e 

cruelty. AU unknowingly, ignorant of others' p6in and innocent 
of any knowledge of consequence, Agnites can become ft::lrca 
of destruction. For every Fallen that has been given a gift by a 
WIde·eyed Agnite, thete is a Fallen who has been prodded with ;I 
pointed stick while she lay dying in the mud · just to see wNt 
might h~n, and if this toy is broken or not.. Agnites are the 
most innocent ofthe Tribes, and that innocence ~s to both 
beauty and murderous ignor.&nu:. 

, BcQu~ of this difference in focus and activity. Agnitc: cydes . 
take: a good dal of pbnnmg to run. M Agnitc: cycle: can be very 1K;%Lf..E..---------------
r~ding. however, and is well worth the work ""'r":....., 

The world ofTribe 8 is a bleak and !>men place. The Z'bri 
Evcry one ofthc Tribes has a different Wl.y oflooking <II me f1mpage to the North, tOes move agaiMt me Tribes 10 the 
world. The)oanites arc centered around honof- and gfofy, me ~th, and inside VtfTW)' there: arc endless stories ci pain. ;ulger. 
Magdalites around ~nsuality and truth. There is il fundm!cntal bittcrTIC» .md far. Though humanity arne out of the e»np5 

split between the Agnites ",nd ~I me other Tribes, however; in generations ago. me marlc of the bruniit)' endured there: stili 
the end, all the other Tribes lire: bued upon an adult mind5Ct. remains. Ringed with lies, hate and fear, the Tribes and the 
The Agnites arc not. Even those Agniles of adult age: tend to Fallen often feel trapped all!! OOpeless. 
halt'(: a child's outlook on the world, with ;III the pec.uli;lrities thu 
such a viewpoint entails. Agnites are not just short iUlu/a, or 
iUluits who pby with t¥. They;lre children,;lnd ~ such, they 
are truly;l fofce unto themselves. 

~~E S ~;I \fIea.ver is ;lttempting to integrate Agnitcs into;l 
ca.mp.aign ~;I m;ljor element she should atw.Iys give some 
tOfISideration to the themes;lnd moods of the Agnile T ribe, ~ 
weU ~ to their very pec.uliu role in the N;ltion. Doing SO will 
help to ;ldd;l new dimension to any cycle,;lnd can serve ~;I 
powerful tool for throwing il new light upon the life of the 
Tribes. After all, there are very few things m;lt will poke holes in 
SilCt'ed toWS more effectively dwl the questions of ;I child, 

, ~NO C EN C E 
_ . of the mos.t importa.nt themes TO any Agnite campOlign is 

mnocence. AgnlTes ;Ire, by and large, Vl innocent Tribe, in the 
~ sense th;lt they Iilck worldly sophistic.ation or la.rge ilmounts of 

experience with the wand outside Playground. Even in the eyes 
of ;ldu~ Agnites the world is a vast ;lnd mysterious plilce full of 
endless wonder ilnd terror, with something new to be discov· 
ered just MOUnd the comer. Agnites are Iilrgdy left OUtside of 
Trilal government, to Agnes' UJgef, ilnd SO are lTee from the 
taint of hypocrisy and authoriariamsm that has nwked the 
Tribes in recent gener.l.tions. As outsiders and ignor2nt youths 
the lignites are Iargdy confused by the political actions of other 
Tribes, wd their sometimes pointed questIOns show their own 
innocence: ~ well ~ the hypocrisy of others. Agnite inoocenct: 
an also leid to ;laions ofkindnelS Wt few members of other 
Tribes would consider. Many Fallen have been given gifts of 
food and toys by the innocent lignites - things given without 
guile, duplicity, Of secondary motives. 

IMOcence, however, is a two·edged sword. While the inno· 
cence: of Vl Agnite may 1eM! them to momcrm ofbeauty amid 
the eNos ofVimary, it can also lead them to;lclioos of horrible 
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The Agnites, however, lie on the other side of the coin. Agnes 
and ~r Tribe know nothing of the camPS!..lve what they have 
been told in stories around the fire. To them the p6St is truly 
cbd, a thing outside their experienu:. To Agnites reality is the 
present arld the future. In their eyes the world is iI pIxc of 
endb opportunity, a place TO I!JOW arld change to their own 

i will. As;l Tribe the Agnites know nothing offaiiure, beca.use they 
have nevef been sorely tested. Having never bled from the 
CN!ohing blows of life, they look to the futlJre with optimism 
undimmed by experience. Thus the lignite heart is often full of 
hope for the future. This lads to the Agnites having a bright. 
nesS;lnd vivacity th;lt the other Tribes often I;lck. For m;lny in 
Vimary the hope of the lignites, the faith that children show, is iI 
§OUfCC of comfoo and inspir.&tion. 

~/BRUTAI lT V 
(i~ 

T ortlIrif'lg ~tl with ;I hacWw arld pulNng the wings off of llies 
are common recrea.tions ;lmong Agnes' children. It is;I hud 
thing fof iUlu/a to understtnd, but there are few things crueler 
!hart;l child with no sense of control or consequence. In the 
midn of the innocent wonder ;lnd wide.eyed hope of the 
Agnites there is also the face of the bully who fives for the tC;l1'$ 

of a victim, Of the pervert who holds a puppy's face in iI puddle 
until it drowns. This honid and ~rendy pointles.s brutality 
Stems from SC'Ieral sources. For many Agnites it is a !*we, p.art 
0( their coming to understand the world. They learn about 
cause and effect . world
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C:g up in;a IIIOrld in which many define themselves by thcir~ concluding book of the Children of Prophecy cycle, Trial 

' H 

•• 

, 

taJ»city to CiUSe harm, it would be easy for the Agnites to by FIn:, Agnes the Child is subjected to the attentions of the 
become nothing but little monsters - out to hurt and o:ploit Mci;lnis rnrough the duplicity of Her Aunts. In the: afiCl'TTUlth of 
evel)'QrlC to the best of their ability. It is one ofrhc: central tortuous experiments. we see the marks of ch2ngc in the Child, 
pa.rado~es of the Tribe th;lt many Agnites do not fall into that a subtle II'I()\I(ment towards an older ard less ruive Agnes: a 
trap, or at least not completely. Sudden ii.nd unopeaed acts of shift from childOOod to pubescence. She is no less innocent, but 
kindness, sometimes trom the very person who was being brutal is 100ft a~re of its intrinsic connection to Her narure: and is 
and Cl'l.Id iI moment before, gn come OUI of nowhere with angered that Her Aunts would plot to rob Her of Her essential 
hearHtopping sincerity. For no reason;and with no expectation nature. 
of reward. a child will offer up something deir and importa.nt to 
them, then skip "~y. It is this kindness, this ability to give 
without any thought of self, that the other Tribes think of when 
they look to the .... gnites. 

1\11 cl'Iildrcn grow up: the question is what they become and how 
hard !hey fight again1t that change. As a Tribe the Agnites arc 
fighting agaiMt growing up tooth and nail, kidingand 
sauming the whole vny. In an Agnite's wOOd everything 
revolves around childhood and the Chlld, Becoming old means 
being c.ast off, being sent to a boring life of drudgery and 
pointlcsmess. The future is unknown - and while that makes it 
exciting. it abo makes it terrifying. Agnitcs know nothing of 
beingaduit, and so they fcar it. 

"fter the Trial by File cycle, Agnc:s begins to come of ilge and 
has no intention of allowing Herself to slip Inck into the role of 
ignored child. She will come into Her own eventually, but wants 
to find Her own path, not have it dictated to Her. One: of Her 
first trials will be to try to fully unite all the different aspero of 
Herself, keeping Her innocence while taking up Her Mother's 
strength. This unification of personality becomes outwardly 
marked as the two parts of Her physical self, the Doll and the 
Bear, become unified into one form. 

.... gnes bums with a desire to be recognized as a full equal and 
this is rdlC{;tcd in the attitudes of Her tribe. The conflicting 
emotions and times of trial will not be limited to .... gnes: the 
Tribe as a whole will have to deal with the pain1 of change, and 
it will eventually be reflected in their social structure. This 
change might well be greeted with enthusiasm by Breeders and 
Barren who cease to be neglC{;ted, but will aJmo~ surely anger 
the Children who OJrTCnrly kold all the power. How the Tribe 
deals with these changes will depend upon Agnes and upon the 
rest of the Nation, Good leade~hip can make a transition easy: 
poor management or opportunism can make it a nightrNre. 

Agnes, too, has gone a long time without growing. The Child 
often seems to refuse change as stubbomly as the members of 
Her Tribe. In Her heart, however, She knows that Her current 
state cannot last, and as much as She fears growing up She al~ 
yearns to join Her aunts as an equal and [ 0 take up Her destiny. 
This dcxp wish in the Fatima's heart inevitably finds an echo in ~ 
the heart of Her Tribe. Tkose dosest to Agnes often find -4~I!I-Jl.IIL--------------__ 
themselves looking at the adult world around them and 
wondering how they could join it, and where (or it) they would 
lit The mingled fcar and excitement ofthi1 possibility is the 
r1.zor upon which "gnites live. Those who reject it too forcefully 
are damned to be children forever, Those who embnce it too 
fully risk being made into !oCapegoats for the Fatima's uncer· 
tainty. 

The Agnites are a Tribe with a destiny. They will grow up, and 
when they do, they will change the world - it will be up to the 
Tribe if it is for the better or the worse. However, until their 
decision is made, the Agnites will be caught on a teeter·totter, 
~anced between childhood and the adult woOd. In the end the 
choices they make will help to determine the fate of the Nation, 

-"he mood of Agnite campaigns "nd c;harEters is the IOO!.t 
dualistic of all the Tribes, The Agnites are all that is besl and 
brightest of the Tribes: their innocence, in1piration and hope for 
the future ..... 1 the Sime time, however, they represent the dan: 
mirror of everything that the Tribes try 10 hide from lhemselves: 
brutality, betrayal and fear. 
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. ~/)1J R R 0 R M I R R 0 R .Ut full ciwddenshifts oflOcus, actions taken up withoot much 
t~~v (Ot iOY) thought and tenuoos connections 0( rason. Agnites 

Ch~ren Me born mimics who lam from what they see, ind J ace as "'. force of chaos, ~ their sudden ,and spontaneOUS shifu 
.... gnitcs ace as i mirror of the actions of others MOUnd diem, an ~Iy nuke the best Wd pbns ofFUlma and rJWl go awry. 
Thus Ml lignite's (especially a young Agnitc's) ~ will often Capriciousneu is iln lignite eminence for good reason. 
be iI rdkctioo of the actions of those .lrot/nd her, cspecQ!1y 
those mat she admires. This mimicry allows the W~vc:r to : - . 
highlight the actions of those "'fOUnd the Agnite, showing how- -V't'ff"'-'--'-...... --------------
they look through the eyes of children. II Chuactc:r who .. 
murders an enemy while an Agnitc is wiltthing may btet see tN.t 
Agnitc killing someone else in an utteriy pointless fashion _ 
beausc: the Agnitc did not know the /USOOS for the lim kiNing. 
and lNIy have assumed there were none. On the other hind,.a 
Charxte:r who performs an act of kindnes.s may see Agnitcs 
rCpe.illing the Kl, often with as little: reason as they would have 
for the: murde!. PLayers of Agnite Charnten should conOOcr 
choosing up a role model, someone they an emulate and 
whose Ktions they c.m put a new 5pin on. 

~~ . . 

In a WOOd by, for. and of children there is little rlu.t is certain. II 
child an vacilbte all chy between two choices, not sure whether 
she warte the DahlWl puulebox or the Keeper doH. The same 
Ul'lCCfUinty applies to more imp()r~lU choices as well. Agnites 
arc almost constaotly fxed with choices to make, ;ibout who 
they are, who they Wilflt to be and wlu.t they W;inI: to do. The 
ilf\jrchic nature of the Tribe only heightens the uncertainty of 
these d1oices, .is no one: Cilfl ever be sure fiom one: d;iY to the: 
next where they will sttnd or wko will sund with them. As ;i 
result Agnites tend to;ivoid chokes whenever they an, 
pretending they do not rruner or tmt they hi~ more imporunt 
things to do. Often the ones pI.1ying the twdest mil yelling the 
loudest m those: who ;ire the most unccruin Uxxrt their liolo. 
Bringing ilfI Agnite 10 the point of actually rruking J dccisioo can 
be;i hard and p<linrul thing..iS Cilfl the decision maJUng itself. 
Weavers who Wint to show the cffi:cts of uotelUinty and 
aYOidmcc: of responsibility an easily use lignites and their 
dclibcr.lte RSUf.a1 to acknoIt.icttgc choices to bring home the 
fcddcssness;md pointleuness of a rife lived without rruking hard 
choices. Agnites Cilfl also be used to show the: price p;iid when a 
choice is rrude - for no matter what is ehosen and how 
wonderful it might be, something else is always left behind. 

( <5z 0NIANEIIY 

The flip side: of the hedging and hemming brought about by 
unccrninty is the lightning lUI spor1Wleity of the Agnite mind. 
Though Agnites avoid nujor decisions, they m mo capable of 
Hitting fi-om poinl to point md of making minor decisions with 
breatht1.king~. The often strCJim·of·c.onxlousne5S decision 
nWing style of the Agnites Cilfl be difficult for more linear· 
minded adults to follow. Where an idult moves from point to 
point in iii logical progression, a child is more likely to make 
intuitive leaps between sub;ects tmt are only tlngentia.11y 
connected. Children r:arely do mings for no reason;it all. but the 
reasons they ha~ and me speed with which they come 10 odd 
conclusions Cilfl be a shocking thing to sec. Agnite amp<ligns 
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y'and games m very dear to the Agnite heart and there is 
often ;i sense of lighthearted run ;ibout the T ribc. Of course, 
wlu.t ;in Agnite calls run might not be what any s.anc adult would 
call fun, and some of thell' games Cilfl be quite horriOC. However 
even in the middle of the WOOl offenses mmt Agnites rruintain ;i 
sense of p1ay,;i sense that what they are doing doesn't ratly 
mmer because it is all just a pme. In bright moments this can 
be a wonderful Wiy to rift spirits and bring some comic relicfto a 
game m;it tw grown too hea...". The Agnite getting into a game 
of chase with;i gaggle of geese over brcadcrumbs can make 
anyone smile a little. On the other hand the giggling and 
gleaming eyes of an Agnite who is playfully dropping burning 
hot metal bits onto a captive's ~n Cilfl put iii more sinisterwt 
on the face of children's play. 

l H'oRROR 

~ites know the face ofhorror like: few members of other 
T ribes. To the Agnitc mind, the world is a vast and often 
mghtefling pbce. Added to their lack of experience is me &a 
mat most Agnites feel helpless before the forces mat un come 
to bear upon them. While aJl»nite will fear Z'bri, me at least 
an Iry to fool helldf'into rtlinking tlut her training and skill;it 
arms can help her survive. Agnites rvcly have such c.onfidence 
to fail bID; upon, and .is a result fed the uner helplessness of 
true horror. The tb.rit: things of the world are very present in the 
Agnite mind and the datmess sares them in a bone-deep way 
tlut can often bd them to the point of ~. 

For others, Agnites can represent horror in one ofrwo Wiys. On 
one: side of the: coin, though it Cilfl be overdone, there is little 
thit reinforces the idc.u of cruelty and horror .is much .is the 
sight of suffering children. The Tribes often look to the Agnites 
fOf hope, and so seeing;i child twisted by the Z'bri an be a 
deep and profound shock, a blow against hope itself. The other 
side of the coin is tmt Agnites themselves Cilfl become the: 
subjects of horror. When children tum on a character ;ind 
render them powerless, taunting and tOfmCnting. it Cilfl be a 
profoundly horrific ocperience. , 
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" In die eyes of the young everything is new. ~t which is not 
horrid is bright and wonderful beyond tompM~ To an Agnite a 
pbu: as &miliJr as BazUf, pmtic.ally their bWI pm, Qll be a 
pbcc: of endless exp/ofation. A trinket can be a ueuure 0( rve 
worth, shown proudly to a group of ;admiring fiiends. Agnite:s 
can lind wonder In Ml)'thing and cvaything. Brighl descriptions, 
focus on common things as being somehow fantastic, mt time 
mcoun~ MId a sense of discovery and ;oy can help bring 
home: the Agnite sense of wonder. Agniles Me ~ to inspire 
others to see dJesc things as ..... ell; by their 5imple joy in life 
children are able to rTIOVC men and mounuins 10 fub tfut nooc: 

Playground is an ever·shifting wonderbnd, filled with endless 
surprises. It is as much a friend as it is a house. By the time they 
are older Children most Agnites have $(OUred eve!)' inch of the 
Playground and know it like the back of their hand · even when 
it moves about. FOf OIJtsiders Playground presents a much 
different face. Either it seems a harmless pbce fuU of children's 
squabbles, games and pains (and thus not much 'IrfOfth IooIcing 
IOto). Of it becomes a nightmare tnp from which there is no 
~. Even the Dahlians fur being trapped in Playground 
when the !.gnltes are rNd at them, for it is rurTlOfed that an 
entire Cmvan disappeared into Playground ~ ago - never 
to bc: heard from again. 

would tu...-c thought thcm~s ca~e of. ~. T . .Ip ,'7_4~1JE'-..JEuM>.P"-OUJ!.RJ..I.u.U~M.liS ______ _ 
t 1 . 
~ of the Emporiums belong to the Tribes as a whole, at least 
publicly. Under the surfK.C, ho ..... ever, the areas inc shilred by the 
Dahlians and the "&niles, both of whom know the mill;ons of 
lun~els. switchbacks .lind !.ecret routes better than anyone else. 
While the upper level!. of the Emporiums lend to be safe 
enough, the lower levels become secret bases and toy storage 
~or "&niles. The Children trap these Olfa}, ilnd unlike the traps 
In Pbyground they iIle not simply ~inful 01' humiliating. Every 
month someone: trying to loot Ml Agnite toy nest ends up dead 
in some grisly and unplea~ way. 

-.:" t ((1. OCATIONS 
\ 1''' 

Agn'ltes un be found crawling over ~ery comer ofVima!)' and 
even toddling out into the Outlands as scouts for various 
groups. The hean and home of the Agnites, how~er, is in 
Saulr and Playground. It is in those two places that most 
Agnites are found. To ,\gnites, SwaT is the back yard and the 
vacant lot way out back. Playground is home. The pitter·patter 
oflittk feet and the mocking laughter of children un bc: hard 
all throughout Buw, even in the deepest pans of the 
Emporiums. 

-4i Rl AYGRQUND 

'":::Z There are a few outside Agnes' T ribc: that think they know 

To the: Agnltes the: Emponums are the empty lot out behind the: 
house. Unlike Playground they are not rally uk, but unlike the: 
big wide world they are not too dangerous and sc;ary to bee. M 
a result the older Children tend to view running through the 
Emporiums eJ(pIoring. stealing and causing havoc:, as a fonn of 
proving themselves. Their knowledge of secret wa'f5 and their 
ability to fit where an adult cannot jl6S.S makes them the ghosts 
of the marItetpIaw. Appearing out of nowhere to taunt, steal 
and play, they un then vanish be:fore atTf angry adults can 
discipline them . 

Playground; passing through once or t'Mice they think they have 
a ~Ie on the: t3ther small area. They are wrong. Playground is 
not .IlI~ the home of Agnes . it is al~ Her ~ playground. 
and She: uses Her power to rearnnge Playground to suit Her 
....mims. My time the FatilN Of Her Favorites get bored with the 
current Layout ofPlaygroond, Of if all the good hiding places 
have become too well known, Agnes changes the: whole: thing "),:. ~)"A L LEN C Y C L E S 
to restan the game. ., -. t;;c/" . .J...LJ:.JlLJ..:!J.'-l.L:L ________ _ 

Though the layOlJt of Playground changes at the Fatima's will, 
there are sevet31 features that remain consunt; all that change~ 
is where they are in relation to everything else. There are always 
areas ofbl.tcktops with courts and play aren marked out with 
carefully dt3wnlil'les of chalk. plIillt and ....matever else the 
~rt:es can get their paws on in order to mark off their personal 
lemtOf)'. There are endless secret hiding spots scattered 
throughout the budding. tunnels and the small wilderness are41 

M with all things fOfbidden there is a strong attt3ction·repulsioo 
comple~ built up around the Fallc:n in Agnite minds. The Fallc:n 
are something mysterious. ~m<:thing wonh tinding out about; 
at the same time they are something dangerously unknown. The 
Fallen are also unprotected by the Laws of the Nation and so are 
all too temptmg as targets for the cruc:lc:r games mat the Agnites 
like to play. 

just outside the main blacktops. ~ny of the Children INke their ." 
lairs in these areas. building tempo"'IIfy shelten and hiding spots ;/f:pl!~,~GuN!ll1 ~I_~f~S'___AA~S'___~Aul...LlJIL~f ]S'___ ____ _ 
to S\Ofe the.r faYOnte toys. It is quite: common for traps and .~. 
alarms of various types to be set up around thesc: caches, and 
attempts at theft often result in pain and humiliation for the 
WOt.IId·be ICYf snatcher. AI~, though the other Tribes WOt.IId be: 
sorpnsed to learn it, there are abo ~~ garden and field aren 
in and about PbygrOlJnd where the Bam:n nourish food for the: 
T ribc:. Though they are nothiog compared with EViUl Iiekh or 
Yagan ~ughtemouses, these: out of the way areas are able: 10 

produce enough food that the Agnites do not have to rely 
totally upon trade or charity to till their ever-hungry bellies. 

Any Fallen who befriends an Agrnte can gam a resource: of grut 
vWe. On the prxticaI side of matters Agnites are sneili, 
snitches and spies without equaL The fact that they are often 
overlooked and rarely suspected of atTf scriou~ crime allows 
them to pass unnoticed almost. anywhere in T riballan<b. Their" 
love of gossiping and chamng with their fiiends about the things 
they have seen makes them wonderful, if somewhat incoherent, 
sources of Information. That they are often Innocc:m enough to 

be used as dupes is something that any Fallen who is desperate 
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CllOUgh will realize in mort order. On the bs pr.l.ctic.al, bot no if c¥l A RAe T E R S 
less valuable. sick ofthi'.: liiendship is lhe liughtcr and}or mOlt a • . f-[~:!o;~'.'JLIUL/Uc.u:J<JL ______ ------
Child's bright innocence un bring to someone who is suffering. reating Agnitc Chara.clers is a unique challenge. It is difficult to 
Sudden and unexpttted kindncs~, moments of comedy and a make a child who un tit in with a group of adults arid stili remain 
surprisingly understanding eM .m: all services that many .... gnites a child. II is slightly wier to milke an ..dult Agnite, but C'lcn then 
;.J.re more than h~"py '0 provide for their mends . ..,. the unique nature of childhood in the Tribe win give the 

/ 

k.:cn the Z'bri;u-e hard pressed to match the absolute ;unoral 
iIld spiteful cruelty of an angry child. It is e;uy to alienate an 
Agnite. as even a casual dismissal or hot word can tum a child's 
heart to spite. Once angry. an Agnite can become a living 
nightmare to the Fallen. Thougfl they liKk the blatant power of 
Tribes like the Joanites or the Shebans, Agnites can more than 
make up for that with a creative crudty that focuses less 00 

death and imprisonment and more upon making life truly 
misenble. Spreading lies and NrTIOfl. poisoning drinks. stealing 
important poSSeMions and hit and run assaultsllrfith painful but 
non· lethal weapons (like dartguns) arc all just starting points for 
angry Agnites. To make matter.; \YOI;!';. not all Agnites even 
need a reason to hilte and persecute the Fallen. UnprotC{;\ed by 
the Nation imd often subjects of resenunent. Fallen make 1og~1 
targets for Agnite cruelty. Many Agnites start with pulling the 
wings off offiies, move up to drowning dogs and end up 
experimenting with Fallen. 

~ AGNITES AS NEUTRALS + ) 
Mo~t of the time Agni!cs do not think about the Fallen enough 
to care about them one way Of the other. A Child's life usually 
focuses around her Fatima and clique. Anything outside 
Playground is a minor thing, worthy of attention only for a short 
amount of time. Though Agnitcs may have an initial f.ucination 
with the Fallen, very often it wears off once the newness grows 
stale. A bitter enemy or close friend of ooe day may give a Fallen 
a cold and uncaring shoulder the ne)(!. In the end Agnites are 
creatures of the moment, and unless something is in their line of 
sight they are unlikely to care very much. 
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Character different feelings and attirudes than any other member 
of T ri~1 society. Agnitc Charaacrs, more than any other. will be 
deti~d by their age, both physiul and ernotiOl1aL The latter 
tends to be much younger than the fonner. Ureful aTTention to 
where an Agnite rested in the social ladder and her peculiar way 
of dealing with eternal childhood will help develop a personality 
for the Cnancterthat will make her more thim a cut-out ·kid.· 

AGNITE CONCEPTS AND 

, I: 
More than the other Tribes. the Agnrtes know their Fatima. for 
they play with Her on a regu~r basis. Where an Evan of 
Weslholm might never have SCt':n Eva Herself, every Agnlte sees 
Agnes almost daily. Also. where other Fatimas tend to be distllnt 
and authoritarian. Agnes is all 100 present in Agoi!e life. She is 
the most powerful Child. the undoubted master of Playground 
- but She is still a child. Because of Her unique position and 
relation to Her Tribe, Her relation to the Agnites is a very special 
thing. Most Agnrtcs. at one time or another, have had the 
complete and utter joy of being the apple of Agnes' eye, Her 
most beloved and bright thing - even if ooly for a second. For 
one small moment the Agnite was the best friend of a living 
goddess. and tnat rnerT1Of)' is not easy to shake. 

Of COOl;!';, Agnes is also a mercurial and self·centered creature 
who will love member.; of Her Tribe one day and beat them with 
a stick the ncrt. As She is the center and source of Agnite life this 
behavior leads to a particular level of uncertainty about cause 
and effect among the Children. Being good is no guarantee that 
you will be treated well. and being rotten and cruel will often 
gamer rewards. Once they get past a certain age many Agnites 
begin to resent this. as they have enough COfltllct with member1 
of other Tribes to gain a sense that it is not the way things could 
be. Because it is the way things 3Jwa15 have been in their lives . 
however. they are not cerrain what to do about it and uS\lally 
end up taking out their anger on others. Saying that the average 
Agnite is a turmoil of coofused love and hate is a vast under
statement. 

The result of all this confusion is that few Agnites know exactly 
where they are going in life. They all know that they want 
something: the love of the Fatima. the respect of the ir clique. a 
place to go to stop the pain, or even to take up a place in adult 
society and earn the respect of others. While they know that OIle 
of those goals \YOuld make them happy. they are rarely certain 
which one they really want, or now to go about getting it. 

• 
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6. Playtl~e 

, -
01~t'~~~!ruu~~~~~~~-*~~~------------

'.~ ::; 

• 

" , 

r 
' A. 
I 

nlike any other Tribe. Agnite society is based on classification 
by age. There are no familie5, guilds, dans, Of even Caravans. 
To an Agnite the whole Tribe is their bmily, but some memberl 
of the bmily are closer than otherl. That doseness is based 
almost entirely upon ~ - little else matters. Some Littles and 
Children will aswciate with each other. but there is always a 
sense of separation between them. tfyou arc a Child you play 
with other Children, if you are a Barren your liiends are other 
Barren and you do as the Children tell you. Trying to buck the 
system is to invite scorn. pain and ~tin~ at the very best, arid 
the ......... th of the Fatima at the: worst. 

Within each age group there are certain diques based upon 
allthority. power, common interest and Playgrourld politics. 
Despite the bet that the squabbles of children may look snull in 
the eyes of other T ribals, the truth is that they can be deadly 
serious and am crush a heart or a life as surely as any Magdalite 

[Ween the ages of 6 and 9 there is ... transitional phase for 
most Agnites that is not easily defined in terms of ~ group. "t 
this point in their life the children are grown enough that they 
want out of the Crtche, at least part of the time:, but are not 
quite fully Children either. These Utt\es, as mosl Children and 
Breederl call them, are often let oullO play on their own for 
short periods but hive 10 stay dose 10 a caretaker of some: sort 
arid return to the Crtche at night. By being able to play with the 
bigger kith. but stil! being sheltered and nourished, the Uttles 
are able to figure out where they fil in the wOOd of the Children. 
The point at which someone stops being a little and becomes a 
Child is a very individual thing. as Utt!es ~JI fTljt1Jre at different 
rates. Because of their transitional staM Littles have no real 
diques ofmeir own, but many become membrn of the Cliques 
of the Children they play with. 

intrigue. Survival requires friends. In the rough arid tumble world f/E,~i'-'.J..JJJI<..t'-'i--------------
of Playground, groups offriends find a way to survive, and -
sometimes thrive, by filling a niche. None of the diques are ["'c'c'","'" ildren form the bulk of the Tribe. Old enough that they 
formalized grou~ with an identifiable structvre; all are do not require constant supervision and care in the Crtche, but 
aswciations of the moment that are ruled by persoNI charisma young enough to still be fun for Agnes to play with, they are the 
and the ability (or lack of such) to ~t the snot out of otherl. body, head and heart of the Tribe. Because they are old enough 

and /fee enough to make their own ways and to start to hold 
" .....,. . . '1 grudges and yearn for power, position and love of the Fatima, 
'IKI-,'.\;iJi.-I',Y,~~OUULUPCS'-"A"-'NLDILcC ..... L ..... I,a'-"U"E'--"S~ _ _____ . they are the group with the most diques. Most Children's 

.}-J diques arc based around who plays with whom. Someone who 
Who you play with and what games you play are all·important plays with the head bully, for example, is considered to be a 
10 Agnites. Associating with one group will get you beaten, Bully by everyone else, reganlless of whether or not she actually 
associating with another will ensure that you arc the one doing partidpates in the violence. The diques are not solid units, 
the beating. The following is a breakdown of the various age either, arid there are often rival factions within each group . 
groups of the Agnites, and the Crlllues that spring up inside each 
group. Though there is sometimes.\Ome: spill ffom one Clique 
10 another, UOS5e5 between different grou~ happen less often. 
~e is not something that can be ignored in the Agnite ranks. 

youngesl of the Tribe., the Young Ones are still in the 
Qttht:. Young ones are utterly creatlJres of the moment, and 
they hive never known vrt discipline or control aside from the 
will of Agnes. They have very few Cliques. as they have yet to 
come: to an age where politia and personal prejudices are fully 
imprinted in their minds. This is not to uy they all play logether 
peacdully, forfights and feuds are common; it is simply thaI they 
lack the attention span and sense of self to hold to any grudge 
for too long. The young ones are the most proteaed, cherished 
and spoiled of the children of Agnes, but because of their baby 
swus lack any real power in the Tribe. Most are happy to play 
all day and laugh at the jokes the Children lell them. 

Sullies: One of the most identifiable of all the diques is the 
Bullies. The leaders of the Bully Cliques tend to be larger and 
older than the other Children, and use their physical size and 
sheer nastiness to intimidale everyone around them. Most Bully 
Cliques are based around one Bully and her hangers·on, who 
are often younger and SfTljller Children relying 00 their "boss ' 
to protect them. The gang mentality and backing of the boss 
lets even small Bullies pick on kids who would never lie down if 
the Bully was not backed by the might of the diqlU:. Bullie5 arc 
famous for their use oftcasing, ~tings and even torture, which 
tends to be very oeative, on other children. No one in 
Playground ever says that if you stand up 10 a Bully she will back 
clown. Most Bullie5 arc all too willing to have a fight, and some 
even come to enjoy being hurt as much as they relish hurting 
0,"",. 

TattIetaIesISquealcn: Many of the younger and sm~ler children 
lack the physical size Of meanness to be a Bully. or the 
independent pel"lOl1ality to be a l oner, arid so they bond 
together into mutual protection rings. They arc based around 
spying on and reporting other Children (arid just about anyone 
else they can find dirt on) to whomever is best able to get their 
target into the mosl trouble. Big enough transgressions arc 
reported to Agnes Herself, arid Tattletales are the cause of more 
Agnites falling than any single other boor. Smaller transgres· 
sions are reported to Bullies. the heads ofinfllU:ntial Cliques, 
and even the Favorites who have an ax to grind. 
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Much like Bullie1, the Tattletales re~ on fear to protea 
themselves, but for Tattletales it is ~ fe~r b~ 00 the powe~ of 
othe~ ~ther th~n direa physical puni~hmcnt. Despite the 
subtlety of playing snitch in ~n environment with few h~rd and 
tnt rules, most T~ttlctale groups know enough w~ys to get 
someonc puni1hed, beu-ycd, or ~Ied that everyone 00 
PI~yground comes to f~ the ~rlC(:ring phrase:, "I'm gon~ 
teedll!" 

Loners: The last numerous type of Child, Lone~ arc those th~t 
cannot or will oot fil into ~ dique. Refusing to play with othe~ 
or wanting to ~vc pe~ space are ~ kind of crime on 
Playground, and those who do it ~re often exiled from the 
group. Loocrs arc often picked on, iIS they have no one to back 
them up. A few, however, have enough persorgl strength or 
1marts to avoid becoming the bottom dog 00 the soci~1 ~dder. 

Those who INke it on their own ~re feared;and respected by the 
diques. as someone strong enough to stand ~Ionc is a rare 
thing indeed. Most Lone~ play little prt in Playground politics, 
however. iIS they are OIJt of sight and out of mind most of the 
time. 

VIdirTlJ! These Children h~ve found a type offreedom and 
power in rolling over ~nd pl~ying punching bag for every Bully. 
They always seem to h~vc: "hurt me, I woo't teil" written across 
their face. They survive in two ways: by leaming to takc a hit, 
either emotional or physical, without flinching too much. and in 
becoming the favorite of a Bully or other powerful figure . If they 
can manage to become ~ favorite they gain some degree of 
protection -letting themselves be victimized by one group so 
th~t the group will keep them from being hurt by others. Many 

. Bullies, after all. like to think that they are noble. and so will keep 
anyone:: else from hurting the ones they hurt. Either that or they 
just don't want anyone else to break their toys. Those who 
cannot get under the dubious protection of a Bul~ or group of 
Tattlers end up like a dog that has becn kicked too much: 
constantly sullen ;and cringing. expecting a blow to fall at any 
time. Some of them even come to like it 

6.Pla:-tl::1e 

Some of them are genuinely good kKb who want to help make ~ 
safe place for their friends . Most, however. are selfim;and only 
interested in using their followers to increase: their own power. 
The two kinds can be hard to tell ap;ut, as even the most rotten 
of the Golden Kids an ttJm on a big ~mile with all the sweet;and 
innocent charm of a whole crtche full of Young Ones. In any 
case, most Golden Kids tend to be hunring for a position as one 
of the F~V()ritcs. either because they love: their Fatim~. want to 
help, or just want the power. 

Scouts: This Clique is the stereotype of Agnites held by the 
other Tribes. iIS they are the questioning. thieving. im:spon~ible 
children who are most often met outside of Playground. 
Obsessed with lurking. searching. finding and e..pIoring. these 
Children are the most likely to leave Playground (even fOf 
extc:ndc:d amounts of time) in search of a new ttJnncl to crawl 
down or a new room to strip bare. Part ofmeir obsession stems 
from an honest love of e..ploring. and part because sometimes 
the only way to deal with the: pressure cooker of Playground is 
to get out. When they are in Playground Scouts have a good 
deal of power, mostly based on the fact that they often ~ve the 
best toys to trade or even give away - loot taken in their 
journeys. These toys, when combined with their stories and the 
obvious amount of guts it takes to leave Playground for long 
periods of time. make Scouts Il:spccted and even loved. Mo~t 
Agnites try their hand at being a Scout at one time: or another, 
but most do not have the uleflt - and sheer luck - that it 
I<lkc:s . The lucry ones rcaJize it before they get themse~ killed. 

Favorites: The undisputed rulers of Playground are Agnes' 
Favorites. These: Childrefl are as dose iIS the Agnites come to a 
priesthood, and evel)'One knows that their connection to the 
Child makes them untouchable. That most are also trained in 
Synthesis by Agnes Herself and are taught special and !oC(ret 
powe~, about which they make consl<lnt cryptic and 'l3guc:1y 
threatening references. only increases their power. At any given 
time there are on~ ten Favorites (though the: number ftuauatc:s 
slightly with Agnes' will) and they spend large amounts of their 
rime playing with Agnes Herself. When there are teams chosen 
for group games the: Favorites are always on Agnes' 1ide, and 
their team always wins. Though every child on Playground 
knows bc:ttc:r than to beat Agnes in a game. the fear of the 
Fatima is often in competition with fear of the Favorites. Those: 
th~t Agnes grows angry with go away and are never seen again. 
Those: that the Favorites grow angry with are seen ~ain, but 
usually not alive or sane. 

Babysittm; On the fast track to becoming &eeders, the 
Babysitte~ are the Children who I<lke care: of the Young Ones 
and the Littles. By and large they are able to stay close enough 
to Agnes and the: Favoriles that they suffer re~tivcly little from 
the ha~her side of Playground politics. As ~ result of that shelter 
and their work with the babies they tend to be gentle and kind. 
easy to talk to;and with a ready ear. Of course they are not 
without their own plots and motivations. iIS being a Babysitter is 
a very comfortabk job and there i1 always competition for the 
position. Most Babysitte~ are dose to the &eede~ and tend tuo-{!'.5!'J'~·~t.JECDUJE'-"RJSL _____________ _ 
be ~ bit older than most Children, ave~ging 16 years old. -.-

Golden Kids: Where the Bullies ~nd the Tattlc:l<llcs wori< off of Outs the Children, the Breeders are the most spoiled of the 
whole: Tribe. Willful. self·centered and petulant, the Breeders try 

fear. the Golden Kids gain their power through charisma and to use their special status iIS the make~ ofChildrcn to compen-
naturallc:adership ability. A typical Golden Kid Clique: is based sate for the freedom they lost when they stopped being Children 
around a strong centrallc:ader with a group of other Children themselves. Even though some Breede~ are as old iIS 30, not 
who ~n: d~wn to the way their leader does business, The 
Ic:aders of"" O;q .... , te-'" to '-_ ph's:...I.., a ...... ....:.. .. ........ m;~ one of them is really an adult. They never mature, never learn to 

....... 'OU LJ'I; ....-., ''' ..... ' '· ... '''1·· '" look bc:yond themsc:!ves or their immediate nceds, and nevc:r 
;and fearless enough to stlnd up to Bullies, Tattlers and even 
adults from other Tribes. care about anything other than their own pleasure and keeping 

Agnes happy. 
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6.Pla~·t1':le 

To ~ Breeder,l»bies.llre little ITlOfC dun a rnc:uure of power 
and respect. No Breeder is ~Iowed to keep iI child, as aB 
children arc sent to the 0Wle to be raised commuruJly. A5 
Breeder stmls is !wed upon rhe number of heMthy Inbies 
produced, those who U11not make children fast enough know 
that they Me just one misc.amage Of sick child away from being 
dedared Smen and reduced to slavery. Those who have borne 
many children lord their position over the others, being 
pampered and tended to hilnd and foot by the Smen and lower 
level Breeders. In f:fery group of Breeders the m(»t influentil.1 is 
known as the First Mother. She is the queen of her little cdl, 
something tNt everyone is kept Jninfully aware of. 

In general femaIc Brttdcn are considered 'better' dwl rYWe 
Breeden, as it is the ferNIe thtt gives bitth to the body. In bet, 
most Agnites (even some Breeden) arc twy about what role 
the rrWc: ~tuilily plays in conception. As a result, the Breeders 
are ";In by ~ ~es who bear the most children, generally 
keepmg thelrfavontc male mates as mor.secood in comm.and. 
Bo!~ . malcs and femiles will do nearly anything to keep their 
posmoos, and there ;uc c.oostant Jow-grilde accusations of 
ullsing miscarriages. None: Sf)Cilk them too loudly, because 
when Agnes hears, the results are rarely ilnything that ;my 
Breeder dCSlres. 

\
' _. ........ ~ . 

There is one other possibility for an Agnite facing becoming a 
e.a.:en, though few think about it before it is too late. M1.ny 
Ch.ldren, when they are into their mid or Lite teen years (before 
17), will go on a trip with a Dahlian CmV2n. ,4,gr.es fully 
supports this journey and the Dahlians are always happy to have 
an Agnite along. as most Dahlians believe tlu.t the: Children 
bring good luck. Some of the Children who go on these trips 
find dut the life of a CmVMl suits them bener than Pbyground 
(:'let did. Thc:st: fortunate ones are given a chance to join the 
ul"llvan and avoid becoming a Breeder or a Barren. In orderro 
joi~ a ~VMl the Child must fif'S( ask Agnes for permission, 
~hich ~ most ofu:n ~ without question. The Agnite theri 
rides with a Ca:niv.lll as theW Mascot, doing some light wort; but 
mostly being the ~led child of the whole ul"llvan. Then the 
Agnitc goes through a Flight (see Flight, p. n ), to become 
accepted as a full member of the Cmvan. 

Iu Flighting h a Dahlian coming-of·age ritual, if the Cmvan 
catches the Agnite, ~ becomes an adult. No longer considered 
a Mascot, she is tonsidcred (although still officially a part of 
~' tribe. with the Eminences and Mpects dut go along with 
that status) a fuN member of the Ca:niVMl, assuming all the rights 
and all the responsibilities tN.t come along with it As with most 
of the rest of the Nation, children are considered to be of the 
mother·s Tribe, and thus the children alternale Mascots are 
Agnites and are rerumed to be raised in Pbyground. A Mascot 
who fails the Flight and manages to sufVive returns to Pby· 
ground, disgraced. and will ijkely join the Barren won after. 

Nursemaids.: The only rNjor dique within the Breeders are the 
NurxrrWds. Those: Breeders who nave trouble giving birth, but 
who ~ good ~[I"llising ~ildren, are put into the Creche to help 
the Ch.ldren I1lISe the babies tNt other Breeders nave given to 

the Tribe:. Though they are on the bottom of the Breeder wcial 
~Ie, the Nursemaids nave a connection with the Young Ones 
that the other Breeders lack. As a result the NUf!remaids are 
often able to get various Oiques of Children, or even a few of 
the Favorites, to help them with any serious probIems
including other Breeders who push too far. 

~'/~~ E frRST 
17-

CHILDREN 

,' BARREN 
~ , 

If an Agnlte is not chosen to be a Breeder, Of an not pmduu: 
well enough to remain a Breeder. she faces the horror of 
becoming a Barren. Virtual slaves to the Children and Breeders 
the Barren are the refuse of the Child's Tribe. In Agnes' eyes. ' 
and thus in the eyes of Her children, the Barren are not children, 
do not make children, and are nothing more man wastes of skin. 
Barren lave link: to no protection within the Tribe and being 
insulted, stoned and tortured ilfe all oommon fates for those 
who fall into this trap. When they are not living toys for the 
Children. the Barren do most ohhe sc.ut wort; for the. Tribe: 
lifting and carrying. doing the unpbnnt tasIu al cleaning out 
the Litrlnes, pul~ng weeds out of the gardens and fields and 
doing all the. endless repetitive wks that let the Children play all 
day. Few Barren make it beyond the age oflO. Either they bum 
out and die. are killed by the Children, or break down and flee to 

Horn. It is no ~nt that so many amc)flg the Fallen were 
once Barren. 

"t tfie I1'IOfTICrtt of Mary's death and "files' birth, there were 
twelve children at the side of the new Child Fatima. Those: 
twelve children were caught up in the massive ellCrgM:J rdasc:d 
by the death and birth of a Fatima, and all twelve were forever 
changed. They all were close to Agnes !Tom the ~tart., able to 
har Her thoughts and fed Her emotions, JUSt as She was able: 
to hear and feel them in return. tn the stl"llnge new world in 
which Agnes found Herself, the First Children were Her first and 
strongest friends, guides and links to humanity. ,4,n of the First 
Children grew powerful in SyntheSiS, bcc.oming equals of the 
most powerful priestesses of the Yagans. But the most profound 
change was not revealed for some time - the First Children do 
not age, either physically Of emotionally. They are tied so deeply 
t~ Agnes that so long as She: does not: age, they cannot age 
either. No one, not even Agnes Herself, knows what will happen 
to the: F"lflt Children ifShc CVCfdocs age Of grow. For their part, 
the First Children are not: eager to find out. The years of 
childhood, ofhiding!Tom their own Tribe and others,lave 
driven them all mad, and they will do anything they can to keep 
Agnes, and thus themselves. forever young. It is a bitter .rony 
that before Agnes can grow those who helped Her through Her 
first steps may have to dfe. 
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The FIrSt Children arc a SCc.reT: group among the lignites, and 
odleJ- thin Agnes Herself, no one kno~ tNt they oist. From 
time to time one: of the: FilYOrites tw become su5picious, but 
!hose who hJ.ve pried into the matter have alwil}'S suffered 
unfort\JNtc accidenu. The First Children live in the sh.1dows of 
the Tribe:, never getting too close to ilnyont less their sccret be 
found out. /u a result they are largely anri·~. ~r.mad 
and angry with M1d about cYl:rything. They re~ the 'IrfOO1 
~ of Agnes' perlONlity, given form in tbh and blood. 

the Uttles to the Barrens there is a great spread of 
attribute scores, and little can be s.aid about mat statistics of the 
average Agnite. The Tribe does, however, hive a few tendencies 
and each age grouping has a few common denomiru.too. 
Players and Weavers using these guidelines are encour.agcd 10 
remember that they are only guidelines, and there: can be ~Sl 
ditferences between even children of the s.ame ~e and clique. 

Attrilub::s; Most members of the T nbc tend to hive a low Build, 
as Agnires tend to be a bit on the SlTUn side, though some 
Bvren ~ ~ nearly as"~ as the average ~nite. As Agility 
~ Uelbvrty are both Yalued by almost every group in the 
Tnbe they tend to run unustRlly high in Agnite clu.rmers.ln 
addition, members of «rUin Cliques hive genenllbtures: 
most Bunies ~vc: '" higher man avenge Build, Golden Kids hive: 
a high Influence and lentil tend to have il high Willpower and 
Psydle. VICtims tend to tuve a low Psyche, while Babysinefl 
tend to h.t.vc a high ~ in the attribute. Brecdefl tend to h.t.ve 
decem: Appc:arance mil Knowledge scores. Finally. most ~rren 
have a good Build and FItneSs while: they are still young. but 
years of neglect and abuse lower their Psyche Mod Willpower as 
they get older. 

Skils.: While many Agnites pick up various wMs by OIpenrnenu. 
Don and ewnplc they are not: me most highly profiocnt T ribc, 
Mod most Agnite dw.,eters will thus h.J,ve a large number of low· 
\evd skills !;lither than any single: skill at signkant Ic:vcls. Skill s 
that arc tOITImon in the Tribe are Alhletic.s, Crafu such as 

toynukiog "" ""''''& Dodg<. - . "" ... <>f.H>nd. SnW, 
Streetwise and Throwing. In addition Bullies tend to have 
Intimidation, Golden Kids have Lea~ip, Scouts have 
Navi~tion (liond), Breedcfl have low ~Is of Seduction and 
&orren often luve Agriculture. 

SynthesIs: Agnites are very wmforubIc: with SynthesiS mil some 
of the Young Does have grown up close enough to the Fatima 
and to the Favorites that they never realize that conjunctional 
Synthesis is 001: something that most people have eommon 
evoyd.tyexposure to. Despite their level of comfort. ~ 
few Agnites learn high levels ofme Synthesis skill. The one • 
exception is the Favorites, all of whom have considerable: talents 
in the Skill and who normally have at lust ooe Aspect. 
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f THE RI VER OF DREAM 

Many Agrntes do not learn the difference between Dream and 
Reality until they ~m expcnence with the world outside of 
Playground. They do know that the River is a different place than 
the woOd they walk In everyday, but they do not develop the 
ptflpectrvc that It Ilo a spedal, separate:, or differem pbce from 
the physiaI. To the Agnlles. the River Simply is. From their 
youngest days .... Sllltes play rlear the River. in the flexible reality 
of Playground, and the Child .someti~ takes Her mends and 
pbymilles to sec parts of the River that only the: highest 
priestesses in other Tribes ever 5Ce. Though mon members of 
the Tribe arc not: CC>njunctional Synthesis users, all the: members 
of the tribe have a natur.ll and instinctual connection to the: 
River thaI allows them to perform feats that ordinary members 
of other T nDes would ncver dream of. 

1.~. A,RIIFA CTS 

~ of the toys and trinkets that me Agnites carry about and 
stash In secret hiding pbees are not jUU bnght wi fWhing 
amusements. They are. In the eyes of the children, an important 
part oflife and a way to make dreams come true. For that 
reason many 'toys' In !\grille hands become minQf artifam. The 
fact that Agnes Herself often keeps favorite toys few a time then 
usts them aside also leads to there being a great diversity of 
F atlmai medallions of odd and vil1)1ng forms. Favonles often 
carry doUs, clappers and cr.lyons that arc Fatimal medallions 
and woe to the person who belittles them or tries to touch them 
Without permiuion . .... few cI the more imerewng treasures of 
the Tribe are listed below. 

~~: Actually Imbued by Dahlians and Agnite Mascots 
ridlflg With Dahllan C6r"avam, these wooden cubes are intricate 
puules. The object of the puule is to figure out the: secret 
combirgtlon that opens the oo.l up wi releases the: bit of 
Dream uappecl Inside. Some: of the boxes are color·coded 
some have word puzzles and clUdo, and the most advanced 
models arc bare of any hlllts as to the soIuuoo. Most of the 
tNllC, mioor liIuSlOlls or bits o( Inspir.ation are trapped in the: box, 
nuking a beaunful or uplifting 'prize' for the Agnlte who opens 
the bo~. Some, however, are used as booby uaps or as a Wiy o( 
stOl"ing a nasty (though usually minor) shock for someone who 
tries to do the !\gMe harm. 

HurtJ:t$: One of the uglier arnf.acts of PLtyground arc the so· 
called "hurters.' These nasty treasurdo can take juSt about any 
form. but are usually based around a toy or bit of junk that looks 
somehow threatening. with sharp edges. ugly colors, or ~ 
features. No one knows when the lim hurter wu made, bul 
SIOCC they came ~nt~ being they have been me favonte toys of 
BuIlIC$ . .... huner IS simple enough to oper.lle: a threatening 
phr;ase or gesture is made with the loy and then It is louched to 
bare skin. Upon contact, komble palOS, as many as can be 
Imagined by the huner's WldcIcf". are Inflicted on the victim 
u~s she u.n pass a W"IL test against a Threshold on. If she 
faitS the t~t every pomt of MoF is subtracted trom all of her 
actJOllS, as a wound penalty would be. Hurters k:a~e no physical 
nurks, nor cause any physal wounds, bul the psychological 
cffecu can be p'ofouod 
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6.P18~·t l ::t a 

Macher and OIild: The Artif.lct ~ theft nearly drove Agnes 
mad, this seemingly inconspicuous doll is actually a treasure of 
wondrous but subtle power. It is, and will probably remain, 
Agnes' favorite to)'. This "rtiQa has become the focus of the 
Child's dreams and hopes about Herself and Her Mother. So 
much love, fear, and Fatimal Dreaming hiS been focused 00 mis 
ragged little doll wim its even more ~edy little child, that it 
has become a force ofits own. Whoever holds the doll will find 
a drwnatic and twisted destiny coming upon them, whether she 
would Nve it Of not. In Agnes' NndS, the: ddl will help Herto 
achieve Her potential. In the hands of anyone else the doll"s 
dfecb Me up to the Weaver, but should be the beginning of an 
epiphany of some sort. Sudden reYcrsals in fortune, sudden 
discoveries about the self. and quick reverYls of position would 
all be common dfecb for.someone who had even temporary 
possession of the doll. 

~PECIS ' . 

T he Favorites of Agne5 often leam special tricks and games from 
Her. Sometimes they Me able to teach these to other children, 
but by and large a Favorite would ramer die men gjve one of the 
'pukes' any of their special secrets. 

HIDE'N' S EEK ( AGNITES, AG I :, 
'y~T' \ f>i -+.i' R IABLE THR ESHOLD) 

, ~ 'Aspea uses Dream to help the Dreamer hide ilnd ~k In 
situ,lIions wt.ere such actions would IlOlTI\lIlly be impossible. 
When using this Aspect, the Oreamer is able to use impossibly 
~I covel" to fully hide herself. as well as to VVlish behind 
nearly Mlything. FOf example. a Dreamer the size of in avc~c 
adult could usc Hide'n'Scek to hide bd;ind a single book as 
though it were a brge bookshelf. or behind .. ~plingas usily as 
behind .. full grown oalc. Note ttl",! Hide'n'Seek docs not gr.tnt 
the Dreamer invisibility. 00f docs it make her soundless; silent 
ll'IOYement still requires Sneak rolls. The Dreamer gets a bonus .' 

, . 

• 

equal [0 the Aspect's MoS to all Sneak rolls, and is able to make: 
Snak rolls in siruatioos in which stalm would normally be 
impossible (such a.s sna.king from pebble to pebble across an 
empty courtyard in full daylight). The Threshold depends upon 
how snuJl a (OV1:f the Dreamer wi~ to be able to use. 

• "Iw'rd. , dell<. or SO!TIe!hif\g half It.: size r:J1t.: ~. 

A ba& • fcododo:r, or ~ one·qw.rw It.: siu of It.: Drcamco-. 

(, "book. • jIt. or ~ Ibo.rI • fool >qUII"c. 

1 " Maple 1cIf •• bwnp In It.: IIoor, Of ~doc II 1ca>I. few inchos....,.,., 

8 " pdlbIe, • bI.lc: r:J gm>, Of jIHI >!xU ~ ~ .iKlIe_ 

. ::."i.e other Aspect that is known to Agnites is not taught by 
Agnes Herself. but by Hare, the first T otcm of the Tribe. Hare 
only teaches those who please it by being quick and dever, 
which often includes the best of the Scouts and me Dahlian 
Mascots - something which is behind the Dahlians' belief in 
the Mascots is 'lucky charms.' 

By invoking mis Aspect the Dreamer can gruu herself or 
another a tempoolIY period of unusually good luck. The effects 
are usually not noticeable, and can easily be attributed to 
circumstance, and 50 it is common for Dreamers with this 
Aspect to keep their power to themselves and use it quietty for 
those: they like. For a time period based 00 the Synthesis MoS 
chart (Tribe 8 Rulebook. p. 165) the recipient of Luck gains a 
bonus 00 their rolls: extra 55 rolled add .1 to the total, just is a 6 
would normally. Thus a roll of 6,5, 5 on three dice would Nve a 
final tota! of8 (6, ., for a 5, .1 for a 5). A roll 0£5, 5 would have 
a final total of6 (5, .1 for anextr« 5) . 

Because it is tied in to HMe's Moon Magic, Luck can ooly be 
used on any one person once for every full cycle of the moon 
(about 28 daY5) ' 

~OT'EMS ' , " 

" 
t Afl'rites have t"WO T ottms, both of which an:: much loved by 

the Fatima and by the members of the Tribe. Hare, the older of the 
t\IIO T otcms, is the totem most loved by the Sc.ou!s, the Golden 
Kids and the omer independent members cI the T ribe. Teddy is 
the totem of the Young Ones and Littles, is...-eIl is clthe Children 
and Barren, who need comfort mort: than Ml)'OOt else. 
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Born from Mother Moon with hi~ eyes open.1OO his e<lf'S keen, 
Hare is one of the cleverest inimals. Fearless and tricky, Hare 
can change colM with the seasons, climb trees and outrun 
most other animals - "t least over.1 short discll'lcc. Hare is 
also wise, as he keeps his eal'5 and eyes ~.1nd stays quict 
while all of the bi~r thin~ blunder about and all out with 
great voices. Those who follow H",rc ire often clever scouts and 
spies. The older Children say that H,nt can teach good children 
many lessons about luck and Games as wdl. lessoru which he 
learned from his Mother Moon. 

Hare befriended Aypes while She was still very young, and 
DoUgh! Her mat sometimes it is more: imporo.nt to be youngand 
quick than old and powerful. It was a bson that Agnes learned 
well. but one that has also worn thin with the passing of time. 
Now Agnes h surting 10 become jealous of the greater power 
and respect of Her Aunts ind She is growing morc and rl'\OI"C 

distant from H,ne and his lessons of watching and leMning. Only 
time will tell if the two will reconcile, or if Hire wilileavc: Agnes 
as She grows. 

Highlights; Quid, clever. lucky 

Attri~ CRE . 5, INF . 3, KNO .5, PER 4 , PSY .10, Wll.6, 
STR .6, HEA . 8, ST A 100, UD 1'. 

Skills: Combat ~nse 4/.4, Dod~e 51." Hand·lo·Hand 2/.5. 
Lore (Spirit) 4/.5, Lore (Omens) 6/.5. Mythology 4/ .5. Notice 
5/.5, Sneak 6/ . '. 

t f SpecW Abilities: Burrow (Can dig a passage into the River of 
Dream for up to 12 characters); Ble!>Sed of the Moon (u.n give 
himself or one target the benefits ohhe Luck aspect with an 
MoS of5); Clever u.rs, Sharp Eyes (u.n overhellr any conversa· 
tion with in a mile radius, or find any hidden object in sight with 
a successful Notice roll) 

6.Pla~·t1.,e 

f.tt DDY BE'AR 

~re are tim~ when Agnes and every member of Her Tribe 
yeam for comfort. for the tender words and love that only a 
mother could bri"t, f eddy u.me to Agnes and to Her Tribe to 
try to h,.lp fill that void. Teddy is a cub of Den Mother (Word of 
the Fates, p. 111), bi.lt he is a disobedient and rebellious child 
who identifies far more with Agl'\eS than with Eva. The fact that 
the child ofttlc Evan Totem is a Totem of Agnes increa5cs 
tensions between the Tribes, leading the Evans to cb.im all the 
more urgently that they should be able to guide the Agnites, 
Teddy ilnd the Agnites alike do their best to ignore the clilirm. 

Teddy is much like his mother, a Totem of w.mnth ilnd 
kindness. He is the Totem that Agnitcs tum to when in need of 
comfort and love, and it is said that even Agnes Herselffinds Her 
soul eased when cuddled up against Teddy. That Hilif of Agnes 
is iI beilf only heightens the closeness of the bond and Teddy 
docs everything he an to «y to get Agnes to accept the loving 
ilnd proteaive aspect of the bear that is hilif of Her body. 

Highlights: Rebellious, Loving. Protective 

Attributes: CRE · 2, INF .5, KNO . 4. PER .3, psy .7, WIL . 9, 
HEA .8, ST A 110, UO 2l 

Skills: Combilt ~nse 3/·2, Dod~ 21.2, Hand·to·Hilnd ".2, 
Healing 4/. 4, Intimidate 4/.9, Lore (Spirit) 41. 4, Notice 3/. 3. 
StJrvivilI 4/. 2. 

SpecW Abilities: Bear Hug (On a successful ilttack Teddy mily 
try to hug the target. The tilrget iIfld Teddy have an opposed 
STR vs STR roll, and if Teddy wins the urget loses all ilaions 
until she ITIiInagcs to break free), Claws and Teeth (UD .10 
dilmage). Hold to the Beiir's Back (Teddy mily carry up to 12 
passengerl into the River of Dream), Sacrifice (Teddy mily uke 
ilrfj wounds that another ~lfers onto himself with iI successful 
Healing roll vs iI Threshold of 4 for a Resh Wound or) for iI 
Deep Wound) 
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6. P lsytl~e 

{'--Jfj)' ruAL s A N D C E RE MON I ES 
, J/' 
~-- A~ ha'.'e a peculiar rclatkm to owai and ceremony. M 

children they are giv~n to reenKting many small but villi iSpe<:1l 
of their lives in a ritual manner. taking meaning from the 
comforting;md endless ~b of repetition that fill their days. 
Many of these pcrwnallitrlc: cerelllO!'1ies become mag.c.al m the 
hands of Agnitcs, due to the faith th.n they put into them and 
the fact that Agnes Herself approves of them. Because every 
member of the Tribe gives birth to their own rituils. I~re are 
hundreds ofmcm. based around t:)icry aspect of life. Generally 
their effects ire smaJ l. such is a +1 to a single roU of a skill, to a 
slight sweetening to the taste offood, or luckily keeping all of 
ooc's teeth through endless games of hurling. Weavers and 
Players are cncou~ed 10 come up With a few lime ntuals for 
each Agnitc Character. small repeated actions thaI show 
impomnt aspects of the Ch~ctcr and what !>he c.ares about. 

Because thq have so many ~mall riruals, most .... gnites feelle~ 
n<:ed for the formal ritual~ that other Tribal~ p!'3ctice. They do 
ha~e a few large·sc.ale ritual~, how~r, and they put their whole 
heart into all of them, bringing them to life with the pure faith of 
the innocent Some of the formal ritual~ of the .... gnites are listed 
below. 

,,-
t\"\ l~ BINDI NG 
"I . 

Agn u kes children from Squa~, from Fallen and even 
ocu.sionally from other Tnbes, to be a part of Her Tnbe:. The 
Ritual of Binding was bom In order to integrate these foundlings 
into the Tribe: completely. In this simple but powerful ritual, 
Agnes comes to the crib of a baby in the Creche whik: all the 
Young Ones and Nursemaid~ gather around ..... gnes then lays 
one of Her Doll hands upon the babe: and daims the child as 
HCf Chi ld, Her Friend and giofes them Her love. When .... gnes is 
done speaking all the gathered as!.embly comes forward. in a 
solemn and silent line, to greet the new member of the Tribe. 
No matter who the baby was before the ritual, at iu end she is 
one of Agnes' Children, a full member of Her Tribe and marked 
with Her Eminences. 

, ..•. . J 
W~ a Young One or little be:comes a Child. or when a Child 
becomes a Breeder (but not a Barren), the Tribe throws a party 
c.alled "Bigger Day.' On this day the newly aged character is the 
center of attention, and Agnes Herself often (though nOt 
always) arrives to help celebrate. There IS always lou offood, 
games and a great deal of vomiting and other fun . .... t the end of 
the party the age group that the child is leaving presenu her With 
50me small pr~nrs, then bids her farewell. A leader of the 
.... gnite·s new group (Flr..t Mothers for Breeders, the k:ader of a 
dique that was impres!.ed by the new Child while they were a 
Little for Children) then greeu the new membe:r and t1kes them 
to their new sleeping place. For the week after Bigger Day no 
one may torment. tease, or steal from the new member of the 
group ..... fter that week, however, all beu are off. 

i' I ~ KE OUT THE TRASH 

This rirual introd\iCeS a newly made BafTCO to her new role in 
life. In this ceremony the Barren-to·be is brought into her 
wrrent living hole by a friend Of acquainunu:. There she finds 
all ofher things gone. stolen if they were valuable, or destroyed 
if they were not wanted. Several Children then rush forward to 
grab the victim. She is carried 01.11 of the Children's sleepingare.a 
to the Barren's area and cast on the ground. Without a word, 
the other Children tum ind leave . .... gn<:s Her..clf then appears 
behind the new Barren and lays Her hand upon her, Pfonounc· 
Ing that her fun time is over and that she will rn:ver bear children. 
From that moment on the .... gnite is truly barren, and is unable 
to ha~e children so kJng as she remains in Playgrour.d. 

1 N£C s 

The .... gnites ire a rich and diverse Tribe:. full of individuals .....no 
can be impossible to categorize. There are a few generic types, 
however, that can be useful for stock character.. when dealing 
with the Tribe. Following ~ a lisl of templates that can be: used 
as the base for characters from the Child's Tribe. They an be 
used as·is for minor NPCs, or added upon to make Player 
Characters or important Non·Player Characters. 

:r YO UN G O NE 

Young On<:~ are usually heard before they are ~n and while 
they're there they n~r stop moving, talking. prodding. or 
questioning . .... world·view undisturbed by things such as politics. 
cause and effect, or u ct gives them an almost painfully honest 
opinion on ~rything their bright little minds can under..und. 
Anyone who stops to listen to i Young One will be told a story 
about whatever is currently occupying her busy little had. 
Though it comes through the rambunctioos word~ of a Young 
One, those stories are often quile entertaining and occasiooally 
contain insights that adults would do well to listen to. 

Attributes: .... Cl . 1, .... PP 0. BLO ·2, CRE >1, FIT 0, INF 0, KNO -
1, PER .1. PSYO, Wll ·l, STR -I, HEAO, ST .... 15. UD I, ADI 

Skills: Craft (Games) 1/.1. Craft (Paintin&l 1/. I, Dodge 1/. 1, 
Human Perception 1/0, Notice 1/.1. S(l(:ak 1/. 1, Throwing 1/. 1 

Equipment: Various t'¥, blocks and painu. 
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I. CHILD 
, , 
T~heart of the Child's Tribe:, Children are the wild things, the 
frightened mings. the confused and inspired things tNt most 
think of when they think ilbout "gnites. No two children are ever 
the same, 35 they come in all sh.lpes and sizes, from near adults 
to near babies, and thtir psychologiu.1 states run the gamut 
pr'M\cged JXIs'ltions.from psyc'notic: to rrwtyr. Most Children, 
however. would rather run in p",clu than be alone, so where yoo 
see one Child there are most like~ several others Witching, 

Attributes: "GI +2, APPO, BLD -I. eRE _I, FITO,INF 0, KNO · 
1. PER . 1, P$V 0, WIL .1, STRO, HEA O. ST,., 20, UD 3, AD 2 

Skills: Amletio 110, Craft (Various) 1/.1, Dodge 1/.2, Hand-to
Hand 1/.2, Notice 1/-1, Sneak 1/ · 2, Streetwise I/O, Theatrics 11 
0, Throwingll.2 

Equipment: Various toys, a tom up book, a doll that she keeps 
hidckn near her sleeping hole. 

6. Plart1::1e 

f FAYDR I IE \ '),li 
1" T~e chosen of Agnes .are the best OInd the worlt of the Tribe 

rolled into one. While the average Child is seIf·wilied and a little 
blind to the needs of others. the FOIvorites an: overly spoiled OInd 
callous. At the SOIITIC time. however, the Favorites are the 
le.aders, peacekeepers and unoffidal mOirshOiIs of Playground. 
There are many amoog the Children who owe their lives, or at 
Ius! their sanity, to the timely inlelVention of 01 FOIvoritc. Of 
course, there are a large number of Fallen who found them· 
selves on Hom after crossing a Favorite. 

In addition to their privileged social position a.nd personaJ 
charisma the F OIvorites are trained in synthesis, and serve il5 the 
dosest thing to a priesthood that the Agnites have. Those. 
Favorites who mOlintdin their position for long enough become 
very strong in Dram, hiving the power and potency of Evan 
Shama.ns or Joanile T emplars. with oone of the restraint or 
control thaI the other T ribcs instill in their priesthoods. 

Highlights: Resourceful, ma.nipul.ltive, determined 

Ii"":' '1'-"-'''-''-'''''-------------1 
, ,~ 

Attributes; ACI_t APPO, BLOO, CRE _I, FITO,INF _2, KNO 
0, PER -I, PSY 0, Wll_l, STRO, HEll 0, STA~. U04, AD" 

A mi~ture of spite and self-satisfied indulgente, the Breeders are 
a combin;ttion of innocence OInd primitive sexuOility that is 
discoocetting to rroott. and overly OIttnaNe. to a kw. Bre.e.dc~ 
take prilk in their OIppeMlll'lCe. il5 the OIbility to OIttract the best 
mates OIllows them to keep their 

Breeders thOit u.nnot produce often enough will soon ~nd 
themselves ca.st down with the &rren. OInd so they take pOlins to 
do OInything to Stay fertile. Though the.y may resent the position 
of Children in the Tribe, most Breeders are still proud of their 
contributioru and are lulled by the cushy luxuries they are OIble 
to enjoy. A Breeder will do ~nything. including murdering OInd 
betraying Agnes. to keep from hOIving to do the h~rd ~nd 
tha.nklcss worX of a Barren. 

Highlights: Sensual, conniving. complacent 

Attributes: AGI _I, "PP .2, BLO 0, CRE O. FIT .I.INF _I, KNO· 
1. PER 0, psy -1, WIL 0, STR 0, HEA 0, STA 20, U04. AD 3 

Skills: Craft (Sewing) 1/0, Dodge I/O. ~mbling 1/0, HOInd·to· 
Hand 1/0, Human Peraption 2/-1, Intimidate I/O, ladership 11 
O. lore ("gnile) 1/·1, Notice 1/0, Seduction 2/0, The.atrks 2/0 

Equipment: A few dresses mOlt are an "gnite's idea of soy, 
several pretty toys, a painting ma.1k by a Il.vorite lover. 

9\ 

Skills: Athktics 110, Craft 2/ _I , Dodge 2/.1. Hand·to·Hand 1/.1, 
Human Perception I/O, IntimidOition liD, Melee 1/_1, Ladership 
2/.1, lore (TribaJ) I/O, Notia 1/.1, Theatrics 1/.1, Throwing 1/ 
_I. Sneak 2/. 1. Streetwise 2/_1, Synthesis(Wonder) 2 

Equipment: A knife ("0 -3). several nice toys, a b~ of mOirbles. 
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