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"THE WAR WITH THE RATS

I am Huzok, and 1 owe my life to the Unconguered Sun.

My story begins like so many told ro youngsters around the campfire. Only
mine 5 not merely a tale to frichten childrén into behaving, bur one of actual

‘events, one of death and life.

It was the night of a dark moon, and the hills were thick with fog. Through the
‘thick fﬂg. a haunring melody played — an eerie piping that grew closer and closer
to our small vlllage The young and the old were safe in their beds, and only the
‘griards remained awalg: and about that night. The weird music grew louder until the
stranger entered our village. His skin was pale. [ had lictle trouble imagining that
‘his skin had not seen the sun's warming rays in many years. He played a flure thar
appeared to be carved from bone. His black buff jacker was decorared with silver
tracing, and he moved with a fluid grace. Yes, alas, [ had the misfortune to be on
guard dury that night.

The night visitor made no aggressive overrures, sa | merely stood my post,
watching carefully as he passed. He paused in his plaving to give me a nod, which
now, in remembrance, gives me a chill. Our village had a tradition dating back to the
First Age of ﬂﬂ't:rt’ng succor to travelers. | would not be the one o break thar custom,
My F+.=:llu:r'mufsJ Kowever, were not so respectful of rradition. The other gu.mls
readied their spears and followed the stranger as he made his way through our town.
Though aware of them, the pale ane paid them no heed. He walked directly toward
the nearest home. Putting away his pipe, he approached and knocked, bearing
himself as if nobility, Curious, [ left my post to watch. The master of the house only
opened his door wide enough to turn the stranger away.

The k:llﬁ::kmg and the refusal were repeated at only a few more homes before my
fellow g‘uards garhered their nerve. Werul reached down for a fist-sized stone,
-gesturing to the others to join him. As the stranger prepared to disrupe the sleep of
vet another family; they began to pelt him with the stones, without word or warning.

The pale visitor turned to face his attackers. For a moment, | was filled with
overwhelming dread. The others paused in their attack, unwilling or unable to
continue while his gaze was upon them, Bur rather than return violence upon the
violent, the stranger merely rook out his pipe and began to play as he walked calmly
from our village.

My fellow guards congrarulated themselves on their bravery, thinking that they
had seen the last of the stranger. If only that had proved true,
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MNothing more was heard of the weird piping for an entire month, and the episode
was forgotten. We live in strange times, and our old ones tell of even stranger times
past. However, when the dark moon crested the following month, the piping was
heard once more over the hills, The guards, emboldened by their Previous suceess,
stood brazenly, waiting for the piper. As the music neared the village, we realized an
unearthly counter point accompanied it, the chattering and squeaking of rodents.

The m&iﬂdv and its unearthly harmony drew closer and closer. Thmugh the
nighe fog they came, rats the size of wild boars. I drew my weapon to stave off the
beasts, bur fear held me otherwise near paralyzed. I warched as they fell upon the
guards who had arrpcked. the midnight visitor. | watched as the piper appeared in the
parting fog, observing the rats and playing his strange song, | peered in abjecr hotror
at the beasts, noting their earthy stench and the old open wounds around which all
manner of night insects swarmed.

The attack was shorter than the musical warning. The rats pulled down one of
the guards and dragged him screaming into the darkness. As control returned to my
muscles, I was struck thare the rodents had paid me no heed.

The midnight attacks came nightly after thar. The piper would direct his
mirions against the guards who had artacked him or against the homes thar had
df:mts:l him rest. Each night, the village would lose more men, and each nighe, the
beasts would seem stronger. Finally, the village elder summoned me. “Ynu alone
rkmemhered our tradition, vou must be the one o save us,” spoke the old woman.,

“Bur whar can [ do? Our weapons are harmless against the beasts.”
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"“You must find one whose weapotis can harm the night visitor and his monsters.”

“But who could stand against him?! Do I seek a warrior? A pnestl A god?”

“All of these things, and none. Ler the sun be your guide.”
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And so, that is what I did. | rraveled from dawn, walking toward rhe sun, until
noon, when the sun was directly overhead. | rested rhen, only to start again in the
afrernoon, walking with the sun at my back, until sunset. 1 slept at night, only to
begin again when the sun's first rays woke me.

I walked for three days and slept for three nights, and | began to despair that
[ would return too late, that my village would be empry by the time | could bring
aid. On the fourth day, 1 set off again, walking toward the sun: It was nearly noon
when | came across a battle. | stopped atop a hill and peered down at the two forces
locked in combart. On one side were barbarians, clearly hardened by many battles.
On the other were what seemed to be simple farmers, wielding hoes and forks. |
watched in amazement as the peasants took the upper hand. They were organized
and effective, and the barbarians faltered against them. | wondered how this could
he, uriril I laid eyes upon their leader, a woman in red enamel armor, surrounded
by the blazing white-gold light of the sun. She took the fight to the enemy's leader,
and he fell before her, prompting the harbarians to flee. The battle was over before
the sun began its downward ]::rurm,'g.-' thmugh the sky.

| followed the vicrorious “army” as its members returned to their homes,
catching the leader along the way. I told her my rale and the tale of my village, and
she agreed ro come with me.
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The journey, so ponderous at the start, seemed somehow easier in the returning:
The mere presence of the warrior, who named herself Karal Fire Orchid, eased my heart
and lightened my step. Whar had originally taken three days took just over two, and we
amved in my village before the zenith of the seventh day following my departure.

The townsfolk approached Fire Orchid cautmuﬂ}', with disbelief in their eyes.
“We sent you for help, and you bring us this old woman?” | had noted thar Karal's
features were aged, but her strength and speed were that of a youth, and so, I had
not paid any atrention to her age. | was about to speak in her defense, when the
warrior silenced me.

“What did you expect?” Karal spoke with a confidence and anger that silenced
the crowd. “Did you expect me to bring my Circle to aid a village inhospitable to
travelers! Did you expecr a Seventh Legion field force to protect a rown of
oathbreakers and stone-throwers? Huzok rold me your tale, and [ have brought all
that 1 nccd to aid yvou. However, if you doubt me, | can be gone by nightfall.
Doubtless, your heroic menfolk will soon deal with the problem.”

There was some murmuring from the crowd, but my fellows soon agreed that Fire
Orchid was hero enough for the job. ;

The red-clad warrior set right to her task. She selecred volunreers 1o be her
aides. Some were to lead puard groups. Others were to run messages or gather
supplies. One was to draw a map of the town, marking it as she direceed. And as for
myself, | was to be her second-in-command.

We walked the town, Karal's chosen scribe marking the location of buildings
and where fortifications were to be buile. Ar her direction; [ supervised the
construction of walls that would force the enemy to attack only where we allowed,
Fire Orchid inspected what weapons and armor we had available and direcred
several townsfolk to construct additional armament from our available supplies. She
'taught her chosen leaders weapon maneuvers and sent them to teach their men.
Some learned faster than others, and they were made unir leaders, l walked the town
as the men drilled, helping whete I could.

The village worked hard that afternoon, and while all was not complere when
the sun set, Fire Orchid seemed pleased. “This war will not be won in a single battle,
but we shall be ready for the battle that comes ronight.” We all resred, and we ate,
gathering what streneth we could for the conflict we knew would come thar night.
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When the moon reached its heighr, we heard the music we had been
dreading. Fire Orchid sent her runners to alert those who were guarding the
fortifications, [ stood at her side as she readied the rroops she had picked to guard
the only access into the town. [ had nor understood her choices at first. Those:
that stood were neither the best warriors in our town, nor the best armed, bur as
she spoke ro them that night, | began to understand. Her forehead glowed with
the mark of the Unconguered Sun as she spoke, and thase gathered there seemed
to gain strength from her words. They stood straighter, more confident and
seemed o hold their weapons with grearer skill. Even [ was affected: the music
that had previously filled me with such dread could find no purchase in my leart
with Fire Orchid as my leader.

Runners came with reports as we waited. The grear rats were hurling themselves
against the battlements, but the walls constructed ar Karal's orders stood against the
tide. After each failure, the rodents moved onward, slowly circling the town,
secking entrance. It would not be long before they reached rhe opening thar we
guarded so diligently, and we knew what to do. Our forees at this gare were split into
three groups. The first would control access to the town and would only ler the
rodents through two at a time. The other two groups would corral the beasts. Fire
Oirchid had given me a blade thar she said would cut the creatures, She and [ would
cleave the heads from the comnered rats, and the process would begin anew.

And so it went. The rodents finally reached the enrrance where we lay inwait.
The rats were let through two by two, and we struck them down. A dozen lay,
lifeless, destroyed by either Karal's sword or mine, before the night visitor
retreated into the fog, taking his remaining forces with him. Fire Orchid an-
nounced that they would not return that night and sent us to rest for the morrow.
As Ldrifted off, choosing to sleep in a pile of hay near the entrance, | saw that the
warrior did not prepare to sleep herself.
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I rose early the next morming and found piles of ash where the corpses had
been lefe the night before. Fire Orchid was performing an elaborate kata in the
lighr of the rising sun, a weapon drill | knew to be of the Seventh Legion figh Ling
style. | warched as she completed her exercises, and together, we waired for the
rest of the town to wake.

Once the rest of the town had stirred, we began again, The defenses were
reinforced, the men continued to train, and Fire Otchid began to discuss strategy
with her chosen lieurenants and myself. Discussion is not the right rerm. She
outlined how we could defeat the rats and defend ourselves against even greater
dangers, and we listened raprly, enthralled by her words,
 When night came, we drove off another attack by the piper and his pets, and
rhe next day, we continued to train. This cyele continued for three nights, but as we
trained during theé fourth day, Fire Orchid changed our orders,

“You have learned all you can from me. Tonight, we face the master of the rats,
the pale musician. Tonight, we win the war.”

Karal must have sensed the impatience of the town. The villagers had been
pleased by their success, but they had wanted the piper defeated, nor merely the
monstrous rars. With her announcement, morale improved to its h1g'£'ie5t point yet.

That night, only one rat would be let through the gates at a time. Half of the
suards would hold the entrance, while half would hold down each beast for me ta
slay. Meanwhile, Fire Orchid would stride into the nighr, to face the pale visitor who
was at the heart of the matter. “Remove the capstone, and the house will fall.”

As the sun ser, the village was on fire with anticipation. As with previous
nights, the great rodents tried their might against the barricades, and as with
previous nights, their efforts failed. One by one, the guard posts reporred in, as the
beasts made their way around the city, Soon, they would attack the front gate, and
we would be waiting for them. [n retrospect, 1 can see how overconfident we were.

At first, all went as planned. The monsters attacked, and a single creature was
allowed through. My troops pinned it down, and | moved in to cut it down,
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Meanwhile, Fire Orchid strode into
the night, her form blazing with the sun’s
galden light. The mass of grear rars parred
before her, burned by her touch, as she
made her way toward the piper. The sea of
rodents closed behind her, curting us off
fremn our protector, but not from her light.

We allowed a second rodent through,
and | removed its head as easily as 1 had
removed the head of the first.

As the hero reached her prey, the tune
of the piping changed. [t swelled to a shriek-
ing artack anthem and, then, stopped
suddenly, The rats surged forward, surpris-
ing and overwhelming the guards thar stood
with me ar the garte. | sent runners for rein-
forcements, but I feared thar many would
fall before this latest onslaught,

I serode forward to join the fray, striking
at the monsters with the sword Fire Orchid
had gifted me. When I could, 1 peered ro-
ward her polden light, to observe her progress.

Golden sparks filled the sky, accented
with dimmer, less frequent silver ones. In
occasional flashes of brilliance, [ could
see our champion clearly. In some, she
struggitzd heneatch the pale man’s assault,
but in more, she held the upper hand.

lewasin attempting to observe her batle
rhiat | made a grave mistake. Sensing my
distraction from the fight, one of the grear
rats leapt upon me, knocking the sword from
my hand and pinning me beneath irs weight.
[ could feel its fetid breath upon me. It
clawed at my chest, opening wounds that |
knew even then were destined to scar, if |
were fortunate enough to survive. | sensed
my life ebbing away, fleeing before the mere
presenice of the monster. Then the sky flared.

[ was told later that Fire Orchid had been
engulfed in agreat plume of light reminiscent of
her namesake. While so surrounded, she struck
down the pale piper. In the instants that fol-
lowed, galden flame chased silver lightning as it
raced across the landscape. Wherever one of
the great rats stood, the two energies con-
verged, and the beast was consumed. | saw the
light, felt the heat and fell into unwilling sleep.
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When Iwoke, [ wastold that Fire Orchid
had gone. She had left the sword that she had
lent me and recommended that my village
appoint me leader. The people rook her ad-
vice, and to this very day, I use thar blade ro
defend them.

[ am Huzok, and 1 owe my life to the

Unconquered Sun.




Prophet,

rowse the faithful o arms. If there are twenty

steadfast men among you, they shall vanguish two hundred:
and if theve are a hundred, they shall vour a thowsand unbelicu-
ers, for the infidel are devoid of understanding,

— The Meaning of the Ouw'van, 8:65

Caste Book: Zenith is a sourcebook to help vou betrer
understand the Zenith Caste Exaleed and their place in the
world of Exalted. The Zeniths, now most commonly known as
the Blasphemaous, blaze with the full light of the Uncenaguered
Sun. They are the leaders and the priests and the seers of the
First Age, and their return could herald the beginning of a
righteous new era. Yer, their return might also serve only o
illuminate the gradual but irreversible decline of the warld into
darkness and decadence. The Blasphemous are priests and
leaders, but more than that, they are passionate, Aghteous
lights in a dark world, They are master speakers and hardy
survivors, but each isan individual on a unique mission for the
Unconguered Sun. They are the Hammers of Heaven, the
Chosen of the Sun. This book will help vou to understand the
varied members of this Caste, both before and after Exaltation.
[ralsocontains a number of new Charms and wonders to assist
Lenith Caste Exalred in their crusade for justice.

To fully understand the Zenith Caste Exalred, vou will
need o understand the world in which they live, as well as
the attitudes and namres of the other powerful beings with
whaom they interact. The warrior-priests of the Zenith come
into a world thae has been taught to loathe and fear their
kind. This troubled time is filled with hostile Dragon-
Blocded, Wild-touched barbarians, eldritch Fair Folk, devious
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spirits and macabre Abyssal Exalted. Caste Book: Zenith
describes some of the ways the newly reborn Zenith Caste
Exalred feel abour those with whom they share their world
and how other powerful and dangerous entities view the
return of the Zenith Caste,

In addirion, the Zenith Caste is merely one of the five
castes of Solar Exalred. Many Solar Exalted are drawn
together into Circles made up of members of several castes.
In these pages, vou will learn how the Zenith Caste views its
tellow Anarhema, and how these various individuals feel
about the righteously passionate Zenith Caste.

Each Zenith Caste Exalted is a uniquely powerful indi-
vidual, gifted by the Unconquered Sun with unprecedented
oratory ability and survival skills. However, they all share
certain drives and imperatives, Only individuals who carry
within them the potential to be truly influential missionaries
and leaders can become members of the Zenith Caste. Once
chosen by the Unconguered Sun, these individuals gain
access to powerful Charms and visions of the First Age,
which shape their centuries-long lives.

How 1o Use THis Book
Caste Book: Zenith grants new insights into the lives
and motives of the Zenith Caste, It also offers new powers
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and magical items for use by Zenith Caste Exalred. Thisbook
can help vou better understand your character and her place
in Creation, as well asoffer information on how others in the
world of Exalted are likely to react to your character. Players
and Storyrellers can also choose to ignore much of this baak,
picking and choosing the concepts, characters and situations
that fir best in their series.

Chapter One: Our Souls Through Our Eyes intro-
duces five very different Zenith Caste Exalted, describing in
their own voices who they are and how they came to be
Exalted. These characters provide examples of some of the
diverse individuals who belong 1o this caste.

Chapter Two: Obligations of the Caste provides a
range of opinions on what Zenith Caste Exalred hope ro
accomplish and how they see their place in the world. The
various anecdotes in this chapter serve to illustrate the
world of Exalted and to show how members of the Zenith
(Caste hope to either fit within it or change it more 1o their
liking, Guidelines are provided for some of the more
potentially complicared concepts associated with playing
and running the Hammers of Heaven.

Chapter Three: The World Awaiting Us gives the
opinions of the five Zenith Caste Exalted on morrals, on
other Exalted and on the wide range of supernarural beings
they have encountered in their rravels. The signature char-
acters discuss, in their own words, the regions through which
the five have traveled and the various political and super-
natural forces that mle there.

Chapter Four: Voices Not Qur Own shows the
wide variety of opinions held by mortals and various
powerful beings abour the new Zenith Caste Exalted.
Some seek to use them, while others see them as poten-
tial allies. Many fear the Zeniths, bur all acknowledge
that they are forces 1o be reckoned wirh. Players can also
use the anecdotes in this chapter as a basis for possible
opponents or allies for their characrers.

Chapter Five: Dreams of the First Age offers infor-
mation ahour the visions and memories of the First Apge
that occasionally come to all Solar Exalred and includes
examples of the types of memories many Zenith Caste
have about this lost era.

Chapter Six: Magic of the Zenith provides many new
Charms for use by the Zenith Caste and other Solar
Exalred. Addirional Hearthstones and magical items, in-
cluding magical weapons, also appear in this chaprer. As
the priests of rigchteousness, the Zenith Caste place particu-
lar importance on the four Virtues. Thus some of the
Charms, Hearthstones and artifacts discussed in this chap-
ter are intimately tied to these Trairs.

Two nppendi::es: are also included with summaries of

the narrating characters and five additional Zenith Casre
Exalted characters. These remplares might be used for
inspiration for your own characters or asallies or opponents
1o be encountered.

SOURCE MATERIAL

Passioriate leaders are a staple of heroic tales from the
earliest myrhs o modern film. Examples of righteous priests
can be found in books, movies and television. Though good
choices abound, players may find a few suggestions useful,

Movies AND TELEVISION

The T shows Xena: Warrior Princess and Hercules: The
Legendary Journeys are both somewhat silly and lighthearted,
but they can still be used as examples for Zenith Caste
Exalted. In particular, comparing the portrayal of Gabrielle
early in the series to her later pormmayal provides a good
example of a pre- and post-Exaltation rightecus leader.

A much-overlooked Robert DeNiro film, The Mission,
portrays a Catholic mission to the South American Indians in
the early colonial era. Of particular interest is Robert DeNira's
character Mendoza, whaose choice w fight, rather than pray, is
illustrative of the Zenith Caste and its approach to life,

Ta ger the feel for the action of the world of Exalred,
there's nothing like Hong Kong cinema. The monk played
by Chow Yun-Far in Crouching Tiger, Hidden Drvagon is an
excellent example of a Zenith Caste priest, albeir one who
doubts his mission. Other holy men from Hong Kongcinema
and anime, such as Swordsman Yen from Chinese Ghast Story
and Herai from Doomed Megalopolis also provide excellent
examples of warrior-priests.

Finally, the priest in \William Shakespeare's Romeo 4 huliee
excellently porrrays a blazing light of righteousness in an
unrighteous world.

LITERATURE

Religion, history and myth are all wonderful sources for tales
of inhumanly grand warriors and astoundingly skilled figheers.

The Old Testament of the Bible is filled with excellent
examples of righteous priests, leadersand kings. Elijah, Samson
and David offer different looks ar potential Zenith concepus,
and they are not the only ones. We urge you 1o look in
particular to the books of Judzes and Daniel for inspiration,

Orher religious rexts and historical documents provide
addirional examples of passionate crusaders. Muslim history
supplies Umar and, at the dark end, el-Hajjaj. Joan of Arc
and Rasputin both claimed to be gifted with divine visions,
and each acred on those insights with conviction until their
respective demises,

One excellent contemporary work on this topic is The
Grapes of Wrarh, which has two great characters on which to
mode] concepts. Both the protagonist and the tent preacher
gone honest are archetypal members of the Zenith Casre,

Modernstoryrellers have anew format in which to record
the herces of myth — comic books. Rising Stars feanures a
numberof potential Zenith Castes, including JoshuaKane and
John Simon. The former is an example of a character willing
to sacrifice anything for his ideals, while the larer illustrares
well the passionate leadership of the Zenith Caste,
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CHAPTER ONE

OUR SOULS

T_

The members of the Zenith Caste of the Solar Exalred
are the first among equals, the keepers of righreousness and
justice among their tribe. They are the Pillars of the Sun, the
strong cenrer around which the other castes gather. In the
First Age, the Zeniths 11.'::]'-:_‘ the leaders of the Solar Delibera-
tive and the Realm. Their wisdom and insight guided the
Realm's bureaucracy and the armies with faimess and surery.
Their voices fired the hearts and minds of the peaple and
inspired them to greatness. Their deeds won the loyalty of
their followers and guided them through their example.

But even the Fillars of the Sun were not perfect, and in
ticne, their blazing light cast deep shadows. [t was the eurse laid
upon them by the enemies of the gods as they were cast from the
world. The adoration and devorion of the people mumed the
Zeniths away from honoring the Unconguered Sun and caused
them to glorify themselves, They used the name of the Uncon-
quered Sun to justify lies and pronouncements in their own
interest, Corruption spread like a plague through the Realm,
and the once-loyval followers of the Resplendent Suns turned
against them. The Dragon-Blooded rose up and slew the Solar
Exalted, and the Zeniths fell from their high pinnacle.

Now, in the Second Age of Man, the rebom Zenith
Caste carries the word of the Unconguered Sun and the duty
to lead as it did before, 1o guide humanicy back to the path
ofrishteousness. More than any other caste of Solar Exalred,
the Zenith Caste is gifted with insight by the Unconquered
Sun. The Golden Bulls hear his voice speaking to them at
their Exaltation, and they know their duty under Heaven.

ROU "H

Members of the caste come from all peoples and all
walks of life. Some led lives as priests, shamans, astrologers
and philosophers before they were chosen. Others were
common folk, soldiers, laborers, bureaucrats — even slaves
and gladiarors. Whar they share in common is a willingness
ror hear the voice of the Unconguered Sun and ro act in the
name of what is right, true and just, no matter what the
consequences of who stands in their way, Their Exalration
hurns away doubt and uncertainty in the purifying flame of
the Unconquered Sun himself and gives the Zeniths a deep
sense of purpose; it is up to them to save the world.

Here are the tales of some of the Hammers of Heaven,
the Chosen of the Unconquered Sun.

PANTHER

| have been many things in my life: thief, slave,
gladiator. 1 have stolen from the shops of merchants
careless enough not to watch their wares. T have killed men
for the pleasure of an audience, screaming for blood, and
felt omly joy that it was my opponent, and not [, to fall. I
won my freedom from slavery through blood and murder.

I rell vou this so you will understand thar the purity of
our caste, and of the Solar Exalted, isnot the purity of a blank
page awaiting ink or of a virgin awaiting thar first caress.
Ohurs is the purity of work and sweat thar purges poison from
the body, [t is the purity of a white-hot tire that burns away
clinker and slag, leaving only the finest metal to be forged
and tempered until it is unbreakable. We were not chosen
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[ knew that [ was born to the sea from the time | was
only a little girl. | spent all my free time at the shore, and
I know there were people in my village who thought for
sure L would fall victim to some siren that would call me out
into the water and drag me down. But [ learned toswimnot
long after [ could walk, and | knew that the sea held no
danger rome solongas| respected her. I1's those whao forger
to respect the sea and her creatures who suffer their anger.

My parents wanred me o marry a local boy, settle down
and raiseatamily, That'swhat'sexpected of women hack home,
but I wouldn'thaveanyofir. Theseacalled, and [ had to answer.
| ran away from home with only the clothes on my hack and
some food and a few jade coins in a bag slung over my shoulder.
Iwenttoasmall seaport town and sought commission on board
aship asacabin girl. The ship didn't matter, so long as it would
take me away from home and our to adventures on the sea.

Unfortunarely, all | found was work as a serving girl in
one of the taverns along the docks, but thar was enough to
allow me to meet Kajo, the caprain of the merchant ship the
Misty Daun. Old Kajo reok a liking to me and agreed to take
me on. Hisshipwas an old bamacle-encrusted tub with a crew
that reeked of sweat and salt, a bilge thar leaked and the worst
tood you can imagine, but tome, she wasafloating palace, and
I was happy for the opportunity. [ had finally raken ro the sea.

[ sailed with Kajo for a few vears and became a full
member of his crew. | leamed the ways of the sea and
visited many of the islands of the Western Ocean, as well
as ports along the southern coast of the Inland Sea, We had
fought off pirates and even sea beasts, bur never, before or
since, have I encountered a man like Blackheart.

Blackheart, the Man With No Shadow — he was
already a legend in these waters then, years ago. The sight of
his ship struck terror into the hearts of sailors because they
knew there was no escape from him. More importantly,
they'd all heard the tales. Blackheart made a deal with the
Dearhlords, and no man could kill him. He cast no shadow
even in the brighvest day, some said because the Deathlords
owned hissoul, and he served his fell masrers well. One day,
as the Misty Daumn sailed under leaden skies, Blackheart's
hlood red and ebony flag appeared on the horizon.,

We tried to flee, of course, but amerchant b is no match
foraswift caramaran. She caughe us with ease, and Blackheart's
crew clustered ar the rails, weapons held high, shouting and
laughingat ourstrugglesto escape, We foughr, and bravely, too,
for all the good it did us. In the end, Kajo and most of the crew
were killed, the restof ustaken prisoner, brought with ourcargo
and the corpses of our shipmates onto the pirare ship. [ know
now that we were to be given as prizes to Blackheart's master,
the Dearhlord Bodhisattva Ancinted By Dark Water.

But when the caprain came to inspect his catch, |
caught his eye, While it is true that he had no heartand no
shadow, Blackheart was a man in every other way. We
struck a bargain. I would be his mistress, and tny six
surviving crewmates would go free, He could have taken
me by force, but he wanted somerhing else. He wanted me
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togive myself to him willingly, and so 1 did — | became the
lover of the man with no heart.

EXALTATION

At first, | was only Blackheart's mistress, bur | quickly
learned that gave me a measure of power on board his ship.
Mare impaortantly, 1 knew there was something abour me
that Blackheart valued, something thar made me more
than just a bedmate or even a companion. | insisted on
being a part of his crew, not just a trophy, and that seemed

to please him. After all, I was as good a sailor as any on

board the Scarlet Saber, and | aimed to prove it.

5o I did. | won the admiration and respect of the rough-
necks and outcasts who served on board thar ship. 1t was hard,
They hared me and saw me as an oursider, [ showed them thar
I could sail and fight and drink as hard as any of them and won
them over. I'm sure that my ability to sometimes mollify
Blackheart's anger also earned me the gratitude and respect of
the crew. [ listened to their stories, many lies, bue others true,
about where they hailed from and how they came ro this life.

We raided many ships. Blackheart was fearless, and his
presence inspired his men. We took on any ship thar came
within oursight that held booty or men we could capure, since
the Bodhisattva Anointed By Dark Water was always eager for
new slaves. It was in those battles that | saw Blackheart's power
at work and learned that the legends were mue. He could not
be killed, not by sword thrust or arrow, by steel or sarcery. His
wounds closed before one's eyes. | once saw a woman on an
eneiny ship cut Blackheart's head from his shoulders. Bur the
captain simply reached down, rerrieved his fallen head and ser
it back on his neck like he'd lost his hat. Sights such as that
rendered our crew fearless and made me despair. The man who
murdered my friends and rook my life was indeed invineible.

I suppose T could have escaped. | wasn't a prisoner on
board the Saber — there were times when 1 even thoughe
abou silently lowering a launch into the water and slipping
away into the night, letting the ship sail on without me and
trying to find my way back ro land alone. But I couldn't tumn
my back and run. My business with Blackheart wasn't fin-
ished, and [ felt a kind of connection to the ship and its crew,
if notits captain. His touch offended me more each night, and
his smug confidence filled me with loathing for him. In time,
I decided to attempt the impossible. [ would lead a mutiny
apainst Blackheart and overthrow him — or die trying.

I knew which members of the crew to talk to. [ knew
them better than they knew themselves, far better than
Blackheart, who saw them only as instruments of his will.
Some had been recruited much as Lhad, castoffs and prisoners
accepred into the crew with nowhere else to po, their former
lives destroyed by Blackheart. Otherswere merely discontent
with the captain’s iron-handed rule and feared his Deathlord
mister, All of them were certain that Blackheart couldn't be
defeated, but I was able to persuade them that I would find a
way, 50 long as they would follow me. | gathered the support
of asmall cadre [ could trust. Then, I put my plan into action.




EXALTATION

The days after winning my freedom passed, one after the
other, | fought and won great victories, and there was money,
wine, drugs and many women who sought my company. B
inside, I felr only empriness, aching 1o be filled. | think that |
would have died in the arena, except that Lwas trained too well.
I fought withouteven thinking, and locking back, [ can see how
cager | was for the match that would prove to be my last,

Oneday, I lay in my apartment, like acat lounging in the
hear of the day — or, perhaps, a dead man awaiting burial —
pondering my existence. Tharwaswhen itcame upon me, the
glorious golden radiance thar seemed ro fill the room like
water, the sense that something vast and powerful had
entered into my room, had entered into me, headier than the
finest wine. [rwas asif I'd awakened from a long slumber and
my life up until then was only a half-remembered dream.

Everything seemed so bright, so clear. My senses were
alive as if for the first time. The creak of the bed as [ rose, the
dry, dusty scent of the streets below, a few merchants shouting
their wares, the laughter and catcalls from the Guild brothel
down the streer. All of these and more came to me, but they
were nothing compared to the richness and warmth of the
light and the sound of the voice that spoke to me.

“Goand see," it said. “Look at the face that has chosen
you." | wenr toward the balcony where the light streamed
in, walking like a drunken man, stepping out into the
brichtness, looking up at the glorious, golden mask of the
sun, and the Unconguered Sun spoke to me.

“Vou who have no father,” he said in a voice like the
roar of the crowd, “1 am your father now. You who shed
blood and know not why, | give you a reason. In my anger,
| turned my face from the world of men, but [ shall do sono
longer. Know you are among my chosen priests. Go, and
make the world a righteous place as you know best. Take
light into darkness, and know you act with my blessing.”

The light seemed to flare around me, and Helt the searing
kiss of the Unconguered Sun on my forehead. Telt power like
| haaed never known course through my limbs, and [ felr the dark
void in my heart fill with newfound purpose. I stumbled back
frotn the balcony as the light dimmed, butstill, the walls of my
apartment were tuned golden by the light. Then, | realized
that the light came from me, draped around me like a cloak,
blazing from my head like a crown, L knew whar | had become,

['d heard tales of the Anathema like everyone else, and
now, [ knew that they were false, for | had seen the truth in
the glory of the Unconguered Sun. | knew that my old life
in Nexus was over — I gathered whart things | would need
and slipped away from the city that very might. For the first
rime in my life, [ stood at the gates of the city leading out into
the world. I recalled the day 1 won my freedom. This rime,
| did not turn away, 1 left the Nexus behind without a second
thought and ventured out into the world that awaited me.

I walked eastward for all of that nightand into the
next day. For many days and nights [ walked, without
resting orsleeping, drinking little and earting less. My limbs
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were still flush with the power | could feel in every fiber of
my being. My belly was filled, like the rest of me, with light
and purpose. So, I continued o walk, past the small towns
and hamlets [ saw, careful to avoid them, uncertain of the
welcome 1 would receive. | walked on and on unril |
reached the edge of a great woaod.

The trees towered overhead, like nothing [ had ever seen
before, their dark canopy making deep shadows among their
trunks. | could hear birds calling o each other from the
branches and other animals scuttling through the underbrush.
1 krew abour the spirits of the forest and the dangers they posed
to lone mravelers, vet, | stepped into the wood withour fear, as
if T walked the safest road in the Realm. The shadows cloaked
me incoolness, buteven at night, Lcouldfeel the Unconguered
Sun above me, his golden light filtering through the leaves.,

[ walked further into the wood, going for many days
and nights. | lefr the human places behind and listened to
the songs and calls of the birds and beasts. It was as though
thev welcomed me into their home. [ walked on as the trees
grew taller and thicker, the light grew softer and the wood
darkened around me. I walked unril | reached a place
where even the creatures’ voices were still, and [ came
upon a path made of woven branches and fallen leaves,
with trees stretching up all around me as far as the eye
could see, The ground was their roots and the sky their
leaves, a silent temple of stillness. There, | rested.

There in the silence, for the first and last time, [ ques-
tioned why | was chosen. | never considered myself a wise
man. ] am not learned in lore, philosophy or letters. | had not
the training of an Immaculate monk oreven a tribal priest. My
only skills were those of a gladiator. My only renown was for
killing and surviving, Why was | chosen! What was | to do!

There beneath the shadows of the grear rrees, | meditaved
for the first time in my life. [ drank sweet water that bubbled up
between the trees roots, fasted and listened for the thunderous
voice that had spoken tome, Itdid not come again, ar least, not
in the way | expected. | waited and listened but heard only
silence. Then, in my heart, | heard the words of the Uncon-
guered Sun again. “Go, and make the world a righreous place
as you know best." | already knew whart | had todo; the task was
laid out before me. All that remained was for me to do ir, and
that was why [ was chosen. L had felt the need to do something,
to devote my life to a purpose. Now, my purpose was clear,

I left the silent remple of trees and walked our of the
forest, back into the lands of men. There, [ sought our what
was wrong, and | have worked ever since ro make the world
a righteous place. All that remains ro be seen is who else
will take up the cause with me.

(OCEAN PEARL

My name is Ocean Pearl, captain of the Scarler Saber. Ah,
s0 vou know her name if not mine, eh? Well, vou'll be hearing
mine soon enough. But you're wondering what became of
Blackhearr, the previous captain of the Saber, aren’t you, the
pirate no man could kill? Listen, and 'l tell you.
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hecause we were pure, bur because we could be made pure
and whole by the divine power of the Unconguered Sun, as
the world can be made pure and whole once again,

[ was born in Nexus. [ never knew my father. My
mother told me only that he was a stranger. And there are
many strangers in Nexus, cspecially along the Streer of the
Broken Lanrerns, where wasachild. We were poor, terribly
poor, and 1 often imagined as a boy that my father wasa hero
from some tar-off land, perhaps even one of the Dragon-
Blooded, and thar, one day, he would retum o us. He would
take my mother and me away inafine chariot, and we would
sail aboard a white-winged ship to the fabled Blessed [sle
itself and live in a palace. Bur that was not to be, and now,
| would not wish ta travel o the Blessed sle with anvthing
less than che mightiest army in rhe world ar my back.

My mother died of a fever when [ was still a boy. L had
no money for medicines or charms to help her, not even
enough to hury her. Her body was raken away ina rickery
cart laden with other corpses to be shomn of their hair and
then burmt at the publics expense. 1 lived alone on the
streees, stealing whar | could ro survive, living among rhe
rats and the vermin — human and otherwise.

CH course, [ was caught. [ was never an especially good
thief. | was larger and stronger than most boys bur not
especially sly, and hunger twisted a knife in my belly thal
made me reckless. | was enslaved, since Nexus does not

waste usetul resources with executions. They called it inden-
tered servitude, but it was slaivery nevertheless, [ wasformunare
thar my size and srrengrh made me of interest to potential
masters, even more that one saw me as a bodypuard or
gladiator rarher than a beast of burden, 1 was bought and
rramed o fight. | learned some swift — and painful —
lessons in those first years, but | tramed longer than most
slaves were able to before their time came i the arena.

Yes, ifyou visited Nexus in the past few vears, vou might
have heard of me. They called me the Panther, for v black
skin and my grace in the pit — like a hunting cat, they sasd.
[ fousghr many matches, so many [ lost count. I fought men
and beasts, somearmored, some not. | fought with sword and
spearand khatar, mace and knife and cesrus and, somerimes,
with my bare hands. But most importantly, | won, 1 always
won, and the crowd loved me for that. For a time, that was
enough for me, the approval of the crowd and the chance ro
live in luxury and, perhaps, earn my freedom.

I made my owner a wealthy man; and [ did win my
freedom, a gift piven for the blood spilled. | remember rthe
day when the door was opened to me and the world stood
outside it | looked out mte the bright and dusty street tor
a long time before | rurned my back on rhe world and
walked back into the arena, the only warld 1 knew.
Fighting was all | understood. [ didn't know there was
anything else, bur | learned soon enough.




After a particularly successful raid, our hold was
overflowing with prisoners and boory. Blackheart was
flushed with success and looking to celebrate. [ obliged
him with many jugs of serong Haltan wine we'd caprured,
promising even greater pleasures thar night, While the
captain was in his cups, | praised his prowess as a warrior
and asked him ro rell me the rale of his invincibility.

Charmed and drunk on his owin power, Blackheart told
me how he swore 1o serve the Dodhisattva Anointed by
Dark Water, how the Deathlord performed a sorcerous
ritual wherein he gathered up the pirate's shadow like gauzy
black cloth and cut open his chest to stuff it inside him.
“Your shadow will be vaur shield,” Badhisartva said in his
dead voice. "So long as it hides within you, death cannot
claim vou.” Blackheart even showed me the jagged scar over
his heart where the Deathlord had made the cut. Then, he
collapsed against the pillows and fell asleep, his half-fin-
ished gohler of wine hitting the floor as he began to snore,

I quickly stole from his cabin, changed my clothes and
retrieved my sword. Then, went to Tanar, the man | rrusred
most among the crew and told him to spread the word: The
time was now. We quickly gathered our forces and made our
way to the hold, where we easily overpowered the guards
before the stunned eves of the prisoners. As my people
moved to open their shackles, | raised my sword to them.

“Follow me,” I said, “and you can be free of this place.” As
I spoke, [ felr a fire kindle within my heart and a grear weight
lift from my chest, I breathed deeply of the salt air, as if for the
first time, and a shining, golden light was all around me. A
voice spoke to me with the sound of thunder above the waves,

“You whoe have sutfered in bondage are now free. L am
the Unconguered Sun, and [ have seen your struggles. |
hear the voices of all hearts that cry out for justice and
righteousness in this world. Once, | umed my face away
and made myself deaf to those cries, but no longer. As you
raise your hand and your voice in the cause of righreous-
ness, my daughter, 1 Exalt you above all others. Go, and
bring vour light into the darkness. Make right the world.”

The voice faded, and [ saw the faces of my crew and the
prisoners, bathed in golden lighr, staring at me in slack-jawed
awe. Light burned around me, and I could feel the mark of the
Unconguered Sun shining from my brow. | raised my sword
again, “Yourdeliverance isathand! Whowill seize it A shout
went up from them as the freed prisoners grabbed weapons
offered by my crew and | led the charge up onto the deck.

My sword was like a seythe in my hand. [t clove through
the first ranks of the men who opposed me, and my followers
surged behind me. The rest of the crew was taken unawares, not
expecting so furious an assault. They fell back before us, and [
led the way, light shining around me like a beacon to guide us.

Ourr enemy rallied when Captain Blackheart burst fron his
cabin, sword in hand, his face twisted by rage. He spotted me
amicdst the meleeand roared an cath that made the thundererack
and the ship pitch, then he charged at me. They cleared the deck
aroured us as we clashed and sparks leapt from our swords.

“Harlot! Traitor!” Blackhearrt cried. “Is this how you
repay iy mercy? When | am finished with you, you willbeg
for death, and the Bodhisattva will make you into my
undying plaything for all ererniry!”

My answer was a flurry of blows his blade flashed o
block. The last slipped through his defenses and left a
narrow red gash along hischest, bur Blackheart only laughed.

“Pitiful ceall! 1 am Blackheart! The Man With No
Shadow! 1 cannot be killed by any man!”

I took a step back, raising my sword between us. Then |
glanced down ar the deck behind Blackheart and smiled
slowly. Ir dawned on Blackheart that the wound I'd given
him was not healing, that both our men stood silent, watch-
ing us and looking at the same spot on the deck. Blackheart
rwisted his head and saw there, falling behind him, limned by
the fiery light around me, was his cowardly shadow. Fear
sparked in his eyes, and the breath caught in his throar.

“Ir... it cannot be!”

“It can,” [ said, “for mine is the power to drive out all
shadows, even yours, a power greater than the Deathlords
themselves! [ am Ocean Pearl, Chosen of the Uncon-
quered Sun, and your time of reckoning is at hand!" Then,
I lunged forward, pressing the ateack.,

Blackheart was still a skilled warrior, but without the
protection of his shadow, my sword nipped and nicked at
him, and each cur that did not heal took some of his courage
with it. He launched himself at me in a mighty artack, blade
raised overhead, and [ drove my sword deep into his chest,
through the hollow heart thar once held all the darkness of
his spirit. Blackhearr fell to the deck, dead ar last.

So, you see, the Saber is my ship now. You may have
heard of our raids against the ships of the Realm and the
Guild. Those we capture may join us willingly or be freed.
As for the treasures we've taken, this is bur a sample. I'm
sure it will help you to rebuild after what you have suffered.

ARMATTAN

Mo, [ wasn't born in Paragon, as you can see, and ['m
grateful for that. Nor do [ intend ro die here, no matrer
what you might have heard. | have business in this city,
and ['ve come a long way to get here. Once my business is
concluded, I'll leave, but not before,

My name is Armattan, Some call me the Desert Lion, 1
come from Gern, ar least originally, though, for the past few
vears, | haven't spent much tme in the city, I was a caravan
guard for some time, you see, traveling with the expeditions thar
left Gern to make theirway into the southem deserts looking for
the stones that make the Despot such a wealthy man.

[t was difficult work, but it paid well enough that [ enjoyed
myselfin the city in between jobs. Then, the money would run
out; and I'd sign on to make the trip again. Sometimes, we
encountered bandirs or sand swimmers. [ knew of caravans set
upon by the Fair Folk, attacked by barbarians with scaled hides
like snakes or even lost in the Wyld-touched places of the
desert, where they wandered until starvation and madness
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overcame therm, but [ was formunare encugh never 1o have
encountered such chings myself.

A litde less than a year apo, | venwred out wirth an
expedition during the surmner, It was the most miserable and
dangerous time 0 travel the desent, but it was also when the
prices of gems went up and firedust was easier to find among the
dunes to the Far South. The pay was also berrer than usual, and
[ needed the money, so [ went. We taveled at night, when the
desert cooled, thankful for the warmath of the sand asunst the
chillin the air. During the burning hear of the day, we sheltered
i wagons and renrs and slepr as best we could. We made slow
progress across the desert, with nothing but endless bleachad
sand stretching out before us as far as the eye could see.

The rarders came upon us while we maveled in the night,
The only waming of the attack was when the man who was
walking next to me cried out and fell to the ground with an
arrow buried inhischesr, his blood soaking ineo the thimsey sand.
More arrows thudded into the wooden sides of wagons and inre
tlesh as well. Then, the raiders came boiling up over the dunes,
swathed in oose firring robes and scarves thar covered their
heads and faces. We foughr them as well as we could, but there
were too many. One of them used a firewand, and a wagon
exploded into flames, casting a bloody light over the bartle,

[ killed one of the raiders, then pulled my khatar from his
body to mern and meet the rush of one of his brothers. But T was
too stow, and his sword took me in my left side. [ felr the blade
scrape against my ribs and hot wetness pour down my side. |
slashed the man with my khatar, tearing his robe and cutting his
sword-arm. He cursed, ancl hisknee metmystomach, sending the
air rushing out of my kings. As T srumbled back, be transferred his
sword ro his other hand, and saw, on the palm ofhis dghit hand,
a sign like an open, staring, eye tattooed there in red, glowing
faintly. Then the pommel afhis sword met iy skall with a crack,
and I pirched forwand into the dust, blackness claiming me.

EXALTATION

| awoke o the screeching and squawking of the carrion
birds gathered to feast and felr the buming hear of the sun on
my back. [ lifted my head and winced from the pain of the
wound in my side, then I rolled over and spit the sand and gric
from my mouth, my tongue swollen and dry as learher, All

arourid me lay the bodies of my companions and the ruins of

our wagons. The wagon set afire was a smoldering heap, and
the sand was splashed with dark stains of blood, some of it my
cwtl. OF our camels, there was no sign. The bandirs ook
everything of value and left the rest to the scavengers,

For a moment, | profoundly regrerred waking st all
Better, [ thoughr, ro have died peacefully in ray sleep than
to perish of hunger and thirst alone in the desert, only torise
again, cursed to haunt the site of my murder with the ghosts
of iny unburied fellows. It would take nearly a week 1o reach
Gem, alone and on foot, and | had nothing o aid me in my
journey. [ rried to catch one of the desert birds, but thev rook
wing too quickly, and | was roo slow. They cawed and
squawked as if mocking me. Despair overwhelmed me, and

[ tell to my knees in the sand. Raising my fist to Heaven, |
swore vengeance against our attackers, calling justice to fall
upon them. At that momenr, | was Exalted.

The burning sun above spake to me in words like the
roar and hiss of a sandsrorm. "You who have fallen victim
o the greed and crueley of other men, | offer you succorand
place the power o seck justice in vour hands. Onee, 1
blinded myself to injusrice and wrongdeing, bur no more,
Rise, my son, and let your thirst be quenched by righteous-
ness. Let your hunger be saristied by pustice. Return to the
world of men, and rake my message with you.”

Visions filled my mind, of battles and heroes, of he-
erayal and grave injustice. [ foughr ar the side of my fellows,
my blade wer with bload, but it was not the fight against the
bandits. It was a great and rerrible battle. T saw my wife cur
down before my eves, and my heart swelled with the need for
vengeance. Then, the vision faded. The dark-haired woman
wasnot my wite, not in this life, but the burning need torighr
the wrongs | had seen still filled me.

Lswayed to my feet and raised my amms ro the Unconguered
Sum, feeling his light fill me; then pour from me like 2 founeain,
Thebodiesof the fallenall around me burstinto flame asthe light
tauched them, the smoke carmmying theirspirits roward Heavenas
the fire cleansed the remainsof the bandits' Bloody work, leaving
only fine gray ash that mixed with the sand.

Rather than tuming back the way we came, toward
Ciem, | turned toward where the bandits had fled and began
walking, my stride becoming surer with each step [ ook,
The signs of the bandits’ passing were as clear ro me as the
blazing sun overhead, Ir was as if a veil had been lifted; my
senses were alive as never before. Each disturbance of the
sand, every drop of blood, even the scents carried o me by
the wind, spoke volumes. As | rraveled, the pain from my
wound rroubled me less and less, and the buming heat of the
sun-on my back became a gentle, soothing warmth.

As 1 walked, tireless and resolute, more visions came to
mind, faded ghosts of memory flitring through my head. [ saw
brightcitiesof shining marble, with calurns of jade and domes
of crystal and gold, Hounged with my back against the trunk of
an orange rree, breathing in the heady scent of the blossoms,
opening my eyes 1o see the smile of a pair of lips as red as blood
ina pale face, [led burntand in temor through darkened streets
as the thunder of booted feet closed in behind me. [ slipped in
a pile of garbage and rolled w0 a stop inan alley, juse as dark
figures gathered around me and a woman in jade armor stepped
in frone of them, a naked blade in her hands,

When night came, | found shelrer in the lee of a rocky
outcropping and rended my wound, My fingers held new
wisdom, and the bandage | wrapped around my chest
scothed the ache and allowed me to rest. More dreams
came to me in the night, but foremost was the image of the
Bandit | fought and the red eve glowering from his palm
before he struck the final blow. It was still dark when [
woke, but I fele filled with energy and purpose. 1 set off
again atonce, tollowing the rrail, even in the dark of night.
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1 had nor been walking long when | felr a presence close
at hand. | reached for the khatar sheathed ac my side and bad
just kaid my hand upon it when a desert lion leapt from behind
another outeroppingand roared. | spun rowand the beast, both
ofustensed to pounce, but then, ler gaofthe hilt of my weapon
and approached the lion slowly with my hands open. I felt o
sense of recopnirion, of kinship, with this proud beast. The lion
wasconfused by my boldapproach and hesirated for a moment.

“] mean vou no harm,” [ said in a soothing rone, "l am
a hunter, like you, but you are net my prey, nor am | yours.”
My eves locked with the galden eves of the cat, and an
understanding passed berween us. Qur meeting was des-
tined, ordained by the Unconquered Sun.

“] am Armattan,” [ said, going down on ane knee, now
only an arm's length away. The great cat padded forward and
butted her head against my chest, a deep purr thrumming
through her, “What syour name ™ Lasked, and she looked up
at me. [ looked into her eves, "Sirah," [ said. “Your name s
Sirah.” She emirred a rumble of pleasure. Sirah has been my
companion in the hunt since then, the first of many, | hope.

Fire ORCHID

“Dlestiny shows in the blood,” they say mn the Bealm. 1
always hated that saying, but perhaps there is some truth 1o
ir afrer all. [ never thought irapplied to me because it meant
that my desriny was to be a humble one, and thar would
never dofor ascion of the Karal gens, vspecially not the tirse-
boen child of the grear General Linwet, My mother named
me Fire Orchid because she said | was as beautiful as a
Blassom but also had a fire burning within me.

[ knew even as a child thar my mother was a great
woman, respected throughout Lookshy, and none loved
and respected her more than | did. When my younger
brathers were born, [ toek to hearr my mother's advice, to
be 4 good example for them, a responsible older sister.

How bitter, theny to discover as Lapproached womanhood
that [ was not among the Chosen, that my spirit was not pure
enough to carry the family's power within it At fisst, my parens
believed [was a late Bloomer, thar my gifts would come in time.
Fasr 5 the months and years passed, it became clear that the fire
my mother saw in me was not the fire she wielded, thatmade her
enernics rremble. [rwas even whispered thar it was because my
fatherwasclubfoored that [ did not Exalt, How can L describe the
sense of relief 1 felt from my parents when my brothers both
provved to be among the Exalred. My morber tumed her atten-
rions 1o thern, her tue heirs, asher hopes for me wilted and died.

Of course, it would not do for the daughter of such a
distinguished officer to bear such disgrace with anything less
than perfect dignicy. [kept my head held high in public and
cried myself to sleep at night. My mother arranged a commis-
sion for me in the Seventh Legion, both asan obligarion rothe
dauehiter whi was once the apple of hereve and, [ imagine, as
a means of making somerhing of me i this life. [ began as a
low-ranking officer, and many of my superiors were Dragon-
Rlooded — 1 was determined to prove myself worthy of my
mother's trust, to show thar I could be the child she wanted.
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And prove myself 1 did. For nearly 40 vears, Iserved with the
field forces. My brothers served as well and rose to positions of
influence, which they hold stll, since their careers would be
longer than L eould measure with my whole life. T campaigned on
the worst battlefields of the Threshold. | struggled through mud
and mire, waded through blood, charged through fire, all the
while upholding the colors of Lookshy and the legion faichfully.

I won accolades and medals, but | gained something
even more precious tome, the respectof my troopsand of the
officers [ served with. [ did not command the powers of fire,
but I was still my mother's daughter. 1 had a knack for
military matters and, more importantly, for leadership.
When [ was placed in command of my own scale, my troops
were willing to follow me to the ends of Creation, ifneed be.

In time, I rose to command an enrire wing, as far as a
mere mortal could be expected to rise. | was proud of my
service to the legion and of the loyalty of my troops. But 1
tired of the blood and the battles, of the struggles and of
growing old while my brothers remained as youthful as ever.
| grew wary of the litanies of the Immaculates, whose anly
hope for me was that [ might achieve the “spiritual perfec-
tion” of my brothers in my next life, if 1 proved worthy.

Meanwhile, my brothers gathered glories and climbed
the legion'schain of command. While they still had the vigor
of young men, [ had grown old. I'd chosen not to marry, partly
because of my career and partly because [ didn’t want the kind
of marriages | was offered —men eager tomarry the unExalted
daughrer of such a prominent general, knowing my far more
readily available blood carried the seed of Exaltation thar
could make their sons and daughrers grear. Then, Thoms fell
and the Scarler Empress disappeared, and itbecame clear that
the great houses would strugele for control of the Realm. Irwas
only a matter of time before the conflicts reached Lookshy,
and [ was too old for the wars that were blowing in the wind.

So, Lretired. | took the wealth I'd eamed over the years
and bought a villa in the Hundred Kingdoms, near a small
village called Rana, where I planned ro spend my remaining
years raising grapes and figs, away from all of the conflicrs.
But it was not to be.

EXALTATION

Oh, it was peaceful enough, for a few short years, Word
of happenings in Lookshy and the Realm rarely reached my
ears, though [ heard some news from my servants or when-
ever | went into the village myself. There were concerns
over the Arczechk tribes, but we saw no trouble from them
for the first few years that [ lived near Rana. The harvests
were good, and | forgot, for a time, the life I'd left behind.

But then, one day, an outcry came from the village. [
wasweeding in the garden when Masi, a boy who oftentimes
carried parcels to me, came running up my path as if the
hosts of the Wyld were ar his heels. He had only time tocry
out “Mistress!” before a shining silver arrow took him in his
leg and he pitched forward into the dust of the road.
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The thunderafhoovesand the janglingof golden andsilver
bells sounded asa roupe of riders approached and fear clurched
my heart in an icy grip. Neither niders nor steeds were of earthly
origin. They were pale and delicare and resplendent in armaor of
gold and silver, copper and spun crystal, swathed in brightly
colored silks, The lead rider lowerad his ivory bow and spurred
his horse forward toward the wounded boy who lay in the path.

Iacted without thought, seizing the hoe thar stood close ar
hand and rushing to Masi's side. He moaned and tried ro move,
as | stood astride him and the horseman reined in hismount. He
wias the most beautiful creature [ had ever seen, flesh as pale as
marble, hair and eyes like molten silver. His mourh rwisred in
a cruel smile, and T imagined the image before him: an old
woman in dirt-stained clothes, holding him at bay with a farm
hoe. | took note of the smoke beginning o rise in the distance.

He laughed, a sound like a waterfall, as he looked
down at me. "Who are you to interfere with my sport?"

I stood my ground although my gurs were turning ro
water within me. “l am Karal Fire Orchid, noble visitor,
and this is my home."

He glanced up at the villa before tuming his silvery gaze
back tome. “Is it? Myapologies then, fornot introducing mysel
more properly.” He made a mocking bow from his saddle, “T am
Havashi, anobleofthe people bevond the edpe of Creation, and
you are standing berween me and my prey, old wornan.”

“This lad is no prey of yours.”

“Ah. but he is, so you may either step aside or,.." the
Fair Folk's threar was cur off as | stepped forward and swung
the hoe, [ts iron blade struck Hayashi’s anm with a sizzling
sound, and he screamed inpain. In thar inhuman ey, [ heard
my own death, for [ knew thar I could not stand against one
of the Fair Folk, much less Hayashi and his troupe.

still, 1 made a good fight of it. My few servants wisely
fled while the Fair Folk took their sport with me. [ left the
faetie with a few marks to remember me by, but it wasn't
long before my makeshift weapon was torn from my hands
and a blow to my head sent me reeling. Hayashi cursed in
an alien tongue as his hunters dragped Masi and me to my
house. They hurled us roughly ro the floor and turned to
leave. [ wildly hoped they had grown bored with us, butno.
The door slammed shut and there was a whooshing sound.
Suddenly, the whole of the house was ablaze, and | heard
the silvery laughrer of the Fair Folk as they watched it burn.

Then, a voice called our to me. Avfirst, | thought it was
Masi, but he had fainted from the pain of his wound, Thisvoice
was like the roar of the fire tharsurrounded us. | raised myaching
head tosee bright sunlight streaming through the window. The
smoke stung my eyes and made the light seem to sparkie.

“Daughter of Fire," the voice spoke to me. “You
have nurtured the spack within you. Now [ will fan it
into a flame."” [ felt my heart soar, and the hear of the
flames around me was only a shadow compared to the
fire I felt burning within me. “Once, [ turned my face
from the world, but no longer. You are among my
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Chosen, and you will lead the world back into righ-
teousness. Into your hands, 1 deliver the fare of all
Creation. Strike down the unrighteous with your fury,
and guide athers with your wisdom.”

| felt astrength I'd never known before course through
my tired limbs, and | stood straight and tall. Masi groaned,
his eves opening and going wide as he saw me standing over
him. He opened his mouth ro say something but began to
cough from thesmoke gathering around us. He reached out
for me, and | held his hand.

“Dion’t be afraid,” 1 told him.

My thoughts went to the old armer and weapons 1
kept in a rrunk as a remembrance. The light flared around
me, and in an instant, [ was armored and girded for battle.
[ bent down and scooped Masi up in my arms, then leapt
through rhe window, scattering shards of glass and landing
in a crouch outside. Even the Fair Folk were startled by my
sudden appearance, dressed in my armor of enameled steel,
as red as blood. [ lowered Masi gently to the ground beside
me and drew my blade, the glorious white-gold light
burning around me, brighter than the flames behind me.

“Come on, then,” I said, “and take your sport with me
now, if you dare.”

Two of the Fair Folk rushed forward, and | mer their
charge with my blade. I spun and blocked, then I struck.
My sword pierced gossamer mail and silken cloth alike,
and blood the color and odor of dark wine stained my foe’s

pale flesh. I whirled, blocked and struck again, rewarded
with a cry of pain. Our battle was a dance whose steps |
knew well, and | could not help bur laugh aloud at the
confusion and even fear | saw among Hayashi's small band.

“Back!" 1 shoured ro them. “Back, for | am the Chosen
of the Unconquered Sun! Bun, rabbirs, or feel my anger!”

The Fair Folk wrmed almost as one and fled, bur
Havyashi paused and regarded me, his silver eyes seething,
Then, he palloped after his fellows, but Tknew it would not
be the last time that | saw him.

WIND

“The soul is not Exalred through birth, but through
the journey of life, of which each birth is but a single step.”
So said Mela, Immaculate of Air, Petitioner of Clouds
Accordant to the Call of Barrle, in the Immaculate Texts.
There is still wisdom in those words, although they donot
hold the same meaning they once held for me. Once, |
thought the divine Mela's meaning was that the journey of
our lives alone the road of enlightenment brings us one day
to the glory of the Dragon-Blooded. This birth was notan
accident, butasign tous that a purified soul had incarnated
into the world along the final steps of its journey. Yet, now,
I see thar no soul is Exalted by birth, not even the Dragon-
Blaoded, but, instead, by its deeds in this life. There is
much for me to learn, and to teach, abour the rruch.




lam Wind, named for the strong gusts that blew on the
day of my birth, and | was often told thar my feet would carry
me wherever the wind blows across the face of Creation.
Cerrainly, [ was always seized with a desire to travel and o
see the world as a child. As the youngest son of four, [ had
little hopes of inheriting much from my family, so [ was
expected to make my way in the world on my own,

My parents were pleased when | chose to apply to the
order and become a monk. I'd always felt that my life was
a journey toward an end that | could not vet see, so the
teachings of the Immaculare Order spake to me. [ realized
that the journey was that of my soul and that becoming a
monk would be another step toward achieving enlighten-
ment, if not in this life, then in the next.

Of course, as a mere human, | could not rise to the
heights of the Dragon-Blooded, but [ was content to serve
and to learn from more enlighrened souls, as the human
disciples of Mela learned from her how to channel their
Essence and gained greater understanding. | had lirtle
doubt which of the Immaculare Dragons [ would devore
myself to, even before 1 entered the temple.

Life as a novice was hard, but [ threw myself into my
dutieswithall myheartand earned the praise of my reachers.
There were chores to be done, exercises and traiming drills,
meditations, sutras to recite and studies of the Immaculate
Texts and other haly books. | was especially taken with the
stories of those monks who maveled the world in search of
new Immaculate Texts and artifacts of the First Age, to tell
us more about our divine patrons and help suide us to
emulate them and follow in their footsteps to enlighten-
ment. [ wanted to travel the world as parr of thar search.

L also made friends among my new brothers and sisters.
The foremost were Kirin, closer to me than any of my
brothers by blood, and Gentle Song. Kirin was a Dragon-
Blood from the House of V'neef, and I was honored o have
him choose me as a friend. But Gentle Song's company was
the most precious to me. She was the most gracious and
beautiful woman [ had ever known, and [ was in awe of her
keen mind and knowledge of the ancient texts, Kirin helped
toteach me tofighr, although L was neverany match forhim,
while Gentle Song helped me o understand the Immacu-
late Philosophy. The three of us became inseparable
companions and remained so even after we rook our vows.

EXALTATION

My duties with the order led me to places [ would never
have imagined. How 1 long for those innocent days of
exploration and friendship! [ taveled with my fellow monks
across the face of Creation in search of the lost lore and
treasures of the First Age. Our travels brought us from the
islands of the Wesrern Ocean to the forests of the East, from
the deserts of the South to the most desolate glaciers of the
North. Itis there that my journey ended and a new one began,

A small party from our order traveled to the ciry of
Gethamane. Kirin and Gentle Song were a part of it, along

with old Soolian and Autumn Frost. The city stood high
in the mountains of the Far North, nestled against the side
of a peak as if it were watching for something — or trying
to hide from something, perhaps. [t was an ancient place,
a ciry of the First Age, although now inhabired by folk who
tled the Grear Contagion and the advance of the Fair Folk
long ago. Standing in tts vast halls, | could feel a strange
sense of the familiar, like a place seen once in a dream and
forgorten, until something reminds vou of it

The inhabitants knew well enough to leave us be,
particularly with Kirin along. A glance at the greenish cast
to his skin, much less the hammer of white jade he wore at
his belr, was enough to convince them that we were well
guarded. [ felr rhere was something waiting for us in
Gerhamane and had high hopes of uncovering ancient
artifacts or perhaps even a new Immaculare Text, despite
the fact thar much of the city had been picked over by
scavengers already. But there were many parts of
Uethamane that lay unexplored, including the rat's maze
of tunnels running beneath the iy,

Along with my feelings of anticipation and familiarity,
[ had a sense of being wartched from the moment we came
within sight of the city. That first night, as we prepared for
sleep, [ told Kirin about it, and he said that [ was probably
just nervous but that he would keep close watch. As 1 drifred
off to sleep, I felr a presence close at hand. | bolted up from
my sleeping mat and looked around the room but saw
nothing but moonlight shining through the small window.

I drifred off to sleep again, but [ was awoken by the
rerrible sound of a man screaming. | leape from my sleeping
mat and grabbed my sword, running for the door. Many
other people, including the members of my own party,
rushed out to see what was happening. Gentle Song loaked
into the narrow alley beside the inn and shrieked. There
lay the lower half of a man’s body, with much blood abour
bur no sign of what became of his upper half.

| wanted to comfort Gentle Song and reassure her, but |
caught sight of something moving out of the comerof my eye,
up along the rooftops. [ should have told Kirin or the others
aboutit, but just then, it dipped behind aroof. L circled around
the inn in time to see the shadowy figure leap from one roof
to the next. Without any thought of what it might be, I
followed it. [ blundered into a blind alley and came up short
in front of a blank wall. Then, I heard a whisper of movernent
behind me. I spun, my sword at the ready, and sropped.

It was a man, a youth, in fact, since he looked younger
than me. He was thin and wiry, dressed all in black, with 3
cloak of black feathers that made it seem as if there were great
wings on his back. His exposed skin was pale, covered with
intricare tattoos of blue. His eyes were of the same deep color,
his hair as black as the feathers of his cloak and falling wild
about his shoulders. He cocked his head like a bird, looking
ar me curiously, On his forehead gleamed a silver circle.

I gasped, loud in the silence of the alley as [ realized
what he was. [ knew that | should fear being rormn apart like
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the poor wretch by the inn, yet strangely L didn't feel afraid.
Instead, I felr intensely curious about this myth given form
before me. Moreover, it was as if | knew him somehow and
that he knew me. My sword dipped toward the ground, and
[ took a step forward, reaching for him wirhour thinking.

“Wha...,” | began, and suddenly, there was a flurry of
maotion, a blur of dark feathers, and he vanished.

“No, wait!" ] cried, but he was gone, A moment later,
Kirin rushed into the alley, having followed me.

“Wind, are you all right! What happened?”

“l... [ thought [ saw something,” [ replied, looking up
roward the rooftops, "But, whatever it was, it's gone now.”

"“You should be more careful,” my friend said, putting
a hand on my shoulder. “You're a good fighter, Wind, bur
no march for one of the Fair Folk or something from the
Wld." If anly Kitin knew how right he was. I nodded in
agreement, and we made our way back to the inn. Soolian
was firm that rhe unpleasantness would not derer us from
our mission, We had not rraveled all the way the Gethamane
to turn back now. | didn't sleep much for the rest of the
night, my mind troubled by images of the lithe, pale man
in the feathered cloak. Why would one of the Anathema
flee from a mere mortal? Had he sensed Kirin's approach?
And why did he seem so familiar to me?

Each of the next three nights, there was another
death, as gruesome as the first. The heathen priests of the
city's three remples began chanting and playing strange
music day and night. The people in the city burned incense
and surrounded their doors and windows with charms of
paper, string and beads, scattering salt and seeds across
every threshold. Everyone stayed inside and watched one
another warily. Gentle Song even said thar there was some
ralk that we might have brought some curse upon them,
and Kirin warned us against going off alone.

Owr search was proving fruitless, and my sleep was
rroubled by strange dreams. On the fifth night of our stay
in Gerhamane, 1 awoke from another dream wich a start to
find the Anathema from rthe alley crouched at the foor of
my sleeping mat, silently watching me. [ started to reach
for my sword, but his hand flashed our and caught mine in
a grip like steel, his eves locked on mine. I struggled but to
no avail. | wanted to cry out, but my voice was paralyzed,
my throat dry. | could only manage a hoarse whisper.

“Have vou come to kill me, too!" I asked. The pale
stranger cocked his head, and | wondered for a moment if
he even understood me, Then he spoke in a soft voice that
was the most beautiful | had ever heard,

“l haven't killed anyone here... yet,” he said. "l am
Raiton. I came... to find you. Visions in the ice and clouds
guided me to you. [t has been a very long rime.” He reached
out and brushed a slim hand against my cheek, and his
touch was cool and strangely comforting. A rear rrembled
at the corner of his eve for a moment before spilling down
his face, glistening in the pale moonlight slanting through
the shurters. I fele my heart pounding, my breath quicken-
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ing from his touch, his closeness. | was dizzy, and my skin
felt flushed. [ fele his grip on my wrist loosen,

Then, a high-picched scream shattered the silence
hetween us, coming from very close ar hand.

“Gentle Song!™ | cried, scrambling for my sword. My
visitor leapt into a crouch, like a startled beast, and
watched me with wild eves. As | scooped up my sword, |
pave no thought to the door. Instead, Lstruck the thin wall
of withes and plaster between our rooms, shattering it with
a single blow.

In the toom beyond was Gentle Song, held in the
grip of a monstrosity of flowing limbs, eves and mouths
— a horror painful to look upon. It filled me with a
deep sense of loathing as white and golden light flared
all around me, filling the room. The creature shrank
away from my radiance. 1 struck at it with my sword,
and black blood poured from the wound as a high-
pitched wailing filled the air. It rerurned my blow with
a force that sent me staggering.

Suddenly, a blur of blackness flashed past me, and
Raiton grappled with the beast, his hands twisting into
ralons like those of a bird of prey. A moment later, the door
burst in and Kirin leapt into the room, wielding his white-
jade hammer, with sparks flashing all around it. The three
of us fell upon the creature, flanking it, striking with sword
and claw and hammer while the inn shook so that I
thought it might collapse before the battle was done. The
monster flailed ar us with its loathsome limbs, bur no
matrer which way it turned, another one of us attacked it
It began to back away, and we pressed the artack. A single
eve, as large as my fist, turned up to squint ar me. [ drove
my sword into it to the hilt, The creature shrieked its lase,
then it shuddered and began melting into a foul-smelling
pool that spread across the floor,

In thesilence that followed, a thunderous voice seemed
to fill the room along with a blinding light, and | realized
that the strange chanting of the temple priests had stopped.

“In the light, the truth will be revealed o vou, my
son,” the voice said o me. “Bring the light of tuth to
others, and show them the glory Lhave given you. Heal the
wounds that have been intflicted upon the world, and lead
the people back to righteousness. That is the task | lay
hefore you, my chosen priest, for [ am the Unconquered
Sun, your god.”

The light faded, and | saw Kinn and Gentle Song
staring at me in shock, eves and mouths wide, opened my
mouth, ready to explain, to tell them there was nothing ro
fear, but the words failed me. [ saw Raiton push open the
window and crouch there, looking back ar me.

“Come with me,” he said, “and quickly.” 1 glanced
back at the looks of shock and horror on the faces of my
closest friends, then at the wild and feral face of a man |
hardly knew, who was Anathema, But then, what was I!

Raiton slipped out into the night, and [ followed close
behind him.







CHAPTER TWO

.BL]GATIONS OF

- THE C

Great is the power of the Zenith Caste, and equally
preat is its responsibilivy, for the Zeniths are the guiding
light of the Solar Exalred. Once, they were the rulers of
the world, chosen by the Unconquered Sun and granted
thie wisdom and the power to judge the people and guide
them toward righteousness, The Zeniths were the priest-
kings of the Old Realm, who glorified the Unconguered
Sun and ruled the world with a firm but even hand,
coordinating the efforts of their brothers and sisters
among the Exalred.

After the Dragon-Blooded rose up and murdered the
Solar Exalted, the Zeniths became known as the Blasphe-
mous, the most corrupt and evil of the Anathema. Tales
spread of how they forced the people to worship rheir evil
pods, how they practiced bloody sacrifices and profane
rites, before the coming of the Immaculate Dragons.

Mow, the reborn Zeniths are rediscovering their an-
cient roles. Fortunately, they have the guidance of the
L;'ru:_cmqmru:«d Sun to help them, so they, in turn, can help
suide other Solar Exalted. There is much work for the
Pillars of the Sun to accomplish, yet not all of these most
fervent and dedicared of the Exalted agree on the best way
toachieve their goals. While ather Solar Exalred may deny
their divine destiny, at least for a time, the Resplendent
Suns cannot put aside their responsibilities so easily. The
Unconguered Sun has called, and they have answered,
and there is much work to be done in the world.

STE

THE GOALS OF THE ZeEMITH CASTE

The foremost goal of the Zenith Caste is to restore the
world to the path of righteousness. [t is a difficulr task
indeed, since there is so much unrest and coruption today
in Creation. Some Resplendent Suns are daunred by the
vastness of the duty laid out before them, bur in times of
despair, they look to the unfailing light of the Unconguered
Sun and the light thar burns within each of them for
suidance. They know what is right; they need only have the
courage to act and the eloquence ro show others the way,

The Pillars of the Sun promote righteousness through
example. They know it is deeds and not words thar ulri-
mately sway the hearts and minds of men, so they perform
deeds thar root cut and punish the wicked and suppore
richtecusness in the world. These wandering priests of the
Unconquered Sun fight bandirs, marauding barbarians,
Fair Folk, hostile spirits and other forees of oppression and
destruction. In their wake, the Zeniths leave a populace
that has seen one more example of the power and righ-
teousness of the Solar Exalted, people who begin to doubr
the Dragon-Blooded stories of Anathema a bir more.

To achieve their goals, many of the Golden Bulls
believe they must overthrow the Dynasty of the Dragon-
Blooded and reclaim their rightful place as rulers of the
Realm. These Zeniths wish ro rake the Realm's reins not

out of a thirst for power, but o keep power from the hands
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of those who have abused it, to use that power ta right the
wrongs of the world. Of course, the Zeniths know that
directly challenging the hostof the Dragon-Blooded is too
great a task even for them, at least for now, but they see the
weakening of the Bealm as an opportunity to tear it down
and build anew on the foundarions of old.

The Zeniths are agents of justice in the world. And
not the justice of the Realm and its magistrates, so often
subject to bribery and the whims of politics. Na, the
Hammers of Heaven are swift, sure, uncompromising
justice that seeks out and punishes the wicked asa warning
to those who might follow their example. When the head
af a bandit chieftain is presented to his followers, they
think rwice abour continuing to trouble that region, When
the crimes of a corrupt noble are exposed, those who rule
are forced to deal with them, When the people are rruly
united, no corrupt government can stand.

The Fillars of Heaven are leaders, horn to guide others
to the right path and to inspire mortal and Exalred alike
with the courage and determination to face any threat, no
matter how rerrible. In the Threshold, the Golden Bulls
find people in dire need of their leadership, abandoned by
the legions of the Realm, ruled by weak or despotic leaders,
threatened by barbarians, Fair Folk, hungry ghosts and
monsters from the Wyld. The Zeniths show these peaple
not only the power of the Exalted, but also the power even
mortals hold when they work rogether as one.

And, finally, the Solar Thunder is the voice of the
Unconguered Sun. The Zeniths carry with them the truth
they each learned upon their Exaltation, a truth thar must
be spread ro everyone. They know that the Unconquered
Sun turned his face from the world once bue that he has
returned. They know the tales told of the Anarhema are
half-rruths, thar the litanies and sutras of the Immaculare
Order are lies. They know that the Incama are real and
powerful. It is the Zeniths duty to bring light into the
darkness of ignorance and deception, to show people the
rruth and the shining dream of a greater world that awaits
them, if only they have the courage ro follow where the
Zenirh Caste leads,

PANTHERON RIGHTEOUS ACTION

It is not enough just to know what is right. You have
to act on your knowledge, or it becomes meaningless. So
many in this world see wrongs being done and do nothing
out of fear: fear of punishment, fear of losing what they
have, fear of death. The fire of the Unconguered Sun burns
away fear. Even before | was chosen, the light of the sunon
my hack in the arena took away my fear. | knew that |
would die, it was just a matter of when, and | chose to fight
with all of my strength to survive for another day. When
voul accept your death; there is nothing more to fear.

[ was chosen to see the wrongs in this world and to act
to correct them. If we Zenith are to be beacons of righteous-
ness to the world, then it must be through our actions, not
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aur words, The Immaculate monks speak of righrecusness
and enlightenment, while children starve and are enslaved
in the streets of Nexus. The Scarlet Houses loudly proclaim
that they are each the best suited to lead the Realm to
greatness, while plotring and scheming against each other
in the shadows. It takes nothing to speak of rightecusness,
but it requires courage to risk yourself in its cause.

When [ first returned to the world of men from the
depths of the forest, I came upon a village. Barbarians from
the edge of the world had invaded it. They were burning
and sacking the place, slaughtering all who stood in their
way and even many who did not. Once, the legions of the
Eealm might have come to push back the barbarians and
protect the villagers, but the legions do not come so far into
the Threshold any more, now that their Empress is gone.
S0, whao is there to protect the people? What army sees the
rape and slaughrer and rakes up arms against it? In the
Threshold, everyone minds their own business, unless
they're the ones threatened. Then, they cry out for aid and
mercy and find thar evervone ignores them, just like they
ignored the cries of others, But we Zeniths do not ignore
the cries for justice, for righteousness — we cannor,

[ walked down from rhe hills into thar village, where
the barbarians enjoyed their sport. They wore only the furs
of strange beasts, and their bodies were covered with paint
and blood. It was no longer a bartle, it was a slaughter, and
it reminded me of fights in the arena rigeed for the
amusement of the crowd, where one of the contestants was
drugged or unskilled and had no chance. The air was full
of the smell of fire and blood, and bodies were scartered
everywhere. Nearby, | saw a barbarian raise his stone axe
to smash the skull of a woman he'd just violared.

[ ler my Essence flare around me like a corona. “Stop!”
[ shouted, my voice echoing like thunder above the din,
and dozens of eves turmed toward me. They saw the majesty
of the Unconquered Sun burning around me, and they
hesitated. That was when | leapt at the barbarian closest to
me and struck him with my armored gauntler. He fell like
a sapling, his axe tumbling to the ground, and the sound of
his skull cracking broke the spell over the rest of his band.
With a roar of battle cries, they charged roward me, and |
laughed ar them in defiance.

The fallen axe, | picked up and used o strike off the
heads of the first two to reach me. [ts stone blade shattered
after striking down a third, so I discarded the twisted haft
onto his corpse. With one gauntleted hand, | smashed
through the hafts of spears they thrustar me, and [ drew my
own blade with the other. Their atracks were those of the
bloodthirsty and the desperate that I'd seen in the arena so
many times. They fought without discipline or strategy,
sometimes striking each other in their rush to reach me.
My blade wove a net of steel around me, and the barbarians
that approached paid the price with their lives. My anima
burned fiercely, my Caste Mark shining like the sun irself.




The barbarians charged and fell under my seything
blade, their blood staming the ground red. Clashing weapans,
war cries and screams of pain filled the air with the music of
battle, while limbs and heads and bodies piled around me.

As | foughe, | could feel the eves of the villagers on
me as well, like the crowd warching my performance from
the stands, waiting with bated breath to see if | would live
of die. So | plaved o them, langhing at the attacks of the
barkarians, mocking them, calling them weak and cow-
ardly. [ rebuked their attack on the village and incited its
people to strike back against their attackers. [ showed
them rthar their enemy was nor invincible, but neither
was L Inomyv feints and my counterattacks, | made it clear
that I could not hold out forever, although [ had no fear
of the enemy | fought.

As | fended away an axe blow wirh one hand and
drove my blade through a foe with the other, | became
aware of sounds ar the edge of the battle, of the building
roar of the crowd. The villagers picked up farm imple-
ments, skinning knives, hunting bows and the fallen
weapons of their enemies and charged the barbarians, The
invaders were so focused on me that the attack rook them
completely by surprise, as their former victims fell upon

them like a crashing wave and took vengeance for the pain
the barbarians had inflicred.

[ redoubled the fury of my attacks, calling out o the
peaple to drive the barbarians from their village, and the
will of the raiders broke. The barbarians fled roward the
East, leaving their dead and their spoils behind. Calling on
the power of the Unconguered Sun, 1 brought fire down
upon the bodies of the dead, cleansing rhe fields and the
square of the village, No hungry ghosts or nemissaries
would trouble the villapers.

Then, I spoke tothe people of that village, muchaslam
speaking to you now, and [ will tell you what | told them.,
The Solar Exalted have retumed o the world, We did not
leave you of our own free will, and now thart the Uncon-
quered Sun has brought his blessings back to Creartion, we
have returmed. [ am one of his Chosen, sent to guide you
back ro the path of righteausness. [ ask for neither jade nor
other tribute from you, Instead, Lask that vou live anupright
life and help guide others to do the same. As Lhave seen here
and in many orther places, when people are united in the
cause of rightecusness, nothing can stand against them.

"But the Realm is too mighty!™ you say, "The barbar-
tans cannor be overcome!™ | have heard these and a
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hundred other claims, so | ask vou, what is the Realm
withour subjects to rule! If the world rises up against them,
then who will the Dragon-Blooded command! Those
villagers who hid from the barbarians' raid were slain just
the same as those who fought back. Of what use is a life
lived in fear! Better to stand up for righteousness and be
struck down than to cower in a living death for all of your
days. We are sent by the Unconguered Sun to guide and
help you, but you must have courage, or else, all our might
means nothing, Devote vourselves o righreousness and
honor the gods, and we will make the world anew.

A fire begins with a small spark, and a great ree grows
from a small seed. So it will be with the righteousness of the
world. | know this. When | was first Exalted, | believed that
it would be asimple marter to show everyone the way, bur the
misdeeds of centuries cannot be undone in a year, or in ten,
oreven ina lifetime. The scrugele to restore the balance of our
world will rake a long time, and even when we are successtul,
the battle will not be over. There will always be those who will
abuse their power, who will give in to temptation and
wickedness. Thar is why we rust always be ready to act inthe
name of righteousness, to see the threat and stop it before ir
grows toa powerful. [ think thar is what the Solar Exalted of
old failed to do — they became complacent and did not
recognize the corruption growing in their midst. They thoughr
uties the Unconguered

their battles won and put aside the ¢
Sun placed upon them. The world has paid a terrible price for
their pride. It will not happen again,

OCEAN PEARL ON REBELLION

When [ overcame Blackheart in single combar, most
of the crew of the Scarlet Saber came quickly over w my
side, either because I'd liberated them from the rule of a
heartless ryrant or because they feared me since 1'd slain
the man they thought was invincible. Those loyal to
Blackheart either died in the fighting or were set adrift in
a small launch, to fend for themselves and perhaps find
their way to a port. [ know thar some of them did and that
they began to spread rales of the woman whe'd slain the
Man With Mo Shadow. I'm sure some paint me as a demon
temptress who worked her wiles over Blackheart before
claying him, bur | don't much care, so long as they make it
clear that I'm not an enemy to be taken lightly.

[ suppose that [ could have easily lefr the Saber once
Blackheart was overcome. I'd only stayed as his captive,
afterall. Bur | found that once [ held freedom in my hands,
[ was not so quick to leave behind the ship that had once
been my prison and was now my home, nor the crew thar
was now mine to command. | love the freedom ot the open
seas, and [ always have, So, should L have taken Blackheart's
treasure, bought mysell a stour cargo ship and begun
ferrying goods among the islands and along the Grear
Inland Sea! Or should [ have taken the booty, boughr a
fine house and some land and retired 1o a life of leisure,

GETTING RIGHTEOUS

It's the duty of the Zenith Caste to inspire
and lead the people of the world to righteous-
ness. But what is "righteousness” exactly?Exalted
isn't intended to be an extended debate on
morals or ethics, but it is a good idea ro under-
stand the cause thar the Zeniths {:ﬂm‘l. o a
degree, all of the Solar Exalted) fight for.

First, it's easy to say what righteousness is
not. Righteousness isn't indulging in personal
gratification ar the expense of others. Things
such as greed, theft, murder; rape and so forth are
unrighteous, even wicked, acts. Many of the
Ditagon-Blooded can be seen as unrighteous for
their indulgent and decadent ways. Righteous-
ness is also not pale asceticism and self-denial,
especially not turning your back on the world.
The righteous aren't pacifists who hope and pray
for deliverance, they're people who know what's
right and act to uphold it; even at great cost,

Righteousness is acting with honor and jus-
tice and generally upholding the Virtues of
Exalted: Compassion, Conviction, Temperance
and Valor. For the Zenith Caste, it's more than
just striving to live an upright life (which is
important, too). The Resplendent Suns also try
to guide other people to live righteously, by
serving as examples, teaching where they can
and punishing the wicked to show that they will
not be tolerated in a righteous society. As Pan-
ther points out, it's not enough to say that you're
righteous, you have to be willing to actaccording
ta your beliefs, and possibly even die for them, to
be one of the Pillars of the Sun.

perhaps even found myself a husband or two like my
parents would have wanted? Thart's whar many sensible
folk might have done, | suppose.

Bur | saw in the Scarlet Saber and my Exaltation a
chance to do something more important. | was not chosen
by the Unconguered Sun merely to liberate the crew and
slaves of one ship, nor was [ chosen so I could settle down
and forget the glory of the Unconguered Sun's lighrand his
words to me. The mutiny on board the Saber was only the
besinning for me, and | knew it, although 1 doubt 1 could
have pur it mio words then.

S0, [ gathered the crew on deck the next day, with
the sun shining brightly overhead. All of them knew by
then what | had become, so [ let my anima shine around
me #5 [ spoke. [ told them thar any who wanted o were
welcome to rake a share of the booty and go ashore at
the next port. But those who were willing to take on a
challenge could stay with me. We would remain pirares,
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yes, but our prey would be the ships of the Realm, the
Guild and the merchant houses that stripped the world
of its wealth and dignity to fatten their own purses. Our
booty would not be just jade and pold, but also the slaves
we would free and the glory we would gain. People
would rell tales of our exploits, and we would give back
to them what they'd lost. Mot just wealth, but honor,
dignity and hope. I'm pleased to say that not one of my
crew chose to leave at our next port, and [ found others
there willing 1o serve on hoard my ship.

My tules have always been simple ones. We raid the
ships of the wealthy and the powerful, not honest folk,
fishermen or travelers. We take prisoners only to ransom
them, not to sell as slaves to the Guild or the Fair Folk. Part
of the booty we rake goes to the common people, the ones
who need it most, while the rest is divided among the crew
that won it. Those wha surrender receive our mercy, while
those who don't receive only the point of ourblades. Our
enemies are treated with respect, even if they do not always
do us the same honor in return.

Some say that it is madness to attack the most
powerful and wealthy ships, to show any merey to their
crews and, most of all, ro give away anything thar we rake
i our raids, I've heard these sentiments many times.
After all, the smart pirate attacks smaller, less well-
defended vessels, rakes when he can, leaves no one alive
ta tell tales and holds on ro what he has taken, ves? But
lam not just any pirate, and my duty is not just to my crew
and my own greed, it is to the Unconquered Sun thar
chose me and to the people.

We raid the ships of those who profit from the suffer-
ing and hard work of others, to show them that their gains
will slip through their fingers. We make it difficult and
expensive for the Realm's ships to bring ribute back o the
Blessed lsle. We make it harder still for the Guild to profit
in human misery and shipments of slaves and goods bought
with blood. We strike them where it hurts the most, in
their purses and ctheir treasuries. The wealth we give back
to the people of the islands helps to improve their lives far
more than it would sitting in the counting-house of a Guild
merchant or a Dragon-Blooded noble.

Oh, ves, the Realm and the Guild and the others we
raid are powerful enemies, and any one of them would be
happy to see my head mounted on a spike outside their
palaces, I've heard that there are some substantial re-
wards out for the Saber and for me. This is proof that my
existence is becoming quite expensive for my enemies,
and it will become more expensive still. But I'm not just
stealing from the wealthy because [ can. | want to build
something better than what is, and you can be sure thar
the Realm and the other powers in the world will fight to
hold on to what they have. To make something new, we
first have to tear down the old. We have to clear it away
so there's a chance for the rest of us.

['m not just a pirate. ['m a rebel against the Realm and
all of its allies. Today, [ sail my ship against merchant
traders and tax collectors. Today, 1 give wealth back to the
people. Tomorrow, | will have two ships, then five, then a
dozen or more, | will strike raids against the powers of the
world that will drawn their attention and their wrath, but
I will weaken them in time. Then, the time will come
when [ will lead a fleet of ships against the Blessed Isle,
when the people will rise up against the Realm and put an
end to the rule of the Dragon-Blooded, That day is some
time off, but [ know that it will come eventually. For now,
I work against the rulers of the world and inspire the people
for the future.

ARMATTAN ON JUSTICE
I tracked the raiders through the shifting dunes of the

desert with Sirah at my side. Their trail led east, and | soon
caught sight of a thin rivulet of smoke rising from a fire. As
the sun sank into the distant sea at my back, painting the
desert in shadows of red and orange, | climbed a low duneon
my belly to look over it and down into the bandits’ camp.

There were about a dozen of them, gathered around a
small fire as the heat of the sun faded away. | could see a
collection of goods taken from the caravan, and [ sought
out and spied the man whao'd struck me down. 1 began to
slide back from the crest of the dune when the cool metal
of a blade touched my neck.

“Whar have we here! said a voice from behind me.
“Aspy!” | turned over slowly to face the man who stood
above me. | hadn't heard him approach. 1 glanced to the
side and saw Sirah was missing before my eves returned to
the bandit locking down ar me.

“You're just in time, desert rar,” he said with a
sneer twisting his mouth. "We could use a lictle
entertainment tonight.”

*I'll try to prove amusing,” | said flatly, not moving as
his sword pressed close against my exposed neck, “In facr,
let me show you a trick.”

*MNo tricks,” the bandit said. “Stand up, slowly."

“Oh, vou'll find this one interesting, | promise.” Then
there was a roar, and Sirah leapt from concealment and
onto the bandit's back. He let out a scream and stumbled
to the side as [ flipped over the top of the dune and onto my
feet. The men below us looked up at the sound of the cry
as | drew my khatar from its sheath.

“Retributionisat hand!" I shoured, and Sirah bounded
to my side, mouth wet with blood. [ called on the Uncon-
quered Sun for the srrength [ needed and felt my skin
harden like iron as the fires burned within me. Then, I fell
among the bandits like a blazing star. They drew blades and
attacked, but their weapons were like pinpricks to me,
while mine carried the force of my wrath with it. As we
fought, L could feel light radiating from my forehead like a
brand. Gradually, it grew to encompass my body in heatless
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The Rule of Law

The Zenith Caste believes in the rule of law,
after all, its members were the rulers and lawmak-
ersof the Old Realm, and they know that a lawful
society is the safest, most productive and most
prasperous. But laws must be made to uphold
righteousness and virtue, not the other way
around. Unjust laws are made to be broken and
averturned, just as unjust rulers must be defied
and overthrown eventually. So, the members of
the Zenith Caste see no conflict between righ-
teousness and defying the laws of the Realm and
its Dragon-Blooded rulers: Indeed, as they see it,
the righteous must oppose them.

Resplendent Suns may foment rebellion
against unrighteous rulers, incite mobs to riot
against unfair laws, free slaves and raid ships
and caravans belonging to the Realm, the
Guild, the Deathlords or other enemies of
righteousness. The wealth and goods the Ze-
niths seize helpsupport their cause, while many
of those they save from slavery or incite to
rebel become their followers and supporters.
The Realm and its allies brand these Exalted
bandits, pirares and traitors and offer rewards
for their capture or their heads.

The Zeniths aren't anarchists. They don't
believe in rebellion for rebellion’s sake. Most
are fighting against injustice and tyranny in the
world in hopes of building something better
once the old structures have been torn down.
Players and Storytellers should consider. the
long-term goals of the Zenith Caste (and the
other Solar Exalted). What will they do when
their current struggle for survival is overl If a
character’s goal is to overthrow the Realm, what
comes next after that is achieved?

The Zeniths also know that their fight isn't
going to be a quick or an easy one. The Dynasty
has ruled the Realm for centuries, while other
enemies, such as the Deathlords and their
Malfean masters, are even older. Most also real-
ize that the infrastructure of the Realm is all that
holds Creation together. Outside in the Wyld
lurk the forces of the Fair Folk and chaos,
awaiting the opportunity to strike again. Sweep-
ing away the old order en masse may give the
Fair Folk just the opportunity they are looking
for; so the Zenith must measure their actions
carefully or else they may save the world from
tyranny, only to see it drown in a tide of never-
ending chaes and madness.

fire until the surviving bandits fell back from me and bepan
to flee. Sirah pounced on one, pinning him to the ground,
tulfilling my unspoken wish. The bandit’s surviving
panions fled into the desert, and | ler them, knowing |
could rrack them as | had before.

AT

The bandit pinned by my feline friend was the one
whao had struck me down the day betore, which seemed like
a lifetime ago in my memory. The wound I'd gziven him
along his arm was bandaged, half-concealed under has
robe. Lseized him and pressed my kharar against his throar.

“Mow, my friend,” [ said, 1 will have some answers
from vou." His eyes widened in terror, and he tried 1o
chake out a reply, bur all thar came was a srrangled purgle.

Finally, he managed 1o stammer.

“I... 'cannot.”
"“You will,” 1 said gravely, “or...."

“WNo," he shoolc his head feebly. *1 carmaor, | cannot betray
the nath!" The fingers of his right hand uncurled, and ©saw the
sign branded there, an open eye in lines of red, faintly glowing
in the shadows theown by the fire. | recalled seemng it for a
moment the previous day, before the darkness chamed me.

“The oath," he said. It was the oath sworn to the
Perfect, the ruler of Paragon. 'd heard tales abour Paragon,
ro the north, near the shore of the Grear Inland Sea. Its
ruler, known as the Perfect, wielded powerful magic,
including the ability to exacran cath of allegiance from his
people, an path that resulted in a slow, painful death for
whoever ]_'u.:tr;“'q:qi it. But we were far from P:‘al‘.fl_ufm: and
these desert raiders looked like no citizens of any city.

In the end, the bandit did betray his cath, although 1
spared him the agony of his berraval and granred him a quick
and merciful death. 1t is likely more than he deserved. He

rold me how his people and other desert-folk became vassals
of the Perfect, swearing the oath like the citizens of Paragon
and serving its rulers wishes. Now, apparently, the Perfect
wanted them to raid caravans traveling to Gem, to steal
ust. [t was clear to me rhar

their cargoes of stones and fire
the Perfect had plans for the mines of the Sourth and that he
also had much ro answer for.

Whaoappomted me arbiter of justice? The Unconquered
Sun, inall of his wisdom. It is my experience that there may
ke law and order, but there is little justice in the world now.
Mot when rulers like the Perfect bind their people in the
chains of amagical cath or when banditsrule in place of kings.
*I offer vou succor and place the power to seek justice in vour
hands,” the Unconquered Sun said to me, and it is true. Our
duty is to make the world a more righteous place, and one of
rhe first steps toward that goal is tobring the wicked to justice,
cutting the rot from the body of the warld.

Ower the days that followed my Exalration, [ tracked
the remainder of the bandits through the desertand visited
justice upon each of them but not before they rold me all
that they knew about the Perfect’s plans, which, unforru-
narely, was very little. | knew that one dav [ would have to
deal with the Perfect and his goals for the South, but before
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that day came, [ still had much o learn abour my gifrs and
my duty. So, after my work in the desert was done, I made
my way north and west, with the gems [ recovered lining
my pocketsand Sirah ar my heels. [ knew [ could nor return
o Gem vet, since no one would believe my tale and would
likely think that | had betraved and killed my fellow
travelers to steal the stones for myself.

Instead, I made my way to the Lap first, to lose myself
armong the people there. | provided aid where L could, studied
and learmed more and warched carefully for sions of rouble.
Imet another like me there. He wasa tired-looking man, worn
and rugged from the road, but one of the greatest fighters [ had
ever seer. | helped him escape when he drew the arrention of
the Dragon-Blooded and learned from him there were others
like us — not many, but enough that we found each other
from time to time. Thar was when [ decided to leave the Lap
and return to Gem. [ offered for him to travel with me, but my
Dawn brother had other plans and bid me farewell.

I decided | would seek our others like myself, the
Chosen of the Unconguered Sun, and help them under-
stand their purpese. Together, we could accomplish far
more than any of us could alone. Accomplish what? Why,
the salvation of the world, of course. | know that sounds like
alot, but it's a matter of taking things one step at a time, as

[ have. Sometimes, individuals do get the chance tosave the
whole of Creation, like the Scarlet Empress did when she
threw back the Fair Folk, bur most of the time, it's a matrer
of helping one person or one village at a time. Those deeds
add up, and when you look back on them, it's amazing what
vou can accomplish, what we can accomplish, topether.

F1re ORCHID ON LEADERSHIP

The thing [ have learned about heroism is that dealing
with the immediate threat is often the easiest pare of the
job. When rhe Fair Folk threarened Masi and my home, 1
didn't give much thought to what | was doing in challeng-
ing them. When | leapt from my burning house, all [ was
concernad with was driving them off and reaching safety.
It’s atter you've won the victory or driven off the enemy
that things start to get complicated.

So there | was, my home in flames, an awed and
stunned boy at my side, with the village suffering some
damage from the arrival of Hayashi and his troupe. I'd
heard the voice of the Unconguered Sun speaking to me,
could feel the power still seething inside me, the power
that had allowed me to survive and drive off the raiders —
for the rime being ar least. [ knew betrer than most what
it meant, for me and for those around me. | could not
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ZENITH

ADMINISTERING JUSTICE

In the First Age, the members of the Zenith
Caste were the judges and the atbiters of justice.
Theysaw toit that the guilty were pumished and the
innocent protected and ensured that the punish-
ment for wrongdoing fit the crime. In the Second
Age, the Pillars of the Sun are forced to carry out
their duties without the support of the Realm or its
laws, which havedeclared them outlawsand Anath-
ema. Still, that does not change the fact that justice
is one of the duties of the Zenith Caste, and there
is certainly a grear need for justice in the world.

Some Zeniths answer the cry for justice by
finding and punishing wrongdoers, particularly
those the law cannot {r::rt‘ will 1‘1{'.1!_‘.} touch. The
bandits who robavillage, only to be found slain the
nextday, the stolen goods returned. The killerwhao
stalks from the shadows, only to vanish and men-
ace others no more. The cruel despot overthrown
by astranger. These things and many others are the
work of the Zenith Caste pursuing justice.

But justice is not just a matter of punishing
crimes. It is also about seeing that the right thing
isdone; that each person receives what ishisorher
due. In the eyes of the Zenith Caste, the natural
order of the world has been upset, with bandits and
despots ruling over nations and the Celestial Ex-
alted exiled from their rightful place. The Pillars of
Heaven seek justice for themselves as well as for
the rest of the world, especially for the terrible
wrong done to them at the end of the First Age.

remain in Rana. [would have to move betore word of what
happened reached the Immaculare Order and the officials
of the Realm; before the Wyld Hune came looking for me.
Bur 1 knew thar with the disappearance of the Scarlet
Empress it might be some rime before the Hunt was
gathered. Even isolated as [ was, [ had some inkling of the
goings-on in the Realm. The Scarler Houses were in
disarray, circling each other warily like jackals over a kill.

MMore important was the future of the village of Rana.
Yes, L had drivenoff the Fair Folk, and Masi had already begun
talking, labbling on about my herosm and the amazing deeds
['d performed. Bur what abour when Havashi rerurned, as |
knew that he would? 1 could remain and face himeagain, bue
J |.;':ITH "'iE'li WAS T || " ||. HL,': WA '||.||I.,I_';,'|: LR LS "\."u"'il I:'l, HoTiater 'I:I, ] A T.l-lil'l'l_
before. Perhaps [ could stand againsr i, but could Rana? |
needed to lead danger away from the village, not directly ro
[l: I:'l” ] I.'.l‘:-l.']-.]l‘l‘] i.L:H"-'{: |hl.'. "-"El'l.'lgl,,'::h I'll,_":l'l'lll!_'h'w-., I:_"irhl']'.

There was nothing to salvage from my villa. [r was a
part of my old life, a life of quict and contentment that [
thoughtwas mine, but it wasn’tand probably never will be,

Onee a soldier, always a soldier, as they say. So, [ ler my

villa buen { LAY, FIVED rhat therse was 1111‘.hi'1j__r_ [ eauld do
abour it), took Mazt in row and headed for the village
proper to see what damage had been done.
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afew dead, one house mranstormed inro a strange somr of ree, its
titnbers sinking roots into the ground, puttine forth leaves and
prowing wicked spikes thar had wopaled an old man, Rising
Star. The headman of the village, a flond, red-faced Easrerner
nanned Certan, rashed up to us as we approached the square,
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insisted on addressing me like some displaced naohility,
“Thank the Immaculate

although [ didn’t care for it
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[ smiled thinly, “Only one god had anything o do
with my safety, Certan.” At that, it was as ifa dam burst and
words came spilling from Masi in a floed. He proceeded to
tell the entire tale of hus rush ro warn me of the Fair Folk's
attack, how [ fended off their leader with nothing more
-.l"li'“'l d |'!|:|':'. i{l'll.J'H‘I DT '::.";'.:ili'"."' i.:i'l'lil rn'_. |1a:Trii11Lf "|'|.I|H i H'J ..';lli.l
in great derail how [ magically donned my armorand drowve
oft the Fair Folk with a fearsome display of sword fighting,
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certain thar rhe rale would grow wirth each and every
telling). Certan was quite impressed, to say the least, and
laoked ar me like a oift descended from Heaven.

“Oh, wondrous lady,” he said, “we are in vour debr!
Surely with vou here, the Fair Folk will not be so quick to
attack agam. You will drive them off and—"

“No," | sud, and the headman's speech skidded roa
halr like a dog orving o step on a polished marble floor.

“Wha...™ he managed ro stumble our. *N... no®™

"No," [ repeated. "l won't always be here to drive off
the Fair Folle, Cettan. My home is burning and will soon be
nothing but ash. All that | have is whar you see with me.
| have a purpose in this world, a dury [ musr tulfill, and |
cannot do so by remaining here.”

“But... but we will build you a new home!” Cerran
saidd, looking like he wasnear tears, “A palace! We will gifr
vou with livestock and the finest of the harvest, with
whatever we have, but please, | beg vou, do not abandon
us in our tme of need!”

“Cerran, be still, Who said ;‘m*_,'l,h g about abandon-
ing you! | said only that | won't always be here to fight your
battles for vou. Youmust learn todo char for vourselves, bur

[ am willing to teach vou that much, at least.” And so
began my work in teaching the folk of Rana the arts of war.

[t was no simple tack, They were citizens of a petry
kingdom that, like so many others, forbade its citizens from
bearing arms, foran armed and rrained populace does not
need to fear ourside threats so much, nor is it 50 easily
inclined to bow head to oppressive taxes, So, Lhelped give
Fana a measure of independence.

The Unconquered Sun gave me two tasks in my Exalea-
rion: “strike down the un Fighiteons with your fury, and guide
others with your wisdom." | see the second as more important
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than the first. [t's one thing o rravel about simiting monsters
and fending off those who prey on the helpless and rhe
intiecent and quite another to guide the people of the werld,
tocreate a real change i their lives_ | think the concen of the
Fealm and the Dragon-Blooded was co make the people of the
Threshold dependent on them, It served their purpose well,
since it kept power in the hands of the Dynasty and their
legions. But [ have no desire to rule like the Drapon-Blooded
have done. If 1 am to guide others with my insight, then let it
be roward a gi.‘l:.-I] that makes them more able to care for
themselves. There will always be tasks roo grear for any single
person, but [ believe there is nothing beyond the reach of a
people who act together for a commoen cause,

So | tanghr rhe people of Rana, formed a militia and
showed them how to fight against enemies great and small.
| also planted the seeds of how 1o teach others, so they
could maimrain whar | bepan. | understand rhar young
Masi wants nothing more than to be a militiaman one day,
and | suspect that he'll be a good one. When Hayashi and
his band returned, as | knew they would, [ stood wich allies
at my back as well, That day, the Fair Folk learned Rana
would not be casy prey for them in the future, and 1 lefe
them with one arher gift. | marked Havashi in hattle with
the wound that drove him from the field (thought | regret
tosay that Ldid not slay him ). | am certain that he will not
forget the injury bur thar he will give licrle mind ro a small

village in the Threshold, putting his artention instead on
obtaining his revenge against the “old woman"” who de-
feated him twice. | suppose, one day, Rana will send the rax
collector packing as well, and a well-deserved banishmenr
it will be given that the wwn's rulers had never given it
anvthing bur tax assessments and conscription notices.

=0, wie Zeniths teach and puide ochers to deal with
those dangets in the wotld that they can and take the
threats that are too great for them upon ourselves, which
15 just as it should be, As T try o rell the youngsrers who
make up the rest of my Circle, it is not enough for us to
battle and overcome if we do not also build and leave
things better than when we found them.,

WIND ON TRUTH

Raiton flew through the rwisting streers of Gerhamane
like his namesake, and | followed, the buildings and the
turnings blurring past as | ran and leapt hke never befor . The
white and golden plow around me lic my way through the
darkness, brighter than atorch or lantern, Itshowed the startled
taces of the few people who poked their heads out of doors and
windows to see what was poing on and, jusr asquickly, ducked
back in, 1o close and lock the portals behind them,

[ don’t know for certain how long we ran, my thoughts
were focused only on keeping Raiton in sight, since | had
matty questions for the mysterious visitor, My mind was in
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LEADERS AND FOLLOWERS

The Zenith Exalted are born leaders, and part of
their purpose is to guide others, both their fellow
Exalred and mortals, toward a better life. 'ﬂlﬂ-‘ can
encourage others toward viruous and righteous be-
havior and also inspire confidence and self-reliance.

Zeniths tend o have followers (and the Follow-
ers Backeround) more than any other Solar Caste,
16’ part of their nature to gain the attention and the
lovaltyofothers. Some Resplendent Sunsaccept this
r::s;.vn*:rlhlilt'i.- easily and choose to a:ﬂl.'hi'l their fol-
lowers around them. These Exalts create cults and
mercenary companies, found villages and towns or
else are chosen to lead or even rule places far enough
from the Realm that the Wyld Hunt doesn't threaren
them. The Zenithsattempt to be fairand just leaders,
ouiding their people toward rightecusness and di-
recting them against their enemies.

Other Zeniths prefer to lead by example and
rhetoric but do not take on followers. These
Golden Bulls prefer not to be tied down two a
p'-irn::ulfn' ]']'1{_1: or to deal with the difficulties of
leading and providing for a large following. In-
stead, they travel far and wide (often in the
compaty ofaCircle), carrying the message of the
Unconquered Sun and providing guidance to
others in timesof need. When the crisis is passed
and they have done what they can to ensure the
people can fend for themselves, these Zeniths
move on, always just ahead of the Wyld Hunt
and their other enemies, leaving behind them
stories of their legendary deeds.

Storytellers may want to consider the size of
followings allowed for Exalted characters in the
series (both for Zeniths and other castes). Some
series are better suited to large groups of followers
than others, and players should adjust their char-
acter concepts accordingly.

turmoil over what had passed between us, aver the terrible
creature thar had arracked Gentle Song and over the way
that | had helped to slay it. When Rairon finally came to

rest, | snw that we were in a ruined and abandoned part of

the city. The light around me cast dark shadows amidst
crumbling walls of stone overgrown with mountain lichen
and mosses.

Raiton cocked his head, as if listening to some sound
[ couldn’thear. Then, he turned toward me, his expression
unreadahble, his eyes mysterious.

“They will come for vou soon enough,” he said, *the
Wyld Hunt.™ | felt a chill shudder through my limbs, and

the fullness of my fate began to weigh upon me.

“What have vou done to me!” | said, my quavering
viice barely above a whisper, although | wanted to shout,
to grab the dark stranger by his shoulders and shake him.

“l have saved your life,” Raiton said quietly, “as [ failed
to do so long ago. 1t is a debt | have carried since then.”

“What do vou mean? | asked. “We only met a few
nights ago.”

Raiton looked at me for a moment, and I could feel a
sense of... longing, as his eyes lingered on mine, Then, he
looked away. “My debt is paid. You must leave Gerhamane
hefare the Realm’s hounds come for vou, oh, Resplendent
Sun, It will be dawn soon enough.”

“What did you call me”

“COne of your many titles. You are among the Chosen
of the Unconguered Sun, and | suspect that you have
much work ahead of you, if you escape from the children
of our betrayers. Farewell.” A single, graceful leap rook him
up to the top of the wall four yards above our heads, his
cloak spreading around him like wings.

“Wait!” | said, “You can't just leave me here! [ need
vour help!”

Raiton looked down ar me and something unreadable
flashed across his face. “And vou received it,” he said. “My
debr is paid, and we are even. Perhaps we will meet again.”

He spread his cloak, and the shadows flowed arcund
him. The cloak became wings as Raiton shrank into the
form of his namesake, His shadow passed across the bright
face of the Moon, his caw echoed against the cold stones,
anid he was gone. [ stood among the ruins alone, sur-
rounded by a fire that gave me no warrth.

“Dan’t look to him for any more help,” said a voice
from behind me.

[ spun to face the stranger, my sword raised to fend off
an attack. The golden light revealed a woman standing
close behind me. She was smaller than me, smaller even
than Gentle Song, with a round face and a wide, flar nose.
Her dark hair was braided at the nape of her neck, and her
wide eves were the rich color of the fine amber that
gleamed from her ears, as was the runic she wore over a
locse-fitting pair of dull-orange pants. A wooden walking
staff resred lightly in her hands.

“Be at ease,” she said to me, holding out an open hand.
“l am no threat toyou. Lam here tohelpyou. My name isSula.”

“Help me! [ said somewhat dumbly, the sudden burst
of energy draining from my limbs. “No one can help me,”
| said, shaking my head, feeling the rears begin to well up
in my eyes as the enormicy of my fate fell upon me. *1 must
meditate and pray to the Immaculate Dragons for their
guidance, hope for forgiveness...” | began to drop into the
First Lorus Posirion, bur Sula's hfmd shot out and roughly
orabbed ry shoulder.

“Sitting and praying isn't going to helpyou!” she said.
“You need to move! You glow brighter than a torch, boy!
It won't take long for them to find you, even our here. You
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need to get out of sight and give your anima time to dim.
[ know a safe place, if you're willing to trust me.”

*“Why should 17" [ said, pulling away from her grasp,
“How do 1 know that you're not a spirit come to lure me
into some dark runnel and devour me!”

"I isten to vour heart,” she said, “but if it helps, | swear
upon the names of Gaia and Luna, the Five Maidens and the
Unconguered Sun. If my wordsare not the truth, may [ suffer

their anger for my lies,” Although she swore in the names of

gods that the Immaculates had forbidden to the lips of the
unExalted, it was as though [ could feel the weight of her
words, and | knew it was not an oath taken lightly.

“Alright,” | said, “show me the way.”

Sula helped me to hide and, eventually, to leave
(iethamane behind. She alsa raught me who and what |
was. She told me she belonged to the Culr of the TlHumi-
nated. | had heard of them but had always dismissed them
as 1 minor heresy found in the Threshold. But the cult held
ro the belief that the Exalred, those who the Immaculate
Order labels Anathema, are, in truth, the foreordained
saviors of all Creation, The surras of the [lluminated Ones
tell us “In the time of greatest despair for the Bealm, there
will come those who wear the light of the sun asif it were
amantle. They will bring light inro the darkness and show
the way to righteousness and eternal bliss.”

They also say, “The lluminated Ones carry the legacy
of the First Age, made pure and whole once again, so that

they may restore all of Creation.” Sula says that [ and
athers like me partake of the Essence of the Solar Exalred,
who became corrupt in the First Age and were slain by the
Diragon-Blooded for their hubris, The Unconquered Sun
has granted us the blessing of their power so that we can
undo the harm that has been done to the world. Now, itis
the Dragon-Blooded whaose false and overweening pride
draws the anger of the Incamna.

Sula herself is one of the Sidereal Exalted, the Chosen
of the Five Maidens, who stand behind the Cule of the
Numinated and guide its hands, She is a Chosen of the
Maiden of Journeys, and she explained o me how her
horoscopes and divinations guided her to me. As the
Sidereals advised the Solar Exalted in the Old Realm, so
Sula advised and taught me. As I learned, my fear of what
[ had become changed. [ nolonger fear the gifes | was given,
[nstead, | fear for the Realm and all Crearion, if we do nor
unite to stand against the forces thar threaten us.

To do that, we must bring the truth ro the people and
the world, The Diragon-Blooded have concealed the rruth
through their rule and through the Immaculate Philoso-
phy, which teaches that they are the closest o spiritual
perfection. They forbid the worship of the Incarna, and
they hunt down the rebom Celestial Exalted to eliminate
any threat to their reign. We must show the world that we
are not the demons we are made out to be, but the Chosen
of the gods, here to lead the way to a new golden age.

It will not be easy to convince people of the truth. 1
had a difficulr time accepting it myself, and I heard the
Unconguered Sun’s voice, felt the power within me. |
kriow that the Immaculare Order and the Dragon-Blooded
will call us monsters, Anathema, and say that we are only
trying ro deceive, but we will demonstrate the truth ro the
world through our words and our deeds.

THE WHOLE TRUTH

Of course, Wind doesn't know the whele truth
about things. In fact, few of the Solar Exalred do.
Although they are gifted with power and insight by
the Unconguered Sun, the Solar Exalted (and the
Zeniths in particular) aren’t necessarily privy to all
the secrets of Creation. In fact, most Solars are still
very much in the process of learning who and what
they are, piecing together fragmentary memories
and dreams of the First Age, discovering their own
abilities and exploring the past.

Wind is berter informed than many Solars; but
even he doesn’t know that the Sidereal Exalted are
actually behind the Immaculate Order as well as the
Cult of the Hluminated or that the Sidereals were
the ultimare authors of the overthrow of the Solar
Exalted in the First Age. Part of the work of the
Zenith Caste is discovering the rruth abour the
world. Bur Exalted are still fallible, and they may
come to believe things that aren’t true, like the
docerines of the Cult of the uminared or those of
the Immaculare Order. They also sometimes act on
these mistaken beliefs:

Storytellers should remind plavers to separate
what they know (from reading the Exalted book and
other sourcebooks, such as this one) from what their
characters know, Storytellers should also feel free
change the truth to suit their own series and ro
provide players with a few surprises from time to
time. For example, imagine discovering that the
Sidereal Exalred had nothing to do with the down-
fall of the Solars, it being instead a secret alliance
hetween the Dragon-Blooded and the Deathlords!

There are many layers of truth in Exalted. For
:_:}:at]'q"n]r_-,, ﬂit]1u:_!-|_1l|__{l"| Wind knows that the Terrestrial
Exalted rebelled against the Solars, he doesn't know
about the role the Sidereals played or their reasons.
He also doesn’t know about the role of the Lunar
Exalted in the downfall of the Solars or other facts
the Gold faction of the Sidereal Exalted finds incon-
venient. Let the discovery of one truth reveal even
maore 1‘11}'5[1_'1'1-:'5 fl_rr |'.11L'. -;.':h:-'l:r:-'u:tf:rs o UMCOVET, and
never ler them forger that information is only as
reliable as the source it comes from.
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CHAPTER THREE

- THE WORLD
AWAITI

The Zenith Caste is by no means united in its
views or opinions. Although the Zeniths carry the
message of the Unconguered Sun and believe in up-
holding righteousness, they don’t always agree on the
hest means of doing so or on how to deal with the forces
arrayed against them in the world.

Like all Solars, the Zeniths quickly learn to
respect the power of the Dragon-Blooded and the
Realm. The Scarler Houses and the Wyld Hunt still
try to murder any Solar Exalted they discover, so the
Zeniths must tread carefully where the Dragon-
Blooded are concerned. Although many of the
Hammers of Heaven would like nothing better than
to bring down the Manses of the Dragon-Bloaded,
raz¢ the Palace Sublime and rebuild the lmperial
Ciry from the ruins, they know rhar the Realm is
powerful and they are few. For now the Blessed Isle
is far too dangerous a place for any of the Solar
Exalted to walk openly.

Many Zeniths hold out hope for even the Dragon-
Blooded; recalling rhe days when they faithfully
served the Celestial Exalted and helped keep the
Old Realm safe from harm. Some believe that once
the corruption is roored our of the Realm and its
houses that the remaining Dragon-Blooded can be
restored to their proper place in the world. Of course,

some point out that, having rasted power for so long,
the Terresrrial Exalted may not easily return to their
role as servants,

Although their views of the world are shaped
by their Exaltation and the wisdom imparred to
them by the Unconquered Sun, the Resplendent
Suns all begin their existences as ordinary humans
and are shaped by their experiences prior ro the
Second Breath. Those from the Threshold have
usually seen hardship, either in the form of Fair
Folk and bkarbarian raids or from oppressive rulers
who keep their domains safe at the cost of liberty
and human suffering. This often makes the Zeniths
ill-disposed to both the rulers of the Threshold and
the forces that lie bevond the edges of Creation.
Those Pillars of the Sun who hail from the Realm
itself must often struggle with self-doubr and exile
from their home, since they are labeled Anathema
and stalked by the Wyld Hunr.

When vou first create your Zenith character,
take rime to consider how the character’s back-
pround and life before raking the Second Breath
influence relations with the other factions and people
of the world. The rales of the ‘Exalted in the earlier
chaprers of this book affect the views they offer here,
an example of the range of opinions found among the
Fillars of the Sun.

e ———
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PANTHER

THE SCAVENGER LANDS

[f you would see the future of the world, I'd say look
no further than the Scavenger Lands, Not that [ chink
the Lands represent our future fare as they are now, but
they hold the seeds of a greater future, if we culrivate
them properly. My Circle is unired in its desire to free
the Threshold from the rule of the Realm, and the
Scavenger Lands are the ideal place for us to starr.

First, these lands never swore allegiance to the
Realm or the Dragon-Blooded. A glimmer of the pride
af the Old Realm remains here, in the place that was
once its heartland. Although the Blessed Isle may have
been the head of the Old Realm, the East was its heart,
and the heart is stronger at bearing hardship than the
head. The Scavenger Lands are still fertile and rich,
although ravaged by the Great Contagion like every-
where else. Many people have moved here ro farm the
land and build new towns and villages.

The Scavenger Lands have twe great challenges
that we Exalted can face, one from withour and the
other from within. The region faces threats from
outside, particularly from the Fair Folk and the
Deathlords. The Deathlord Mask of Winters has al-
ready taken Thorns, his forces poised to enter the
Scavenger Lands from the south. To the cast, near the
Elemental Pole of Wood, lie Wyld places. Fair Folk
and barbarians raid and plunder almost at will, with
none to challenge them but ill-prepared local militias
and us. If the Scavenger Lands are to prosper, they
must be protected from the forces that would invade
and conquer them or those that would simply strip
rhem clean and leave nothing but bones and living
husks with the dreams torn from their souls. Already,
my Circle has confronted raiders and negotiated with
the Mask of Winters, and | have heard of other
Exalted deing much the same.

The Scavenger Lands also face danger from
wirhin, and this is the greater of the two challenges.
Although they have potenrial, the Lands are not
united, and they must unite if they are to become a
power to challenge the Realm and the rule of the
Diragon-Blooded. In Nexus, in the arena, I thought
only about myself — how | would survive to see my
next sunrise. Many people in the Scavenger Lands
and the Threshold think this way. Nexus is a prime
example: The city is like a beast: thinking only of
feeding its hunger, finding a marte to rur with and
fighting off any that invade its territory. It is blind
to ideals of justice, honor and righteousness, and it
is our duty to open its eyes, and the eyes of all
people, to guide them back onto the righe pach.

Much the same is true of the other cities and rowns
of the River Province.

In my experience, people react to hardship in
one of two ways. The first is to turn inward and
protect themselves, hardening against the suffering
of others so they can survive. That is what happened
to most of the folk of the Scavenger Lands — and the
world, People in Nexus mind their own business and
step over strangers bleeding in the streers rather
than risking their own necks. But the other way
people react to hardship is to come rogether, to unite
and become greacer than they were before. They care
tor each ather, and their suffering is like a crucible,
burning away the impure and crearing something
fine and precious. The Scavenger Lands are a cru-
cible; and we, the Chosen of the Unconquered Sun,
are the flames that purify.

THE REALM

The Realm is only a shadow of its former glary, but
it is still worthy of our respect, if not our allegiance.
The Dragon-Blooded have held the Blessed lsle for
centuries and ruled the Realm with a strong hand, ar
least until the Scarlet Empress disappeared, breaking
the unity of the houses and setting them ar each others
throats. The Dragon-Bloods have also maintained the
Wyld Hunt, which, for centuries, has slain any of our
kind returning to the world. All it will take is for the
Scarlet Houses to unite behind a new ruler for the
Wyld Hunt to regain its full strengrh and for the
[ragon-Blooded to turn their attention roward us again.
However, this time, they will not find us frightened
and confused, newly reborn into the world.

Although the rulers of the Realm have declared
themselves our enemies, notall of the Dragon-Blooded
need to be. | have fought with as well as against the
Terrestrial Exalted, and they are worthy allies when
they choose ro uphold whart is righteous. Some of the
outcastes in the East and elsewhere in rhe Threshold
care little for the politics of the Realm, and they may
come to suppart us, Even the great houses may do so,
once the corruprion within them have been cut out and
we have shown them the error of their ways.

The most corrupt of the Dragon-Blooded are the
ones whao have set aside their traditional role and try
to be something they are nor. The Terrestrial Ex-
alted were made by the Elemental Dragons to he
soldiers, nat rulers. They are excellent warriors, bur
their rule is based on a soldier's understanding of
rulership. They rule by strength alone, unguided by
wisdom or understanding of higher principles. Even
the rule of the Scarletr Empress was based on her
power to enter the Imperial Manse and repel the
invasion of the Fair Folk and on the power she




sathered in the vears that followed. Power withour
suidance, without higher purpose, turns to tyranny,
and it will not be easy to convince the Dragon-
Blooded to give up the power they have raken.

THE WYLD

Our misguided brothers whao rule the Blessed Isle
are a challenge to overcome, hur even they are nothing
compared to the power of the Wyld and that which lies
beyond the gares of Creation. The Wyld is chaos and
madness, and all that dwell there are infected with it
[t stands like a roaring river, only barely held back from
the fields of Crearion by a weakening dam. For now, we
can only rush from place to place, shoring up the dam
when it leaks and madness pours into the world. In
time, we will have to strengthen the dam and build its
walls higher, or the Wyld will deewn us all.

The creatures of the Wyld are dangerous because
their only purpose is to rear down and destroy what we
build. The Dragon-Blooded and the Realm are foes we
can understand; they seek to conquer and rule. The
Wyld barbarians seek only ro destroy. The Fair Folk
feed on our dreams and our souls. There can be no real
parlay with them, any more than one can forge a lasting
peace with storm or plague. We can only fight them
when they appear and force them back where they
came from. If we do not, then civilization — and,
perhaps, all Creation — is doomed.

Of greatest concern in the Wyld are the Lunar
Exalted. They were once our partners and allies,
helping guide Crearion and the Old Realm. They
suffered much at the end of the First Age, and
those that dwell now in the Wyld seek vengeance
for the wrongs done them. But allowing the Lunars
to raze cities and nations and sew chaos is not
justice, and their misguided atracks must be
stopped. Dace believes there is some hope for the
Lunars, that we can reason with them and perhaps
even reclaim them from the Wyld. I hope that he
is right, but we cannot allow our hopes to prevent
us from doing what we must to defend the Thresh-
old and its people. Any Lunar who sends beastmen
and barbarians to raid and pillage must answer to
my Circle and to me.

THE SHADOWLANDS

When Swan and the others of my Circle proposed
an alliance with the Deathlord Mask of Winters, I
opposed it, and | oppose it still. No matter how well
Swan handled negotiations with the new ruler of
Thorns and no matter how useful the Deathlord's
support may be to our work in the Scavenger Lands, |
say that no pood can come of alliances with the
Deathlords and their kind.
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As much as the Fair Folk and the things of the
Wyld, rhe Deathlords represent a disruption of the
natural order. The dead must move on from this
world to what awaits them, or else, there will soon be
no room in the world for the living, As a priest of the
Unconguered Sun, it is my dury to bring light into
the darkness and to lay hungry ghosts and walking
dead ro rest. Our “alliance” may buy us valuable time
to deal with more pressing matrers, but mark my
words, sooner of larer, the Mask of Winters will turn
on his supposed “allies,” and we will not be able to
strike first without violating the agreement we have
made. For now, we can only hope to be prepared
when the Deachlord chooses to act.

For the Deathlord’s minions, living and unliving,
[ feel anly pity. The restless dead should be allowed
some solace and rhe means to pass on, while the living
should not be condemned o live like the dead before
their time. The so-called Abyssal Exalted who serve
the Deathlords are a mystery, They are like our dark
reflections. Where did they come from, and what s
their purpose? These are things we must know, if we are
ta deal with them some day.

OTHER SOLAR EXALTED

[t is important for us to have allies in our srruggle
for righreousness. Fortunately, the Unconquered Sun
provides, and each of his Chosen has a special strength.
Apart, we are powerful, but united, there is nothing we
cannot accomplish. I'm lucky to be part of a Perfect
Circle, with members of each caste complimenting
each other and making the whole greater than the sum
of irs parrs. There are times, of course, when I don't
agree with my brothers and sisters, but we discuss all
matters in the open and choose our acrions as a group.

Wirhin the Circle, it is my duty to always remind
my brothers and sisters of the cause that we serve, to
help inspire them. They, in turn, often remind me of
the harsh realities we face and the ways we can deal
with them. As my sisrer Harmonious |ade says, "When
you turn your face to the sun, it’s wise to have someone
standing in your shadow, watching your back.”

(OCEAN PEARL
MORTALS

| don't much care for the term “mortal.” It
sounds like a term the Dragon-Blooded would use, or
the Deathlords. Afrer all, I may live for a very long
time, but | may di¢ tomerrow under a enemy’s blade.
I'm really just as mortal as anyone in the ways thart
really mateer. [ breathe, [ fight, [ love, | hate, and |
prefer the company of “maortals” to most of the
immaortals and Exalted I've met.




| know that my crew and many people in the
islands look up to me and respect me. 1 also know thar
more than a few of them fear me. Would that be any
differenc if 1 was just an infamous pirate caprain?
Perhaps, bur it's not so different. | do whar [ think is
right for my crew and the people, and they understand
that. After all, I chose to mutiny against Blackheart
before the Unconguered Sun chose me, when [ was just
a "mortal.” My power may have let me overcome him,
but [ would have made the effort anyway.

The way [ see it, most people are decent enough. If
you treat them well and give them a good example,
they follow it. The crew thar knows it's earning a share
in the boory works that much harder for it. If you rreat
your shipmates like slaves, then, sooner or later, they
will rebel. That's whar | did, and I'll see to it that any
slavers | encounter find the business of selling flesh far
more expensive than they thoughr.

THE DEATHLORDS

The Dearhlords are a force to reckon with, make
no mistake. The Bodhisattva Anointed by Dark Water
is a power in the West and among the islands and is
none too pleased with me for killing Blackheart. Well,
that and a few raids against ships entering and leaving
the Skullstone Archipelago, which earned us a fair
haul along with the Deathlord's anger.

The Bodhisatrva has placed a bounty an the Scarlet
Saber and me and also sent some of his minions to
plague us. When the Knight of Ghosts and Shadows
captured my first mate, Tanar, while we were in pore, |
followed them back to Onyx on Darkmist to rescue rhe
man. There, | got a firsthand look at the tule of a
Deathlord, and [ didn’t like what | saw.

The buildings were carved from black rock, the
streets filled with people so somber it was difficulr to
tell the dead from rhe living, Not all of them were
dead, though. Onyx puts its dead ro work, so there
were skeletal footmen and bearers, sometimes with
their bones elaborately carved and gilded, and zom-
bies swathed in heavy cloth, wearing masks to cover
their faces. The people of Onyx live in luxury because
the dead do most of the work, but [ suppose they pay
the piper when their time comes to die and they're put
to work as well.

It was in Onyx that I first discovered a Solar
Exalted working for the Deathlords, While | was there,
Isported Moray Darktide. I'd heard rales about him and
wondered if he was one of us. | was disappointed to
discover that he was, rather than one of the Deathlords'
Abyssal Exalted, a member of the Dawn Caste, Fortu-
nately, he didn't spot me when I made my way from the
docks to the Bodhisatrva’s brooding palace.
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Tanar would be the first to say that stealth i=n'r
my greatest talent, but [ still knew some ways to get
into the palace, If you can't avoid drawing artention,
sometimes, the best thing you can do is ger as much
atrention as possible, So, 1 dressed provocatively,
with my face veiled inshimmeringsilk, and approached
the palace as a dancing girl looking to make a few
coing, It wasn't hard to interest the Deathlord's living
guards in some entertainment not composed of dry
bones or rotting flesh, and I'd learned a thing or two
working in seaside taverns. Plus, [ can dance as no
ordinary woman can — my Charms fired the hearts
and loins of the soldiers until they were almost panr-
ing with lust, as | danced and swaved past them,
trailing brightly colored scarves.

Cne of them quickly took me aside, and a blade
pressed against his throat was enough to convinee him
to take me down to the dungeons. Then, [ relieved the
jailer of his keys and his life with a single stroke of my
blade. Thank the Unconguered Sun for Tanar's
strangled warning as | got him free or the sweep of a
soulsteel blade would have raken my head off. 1 rolled
to the side, my own swoerd in mv hand, to face the
Knight of Ghosts and Shadows. The man is beautiful,
but it’s a darkling beauty: flesh pale and cold as marhle,
hair black as night, brow marked with a midnight sun.
He’s the only Abyssal Exalted I've encounrered, and
hope not to meet any more of them. He foughe like a
demon, but he made the mistake of underestimating
Tanar, who distracted him long enough for me o stun
him and for us to make good our escape.

We rook skeletal horses from the Deathlord's own
stables. They are utterly obedient to their riders but
unsertling to ride, all clatrering bones held together
with spun wire. We rode like mad on our stolen mounes
and reached the harbor well ahead of our pursuit,
turning a corner to see a stocky man with blue-gray skin
and pale blue hair, his silken shirt blowing in the wind,
He wore a breastplate of gleaming orichalcum and was
flanked by a pair of zombie sailors: Moray Darkride,
captain of the Mailed Fise.

SOLAR EXALTED

*Leaving our fair island so soon ! Darkeide said
in a mocking rone, a naked blade in his hands,
gleaming in the fading sun. The zombies carried
swords, held at the ready,

"l think I've enjoyed enough of its hospitality,”
[ replied.

*Oh, but vou haven't even begun to sample its
many wonders,” he said, taking a few steps closer, a
smirk rwisting his face. “Like me, for example.”

“I'm not very impressed so far.”




“Allow me the opportunity to change that,” he
said. Then, he sprang, like a saber-toothed hunting cat.

The leap threw me from my mount, but I rolled
with it, planting a foot in Darktide's stomach and
flipping him over my head to roll onro the cobble-
stones. We borth relled to our feet as my sword
came clear of its sheath, just in time to block the
pirate captain's attack, sparks of Essence leaping
from our blades.

“Nicely done,” he said. “You fight well.”

“You haven't seen the half of it,” [ replied. But in
truth, Darkride was more than a match for me. He
struck, [ parried, but he didn't allow me the opportu-
nity to take the offensive, slowly forcing me back
against the side of the alley. | saw his zombies closing
on Tanar, their swords raised. | wanted to tell him to
run, but ke didn’t know where our boat was concealed.

[ blocked another of Darktide’s strikes, but then,
he slipped through my guard and his sword scraped
against my skin. Were it not for my Charms, the blow
might have been faral. As it was, it hurt like pure fire,
and Darktide laughed in triumph.

“First blood to-me!” he crowed.

That was when my anima {lared around me and
| struck, not ar Darkride, bur at his zombies. The
flames burning around me drove away the darkness
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and lit up the small alley. The undead shrank back
like their dry flesh was being seared, rthen they
hroke and fled.

“What are you.., " Darktide began, glancing to-
ward where his crewmen once stood. Thar distraction
was enough of an opportunity, and L struck with all my
strength, slamming him into the far wall. I would have
preferred to finish him, bur there was no time; the
Deathlord's forces were not far behind us, and more of
Darktide's zombies could have appeared at any mo-
ment, so we fled.

It should be no great wonder thar I'm careful
not to embrace all of my Solar brothers and sisters
richt away. I've learned rhe hard way that not all
of the Chosen of the Unconquered Sun further the
cause of rightecusness in the world. I've since
encountered Solars worthy of the name and of my
respect, but my encounter with Moray Darkride
showed me there are those of us who have lost
their way. Lt is up to us Zeniths ro show them the
error of their ways or else send their Essence on to
find a more suitable vessel. The loss of a Solar in
battle is a tragedy, but the loss of one of us to
corruption is far worse.

[t's thanks to men such as Moray Darkuide that the
Dieathlords have come o know the value of having the




Solar Exalted in their service, whatever their patron or
caste. Bur [ can tell vou this, no Deathlord will ever
have me, in life or in death, of that you can he cerrain.

THeE DRAGON-BLOODED

The rulers of their houses may laze abour enjoy-
ing their pleasures, but the kin they send to sea are
hardy enough. Most of the Dragon-Bloods I've en-
countered have been from House V'neef and House
Peleps, and I can almost believe that, like the stories
say, some of them truly have ice warer in their veins
instead of blood. The Peleps especially are fierce
sailors — good fighters, too. Odds are the captain of
an imperial ship is Dragon-Blooded and an Aspect of
Water, though the merchant ships don't always have
Terrestrial Exalted aboard, just enough of them do to
keep things interesting.

I've heard rales and seen things that say the
Diragon-Blooded usurped the Old Realm from us, the
Celestial Exalted. That may well be, bur whether they
did or nor, rhey're certainly making a mess of it now.
They call for as much tribute as ever from rhe Thresh-
old and the islands: jade, coral, silver and silk to
fatren the coffers of the Scarlet Houses, and for what?
S0 they can buy more legions and mercenaries o
strengthen their own claim ro the throne? So they can
throw maore lavish parties and poison a few more
rivals! And when the people of the islands or the
Threshold need the aid of their “divine protectors,”
vou can be sure that the Realm will send the worst
they've got in hopes of being rid of them.

That's one of the reasons | find it hard to hate the
Dragon-Blooded wha find their way cut here. Odds are
they're either not interested in the political scrupgles of
the Blessed Isle or they were sent here as some sort of
exile or punishment. They try to do their duty without
much support, but all the same, | don't let any sympa-
thy tor their plight keep me from plundering their
ships. I've faced my share of the scions of the Realm on
the high seas and on dry land as well, and [ can tell you
that the Dragon-Blooded are no foes to laugh at — not
unless you want to get them angry and careless, thar is.

THE WEST

Ah, the islands of the West. They have been my
home for all of my life, and yer, I find thar | am only
beginning to underseand them. They're a collection of
the best and worst of humanity. Thev're home ta
pirates and raiders, some of them folk [ am proud to call
my friends, mostly cutthroars who would gladly kill
their marhers for a shell necklace. The people of the
Coral Archipelago raid the nearby islands and enjoy
their blood sports, while the Wavecrest Archipelago
quietly rithes ro the Realm and keeps the womenfolk at

home while the men go ro sea. And then there's
Darkmisr Isle and the expanding shadowland that is
the Skullstone Archipelapo.

In the West, I see people who guard themselves
well enough against the occasional siren or group of
Fair Folk who arrive riding sharks and sea horses hur
cannot stand against the might of the Deathlords, or
against the Realm, once a new ruler sits upon the
Scarlet Throne. We Westerners value our freedom, but
| wonder how many of us would be willing to die for it
or, more important perhaps, give up a little of that
freedom in exchange for safety and unity? I think the
time is coming when we will find our the answers,
though they may not be the ones we want or expect.

ARMATTAN
THE SOUTH

Qur duty as the Chosen of the Unconquered Sun
is to bring justice and righteousness to the people,
and the cities of the South are places in dire need of
our puidance. They are ruled either by bandits clarhed
in noble trappings and finery or by despots who
support their rule through magic and the arrifacts of
the First Age. The rulers of the South have lictle
interest in justice, only in maintaining their rule
against anything that may threaten it. They support
the Realm so long as it suirts them, but they are loyal
ro no one but themselves.

When | was first Exalted, | walked our of the
desert and into the Lap because it was the safest place
I could rthink of for me to consider my future. The
more [ considered it, the more | realized thar the cities
of the South are places of great danger to our kind. It
is in rhe cities where the Wyld Hunt seeks us and in
the cities where the rulers and their followers either
seek to use us for their own ends or turn us over to the
hounds of the Realm. Ourside the cities, in the vast
stretches between them and the deep deserr of the
South, our enemies cannot reach us so easily. Before
[ was Exalred, | would not have tried to live alone in
the desert, but now, | know that [ can travel through
it for days withour concern for food or water and
withour being burned by rhe sun. And | am never
truly alone with Sirah at my side.

Yet, we cannot carry out our duty by living in
isolation. [t would be all too tempting to leave the
conflicts of the cities behind and live in the desert,
However, the deserr has dangers of its own. There
are the Wyld places, the Fair Folk and spirits that
will flay a man’s flesh from his bones with the fury of
a sandstorm, so they can carve the bones into flures
for their wind-songs. But we can brave the dangers of
the desert and the badlands like no others, and

40



sometimes we must, to avold the attention of the
Realm and its agents.

THE REALM

Why is the Realm our enemy? Not because of
anything we have chosen, but because of the choices
the Dragon-Blooded have made. If the Realm were a
place of justice and righteousness, | would support its
rule gladly. Bur the disappearance of the Scarlet Em-
press has shown the Realm for what it truly is, a fagade
of beaury and harmony covering decay and decadence
that goes back for centuries. The houses of the Dragon-
Blooded struggle against each other for control of the
Realm, and they have withdrawn their support from
the Threshold to fight their own battles, neglecting
their responsibilities as rulers and guides of the people.

Nat all the Dragon-Blooded are corrupt, some are
fierce and loval soldiers of the Realm, but they do not
understand that their loyalty is misplaced and the
empire they support is crumbling. Unfortunately, it is
difficulr to show them the truth of this, since they do
not trust us or the words of the Unconquered Sun. We
are Anathema ro them, although | have known some
Dragon-Blooded willing to consider us useful rather
than monsters to be hunred down and destroyed.

In the Lap, | met a Dragon-Blooded woman of
House Sesus, named lgnea. We met in a house of
pleasure where you would not expect to find any of the
Exalted. She was seeking information about a parricu-
lar vassal crystal, which she'd heard had tarned up
somewhere in the Lap. | was looking into the death
Jovous Wren, of one of the women who worked in the
house, who I had known in my time in the city. It seems
that Joyous Wren had last held the crystal, a gift from
an unwise lover and rhat someone else had raken i
from her, along with her life.

[ do not think Ignea knew what [ was at first.
Perhaps she rook me fora mercenary or a wanderer. She
warned me to stay out of her parh, a warning [ ignored.
The involvement of the Dragon-Blooded told me this
was a matrer of justice requiring my attention. So 1
investigated further and uncovered a plot involving an
outcaste of the lady's house intent on keeping the spirit
within rhe yassal crystal from its former owner as a
means of blackmail.

When lgnea and | crossed paths again, we tested
each other's mertle, and I could see that she was torn
between cooperating with one of the Anarthema and
regaining the gem. | offered my aid, for a price, and
she agreed. Topether, we recovered the yassal con-
taining the spirit of Ignea’s great-grandfarher, a
renowned sage and advisor to her house, willingly
placed there to conrinue to guide his descendents.
Most of the money she paid me wenrt to the sister of

the woman who died because of it, an innocent caughe
in the struggle within [gnea's family.

[gnea made it clear to me that, should we meer
again, it would not necessarily be on such friendly
rerms, and | believe her. Still, it proves rhar the
Dragon-Blooded are not without honor or loyalty,
even if their support of the corrupt Realm must even-
tually bring us into conflict,

SPIRITS AND FAIR FOLK

If the Dragon-Blooded are foes we can respect and
perhaps even cooperate with, then the other powers of
the South are allies to be wary of or forces entirely
unconcerned with our struggles.

From the shore of the Inland Sea to the depths of
the desert, spirits dwell in the lands of the South, and
they are powers ta be reckoned with. I've heard rales
of the ghosts of Chiaroscuro, although | have never
seen them. My experience with spirits has been in the
desert and the wild lands, where the nomads and
tribes worship and propitiate the little gods with gifts
to fend off their anger and capricious moods. The
South is a land where fire spirits are often found, and
these little gods are among the most dangerous be-
cause they are given to great passion and equally great
anger when they are offended.

In my journey to the Lap, [ encountered many
spirits of the desert, but one took me unawares, and
I nearly paid for my carelessness with my life. After
walking for many days through the deserr, | chose
one night to stop and rest at a tiny oasis | discovered.
Reclining on the shore of a small, silvery pool, my
back against the trunk of a palm tree, 1 quickly
drifted off to sleep.

In my dreams, | found myself in a hall of silken
veils of many colors, blowing gently in a warm breeze
that broughe the scent of jasmine and orange blossoms,
Delicate laughter tinkled like bells in the air as |
wandered among the veils, pursuing an elusive figure
that darted before me, just out of sight, seen only as a
shadow against the silk, her laughter floating back 1o
me. The touch of her hands was a pleasure incompa-
rable, and the more [ pursued, the more she sped away
from me, until | plunged through the cloths to embrace
a form that was at once cool and warm, slick and silken,
[ was desperate to feel the pleasure of her touch.

Sirah’s roar awakened me as the serpentine form
dragged me into the pool of the oasis. Her flesh was of
fine silvery scales, silken and gleaming with wetness,
while her fanged jaws opened to swallow my soul.
Instead, I gave her the point of my khatar. Her screams
broke the spell she’d tried to weave over me, but she
still pulled me into her pool, which was far deeper than
I'd imagined. Her coils gathered around me, trying to
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crush the breach from my lungs, but my Charms relived
me of the need ro breathe and gave me the strength to
break her grip. [ escaped from her pool and quickly lefr
the oasis behind, though Lam sure she dwells there still,
waiting for the next traveler to pass by,

The Fair Folk [ have seen are nor the rerrors
described in the tales, bur then, 1 have not seen their
cataphractoi, only those who choose ro rake form and
live in our world, among men. | have seen rhem as
jugglers and enrertainers, storytellers and performers.

The house of pleasure [ visited in the Lap was run
by one of the Fair Folk, named Yirini, She raok the
form of perhaps the most beauriful woman | had ever
seen. But her beauty was noe of this world, it was spun
out of ice, silver and tears inte a shape with pale,
creamy flesh, frosty hair and a smile that broke hearts.
[ was surprised to find one of the Fair Folk in such a
place, much less owning it, bur Yirini only laughed
brightly and said, "We do not all take what we need
from the world, Some of us understand a fair exchange,
and pleasure for dreams is a good one, is it not!™ She
offered me the opportunity o sample the manifold
pleasures of her establishment and introduced me to
Joyous Wren, who made my stay in the Lap consider-
ably more pleasant. Wren’s death was parr of the reason
[ chose ro move on. Yirini mourned Wren's death as
much as any at her house, so ar least some of the Fair
Folk do have hearts.

OTHER SOLAR EXALTED

[ring my time in the Lap, 1 also mer anorher
Solar Exalted for the first rime. His name was Aranor,
a mercenary by trade, bur also one of the Chosen of
rhe Unconquered Sun. He belonged to the Dawn
Caste rather than the Zenith, and he was a fierce and
skilled fighter. He was eager o leave the Lap, and
after his conflict with some agents of the Guild, |
wasn't surprised. But my encounter with him taught
me two things. First, that [ was not alone, that parr of
the old legend was true and there were arher castes of
Solar Exalred. Second, Aranor showed me that we
work well together, we compliment each other to
create a harmonious whole,

So | decided to leave the Lap and bepin my
journey again. [ had new purpose, not only to help the
commaon people with my gifts and further the cause of
justice and righteousness, but also to seek our allies,
companions for my journey. There was only 5o much
I could accomplish alone, bur with a Circle of broth-
ers and sisters gathered around me, there would be no
limit to what we could do.

SRR

So, 1 first gathered all the information [ could
about the Anathema, It was difficult, since such
questions are regarded with suspicion and can bring
the atrenrion of the Immaculare Order. But enough
people in the Lap knew me and knew thar [ was
trustworthy. [ pieced together whar 1 could from
what I learned and the tales | recalled. Then, I
made my way back to Gem, rraveling with a caravan
| met along the way.

My first Solar ally found me before 1 could find
him. On my first night in Gem, he stole into my
room at the inn as silent as a shadow and placed a
blade against my throat. | was surprised ar how
voung he was. It seemed he believed some of the
tales of the Anathema and thought I was a danger
ro him, that I had come to claim his soul now thar
he had been changed,

Even my Charms wouldn't protect me against a
slit throat, so | spoke to him in calm and soothing
tomes. | told him who I was and why 1'd come, about
my Exaltation and rhe words of the Unconquered
Sun, Then, | told hom if he was unwilling ro rrust me,
he would have to kill me and remain alone. He
spared my life, and it was then that he discovered
Sirah crouched behind him, ready ro leap to my aid,
We both lowered our guard and began to trusr each
other a bit. [ learned rhat his name was Laughing
Rain and thar he was of the Nighr Caste, his abilities
nearly the opposite of my own, Where | worked in
the light, he slipped through the shadows; we make
a good team, he and 1.

Crther business brought us here to Paragon, but
now | am sure that it was the hand of the Unconguered
Sun that guided us, since it allowed us to find you. Your
Exaltation has freed you from bondage ro the Perfect,
but it may not protect vou if his people take vou and
force you to swear to him again. The Unconguered Sun
has chosen you, given vou a chance at freedom and the
power to change the world, You would be welcome
with us, if that is what you want. The only question
remains is whar do vou wish to do?

FIRE ORCHID

MORTALS

What is it to be mortal in a world where spirits and
aodds walk abroad! [t is the life of a rabbir in the forest
or that of a fish in the sea or that of any beast that lives
with rhe possibility of a predator’s teeth ending irs life
in but a moment. | know because [ lived thar life once.

I was born a mortal among geds, a child of the
Dragon-Blooded with none of their gifts, a throw-
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back and a failure to my gens. The Immaculates say
that the Dragon-Blooded are the closest to the lm-
maculare Dragons, the closest to spiritual perfection.
So what sin must | have committed in a previous life
to be born as a mere mortal? What shame did | bring
on my house! These were not questions anyone
dared to ask in my presence, but they hung in the air,
unspaken, all of my life, like a foul scent that can
never be chased from a room.

Sa, 1 sought the soldier’s life to prove myself, and
there, | found camaraderie and friendship and a mea-
sure of acceprance. It is one thing to show courage with
the gifts of the gods at your command and quire an-
other to be courageous when you have nothing but
sword, shield and armor standing between you and
cerrain death, On the battlefield, [ saw some of the best
and worst that humanity is capable af.

But while | think any mortal who lives life unmo-
lested by the powers in this world is lucky, | also think
one who lights and lives is luckier still. Once, | saw the
warld only as a game of chance and skill, and 1 at-
tempred o escape from it into a retirement of obscurity.
Yet, when | was Exalted by the Unconquered Sun, 1
realized that we Exalted can change the world for
humaniry. We can stand on the wall between civiliza-
tion and the powers that lurk outside of it and say to
them “you will not pass.” We can bring some safety and
comforr in an uncertain world. While we stand on that
wall, between the powers and mortality, we stand
outside of the village and are as close to the powers that
mortals fear as we are to those we protect.

[ realized a long time ago it’s not safe to deal
with the powers of this world, and now, 1 find that |
am one of them.

THE DRAGON-BLOODED AND THE REALM

Spiritual enlightenment, that's what [ learned
about the Dragon-Blooded from my earliest years,
that they were close to spiritual perfection, blessed by
the gifts of the Elemental Dragons. Who would not
want such a blessing! It all seemed so simple then, so
clear that the Dragon-Blooded were meant to rule, to
guide the common folk and to protect them against
threats such as the Fair Folk and the Anathema. |
idolized the champions and heroes of the legions, and
[ loved o hear tales from the Immaculate Texts;
legends of how the Chosen of the Elemental Dragons
kept the world safe.

It is a difficult thing to realize what you learned as
a child isn't entirely true. As I grew older and discov-
ered that I did not partake of the glorious heritage of
the Dragons, | tried to hide my shame and disappoint-
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ment in casual nonchalance. [ grew bitter abour the
power of the Dragon-Blooded, and [ began to see their
flaws in the light of my jealousy, looking for ways to
bring them down to the level of mere mortals I had
been consigned to.

[ found more than a few faults there. The Scarlet
Houses schemed against each other, even in rhose
days before the Empress vanished. They maneuvered
for position and favor, arranged alliances and betray-
als to suit their goals. They lived in luxury, even
decadence. A far cry from the vision of “spiritual
perfection” I'd had as a child. My brothers, Kalim and
WVasa, were inheritors of the Dragons' power, bur they
were also boys, as petty and cruel, and as foolish and
kind, as boys can be. So were their friends, and mine,
from the legion and the houses alike.

As asoldier, | saw many Dragon-Blooded officers
fight with valor and daring, and | saw others abuse
their positions and the trust of their troops. [ knew
some who would willingly die for the legion and the
people of the Scavenger Lands and others who'd
sacrifice a hundred lives to spare their own. The
Dragon-Blooded were gifted in the arts of war, tower-
ing in their passions and in their faules, but they were
no more perfect than any being in Creation.

Since the Unconquered Sun opened my eyes and
my heart, [ see the Terrestrial Exalted for what they
are. They are heroes and villains, fathers, mothers,
children, leaders, followers, all the many diverse things
people can be. Bur the Dragon-Blooded are also a
people that have lost their way in the world. They
cloak themselves with pretensions of “spiritual en-
lightenment” they haven't earned and can't live up to.
They struggle to control an empire that is not rightfully
theirs, Their gifts are wasted on strugele and self-
aggrandizement, climbing a mountain so they can
behold their own reflections and pronounce perfect a
world that was never their doing.

They should not be our enemies, they should be
our allies, but fate has not made it so. T hope that we can
show them the truth and work together apain as the
gods intended, but family or no, [ will remain true to my
purpose, whatever the cost.

THE FAIR FOLK

When | was a child, 1 was fascinated by my
mother’s power over fire. She could cause flames to
leap from her mouth or her hands, making them
dance and spin through the air in a way that de-
lighted me. Mother always tried to keep me safe, but
it didn't take me long to burn myself and learn to
respect fire as well as admire it.




“You must be careful, litele flower,” my mother
said to me as she soothed the hurt. “Fire is beauriful but
also dangerous, like many rhings in this world.” When
I first saw the Fair Folk, | thought of my mother’s words:
beautiful, but alsa dangerous. That is the nature of those
from beyond the borders of Creation.

The Fair Folk are like fire, bright, warm and
dazzling, bur get roo close, and you are cerrain to he
burned — and what they embrace is quickly reduced
to cold gray ash, consumed to feed their flames. ['ve
seen the husks that Fair Folk leave behind, the people’s
dreams ripped from their souls. They're more dead
than alive, little different from the revenanrs and
zombies of the shadowlands — even worse since they
still live, a kind of living death. I've seen other things
done by troupes of Fair Folk in the Threshold, people
killed like a cruel boy might kill a bug, rorn limb from
limb or impaled on crystal spikes just 1o watch their
death agonies or the patterns their blood forms when
it pours onto the ground.

Always there is the one neophyte soldier who asks,
“Why not negotiate, build a rreaty of peace berween
our two peoples!” L was that naive once. But how da you
negotiate with fire, especially a fire rhat is burning your
house down around vou! The Fair Folk obey rules, just
as fire does, but allow a fire to escape the confines of
hearth and forge, and it will devour you jusr as readily
as it helped you. So it is with the Fair Folk. Individu-
ally, they can be as helpful as a candle or a cook-fire, as
charming and beauriful as the dancing flames my mother
conjured, or they can be as a SCATLNE LTON OF & ﬂzaming
arrow. But rogether, they are an inferno like the El-
emental Pole of Fire itself, which no one and nothing
can hope to approach without being singed.

They should be treared with respect and courtesy
whenever possible and handled with care. When they
rage out of control, they must be doused to keep them
from consuming everything in rheir path, and iron is as
warer to their flame.

THE WyLD

The Fair Folk come from the Wyld, the unformed
madness beyond Crearion. [ call it madness only be-
cause that is how we see it, [t's the only way we can see
a place with no rules, no substance, no place to it arall,
But the Wyld isn't madness, it isn't anything, or per-
haps, it would be more accurare to say that the Wyld is
everything, everything thar does not, and could not,
exist in Creation.

The Wyld is like a hungry fire and Creation a map
thar curls and blackens ar the edges. Sometimes fire
burns a hole in the middle of the map, creating the soft




places and Wyld lands that have existed since the Fair
Folk stormed the gates. Bur by our very existence, we
keep the “map” that is the world cool and damp and
protect it from the “fire” of the Wyld. Thar is why the
deaths of so many in the Great Contagion allowed the
Wyld to flood into the world.

Allowed the opportunity, the Wyld would unmake
evervthing that is, and Crearion would cease to be.
Everything would be a part of the Wyld, unformed
nothingness and chaos. [t seems that the Fair Folk want
to overrun Crearion and bring this about, but ['ve
heard thar some of them actually tlee the Wyld and
seek shelrer in the stability of Creation, while others
simply find their sport here. The Fair Folk that value
Crearion are in the minority, and many are still terrible
threats, albeit for different reasons.

The other danger from the Wyld comes in the
form of the barbarian tribes and the Lunar Exalred
that sometimes rule them, How the Lunars existed for
so long in the Wyld without going completely mad is
a mystery to me. Perhaps they are completely mad;
after all, they launch attacks on the outskirts of
Creation for no apparent reason. Yet, 've heard other
Solars tell rales of meeting Lunars that did them no
harm, although they were as skittish as wild beasts,
Whatever the Lunar Exalted may have been, time in
the Wyld has changed them.

WIND

MORTALS

Centle Song,

| scarcely know how to begin this lecrer. 1 don't
even know if you will ever see it, though I'm rold that
it will seem ta be an innecuous collection of stories and
legends to anvone else who reads it. [ hope that you do
read it and consider what I have to say.

| am sorry for the way we parted that night in
Gethamane but not sorry that [ helped to save you, and
| ask you to remember that. T helped to save your life,
and so did Raiton. Whatever you have been told abour
us, we are not monsters, we are not the Anathema the
Petfected Masters speak of. In my heart, [ am the same
Wind you knew and befriended, but my eyes have been
opened to greater truths.

The people of the world are a part of the Incarnas’
plans for Crearion. Not just as souls working their way
roward perfection, but as souls living in this place and
time, This life matters as much as in the next life and
the oneé after that, and | believe its not just spiritual
lessons we're here to learn, we're here to learn how o
live and to be.
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Long ago, the gods chose people and granted them
the power to fight against the enemies of the gods, to
cast those out of Creation. The gods empowered the
Exalted to guard the world from danger, to rule wisely
and well. But what the lepends and the sutras don't talk
about, in singing the praises of the Elemental Dragons
and their children, is thar the gods made the Exalted
for a reason, the same reason | was chosen thar night,
The gods made us to protect you, Gentle Song. They
made us to protect and help the people of the world.

That's why [ can't just turn my back on you, why |
wanted to tey and help you understand what's become
of me. Because | believe that vou matter, just like your
family and mine and all the folk who live in the world
without feeling the weight of the gods' favor on their
shoulders. [ wish it was as easy as telling you what 've
learned, but as a friend of mine has said, “The truth is
the sharpest sword, and sometimes, you have to cut in
order to heal, in order to change.”

In the rime to come, you may hear stories about
me, and some of them will sound terrible. Know thar 1
do what | must for the world and for the people in it

THEe DRACON-BLOODED

Kirin,

My friend, | hope that [ don't endanger you with
thiz letter or with our friendship because [ always
valued ir. In our days together as students in the
temple, I was awed by you, Dragon-Blooded, son of a
grear house. I was so honored that you even deigned to
be my friend, that you ook an interest in me and
helped me to learn. You probably won't be surprised o
know that | also envied vou your gifts. [ know it wasn't
the way we were raught, but part of me longed for the
spiritual enlightenment you knew, so near to the Im-
maculate Dragons.

Now, I've discovered that much of what | believed
iz not true, much like what you must believe abour me
now. The truth is, Kirin, that we both have power now,
and I've tested mine against the Dragon-Blooded, as
you probably already know. The gods have chosen us
bath, my friend, and placed our destinies before us, It's
up to us to choose wherher or not we will follow them,
I know that my purpose in the world is to serve the
Unconguered Sun and carry his message to everyone,
The truth has been hidden for too long. Do you know
vour destiny, your purpose, Kirin!

Perhaps it's what your family and the Immaculate
Order have always told you, that you're better than the
common folk, nearer to spiritual perfection, and there-
fore, meant to rule over them in the name of the
Elemental Dragons. But consider for a moment the




possibility that you're wrong, thar what vou've been
told is a lie. You know me, Kirin. Am | a monster? Am
| a pawn of Malfeas! The Unconguered Sun has opened
my eyes, as | hope he will open yours someday. 1t was
never meant o be the Diragon-Blooded alone, but all
Exalted, working in harmony: the Salars, the Lunats,
the Sidereals, the Terrestrials and, perhaps, even the
servants of the Dearhlords themselves. Not just as
rulers of the people, but also as servants of the gods in
the name of the people.

I want you to know that I hold no malice toward
you and yours, [ still value our friendship, and [ hope
that one day I can call you my friend again, Bur [ also
know my desriny, and if it takes me to the camps of the
legions or the temples of the Immaculate Order or even
to the Blessed Isle itself, | won'tallow anyone, friend ar
no, to stand in my way. There is far more at risk than
a single friendship or a single life, and we are only part
of a greater destiny.

THE IMMACULATE ORDER

My friends, when we first came to the Palace
Sublime, we believed that a higher truth brought us
there, to seek spiritual enlightenmenr and the purifica-
tion of our souls. When we began our quest to find new
Immaculare Texts and arctifaces of the First Age, it was,
to me, an expression of our search, our need for truth to
carry our souls onward to enlightenment. Looking back
along the road, | see that it was a journey toward truth,
but a truth none of us would have imagined then,
which I must bring ro vou now,

The Immaculate Order is a lie.

I can already hear the gasp, the words echoing in
vour thoughts. Hereric! Blasphemous! You wonder if
I truly am one of the Anathema. Perhaps, as the
Perfected Hierarchy sees it, | am, since [ carry a truth
thar they have labeled heresy. The truth is thar we
should respect the Incarna, who fought and overcame
the Yozis and imprisoned them beyond the walls of
the world — pods such as Gaia, who created the
Elemental Dragons as her children and, through them,
the Dragon-Blooded. Now the Dragon-Blooded think
o Exalt themselves, when it is the gods who Exalr us.
The Immaculate Order of Dragons is nothing more
than a means of securing the rule of the Scarlet
Houses and the Dragon-Blooded over the Realm and
the whole of Creation.

The rruth is even more tragic because | know first
hand of the good that the Immaculate Order has
done. It has helped to create peace and spread learn-
ing throughour the Realm. It is a source of serenity
and purpose for thousands of people, a channel for the

impulses of younger scions of the Dragons, a chance
for betterment for common folk. But those things are
tainted by rhe deception buried deep ar the order's
roots, which poisons all the fruies of its labors. [ am
sure that most of the monks and priests of the order
are no more aware of the truth than [ was, for they are
bur pawns in this game, But that does not change the
fact that the eruth must be brought to light, even if it
means the end of the order. If | muse tear away the veil
of lies from each follower, priest and monk, one by
one, then so be it. Even if the work takes a hundred
years, it will be done,

THE LUNAR EXALTED

Sula rold me to forget my encounter with Raiton
rhe night she took me in — and many times since then.
Eventually, [ simply stopped talking with her abour the
Lunar Exalted. | think she takes this as contentment on
my part, but that isn't entirely true. Part of me still
wonders about the mysterious Lunar Exalted, who was
something to me in a life before this, whose Essence is
still connected with mine in a way that | cannot
explain and may never understand.

I've learned more about the Chosen of Luna since
my first meeting with Raiton in Gethamane. How little
| knew abour them when I was just a monk! To the
Immaculate Order, all Anathema are the same. What
little information we found about the Lunars supported
the helief thar they wete as corrupt as their brethren
but thar some of them fled into the Wyld after the other
Anathema were overthrown. | wonder what becomes
of evidence ro the contrary, when researchers of the
arder come across it.

From what | have learned, the Lunar Exalred
have suffered a great injustice, perhaps even more so
than we have, But they are also not the same as the
Exalted who ruled by the Solars' side so long ago.
When the Dragon-Blooded rebelled, most of the
Lunars{led into exile. As Lunar Exaleed died and were
reborn into this life, the Wyld Hunt slew them, save
for those rhar escaped into the Wyld lands and shel-
tered under the wing of their elders. So, the beloved
of Luna have abided in the wilderness for centuries,
since the fall of the Old Realm.

I can scarcely imagine life in the Wyld forso long.
[ have seen the madness at the edge of Creation and
what it does to the mind and the body, much less the
soul. I recall the look in Raiton's eyes, his skitrish-
ness, like a trapped bird. The years have made our
Lunar cousins more beast than man in MANY respects.
Sula believes they are no longer the Exalred they once
were, and I agree, but the question is, can they be
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apain? If there is hope for the Lunar Exalred, then we

owe them as great a debr as Rairon felt he owed me. [f

we Pillars of the Sun are to guide and teach, then we
should not forget the Children of the Maoon whao live
and howl in the Wyld. | know [ will not, and one day,
Rairton and [ will meet again.

THE SIDEREAL EXALTED

[f the Solar Exalted are fire, bright and fierce, the
Lunar Exalted are warter, deep, ever changing and
mysterious. The Terresrrial Exalted are like wood,
fertile and growing, covering the Earth, while the
Sidereal Exalted, the chosen of the Five Maidens, are
air. They are intellect, learning, insight and, most of
all; patience.

In my time with the Culr of the lluminated, |
have come to know Sula and other Sidereals and
understand more about their nature. | can hardly
imagine the patience they have had ro have to carry
out the mission the Maidens have charged them
wirh. I've found that you certainly need patience 1o
deal with the Sidereal Exalted for any lengrh of time,
as well. Their riddles and lectures can sometimes
make those of the masters of the Immaculate Order
pale in comparison, yet they reveal a deeper, more
ancient wisdom.

When [ first sought shelter with the Culr of the
Hluminated, | was uncertain of the destiny thar was
placed before me, still clinging in many ways to my
former life. Sula showed great patience in teaching
me. She began by answering the many questions |
had about the nature of the Exalred, although there
are mysteries even to the scholars of the Maidens.
They do not know, for example, who will be chosen
to be Exalred, although Sula says thar some horo-
scopes do show greater potential than others and
that the Sidercals can somerimes guess when and
where an individual is more likely to be Exalted
but not with any reliability.

Unlike the Lunars, the surviving Sidereal Ex-
alted still carry out the duties they were chosen for
all those centuries ago. As champions of the Five
Maidens, they were the advisors, sages, viziers and
administrators of the Old Realm. Since the rebellion
of the Dragon-Blooded, they have worked in secrer,

preserving ancient knowledge and preparing for the
return of the Solar Exalted as was forerold to them.
Sula rold me of a prophecy that we would help to
lead the world back to the greatness it knew in the
First Age. Toward that end, the Culr of the Illumi-
nated secretly garhers any Solar Exalted it finds, to
hide them from the hunters of the Realm. It's only
recently that they've been able ro find and save more
than a tiny handful of us.

I am grateful to the Sidereals, particularly Sula, for
their help, although, at times, | wish 1 shared their
patience. [ know there are things they haven't told me
vet, thar they feel I'm not ready for, and thac is fruscrat-
ing. They also prefer to work slowly and cautiously,
while, every day, I feel the need to do something more.
The time of the prophecy is at hand, and soon, the rime
for waiting will be over.

SECRETS OF THE SIDEREALS

Some of the things the Sidereal Ex-
alted have not told Wind (or the other
Solar Exalted involved with the Culr of
the Hlluminated) include truths that might
turn the Solars against their Sidereal men-
tors and allies.

The Sidereals play down many of their
powers to the Solars. For example, they are
fully capable of predicting Celestial Exalta-
rions by studying the stars and planets. Many
of the “chance” and “fortunate” meetings
with newly Exalted Solars have been care-
fully planned and arranged. The Sidereals are

- also masters of crafting prophecies to suit
their own ends. The doctrines of the Cult of
the [Hluminated are full of such "holy sutras”
and “ancient prophecies,” interpreted to suit
the cult's true masters.

Of course, the Gold faction that controls
the Cult of the llluminated also carefully
hides the key role that the Sidereal Exalted
played in the downfall of the Solars at the
end of the First Age.

el P
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CHAPTER FOUR

OlCES NOT

The members of the Zenith Caste were the first
of the returned Solar Exalted to gain the world's
atrention, appearing out of the wilderness bearing
the words of the Unconguered Sun, At first, many
dismissed them as hermits or madmen, but events
since have shown that they are what they claim to
be, and proof of their divine mission has begun to
shake the foundations of the world. The role of the
Pillars of the Sun as leaders and guides is well known
to many, who either fear the possibility of uprisings
created by the Solar Exalted or else look to the
incarnace gods walking the Earth for hope and guid-
ance in these dark rimes.

MORTALS

The reaction of mortals encountering the Ham-
mets of Heaven can be summed up in one word: awe.
Maore than any of the Solar Exalted, the Zeniths inspire
awe in those who see them. Few mortals meer one of
the Zeniths and go away from it unchanged.

In lands dominated by the philosophy of the
Immaculate Order, the Solar Exalred are still consid-
ered Anathema, and the Zeniths are the Blasphemous,
the worst of all, who corrupt the good and decent and
force them to worship at the bloody altars of their
forbidden gods.

The Zeniths were the first of the Solar Exalted
to return, and their renewed presence has begun ro
wear away at the Immaculate claim that the Celes-
tial Exalted are Anathema. Some people have been
shown the truth of the Zenirhs’ nature and purpose.
But many still believe what they have been told all
their lives and recall stories of the terrible acts of the
Blasphemous before the Dragon-Blooded overthrew
them. A Zenith Exalted with a reputation who en-
ters a strange village for the first time may be met by
throngs of eager new followers, a collection of wary
skeptics or a lynch mob, and he can never be sure
which it will be.

Since they are so few in number, the Solar Ex-
alted often conceal their true nature, but the Zenith
Caste is the least likely ro do so. The Resplendent
Suns’ purpose is to lead and inspire, and they cannor
do so by hiding their light beneath a bushel. How will
the truth abour the Solars’ return ever be known
unless the Exalted are allowed ro tell it! So, the
Zeniths are often the most visible of all the Solar
Exalted. Tales are spreading of their appearance
throughout Creation, calling for people to follow
them and cast off the yoke of the Realm, teaching and
helping to guide others toward righteousness and
punishing the guilty with the full fury of Heaven.
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More than any other Solar Exalted, the Zenirhs
draw fervent followers to them like a flame draws
moths. People see the power of the Resplendent Suns
and realize the power and majesty of the old gods. They
beg the Zeniths for their blessings and their protection
against the powers abroad in the world, from the hun-
gry ghosts that prowl the shadowlands to the small gods
of the wilderness, from the unleashed forces of the
Wyld to the Fair Folk. “Protect us! Save us!” cry the
people, and the Pillars of the Sun answer their pravers.
Such deeds create more loyalty and goodwill than
centuries of the Immaculate Order’s teachings and
philosophy. Still, the Pillars of the Sun do understand
the need to move cautiously in these dangerous times
and accept the puidance of their more subtle Night and
Twilight brethren in some matters.

There are few rulers, in the Threshold or in the
Eealm, who do nort feel a touch of concern when the
stories of the Zenith Caste reach their ears. The power
of the Solar Thunders to sway the people to their cause
and to unire unruly mobs into a powerful army at their
back causes more than a few despots and nobles to
suffer sleepless nights. There are some who believe
they can control these upstarts and others who think
that no rabble-rouser can challenge them, bur most
look at the influence of the Zeniths with concern, envy
and no small amount of fear. While rulers may counte-
nance other Solar Exalted in their domains, even find
ways to employ them toward their own ends, the Ze-
nith Caste Solars represent a threat to their rule, even
when they claim otherwise. The Resplendent Suns
once ruled all of Creation. Whe is foolish enough to
believe thar they do not plan to do so again some day?

The common folk, on the other hand, ofren see the
Zenith Exalted as saviors, liberators that lead people to
overthrow the despots and tyrants who have ruled
them for so long. Stories spread in secrer about their
powers and their deeds and about how they were be-
trayed by the Dragon-Blooded but have returned o
reclaim the Realm and save the world from falling into
darkness and madness. Witnesses to the deeds of the
Resplendent Suns are among their most fervent con-
verts, gathering to follow the Zeniths to the ends of
Creation or helping to spread the message they carry,
that the time of despair is over, that the champions of
the Unconquered Sun have returned.

MasioF Rana

Yes, [ have the honor of knowing Madame General
Karal Fire Orchid, who saved us all from the rampage
of the Fair Folk and helped to protect us in our time of
need. She is, by far, the most majestic and beautiful
lady in all Creation. Her wisdom is without equal, and
her sword raised against her enemies is invincible.

For a time, she lived among us as any other lady of
means might do, but even then, | saw something prear
about her. [ heard that she was a soldier for many years
and that she commanded the lovalty of many men. She
was very humble and didn't like to talk about her
exploits in bartle, although she did indulge me from
time to time and told stories about how she fought in
this part of the Threshold or another, against the
enemies of Lookshy. She always said that a soldier’s life
was difficult but important.

After she saved me from the riders of the Fair Folk,
Madame Fire Orchid was different. She stood straighrer
and taller than I had seen before, and her eves flashed
with & commanding spirit that could not be ignored.
Wearing her red enameled armor and wielding her
flashing sword, she drove off the Fair Folk. They feared
her power, as any thinking creature should, [ saw her
kill two of them as easily as you or | might dispatch
rabbits. With two swipes of her sword, she cur through
armor and flesh as easily as grass.

In rthe days that followed, Madame Fire Orchid
raught us the arts of war. Although her prowess in battle
was remarkable, her wisdom as a leader was even greater.
From her, we learned how to protect ourselves against
attack and to fortify Rana for when rhe Fair Folk or any
other danger threatens. When the time comes, | will
fight for my village, as our glorious hero taught me, and
[ will fight anyone who dares to say thar the Chosen of
the Unconguered Sun such as Madame Fire Orchid are
Anarhema. We have seen the truth for ourselves.

GENTLE SONG

Oh, Wise, Perfect and Immaculate Dragons,
hear my unworthy prayer. My heart is filled with
doubt, fear and longing, and I come to you secking
wisdom and peace. Since that night in Gethamane,
[ have known none,

Il am plagued by nightmares where | relive that
night over and over again. The nameless thing that
creeps into my chamber, smelling of decay and a
sickly sweet, overripe scent. Its loathsome touch on
my skin. The sound of my screams in the night,
bringing help in the form of Wind, glowing like a
fallen star from Heaven, fighting alongside Kirin and
the black-cloaked srranger to save me. Oh, the glory
of that light shining around Wind! The gracitude |
felt for his bravery and valor! Then comes the disap-
pointment, the growing realization, rhe fear, when [
began to understand whar had happened, The look in
Wind's eyes, so confused and forlorn, as he turned to
the window and followed the black-cloaked figure out
into the night, a star falling into the darkness.

Kirin was reluctant to speak out against Wind, and
| think because he wants to protect me, bur | am not 4
child. I have studied the Immaculate Texts even more




than he has, and | know the truth of what happened
thar nighr, although 1 still cannot bring myself to
believe it in my heart. Like me, Wind received a visitor
in the night, but his wore the form of the youth in
black, with skin as pale as the moon. But there was no
one to save Wind from rhe peril he faced. I know now
that his visitor was one of the Anathema, who ruled the
waorld once long ago, and that he tempted Wind with
his wiles and his promises of power.

What passed between them, I do not know. Did
Wind deny him ar firse? I like o think that he did,
that he realized some of the danger to his soul, But
when he heard my cries of terror, what passed through
Wind's mind and heart? Oh, Immaculate Masters, let
him not have succumbed ourt of fear for me! But he
said in his letter that he took up this burden, rhar he
was chosen, ro protect me, The wiles of the Anathema
are great and terrible! Wind seems certain that he is
the Chosen of the gods, a champion of the people,
when he is being deceived, led astray by the Anath-
ema who have corrupted him.

Forgive my weakness, oh, Immaculate Dragons, but
[ cannotgive Wind’'s letter to my masters, although [ fear
for him greatly, 1 will allow the smoke from this fire to
carry it to Heaven, and | ask that you watch over and
protect him. If it is your will, free him from the fate that
has befallen him. If he suffers it because of me, then let
his doom fall upon me instead, so that he may he safe!

T AMAR

[*vi heen at sea for most of my life, but never have
l seen anyrhing like the courage and power of my
captain, Ocean Pearl. She brought down Blackheatr,
the Man Whe Could Not Die and liberated the Scarlet
Saber. She saved us all then, and she has since saved my
life more times than 1 can count. Any man, beast or
spirit that threatens her will have to deal with me first.
I would gladly give my life for her, and | know that goes
for any member of this crew.

There are times when Ocean Pearl chooses ro rake
me into her confidence, when we sit in her cabin or
stand at the wheel of the Saber and talk about things, and
I'm henored that she considers me a confidant. One day,
while we were sailing on the open waters, the sky an
endless blue above, the sun shining warmly on our faces,
| asked her a question I'd long wondered abour.

“What is it like to be one of the Exalted! 1 said.

Ocean Pearl looked at me curiously and thought-
fully for a moment, then she gave me a smile that could
lighten men's hearts and break them in the same
moment and laughed.

“It's difficult to describe,” she said. "It’s as if, in a
moment, everything in the world becomes more, You
feel stronger, faster, braver, more cunning than before.
The sights and sounds seem more alive, time seems to
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slow, Other things become greater, too: your duties,
vour choices, your enemies, but there's always guid-
ance to turn to,” she said, looking up at the shining face
of the sun and smiling again.

Whar che said is true, at least from my point of
view. Dcean Peatl is a goddess of grace and skill, a
leader withourt equal, but she is also still a woman, She
is loval to her friends and crew, fierce to her enemies.
She has her doubrs and even fears, but when the time
comes, she always overcomes them to do whart she feels
is righr, and thar, | think, is her most important quality.
Some men say that it would be easy to be courageous if
they had the power of the Exalted at their command,
but Ocean Pearl was ready to fight Blackheart even
before she was chosen. | think the Exalted are chosen
for their great courage, Theirs is a great power but also
a heavy burden, so the Unconquered Sun knows to
choose well. He cerrainly did so with my caprain.

BurniNg WIND

A demon, [ tell you! No, one of the Anathema
themselves! | am cerrain of it. We fell upon a caravan in
the desert as our lord the Perfect of Paragon commanded
us, for we can do no other than his will. [ saw this man
fall underneath the blade of my brother, but he rose from
the dead, like some revenant, only he was not dead.

He came into our camp all aflame, in the company
of wild lions hungey far the flesh of men. His blade cut
through our ranks as if ripping through silk, blood
soaking the sands red. Three men fell dead at once, cur
to pieces before we even overcame the shock of his
appearance. He roared in 4 fearsome voice that shook
the sands and turned my heart to ice in my chest. [ am
not ashamed ro say that I fled from that terrible sight as
fastas my legs could carry me, Behind, | could hear only
the shours and pleas of the dying as he butchered my
brothers like cartle.

Only a handful of us escaped from rhe monster,
alone in the desert withour mounts or supplies. We
traveled all night and into the day before we sought
shelter from rthe sun and collapsed into a fevered sleep.
Bur the next night, when we set off again, there came a
great roaring across the dunes, the sound of a hunting
lion. Broken Opal nearly lost his wits crying out in terror
until we cuffed him into silence. Little good it did us
because soon the Blasphemous was upon us again.

Yes, [ am sure now it could only have been one of the
most unholy and corrupt of the Anathema. For 10 nighrs
and days, he has hunted us through the desert, giving us
no rest and no mercy. [ am the last of all my brothers, the
only one to survive his hunt and reach shelter. [ beg you,
kind folk; for the shade and water of your camp, for rest
and comforr. No, please! Do not turn away! [ am at your
mercy! The sun is sinking, and the hunter will come for
me! Please! Have mercy! Oh, Perfect, protect me!

Sl




OTHER SOLAR EXALTED

The Pillars of the Sun are well named, since rhey
are often the solid cenrer around which a Circle of
Salar Exalted orbits. In the First Age, the Zeniths were
the leaders of the Solar Exalted, guiding their brothers
and sisters with their wisdom and keeping them on the
path of righteousness. The Resplendent Suns continue
many of those responsibilities in the Second Age,
carrying the message of the Unconquered Sun and
encouraging their fellow Solars to take up his cause of
righteousness in the world.

Unforrunarely, not all Solars are so eager to follow
the guidance of the Zenith Caste, particularly when it
brings them intoe conflict with the Realm and many of
the other grear powers of the world. Many would rather
conceal their true nature in order to avoid the Wyld
Hunt and other dangers, while some have their own
agendas that don'r necessarily involve taking lessons in
morals from strangers. [t can take some effort for one of
the Resplendent Suns to convince these Solar Exalred
to do the right thing (sometimes backed up with a more
direct physical argument).

Generally, the Zenith Caste is well regarded by its
tellow Solars. The Pillars of the Sun represent the best
and brightest, the things that are good about the Solar
Exalted and humanity. Some of the other castes (par-
ticularly the Night Caste) are keenly aware that it is
their duty to handle some of the “dirty work” so thar
the Zeniths can keep their eyes focused on the Heavens
and their ideals.

SWAN

Youwant to know why Panther and Dace are going
ro Rubylak to convince the Linowan to help us and not
me? That's simple, it's what Panther does best, and a
wise man knows to stick to what he does best and let
other people do whart they do best rather than trying to
take everything upon himself. I'm a diplomat and a
negotiator. That made me the natural choice to go to
Thorns and arrange an agreement with the Deathlord.
| know that Panther wouldn't have fared at all well
there. He probably would have tried to pull the
Deathlord's palace down around him; my brother is not
particularly tolerant of the Dearhlords or their agents.

Bur rhat's to be expected; Panther, he isn't a
diplomar. He's a leader, and there's a difference. He
doesn't believe in carefully chosen words oreven polite
lies for the sake of smoothing things out. He doesn’t
bargain, and he doesn’t haggle {trust me, ['ve wandered
through more than a few marketplaces with him).
Whar he does know how to do iz o think and to act
honorably, to know what the right thing is and then do
it. He can inspire a crowd and make them realize the
impaortance of things they may have overlooked — or




just choose not to see. The Linowan respond far betrer
to someone who seems forthright and henorable than,
well, ta put it bluntly, a diplomat who could just as
casily be a spy. They've see too many Haltan "diplo-
mats” like that, I'm sure.

Panther will make the Queen understand our con-
cerns, if anyone can. I've seen him in some difficule
situations, and he never gives up or backs down. You can
always depend on him to keep going no matter what.
When we begin to tire or feel overwhelmed by the rask
before us, Panther is always the one who helps us to pick
up and keep moving forward. He's sometimes a bit too
blunt and honest — 1 don't think he always wants to
know how Harmonious [ade and I get things done — but
when ir comes to having a solid, dependable center to
our Circle, [ couldn’t ask for anyone bherrer.

LAaucHIMG RAIN

When I was a boy, 1 used to love listening to the
sound of the rain. My mother told me it was because it
was raining so hard the night [ was born and she heard
the rain chuckling and laughing along the roof —
that's how I got my name. 1'd listen to the crash of the
thunder and watch the flashes of lightning through the
window, thinking of the battles being fought berween
the sky spirits up among the clouds. When | imagined
the voices of the thunder spirits, they sounded a lot like
Armattan. His voice can crack like thunder, and |
haven't seen many who can stand up to it.

My Zenith brother is a lot like lightning. Blazing
bright, he strikes instantly with power and precision.
In Armattan, there’s little doubt, no time to weigh a
decision. He sees whar needs to be done, and he does it.
{Of course, I've done what | can to teach him the value
of prudence and stealth, but he usually leaves those
things to me, just like | leave the decision-making to
him. He knows what to do in most situations, and
although his choices aren't always the easiest ones (in
fact, they rarely ever are), I can at least say that life
with him is never dull!

It can be easy to think thar Zeniths such as
Armatran are solely concerned with meting out justice
and upholding their moral code to the exclusion of all
else, but that's just not true. Armarttan is a man of great
mercy, when it's called for. When we first met, I stole
into his room at the Inn of Quiet Repose in Gem,
thinking he was a monster [ had to slay. He could have
had his lion kill me then and there, but he saw that |
was confused and frightened, and he helped me in-
stead. He cares very much about the suffering and
needs of others. That's why he feels so driven to help
and see that they get justice. I've seen him carry injured
folk for miles without resting and go without food or
drink so that he can give what he has to those in need.

His endurance and, most of all, his patience, are
remarkable. 1 can slip past any sentry, bur Armarran
can crouch down in the sand or the grass and sit there
motionless for hours on end, silently waiting for some-
thing o happen. He must be patient — he put up with
me when we first met and took the time to overcome
my fears and earn my trust, When he takes on a task, he
follows it to the very end, no marter how long it takes.
That’s why | think we're both fortunate, you and I, and
why I think the Perfect of Paragon should start sleeping
lightly at night. Armattan doesn'tforger, and he doesn't
rest until justice is done.

DEMETHEUS

| haven't met a lot of other Solars, but of the ones
[ have met, the "Zenith Caste” have por to be the
worst, Not that they're bad people, just thar [ don't
see things the way they do, and if anything bothers
one of them, it's meeting up with someone they can't
get to see things their way, especially another Solar.
You see, the Zeniths are all about getting people
rogether to do things their way. They see themselves
as priests and prophets of the Unconguered Sun, so
they figure that they ought to be in charge, right!
Sorry, but that's not part of the deal as far as 'm
concerned. I do things my own way. | don't need a
holier-than-thou priest looking over my shoulder all
the time relling me which way the wind blows.

Worse than that, most of the Zenith Casre usually
already have people following them around who are
convinced thar they've got some special insight into
the way things work. These cults of followers rrail
along behind them like puppies yapping at their heels.
Nat the best way to keep a low profile where the
Dragon-Blooded are concerned, if vou ask me.

That's the other thing abour them that kind of
bothers me. It's the way that, no matter how hard you
ey, there's just something so damn admirable about the
Zeniths, There's something that makes you want ro
listen to what they have to say, and before you know it
vou're nodding along like they're making perfect sense
even when they're talking about the most lame-brained
ideas you've ever heard. There's something just not
right about the way they can give a lirtle speech and
have an entire crowd in the palm of their hand.

Me, | don't believe in speeches. If a man has a
problem with me, he can say it straight ro my face. [f
Idon't like what he has to say, he’s going to lose afew
teeth. If he can beat me fair and square, good for him,
although I haven't met the man ver who can take me
in a fight. Forget about all of the speeches and the
grand plans and the preaching. [ leave that to the
Zeniths. They seem to enjoy it, and pods know,
they're good at ir.
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THE DRAGON-BLOODED

Who among the Terrestrial Exalted do not feel
some touch of concern, even fear, at the mention of
the Resplendent Suns, the Hammers of Heaven,
returned to the world to carry out the will of the
Unconquered Sun and, perhaps, seek justice for the
wrongs done to them so long ago! Of course, few of
the Dragon-Blooded know the truth about the fall of
the Solar Exalred. Many scions of the Realm firmly
believe the tenets of the Immaculate Philosophy and
hold fast to the idea that their ancestors rebelled and
overthrew the Anathema, terrible overlords. To
them, the returning Solars are mythic monsters come
to life to challenge their rightful rule and thé narural
arder of the world.

KIRIM, SPEAKING WITH MASTER SULIN

“Maszter, | do not understand, what has become of
Wind! Why are we not searching for him even now! He
may be in great danger, I—"

“I know thar vou are brave, Kirin, and vour lovalty
to your friend does vou credit, bur there is nothing that
we can do for Wind now. His fate is in the hands of the
Immaculate Dragons and the Wyld Hune,”

“The Wyld Hunt? But, Master, surely...."

“You have told me what you saw, Kirin, and so has
Genrle Song. There can be no question. Wind has been
taken by one of the Anathema and may have joined
their ranks himself this night,”

“Nao! [ can't believe thar of Wind! He would never
do such a thing.”

“He may not have had any choice, young one. The
temprations and wiles of the Anathema are a thou-
sand-fold, They can influence a man’s heart and mind.
Did you not say that Wind ran away moments after the
first body was found in the alley? Pechaps the Anath-
ema touched him even then. Ferhaps he knew of its
presence before then.”

“l am sure that he did not, Master.”

*Are you! And how are you so cerrain of this, Kirin?

“Wind is my friend. [ know him, Master. [ trust him.”

“I see, and how do you explain what has happened?”

I... I cannot.”

“Perhaps you should consider your own role in
this; Kirin, and what you will say before the other
masters of the temple when we rerurn. Remember, the
wiles of the Anathema are many, and they taint what-
ever they touch.”

FROM A LETTER TO WIND

My friend,

| was pleased and prareful to receive your lecrer. It
may be hard to believe, but [ am. Not the response you
expected, is it! It's been a long while since we've seen

each other, Wind, and you're right, I've heard stories of
things from the Threshold. 've started to learn that
you can't believe everything you hear, only whar you
see and what you know in vour heart is true.

One of those things is that you are my friend,
Wind, and | have always been yours. You are more of a
brather to me than any brother of the blood could be.
Since that night in Gethamane, a shadow has fallen
over us all. 've found my duries ar the remple limired,
and both Gentle Song and I have been kept here,
where we can be watched and questioned. The ques-
tioning stopped some time ago, when they finally
realized we knew nothing of what happened to you, but
things have never been the same since. We're no
longer rrusted. Our association with you, one of the
Anathema, taints us.

Even as [ write it, [ cannot believe it, Master Sulin
savs the Anathema have many tricks and wiles to
deceive us, but I know vou, Wind, and I foughr along-
side you o kill the creature that menaced Gentle Song.
[f you were some Anathema, why flee? Why help
protect Gentle Song at all!

[ fin it just as hard to believe what you say about
the Immaculare Order. | am torn between loyalty tomy
friend and to the order that has given purpose to my
life. Srill, you risked all to contact me and tell me what
vou knew, while the order has kept me here, watched
me and treated me like [ am Anathema.

You said that vou know the truth, and [ wanr to
know it. [ still value our friendship, too, and I want to
prove that to you, | want you to meet me in the
Threshold. [ have a way of getting to the North, if
vou'll agree to meer me there this summer. | swear on
all that | hold sacred that cthis isn't a trick or a trap and
that | will come alone, All that 1 ask in return is that
vou promise me the protection of my friend and the
truth as you know it. I'm entrusting this letter to a
friend of my family. His discretion can be relied upon.
[ hope to hear from you soon.

Your friend,

Kirin

GENS KARAL

“*Another town in the Scavenger Lands protected
against attack by the “Warrior Clad in Red Steel and
Fire," and another town lost to the Anathema." Karal
Kalim said flatly, tossing the missive he was reading
down onro a rable alteady heavy with maps and other
papers, most of them decorated with the stamp of the
Seventh Legion's intelligence directorare.

“I have said, do not use that word in reference to
your sister, Kalim!" Karal Linwei said hotly, turning to
look at her eldest son.

“But mother—" Vosa began from where he sat by
the table.
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“Wa!” General Linwei said, cutring him off with a
chop of her hand. The scion of the Karal gens had a
commanding presence her sons had learned to respecr.
“T will nor hear Fire Orchid spoken of in that manner,
do you understand! There is no proot....”

“Mother,” Vosa began again patiently. “There is
ample proof. You simply don't want to see it." When
Linwei turned a withering glare on him, Yosa steeled
himself not to shrink from it. Although it pained him
— pained them all —he had to get his mother to see the
truth. “There's no mistaking the descriptions,” he con-
tinued. “In Mela's blessed name, she's used her true
name through much of it! And rhe rales they rell in
Rana of her—" ;

“1 still will not believe that vour sister is one of
the Anathema!” Linwei stormed. “And if she is,
then the stories of the Anathema are lies! | know
my own daughrer!”

“Whether it is true or not, mother,” Kalim said,
rallving to his brother's side, “it doesn't matter if we
helieve it, it only matters if the other officers believe
it. People are becoming concerned with these emer-
Fent Anathema or whatever I:hu:',r are. CJur enemies
have heard rhe same tales that we have, and vou know
that they will try to use them against us! If we don't
get concrete information, we can expect to see this
rurned against us in the General Staff meetings.” He
let that possibility hang in the air for a momenr,
rather than further stoke his mother's anger. “Either
way, we must know the truth and settle this threat to
our tamily's honor,”

The passion and energy tharanimared Karal Linwei
seemed to leave her in a rush as she sighed and smoke
poured from her mouth and nostrils, The ruddy glow of
her skin dampened, and she suddenly looked almost
every day of her hundred-some years.

“You're right, both of you,” she said to her sons,
nodding her head sadly. “We must uncover the truth of
this, for the sake of the family and our tuture in
Lookshy, and your sister must either be exonerated, or
her memory must be avenged.” She left unspoken the
possibility thar it might mean the two brothers having
to hunt down a mad god thar was once their sisrer.

“Then, we may go, mother! Kalim asked, and
Linwei nodded in support.

“Yes. Go, and learn what you can, before the Wyld
Hunt gets too close. Take a detachment of helots with
vou. There are some reliable men in the ranger unit of
the field farce on garrison duty. I'll see to it that you
receive a talon of their best men as escorts.”

Vasa stood and moved over to Kalim's side of the
table, both men offering their mother a deep and
respectful bow.

“And be careful,” Linwei said to them gently as
they turned to leave. “I may have already lost a daugh-
ter. | do not want to lose my sons as well.”

THE LUNAR EXALTED

The signs and portents of the return of the Solar
Exalted have reached even the edges of the Wyld,
the hidden places where the Lunar Exalted have
lurked for so long on the fringes of Creation. The
wise Children of Luna have seen and heard evidence
that their Solar brethren have returned to the world,
and they find their hearts filled with conflicting
feelings about this news.

Onee, the Lunars and the Solars served the gods
and ruled rhe whole of Crearion together. They were
balanced in perfect harmony, with the Lunars often
taking Solars as their mates and consorrs. Bur they
say thar love is blind, and love blinded the Lunars to
the failings of their mates and the growing power of
the curse placed on the Solar Exalted. Only at the
end, when the Dragon-Blooded rebelled, did the
Lunars acquiesce and permit usurpation. Embittered,
the Lunar Exalted fled into the Wyld reaches at the
edge of the world.

It has been a long time since the Lunar Exalted
have had any place in civilization, and they have
rejected the world thar rejected them. They have been
betrayed many times: by the corruption that grew
within the Solar Exalted, by the Sidereal Exalted, who
engineered the Lunar fall and by the Dragon-Blooded,
who carried out the coup. Some Lunars are hateful of
the civilization that produced such duplicity and seek
to destroy the milieu thar brought abour their shame,
while others are less bitter but no more forgiving and
shun the world of men. The world of beasts is simpler
and knows no berrayal.

But now, the light of their Solar counterparts has
returnied to the world, and some Lunars are drawn from
their dark caves and lairs to see it again. The return of
the Zenith Caste heralded the return of the Solar
Exalted, and many Lunars are uncertain how ro feel.
Some are drawn to the Solars’ light, longing to feel its
warmth again, even for a moment. These Lunars try to
right ancient wrongs and to atone for their sins of long
aga, But others still feel the pain of ancient betrayal
and wish to punish the inheritors of the Solar mantle
forit. Some Lunars have dwelt in the Wyld so long they
have forgotten any sort of human life. It remains ro be
seent if the Resplendent Suns can coax the Lunar
Exalted from their strongholds and ignite compassion
and understanding in their hearts or if the Solars will
be forced to fight against their former allies, their
former friends and mates,
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CASTE BOOK

T

RAaiTon

[t's true, sister, what they say. The Solar Exalted
have rerurned ro the world. | saw one reborn before my
eyes, as the dreams and visions guided me. How long
since | last basked in that golden warmth? How long
since thar light guided us all and inspired us to great-
ness! It's hard to tell sometimes, just how long it has
been, and the world is a different place than it was in
those davs. | was happy then, soaring among the vast
towers of the Realm; flying across the length and
breadth of the land, seeing what there was to be seen
and bringing my visions back ro rthe rower where my
beloved waited to hear about them all. 1 thought thar
nothing could escape my notice then, but some things
did, and they were the downfall of us all.

He's so bright, this new Zenith, like the sunon a
clear, cold day in the North, when the air is as pure as
crystal and rthe lighr shines off the snow. He's so
different from what | remember, and vet, the light...
the light is the same as always, The Unconguered Sun
has chosen him — and others. He has turned his
attention back te Creation now that the children of
the Elemental Dragons squabble and fight among
themselves. Bur there is still danger for the Chosen of
the Unconquered Sun — and for us. The Wyld Hunt
still stalks the land. | guided him away from them,
helped him to ger away. [ owed him ar least thar much
for my betraval then. A part of me wanted to stay
behind, to protect him, to help teach him, but [ don't
think [ can be again whar [ was before. ['ve changed
too much — the world has changed too much — for
it to be just like it was before. Will | see him again? [
think that I will, though [ cannot say where or how or
what we will do then.

What does the return of the Solars mean for us,
sister! What can the Solar Thunders do but raize their
voices and shine their light in the darkness, asking
others to follow where they lead. Will we follow? 1
don't know that [ would, The Solars died, but we were
rhe ones who suffered. While they sleptin their prison
of jade, we lost all that we had, fled into the Wyld, did
what we had to do to survive alone without that pure
and guiding light. Do we really need the Solars any
longer? Haven’t we survived without them for more
than 1,000 years! Where were they when we struggled
in the Wyld? Where were they when 1 had the first
markings cur into my flesh to hold it there when it
shifted and flowed like water? Yes, ves, they were dead,
| know, because we failed them. Now, they are return-
ing, and [ feel the draw of their light and warmth. It's
easier not to think about such things.

Luna taught us thar change is the way of the world,
the only consrant. We must change, or we will die.
What change is coming, sister, and will | change with

it or die this time? Death may be the better change,
rhere are rimes when | longed for it, but [ don't think
I'm ready to join you in death just yet. The light has
come back into the world, and I think that I'll stay and
watch ir for a while longer. Even if my bones do come
to lie here beside yours in the davs to come, | know that
| will see the light again and thar, in this life or the
next, we will meer again.

LigHT Sinks Deep

Yes, the pirare Ocean Pearl is ane of the Chosen of
the Unconquered Sun, one of the Besplendent Suns,
the highest and noblest of the Solar Exalted. Bur the
higher up vou are, the farther you have to fall, eh? ['ve
watched this one carefully, through the eyes of gulls
and fish and dolphins. 1've even met her a few times,
although never wearing the same face rwice, so she
doesn’t suspect who or what [ am.

Why do [ watch her? No, not because I'm like a
moth drawn to her bright flame, bur because things
happen around the Solar Exalted. They are pgiants
striding across the land, and it trembles in the wake of
their passing. I've seen Ocean Pearl in battle and
leading her crew, and [ tell you that this one may
change things here in the West, so we had best be
prepared and know when change is coming. If [ learned
nothing else in the Wyld, it's that change comes and
that it's best to be ready, or else, it will sweep you away
and destroy you. [’ve not survived this long to ler my
guard down now.

What changes will the Pillars of Heaven make in
the world! Some of the greatest changes, | think.
Thar's their nature. They're driven to see what is, then
to see whar might be and to try and make it happen.
The Unconguered Sun chooses them to carry his mes-
sage and to shape Creation to suit their vision of a
better world. They'll discover in time that the world
shapes us as much as, if not more than, we shape ir.
Change something, and vou are changed vourself, Light
a fire, and you cast a shadow. Perhaps the fire the
Unconguered Sun has kindled iz already casting dark
shadows in the form of the Abyssal Exalted. Certainly,
one of Ocean Pearl's greatest strugpeles will be with the
Deathlords and their champions. She’s already of-
fended the honor of the Knight of Ghosts and Shadows,
although | can rell that his pursuit of her is more than
just a matter of durty and honor.

For now, I'll watch and see what this new light in
the world will do, where her passion and her gifts will
carry her. Then, when the time is right, I'll decide how
to guide the change that is coming to suit our needs. Let
the land worry about its own affairs. The sea is a
different realm and has laws of its own, as the Resplen-
dent Suns will soon discover.




THE SIDEREAL EXALTED

The relationship between the Sidereal Exalted
and the Zenith Caste (along with the other Solar
Exalted) is a complex one, driven by the different
factions' interpretations of the Great Prophecy that led
the Bronze faction to engineer the elimination of the
other Celestial Exalted.

MNow, the secret masters of the Immaculate Order
and the Realm are deeply concerned by the return of
the Solars. They know the Zenith Caste Solars carned
the name Pillars of the Sun for their pivotal role in
leading the Solar Exalted. They are the center around
which the other castes pather. The Zenith are also the
most zealous of the reborn Exalred in preaching to the
masses and drawing people away from the guidance of
the Immaculate Philosophy. Therefore, many of the
Bronze taction consider the Zenith the greatest and
maost immediate threat posed by the Solar Exalted.
Eliminate them, these Sidereals say, and the remaining
Solars will be withour leadership and guidance and
easily dealt with. So, the Hammers of Heaven have
borne much of the brunt of the Wyld Hunt’s remaining
atrenrion. Forrunately for them, the Zeniths have al-
lies and are able to withstand a grear deal of punishment,
and the Sidereal Exalred are finding it harder to elimi-
nate them than they expecred.

The Sidereals of the Gold faction see the potential
for reuniting and empowering the Solar Exalted through
the members of the Zenith Casre, provided rhey are
properly trained and guided roward their destiny by
those versed in the arts of prognostication (that is, by
the Gold faction}. Although the Gold Sidereals are not
the enemies of the Solar Exalted, it would ke naive ro
call them supporters, since they have their own agenda
and pursue it with rhe same ruthless efficiency as their
Bronze faction cousins. They know the sorr of havoc a
member of the Zenith Caste could wreak on the na-
rions of the world if leftunchecked, and they know thar
erandiose statements and rebellions only serve to unite
the squabbling Dynasty, which is the last thing the
Gold faction wants. The Sidereals counsel patience
and study and serve the members of the Zenith Caste as
advisors and reachers, waiting for the time to act.

SULA

Immaculate Master,

The training of Wind, the Zenith Exalted found in
Gethamane, has gone well. Wharever we may think of
the work of the Bronze faction, the Immaculate Order
teaches its students well. I've found Wind an apt pupil
in every respect, grasping rthe wisdom of our ancient
texts and the lore of the First Age as he if were born to
it: There are still some misconceptions for us to undo,
but much of rhe work has already been done by his
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Solar nature. He apprehends the truth of who and what
he is almost instincrually, guided by the Unconquered
Sun as we are guided by the stars and the never-ending
journey of the Maidens. [f anything, the most difficult
rask will be reining in his enthusiasm and zeal, Having
seen the truth, Wind is eager vo show it ro the world.
Hopefully, [ can make him understand that the world
may not be ready for the whole truth vet.

The Cult of the [lluminared has allowed us
gather many of the newborn Solar Exalted under our
puidance and reach them how to best use their gifts.
But there is a matter of some concern | feel you should
know. We have worked to guide the culr carefully,
behind the scenes, never making our presence too well
known. Many of the Solars we have recruited know
there are Sidereal Exalted among the cult’s ranks, that
we continue o advise and aid the Solars as in ancient
times. Bur most of the mortal followers of the culr do
not know about us, only abour the Solars, and even the
Solars do nor know the whole rruth.

This may work against us. The Zenith Exalred are
natural leaders, able to hold a crowd —oracult— in the
palms of their hands, and they will naturally move
toward positions of leadership within the cult once they
have been indoctrinated and rrained. 've aleeady seen
evidence of the fanarical lovalty they can engender.
What if the Zeniths wrest control of the Cult of the
[Huminated from us and turn it toward their own ends,
away for our sacred purpose! There may come a time
when impatience and the demands of the Unconquered
Sun outweigh caution and lovalty to us, their mentors.

['ve done what | can to ensure that the Zeniths
don't know everything they need to know in order 1o
take control of the cult, hinting at other prophecies
and ongoing divinations that we perform to keep the
cult moving toward its purpase of enlightenment for
all. We must continue to subtly remind the Solars —
the Zenith Caste in particular — thar they need our
guidance and assistance, so that we can secure their
lovalty for the future. | do not want ro see all of our
careful work spoiled by the enthusiasm of one or two
Solar hotheads whe decide vo charge ahead and bring
the wrath of the Realm down upon us. [t's still too soon
for us to move against the Bronze faction or the Realm
vet. If you can offer me any guidance in dealing with
the matter, | would be most graveful.

Respectiully,

Sula, Chosen of the Maiden of Journeys

CHe)jor KEJAK ON DEALING WITH THE
ZENITH CASTE

The foundation of the Zenith Caste of the Solar
Exalted is built on faith: faith in themselves and the
faith of others, given to their cause. In the Old Realm,
the Zeniths fanned the flames of faith and inspiration

within the Solar Deliberative and throughout Cre-
ation. But their faith in their own power and
richreousness, and in rhe absolute loyalty of their
subjects, grew too strong and proved to be their ulti-
mate undeing. Faith remains the preatest weapon and
the prearest weakness of the Zenith Caste even now, so
it is central in dealing with them.

First, there is confidence, faith in one's self. The
Zenith Caste find their faith strengthened by the favor
of the Unconguered Sun, like a child given praise by a
distant and stern father. They are filled with a desire to
please their patron and god, to live up to his expecra-
tions of them. That inspires faith in their abilities and
irt their plans to help make the world a more righteous
place, astheysee it. Few of the Zeniths consider the far-
reaching implications of their plans or their actions.
Thought and deed are nearly as one with them. Of
course, they are notr aware of the whole rruch, that their
misguided efforts to save the world will ultimarely
doom it, nor do | imagine that anyone could convince
them of ir, given their self-righreous stubbornness.

The powerful passion of the Zeniths, coupled with
their Charms, brings them the faith of the people to
speak to and inspire. We created the Immaculare Order
from an understanding of the power of faith, having
seen it in action in the Old Realm. 1t is necessary for
the people to have somerhing to helieve in, and we
must ensure that it is the doctrine of the Immaculate
Order and not the visions of the Blasphemous. Therein
lies our means of keeping the influence we have. We
must show the people that the Zeniths are, in fact, the
]:_'rla:.-:;'.nhi:n'ﬂ_r-l.tt-:1 temprers luring the righteous away from
the true path, which in facr they are, alrhough nor in
any way we could easily explain to the common man.
The leadership of the Zenith Caste will be the end of
everything, unless we prevent ir, so prevent it we must.

We must strike at the Zeniths through the power of
faith, using it as our weapon and our battlefield. Turn
their followers against them. Prepare the people for their
coming, so they can resist the Zeniths’ lure. Continue to
spread tales of the Anathema and their dark deeds, so
opinion will remain ser against rhem. [f we continue
this, faith in the Zeniths will eventually crumble, and
without faith, they will falter and become more vulner-
able o us. To do this, we must believe in our cause as
never before. The fate of all Creation rests in our hands,
and it will only survive if our faith proves stronger,

THE ABYSSAL EXALTED AND
THE DEATHLORDS

The powers and proclivities of the Zenith Caste
make them naturally opposed to the Deathlords and the
Abyssal Exalted. The Zeniths wield rhe power of the
Unconquered Sun againse all forces of darkness. Their
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caste ability to burn corpses and keep them from rising
as hungry ghosts or other restless dead is one rhar rhe
Deathlords hate and fear, since it cuts directly into their
power. The burning anima of one of the Resplendent
Suns can send ghosts and walking dead fleeing in terror,
rurning aside the great armies of the Deathlords, Clearly,
the Zenith Caste is a force to be reckoned with, and the
Deathlords will not allow it to stand in their way.

Burt the lords of death are subtle and patient, and
some are willing to quietly aid the Solar Exalted when
they feel it furthers their own cause. Ochers prefer to
iznore the reborn Solars or even ally themselves with
the Realm to hunt them down. Cerrainly, no Resplen-
dent Sun could live long wirhin a shadowland without
drawing the attention of its ruling Deathlord. Any
Solar at large within their domain is a concern, but a
Zenith is a definite threar, one that must be dealt wich.

The greatest challenge for the Zenith Caste comes
in the form of the Deathlords’ champions, the Abyssal
Exalted. They are the equals of the Solar Exalred in
every way, making them formidable foes. Abyssal Ex-
alted look on the Golden Bulls with caution, since they
are the most likely of any of the Solars to arrack Abyssal
Exalted on sight as enemies of life and the Uncongquered
Sun. Still, some Abyssal Exalted find the passion and
zeal of the Zeniths strangely arrractive and are enamoured
of the idea of seducing them, either to serve the cause of
the Deathlords or to lure the Solars to their destruction.

Mask OF WINTERS

Although the Solar Exalted who came to negoti-
ate with me wisely left their Zenith brother behind, |
have eyes and ears across the land, and I always know
all of the people | negotiate with before we come to the
table. The Zenith named Panther is known to me, as
are others of his caste. He has not yet learned the
wisdom of not speaking my name when he does not
want me to hear, or perhaps, he did wanr me to hear his
words or did not care if I did. That is the way of the
Zeniths. Thev are like the thunder and the lightning:
bright, loud and forceful. They strike swift and sure,
stunning and dazzling those who see them act.

| also know thar Pancher, like many of his caste,
consider the shadowlands a violation of the natural
world, He would drive me and mine back across the
Shroud between life and death, wiclding solar fire and
burning all that lay in his path. 50 why would |
negotiate an alliance with one who may become so
great anenemy! That much issimple. Panther's Circle
tights to strengrhen rhe Scavenger Lands and the
Fiver Province, so that it can stand against the forces
of the Realm and become a power in its own right. A
strong region is useful to me as well, and the enemy of
my enemy is a useful ally.

Let the Solar Circle struggle against the forces of
the Realm, withour any risk to me, while I secure my
hold on Thorns and spread the power of the shadowland.
Whichever side wins, there is certain to be much death
before it is over, and each death feeds my power and
swells the ranks of my army that much more. Win or
lose, [ pain, and the victors are that much weaker when
I must face them on rhe field of barrle.

THE KNIGHT OF GHOSTS AND SHADOWS TO

THE DEATHLORD OF SKULLSTONE

(Oh, Resplendent Master,

[ regren that | allowed the woman Ocean Pearl to
escape. [ admir thar | underestimared her skills, thinking
her more of a figurehead able to inspire some martal
sailors and pirates. Not only is she a capable warrior, the
loyalry of her erew is withour quesrion. Her first mare
willingly risked his own life to help her and distracted
me for the moment it took for them 1o escape, | promise
thar our next meering will be different.

Having seen her and crossed swords with her, [ am
impressed by Ocean Pearl’s power and skill. Master,
forgive me for saying so, bur it would be a rerrible waste
to bestow the gift of death upon her when it would rob
her of her finest qualities. Although her death would
end her harassment of our ships, she would be even more
valuable to us if she can be made to embrace death, o
welcome and love it even as | do. Then, perhaps, her
power could be made ro serve you, and she who was once
an enemy may become a powerful ally. With your leave,
| will seek out the captain of the Scarlet Saber again and
find a way to turn her ro our cause,

Her escape was useful in the sense that it not only
showed us her mertle, but that of Captain Darkride as
well. Although she managed ro escape his grasp,
Darktide fought well in vour name, Master, and proved
his lovaley to vou. The Solar Exalted can be turned
against each ather, and thar is a powerful weapon in
our hands. Darktide may be wseful in dealing with
Ocean Pearl in the future, although we should still
watch for any signs of symparhy for his fellow Chasen
of the Unconquered Sun. Should he turn against us,
Moray Darkode will feel the true embrace of death.

| remain your servant, yours ro command.

THEe FAIR FOLK

The Fair Folk rarely have any sort of unified
opinion abour anything, including the Zenith Caste.
But in general, there are two points about the Zenith
thar make them of interest {and concern) to the Fair
Falk: their ability to inspire others and their interest
in righting wrongs.

In the first case, the Fair Folk find the Zenith Caste
artracrive and even useful to them. The Resplendent
Suns are gifted performers, able to inspire emotions
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and even brilliance in others, things the Fair Folk
consider essential for a sublime feast of dreams and
desires. Since the Fair Folk are not capable of inspiring
mortals nearly so well, they are ofren drawn to the cules
and followers of the Zenith Exalted, looking for an
opportunity to feed on the dreams of their followers
and even those of the Exalred themselves.

However, the members of the Zenith Caste rarely
welcome the presence of the Fair Folk and don’t care
for them stealing the dreams and passions of rtheir
followers. Furthermore, many Solar Thunders take it
upon themselves to protect mortals from the raids and
“sport” of the Fair Folk, guarding cities and towns and
driving the Fair Folk away from their prey. Some even
go to the trouble of hunting down Fair Folk that have
attacked and ravaged a place or rescuing hapless mor-
rals who have become the Fair Folk's prisoners and
slaves. This angers the faerie and makes them more
likely to seek out the friends and followers of the
Zenith Casre as porential wictims,

Some fey see a potential use for the Zenith Casre.
If many Zeniths have their way, they will evenrtually
raise powerful armies and turn against the Dragon-
Blaoded and the Blessed Isle itself. A war berween the
Solar and Terrestrial Exalted mayv shatter the magical
defenses that keep the Fair Folk from invading the
world en masse, allowing the Shining Hosts to pour
into Creation once mote, and this time, nothing will
drive them back. Some faerie nobles quietly support
the efforts of the Solar Thunder in hopes of hastening
the day when the Solar Exalced fall upon the Realm
and smash its defenses.

HaAvasH]

The Solar Exalted have returned. Finally, prey
truly worthy of the hunt! With the Dragon-Blooded
clustered near their precious isle, squabbling over who
will sit upon their throne, the lands on the fringes of
Creation have given us considerable sport. But | grow
weary of hunting rabbits and doves when [ could be
hunting a lioness, a veritable falcon, one of the Chosen
of the Unconguered Sun. I think of whar pleasure and
pain, whar dreams and nightmares [ will be able to
slowly wring from her body, mind and soul, once she is
in my hands,

If only [ had known whar she was there beside that
squat, ugly house. But then, if [ had, I might have killed
her too quickly, As it was, [ allowed my anger to get the
better of me. She struck me with iron, and the scar has not
vet faded. ltmayalways be a reminder of that day, butsoon
enough it will be a pleasant one as [ look back on all that
[ did to Fire Orchid before she finally died. Yes, | allowed
my anger to rule me, but it has rewarded me with this new
prey, so fierce and determined. Better still, she has the

endurance of the finest beasts I've ever hunred, so0 [ know
this chase will not be a short or easy one.

There may be some trouble with her allving with
others of her kind. I will have to lure her out from
behind the protection of her pack. But she's already
given me the perfect bait. She's shown me rhar she
cares abour the mortals scurrying at her feet and prais-
ing her power and wisdom. If enough of them scream
and burn, she will come running, and then, [ will have
her. Pour me some moonbeam and rose wine, slave, |
must consider my plans,

YIRINI

Oh, I remember Armattan, the Zenith who came
in here some time ago, looking for a comforting touch
and a passionate embrace ro ease his loneliness. |
especially recall the surprise on his face when he saw
me. [ was so tempted to try and rake him for myself, bur
swaying one of the Zeniths from their duries and obli-
gations can become a tiresome and even dangerous
game, and | truly wasn't in the mood for it then. Still,
[ took some pleasure in his company and in explaining
to him how I ran my house and cared for my girls and
boys. [ think that surprised him even more than finding
me there. No doubr, he expecred a huntress, stalking
the dreams of mortals through the flowing silks and the
sweet incense smoke, not the mistress of a house with
concern for her servants and her clients.

I must give him credit, ['ve heard of Zeniths who
would never even enter into a house of pleasure, much
less one under the sway of one of the fey. He conrrolled
his surprise well enough, and he seemed genuinely
curious abour my house and me, and he was never rude
or impolire, like that Dragon-Blooded woman. Joyous
Wren took great pleasure from his company and said
that he was a lover worthy of an epic. | hope thar he
learned thar nort all of the fey are like the ravagers and
the cataphractei who raid the lands in the Threshold.
Some of us still live here in peace, sustaining ourselves
on dreams freely given in exchange for the pleasures we
have to offer. Ah, if there had been more time, [ mighl
have shown that Zenith what some of them were....

THE SPIRIT COURTS

The reaction of spirits to the Zenith Caste is even
harder ro predict than chat of the Fair Folk. The
rendency of the Solar Thunders toward command can
get them in trouble if they try to order the small guds
around. Their great presence and leadership ability can
gain the Zeniths the respect (or at least the coopera-
tion) of some spirits, if they choose their words carefully.
Most spirits are at least caurious when dealing with the
Princes of the Earth, particularly the caste that once
tuled the whole of Creation.
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BrigHT Oasis OF TRAVELER”S Succor

He came alone through rthe desert, with only a lion
for company, but many travelers come to me alone. He
was pleasing to look upon as he quenched his thirst and
cleansed himself, bending low over the water, Then, he
rested under the shade of a palm. His face relaxed and
became even more pleasant in sleep, as the water on him
and within him called to me and | crossed the silken veil
of sleep and dreams. He pursued, as men always do, has
desire calling our 1o me, as | reached out to him.

If the beast had not woken, he would have been
mine, but she roared, and he awakened in my em-
brace. He was more than he appeared — not just a
rraveler but a Prince of the Earth. They have re-
turned! I could not stand against him. He strugpled
and escaped my pool, escaped my embrace and the
eternal comfort | offered him. He fled into the desert,
the lion ar his side, and | could see there would be
little comfore or rest for that ane for some time. The
journey is long, and the desert is harsh.

But do not worry, my dear, you are sate now. Rest
within my arms, sink deep into me, and let me give you
comfort and pleasure. Your journey is at an end.

6]

RUTAKIN THE GATHERER

Brothers! Sisters! | have seen him! One of the
Princes of the Earth, here in our forest! He rests beneath
the shade of Grandfather of Brilliant Jade, drinking from
the pool of Water from the Roots of the World, silencly
mediraring. Grandfather has said that he is not w be
disturbed because he is one of the Chosen of the Uncon-
quered Sun, who has sent him to us to learn his purpose,
[ wanred ro rake his brightand shiny things, bur Grand-
father has forbidden it. Tell everyone! This Exalted One
is not to be disturbed, but to be welcomed by us here. He
does not hunt wanronly and brings no fire with him, so
he is well mannered, at least.

He is powerful, this one. His arms and chest bulge
with muscle, and he bears the scars of many fights upon
him. His limbs gleam with metal, and he carries a
weapon, although he hasn't used it on anything within
our forest. Play no tricks on this one, [ tell you. Remem-
ber the fury of the Exalted Ones and the anger of the
Unconguered Sun! Grandfather of Brilliant Jade has
said he is to be left in peace and silence. | wonder if other
Princes of the Earth will come here! Maybe Grandfather
will ler me steal from some of them, if they do.
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DREAMS OF THE
- FIRST AGE

I stand atop a mountain and look down upon
the lands of the Unconguered Sun. I look down on
bountiful fields and lush foresrs. | look down upon
glistening cities and bustling towns. [ look down
upon peace and prosperity. |
time before.

In the fields, farmer and animal, landowner and
laborer work hand in hand o reap and sow the boun-
ties of the earth and sun. | see plenciful harvests,
abundant enough to feed to workers through the
winter with enough to share with the dwellers in the
cities and the towns. [ see storehouses large enough to
hold the bounty and farmhouses sturdy enough to
shield their families against winter storms.

In the forests, hunter, predator and prey live in
harmony. No beast takes more than it needs, nor kills
withour need. | see the deep places of the wilds where
Mman was never meant o go, and there, [ see the births
of creatures that have never been seen before. | see the
secret places in the wilderness where the grear beasts
go to die, places held in reverence by all creatures and
undefiled by man.

In the cities, merchants and rradesmen live side
by side. Craftsmen and arrisans do nor want for
materials. The rich and the aristocratic walk among
the common men willingly. All manner of poods are
plentiful in the city, from the simplest of foods to the
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rarest of art. The cities are sparkling jewels of won-
der, filled with miraculous devices and magnificent
structures, drawing visitors from the far corners of
the land. Newcomers, visitors and narives alike are
free from the ravages of crime, and ver, the hand of
its rulers does not rest heavy on the land.

In the towns, the rradirions are remembered
and followed with reverence, Respect is paid to the
elders by the youths, and the elders rear the youths
to be worthy of respect. Though their rtemples are
modest, the folk of towns remember to worship
their gods according to the proper times and sea-
sons, Sons and daughters study ar the feer of their
patents, learning the professions that had been
dictated by the ancestors. Mothers and fathers re-
spect their children’s wishes when they wish ro
follow their own path.

[ stand atop the highest mountain and look down
upon the unblemished lands of the Unconquered Sun.

[ look down upon the time before,

& * % % %

[ look to the south, and I see a cryseal spire rising
out of the wilderness. Taller than any other building
in the land, rthe tower acts as borh beacon to and

ratch tower for those who dwell in its shadow. The
structure glows with an inner light both day and
night, as if the sun had allowed a bir of itself to be
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stored within. I see movement within and fly closer
to see who could dwell in such a place, to see what
activiries could grace such a tower.

As | near the crystal spire, 1 see thar rhe rower
does not stand alone. Five lesser crystalline structures
encircle the glowing peak; five crystal domes com-
plete this landbound constellation. I circle the
structures, peering into each of the domes.

The first dome glows with the green of life.
Peering inside, I see all manner of farms. The second
rings with the clash of metal on metal. Inside, war-
riors train against one another daily. [ smell sulfur
and smoke as I fly past the third dome. There, crafts-
men endlessly create new wonders from jade and gold
and ivory. The air abour rhe fourth dome 15 sweet
with the taste of sugars and chocolares, for this dome
is home to great chefs and bakers who create all
manner of culinary treats. The final dome is smooth
and peaceful. Inside, quiet gardens provide a place
for repose and memorial of the ancestors.

| fly ever closer to crystal spire. A great circle
of stones pravides the base of the tower. Inside the
circle, the greatest philosophers of the age garher
to discuss and record the secrets of life. Fresh-
faced students gather at the feer of wizened masters.
Scribes record discussions, and stonecutters in-
scribe the grear truths ar the direction of the
greatest of savants, Oh, how | long to rarry hear
and listen to their words,

Yer, | continue to travel along, through the
circle of philosophers and up into the rower. As | rise
further and further, the wonders [ behold increase. |
see rooms lit by bits of borrowed sunlight. I hear
songs emanating from invisible orchesrras. | smell
flowers where none can be found. Further and fur-
therup, | fly. Ah, what an orderly tower. Exalted live
above unExalted. Nobles dwell above commoners
and royalty dwell above nobility.

Finally, I reach the zenith. Here, the mightiest
and noblest in the land meet to discuss rhe fate of
those below. Here, the glow of borrowed sunlight is
the brightest. From here, one can see the far corners
of the land. I pause at the rop and peer back along the
path | followed. Ah, the wonders we have lost. Ah,
the wonders that we can hope to regain.

W &= * * ®

From the wilderness, a voice beckons me. Fol-
lowing the sound, 1 travel across plains and over
hills. [ plumb the depths of valleys and climb the
heights of mounrtains. Onand on, [ travel, and ver,
the voice beckons. At long last, | reach a dark and
primeval forest — one far more primal rhan any [
have ever encountered before. | enter the wood,
and onward, the voice beckons. | climb over fallen
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trees and wind my through thick and knotred
vines. Finally, 1 come to a clearing; | come ro the
source of the voice.

Standing just inside the clearing, | gaze upon
a wondrous sight. [ see an ancient rree, reeming
with all manner of life. The mass of animals upon
its rrunk moves constantly, making the tree seem
a noble beast itself. There are crearures rending
the tree and the soil around it, providing food for
the tree and the animals that call it home. | see
creatures watching over the workers, prorecring
them and the tree from harm and resolving disrup-
tions before they affect the society. [ watch as,
high in the tops of the tree, wondrous and heauri-
ful creatures — feathered and furred and scaled —
give orders and accept tribute, all for the berter-
ment of the tree as a whole.

As | watrch, a great tigress springs forcth from the
tree, roaring and snarling, At hercall, a dozen other
animals leave their duties at the trunk and in the
branches and fall in behind the grear cat. Moving,
as if of one mind, the creatures move to strike at a
foe that I had yer to detect. A grear darkness had
been forming, subtly, at the edge of my sight, bur
hefore it could even set its tendrils, the she-cat led
her warriors against it. Though the darkness was
larger than the beasts, the animals arttacked fear-
lessly, and the darkness fell, defeated.

From the shadows of the tree, a grear spider
leaps, marked in bright reds and dark blues. The
animals of the tree pay deference to the arachnid,
and the spider springs immediately to work. The
eight-legeed one works tireless, spinning a web from
the poorly lit branches of the tree. 1 gaze in wonder
as the delicate threads caprure and hold the sunlighe,
glowing in response to the sun's warm caress. The
web glows softly but provides a comforting light to
the creatures that live and work near it

A great wolf leaps from the shadows near the
tree. Skulking in the shadows, avoiding even the
spider's light, the waolf parrols places that my eyes
had left unseen. All the animals of the tree watch
the creature with a respectful dread. The wolf winds
his way through the branches, watching those beasts
that seem lax in their work. His mere passage is
enough to revitalize some, 1 watch in awe as the
wolf encounters a beast that is srealing from its
fellows and hoarding food for itself, Wirch a single
smooth action, the greedy beast has vanished, swal-
lowed whole by the vengeful wolf.

A piercing scream draws my eyes upward.
There, | see a great falcon, circling the tree. |
watch as the silver bird flies in and around rhe
tree’s ourstrerched branches, pausing here and




there where other animals are having disputes.
Wherever the great bird's shadow passes, argu-
ments are solved and peace is resrored.

Finally, a great golden bull leaps from the tree.
All work on the tree stops as each creature turns to
see what the bull might do. I warch in amazement as
the bull drops his horns in respect to the tree. Then,
in rurn, each of the tree's dwellers bends its knee in
respect to the bull. First, the workers; then, the
watchers; and then, the noble creatures thar dwell
high in the rree’s branches show their respect to the
great bull. Finally, the grear beasts come before the
golden creature, the mighty tiger, the clever spider,
the mysrerious falcon and even the skulking wolt.

| realize the beckoning voices have gone silent,
and treasuring the things | had seen, [ return along

the path 1 had come.
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I lock to the North and see a city on the ice,
where no city has any right to be. Curious, | inves-
tigate, racing along, north and north and norch
until I reach the ice-locked town. Unseen and
unheard, | walk among its inhabitancs, gazing at its
wonders. Though the air must be bitter cold to
maintain the streets of hoarfrost on which my fel-
low wanderers and | tread, they seem not to feel che
chill. I wonder at this, as they wear garments of
cloth that, though strange to my eye, seems as light
4§ SUMMET cOtton.

I gaze at open-air shops, where artisans work
bare armed and, yet, in comfort. A cheery warm glow
fills the air of the storefronts. Customers and friends
pause before each one to admire the workmanship
and to exchange news. Though the air in these places
is clearly much warmer, the shoppers make the tran-
sition from the cold screets to the cheery shops with
no discomfort. They merely pull the cloth that cov-
ers their faces aside, to facilitate conversation.

] am curious as ro whar other miracles this city
has to offer and wander onward, invisibly sharing
the road with the natives of this place. 1 walk
further on and come to a building marked with a
sign of a thread and needle. Hopeful thar | might
find the secret of the cold-resistant cloch, I travel
inside. In the building, | see rows and rows of skeins
of cloth. | see more colors and patterns than [ have
seen in any one place before. [ work my way through
the collecrion, wondering where such bounty could
come from. ]| ascend a spiral staircase. On the sec-
ond floor, | see a collection of lead and gold machines
whirring along with clockwork precision. From the
ceiling, threads descend into the equipment. Or-
nately patterned clothes flow from the apparatuses.
But from whence do the threads come? 1 climb yet
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another spiral staircase. At the top level of the
building, a crystal dome caps the floor, separating
the treasures here from the cold night air. | see
delicare trees covered in gold and opal flowers.
Women wander through rhe garden, tending the
plants. Others draw multicolored threads from the
flowers and feed them into golden boxes at the base
of each tree. So, the wonderful cloth comes from
thread grown on trees, Even as one mystery was
solved, another presents itself.

I peered out of the glass dome, wondering what
fed these people in this frozen wasteland. As 1 did, |
saw another series of crystal-topped structures, glow-
ing green, Surely, this garden provided enough cloth,
even for a city this size. Then what was rended in
those buildings? With a gentle leap, I am launched
harmlessly through the dome and across the night
sky. My leap ended as I passed through rhe green
domes without leaving mark of my passage. 1 looked
about and saw plants hanging in midair everywhere.
Fine tendrils spill gently downward. Fruirs of all
types grow from heavier vines. Thick moss grows on
the thickest of vines. [ watch workers gather both the
fruit and the moss and give it to waiting deliverymen.
| float above, watching the deliverymen transport
the moss and fruirs to every home in the city. An-
other mystery solved, but how many more remain to

be discovered in this frozen cicy!
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I find myself riding the waves far out to sea, [
dance with the creatures of the depths as [ drift ro
where the horizon meets the sky. There, | see acity of
ships, forming three grear circles around a golden
pyramid with steps leading to the sky. I ride the waves
and draw ever closer to the curious sea-borne city.

The great ships of the sea make up the outer-
most circle. These craft’are far larger than any |
have ever seen before. They are too massive to
make use of even the largest port | was familiar
with — ships large enough to carry small villages
of their own. Traders dicker on these sea crafr,
buying and selling vast amounts of supplies from
all corners of the globe.

The second circle is made up of a collection of
smaller ships. Materials from the grear ships are
loaded onto these ships: 1 describe these ships as
smaller, but upon closer inspection, I realize they are
as large as the big ships that I am familiar with in the
waking world. This circle of ships is somewhat fluid,
as these craft leave their places in the circle and
make their way out to the open sea, squeezing through
gaps between the greart ships.

Even smaller ships make up the mnermost circle.
These ships are lashed together in three arcs. Merchants




and pilgrims alike move from ship-to-ship, and goods
and services are available on the ships. | am reminded of
the merchants that gather outside the temples in the
cities of my youth. Yet, where my memories are of greed
and dishonesty, these merchants seem somehow noble.

Smaller craft yet navigate berween and around
all of the ships, all of the circles, and back and
tarch from rhe grear pyramid. Travelers ride these
small boats like land-dwelling men ride horses.
Merchants from the middle ring travel to the
inner ring. Pilgrims from the inner ring travel to
the pyramid. | follow the pilgrims inward, and
once | reach the pyramid, I pursue the rravelers as
they make rheir way up the steps. Up and up |
rravel, following the path of the devout. Some are
satisfied to pause only partway up, to he rended by
the lesser priests at the lower levels. Others con-
tinue further up. At each level, more and more
pause to be tended by higher- and higher-ranked
priests. Further and further up I go, until only the
most dedicated of pilgrims remain on the journey,
There stands the high priest, glowing with the
inner light of the sun. As my sojourn ends, [
watch as golden healing extends from the high
priest to the devourt,
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I awake in unfamiliar surroundings, The sky is

aglow with multicolored lighrts, the air is filled with

appetizing smells, and gleeful noises ring in my ears,
[ arise from my bed, which disappears, and my sleep-
ing clothes are replaced with a festival costume. |
wander through the streets, rubbing elbows with
frenzied parriers.

[ wonder ar rthe joy around me. What lord would
allow his people to celebrate so freely? Whar wealth
must he possess that he can afford the extravagance
displayed here and afford rthe loss of work such a
festival surely implies? Surely, the master of this
place must be attempting to impress a rival with this
display of generosity. [ continue to wander, trying to
make sense of the events around me.

| stroll down crowded streets and see food mer-
chants of all kinds. [ see great sides of meat cooking
over glowing bars of metal. Creations of sugared ice,
treats normally reserved for nobiliey, are displayed
proudly, kept from melring inside glass boxes, [ see
multicolored fishes, rolled together with grains and
grasses into works of culinary art, yver this city does
not lay by the sea. Breads of all shapes and sizes, a
wide variety of sausages and vegetables both mun-
dane and exotic are on sale around another corner.

I continue ar a casual pace, exploring the festi-
val with eyes full of wonder. [ see and hear performers
of all sorts, both wandering musicians thrilling
passers-by and small orchestras attracting crowds
from fixed stages. | tarry a bit to enjoy strains of




music familiar to my ears. These are tunes that were
ancient in my youth, yet the crowds thrill to them
as if they are new and still exciting.

As the music conrinues to play, I find myself
rising above the revelers. [ float above the crowds as
they spill out of the city and into the surrounding
plains. As the festival reaches a fever pitch, the
pattiers don masks. I see bulls and tigers and spiders
and falcons and wolves among the dancers who spin
outward in ever-widening spirals. The musicians
gather together and join the dancers on the plains.
Colored fire explodes above and around me, as the
music becomes louder and louder. From my air-
borne vantage point, [ watch as the dancers trace
ornate paths over and over on the ground. 1 am
enchanted by the dance and feel myself pulled
downward into rthe parrerns. T fly faster and faster,
lost in an explosion of color and sound.

I awake in my bed, alone in quiet and squalor,

# * * * *

I find myself wandering in a great city carved
from stone. Wonders of art surround me. Statues
decorate the thoroughfares and the rooftops. The
architecture is ornate and vet, somehow, perfectly
aligned. As I gasp at the wonders around me, my feet
carry me, unbidden, into one of the buildings.

1 find myself in an arched hallway. The walls
are lined with books, more than ['ve ever seen
befare, but it is the ceiling that draws my attention.
If I were not aware that 1 was standing inside, |
would state without doubt that [ was peering at the
early morning sky. As | walk further down the hall,
the ceiling changes with me. [ watch, as rhe sun
seems to rise, chasing away the colors of the nighe.
Further and further on [ walk, as the morning sky
gives way ro the brightly lit sky of midday. The
artistry above me is withour question magnificent,
for, at times, | believe | can see the clouds in the
painting moving. On and on, [ walk, amazed as the
midday gives way to late afternoon and as the
purples and reds of evening creep into view, It is
then that the hall opens into a room. The ceiling of
the chamber depicts the nighr sky, as accurately as
the hall depicted the skies of the day, Feering about
the rest of the room, | find it dominated by a statue
that can only represent the Unconguered Sun.

As | peer in wonder at the starue, lights fill the
room from unseen sources. Some flicker across the
great statue, making it seem as if the mighty statue
moves, while other motes of light dance across the
ceiling, I watch in wonder and amazement as |
recognize the dancing lights. First, a single light
circles above. It is a soft light, all silvery and full of
mystery. | can only assume that [ watch Luna's
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eternal ballet. Scon, five other lights join it, each a
different color. These new lights weave compli-
cated patterns across the would-be sky. Each dancing
color follows a distinct pattern, and yer, the par-
rerns intersect in a harmonious way. | know that |
am watching the Maidens, or at least colors in-
tended to represent the Maidens,

“Fascinating, fascinating.” | hear a dry old voice
echo through the room. | become aware of the
scratch, scratch, scratch of a quill on parchment.
“I've not seen the ladies dance like this before.
Fascinating.” [ tear my eves away from the dancing
lights to seek out the speaker, As my vision adjusts
ro the darkness, | see a figure working at a small desk
in a cubbyhole on the opposite side of the Uncon-
quered Sun statue from me. “But I can’t have these
dates right. This conjunction won't happen for
vears and years.” | see the gline of meral. The man
works with a brush of fine ermine, but there is no
inkwell to be seen. | try to ask what he means, burt
I find my voice silent and the room already fading
from my sight.

* * " # =

Again, [ find myself wandering the grear city
carved from stone, and again, I find myself won-
dering at its statues. Once more, | find my feet
carrying me forward unbidden, my destination not
of my choosing.

With a quick step, | pass through a door into a
cluttered hall. The first thing [ become clearly
aware of is the smell of the place. [ smell rotren eges
and the air afrer a lightning strike. Intense smells,
but somehow, in this place, they are not over-
whelming, There are old smells here, and the
atmosphere of rhe building treats them like old
friends. They belong here, perhaps more than [ do,

| move through the hall past open doors to
clutrered rooms. It seems that no surface is left
uncovered here. Those areas nor covered with bits
of metal are littered with books, left casually abourt
— how someane could treat such valuable texts so
carelessly amazes me.

From further down the corridor; I can hear the
sound of banging and hissing, Though | fear some
great beast intent on destroying this place and all
within it, my feer carry me ever closer. The noises
continue; growing ever louder as | near their source.
The air in this place is powdery and tastes somewhar
like dust but, somehow, more sharp. The airtingles,
and alternaring blasts of warm and cold air blow
against me as [ walk down the hall.

[ pass more rooms, and it slowly dawns on me
that the bits of meral littering the rooms are in face
sculprures, some of things recognizable, others of




things strange to me. | see mechanical cars and
birds with wings made of bits of copper and geomet-
ric figures made from iron and from gold. Yer, my
feet draw me on before | can stop to investigate
them further.

Drawing ever closer to the din at the end of the
hall, my heart fills with dread. Is it my imagination,
or do | see some of these metallic crearions moving
of their own volition! Onward and onward, [ tread.
The door separating me from the noise opens on its
owrn. [ try to close my eyes against the terrors [ know
lay beyond, but | cannot,

Inside, | see a great metal man. Steam hisses from
his joints. His chest is open, and inside, I see a
massive hammer swinging back and forth. Ar each
end of the hammer's arc, it stops with a loud clang.
As | enter the room, the bronze giant slowly stands,
[s ir reacring o my presence, maoving ro strike me
down as the invader I am? | look fearfully into the
construct’s face hoping to divine its intentions. The
metallic monster has the head of a bull but eves as
glassy as a corpse. Though 1 look it straight in the
eves, it does not appear [0 see me.

Behind the bronze giant, | become aware of a
soot-covered woman, working feverishly, *What is
the purpose of this creation? | try to speak, but no
words come from my mouth. Already, my time here
seems to have passed.

- = x + *

Once again, 1 find myself in the city with
statues of marble and buildings of the purest stone.
I become aware that each of the buildings has
windows made of glass. What a wondrous place,
whar extravagance! Some of the windows even
have bits of colored glass arranped in patterns.
Though I cannot interpret all of the patterns, |
realize thar the colored glass depicrs the purpose of
each building. Amazed by my discovery, and used
to my uncontrolled travels in this city, I wander on
withour care.

I pause in front of a particular door, Glancing to
my right and to my left, | see twin windows. Human
forms are depicted in the colored glass, with an icon
of the polden sun superimposed on their chests. Tam
allowed little time to wonder what might lie inside,
as, with a step, | am through the door.

The hall is well lit. The brightness of the place
causes me to blink, to allow my eyes to adjuse. All
of the surfaces seem crisp and clean. Everyrhing
seems new. Thereis asmell in the airthat] cannot
place — a smell norunlike alcohol, but, somehow,
more pure. | do not know its source, bur breathing
it leaves a pleasant aftertaste in my mouth, and 1
feel somehow cleansed. The air is cool, but com-
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fortable, and its flow is gentle but continuous, So
soft is the breeze that 1 am barely aware of the
movement against my skin, and it is only the
movement of the leaves of a nearby plant that
gives the breeze away.

It strikes me. 1 see an indoor plant. The image of
it fixes in my mind. It is green and healchy. It is
healthier than any plant in the nichest of soils, and 1t
is not alone. A dozen such plants line the hallway,
hanging from the ceiling by fine ropes.

I become acutely aware of my heart beating, of
its thrumb, thrumb, thrumb in my ears. | continue
down the hall as my unbidden feet carry me forward.
| pause and turn to peer through a glass wall. No, |
am peering through a pair of doors made of olass.
Beyond them, I see beds, At least, I think they are
beds. The frames are made of what looks like the
finese silver, and the sheets look like the finesr silk.
Who would sleep in such beds?

Before [ can examine the beds further, my feet
have already started along rheir mysterious path
anew. [ walk further down the hall, toward a set of
mirrored doors that slide open as | approach. 1
stride through them without hesitation to where
rwo men wait, garhed in simple white robes. One
lies on another silver bed, this time without the
silk sheets. The other stands over him, looking at
him. The standing man reaches over to a well-
polished counter and retrieves a finely crafred
knife. I watch in mute horror as the standing man
draws the blade across the prone man's chest. The
image fades before [ can see any more.

* * o * -

My family goes to sleep withour food, That
which | intended to feed them was taken from us.
The madame has raised the taxes again, and her
representative rook the last of whar we had stored
in payment. We were told that we would lose the
hovel we call a home next. [ go tosleep on straw, my
stomach complaining.

[ awake in comfort, in a lord’s bed, thoughts of
hunger a distant memory, a faint and faraway dream.
| am wearing bedclothes, and | can see clean work
¢clothes hanging on a peg on the wall. | dress in
silence and wonder. Surely, this is some sick prank,
playved by Madame Aesh for her amusement or the
amusement of guests, but [ fear nor to play along, in
dread of some worse punishment. Cautiously, [leave
the sleeping room and enter the rooms beyond.

The kitchen is clean and comforrable. The sun’s
warmm glow beams in through a paper window. Bread
and cheese sit on a cutting board on the table, along
with a sharp knife. [ see a sack sitring nearby and cut
myself genercus helpings of the foed. Some [ eat
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now, fearful thar the game will end too soon, the rest
| put in the bag. Perhaps I can take it home to my
loved ones when this is all over.

Game or no, | must rend to my duties to the
land. Princes come and madames go, but we belong
to the land, and it is the land that holds my loyalties
after my kin. | pause at the door to unlatch it |
fumble a bir, as | am not familiar with the lock.
Soon, however, the door is open, and | go cutside to
greet the morming sun.

[ am amazed by what I see. Though it is the land
| know, the land I've worked and my ancestors have
worked and their ancestors have worked, it has
been transformed overnight, The cracked and bar-
ren soil that | had turned every day for vears in
hopes of coaxing life from it was suddenly lush and
rich. Plants grew thick in the black earth. I could
see blood-red fruit and golden pods, all nicely ar-
ranged and separated into neat rows.

I walk along the rows, rugging at solitary weeds.
The soil releases them willingly, and the rask is
more of a joy than a chore. My eve is attracred by
a series of pipes, running near ro the ground and
along the rows. | follow them along, smaller pipes
connecting to larger pipes until 1 reach the edge of
my ancestral land. There, an even larger pipe
waits, marked with some lord's seal.-Curious, 1
follow the pipes back to the plants and watch as
they hegin to drip with water, providing moisture
in the dry season.

I awake cold and wet and hungry. My family
and I went to bed hungry, the last of our food stolen
by the madame’s tax collector.

e * = # *

I stand at the podium, my arms spread wide. 1 am

clad in cloth of orichalcum, and a weight hangs heavy
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about my neck — the Ring of the Deliberative, the
tare that marks me as the spokesman and servant of
the Unconquered Sun, Three Hearthstones glitrer
within it; a Gem of Incomparable Wellness, a Gem of
Sapphire and Emerald and the Hearthstone from the
Imperial Manse, whose possession gives the bearer
complete control over the defenses of the Realm.

Befare me lies the assembled Solar Host and the
Lunar Society and the nameless gathering of the
Sidereals, their eyes glittering like stars from the
vast balcony. Delegates of the Dragon-Blooded
daimyos are here as well and representatives of rhe
bureaucratic organs.

[ step forward to the podium, glancing left and
right at my four fellow Deliberators. 1 open my mouth
to speak, and as | speak, | know my words are lies.

It is a petty matter, the distribution of subsidies
ro Celesrial Exalred who do not rule principalities.
The reason for the lie is equally perty — ro secure
greater subsidies for Solars and especially for mem-
bers of the Deliberative. “We have spoken with
Unconquered Sun, and he agrees.” And rhar is the
lie that we are not permitced.

Irt my heart, | can feel the affronted face of my
god, my patron, turning away from me, yer | speak
anyway. Dreaming, | cannot understand why it is I do
what [ do, ver 1 do it anyway, Perhaps I am mad, or
perhaps I truly think that | am so grear thar | can use
a god's name merely to validate my own decisions,

My fellow Deliberators ritually lower their heads,
the long nod that signals they are in agreement with
the speaker on matters of faith, They, too, are lying,
but like me, they do not realize what it portends. |
awaken with a start in the stifling space behind the
old scroll racks and sigh. The dream will come again,
as it always does.
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The Exalted are beings of vast magical power.
Though, in theory, any Solar is able to master nearly
any Ability, most develop powers that emphasize their
personal focus, a focus typically closely related to their
caste. This was true in the First Age as well, and of the
sorcerous artifacts that were created in that lost time,
many are clearly designed to aid the Exalted in per-
forming their roles. This chapter details some of the
powers and the artifacts that were used primarily by
members of the Zenith Caste. Characrers may learn of
or discover these Charms, artifacts and Hearthstones,
or they may invent them or create them indepen-
dently; this chaprer should serve as a resource to both
Storytellers and players.

CHARMS

ENDURANCE

EmpTy STOMACH FASTING MEDITATION
Cost: |l mote

Druration: One dav

Type: Simple

Minimum Endurance: l

Minimum Essence: I

Prerequisite Charms: MNone

HE ZENITH

The constitutions of Exalred are far more resilient
than those of mere mortals, yet even the Chosen must
cat. Through the use of this Charm, an Exalted may
eliminare her need ro eat for a single day. Activation of
this Charm takes the normal investment of Essence and
meditation for one-quarter hour. Use of this Charm
does not alleviate the need to drink water. The Charm
may be used for up to 40 days in a row without penalty.
Afterward, the Chosen must eat and drink normally for
three days in a row. This Charm will not work again
until the Chosen has so eaten.

AsceTic Monk’s PuriFicATION DiSCIPLINE

Cost: 10 motes
Duration: Three days
Type: Simple
Minimum Endurance: 3
Minimum Essence: 3

Empty Stomach Fasting
Meditarion

In the harsh conditions of the wilderness, even fresh
water can be hard to come by. The Exalted who has
mastered this Charm can go withour food and water for
three days. Acrivation of this Charm takes the normal
investment of Essence and meditation for a full hour. The
Exalt must eat and drink normally for ar least one day
before this Charm can be used again.

Prerequisite Charms:
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CONTROLLED BREATHING EXERCISE

Cost: 5 motes
Duration: (ne scene
‘Type: simple
Minimum Endurance: 2
Minimum Essence: i
Prerequisite Charms: MNone

The Exalred uses Essence to reduce his need for
breathing. Once the Charm is activared, the Chosen need
not breath until the scene 1s over, as long as he does nor
speak and only attempts simple actions. Each turn the
Exalted attempts a complicated action, including combat,
he must make a reflexive Stamina + Endurance roll to
avoid breathing. Obviously, this Charm is of great use in
poisoned environments,

SLEEP OF DEATH TECHNIOQUE

Cost: 13 motes
Duration: Special
Type: Simple
Minimum Endurance: 4
Minimum Essence: 4

Prerequisite Charms: Controlled Breathing Exercise
Through the use of this Charm, an Exalted can give
the illusion of death. Her heartbear slows ro
imperceptibiliry, and she does not breath. To every mortal
inspection, the Chosen is dead. The Exalted canremainin
this state for as long as she chooses, but the Charm does not
remove the need to ear or drink, putting a practical limit
on its use without the invocation of additional Charms,

UNSLEEPING WATCHMAN TECHNIQUE

Cost: 9 motes
Duration: Une night
Type: Simple
Minimum Endurance: 2
Minimum Essence: 2
Prerequisite Charms: None

Even the most careful of Exalted must sleep sometime,
and it is when they sleep that they are most vulnerable.
The use of this Charm replaces the need for a night’s sleep
with spent Essence, allowing the Exalr to act without
penalty both day and night. There is no limitation on the
number of concurrent days on which the Charm may be
used, However, each night that Unsleeping Watchman
Technigue is invoked is a night without dreaming, Afrer
a number of consecutive days equal to the Chosen's
Stamina + Endurance, the Exalted will begin to experi-
ence waking dreams, seeing and hearing weird, seemingly
disconnected objects and sounds. Mechanically, the dis-
traction of these hallucinations will cause the character to
suffer a one die penalty on all checks. This penalty in-
creases by one day for each additional period of (Stamina
+ Endurance) consecutive days.

TIRELESS RUNNER'S STRIDE

Cost: 10 motes
Duration: Special
Type: Simple
Minimum Endurance: 3
Minimum Essence: 3

Unsleeping Watchman
Technique

An Exalted with Tireless Runner’s Stride can run for
an extended period to complete her tasks. The Chaosen
must have a specific target in mind when invoking the
Charm and must invest the Essence as normal. Afterward,
the Exalted can run without ceasing until her goal is
reached. She needs no sleep, nor does she need to perform
badily functions. If a sufficient supply of food and water is
carried, the Exalted may eat and drink without stopping or
slowing her running speed. Her pace is tripled by the
investiture of Essence and by the lack of need to stop. If the
Exalted stops running, the Charm ends. This running
prevents the Exalt from regaining Essence naturally, just
like any other strenuous exercise. The Exalted must clearly
know the location she seeks to properly invoke this Charm.

Prerequisite Charms:

ExTeEMDED LIFE PRANA

Cost: None

Duration: Permanent

Type: Special

Minimum Endurance: 7

Minimum Essence: Fi

Prerequisite Charms: Empry Stomach Fasting

Meditation, Sleep of Death

Technique, Tireless Runner's

Stride

The Exalted who masters this Charm has his narural life

extended many times, staving off the reaper with his righ-
reousness. While the typical Salar Exalred lives for 2,000 to
3,000 years, this Charm extends his life to 5,000 o 7,000
years, The possessor of this Charm shows no sign of aging or
degradation of health until his very last days walking Cre-
ation. This Charm offers no protection from damage or
disease, it merely extends the lifespan of the Chosen. In
addition o the prerequisites listed above, the Exalred must
have a rating of at least three in all of his Virtues,

RESISTANCE

ExnviRONMENTAL HAZARD-RESISTING MEDITATION
Cost: None

Duration: Permanent

Type: Special

Minimum Resistance: 5

Minimum Essence: A

Prerequisite Charms: None
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Some Exalred, in their vears of wandering the wilder-
ness, develop an immunity to nature’s rigors, To simulate
this, a character can take this Charm to grant permanent
resistatice to one of the following conditions. Each time she
purchases this Charm, she can choose one of the following:

* Resistance to Extreme Hear

» Resistance to Extreme Cold

R esistance to Acid

* Resistance to Windblown Particles

A characrer with one of these resistances suffers no
damage from narural occurrences of the condition and is
comfortable acting in it wearing normal gear, For instance,
4 Chosen wirth Fesistance to Extreme Heat may walk
across the most brutal of deserts withour penalty, but still
suffers damage if caughe in a forest fire or magical flame.
This Charm is similar to Ox-Body Technique, in that an
Exalt can take it repeatedly, until she has purchased all
four versions. A character cannot purchase this Charm
more titnes than she has dots in the Resistance Ability.

ALcOHOL-RESISTING PRAMA

Cost: | more
Duration: Oine scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Resistance: 1
Minimum Essence: 1
Prerequisite Charms: None

By invoking this Charm, the Exalted becomes
immune to the negative effects of alcohol for the rest
of the scene. He suffers no penalties during or after the
scene in which Alcohol-Resisting Prana isused, and in
fact, the effect is quire pleasant, as the characrer
experiences the euphoric feelings of drunkenness with-
out any of the impairment normally associated with
heavy drinking. If the character is already drunk, then
all negative effects of the aleohol are negated until the
Charm ends. In addition, invoking this Charm pre-
vents any chance of hangover from alcohol drunk
during the scene, whether or not the Charm was in
effect when the alcohol was consumed,

DRUNKEN WARRIOR T ECHNIQUE

Cost: ! mores

Duration: [nseant

Type: Reflexive

Minimum Resistance: F2

Minimum Performance: 2

Minimum Essence: |

Prerequisite Charms: Alcohol-Resisting Frana

The Drunken Warrior Technique allows the in-
voking Exalted to harness the unpredicrability of
drunkenness in combat. When this Charm is invoked,
the character may add dice to an attempr to attack oran
artempt to dodge or to parry an attack, The Charm may
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be invoked multiple times per turn, but the roral num-
ber of dice added in a given rurn cannot exceed the
number of drinks the character hashad during the scene
or the sum of the character’s Resistance and Perfor-
mance Abilities, whichever is lower.

For the purposes of this Charm, a *drink” is a glass of
wine, a tankard of beer, a dram of hard liquor or the
equivalent. This Charm does not provide any immunity
to the negarive effects of drinking, but may be used even
if the alcohol's effects have been negated though the use
of the Alcohol-Resisting Prana,

InNEBRIATED FooL DEFENSE

Cost: 2 motes

Duration: Instant

Type: Reflexive

Minimum Resistance: 4

Minimum Performance: 3

Minimum Essence: |

Prerequisite Charms: Drunken Warrior Technique,

Spirit Strengthens the Skin

The Inebriated Fool Diefense allows the Exalted to
utilize the effects alcohol has on the human body,
loasening its muscles and joints, to withstand damage.
When this Charm is invoked, the character may add a
number of points to his bashing soak equal the number
of drinks he has consumed during the scene. This
number can be no greater than the sum of the Exalted's
Resistance and Performance Abilities. The Charm may
be invoked multiple times per turn, and the banus is the
same each time it is invoked. The effeces of this Charm
are compatible with other Resistance Charms that in-
crease the character's bashing soak,

For the purposes of this Charm, a "drink” is a glass of
wine, a tankard of beer, a dram of hard liquor or the
equivalent. This Charm does not provide any immunity to
the negative effects of drinking, but may be used even if the
alcohol's effects have been nepated though the use of the
Alecohol-Resisting Prana,

INTERROGATION-RESISTING ATTITUDE

Cost: 5 motes
Duration: One scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Resistance: 2
Minimum Essence: |
Prerequisite Charms: None

The character’s will and body are strengthened by
Essence, allowing her to easily endure all forms of
torture and interrogation. The player may add a num-
ber of automatic successes equal to the character's
permanent Essence to-any Resistance rolls to avoid
breaking under interropation. The character need not
call upon this power before the interrogation and may
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even invoke it afrer giving some informarion during
the interrogation.

Use of this Charm does not negare the effects of any
toxins used in the interrogarion, nor does it prevent
damage. It merely allows the character complete control
over what she chooses to say.

PAaIN-REDUCING MEDITATION

Cost: 1 mote per -1
Dwuration: Une scene
Type: Reflexive
Minimum Resistance: 3

Minimum Essence: 2

[nterrogation-Fesisting
Artitude, Durability of Qak
Meditation

The cumulative effects of pain can bring down even
the hardiest of Exalved. This Charm allows a Chosen to
ignore pain through the application of Essence. To acti-
vate the Charm, the Exalted chooses to what degree he
wishes to ignore wound penalties for the remainder of the
scene. For each -1 wound penalry the character ignores,
the Charm costs | mote to activate. This Charm may be
used multiple times during a single scene, with cumula-
tive effecrs. A character can also negate more points of
wound penalties than he is currently suffering, to anes-
thetize himself asainst later Imjury.

ARMOR OF VIRTUE TECHMIQUE

Prerequisite Charms:

Cost: 3 motes

Duration: One scene

Type: Simple

Minimum Resistances: 2

Minimum Essence: P

Prerequisite Charms: Durability of Oak Meditation

Through the expenditure of Essence, this Charm
allows rhe Exalred ro reinforce his ability to withstand
attack with one of his Virtues. The character must
choose the Virtue at the beginning of the scene and acr
in accordance with that Virtue for the duration of the
scene, If at any point he acts contrary to the chosen
Virtue, the Armor of Virtue fades immediately. Specifi-
cally, artempting any acrion thar would require failing a
Virtue check causes the Charm's effects ro expire. For
example, abandoning or attempting to abandon a loved
one to perish miserably while under the protection of
Compassion causes the Armor of Virtue to fail.

When invoked, the Armor of Virtue Technique
increases the character”s hashing soak by the value of the
character's chasen Virtue for the rest of the scene. This
Charm may be used again on subsequent turns, bur a
characrer cannot gain a greater bonus to his bashing soak
via Armor of Virtue Technique than his Stamina +
Resistance. The effects of this Charm are compatible
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with rhe effecrs of other Resistance Charms that increase
the character's soak.

While under the effect of the Armor of Virtue Tech-
nique, the Exalred's Casre Mark glows brightly, as if the
chardcter had spent 4 to 7 motes of Peripheral Essence.
Invoking this Charm automatically adds one poine to the
characrer's Limur.

FiveroLp ArMOR OF VIRTUE TECHNIQUE

Cost: 5 motes
Duration: Chne scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Resistance: 3
Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Armor of Virtue Technique

Through the expenditure of Essence, the Fivefold
Armor of Virtue Technique allows the Exalted to rein-
force hisability to withstand acrack with one ot his Virtues.
The character must choose the Virtue at the beginning of
the scene and act in accordance with it for the duration of
the scene. If at any point he acts contrary to the chosen
virtue, the Fivetold Armor of Virtee fades immediately, as
per the Armor of Virtue Technique.

When invoked, the Fivefold Armor of Virtue
Technigue increases the character's lethal soak roll by
the value of the character's chosen Virtue for the rest
of the scene. This Charm may be used again on subse-
quent turns, but a character cannot gain a greater
hanus to his lethal soak via Fivefold Armor of Virtue
than his Stamina + Resisrance.

While under the effect of the Fivetold Armor of
Virtue Technigue, the Exalted's anima glows brightly
enough to read by, as if the characrer had spent 8 1o 10
motes of Peripheral Essence. Characters wearing armor
cannot use this Charm. Invoking this Charm automati-
cally adds one point to the character’s Limit.

SURVIVAL

STQRH WARDEN CONCENTRATION
Cost: 6 motes
Duration: One day
Type: Simple
Minimum Survival: 3

Minimum Essence: 1

Prerequisite Charms: Hardship-Surviving
Mendicant Spirit

This Charm protects the invoker from the adverse
affects of nareral weather. The Exalted may move through
heavy winds without being impeded by them, travel
through a sand- or snowstorm without being blinded or
spend a stormy night with no shelter without fear of
becoming waterlogged. The Chosen's anima deflects
these conditions, providing a nearly skintight zone of

protection for the Exalted and any possessions womn
against her body. This Charm does not protect againse
damage from temperature extremes.

SALAMANDER'S TOUCH TECHNIQUE

Cost: 1 mote
Duration: [nstant
Type: Simple
Minimum Survival: 3
Minimum Essence: s

Prerequisite Charms: Hardship-Surviving
Mendicant Spiric

Through the use of this Charm, the Exalted can
light small, conrrolled fires. These are normal fires in
every way. They can cause no damage by themselves,
but if allowed to blaze out of control, they can be as
dangerous as any other fire. The fires this Charm can
light are limited to normally flammable materials. The
Charm is useless against water-soaked wood or other
noncombustible substances.

UNOUENCHABLE CONFLAGRATION TECHNIQUE

Cost: 10 mores
Duration: [nstant
Type: Stmple
Minimum Survival: 3
Minimum Essence: 2z

Salamander's Touch
Technique

When all the available wood is soaked or, worse,
when there is no wood to be found, even the most skilled
survivalist can find herself forced to live without heat
and flame. This Charm allows the Exalted to cause a fire
of up to bonfire size to spring into existence with bur a
gesture. The fire will burn for a complete scene, even in
high winds or driving rain, but it will not spread unless
normally flammable materials are introduced. This power
cannot be used as a direct attack.

Prerequisite Charms:

Sun’s FLaMing TONGUE ATTACK

Cost: 15 motes, 1 Willpower
Duration: [nstant

Type: Simple

Minimum Survival: =)

Minimum Essence: 3

Unquenchable Conflagration
Technique

Through the use of this Charm, the Exalted rains
down solar fire upon a single opponent. After invest-
ing the required Essence, make a Willpower roll. The
fire does a number of points of lethal damage equal to
the Exalted's Survival score, plus one point of damage
per success on the characrer’s Willpower roll. This
power can strike ar a range of line of sight. Against
demons; ghosts or other creatures of the night, the

Prerequisite Charms:
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damage is aggravated. This attack cannot normally be
blocked or dodped, burt targers may have Charms that
allow them to do either in their defense.

GAME-SNARING HUNTSMAN'S METHOD

Cost: 1 mote per die
Duration: One day
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Survival: 4

Minimum Essence: |

Hardship-Surviving
Mendicant Spirit

When invoking this Charm, the Exalted names a
single breed of animal, which may include “human.” He
then crafts a snare appropriate for trapping the species of
interest. For each mote invested in the Charm, the
Survival roll to creare the snare is increased by one die.
In addition, for each mote invested, the targeted breed
suffers a one-die penalty to detect or escape the trap. The
trap will not be trigoered by any species other than the
one named. This trap cannot be used to snare a specific
specimen, but instead, affects the first member of the
species that encounters it.

Game-Snaring Huntsman's Method cannot be used
to create a trap that will innately do damage, such as spike-
pits or deadfalls. [t can only be used to enhance snares, pit
traps and the like. If incidental damage is done to a target
in escaping the trap, then the trap may still be eligible for
the Game-Snaring Huntsman’s Method.

Prerequisite Charms:

DeviL-PiT TeCHNIQUE

Cost: 2 motes per die
Draration: Uhe week
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Survival: 4

Minimum Essence: 2

Game-Snaring Huntsman's
Method

The Devil-Fit Technique functions in many ways
like the Game-Snaring Huntsman's Method. The Ex-
alted names a breed of animal to be targeted by the trap.
The roll for creating the trap is increased by one die for
every I motes invested in the Charm, and the targeted
breed suffers a like number of dice in penalty for rolls to
detect or escape the trap. The trap will not be triggered
by any species other than the named one, nor can it be set
to trap a specific individual.

Unlike Game-Snaring Huntsman's Method, Devil-
Pit Technique can be used to enhance traps that are
designed 1o cause damage or death to their targers, rather
than restrain them. A trap enhanced by the Devil-Pit
Technique does one die of soakable lethal damage per 2
motes invested in the Charm. This damage is in addition
to any damage a normal trap of the design might do.

Prerequisite Charms:

PERFORMANCE

GENDER-CONCEALING MEDITATION

Cost: 5 motes

Duration: One day

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 3

Minimum Essence: 1

Prerequisite Charms: Phantom-Conjuring
Performance

Sometimes, there are places that a woman can go
that a man cannot, and vice-versa, This Charm helps
an Exalted overcome such problems through disguise.
By applying Essence to the task, the Chosen can
enhance his illusion of femininity (or her illusion of
masculinity}. The application of Essence reshapes the
Exalt's body into the proper curves and leaves those
who might see his or her sex organs with the impres-
sion that they were those of the opposite gender. The
Charm will not fool close physical examination and
does not allow intercourse, but anyone doing a less
thorough inspection will be deceived.

GRACEFUL REED DANCING

Cost: L MOLes per success
Duration: Instant

Type: Supplemental
Minimum Performance: 2

Minimum Essence: 1

Prerequisite Charms: MNone

The character channels Essence through his body,
enhancing his sense of rhythm and making his dance a
riveting display. To use this Charm, the character must
be performing a dance. The player first makes a regular
Charisma + Performance roll for the character. Then,
the plaver may "buy” additional successes, up to (the
characrer's permanent Essence rating + the number of
successes rolled on his Charisma + Performance roll).
Each success bought in this fashion costs 2 motes of
Essence. Graceful Reed Dancing is not compatible with
Masterful Performance Exercise, as it is basically the
same Charm for a different mode of Performance.

Huseanp-Sepucing Demon’s DANCE

Cost: 5 motes

Duration: One scene

Tvpe: Simple

Minimum Performance: 4

Minimum Essence: 2

Prerequisite Charms: Gender-Concealing
Meditation, Graceful Reed
Dancing

This Charm raises the art of zeduction through
dance to a supernatural level. Solong as an Exalt using
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this Charm continues to dance, all who watch the
performance see him or her as the most desirable being
possible, repardless of their sexual preference. They are
unwilling to harm the Chosen and are likely to behave
irrationally in an atrempr o impress the Solar. This
(harm is ineffective on beings with an Essence higher
than the Exalted invoking the power. The Charm docs
not work on characrers who are in combar or who
otherwise have reason to believe the Exalt means them
harm. Cwvertly hostile aces on the part of the dancing
characrer dispel the Charm’s effect.

DiviNeE PERFORMANCE STYLE

Cost; 13 motes

Duration: Special

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 5

Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Husband-Seducing Demon's
Dance

By combining song and dance with the art of seduc-
tion, the Exalted invoking this Charm weaves a spell of
influence aver a chosen rarger. Like Hushand-Seducing
Demon’s Dance, this Charm starts with a masterful
performance by the Exalted. This performance includes
both song and dance and is directed at a specific indi-
vidual. Repardless of the specific genders of the Exalred
and the target, the target will be entranced by the
extreme desirability of the performer.

Orher observers of the Divine Performance will be
affected much as if observing the Husband-Seducing
Demon's Dance, but the Charm will have no overt effect
on them. Against the chosen rarger, however, there is an
extended effect. The Exalt's player rolls Charisma +
Performance and compares the resulting number of suc-
cesses against the targer’s permanent Willpower, Other
{Charms may be used to enhance this Performance roll,
including the Masterful Performance Exercise.

[f the Chosen achieves maore successes than the
target's permanent Willpower, the target will be particu-
larly vulnerable to the influence of the performer for a
number of days. The duration of rthis influence is equal o
the difference between the Exalt’s permanent Essence
and the target's. While under the influence of the Divine
Performance, avictim isata—1 Essence with regard to the
use of mind-controlling or -affecting Charms by the
Exalt. For example, if the Exalted achieves 10 successes
against a targer wirh a Willpower of 7, the rarger will be
at a -1 Essence penalty for 3 days.

Beings with Essence | who have their Essence re-
duced become rhe infaruared rhralls of the Exalr for the
duration of the effect. They will not kill themselves
(though they may casily be manipulated into doing so),
but they will perform almost any other act, even the most
toalish or foalhardy.




The Essence penalty does not stack wirth other uses
of Divine Performance Style, but the Exalt can use
Divine Performance again before a previous application
has expired to extend its duration. In this case, the new
result replaces the older one, even if it is lower, With
proper planning, an Exalted performer can keep one or
more targets entranced indefinitely.

King OF Masks TECHMIQUE

Cost: Special
Duration: Special
Type: Simple
Minimum Performance: 3
Minimum Essence: |
Prerequisite Charms: None

Through the use of this Charm, the Exalted weaves
a complicared false identity around herself. The identicy
is complete with a detailed history and natural personal-
ity traits. Mere conversation cannot detect any flaws in
the identity. In facr, the infallibility of the identity is
petfect until the Exalted chooses to drop the fagade orshe
is faced with an investigative intellect that is likewise
Charm-enhanced. King of Masks Technique provides no
resistance to interrogation technigues.

When invoking the Charm, the Exalted crafts a
back-story for herself and her player makes a Intelligence
+ Performance roll, adding one automatic success for
each mote of Essence she chooses to invest. The total
number of successes is the number of successes an inves-
rigator must achieve tosee through the false identity, but
this can never exceed twice the character’s Intelligence
+ Performance pool. Only Charm-enhanced Investiga-
tion rolls will reduce this pool of successes, bur all such
investigations are cumulative, The Fair Folk and beings
with Essence higher than rhe character are immune to
the effects of this Charm,

At the time of an identity's creation, the Exalred
may spend one experience point to make the identity
permanent. The character may resume a permanent
identity at any time by spending half as many motes of
Essence as she originally spent creating the identiry.
Persistent invesrigators can wear away at and eventu-
ally destroy permanent identities. If an identity is pierced,
then the experience point is lost. Permanent identities
can be investigated even when the character is not
using them. Motes of Essence spent creating a perma-
nent identity are not committed afrer the identiry is
first “put aside,” but whenever the character resumes
the identiry, the Essence she pays to resume it is com-
mitted while she uses the identiry.

This Charm cannot be used to mimic specific indi-
viduals. [t can only create fictional identities. An Exalted
may have as many permanent identities as she has points
of permanent Essence.
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IMPENETRABLE IDENTITY

Cost: 10+ motes, 1 experience point
Duration: Special

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 3

Minimum Presence: 3

Minimum Essence: 2

Prerequisite Charms: King of Masks Technique

Impenetrable Identity is initially idenrical to King
of Masks Technique, but with some significant en-
hancements. First of all, while using lmpenetrable
ldentity, the Exalted becomes the role he has chosen.
While the Charm is in effect, he consciously and even
subconsciously believes he is the role he has adopted.
Interrogation technigues that do not have a magical
basis are useless for discovering the Chosen's true
identity because the character has no idea that he is
not his cover identity,

When invoking the Charm, the Exalted crafts a
back-story for himself and makes a Intelligence + Perfor-
mance roll, adding two automaric successes for each mote
of Essence, beyond the base cost of 10, she chooses to
invest. As with King of Masks Technique, the number of
successes can never exceed twice the characrer’s [ntelli-
gence + Performance pool. Normal investigation and
interrogation is useless against Impenetrable ldentity,
and when Charm-enhanced interrogation or invesriga-
tion is used ro arrack an Impenetrable Identity, only half
the investigator's successes, rounded down, count for
reducing the success pool,

At the time rthe Charm is invoked, the Chosen may
set any number of conditions that will automarically
restore her original identity, This can include a time
period, arrival ar a specific location, spoken key words or
any other triggering event that the character chooses to
specify prior to assuming the [mpenetrable Identiry.
There can be as many triggering conditions as the char-
acter wishes, and if they are at all complex, they should
be written down to prevent disputes. The identity also
ends automarically if anyone can pierce it and prove it to
be false. When the identity ends, it is gone forever, and
the experience point is lost,

PRESENCE

IMPASSIONED ORATOR TECHNIQUE
Cost: 5 motes
Duration: One turn
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Presence: 3

Minimum Essence: Z

Prerequisite Charms: Listener-Swaying Argument
An Exalted acting in accordance with virtue is an
impressive figure indeed — an Exalted using this Charm




is even more go. By using this Charm, the Chosen puts
the weight of her passions behind her arguments. She
may add one of her Virtue ratings in automaric successes
to a single Presence roll. The Virtue may be chosen
when the Charm is invoked, bur the Exalted musr be
acting in accordance with the virtue in question. If the
Exalred is nor, or does not, act according to the Virtue,
the Essence is spent, but no bonus is gained. Invoking
this Charm automatically adds one point to the
characrer's Limir.

COUNTEMAMCE OF VAST WRATH

Cost: 10 motes
Duration: Cine scene
Tvpe: Simple
Minimum Presence: 4
Minimum Essence: 2

Prerequisite Charms: Impassioned Oraror Technique

When driven by his passions, an Exalted can be an
almost irresistible force. Through theuse of this Charm,
one of the Chosen may spend Essence to let the
strength of her virtue strike fear in the hearts of those
whowould oppose her, For the remainder of the Scene,
any character with a Willpower lower than the Exalred's
current Limit suffers a penalty to his dice pools equal
ro the Exalt’s Essence when attempting te attack her.
Invoking this Charm automatically adds one point to
the character’s Limit, which counts toward the
character’s Limit for the purposes of determining this
Charm's effect.

HEARTHSTONES AND
ARTIFACTS

HEARTHSTONES

Eve OF THE FirsT GOAT

(EARTH, MANSE )

Trigger: Non-combat situations

This pale-orange stone has a slitted red “eye” in its
center. The Eve grants the possessor a bonus to Athletics
rolls equal to one-half his Temperance, rounded-up. In
addition, if the Eye of the First Goat is set in a blunt
weapon, it grants the owner a one-die banus to any melee
artacks made with that weapon.

JeweL OF THE FLying HEART

(AIR, MANSE ®)

Tripger: Combat

This blood-red stone has a number of sharp facets.
The Jewel grants the possessor a bonus to Dodge rolls equal
raone-halfher Conviction, rounded-up. In addition, if the

Jewel of the Flying Heart is set in an edged weapon, it
grants the owner a one-die bonus to any melee attacks
made with that weapon,

STONE OF THE EMERALD ROOSTER
(WooD, MANSE ®)

Trigger: Constant

This stone is primarily green but has rainbow sheen in
the noonday sun. The Hearrhstone grants a bonus on all
Survival and Endurance rolls equal to one-half the
possessor's Valor, rounded-up,

GEM OF THE NOBLE BROOK

(WATER, MANSE ®)

Trigger: Mone, constant

This pale-pink stone is delicare and smooth. While
carried, the possessor cannot have a poor Social Trait. If
the carrier has an Appearance, Manipulation or Cha-
risma of 1, the Trait is raised ro 2. As soon as the stone is
removed from the owner's presence, the Trait reverts to
its original level.

JEWEL OF THE CLEVER MERCHANT
(AIR, MANSE #*)

Trigger: Business negotiations

This silvery-whire stone carries many complex
facets. The bearer of this stone gains a three-die honus
to all rolls associaved with business negotiations, in-
cluding price dickering, contract negotiation and
bidding for rights. This bonus can be applied ro both
Mental and Social rolls.

JEwWEL OF THE RABBIT'S SWORD

(LUNAR, MANSE ®e*)

Trigger: Expenditure of Willpower

This sharply faceted stone is yellow-green in color,
and its shape and number of facets seem o change rapidly.
The possessor may expend one temporary point of Will-
power to reroll any 1's in any Ability check. This power
may only be inveked once per Ability check.

SPHERE OF THE REvoLuTIONARY DOG

(FIRE, MANSE ®ee)

Trigger: Constant

This orb is a brilliant orange, and it appears to be
filled with slowly billowing rongues of flame. This sphere
increases the rate at which temporary Willpower is re-
gained. Any time the owner recovers Willpower for any
reason, the amount of Willpower regained is increased by
one. This bonus will never raise the character's rempo-
rary Willpower above his permanent Willpower.
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SPHERE OF COURTESAN"S CONSTELLATION

(SOLAR, MANSE ses)

Trigper: None, constant

This perfectly spherical orange stone is filled with
golden flecks. If the possessor of this stone has an
Appearance of 2 or lower, the Trair is raised o 3. As
s00n as the stone is removed from the owner's presence,
the Trait reverts to its original level, In addition, the
possessor of the sphere gers a two-die bonus to all
Performance and Presence rolls.

GEMSTONE OF THE WHITE JADE TREE

(EARTH, MANSE #*e)

Trigger: Constant

This blue-violet stone seems to glow with an inner
light. Any damage suffered (after soak) by the possessor
is halved, rounding all fractions up. At the same time,
the possessor's Dexterity pool and movement speed are
halved, rounding down.

SToNe OF HeEaLer's FLoweRr

(Wo0oD, MANSE eees)

Trigger: Concentration, touch

This is a simple blue stone, At will, the possessor
of this stone may touch any other individual and heal
their wounds complerely. Anyone who has ever used
this stone to heal another is immune to its healing
alfects, The possessor of this stone immediately suffers
half the damage she healed (rounded up), which can-
not be negated, redirected or otherwise reduced. This
damage must be healed normally and may lead to the
hearer’s death. At the same time, the bearer of the
stone may roll a number of dice equal to the number of
health levels suffered. Each die success reduces the
bearer’s Limit by one poinr.

JEWEL OF THE MONKEY'S FINGER

(LUNAR, MANSE seee)

Trigger: Constant

This round stone is a deep violer. This jewel adds
two dice to all Dexterity and Charisma rolls made by the
possessor’s plaver. Inaddition, while leaping and capering
like a monkey, the owner of this stone may use his
Dexterity and Charisma scores interchangeably. While
this can prove a massive boon to an Exalted who finds
himself particularly blessed or limited in one of these
areas, jumping and frolicking are not suitable under all
circumstances. The Storyteller should feel free to in-
crease the difficulty of appropriate checks by one or
more dice in situations when monkey-like behavior
would be a derriment.

FIrsT AGE ARTIFACTS
All artifacts in this section are constructed from
arichalcum unless otherwise noted.

Heavenry THUNDER LEAVES (ARTIFACT © EACH)

These ornare wind -fire wheels have a speed rating of
+3, an accuracy rating of +2, a damage rating of +0 and
a defense rating of +3. In addition, if they are used as part
of a dancing performance, they add a one-die bonus to
any Performance rolls made by the owner’s player.

Heavenly thunder leaves do not appear to be standard
wind-fire wheels. Instead, they look like caretully painted
dancing fans. Thev depict a forest of flowering trees during
a hightning storm. In the forest, young lovers and spirits
frolic. There is a dance thar rells the tale depicred on the
fans, and when done properly, the dance will attract the
artention of nearby spirits, moved by the beaury of the
story and the talent of the dancer. Make a Dexterity +
Performance dancing roll for the possessor of the fans to
invoke this effect. If the check results in ar least three
successes, any lirtle pods within 100 vards become aware of
the dance and the dancer.

The lictle gods will be at least neutrally inclined
roward the dancer and will move ta within speaking
distance of the dancer. Each success above three in the
initial Performance roll grants a one-die bonus to the next
Social roll made for the performer to influence the atren-
dant spirits. The fans confer no special abilities to see or
communicate with the spirits,

Mo bonus of any sort is gained if only one of the fans
is possessed or used, It costs 2 motes of Essence to attune to
each of the wheels.

DEATH SHIELD RING (ARTIFACT *o¢)

This ring has a setting for a single Hearthstone. In
addition, while worn, the ring grants the wearer the abiliry
to survive any single attack that would result in death. If
the wearer would normally be slain from the damage of an
attack, the ring explodes in a brilliant flash of light, and the
damage is not inflicted. The ring is completely consumed
by this effect. If there is a Hearthstone set in the ring, it s
cracked by the ring’s destruction.

REBORN GLACIAL RAIN (ARTIFACT )

This knife appears to be made of pure glacial ice, and
it has a speed rating of +9, an accuracy rating of +2, a
damage rating of +7L and a defense rating of +0. The
biearer of this blade also gains some significant advanrages
in polar environments. All Survival checks made in arcric
terrain receive a three-die bonus, as do any Resistance or
Endurance checks related to survival in cold climes.

Reborn Glacial Rain has a serting for a single
Hearthstone. According to the rales, if it can be found,
this blade will be the second incarnation of a legendary
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weapon. During the First Age, Glacial Rain was de-
stroyed when Vaznia of the Night Caste used its blade
to slit the throat of one of the Yozis. It costs 5 motes to
arrune to Reborn Glacial Rain.

FLyYING SILVER DREAM (ARTIFACT sees)

This ornate, straight-bladed moonsilver daiklave hasa
speed rating of + 3, an accuracy rating of +4, adamage rating
of +10L and a defense rating of +3. Upon command, Flying
Silver Dream will leap from its bearer’s hand and attempt to
engage an opponent, named by its actuned wielder, in single
combat. When fighting on its own, the sword is considered
to have Attributes and Abilities equal 1o the character who
launched it and a movement speed figured as normal from
its Diexterity. [t acts on its wielder's initiative.

The sword will fight until its targer is slain, its
bearer mentally commands it to return (a reflexive
action) or its wielder is incapacitated. While the sword
is fighting on its own, its wielder may engage in bartle
using another weapon, use Charms or participate in any
other activity he chooses. If the sword kills its varger and
the wielder is otherwise occupied, it will orbit him until
he commands it to atrack a new target or until he has a
hand free to take possession of it

Anyone who wishes to artack Flying Silver Dream
while it fights on its own may do so as if it were a character
— it dodges with 12 dice, and all attackers automatically
subtract 2 successes from their atrack rolls o reflect the
difficulty of hitting the whirling weapon. Flying Silver
Diream automartically dodges all arracks without penalry to
its normal actions and without a reducrion in irs dice pool
for subsequent artacks. Flying Silver Dream has a 10L/5B
soak, and any attacker must do at least three damage
successes to it to have any effect. If the sword does take
three levels in one attack, it drops to the ground, undam-
aged but unahble to fight again until its wielder picks it up
and commands to it to doso (picking it up isadice acrion).

[n addition, this item has a setting for a single
Hearthstone. [t costs 5 motes to attune to Flying Silver
Dream. Flying Silver Dream is designed so thar Solars
or Lunars can receive the moonsilver Material bonus
when attuned to it

THE RiNG OF THE DELIBERATIVE (ARTIFACT ¢eeee)

This elaborate torc has settings for three Hearth-
stones and was once worn by the Hierophanr of the
Solar Deliberative when he executed official business.
The wearer of the neck-ring gains a five-die bonus to all
Zenith Caste Ability checks and a rwo-die bonus to all
Social Artribure checks that do not involve the Zenith
Caste Abilities. The bearer appears to be greater than
he is. He seems 1o be bigger and stronger, his fearures
seem more distinct and handsome. His gear seems to be
more valuable and better-tended. In short, he appears
to be an Exalted amone Exalted.

.
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SIGNATURE
CHARACTERS

The Hammers of Heaven are the mouths of the
Unconguered Sun and the spiritual leaders of the Solar
Exalted. Even before their Exaltations, each had im-
|11L‘1‘|2--:I.1-Uttl'|Tiﬂl as :-'I.[E‘::'I{]L'.‘I‘., asurvivorand a m'fﬁ:?.int‘tar}'.
Each is given a vision of her place in the world by the
Unconquered Sun himself, and each is hero enough to
take up that mission. Yet, each is still an individual,
and the Uncenguered Sun does nor dicrate solutions ro
his servants. The Zenith Caste are left to seek a righ-
reous world as they know best, and that breeds conflicr
as well as strength.

This book presents the points of view and stories
of five of the Pillars of the Sun, and this appendix
provides the statistics for those narrators, described
as if they were starting characters of the Zenith
Caste. They can provide inspiration for plavers' char-
acters, or they can provide ready-made Storveeller
characters, to be used either unaltered as novice
heroes or (with added Charms and Combos and
increased Abilities) as a base for depicting more
experienced Exalred.
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PANTHER

(Quote: The world can be made pure and whole once
again, and it starts here,

Prelude: Growing up in Nexus, younever knew your
father, and your mother died when you were a boy. You
stole to survive until yvou were captured and sold into
gladiatorial slavery. You fought so many battles that you
lost count. You fought men and beasts, armed and un-
armed. Ultimately, you won your freedom from slavery
through blood and dearh. However, given your freedom,
vou turnied your back on the world and walked back into
the arena, the only world you ever knew.

Asafree gladiaror, yvou fought and won great victories,
You had your fill of money, wine and women, bur inside,
vou felt only empriness. All of your victories turned o ash
before vour eves. When your Exaltation came upon vou, it
was as if you had wakened from a long slumber, as if
vour life until then was merely a half-remembered
dream. Your senses were suddenly more alive
than ever before. You gathered only whar
vou needed and ventured into world, turn-
ing your back on the arena without asecond
thought. You walked into the forest withour
fear, puided and guarded by the Uncon-
quered Sun. There, in the silence, for the firse
and last time, vou questioned why you were
chosen, Yourealized that you had been chosen
secause you had always been seeking a pur-
pose. You know what has to be done. Now, all
that remains is for you to do it

Roleplaying Hints: Having experienced
the best and worst that life can offer, vou know
that the purity of the Solars, and of the Zenith in
particular, is the purity of hard work, the purity
of hot sweat that purges poison from the body.
You, who had no father, now have the Sun as
vour father. With newfound purpose, you
venture farrh into the world to make it a
righteous place. Totally commitred, vou
have never looked back. You know that
if you are to be a beacon of righreous-
ness to the world, then it must be
through your actions, not your words.
You believe that the future of the
world will be forged in the Scaven-
ger Lands. You believe that the
Dragon-Blooded need not be your
enemies. You believe the greatest
threats come from the Wyld — the
destructive barbarians, the danger-
ous Fair Folk, the vengeful Lunar
Exalted. You may have been
rrained asawarrior, but youserve
vour Circle as a diplomar.

Image: Panther was always larger and stronger than
his contemporaries, and his days as a gladiator only served
to strengthen his build. His skin is dusky brown, and he -
moves with the grace of a hunting cat.

Equipment: Slayer khatars, common clothes, bag full
of jade
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OceAN PeARL

Quote: My name is Ocean Pearl, captain of the Scarlet
Saber. Ah, so you know her name if not mine, eh? Well, you'll
be hecring mime soon enough.

Prelude: You knew that you were born to the sea from
the time you were only a girl. As soon as you were able, you
ran away from home with lictle more than the clothes on
your back. You went to a small seaport town and sought
commission on board a ship as a cabin girl. You sailed with
an old sea captain on the Western Ocean and the Inland
Sea, until youencountered the pirare Blackheart, the Man
With No Shadow. Your ship was captured, and you were
to be given as prize to Blackheart's master. Blackheart may
have had no heart and no shadow, bur he was a man in
every other way, and you were able tostrike a bargain with
the pirate. You became the lover of a man with no heart
and became a pirare as well.

You may have only been Blackheart's mistress, but
you gained a measure of power on board his ship and
something resembling his rrust as well. You won the
admiration and respect of the crew, in part due to your
ahiliry to sometimes mollify Blackheart's anger. Despire
the proven invincibility of the captain, you decided to
atternpt the impossible. You knew which mem-
hers of the crew to talk to, Once you gathered
acadre of trustwaorthy allies, you coaxed the LT
secret of his power out of Blackheart, Now was '

Blackhearr, the Unconquered Sun freed you from
yourown bondage. Bathed in the golden light of the
Sun, your sword was like a scythe in your hand. You cut
vour way through Blackheart's loyal men and, finally,
disparched the Captain himself. Since then, you have
raided the ships of the Realm and the Guild.
Roleplaying Hints: You're not just a pirate, You are
a rebel against the Realm and all of its allies. You work

against the rulers of the world and inspire the people for

the furure. You don't care for the term “mortal.” The
worth of a person comes from their actions, not their
lifespans. You prefer the company of your crew to most
immortals and have learned the hard way that not all of
the Chaosen of the Sun further the cause of righteousness
in the world.

Image: Ocean Pearl, despite being weathered by the
sea and tempered by battle, is a woman who can still urn
a man’s head.

Equipment: The Scarlet Saber, slashing sword, various
silks and treasures taken as booty, leather buff jacket




1
Namve: OCEAN PEARL Concert: ROBIN HOOD
PLAYER: NaTure: REBEL
Caste: ZENITH ANIMA:
ATTRIBUTES:
STRENGTH @O@®0) CHARIZMA ®O®®® PERCEFTION 8000
DEXTERITY 9@ () MANIPULATION @®@®(0 NTELLIGENCE L1 1 181§
STAMINA @@®B®O() APPEARANCE @888 “WiTs @0 000
ABILITIES
DAWN ZENITH TWILIGHT
[] ARCHERY QOO0 M ENDURARCE @O0 OCrarT OO0
O BrawL @000 M PERFORMANCE __ @80O00 [OINVESTIGATION QOO00
OMarTIAL ARTS OO0 I PRESENCE o089 [JLore : OO0
B MELEE @99 P RESISTANCE @8O0 [COMepiciNe OO0
L1 THROwN @000 W SurRvIvAaL @OO000 WOccuer @O000D
MIGHT ECLIPSE SPECIALTIES
B ATHLETICS @800 [ BureAuCRACY _ QOO00 O OO000
W AWARENESS @000 [OLmcwisTics @800 O OOO00 !
O Dovse __ ®O0000 [ORioe Qo000 O QOO0
(] Larceny 9000 MHaL o980 O QO000
CISTEALTH @000 [JSo0ALIZE O0O00 O OO0
ADVANTAGES
BACKGROUMNDS
EDLLGWERS L L 111 Name Cast Marne Cost
RESOURCES eee0C SALTY DOG METHOD 3 HARMONIQUS PRESENCE
ALLIES @0000 PERFECT RECKONING —MEDITATTION &
00000 __ TECHNIQUE 4 OX-BODY TECHINQUE _SPEC
00000  WIND-DEFYING EXCELLENT STRIKE 1/DIF
00000 __COURSE TECHNIQUE _ 6 = HUNGRY TIGER -
00000  SHIPWRECK-SURVIVING TECHNIQUE 1M
00000 STAMINA 5 GOLDEN ESSENCE
00000  RESPECT-COMMANDING BLOCK /2 DICE
00000 ATTITUDE 5 : _
wassssssanssa W EAPONS WILLPOWER s VIRTUES
SLASHING sWORD COMPASSION TEMPERANCE

E N N B NONONONOND Y Jalele) ®®0O0
SPD8& ACC7 DMGHL PRY T Shaliely oo

D D I:l |:| D D D D D D CONVICTION VALOR

L X & RIS @900
ANIMA HEALTH ooooo ooooog
SOAK ESSENCE
7 A3 |
Ty PENALTY ®e 60000
| 0 THEEEE f PERSOMAL i L
LIMIT BREAK 0 OoOooom PERIPHERAL R
0 1) 1 o o ) | - OJOMNMHENE § COMMITTED
VIRTUE FLAW - EEEEE EXPERIENCE
DELIBERATE CRUELTY 4 -4 L]}

d IncapaciTaTED [




ARMATTHN Dragon-Blooded for the sake of justice, but you would fight
against them for the same reason.

Image: Armarttan's skin looks like worn leather as a
result of vears spent guarding caravans under the hot sun.
A nasty scar marks his side as a reminder of his Exalration.

Equipment: Khatar, a desert lion named Sirah, a
packer full of recovered gems

(Ouote: I have business in this city, and 've come a long
way to get here. Once my business 15 concluded, I'll leawve, but
not before.

Prelude: Originally from Gem, you served for a time
as a caravan guard. Sometimes, the caravans you guarded
would encounter bandits, great cats or even sand swim-
mers. Yousurvived them all. [t was during vour last caravan
trip that things changed. It was summer, and the caravan
traveled by night, when the desert cooled, thankful for the
warmth of the sand against the chill in the air. During this
trip, the raiders came upon you withour waming and by
night, while you traveled. You were injured in the arrack,
and you slashed your attacker with your khatar, tearing his
robes and cutting his sword-arm. The pommel of his sword
met your skull wich a crack, and blackness claimed you.

You awoke to the screeching of carrion birds gathered
to feast and felt the burning hear of the sun on vour back.
You were alone, your companions all dead, and the cara-
van looted of everything of value. Raising your fist 1o
Heaven, you swore vengeance against your attackers. At
that moment, vou were Exalred. The signs of the bandits'
passing were suddenly as clear o you as the blazing
sun overhead. As vou walked, ever with more surety,
the pain from your wound troubled you less, and
the burning heat of the sun on your back
hecame a gentle, soothing warmth. You
did not walk far before you were joined in
vour rravels by a desert lion. Youfeltasense
of recognition and kinship wirh the proud
beast. An understanding passed be-
rween vou, and rhe lioness joined
VOUT JOUTTLEY 35 VOUT COMpPanion.

Roleplaying Hints: You
have seen visions of the
First Age. You
have seen wi-
sions of great
battles and heroes.
You have seen visions
of berrayal and grave

injustice. Now, you
carry the message of
the Sun to the world
of men, Youare filled
with energy and pur-
pose. Sometimes, people do
get the chance to save the whole world,
like the Scarlet Empress did from the

Fair Folk, but most of the time, it's just

a matter of helping one person or one

village ata time. If the Realm were a place
of justice and righteousness, you would sup-
port its rule. You have foughr ar the side of the
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KﬂRHL F]RE ORCH]D Image: Fire Orchid is an old woman who wears her

: 2 age as a badge of honor, rather than as confining chains.
:H { 4] H-.:’I{ f A ] z
Sun 'Qﬂl::r:; ﬁ;uikhﬂe i}:ﬂiﬁ E{Eﬁnnﬁhf Unconquered Her red hair is heavily streaked with gray, but she moves

ith the strength and stamina of th. S

Prelude: Your mother named vou Fire Orchid be- e SEROgE AL Sam it 0l S S0uTE Sk prouey
_ i, bears the scars of countless battles fought both before and

cause she said you were as beauriful as a blossom but had a '

, P atter her Exaltation.
fire burning within you. Your mother was respected by you Equipment: Eeinforced breaseplate, straight sword,
and acknowledged as one of Lookshy's greatest penerals. o
short sword

Clur of love for your mother, you were a good example to

vour brothers and a responsible older sister. When it was
learned that vou were notamong the Dragon-Blooded, vou
held your head high in public but cried vourself to sleep at
night. To prove yourself, you struggled through mud and
mire, waded through blood, charged through fire, all while
upholding the standard of the Seventh Legion faithfully.
And prove yourself youdid. Yo };-éﬂﬂl&d the respect of your
troops and yvour fellow officers. You did not command the

powers of fire, but you were still your mother's daughter, In :
time, you rose as high in the military ranks as a mere

human could be expected to. When the rigors of age §

began to wear upon you, you retited toa villa in the East. \

The first few vears that you lived near Rana, the
harvests were good, and you were able to forget the life
vou left behind, However, when the Fair Folk attacked
the village near your home, vou returned to your mili-
rary ways without a thoughr, defending your neighbors
with the weapons at hand. As you faced the Fair
Folk, the Sun called to you. Youfelt srrength course
through your old body like you'd never known
before. The weapons and armor you had stored as
a remembrance appeared upon you in a blaze of
light, So armored, and with the glorious white-
gold light of the Sun burming around you, vou
single-handedly mer the Fair Folk's charge
and turned it.

Roleplaying Hints: You hated the say-
ing “destiny shows in the blood” as a
youth because you felr it meant your
destiny would be a humble one. The
Immaculate Order says that the /
Dragon-Blooded are the closest to the Immaculate Drag-
ons, the closest to spiritual perfection. But with your
Exalration, your heart soared, and a fire burned within you
as you recognized vour true destiny. You are the Chosen of
the Unconguered Sun. You now see the Terrestrial Ex-
alted for whar they are. They are heroes and villains,
fathers, mothers, children, leaders, followers, all the many
diverse things a people can be. Bur they are a people that
have lost their way in the world. The conceitof the Realm
was to make rthe people dependent on it. You feel vour
primary task is to guide others with your wisdom, to help
them to become more able to care for themselves. The rrue
threar comes the Wyld. The Fair Folk are like fire, beauri-
ful, but dangerous. The Fair Folk that value Creation are
in the minority, but either way they're a threat.
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W] ND plans for Creation. The gods chose people and granted them

Quiote: Nosoudis Exalted by birth, but byits deedsin this life. the power to fight their enemies, to cast them out of
P e L S i S e Creation. They empowered the Exalted to guard the world -
v age, ¥ : :

Realm as part of the search for new Immaculate Texts and from danger, to rule wisely and well. And you still seek to

. AT leam, to discover the secrets of all Exalted and the lose
artifacts of the First Age. As a novice in the Immaculate Lo omelodpe-of the Bt e

Order, vou befriended mortal and Dragon-Blooded alike. In [rﬁfi: Despite .tunin-g it bk anthe fmmacilize

E'iarm.ulﬂ_r.\?ﬂu bE.‘fIIt‘I'l-I.ﬂ-E-j hd Ecam?d fm.m it iny fporsiihe Order, Wind has not changed his style of dress or hair. He

ouse of Y 'neef, who taught vou to fight, and Gentle Song, L ; A

- continues to wear the robes of a monk, though the insignia

a woman of grace and keen mind, who helped you under- Eii] i i o Fer 2 |

stand the Immaculate teachings. With these two e AN e aeen m%m'ﬂ ke

companions, youachieved your goal to walk the Bealm. the:sign of the U_nmnqm:md Sun. Wind

Xl e fom et wekiinb Kt keeps his h.c-..td shaved as a mark
Centle Song, traveled to the city of Gethamane. Irwas of humility and w,' 3',[ﬂw a
an ancient place, a ity of the First Age, now inhabited much of the Suri’s light to
by folk who fled the Great Contapion and the advance of
the Fair Folk longago. Asyouslept inthe citv, you could sense
a presence nearby. Py night, screaming awakened you,
Investigation revealed adismembered body and a shad-
owy figure cloaked in feathers close at hand, When
given the opportunity, vou approached the mysteri-
ous young man without thinking. Your first meeting {f
was interrupted by the approach of Kirin, After-
ward, your sleep was troubled by images of the pale
man in the feathered cloak. The longer you stayed
in Gethamane, the more wary the locals be-
came. On the fifth nighr of your stay, the
Anathema woke you, preventing you from
reaching for your sword with a grip like steel.
Your second meeting was interrupted by a
seream from Gentle Song. You raced o
her aid, vour visitor close behind. You
discovered herin the grip of a monster
thar filled you with a deep loathing.
White and polden light flared all
around you, and vou struck at the creature, wounding it. With
the aid of Kirin and the fearhered visitor, you disparched the
thing. In the silence that followed, a thunderous voice and
blinding light filled the room. “In the light, the truth will be
revealed to you, my son.” spoke the Unconquered Sun.
When the light faded, yousaw Kirin and Gentle Songstaring
at you in shock, You followed Raiton, your pale new ally,
into the night, knowing rhar you must escape before the
Realm's hounds came for you.

Roleplaying Hints: “The soul is not Exalted through
birth, bur through the journey of life, of which birth is but
asinglestep.” These words hold new wisdom for vou since
your Exaltation. From your birth, vou were taught that all
Exalred bur the Dragon-Blooded were Anathema. Since
your rebirth, you have learned the truth. You have learned
that the Celestial Exalted were betrayed and struck down by
the Terrestrial Exalted, who seized the Realm for their own.
You learned that the Solar Exalted are returning. And vou
learned that vou must bring the truth to the people and to
the world. The peaple of the world are a part of the gods’

shine upon it as possible,
Equipment: Slashing
sword, sleeping mat,
$ monk's robes and san-
dals, alms bawl,
walking staff
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APPENDIX ll

OTHER NOTABLE

VALEBA VISION-T OUCHED

Valeba Vision-Touched was born into a heretical
culr, at least from the perspective of the Immaculate
Chrder. His family had always provided a priest of the Sun
to those who remained faithful in the surrounding region.
Like his father before him, he was expected to uphold the
raditions of his long-dead faith. Unlike his father, he
questioned the rituals, Valeba saw empty words and mean-
ingless ritual where there was supposedly praise for the
Unconguered Sun. Complacency and fear had cooled the
people’s hearts, and the members of his cult only went
through the motions because their parents had.

His family moved constantly through the region as
Valeba was growing up. Though the surface reason was to
avoid detection by the representatives of the Realm,
Waleba secretly believed that his was because of his fathet's
unconscious discomfort with his g given role, with the role
that would be Valeba's. Despite his misgivings, Valeba was
a dutiful son. He leamed the rites his father taughr him,
and when the time came, he bent hisknee to the makeshift
altar to receive the blessing of the priesthood. Bur when
the ceremony reached its completion, the golden light
thar surrounded the altar and the would-be priest stunned
both father and son. In the rapid series of visions that
assailed Valeba, the voung man rediscovered the truth and
the power of the Unconguered Sun. Now known Valeba

Viston-Touched, the young priest found new purpose.
With his spinit bolstered by his visions, Valeba began to
share his prophecies with those around him. He spoke first
to his family, then to his congregation, bur as his fame
arew, Yaleba began to travel more widely.

Journeving in a ever-widening area of the South to
avoid the forces of the Immaculate Order, Valeba Vision-
Touched has become bath prophet and hero to many of
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those he encounters, Using skills developed as a youth to
avoid imperial forces, he stays in each town he encouners
for as long as he can. While in each rown, he acts as
teacher, instructing the inhabitants in the ways of the
Unconguered Sun and the mysteries of the First Ape, and
as judge, mediating disputes and secking out the unrigh-
teous and punishing them. Even after he leaves a town,
Valeba remains in constant contact, sending written and
verbal messages via volunteer runners to encourage and
advise his ever-growing flock.

Physically, Valeba is unimpressive. However, he main-
tains himseltf and his belongings in a manner betitting a
priest of the Unconquered Sun. He accepts donations from
his flock to suppart his way of life but returns any gifts thar
would cause the giver to go without. Valeba wears white
robes decorated with gold-colored threads, which he keeps
impeccably clean. His armor and weapons are kept in a
constant state of repair, and he will not hesitate to use
them in the cause of justice. Valeba is nearly always
accompanied by a small group of faithful who serve as
assisrants in exchange for his teachings,

BiTTERSEA BLACKFALCON

The mysterious Birrersea Blackfalcon was born and
raised in a tiny shadowland in the West. Her natural
beaury was recognized at a young age, and the slender
blonde was taken to the master's palace to serve as a
dancing girl. Though she dreaded her fare, she had
natural skill, learned quickly and excelled at her assigned
trade. Before she had reached full womanhood, her
incomparable ability had earned her much favor with the
lord of the land.

As she grew, she eamed a quiet reputation for kind-
ness. As a favorite, and living, secvant of a deathknighr,
she was given all she could desire and more. Comfortable
ladging, beautiful clothes and bountiful food were all hers
without the asking. However, she had little need roearand
squirreled away her extras. When she was allowed to roam
the town, she shared what she could with those who
needed it most, Through these small acts of compassion,
Bittersea gained a loyal following of friends. Bittersea
continued to grow into an adult, and her features marured
into a beauty that would have been considered extremely
striking elsewhere in the Bealm. The somber nature of her
surroundings, however, was such that she never realized
her beaury or the effect she had on others.

Birtersea Blackfalcon's Exaltation came during a Fes-
tival of the Dead. The shadowland in which she lived had
recently fought off an incursion by the imperial armies; to
celebrate, the land's Abyssal master threw a festival. Some
of the living were rewarded for their efforts in the hatele by
being blessed with undeath, while others were to be slain
to replace the walking dead destroyed in the conflict. She
danced for the entertainment of her lord while living

citizens of the region were brought before him to receive
his gift. As she watched, Birtersea felt o buming within
her. The helplessness thar had driven her life was being
burned away by something new. The woman found herselt
surrounded with golden flame as she came to the defense
of her neighbors. She allowed those who soughr dearh ro
receive the gift offered by the land's dark master, but those
whao sought life, she guarded jealously,

A rense standoff ensued. Whire-gold light opposed
inky blackness. For a time, it appeared that the newly
reborn Zenith Casre would have to destroy her home to
save it. The lord of the land was a crafty noble and had
no desire to see his realm crumble. The Abyssal of the
shadowland recognized thar darkness cannor fully exist
withourt lighr and spoke at lengrh with Blackfalcon. In
the end, it was agreed that those who wished to served
the Sun would be allowed to remain in the land and in
the protecrion of Birtersea. However, it was also agreed
that Bittersea would turn her powers to aid the master
of the land against the forces of the Realm. Blackfalcon
believed the Realm to be grearer threar and one she had
much less influence over, so she remained in the land of
the dead, an ever-growing light, accompanied by an
ever-growing shadow.

HeTmMAN LENUREL

A native of the Hundred Kingdoms, Lenurel was
destined for leadership even before he received the touch
of the Unconquered Sun — or perhaps the two destinies
were always ried. Lenurel seemed ro thrive where orthers
strugeled to survive, and those who followed his advice
thrived right along with him. Lenurel was hlessed with a
keen mind and a remarkable insight. As he grew from hoy,
to teen, to man, it seemed only natural that he receive
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Lenurel is a portly man, who enjoys both food and
drink. One, however, should not mistake his girth for an
impediment borne of laziness. He is faster and stronger
than he was in his prime, and if pressed to defend his ever-
growing home, he does so with a vengeance. He is nearly
as strong a warrior as he is a leader, and with the added
gifts of the Sun bolstering his strength, he is not to be
trifled with. He has thinning gray hair and dresses neatly.
Lenurel is most likely to be encountered hehind his desk
in his town's central lodge.

CRESCENT RAIN

Crescent Rain's memory of his childhood is sporty,
He grew up as part of a tribe whose lands bordered on the
Wryld. His memory holds flashes of Wyld beasts, and he
remembers warriors of his people battling beastmen and
barbarians. At some point, the setting for his memories
changed. Where once he lived with civilized men, with
parents and kin, later memaries place him in an ever-
changing place, living more like an animal than a mortal.
more and more responsibility. He led gathering pareiesand  [ngtead of with tribe, he dwelt alone as a frenzied
hunting parties and, finally, was made a leader of his town. madman. How long this state persisted is unclear, bur as

Herman Lenurel’s Exalration did not come until  he reflects on his past, Crescent Rain recalls yvet another
well into his middle age. In fact, he had been hetman of change. Though the memaries are just disconnected
his village for a number of years, and his once well- images, he found himself in the land of mortals yer again.
defined muscles had long since sagged before the He recalls attempting to return to his tribe, wandering
Unconquered Sun chose ro touch his soul. He was  the wilderness until he found it. He remembers being
engaged in a debate with the other leaders of his town rejected by all the mortals he came across, even by his
over how ro deal with raiders, and the group seemed at  oyp tribe. Uncertain whar else to do but unwilling to
an impasse. While he pondered how ro proceed to break give up or return to the Wyld, Crescent Rain made 4
the stalemate, Lenurel peered out a window ar the noon place for himself on the fringe of his people. The days and
sun. A golden glow enveloped him, and suddenly, he  anths and years that followed are jumbled in Crescent
had the words and the wisdom to sway the hearts of Rain’s mind. Persistence alone kept him alive — he ate
those around him. His naturally sharp mental abilities  \hae the land provided and slept where he fell aver. He

had become doubly so. Though initially startled and  fallowed his tribe, always staying at the edee, always
even terrified by the nimbus of light that surrounded
Lenurel, the other leaders overcame their fear as they
recognized the insight in his words. The deadlock was
quickly transformed into decision, and with Lenurel's
guidance, the decision into action.

Unlike many of his Zenith contemporaries, Lenurel
feels his place is in his home. He feels no need to travel,
and as a leader in his community, he has been able to
enlighten his people and improve their lives. In the
rime that has passed since his Exalration, the town has
grown more or less continuously, and with his wisdom
as 4 guide, other towns have been allied with ir. With
each new family, with each new alliance, Lenurel isable
to touch more lives and spread the doctrine of the
Unconquered Sun that much further. He has been
asked several times ro become the sole chieftain or even
warlord of his settlement, bur each time, Lenurel has
refused. The Exalted does not wish to fall into the trap
of ego, and while he recognizes the need for violence,
will not be responsible for blind conquese,
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warching and guarding and warning the tribe abour the
threats posed by the wilderness and the Wyld.

While the early vears of his memory are jumbled, the
time since his Exaltation is clear, almost flawless, in his
recall. While basking in the hear of the day, the Uncon-
quered Sun came to Crescent Rain and laid his healing
hand upon him. “Despite your afflictions, you have en-
dured, Diespite your rejection, you have sought to guide
vour kin. For your conviction and your compassion, [ have
chosen you.” With that touch and those words, Crescent
Rain's mind was cleared. Since then, Crescent Rain has
heen a voice in the wilderness, preaching the righteous-
ness of the Sun to all who will listen. He stands as a barrier
to the encroaching Wyld and a teacher ro the worthy. He
accepts mortal and Wyld-rouched alike as disciples, but
they must devote themselves wholly to the Unconquered
Sun. Those of the Wyld who reject these teachings or who
prey on mankind must face his wrath. Crescent Rain
knows their ways and knows how best to bring the Uncon-
quered Sun's righteous fury down upon them.

Crescent Rain appears aged and ageless at the same
time. His hair is wild and unkempt and colored like a grear
riger’s. One of his eves is larger than the other and is slitted
like a cat's. He has a short, bobbed tail. Though he was
unaware of these changes for many years, he now accepts
them as a gift from the Unconquered Sun, a reminder of
the life from which he was rescued and a reminder of what
he struggles to protect others from. Crescenr Rain wears
clothes made from skins and castoffs and carries a long
branch decorared with feathers as a staff,

SAMEA OF THE BLACKWATER MAMMOTH TRIBE

Samea of the Blackwater Mammaoth Tribe is a power-
ful witch and the Zenith of a Circle thar includes Yurgen
Kancko, the Bull of the North. She believes her Circle 1o
be a family gifted ro her by the Unconquered Sun as a
replacement for that stolen from her by impurities in the
land. In fact, the sorceress took Yurgen and each of the
others in as she found them wandering in the snow after
their Exaltations. The first among equals, Samea is mother
and sister to her Circlemartes. Her first lovalty is to the
Unconquered Sun, the second to the land, the third to her
Circle, and the fourth to her tribe.

Samea is quick and decisive in her actions. Whether
with Charm, spell or her bare hands, Samea will leap to
the aid of any in need. And yer, her every action is
carefully planned. Samea is acutely aware of how much
power she can store and channel and will carefully hoard
the Essence she needs for her assigned rasks. The sorcer-
ess will never be foundwithout sufficient energy to power
a crirical spell but 15 also willing to completely exhaust
herself to complete her perceived duties.

As achild, the rribe as a whaole raised her. Her father
had died several months before she was bom from wounds

inflicted by a Wyld beast, and her mother a few months
after from a disease inflicted by an undead creature. She
was a faithful child but bared by her lot as a gatherer. She
took towandering the snow-covered hills alone during her
foraging trips as a way to expand her mind. It was on one
of these explorations that she was Exalted. While follow-
ing the path of a circling raptor, she was enveloped in a
golden beam of sunlight. Visions of the First Age and of the
land before the invasion of Wyld and shadow enraprured
her, and the words of the Sun filled her mind. Instructed
by the Unconguered Sun to restore the land, she soughr
out the spirits of the animals and the snow to instruce her
in the ways of magic. Following visions from her Exalta-
tion, she dug up long forgotten libraries that lay buried
beneath the snow to plunder them of their mystic knowl-
edge. She returned to her tribe, where she was embraced as
suardian but feared as wirch.

Samea takes her role as the defender of the land very
seriously. Alone and with members of her Circle at her
side, the sorceress aggressively seeks out shadowlands ro
purge them from the land, burning away the darkness from
within. She continually strives against the Wyld, seraping
away at its edges to replace swirling chaos with prass and
snow and sky. She has mastered a number of potent spells
to aid her in these rasks and constantly seeks more mystic
knowledge to enhance her effecriveness.

Samea carries no weapons, nor wears any armor. She
dresses simply, in the way of her tribe. Her long black hair
snaps in the wind, and she hikes her felt skirt above her
kneeswhenshe runs. Her face is weathered by biting winds
of her homeland, but her body demonstrares the quickness
and suppleness of vouth. She carries the supplies she needs
for her magic, including clay-lined: gourds, enchanted
stones and various rare herbs.
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The Prophets of the Unconquered Sun

Spiritual pilgrims, the Zenith Caste Solar Exalted are the hands and
mouths of the Unconquered Sun. Yet these stalwart heroes are more
than mere priests and propagandists. With their crusading hearts and
invincible strength, the Zenith Caste Exalted are a mighty force for
righteousness in the world. Those who would make the world a place
of misery and pain should fear, for the champions of the Sun have
come to deliver their comeuppance.

The Judges of a New Golden Age

Caste Book: Zenith is the second Caste Book for Exalted — books
detailing the different castes of the Solar Exalted. Within its pages
are all the secrets of the Zenith Caste, from its members” immensely
persuasive social Charms to their fragmentary memories of the First
Age to the shared visions of the Unconquered Sun that unite them.
The book also contains new Charms and artifacts to help them carry
out their holy mission.
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