











Samea and [ went on. The town, seemingly deserted, echoed with the nearby battle. We
clung to the shadows of the buildings and scurtled across the namow streets like thieves. 1
stumbled over a toy wagon, snapping the wheel. The bones used ro make the wagon were old
and brittle. Turning it over in my hands, I wondered what it would be like to grow up ina
shadowland. I'd never thought of children here.

 The road widened in the middle of town and the stone pavement dropped away. A vast,
datk hole gaped in the middle of the streer, uncovered and unguarded. Bitter cold welled up from
the gap, and it seemed to suck at what little d&',rhght reached this far. Glancing up at the sky,
| couldn’t tEII where the sun was but [ knew it wasn't long until nighdall.

"That's it," Samea said, and made her way across the open ground. [ hurried after her, my

rag-wrapped foor numbed by the cold of the shadowland.

The hole um&hl,g enough ro swallow a full-grown man. [ wondered how many people had
fallen— orbeen pushed — into . 1t was pitch black, its sides covered in dangerous loose rocks.
1 picked up a stone, dropped it down and listened ro the silence. This close to the chasm, the
~cold fele hkepr&émm on my legs. Frost glittered on Samea's hair, I breathed an my bowstring to
melt the ice from it.

“Wow what?" [ asked. _

Samea crouched at the edge of the hole, making me rwirch with nerves, and pulled aur the
clay-lined gourd mostsensible women used tocarry a live coal. She pulled out a tiny stone, brighe
green, and cupped it in her hands. Then she glanced up at me, face drawn. Her aura flared hot
gold. “Don't bother me, Yurgen.”

1 sighed and took up a stand a lirtle away from her, running my fingers over my bowstring
to hear it sing. Samea began to mutter and rock back and forth. | wondered how long we'd be
hete, and if we'd still be here when the shadowtowners retreated back ro their homes. Was it
going to take a week? An hour? She could have said something.

After a time there was no sound but Samea’s voice, and a growing whmp&r—l#md from
t'E'u.-.prt Her auta flickered anid pulsed as shadows crept up from the ground, hldckenmg the sky
“and hiding the bl.uldmﬁ around us. The shadawland was fighting back, bur it wasn't my barrle,
| tried ro warch the hole and the sereets bath, umhmg for extra eves. My aura shone palr: gnld
and steady in the unnatural dimness of the shadowland.

The atrack dic]n't_mme fmm ﬂ-m: hole, The firse | knew af it was the scuretle ACTOSS Oy feer_
ThErl. something tiny threw irself ar Samen’s back. She flinched, but &ldn*t stop her tuneless




wailing, Iswungaround tosee... something. Ina moment, I picked outa man amid the mmféws,
bur my firse glimpse had been of nothing human,

He glided forward and the shadows followed him with a crisp nustle, His black cloak
glitrered. Jet black beads the size of my thumb enwrapped him everywhere except fmti"tep&lm
pale skin of his hands and face.

“Welcome tomy home, A pleasure to finally meer vou,” he sad. 1 shuddered :Ithﬁs_:m']l:. .
The skin of his face looked folded, like stiff parchment, and his eyes were glittering pits. His
voice clicked and rustled, sometimes shurred, sometimes too sharp.

I fitted an arrow to my bowand he &tﬁppﬂl‘l moving towards me. My anima flickered, then
blazed higher, fed by my fear. | hadn't expected to face a deathknight, Samea and 1, mge&mr
might fight one and win, but | heard her voice droning on behind me. She couldn’t abandon
her spell to help me

Canwe not talk like reasonimg ereatures? the deathknighe said, saill smllmg His mouth
didn't move"Can we not come to some agreement!”

I bared my reeth at him, sweat creeping down my back. "Sure.” And I shot him,

Suddenly he wasn't there. My armow skipped down the street, the lighe I'd given tr,q.u.l:kbf
dying. The deathknighr moved in a clatrering rush, holdingout his arms to me as if | were his close
kin. | tried anather shot, shouting as his sleeves dissolved intora rush of beetles -aruibuﬂedtnwan:’ﬁ
me, Ehearlaathew wingeases raisecdand their thousands of wings buzzing. Ipu&hed Yy aura, F:ﬂd‘.r.ng
the light, only to see the street covered in insects, Terror gave me attcngthwhlleﬂwbuﬁ opped
andexploded, burning asthey rouched Samea’s protective spell, Bmt}m:ewﬂeﬂmumﬁdsﬂfﬁﬁm
and they kept coming. A few made it past me, then a few more, The dtal:hkmght kmtan'ﬂﬁngt
smiling and watching me from be"!.?-und the light. He had cmly to wait while thm.manffs of 'r.hﬁ!
creatures poured from him, revealing the rag-wrapped, worm-eaten bones that werahlstmt:fnrm-.

The beetle bites were ﬂuallﬂrtd palrl.ﬁ.li Samea’s voice stuttered i:lLl‘nnd me, but Q;,E kept
onwirh herspell even as the crearures crawled over her armis. Her aurablazed hfgher and higher
and her spell began to creep along the street, driving back the swarming insects. As Igimmﬁd:
at her, the Abyssal nished me.

| had an arrow in my hand and stabbed him with it It felt like a thousand needles: were
burrowing into mvarm as I punched into the deathknight’s body. | screamed, so close to the
deathknight thar [ could see the nibbled edges of his face and the writhing worms behind it.
Shrieking in pain and panic; | elurched achim, and fele him trying 1o sequirmn past me. Samea
was his target, the true threat. | was only an obstacle.

Dizzy from hundreds of poisonous bires, [ foreed my enemmy backﬂsuwmﬁatﬂheeﬂessuﬂbbl&d' :
up iy sleeves, He rossed meaway, butl managed togetaffashot, 1gruﬁngm1,ranuwwi&mqmckdmm
Hedidn't bother o dodge — simply rushed me again as the arrow’s fire bumed iselfout in the wrthing.
massof worms that was his gur. ] managed v graban armand used hisownspeed toswinghimaround,
Bugs sprayed like blood aver me asT threw the Abyssal down, only to see himscrabble back tﬁhﬁm

He was light bur terribly strong, and the poison spreading through me-bmughr 0]
pain. The dead Chosen drove me to my knees and turned to artack Samea, | ﬁ:gpe-;{ hmmﬂ‘
his feet again, and both of us leaped back up. | dove forward, closing my eyes Hﬂ&il'ls‘tﬂfkjg -

insects, and thrust him away from Samea. Bone fingers shamp as knives sank into the Baek-nf :
my neck, searching for my spine, | hunched myshoulders and hungon as wumisburmwﬁd inw
my face and hands. My Essence sparked and flickered, stained with darkness, but S;amea sape‘]l.
was still burning through the creatures as fast as they atracked me.,

Samea's spell, growing more powerful by the moment, weakenn& the deathknight. lcould
feel the shadowland sinking under us, away from the land of the living. Nuw the dﬁ&lh‘ugﬁh: :

struggled to escape me. L roared triumphantly and held him close, ignoring l:hﬁ insects that
crawled over me. | dug my hands into whar flesh he possessed, feeling him mﬂmdﬁpemuly :
My hands glowed white-hor and stinking smolee billowed up. I dug deep and felt something —
-somie cold, dark center — and wrenched it free.

The Abyssal wailed, his face blowing away on a sudden, clean wind as [ [:H.ﬂl'ﬂd outa |
glittering stone heart. [ threw it to the stones; where it shartered into black fragments. Thei icy
wind rose o ascreaming pitch, buffeting me off my feet. Samea was pressed ﬂnttmrhtgmxmd-
as her spell exploded outward, splintering the sickly buildings around us; .slme&d:rg the last
tatters of the deathknighr and cracking the stones under my hands. [ felt the spell inmy I::lcimi,
driving the poison from my body, and nearly swooned from the pain of it. Tht.‘-:darbmeﬁ'ﬂ]iat[ :

by the deathknight lifred, breaking into clouds that scudded across a clearsky. Tht: m:l:mg,surb
blazed down on us, its last rays of light as bright as the edge of the Unmnqumﬂdﬂuﬂﬁ S‘Jrﬁlﬂ
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The blade of the sword has the blood of the sun,
The hilt of the sword and the hand are one.
—Michael Moorcock, “The Silver Warriors"

Caste Book: Dawn is a sourcebook to help vou berter
understand the Dawn Caste Exalted and their place in the
world of Exalted. The Dawn Caste, now most cornmonly
known as the Forsaken, are the greatest warriors the world has
ever known. Their retum could signal the beginning of a
glorious new era, where the forces of civilizatnon drive back the
chaosofthe Wiyld and the horrors of the Shadowlands. lreould
also herald an age of eremal war, where the neverending
struggles of titanically powerful godlings wreak havoc on the
world. All of the Forsaken are warriors; however, they are not
all fighring the same bartles, and they often fight in different
ways. This book will help vou understand the varied members
of this Caste, both before and after Exalration. It also contains
a number of new Chanms and wonders ro assist Dawn Caste
Exalred in becoming truly magnificent warriofs.

To fully understand the Dawn Caste, you will need to
understand the world in which they live as well as the
attitudes and natures of the other powerful beings with
whom they interact. The warriors of the Dawn come into a
waorld thar has been taught to loathe and fear their kind. This
troubled land is filled with hastile Dragon-Blooded, eldrirch
Fair Folk, devious spirits, and macabre Abyssal Exalred.
Caste Book: Dawn describes some of the ways the newly
reborn Dawn Caste Exalred feel about those with whom they
share their world, and how other powerful and dangerous
entities view the return of the Dawn Caste,

Inaddition, the Dawn Caste & merely one of the five castes of
Solar Exalted. Many Solar Exalted are drawn tosether into Circles
meade up of members of several castes, In these pages, vou will leam
how the Dawn Caste view their fellow Anathema, and how these
various individuals feel about the militanthy warlike Dawn Caste,

Each Drawn Caste Exalted is a uniquely powerful indi-
vidual, gifted by the Uncongquered Sun with unprecedented
fighting prowess. However, they all share certain drives and
imperatives. Only individuals who carry within them the
potential to be truly superlative warriors can become mem-
bers of the Dawn Caste. Once chosen by the Unconquered
Sun, these individuals gain access to powerful magics and
fragmentary memories of their past lives.

How 1o Use TrHis Book

Caste Book: Dawn grants new insights into the lives
and motives of the Dawn Caste. [t also offers new powers and
magical irems for use by Dawn Caste Exalred. This book can
help you better understand your characrer and her place in
Creation, aswell as offering informartion on how othersin the
world of Exalted are likely to react to your characrer.

Chapter One: Our Souls Through Our Eves intro-
duces five very different Dawn Caste Exalred, 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 to this caste.
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Chapter Two: Obligations of the Caste provides a
range of opinions on whar Dawn Casre Exalted hope o
accomplish and how they see their place in the world, The
various anecdores in this chaprer serve ro illustrate the world
of Exalted and to show how members of the Dawn Caste
hope to either fit within it or change it more to their liking.

Chapter Three: The World Awaiting Us gives the
opinions of the five Dawn Caste Exalted on mortals, ocher
Exalted and the wide range of supemarural beings they have
encountered in their travels.

Chapter Four: Voices Not Our Own shows the wide vanery
of opinions held by morrals and various powerful beings abour the
new Diam Casre. Some seek to use them, others see thern as allies.
Manyfear the Dawn Caste, butallacdkmowdedge that they are forces
to be reckoned with. Players can abso use the anecdotes in this
chapterasa basisforpossible opponents orallies for theircharacters.,

Chapter Five: Dreams of the First Age offers informa-
tion about the vague dreams and memories of the First Age
that occasionally come to all Solar Exalted, and includes
examples of the rypes of memaories many Dawn Caste have
abour this lost era. This chapter provides some of the first
published informarion about life in the Old Realm.

Chapter Six: Magic of the Dawn provides many new
Charms for use by Davwn Caste and other Solar Exalted devoted
1o the ways of war and bartle. Among these vanious Chammsare a
tew exceptionally powerful ones thar require Permanent Essence
scomes of 4, 5 or even 6, Addinional Hearthstomes and magical
irems, including magical weapons, also appear n this chapter.

SOURCE MATERIAL

Powerful warrions are a szaple of heroic literanre from the
Bronze Agetothe presentday. Inaddition, such paragonsot martial
prowesscan befound inmanymoviesand televisionshows. Though
pmood choices abound, players may find a few suppestions useful,

TELEVISION

The TV shows Xena: Warrior Princess and Hercules are
both somewhat silly and lighthearted, but can still be used as
examples for Dawn Caste Exalted.

MoviEs

Coman the Barbanan, Conan the Destroyer and Red Sonya,
while inferior compared to their literary models, do portray
good examples of Dawn Caste Exalred who are acting as
heroic barbarian warriors.

For an excellent depicrion of both pre-modern warfare
and gladiarorial combat, watch the recent film Gladiator,
Russell Crowe shows what it's like to be both a commanding
general and a hard-bitren gladiaror.

To see truly amasing warriors in action, there's nothing like
HengKong cinema, Crouchimg Tiger, Hidden Divagon, The Legend of
Fomg Sai Yuk and The Swordsmen I are all excellent places to start.

LITERATURE

The classics are a wonderful source for tales of inhu-
manly grand warriors and astoundingly skilled fighters. Any
good compilation of the Twelve Labors of Hereules provides

an excellent description of the ultimate brawny, great-
thewed, club-wielding fighter. The Epic of Beowulf gives
another, somewhat darker picture of the same sart of hero.
The Epic of Gilgamesh describes a gadlike warrior king, while
the legends of Theseus illustrate the adventures of a fighter
who wins more by cleverness and skill than simple muscle.

A pood manslation of the Argonautica (more popularly
known as Jason and the Argomanats or The Vievage of the Ango) by
Apollonius of Rhodes shows a large and diverse parry of heroes
in action. Homer's [liad provides a portmait of warfare on a
prandly heroic scale, while Julius Caesar's The Comaguest of Gal
depices amore realistic view of early warfare, Homer's Odyssey
chronicles the advennures of a brilliant warrior who struggles
valiantly againse powerful monsters and the will of the gods.

Good translations exist of all of these works; maost
libraries have several choices available.

20TH CeNTURY FICTION

Naotall tales of grear warriors were written many centu-
ries ago. Excellent contemporary works on this topic include
the following:;

The Conan series by Robert E. Howard (Conan, Conan of
Cammena, Conan the Freebooter, Coman the Wandever, Conan the
Adventserer, Conan the Warnior, Conan the Usterper and Ceoman the
Avenger) areall far berter than the movies by the same name. These
books and the many other Conan stosies written by other authors
chronicle the adventures of the ultimate barbarian wamor,

Viagkor, Som of Vazkor and its sequel, (et for the White
Witch, by Tanith Lee are excellent examples of the advennures
of a young Dawn Caste. The main character is an inhumanly
powerful warrior, who discovers through the course of these
books that he is part pod and that he possesses formidable
supermnatural powers. In these two novels, the protagonist goes
from beinga skilled young warrior toa living god who can walk
onwater, command storms with a whim and kill with a glance,

The Fathrd and Gray Mouser books by Fritz Leiber
(Swords and Dewlery, Swords Against Death, Swords in the
Mist, Swords Agamst Wirardry, Swords of Lhankmar and
Swerds and Iee Magic) are all wonderful to read. They depict
the adventures and misadventures of Fathrd, a mighty bar-
barian warrior, and his more urbane companion the Gray
Mouser, a skilled thief. Fathrd is an excellent model for a
powerful Dawn Caste, while the Gray Mouser works well as
a nimble-fingered member of the Night Caste.

Jivel of Jotry by C.L. Moore gives a vision of a powerful
fernale warrior and her adventures in a land as strange as the
oddest portions of the world of Exalted.

The Black Company books by Glen Cook are a classic
fantasy saga revolving around the infamous Black Company,
a renowned mercenary band. Set in an exotic and wonderful
fantasy world, these books provide a gritty portrait of merce-
nary life. The best of these books are The Black Company,
Shadows Linger and The White Rose.

- Foran exceedingly vividand slightly morehistorical portrayal
of mercenary life, The Books of Ash by Mary Gentle (The Secret
War, Cithage Ascenclant, The Wild Machimes and Lost Buergundy)
are excellent fantasy novels set in the early Benaissance.
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CHAPTER ONE

OUR SOULS

THROUGH

L OUR

Members of the Diawn Caste were created to fight. In the
long-agodays of the First Age they were valiant generals, noble
’ hunters, proud duelists, devastating commandos and deadly
assaseins. Regardless of the form their conflicts take, all Dawn
{aste Exalred find their true fulfillment in violent physical
\ confrontations. Some lead huge armies againse overwhelming
odds, while others seek the joy and honor of single combat
against deadly foes. When confronted with a problem, a Dawn
Caste's fist impulse s normally to solve it direcely and
physically. However, this does not mean they are unimagina-
tive, stupidorcrude. While some Formsaken are reckless berserkers
who smash all opposition, others are brilliant strategists who
plot and execute devastatingly effective battle plans, and a few
are matchless assassing who defeat powerful enemies with a
singlesurgically precise thrust. Members of the Dawn Caste are
living weapons, but each one is a weapon of a different sort.
Ini the world of Exalted, these characters come from a
wide variety of backegrounds and occupations. In general, most
members of the Dawn Caste gain their newfound powers
during a conflict. Some come into their powers in the initial
terrifving minutes of their first battle; others find new life and
renewed strength just as they are about to be cur down,
Although bath their backgrounds and the circumstances
of their Exaltation may greatly differ, members of the Dawn
Caste have much in common. Individuals whiorbecome Dawn
Caste areall drawn ta violence and the artsof war. Brurish street-
nghrers, noblewarriors, gifted marrial artists, skilled commandos,
brillianrduelists, bloodchirsty berserkers, cold-hearted assassins
and greedy mercenaries are only a few examples of the many
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types of people who can become Dawn Caste, All of these
individuals find their deepest fulfillment in violent physical
conflict. Members of the Dawn Caste may also be wise scholars,
dexterous crafters, clever thieves or silver-tongued orators, but
such talents and occupations are secondary to their interest in
and devotion to the many forms of physical combat,

The process of Exaltation is the single most transformative
experience that can happen to someone, Divine power grants
anordinary mortal both vastlyenhanced phivsical capacities and
access to powerful magics. Even a single newly rransformed
Dawn Caste can defear half a dozen skilled warriors ar once.
However, on a spiritual level Exaltation greatly enhances
existing traits. Fawning slaves and cowardly bureaucrats never
become members of the Dawn Caste. Exaltation is the divine
gift of the Unconguered Sun, and so it is only given o those
whose minds and spirits are appropriate for their caste. Here are
the stoties of five members of the Dawn Caste.

DAce

It’s no sumprise that | became a mercenary—I grew upin the
camps. Sergeant Redda told me that 1 joined the company after
they hit a rebel town near Thoms. T was five or six at the time and
don't remember much before then, My life was the Wolves.

Companies like the Ravenous Wolf always have camp
followers There are dozens of children along with the cooks,
smiths,
a few half-decent entertainers. The camp followers looked
after me and the rest of the camp kids unril [ was grown
enough for some of the mercenaries to take an interest in me.




[ was always following the meres around, trying to figure out
how to use a sword and spear.

Redda had a soft heart for kids. She made me a wooden
pracricesword and showed mea few basic moves. [ seemed tohave
a hit of ralent, so she made me her aide. | worked harder than I'd
ever worked in my life — 1 scrubbed armor, polished blades,
cleaned tack, cared for her horse and learned that being a soldier
isa whole lot of dog work, Watching the battleswas good——ar
least, the ones we won. The proudest moment | remember was
when Redda gave me my first pike and shield and ser me with the
shield wall guarding the archers. [ pissed my pants when the first
charge came, but the archers got most of them, and the restdidn't
have a chance. | thought [ was such a hero,

From there, | worked my way up from shield wall w light
infantry, then tostandard-bearer. [ snagged enough loot one tme
to get myself some better armer, and [ inherited Redda's horse
when shefell at Nardancreek—toomanypeople lmow aredead.
| gt a promotion to lieutenant during that disastrous bartle out
near Marin Bay. After the fifty under my command saved the rest
of the company by driving back a horde of hobgoblins near the
Humndred Kingdoms, Captain Vanil stepped down and gave me
command of the Wolves and the Black Fifty, his elire moops,

Adfter fifteen years leading the Wolves, [ knew I was
getting old. There weren't going to be many more big
victories for me. In this life, there's nothing dignified about
growing old — every old wound comes back to haunt you
when vou put on armor. It's no surprise thar old mercenaries
don't live long unless they get enough sense ro settle down
and train younger ones. I didn't want to give up fighting —
[ didn't want to admit ] was getting too ald for the battleficld.

EXALTATION

[ thought Greentooth Pass would be my last bartle. Ie
wouldn't have been a bad way to go, either. We were hired
by Grear Forks to drive a Lookshy force out of some prime qat
land they'd taken last year. We'd had a week of rain after we
signed the contract, which gave us seven days of good wine
and better drugs before we had to die. Once the sun came
back, we set out for the gar fields.

My left knee had been bothering me more lately and my
vision was starting to go. Between the two, [ figured I'd fall
in this battle. I'd heard the troops we were fighting weren't
fools. They'd take the Wolves' surrender if we last, just like
we'd take theirs — mop-up killing is a waste of good troops.

After their first big push, Garsey's Fifty and the Blacks
were both cut off by a Lookshy cavalry charge. Half their
cavalry parked itself between us and the rest of the Wolves.
With their archers to the south and a big river at our back, our
situation didn't look good. If we went for the river, the archers
would cut us down, and if we stayed where we were, their
cavalry would run right over us. [ rallied my troops. If we could
break their cavalry, the rest of the Wolves would have an easy
victory: [f not, we could send some of Lookshy's soldiers on
ahead to let the Deathlords know we were coming,

Garsey's Fifty broke when she went down. Garsey was a
fine lieutenant, burshe wasn'teven 30—l hare it when good
soldiets die. I'll miss her singing and those stupid jokes she

always told when she was drunk. [ rode out to take down the
bastard thar killed Garsey and 1 suddenly felt better. | was
attacking and parrying everything near me without effort —
I felr stronger than ever before. It's hard to describe that
feeling, | blocked artacks almost before | saw them coming,
and hit so hard that | sometimes killed both horse and rider
in one blow. After a while, [ had to ride pretty hard o find
the enemy; most of them were too busy running away from
me. About that time, | also noticed ] was inthe center of this
huge glow, like an aurora I'd seen up north a decade back.

When | looked around, Garsey's lot was back in the fray.
With me leading both fifties, we cut right through the
Lookshy cavalry. By the time we were done with them, the
Lookshy archers had all run off. We charged back to the main
battle — | was at the front. When [ gave the call to rally the
rest of the Wolves to me, almost a third of the Lookshy force
fled, and so did more than a few of my own. Heh.

The restof the battle only took about halfan hour. Once
it was all over, everyone cheered, then they all starred staring
at me. I'd already gotten the gist of what some of them were
whispering. | swigged some cider and went up on one of the
wagons to talk to them. | could see thar the thrill of winning
was beginning to mix with worry about what the hell had
happened to their commander. I'd seen that lock in other
companies. L could either deal with the prablem right now,
ar there'd be bad trouble before morning. 1 couldn't hold the
Wolves if they thought [ was a monster.

| wold everyone | was stepping down as head of the
Wolves and appointing Belik as the new head. Ir's always
better to make the inevitable look like what you wanted all
along. Then | asked for volunteers to accompany me to do
some serious and dangerous work, which sounded like a good
description of working forone of the Anathema. Almost two
fifties of men looked like they wanted ro go, but | couldn't
take that many and leave the company whole.

Before Belik could start objecting, | talked ro each one of
the volunteers. [ let them all know exactly what | wasand what
we'd likely be facing. In the end, 1 only took half a fifty away
with me. They're not many, but they are the best and they
won't turn on me, More than half of them were with the Black
Wolves, and they're the finest soldiers I've ever worked with.

1 caught Belik making signs against the evil eye at me as we
tode off—not that [eould blame him, L halfexpected ['d become
apointy-toothed cannibal in a few days. I'd heard all the stories,
and while I didn't feel like a mavening monster, | imagine many
monsters don't feel that way either. | didn’t care much at that
moment — | was too busy wondering what I'd do now and
thankingall the dragons that my knee didn'thurt anymore. Helt
like 1 was 20 agnin, only smronger than ever. [ guess working for
the Sun offers some pretry significant advantages,

Word gor our faster than ['d hoped. | knew what would
happen once news of the battle reached Greyfalls, and sure
enough, the Realm troops caught up with us insix days. We'd
been poing towards Nexus, where folks don't give a fig about
the Realm or any of their policies. [ guess the Realm really is
a mess — rthey only managed to send one Dragon-Blooded
andacouple dozen men afterme. The commander musthave
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expected me to be alone, orfor my men toall desert once the
Wyld Hunt showed up. Just what yvou'd expect of someone
used to leading eutter-sweepings and conscripts.

The imperial troops had ridden hard the whole time and
haddefinitely seen betterdays. [ told the Dragon-Blooded officer
wi could either massacre her and all her men, or the two of us
could fight one-on-one, with amnesty for the loser’s moops, She
didn’t want to agree, but the look an her men's faces convinced
her, There's no need to talk abour the fight, it didn't last very
lomg, She really hated me, or she would have given the surrender
[ offered. Killing someone without the sense to stand down is
always a waste, but | couldn't really tuen my hack on her.

After the duel, | buried her and ler her troops go. They
were disheartened by her weakness, both in the duel and as
a leader. Her lieutenant and four others broke ranks and
joined up with me. The lieutenant seemed honest, and he

vouched for the others. They've proved to be more than
reliable in the months since, From there we headed for
Nexus, | learned long ago thar if you don't make the wrong
kind of trouble and you pay the righr bribes, the Council will
make certain no one can murder you in your sleep.

It'sworked out okay, Weoffered the Council one season
of service every vear, with our only pay being food for my
people and animals. Most of the time, we don'racrually work
for them — I never knew the Council of Enriries did quite so
many favors for other powerful groups. [ can't say [ rruse the
Council, but they've treated us fairly so far. Also, every time
they call upon us I leam a bit mote abour them. Once |
understand encugh about the beings who are ninning Nexus,
['ll renegoriate our contract on a more equitable basis.

That first season working for the Council was hard. They
had us guarding a Guild caravan going from Nexus to Whire-
wall. Guild work is usually more
trouble than it looks. We wok a
ship along the coast for most of the
tripp — there were oo many obvi-
ous puards for any of the
coast-hugging pirates to oy for us.
Thenwehit the Traveler's Road —
being on that road is supposed o
protect vou from almost any threat.
The Syndics of Whirewall have
treaties of free passage with the
Deathlords and the Fair Folk, and
even the [cewalkers po by the nules.
The problem is, Wyld barbarians
don't follow any rules they don't
make themselves. 'd heard they'd
been worse up in the North thar
vear because of some large distur-
bance up near Gethamane.

They hit us two days out from
Whitewall, well within the range of
both the dead and the fey. The
barbarians must have made a deal
with the Fair Folk, or perhaps the
Fair Folk simply have no use for
Wyld barbarians, Repardless, the
freaks were safe off the road and we
weren't, | think the Fair Folk may
have been breaking mreary on that
one, but dragons’ know they'd argue
the point. The savagesspent the fiest
day hanging buck in the scrub, mak-
ingoccasional charpesat the caravan.

Even the barbarians had
enough sense to stay on the road
when night fell and the dead came
walking. [ used my power to terrify
almost a third of the barbarians into
the arms of the dead just after full
dark, butcouldn't push that advan-
tage. Open battle on that narrow




road would have been suicide for both sides. The rest of the
night was pretty peaceful with the dead clustered around us all,
waiting for someone to step off the road. Put even one foot off
the road and you're gone. The caravan and the barbarians
huddled on the paving stones and glared ar each other. The
next day was bad — the barbarians kept charging while the
Fair Folk waited for us to get pushed off the road.

| took point and managed to frighten off some of the
weaker savages. Then [ went to work knocking down the
ones left. Eventually, I got tired of being trapped on that
useless road. [ waired until the Fair Folk were hanging back
a bit, charged out and took the head of the barbarians leader.
The rest of them formed a line to try to keep me from getting
back on the road. I cut my way through themand naticed the
Fair Folk weren't coming after me — [ guess they'd rather see
their allies get slaughtered than lose their own heads. After
the savages broke and ran, 1 did ger a salute from the leader
of the Fair Folk, I have a feeling I'll be seeing her again.

The merchants were impressed. We even received a
bonws, and you know how difficult it isto get extramoney out
of the Guild. Irmade meahitofalegend, burabunch of locals
in Whitewall tald me T was a damned fool, should have
tumed around or just lefe the caravan o the barbarians.
Whitewall apparently isn't a very nice place. | made sure my
men didn't give out any hints there abour what [ am.

YURGEN

My daughrer’s davghter swung ‘round the fire, her long
hair loose and shining down her back. Moving to the rise and
fall of women's voices, she called the grass ina long ululation,
her skirts swaying, full and heavy as the tribe’s hopes for the
spring. Full as her belly, carryving a child for the tribe.

The men and boys clustered around the women, crying
out wordsso old we didn't know what they meant. The drums
boomed, driving the pace faster and faster. How many years
had [ drummed this dance! My wife had danced so, seasons
ago, and [ had drummed for her. Later she had followed me
into the icy spring darkness and we had lain in the snow,
sheltered only by the omen dog pelt of my manhood hunt,
We had been hot-blooded enough then, and never minded
the cold. So, too, had my sons drummed and my daughters
danced while my wife and [ had warched with laughter and
pride. When had [ known I wasno longerwelcome at the fire!

In the flicker of the high buming fire | found a moment of
familiarity in the faces around me: 2 um of a nose, the shape of a
jaw, the bi-colored eyes of a woman dead for many seasons. |
stepped forward, hand half rised to greet old friends. Then it
passed. Everyone 1 knew, all my friends, all my enemies, had
already joined the ancestors. Things of my life; ereat hunts, the
terrible rise of the White Moon shadowland across the path of our
herd, the great sack of the Haslanti cities were stories now, myths
and shaman's tales. The camp looked strange tome — the smell
of roasting meat, the looming elk wtem standing above the
shaman's rtty black yurt— these were all as [ remembered. This
is how the Reedplains elk tribe had always looked. This had been
my home since I'd drawn my first breath. But a tribe of strangers
had mvaded the home [ knew. All my people were gane. [ stood

14

it the shadows beyond the fire, kmowing thar the ghosts of my
dead past were closer to my heart than the children around me.

| was a living ghost, seasons older than anyone in the
tribe. | had outlived even the shaman and eyes had begun to
rurn from me. Conversations fell quiet when [ came near. No
one had called me to the hunt this year, My yurt — where |

had loved three wives and raised seven children hiad
become very large and very silent.

MNoone knew what todowith me, No one had lived aslong
as | had. I was noshaman. Noone tumed tome for wisdom, Twas
a hunter, a warrior — a man. [ was a man whao had passed our of
the circle of life without dying, There was no place for me here,

I tumeed from the Grass Dance and no one called me back.
| should be whispering in the smoke and sand of the shaman's
visions, not haunting my children'schildren. [ umed from the fire
and walked out—out past the round tents spiraling away from the
central fire, past the sentinels shivering in the chill and looking
back rowards the song and light. [ walked out beyond the tribe,
hearing the elk herd shifting and gnnting in the hollow. The
steam from a warm spring drifted across their backs, scartering
diamondsovertheirrough wintercoats. Handsempty of weapons,
carrying no food, | passed the herd and followed the ancestor's
shroud unfurled across the sky in gold and violet brilliance.

The shroud, shismmering in the night sky above the plains,
was bright thisseason. In the silence, Lheard the faintwhispering
of the ancestors falling around me. My skis carried me aver the
rise and fall of the plains; the frost-dead grass gleamed like knives
and the long, strange voicesof omendogs carmied tome, faintand
sweert like a song | could almost remember.

In the darkness and chill of spring, [ looked up and saw cold
falling in from the stars. The shroud flickered and danced on the
horizon, bright gold handed with blue, and  mist as luminous as
apearl began sink from the sky like streams of milk. Suddenly the
cold deepened. My breath fell from my lips and froze on my
beard. My fingers, ears and nose began to ache and my lashes
started to freeze ropether. [twas the white fog, It came from the
sky. | warched it fall around me and the pain began to leave my
fingers as they went numb. The shroud above me began to dim
and | heard the grass around me shartering like glass,

My hearr was stagpering and the feel of my own blood
racing in my veins was almost painful as the cold slid into me
like a skinning knife. [ was shuddering so hard | could barely
stand. [f [ell, [ knew [ would sharrer like ice. The fog looked
as soft as goosedown and [ blinked sleepily. It glowed around
me and [ heard a sweet, high chiming. Stench hit me then,
offensive even in the uttercold. [ recognized it — omen dogs,
I would nor freeze ro dearh, then. Though 1 had come out to
die, I still wished [ had my bow,

The dogs came into view, shoulders high as my chest.
Theiryelloweyesshone like moonsin the dimness. Theircoats
glittered and chimed, coated with clear ice. They circled me,
waiting. Ididn't knowwhy. | could hardlymove, letalone fight
them, and omen dogs were hardly known for patience or fear,
Strangely, they sank to their bellies, whining. | stared past
them with half frozen eves and wondered what they served.

A woman appeared out of the mist, and for a momen 1
wondered if my wife had come to take me to the ancestors, But




this woman was nothing from the tribe, nothing human —
perhaps nothing alive. She seemed to condense our of the fog,
white skin, white hair swirling around her ankles, the flurter of
thin robes revealing the still curve of a breast, the perfect sweep
of her icy waist. She was beautiful, her eyes all the colors of the
shroud hidden aboveus. Despite the cold, mybodyvached forher.
Alll could feel was that terrible desire. I stumbled forward astep,
drawn, forgetting the omen dogs groveling around me and the
cold killing me. Alll wanted was to taste that frozen mouth, lose
iy heat, mywarmth, my life in the icy perfection waiting for me.

With blackened fingernails and hoarfrost glittering on
my knuckles, | reached out. When my fingers touched her
pale, bitter cold flesh the staggering drum of my heart failed.
The silence was perfect. She smiled at me.

In thatsilence, light leaped like the firstspark of a flashing
fire. | roared in agony, lungs unwillingly dragging in the ieyair.
My heart kicked in my chest. My blood was fire, was beyond
fire. | waspure light. [ opened my eyes wide and the light inside
me flared out. The fog around me glowed, a million diamonds
before it blew back and the air went crimson, then white and
the cold became heat — such heat. The ice spirit turned to flee,
but the brilliance and heat of my newbormn powers washed over
her. Withavoicelessscream she dissolved into stinking water,
and the sodden bones of the living woman she had once been
splashed into the mud. Steam burst from the frozen ground and
the omen dogs fled, crying in their sweet voices as they chased
the rags and tatters of the evaporating fog.

The light grew brighter, crimson to rose to gold to white
and brighter still, blinding me. I couldn’t see. The light clungro
me, closer than a lover. Whispers fell around me, voices, and
flickering images like dreams I'd never dreamt before. [ couldn't
hold them, couldn'thold the light inmy skin. Twas toosmall and
| screamed and my scream was light and my tears were light and
light danced over the ground, scattering from me as 1 jerked and
stumbled across the melting undra, boots drageing in the muck
and white-hot light spilling from me like heart’s hload.

Mybonesfused, exploding, mv skinmelted asthe light rook
me, shaped meand made menewbom. Inthemud, inthesilence
of the cold dark I dragged in great hingfuls of air and opened my
eves. Light danced over the grass. As | pushed myself up on
shaking arms [ saw that I glowed, asoft pale lighr like the firse kiss
ofthe sun in spring, That was me. Perfectly familiar and srange.
I held cut my hands as the light picked out the edges and scars
on my fingers, the bump of an old broken bone. This was me-

I fele more like myself now, shining like a new day, than
| ever had in my life.

JALITH

[ grew up in the tree-city of Chanta, capital of the Halran
Republic. Having parents who are wealthy merchants meant
I could go to pood schools and [ even had a private mitor teach
me about magic. [ was fairly good ar making ralismans and
other minor magics, so my parents wanted me to become a
spirit-diplomat. There are a whole lor of spirits and Fair Folk

in those woods. Anyone who can deal with them and remain
sane and whole is always in high demand.

I think growing up listening o all those legends of rhe
Old Realm was the reason | wanted a more acrive life. When
[ was little, | wasconstantly asking the storytellers to tell tales
of far-off lands and famous bareles. Larer on, T was always
climbing up to the practice platforms to watch the guards
rrain. | loved the old bartle epics and dragged around a toy
sword even before | was old enough to swing it. [ wanted to
be a hero. | suppose ['ve finally gorten my wish.

With the Linowan savages constantly mying tosneak in and
kill us in our beds, there was always a need for more guards and
soldiers. We were rich enough for me o have my own weapons
trainer, That same money made cerrain | received a position asa
junior commando-officer instead of a repular puard. Ir was a it
more dangerous, but ordinary guards also donof't often get their
narmes sung by the rale-singers. My parents didn't much know
whar to make of a daughter like me, but they were always willing
to help me reach my goals. | haven't been back to see them since
my Exaltation — | have no idea what they'd think of me now.

| excelled, bur the senior officers were too conservative.
Muost of them were exceedingly wary of high-stakes missions.
They weren't even rerribly appreciative when | knocked off
aLinowan chief, herhushand, and hershaman all in one raid.
The other two members of my team died, but Callo was
always careless and Rhet died reying ro save her. “Excessive
risks,” the senior officers said. After thar mission, they took
me off teamwaork when they should have given me a medal.
[n-any case, solo work was fine by me — | always preferred
working with animals anyway. Achal and Meros are better
friends than any human partmers ['ve ever had. Mospids and
rree-leapards are good company; most peaple talk too much,

The higher-ups started giving me a few dangerous but
impressive missions, and my backup wasn't always what it
could have been. | assumed they were trying to get me killed.
Fortunately, they couldn’t be too apen abour it — my family
has powerful friends. | didn’r really mind the risks. Even
before [ changed, | was better than those cowardly generals
ever knew. They're fools.

EXALTATION

It's been four months now since 1 found myselt and my rue
home. Thad just beendown in Linowan lands, workinga maid with
Achal and Meros. Everythingwentperfectly. Lkilled the chiefand
was bringing her sacred mask back asa trophy—you canssell those
things in Nexus for a bunch of money. The only problem was the
Linowan force pursuing me. It's a lot easier to pull off a raid than
to get away clean afterwards. Hall the warriors in the village were
after me, as-well as one of their shamans. Looking at those dirty
scar-faced shamans makes me sick. The Linowan are the worst
sort of barbarians, good for nothing but fertilizer.

Theydid manage a tough pursuit— L had to run south for
half a day while they kept me away from the forest. Evening
fell, and my tree-leopard Achal and [ worked together to take
down a pair of guards. He clawed the throat out of one and 1
gor the other with a boomerang to the back of the head. The
rest of them must have found the bodies just after we got
through their lines. The Linowan knew | was inthe forest, and
they weren't foolish enough to try tofollow me there. Instead,
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their shaman started screaming out some curses. [ felr cold for
asecond, and a few minures later | heard a soft, almost merallic
chitrering right behind me. I'd leamed enough abour those
savages magic to know he'd called up something big. I never
got aclear look ar what it was, bur it had lots of legs and moved
fast; probably some spirit totem of their tribe. 1 just kepr
moving through the trees, No matter how bad it was, the Fair
Falk down below were even less forgiving. That spirit kept
trying to drive me out of the forest, but T got past it for a bit.
When it started gaining on us, Achal and Meros were hoth
rerrified. 1 got even more worrned when [ saw how frightened
Meros was — it takes a lor to scare a mospid.

The moon was mostly full, and [ could almaost see the
creature. T he glimpses | got made me certain [ didn't need a
closer look, Suddenly, just ahead of me, [ sawa hugl.:, ancient
metasequoia in the middle of an immense cleaning, The gap
was no problem for Achal, but I didn't think I could make the
leap. I tried it anyway — my choices were to jump or let the
spirit-creature get me. [ was high enough up that | figured 1 'd
die if 1 fell — ar least neither that ereature nor the Fair Folk
would get a piece of my soul. Somehow, I made it. I felt like I
was flying, In that secomd 1 fele stronger and maore alive than
I'd ever felt in my life. Once [ landed, I stood there and simply
breathed, That jump made me appreciate how much lenjoyed
breathing. After the shock of still beingalive wore off, 1 realized
the monster hadn't even tried to follow me. I could see a glint
from what looked like dozens of eyes up in the tree I'd just
leaped from. The creature just sat there watching me. | figured
we were safe for the moment, so | took a look around. Achal
and [ were up in the branches of the biggest tree 1'd ever seen.
After | got my bearings, | realized just how tired L was. L alse felt
really strange. | could suddenly see, hear, and smell more than
[ ever could before, and none of the seratches I'd porten during
the chase hurt, However, | was also more exhausted than I'd
ever been before. Once Meros landed, the three of us found a
hollow to curl up in. | didn't even have to look for one— 1 just
climbed rght up into it Thar was the first night of the weird
dreams. In them, | was someone else, someone important, in
a place more grand and wonderful than any legend.

Isleptuntil the nextevening. When lHfinally woke up, the
spirit-beast was pone and | felcamazingly good. The hollow we
had all slept in was bigger than it had looked the night betore.
It was lit by colonies of glowing moss growing on the walls, just
like rooms back home. This part of the tree was hollow; it had
four rooms, one on top of the other. Openings in the floor of
each chamber connected them all. There was even a central
ladder connecting all four floors. Thar tree felt like no one had
been there in centuries — it was empty and covered in dust.
The only rrace of the previous residents was a metal chest in
a hidden space under the botrom room. [ went right to it and
opened it — | didn’t stop to think about how | knew where it
was., Part of me remembered what was inside: my armor shirt,
my bracers and my book of spells.

Thar book was boundin something that looked like green
glass and had pages made from a silvery metal foil. Only the first
third of it wasintact. Therest looked like ithad been eaten away
by some horribly strong acid. Each page was as light as a feather,

bur my knife couldn't even make a mark on the corner. | have
no idea whar happenad w thar book, bur | knew dearh and
terrible destruction had been involved. Touching its muined
pages scared me — [ knew the book was mine and thar at some
point, something temible had happened to both it and me.

Tnder the bock, [ found the ancient remains of some
fancy clothes, [ canstill remember wearing that emerald green
scarf and the black vest; but they and the rest of the garmenes
fell to dust when I tried to pick them up, Right then, [ wasn't
sure: who [ was, | knew all these things were mine, but [ had
never seen any of it before. | couldn't even remember my
name, and [ remember calling out for someone named Nala.

['ve never figured out who MNala was, bur saying thar
name still makesme cry somerimes. I've wokenup calling her
name more than once. At the very bottom of the chest was
a glass mirror set in a black ivory frame. Looking in that
mirror was a shock. I still knew my own face, but [ had
expected to see someone else, [ don't remember the face 1
ance wore, but it looked very different — [ wonder if that
mirror was put there as some kind of warning or joke. Either
way, the next thing I noticed was a golden starburst right in
the center of my forechead. 1 started getting my memories
straight at that point, and realized what had happened. Heh
—and | had always thought the Anathema were only stories,

Knowing that you're aliving legend really makes you think
about your life. 1 spent the nexe three days living in that tree. [
slepi a lot and are some of the food 1'd brought with me. [ also
studied that book. There were two spells inside, 1 knew that
whoever | had onee been had lost a preat deal, but at least we—
| —once again knew some real magic. Somewhere around this
time, Merosfirstspoke in mymind. Her breed of mespid is really
brighr, but not man-smart. Suddenly, she was mlking rome, and
not just bird thoughts. Her voice sounded like my dead
orandmother’s, but when she talked, there was always a soft
sound like the fluttering of wings and an impression of her
polden eyes staring at me, even when she was far away. Having
her inmy head was disturbing ar fisst, but she still loved me and
wie were still parmers. She's been a lot of help adjusting to my
new life. | wish could do the same wirh Achal, bur Meros said |
could enly link like this with one creature at a time.

On the morming of the fourth day, | finally felt like
rraveling again. | woke up restlessand knew that it was time to
start getting things done. First off, | decided to po see ifany of
my pursuers were still hanging around. The monster had left,
so | went back out 1o the edge of the forest. The main force was
also pone, but they'd stationed a few puards to watch for me, or
maybe for their spirit-beast. I'm puessing that damn shaman of
theirs knew ['d be back. Those tree-lost puards thought they
were well hidden, but a child could have found them.

There were two groups. | ran across the branches towards
one pair of puards and threw my boomerang at the other two.
That one thrown boomerang killed both guards in the second
group. Then one of the puys | was charging almose hit Achal
with an arrow. Afrer all I'd been through, | was not about to
lose someone | cared about because of some louse-covered
savage. | shouted in anger and both of those fools fled like
demons were chasing them. That wasn't far from the truth by




the rime [ got done with them. Irealized thatall the talesabout
the Anathemawere true— [ really was fasterand tougher than
anyone alive, even the Diagon-Blooded. | was an unknown,
but I could be the ralk of the East in a couple of months.

1 didn’t wanr ro go home just vet. Lots of my people might
get scared. Afrer all the stories told about my kind,  couldn't
blame them. Getting into that sort of mess could lead to me

fighting people I'd rather not. Besides, the idiots in charge of

the guard likely srill wouldn't give me the rype of position |
really deserved. For now, they could ger by without my help.

[ needed ro ger away from everything familiar and leamn
more about what [ could do. The only way to get past the tales
told about my kind was tomake some new stories, stories where
[ wasagreat championand notadestroying nonster. Once the
tales of my deeds were being told in every tavemn, people back
home would know about me and | could go home safely.

I considered doing some serious solo work against the
Linowan, but thar could easily turn the Realm against my own
people. Besides, killingoffa bunch of unwashed savages wasn't
the sort of legend | wanted to make. All the stories I'd heard
said that Nexus was the place to goifyou really wanted to make
yourname and fornme. I'd also heard that most folks rying this
ended up beggars or dead, but | had a considerable edge.

The first thing I did once [ made sure no one was after
me was head back ro the Linowan lands to ger some money.,
The chief's mask was pretty fancy, but from folks I'd talked to,
1 knew I'd need more than that to make it in Nexus. [ stayed
on the forest's edge for a couple of days and came in to spy on
themar night. Onone trip, | overheard that the troopsat the
imperial garrison would be perting paid soon, Their pay had
just arrived, so [ decided all thar gold was going to be mine.

Leaving Meros up high to keep watch, Lsnuck in. Lstuck
to the rooftops and eventually got on top of their storehouse.
Unformnarely, they'd had the good sense togive it no windows
and only one door. There were two guards on the storeroom,
bait two boomerang throws got rid of them both before either
onie had a chance to warn anyone. The older guard had the key
to the storeroom on his belt. Once | was inside, the bax with
the money was pretty damn obvious, an ebony crate covered
with impressive-looking seals. The Realm tends to be blatant
aboutanything important, and thisbox wasno exceprion. Too
bad | forgot that the Dragon-Blooded had sorcerers too. As
soon as 1 touched the box, it started shouring an alert. It was
heavy enough that I couldn’t carry it and run. [ had to waste
rime breaking it open and stuffing most of the pold coins inmy
pack — and it kept shouting the whole time.

I rouched Meros' mind and rook a lock at the situation
outside. The storehouse was surrounded and more troops
were on the way. | needed to get up on the rooftops if I was
soing 1o have a chance of escaping. A half dozen soldiers
were already in position outside, and in a short while I'd be
facing the whole fucking garrison. First, | opened the doora
crack and tossed out a couple of boomerangs to clear some
space. Those throws put down three of them. Onee | was
outside, 1 fought off the three that remained and worked my
way around to the side wall of the storehouse. Then this
stocky guy with grayish skin showed up at a min. He swung a

huge mace made of black stone at me. His blow got past my
parry and hir me squarely in the side. The painwas agonizing
— he must have been Dragon-Blooded, no mortal would
hawve heen able to hurt me like that, That was first time T'd
heen injured since my change. It made me realize that pain
was still pain, and if | was careless, 1 could still die.

[ was hurt and more than a little scared. | backed up a bit
and hit him with my last two boomerangs. [ put everything |
had into those throws, and [ thanked the dragons when he
dropped like a felled tree — lucky for me he hadn't had time
to pur on his armor. Before any of the other soldiers could nush
me, [ was up the wall, onto the roof and over the palisade. [
called Meros to me and we escaped in a whitlwind back to
where Achal was waiting. | knew I'd been careless; | never

“should have ler things get that close. Still, [ survived — [ had
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anice mask and pockets bulging with jade. My next stop was
MNexus. | knew [ could find work that would have storyrellers
ralking about me from Wavecrest to Chiaroscuro.

DEMETHEUS

MNotreallymuch totell. [ wasbom in Chiaroscuro, leastways
thiat’s the first place [ remember. Don't recall much abour my
folks, except that they died. | grew up on the streers — there are
gangs ol kids that help each other out. In miost gangs, you got to
lezave when yougrowup. ‘Till then, they take care of each other
pretty well. Plenty of abandoned buildings to live in, some of
them evenstill keepyou warmat night. Once you'reold encugh
b 20 o, vou go 1o work., Little fast kids steal, pick pockets and
sometimes carry messages for folks. Bigger kids earn money
carryin’ loads, stealing and robbing rich kids. I've always been
pretry big— mostly [ prorected the little ones. By the time [ was
nine I could slow down a shopkeeper coming after the kid who
stole hisfruit, [ even scared off a few; big, crazy-acting kids make
folles afraid. A bit after all thar, | got work loadin' and unloadin’
ships down at the dack.

When [ grew out, the kids had the usual party and then
I was on my own. Loading was good work, but [ had me a
temper and liked to fight. [ fought the right guy once, too.
Really big guy came ‘round lookin’ to make some deal — focl
kid | was, I took him up on it. | snatched part of a load and
gatirtohim. He gave me halfwhat he'd promised and figured
hie was too big to worry about the rest. He wasn't. When [ got
done with him, he gave me my money and was impressed
enough to introduce me to some of his friends.

Tshewed themwharl coulddo, andone of them told me he'd
teach me how o really fight. The bare-knuckle fights in Chiar-
oscuroare tough. ] learned ahell ofa lotand still went down abour
half the time, least for the first few months. The open matches
weren'tnearlyashad; youmg toughs lookin' to impress their friends
are foals. Goin® against other pros washard. That's where [broke
tivy nose. Mever killed or seriously hurt anyone, but T knew plenty
who did. Money was goad though, way better than loading, and
| like tofight. Goodliquor, plenty of women, highstakesgambling,
and a hard fight to help me keep my edge, all a kid could want. 1
did that for eight years, until one of the big puys asked me to throw
a fight to make his new kid look good. 1 didn't like thart, and |
ﬁgﬂﬁidlhgsmmﬂdgahadfmmeeidwrmm




been hard this vear, and no one could afford charity, But
recently, lush orrer furs had replaced my oldand not very warm
blankets. The lamps were no longer simple shells, but bronze
— probably tribure from a Haslanti city. The children gave me
their roys. The old women pave me robes of crimson felr,
rrousers finer than Tadik’s— and he was the rribe’s chieftain.
[ couldn't say no to anyone's offerings. I'd tried, once. The
woman had wepr. [twas hard enough ro resist a womans tears,
burt then her family had rurned her out into the cold, assuming
she had somehow offended me. [ had to marry her off to her
cousin. The Blackwarer tribe competad to give me things.

The long felt vest was crimson, edged in the black fur of
atters we found in the lakes during the summer months, The
clothes were common enough among my tribe and the
Blackwater tribe. In place of the spreading antler totem of my
childhood, or the less familiar bold markings of the mam-
morh tribe, someone had decorared che garment with aspiral
of rough red-gold pebbles and whire freshwarer pearls. The
sacred sign of the Sun had been embroidered onto the felt.
This was no sign of any tribe. Wearing ir, [ would be no part
of the mammoth people, or the elk, or the caribou or even of
the piriable crearures that cringed behind the walls of the
Northern cities. | would be nothing more and nothing less
than the hand of the Unconquered Sun.

“Yurgen!” The voice was frail and rentarive. [ came out
of my yurt atonce. [t was one of the Blackwater elders, atiny,
fragile woman. She lowered her eyes respectfully. | winced.
Behind her was a couple, the woman hugely pregnant. Like
all pregnant women, she was beautiful. Her dress was the
green of summer and embroidered wirh wards to protecr the
baby. She sailed up ro me, belly first, licking her lips ner-
vously. Her husband stared at me.

Yurgen..." she said. She was uncomfortable using my
name, but [ refused to answer ro a ritle. [tmade miy skin crawl.
| didn’t feel I'd eamed ir, gold stamp on my head aside. “|
thought... we thoughe...."

“Bless the child,” the old woman urged, her eyes bright
with ambition. “Bring us another warrior like you. Give the
Unconguered Sun another weapon.”

“1.." Myvoicecracked. "Tdon thknowany Blessings. 'mnot...”

“Hu—"The elder brushed my protest aside, flicking her
bent fingers at me. “Put your hands on her belly. Go on!”

The elder was used to being obeved, and whatever [ was
now, | had spenta lifetime listening to her kind. | reached out
and laid a hand on the woman'’s tense stomach. She closed
her eves blissfully, her face turned to me like a flower to the
sun. [ felt nothing. Then, suddenly, there was a jump under
my hand. The baby kicked again and the woman laughed.

“He knows you!" shecried. “Thank you! Oh, thank you!"

I smarched rmy hand back. T hadn't done anything — had [2

“Safe birthing.”  said awkwardly. “Long life for you and
vour-baby,”

The woman took my hands and pressed her cheek to
them. Her eyes never left mine, hopeful — worshipful. The
husband made me take five precious flaked stone arrow-
heads. | tried to return them, but he wouldn’t take them back.
His eyes avoided mine, and [ could see the resentment in the
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set of his narrow jaw. Of course he was angry — the words |
offered to his wite were a husband’s blessing. | didn't know
what else to say.

“L.. am praying.” | lied as they stared at me. "l need to
be left alone.”

The elder ushered them all away, puffed up with pride,
She wasadvising the woman on how best to hirth and mise one
of the “sun-touched,” I could hear the woman whispering to
her husband. “His hands so warm! When he touched me the
baby moved —TIfeleit! A balt of heat went right through me!”

I tied my tent flap down and dropped onto my pallet
with a long sigh, I rubbed my hands, I wasn't 2 god. [ couldn’
give out blessings like candy. The Unconguered Sun cer-
tainly didn’t need me to choose his servants. The baby had
just moved, as babies did while they waited to be borm. My
own children had done that.

Bue — what if the child was like me?

The Uneconquered Sun had chosen me, an old man
whose tribe had rejected him. Would he choose a child? An
infant? | didn't think so. However the Unconquered Sun
choose his servants, it wasn't through blood. That was the
virtue and flaw of the Dragon-Blooded.

But what if [ found another like me? What would 1 do?
What would they do?

I knew the path that the Unconquered Sun had laid out for
me, even if [ couldn't always see it. My feet were urned out from
the Naorth, out into the world bevond the tribes, the snow —
even the small serugeles of the cities along the Frozen Sea, [ had
dreamed of the world. The Realm would fall before me. In time,
human and Dragon-Blooded would be united under my banner.
[ had dreamed of the struggle in front of me; years of warfare,
thousandsaf deaths. Allsothat I could rule asTwasmeant torule,
All 50 | could rule as my god wished me to rule.

Would I have to fight my own kind to take the place
desrined for me? Was | the only ene who had such dreams!

1 rouched my forehead again, rubbing at the mark 1
could not feel, I would nor fight those chosen by the Sun. |
would not yield, either. S0 — I must be strong enough, fast
enough, to take my place as first among them. There must be
no question of my leadership. There must be no doubr in
anyone's eyes that | was destined to rule. | could have no
equals. | had only one master, the Sun shining above us all.

[ stripped off my filthy clothesand picked up the new ones
laid our forme. The solar spiral glirrered dully inthe Eamplight.
I called up the fire of my Essence and the spiral blazed.

JAUTH

Now that I'm some sort of incarnate god, it’s time o
think about what I'm going to do next. I've been personally
chosen by the Unconguered Sun — suddenly I'm a great
warrior and the bearer of a grand destiny. The only problem
is that most people think the Anathema are depraved
monsters and the Realm hunts us down like dogs.

I can fight better than almost anyone else alive, and I'm
berrer at magic than any mortal sorcerer. Perhaps the best
thing for me to do is to show evéryone that the Anathema
canalso be heroes. There are a whole lot of dangerous spirits,




normally kill someone, even with me behind it, but Leould hear
hisneck crack. | took thestuff worth raking and set fire to the inn.
That's not a place ['d sleep in again. [ poured the better wineon
the graves.out back — those poor devils must have had some
thirst with no relatives to offer food and drink. The wine that
wasn't 5o pood | took with me; I'm not as picky as a ghost is.

Wasn't until the next day when 1 stopped to wash at the
spring that I noticed the mark on my forehead. L knew [ hadn't
suddenly become evil, so | puess the Realm lied about the
Anathema, too. A few days later, [ was walking to Gem with
acouple of folls I'd mer on the road. A silversmith looking for
work and his wife — good people, honest, hoping for better
days in Gem. Three bandits came onus in the twilight, just as
we were getting ready o camp. They had bows, swords and
horses. Most times, I'd have let the scum take what they
wanted, bur the silversmith had already gone through a few
bad turns and | puessed T'd be able to handle those three.

That was the first time I ever punched out a horse. All
three banditsstopped dead; then one of them nocked an arrow
at thesilversmith's wife and told me toleave. There was no call
for that sort of thing, so | picked up the knocked-out horse and
threw it at him. When it was over, we had a load of fresh horse
meat, some weapons and one live horse to sell in Gem. [ gave
the silversmith the horse as a way of saying thanks for their
company. Heand hiswife both looked me overreal close when
that fight wasdone. Always have agood story ready when folks
are lookin' ar vou like that — say the wrong thing and they'll
think you're as bad as whoever you just killed or chased off. 1
showed thern my new bracers and told them how ['d won them
gambling with a desert spirit. They'd heard similar stories, and
told me | was damn Tucky to still have a soul.

Ifyou're readin’ this, you're likely someone like me. Remem-
ber that you're the same person you always were. The only
differerice isnowyoucandoawhole lot more. [stillwanderaround
the Southlands, doing fights and helping folk where | can. Most
times, they pay me for it. Now Lcan help out even better. The key
s not gaingaround relling everyone about how great the Uncon-
guered Sunisand howyou'renowtheirhalyking, Mostfolksdon't
take kindly to that sort of message, and rightly so.

Things are messed up and we've gota load of nasty lies
o deal with. For all I know, long ago our kind deserved what
they gor. Don't sweat the past — do what you do best, and
don't rell people the real reason you can one-punch a
veddim. The world's full of godbloods and spirits ready to
make a deal. I've met two people whao got the best end of such
bargains, and there are stories of more. If you play your cards
right, you can be just another story. Give folk a good tale and
they won't be afraid of you — you can be their hero for
awhile. Thing is, though, you can’t use your power roo much,
If your Caste Mark starts to glow, no one’s gonna be fooled,

Remember that except for the Dragon-Blooded, few
folks know the Anathema as anything other than an old
story they heard asa kid. Ifanyone sees you do fancy stuffand
doesn'trun off, talk to'em. The easiest thing is when they ask
if you're something in particular, If thar something seems
OK, always say yes — you'll make them feel all happy and
clever. They'll tell youall about stories they've heard and ask

you some easy questions. Enjoy the chat. There's always
another thug on a horse waiting over the next hill,

11 Gem, life was pretry much normal —things todo and
roads to travel. [ stayed in town for a month, with the feeling
I was waiting for something. Early on, a couple of greedy
guards needed to be raughralesson. Lstill fele like staying after
that wasdone, so | had to pay a fine. Listen to your feet; ifthey
don't feel like wandering, there’s a reason for where you are.

For me, this rime, the reason proved to be Jak. | walked
put of my inn one day and saw this shore, skinny guy in long
robes locking at me. Dlidn't think much of it, until he
watched me get some money betting I could knock out this
big guy. Would've been a pretty easy job even before every-
thing happened — thar rube was more guts and boasts than
skill. [ used a couple of tricks to make sure | puthim out before
he got really hurt — the damn fool didn't know when to stay
down. The skinny guy talked to me afterwards, said he knew
what | was and that he was one, too. Seemed like an honest
sort, Later on, he rold me hisname was really Jasara, and that
she preferred to pass as a man while in the South. [t didn't
matter much —she wasn'tmy type cither way, too youngand
way too skinny. She makes stuff and does magic. Says she's
Twilight and I'm Dawn, whatever the hell that means. She's
got itchy feet too and likes traveling and doing what comes
along. Made sense to hang with her, so we travel together
now. [ haven't taken care of younger folks much since my
davs in the kid-gang. [ kinda like having a lirtle sister again.

LYTA, TALKING TO THE SIDEREAL
EXALTED ACACIA

My parents are both Dragon-Blooded, minor nobles in
the Realm. Together, they govern several small towns and
villages in a farming region on the western slopes of the
mountain, Not unexpectedly, | didn't see much of them
prowing up, and [ saw even less of them when it became clear
[ wasn’t Dragon-Blooded. My older Brother became an
Aspect of Fire like my mother, He got the praise — 1 was
merely their inconvenient daughter. They wanted to make
me a merchant or a bureaucrat, but I never had the patience
for hageling or scribing all day. The best times were when
they left me alone to stalk rabbits and scare the servants.

Gioing to the Immaculare Order’s Cloister of Wisdom was
their idea, but [ agreed readily enough — it got me away from
home. I laved it there. The texts were dull, but the arts of war
werea joy beyond all words. You can lose yourself practicing the
combat forms— no thought, noproblems, just the perfectunity
of one move following another. Sparring was even betrer. The
whole rest of the world went away when I stepped onto the
sparringfloor. | wasreally good, too, faramortal. Everyone knew
the Dragon-Blooded students were the best, bur the instuctors
spent almest as much time withus. If the Dragon-Blooded hope
to continue their rule, they need plenty of well-trained pawns.

Therigid discipline was good for me. We always knew our

place and what we should be doing. Up at dawn, exercise,
hreakfast, mediation and then chores. The days were all the
same, but each one held a new opportunity for proving myself.
| spentsix vears there, until [ was called by the Sun a few weeks




after my 17th birthday. If 1'd never been Sun-touched, [ would
still be there — I probably would have become a marrial arts
instructorand left my dreams inside those marble and glowstone
walls. | neverwould have known the great injustices around me,
and probably neverwould have cared. 'd have been justanother
shepherd, keeping theflock in line for the wolvesof the Dynasty.

While [ was there, I didn't think anything about being
apuppet that supported the Dynasty's wretched, ramshackle
little empire. [ loved Master Willow, toa. Now [ know he was
the worst of all; he and his kind pretend to care about their
mortal students, but it's all false. They care for nothing but
power and the other Dragon-Blooded. It disgusts me to think
I'd seill be another of his happy fools if I'd not been called by
the Sun. The way everyone there, evervone in the whole
rotting Realm, sucks up to the Dragon-Blooded is disgusting.
It's not like they give a fig about anyone else. Every last one
of them is selfish and rotten with corruprion.

EXALTATION

I all started on the raining floor. L had studied the dragen
dance for six years, and was competing for my ranking that vear.
My entire class of two dozen fought. When the change began,
only the best ren were still fighting, Salan and his friend Verdant
Road started ganging up on me. Salan wasn'tall that good, but
Verdant was Diragon-Blooded and everyone knew he would
finish first. He was only going afrer me because | had insulted
Salan a week before, Salan had tried rosteal a kiss from me, and
I'd slapped him and called him a mangy cur. Now, Verdant was
helping him make me finish tenth when [ deserved second or
third. Thus do the princes of the Dynasty protect their pets.

Suddenly, I felr dizzy, I thought I was about o lose, sa |
kept pushing. | swung faster, and then blood started flying. [
finished the move and kicked Salan in the temple, and he fell
down and lay completely stll. Verdant wenr berserl; he
wrapped himsell in flame and rushed me, inrenton my death,
My fearand doubt vanished, and 1 struck as fast and clean as
a cat. Before he could react, Lhit him in the chest with a tiger
claw strike and tore his heart out. 1 ler him see it as he died.

Once he was dead, | noticed the aurora lighting up the
practicefield. Everyonehad fled, and Master Willowwasshouting
something about great evil. He sent someone for guards, and |
knew in my heart that this place was the great evil, not L. Willow
summoned his power and stood between me and the gare. |
suppose he was brave, if misguided and tainted by his own cormupt
blood. We foughr for a time, and though the end was never in
doubt, heacquittedhimselfbravelyand gavemeanumberofslight
injuries. [killec him cleanly and left before the puardsamived. I ran
for many hours and lived in the mountains for several days.

Eventually I was deawn to my holy cave. I walked to it as
if in a dream — there was no path, but my feet knew the way.
At last, | stood before an ancient rock-fall, where [ dug and
moved stones until my hands were raw. Under the nubble and
debris was a small opening, and inside was a cave bejeweled
like a great geode — it glowed softly with divine light. 1 rested,
and in my dreams 1 saw myself raking the cave’s stone heart
with me. | also saw my destiny— [ had been chosen ro rid the
Blessed Isle of its foul masters. One day, [ would lead an army

that would make the streets un with the blood of those
ancient traitors and restore a righteous order to the world.

I also dreamed of my death. Long ago, dying of poison, |
had crawled inro this cave to hide a magic bracer set with a
night-black stone. As left, I pulled down the entrance to keep
my murders from finding either the cave or the bracer, The
Drragon-Blooded had betrayed me, but they would never find
my most precious treasure. Coughing blood, | had charped
dowm the hill ro die fighring those who had already slain me.

When | awakened, I reached towards the tiny crevice
where | had hidden the bracer centuries ago. [ found it waiting
there, unrouched by time. | wear it still, both for the power it
provides and to remind me of the Terrestrials' treachery. 1
spent many days in the cave resting and hiding. There was
water, and [ found the place strangely comforting. [ hunted
small game for food, but knew [ could not remain there. My
enemies would search the entire island for me. Unless | left, |
would die before | could exact my revenge. It wastime to leave
this oppressed isle. I'll rerurn when I'm ready.

I'd visited Cloud Peak when [ was a child. It was tiny, an
isolated port almost a week's journey from the capitol and the
Cloister, and | knew word of my change would be unlikely to
have reached this sleepy hamler. Walking there, | had much
rime o think. Everynight as Lslept, [ learmed more of what the
world had lost with the destruction of my fellows. The Sun sent
me dreams of what [ needed to do to make things right again.

In the mountains high above the town, [ knelr on small
ledgze with the holy Sun brighrabove me. Icutmy hand and drew
the solar disk in my own blood. When I renurn, my offering will
be far larger and will use the blood of others. Yer, even this small
sacrifice was answered, Asnighrfell, adark voung man came and
satdown beside me. He said hisname was Crane and that a spirit
had told him how tofind me. He greered me by name as a warrior
of the Dawn. He bore the glowing mark of the stars upon hirm,
and he rold me he was one of the ancient magicians who used
ter aid and advise my kind. According to him, [ was the bumning
fire and he was the divine messenger. The stars had called him
three years ago, and he had been seeking one such asl eversince.
His magics had foretold my coming, bue not the exact time or
location of my Exaltation. After searching without success, he
had been about to leave the Realm. In despair, he had worked
a powerful summoning and had called a grear spirit to aid him.
In return for the gift of an ancient staff Crane had raken from the
Bealm’s mreasury, the spirit told him where he could find me. 1
do not remember Crane from my prior life, but we are both
Celestial. With so many traitors arraved against us, we must aid
eachother—he will be the bridpe thar carries me tomy revenge.

Crane left to finalize our passage, telling me to come
downatsunset. When I asked how we were leaving the island
and where we were going, he told me he had bargained with
the same spirit that found me, for safe passage out into the
Western islands. The vastness of the Western isles seemed a
good place ta plan our campaign. Crane said the spirit would
come for us at moonrise, Walking down the mountain, the
evening was cool and beautiful. So perfect a place must be
cleansed of all its taint and made pure again, so that the
children of the Sun might establish their seat,
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I first thought he had betrayed me, for two Dragon-
Blooded and almost a dozen mortals were waiting for me at
the edge of the town. They were well hidden, but [ noticed
the glint of their atmor. Calling up the tiger within, |
charged them. The mortals were easy — a single blow 1o
head or chest broke them past all fixing. Their swords could
not harm me, their blades bounced off of my skin, while my
hands cut them to the bane. The feel of their blood on my
palms was like a drink of the finest wine, The traitors were
harder. Bolts of flame from the burning woman singed my
flesh, and the other was as swift as a racing hound. Every
time [ tried to attack the Fire Aspect, the silvery-skinned
Water Aspect savaged mv back with his blade-encrusted
chain. He was the better warrior and meant to exhaust me
while his companion weakened me with fire. Every time |
tried to hit the faster one, he was elsewhere,

“Wait in stillness until the moment is perfect.” Master
Willow's words came to me, holding new meaning. | hesitared,
and the wartery eagemess of the swift one called him tome. Cnce
vou cOtnmiE to an artack, defense becomes far less easy. When
b was very near, | Tashed out two times. Striking twice isclumsy,
but far more difficult toavoid, and L had only one chance to take
him down. He dodged well encugh that the blow to his chest
scraped off of his ribs without rending his vitals. He was not
expecting the blow o the head. I clawed a portion of his scalp
ta the bone and felr something crack under my hand, He wasn't
dead, but he was bleeding badly and out of the fight.

During my exchange with the Warer Aspect, the Fire
Dragon had bumed me twice: once on the back and once ro the

leg. Now that Thad nothing todistract me fromherdeath, 1 could

see thefear in her fire-covered eyes. She knew [could kill herand
thar she could not escape. She fought well, but her flames only
singed me while my hands rore the flesh from her bones, Hurry
though [ must, I played with her a bit. She bepged attheend, It
felt wonderful to kill her. After finishing them both, I walked
into town. The residents cowered in their houses.

Crane was waiting for me at the docks. When ['saw him,
I ran to him still full of rage and accused him of berraying me., He
stood his ground and told me that our enemies possess powerful
magics to locare those like myself, When Lasked why he did nor
helpme, he told me that he must always remain in the shadows
sothat the Realm'srulers will not know thatl am the chosenone
of the Sidereals. My rage calmed as] realized that the small hand
of opponents had never been a serious threar.

| remember his next words well, “Lyta, could they really
have harmed you? If you truly mean to overthrow them all,
can you let two young Dragon-Blooded and a handful of
maortals stand in your way? The Wyld Hunt's magic finally
found you, but this tiny parrol was all they could send. Now
there are two fewer Dragon-Blooded for vou to fighr later.”

Then he laughed like the ring of a crystalling bell and
cried a soft haunting call. As | locked out over the harbor, a
slender galley suddenly appeared in the darkness — it may
have been waiting just out of sight, or it may have marterialized
from nothing. Built of polished rose-colored shell, it gleamed
like gald in the moonlight. Short, dark shapes worked the oars
and sails. Crane never told me the price of our passage, but the
ship carried us smoothly and rapidly into the West.
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CHAPTER TWO

OBLIGATIONS OF
THE CASTE

THEROLEOFTHE DAWN CASTE

In the ancient days of the First Ape, the Dawn Caste
were heroic warriors and glorious generals. In single combat
and when leading grear armies, they defended the 'L_'JII;I Realm
apainstall arrackers. The Dawn Caste fought bold campaigns
ta conquer tebels, usurpers, and the constant threat posed by
the Wyld. In rerurn, the Dawn Caste were honored as the
Old Bealm's prearest heroes. Statues were built in their
honor, and adoring crowds flocked to see triumphal proces-
sions celebrating their vicrories.

However, like all of their kind, their pride grew too
sreat and many began to abuse their power. Eventually all
of the Solar Exalred were slain by the treachery of the
Dragon-Blooded, who suppressed the true history of the
Old Realm and reviled the Celestial Exalted as demons.
Everyone now knows the Dawn Exalted as the horrific
Forsaken, bloodthirsty killers who left only burning cities
and legions of the dead and the grievously injured in theit
wake, Those few Forsaken who were reborn between the
end of the First Age and the present day were ruthlessly
hunted down and slain by the Wyld Hunt of the Dragon-
Blooded. Only now, with the Realm in chaos and their
numbers greatly increased, do the Solar Exalted apain
have a chance for survival. For those who dosurvive, what
will these powerful beings do next? The answers are as
varied as the individuals who make up this caste.
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Although the Unconquersd Sun gives to all Solar
Exalted a sense of duty and a desire to venerate their deity,
individuals who have powerful aspirations of their own can
put both of these impulses aside, Also, while these desires
remain constant, how the individual Solars act upon these
feelings is a far more personal decision.

Some members of the Dawn Caste become fearless
champions of the Unconquered Sun. However, many
instead use their newfound powers to accomplish their own
personal ends. Most of these new Exalred will eventually
seek loftier goals after their first century or two of life, but
for the moment, the majority are concerned either with
immediate pracrical actions like defeating the forces that
hunt their kind, or with amassing sufficient power and glory
to pursue their own plans.

Some Dawn Caste work: to free the world from the harsh
yoke of yranny. Others wish 1o become powerful warlords,
halding wealthy kingdoms under their sway, Begardless of their
particular plans, every member of this caste is a powerful force
and their actions can change the world in significant ways.

DAcE

The world's in a ruly sormy state. The Realm's falling
apart, the Fair Folk and spirits are more restless and preda-
tory, and harbarians keep pushing into civilized rerritories.
About the only places that manage to mainrain even a shred
of discipline are a few of the shadowlands — and I'm not
ready to take my men therejust yet. It'sno accident that [ and




others like me have suddenly been called to serve the Sun.
We've been sent here to bring peace and order to the world,
and that's what I'll do. I'll leave making trearies and admin-
istering kingdoms to others, and do what [ do best — lead.
Soldiers under my command don't lose very often, and there
are many battles to be won before we can push back all the
threats facing the world.

Panther and Swan say we must cut the cancer out of
the Realm before we tackle any other problems. Thar's a
nice sentiment — the Realm’s incompertence and corrup-
tion is at the heart of many of the problems facing the
world — but some battles can't be won, Each of us can take
maybe half a dozen Dragon-Blooded on our best day.
There are five of us against the ten thousand Terrestrial
Exalted in the Realm. Even if we garhered all of the
Anathema togerher, we'd still lose against thar force. We
can't attack the Realm directly and win. Besides, none of
us have the slightestidea what sort of old magics they have
lyingaround. The Realm is ancientand the folksincharge
are exceptionally paranoid and highly experienced ar
staying in power. The Realm is a problem we can't solve
yet, Troubles you can't solve have to be worked around.
The Realm is vast and powerful, but much of its might
depends upon the tribute it obtains from the Threshald.

The death of the Empress is the weakness we must
exploit. Currently, the Realm gamrisonsout here are spread too
thin; many of their curposts are undermanned, and most of the
Diragon-Blooded starioned ar them wanr to go home and ger
a head start on their cousins in the foor-race for the throne,
With imperial artentions rumed o internal polirics and courr
intrigue, requests for addirional men and supplies for the
Threshold garrisons will be given low priority. If we can grab
a large sectionof the Threshold before the Realm settlesdown,
then we can starve them of their rribure and have enough of
a foundation ro support our own bid for power,

We need to hir the Eealml's allies, starting with those
who've made themselves unpopular with rheir subjects or
their neighbors. Every kingdom or city-state we take is one
less source of income for the Realm, We also need o support
rulers who are strongly anti-Realm — most nobles out here
don't like the way the Realm treats them. After a few flashy,
easily won battles, some princes and courtiers will think
about how much more gold they'd have if they didn’t pay
taxes to the Realm. After we have a good power base, we can
start hitting the Realm garrisons directly.

I've already made a start at this. A bit north of Sijan,
there were a couple of towns ruled by a lerdling who paid
tribute to the Realm. Her little "kingdom" was a real piece of
work. Anyone whao spoke out against her got one of their kids
snatched. She sold these kids to House Cynis and used the
money to hire mercenaries to prop up her throne. Unforou-
nately for this would-be empress, she also thoughtshe couldrip
off the Guild, who rraded afavor with the Council and sene me
off to educate her.

Maost of her forcés were a right mess, but they had some
decent scouts. We came in quiet and at night — 1 had the
cavalry all dismount and slowly walk their horses to the edge
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of town with the infantry flanking them, to keep anyone from
getting around behind us. Unfortunately, a couple of the
scours saw us. Arat managed ro rake down one of them with
an arrow, bur the other ran o wake the rest. Most were half-
dressed, and a fewwere drunk, bur theyweren'r toodisgraceful.
[ didn't wane to lose any of my men on this job, 50 we just cut
down the pood ones and et the rest run off. In less than half an
hour mast of the ones worth killing were dead.

We were closing in on the last bunch who had sensze
enough to stay together, when their boss proved she had anit's
worth of sense. She must have used her connecrions with
House Cynis to acquire 2omething from the Realm'’s treasure
trove of old magic. | was ridingdown on a band of rroops when
[ saw a huge flash of light and my horse exploded. The hirch
killed my horse! Almaost killed me too, but my armor stopped
most of it. It hore like a mother, though.

There she was on the balcony of her villa, holding this
huge glowing staff and calling lightning down from the clear
night sky. I told my men ta get under cover and ran towards
the palace as fast as | could, using the sides of the buildings as
cover. That staff wasn't real quick, but the porch of a smithy
gor hit just afrer [ ran past. As expected, she had her best
ouards in front of her palace. There were ten of them, a tough
number bur notso many | couldn'twin. ['d hacked down five
of them with only a shallow cur on my arm and a big bruise
on my shin for my mouble when she sent the next bolt
straight into the middle of the battle,

The fool woman got three of her own guards and missed
mecompletely, The other two got some sense and ran like hell.
There was no one inside but a few servants, and they all ran,
too. She was halfway down an escape passage when | caught
up with her. She and a ratty little henchman were cach
carrying big bags of gems and gold, As [ expected, her magic
staff didn’t work indoors. | heard lightming hit the roof, but we
were in the basement, She velled for the guy with her to keep
me busy while she pot away. He took one look at the huge slow
around me and stabbed her in the back. [ appreciated the
sentiment, but | don't trust people who urmn on theiremplovers
in a crisis, s0 1 cut him down and hacked off her head.

Everyone inall three towns showed up tospiton her head
after | put it on a post outside her villa, and we got half her
treasury as a bonus from the locals. [ talked to them and made
certain they knew exactly who had saved them and who had
been paying their “queen.” What [ told them didn’t fit well
with what they'd previously heard about the Anathema, but
onedead queen trumps a whole bunch of old stories. | think we
did precty well with that job, The staff wasn't my style, so | gave
it to Arianna, We made a difference there — I'm guessing we
messed up some nobles’ fun and the locals were certainly
happy. Long as my men stay paid and in one piece and I'm
winning battles for the right side, I'm happy, too.

YURGEN

‘Tm‘gEan Yurgen—"The children sang out my name and
skipped behind me. Only the bravest dared ro dart up and
hed! The Bull

of the North!®




[t was strange to be wanted, | had left my own tribe, the
Reedplains elk, when 1 became too much of a burden for
them. The Blackwater tribe clustered around me, erowding
out the rest of the hunting party, laughing and parting my
shoulders and back as we returned, Bloody and weary from
the hunt, This tribe wasn't mine — they should have left me
tadie weeks ago. But the mammoth herders had raken me in,
fed me, given me shelter and now —in theirshining eyesand
mouths round with awe — they offered me something else.
Something [ didn't want.

“Look at the size of him!" Tadik's voice rose behind me.
"Spectacular! Glorious! We'll celebrate tonight!” He was
talking of the game, I'm sure, but it sounded uncomfortably
like he was speaking of me.

Chem was already relling my story, The long, weary days
of tracking and how my very presence had given the hunters
hope. The bloody, miumphant clash with rhe young bull
mammaoth. The unexpected artack, when we were all bur-
dened with raw mear and hides, by omendogs. The flash of my
bow, brighter than the sun irzelf. Chem was a pood storyteller
and people laughed, pasped and rurned delighted eyes back to
me. Chem wasn't exageerating. He didn't have to.

[ was no one's brother, father, or fellow hunter. The
stories that Chem rold, that grew around me like weeds, were
the kinds of things spoken about the ancestors, not the living.
The happy faces rurned to me were not the faces of friends.

| had never wanted to lead. | was no chieftain, no
shaman, no elder. | had never wanted these things. All my
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life I had been content with my wives, my children and my
elk. The taste of clean air and the snow pack stretching before
my eves had always been enough. What had hurr, when my
rribe began o drift away from me, was losing my friends, my
cousing, my brothers and sisters tosickness, age, wolves. [ had
remained srong and healthy — unnacurally so. T wasn't
atraid of the weakness of age. | was afraid of the loneliness.

[ was never by myzelf now, but [ was always alone. The
children followed me back to my rent, whispering. Maidens
of the rribe waired ro help me from my clothes, ready ro tend
any wounds. They made small, amazed sounds as it became
clear [ was uninjured.

“Go!" L snapped. | shoved the nearest girl away. She was
the same age as my granddavghter. "Go on — gerour!”

Sparks snapped from my hair and danced in the air. They
stared at my forehead where the gold mark must have flared to
life and fled. | rubbed my face, diging my fingers into my
forehead. | felt nothing. I'd never even seen the thing that so
completelyset me apart. Samea had to draw iron hide withred
mud 56 [ could see the shape of it. A golden sunburst, she said.
The god's sign. The god's blessing. I was the god's chosen one.

strugeled toquench the light oozing from my skin like
sweat. [ had only recently learned the trick of it, and it took
a few moments before my yurt recurned to normal —mortal
— dimness. In the smoky flicker of lamplight, | could see
that someone had given me more things.

| had come to the ribe empty-handed. That was why |
went on the hunts so often, to repay them. The winter had
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It was time o move on, so [ ook it on the road,
Exhibition fights in villages and small towns are easy. You
show off a bunch of strong-man tricks, challenge a couple of
locals, don't hurt them too much, and collect your money.
Mot as much cash, but they normally feed you good. [ kepr
folks entertained, got to see new things, and afrer showin’ off
like that, my bed was never empty ‘less I felr like sleeping
alone. Found 1 really liked to wander, too.

Thing is, when someane big and strong wanders into town,
some folks look at him like he can solve all theirproblems, Didn't
think much of it the first few times, but [ beat up a couple of local
thugs, killed afew wild dogsand suddenly folks were lookin® ar me
like I'm some kinda hero. Word got around, and 1 gor more offers.
They paid me, of course, and sometimes taking people’s work was
easier than the fights. 1 did both; 1 like keeping in practice, Guess
| was doin' something right too, considerin’ what happened.

palms. Busy innkeeper. The first body [ dug up had been
stripped, so | searched the inn again — closer this time.

Thestuff found suggested that the guy had a parmerwho
was either recently dead or out somewhere. 1 also found their
stash — mostly useless crap from the victims, Found a dagger
whose hilt matched Balam’s, pocketed that and the cash, and
kept looking, Found a couple of really nice bracers. I'd never
seen that metal before; they looked old and fancy. [ put them
on. [ must have fallen over like afelled tree. Next thing Hinew,
it was night and that mangy yellow dog was barking. I gave the
dog a kick and it flew across the room and hir the wall.

In comes this really big guy — looked like he mighr be the
innkeeper'sson. He wasn't too happy tosee me and was carrying
anax. He wasfast, but | blocked the blade with myfist and broke
the handle. The boy started hollering like a dozen Deathlords
were behind me, sol got really mad and hit him. One jabdoesn't

EXALTATION

Few months back, this lirle
guy named Balam asked me if |
could find his brother Seth. There's
this shortcut between Chiarcscuro
and Gem. Itssupposed to be afaster
tripy, but maost folks say it's unlocky.
Not anymaore, but thar was oo lare
for Seth. There's a caravansary at
this casis about halfway along —
sort of run down, but so many are.
The puy running it was wrong,
though. He was real friendly, but |
didn't trust him from the moment |
saw him. Claimed he'd never seen
Seth, but he looked worried. [ saw
him eat the same stew he pave me,
but | poured my ale under my chair
when he wasn't looking. His old
vellow dog avoided the spill. The
only other travelers there were abig
bunch of pilgrims — they didn’t
know anythingand cared even less,
worthless damn fools.

The innkeeper kepr locking
at me, waiting. | yawned a lot and
went to bed early. Rightonsched-
ule, he comes in with a big thick
blanket for my face. The bastard
planned to smother me as aslept.
I jumped up, hit him a couple of
rimes, and then grabbed him and
broke his worthless neck. Iwaired
tor the pilgrims ro leaveand then
looked around the place. Mavhe
he was keepin' folks caged up to
sell as slaves — | didn't believe ir,
but Seth’s brother would want to
know for sure. [ found the graves
out back, right under the date
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ruthless warlords and deadly monsters in the world, and areal
shortage of people who can solve the sorts of problems they
pose. Even a single tyrant lizard can kill half a dozen people
before someone finally takes it down.

If I go out and make a name for myself ridding the world
of nastiness, and don't make too much of a secret of the fact
that ['m a Solar Exalted, perhaps it will make a difference. If
nat, I'll at least pet to see a lot of battles and hopetully make
agood living off of the mribute [ get from the people [ save and
whartever | can rake from the things [ kill.

Mexus looks like a pood place for this sort of thing, 've
only been here three weeks and I've already heard stories of
several Ravager bands our East, cannibal cults preying on
wravelers rothe Narth, and rales ofhow a caravan going down
to Harborhead recently vanished without a trace. Most of
the rumaors are probably lies or nonsense, buteven they might
lead ro something interesting. Solving some mysteries and
cashing in some rewards should also help my reputation and
my money supply. If | perform deeds that no one else can,
word will pet around fast.

Mostly I've heard about assignments [ wouldn't take. |
wor't kill anyone who doesn't deserve it and I'm not a petty
thief. Big flashy successes are good, bur so isnot looking like
amonster. |'m sure there's plenty of work to be found hunting
down escaped slaves or helping heartless queens and princes
kill off the local band of rebels. If 1 get into that sort of thing,
I mighr as well head off to the Realm and see if [ can join up,
not that they'd take me. Ill need contracts where I'm doing
something heroic, something people will look up to.

Last week | ran into another being like me, except shesaid
shewas Zenith Caste. Meeting her shocked the hell out of me.
I'was happy to find another Anathema, uneil she started inon
her big plans. She ralked my ear off about higher purposes,
overthrowing the oppressors and lots of other crap. From what
['ve heard, there are nomore than a few dozen of us. Lasked her
ifshe expecred the bunch of us to take on the whole Realm and
she starred expounding on our glorious and holy destiny. Leold
her thar if we all charged the Realm together, our destiny
would be gerting buried in the same cold dank ditch. Lhaven't
seen her since. Hell, I'm not sure [ want to change the world,
much less what I'd want to do with it. However, if | want o
have any chance of making a difference later, U'll need the
support of other people — preferably lots of people. [f'ma big
famous hero, then folks will listen to me. Until then, 'm just
another minor godling with big dreams. [t's not like the world
has any shortage of those.

In the course of making my name, I'll definitely be
butting heads with the Realm. When word abour me starts
to ger around, they'll come looking for me. And, from what
['ve seen, the Realm supports abour halt of the really horrid
tyrants out there. Getring rid of despots is going to earn me
some enemies back on the Blessed Isle. But I'll be the one
picking those fights—1'm not going to stroll up to theirdoor
and try o kick it down. '

 After my name is out there and people have some idea
of who | am and what | can do, [ think I'll go home. That
should be fun. The generals won't ignore me then; the
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rootless bastards will probably welcome me with open arms.
With me in charge of either the whole guard or maybe a
special elite force, we could hit the Linowan hard enough
that generations would pass before theye'd dare enrer our
forests again. We could plant redwoods all the way o the
coast and wipe out the savages once and for all.

After that, | don’t know what — once the Linowan
have been dealt with, there won't be much for me rodo back
home. Founding my own kingdom might work. I'd pur it
someplace near home so | can help out if there are problems,
but it would be my own kingdom. I think I'd enjoy becoming
a pringess — and getting to be one shouldn’t be too tough,
once | have more money than | know what to do with. The
land to the south of Halta and north of the Scavenger Lands
is probably the best choice. Nowadays it's mostly full of
underfed peasants, a few small and dirry cities, and some of
the more civilized tree-living rribes. I'll go in, wipe our the
warlords and spirits who rule most of the city-stares, and give
myself a kingdom that stretches from the sea in the West to
the boundary of the forest in the East. Bur right now, | need
to find some work, because for now 'm just a sword for hire
— areally impressive sword, but l can’t expect people to hire
someone without a rep, and | don't want to be a mercenary.
No soldiering or team assignments for me. 1 work best solo,
just me and my beasts,

TwoMonTHS LATER

1 just finished my first big job. Baynor hired me —he'sone
of the bigpest fixers in MNexus. The pay was excellent, [ put one
overon the Realm, and it was great fun. [ was supposed to hit this
caravan going from the Realm o the city-state of Vesca. Malec,
the Dragon-Blooded commander of the Greyfalls garrison, was
leading it All Thad todawas make certain Raynor gor the pouch
Malec was carrving, and that the supplies in the caravan were all
stolen or destroyed. 1 was tempted to look for something more
impressive until | found out that the pouch held an ancient
artifact sent from the Realm to Queen Tiloca, potenate of a
little dump to the south of the Scavenger Lands.

That woman is definitely on my short list. She bargained
with the Deathlords to be able to stay voung as long as she drinks
the blood of young virgins every month. The tales coming out
of Vesca aren’t nice — she has dungeons full of people ready o
become her snacks. Now the Realm is giving thar horror a ring
that will protect her against assassins. In repurn, she's going rolet
the Realm have a garrison in Vesca, and maybe help them make
contactwith Maskof Winters tonegotiate treatiesand alliances.
Between that ring and the Realm's garrison of Dragon-Blooded
advisars, she'd be nearly impossible t purour of the way. | like
the idea of keeping her from becoming even more rouble than
she already is. Anyway, Raynor also told me he wouldn't mind
if garrison commander Malec died. I'd heard this commander
was actually pretty decent for one of the Diragon-Blooded, but
if he was involved in helping Cueen Tiloca, he didn't need to
keep breathing. |

I'm glad they went through forest. Ouks and maples
aren’t much like home, but they're a whole lot betrer than
open fields — I still don't know how you manage a decent




ambush in open terrain. Standing up from shorr grass and
shouring for folks to stop just looks silly unless you have 50
more friends with you. | found our they were using yeddim,
which made the job real easy, Yeddim are dead simple to
track, especially in forests — they leave a trail a half-dozen
yards wide and foorprints at least half a hand deep.

[ hit them just before they stopped for the night. There
were around two dozen people on horses, one pack yeddim
loaded with all manner of crap, and two Dragon-Blooded.
Raynor never told me there would be a second Drmapon-
Blooded along. It's a damn pood thing neither of them knew
any sorcery, ar | could have been really screwed. The mission
suddenly started looking a lot less like a good deal. Unforou-
nately, backing our from a deal with Raynor means never
waorking in Nexus again. ['d also have to deal with his thugs,
The last person who dumped an assignment from him was later
found with parts floating in all three rivers. [ don'’t need the
kind of people Raynor can hire coming after me—I had to go
ahead with the job. Next time I'm going to ask more questions
before [ agree to anything like this. At the moment, [ was just
happy both of the Dragon-Blooded looked fairly voung.

| watched the caravan for almost an hour. I'd seen a
painting of Malec before; he was sort of cute, but cute guys
can still deserve to die. The odd thing was thar he didn't
appear to be the one in charge. The other Diragon-Blooded,
a really mean-looking Air Aspect, was the one giving the
orders. He was wearing armor, but no insignia, [ never found
out who he was,

lereptalong the branches until | was up inanice big oak
tree by the only path wide enough for the veddim, When they
were right below me, | called upon my magic. My spell
reached out to the minds of the animals and triggered all the
rage that even the most placid beast possesses. [n an imstant
| filled half of the animals below me with red anger. It was
exhausting — sorcery always is — but the results were well
worth it. Malec was really goddamn good: his horse tried to
buck himoff and slam him into several trees, but he managed
to keep control of her. The veddim drovers and most every-
one else had no such luck. The horses screamed, reared,
kicked and frothed at the mouth. Once they had their tiders
on the ground, they started trampling and biting them.
Several of the horses were killed — [ still hate having been
responsible for thart, but it's better them than me.

I'd never ensorcelled a veddim before — they're like an
angry mountain. | was glad to be in a sturdy tree, and [ still
heard the trunk crack when the veddim kicked it. Thatgiant
beast shook iself hard enough to throw off its pack, then
trampled three horses and four men. | had planned to grab
the pouch during the cenfusion, but nothing onvearth would
have gotten me down there until they put that beast down.
Its bellows of rage shook my tree. When it died, it fell on its
pack. At least one part of the mission was over.

While the yeddirn was bleeding ro death and kicking, 1
went after the pouch. A boomerang shat cut the strap on the
pouch, and it fell before the commander could grabic. [ wish 1
hadn't needed thar ring, otherwise I'd already have gone. Just as
[ was abour to jump down o get the pouch, the orher Dragon-
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Blooded saw me and leaped up onro my branch. He was rall and
willowy, bur strong as iron and wielding a jade-tipped spear. |
knew if [ didn't get himsoon, one of his blows would get through
my parries and ['d be either dead or too badly injured to escape.
[ called Meros down and had her flurter just our of range. She
distracted him enoupgh so he didn't notice thart the boomerang
[ threw was meant to miss him. It bounced off a branch a yard
behind him and hit him in the gap between the back of his
helmer and his breastplare. He wasn't dead, bur he was hurt
badly enough that he fell oft the branch and didn't ger up.

By this rime, Malec had the pouch in one hand and was
rrying to get his company back in line. His horse was badly hurt,
he had a large bloody gash on his left leg and more than half his
force wasdead, buchestill looked really rough. | hared risking her
like that, but my only chance was to hit him with another
boomerang and have Meros grab the pouch when he dropped
it. Luckily, it was fairly small pouch — otherwise, [ would have
had to po down there and get it myself. 1 threw rght at Malec.
He dodged, but he also looked me right in the eyes and dropped
the pouch. No one else saw him do it, but he deliberately
dropped it. Meros scooped it up and brought it back to me.

What he did next may have been for show, but | think
it was because I'd killed some of his men. He started throwing
boles of brilliant crimson fire from his hands. Cne of them
came close enough ro scorch my face. | hare the smell of
burning hair. If ithad been any closer, | would have seared my
lungs breathing flames, Anather larger bolt set my tree on
fire, Malec wanted me dead, and my guess s he was hoping
the damned ring would bum up with me. [ sent Meros and
Achal away to get them out of danger and dodged the flames
until | could eall the whirlwind to carry me away to safety.

He would have gotten me if [ hadn't known that spell.
Chnce my wind chariot formed, I wassafe. Not much cankeep
up with something that fast. [ don't know if he did what he
did for politics or some deal he made with Raynor, but [ like
tor think that Malec let the ring go because he also hates
Queen Tiloca. | have a feeling I'll being seeing Malec again.
1 hope next time it's on better terms. [I'm not much for
partners, but | could see working with him on mumthi.ng.
Lots of people say he's a decent puy — he's also amazing to
watch in action, and he's really cute.

(ONE YEAR LATER

I almase died vesterday. If I hadn't been so damn good,
I'd have been spirits’ meat, Lots of folks in Nexus were talking
about how a huge caravan going out to one of the deep forest
tribes had been virtually destroved by a huge nest of spirits.
I talked to one of the few survivars of that massacre, He
looked to be almost 50, and told me he'd-been working
caravans for the past 30 vears. Now his left arm ended in a
bandaged stump — one of the spirits had ripped half of it off.
He didn’t want to tell me, but I paid him for the exacr
location of the massacre, and he wasn't exacrly getring much
work with a missing arm,

| commanded the swirling winds to carry my beasts and
[ down to where the Nessus River runs into Lake Khol. After
that, we walked southeast until I could smell the corpses.




Many of them hadn't even been eaten — there was almost
no animal life in the whole region. Just after | saw the first
corpse, | heard a rustling up ahead. The next thing [ knew,
a dozen spirits were headed right at us. They looked like a
pack of apes, but black as night. They were blohs of monkey-
shaped darkness with silver teeth and the longest claws |
have ever seen on an animal.

[ sent Meros up and pot Achal behind me. If we'd come
hereatnight, they'd have killed all three of us. The worst part
was that the spirits were totally silent. The only sound was
the rustling of the brush. ['m so glad [ had that returmning
boomerang [ found in the haunted ruins of Ra-talah. Achal
fought beside me, my parries kept us mostly safe, and hisclaws
and my weapons slowly worked through the press. At the
cnd, I was exhausted and both the cat and [ were bleeding
from several wounds each.

It was early evening, but [ could see the source of these
spirits by my own glorious and golden light, At the center of
a clearing, six strong, perfect trees had grown together into
the likeness of a grand pround-dweller palace. The walls were
leafy branches laced as tight as a well-woven basket. 1
climbed a tree on the edge of the clearing to get a better look.
Through the large windows, [ could see thata carpet of other
branches formed a full second story, Tt wasa grounder's house,
bue an incredibly lovely one. The question was, why was it
full of deadly spirits?

Whatever was inside wasn't coming out, so | had to go
in. Meros gave me a closer look in the upper windows. Well

furnished, but no one in sight. The lower windows were all
closed. Achal and | ran up the side and went in through one
of the upper windows, If there was a trap on the first floor, the
residents would be disappointed. There were no spirits up
top, but the furnishings were incredible. Almost everything
up thete wasalive. Growing branches and vines made chairs,
tables and even cabinets. I'd never seen anything like it, but
there was no time to look around. We went down to the first
floor together,

They were waiting for us. There were two demons, with
what that looked like an old woman standing behind them.
The twodemons were like nothing I'd ever seen before. Gads
and dragons, they were horrible! Their skin flickered with
dim red flames and their bodies were covered with gaping,
open-lipped mouths. The tlaming maws on their palms and
their cheeks were the most terrible part. | never want 1o see
that again.

The two demons rushed rowards me, while the old
woman stayed back apainst the wall. | didn't know whar my
weapons eould do to those demons. Guessing the woman was
the one in charge, [ hoped her death would dispel them. |
certainlywasn’t in anyshape tofight those things. Feinting like
I was aimingar the demaons, I threw two boomerangs at the old
warnan. One rook her in the neck, the other low in the side.
She shrieked like a voung girl and fell over dead. The two
demons evaporated like water in a hot pan — suddenly there
was just 2 dead body and a huge pool of very human-looking
blood. [ only pot a good look at the woman once she was dead.

29



She had skin like polished marble, with bright silver claws
instead of fingernails. She didn't look human, but spiries don't
bleed like moreals. [ still have no idea whar she was.

The instant [ urned away from her to pick up one of
my boomerangs, Meros velled for me to look our and an
cold, inhumanly strong hand grabbed my shoulder. A
rough voice said “Thief, I think you're being a bit premarure
looting my house.”

It sounded like she'd last spoken before [ was born, |
grabbed my blade and tried ro owist away from her. | felemy
collarbone break as [ spun around. She grabbed for my throat.
I blocked her shining clawed hand with my sword. When the
steel struck her, [ gor my first good look ar her neck. The
wound was little more than a scar and healing as [ warched.

She swung her arm almost faster than [ could see and
shoved me back. As [ hir the wall, | heard several branches
snap and felr some of my ribs break. She was stronger and
faster than me, and my weapons couldn’t harm her. With a
lucky stroke, | managed to slash her left arm so thar it hung
by a single strand of flesh. I'd pur it out of action for a while,
but it would heal and then she'd come at me again. | was
growing weaker with every blow while she staved strong.

A stroke to her neck showed me a gling of emerald.
Something brilliantly green was embedded in the flesh of her
throat, and I figured maybe hacking it out would harm her.
[ didn't exactly have a lot of choice; unless [ found an edge,
| knew ['d be dead soon. | hesitared for a second too long and
she got a blow through that broke my left leg.

| had only one chance left. Rolling backward away from
her, ignoring the agony in my shoulder and chigh, | threw two
boomerangs at her legs, My aim was true — [ cut them both
off at the knees. Just after she fell, | threw two knives to pin
her armis to the floor. Her legs were inching towards her as |
crawled forward. Her legsand I left trails of crimson blood on
the soft leaty loor. She pulled one arm free and was grabbing
for me when [ used my knife to gouge the bright stone from
her body. She slumped and dissolved inro vile liquid corrup-
tion even as she struck at me. In less than a minure she was
nothing but foul-smelling black dust.

I washurtbad. T heal fast, bur I didn't know it L could recover
from those mjuries. Worse ver, it was almost dark. If anything
else lived hiere, [ would be easy meat. [t was a beautiful place to
die if it came to that, bur [ wanred to live. Achal washed my
woundswhile [ erawled overtomypack rogermy canteen. Afrer
wrapping myself in more secure bandages, [ looked ar the stone
['d raken from her. [t waswarm in my hands. I stared aricand fele
it draw me further in. Either something amazing was happening
or | was dying. [ 'didn't know whar was going on, bur [ felr
incredibly grareful thae I didn’c hure any more.

It felr like falling asleep. When | became aware of my
surroundings again, the green stone was in an old amulet I'd
found in the pack of a curpurse who had tried to attack me a
few months ago. 1 don't know how or why any of that
happened, but [ felt wonderful. There was no pain, [ wasn't
hungryanymore, and I felt berter than Thad in days. [ checked
my wounds — they had all healed completely and without
scars. | puessthe old Sunhasn’t given up on the likes of me ver.

DEMETHEUS

Don't much know what 1'll do now — most likely what 1
beendoing, There'sa lotof trouble in the waorld, and 'm lookin’
toget rid of some of it. Before all this happened, [ raveled a lot,
Can't see that my life has really changed, ‘cept that I'm not as
likely to lose any of the fights | get into. | know some folks like
me are makin' armies, setrin’ up kingdorms, and all sorts of other
big plans. I've seen too many kingdoms where the king has no
cluewho'sreally incharge or what life isreally like for most folks.
Ldon't see how it will be any different for us, sitting up on some
high horse or lockin' out from some fancy palace balcony,
don't wanttobeany kind of general, lord orprince—1 just want
to make things better for folks, From what 've heard, our lot
were kings and generals once — look how that ended up.

Long as [ keep moving, no one and nothin' really nasty
i5 likely to catch up with me, and [ get to see what problems
need fixing. All the power in the world doesn't mean nothin’
if you don't know how to use it right. You don't figure out
what needs doin' by reading books or askin’ anyone whose
joh depends on your liking them. You find out by walking
down a road and looking for yourself. You can ask folks what
they want done, but you'd still better go look, There are a
whale lot of liars out running around makin' rouble and
lookin' to help themselves at ather folks' expense,

‘Course, thisdoesn't mean you got to live like some sorta
monk, walkin'around with a ratty old robe and a begeing bowl.
When you do most decent folks a big favor, they'll want to
make it up to you. Taking their money or whatever ¢lse they
give you is polite and keeps vou ready for the next job, Some
folks can't or won'tgive vouanything, but that's their business.
You'll make it up with what you get off some of the scuns. Most
of the folks | take down anotch ot two are pretty rich; they can
afford to share some with me and with the folks they hurt.

The big advantage of my way of doing things is that |
come in fresh to wherever L am. A couple weeks back, [ was
at one of these mining camps that Gem runs, and some fool
had been stealin' from other people’s claims, Most everyone
there thought it was this little guy named Rifter—no one but
his boyfriend and this old gray cat liked him. He had too big
a mouth and not nearly enough sense.

Problem was, no one could find where he'd hid the
gemstones. They were getring set to torture him the evening
| wandered in and his boy asked me 1o save him. The
hoyfriend was too upser ro be any use, and the rest of them
had already decided Rifter did it. So, | looked ar who was
shouting his guilt the loudest. A couple of them were folks
everyone agreed hated Rifter, and not necessarily for bad
réasons, but one was second to the guy in charge of the whole
crew. From what folks said, he was pretty new and didn7't
know Rifter much ar all. Asit happened, the first theft came
only two weeks after he arrived. So I went up to this guy and
played like 1 had some contacts for selling the stones. He
talked to me, and then I worked him cver unril he alked to
the crew boss, too. When thingsstarred goin’ bad, folks in the
camp all wenr after Rifrer because rhey didn't like him. |
didn't dislike him, so [ saw who really did ir.
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| don't got much respect for anvone not willing o get his
hands dirty. It's not like we're too good for that sort of thing —
we'te people just like everyone else. Best as | can see, we're just
about perfect for being able to go someplace, find out what's up
and make it right. | don't guess we'd be so damn tough if we were
meant to sit up in some palace and tell other tolks what to do.

I'm not much into big plans, but [ agree we should work
together. Sun only knows the folks causing all the troubles
are well enough organized. Jasara knows three more of us, and
Lknow two others. We don't hang out much, but we do keep
in touch — Jasara has a spell for that. She has this cute little
thing that carries messages fast as lighming, and one guy |
know can move leapues in a single step.

We let each other know what we're up to, and we give
warning when the Wyld Hunt or any ether big goons are on
the move. We also try to get together every few months.
There's nothing like meeting up and sharing drinks to get to
know what someone’s really been up to.

Last time we met, we talked about Paragon a bit. That
city gives all of us the creeps. Becoming a citizen there is for
keeps — I don't like having my choices taken away. Then
again, there are a whole lot fewer hungry kids and beggars on
Paragon's streets. Jasara and Aesha wanted the Perfect dead
— the rest of us talked them out of it because there are lots
of worse places around. The thing that really has us all
worried 1s the trouble between Paragon and Gem. It could
mean war, and the Perfect has the Realm on his side. Gem's
Despot is aright bastard, but he doesn’t much care it our kind
lives there. He also ain’t gor much use for the Realm. If he
loses big, the Realm could move right in to the whole South.
Next thing you know, Chiarescuro has a nice big garrison
and the Dragon-Blooded have the whole Southland in their
pocket. [t's a big deal getting involved in a war, but it looks
like it may be the only way, We won't be signin’ on with the
Despar, bur we're planning take out a few of Paragon's supply
caravans. An army can't fight withour food or water.

| don’t much like wars — ] prefer my battles one onone. |
alsa like fighting who 1 choose, not some slob this rich guy rells
me to kill. I'd racher fight a fire spirit taller than three date palms
than be any kind of solider, but someone needs to keep the
Fealm our of the Southland, and it looks like we've got the job.

LyTA

LyTA TALKING TO CRANE

Crane, my goal is clear. The Realm is an abomination
— its streets run thick with corruption. Cutting off the head
15 niot enough: it must be cleansed and purified. The Realm
is the heart of the world — as it continues to decay, the Wyld
areas and the shadowlands grow larger by the day. Unless the
holy Solar Deliberative is restored, the world will surely die.

Youand otherslike yvoucan help rebuild its glory, but my
destiny is different. [ am the holy knife to cut away the
diseased tissue. [ am the fire that bums the field so that the
new crops will grow tall. The blood I shed is my gift to the
Unconquered Sun. Those mortals [kill will be reborn as the

princes and queens of the new world. Those who fall by my
side will returmn as the new Dragon-Blooded, loval servants
gifted with powers second only to mine.

In the Cloister of Wisdom, | was taught that war was a
useful tool of state and a chance for skilled warriors to prove
their martial prowess. Such beliefs are merely another evi-
dence of the Realm's decay. War is a sacred act — in battle
we all become pods, taking the lives of the enemy and giving
life to our comrades and ourselves. Remembering how | feel
while I'm in battle makes me weep for joy.

You say that | could live for thousands of vears. The
brightest fires often burn the shortest, bat | may survive the
coming battles. If so, there will still be Wyld areas and
shadowlands to drive back and servants of the Yozis to defear.

We must not delay! lunderstand your desire for caution,
but it is essential that we retumn to the Realm soon. The
remainder of my destiny can wait, but the fact that [ am
related to a pair of living Dragon-Blooded revolts me. Asmy
blood-kin, every act they perform stains my soul. I must go
back and slay them both. Their deaths will free me of all tes.
Once they are gone, | can become the pure blade of destruc-
tion the Unconguered Sun means me to be,

LyTA TALKING TO THE

SIDEREAL EXALTED ACACIA

S0 far, we have fought only minor battles. Nothing
impressive, but they will set the stage for our major victories.
We have also bepun to sway the wills of the mortals, Unlike
the vile usurpers, our victory will be a righteous one. In their
hearts and souls, all mortals know thart their rightful leaders
are the chosen of the Sun. Look at their faces when they first
see sunlight after a long rain, or the joy they feel when the
rising sun first becomes visible. Out in the Western isles, far
from the Dragon-Blooded, [ go among them and announce
my presence, [ call tothem and ask them toaid us and ro fight
beside me, Crane remains my secret ally, as is only right, His
task is to advise, mine to conguer and rule. This conquest
demands armies, and we are building one. The smaller
islands of the West are fertile grounds for our program. From
countless isolated atolls ruled by cruel despots or rapacious
Fair Folk, our followers are rising.

Redsparwas ourfirst true success. Crane told me that the
inhabitants of Dolphin Harbor had conquered the island of
Redspar, and its peaple were now little better than slaves.
The soldiers of Dolphin Harbor took their yams and salt fish,
leaving rhe conquered hopeless and near starvation, Crane
then introduced me to Galar, a refugee from Redspar, who
described the island's towns and the ways of its conquerors,

We arrived one night on a small boat. Crane found an
isolated cove and prepared a ritual to cause the soldiers o
make poor choices and lose all common sense. Then I went
to work. Redspar was 4 small island, inhabited by no more
than fifteen hundred people. There were less than 200
soldiers, and most of them were asleep. [ crept o the edge of
town and carefully stalked the three guards on that side. One

after another, 1 slew them.




Guided by Galat's deseriptions, | went into the long
house that served as the invaders” largest barracks and slew
them in their beds. Maost died dreaming of rape and pillage.
Then one screamed and the battle ouly began. Their blows
could not touch me, and my hands shiced their flesh. Outside
the barracks, Lheard the townspeople begin to pather. Afrerall
the puards in that town were dead, | went out into the crowd.
Still flushed and glowing from the gloricus carnape, | called on
them o take up the soldiers' fallen arms and help retake their
sland, Filling them with courage and righrecus anger, | called
upon their desire for blood. They followed me and we slew the
other soldiers like sheep. I ran ahead o kill the guards, and my
people descended on the sleeping or carousing soldiers like
wolves, my own sweet wolves. Blood ran in the streets. When
dawn fully broke, all our enemies were dead.

Amid the piles of the slain, [ spoke to those Lhad freed.
| armounced who | was, and told them | was now their ruler.
Someseemed dubious, but mywords and the ample evidence
of my deeds swayed them. They love me now; Redspar is my
island. When the ships from Dolphin Harbor came to see
why the tribute had stopped, my people lured them in with
false promises of safety. | used burning arrows to cripple their
sails, while some of my subjects used the dead soldiers’ ships
to starm the arriving vessels. Afrer the second group of ships
was destroyed, Dolphin Harbor relented.

With Redspar safely mine, Crane and I planned our
next move, We both agreed that we should expand cutward
to congquer other islands. Since Dolphin Harbor was likely
platting some way to retake Redspar, they should fall first,
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However, we needed more subjects and a larper fleet of ships
for that conguest.

Crane disapproved, but | knew of a small garrison led by
asingle Dragon-Blooded on Three Peak Island. When Crane
realized | was determined to go, he relented and came along.
The islet held only half a dozen imperial soldiers, guarding a
small but deep harbor where ships from the Realmstopped to
take on fresh water. With help from Crane and some of my
best sailors, | slew them all. The Dragon-Blooded fought
well, but even her bravest blows could not harm me. My
hands drank deeply of her tainted traitor's blood.

The savages of Three Peaks had honored the Dragon-
Blooded as their god. | walked among them and told them
their god was dead — replaced by a more worthy deity, the
holy and Unconguered Sun: They all bowed before me. They
pledged their undying worship and begged forgiveness for
honoring false gods. As word of my deeds begins to spread,
more mortals will realize the Dragon-Blooded are not invin-
cible and know that their true rulers have retumed.

Much work remains to be done. 1 must first teach my
people to follow the Sun and to rightly honor his name. The
rituals of the Immaculate Order are the worst sort of heresy
— falsely placing the square outside the circle, venerating
the Earthly-bom Dragon-Blooded above the perfect circular
glory of the Sun itself. The Order's temples are built so that
warshippers must face the lesser Earthly directions rather
than the pure and eternal line of the Sun’s path through the
sky. Using wealth caprured from the Dragon-Blooded garri-
son, [ have had my people build a small remple. Within it is
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a huge gold-covered mirror. | stand before it when 1 speak ro
them of the holy Sun, bathed in its brilliant pure lighe. For
now, my words are enough, but as the numbers of my people
grow, | will require the aid of one of the holy Zenith Caste,
for whom preaching is a holy ducy.

I have built an altar with a thick golden ring at each
corner. O it, we sacrifice caprured Dragon-Blooded and any
who betray us. Sturdy chains tie the sacrifice’s ankles to the
surface — they are then each given a short blade, and [ face
them bare-handed. | rake their lives and offer their spirits to
the sacred light. These acts of purification will suffice for
now, but there must be more.

[ once saw a toy for children that used a small mirror
to concentrate sunlight bright enough to light a fire. Since
then, | have had a vision of vast mirrors of purest gold,
When we have acquired yet more gold, | will have the
crafters fashion a whole series of Sun-mirrors. [ will create
a wondrous altar where the Sun ielf can take the lives of
the captured Dragon-Blooded. As my kind returns to our
prior glory, 1 shall offer up to the Unconquered Sun the
lives of our betrayers. The Contagion was his vengeance for
betraval. To avert all such future dangers and to obtain his
blessing for the new era we will bring, we must give him the
souls he cries out for,

Once we are victorious, | shall see to the creation of an
even greater such mirror in the very heart of the Bealm, and
we shall parade the Realm’s deposed Terrestrial Exalted
rulers there in a vast procession of death. Visions of this day
haunt me, First, the mirrors will burn all the betrayers into
pure white ash. Then the sun will glow a perfect cherry red,
and grow brighter and more beautiful than ever before as it
honars our sacrifices and announces to all the peoples of the

world that the sacred order has been restored.
OnE YEAR LATER

The Realm finally noticed us; their garrison at Wavecrest
dispatched four ships to Redspar. Crane and | both knew this
would happen. Even the most inept and cormupt regime
eventually sees the knife poised above its foul heart. The
ships arrived carrying hundreds of troops and more than a
dezen Dragon-Blooded. This was our first real battle. That
day, we planned to shed their blood and show them our rrue
power. With Crane aiding me, they had no chance for
surprise, Without that, they seemed predestined to fail.
Cranesaid their hulls were warded, so their soldiers were best
faced on land. So be it—afight where [ could see who I killed
and taste their blood as they died,

First, | spoke to my people, “Today the Realm irself
comes o bartle us. They have many soldiers. They are well
armed and well trained, but in their hearts they are weak and
sick, The Sun shines upon us alone. The wrongness of their
cause saps their strength and will eventually destroy them.
Onward the Sun!

“Those of you who die roday will return as the Dragon-
Elmd:dimdhﬂfmmﬂrmw Those who live tosee our victory
will soon help drwe the usurpers from their palaces in the
Realm. Honor and glory awaits, and power and wealth as
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well. Their riches will became yours, sharks and eels will
gnaw their bones. Onward the Sun!”

Thie Dragon-Blooded did not know they could nar win.
[ led, as was my place. | knew many of them were coming, bur
it meant nothing to me save mare blaod for my Sun to drink.
After this battle, we planned to drive the Realm from
Wavecrest. Crane urged caution and delay, but the fires of
conguest burned within me. I knew that we must act then.

They were upon us. At the bow of their largest ship, an
aged Water Dragon held a glowing staff. The other Dragon-
Blooded surrounded him as he stepped off the vessel and thruse
his staff into the sandy beach. Some magic deflected most of
our arrows; we found that the only way we could areack the
imperial soldiers was in hand-to-hand combat. The one with
thestaff was clearly my primary tarpet —several dozen maortals
and seven Terrestrial Exalted were guarding him. | rushed
them with over a hundred warriors by my side.

Sacred orb, they turned the very forces of nature against
us. The sky had been clear — then, without waming, wind
and waves began to strike the village and our ships in harbor,
Giiant waterspouts lashed the troops beside me, slaying half
adozen ata time, From the comer of my eye, I could see huge
waves arch up and batter the nearby town. Their force
smashed the thatched hots into ragged splineers. 1 realized
the staff was to blame — they had numed magic stolen from
my long-dead brethren against us.

The battle to reach the staff-wielder was turning. The
waterspouts avoided me, and | knew Crane’s magics were
keeping me safe. However, he clearly could not protect my
valiant warriors. Most of them were already dead, and not
one of the Dragon-Blooded had fallen. I could also hear the
sounds of the soldiers from the other three ships rampaging
over my island. A shift in the wind brought the scent of
smoke, and | realized my precious towns were burning. Isull
do not understand how we lost. The sun was on my side
| had promised him blood and glory,

| saw Crane running up onto the low chalky cliffs above
the battle. I cried out, begging him to destroy the staff. |
remember his words far too well

“Blessed one, | cannor. There isa ship offshore carrving
another magician. She binds my power. Redspar is lost — we
must flee. [ can per us away. bur we must leave now. You run
faster than they, and your troops will slow pursuit. Go now,
or we are both lost.”

My warriors and | had managed 1o kill one of their
Diragon-Blooded, but the reststood firm. Knowing the day was
lost, I called retrear. Mare than half of my remaining soldiers
gave their lives covering my rétrear. Those of my people who
fell that day earned the Sun’s blessing, and 1 vow that their
sacrifice will not be in vain. Crane hiad arranged our escape in
case we were overwhelmed. A sea-beast like a vast, swilt whale
wias waiting for us and the few of our warriors who remained.
The traitors could nat follow us through the black depths. We
came so close. Next time will be different. We will start even
further from the Realm and gather our warriors more quietly.
Then we will strike and destroy them all. [ will burn them, and
boil their blood in tribute o the Unconguered Sun.
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CHAPTER THREE

THE WORLD
AWAITING U

The newly reborn Dawn Caste have been thrust into a
world where they are surrounded by a multitude of powerful
beings, all of whom rake an interest in their actions. This
chaprer examines how the Dawn Caste feel about and relate
te the various other forces around them. As with evervthing
else abour the new Solar Exalted, there is no single answer to
any question and no unified point of view.

Although the Solars are highly diverse, these other
parties predetermine some of the Exalteds’ relationships.
Those Dragon-Blooded who are loval to the Bealm wish to kill
all solar Exalted, and any Dawn Caste who does not hare or
fear the Realm’s rulers will soon leamn o, Other relationships
can be strongly influenced by the fragmentary memories of
past lives that Exaltation brings. For example, many Dawn
Caste Exalred feel tharother Celestial Exalted are their natural
allies. However, present-day interactions normally hold far
greater weight than vague dreams of ancient lives. Regardless
of their memories from the First Age, Solars who grew up in
regions where the people were tormented by hungry Fair Folk
orhunted by legionsof the walkingdead normally take a rather
dim view of denizens of the Wyld or the shadawlands.

Onece vou have generated your character, you may find
it useful to sit down and decide how she feels about the
vanious supernatural beings with whom she shares her world.
As warriors naturally drawn o violence, the Dawn Caste
often respect force. However, respect is not the same as
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affection, All sane Dawn Caste respecr the power of the
Wyld Hunr, but mostalso wish to avoid it or destroy it. Also,
the directness common to many members of the Dawn Caste
can cause them to underestimare more subtle and devious
entities. Does the character have no use for silver-rongued
diplomats and erudite scholars, or does she feel that other
approaches can complement her own?

All Dawn Caste Exalted grew up as perfectly ordinary
human beings. With no expectation that they would ever be
anything else, they made lives for themselves and leamed o
interact with their fellows, The momentof Exaltation changed
all thar. Members of the Dawn Caste are now more than
merely human. Over the course of their millennia-long lives,
they will become fundamentally different from the mortals
around them. Some members of this caste reject their prior
kinship with humanity and revel in their newfound power.
They see themselves as something apart, subjecr to different
rules. Others still consider themselves human and interact
with those they feel close 1o as if they were still mortal. How
your Dlawn Caste Exalted feels about humanity will affect
every facet of your character’s life and is one of the mast
important factors youshould consider. Will the character trear
the humans he deals with as friends and shield-mares, or as
weaker beéings deserving of his protection? Does he see mortals
as cowering subjects who should yield ro his every command
or vermin who occasionally obstruer his grandiose plans?
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showed up. It came to
the edge of rown and
when [ walked our to ir,
my erstwhile foe gave me
apendant made of a shell
morte beauriful than 1I'd
ever seen before, It also
said that its master
wanted ro congrarulate
me, but [ woke up before
| met the master. In the
back of my head, | can
almost see something
much larger, dark, and
formless in the warer be-
vond the sunken city.

BLooD OF THE Sun

The Sun turns away
from us, and one by one,
we fall into darkness.
Asleep, Isee it; Saechan's
Essence bled away in a
hunting: “accident,”
Damar dead in the fallen
sky-city of Tzacli, blood,
bodies and shattered crys-
tal scartered for miles over
the plains below. Soon —
SOME NEArby tOMOrmow —
I smell burning and taste
betraval. Bronze doors are
spell-locked beneath blis-
tered hands and there is
pain — terrible pain. Be-
yond the pain, beyond
death, something worse
waits for us all; darkness
and silence and the srill-
ness of a long death we
Solarshave never known.

I fight my way

politely surrendered, Lt then promised that its master would
na longer trouble the people in the harbor or under the sea.

That night, after the battle, the folk of the city held
8 joyous celebration: I don’t remember how | got there,
bur | ended up under the water. There was a city of blue
glass beneath the waves. The inhabitants had shiny skin
and gills on their necks like fish, but the celebration was
just as wonderful down there as on the surface. | wasne't
the only surface-dweller in the place — there was some
enchantment on the bay to protect us from the water,
The strangest part ¢ame when the tentacled thing
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awake, strangling on my
screams. The air is thick in my throat and my familiar
bedchamber is alien to my eyes. The nightmare has
followed me. Death spells drift like smoke in the air,
making it hard to move, to think. They whisper to me
in sleepy little voices. Rest. Lie back. Surrender. It's
easy o obey and I'm so tired. Only the irricating,
familiar cry of my sword pulls me back. She's wailing,
rattling in her sheath: her warding eve is open wide and
glowing white-hot as she fights the darkness. Cenruries
of training, of battles, draw me to her. [ push myself up
and call her to my hand. She gives me strength,




bitter. Unlike the Fair Folk, who are as erratic as their twisted
homeland, there is much to be gained from allying with the
Deathlords. Never assume they have your best interests at
heart, never mistake the motives of a Deathlord for those of
the living, bur consider the benefit we can gain from them.
A shadowland makes an excellent emergency retrear. Few
armies will follow your force into one, especially if several
legions of the dead are wairing for your enemies at the border,
All alliances come with a price, but a careful negotiator can
work out an agreement that doesn't cost too much,
Dealing with the dead is never safe, but neither is iving
in the world as it is now. In order to make real changes, we
must work with those who share our goals. An alliance with
the Dearhlords also allows us to watch their movements, If
theydecide to use ourstrike at the Realm's powerasan excuse
to expand their own, we can stand ready to hold them back.

Lunar ExaLTED

| saw a Lunar Exalted in a fight once out West, beyond
the Coral Archipelago. The Wolves were working as ma-
rines on a couple of ships Caral had disparched to wipe out
anestof Wyld barbarians on the island of Silver Peak, Aswe
got close to the island, the captain of the other ship decided
tr 20 whale hunting for extra cash. To thisday, 1 don't know
if the Lunar Exalted was protecting the whales or the Wyld
barbarians, but as that ship closed in on a whale, this thing
erupred from the water, At first it looked like an aquatic
barharian — those twisted creatures are far too common out
on the Western fringes. Then the thing began shifting its
shape. [t extended one arm a few dozen yards and ripped the
ship's mast clean off. It struck as swiftly as a cobra and
changed form constantly. Within seconds it got up on the
deck of the other ship and killed rhe captain. It then
screamed for borh ships to go, in a voice thar sounded like all
the beasts of a huge menagerie shouting as one, Let me tell
you, we ran as if our feer were on fire and our asses were
catching. Withoura doubr, thar Exalred was one of the most
dangerous creatures ['d ever seen.
| asked several savants abour Lunar Exalted after the
voyage ended. We'd clearly gotten oft easy — either the thing
was feeling penerous, or it wanred to make certain we would go
back to Coral and spread the word of its presence. The second
option seerms more likely, I think. I've asked the other members
of my Circle to see if they can find ourt any way to conract the
Luniar Exalted —they'd make potent allies. [ doubr thevll be
willing to obey orders or follow battle plans made by others, bur
a good commander could find uses for them. Several of them
working on our side would give us an edee over the Realm.
Onthe ortherhand, mostof the stories 'veheard of them
are horrific. They've been living our near the edees of the
Wiyld since before the Contagion. They might be insane, or
maybe they've changed sides. I've never heard of one fighting
alongside the Fair Folk, but they do seem o tim up close to
Wyld barbarians, and [ can't see much to be gained from
dealing with those cannibalistic vermin. Much as I'd like to
have one on my side, I'm putting aside the thoughr of the
Lunar Exalted until I've looked at more certain allies.

3



WyLD BARBARIANS

I"ve fought these things on several occasions, Many are
little better than animals, but the ones who have actual mibes
and leaders can give me a good fight. The bands we faced out
near the Haltan lands were a particularly tricky bunch. The
kingdom we were guarding had some rrouble with a group of
barbarians who were using o horde of Wyld-twisted animals to
break their enemies’ lines. For savages, they had a good grasp
of basic tactics and fought with sense and courage. They even
knew when to withdraw, a rare tmit among barbarians,

The Wyld barbarians are something of a puzzle. L know
there are hundreds of thousands of them, and that they can
be extremely tough and determined. They could make
excellent allies, if they were sane, But most of them aren',
and too many are cannibals who see us as objects to eat, loot
and rape, sometimes in that order, [ have no idea how many
of these tendencies are innate. The savants ['ve talked to say
the Wyld-twisted are just made that way, but these same
people claim that the Anathema are all ravening monsters.

Almaost all the Wyld barbarians 've encountered have
been dangerous vermin, Burit's not like civilized vermin are
all that rare, either. If [ could recruit and train some of the
large omes, I'd have troops that would stand a chance of
beating some of the younger Dragon-Blooded in single
combat, Recruiting whole bands would never work —they're
cunning, but they would never follow orders, and together
vou'd never break them of their bad habits,

Eveniftheycan't be trained, though, they might still prove
useful. When the barbarians out in the Haltan lands artacked,
they drove large beasts before them. Once the beasts had
softened up the opposition, the barbarians came inand mopped
up. Pethaps we could do something similar with the savages
rhemselves. With the righrsorsof magic oracleverenough lure,
a horde of them could be sent ahead of a well-trained force as
shock troops. A thowsand naked cannibals descending on your
fort would definitely soften vou up for the real assault.

YURGEN

SPIRITS

*Hold!" I bellowed. "Hold fast!” The stairs were slick with
blood, and impenetrable darkness hovered beyond the torches
and the pale flame of my own Essence.

The Gethamanese troops had fallen back, which atfirst
hadn't troubled me. Battles move like avalanches — hesita-
rions, sudden rushesandunexpecred quiet where the screams
of the wounded under your feet come clearly to you. But they
kept falling back, refusing to engage us, dousing the lights as
they went. Their retreat wasn't a rout. It was planned.

“Hold!" 1 yelled as my men began to spread out, some
pursuing the shadowy Gethamanese forces. Others were
srraggling behind, wounded or frightened in the black dark-
ness here under the earth. The courage of my men was being
sorely rested under the cnshing weight of the mountain
fastmess of Gethamane. We were used to dying under the
clear skv, beneath the wild light of the ancestors' shroud. We

were used to our ancestors above us, calling out the names of
the fallen. How would our fathers find us down here! Even
following my lead, my men couldn’t keep in touch with the
retreating defenders. We lost them and they lured us from the
stairs into disorienting darkness.

The Gethamanese had greater experience in their own
terrain, but [ had the numbers. [ would win, eventually, but the
victory promised to be bloody and cruel. In the pitch blackness
beyond our torches, [heard the gratingof stone, Whatever the
Gethamanese had planned, it was going to cost my men.

The mountain kingdom was only my first goal, one of
many. [t would be my first foothold on the rest of the world.
From it I would step beyond the North, With the fortress-city
of Gethamane under my control and its soldiers in my armics,
I would be more than another fur-covered savapge. The
Gethamanese soldiers knew the lands bevond the North,
lands [ only knew the names of, lands [ had only seen in
visions. Once [ had the troops in my hand, I could turn them
to my use. [ needed them.

“Tadik!” L called as I pulled the old Mammaoth chieftain
close, Gouts of blood poured from his broken nose, but he felt
steady under my hand. Tadik had followed me from the
beginning, and his loyaley had drawn his tribe to this place.
They were more precious than gold, and [ wasn't going o
spend them here, “Keep the stragglers in back under control,
And find us something to put our back against!”

He murmbled Mm:ti"ling and twumed away, shouldering
through the stinking, bloody massofmy mentohold them forme,
In the cold, hard word of Gethamane, we looked like invading
wild men withiour blood-spattered felt and mammaoth-pelt coats,
The Blackwater tribe stiffenied their beards and hairwith wax, and
beads of blood glivered in their hair like rubies in the dim Light

My anima burmned high, kindled by all the fighting, Pale
gold, shadowless, my Essence spilled across seamless, shiny
stone. My men shifted around me, staring out into the black-
ness and expecting a fall of arrows. | was the only light, which
made me a perfect target. | was worried about more than
(ethamanese archers now. There was no sign of our enemies
and | had no idea where we were. The floor felt cold and
smooth as black ice. There seemed 1o be no ceiling above us,
and we had been drawn away from the security of the walls.

The grating sound stopped, and | gagged on a draft of
freezing, stinking air. The torches fluttered and dimmed,
their flames turning blue, then violer, then dving out. Only
the golden light of my own anima remained steady.

“Poison!” someone cried, his voice spiraling upward
into panic. “They're going to poison us!”

“Wo!l” [ yelled, as several elk riders shoved past me and
ran into the darkness. | poured more Essence into my anima,
flaring brighter and catching a brief glimpse of one of my
men. We heard screams just bevond the light. "Come back!
Stay together, damn you!”

Mo one came back.

We were packed together like sheep. | knew there was
something out there, but it stayed just the wrong side of my
light. Behind me, flint and rinder flared up, then dimmed
again, quenched by whatever was in the cavern with us.
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“Pur the wounded to the center,” | ordered. “And find
our own blood rrail.”

Mo one wanted to flee now. We edged back slowly,
following the blood of our own injured. Amid the sounds
of my men, their heavy breathing, the occasional cry or
moan from the walking wounded, | could hear something
else. Maybe.

Scratches, The click of — claws? — just beyond my
sight. | strained outwards, struggling to see. Suddenly there
was ashriek and someone was dragged away from us. | caught
a glimpse of something gray, perhaps, and sharp.

“Damm it!" [ snarled and setan arrow. As | poured my will
into it, the stone head blazed, echoing my own white-gald
anima. The light grew blinding. | held on as long as | dared,
aiming for the unseen roof above us. We needed the light.

The arrow soared upward, and a wild rustle arose from
all around vs. In the sudden brilliance, dozens — hundreds

— of gray monsters flowed back from us like the sea rushing
away from shore. My arrow arched high, then fell onto bare
stone, going dark as my Charm failed. We heard the faint
rush of the monsters surrounding us as they swept back,
silently, waiting just beyond my light.

Mo one said anything. No one even seemed to be
breathing. My anima jumped and pulsed in time to my racing
heart. | could still picture the jumble of gray, gaunt flesh. The
flexing of claws the length of my arm and strange forms that
could be wings. The taunt flanks and bizarre, wide faces were
as tall as my shoulder. Where there should have been eyes,
there was only smooth gray flesh and bone horns as long as
my arm. [hose things, those eveless — hounds — sur-
rounded us completely. All that seemed to be holding them
back was my own blazing anima.

Behind me, someone drew a shaky breath. *I think | saw
the steps,” Tadik said.

LunAR EXALTED

Spring had rumed vicious. Caught unawares by the
unexpected storm, the Blackwarer tribe were forced to ser
their camp in the lee of their own mammoths — the only
shelter available. Ir made me uneasy, camping in the midst
of the great beasts. [f they stampeded we would all be crushed.
Bur Samea and the elders assured me thar their totem
animals were well controlled, and they did acr as excellent
protection from the cruel winds of the storm. The weather
worsened, and soon even the mammaoths resembled nothing
more than snow-covered hills around our tents.

The strangled trumper cries of panicked mammoths
woke me from a bored doze. Screaming followed, almose lost
in the shrieking wind. [ snarched up my weapons and rtore
open the flapof my tent, tobe blinded by snow ascold and cruel
as ground glass. Even as | threw an arm up 1o protect my face,
| saw the looming shape of a mammaorth bearing down onme
and | leaped aside. The crazed animal trampled my tent,
squealing shrilly as the bone and wood framework snapped
under its massive feer. Other tents had been flattened —the
people trapped inside were still screaming.

The hot smell of blood bumed through the cold and the
wind that was trying to hammer me down. My anima burned
bright, casting a steady circle of pale gold around me, A
woman of the tribe strugpled rowards me and collapsed at my
feet, blood pouring from a wound no mammaoth could ever
give. We were under artack.

“samea!” | shouted, hastily stringing my bow. As if in
answer, a sudden light blazed high and Samea’s polden anima
urned the driven snow into a fall of diamonds. In theconfusing
light, an inhuman sithovette startled me. | sank anarrow ineo s
hack instincrively before I recognized a great snow ape. The
shapey beast howled and spun around, legs bucking and long
arms clawing at the dnfts of snow. | ignored it as the herd of
marmmoths trumpeted and shrilled around us and the Blackwa-
ter tribe struggled from rents that had become deathtraps.

Torches blazed up, dim in comparison o Samea’s bril-
liant anima, as the wribe shouted and strugeled o drive the
herd away from their homes. Above the human cries | could
hear the drawn-out bellows of snow apes and realized thar
they were driving the mammoths into the camp.

[ plunged away from the tribe towards the atctacking apes,
pouring Essence into my battle Charms. Around me, my
anima took shape, nsing in crimson glory. My skin wasmaolten
gold; hot light danced aver the edge of my skinning knife and
wrapped around my bow, and my beard and hair crackled with
sparks of red light. The Unconguered Sun'’s gift to me blazed
white-hot in the darkness of the storm. The mammaoths shied
from me with shrill, frighrened bleats and the shouts behind
me were lost in the roar of my own racing heart. | paid no more
attention to the tribe and went hunting.

Snow apes are solitary hunters, too stupid to plan an
attack like this, bur | could hear a half dozen or more out
beyond the frenzied mammaoth herd. The sense of something
wrong drove me into the teeth of the storm, looking for the
source of the madness around me.

Beyond the camp, the storm struck like a weapon, Out
of the teeth of the wind two snow apes rushed at me, howling
madly. [ felled them with two blazing arrows, butanother was
on me before [ had a chance to nock another bolt. | danced
easily around the ape’s brutal swipe, gutting it with my
skinning knife in the same moment. It collapsed, dying with
the rest. [ shook blood off my blade and pushed on through
the snow, looking for more victims.

A mammoth was down nearby, groaning pireously and
writhing in a crimson muck of melted snow and its own blood.

Giuts piled as high as my head spilled from irs tom stomach.

Balanced on top of itsheaving sides, someone was warching me.

It could have been a snow ape, with irts mane of pure
white hair and slender silver claws; but there was far too
much intelligence in those large, pale eyes. I stared, caught
for a moment in eyes as white as the new moon, then shotat
it. It leaped in the same moment and my arrow buried irself
in the dying mammoth. The monster dropped down on rop
of me like an avalanche, My bow was swept aside like a
child’s toy and snapped like brittle bones in the crearure’s
hand. A stunning kick drove me down ro struggle in a

snowdrift. The crearure was on me without pause, hands

[



locked on my throar, nearly breaking my neck. | dug a finger
intoone of its pale eyes. Irshrieked and sprang away from me.

I unged forward as it retreated, trying for a gut blow with
my knife, but it slipped away from me, lightfeoted while 1
floundered in the deep snow. Tt was back on me in a moment,
shredding my runic. I barely blocked the first blow, was thrown
again by the second, and rolled frantically in the snow to avoid
dearh by the third. The creature landed a bone-breaking kick,
and my knife went spinning off into the snow-shot darkness,
Ir was roo fast for me; | was going to die here.

The thing wason me again with aflurry of blows. lessilver
claws nearly rore my head off. Blood ran down my face,
blinding me. With a howl that was half laughter, it feinted
back, then forward, forcing me down again. [ threw a handful
of packed snow at it and then kicked the ape's feet out from
under it. While it was still down and vulnerable, | rolled over
it, pinning it under me, and managed to lock an arm around
its throat. Hangingon grimly, [ buried my face against its furred
shoulder, while it savaged my exposed arm and shoulder and
fought for air. Blood covered ws both. As it struggled, |
recognized human words among its animal cries.

Suddenly, the creature under me shuddered and began
shriveling in my grip. Only instinet kept me from throwing it
away in horror as the furred beast in my hands became a
writhing snake. Venomed fangs snapped inches from my face
and heavy, ice-cold coils the color of new snow wrapped
around my chest, crushing the air from me. [ dug my fingers
into its flesh until blood ran thick and cold over my hands. It
stared at me with those same white eves—and changed again.
A huge cat clawed at me and still | hung on. [t changed again
and again — a silver carapace cracked under my unyielding
grip, then a hissing reptile’s glassy spines dug burning holes in
my flesh, then [ found myself holding something quicksilver
and nearly formless. Still 1 hung on, uneil finally it slumped
unconscious into the bloodstaimed snow.

Panting and dizzy, [ scrabbled in the snow for my knife,
lost i the first few exchanges. | knelt above the shapeshifter
and pressed the bronze edpe against its pale, pale flesh; bur |
could not kill it. Some impulse stopped me; [ didn’tknow why,
but | knew inmy blood, in my bones, thackilling this thing was
forbidden. Instead, | pressed ahand toits pulse tosee ifitsheart
still beat. [t opened those inhuman eves and stared up at me.

“What are you? [ rasped, closing my hand over its
throat, “Who are you?!”

It laughed, raw and cold, but did not fight me.*Who are
yau, Dawn child? Whe are you?”

JAUTH

MORTALS

| conquered a town yesterday, [t was small, only a few
hundred people, but it was mine after less than an hour. It was
a little roadside place about halfway between the tree where
[ found my book and the border of the Scavenger Lands. The
townsfolk had a pair of mee-leopards, big ones, larger than
Achal. T have no idea what tree-leopards were doing there,
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but the townspeople had them both ina pitand wanted them
to fight. | heard the shouts and snarls before | could see what
WS gOIng on.

The people were all gathered in a crowd, throwing
stonies and yelling. They were all making bets. They'd tied
the cats together so they couldn't get away, and when they
tried tostop fighting the villagers threw small stones at them.
One of the cats was half dead when | arrived, and the other
wasn't doing much better. | went a little mad and atracked
the townsfolk. A pood number of them were armed, | guess
in case things got out of hand or the cats escaped. It didn't
matter. A few minutes later, a dozen of them were dead and
the rest were bowing at my feet. Lused some healing herbs on
the twa cats — these herbs come from the realm of the
grandfather trees, and can cure almest any injury.

The herbs worked; the two cats were far better this
morning. One may havea limp, but nothing too bad. I'll take
them with me and find them good homes. The villagers
claimed they will worship the tree-leopards in my stead, but
they'd likely forger those promises once I'm five miles down
the road. The most amazing thing is not that taking the rown
was so easy, it's thar they don't even hate me. People hate
conguerors and bullies; they don'thare thunderstorms, earth-
quakes, or droughts. To those small-hearted folk, ['m more a
force of nature than a person, and pechaps they're right. If the
old stories are true, Ul still be young and strong when their
grandchildren are dust, and in time I'll become even more
powerful. It feels odd to talk about people as mortals, as
something separate, but [ guess they are now. Am [ a god?1
still feel pretty much like me. | don't know what [ am, but |
do know that I'm something more than them.

THe Far FoLk

I grew up with the Fair Ones prowling below. They're
scary, but they know their place — [ still find the howls of
their hunting bands comforting. Most times, they were
chasing Linowan ratiders who'd come o kill usall in our beds.
Still, it's best to deal with Fair Folk from a distance. Fair Folk
are attuned ro the erernal change of the Wyld and have licdle
i common with us, They mostly take the weak and the
foolish, and they can be bargained with. They're not to be
feared or loved — they merely are. They can also be really
useful. Everyone outside my lands hares the Fair Folk and will
slay all they find, but you can work with the Fey if vou share
a common enemy with them. Working rogether requires
great care and planning, but you can make a deal with the
Fair Folk and live o tell about it. Opening the way for a pack
of Fey todescend on a imperial garrisonis the bestway | know
tomake certain that noone inside escapes. The essenrial parr
of all such deals is making certain they would rather take vour
enemies than you.

Others among the Fey can be dealewith ina slightly less
restrained manner. While most Fair Folk live in the Wyld
and only come out to feed, others leave it and live among us.
Some seem interested in humaniry, while othersnever speak
of their reasons for leaving. I'd puess they're exiles from the
Wyld. In either case, the longer they live among us, the more




like us they become. They never truly blend in, because they
aren’t human and never will be — they still feed on our
feelings. However, they can learn to ape our ways and avoid
causing trouble. ['ve considered taking one of these Fey asa
partner. Another Exalted could only do what I can already
accomplish. The Fey are somethingdifferent. They can work
amazing and wondrous glamours.

I worked with one on a job once. Some particularly
wretched merchants took a company of mercenaries our to
where the forest tribes live, and had the thugs torture the
tribestmen until they got a nice fat load of drugs and medicines
from out where the grandfather rees dwell, Merchants like that
can't be allowed o profit from their deeds. Celadon, my
colleague, wasone of the Fair Folk who lived in Nexus. Hedidn't
want any of the plants — he wanted to feed on the fear and
violence of the attack. He agreed to help me take the plants as
long as 1 made sure there was plenty of violence and terror. The
mercenaries were still guarding the caravan, so viclence was
easy- Carving upacouple of those fat Nexus merchants made for
some high quality terror, too. 1'll say this for Celadon — he did
his part. The illusion of a pack of tyrant lizards charging the
soldiers was an excellent distraction. Almost half the company
fled without looking back. The rest wished they had.

SPIRITS

[ honestly don'rt like dealing with spirits. Most of them
have lirtle use for anyone else — people are irrelevant to
them, The Fair Folk need us, but most spirits would rather
humansand Exalred didn’r exise. We intrude on their world.

Thewarst part is, while Fair Folk hunt peaple because they
need to eat, spirits hunt us because they enjoy it. When | wasa
kid, [once wandered too far from Chanta, off into the part of the
wiods that folks with good sense avoid. Being only seven, [ had
no clue as to the proper rites to ohserve when [ went there, soa
green-beard chased me. [ was quick, and it went for me just afrer
lentered its domeain, but Twas still lucky to get our of there alive,

Spirits make bargains with us, but I've never mer one that
liked people. They're all tied to their places of power and have
little influence or knowledge of anywhere beyond that. | was
in a spirit-controlled city once, and I swear the very air held
menace. Children tumed incredibly quiet when the thing thar
ruled this city walked the streets. [ was told a boy had yelled at
itonce and it took out the child’s tongue — just touched it and
it fell right out. Spirits have no mercy if you trespass on their
laws. Failing ro keep even the smallest portion of a bargain will
get you dead quick. Fair Folk become more human the longer
they live with us, but spirits are forever alien.

LunAR EXALTED

I'mnot certain, but I think [ saw a Lunar when [ was out
in the lands of the god-trees. I'd been hired to harvest a rare
emerald orchid that only grows on the trunks of trees more
than a mile tall. A tea made from this flower was said to give
a vision of your true love. Flower collection isn't my normal
line of worlk, but the pay was excellent, and | ﬁﬁu:ed if Prince
Sylan of Fenta fell madly in love with someone, he'd be less
likely to wage pointless wars against his neighbors. Fenta lies

just a bit north of the Haltan forests. While he mostly
attacked the Linowan, | was worried thar he might decide o
go after my people instead if nothing else kept him busy —
after all, the Linowan didn’t have much worth taking other
than those ugly masks,

The last three expeditions sent to ger this orchid never
returned, and so this job made an interesting challenge,
With the wind as my steed, the journey to the deepest forest
was short and swift. The problems came once [ ammived, The
flowers are extremely rare, growing high in vine-covered
trees, and many dangerous beasts live in the deep forest, As
long as 1 was awake, | could use my Sun-given power to scare
away the Wyld barbarians and the strange creatures thar
came hunting me. Sleeping was less safe. More than once,
Meros or Achal woke me up as vast snakes or bark-skinned
tribesmen were creeping up on me. | wished the Wyld-
touched would ralk to me— 1 was certain they could find the
flowers — burt they're o used to being hunted and slain by
strangers. | searched for more than two weeks and found
nothing. Meros wanted to leave, and | was inclined to agree,

Just as | was about to give up, | caught a glimpse of a tall,
strong woman covered with intricate tattoos. She wasdressed
in a brief garment of skins and woven leaves and looked
strangely familiar. In an instant, [ knew her name — this was
Mala of my dreams. My INala was alive and whole again. For
a second | saw her without tattoos, standing on a bridge of
spun gold that strerched berween two huge clouds:

Her face was different back then, but her soul was the
same. [ remember holding her in my arms. | called her name.
She turned — [ think she recognized me. She said nothing,
sol called out what [ was looking for. She pointed halfway up
a great tree a few hundred yards away. | was abour to thank
her, when she velled back that | could have it if | reached it
first. Then she set off after me. In a second, her limbs
lengthened and became like the legs of aracing cheetah. She
ran on all fours. Seeing her feral eyes and fanged mouthy, [ ran
for the tree. As fast as | moved, she was faster. When she
reached the tree, she jumped and clung to it with her huge
claws. I threw my boomerang and severed the branch she was
on, sending her to the ground. At first 1 thought this was some
sort of game, but she moved like a killer. I was fighting for my
life against someone [ could nor bear to harm. | don't know
why she challenged me like that — had [ done Nala some
terrible harm I couldn’t remember?

We both ran up the vast tunk of that enormaous cedar.
The fall had slowed her just enough to let me to reach the
blossom first. [ had time to grab it and call the winds ro me
before shie was upon me. [ parried her razor-sharp talons with
the flat of myblade and fled. She was more feral, more terrible
and more wondrous than anything I've ever seen, I've heard
stories of others like her; they're all supposed ta live on the
furthest edges of the world, [ think they've been there since
my kin were all killed. I want to see her again, and would
gladly fight beside her against any foe. I wish 1 knew whar
stories her people tell of my kind or how she remembers me.
I want togo back to that forest and see her again, bur I don't
know how to avoid another fight.

4]




WyLD BARBARIAMS

[ respect the Wyld-touched. They're widely hated
and in most places they're killed like dangerous animals
— is it any wonder that they're so hostile to most people!
Growing up, | was taught that they are different, and
should be left to their own portions of the great forest.
Some of the Wyld barbarians, especially those who were
part animal, were sacred, Others, especially the mad ones,
were simply best avoided.

Since my change, 've realized that the Wyld barbarians
are treated much like my own kind. Many people, from the
nobles of the Realm to peasants farming in the fields, hare
and fear both us both — the Wyld-touched and the Anath-
ema are all outcasts. Exaltation and being touched by the
Wyld are changes that end vour previous life. These events
forever set us apart from all others. I've never seen the oldest
records, and [don'tknow if the Wild-touched existed during
the First Age. If not, then perhaps they are the world's
attemnpt to recreate the lost Celestials,

Even if that isn't true, we still have much in common.
When I found my kingdom, the Wyld-touched will all be
welcome, Many of them have special gifts, and can perform
feats impossible for others. Why should 1 shun these with
the power to aid me in my efforts? While I've not spoken
with any since my Exaltation, | wouldn't expect them to
harbor the same fear and hatred of my kind that mest people
have. We should be able to work together. If | can, Il
found my kingdom using Wyld barbarians as part of my
army. ['ve also heard that some of them live with the
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Lunars, and that definitely makes the Wyld-touched worth
setting to know better.

DEMETHEUS

MORTALS

['m not too comfortable with folks like us talking about
how we're so different from what some of us call “morrals.”
I'm not too fond of anvone who ralks abour people like they
were pers of stock. It's not like we don't bleed and die too —
vou just have to hit us a bit harder, is all. L hear some Dragon-
Blooded ralking the same way, mostly the ones | don't like.

| saved the life of a queen once — she had assassins after
her and didn't know who sent them, She ruled a lictle bitey
kingdom that was dirt poor because she taxed them till they
bled so she could have a nice palace and lots of jewels, This
queen thought she was safe from rebellion because the people
were toa tired to rise up against her, and she'd hired merce-
naries o make sure, [ wouldn't normally have helped, butshe
offered a big reward, and I needed some quick money to buy
a bunch of kids from Chiarcscuro out of slavery.

Besides, she seemed more ignorant than evil. Ignorance
can be fixed — [ only know one answer for evil. She promised
me anything if | could stop the assassins and learn who
wanted her dead. That last looked like a long list.

[ also wanted to see just how much to trust anything she
promised. [ lived in her palace, and had better food and wine
than any I'd had before. [ sat beside her at table and shared
her bed. She was almost 40, but still teal sweet. The next




artack came four days after | amived. Not a subtle type, he
snuck in while she lay sleeping, but [ don't sleep real deep. |
broke the thug's arm before he could stab anyone, then went
towork on him. It was nice to see he wasa hired tough and
not someone with good reason to want her dead.

Turned cut this thug was hired by her cousin, who wanted
her out of the way so he could run the show. [ brought her the
cousin's head and then | asked her for the money. | let her know
herwhy | wanted it and told her tostaredoing some pood for the
folks she ruled. | also told her I'd be the one comin’ after her if
| didn't see some serious changes next time | wandered through.

| went back in six months. There were fewer beggars,
and most of the folks hanging from the trees deserved to be
there. All she really needed was someone to give her a good
reason to change. My fists are two of the best good reasons
you're going to find, My threats weren't all of it — [ took her
out and showed her how folks were living, because she'd
never looked any too closely at who she ruled, Plenty of falks
are like that. It's easy to be a real bastard — all it takes is not
looking at or thinking much about what you do. Give ‘ema

good reason, and most people are happier being decent.
Those that aren't, well, that's why the pods made us, isn't it!

THe DrAacON-BLOODED

The way you hear some Solars ralk, the Drapon-Blooded
area bunch of cannibal demons whose black hearts are thrilled
by the thought of slowly killin' all decentfolk. | can'tsay L have
muchuseforsuch ralk. ['ve never been ro the Realm, and these
days it isn'tmy first choice of places ro visit. Still, I've mer falks
from there, and maost of them liked living there. Long as most
everyone hasfood on the table and the people in charpe poeasy
on the taxes, arrest the worst criminals, and mostly leave folks
alone, anyplace can be worth living, From what I've heard, life
in the Realm is a lot like life anywhere else. [ can't say [ like all
the slavery, but the Dragon-Blooded aren't the only folks
ruling & nation with way too many slaves.

The Dragon-Blooded may not like us much, but they're
not monsters. Heck, most folks don't like us much. Even if
there are no Dragon-Blooded as far as yvou can see, going out
in the middle of a town square and announcing yourself as a
gloricus and powerful Solar Exalted will likely get you
laughed at if you don’t back it up and mobbed if you do —
nearly everyone is scared of us, So maybe the ancestors of the
Dragon-Blooded killed all our kind ar dinner. Then again,
maybe our kind needed killing back then. That all happened
longer ago than anyone knows about foe sure,

Yeah, the Realm is messed up— the whole damn world's
messed up. I've run into acouple of Dragon-Blooded the world
was better off without, I've also run into some who were good
and decent. They used to work for us, and if that's somehow the
natural order of things, then going around killing every one of
them you see ain't necessarily the best idea.

The thing to remember is that there are two main kinds
of Dragon-Blooded: those that are part of the Dynasty and
those that aren’'t. While they may not be tog bad on their
own, Dragon-Blooded working for the Realm are trouble.
Most of them follow arders, which means they cause rrouble
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for falks in the Threshold, and they're willing to kill us on
sight. However, working for someone and following all their
orders ain't the same thing. Like | said, I've met Dragon-
Blooded who needed killing— my guess is you have too. But
some deserve 1o live, just like anyone else.

The last Realm Dragon-Blooded I ran into was the
commander of the garrison in Talt, out in the Varangan
lands. [ hear the Realm may break its alliance with the
arang and let Harborhead invade. “Well, this commander,
Black Mist was her name, had been stationed in Talt tor the
past 30 years and wasn't any too anxious to see itoverrun. In
her off time, she was drilling Varang troops and givin’ their
officers lessons in Harborhead tactics: Not breaking any
rules, but bending them pretry severely.

Anyway, shortly after I heard about this, Talt got raided
by some of those crazy warrior women from Harborhead. You
don't want to be a man caught by them. Anyway, they set fire
toa couple of outlying buildings and caused all sorts of rrouble.
| was drinking at a bar nearby, and didn't like all the noise
interrupting my evening of ale and gambling. So out [ go, and
start tossin' some of them women around and generally
chasing them off, Well, along comes Black Mist at just the
wrong moment. She sees someone break her spear on my back
while I'mthrowingawomanand her horse over astream. With
me all lit up like a bonfire and shrugging off sword blows, Black
Mist didn't need to be any too bright to guess what [ was, even
if she missed the big gold mark on my forehead.

At firse | fipured the only reason she didn't go after me
was all those crazed amazons lookin' o kill us borh. Afrer |
cleared away all the nearby opponents, Black Mist rides up,
daiklave bloody, and rells me [ should probably head our of
town ance the fighting is over. I'd been worried I'd have to
kill her and here she goes being all decent. If most of the
stories are right, plenty of the Terrestrials are pretry bad
pieces of work, but nor all.

The Dragon-Blooded that don't work for the Realm are
a real mixed bag. Some of 'em port sick of the shark-faced
politics and either wanred ro do some pood or just wanred to
lead a quiet life away from all that mess. Either case, most of
them like the Realm even less than you do. I'm not lookin®
tor anyone to work for me, but if you are, they might make a
good choice. Some of those sort seem a little lost. Anoffer to
work for someone like us might suit them just fine.

You'd best be careful who yvou have working tor you,
though. Mot all the Dragon-Blooded exiles left because
they're wonderful folks whao thought the Realm was a bad
place. I've run into a few that made the nastiest of the
Realm’s nobles smell pretry fine. The worst was our West
on a riny little island called Reethaven. I'd been having a
good time drinking and meeting pretty women on
Wavecrest, when | heard tell that ships from Reefhaven
had stopped arriving. The island had been exporting pearls
for the past couple of decades, but the shipments stopped a
few weeks back, and rumors of invasions from Coral were
flying. A merchant ship getting ready to head out there was
lookin' for some marines in case there was trouble. [ felt a
bit restless, so | signed on. If you're strong enough, tough
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enough and know anything abour the sea, you can alwavs
pet a berth as a marine or a sailor.

When we showed up at Reethaven, we didn't see any
trouble at first. Then we landed and had a look around, and
ran across 4 Dmagon-Blooded noble named Red Canyon
who'd left the Realm. 1 never found out if he was exiled for
being really bad news, or if he wanted to cause more trouble
than they'd let him make. Either way, here he was, in charge
of this little island. Most of the menfolk were dead, and he
and his puards were having a fine old time with the women.,
Things likely would have quieted down soon enough to
make Beethaven just one more really nasty place o live, bur
this Dragon-Blooded was taking his time breakin® in the
natives. He had more thugs than our ship had marines, so he
decided it'd be nice to have another ship. Not wanting to join
his little army, | put astop to that., [ picked upa small boat and
threw it at half a dozen toughs, then tossed a few of the rest
itito the ocean, The other thugs rushed up tosurrender to me.

The fight with Red Canyon took longer — a Dragon-
Blooded as old as he was know loads of nasty tricks. Rocks
kept jumping up from the ground and blocking my punches,
atd even the blows [ got through didn't do all that much.
Fucker hit like a triphammer, too. | finally had to pick him
up and throw him off a cliff to kill him. Anyways, there are
others like him. lf vou're not careful, some of them may trick
you into working for them. We can ger into enough trouble
without having someone else trying to pull our strings.

The rest of the Dragon-Blooded I've met out here were
bom and bred in the Threshold, and never had squat to do
with the Realm. They're pretty much like everyone else out
here — tougher than maest, but so are folks who are the by-
blows of spirits or Fair Folk. Best as [ can see, Terrestrials
raised out here are no more likely to get into serious crap than
anyone else I've met, [ don't hold with any notion that says
some people are bomn evil.

SPIRITS AND THE FAIR FOLK

| know some people don’t distinguish between these
ewo types of creatures much. That’s the sort of mistake that
can get you dead. I've never had much trouble with spirits.
The thing to remember is, each one has its own thing to be
doing, Most of them are really focused. Forest spirits don’t
normally care much about city life or the price of horses,
while city spirits aren’t much interested in trees. Of course,
even that sort of thing varies. Most of the really tiny spirits
can only keep one thing in their heads at a time — they've
got their job and they do it. You won't be taking any of the
little ones out for drinks or gambling. All the rest are more
like people — if you catch their fancy or offer them a sweet
deal, they'll work with vou. Bur you'd best not annoy the big
ones — [ don't want to see what they could do to one of us.

You also need to remember that spirits follow rules. If
you recognize a particular rype of spirit, you always know it
will acta certain way. Fire spiritslike tomake things burn—
if you need taend adrought, youcall a water spirit. All spirits
like to bargain, and they all keep their word. There was a
town out on the Western coast where it hadn't rained for six
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months — it turned our that a man living there was some
kind of witch. He'd captured the spirit of 4 spring and foreed
it to provide his land with all the water he needed. Because
of what he did, all the other water spirits avoided the area.
When I wandered by, [ went out to the ocean and the water
spirits told me what was really going on. They let me know
that if [ freed the captured spirit and brought them the head
of the guy responsible, they'd give the town its water back. |
looked around a bir, found and killed the witch, and freed the
spirit. It rained buckers the next day — spirits don't lie.

Lots of spirits don't much like people, and most are
happy to get the best of you, but if they make a deal, they'll
keep it. Thing is, you berter make certain you keep your part
of thedeal, too. [ knew a bodyguard once who bargained with
a spirit for great strength. The spirit wanted an offering of a
voung virgin bull every spring. The deal worked out great for
five vears, but then the bodyguard moved from Chiaroscuro
to Mexus, and decided that maybe she could ger away with
old worn-our bulls. Afrer the second spring she pulled this,
she woke up one day to find her armis and legs withered and
crippled like an ancientr’s. A bunch of sacrifices of the finest
virgin bulls got rid of that, but she never did recover the
strength the spirit had given her. Do that sorr of stupid thing
once, and you'll likely never get another spirit 1o deal
honestly with you. They talk to each other, and they've got
no sympathy with cath-breakers.

Fair Folk are a whole different marter. Best ["ve been able
to tell, all they want is to suck us dry. I've heard you can get lots
of magic from them, if vou're willing to sell them a horde of
children in exchange, Ifyou're thatsort, L hope [ find vou before
vou do it owice. Facr is, we're food to them and nothing much
else, 've seen Guild caravans canying folks South o become
living snacks in Fair Folk castles, I've also seen the pathetic
wrecks thar sometimes sumble back out and the mindless ones
that the Fey sell back to the Guild. I heard some Fair Folk are
okay, and thar they can feed from people withour doing
permanent damage, but | can’rsay [ believe that. All you really
need to know is that Fey come from the Wyld. I've been ina
Wyld area once, and I don'tsee any reason to go back. Those are
places to avoid, and so is anything that comes out of one.

LyTA

MORTALS

Mortalsdie—itistheirlor— but we are etemal. Craneand
[and others like us will be young and strong when the grandchil-
dren of mortals now alive have been dust for a century. They are
aurs to protect and preserve, but we must never forget how
different we are from them. We must seek the greater pood, not
thewelfare of every individial. Wehave beenchosen by the Sun
towatchaver hurnanity—asa shepherd watches over hisflack,
wemust care forour mortals. Like the shepherd, at times we must
cull the herd for the good of the flock. The death of asinglesheep
shauld not concemn us overmuch.

Both we and the world will endure long after every
mortal alive now is dead. The fact thar some will die a bit
earlter than others should not stay our hand. With the
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conguest of Redspar, we attempted to build a center of
resistance to the Realm's power, It failed and some of our
mortals died, but our plan lives on. Also, the manner of their
deaths gave them a chance at something far greater than
their short and limited lives. All who die in the service of the
Unconguered Sun shall return as a new and glorious breed of
Diragon-Blooded. With their souls reborn in more noble and
enduring shells, they will reap the rewards of their previous
deeds and have further chances to serve the Sun's will.

Afrer Redspar fell, Crane and | were forced to seek
another home. We both knew the isle of Thassa was far from
any others who might interfere, and we needed that safety.
Before we conquered the island, I gave its ruler, Chief
Dagantar, a chance tosurrender, [ sent him a message asking
hirn to tum the island over to me. He sent the messenger's
shark-tom body back tousin asmall open boat. Mortals must
not be allowed to show us such contempt, If they rise up and
attemnpt to overthrow their divinely appointed sovereigns,
only anarchy and barbarism can follow.

The inhabitants of Thassa needed a lesson. That night,
after Crane lulled their guards into a stupor, he used his magic
to prevent anyone from leaving the royal long house. Then [
setashore and stole inside the doomed dwelling. When the sun
next rose, no one inside the long house still lived, from the
chief to his lowest bath-servant. Crane lifted the spell and 1
threw out the chief's body, Then [ addressed the people from
the balcony of the long house. Their former ruler’s mangled
body and my own power filled the people with righteous terror,
Theywere ready to listen to their rightful overlard. Mortals are
simple creatures, and such vivid demonstrations of power are
sometimes needed to caprure their attention.

THe DrRAGON-BLOODED

These betrayers slew us in our palaces and usurped our
glory. Theirpride brought the grear Conragion. The Dragon-
Blooded have proven themselves monstrous rraitors withour
honor. In our holy mission to retake the world, we can only
have one response. They must be destroyed, When they die,
their souls are consigned to the outer darkness. Onee our
conguest is complete and the traitors are dead, their places
will be taken by the new Dragon-Blooded, created from the
souls of those who die in the service of the Unconguered Sun.
This new breed will arise as soon as the Solar Deliberarive is
restored. But first, all Terrestrial Exalred who serve the vast
pit of corruption that is the Realm must die. Their hearts’
blood will serve as a sacrifice to atone for their misdeeds and
as an offering 1o help create the new generation of loyal
servants — the traitors’ magical essence will mingle with the
souls of the honored dead.

Even Terrestrial Exalred who have left the evils of the
Realm behind are not to be trusted. Regardless of their motives,
they beara dark wmint in their blood. | initially believed they
should also all be slain, but Crane has taught me that some can
be redeemed through their service to me. Those Dragon-
Blooded who have grown up in the Threshold are similarly
tainted by their lineage, but they have not been touched as
directly by the poison of the Realm. With much dedicarion and
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loyal service, they can evenmally atone for their kind's betrayal
and eamn a place within the new Solar Deliberative.

We recently visited Mylon, the smallest of the isles of
Wavecrest. Crane directed me to a pair of Dragon-Bloaded
who had gained wealth and fame as hunters of the warped
beasts that occasionally crawl out of the islands' Wyld
areas. | confronted them and gave them a choice. They
could renounce all prior alliances and serve me, or they
could die. One agreed, but I was forced to kill the other
when she attempted to flee. Crane says [ can rrust the one
who came with me,

THE SIDEREAL EXALTED

Most people believe that the Sidereal Exalted are only
legends, or that they all vanished long ago. Those few wha
claimtheystill exist ralk of them in hushed tones ascraftyand
evil manipulators. Mortals and Dragon-Blooded are such
narrow-minded fools. The Sidereals live among us still, and
continue to offer counsel — only now, they give their advice
from the shadows. Some have been misled by the Dragon-
Blooded and serve them, while athers saw the folly of the
ather Celestials' destruction and the homor of the Conta-
gion. These worthy ones have worked for centuries to free us
and restore the world to irs pure and just state,

Crane tells me that he and the other Sidereals he works
withonly managed tofree my kind afew yearsago. In time, more
of us will come back, With the Sidereals 1o cuide us and teach
us how best to use our great power, we will surely triumph.

Shortly after my Exaltation, Crane introduced me 1o an-
ather of his kind, one who remembers the era just after the
Conmgion. Her name is Acacia, and she is a peneral of the
Sidereals. Accordingroher, thoselike meare the war-leaders. We
ride into bartle, slayingall foes in cur path, while those like Acacia
pore over maps and devise deadly stategies. Acaciatells of a great
division among the Sidereals. Many are like her and wish for the
returr. of the glories of the past. Others were fooled by the cormupt
Dragon-Blooded, and fight against us, Thismispuided faction also
controls the Realm's martial arts academies and the Immaculate
Philosophy. According to Acacia, several of the Sidereals work
alongside the Dragon-Blooded in the temples and in the halls of
the palace. Although the foul Dragon-Blooded deny they ever
existed, these Sidereals remain as their hidden allies.

Those misguided Sidereals call the worship of the Sun
heresy and help the Dragon-Blooded kill our kind. I know
little of thieir ways, but Acacia and Crane agree thar we must
offer all Sidereals the choice of joining us or being slain. They
have been fooled, but their wisdom may yet help them escape
the evil clutches of the Dragon-Bloaded. We are strong and
powerful, but we are also newly rebormn — the Sidereals are
wise, we must listen to their advice.

SPIRITS

TheRealm fears the power of spirits. Duringmy rraining
as an Immaculate, 1 was taught that spirits were exoric
creatures to be avoided by all right-thinking mortals. Now |
know differently. We must embrace that power, because we
all serve the Sun. The spirits are old and wise and possess a
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vast hierarchy. When we visited Wavecrest, Crane cast a
spell to allow us to journey safely under the warer. He rook
me to a series of gigantic caverns undemeath Orchid Isle.
Here, in tunnels once carved by lava, the Court of the
Seasons dwells in immense, black water-filled chambers.

We met with the youth, the man and the gravbeard of
Resplendent Water. They were all of ice, and very proud.
They asked me to bow to them until 1 filled their hearts with
the fear that is my birthright; then we talked as equals. Crane
wished for their support against the Dragon-Blooded and
their Sidereal allies, but the spirits were reluctant to become
mvolved in the struggles of the Exalted. Yer they were also
eager for the power they might gain from us, and desired to
test me. They were feuding with a faction in a local court and
wished me to bring them the head of a Storm Mother
particularly hostile to their interests.

My target lived on a tiny, isolated atoll. The test was for me
alone, and so I journeyed there in a small boat. As | approached
her island, the Storm Mother struck at me with wind and wave.
The boat was swamped and | was forced to swim. Onee [ was in
the water, she called upon her allies, the beasts of the deepest
ocean, As 1 swam, [ slew halfa dozen sharks and drove off 2 small
krken. The light of my Essence lit the darkest depths of the sea,
After Lhad defeated all ofher beasts, | clawed my way up onto her
shore. Fire is the bane of water; [ shor her with flaming armows,
then charged her and rent her flesh with the power granted me
by the Tiger Form. Struck by her lighming and biten by her
japged fangs, | continued to fight. Just as Master Willow trained
me, [ never let her hold or restrain me. [ jurmnped and feinted and
lunged forwardtorendherscaled flesh. Evenmually she weakened,
and my last blow tore out her throat. Exhausted but triumphant,
[ layon the island's soft white sand and drank cool water from its
spring while my wounds healed. That nighr, [ went back to the
caverns of the Court of Season, and they were well pleased by my
swift success, Our alliance has been finalized — any ships of the
Realm that come seeking my isle of Thassa will sic helplessly
immohile in deep waters, far from any land, Those aboard will be
easy prey for us, ot if they are unworthy foes, the spirits can freely
devour them. All is now as it should be, Exalted and spirits
working together again. The Celestial Exalted and the spirits
hoth serve the needs of the greater whole and protece the world
from ryrants and dangers with our magics.

THE SHADOWLANDS

Death follows life, yet the two must remain forever
separate. Commerce between the shadowlands and the living
world disrupts both spheres and leads rounbalance and chacs,
The dead should go their ways and we our own. Like any
powerful spirits, the Deathlords have their rightful place in the
natural order, but that place is far from the living. [ see two
disturbing trends in the shadowlands: the spread of the
Deathlords' influence and the growing numbers of
deathknights. [ have been o Skullstone and found it an
abomination—the livingdwell in the shadowland itself, ruled
by the dead! If we do not stop such incursions, the dead could
rule the entire world, destroying the cyele of life itself, The
boundary between life and death must remain inviolate.




THe TRUTH

Although she believes them, the stories Crane
and Acacia have told Lytaabout the role of the Sidereal
Gold faction are mostly lies creared to ensure her
continued lovalty. The Gold faction played norole in
releasing the souls of the Solar Exaleed. Alo, the
Bronze faction of the Sidereals were actually the ones
who long ago convinced the Dragon-Blooded o slay
the Solw Exalted. While the Gold faction wishes o
restore the Solar Exalred to their positions of power,

these Sidereals are also making certain of their own

status as the [POWET behind the Solar Exalred. Like all
other Sidereal Exalted, members of the Gold facrion
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plete truth, even totheirclosest allies. For the moment,
the Goldfaction makesplansand Lytacarries themour.

Warching the living ruled by the unliving is a true horor,
Anyone who has ever visited such a place must see that the
living residents are unnaturally pale and deawn, They produce
few children, and those who are bom often look as much dead
asliving. [ such places continue to exist, their taing will spread
untilnodifference exists between life and death, and the entire
world has fallen under the Deathlords' thrall.

| have never met a Deathlord, but deathknights are
abominations that mock the Sun itself. They are horrific

travesties of my kind. [ cannot agree with Crane when he
claims that they serve the same function among the dead as
we doamong the living. My visions rell me thardeathknighes
were once among the ranks of the living, and [ believe they
are a twisted creation of the Deathlords. [ believe that when
the pure fires of Exaltation bum in someone near the
shadowlands, the Deathlords sometimes reach out and in-
fuse those fires with their own morbid touch. Every
deathknight means one fewer of us, perhaps forever.

There is only one answer to all these problems. We must
drive the Dearhlords back ro their citadels and free the living
from their thrall. Furthermore, we must destroy all the
deathknights in order to free them as well. Within the dark,
shriveled remnant of every deathknight's soul, a pure and
holy sun-shard lies trapped. Once the knights are truly dead,
this spark will be tree to depart and awaken again in one of
the living, where it will bring forth another Solar Exalred

While the shadowlandsare not asgreata threat aseither
the Realm or the Wyld, we must not forget them when we
purify all Creation with blood and fire. If confronted with a
strong and unified force, l expect many of the Deathlords will
relinquish their holdings in mortal lands and agree to pull
back to realms more natural for their kind. Any who resist
will be vanquished by our might. Cnce we have driven them
back into the shadowlands, those regions must be carefully
suarded, and the rents between the worlds of the living and
the dead sewn shut, Contact between the living and the dead
must be restricted to the children of the Eclipse and other
beings able to safely enter the Deathlords' foul Lairs.







CHAPTER FOUR

VOlCES NOT

News of the Solar Exalteds’ return has begun to spread
throughout the known world. The Dawn Caste, the greatest
warriors the world has everknown, have returned. Everyone
who fights with or against one of these powerful beings has
seen a living god performing irs sacred duty; consequently,
many whosurvive such battles emerge profoundly changed.
As stories of these battles spread, the powerful torces cur-
rently competing for control of the world have begun to
form opinions of what these new Dawn Caste Exalred mean
for them and their goals. Many fear them, but many others
see the Dawn Caste's martial prowess as a force to be shaped
and used to promote their own agendas.

Their warlike nature often makes Dawn Caste mem-
hers the most noticeable of the Solar Exalted. The most
skilled members of the Night Caste are almost never seen,
and unsubtle Bclipse Caste Exalted rarely flourish. How-
ever, powerful Dawn Caste Exalred often have their deeds
celebrated in rousing songs or rerrifying stories. Everyone
with much to lose fears that such an unstoppable warrior
might suddenly deprive them of their wealth or power.
Similarly, everyone with plans for conquest or hopes of
regaining lost power understands that access to the services
of an inhumanly skilled general is a sure way to accomplish
theirgoals. In the midst of these schemes and counter-plors,
the Dawn Caste must struggle to find their own pach. The
following representasmall selection of various beings many
different reactions to the Dawn Casre.
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MORTALS

We must remember just how rare and powerful the
Solar Exaleed actually are. Unril a few years ago, they were
the stuff of legends, generally dark and terrifving ones. In
areas whose people practiced or were influenced by the
|mmaculate Philosophy, many parents told their children
stories of the horrific excesses of the Anathema and rthe
heroic Dragon-Blooded who freed humanity from their
horrid thrall. In some isolated regions far from the Realm,
afew hopeful rebels and dissidents cherished myths of god-
like saviors who would free them from the yoke of the
decadent and corrupt Dragon-Blooded.

The reality of the Solars' return has proven difterent
from any of the stories told about them. The Solar Exalred
are exrremely rare — less than 300 of them currently dwell
in the entire world. Amid the reeming masses of humaniry,
the Solar Exalted remain legends to everyone except the
few who have met them or witnessed evidence of their
deeds. Almost no one will ever see more than the members
of a single Circle. As befits beings so rare and powertul, a
Solar’s very presence often makes a deep and lasting
impression on everyone with whom he interaces, Careful
Solars conceal their true natures from the general mass of
mortals. Incidents in which a Solar revealed the full,
majestic extent of her power have produced panies, wild
hysteria and devout worship.




These facts are doubly true for the Dawn Caste.
Usually, those who see these Exalts using their powers o
the full extent are warriors fighring beside or against them,
or terrified civilians caughr in the midst of a titanic battle,
Using their unique caste pawer, the Forsaken can lirerally
drive terror-filled mobs before them wirh a single grimace.
If prepared, one Dawn Caste can trivmph against a dozen
mortal arrackers. Even the mightiest mortal foe is no more
than a weak child before one of the Forsaken.

Although some are vastly patient, many of the Dawn
(Caste are hotheaded and eager for battle. As aresult, they
often cause death and devastation wherever they go, Some
are terrible conquerars, leaving burned towns and weeping
orphans behind them. Others are remembered as god-like
heroes who overthrow tyrants and slay Behemoths.
Whether generals leading great armies or merely solitary
wanderers, the Forsaken bring great changes wherever
they wander.

Soldiers who face a Dawn Caste in bartle sometimes
throw down their weapons and find a new profession or
attempt to join the Exalted's troaps, content in the knowl-
edge that they are fighting under the greatest warrior the
world has ever produced. While civilians often run in fear,
some invariably remember the glory of the Exalted's pas-
sage — generally after the Exalted has departed — and ser
up shrines to him. Some shrines honor the Forsaken and
attempt to attract their favor; orhers conrain offerings and
wards designed to prevent Exalteds from retumning. Al-
ready, half a dozen of the Dawn Caste have spawned cults
that worship them. Many such culrs are confined to small
areas, but some have begun spread more widely.

Fear and worship are common reactions, as are greed,
avarice and envy. Although the Anarhema are hared and
feared in the Realm, some queens and princes out in the
Threshold are willing to ignore tales of the Anathema's
evil if they can make use of the Exalteds’ potent powers,
Many rulers distrust the rabble-rousing charisma of the
Zenith Exalted, but the deadly precision of Night Caste
assassins and the battle fury of Dawn Caste warriors are in
high demand. Mow that stories of the true powers of the
Solar Exalted are becoming known, many princes dream of
having a member of the Dawn Caste as their personal
champion, body guard or general. States who hope to
oppose the Realm’s hegemony have all seen the devasta-
tion caused by Imperial armies led by legions of
Dragon-Blooded. The prospect of commanding beings
even more powerful is seen as one of the few methads of
ensuring victory against the might of the Dynasty, How-
ever, most rulers also’ realize the danger of giiring their
armies over to these violent godlings. While Dawn Caste
members may find warm welcomes and immense luxury
working for rulers in the Threshold, they will be closely
watched and their weaknesses carefully recorded, in case
rthey should ever attempt ro overthrow theit masters.
Forsaken who take such positions sometimes discover thar

everyone they care about is secretly a hostage for their good
behavior and that the ruler has surrounded the Dawn
Caste with skilled assassins disguised as servants, lieuten-
ants, and even lovers.

All Solar Exalted sometimes find that powerful mor-
tals wish to partake of their power and their ageless state.
Because the process of Exaltation is poorly understood,
some mortals will ask Solar Exalted to share their gift,
while others demand this service and refuse to accept the
impossibility of granting their request. Kings and sorcerers
may atternpt capture Solar Exalteds in a fruitless effort to
extract or hamess their power. Because the Dawn Caste
are the most obvious of the Solar Exalted, rhey often
become prime targets for such exploitation.

YEsiA DEASON, DIPLOMAT

Beloved Cousin,

Have you neglected our ancestars’ altar? Surely I do
not deserve the fate meted out to me. | beg you, spare no
expense to placate my grandfather’s spirit, that I might be
spared further indignities.

Dedicared as1am to my master's needs, with my eyes—
as you know — firmly on the day when [ take his place and
the sweet bribes and payments due an envoy fall into my
hands, my courage nearly fails me. Look, my words tremble
like fallow deer facing the wolves. Only my memory of you,
waiting so patiently, keeps me on this perilous course.

These words come to you from a squalid comer of a
mammoth bone and elk hide yurt where I crouch beside a disk
of burning tallow, Can you not smell the stench of unwashed
bodies? All around me, the coarse savages of the elk tribes
bellow like animals in mut, laughing at humor so crude |
cannot bear to stain your mind with it. Why the council has
sefit us — me — ta this horrible place, | dare not imagine.
Fumors of alliance with these barbarians cannot be true!

[t seems an eternity apo that my masterand | were sent
as envoys to the massive tribe gathering on our northern
border. We waited, as agreed, next to the frozen curve of
Red Deer creek, listening to the ice snap and groan like a
dying man. The sun has weeks vet to return and only the
winter veil, blue and viclet above us, illuminated the
desolation of wind-sculpred snow. How crearures so huge
could have come upon us so silently, | cannot fathom.

| have neverseen a live mammoth so close. They look
like vast, steaming mounrtains and, spirits, the stench! We
saw two mammoths, and between them a single elk rider.
So small in comparison, he should have been dwarfed by
his gigantic escorts, but it was to him our eyes turned first.
Thebull elk was a glorious creature, with eyes of liquid gold
and antlers spread wider than my cutstretched arms. Yer
again, it was to the man my attentions were fixed,

He dismounted and came towards us, this elk rider,
wearing a prince's ransom of furs. An omen dog pelt fell
from his broad shoulders ta brush his hide boots. His breath
streamed around his face like clouds caught on a mountain
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peak. He threw back his hood and my eves fell on the gold
sunburst pressed on his forehead like the thumbprint of a
god. Those of the Realm call it the demon mark, but, my
beloved, they are foals. Hair like pranite and ice fell past
shoulders wide enough to build an empire on. Setdeep, his
eyes were the color of honey — walf's eyes—and [ eringed
as his gaze stripped me down to my most petty dreams and
secret desires. Beside me, my master sobbed aloud as the
barbarian turned to him. Beloved, | am grateful ro be only
a servant in this matter. It was some little time before |
realized the elk rider was shorter than 1.

This was our introduction to the Bull of the North. Nao
one calls him thar. He 1s neither chieftain, nor shaman —
there 1s no name | know for what he is. His fele vest doesn’t
carry the totem of the elk rribe, nor any other. Instead, he
wears the sun-spiral, embroidered in ice pearls and red-
eold.

The tribe lays gifts at his tent: meat and the foul
fermented milk they all drink, gold, uncur jewels and
more, He ignores it all and favors only those who give him
lovalry and obedience. No one refuses him, some for love,
some in fear. | have heard tales of his rages, where the tribe
flees their own camp for fear of their lives. [ have also heard
rales of his great mercy — from the mouths of the
Gethamanese warriors who now serve-at his side. The
mountain ity still stands, bur his banner flies above it
Gerthamane is only a beginning.

Bevond Gethamane stands our home. To us his eyes
turn next, and I pray to our ancestors thar our envoy’s
honeyed words can tumn aside his interest. But [ have no
faith in that.

Beloved, thingsare no longer the same; the axis of the
world no longer lies in the Realm. [ have given myself over
to the future, [ hope my service will be of use to my new
master. | hope my loyalty will spare us all. Look for me
soon, my heart, look for me in the shadow of a god.

Your beloved cousin,

Tesia Leason

MELIZON OF THE
HarBorRHEAD ROYAL GUARD

Many of my sisters have fallen. Our artack on the
Varangan city of Talt was utterly and unexpectedly re-
pelled. [ offerno apology except ta say that we cannot fight
incarnate gods. We knew Talr had a Realm garrison, but
our sources assured us they would make litrle effort to stop
us. All we faced was a poorly-trained local militia. We
went to our deaths with the fullest confidence in our
victory. | was atracking warehouses on the outskirts of the
ciry, which is why Lsurvived, We heard the sounds of fierce
fighting towards the center of the city, but our own
opponents were a moderate contingent of guards. They
fought betrer than we had been led to expect, but were still
no match for us.

Then the Anathema arrived. Glowing with a light
that set almost half of my two dozen troops fleeing, he rode
throughus like ascythe. He carried no weapon, but his fists
struck with the force of stone-hard maces. The few blows
that penetrated his guard bounced ofthis skin as if he were
made of iron. Battle leader Vekra faced him in her glass
armor, riding her armored war steed. He cried challenge
and struck a single blow that killed her and her horse.
When her second Kalla came to avenge her, the godling
grabbed her horse and threw rider and steed into our lines.
| sound like a toothless elder reciting foolish tales as |
repeat this, [ swear by Ahlat the Temible it happened
exactly aslsaid. Hestruck blows that could have killed half
adozen in an instant. With Vekra and Kalla dead, [ called
retreat. Fighting him further would merely have killed
more of us. War leader, we cannot hope to win against such
a foe without powerful aid.

[ have been told that | saw one of the Forsaken. [f pods
now walk the Earth, how can any of us remain safe! My
warriors have faced forces three rimes our size and easily
won, and yet a dozen such as he could conquer any of our
cities. [ have not known such fear since | was a young girl.
How can we charge bravely into battle when we may face
an opponent who can slay our best without effort?

SERGEANT KRistaN TO A NEW RECRUIT

[ knew Dace back in the old days. He was a good
commander, fair to his woops, made sure everyone got
paid, and he won a lot. When he didn't, ransoms and
prisoner exchanges were his top priority. He knew that the
best way to win was to keep those under you loyal. He had
a hit of a remper, but mostly only for fools and shirkers,
Tossed them out right quick, he did, usually minus an ear
or sometimes a hand if they were real rrouble. He was a
quiet sort, but we learned to stay out of his way when he got
drunk — his temper got lots worse in his cups.

‘Bout a year ago he changed. The rumors are straight
on target; he's one of the Forsaken now. All the stories
abour wild-eyed murderous devils, that's our Dace, ‘cept
he's not much like that. The most obvious change is that
he always wins. Yeah, | know all the companies say that:
“Kid, we haven't losta battle in over a year. Join up—it’s
pood pay, little danger and plenty of loot, All we need is
your oath.” Thar éxact same speech is all lies everywhere
but here. Great Mela, you got to see him in battle. Once he
pers going, nothing can stop him. T seen him fight four at
once and kill them all before the first one fell down, [swear
on my daddy's grave he did this. He's got magic in him,

Dragon’s tits, girl, 've seen him shoutat the other side
and watch a third of them turn and run, and most of those
left had wet themselves. I don't ‘spect you to believe itall
now, that's why we let you sign on for a one moon trial run.
We got anest of Arczeckh barbarians to clear out — thar's
why we'te recruiting now. We won't be that far from your
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home when your tour is up, and you'll have seen him in
action. If you gor the stomach for a real fight, you'll stick.

ONE MONTH LATER

Now that you've been in for a moon, [ guess [ can tell
you more about him. He's still the same old Dace as before,
but some stuff has changed. T respect the hell out of the
commander, but he gives me the creeps. We'd follow him
anywhere, but he doesn't have many close friends anymore
— just those strange folks that come and go. Thar South-
ern woman, that white-haired girl and the queer-looking
guy she travels with, and that big black guy. You know that
black guy is famous? He used ro be the toughest pitfighter
in Nexus. I paid a guy a jade obol to get a place in line to
shake his hand after a fight about three years ago.

Anyway, it's hard to say exactly how, but Dace isn't
the same man he was. [t's not the tricks he can do. We've
had a few sorcerers here — they can be pretry odd, but
nothing you can't get used to. He's different. It's like
there's him, bur there’s other stuff in his head, too, He
knows things he didn’t used to. See thar fancy sword of his
— he picked it up a few weeks after he changed. We were
rooting out bandits in some ruins just to the north of
Nexus. It was ane of the old First Age cities that's only a
mess of picked-over rubble now, Afrer we por done with
the fight, Dace went inside a pile of debris thar must've
been a house once. He dug through the rubble fora couple
hours, not talking to anyone. It was like we weren't even
there, There was a bolthale under the floor, and when he
opened it up this nasty thing covered in spinesand bristles
jumped out. [t looked like some kind of huge spiny lizard.
A bunch of us rushed up to help, but he killed it before we
could get ablow in. Then he went down inta that hole and
came up carrying thar blade. He was crying. We thought
that spirie-thing had done something to him. Isnuck down
into that space when he went off for a walk. [ saw a dead
guy down there, long dead. His bones had been scartered
and chewed on, probably by the thing Dace killed. Dace
went and buried the guy later thar nighe, all alone, and
never talked about it again. | asked him once; he told me
it was something old and not important anymare. I'll bet
you a month’s wages them was his bones from his last life,
boy, or the bones of someone he used ro know.

Thar’s not the only change either. He used to be
spooked by Fair Folk, Hell, who isn'r, it's just good sense.
But I've seen him face them recently. He doesn’tjust know
he'll win, he knows he’s bigger than them. Now he's the
wolf and they're the rabbit. Pretty much everyone is his
rabbit now. He's still got sense, he'll retrear if things pet
bad. Bur now he pretty much never gets afraid, jusc
cautious. Some of the troops say he's a god. [ don't know
about any of that. I'm not much for pods — making a few
offerings ro Mela'is enough for me. My puess is,;}le thinks
he'sa god, and I'm not going to tell him any different, He

ain't the same Dace exactly, but he wins, and long as he
keeps doing that, we'll follow him down a Deathlord’s
gullet if he asks.

CHASSOM’S SPEECH IN A BASEMENT
SHRINE IN NEXUS

Brother warriors, | make an offering of gald and olive
branches — [ bring you ridings of glory the likes of which
you have never known. I come to you to tell you to give up
your false gods and to renounce the petty spirits you
worship. A new god has arisen among us, a god of soldiers
and those who follow the way of the sword. Some of you
know the name of Dace. He was ane of us, a mercenary
tough and brave enough o survive more than 2 two score
hard campaigns. I bring vou news thar he has become
mate. The fools of the Immaculare Order call him For-
saken and place a price on his head. They will fall under his
deadly blade — I have seen him fight, He is a man who
became a god, or perhaps a god who merely chose this time
to reveal himself. He is now our god. Warriors who honor
him gain prowess in war and shall recurn to even greater
glories if they fall in bartle.

l offer you these medallions emblazonied with his crest
and ralismans containing bits of the armor and bones of
those he persanally slew. With vour donations, [ shall raise
a temple to his glory, where we can all honor him as befirs
an incarnate god. For those among you who wish to truly
partake of his most potent blessings, I also have amulets
containing mud from his sacred footprints. With this
connection to Dace the warrior-god, your blade will never
swerve from its mark and you shall never be defeated. The
preparations necessary to contain even the tiniest portion
of his power within these charms are sxrensive. Would
that [ could offer these ta everyone, but | require signifi-
cant recompense for the expenses necessary to bring these
warnders to you. What are a few coins when you gain access
to even a pittance of a pod's power!

HestAL OF CARAZOL TOwn

He came to my farm. My daughter was sick, and the
shaman told me the dream lions were to blame. [ tried all
the charms | knew, and then paid the shaman for even
more. [ prayed for aid from the lords of spring, but did not
expectany response. My daughterno longer woke fullyand
grew thinner by the day.

He came in the evening. He dressed modestly, like
any other traveler. | will never again forget the old stories
about hospitality. Don't refuse water and salt to one of the
gods — | shudder to think of the results. He came seeking
a bed for the night, but [ could rell there was something
different about him. There have been bandits on the road
of late, but his face showed no fear. I first suspected him of
being a scout for bripands, but we had nothing to steal. As
he talked ta me, my fear vanished.

__‘__“q_—_“—_—.—h___m
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I did wonder a bit. The day was still hat, the flies
buzzed lazily, and | was reluctant to leave the shelter of my
house. He looked no worse than someone taking a brisk
walk during the cool days ar the beginning of spring. |
invited him in and gave him what food I had. [ tried not te
burden him with my sorrows, but Tessa cried our during
supper. He asked about her, and [ rold him. He said he
appreciated my hospitality and would try to help. He
looked like neither a healer nor a shaman, so | had lictle
hope. He asked more of what the shaman had said.

He slept soundly and when the sky first began to
lighten my guest went out, vowing to be back before the
sun fully rose. Horrible sounds came from the half-light. |
looked our and saw him wrestling with two lions. He
moved as swift as lightning and 1 saw him break one lion's
back over his knee like a man breaks kindling. Just as he
finished, the other lion struck him full with its paw. That
blow would have crippled a horse, yet my puest was
unwounded. Then he picked up the beast and beat it o
death against the ground. When he took out his knife, |
went back inside. Tessa started to stir, After a short while
he came back with a bloody skin and a leather flask. The
flask smelled of blood, but | dared not protest when he
poured the steaming gore down Tessa's throat. In minutes,
she awoke fully for the first time in days.

After I made certain she was well, | bowed down
before him: He pulled me up and rold me my meal and bed

were all the offerings he required. He then walked off
carrying the skin.

A pod slept in my house. If you also pray sincerely and
with full conviction, he may hear your prayer and come to
your aid. He is tall, strong and proud. [ will guide all of you
inmaking images of this new god. We must all worship him
and abandon our prior gods. He traveled alone and spoke
of no other gods. My visions of him have told me he wishes
to be our sole god and will protect us against the Faerie
lions and other dangers.

BELERIA OF AZURE COAST TO
THE FEATHERED ONE

Flease, preat lord, we must have the help of Wavecrest.
I am our chief’s only surviving wife, and if you aid us 1 can
pramise your island a wealth of pearls and precious coral.
One of the Anathema has attacked us — she arrived in the
company of 2 small fleet, We first though her a Tya brigand-
captain intent on looting our island. Then she asked us ro
surrenider and said she was our new chief. We refused,
confident that our great war canoes and many brave warriors
could easily defeat this bandic. We were wrong.

She shot blindingly bright arrows of magical fire that
shartered the hulls of our war canoes and killed our sailars,
while our own arrows could not pierce her flesh. On the
shore, we watched helplessly as she jumped onto the deck




of our proudest ship and killed everyone on board. Then
she returned to her own ship and was rowed to land. All our
remaining men and Tya were waiting there to stop her,
She and her warriors cut through them as a machete slices
apalm leaf. My husband faced her in his whale ivory armaor,
carrying his ancient and sacred war club. She ripped off his
head with her bare hands. Just as he had asked of me, my
servants and | set off from the far side of our island to come
plead for help to free my people.

We could all see the foul golden nimbus thar sur-
rounded her, | have heard all the old stories — she is one
of the Anathema, a Forsaken who brings terrible destruc-
tion as her kind did long ago. [ fear she will bring back the
Contagion and orher ancient terrors. Please, Feathered
One, send your warriors to slay this monster — if she is not
stopped, she will destroy all the islands of the West.

(OTHER CASTES OF
SOLAR EXALTED

While some members of the Dawn Caste show great
patience and excellent planning, other Solar Exalted
tend ro view Dawn warriors as the least thoughtful and
maost aggressive of the five castes, Eclipse Caste Exalreds
often complain that the Forsaken slay their enemies
before anyone has had a chance to negotiate, or even to
determine if a fight is truly necessary. Similarly, many
Night Caste see members of the Dawn Caste as over-
bearing and unsubtle.

Dawn Caste often find their most natural allies among
the Zenith and Twilight Exalted. Noon Exalted help train
recruits, boost morale and rouse mobs of civilians to aid the
soldiers, allowing Dawn Caste to concentrate on leading
armies into battle and destroving the opposition thar the
Zenith Caste has already weakened with propaganda and
dissension, In the Twilight Caste, the Forsaken often find the
excellent pairing of magician and warrior. While Twilight
sorcerers cast potent spells and summon powerlul spirits,
members of the Davwn Caste give these magicians time to cast
their most powerful magics by hewing swiftly through all
corporeal opposition. When facing artack, members of all
four other castes happily acknowledge that they would rather
have a Dawn Caste beside them than any other being.

While they are sometimes given little credit for any
abilities not directly related to violent conflict, the other
four castes realize that the Dawn Caste are the ones
charged with keeping any Circle safe from harm. Unfortu-
nately, some of these warriors find their lives and their
talents taken for granted. Their marrial prowess means
that in some Circles the orher members expect the Dawn
Caste to face many purely mundane threats alone, or aided
otily by Charms and spells that can be cast from a safe
distance. In a few extreme cases, Circles expect Dawn
Claste members to single-handedly perform the majority of
combat, Though the Dawn Caste are well equipped for

such arole, being conrinually asked to risk one's life alone
rarely leads to a harmonious partnership. Wise Circles
realize that members of the Dawn Caste are more than
merely exceptionally dangerous bodyguards, and rreat
them accordingly.

SwaAN TO THE ResT OF THE CIRCLE

To be blunt, we were set up. There is no rehel
Varangan faction. | thought 1 could help them throw off
their allegiance to the Realm, and [ was wrong: Varangan
nobles working with the Realm engineered the whole
plan. They wanred to draw in any Solars and ather dissi-
dents they could find and crush them all. They almost
succeeded. It's a good thing Dace only brought a small
force along for backup; most of them didn't get out. They
couldn't take the same kind of damage we could, and we
had to head into the deep jungle to lose our pursuers. Dace
is the reason any of us are still here.

Something didn't seem right as soon as we mer our
first contactat the inn next to the post-riderstop. [ used my
Charms to makes cerrain of his loyalty, bur everything
checked out. In retrospect, it seems certain this man was as
ignorant of the truth as we were.

Char contacr rook us to the town of Tarcha to meet the
leaders of the alleged conspiracy. Dawn was just breaking
when he led us into a small villa on the outskires of the ciry,
As soon as we were inside, the guards came out. Dace and |
had both been worried, but thought we were being paranoid
— then three dozen soldiers and six Dragon-Blooded came
out to greer us. Dace's men did a wonderful job against the
soldiers, but they were outnumbered two to one. | took down
two Dragon-Blooded — they were apparently unfamiliar
with the warrior-diplomats of Coral, and did nor expect me
to be a master of supernatural martial arts as well as a skilled
negotiator. Dace was amazing; even the Dragon-Blooded
couldn’t compare to him. Their leader hid behind a pillar —
Dace cut through the pillar and sliced her in half. I've only
seen him fight so rapidly once before, when the Fair Folk
ambushed us our West. He held them while his men and |
gotout. The Dragon-Blooded's efforts didn'tstopat Tarcha's
border; they had troops waiting at several rowns on the main
roads out of the Varangan lands, and we had o fight the
whole way to the jungle.

FROM JASARA’S JOURNAL

Today, Demetheus and | went deep into Chiaroscuro's
New City. Two days ago, some scroungers got into the sub-
basements of one of the ruined towers. They were chased out
by something thar drove them mad with rerror. Last night
and the night before, several people vanished from a nearby

squatter camp: The scroungers let something loose; we

meant to find out whar and chase it away or pur it down.
Demetheus heard abour this situation first, He asked
me in because he figured I'd be interested in anything
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hidden in the city, and he's right on that count. The last big
haul in thiscity was 30 years ago. 'd love to get hold of some
old books or maybe even some First Age artifacts, Folks back
then could do so much, and we know so little abour them.

Demetheus’ reasons are a little less obvious. He ralks
about liking to help people and being a good person. [ puess
that'sall true, burthat'senly partof the story — Demetheus
was looking forward to finding something big and nasty
and pounding it into the ground. | imagine it was easy to
find a real challenge back when he was human. These days,
finding something tough enough to stand up to his fists can
rake some work.

Sooff we went, me driven by greed, him by pride. To
give us an edge, [ conjured up two fire constructs, one to
protect each of us. At the site of the first killing we found
bits of clothing; at the second spot, there was some bload
and a couple of fingernails from where it looked like
someone had rried ro hang onto a corner of a building. The
trails were obvious, but they led deep into some of the least
passable ruins. I could see why no one had gotten up the
courage to follow them. Those ruins were also near the
basement the scroungers had opened up. That basement
smelled like old carrion, but was completely empty. We
pr-.m'lﬁ:d around the ruins until 1 heard someone crying.
The sound was coming from a small hole in the middle of
what had once been a street. Demetheus had to rip up
chunks of the street to widen the opening, but doing that
wiasn't much rrouble for him. Warching him rip up pieces
of steel-hard glass pavement still surprises me. Once the
hole was big enough, we crawled down into it and found
ourselves in a gigantic runnel complex.

A ways down one tunnel, we found the two missing
people, Both were wrapped in cocoons of vermilion thread.
One was still alive, the other a drained husk. | really hate
bugs. We got the live one our and then tigured if the food
was here, the things that captured them were likely nearby.
Right we were — by the time we got the live ene back to
the surface, we heard them coming to look in on their
dinner. They weren't any too pleased o find their meal
had departed. There were four of them; they locked like
spiders made from red glass. I still don't know if they were
urban spirits or some sort of Old Realm constructs —
maybe folks back in the First Age could make spirits to
order. Not that it mattered. What mattered was that they
were hungry and upset. First, [ went to work with spells.
The two flame constructs ['d called earlier mostly kepr the
giant bugs off of us. The spiders looked brictle, 5o | called
up an icy wind 1o freeze them. This spell slowed all four
spiders down and shattered one of them into shiny dust.
Then Demetheus went after two of them, while | drew my
sword and fought the third. Demetheus' fists bounced his
two off the walls and each other. [ got lucky; my sword
broke my spider in half. Demetheus looked like he didn’t
need any help, so [ stood back and watched him finish off

the others. ['ve never seen anyone else fight like that. It's
not just his skill, it’s his total concentration and utter joy
when he fights, He's so calm other times, it's like he saves
it all up inside his fists.

We didn’t find anything else down there, but I looked
over the cocoon with the corpse in it. Assuming a buyer
didn't mind the body inside, we had several hundred yards
of red glassspun into thread. Wesold the whole mess rosome
clothiers after | performed a shore ritual on the body to lay
any ghost torest — the clothiers will also give me the body
to bury ance they've unwrapped it, I'm guessing the Tri-
Kahn and half his richest nobles will be wearing robes and
turbans made of those threads within a couple of months.

THE DYNASTY

For most of the Dragon-Blooded, the Solar Exaleed are
their warst nightmares made flesh. The Realm's rulers have
made certain that all whio serve them leam the old tales about
the ending of the First Age. Almost no one still remembers
that the Dawn Caste were once brave and valiant warrior-
gads. Instead, the Immaculares tell of the harrors perpetrared
by the terrible Forsaken, They killed withour thoughr any
who gave the least offense o their dignity. They fought vast,
pointless duels that could lay waste to entire cities. In their
excesses, some were said to have rampaged through the
landscape, slaving thousands and causing thousands maore o
cower before them. These Anarthema were said to have
transformed entire cities into fearful slaves who lived only to
serve their masters’ insatiable desires.

Srories of the Anachema's rebirth have caused many
Dragon-Blooded to fear that such terrible days may soon
return, Other Dragon-Blooded worry for their own safety,
fearful thar the newly reborn Forsaken will exact vengeance
on the descendants of those who slew them and overthrew
their rule. Although the Realm lacks the resources ro track
down all rumors of new Solar Exalted, the Terrestrial
Exalted who rule the Realm have vowed to prevent any
Solar Exalted from attacking their domain. The Realm's
Dragon-Blooded rulers fear that those they call the Deceiv-
erswill make dark pacts tounite the Fair Folk, the spirits, and
the legions of the dead into an unholy alliance against the
Realm. They fear the Unclean will rediscover the great
power of the lost and deadly magics of the First Age. Most
of all, they fear that one of the Forsaken will gather a vast
army in the Threshold and lead it against the Realm, looting
and pillaging their ancient empire. Any member of the
Dawn Caste who leads a large military force will rapidly
become the primary target of the Wyld Hunt.

THeE WyLp HUNT
Last entry fram the journal of Del Shimary Cathak;
renerned along with his head to the Sixth Legion stationed at

Pigshead Bluff, Waveerest Satrapy. The rest of his Hunt
remams missing. Head and jowrnal forwarded 1o his family.
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I thought the North was an unpleasant taste of the
afterlife, until 1 came here. I'm too hat-hlooded for this
hog. [t's been raining for a week and my boots are molding.
Four decades ago, I'd have laughed at anyone who said I'd
find myself squatting in some nameless swamp, covered in
bugs and bog slime, hunring demons. And here I am. I'm
not here for duty, or the glorious missing Empress. ['m here
for my family, squabbling over the throne, and for every-
one else who sits safe in the Realm with dry feet, blind to
what’s happening out here.

The demons are returning. Maybe the Empress was
more than a greedy old hag after all; with her gone, the
Forsaken are popping out of whatever hell they'd been
stuffed into like maggots out of bad mear, Except it's the
Realm that's rotring.

All of us are hurrying home to fight over the throne,
imagining that's where the power is. Half the heliograph
towers are ahandoned out here; L haven't been able to signal
back home that another demon is loose, and Hesiesh knows
if anyone even cares. Soldiers are deserting the legions in
droves, called home by family or simply turning outcaste.
Unthinkable when the Empress still held power, and not
just because deserters are crucified. [ always thought honor
was something more than a convenient phrase. It holds me
still, fool that I am. If we leave, those of us left of the Hunt,
who will protect all those idiots back in the Realm?

Somerimes the job's easy — half the calls for the Hunt
are false alarms. It's like we're a bunch of exterminators,
raking care of malicious spirits, greedy Fair Ones or some
half-wirted godblood with a piece of bronze glued to her
forehead and a couple of flashy Charms. That joke used to
be funny until my brother paid for ie with his life.  erucified
the damn witch myself.

I don’t think this one's a joke.

The woman's still screaming and wailing, down among
the blood-sparrered rushes. She wried to crawl away until |
stooped down and cut a tendon. She won't do us any good as
a stalking poat if she manages to creep off and die somewhere
else. We're all crouched in the mud watching the leeches try
to get in our boots. [ have to ignore the wet and the cramp in
my knees and my dry-mouthed terror, | have to be ready.

Mytalis is off on the high peint — such as it is —
tasting the air, trying to ferret out the demon. The rest of
us wait, praying for a successful ambush. None of us want
to take the Anathema face to face. If we fail, Mytalis swore
on her father's blood that she'd let the wind take her away
and carry the news that one of the demons is still alive, and
had irs first taste of dragons' bload. [ should have given her
my journal o rake wiﬂl her, so at least my name would
survive, Ifwe’re lucky, I'll putan arrow in the demon’s back
and we can get the hell out of this cursed, sodden place. 1
want to die somewhere warm.

The woman gave me the idea herself, clinging o
Mytalis' feer with her gray dress rucked up to her knees and
wailing in her mushyaccentabout herson, herenly child —
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her baby. Asif the whelp she'd nursed at her breast still lived
somewhere inside the mind of the demon who took the boy's
body the way you hollow out a gourd to carry water.

They all start like thar, Anathema come our of hu-
mans like the parasites they are. Mortals are too spiritually
weak to protect themselves from the Formsaken — no
Dragon-Blood has ever been raken by a demon like this.
The Anathema don't possess us, only murder us, Mayhe
they hope soft-hearted humans will protect them in those
first few years when they're still vulnerable. I've read that
they pretend love and friendship and all the mortal emo-
tions, at least until they come fully into their power.

[ asked nicely at first, asked the woman ra call her son
for us. She wouldn’t, so we had to hurt her enough to make
her scream. [ don't make my troop do something [ won't —
| canstill feel her bones breaking under my fise. I'd forgoreen
how fragile the unBlooded are. Still, it took awhile before
she'd cry out and betray her child tous. There are days when
| love my work, but this isn't one of them.

Once upon a time, this kind of thing wasn't necessary.
We had dignity, before the Regency. When the Wyld
Hunt rode, we could call in half a legion, plan the attack
like a military maneuver, and come back to the towns as
heroes. Now, there was just us—five of us who hadn't gone
home to fight over the scraps of power, five of us to take
down the kind of monster that could kill with a touch.
Now we need all the advantage | can scrape up, and I'm
choosing the battle ground by staking the demon’s mother
out todie in the mud and cold in hope that we can trap him
with the memory of human love,

Out here in the marshes, sound carries quite a distance,
I'm berring the Forsaken is still lingering somewhere; it's
voung, only a couple of days old and still confused. The first
few days, all they think about is the hetrayal that happened
s0 long apo, when they were murdered by their own kind.
Sad, sure, if | didn't know what those creatures turned into,
how powerful they were, how dedicared they are to the
destruction of everything around them. I'd rather be at the

mercy of a Fair One than one of the Anathema.
Entry ends here.

RePORT TO LORD VIOLET
OF THE SHIMMERING EYRIE

This is acting garrison commander Yelon. | regret to
inform you that garrison commander Rada was slain yes-
terday during a raid by an extremely dangerous Halran
commando. Two weeks ago a Haltan assassin killed our
close ally Chief Klyenka. The chief's best warriors pursued
the assassin into the forest. Reports by a Linowan shaman
present at both raids indicate that the same raider perpe-
trated both acts. The shaman also claims thar the raider
was somehow larger during the second raid.

Last evening, the assassin was discovered robbing our
storehouse. Later examination proved that she took the




contents of the pay cask and killed hoth of the puards. The
commander and six of his badyguards surrounded her in
frontof the barracks. As L ranup, she killed the commander
and one guard with Haltan boomerangs while simulta-
neously parryving another guard's artack with her shore
sword. She moved with inhuman speed. Onee the com-
mander wasdead, she leaped onto the roofof the storehouse
and quickly lost her pursuers. She was covered with a
brilliant golden light, clearly indicating that she possessed
powerful magic. Possession, use of a powerful enchanted
itern, and some form of malefic rransformarion are all
equally possible. No Fair Folk or other Haltan were seen
nearby; this being seems to operate alone.

| have assipned messengers to carry this individual's
description throughout the Linowan lands, If she strikes
again, we will know. [ am formally requesting aid from you
or one of your captains. | do not believe purely mortal
soldiers can hope to defeat her.

OuTcASTE DRAGON-BLOODED

The ourcaste Dragon-Blooded who leave the wonders
and horrors of the Realm behind them have more varied
feelings. Many of these outcastes left because of politics.
Such individuals normally hold orthodox views about the
Anathema. However, others departed because they can no
longer tolerate the Realm's corruption and hypocrisy, This
collection of fanarics, idealists and misfits can prove quite
valuable to the new Solar Exalted. Some fear the Anath-
ema even more than they hate the Dynasty. However,
there are those among both the exiles and the idealists who
see an alliance with one of the Solar Exalted as a real
chance to strike back against the Bealm. Such an oppor-
tunity can persuade many to ally with someone they
consider to be a dangerous monster. A few of the most
disaffected and angry outcastes distrust all of the Realm's
pronouncements and see the Solars as potential saviors.

Because many outcaste Dragon-Blooded are disaf-
fected warriors, and some deserted from garrison duty,
these individuals often hold valuable informarion abour
the Realm's defenses. These soldiers are most comfortable
with other warriors, and so those among them that choose
to work with the Anathema are likely to ally with one of
the Dawn Caste,

Of course, blind hatred and open alliance are not the
only possible reactions to the return of the Dawn Claste. In
contrast to the relative inexperience of the newly reborn
Solar Exalted a number of Dragon-Blooded are several

hundred years old. Naturally, some of these old and cun-

ning Terrestrial Exalred are experrs ar planning and carrying
out complex and devious machinations. Some of the most
Machiavellian Dragon-Blooded seek to use the Solar Ex-
alted to their own advanrage. Instead of a partnership,
these aged outcastes attempt to use their long pracrice at
complexschemes to turm one ormore membe_'gﬁ of the Solar

Exalted into their pawns. Again, the Dawn Caste hold a
special place in such plots. Fearful of the mind-bending
powers of the Zenith and Eclipse Castes, as well as the
cunning of the Twilight and Night Castes, a number of
ambitious Dragon-Blooded have decided thar harnessing
the raw power of one of the Forsaken is their most effective
path to domination.

FroM THE DIARY OF THE DRAGON-

BLoODED Risa

Lord Fucian has been dead for six weeks. | served
under him for more than a year, but all I feel about his death
is relief. Dace isa far better leader than Fucian or any of the
other high nobles under whom [ served. Perhaps this is my
true destiny, Within hours of meeting Dace, my entire
world changed. | have gone from being a staunch defender
of the Realm to the second-in-command of one of its most
deadly enemies.

It’s surprisingly easy to work for one of the Anathema.
In manner and speech, Dace is much like any other
mercenary leader. He is proud, brave and cautious enough
to keep himself and his troops alive. He is also as powerful
as the eldest and most skilled of the Dragon-Blooded. We
just fimished driving off some Wyld barbarians who had
been harassing Soja, a small forest kingdom south of the
Haltan lands. The Haltan have a truce with those vile
things and aren’t much inclined to help neighbors who
have raided them in the past.

The gueen of Soja was on her own, so she hired us.
The barbarians had tamed or made a pact with a number
of Wyld-rainted beasts. During their largest raids, they
drove a two-headed tyrant lizard, a horde of bark-covered
hatraand something that may once have been a burrowing
lok before them. These beasts seem to kill for the sheer joy
of killing, After these creatures have wreaked enough
havoc, the barbarians follow behind. These savages were
particularly unwholesome — they were misshapen and
hairy like monkeys. With arms longer than their legs, they
swung through the trees like apes.

Diace decided to handle the beasts alone. The rest of
us took positions to the side, so we could use arrow fire on
the animals and their masters. Then Dace stepped in front
of the horde. He killed the eyrant lizard with three blows
and defended himself against halfa dozen attacks at once.
The creatures scattered — many of them died, some from
our arrows, most from Dace. He fights with a speed and a
fury I've never seen before, swinging his blade with the
same ease thar I walk across a room. When I'm with him,
following his arders and fighting beside him are the most
natural things in the world. If he 15 any example, [ believe
that my kind instinctively follow the Solars much as young
animals naturally obey their morhers.

=¥ §




We follow penerals because they have the power to
slay us and rhe abiliry rowin. We follow kings because they
were born to the office and because they have many puards
tor back up their wishes. | follow Dace because of what he
i5. I"'ve seen the same look in the eyes of village youths —
they want to touch that power and belong to him.

OTHER CELESTIAL EXALTED

The Lunar Exalted lurk at the fringes of the world, while
most Sidereal Exalted reside in the Realm, their presenice
hidden from all but a few. For both types of Celestial Exalred,
the return of the Solar Exalted is a great opportunity and a
serious threat. Many Lunar Exaleed long for the glorious days
of the First Age. Back then, Solar and Lunar Exalted fought
side by side 1o preserve and protect their mutual domain.
Some Lunars now regret theirabandonment of the Solarsand
hope to regain this long-gone age.

However, many realize that they and the Solar Ex-
alted may well be on a different side. The Lunar Exaleed
turned their backs on the Realm and the civilized king-
doms of the Threshold. If the Solar Exalted repain control
of the Realm and attempt to restore it to its previous stare,
they will face Lunar Exalted determined to protect the
Wyld and halt the advance of the civilization they feel led
ro the horrors and excesses of the lare First Ape. Many
Lunars understand that while they would benefit greatly
from the martial prowess of the Dawn Caste, they could

just as easily find themselves facing Forsaken in battle.
Todav, afew Lunars are acrively seeking roally themselves
with the newly reborn Solar Exalted, while others strive to
slay the Solars before they become a threat, However, most
Lunar Exalted are not yet willing to take an active role in
this conflict. The majority of Lunars fear that the Solars
must eventually be destroyed, but hope that the Dragon-
Blooded and rheir allies can accomplish this before the
Lunars need to join the fray.

Ancient stories of the Solar Exalted are more com-
monly told nowadays ar patherings of Lunar Exalred. A few
of the Lunar Exalted who have actually met Solars were so
struck by their memories of days together that they could
only gaze at the Solars in wonder. Since most Lunar
Exalred greatly value survival skills and physical prowess,
such reactions are particularly common when meeting the
sacred warriors of the Dawn Caste.

In contrast, most of the cunning Sidereal Exalred see
the return of the Solar Exalted as a momentous event thar
they must now factor into their vastly complicated schemes
and elaborate prophecies. The Sidereals of the Bronze
faction are at the forefront of the forces in the Realm
calling for the destruction of the new Anathema. While
few in the Bronze faction fear magical artack from the
relatively inexperienced Solar sorcerers, they are quite
rightly terrified by the assassins of the Night and the
prospect of huge armies led by invincible generals coming




roconguer the Realm. Of those two threats, several leaders
of the Bronze faction believe that the Dawn Casre should
be hunted down first,

Members of the Gold faction see the return of the
Solar Exalted as the fulfillment of their hopes and dreams.
A few see the new Solar Exalted as the heralds of a new
world, and passively awair its dawning. However, steeped
in millennia of intrigue, conspiracy, prophecy and ma-
nipulation, the vast majority of the Gold faction believe
that the Solar Exalted must be carefully shepherded and
controlled to fully restore the wonders of the First Age.

Possessing centuries or even millennia more experi-
ence than the Solar Exalted, the leaders of the Gold
faction have been actively seeking to guide and aid the
Solars into truly fulfilling their destinies. Of course, most
members of the Gold faction have a clear vision of exactly
what those destinies should be. To the Gold Sidereals, the
Solar Exalted occupy a strange position as both pawns and
saviors. Only the Solars’ own actions can determine if they
will blindly follow the Sidereals’ plans or if they will boldly
find their own way. Many members of the Gold faction are
wary of the powers of the Twilight and Eclipse Castes, the
cunning of the Night Caste, and the raw, unchained
charisma of the Zenith Caste. Most of the Gold faction
sees the Dawn Caste as their ideal pawns. Believing them-
selves destined to be the powers behind any throne, these
Sidereals regard the Dawn Castes's martial prowess as an
ideal counterpoint to their own manipulative genius.

Also, while the actions of the Zenith, Twilight, and
Eclipse castes are seen as having vital roles in rebuilding the
hoped-for Golden Age, the first step in the Gold faction’s
plan to restore the Solar Deliberative is the destruction of
the existing regime. They hope to use the Solars to carve out
the rot within the Realm's government and remove the
Diragon-Blooded nobles from their positions of power. While
they remain safely behind the bartle-lines, the Goldswish to
see the warriors of Dawn tear down the palaces of the Bealm
and slay all inhabitants who resist the Gold faction's plans.

Currently, the Gold faction has convinced several
newly reborn Solar Exalted to aid them, and is eager to find
mare. These Sidereals are especially avid to find members of
the Dawn and MNighr castes. Members of the Gold Faction
are naturally suspicious of any Solar Exalted who has plans
different from their own. Ideally, they wish to find a newly
reborn Exalted and teach her abour her power and her
responsibilities. However, keeping their minions under
control may prove challenging. Recruitment of additional
Solar Exalted and maintaining their grip on their Solar
servants are the Gold faction’s two major priorities.

MAsSTER AscenpING CLoUD'S LETTER

70 CHEJOP KEJAK

Iregret to inform you that less thana day %sgcr one of the
Anathema was reborn in-our very midst. Novice Lyta,
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studying marrial arts under sub-master Willow, was Exalted
vesterday. In her mad frenzy, she slew several of her fellow
students as well as sub-master Willow. Your predicrions
have proven correct — today, no place is safe from their
depredarions.

Because the cloister had no one capable of destroying
her, Lyta fled into the hills: An-all-night search by several
of our Dragon-Blooded acolytes and sub-masters revealed
no trace of her. My magics have also failed 1o locare her —
some powerful force must shield her. There are two lost
Demesnes in the foothills around the Cloister of Wisdom. If
she is inside their borders, even our most potent magics may
muss her. Tremors in the web of destiny seem to indicare
members of the Gold faction may be sniffing around. While
their misguided auguries certainly could not have located
the arrival of an Anathema so precisely, even those fools
occasionally et lucky. We must keep them apart.

Initial reports suggest that this Anathemaisone of the
Forsaken. With the Realm's forces pulling back and the
defense grids uncontrolled after the death of the Empress,
we cannot afford power-mad warlords conquering the
Threshold or threatening the Realm. [ have already sta-
tioned members of the Wyld Hunt in all nearby coastal
towns and strongly recommend that you seal off all of
Lyta's exits from the Blessed Isle and post her image in
every port. Lurge you to move swiftly on this matter—after
talking to individuals who witnessed her Exaltation, 1
believe she could become one of the most dangerous
Anathema now alive if she pains time to develop and
understand her considerable powers.

We have received reports that the Gold facrion has
already recruited two Anathema. [ fear what might happen if
they get their hands ona third, especially one of the Forsaken.

Those fools haope to bring back the harrars of the Old
Realm. The world was almost destroyed once by those
power-mad godlings — if they ger another chance, I'm
afraid they will succeed. As you say so often, we can keep
the Dragon-Blooded in line, but not the Solars.

LunAR ExALTED FLOURISH

DEATHCRY TO HER PACK

The Solar Exalted have returned — [ saw one last
week, She was slaying a Storm Mother thar lived near
Wavecrest. 1've heard the old tales, but I've never seen
anything quite so magnificent — the stories do not do
them justice. She moved with the grace and speed of a sea
serpent. We may be able to master ourselves, but she went
well beyond that. In the hear of battle, I could see the
power radiating off of her like flame. I opened my senses
and felt the fierce joy of combat burning within her.

I believe she was of the Dawn Caste — predators
without peer, hunters capable of stalking the most danger-
ous prey, and matchless warriors. We must seek them out. [f
we work together, our long exile may be over. The face that




they are now free proves that the rot at the core of the Realm
has reached a critical stage, [tis now ripe for destruction. We
have our Wyld-blessed allies and the grear beasrs, bur those
have never provensufficient. With the warriors of the Dawn
beside us, however, we can cut out the very heart of the
sickness thar afflicts the civilized world.

In watching her, Lalso realized we must approach such
an alliance with grear care. We have learned caution and
patience in our long vears at the edge of the world. These
new ones remember nothing but their current brief lives
and the fragments of days long past. We must take care
they do not lead us into overconfidence and disaster.

[ watched that Dawn-warrior after her battle, when she
retumned to make a deal with the spirits’ Season Court. She
could not see me, and the spirits did not care to alert her o
my presence. What | saw convinced me that we should also
fear these newborn Solars, She spoke with utter conviction
and burned with the all the wild fervor described in our
oldest legends. We could gain so much with an alliance, but
we could also awaken one day and find our allies our masters.
Still, perhaps the old ways are best. We never needed ro fear
dissolution into the Wyld during the days when we helped
to rule the Old Realm, However, [ know L am drawn to that
Solar — perhaps the opinions of any who see them may
become similarly tainted.

THE DEATHLORDS

Having originally come from their ranks, the
Deathlords are in an oddly neutral position regarding the
return of the Solar Exalted. Obviously, the Anathema are
inferior beings by virtue of the simple fact that they are still
among the living. However, they also undeniably possess
great power, and they are all the enemies of the Realm.
While many Deathlords remain aloof from the politics of
the living, others realize that the excesses of the Realm can
threaten even their own dark kingdoms. Many hope to
preserve their own forces and lands by pitting the living
apainst the living to neutralize any threat posed by either
the Realm or the Solar Exalred.

Because the Solar Exalted are few in number and have
not yet fully returned to their power, several Deathlords
have decided to covertly aid them in their struggles.
(rthers see their growing power as a possible threar to the
stability of the shadowlands and discreetly aid the Wyld
Hunt. Perhaps most disturbing of all, several Deathlords
are eager to gain further powerful servants. These dread
rulers hope to find Solar Exalted that they can convert to
their ways, and most plan to turn any Solars they can trick
or capture into Abyssal Exalved.

Currently, most Deathlords remain neutral. The ma-
jority of those who have taken sides favor aiding the Solar
Exalted. However, the dead take care to keep their politics
and their machinations secret from the living. Most Salar

Exalted will never know that some of the assistance they
received originared in the citadels of the Deathlords.

If openly approached by a great military leader who
commands a large, well-organized force, many Deathlords
might offer aid, but most are unwilling to risk an open
alliance with one of the Solar Exalted. Most Deathlords
fear the concentrated wrath of the living, and only the
boldest Deathlords will risk openly angering the Realm's
rulers. Some Deathlords are unwilling to work with the
Solar Exalted because they find the presence of the Solar
Exalted extremely disturbing — seeing them brings back
memories of the Dearhlords’ previous existences, These
Dreathlords eagerly use theirunwholesome magics to trans-
form any Anathema they capture into deathknights,
condemning the newly reborn Solar Exalred to the same
fate the Deathlords once suffered.

While many Deathlords would gladly have a Dawn
Casre fight their bartles for them, they will keep all such
alliances very secret and make them only with warriors
who have already proven that they can reliably win.
Dearhlords are willing to provide their living allies with
information, subtle magical support, supplies and hiding
places against enemies. They may even rentor possibly sell
zombies, skelerons and other mindless undead soldiers to
those in whom they feel the utmost confidence. However,
any Solar Exalted who expects to come away from such
negotiations with Abyssal Exalred officers and an army of
war-ghosts at her back will be sorely disappointed. Open
aid will rarely, if ever, be forthcoming.

THE DEATHKNIGHT EBON SIAKA TO
THE DEATHLORD OF SKULLSTONE

Approximately one week ago, one of our living resi-
dents joined the ranks of the Solar Exalted. He resides on
Cold Harbor Island. All indications point to him having
become one of the beings known popularly as the For-
saken. He was a mercenary and frequent pirare, currently
working under our unofficial letter of marque. Maoray
Diarkride is his name, and he seems to have been quite a
competent raider. Asdirected, he concenrrared the major-
ity of his attacks on the Coral Islands and the Lintha
pirates. He caprains the zombie-galley Mailed Fise,

His change occurred during a raid. Reports indicate
that a battle was turning against him when he suddenly
began fighting with inhuman power and skill. He was said
to have chopped down a ship’s mast with one blow and to
have shredded the sails of another by throwing a single
knife. His living crew rallied and took the enemy ship with
no further losses. They then went on to capture another
vessel and scurtle and loot two more before rerurning to
pore with bulging holds,

Darktide is clearly an asset. In these roubled times,
with Coral on the move, | recommend that we bid him
welcome. Dread mistress, hiskind are gmwmg in numbers,
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and | don't believe we can afford to be without one.
Howewver, we should also be cautious. The old tales rell
how the Salar Exalred grow in power, evenrually becom-
ing 5o great than no one can defeat them. However, [ do
naot yet believe Darktide poses such a threat. Perhaps we
can study him, and learn his weaknesses and strengrhs. If
we can learn to stunt his powers and keep them at an
acceptable level, he could be exceedingly useful.

Since death is farstronger than life, our magics may be
able to hold his power in check. If we fail, another option
always presents itself, Perhaps he can be brought into our
fold. If he dies, we may find some way to trap his power
within his corpse, or your magics might be able to subject
him to a living death, keeping his strength but joining him
to the glorious powers of extinction. However, his nature
might keep him from rebirth. It would be terrible to lose
one such as he and deny him his chance at the cold
embrace. Until his crossing becomes necessary, | will
watch and guide him, [ also swear to take full responsibilicy
for his actions. He will not have the chance to tumn on us,
if such ever becomes his will.

THE ABYSSAL EXALTED SHARDS OF
BASALT TO HER ARMY

This new being has harmed members of our number
and stolen from our great master. The voices gone beyond
tell me that its name is Jalith and that it is one of the Sun-
touched come back to make war on the dead. Two days ago
iv arrived on the outskirts of our homeland, from the East
where it abides. The voices do not know why it came into
the Morthland, or if it will stay here.

It came inside a magical wind and attacked a group of
our servants carrying back the spoils of an amber caravan
we found near Gethamane. That caravan was so delicious,
One night, a blizzard buried everyone — all had frozen in
their sleep, and everything was perfectly preserved. The
being Jalith took all our lovely golden amber and stripped
the bodies of their exquisite finery. Too many of our
comrades were destroyed attempting to protect those most
Intimate possessions.

It departed as quickly as it came, leaving us no chance
to pursue. Yet it was inside the boundaries of our land and
must have seen some of our other great wealth. | have
asked our master what we should do. He tells me, “If it
comes back, capture it.” | wanted the abomination de-
stroyed, but our master believes it can be used. With the
most powerful of his magics, he hopes to make Jalith into
our thrall. It had great power, and if its will-less body and
deadly skill can be harnessed to our use, it will become a
war machine grander and more powerful than any ever
seen. lemust not be killed. If you cannot capture it, corner
itand await the deathknights. The only thing more impor-
rant is keeping it out of the sacred eryprs of the newly dead.
We needthisone, burevenforsuch a great prize we cannot

risk our precious children. If it attempts to enter such
places, kill it quickly and carefully so thar we may have a
chance of bringing it back in its own bady, for | do not
know if its power resides in its body or in its spirit.

THE SPIRIT COURTS

Most spirits remember the old order, when they dealt
apenly with humanity and often received mortal rever-
ence. The Dynasty's Immaculare Philosophy has suppressed
these practices, just as its rulers have upset the balance and
order of the world with their destruction of the Solar
Exalted. Many small gods have arisen in the centuries
since the fall of the Old Realm, and these beings are loath
to allow Celestial Exalted to rule over them again, How-
ever, others long for the stability of the Old Realm and the
recurn of their rightful place in the cosmic order. The only
things all the spirits tend to agree on is that they will
oppose any Solar Exalted who seeks to further reduce their
power and influence.

Currently, a few spirits actively support the new Solar
Exalted. While lesser spirits exist to be commanded by
anvone with more power, the sorcerers of the Dragon-
Blooded also sometimes attempt to control powerful spirits
they believe to be useful and attempt to destroy those they
fear. While few such artemprs succeed, the spirit lords
resent anyone who tries to enslave orslay them. Regardless
of their opinion of the Solar Exalted, no powerful spirits
are allied with the Drapon-Blooded.

Similarly, many Threshold kingdoms have neglected
the ancient pacts humanity once made with the spirits,
and view them as either gods or hated enemies. Although
few spirits completely trust the new Solar Exalted, several
powetful spirit courts who long for the stabilivy of the Fiest
Age have decided thar supporting sympatheric Solar Ex-
alted is their best hope of restoring the glories of the past.
The Solar Exalted have a clear place in the world, and like
the spirit courts, they obey the unconquered Sun above all
other gods.

Solar Exalted who ally with the spirit courts are bound
by potent caths, They must promise never to deceive their
allies, to forever more uphold the interests of the courts, and
most of all never to betray the spirits. While the most
powerful spirit courts can grant boons, breaking a bargain
with them can have equally dire consequences, even for the
most powerful Exalt. Any who work with the spirit courts
can also expect to be carefully warched for signs of berrayal
or neglect. However, those willing to place the interests of
the small gods on a par with or above the interests of
humanity will receive potent aid from the spirits. Those
spirit courts willing to work with Solar Exalted accepr any
promising Solars, regardless of caste. However, they have
particular use for Dawn Caste members. Spirit courts who
seek valiant champions or deadly protectors know that they
can find few better than the Forsaken.
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While no spirit courts openly oppose the Solar Ex-
alted, most remain firmly neutral and are unwilling to
enter into any form of lasting alliance. However, the
spiritsr’ reluctance toengage inlong-termalliances doesn’t
preclude the Forsaken from finding temporary employ-
ment slayving the enemies of various spirit courts, In return
for such deeds, most powerful spirits can provide a wide
range of services available nowhere else.

GRANDMOTHER BRIGHT TO DEMETHEUS

Dearie, I'll rell you one for free, though you already
know it, Your power is old, almost as old as me, but you'll
never age another day. If vou wanted knowledee or even
rreasure, | could find tasks that fitted vou. [still can, for there
is much a big strong man like you can do. For the right
service, | could rell you where to find a belt that would make
you as strong as a yeddim ora perfect diamond as big as your
fist. Bring me the left eye of the Perfect of Paragon and ['ll
give you the secret for making your truest love ageless and
erernal so long asshe continues to love vou. [ean do that for
vou and far more, but | cannot do what you want, You
cannot live among my people. This is a nice neighborhood,

It is rrue thar some of my residents lead exciting lives
when they are in the outside world. However, they make
certain never to bring any of that home with them, You
could not help bur do sa. War and dearh follow you like
loval hounds. If vou live here, devastation will come to my
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neighborhood, and I cannot abide that. [t doesn't martrer
how hard vou try, yvou'll never be able to keep yourself out
of trouble for very long.

Ir's difficulr vo say, but you're also not very popular with
some people in the city. | can keep them out, butdo we really
want all those big Dragon-Blooded warrions waiting just
outside my boundaries, looking over everyone who enrersor
leaves! My residents wouldn't be able to sleep at night
worrying about that sort of trouble. 'm very sorry, dearie, but
[ really can't ler you stay here. | do appreciare your gift, ic's
been simply ages since | last saw a scarf of vermilion glass
thread. Wherever did you get it? Make sure to come on back
if you want any of the things [ can offer you.

THE GRAYBEARD OF RESPLENDENT
WATERTO LYTA

"Sun-born Lyta, great riches lie at the bottom of the
ocean. Centuries of wealthy ships have sunk in warers we
control. Pearls, jewels, gold and artifacts of ancient magic
wait in these depths. Some portion of these can be yours,”

“Wealth does not interest me, bur perhaps it can be
used for our cause. What must | do in return !

“A small thing only, Solar one, very small for such as
vou. Humans have moved onto the island of Scarpfall.
They are notr welcome there. Thar isle lies at the
westernmost portion of our domain, and it belongs solely
tous. T hey arrived while we were weakened and now they
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number more than we can easily remove. Go there and slay
them, and we will prevent others from returning. There are
five hundred of them perhaps, no more,”

"You want me to butcher an entire island of morrals for
vou?! I would then be almost as bad as the Dragon-Blooded.
I might order them to leave, but I will never slay them.”

“Lyta, wharare mortals to you? You are bound tous —
we wish vou to do this. [f they leave, they or their offspring
may return. If they die, mortals will fear this island for
decades to come. We offer you great wealth. If you refuse
our generous bargain, we still wish the deed done: If you
will not da it, we will find anather, and you will not reap
the benefits, With your prior aid, we have become power-
ful. [f necessary, we can find another to aid us. Why should
it not be you? Either way, those mortals are as the dead.”

“Those mortals are not your toys. The humans on the
islands near Thassa are mine, to do with as | please. It
woutld not please me to have anyone slaughter them. You
shall not harm the people of that island.”

*Do not tempt us to become angry, Sun-born. We are
bound to keep our prior bargains with you, but there is still
much we can do against vou. Work with ug, and we will dwell
in joyous harmmony with you; oppose us, suffer our wrath,”

THE FAIR FOLK

The Fair Folk possess long memories, In the long-lost days
of the First Age, the Solar Exalted, particularly the Dawn Caste,
wete the primary force thatcontinually drove the Fair Folk back
and halted all attempts to expand the Fey’s domains or power,
The Contagion and the fall of the Old Realm signaled a great
victary for the Fair Folk. As the order of the world collapsed,
Wyld areas expanded and the Fair Folk grew in power and
influence. Even the Empress of the Dragon-Blooded lacked the
vast power necessary todrive back the earlier expansions of the
Wld, and could only maintain Creation's boundaries. To the
Fair Folk who live in the chaos of the Wyld, the idea of restoring
the Solar Exalred to power is repugnant, since it could mean
losing all the gains their kind have made.

However, the politics of this inhuman race are complex
and devious. Since the Solar Exalted are powerful beings not
vetsecure in their position, many Fair Folk see them as a useful
commaodity. Some Fey nobles hope to recruit Dawn Caste to
use against their rivals. Others hope that the magical barriers
the Realm still maintains can be further weakened or even
destroyed. By helping Solar Exalred strike back against the
Realm, rhese bold and rapacious Fey hope to remove all
barriers to their expansion, and so use the Solar Exalted to
insure the Wyld's domination of the world. Others fear the
return of the Old Realm and the Solar Deliberative, and even
go so far as to occasionally assist the Wyld Hunt.

The feelings of those Fey who have left the Wyld 1o live
among humanity are equally complex. Some hope to use
Solar Exalred as tools o destroy their enemies and regain
their position in the Wyld. Others fear the Realm's power

and work with Solar Circles intent on overthrowing the
corrupt Dragon-Blooded nobility. A few have even discov-
ered various idealistic causes, and will openly ally themselves
withsimilarly inclined beings. All castes of Solar Exalred are
seen as useful by the Fey. However, some Fey see the Dawn
Caste as the simplest to contral and direct. In addirion to
being the most useful ar winning barrles againsr rtheir
enemies, the direct aggressive power of these chosen causes
many Fair Folk to assume that the Forsaken are particularly
susceptible to various forms of subtle manipulation.

THENLI OF THE ATONEMENT FAIR TO JALITH

“You will entertain me — marvelous! If you do so
successfully, then [ will happily free Manatha. She juggles
quite well, but her heart really 1sn't in it. She hasn't made
anyone laugh in weeks. The problem is one of mortive.
You're coming here not because you care for Manatha, but
because her uncle is paying vou a great deal to do s0."

“"How in the name of the grear tree do you know thar ™

“Of course | know about her uncle’s plans. | know
everything that concermns my performers,”

“So what? A show's a show. If mine doesn’t impress
vou enough, it was still something for nothing. Besides,
rhis one will be like nothing you've seen betore.”

“If Manta's uncle were here, | would rake it up with
him, but sadly he's not. | resent my performers being
bartered like cattle. If | let this sort of thing become
common, [ shudder to think where it might lead. No one
would be happy then. There will be an extra condition for
freeing her. If you fail to entertain me, both you and
Manatha will serve out the remaining months of her
contract. You would be a perfect addition to my fair. The
children would love to see you perform. You'd direct the
finest of the animal acts. | haven't seen anyone as impres-
sive as you in simply ages.”

SEVERAL DAYs LATER

“Well, abargain isa bargain. Here she is. | dowish you
would reconsider and stay on for a while. | particularly
loved the rrick with the tightrope and all the knives.
Cutting all those flowers with only one knife throw was
very nice. [ quite liked the way the petals fell on the
audience. The kit where you threw the knife so that it cut
the lit candle in half and the candle didn't fall over or go
out was simply marvelous.”

"Thank vou, no, Lord Thenli. Manatha and | must
be going.”

"“Yes, ves. I could always send an escort with her
some fierce bears or something. If you seay, [ would pay you
well. That's not a common offer, you know. The perform-
ers are brought here, and I've never needed to actually
recruit them. | would make an exception for you...."

“Na. Goodbye, Thenli.”

“Well, if you ever change your mind, please get in
rouch. You will come back here to see me again, vou know.”
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CHAPTER FIVE:

DREAMS OF TH
FIRST AGE

All Solar Exalted possess the memories of earlier
members of their kind. Since none survived for long
after the fall of the Old Realm, the modern Solar
Exalted carry spirits within them that last wore flesh
during the wondrous First Age. As the newly Exalted
explore their powers and their destinies, they occasion-
ally have dreams or flashbacks of earlier rimes. Because
these new Exalreds receive only the soul fragment that
carries the Solar-given power, such recollections are
usually misty and unclear. The sight of the ruins of an
antique villa might spark a detailed memory of a grand
ball held in its halls, or merely a brief image of walking
through its main gateway accompanied by a group of
taintly remembered companions.

An Exalt can look at two artifacts and have detailed
memories of one and no knowledge of the other. Such
information should be used to aid the plot and to provide
interesting roleplaying opportunities for players. If memo-
ries of a specific artifact, place or person would spoil the
plot, then assume that none of the Exalted present retain
any useful memaories of the thing in question. In general,
the higher an Exalted's Permanent Essence score, the more
detailed and common such memories will be. The process
of Exaltation usually involves seemingly ranidom flashes of
such memaories suddenly erupting for a period of hours or
even days. The same thing often happens on a lesser scale
when a member of the Solar Exalted increases her Perma-

nent Essence. Otherwise, these memaries should only
resurface when the Exalted confronts something or some-
one very important to her past, or when the Storyteller
decides that present circumstances resemble an evenr in
the Exalted's previous life.

Seeing First Age structures and artifacts can spawn
such memories, as can meeting other members of the
Celestial Exalted. During the First Age, most of these
powerful beings had at least a passing acquaintance
with one another. Meeting another Celestial Exalted
could trigger memories of a bitter rivalry, a deathless
romance, or merely a drink of water shared at an oasis
long since reclaimed by the desert.

FEesTIVAL

...and above the roof of the palace the People of the
Air flew high and proud. The feathers of their wings
shimmered golden, blue and black — some carried ban-
ners in their feet. One of them swooped down and apened
the hand on her wing ro drop toys and candies to the
children below. Looking out over the city, I could see
that it filled the valley. Evening was falling; the city was
lit like a forest of candles. Thousand of brightly dressed
people were coming to the palace for the festival that
night. Above the throng walking through the glowing
gates hovered half a dozen splendidly armored guards,
each in her own small floating charior.




As night fell, the People of the Air landed and walked
as men and women. The other nobles and [ came down oft
of the roof and wenr ro the halcony that overlooked the
central courtyard, The crowds below were packed into every
place except the main square. A trio of people | knew came
out into the center of the square. They all wore bright red
robes. As music played, they held up their hands; a vast fire
surrounded them and filled the entire plaza. First it burned
vellow and red like old wood, then it began changing color
and shape. We watched the fireworkers make pictures from
the flame: a massive army of men, beasts, land barges and tall
flying boats attacking a grear ciry. Everyone cheered when
the army defeated the city’s defenders.

HunTING

| was one of two Dawn Caste Solars leading a hunt.
There were a dozen other people with us — some looked
like Diragon-Blooded, rwo were some other type of Solar
Exalted, and one was a tall scaled repeile man with a long
rail. We flew through the air in something like a flying
howdah., The vast forest screrched below us, cut by a huge
swatch of fallen trees and torn red earth., It looked like the
feet of gods had mampled this land. We flew along the path
of this devastation until we saw a vast herd of mastodons led
by a huge female, larger than even the biggest yeddim. She
stood raller than the tallest tree, with glowing golden tusks
and brilliant red eyes we could see shining from the air. Her
trurik was thicker than the body of a warhorse. One of my
companions told the helmsman to land near the head of this
immense procession and we all gor our. The sound of the
trees crashing before these giant beasts was like nothing I've
ever heard. The forest hid the rest, but the enormous head
of the herd's leader was easily visible.

One of my companions called to the beast, asking her
to return to her homeland and cease troubling our ciries.
The beast roared defiance and rhe herd charged us as one.
The lizard man raised his arms and shouted. A bolt of fire as
bright as the Sun reached down from the sky and struck the
head of the huge lead mastodon, burning off a portion of its
blood-red fur. It bellowed in rage, but kept coming. My
companions and [ rushed forward. Some shot arrows or
strange magics; I drew a huge blade and swung at the
mammoth queen. The beast hit me with its huge trunk. 1
flew through the air, only stopping when my back hit the
trunk of a great tree. | moved slowly, badly hurt by the
impact, By the time | limped back to the battle, the lizard
man had fallen and was bleeding from terrible wounds,
while the other member of my caste had been crushed under
the creature's huge foot. | raised my sword and used my most
potent Charm. My body bumned and lightming flew from my
arms as | struck. I felt all my Essence explode from my body
into the huge beast. [t shuddered and one of its gigantic tusks
exploded. The airsmelledlike lightning and burned bone as
the blackened remnants of the beast collapsed to the ground.

Everything went black and [ fell over, dead or unconscious.
Yet, even as [ fell, I knew | had done my duty and won our
battle against the spirit of the mammoths.

WyLD BATTLE

It was a fight from an opium-laced nightmare. We
galloped on huge steeds of shining metal across a plain of
human skin, strewn with forests of enormous alabaster
trees and jade feathers and rivers of blackish blood. The sky
was a jagged swirl, green and gold like a mangled piece of
jewelry. Before me was an army of inhumanly thin warriors
mounted on horses of living glass, and beside me were my
companions, We were the soldiers of the Sun and we
fought against the forces the Wyld. Each yard we con-
quered drove them back and increased the size of our
domain. In the distance, behind our enemies, | could see
that the very ground breathed.

| was a great general, with armor made in my colors
and a host of the finest weapons by my side. | fired my bow
at the charging enemies; bolrs of sunfire and hails of arrows
slew dozens them for everyshot I let fly. Yet they turned the
very landscape against us. The earth swallowed a dozen
horses and soldiers on my left. In front of me, ane of the
rivers of blood reared up and lashed out at me. For every
dozen foes [ killed, ar least a dozen more rode up from the
twisted depths of the Wyld. The fighring seemed to go on
for days. Our forces were losing.

When more than half my company had fallen, |
gripped the crystalline pommel of my saddle and shoured
aword that echoed in my head. A tiny shining spirit of cold
violet fire coalesced on my hand, [ ordered it to call for
reinforcements and it vanished in a swirl of light. We
continued fighting until the very air was torm by a sound
beyond all imagining. The earth and sky parted before a
wvast ship, far larger than any whale. It sailed along rhe
ground, its keel buried deep in the earth. We made way for
it, and [ looked up to see the greatest of our number on
board. Strange devices on the ship called lighming from
the sky. The blasts scattered the vast horde we were facing,

The sorcerers on the ship then readied another, even
more powerful mechanism. As it began to glow, the
forces of the Fair Folk charged as one, but we stoad tirm.
The ground reached up and ate the hind legs of my steed,
s0 | jumped from the saddle and fought afoar with lance
and bow. We formed a shield wall as my bolts of solar tire
and the lightnings cleared the land before us. The glow
from behind us flashed as bright as the sun and a strange
light bathed the landscape ahead of me. | was blinded for
amoment. When | could next see, the ground had ceased
tobreathe. The rivers of blood ran ¢lear, and rall rrees and
gray rocks replaced the skin and forests of feathers. The
last of the Fair Folk host soon fell back, their morale
hroken by the loss of their homeland.
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There was a parade,
with me inthe lead. Amid
horns, bells, dancers,
chanting, and bursts of
bright-colored sparks that
flew high in the air, we
went from the palace at
the heart of the city down
to the harbor, For many
hours we walked through
a maze of city streets,
When we arrived at the
warerfronr, the lord of the
city wished me well. Then
| boarded a strange ve-
hicle like a cross berween
a boat and a charior.
commanded it to take me
to the isle nearby, where
the fight was to take place,
and it did so without oars,
sails or crew. When 1 ar-
rived, | left the boat and
walked down to a small
cove on the other side of
the island. | stepped into
the water until my feet
were just wet and called
loudly. I don't remember
what the creature's name
was, but it bellowed a re-
plyand came to do barrle.
It washuge, like akraken,
but larger, with glowing
skin and many more arms.
It came close toshore and
a forest of tentacles
reached up ro drag me
under. [ knew [ would lose
if pulled me under the
water. | fought with a
spear of burning gold and

THE CHALLENGE

| was some manner of champion. [ lived in a sprawling
city, huge, with tall towers of brilliantly colored plass — it
might have been Chiaroscuro before its fall. Winged
people and strange chariots flew through the air, and even
the poorest inhabitants seemed to live in greater luxury
than modern princes. Someone came to me and told me
that the conrest was ready to begin. | knew [ was to fight
some powerful being in single combat. It or something
allied to ithad adispure with the ruler of this great city, and
[ was to decide the issue by fighring the crearure.

many javelins. For each
rentacle ] stabbed, three more reached up o grab me. Soon
it had me in its cold, slimy grip and began to drag me
towards deeper water.

I hacked off dozens of arms even as the remaining ones
rightened around me, | swung and stabbed my spear almost
taster than [ could see. The crearurestill managed to drag me
further inte the shallows, I don't know how I did it, but just
as the water came over my knees, the lasttentacle letgo. The
creature was still there in the water, burt its few remaining
tentacles were busy grabhing up all its severed limbs and
reattaching them. It spoke in my mind then. This huge,
horrible thing congratulated me on an excellent battle and
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DACE

OTHER SOLAR EXALTED

My Circle had been ralking abour making an alliance with
the Deathlord Mask of Winters. Weneeded someone wholooked
tough and impressive — that was me. We also needed someone
to do most of the alking; because the court etiquette of the dead
isn’tmy strong suit, Swan has no rrouble with that sort of thing—
watchinghimmakeall the bowsand touchall those jeweled skulls
in just the right order made it clear he was just as good at his job
aslamatmine, Havingan obvious, firm division of labor is the way
to get things done right. 1'll plan the military campaigns and fighe
the battles — the others can rake care of everything else,

Besides, having a Circle is one of the best things that
ever happened to me. [ love my soldiers, but there are some
things about me that even my closest sergeant shouldn't
know. I've changed since that last battle as a mortal, and
some of those changes are fairly serious. Most people don't
have vivid memories of living in First Age ruins or fighting
duels against seven-armed dragon spirits that no one alive
has ever seen. The men don't need to know about that, but
it's good for me to have someone to talk it out with.

Far FoLk

Mostly | ery woavoid the fey. The Wiyld is our natural enemy
— it sits in opposition to our entire werld. Humaniry and those
ofus who watch over it need stabilivy, order and proper discipline,
The Wild isthe opposite of all that. You can't build there creven
exist without powerful magic. The Fair Folk who dwell in the
Wilderness are no better, They bring chacs o everything they
ouch. They feed on us and drive mad those they touch.

We ran into a band of Ravagers once when we were
traveling from Nexus to Gethamane. There's little worse
than Ravagers — this band was leading children, human
vermnin and deluded madmen off to their collective doom.
Onher than the children, [ didn't care abourt the vicrims, but
Ravagers are like rats — if voudon't kill them, they'll spread.
The leaders had once been human, so they and the hobgob-
lins working with them put up a good fight. They used some
sort of foul magic to force their prisoners to fight for them.

Having to kill kids who don't have any choice about
fighting is simply wrong. The only way tobe certain we're safe
is o wipe out every last Ravagerand everyone of the Fair Folk
we find. Onee we've gotten them, then it will be time to go
after the Wyld regions themselves. That's a jeb for the
magicians, but one 'd be more than happy to help with.

There really isn't anything to be done about the Fair Folk
excepr to kill them or drive them off. If we let them run loose,
soon we'll all be living in the Wyld. When you have an enemy
you can't coexist with, it eventually comes down to a fight to
the death. If we don’t destroy them, they'll destroy us,

There area few FairFolk inand around Nexus whoactually
seem to live among peoplewithout causing too many problems,
They've left the Wyld and settled down among us. Most are
nasty vermin, but a few of them manage to avoid making too
much trouble. A scholar I alked to once claimed that the Fair

Folk are extremely flexible — given where they live, [ imagine
they have tobe. Thisscholarwent on tosay that if Fair Folk dwell
in pools of raw boiling chacs, they become dangerous monsters
like everything else that lives there, but if they come to live
among humans, they gradually trmnsform inro creanires more
like us. [ don'treally believe that— [ certainly wouldn 't lerthem
live inany city | ran — but maybe a few of them can adape rolife
here. We'll see, after we've wiped out all the Wyld areas,

SHADOWLANDS

I still remember my first glimpse of a shadowland. My
company was guarding a noble going to Sijan for his brother’s
funeral. The town was as gray and depressing as you'd expect,
but the actual shadowland was like nothing [ had ever seen.
The ebon spires of polished crystal and the vast black basalt
walls were magnificent. | have never seen anything so beauti-
ful as the rain of water and quicksilver coming down upon us.
[t scared the hell our of me, but also took my breath away.

Deeatch is always a loss. Sometimes it's heroic, but far too
often, it's sad, pathetic or useless. I've seen more of it than
mast, and it can still leave me shaking in my bed late at night.
Being Exalted doesnt get rid of the fear. Anyone whodoesn't
feel that cold, tight terror in their gut when they pass neara
shadowland has something wrong with them. Shadowlands
are terrifying and glorious — visiting one is an experience
vou never forpget.

Farall that most people fear them, the shadowlands are
here to stay, and most of us can look forward to eventually
moving there, Like it or not, death is not going away, So,
what are they like! ['ve only seen two: the one at Sijan and
what Thoms has become niow that it's Mask of Winrer's
domain. They're both creepy, and Thoms is certainly not
someplace I'd ever live, but they also have a dark beaury that
haunts me.

What you can see of existence in a shadowland is often
disturbing, but some of the Deathlords are beings we can leamn
to work with, I've heard the stories of souls forged into blades
and ghosts who offend their masters being tortured for cenru-
ries, I'm convinced those stories are true, and that other, worse
horross all happen in the shadowlands every day. On the other
hand, Mask of Winters and the Abyssal Exalved I've dealt with
appear to be creatures of honor. If you offend a Deathlord, you
can look forward roa fate far worse than death, but they keep
theirword and deal well with theirallies, They're not ravening
monsters or beings of insane chaos,

Deathlords are always trying to expand their lifeless do-
mains, butthey're given toslowand careful planning rather than
lightning-fast artacks. Usually you can predict what they'll do
next. | can'tsay Lenjoved it when the walking dead were hoping
I'd step off the traveler's road into Whitewall and become their
meat. However, they rigidlyhonest in making and keeping their
bargains. Thar and their predictabilicy allows us to safely deal
with themaftera fashion. Andwe'd berter get used to it, because
death isn't going to vanish any time soon.

Working with the Deathlords is a perfect example of
how the enemy of your enemy is your friend. The conflict
hetween the shadowlands and the Realm is ancient and
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Blood Swan's light kindles my Essence and 1 blaze
bright, hot, battle hunger like wine in my blood. [ know |
shall die, bur | don't care. My own blinding light illumi-
nates the spells of death and destruction rraced on the
walls of the room, knotted into the blankets, smoking in
the sweer incense that burns beside my bed. My wife is
tangled among the bedclothes, ill-aspected sheets wrapped
around her throat. Every heartbear that passes costs me
time and strength, but [ go to her, lay a kiss upon her lips
and fight the spells that cling like a greasy film to her pallid
skin. Blood Swan pulses in my hand, jealous, her orichalum
blade blood-red in the faltering light of the glistens.

The death magic is powerful, and suddenly, I recog-
nize it. [t is Saturn's own dark magic. My own kind are
murdering me — they are the only ones strong enough o
do it. 1 pour my strength into the healing spells anyway,
fighting for my mate's life. Obligation demands it. | know
from my dream that she isn't the target of this treacherous
attack. [ am. Kneeling beside the bed, I trace the healing
patterns on her skin; itis the lase time [ will touch her, She
comes awake, gasping, lips blue, and throws my hands off,
long teeth bared in half-conscious panic.

“Fearher. It's me. Don't —" I duck her sudden clawed
swipe and wonder if she too, is among my betrayers. Blood
Swan hums reassurance, her edge remains loval, “Feather!"

“My husband.” Her voice is thick, her throat half-
changed to some inhuman thing, but she doesn't artack
me once she recognizes me. “What's happening?”

*Berrayal. The Sidereals, ourown kind. Or some of them.
You must escape and warm — whoever survives tonight.”

She shakesherhead, herhand stealing to the arichalcum
marriage collar locked around her neck, mate to mine and
the symbol of our oaths. “No. [ can't leave you. | won't.”

“Now's no time to discover a sense of duty!™ | snap as
I lash out with Blood Swan, severing her callar without
touching her. My sword cries for Feather's blood and
strains under my control. The two of them have always
been jealous of each other. “Ger out of here! Find a way,
take some shape — a mouse, a hawk — something!"

“How!" She throws aside her broken marriage collar
and snarls at me, blue fur spilling down her back, hackles
rising in sudden anger. Now that it is too late, far oo late,
I see the hurt and anger — and love — in her double-
pupiled eyes. [t was not her oaths thar kept her by my side
all these decades. I never puessed. “How?"

There's no window in this room. [ used 1o be afraid of
the changes that came over Feather under the touch of
Luna. The door — it was warping slowly, silver inlay
carroding under the touch of something. I was the only way
out: My hand tightened on Blood Swan and I called on my
magic, shaping it into an impassable shield. I felt my aura
shift and transform into the quicksilver flicker of protec-
rion, gliding over my bady in a familiar caress. I let my will
flow into Blood Swan. She hummed sweetly and the blade
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tuned itself to my aura, becoming a part of me, an exten-
stont of my body. The room seemed to grow smaller,
confining, and 1 could count every particle of air as it
drifted slowly past me. My desperarion fed my Charms. It
wasn't just a good death I was fighting for now. L had ro give
Fearher a chance of escape somehow,

“When you see a chance — rake it. Don't hesitate and
don’t — don’t look back.” | turned away from whatever she
might have said and put myselfin front of the faltering door,

Diarkness was seeping like syrup berween the growing
cracks in the door. The ivory groaned, eaten away by rank
acid. The smell hit me and | gagged, eyes watering. As the
door rorted away, | saw a black, slow fire. Mo monsters, no
warriors, not even the hallway beyond — just a throbbing,
blazing mass filling the corridor from top to botrom. Like
a slow-motion bonfire, the stuff lurched through the open-
ing, thick rendrils reaching for me.

It spread across the floor, eating away the silk carpets,
trying to find a way past my defenses. | felt its power then,
and knew it was strong enough to overcome me. Spells
werte laced through the fore, designed to kill — designed ro
kill Solars. Designed to kill me.

I didn't know what it was — some Fair thing from deep
i the Wyld, perhaps, fed Sidereal strength tokeep it fluid and
tormless in the heart of an Exalted stronghold. [t didn't
marter. Blood Swan's shrill ery was deafening and the glare
trom her wardingeye scorched the shapeless mass. [ bulled my
way forward, using my Essence as a shield. Where fire and
sunlight met, green flames burst out, hissing like snakes.
Smoke crawled over the floor, half-alive under the weight of
miagic in the room. The carpet beneath my bare feer began to
smoke. Behind me Feather began to cough and call on her
own defenses. Then her voice became an animal roar as she
took shape to beat back the cozing flames thar were filling the
room. There was so much of it — even as the leading edge
smoked and burst into ash, more flowed in to replace it

I plunged Blood Swan deep into the mass and some-
thing within it exploded. The viscid flame spattered me,
burning me with spreading wounds. A blazing tenracle
whipped past my defenses and struck me. [ dodged the
worst of it, but it scorched my shoulder ta the bone. [ felt
the shock of poison eating away at my flesh, but had no
time for it | slashed apain, cutting the mass aparr, using
myself as a shield, as a battering ram, hoping to clear
enough space so that Feather might escape this. But there
was only more fire seeping under my feer, eating away army
body. Bones grew visible in my hand as muscle and sinew
melted away. [ could barely feel Blood Swan.

All my delight in battle had left me. There wasno joy
in this, no heroism, and my god had turned his face from
me long ago. 1 threw my fading strength at the voiceless,
taceless flame, fighting to clear the hallway — enough for
a mouse, a hawk, something, There was only wet heat and
pain, terrible pain and, beyond that, something worse.
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.~ MAGIC OF
~ THE DAWN

X

NEW CHARMS

ARCHERY

BovT oF FiEry DEVASTATION TECHNIQUE

Cost: 10 motes, 1 Willpower
Dauration: Instant
Type: Simple
Minimum Archery: 6
Minimum Essence: 6
Prerequisite Charms: Solar Spike

Thecharacter pullsa bolrof fiery Essence acrass his bow,
The character makes a normal Dexterity + Archery roll, but
the base damage is equal to the character’s Permanent
Essence. This damage is aggravated. The bolt moves as
quicklyasasmoke of lighming. ltsdeadly power is notsubject
to penalties for range or wind, though poor visibility can
hamper shooting. These boles can be fired to a distance of
{firing character’s Essence x 10Q) yards.

INEXHAUSIBLE BOLTS OF SOLAR FIRE

Cost: 10 motes, | Willpower

Duration: One scene

Type: Simple

Minimum Archery: 5

Minimum Essence: 4

Prerequisite Charms: Solar Spike, Rain of Feathered Death

The character can fight an entire battle without need-
ing toworryaboutarrows, For the restof the scene, every time
the characrer shoots her bow, she fires a bolr of concentrared
solar Essence that does the same base damage as any type of
arrow she desires. These arrows are not subject to penalties
for range or wind, though poor visibility can hamper shoor-
ing. These bolts have the normal range for arrows fired from
the type of bow the character 15 using.

SHOT WITHOUT DisTANCE EXERCISE

Cost: 4 motes
Duration: Instant
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Archery: 3
Minimum Essence: 4
Prerequisite Charms: There [s No Wind

The character's Essence propels the ammow at the speed of
thought. Environmental penaltiesdonotapply tothe chamerer's
Archery arrack, be they for range, high winds, bad weather, bad
ammunition, exceedingly difhiculr called shors or any other
external factors. In addition, this shot has no range limitations,
Aslongasthe firing character can seethe target, even if it is only
a tiny dot near the horizon, the shor ¢an hir this distant goal. If
the characrer enhances her sight with a Charm such as Unsur-
passed Sight Discipline {see Exalted, page 196), she can
literally shoot the hat off of the head of a targer five miles away.
Aswith the Charm There Is No Wind, splitting a dice pool for
multiple actions is not considered an environmental penaley.
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BrawL

Knockout BLow
Cost: 3 motes + 2 motes per additional die
Duration: Instant
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Brawl: 4
Minimum Essence: 3
Prerequisite Charms: Ox-Stunning Blow
With greater skill and Essence comes preater power and
control. This Charm allows the character to precisely gauge the
amount of damage he is causing, Punches enhanced by this
Charm cannotaccidentally dolethal damage tothe tarwer. [f the
player rolls more health levels of damage than the targer has
remaining health levels, all remaining damage is ignored. lf the
damage rolled is insufficient to knock out the aroet, then the
attacker can roll addinional dice in an arrempr to do enough
damage to knock the target out. The character may buy
additional damage dice ar 2 mores per die. These dice are bought
and rolled one at a time as a Reflexive Action, and a character
can continue buying and rolling them for as long as he can pay
for them. A character cannot buy dice togain additional damage
levels beyond those required ro knock our the target.
haracters can easily run out of Essence if thev use this
Charm repeatedly. If a character runs out of Essence while
using this Charm, counr all damage dice that have been paid
for, This Charm cannot be used if the character is wielding
Tiger Claws or any other weapon or magical effect that
causes his punches to do lethal damage.

Pounping HaMMeR OF DevasTATION TECHMIOUE

Cost: 7 motes
Duration: Instant
Type: Supplemental
Minimum Brawl: 3
Minimum Essence: 5
Prerequisite Charms: Heaven Thunder Hammer

The character concentrates vast amounts of Essence
around her hands, allowing her to inflict terrible wounds. The
character’s blow does lethal damage. In addition, when used
against a living rarget, this Charm adds a bonus to the base
damage of the artack equal to the attacking character’s Perma-
nent Essence. However, this Charm is far more effecrive when
used against inanimare targets. If the character attacks an
inanimate object, add a number of damage levels equal to four
times the artacking characrer’s Permanent Essence, A single
such punchor kick can knock down a sturdy oak door or break
a hole in a ship’s hull large enough to walk through.

ADAMANTINE FisTS OF BATTLE

Cost: 7 motes, 1 Willpower
Duration: One scene
Type: Supplemental

Minimum Brawl: 5




Minimum Essence: 6
Prerequisite Charms: Heaven Thunder Hammer, Hammer
on lron Technigue

Essenice concentrates around the character's hands, infusing
them with great and lasting power. For the next full scene, the
character adkds a number of levels of damape equal 1o twice her
Permanent Essence 1o all Brawling attacks, When this Charm is
performed, the caster can also specify whether these areacks will
do bashing orlethal darmage. Using thisCharm, the charactercan
even choose ro do bashing damage when wielding a weapon that

would normally cause his blow to do lethal damage,

MARTIAL ARTS

TIGER-STYLE MARTIAL ARTS

Ticer's CLaws

Characters may use T'I_E-_It'r':-i Claws fl':."-:."E'!.'

withall the Charms in the cascade derived from
Crimson Leaping Cat Technigue.

CriMsoN LEarinG CAT TECHNIOUE

Cost: 3 motes

Duration: Cne turmn

Type: Supplemental

Minimum Martial Arts: 2

Minimum Essence: 2

Prerequisite Charms: None

The character charges her form with Essence, moving
with the speed and agility of a leaping tiger. During the turn
when this Charm isactivated, the character adds her Martial
Arts score to her Dexterity for purposes of determining how
tast she can sprint, run or jump in a single rum.

STRIKING FURY CLAWS ATTACK

Cost: 2 motes

Dration: Instant

Type: Supplemental

Minimum Martial Arts: 3

Minimum Essence: ?

Prerequisite Charms: Crimson Leaping Cat Technique
The character charpes her anima with Essence, which in

i infuses her hands with the power of a tiger's deadly claws, Her

blowsdolethal damage even if she isnot wearing riger claws. [fshe

is using niger claws, she may add a number of damage dice equal

ro her Permanent Essence score to her raw darmage for the armck.

T1GER FORM

Cost: & motes

Duration: One scene

Type: Simple

Minimum Martial Arts: 4

Minimum Essence: 2

Prerequisite Charms: Seriking Fury Claws Artack

The character adopts the artinsde and stance of a raging
riger —crouching, ready to spring on its prey. While using the
Tiger Form, he adds his Martial Arts score to hisdamage when
making Martial Arts attacks and adds his Permanent Essence
to hisbashingand lethal soak totals. The damage bonusapplies
only if the characrer is artacking barchanded or wearing riger
claws. Also, the characrer’s Martial Artsartacks automatically
do lethal damage even if he is not wearing tiger claws, and the
character suffers no penalties for fighting while prone. This
Charm is incompatible with armor. Characters cannot use
more than one martial arts form-type Charm at a time,

Racing Tiger PouncE

Cost: 2 motes
Duration: CUhne turn
Type: Supplementary
Minimum Martial Arts: 4
Minimum Essence: 1
Prerequisite Charms: Tiger Form

The character can use her Essence to guide her attacks
in imitation of a tiger leaping on its prey. If her artack strikes
her opponent, she automarically knocks that opponent
down. Only Charms like Immaculate Balance or other
similar magical effects that maintain the target character's
halance can prevenr the victim from falling.

SPINE SHATTERING BITE

Cost: 3 mote + 1 mote per die
Duration: [nstant
Type: Simple
Minimum Martial Arts: 4
Minimum Essence: 3
Prerequisite Charms: Raging Tiger Pounce

The characrer can infuse his hands with Essence, hard-
ening them to the degree that they cause massive and deadly
wounds. The character’s hands do base damage of 4L if he
attacksunarmed, or add 4 o his base damage ifhe is attacking
with tiger claws. For each additional mote of Essence spent
on this Charm, the character may add one die to a single
attack, up toa limit of double the character's regular Dexrer-
ity + Melee dice pool. The attacker’s hands leave deep
furrows in the target; they can even claw through wooden or
iron-bound doors and deeply score stone in a single blow,

STALKING CAT MOVEMENT MEDITATION

Cost: 3 motes + | mote per die
Duration: COne scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Martial Arts: 5
Minimum Essence: 2
Prerequisite Charms: Tiger Form

Like the tiger, the Exalted can'stealthily stalk her prey.
Whenever she sneaks up onan opponent, the character may
add one die toall Stealth and Awareness rollsinvolved in the
ambush for every two motes of Essence spent activating this
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Charm. The effects persist unril the character ambushes her
target o1 she is detecred. The character cannot spend more
motes to increase her dice pool than she has points of
Permanent Essence. This Charm only works when a charac-
ter is actually sneaking up on an apponent; no bonuses are
gained if the character is attempting to sneak away from
danger or for any other purpose (for example, stealing
something or scouting enemy positions).

LEAP FrROM CLOAKING SHADOWS ATTACK

Cost: 5 mores

Duration: Instant

Type: Supplemental

Minimum Martial Arts: 5

Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Stalking Cat Movement Meditation
The Exalted can spring from cover with the deadly force

of a tiger leaping onto the back of an unsuspecting gazelle.

When attacking a target unaware of the Exalted character’s

presence, the target’s lethal or bashing soak score is halved

before the raw damage of the attack is applied. If the target

knows the attacker's location, or is aware of an impending

attack, this Charm does not function. A target's successful use

af the Surprise Anticipation Method (see Exalted, p. 197)

completely negates the effects of this Charm,

CeLesTiaL Ticer Hipe

Cost: 5 motes, 1 Willpower
Duration: One scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Martial Arts: 5
Minimum Essence: 2
Prerequisite Charms: Tiger Form

[nfusing her skin with the toughness of a tiger’s hide,
the character strengthens it against all forms of damage.
Thie character may add her Martial Artsscare to all bashi ng
and lethal soak rolls for the duration of the scene. This
Charm is incompatible with armor and has no effect on

ageravated damage.

ANGRY PREDATOR FRENZY STYLE

Cost: 7 motes, 1 Willpower
Duration: One scene
Type: Extra Action
Minimum Martial Arts: 5
Minimum Essence: 4
Prerequisite Charms: Spine Shattering Bire, Leap From
Cloaking Shadows Attack, Celestial Tiger Hide

Burning with the passion of an enraged tiger, the charac-
ter can lash out ina rain of deadly blows. A character using this
Charm maymake two attacks every tum, solongasshe usesher
Martial Arts abiliry. In addition, whenever she is successfully
artacked, the character may immediately {before damage is
determined) make a Marrial Arts counterattack with a dice
pool equal to her Martial Arts ability plus the attacker’s extra
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successes from his attack. The damage from the opponent's
attack and his own counterstrike are applied simultaneously.
This Charm cannot be used to reraliate against any other
counterattack Charm. Each blow does lethal damage even if
the artacking character is not wearing tiger claws, If desired, a
full parry or full dodge can be substituted for one or both of the
character’s two normal actions. However, the character can-
not split any of these dice pools to obtain further mulriple
actions. This Chatm is incompatible with armor. A character
using Angry Predator Frenzy Style cannor use any other Extra
Actions-type Charms while this Charm is acrive.

MELEE

WHIRLWIND OF SEARING BLOWS

Cost: T motes, 1 Willpower

Duration: One scene

Type: Supplemental

Minimum Melee: 4

Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Fire and Stones Strike
Thecharacterincreaseshermastery ofherpowerand learns

t charge her weapon with Essence for an entire hartle. Filled

withdevaseatingmight, the weapon candeliver punishing blows

toall opponents. Add the character's permanent Essence to the

weapon'sdamage for the rest of the scene. Any weapon save one

of exceprional qualiry will fall to pieces after the end of this scene.

and only weapons made of the Five Magical Materials can stand

up ta repeated uses of this Charm, A character can benefit from

the eftects of only one application of this Charm at a time.

ProTECTION OF CELESTIAL BLISS

Cost: 7 motes, | Willpower
Duration: Special
Type: Reflexive
Minimum Melee: 5
Minimum Essence: 6
Prerequisite Charms: Heavenly Guardian Defense, Five-
fold Bulwark Stance

The character may block, without rolling, a number
attacksagainst him that he isaware of equal tohis Melee Abiliry,
even if the artack is not normally blockable (like a bolt of acid
or a hurtling boulder). Blocking even a single strong artack by
a powerful spirit or a Yozi will cause any non-magical weapons
1o perish, bur the Charm will blunt the ateack at no harm to the
blocking character. Characters wielding magical weapons can
parry any number of incredibly powerful attacks without risk.

THROWN

RicOcHET WEAPON TECHNIQUE

Cost: 1 mote per ricochet
Duration: Instant

Type: Supplemental
Minimum Thrown: 2




Minimum Essence: 2
Prerequisite Charms: Precision of the Striking Raptor
The character can bounce any thrown weapon off of an
object and have it hit its intended target without penalty.
Each additional ricochet increases the cost of the Charm by
one mote of Essence, Bouncing a weapon of off a wall behind
a target normally allows the character to hic her target from
behind, denying the target the protection of cover or shields.
Mulriple ricochers can even allow the character to hit targets
hiding around comers. When using this Charm, rolls to hir
targets tharthe character cannot see are ar +1 difficulty if the
target’s exact position is known, or at difficulty +2 if the
character is aiming by sound or intuition.

ReariNG THE BLoODY WHEAT

Cost: 6 motes

Duration: Instant

Type: Extra Actions

Minimum Thrown: 4

Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Ricochet Weapon Technique
Whenacharcter makesa Thrown attack using thisCharm,

the weapon ricochets from one targer to the next, until it finally

retums to the character’s hand at the end of the tum. The weapon

makes a number of separate atacks equal to the character's

Thrown score. Each tarper must be in range and no tarpet can be

hit more than once per turmn with this attack. Each attack is made

at the character’s normal Thrown dice pool, with no subtractions

for multiple actions. [fan amack misses, the weapon continues on
1o its next rget. However, if any of these rolls borch, the weapon
hitsanunintended tirget and drops to the ground, Rollingabowch
means that a character may be hit by her own weapon.
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WhirLinG Razor Guarman TECHMIQUE

Cost: 7 motes, 1 Willpower
Duration: One scene or special
Type: Simple
Minimum Thrown: 3
Minimum Essence: 3
Prerequisite Charms: Reaping the Bloody Wheat
Once thrown, a weapon using this Charm conrinues o
strike targets for the duration of the scene. Bouncing off of
trees, walls, targets and the ground, the weapon makes one
artack onatarget each turn. Onee the weapon is in motion, the
attacking character need not worry about it, and can act
normally without any penalty. When the weapon is thrown,
the character must decide whom it will attempt to serike each
rurn. [his choice cannot be changed once made, and the
weapon cannot be recalled once set in motion. If a target dies
or moves out of range, the weapon continues on to its next
targer. Each artack ismade ar the aracking character's normal
Thrown dice pool, at the character's initiative for the tum,
This Charm ends if the caster flees or dies, or once the
weapon hias failed to inflict damage on a number of artacks
equal to the artacker’s Permanent Essence score. Such failure
may stem from the target's dodge or parry or because the




weapon struck successfully but did no damage, The weapon
can be attacked at difficulty 4; if successfully struck, it is
batted from the air and its deadly rampage ends. If an attack
roll for the weapon botches, the weapon strikes an unin-
tended target — a person or an object — and the Charm
fades. If the Charm is used on several successive turns, a
character can fill the air around him with deadly hlades,

ReTurNiMg WEAPON COMCENTRATION

Cost: 4 motes

Duration: One scene

Type: Supplemental

Minimum Thrown: 3

Minimum Essence: |

Prerequisite Charms: Precision of the Striking Raptor
Any thrown weapon wed by the character in this scene

returns to his hand at the end of the tum inowhich it was thrown.

Evenifthe weaponhitsand damagesanopponent, it fliesfromthe

wound to its owner's hand. Using this Charm, a chamcter need

nit worry about running out of weapons to throw, However, a

botch on any Thrown roll prevents that weapon from returning,

PERFORMANCE

Commanping THE loeat CELESTIAL ARMY

Cost: 3 motes

Duration: Instant

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 4

Minimum Essence: 3

Prerequisite Charms: Heroism-Encouraging Presence
One of the greatest dangers of warfare is troops being out

of touch with their commander. This Charm allows the casrer

to shout a short message ro every soldier under her command.

All friendly troops within a radius equal to the caster's Essence

x 100 yards will hear the message. The message must be

possible to call our during a single tum of combat and cannot

contain more than a dozen words. In general, only its intended

rargets can hear it; opponents will not hear the message unless

they are within earshot of the character using this Charm.

GENERAL OF THE ALL-SERING SUN

Cost: 4 motes

Dration: Instant

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 5

Minimum Essence: 4

Prerequisite Charms: Commanding the [deal Celestial Army
As with Commanding the Ideal Celestial Army, a

character using this Charm can give an order audible o all

troops under her command. In addition, the instant before

she pives the order, she receives impressions of how the battle

is going on every front. The character is aware of any

weakness in her lines and of which troops (if any) can safely

be moved elsewhere. This knowledge combined with the
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ability to give a short command (two dozen words or less) to
either the entire army or te any section of it — for example,
“the cavalry” or “the mroops on the left flank” — enables the
character to exercise amazing conrral aver her soldiers,

IpEAL BATTLE KNOWLEDGE PRANA

Cost: 10 motes, 1 Willpower

Duration: One scene

Type: Simple

Minimum Performance: 5

Minimum Essence: 6

Prerequisite Charms: General of the All-Seeing Sun
Thefog of war is banished for those who are truly blessed

by the Unconquered Sun. For the rest of the scene, a

character using this Charm knows how all areas of the bartle

are going and is instantly aware of any weakness in his lines

or of any troops who have crushed their opponents. The

character can, at will, speak messages that will be heard by his

entire army, or by any specific portion of it to which he wishes

ro give orders. This ability to continuously direct the battle

gives all soldiers under the character’s command one addi-

tional die for all combar-relared rolls and reduces by 1 the

difficulty of all Valor rolls made by those same troops,

PRESENCE

PreY-FREEZING GAZE

Cost: 4 motes
Duration: One scene or special
Type: Simple
Minimum Presence: 3
Minimum Essence: 2
Prerequisite Charms: Harmonious Presence Meditation
When the character usesthisCharm, she impresses a single
earger with rhe overwhelming power of her commanding
nature, Targets who fail a Valor roll at difficulty + 2 are frozen in
place, unable to move for the next scene. This paralysis is
emorional rather than physical, but cannot be broken as long as
the attacking character continues to gaze intently ar the target.
While keeping this eye contact, the character can be no more
than five yardsfrom the target. Shealso cannot move faster than
a walk or perform any complex or difficult actions, The target
receives additional Valor rolls whenever anyone harms ar
abviously atrempts 1o harm him, If the character ceases o paze
at the targer, the paralysis continues for the next three full tums,
but the target instantly breaks free if anyone harms ar obviously
attempts to harm him. This Charm has no effect on targets
whose Essence is higher than the casting character's.

Commanp Voice

Cost: 8 motes
Duration: One scene
Type: Simple
Minimum Presence: 5
Minimum Essence: 4
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Prerequisite Charms: Hypnotic Tongue Technique

The character surrounds herself with a potent aura of
authority. Unlike Terrifying Apparitionof Glory, this Charm
does not produce an obvious or overwhelming effect. In-
stead, everyone whao is inclined to follow orders — including
peasants, servants, shop assistants, enlisted military person-
nel and similarindividuals—will obey the character as if she
were in a position of authority over them, Any target that
makes a successful opposed Willpower roll against the char-
acter realizes that the character does not have the authority
ro command him. Evervone else will obey all reasonable-
sounding commands given by the character, Orders to
commit suicide, go on killing rampages, or requests o give
rhe characrer most or all of the rarget’s money or possessions
will end the character’s influence over the targer. However,
requests for information or admirtance o otherwise re-
srricted areas will be instantly pranted, as will demands for
moderately expensive merchandise (up to Resources ®#) in
a shop, even if the character does not pay for it

Targers may make another opposed Willpower roll o
disobey the character if a recognized superior contradices the
character's orders. Targets who fail this roll will ignore their
actual superior's requests. One of this Charm's most patent
and useful fearures is thar others observing the interaction
will see nothing odd or magical about the character or the
target’s reaction. This Charm has no effecton beings with an
Essence greater than 1, thiough it has proven effective on Fair
Folk comrmoners and other supermnatural creatures of an
inherently servile narure.

ENCHANTED ITEMS
HEARTHSTONES

HEARTHSTONE OF AIR:

STONE OF AIRWALKING (MANSE #ees)

Whenever the bearer of this stone desires, she can
walk on the air instead of the ground. Although she still
moves at her normal movement rate, the character can
move safely across water or quicksand by walking on a layer
of air lying above the surface. Inaddition, the character can
walk up or down the air as easily as others walk up or down
a staircase. With sufficient climbing, the character can
walk along for miles above the ground. However, if the
character trips or is knocked down, she may fall ro her death
uriless she can get her feet under her by making a successful
Dexrerity + Athletics roll at difficulty 3. Also, the stone
onlyallows the character to move in thisfashion. Any steed
shie rides must still travel along the ground. This stone s a
soft whire with brilliant sky-blue veins and swirls, resem-
bling a tiny soliditied cloud.

HEARTHSTONE OF EARTH:

THE JEWEL OF STABILITY (MANSE ®*e)
This stone is solid inky black and slightly rough. Any

character bearing it cannot lose his balance or fall down as
long as he is standing on the ground, In addition to being
immune to knockdowns and knockback, the characrer will
never slip or fall while running along a narrow ice-covered
mountain path or sprinting along a slick walkway of small,
wet, moss-covered stones. The character also cannor be
picked upwhile standing on the ground. Even whenstanding
on one foor, he remains firmly rooted to the earth. All forms
of movement while climbing ropes and ladders or on upper
stories of a building are unaffected by this Hearthstone.

HEARTHSTONES OF FIRE:

GEM OF PERFECT MOBILITY (MANSE eeees)

Any Exalted bearing this Hearthstone moves as swiftly
as aracingfire. A character attuned to the stone can take two
normal actions per turn without any penalties and may
divide her dice pools normally to gain additional acrions. By
taking both acrions as movements, the character can also
walk, run or sprint twice as fast as normal. Sercery still takes
the normal time to cast, and using these additional actions
makes the character appear inhumanly fast. Anyone seeing
the character move or react this rapidly will know she is not
human. This Hearthstone is a brilliant red and glows as
bright as a candle. The addirional action gained from using
the stone is incompatible with all Extra Actions Charms.
The character can use one or the other, but never both.

HEARTHSTONES OF WATER:

THE BLOODSTONE (MANSE =®)

This stone purifies and controls the blood of any
Exalted who carries it, While carrying such a stone, the
Exalred is immune o all poisons and diseases. She also
never bleeds. Although all wounds do normal damage, the
character never loses blood and so never need worry about
bleeding to death. The stone is a deep sea-green liberally
speckled with blood-red flecks.

STONE OF AQUATIC PROWESS (MANSE ***)

This Hearthstone appears to be a smooth ovoid of pure
water bound into a solid shape. It is completely invisible if
placed in water. Anyone attuned to this Hearthstone
becomes fully amphibicus. In addition to being able to
breathe warer and survive swimming in near-freezing seas
without harm, the user can also swim at a maximum speed
equal to her normal running speed. Also, all farigue and
mobility penalties for armor are reduced by -1 while in
water. Characters wearing lightor medium armor can swim
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normally, Those wearing heavy or superheavy armor can-
notswim, bur can comfortably walk along the bottom of the
lake or ocean. The user can also fight normally in the water
and suffers no penalties when battling aquatic creatures.
Most examples of this Hearthstone are found in Manses
that are partially or completely submerged.

HEARTHSTONE OF WOOD:

THE MONKEY STONE (MANSE *#)

This Hearthstone is a rich reddish brown, with a surface
that looksand feels like soft, furry bark. [t gives the bearer the
agility of an arboreal primate. Any character who possesses
such a stone reduces the difficulty of all Athletics rolls
involving balance, jumping or climbing by 2 (to a minimum
of difficuley 1). In addition, the stone doubles the character’s
climbing speed and the distance she can jump,

MAGICAL ARTIFACTS

THE MapOF AZURE VICTORY (ARTIFACT ®*°)

Almost every Dawn Caste who hears of this item desires
it. Anyone using this map can clearly see the terrain and the
troop movements occurring around her in batele. Spending
5 motes of Essence activates this map for a full day. Once
activated, the map’s mirror-smooth silvery surface reshapes
iself into representations of every fearure of terrain within
ewo miles of the user. In addition, the map indicates the
locations of all troops and civilians with various colors of
jeweled sand that glide gently from compartments concealed
within the artifact. Each grain of sand represents a single
soliderorcivilian, Troopsallied with the casteralways appear
as bright azure sand, civilians are white, and the user verbally
assigns enemy and neutral troops any of the remaining six
colors. Grains of sand representing Exalred or other magical
beings glow. Different colors and intensities of glow indicare
different types of beings. The map is a relatively thin, two-
foarsquare of solid sitver. [t weighs 10 1bs. and can fold down
to a block 8 inches on a side and 1 inch thick. [t can only be
used when fully unfolded. Legend claims that six such maps
were creared, and the armies of the Realm are known to have
two. The fate of the other four maps is unknown.

THe CHARIOT OF AERIAL CONQUEST

(ARTIFACT eoees)

This well-armored flying vehicle was ane of the Old
Realm’s most fantastic creations. The Chariot of Aerial
Conquest is a large pentagonal vehicle that superficially
resembles a well-armored howdah, and can carry up to a

dozen infantry soldiers, five riders and their horses, or two

warstriders. The chariot can travel as fast asa galloping horse
and flies up to 20 yanrds above the ground. Windows in four
of its five sides can be opened wide enough to ler passengers
use baws and thrown weapons. When open, these windows
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provide 75 percent cover (-3 against missiles, -1 apainst
melee attacks). When closed, the resultant window-slits
provide 90 percent cover (-4 against missiles, -2 against
melee attacks) and limited visibility. Each of these four sides
can also open wide enough to admit three armaored warriors
or one person leading a horse. The fifth side incorporates a
magically transparent window, behind which the vehicle's
pilot sits. Pilots must have a Sail score of at least 2 and must
pilot the craft using a Wits + Sail dice pool. The chariot
requires two full rums o rake off ar land. I has five retract-
able landing legs that can extend up w0 a vard. The legs
function independently and allow the chariot to land on
maoderately rough terrain. However, this vessel is too heavy
to safely landed on water, deep mud, or ather terrain inca-
pable of supporting a large, fully loaded wagon.

The battle chariot is almost silent when in motion and
can be commanded to alter its color to march the hue of the
sky. When the vehicle travels in this covert fashion, human
observers on the ground will only notice it if they succeed in
making a Perceprion + Awareness roll ar difficulry 2. How-
ever, the craft is immediately obvious whenever it attempts
to land or take off. Also, any Exalred or spirit within 30 yards
of the craft instantly feels the wash of magical enerey from it
This vehicle is designed for the special use of Dawn Caste
warriors and can channel a Dawn anima effect. This wave of
terror emanates from the charior, while the Dawn Caste rides
safely inside. Because of the massive amount of energy
required, this effect can only be used when the chariot has
landed. Acrivating a barrle chariot requires the user to place
a Hearthstone of at least level 3 from a manse towhich he is
attuned into a special receptacle inside the vehicle.

SHIELD BRACER (ARTIFACT **)

Made as a single ormamented bracer, this item protects
the wearer by puiding her arm to block missile and melee
artacks. When acrivated, the bracer provides protection
equivalent to a tower shield, reducing the number of suc-
cesses from all melee atracks on the wearer by -1 and all
missile attacks by -2, Anyone wearing this artifact cannot
WiEar dary l.:ll'.].'.lET f'l'_'ll'l'.l.'l l.'_'ll" bIﬂCEl’. HEI\"-'E".-"ET, thE User i.F.- not
encumbered in any other fashion. Shield bracers contain a
setting for a single Hearthstone. They require the commir-
ment of 3 motes of Essence to activate the Hearthstone and
trigeer the bracer’s own magical powers.

RAzoR CLAWS (ARTIFACT ®)

Useable with either Brawling or Martial Arts, this pair
of deadly weapons is a set of razor-sharp claws that strap onto
the wearer's hands. Although wearing them does not impair
the user's manual dexterity, they are narmally only worn for
bartle. Few people wish to shake hands with someone whose
hands are encased in lethal steel. Razor Claws always come
in pairs and consist of fingerless leather gloves firted with
three slightlycurved blades, Each blade extends three inches
beyond the wearer’s knuckles. In addivien to causing horrific
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rending wounds, these claws also add 2 dice to all climbing
rolls made by the wearer. Razor Claws can be made from
orichaleum, moonsilver, jade, starmetal or soulsteel and gain
the same benefits as every other weapon made from these
materials (see Exalted, p. 341, for details). Usingaset of razor
claws requires che wearer to commit 2 motes of Essence to
them. Razor claws count as tiger claws for the purposes of
practicing Tiger-Style martial arts.

LIGHTNING CHAIN (ARTIFACT ®*e)

The lishtning chain is one of the most difficult and
widely acclaimed marrial arts weapons of the First Ape.
Lightning chains are 10-foot lengths of enchanted metal
links remarkably sensitive to Essence. In the hands of an
Exalted, alighmingchain canalter its form inresponse tothe
wielder's will. When used in barttle, the chain can be charged
with 2 motes of Essence, allowing it to perform a variety of
unusual feats. Charging a lighming chain wirth Essence isa
Reflexive Action.

Although the chain normally does bashing damage, if
charged with Essence, the metal crackles with elecrricity and
can be commanded to do either lethal or bashing damage on
any artack. When commanded to do lethal damage, blades
of pure Essence form along the chain’s length. Charging the
chain with Essence also allows its wielder to alter the length
of the chain during that same scene, An Essence-charged
state allows the chain links to slip against each other so thar
the chain can vary in length berween 2 and 20 feet, depend-
ing on rhe desire of the Exalted character using it. Once the
scene is over, the chain remains at its final length uneil it is
charged again. Exalted who carry this weapon often shorten
it and wear it as a belt. When lengthened, this weapon can
strike targets up to 20 feet away without penalry.

In addition to striking, the wielder can also wrap the
chain around a rarger. This type of atrack is made ar +1
difficulty against normal opponents, and at normal difficulty
apainst stationary tareets like tree limbs. If wrapped around
an opponent, the user may atrempt to knock down the target
by making a Strength + Melee roll, resisted by the rarget's
Dexterity + Resistance. The target receives +1 difficulty to
her toll if she is mounted or on slick or unstable terrain.

In addition, characters can attempt to enwrap the
target's weapory, leg or arm. All such attacks are made at
difficulty 3. Entangling a rtarget’s weapon imposes a +2
penalty on its use and allows the chain-wielding character to

Speed Accuracy

Weapon

Razor Claws +1 +1
Lightning Chain

Flame Short Spear  +3

Flame Spear +5

Flame Lance +12 +1]

Damage

+51. +4

-I-{']Jl'-!‘si’h +1 -’-jII-'I 'I',-'::-.-. 0

attempt to disarm the rarger. Enrangling a leg limits the
target to a maximum movement of 10 feet per turn and gives
him a +2 penaley on any rolls o avoid being knocked down.
Entangling the rarger's weapon arm gives the rarger a +2
penalty for all actions using that arm, but does not allow the
character wielding the chain to make disarming antacks any
more easily than normal.

When charged with Essence, the chain can alsa be
commanded to lock itself around whatever it has entangled.
I11 this stare, the chain can only be removed by breaking ir.
If the chain is not locked, a target enwrapped in it can free
himself by making a Dexterity + Athletics roll at difficuley 3.
This attempt takes a full rurn and the characrer can rake no
other action while freeing himself.

Breaking a lightning chain requires a Strength + Arh-
letics roll at difficulty 6 or an artack by any magical weapon
that does at least 7 health levels of lethal damage to the
chain. Lightning chains possess a lethal soak of 7. Inaddition
to their other benefits, lightning chains are exrremely easy ro
climb. Using a lightning chain when climbing remowves all
difficulty penalties from that activity. Lightning chains
require the user to commit 5 motes of Essence to them, in
addition to the Essence used to charge the chain.

FrLamMe SeEAR (ARTIFACT o)

One of the virtually lost arts of the Old Realm is the
forging of raw elements into solid form, to create weapons
such as flame spears. The hafts of these spears can be made
from orichalecum, mooensilver, jade, starmertal or soulsteel,
and they gain the same benefits as every other weapon
made from those materials (see Exalted, p. 341 ). The spear
blades are made of solid, unguenchable fire. In addition to
inflicring rerrible wounds on anyone it hits, the flame spear
hias other uses. In its normal state, the blade burns as bright
and hot as a small lantern and will ignite any flammable
object as readily as a rorch. By spending 1 morte of Essence,
the user can bank the flames, reducing the heat to the
temperature of a hot bath and the light to the glow of dim
coals. Grasping the spear and willing it instantly returns the
blade to its normally fiery condition.

If the user spends 3 motes of Essence, the spear’s eter-
nally burning blade will glow more brightly. In thisstare, the
wielder can concentrare the spear's flame to burna yard-wide
hole in ironbound cak doors or thick wooden walls in no
more than 10 turns. This increased heat lases for a full scene

Minimums
BLE
|leese \|Aeee
) o | See
/87 +1

Defense
+4L +2

Sew
See

*This additional damage is sained when the spear is charped with addirional Essence to cause it to bum brighrer.
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and can also be allowed ro flare wildly, so that it can instantly
ignite a bonfire or set a large wooden or tharched roof aflame
within 2 tums. In its agitated stare, the weapon also does 2
additional paints of damage.

Anyone aruned to a flame spear gains resistance 1o
flame and receives a +2 bonus to all soak rolls against heat or
fire. Using a flame spear requires the owner to commit 6
motes of Essence.

SPIRIT SWORD (ARTIFACT #*+)

This wand-like weapon allows irs wielder ta perceive
and artack all intangible opponents. When attuned ra
and holding this sword, any Exalt can perceive ghosts and
other intangible spirits as vague, slightly luminous clouds,
The limited perceptions provided by this item do not
allow the character to notice any details about the Spirit,
merely its presence and location. However, this informa-
rion is sufficient for the wielder to attack such beings
without penaley. Also, the wielder can instantly discern if
someone is possessed. A spirit in possession of an indi-
vidual appears as a glowing, misty outline around irs
victim. A large gemstone in the pomumel of a spirit sword
glows whenever a possessed or non-corporeal being comes
within five yards of the weapon.

These slender rapier-like blades are far more effective
dgainst spirits than against living beings, When used
Againstaspirit, ghost or other non-corporeal being, double

the raw damage of any attacks made with this weapon. A
spirit sword can even be used to attack spirits thar are
possessing living beings. When attacking a2 possessed
target, the character can choose o strike with the flar of
the blade. Used in this fashion, the sword does normal
bashing damage to the target and twice that number of
levels of lethal damage to the possessing spirit. Using a
spirit sword requires the wielder to commit 10 motes of
Essence to it.

PowerRBOW OF PERFECT ACCURACY

(ARTIFACT #9#)

While most powerbows are merely tools that allow
Exalted to shoot arrows with deadly force, this bow is
enchanted far beyond the normal level of magic worked into
such constructs, When firing this weapon, the user suffers no
environmental penalties. As long as the target is within
range, theattacker can fire a shot while standing on one foor
with hereyes closed and still hit the target on a normal ateack
roll. Even ar night, or when unable to see normally, the user
instinctively knows exacrly how to aim the arrow. This
weapon eliminares all increases in difficulry, but does not
eliminare reductions in dice paals, including those caused by
taking multiple actions.

Using this bow places the wielder in a light trance
that makes it difficult to perform any other actions.
During any turn in which the character is firing this




weapon, the character’s dice pools for all other actions are
halved {round down). This penalty also applies if the
characrer aborts his atrack and atremprs to defend him-
self. Often, the most effective defense by a characrer using
this weapon is to shoot at his ateacker, as such artacks
suffer no penalty.

ArrOWs OF DiSTANT DEATH (ARTIFACT *=e)

Very few of these arrifacts survived the Old Realm, as
they were designed to be used only once. Today, these
arrows are normally found in sets of three: one target
arrow, ane broadhead arrow and one froe crorch arrow.
Each arrow can be shot at any target, regardless of dis-
tance. To use one of these arrows, the Exalted character
must have once touched or clearly seen the rarger, or
currently possess a personal article like a piece of the
target's clothing, When concentrating on the target, the
Exalted fires the bow up in the air. As soon as the arrow
leaves the bow, it vanishes and reappears no more than a
foot from the target. In the instant that the arrow is fired,
the attacker and the targer have a clear vision of each
other. Sleeping targets awaken in the grip of this vision.

With no warning and no chance to dodge or block the
attack, many targets die instantly. Thase that survive know
their attacker’s appearance. The nature of the magic in-
volved prevents masks, make-up or other magic from
disguising the true appearance of attacker or target; each
one sees what the other wuly looks like. However, this
vision provides no hint of the terrain surrounding either
individual. Whether the arrow hits or misses its target, it
disintegrates seconds after it strikes.

Arrows of distant death are exceptionally sharpand do
+1 damage. Otherwise, they perform exactly like normal
arrows of their types. These arrows can be fired from
ardinary bows and powerbows.

Name Speed  Accuracy
51'1“'1'[ E-u,q,-._m.'] +‘.;]_ +7
Daiklave of Conquest  +4

Name Accuracy Damage Bonus

Powerbow of +3 +3
Perfect Accuracy

Name Soak (L/B)

Chain Shirt

Mohil i{'f
5/3 0

Damage
+4 +7

+iL +4

Fatigue Commitment

DAIKLAVE OF CONQUEST (ARTIFACT oooee)

Forged for the greatest generals of the Old Realm, this
weapon is desipned exclusively for use by the Dawn Caste.
Mo other Exalted can artune themselves to this weapon, nor
wield its fantastic powers. As long as this daiklave is un-
sheathed, all opponents and other hostile individuals within
10 merersof the bearer must make a Valorrollat +1 difficulty
or flee in fear, Those that hold their ground lose a number of
dice from all atracks equal to the bearer's Valor score.

As long as the bearer is using rhis weapon in combar,
friendly troops fight with improved morale that gives them
an additional bonus die to all combat-related dice pools.
Thesesoldiers also need notr make Valor rolls. In addition, all
opponents lose one die from all combat-related dice pools
and receive a +1 penalty to their Valor rolls, Both of these
powers affect combarants within a mile of the Exalted
wielding the daiklave. The relevant bonuses and penaltiesda
notapply tocivilians or neutral soldiers. When used in bautle,
the daiklave glows with a bright, unearthly lighe

Diawn Caste members must spend 10 motes of Essence
to attune this blade. Both known examples of this rare and
deadly treasure are heavy, straighe-bladed daiklaves with
settings for 3 Hearchstones.,

CHAIN SHIRT (ARTIFACT **)

While most warriors prefer to po into bartle in the
heaviest armor they can comfortably wear, the danger of
being shat by assassing or cur down by commandos has led
some Exalred to use protecrion rhar can be worn in civilian
settings. Like any other form of artifact armor, chain shirts
can be made of orichaleum, moonsilver, starmetal, jade or
soulsreel. Each of these irems has the same modifiers as any
other armor made from that material (see Exalted, page
343). Like any other chain shirt, this armor can be discreetly
worn under coats, robes or other bulky clothing.

Minimums
:-2_.'

Defense

f:',ll-
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“ee

Rate Range
2 350
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Artifact  Penalty
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APPEND]X I

SNATURE
CHARACTERS

The Bronze Tigers are the mailed fist of the Un-
conquered Sun, and each of them is a hero, distinguished
among their peers even before Exalrarion. They are
unvanquishable crusaders, whose battlefield mighr can-
not be matched by any other being in Creation. And
vet, each member of this Caste is a unique individual.
Some are generous, some self-interested. Some are
admirable, others less so.

This book presents the points of view and stories of
tive of the Swords of Heaven. This appendix provides
the statistics for those narrators, described as if they
were starting Exalts of the Dawn Caste. They can
provide inspiration for playvers, characters, or they can
provide ready-made Storyteller characters, either used
unaltered as young solars, or with added Charms and
Combos to depict more experienced Exalted.
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DACE

Quotes: If we lee those Fair Folk outflank ws, we're dead.
Risa, ger your people south now! The troops doun there need
reinforcing before those bastards break through owr lines.

Prelude: Growing up among the Ravenous Wolves
mercenary company, you dreamed of becoming a wealthy
and famous mercenary captain. Your martial skill and
tactical brilliance allowed you to make thisdream a reality.
You advanced up the ranks, from infantry to cavalry, and
eventually hecame the commander's trusted lieurenant.
When the troops under you saved the entire company, the
previous caprain decided he had found a suirable replace-
ment and gave you command of the Ravenous Walves.
You had a long and successtul life as caprain of the Wolves
for fifteen years. You led them to many victories and
built them into one of the premier mercenary compa-
nies of the Riverlands, However, as you began o
grow old, you could not bear the thought of
stepping down and leaving the battles to younger
soldiers. You became Exalted just before the infir-
mity of creeping age brought you to death in battle
or an unwilling retirement.

Exaltation came with a price, however; it
forced you to give up command of the Waolves,
Realizing that many of your troops now considered
vou a dangerous monster, vou turned command
over to one of your seconds and rook two dozen

Lji?j
of the best and most trusted soldiers with vou.

3 Y
Hoping to transform them into the nucleus of a '
new and even greater company, you took them to §

Nexus, where you have offered service to the Council
of Entities in exchange for their promise to shelter
you and your men from the Wyld Hunt.
Roleplaying Hints: Saved from imprisonment in an
aging body by the touch of divine power, you count every
day of vour renewed health and vigor as a victory. You are
determined ro make the best of your new life, and plan to
use your skill and might to change the world. However,
your troops always come first, and any plan thar doesn't
see to their welfare is unacceprable. They know this,
which is why they will follow you almost anywhere.
Image: Dace is a tall, powerfully built man who
appears to be in his late 405, His head is shaved and he
wears a short graying goatee. He has piercing blue eyes
and a rugeed, weathered face. When not in battle, he
wears pants and the padded shirt normally worn
under armor. His only concessions to his Exalted
status are a few pieces of heavy gold jewelry, :
Equipment: Orichalcum reaver daiklave, r/\ i
well-made lamellar armor, a few pieces of heavy AI
pald jewelry, a fine black horse with exquisite
tack and a seldom-worn dress uniform for spe-
cial occasions.
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YURGEN KANEKO, THE BULL
OF THE NORTH

Quote: Yield to me. There is no dishonor init, | am the
furere of the world.

Prelude: You were the oldest of the Whistling Plains
Elk tribe. Your wives and sons and daughters are years
dead, and your grandchildren are of age tomarry. Though
still a skilled hunter and powerful warrior, you feared
becoming a burden to the tribe. So you ourwalked,
following the ancient custom whereby the old and sick
leave for the tribe's pood. You walked into the snowfields
to die, but instead you were taken into the hand of the
Uncongquered Sun.

Alorne on the ice plains, you drew your second breath
and your god-given destiny was revealed to you, Fantastic
visions showed you the world as it had been, and as ircould
become under your rule. Samea of the Blackwater
Mammaoth tribe found you wandering in the snow and
took you in. She, like you, has been chosen by the
Unconquered Sun. She is the Zenith of vour Circle
and a powerful witch.

You returned to vour own tribe, bearing a god's
golden blessing in your flesh and given divine powers
that you are just beginning ro masrer. Once a warrior
of wisdom and courage, now vou are a gadling able to
bleed away the valor of your enemies with a glance.
Your weapons sing the dearhsongs of your foes. The
avatar of the Elk has answered your call and become
your ally.

Roleplaying Hints: You want nothing less than to
rule the known world, to banish the shadowlands, to
drive back the Wyld and to lance the suppurating
wound that is the Realm. This is your destiny, The
tribes are gathering under your leadership; Mammoth,
Elk, and Caribou. Gethamane will fall to you soon and
the Haslanti city-states will surrender or be conquered.

You will accept allies for a time, but the Un-
conquered Sun is vour only master. You will lead
the hordes of the North to the Realm and beyond,
and bring the Unconguered Sun's dominion back
to the world.

Image: The Bull of the North isan older man with
a full head of gray hair. He stands a mere 3’6" rall, but
his broad shoulders and congueror's demeanor make
him seem larger than he is. He wears fabulously
expensive robes of otter fur, omen dog hide and
ermine, all given to him by his loyal followers among
the [cewalker tribes.

Equipment: Breastplate armor, bow, knife, lav-
ish fur clothing, riding elk.
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JALITH

Quote: OK, you've told me all abour the wondrous
rewards Tl get once [ actially manage to kill this murdening
sctem. Why don’t you tell me some more about the opposition
I'm likely to face? i

Prelude: Borm into a family of wealthy merchants, you
were far too wild and imperuous for a career in commerce.
However, you showed an early knack with animals, an
interestin the occultand a love offighting. You worked with
the Halvan guard for several years, training to fight along-
side specially bred animals. An excellent warrior, you won
great acclaim when your actions permitred your ream o
wipe out a large Linowan raiding party. Unfortunately, vour
impetuous nature sometimes led vou to take chances thar

WOUT OWIL P].'J.E'IE WeEre Eil.lpEri.ﬂI. f

principles for any price. You are devoted to your mospid -
tamiliar Meros and your rree-leopard companion Achal —
vou know they will never abandon you. Also, like many
Haltan, you generally feel more concern for animals than
tor people and will punish anyone you feel is rreating any
beast wrongly.

Image: Jalith is a short, slender woman with oak-
brown skin and short emerald-green hair. She is in her
inid-20s and normally wears plain forest-colored clothing,
concealing her armor under a light leather tunic. Her
mospid familiar and her rree-leopard companion always
accompany her.

Equipment: Orichalecum chain shirt, pair of
orichalcum bracers set with a Monkey Jewel Hearthstone,

set of fancy silk clothes for showing off, another set of

resulted in the deaths of your teammares. You also 4 :
= S sturdy forest-colored clothes for traveling, four war
rarely conceded that anyone else’s ideas or plans A2 = : . ;
bk e O l _‘"L_i koomerangs, trio of throwing knives, finely made
BT .E5u|}¢1‘mr.4.r}mlrUWr|., UFIH:-L]U'SIIE. ) b la'_C__?il- sword with a leaf-shaped blade, ancient half-
came close ro defying direct orders if you believed = _ :
T destroyed spell book with pages

I notfor your family’s money e \
and influence, you would have —\
been demoted or even dis- -

missed. Instead, you were
given soloassipnments, work-
ing onlywith your two trained
animals. You served as a com-
mandoand saboteur against the
Linowan for three years. You
became a memmber of the Dawn
Caste while fleeing from
Linowan warriors, after youslew
one of their chiefs, Glorying in
vour newfound powers, you
abandoned vour life in the guard
and set out to prove yourself —
ro show the world that the Solar
Exalted are heroes, not monsters.
The process of Exaltation alse fully |
awakened your magical gifts. A nov- E
ice sorcerer, you are always eager to
acquire new spells, Currently, you work
ourof Nexus, takingcontraces thar will
help you prove your merit,
Roleplaying Hints: Though you
love the chance to be the heroine
vou always dreamed of being, vou
also realize that almost everyone,
including vour family, considers you
a monster. You're determined to
shiow them all that you are a force
for good rather than evil. You
have little respect for any au-
thority but your own, and are
unwilling o compromise your

'-—_.-_

of nearly indestructible metal
foil, pet tree-lecpard, mospid fa-
miliar, manse in the form of a vast

\ = living tree set deep in the North-
,ﬁ\ eastern forest, pouch full of
. | i— 3 jewels and gold.
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DEMETHEUS

Quote: I'm not lookin' 1o hurt anyone or make mrouble,
but you'd best stop beann' that kud right now — he am't done
nothin® worth all that.

Prelude: You grew up on the streets of Chiaroscure, a
member of one of the child-gangs that haunt the maore
thoroughly ruined portions of the city. Your large size and
early physical prowess made you one of the most imposing
members of the gang. You protected weaker comrades from
the wrath of angry shopkeepers and local toughs. When
you got alder, your skill at fighting eamed you the atten-
tion of a manager of the city's fighting pits. After extensive
training, you spent seven years asa paid boxer. Eventually,
your prowess earned you fights in front of wealthy nobles
and rich traders. However, when your manager asked you
ta lose a fight, vou paid off your contract and rerired.

To earn a living, you traveled the South, performing
feats of strength and accepting challenges from local
roughs and would-be pugilists. You discovered that you
loved life on the road, and it has been your home ever
since. You also found thar you like helping people along
the way, especially if they pay for your assistance. In
addition to fighting, vou've done everything from find-
ing lost children or livestack to chasing off local thugs
and slaying wild animals. You became Exalted when you
put ona pairof orichaleum bracers that you found while
searching for someone's lost brother.

Exaltation has changed little about you. Un- ,
like many Dawn Caste, who dream of world
conquest, vast power or the sweer taste of violent

revenge, vou still travel the Southlands. How-
ever, vou have become increasingly interested in ﬁ

righting wrongs and helping others. You nor-

mally ask a fair price for your services, but will

oftenn work for free if a poor person seems to
honestly need help. \ ~

Roleplaying Hints: You are a gruff wan-
derer with a heart of gold. If someone deserving needs help,
you'll do what you can, especially if there are children
involved. You might not talk much, but you mean every-
thing you say and you never forget a promise.

Image: Demetheus is a rall, scrongly built man with
ruddy, deeply tanned skin, bright amber eyes, and close-
cropped hair black. Large muscles bulge along his wide
chest, thick arms and sturdy legs, all of which he prefers to
leave as bare as possible. Demetheus wears simple, loose
clothes that do not restrict his freedom of movement.

Equipment: A pair of orichalcum bracers; well-womn
knapsack, sturdy boots, several sets of rough but well-made
rraveling clothes, a scuffed-up but well cared for buff
jacket, basic camping gear.
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L‘)r"]' A Equipment: Shield bracer with a Gem of Adamant
Skin Hearthstone, metal riger claws, compaosite bow with
quiver, a dozen arrows, light linen clothing, book inwhich -
she keeps a tally of the Dragon-Blooded she has killed.

(Quote: Crane, you keep talking about the need for
patience, but every hour we wait is another howr the Uncon-
guered Sun must wait for the foul Dragon-Blooded to pay for
their crimes.

Prelude: The mortal daughter of a high Dragon-
Blooded noble, your mundane nature was a severe
disappointment to your parents. However, you showed
considerable physical prowess, and 50 at age ten, you were
sent off to study martial ares in the Immaculate Order's
Cloister of Wisdom. This academy became vour true
home, but like the other mortal students there, you real-
ized that you would never be as good or as respected as the
Dragon-Blooded students. Instead, vou attempted to lose
voursell in incessant practice and eventually hoped to
hecome an instrucror.

Your Exaltation came during a training bout. As
part of this transformation, you remembered the
hetrayal of the Dragon-Blooded and how they had
subverted the will of the glorious Unconquered
Sun. In a fury, vou killed all the Dragon-Blooded
present and then fled into the mountains. While
vour pursuers searched the surrounding hills,
you hid in adeep cavern that had mysteriously
drawn you. This powerful Manse was
yours in a previous incarnation. After
vou emerged from hiding, a Sidereal
Exalted named Crane contacted you.
Crane belongs to the Gold faction J""'
and has been teaching you and
helping you become more powerful. You
greatly respect Crane, but you are also ex-
tremely proud and willful and are primarily
led by holy visions of slaying the Dragon-
Blooded. You hope thatsacrificing their hearts'
blood to the Unconguered Sun will return the
world toits prior glory.

Roleplaying Hints: You burn with the need to make
the Dragon-Blooded pay for their crimes. Starting with
your parents, you want to cleanse the world of their taine.
You are young, headstrong, and filled with rage and the
rightecusness of your holy vision. You always listen to
vour Sidereal ally Crane, but you don’t always do what he
says. You may be charged with protecting mortals, but
they martter little to you. You care most about vengeance
and serving the Unconquered Sun.

Image: Lyta is a tough, slender woman of 18. Sh
appears to have partly Asian ancestry and normally
wears her long, jet-black hair in a complex braid 2
on the top of her head. Her eves burn with an
inner fire and she misses few opportunities to
attempt to convert strangers to the right-
ness of her cause.

al
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MORAY DARKTIDE

Moray Darkride is a pirate captain from
Skullstone. That nation's ruling Deathlords have no
special love for the Solar Exalted, but Darkeide is
known as a loyal subject and they find him useful. A

petty raider before his Exaltation, he has since be-
come Skullstone's most infamous pirate captain.
Moray's crew consists of a dozen of the mosr ruthless
soldier-sailors, and two dozen zombies rented from
the Deathlords. These zombies row without tiring and
fight until hacked apare, allowing Moray and his crew
ro make short work of their mortal prey. Darktide's
crew leads raids on ships from the Coral Islands and
Wavecrest, bue their greatest joy is attacking pirate
ships belonging to the dreaded Lintha Family.

Even the Lintha's swift and deadly vessels are no
match for Moray's powers. His successes have earned
him a lerter of marque from Skullstone's Deathlord;
as long as he lives up to his brilliant record, he can
call upon the ruler of Skullstone for aid and ransom.
Though he must always pay his tithe to his undead
masters, he fights for money and glory, and has
grown rich beyond the dreams of avarice on the
plunder he has collecred.

As a loval citizen of Skullstone, Darkride did nor
attempt to hide his Exaltation from the island narion’s
uncanny rulers. Although dubious about the long-
term urilicy of a powerful Solar Exalted, Skullstones
Deathlord has decided to let Darkride continue in his
service as long as he abides by the rules of the
Skullstone Republic,




RANLEA OF GEM

Ranlea of Gem is one of the most infamous assas-
sins in the South and East. Few people know that she
has also been a member of the Dawn Caste for the past
vear. Ranlea was raised in a small ¢lan of elite assassins
based in Gem. She excels at her profession, and her
services have been in demand in places as far away as
Chiaroscuro and the Varangan city-states, Though she
is an expert in many fighting techniques and an excel-
lent poisoner, her ttademark eventually became killing
in complete silence. Often, even someone in the next
room will be unaware of the murder.

Ranlea had worked as an assassin for a decade
when she received a commission to slay a merchant
for speaking out against the Guild. Unknown to any-
one, the merchant was actually one of the Fair Folk
attempting to pass as human. When Ranlea's first
silent strike failed to kill him, he dropped his glamour
and revealed himself as a powerful and inhuman
being. Ranlea was likewise Exalted, transformed into
one of the Solars. The disguised merchant died sec-
onds later and Ranlea continued with her career,
more powerful and confident than before.

Like many assassins, Ranlea maintained broad
knowledge of various charms and talismans. Since
becoming Exalted, she has turned these accult stud-
ies toward a more practical end and has begun
learning Sorcery. The potent combination of magic
and deadly skill means that no target is safe from her
blades or spells.

Ranlea has begun taking increasingly daring as-
signments. Recently, she killed a powerful spirit who
ruled the small Southern city of Chalcedony, With
the increase in rensions between Gem and the Realm,
she has taken a number of assignments o slay mem-
bers of the Dragon-Blooded. A multitude of rumors
circulate about her, but because she always deals
through intermediaries, no one has any proof of
Ranlea’s true nature.

MASTER VIKKART

Vikkart was a bastard child, unwanted and aban-
doned by his mother to the shore wardens of Spith, a
village on the southernmost of the Coral islands. He
was raised to parrol the shores and fishing grounds,
protecting Spith from incursions by the Fair Folk, His
eardrums were punctured once he learned the skills of
harpoon, boat and net. The villagers dislike rtheir
guardians, forcing them to live in a separate commu-
nity where the old and crippled wardens fish, weave
and serve those still able to patrol the shares.

Vikkart saw before him a life of isolation and fear,
culminarting in an old age of decrepit servitude. Only
the enforced solitude of his deafness kepr him from
abandoning Spith. He took out his resentment on the
Fair Folk, raiders, and any criminals rurned over to the
wardens by the villagers. His few friends were deaf
shore wardens just like him.




Winter is always the most dangerous season in the
islands, and one year, the Fair Folk made a concerred
attempt to destroy the isolated village. The wardens
were nearly eradicated and Vikkart was dragged off
along with a dozen children. Deep at sea in the hands
of the Fair Folk, Vikkart took his second breath. A
newhorn Solar Exalted, however, cannot overcome
Fair Folk in their own strongholds. Despite possession
of near-godlike powers, the inexperienced Vikkart
barely managed to escape, along with only a quarter of
the stolen children.

Upon return to his shattered home, Vikkart was
accepred with a mixture of awe, relief and uncertainty,
Since then, he has come to be called "master” in the
recovering village, Because most of the other wardens
are dead, Vikkart is Spith's sole defense.

A childhood of rejection and uncertainty made
Vikkart an insecure and difficult voung man, and his
new harely controlled powers only make him maore
demanding. The villagers either fawn on him in hopes
of gaining his favor, or avoid him in fear for their safecy.
The young Solar bullies those he dislikes and displays
ostentatious affection on those who flatter him.

Vikkart is still young, with a wind-tangled mane of
blonde curls and delicate fearures. Exaltation did not
restore his hearing. His rose aura dances and swirls
around him constantly, darkening in color when he is
angry or frustrated (as he often is). He would not
welcome other Solars, seeing them only as competition
for the affections of "his" people,

MACHA PETHISDOTTER

Macha Pethisdorrer was born in Whirewall and
seemed a contented child. She seethed with inner
rebellion, however, hating the carpentry work that was
her family's living and the close, confining walls of her
home. Her hunger for freedom and sensation was an-
swered by a Fair One’s seduction, when she secretly
took a Fair Folk lover. The creature tended her care-
fully, and when it was time, tempred the girl to smuggle
it into the city. The Fey fed on despair and fear, and
Macha's family was its first targer. Macha would have
died there too, save for the touch of the Unconquered
Sun. She took her second breath in the ruins of her
home, her kin dead around her.

She spent the next few nights hunting the Fair
One as it rampaged in the city, her ruddy aura
blazing like a fallen star. She learned her skills from
the Guardians she fought beside, and when the Eair
One was dead, they offered the orphaned girl a place
among them. Many Guardians of Whitewall are sur-
vivors of monstrous attacks, and they accepred Macha
once they realized her new powers did not spring
from either the Fair Ones or the dead. No one knows
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she brought the Fair One into Whitewall in the first
place; if that secret were revealed, it would cost
Macha her life.

The Guardians have protected the secret of
Macha's Exaltation. Even the Dragon-Blooded among
them have not betrayed her; the bands berween the
Guardians are too strong for that. Macha quickly
rose to command her own small cohort, and her
fellow Guardians compete to serve under her. Bored
with the relarive safery of the city, she has begun
following Whitewall criminals out after dark and
killing the monsters that come to artack them. Some
rash young Guardians have followed her, most of
whom swiftly died.

Magcha is still trying to repay Whitewall for what
she unknowingly did. She is a grim, silent woman, and
her youthful exposure to the Fair Folk gives her occa-
sional insight into the way they think. She is sharply
aware that the only unforgivable sin among the Guard-
ians is collaborating with the enemy.’

SENEBAU

Senebau is a slave in the heart of the Realm, and
faces death should any hint of his powers be revealed.
He was born a slave and has lived his entire life as one.
He thought he was content, until visions of violence
and wild freedom drove him half-mad and gave him his
second t};carﬁ. In those first vulnerable days, he would




have been killed but for his scheming mistress, Cynis
Rahe. One of the many Dragon-Blooded fighting for
the Throne, Rahe realized whar advantage she could
reap from Senebau's raw power provided it was prop-
erly cultivared.

Rahe taught her slave the beginnings of warfare
and found others willing to teach him when he ex-
ceeded her limited skills. Senebau has also been well
tirored in secrecy, conspiracy and deception. He
serves his mistress, not from loyalty, bur because she
holds his life in her hands. He has little hope of escape
should she betray him; the journey is too far to lands
beyond the Realm.

The Unconguered Sun disturbs Senebau's dreams
with visions of the freedom he has never known, and
he recently began his awn secret rebellion. He is
drawing together other slaves, outcasts and even a few
disaffecred Dragon-Blooded. Senebau is preparing for
an uprising to overturn not just the petty Regency,
but the Realm itself,

In the greenhouses that are Senebau's domain,
slaves rrain with mock weapons late ar night. Courte-
sans and whores tease their clients for useful
information, all of which comes back to Senebau and
his inner circle of conspirators. The network of infor-
mants is spreading through the Realm, from low 1o
high, and the chaos of the Regency is only strengthen-
ing Senebau's position. He s aware of time ticking
away, and that sooner or later, a strong arm will take
over the faltering Empire. If he is given enough rime,
Senebau intends that strong arm to be his.

He plays the obedient slave and preenskeeper by
day, diligently pruning crange treesor blooming shrubs
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with a hand sickle. This tool he has used all his life is
also his favored weapon. Senebau is well used to hiding
his rhoughts and feelings behind a facade of bland
submission, and few things have the power to shock
him after a lifetime serving the Dragon-Blooded. He
recognizes that his conspiracy will cost lives, even the
lives of those close to-him, and he is prepared to pay
that price for freedom.




Champions of Unconquered Sun

Elemental forces of destruchion, the Dawn Caste of the Solar Exalted is
the mailed right fist of the Unconquered Sun. Yet these peerless warriors
are not mere bloodthirsty killers. With its mighty war-arts and terrible
visages, the Dawn Caste brings the light of the Unconquered Sun into
dark places. Know fear, you who would stand against the warriors of the

<] . sun, for no one can hide from the light of dawn.

Masters of the Killing Arts

Caste Book: Dawn is first in the Caste Book line for Exalted — books
describing the different castes of the Solar Exalted. Within its pages are
all the secrets of the Swords of Heaven, from their matchless battle-Charms
and fragmentary memaries of the First Age to the creeds and philosophics
that unite them. This book also contains the new Charms, rules, spells and
artifacts that Dawn Caste characters will need to carry out their holy mission.
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