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[INTRODUCTION

WELcoME 1O THE Bic Bap City

Welcome to Shadowspawn’s Guide to Sanctuary, third in Green Ronin’s
line of Thieves’ World game products. Consider this a tour through
one of fantasy’s most infamous cities, as led by Shadowspawn and
his protégé, Lone. This book is designed to expand the options
available to players and give GMs the tools needed to set campaigns
in Thieves’ World. Within, you'll find a detailed description of life

roleplaying. Players might portray slaves fleeing Ilsig, for example, but
even if they are part of the group that survives to reach the hidden valley
where Sanctuary will one day be founded, there is nowhere else for them
to go and few options for them to pursue. The same is true for settlers
who move down out of the mountains and join the local fishermen; a
few stories about how the two groups interact could be set there, but

within Sanctuary’s walls, along with
the characters that call the city home.
With this book, you'll have everything
you need to get started in Sanctuary.

ERras

While this book is full of information
about Sanctuary and its surroundings,
it focuses on the Rankan and Irrune
Eras. These are the times detailed in
the anthologies, and the ones most
familiar to fans of Thieves’ World.
What's more, play during these periods
takes place in an environment best
suited to adventure, full of compelling
characters and devious plotlines.

'The early history of Sanctuary, before
the Great Pass fell to Rankan control, is
interesting from a historical perspective,
but more limited for the purpose of

Sanctuary is a seaport, and its name goes back to a
time when it provided the only armed haven along an
important caravan route. But the long war ended, the
caravans abandoned that route far a shorter one, and
Sanctuary declined in status—obut not in population,
because for every honest person who left to pursue a
normal life elsewhere, a rogue drifted in to pursue his
normal life.

Now, Sanctuary is still appropriately named, but as a
haven for the lawless. Most of them, and the worst of
them, are concentrated in that section of town known
as the Maze, a labyrinth af streets and nameless alleys
and no churches. There is communion, though, of a rough
kind, and much of it goes on in a tavern named The
Vulgar Unicorn, which features a sign in the shape of
that animal improbably engaging itself...

—“Blood Brothers” by Joe Haldeman,
Thieves’ World

4.

not much more.

Once Ilsig takes control of the town,
the setting becomes somewhat more
interesting, but our “heroes” are still
mainly farmers and fishermen, with
limited resources and few skills.
Playing during the war, as Ranke
invades and conquers Ilsig, has more
potential, but such a campaign would
have very straightforward objectives
and character types. Also, Sanctuary
is merely a staging ground, not the
focus of the invasion.

The era of the caravans is far more
active,and has a variety of cultures and
occupations. This time is Sanctuary’s
shining hour, with nearly everyone
busy and wealthy and cheerful. All
this good fortune rids the setting of
the grim tone that characterizes a
good Thieves’ World game. If you're
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So, who's this Shadowspawn fellow anyway? Here’s what the Sanctans said:

The first thing I noticed about him, just that first impression you understand, was that he couldn’t be a poor man. Or boy, or youth, or whatever
he was then. Not with all those weapons on him. From the shagreen belt he was wearing over a scarlet sash—a violently scarlet sash!—swung
a curved dagger on his left hip and on the right one of those Ilbarsi “knives” long as your arm. Not a proper sword, no. Not a military man,
then. That isn’t all, though. Some few of use know that his left buskin is equipped with a sheath; the slim thing and knife hilt appear to be only a
decoration. Gift from a woman, I heard him tell Old Thumpfoot one afternoon in the bazaar. I doubt it.

(T've been told he has another sticker strapped less than comfortably to his inner thigh, probably the right. Maybe that's part of the reason he walks
the way he does. Cat-supple and yet sort of stiff of leg all at once. A tumbler’s gait—or a punk’s swagger. Don'’t tell him I said!)

Anyhow, about the weapons and my first impression that he couldn’t be poor. There’s a throwing knife in that leather and copper armlet on his right
upper arm, and another in the long bracer of black leather on that same arm. Both are short. The stickers I mean, not the bracers or the arms either.

All that armament would be enough to scare anybody on a dark night, or even a moonbright one. Imagine being in the Maze or someplace like
that and out of the shadows comes this young bravo, swaggering, wearing all that sharp metal! Right at you out of the shadows that spawned

him. Enough to chill even one of those Hell Hounds. Even one of you-know-who’s boys in the blue hawk-masks might step aside.

That was my impression. Shadowspawn. About as pleasant as gout or dropsy.

—A Few Remarks by Furtwan Coinpinch, Merchant by Andy Offutt

looking to make your name in the Sanctuary of the anthologies
— dark and gritty, with very little hope — the caravan era does not
match. Lastly, the time between the Rankan Era and the Aftermath
is not as interesting for a Thieves’ World game as, again, the focus shifts
from Sanctuary and its activities.

During the Rankan and Irrune Eras, however, Sanctuary is highly
prized, with at least two groups vying for control of the city. In the
Rankan Era, the Ilsig, the Rankans, and the Beysib all want the city;
in the Irrune Era, the Rankans, Ilsig, and Irrune struggle for control.
During both eras, the gods pay close attention to Sanctuary and its
residents, trying to influence events directly. This draws powerful
people into the conflict, and Sanctuary becomes a swirling mass of
strength, desperation, and daring. The city’s inhabitants, both residents
and visitors, hail from a wide variety of cultures, allowing for many
different character concepts. Someone is always scrambling to “get the
information” or “steal the item” or “kill the target”before someone else
does, angling for the best deal in the process. During either of these
two periods, Sanctuary is no place for the unwary or the timid.

But which should you choose for your game? The Rankan Era is
cataclysmic. The gods fight openly over the city’s fate, and the destinies
of several kingdoms are uncertain. In these years, legends form:
Tempus, Shadowspawn, Cappen Varra, Lalo, Enas Yorl, and others
walk the streets, and those who cross their paths are forever changed.
Several forces vie for power, and most people must choose sides.

The Irrune Era is more quiet, but considerably darker. The war
between the gods has long passed, and many old wounds have healed
over. But new ones have opened, and the city is now in the hands
of the nomadic Irrune, who clearly despise cities and city-dwellers
— some factions want nothing more than to raze Sanctuary to the
ground before moving on. Though the Cult of Dyareela seems to be
dead, the scars from their occupation linger everywhere, creating an
air of mistrust and suspicion. Spies lurk in every shadow and fanatics
hide their fervor while they plot the return of their mistress. This is
a time of rebuilding, when a smart man can make a fortune, but a
slower man could lose his life.

When building a Zhieves’ World campaign, think about the characters
youd like to see. The Rankan Era is full of brash mercenaries, arrogant
thugs, sly assassins, and potent sorcerers. Mages fight in the streets
and magic weapons are sold from small shops that mysteriously
appear within the Maze. Everything is larger, bolder, louder, more
colorful, more potentially profitable, and more dangerous. Excitement
electrifies the air.

On the other hand, the Irrune Era has former cultists, ex-soldiers,
and retired spies, all trying to pick up the pieces and move on. Most
people have lost their bravado and replaced it with quiet competence
and the desire to avoid outside influences. The rulers are strong, but
new to the ways of cities, and so opportunities for quick profit exist
everywhere. No one trusts anyone, because even your best friend or
spouse could be a cultist in disguise. Fear and terror are the norm,and
the result is nursed hatred that often blooms into outright rage.

If you want a more “epic”setting, the Rankan Era is the better choice;
if you want “dark fantasy,” the Irrune Era is your best bet. Both
periods offer great opportunities for plotting and intrigue, but the
Rankan Era offers heroism and high adventure as well. Contemporary
Sanctuary is far more somber and world-weary. If you want to place
an emphasis on magic, the Rankan Era has more than enough for any
campaign. Casters proclaim themselves openly, and mage-duels are
often fought where the commoners can watch and cheer. In the Irrune
Era, anyone who seems abnormal is suspect, priests are prevented
from practicing in the city streets, and witchcraft is regarded as a
bad dream best forgotten.

At the same time, the political world is in greater upheaval during
the Irrune Era. For all his faults, and despite all his detractors, Prince
Kadakithis was a known quantity. He had the power of Ranke at his
back and the Hellhounds at his side. Disobeying him was foolish,
and defying him was potentially fatal. These days, the Irrune have the
power, but little experience at using it. Courtiers actively attempt to
deceive, humiliate, and otherwise weaken the Irrune aristocracy, and
with Arrizak so close to death, everyone waits to see which of his sons
will wind up as his successor. The city is poised on the brink of civil

5.
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war, and such a fight would be extremely ugly. Back the right candidate,
and you could wind up set for life. Pick the wrong one, and your future

will be short and painful.

You should also consider the scale of your campaign. How much
influence should the gods have? Do you want them rubbing shoulders
with ordinary mortals and interfering directly with the actions of the
PCs? Are they the source of your campaign’s plotlines? Can they be
killed? Or do you want them to be remote, withdrawn, and aloof, as
they are now?

CONSTANTS

Whichever era you choose, Sanctuary should always be an ugly city
tull of dark, dangerous people. It is the perfect place for intrigue,
adventure, and excitement, for dark gods and darker villains. And
though the city’s size, rulers, and boundaries change over time,
certain elements of Sanctuary remain, regardless of the era in which

you play.

The first thing to remember is that Sanctuary is tough. The city
was founded by men and women who defied an entire nation while
armed with little more than rocks and determination, and by farmers
and fishermen who fought the land and sea for survival. Sanctans
inherited the grit and determination of their forbearers. Nothing has
ever come easily to Sanctuary except death, and some of the city’s
inhabitants like it that way. This is not a place where you can let
your guard down and hope to survive. The strong, the fast, and the
clever can carve out nice lives here, but it takes work — and most of
the successful residents appreciate that. The effort makes the reward
that much sweeter, and too much success would make them soft and
careless. People here are hard, and that’s how they survive events that
would destroy lesser men.

Sanctuary is also valuable. Even after Ranke opened the Great Pass,
Sanctuary still had importance, if only for its ships and its position
at the edge of the Rankan Empire. Kingdoms, nobles, temples, and
even the gods themselves watched Sanctuary closely and fought for
control over it. Mages have made their homes here, as have immortals,
demons, and princes. Men who could have been rich elsewhere stayed
in poverty because they could not bear to leave. Sanctuary exerts an
almost palpable force on some people, making them desire it above all
other places. Not everyone feels this way; for many; it is the armpit of
the world, the dregs of the empire, the last place anyone would ever
want to go. But for those who can see or sense clearly, the town is a
wondrous place and worth any price.

Sanctuary is constantly in flux. Regimes and power balances —
political, religious, military, financial, or social —change overnight.

Shops open and close. Travelers enter and depart. The city is forever
in a state of change, expanding and contracting like some vast
heart. Even the walls change. Sanctuary tears down its defenses and
rebuilds them when the need arises, or for no apparent reason at all.
Many residents consider the city a living entity, and like a shark, it
is never still for an instant. No matter the hour, someone is awake in
Sanctuary, and the wise ones are watching for the latest changes and
incorporating them into their own plans.

Finally, Sanctuary is in the zow. It does not matter who you were
before you arrived; once you enter the gates, you are a different
person. Your past stays with you, and sometimes haunts you, but
that’s your problem. As far as Sanctuary and its residents are
concerned, you start fresh when you enter. That’s one of the city’s
greatest attractions. Criminals flee to Sanctuary because, even if
they are recognized, most of the residents don’t care. Respected
nobles have arrived and died within minutes, or wandered the
street penniless and half-mad, while wanted killers set up shops
and became prominent citizens. Sanctuary is concerned only with
its own people and their behavior, and it offers everyone a chance
to start fresh—for better or for worse.

FiNnaL WoORDS

'This book is a guide to Sanctuary. But keep in mind that it is a rough
guide, and meant to provide you with a framework for crafting your
own stories. When Robert Asprin and Lynn Abbey created the Zhicves’
World series, they gave other authors space to create not only their own
characters, but also their own houses, streets, and neighborhoods. That
hasn’t changed, and you should feel free to insert your own creations
into the city.

For example, everyone has heard of the Vulgar Unicorn, the largest and
most successful tavern in the Maze. But what if you don’t want to set
your adventure there? Perhaps you want to create a rival tavern, called
the Rowdy Merman or the Ham’s Bone, and stick it right in the Maze.
Go ahead! No one knows all the buildings within the Maze, and even
if they did, the buildings might change again tomorrow. You are free to
do as you like in the rest of the city as well. We haven't provided names
for all the shops along Pyrtanis, so if you decide that a leatherworker
named Solomon has a shop there called Sol’s, that’s fine. If you create
a noble house, and want them to live on the Hill, or later in Land’s
End Retreat, go right ahead. We've given you the lay of the city, so
you know where that noble is likely to live, and what sort of security
and neighbors he might have. But we aren't going to tell you that you
can't put him there because we've already populated all of those houses.
Sanctuary was designed so other authors could play in it, too. This is
your game. Now, it’s your turn to play. Have fun.




Cuaren Onek A Strory oF THIBYES

“So ya want to know how this gem of a city got here? Well, pud, read on.”

Visitors often wonder how a place like Sanctuary ever came to exist.
The locals say that, if Sanctuary weren't here, someone somewhere
else would’ve had to build it, instead. Sanctuary is a necessary evil,
a required blot in a burgeoning world of empires and kingdoms...
a birthmark that allows the rest of the world to shine more brightly
by contrast. These same poetic souls often claim Sanctuary sprang
tull-born from the womb of the Rankan Empire, streets and buildings
and Maze intact. This, however, is not true. It took many years before
Sanctuary became the contradiction that travelers visit today.

FroM WAR

Somebody has always lived in Sanctuary. Before the runaway slaves
showed up, there were the local fishermen clustered on the shore.
And before them, there were the “other people,” as the ruins in the
hills and the countryside seem to suggest. But modern Sanctuary, the
one we've come to know and love, traces its roots to the Kingdom of
Ilsig, a fact the Rankans never let the locals forget. The first settlers
were not Ilsigi nobles, but escaped slaves, fleeing from the tyrants that
held their chains. Thus, Sanctuary is not just a fancy name, but also
a sign of safe haven for those with nowhere else to flee and nowhere
left to hide. It is a sanctuary for the world’s desperate, and one filled
with the very best and worst of humanity.

Sanctuary was founded at a time when Ranke was still small,
young, and expansionist. This upstart nation with ambitious leaders
worried their neighbors, especially the nearby Kingdom of Ilsig. In
anticipation of an invasion, Ilsig forged an alliance with the Mountain
Tribes that occupied the natural barrier between Rankle and Ilsig
called the World’s End Mountains (known as the Queen’s Mountains

among the Ilsigi). These savage men, mostly bandits and barbarians
themselves, readily agreed to take Ilsig coin and supplies to protect this
important border and safeguard the lands to the west by protecting
the one known pass through these tall peaks.

As llsig feared, Ranke stirred and sent its legions up the slopes
to the Great Pass. The Mountain Tribes responded, harrying the
legionnaires with hit-and-run tactics, ambushes, and attacks on their
supply lines. Ilsig sent soldiers to buttress the tribal defenders, and
all-out war ensued.

Ilsig was a decadent society, and the slaves bore the brunt of the
labor without reward or recognition. They had had enough. While
the warriors defended the kingdom, the Ilsig slaves took advantage
of their opportunity. Uniting against their plight, the slaves rebelled
and broke free of their masters. Ilsig was on the verge of losing its
nobility and becoming a true kingdom of free men—when the armies
returned, early and victorious. Many of the slaves surrendered at once,
while others were killed for resisting. Those who survived and escaped
fled south, along the coast.

The revolts and subsequent loss of manpower nearly crippled Ilsig,
and though they could ill-afford to track down the fleeing slaves,
the King was enraged and dispatched a division of cavalry to hunt
them down and bring them back. As the horsemen closed on a large
host of ex-slaves, a division of Rankan legionnaires descended on
the Ilsig knights, destroying them to a man, and allowing the slaves
to escape.

The survivors searched the mountains around them and discovered
a hidden pass that led into a pleasant valley. Soft grass covered the
ground, fruit trees grew untended along the upper reaches, mountain
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streams provided cold clear water, and fish and game were plentiful.
Taking this lovely little land as a sign of divine favor, the former slaves
settled in to live in peace.

It didn’t last.

A City Forms

The escaped slaves were not accustomed to managing their resources;
they could handle work, but had no experience with farming or
hunting. Before a fourth year had passed, they found their Sanctuary
sadly depleted. All of the fish and game had been caught and killed, all
of the fruit trees had been stripped bare, the various nuts and berries
were gone... even the grass had been trampled. The whole valley, once
so green, was now brown and barren. The people had no choice but
to abandon their home and move on in search of more food.

Leaving the mountains behind, the slaves headed farther south.
Finally, they reached the sea, where they met up with a band of
fishermen who welcomed them as neighbors and friends. The slaves
turned their hands to farming again, this time being more careful not
to deplete their crops so thoroughly, and they traded vegetables and
grains for fish and other seafood. As the fishermen and the former
slaves grew more comfortable together, and began intermarrying, a
cluster of buildings sprang up.

They named this new community Sanctuary and, with the influx of
other travelers migrating from the north, it prospered, growing from
a tiny, insignificant hamlet to a modest village, well on the way to
becoming the Sanctuary of today. Finally, the people knew peace.

But this, also, did not last.

FORTUNES OoF WAR

Word of Sanctuary soon reached Ilsig’s ear, and with it came the
rumor of gold. Word spread throughout the world, sending miners,
explorers, and prospectors south to coax the precious metals from the
lands around the budding community. With these entrepreneurs came
mercenaries, families. .. and undesirables. The innocence of Sanctuary
died as quickly as it was born, but the influx of wealth and new ideas
allowed the village to experience rapid growth.

But not all sought to settle here peacefully. Ilsig, still in the throes of
war with Ranke, was desperate for resources and the promise of gold
was an opportunity too good to surrender. The King of the Ilsigi sent
a fleet of warships to claim the town. Unfortunately for them, many
of Sanctuary’s fishermen were still out to sea when the fleet arrived;
seeing the navy, and knowing the town was lost, the fishermen escaped
to a nearby island instead. Dubbing their new home Scavengers’
Island, they traded their nets and traps for cutlasses and daggers and
began a life of piracy, preying on passing ships, both military and
commercial. In the years that followed, the Scavenger Pirates would
come to bear no resemblance to their humble origins, retaining only
their hatred for the Ilsig crown.

Under the harsh rule of Ilsig oppressors, many of the adventurers
who came to the city left. Among them was an explorer and traveler
who discovered in his travels another pass through the World’s
Edge Mountains along the way to settle and raise a family in Ranke.
Years later, his grandson found his old journals, which included not
only mention of this port city, but also the hidden pass through the
mountains. Since the grandson had become a general in the Rankan
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army, he was able to muster troops and ships and launch an attack on
this well-placed little city. Sanctuary fell into Rankan hands. But the
general was not looking for gold there. He was far more interested in
the city’s convenient access to the rest of Ilsig. Using Sanctuary as a
staging ground, the general took his fleet around the cape and swept
down upon the kingdom, taking its army by surprise. Almost before
a defense could be mounted, the general had captured Ilsig, and it
became a client state of the Rankan empire, paying a heavy toll in
annual tribute to preserve its meager independence.

CARAVAN ROUTES

Though Ranke had conquered the Kingdom of Ilsig, the bandits
and savages haunting the World’s Edge Mountains refused to end
their old alliances by surrendering control of the Great Pass. Ranke
sought another way to bring men and supplies from its heartland to
its new territory and back again. The easiest route, barring that road
through the mountains, was through the Gray Wastes. This long
stretch of sand stood between Sanctuary and cities like Ranke, Dar,
and Cirdon, making it the perfect place to transfer from camels to
ships or ships to camels. Long caravans formed, and Sanctuary was
either their starting point or their destination. Sanctuary grew larger
and wealthier, and thanks to its location on both coast and desert,
it became one of the most successful ports in the Rankan Empire.
Caravans were so long they took a day to pass fully through the city
gates, and at least once each day such a caravan arrived or departed.
People flocked to Sanctuary, seeking to buy or sell the latest wares,
and it became the commercial center of the empire.

It didn’t last, either.

A BETTER WaAY

After decades of fighting, the Rankan soldiers finally defeated the
mountain men, gaining control of the Great Pass. With that shorter
route available, there was no need to cross the Gray Wastes to reach
the Empire’s distant holdings. Suddenly, the desert caravans ceased
their journeys, ending the influx of wealth into Sanctuary. While still
an important seaport, merchants unloaded their wares to the west
now, closer to the mountains. Sanctuary was no longer central, and
its businesses began to fail.

The city entered a steep decline. The lack of funds and tariffs meant
fewer resources to maintain the city. Locals left the city in droves,
leaving fine houses abandoned and emptying entire neighborhoods.
Neglect led to disrepair of homes and shops. Filth collected in
alleys, and the only people left were the desperate and the villainous
— ruthless types willing to do anything to survive.

Though the social climate changed markedly, people continued to
travel to Sanctuary, but no longer for wealth, fame, or glory. It was
quite the opposite: People came to the city to disappear, to escape
pursuers, debts, failed relationships, cuckolded husbands, or the law.
Sanctuary became a haven for criminals and fugitives, exiles and
undesirables. Cutthroats, pirates, thieves, and other wanted men took
Sanctuary as their home because they thought that no one would
notice yet another dirty, shifty-eyed face. Soon, the city had become
a refuge for the criminal and the political, for anyone who wanted
to disappear from Ranke’s eye. Tavern windows became dirty and
deliberately not cleaned so patrons could drink in peace and avoid
the nosy passerby who might recognize them. Townsfolk spoke in

whispers out of long habit, and took to watching every stranger with
care, one hand always near a weapon. What was once a small, open,
pleasant fishing village became a cold stone box.

Dark TIMES

For decades, Ranke ignored the port city. The Empire would dispatch
a governor now and then, usually someone who had displeased the
Emperor, and instruct him to collect taxes and send them back to
the capital. These were low men, ruthless, corrupt, and despicable,
exploiting the locals and stealing from the city’s coffers to spend
their days in idle wealth and pleasure. These rulers were far more
interested in their own comforts than in the safety and prosperity
of the town and its citizens. All of that changed when the Rankan
Emperor decided to punish his half-brother.

Prince Kadakithis was young, handsome, charming, and idealistic.
In his enthusiasm and naiveté, his mere existence was a threat to
Abakithis’ rule, for while Kadakithis did not have much success in
building a popular base, his idealism and virtues planted seeds that
Abakithis saw as a potential problem. Faced with having the younger
brother killed or exiling him to the nether regions of the empire, the
emperor chose the latter. He assigned Kadakithis to rule as governor
in distant Sanctuary, where he believed the city would resolve the
problem of this nuisance for him.

But Kadakithis was not stupid. He, or someone who saw his potential
value, assembled a team of elite soldiers to serve as his bodyguard and
personal fighting force, and they went with him to his new home.
There, he strove to rid Sanctuary of its crime, pollution, and poverty.
One of his first acts in the city was to have the captain of the city guard
publicly executed for treason. His soldiers soon earned the name “Hell
Hounds” for their ferocity. For the first time, Sanctuary faced a ruler
who could not be bribed and who would not tolerate corruption. At
first, they laughed at him, calling him “Kittycat,” but gradually came
to respect him, and some even began to fear him.

Kadakithis’ arrival was not the only change, however. Ranke had
temples in the city, but so did Ilsig, and the old Ilsigi gods decided
they were tired of these Rankan usurpers. They fought for control,
and the city was torn between them. Powerful men and women stood
on both sides, and some people darted back and forth, playing the
factions against each other for their own profit and amusement. The
conflict between rival gods played out in this backwater city, resulting
in the banishment of Vashanka, Ranke’s most notorious god.

Amidst the turmoil of divine war, the fishermen spotted ships on
the sea, bearing strange sails and of unusual design. This seafaring
race, called the Beysibs, came from across the ocean, and two of their
strongest clans fled the Beysib Empire when a usurper claimed the
throne. Through careful negotiations with representatives of the city,
they entered, and after some difficulty, they coexisted with the native
Sanctans. While nominally a Rankan city, the Beysibs really ruled.
Kadakithis was able to salvage the situation by courting Shupansea,
the Beysib high priestess, but the people resisted them whenever and
wherever they could.

As if the strain of these exotic people (with their distinctly unusual
appearance and customs) trying cohabitation with Rankans and Ilsigi
wasn't bad enough, the divine struggles continued. Encapsulated
in one man, the influence of the gods was a constant threat to the
city. This divine champion was Tempus. An ancient warrior of

9.



Crurmn Onez A Story oF THIBVES

questionable virtue, it seemed he was immortal. Though originally a
Hell Hound, his arrogance brought him into conflict with his fellow
soldiers. Worse, his obligations to his god, Vashanka (and the deity’s
later incarnations) forced him to fight on the front lines against the
Ilsigi and later the Nisibisi in the north. Still, Tempus found himself
drawn back to the city time and again, a pawn in the games played

by the gods.
WAR IN THE NORTH

The gods’ wars created ripples that spread throughout the world,
with the effects felt as far away as distant Caronne. While Sanctuary
had little power to shape events, it would stand at the center of a
maelstrom of events that would ultimately lead to the messy demise
of the Rankan Empire. Somehow, consciously or no, powerful
people throughout the continent found themselves drifting towards
Thieves’ World to play out the game of empires and wars, intrigue
and betrayal.

The world teetered on the brink of anarchy. Vashanka, the icon of the
Rankan Empire, had fallen silent as a result of the conflict between
rival pantheons in Sanctuary. His priests and religion fell into turmoil.
Furthermore, generations of constant warfare took a toll, for the
power of the Emperor waned with each conquest. As he spread his
influence over greater and greater distances, the Empire simply grew
too big, too quickly.

Tensions flared between the swollen Empire and a small, warlock-
controlled nation called Nis that lay in an arm of the World’s Edge
Mountains known as Wizardwall. The exact cause is not certain, but
given the Empire’s attitudes towards witchcraft, the ensuing war
came to no surprise. The Emperor, thinking his legions capable of
conquering this small territory with the same ease with which they
constructed his Empire, he used the standard tactics and sent his
troops to crash over the enemy. What neither he, nor the rest of Ranke,
expected were the demons, the undead, and vicious horrors that the
Nisibisi enslaved. The Nisi sold their souls to defeat the enormous
host, and the imperial legions were shattered.

What should have been a small series of battles spiraled into a long,
drawn-out engagement, claiming more and more resources, men, and
capital just to keep the fighting at a draw. With each defeat, Abakithis’
popularity dwindled, forcing him to take drastic measures to keep
the war effort alive. Growing out of this costly war were specialized
units of guerillas, specially trained to kill witches using whatever
tactics were necessary.

In addition to dishonorable tactics, such as those used by the most
notorious unit called the 3rd Commando, many Rankans saw it as
their personal duty to destroy the Nisibisi witches. Sacred bands
—groups of divinely sanctioned warriors — joined the front,
buttressed by bonds of friendship and love to take on any horror the
witches could throw at them. The Stepsons, a famous group, came to
Sanctuary to draw their fabled leader Tempus into the war. With his
departure, much of the divine squabbling came to an end.

SEEDS OF ANARCHY

with the human lord representing the interests of the Sanctans, and
Shupansea protecting her own people. Cementing their agreement,
Kadakithis courted the Beysib princess, elevating her above all of his
wives. .. even his first wife, who had disappeared mysteriously.

Not everyone was pleased with the arrangement; many feared the
Beysibs, and in their fear, they resented their new masters. Violence
escalated against the Beysib invaders. What began as a few beatings
and the occasional murder bloomed into a reign of terrorism
perpetrated by the Popular Front for the Liberation of Sanctuary.
Led by an ambitious thief named Zip, the PFLS launched attacks
from Downwind and the Maze, raiding caravans, kidnapping and
murdering important citizens, arson, coercion, and anything they
could do to oust the Beysib occupiers.

Meanwhile, Wizardwall turned into a quagmire of death. Powerful
witches left the front and infiltrated Ranke, spreading chaos and
destruction behind enemy lines. One such witch was Death’s Queen,
Roxane, who traveled to Sanctuary to weaken Ranke’s control on its
outlying provinces. Armed with a Nisibisi globe of power, she lent
her sorcerous skills to the growing unrest in the city.

Also on her way to the city was another spellcaster, a cursed witch
who destroyed every man she knew. Ischade haunted the night
streets, luring men with sex, making good on her promises, and then
turning them loose. Her victims soon after became beset by a series
of misfortunes, always fatal. Though she kept to herself, she quickly
became drawn inside the machinations of the forces vying for control
in Sanctuary.

In addition to Roxane and Ischade, control of the city was fought
for by the Stepsons, who remained behind to protect the city; the
recently arrived 3rd Commando, who opposed Roxane and her
undead minions; Jubal, who worked to rebuild his criminal empire
after Tempus razed his compound; the Beggar King, and the Beysib’s
assassins, the Harka Bey. This was an exceptionally dangerous period
in Sanctuary, where allegiances could result in getting killed. During
this time, the dead walked next to the living, and brutal riots and mobs
ruled the streets. Kadakithis was powerless, and the Hell Hounds all
but forgotten.

RANKE'S DECLINE

Finally, Tempus and his allies overcame the witches at Wizardwall,
allowing them to return to Sanctuary and help put an end to the civil
war terrorizing the city. Through an alliance between Ischade and a
core group of Stepsons, Roxane was defeated and order restored to
the city. But things were not so well in the north. Before Tempus
returned to Sanctuary, he involved himself in a plot to assassinate
Abakithis and set Theron, a brutal general, on the throne. But Theron’s
ascent was too late to save a flagging Empire, too spent from years of
fighting against the witches of Wizardwall to recover. And as life in
Sanctuary improved, even coming into a new era of its own, Ranke
declined, losing conquered territory at an alarming rate, powerless
even to collect taxes from its vassals.

THE GOLDEN YEARS

While the fighting raged on in the north, Sanctuary remained outside
of much of the events, dealing with its own problems with the Beysib
occupation. Though there were some initial conflicts, the Beysibs and
Kadakithis came to a peaceful accord and agreed to rule the city jointly,

For the first time in years, Sanctuary became a place of hope. With
Ranke’s messy death far to the north and the quick succession of
emperor after emperor, Sanctans were free to do as they wished.
They were their own city, beholden to no foreign power for the
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first time since their founding. This resulted in a heady sense of
entrepreneurialism, and new shops opened all over the city. Foreign
merchants responded to the welcoming atmosphere and sent fleets
of ships south to this burgeoning port. This was a time when the
lowliest Wrigglie could rise above his meager station and perhaps
escape poverty, for work was everywhere. And with work comes
money, and with money, sales.

Even better than the invigoration of Sanctuary’s economy, the anarchy
plaguing the streets ended with Ranke’s demise. The Stepsons, 3rd
Commando, and others withdrew, and with them went the instigators
of the chaos, leaving Sanctuary to those who really wanted to live
there. No longer did the Stepsons stroll arrogantly through the city
streets. Tempus was gone, vanished like a bad dream. Even Roxane
and her Nisibisi allies were dead or buried. With these elements out
of the city, the Sanctans enjoyed peace for the first time in years.

Of course, this period is not without its struggles. In the vacuum
left, Sanctuary lost much of its military strength. Pirates from
Scavengers Isle, descendants of the Sanctans who fled during the
Ilsigi occupation, continued to prey on locals, slipping into the city
under the cover of darkness to press-gang innocents and sell them
into slavery. Without a military, Sanctans were more vulnerable than
ever to these sorts of attacks. In response to the growing concern,
Kadakithis mustered a few hundred able-bodied citizens, dubbed
them marines, and unleashed them on the pirate isle. Sanctuary’s
first military destroyed the settlement on Scavengers Isle, liberated
hundreds of slaves, and burned the pirate ships in their docks. And
thus was Inception Isle, Sanctuary’s only colony, founded.

Life during the early years of Ranke’s decline is marked by hope,
prosperity, and stability. Poverty’s cruel grip weakened as champions
like Strick the Spellmaster worked hard to alleviate suffering. With
the influx of merchants and trade, wealth freely flowed everywhere,
even in the Downwind. Furthermore, Walegrin recruited new soldiers
from the populace, presenting an opportunity to start a new life on
Inception Isle. Though brief, this era was Sanctuary’s brightest.

TiME OF TROUBLES

Life in Sanctuary took a turn for the worse soon after the conquest
of Scavengers Island. Signs of the dark times were everywhere for
those with the ability or willingness to look. The first sign was the
drought.

For four years, little to no rain fell on the continent, and though
Sanctuary had the benefit of being a coastal city, the city suffered.
Grass and trees shriveled, crops failed, and the White Foal River
shrank to nearly a trickle. With the dryness, the land’s natural
defenses against erosion disappeared. So when the rains finally came,
mudslides destroyed homes and estates outside the city and the topsoil
surrounding the Swamp of Night Secrets washed out to sea.

While the city grappled with the loss of land and property in the
outlying areas, the Beysibs learned the usurper in their homeland had
finally died, leaving a power vacuum perfect for the exiled Beysibs to
fill. Shupansea broke with Kadakithis, and led clan Burek and most
of clan Setmur back across the sea to retake their rightful place at the
head of all Beysib civilization. From this point on, the Beysib became
little more than a bad memory in the hearts and minds of Sanctans
all over, and those Beysibs who remained lost what little protection
they enjoyed while Shupansea shared Kadakithis’ bed.

Shortly after the Beysib evacuation, Kadakithis, along with his
childhood friend Chenaya and a cadre of loyal supporters, moved to
claim Ranke’s throne. They left by ship but were never seen or heard
from again. It’s believed the ship went down somewhere between
Sanctuary and Ranke, explaining why the god blessed (or cursed)
Chenaya never reappeared.

Bereft of governor and wife, control of Sanctuary fell to an oligarchic
council, made up of the wealthiest and influential Sanctan nobles and
merchants. As each member represented his own interests above those
of the city and its citizens, crippling the city as corruption spread
through all levels of Sanctuary’s government. The council plundered
the city’s treasury for resources needed to pay bribes, extortion fees,
and to advance their own interests, leaving the city to teeter and totter
on the brink of collapse.

But while Sanctans looted the city, the rainy autumn gave way to
a snowy winter, and heavy blizzards raged in the mountains to the
north. Throughout the winter, Sanctuary continued as it ever had, but
when the spring thaws occurred, run-off from the mountains poured
down, swelling the White Foal and Red Foal rivers. The White Foal
obliterated Downwind, washing away the human effluvia and sending
refugees into the heart of the city. Hundreds died and those who
escaped fled to the Hill like rats on a sinking ship.

"Thanks to the political plundering and the environmental damage, the
city was ill-equipped to deal with the tragedy. It was clear that Ranke
had no intention of sending soldiers, supplies, or really assistance of
any kind, so the Oligarchs turned to the resurgent Kingdom of Ilsig
for assistance. The lords there were all to happy to accept Sanctuary’s
gifts, and seeing the destruction as an opportunity to restore Ilsigi
influence in Sanctuary, the nation sent an army of priests to help. Of
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course, Ilsig also sent promises of food and support, though they were
all offers the Kingdom could not or would not keep.

Though there were hundreds of displaced Sanctans, all of which were
undesirable and dangerous, and the city’s infrastructure was weakened
by the increase of crime, there was still plenty of food available for
the survivors. Sanctuary’s fishing fleet was one of the most capable
in the world. But even this would not last, for the very next year, a
brutal hurricane descended on the city. Catching most of the fleet at
sea, the storm wiped out nearly all of the boats and fishermen before
making landfall and shattering the city. And any help the Sanctans
thought they would gain from the Beysib fled as communication
with those distant peoples ended.

More flooding, more death, and more human tragedy took its toll
on Sanctuary, making an already grim environment dire. Loss of
trade, fish, and agriculture combine to create Sanctuary’s worst
famine in generations. Food simply did not exist in the city. To make
matters worse, the rains stopped once more, and not a drop fell for
an entire year. At first cats, dogs, and horses vanished, and then the
rat population dwindled. It was a bad time for all of Sanctuary, and
food riots were common.

Three years later, the hammer fell, crushing Sanctuary with the weight
of an unholy plague. Thanks to visiting priests from the Kingdom
of Ilsig, a new strain of disease traveled down the coastline to finally
settle in the city, stalled only by the onset of winter. Though Molin
Torchholder argued that Sanctuary should sever contact with the
distant kingdom, the council rejected him, blinded by the promise
of wealth, even after (but perhaps because of) all the tragedy that
had befallen Zhieves’ World.

With the spring thaw, the plague intensified. Inception Island was
the worst off, with disease killing young and old, and the council’s
unwillingness to close oft the island led to the plague spreading inside
the city. Soon, the plague asserts itself once more, sweeping through
the city quickly, but it does not seem to be as severe as the last bout
several years before, when Illyra, maddened by the death of her child,
invoked Dyareela with cards illustrated by Lalo’s brush. This time,
the plague claims only the old, weak, and very young. However, the
memory of past plagues ran deep in the minds of the locals. Riots
broke out, and the Sanctans set fire to the hostelries. With the heavy
winds, they inadvertently destroyed half the city.

For the next few years, hurricanes hammered the city, alternating with
periods of drought. The destruction coupled with the constant famine
and disease created an atmosphere of despair that wound around the
hearts of Sanctans at every level of society. The Sdanzo left the city,
and with them went the answers many sought. Crops continued to
fail and death was a constant companion.

More plagues, more storms, and more droughts hammered the
city, while the first priests of a new god came to town. These men
and women, all garbed in white and with bloody red hands, were
messengers of peace, filled with promises of an end to Sanctuary’s
suffering. Taking advantage of the city’s fears and the terrible
calamities they endured, the priests rallied the people, urging them
to butcher the remaining S'danzo that stayed behind. And, with their
deaths, the plague diminished and went away.

'The Dyareelans, now buttressed by a people grateful for the ending of
the plague, forged a peace with the council and assumed more and more
control over the populace. They roamed the streets preaching a gospel of

blood, death, and sacrifice. They publicly executed traitors, those guilty of
crimes only the priests could detect. Bit by bit, the Dyareelans assumed
control, and what was once a city ruled by Empires and by wealth
became a city ruled by fear. The cultists stole children from the streets to
indoctrinate them in their foul rites. Those who objected died on their
altars, hearts ripped from their chests. Out of fear, children reported their
parents; husbands, their wives; neighbors, entire families.

While Sanctuary fell under the sway of the Dyareelans, a tribe of
nomads, retreating from the Black Toothed Horde, settled in the World
Spine Mountains, destroying the bandits who descended from the
Mountain folk that had waged a guerilla war against Ranke since the
Kingdom of Ilsig first fell. With the Irrune, refugees from all over the
world came to Sanctuary to escape the wars and plagues hammering
the continent. However, with the influx of new people came new
problems. Lack of rain, then too much rain, new diseases, and famine
forced the cultists’hand. In an act of utter madness, they turn on the city,
sweeping through the streets in an unholy crusade to forge an army to
march across the lands, killing all non-believers until only the cultists
remain. To build this army, the Dyareelans founded orphanages, where
children were secretly trained in the ways of the cult.

Matters finally come to a head when a mob of cultists captures
some visiting Irrune and executes them publicly. The city realizes
the danger of the unruly cult, and begins a withdrawal. Molin leaves
the city to court the Irrune, to urge them to liberate the city and get
revenge for the death of one of their lords. For the next three years,
the cult grew fat on its own excesses, descending in their depravity
lower than ever before. Fear was law, executions a daily occurrence,
and death rode the streets.

Molin finally convinced the Irrune to help, offering them the city in
exchange. And so,in the 94th year of the Rankan Empire, during the
Dyareelan summer festival, the Irrune entered the city through gates
left open by sympathizers. The Irrune butchered the cultists and lay
siege to the Palace. Looking for a quick resolution, Molin orders the
Palace burned, driving the surviving cultists into the swords of the
waiting Irrune. Thus ended the Troubles.

NEw Era

'The Irrune have ruled Sanctuary for almost a decade now. Arizak
is a harsh but fair man, and a strong leader, though he leaves much
of the city’s governance to a council of oligarchs. Though a popular
figure, he was badly injured several years ago and has never really
recovered. No one knows which of his sons will become ruler after
he dies, and people scramble to support their favorite, to build ties
with whomever they think will be victorious.

Since the Irrune crushed the cultists, Dyareelans have all but vanished,
and most hope that they are gone for good. But this is nothing more
than wishful thinking, for the cult still exists. Here and there, old
members plot revenge and a return to glory, quietly maneuvering to
retake the city from the Irrune occupiers.

With a weakened Ranke, its old enemies have returned. Ilsig has
become a kingdom again, complete with a king. Seeing Sanctuary
as a wayward child, Ilsig sent a military delegation to Sanctuary to
demand back taxes and renewed fealty. The Irrune laughed them
out of the city. Rather than go back empty-handed, the delegation
moved on to Inception Island, and for the first time in its long history,
Sanctuary has a rival port.
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Walk the streets of Sanctuary, and the first thing you’ll notice is its
history. This isn'’t to say that there’s ornate scrollwork on columns,
or plaques, or statues of men on horses. Instead, you'll see the scars
of the city: an burned patch on an old out-of-date adobe building,
a husk of a home destroyed by witch-fire, an odd symbol etched on
ablock in a city wall. Strange smells, old ruins, odd sensations, and
a sense of familiarity about everything, everywhere. Sanctuary does

@5PRiEER Two: DowiN
@i Nl HIEVES

indeed have a long and colorful history, but one filled with witches
and warlocks, spells, demons, wars, treachery, intrigue, conquest, and
all the elements of good fantasy. Sanctuary is constantly changing
— always growing, shrinking, welcoming new characters and
bidding farewell to the old. Sanctuary is a living city, with a life
of its own. This chapter gives you a taste of what it’s like to live in
Thieves’ World in every era.

LIFE IN SANCTUARY

Make no mistake: Sanctuary is, in many ways, the consummate fantasy
environment. It’s replete with warriors and warlocks, adventure and
intrigue. It is also a place of human failings, full of depravity, sin, and
excess. The city streets are unsafe by day and deadly by night, with
licentious villains prowling the streets to take what they cannot buy.
Gangs roam the hills, and drug dealers peddle opah and 477/ on street
corners, preying on children and adult alike. And if that weren’t bad
enough, Sanctuary is also home to virulent diseases, some bad enough
to make a grown man die screaming as his body swells with fluid.
Syphilitic whores hide the empty pits of their noses behind veils, while
clap-maddened, famine-starved children with distended bellies plunge
knives in the backs of mothers to steal the milk from their breasts.
Sanctuary is not a kind place. It is a place where the weak are ground
up and devoured, where witches won't let your corpse rest, calling your
soul from hell over and again to make you do their bidding. Still, there
are bright spots. There are moments of charity, of true heroism, and of
fun. For every barfly that turns away from a pair of thugs having fun
with an adolescent girl in an alley, there is a Cauvin who will beat rapists
to death with his bare hands. This first section provides an overview of
what it’s like to live and die in 7hicves’ World.

LEGITIMATE INDUSTRIES

Most would tell you that crime is the number-one industry here.
Sanctuary has more than its fair share of crime lords, protection
rackets, drug dealers, smugglers, and more. But Sanctuary has
legitimate business, too. Throughout its history, Sanctuary has enjoyed
a thriving fishing industry, with a fleet of ships capable of harvesting a
catch that could feed almost the entire city at peak season. Sanctuary
is also a natural port for trading ships from island nations to the
south, Rankan merchants to the north, and Ilsigi traders from the
west. The constant influx of people and cultures has made Sanctuary
into a melting pot, and a city with demand enough for the dimmest
tradesman to turn a profit.

AGRICULTURE

During the Rankan era, the environs around Sanctuary sported
numerous farms and homesteads producing wheat, rye, barley and
other grains. While never famous for its farming, the countryside
could supplement the fishing industry with its bounty. At its peak,
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farmers produced a great deal of produce in addition to grains.
Peppers, onions, garlic, leeks, potatoes, broccoli, cauliflower, radishes,
and turnips had always been available in decent quantities and for fair
prices. However, with the droughts followed by hurricanes followed
by more droughts, the rich topsoil washed away, making the ground
unfit for planting. Worse, the irrigation systems were also damaged,
and so repairs to make the countryside profitable for farmers would
be expensive and, given Sanctuary’s current state, improbable. Farmers
till the soil, coaxing what few plants they can in the hope of restoring
them to their former health. Though small hamlets provide food for
the city, for the most part, Sanctuary’s food supply comes from the
grain-farms run by the Serripines Clan, which have astonished the
long-time residents who believed farming on this scale would be a
waste of time.

[RRUNE Era NOTES

As Ranke entered its decline, Rankan refugees fled south to make
new lives for themselves in Sanctuary. With them, they brought
wealth, new agricultural techniques and seed. In fact, one such refugee
started a vineyard under the Aquinta Cartel, supplying the city with
the finest wine available in Ranke. Though there was great promise,
their efforts were for naught after the bad seasons that followed. No
vineyard or farm can survive for long without rain. The few bottles
of Aquinta vintage that remain in the city carry a hefty price that’s
more than a common, or even a wealthy pud, could afford.

FISHING

Perhaps the greatest asset Sanctuary has is its fishing fleet. Though
times have certainly been better, Sanctuary still boasts an impressive
industry capable of feeding the city during peak seasons. In many
ways, the fishermen are a culture onto themselves. They don't frequent
the usual haunts in the city, preferring instead to keep to their own
kind. Still, they are loyal to Sanctuary, and have risen to the city’s
defense time and again. When the fish-eyed folk came to treat with
the Sanctans, it was fishermen who first met with them and paved the
way for the semi-peaceful cohabitation that would follow. Fishermen
also deal with threats from the sea, such as the occasional mutant
giant crab in the service of the Purple Mage. In the end, though the
fishermen and their families live in their own parts of the city, follow
their own customs, and drink in their own watering holes, they are
as much a part of Sanctuary as the thieves in the Maze.

[RRUNE Era NOTES

Leading up to the Troubles, hurricanes and tropical storms savaged
Sanctuary’s fishing fleet, sinking scores of boats and taking the lives
of nearly half of the fishermen. Since the Dyareelan occupation, the
fishermen slowly rebuilt their lives, moving from the old Fisherman’s
Row to a new site just south of Caravan Square. The ruins of their
old haunts are now the Hag’s Teeth, a cluster of rock and debris just
southeast from the mouth of the White Foal River.

RELIGION

Another vital industry in Sanctuary is the retail of religion. Gods
and their ilk have long been a presence in Zhieves’ World, moving
their minions like pawns through the streets of the city or fighting
outright battles in the heavens. As a crucible of cultures, Sanctuary
sees the birth and death of new religions and cults almost on a daily
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basis. In fact, so many gods have been (and are still) worshipped in
the city that it’s sometimes difficult to tell from what pantheon they
descend.

Founded by the Ilsigi exiles, from the outset, their gods have held
a place of import, though even then Dyareelan cultists from the
Grey Wastes tried their best to gain a foothold in the city. With the
conquest of the World Spine Mountains, Ranke swept through to
take Sanctuary as well, and with the conquerors came their gods.
For years, priests of the rival religions struggled for dominance,
eventually settling into an uneasy truce. The result was an eclectic
mixture along the Avenue of Temples, one of the few routes leading
up to the Governor’s Palace. Temples dedicated to Rankan gods
stood next to those of Ilsig. Altars to foreign deities came and went,
while proselytizers marched up and down the road to preach the
virtues of their gods.

Of course, even in this cosmopolitan atmosphere, struggles between
rival faiths did erupt. The Rankans tried for years to erect a temple to
Savankala, but due to the efforts of a few discontented worshippers
of Ilsigi gods, the temple wasn't officially consecrated until Chenaya
stole the Eye of Savankala from the city of Ranke and installed it
here to purify the site.

The struggles of the Rankan era, however, seem like nothing more
than polite disagreement when compared to the zealous hatred of the
Dyareelan cultists. They took advantage of the chaos resulting from
pestilence, famine, and a series of terrible and destructive storms to
install themselves as leaders of the city. One of their first acts was
to raze the Avenue of Temples, slaughter the priests and desecrate
their altars. With no rival religions left, the Dyareelans mastered
the city, positioning themselves to eliminate all factions of potential
discontent.

The Dyareelans would rule for a number of terrible years, until the
Irrune along with Molin Torchholder swept through the city gates
to slaughter the dreadful priests, forcing them into the palace, and
into the tunnels below. To remove them completely, or so hoped
Torchholder, the Irrune set fire to the palace until the cultists
surrendered.

Though Dyareelan rule is ended (for now), the Irrune have assumed
control over the city. To prevent another uprising, one of their first
edicts was to ban the practice of religion from within the city walls,
excepting the rites and rituals that exalted Irrunega, of course. A few
priests persist in their efforts and more and more drift to the city
from the far-flung regions of the Known World.

[RRUNE ErA NOTES

Even though strict laws prohibit open worship within Sanctuary’s
walls, religion is still an important part of every Sanctan’s life. Nearly
everyone in the city venerates at least one god, if not several. And in
the homes of most are idols, small altars, or symbols of one or more
of the multitudinous deities making up one or more of the Known

World’s pantheons.

The priests themselves are faced with a challenge if they want to
expand their congregations and maintain the flow of income they
need to survive. Since the prohibition, and a few spectacular examples
of those who thought to break the ban against religion (Irrune are
implacable in their resolve to stamp out dangerous cults), most priests
fled to the Street of Red Lanterns, occupying converted brothels or

setting up makeshift stalls. A scant few struggle to rebuild the temples
of old on the Avenue itself, as evidenced by the actions of the Sisters
of Sabellia and Pel Garwood.

Though the Irrune rulers permit these blossoming cults outside the
city, they do not tolerate those in service to the Mother of Chaos.
Cultists discovered in or near the city are executed, usually in
spectacular and bloody fashion. Rumor holds there are Dyareelans
in the warrens and tunnels honeycombing the land beneath the city.
There may be some truth to this, for Irrune recently uncovered a nest
of priests and executed them—by rolling them in carpets and riding
horses over them to trample these criminals to death. Those with a
taste for revenge will find that some prominent and wealthy members
in the city pay premium prices for the hands of Dyareelan cultists.

RENOVATION

For as long as Sanctuary has stood, there has been a need for repairs
and renovations. During the Rankan era, Kadakithis and Molin
Torchholder sought to expand and construct walls to defend the city
against attacks from the Usurper and barbarians. After the Troubles,
and the storms that preceded them, much of the city stands in ruin,
and there’s always work for stonemasons, carpenters, other craftsmen,
and those with a talent for hard labor. Most work now takes place
on the Street of Red Lanterns, the Processional, and on the walls.
Laborers gather in city squares near construction sites hoping to be
picked by the foremen for the few padpols they can earn moving
debris and hauling raw materials.

[RRUNE ERA NOTES

One serious difficulty facing Sanctuary in the Modern Era, and the
cause for the slowness of repairs to the city, is the lack of raw materials.
Sanctuary has always been lacking in timber, having little more than a
few orchards and, in the higher elevations, scrub trees best suited for
charcoal and firewood, not shipbuilding or construction. There’s no
reliable source of stone for building materials, and brick is expensive.
A current trend is to recycle building materials from ruins. Though
illegal, since taking stone from ruins is theft, the watch is easily
bribed to turn the other way. Grabar’s Stoneyard is one of the more
profitable enterprises in the city, and even they tend to plunder the
ruins of old estates on the outskirts of the city.

TRADE

The lifeblood of the city is trade. As a port city, Sanctuary trades with
other coastal cities, like Caronne and Mrseveda, and overland with
Ranke to the north and Ilsig to the west. Cirdonian merchants rub
shoulders with Twandan mercenaries, and Mrsevadan sailors bring
goods from exotic lands far away. The heart of Sanctuary’s mercantile
district is the Caravan Square and the Farmer’s Market, though a
great deal of money also changes hands in the Bazaar and along the
Wideway near the wharves. Even through the most desperate times,
merchants have braved all sorts of natural and unnatural hazards to
sell or trade their goods in Sanctuary.

[RRUNE ERA NOTES

After the Convulsions, the population dipped dangerously. Much
of the industry of old was gone and most of the city struggled to
survive in the ruins. As a result, they import more than they export.
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Lacking much in the way of wealth, few Sanctans can afford the
high prices at the bazaar or the other trading centers, so thievery is
on the rise once more. It’s hoped the current problems will vanish
once the population grows.

MINOR ENTERPRISES

Sanctuary has always enjoyed a strong market for finished goods,
from silk to gem cutting. Some of the greatest artisans in the Known
World got their start here, crafting beautiful jewelry, exquisite pieces
of art, fine furniture, and other goods. Though the city is depressed,
there’s evidence of resurgence and the promise of new wealth under
the careful guidance of a far less greedy council of oligarchs.

DIVERSIONS

In a city under the weight of insidious poverty, stricken by crime, and
threatened by war, natural disasters, and supernatural threats, people
need to unwind, relax, and let go of their inhibitions as a form of
pressure release. Sanctuary has many diversions for those wanting to
get away from their drudgery and escape the constant and oppressive
burden of a miserable life. For those with a few spare padpols, there’s
bound to be something to take your mind off your worries.

ARENAS

Gladiatorial contests are quite popular throughout the Known World,
especially in Rankan provinces. However, Sanctuary never had a
coliseum for these fights. Instead, the city relied on bloody cockfights
in the Maze, bare-knuckle boxing in back rooms, or blood sports in
dug out pits on the Hill. Sanctans appreciate violence when it’s not
directed at them, so they seize the opportunity to watch two warriors
duke it out to the cries of the crowd.

The Irrune, appreciating the need for Sanctuary’s citizens to distract
themselves from the misery of their lives, occasionally sponsor
contests, races, and other events. Officials clear the riff-raff out of
Caravan Square and erect stands and bleachers in a semi-circle or in
a row. (There’s always a shaded box where the Governor Arizak and
his family and advisors can watch.)

"The city-sponsored spectacles are always far tamer than the ones in the
shadows of Sanctuary’s gritty underworld. Contests between warriors
are always to first blood and never to the death... though accidents
happen. The Irrune are always interested in horseracing and so, more
often than not, riders and their steeds race around a track for the prize.
Whether a race or a prizefight, the reward is enough to draw contestants
from all over, sometimes as much as 100 soldats or more.

Other forms of entertainment include circuses, freak shows, troupes
of actors, tumblers and acrobats, and other spectacles. Though much
of this has dropped off since Kadakithis vanished, occasionally such
groups still make yearly or semi-yearly visits to this city. Naturally,
these events are an excellent cover for transporting illicit goods into
or out of the city.

Drama & COMEDY

During the late period of the Rankan Era, Feltheryn’s Players were a
small theatrical company who found great success in “culture-starved”
Sanctuary. Appealing to Rankan refugees, the players performed

four to six shows a year to large audiences, including even Prince
Kadakithis and his consort, Shupansea, the Avatar of the Beysa. With
the success enjoyed by Feltheryn’s troupe, other acting guilds began
to appear in the Processional and Westside, performing in street
productions or actual theatres. Most of these performances leaned
towards the bawdy and lewd, but dramas were just as likely.

Sanctuary’s renaissance would be short-lived. Outbreaks of disease
kept people from congregating in large numbers, fearing they might
catch whatever ill humor ran through the city that week. With the
droughts and destruction of the city’s agricultural infrastructure,
food became scarce and expensive. Commoners could ill afford to
spend precious coin on such worthless diversions. And finally, when
the Dyareelans seized the city, they did not tolerate the bawdy plays,
forcing what actors they didn’t kill outright out of the city. Since the
Troubles, theatre is all but dead.

DRINKING

Where there’s misery, there’s booze, and taverns lie at the heart of
Sanctuary’s culture. The premier diversion in this city is alcohol. From
thin, rancid wine to the beer of the watering holes spread throughout
the city, there’s a pub for every budget. More than just numbing
despair, taverns are an important part of life in Sanctuary. They are
places to eat at a reasonable price, to meet business associates, to
exchange information, and to hear a song or two played by a local
minstrel or listen to a storyteller weave a lie.

Sanctuary is inventive when it comes to its alcohol. There are hundreds
of different drinks, from beers and ales to wines. Wine is a staple
beverage, though it sees strongest usage in the home to cleanse
water for drinking. For entertainment purposes, Sanctans drink a
variety of fruit wines and regular grape wines. In the Rankan Era,
the Stepsons drank warm wine mixed with barley, and the tradition
seems to survive among mercenaries, especially those from the north.
There are also several breweries in the city, such as Tallulah’s Thunder
Ale and other varieties. Usually, though, inns and taverns brew their
own beer and ales.

'The city produces spirits in small quantities, but the distillation process
is still more art than science, and the blind beggars are living proof
of why it’s best not to trust hard liquors. What harder stuft there is
to drink consists mostly of brandy, thanks to the vineyards of the
supporting hamlets.

'The quality of these establishments vary with the neighborhood. The
most infamous bar is the Vulgar Unicorn, said to stand in the center
of the Maze. This storied place has been the site of all too many
crimes, rapes, and murders. It’s the center of intrigues, and the stuff
oflegend. The beer and wine are terrible, the clientele worse, and even
the prostitutes leave something to be desired. But it is a popular stop,
famous throughout the known world for its.... atmosphere. For more
information on some of the more famous bars in Sanctuary, check
out Chapter Three: Sanctuary, Then and Now.

Drucs

Sanctuary has a thriving drug trade. From petty pushers haunting
the streets of the Hill and the Maze, to the upscale 477/ dens on the
Street of Red Lanterns, drugs have always been a big part of the city’s
underworld, though few can afford a habit for long. Many drugs are
too expensive for a common citizen to use with any regularity. But
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most are simply too deadly, destroying the user’s life, family and
friends as the coils of addiction tighten.

Drug use is generally banned throughout the city. Kadakithis and,
later, the Peers strove to keep the drug lords in check. Despite their
best efforts, they failed. They could not slow or eliminate the demand.
In the Rankan Era, Jubal and One-Thumb were prominent players in
the drug trade, but now, Lord Night is nearly the uncontested ruler
of Sanctuary’s grim underworld.

Drugs found in Sanctuary include (but are not limited to):

SMOKING HERBS

For as long as there has been civilization, people across the land have
used smoking herbs to relax. These consist of a blend of leaves, using
tobacco as the base. Depending on the composition, the herbs can
have a strong euphoric effect, or leave a pleasant, but mild, numbing
sensation. Rarely addictive, use of this diversion is acceptable
throughout Sanctuary.

Dust

‘Nighters and former Downwinders. Easy to harvest and available
in great abundance, it is popular among common laborers and the
poor. Unfortunately, kleetel leaves an indelible stamp on its users,
rotting their teeth and causing intense nausea. Aside from the stink
of vomit that serves as kleetel’s most famous side effect, the stench
of it seeps through the pores, surrounding regular users with an
unpleasant stench.

KRRF

'The drug of choice for the elite, 27rf has been a popular import into
the city for generations. Introduced to Sanctuary by Caronnese
merchants, its use spread rapidly through the upper echelons
of Sanctan society. Appealing for its pleasing sensations of self-
confidence and sexual pleasure, it has since spread into all levels of
society, maintaining a large following even today. Kr7fis sold by the
tambale (brick) or a portion of a tambale. The better the drug, the
stickier it is. Though it can be inhaled like snuff, most Sanctans who
use it smoke it as the Ilsigi do.

OprAH

Mild, and out of fashion since the emergence of opah, dust users
can still be found in the Hill and Maze. Dust is little more than bad
krrf that has been cut with dirt, herbs, dried manure, or worse. It
produces a mild euphoric effect that does relatively little for the user
other than satiate a craving for 477/ Opah users derive no benefit
from dust at all.

KLEETEL

For those preferring local fare, the Swamp of Night Secrets is home
to kleetel, a euphoric and mild psychedelic that is popular with

While most drugs used in Sanctuary are mildly addictive, few
are as dangerous as opah, a nasty and addictive drug that rapidly
hooks users—often for life. Those who try to kick it suffer terribly,
experiencing chills, hallucinations, tremors, and occasionally high
fevers. Though 4rrf comes from Caronne, opah comes from the
Mrsevedans. They sold it to the Caronnese, who then spread it
throughout the world through their capable merchant network.
Since opah’s first emergence, Sanctuary’s outlying communities
have taken over production using Caronnese 477/ for the base. And
given its widespread availability, it stands to supplant all other drugs
in the city.
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A VULGAR GLOSSARY

Sanctuary has a number of unique and colorful curses and epithets
appropriate to the city and its inhabitants. What follows is a short
glossary of the words and phrases commonly heard on the city
streets.

B.D.P: An abbreviation, meaning “Before this Damned Prince.”
Since Kadakithis vanished, this term has fallen out of favor, and is
no longer used in the Irrune Era.

Bint: 1. a loose or conniving woman. She cheated on me? I'll kill
that bint.

Cadite: 1. a native of Cadis, a foreign country. 2. A person of
lascivious character.

Conky: 1. a derogatory term for a concubine.
Croy: 1. to cheat or shortchange.
Dance in the Air: 1. to be hanged.

Death Shift: 1. a span of time starting in the middle of the night
and ending after dawn.

Dip: 1. a pickpocket.

Downwinder: 1. a resident of the Downwind (Rankan Era only).
2. a collector of garbage and nightsoil. 3. the custom of wrinkling
one’s nose when referring to Downwinders in conversation.

Eunice: 1. a contemptuous name for a eunuch.

Frog: 1. the act of coitus. 2. something that engages in coitus. 3. A
oath. Also, froggin’ and frogged. I'// kil that froggin bint.

Imperial: 1. of, or pertaining to, an empire, specifically the Rankan
Empire. When pronounced by Wrigglie speakers, there is a tendency
to change one of the syllables, making the word sound like the Ilsigi
word for someone whose mother slept around.

Mofandsf(Moe-fahn-zuf): 1. mind-boggling; often used by thieves

as an exclamation.

Nabob: 1. a very wealthy or powerful person. 2. a colloquial and
mildly derogatory translation for the Ilsigi/Wrigglie word for lord.
She cheated on me with a nabob? I'll kill that froggin’ bint.

Pork: 1. cooked swine. 2. the act of coitus. 3. something that
engages in coitus. 4. A mild oath. Also, porkin’ and porked. Porkin
hell! She cheated on me with an imperial nabob? I'll kill that froggin’
porksucking bint. Note that Wrigglies swear by frogs and Rankans
swear by swine.

Pud: 1. an insignificant and worthless person, deriving from Rankene.
Porking hell! Are you saying, pud, she cheated on me with an imperial
nabob? I'll kill that froggin’porksucking bint and that froggin’ pud too.

Rag/Scrap: 1. an opah addict.
Roach: 1. a cockroach. 2. thief, especially a cat-burglar. That porking

roach broke into my house!
Shewaw: 1. an exclamation of disgust.

Shite: 1. excrement. That porking roach broke into my house and I aim
1o beat the living shite out of him.

Sparker: 1. A wealthy, but soft and worthless man.

Wrigglie: 1. a derogatory name for Sanctuary’s citizens, first
coined by Tempus and the Stepsons. 2. a cultural identifier among
Sanctans.

What makes this drug so hard to control is that it is first inexpensive
to produce and second, powerfully addictive. Not much more than
crystallized 477/ ground down into a coarse brown powder, it requires
very little &r7f to create large quantities. The common method for
distribution is through rags. During the final stages of manufacture,
lengths of cloth are steeped in the 4r7f~opah slurry and then dried,
either in the sun (which is preferred) or over a hearth. After this, the
cloth is cut into two-inch squares. Pushers, often addicts themselves,
sell rags for about eight padpols each, enough to satiate a user for
about a day, though this is rarely enough for the deeply addicted.

Part of opah’s the appeal is its price, but the real lure is in its addictive
qualities. When placed directly on the tongue and dissolved with
saliva, the drug produces an intense, though short-lived, sense of
superior well-being and confidence. It doesn’t take long for the
drug’s corrosive properties to show themselves in regular users,
creating terrible mouth sores that take weeks to heal. Thus, addicted
users have misshapen tongues and garbled speech, which is very
noticeable in Rankene. As the use of opah is forbidden and the effects
are quite visible, most users dissolve the drug in alcohol, honey, or
blood. Alcohol is preferred, as it not only extends the euphoria, but
exaggerates its own effects. Those users with bad tongue ulcers abrade
their skin and press the cloth directly to the wound.

With the spread of opah through Sanctuary, scraps (opah-addicts) are
fast becoming a problem. The mere sight of a customer dipping a bit
of cloth in an alcoholic beverage can get him tossed into the street.
While opah addicts are no rowdier than drunkards, casual users can
become delusional and aggressive, leading to the occasional tavern
brawl or murder.

Opah production has thrived in recent years. It’s made in the outlying
hamlets just outside Sanctuary’s walls and then smuggled easily into
the city to major buyers like Makker (see page 159). It’s hard to tell
an opah-stained rag from the filthy garments worn by farmers, and
without tasting it (something no guard would volunteer to do), there’s
no way of knowing the drug from filth. The council of oligarchs and
Arizak have banned the drug, but such prohibitions have failed in
the face of its inexpensive price, the intensity of the addiction, and
the profit enjoyed by prominent citizens. As a result, it seems opah
is here to stay.

Foobp

In a city as stricken with poverty as Sanctuary is, people eat whatever
they can get. Few have the resources to pay for a meal at a restaurant,
and those meals they can afford are found in seedy dives, where the
meat is suspect and the breads are crunchy with weevils. Wealthier
citizens, like middle-class artisans or better, can afford to dine at
finer restaurants on occasion, though no more than once or twice a
month. It falls to the wealthiest citizens to sample Sanctuary’s true

delights.

Sanctuary’s cuisine centers on fish and shellfish: crab, clams, scallops,
snails and just about anything else hauled out from the sea. Even
Sanctuary’s few delicacies come from the sea. Though expensive,
lobster is available to all citizens. Nothing compares to the price and
demand of the seasonal nyafish, though, whose succulence is famous

throughout the Known World.

Surrounding villages reliably supply the city with reasonably priced
pork and beef, and sometimes lamb. Even though Sanctuary is in a
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temperate climate, lacking the means for refrigeration means that
keeping meat from spoiling is tough. What’s not eaten quickly is
ground up and stuffed inside the animal’s entrails (usually cleaned)
for sausage. Vendors sell cooked sausages, pies, kabobs, and fish on
street corners, hawking their meals to passersby.

Aside from fish and meat, Sanctuary’s foods include goat cheese and
blue-veined cheese, along with several other varieties that are dipped
in wax to preserve them. Eggs are staples, as are chicken and other
poultry. Sanctans are never wasteful with food, for it wasn't long ago
that people preyed on house pets to fill their growling gullets. Pickling
is big, as well, and the hungry have a steady supply of pickled fish,
pig feet and eyes, eggs, and eels, as well as anything else capable of
being preserved in brine.

Fruits and vegetables are seasonally available. Popular selections are
bananas, apples, Enlibar oranges (people love the sweet red flesh of
these fruits), pomegranates, and melons. Citrus is a standard means
for masking body odors, but these can be expensive, as most citrus
is imported from distant lands. Fruit unique to Sanctuary includes
the ginger-fruit (a small kumquat fruit that has a spicy flavor) and
the qualis berry from which many drugs and wines are made. Locals
also dry fruit to carry them through the winter, so apple crisps and
raisins are available year round.

Grains and other vegetables are widely available. The outlying regions
produce everything from peas and lentils to turnips and potatoes.
Nearly every citizen keeps a small supply on hand, either in a cellar
or in a covered hole to make it last longer. Grains mostly include
wheat and barley, but rice is available as well.

With meals, many Sanctans drink filthy water, often with a splash
of wine to kill contaminants. Wine can be expensive, though, so
dysentery is a common ailment among the poor. Beer is a good
substitute, being cheaper than wine, and more common. The wealthy
drink imported tea when it’s available from merchants. Fruit juice
during certain times of the year is another alternative.

Music

Musicians can make decent livings in Sanctuary, for few locals have
any talent with instruments of any kind. Whether a minstrel plays
the cresca, a stringed instrument similar to a lute, or a flute, or simply
just sings, a bawdy drinking song is always appreciated in Sanctuary’s
dingy bars. Though most have an appreciation for lighthearted tunes,
a haunting dirge or a love sonnet set to a few well-placed notes can
stir even the hardest of hearts.

Most establishments have a small stage. If the minstrel has talent,
proprietors gladly exchange a few tankards of ale, and perhaps a spot
before the hearth, for a night’s entertainment. Moreover, the minstrel
can expect tips and other favors from the clientele. Even those who
cannot find a stage can play on street corners during the day and treat
the locals to a few tunes before the guard shoves them along. Though
the life of a minstrel is by no means rich, a little talent can ensure a
warm bed and a satisfied stomach.

RumoRs AND LIES

Sanctuary has no newspaper, no means for distributing news, no
town criers... nothing of the sort. Instead, word passes through
rumors and the stories of a few gifted storytellers. For a few padpols,

a rumormonger will divulge the latest gossip about Land’s End, the
Irrune, latest fashion trends, new goods on the Wideway, or any
other information an individual might want. Naturally, not all a
rumormonger tells is true — they are rumors, after all — but they
tend to be slightly more reliable than the embellished tales of local
storytellers.

Other sources of information are the storytellers. These men, and
occasional women, gather tales from local citizens and weave them
into entertaining yarns to regale the locals. Storytellers tend to know
more than minor rumormongers do, or rather, they know more details.
Where rumormongers gather tidbits and facts, storytellers gather
tales, myths, and the personal experiences of common folk and locals.
From a certain point of view, they provide the history of the city.

TiLES AND GAMES

Aswith any other culture, Sanctans like their games. People play card
games, dice and coin games, games involving ceramic tiles, games
with stones, and others with figurines. For the most part, Sanctans
gamble. They play card games similar to poker, betting with padpols
or shaboozh for the high stakes games, though “tiles” (poker, but with
ceramic tiles like dominoes) is a more popular pastime.

WHORING

For those with a certain itch that needs scratching, there are plenty
of brothels. Prostitution is a strong industry, regardless of the era.
From the high-priced bordellos of the Street of Red Lanterns to
the diseased whore haunting the Promise of Heaven in the dead of
night, to the sadistic pleasure den that is the House of Whips... no
matter the taste or interest, Sanctuary caters to all.
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THE SHADY SIDE OF THINGS

Sanctuary’s not called “Thieves’World” for nothing; this city literally
thrives on criminal enterprise. It seems that, no matter their station or
social class, everyone in this city operates outside the law. Pickpockets
and cutpurses prowl the bazaar and Caravan Square. Gangs roam the
Hill and the Maze, taking by force what they refuse to earn through
honest means. Drug lords and their armies of pushers make addicts
of the innocents and weak-willed, preying on children, both of body
and of mind. Beggars, assassins, slavers, and worse combine to make
Sanctuary’s streets dangerous, regardless of the hour. This section
highlights a few of the more profitable businesses and notorious
criminals.

Drucs

Sanctuary is a city of vice. .. of prostitutes, thievery, murder and drugs.
Between the Zr7f dens in Westside, the Hill, and the Maze, or the
swollen tongues of scraps driven by an insatiable need for just one
more fix, drug use is a growing problem in the city. As various drug
lords and their armies of pushers and dealers fight for more territory,
the city groans under the weight of corruption.

The industry of dealing in drugs is as complex as any other business
in the city. The city imports most of the raw materials from places
like Cirdonia and Caronne and refines them in the agricultural
communities on the outskirts of the city. As the Irrune lack the
interest or the resources to widen their control into the outlying areas,
law must be maintained by local militias, and drug lords easily bribe
them to turn the other way.

For a small fee, farmers and herdsmen smuggle the finished materials
into the city, moving hundreds of opah books into the city each
week to handlers who work in Caravan Square and the Farmers’
Market. They bring the materials back to their headquarters in the
city, and distribute the product to pushers. Many dealers are addicts
themselves, and sell the books to keep themselves supplied, which
is just how the drug lords like it: They work for raw materials, and
they’re easily replaced by a dozen other addicts struggling with the
same cravings.

Opah is the biggest industry of them all, but dustmen in the Hill
still do a brisk business among the really desperate. K77/, still mostly
illegal, comes into the city, though it remains a drug for the wealthier
citizens. And smoking herbs, perhaps the most common of all, can
be purchased legally from any of Sanctuary’s apothecaries.

(GANGS AND THUGS

Some of the greatest threats to the average citizen are not the avatars
of angry gods or random spells cast by mad wizards, but the prowling
gangs of disaffected youth. The lack of regular work, ignorance, and
growing disillusionment and despair engender a rebellious streak in
many of the city’s younger citizens. These groups, made up mostly of
idle young men, set fires, abuse children and animals, steal, rape, and
act as a public menace. Much more of a threat during the Rankan
Era, gangs ranged from swarms of urchins to organized criminals
that ran protection rackets.

Sanctuary has had many gangs; some grew to infamy, others were
born and dead within the span of a few days. The Beggar King, during
the Rankan Era, used swarms of children to do his dirty work — a
group of them ambushed Jubal in revenge for the killing of one of
their own. Beggars worked together, closing in on lone travelers,
panhandling, and preying on the kindhearted and naive. Jubal used
his hawk-masks (see page 36 for details) as a brazen symbol of his
power in the city. In the chaos of Sanctuary’s civil war, Zip used gang

members and thugs as the foot soldiers of the PFLS.

Though the faces have changed, gangs remain a problem. Irrune
soldiers take what they want, whether woman or food. Hillers prey
on merchants, and groups of children run wild in the streets. People
learn to cross to the other side of the street rather than face a cluster
of bored faces. Sanctans adapt to survive the violence of the city.

PROTECTION RACKETS

To run a business in this city, it’s more than likely you'll have to pay for
some form of protection. Criminal organizations “allow”businesses to
pay a cut of their profits in exchange for watching out for the place
and preventing their own organization or others from robbing the
place or otherwise disrupting business. This is an age-old custom in
the city and the rulers are powerless to stop the underworld from
exerting its influence on the lives of commoners. A business or home
under the watch of a criminal group gains a painted mark or a swatch
of colored cloth to show the place’s allegiance to which group.

The worst excesses of this kind of extortion were during the terrorism
spread by the “piffies”and the 3rd Commando near the end of Ranke’s
influence on the city. There were literally dozens of factions in the city,
with groups controlling as little as a single block or alley or as much as
an entire neighborhood. Not only were businesses required to pay for
protection from each of the various factions, visitors had to purchase
armbands to prevent being attacked by one or more of the many groups
vying for control of the city. Simply by crossing from one side of the
city to the other, a traveler might purchase a dozen such badges for
their “protection.”

SLAVERY

In a city founded by ex-slaves, one would think there would be a
hard stance against the practice of chattel slavery within the city.
Unfortunately, this is a world where there are no truly free societies,
and slavery is a big part of every nation’s economy. The only reason
why Sanctuary does not have a bigger slave market is that few citizens
can afford to own them. The only citizens who do (in the current era)
are in Land’s End or in the Governor’s Palace. During the Rankan
occupation, slavery was a little more common, but still reserved for
the wealthiest people, such as the various churches, merchants and,
again, those in the palace.

Slaves can originate from anywhere in the Known World. Rankans
drew most of their slaves from the people they conquered. A
surrendering force is expected to serve their conquerors for a time,
usually until they can buy their ways out of slavery. Luckily, few
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nations have closed slavery systems, so the slaves’ grandchildren were
often born free men and women.

'The worst slavers are pirates. During the end of the Rankan occupation,
pirates from Scavengers’Isle crept into the city and kidnapped citizens
in order to sell them, either on their island or in ports throughout the
world. It’s a dirty business, but a very profitable one.

THEFT AND BURGLARY

Sanctuary is famous for its thieves. Wrigglies steal anything not
nailed down, and then most come back with a prybar to take both
the nail and the thing nailed. No one wants to be robbed, but it’s part
of the cost of living in this city. Furthermore, people see thieves in a
little better light. Characters like Shadowspawn bring a certain air
of excitement and adventure to the life of a thief, and these figures
are icons for a generation of poor and hungry children.

The city breeds all kinds of thieves, from cutpurses to cat burglars,
from hoods to grifters. Everyone makes sure to lock their doors, keep
their coin purses close, and above all, conceal the sumptuousness
of their station. Ostentatious displays of wealth instantly attract
attention, and the naive merchant who thinks otherwise will wind
up poor and begging for his next meal by the end of the day.

In general, Sanctan thieves don’t prey on the poor. Most know
the pinch of hunger, the bite of the cold, and the feel of filthy rags
scratching against the skin. Instead, they look to priests, nobles,
merchants, and maybe a guard or two to line their purses. The common
view is that it is the wealthy citizen’s duty to give without struggle,
and the thieves make it their business to make certain the rich make
good on their responsibilities.

OTHER CRIMES

'The only way to survive in Sanctuary is to be prepared for the worst.
Sanctans have witnessed the very worst of human excesses, from
slavery to ritual sacrifice on the altars of perverse gods. But even
worse than these atrocities are the crimes Sanctans commit against
one another. Murder is so common in this city that there’s an entire
industry of corpse-picking, where local businesses collect unclaimed
bodies found in alleys or street corners and render them for their raw
materials. From the fat, they make candles and soap, and from the
hair, they produce wigs and even rope. The various bodily fluids can
be resold to wizards, alchemists, and apothecaries.

But some crimes are worse than death from an argument or a brawl,
or even cold-blooded killing. During the most tumultuous times,

where the PFLS terrorized the city, they would burn down buildings
just because they suspected an inhabitant of having loyalties to the
Beysibs or the Stepsons. These fires spread quickly in the poor sections
of the city, creating legions of scarred or maimed citizens.

Rape is another problem in the city. Though Sanctuary has plenty of
brothels to satisfy the most decadent tastes, Sanctuary is a city filled
with hard and dangerous men, and among them swells a hunger for
violence. During the day, young women, or particularly attractive
young men, should never go without escorts. At night, even a squad
of mercenaries might not be enough.

Perhaps the most galling part of living in this city is that, though
crimes occur every day with a new corpse each week and horrific acts
of human depravity unfolding constantly, the watch and the guard
do little. Most guards eagerly accept bribes to let their prisoners go.
Even in the early years of Kadakithis’ rule, corruption was rampant,
and the worst parts of human nature continue to assert themselves as
they have for as long as any can remember. It falls to personal defense
and vigilance to survive these streets.

PoLiTiCS

Though seemingly lawless, Sanctuary has always had a ruler, and
there have always been laws, even if they’re largely ignored. Since
the Ilsigi first conquered the innocent fishing village of ex-slaves
and sailors, down to the present day presence of the always-volatile
Irrune, Sanctuary has seen a parade of corrupt, ambitious, and
worthless rulers. Even during the bright spots in the city’s history,
corruption has always reigned supreme. It’s a wonder the city is
still standing, some say, considering the leaders that have controlled
the place.

(GOVERNMENTS:
PAST AND PRESENT

Sanctuary has known war and strife, with many conquerors and many
rulers. Each governor or cluster of governors left a mark on the city,
commemorated by architectural improvements or areas ruined by
their neglect, statues of old leaders erected in their hubris, or in the
very names of the ruled. Signs of Sanctuary’s past are everywhere, if
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one knows where to look. A section of wall may bear the silhouette
of a noble lord; though people pass by every day, few recognize that
it honors Kadakithis. Even the hated Beysib left a mark on the city,
leaving behind timbers from ruined ships that were incorporated into
the various buildings along the Wideway. Sanctuary is a city with a
living history that pulses on the streets, in the buildings, and in the
desperate souls that haunt the night.

[LsiG Era

When Ilsig conquered Sanctuary, memories of the slave rebellion were
still fresh. The Ilsigi sought to punish the populace for weakening
their kingdom and betraying them to the Rankans. The conquerors
set about to fortify the city, starting construction on the Governor’s
Palace, the Old Wharf, and a number of improvements on the city
to better defend it against their Rankan enemies.

For the Sanctans, this was a brutal time. The Ilsig conquerors had no
interest in justice, only punishment and exploitation. The Ilsigi ruled
the city with an iron first, conscripting citizens to work on government
projects without pay. Public executions were the norm, leading to a
climate of fear that seems to persist even to this day. Some mark this
era as the start of the end of Sanctuary’s innocence.

RANKAN RULERS

Ranke conquered Sanctuary next. The city promised to be an excellent
staging area to mount attacks against their rivals, the Kingdom of Tlsig.
Withough Sanctuary, Ranke faced a prolongued war in the World’s
Spine Mountain, for even after a century of fighting, the tribal people
held the one known pass, preventing the legionnaires from mounting
an adequate invasion. And so, when a general discovered his father’s

journal, which recounted the route he took from Sanctuary, Ranke
wasted little time.

The Empire descended on the small city, slaughtering the Ilsigi lords
and soldiers. But the Rankans saw little differences between the
Ilsigi masters and the Wrigglies who lived there. Once conquered,
Sanctuary was absorbed into the Empire, used to launch an invasion
of the Kingdom of Ilsig, and when the mission was completed, Ranke
pretty much left the city to its own devices.

The Emperor installed a series of governors, each more corrupt than
the last. The rulers took more and more from the people, using the
monies taken to fund their decadent lifestyles. This was tolerable, at
least at first, for Sanctuary, then, lay on a major trade route. But once
Ilsig fell, Sanctuary’s importance declined and the influx of wealth
dried up. The artisans and merchants drifted from the city to be
replaced by malcontents, cast-ofts, and undesirables, lending to the
city’s already seedy character.

EARLY GOVERNORS

Many governors came and left Sanctuary, but there are few records
of their names or their accomplishments. Little distinguished one
regime from the others; all were marked with corruption, decadence,
and idleness. Being assigned to Sanctuary was a demotion; the city
largely a place to dump political enemies. Those first few Rankan
governors may have sought to improve the city, but they quickly
realized Sanctuary had as much use for them as they did for the
city. So Rankan rulers and the populace fell into a regular truce.
If you needed something done, you bribed an official. Governors
plundered tax revenues for their own pleasures, hosting lavish parties
and wasting precious funds on courtesans, imported liquors, and,
of course, krrf.

For more details on Sanctuary’s early governors, see the Serripines
Clan on page 38.

KADAKITHIS

When Kadakithis arrived to replace the previous ineffective lord,
the city had no idea what to do with him. Kadakithis, also known
as “Kittycat,” honestly wanted to clean up the city. He planned to
repair the roads, stop drug trafficking, stop the gangs, and pretty
much neuter Sanctuary’s criminal underworld. He ordered his Hell
Hounds to patrol the streets, levied a tax against the brothels, and
passed a slew of other unpopular laws. Kadakithis hanged a thief
every day. Their tar-dipped bodies swung from ropes off the walls
of the Governor’s Palace to spread the word that this new governor
was different.

At first, the city was shocked, and a little angry. As over half the
city had some illicit involvement, every law affected everyone. The
brothels had no intention of closing up shop to meet the demanded
taxes, and the drug lords had no desire to find legitimate trades. The
reactions were poor and created a great deal of unrest, starting with
a war between the beggars and Jubal’s hawk-masks, and concluding
with the brutal destruction of Jubal’s estate at the hands of Tempus.
With the most prominent crime lord dead (or so most believed), it
seemed Sanctuary was on the cusp of great change.

But then the Beysib came, fleeing a tyrant in their native land, and
not all were as welcoming as the prince. For the next several years,
Kadakithis’ reign was marked with violence, civil war, and anarchy.
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And while the city boiled with unrest, Kadakithis was strangely
detached from the violence, seemingly content with the luxury of
the palace.

Kadakithis eventually restored some semblance of stability, largely
through the efforts of his allies Tempus, the Stepsons, and a witch
from the Downwind. And success brought him even greater
popularity with the citizens of Sanctuary. The last few years of his
tenure showed incredible advances in developing the city’s defense,
renovations to the roads and gates, improvement in food and other
resources, and best of all, a more important presence for the city in

the Known World.
SHUPANSEA AND THE BEYSIB

As described, the coming of the Beysibs distracted Kadakithis from
his course. With these alien people came strange beliefs, customs,
and dress — all of which proved to be an immense distraction to
the rulers and the ruled. But the Beysibs also brought with them
incredible wealth and force of arms. Though the Beysib were
welcomed as friends, no one doubted that the Beysibs could have
taken the city had they wanted to. Thanks to the efforts of a pair
of fishermen, Sanctuary avoided the violence of the invasion — or
at least to start.

From the beginning of the Beysib presence, tensions were high. The
Beysib are a matriarchic society and so women were accorded great
honors. For most Wrigglie men, this was intolerable and was only
made worse by the Beysib style of dress. It was downright scandalous
how these women flaunted their breasts, covering themselves with
paint rather than honest clothing.

It didn’t help things that people saw Kadakithis as too young, too
untested to handle the threat. Most believed the governor had given
over too easily and was seduced by Princess Shupansea’s wiles. This
led to a widespread belief that Kadakithis had betrayed the population
and had abandoned them in their time of need.

Finally, Beysib justice was ruthlessly efficient. At the executioner’s
block, criminals weren't hanged; they were subject to violent displays
of swordplay, where the criminal would be stripped naked and tied
to a post while a swordsman would carve bits of flesh from his body.
People would watch, in some cases it was required, and the cruelty
fomented the seeds of hatred.

Though the rumblings of discontent were heard, in the streets, in
the taverns, even in the bedroom of the Beysa, Kadakithis honestly
believed that the friendship with the Beysib people would thrust
Sanctuary forward, and make it a place of import in the Known
World. The Beysib people were incredibly wealthy and they were
willing to trade with the locals, thus improving the lives of all. To
encourage this, he openly courted the Beysib princess, Shupansea,
to firm the bonds of alliance.

In truth, Sanctuary descended into a brutal civil war in the days
when Shupansea jointly ruled the city. Though she strove to protect
her people, counter-organizations like the Piffles ambushed Beysibs,
murdering them in the streets. The 3rd Commando stalked the night,
fighting a secret war against Roxane and her undead lackeys. The
Stepsons, or at least the ones Tempus left behind, picked sides against
the Beggar King, Jubal, and others as the city hemorrhaged with the
infighting. What could have been a time of peace was instead one of
despair and destruction.

MoLIN TORCHHOLDER

Throughout the entire Rankan Era, the exiled priest, Molin
Torchholder, served as the city’s champion. At first, he despised the
Sanctans, disdaining the constant crime and the stink of corruption, but
somehow he fit in. He never actually ruled the city, but during the reign
of Kadakithis and Shupansea, as well as the turbulent period after their
passing, Molin guided the government from behind the throne. During
the Gods’ War, he fought on the front lines, maneuvering to get the
Temple of Savankala completed, but even after Vashanka’s temporary
exile, he remained at the center of the city’s treacherous politics.

When Kadakithis left to make a claim on the Rankan throne, the
city turned to Molin for leadership. Molin could have claimed a
seat on the council of oligarchs, for he certainly had the wealth and
influence. Instead, he opted to be an advisor, and spent his remaining
years in semi-retirement. The greed and ambition of the magnates
prevented him from much rest, however. Despite his warnings, the
magnates made foolish decisions based on lining their pockets rather
than safeguarding the city. It fell to Molin to save Sanctuary from the
cult of Dyareela, to rescue the city from the jaws of religious tyranny,
and to usher it into a new era.

And so, while Molin was ever the corrupt official, capable of great
evils, he always looked to the betterment of Sanctuary rather than
toward advancing his own station. While he yearned for Ranke and
hated the city and all that it stood for, he took his responsibilities
very seriously. Molin, perhaps, better reflects the nature of city than
anyone else, for while he was a noble, dedicated man, his history
was colored by crime and corruption, and by the terrible things he
permitted or did himself to gain the greater good. For Molin, the
ends always justified the means.

PROTECTORS OF SANCTUARY (THE PEERS)

'The Beysibs withdrew from Sanctuary once word reached them that
the Usurper had died, freeing them to return to their homeland and
restore themselves as rightful rulers of their own empire. Kadakithis,
Chenaya, and others left on their heels, setting forth to stake a claim
on the now-vacant Rankan throne. This left a power vacuum in the city,
and filling the gap were the city’s most influential and wealthy citizens.
'The self-named Protectors of Sanctuary set out to seize control of the
city, passing a series of laws and edicts to improve their own positions,
rather than to protect or help Sanctuary. It seemed that Sanctuary had
returned to its previous era of poor rule. However, what separated this
regime from those in the past was that the council consisted of Rankan
expatriates, Ilsigi and Wrigglie merchant princes, and other influential
citizens. For the first time in history, Sanctans ruled Sanctuary.

Though the council had great plans for the city, too many of their
numbers feared independence from Ranke, and so they entreated
Ranke (and later the reconstituted Ilsig) for help and supplies,
offering vast sums of gold, slaves, and favorable trade agreements for
assistance with the growing difficulties faced by the city. Sadly, the
era of hope that dawned with Ranke’s withdrawal brought drought,
famine, and pestilence to the city, only heightened by the arrival of
foreign priests and merchants.

With dwindling resources, the councilmen and women turned to
their own concerns, protecting their interests and leaving Sanctuary
to whatever end it would face. The city was ripe for new rule. But no
one suspected it would be at the hands of the cult of Dyareela.
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DYAREELANS

Easily the most influential organization to visit Sanctuary in the past
two decades, these men and women worshipped Dyareela, the chaos
goddess and mistress of madness. Usually described as a woman with
singed hair and scorched robes, smoke and flame rising all about her,
and her face twisted into a demon mask, she is neither a Rankan god
nor an Ilsigi one. She predates both pantheons, and is worshipped all
over the world. She is often referred to as the Dark Mother or the
Lady of Blood. Blood, chaos, violence, and madness are her provinces.
She is a hermaphrodite: although worshipped in her feminine form,
she is said to be masculine below the waist.

Those who worship Dyareela believe she provides renewal by razing
and providing a clean slate for rebirth. Her methods are blunt, brutal,
and painful, because every great work requires pain, and only through
sacrifice can the world grow and mature. Blood sacrifices are made
often, and most worshippers also scar themselves to show their
devotion. This makes it very easy to spot a follower of Dyareela.

No one knows when the cult first entered Sanctuary. It is possible
it had always been there; certainly, the city has enough violence,
madness, and bloodshed to satisfy the goddess, and Dyareela had
overtly influenced events in the city on more than one occasion.
When the Protectors entreated the Kingdom of Ilsig for assistance,
the foreign nation sent priests for succor. Among them were cultists

of the Mother of Chaos.

Dyareela and deities like her always gain more followers during
crises. People assume the goddess is responsible for the catastrophe,
showing her power and demanding worship, and they pray to her in
the hope that the problem will end. Thus, when the droughts began,
more people called out to Dyareela, though drought and famine are
not her usual methods. But then the plague returned, this time more
virulent and much more painful. That brought sickness, bloodshed,
and mayhem, all of which suited the Dark Mother perfectly. Her
worshippers spoke out openly for the first time, praising her name
and offering to end the sickness on her behalf. Most of the S'danzo
in Sanctuary had vanished, leaving only a few people behind, and
Dyareela’s worshippers hunted them down and slaughtered them,
claiming the Sdanzo were unclean and impure and had cursed the city
as they'd fled. And then the plague disappeared. The cultists declared
that they had sent it away, thanks be to Dyareela, by purging the evil
from their city. The Council knew this was just posturing, but most
of the locals believed them—after all, they themselves had just killed
the Sdanzo, and with their deaths went the plague. More people

listened to the priests, and more Sanctans joined them.

Life in Sanctuary was still hard, but the Dyareelans preached this
was a test from their goddess. They claimed that she wanted them
to suffer in order to wipe away their own impurities, so they might
serve her better. Sanctans looked for anything to explain their string
of horrible luck, so most jumped at this answer: Dyareela tested them
all. And, by praying to her, they hoped to earn her favor and perhaps
escape her wrath the next time around.

At this point, the worshippers became an actual cult. Only two types
of people existed: Dyareela’s chosen and the unclean. If you were not
a follower, you must be impure, and you had to be tortured and then
killed to cleanse the land of your taint. They maintained their position
because the Protectors were the first to fall under their sway, and the
city’s elite was willing to tolerate the cult’s early efforts so long as

they were directed towards the more “troublesome” elements of the
city. They spoke out about how Dyareela wanted to wipe the world
clean of its flaws and create a paradise for her faithful. The cult grew
in size and in fervor. They performed sacrifices, grabbing anyone they
considered unclean, torturing them, and then killing them publicly.
The deaths were horrible. Victims were placed in large metal cages
and then hung above a roaring fire. Public floggings were common,
and sometimes the goddess could only be satisfied by hearts cut out
to the moans of gathered crowds. The townspeople prayed that these
sacrifices would convince her not to make matters worse.

Shortly after the cult came into power, it split into factions. Half
its members believed Dyareela had been angry, and demanded the
sacrifices as appeasement. Now that they had made the sacrifices, she
might relent and release them from this cycle of drought, flooding,
and plague. These were the traditionalists. They believed destruction
and chaos were parts of rebirth, but not necessarily the only part. The
rest of the cult, however, felt differently. They knew the end times
were near. Dyareela would wipe the world utterly clean and only the
faithful would survive the purging, ushering in a new golden age. But
all of the impure had to be destroyed before this new world could
be born. To the extremists, even the traditionalists were heretics,
traitors, and heathens.

The cult of Dyareela fed on fear. The more Sanctuary suffered, the
stronger it became. With each outbreak of plague, each flood or
hurricane, and each fire, the cult declared the goddess had cleansed
another impurity, and that the world was that much closer to reaching
the promised glory of Dyareela’s paradise. And while they preached
the propaganda from blood-flecked lips and sprayed the froth only the
insane can spew, the cultists, almost as a whole, slipped into insanity.
What were once carefully controlled sacrifices became wholesale
slaughter. The city panicked, and many Sanctans fled.

Worse were the orphans. In an act of “compassion,” the cult opened
orphanages for Sanctuary’s children, collecting these pliable minds
so they could indoctrinate them into the faith. Each child they
converted added to the army they strove to build to spread their
message all over the world. With such a force, they could conquer
all the Known World and bring the goddess into the Material Plane.
Soon, children perpetrated the worst acts, with the blood of brutal
murders staining their hands.

The Protectors, though weakened, could stand no more. Through
Molin Torchholder, they contacted Arizak, chieftain of the Irrune,
a tribe of nomadic barbarians that had, on more than one occasion,
been used by the Rankans in their interminable wars. Molin offered
the Irrune the city if the Irrune would oust the cult. After nearly a
year of negotiations (during which the Dyareelans committed the
worst atrocities), Arizak agreed. Sympathizers in the city left open the
gate to the city during a major festival to the goddess, and, through
the open gate, Molin and the Irrune swept into the city. Too drunk
to put up any real resistance, the Dyareelans were crushed and the
few survivors — extremists, mostly — holed up in the Palace. Faced
with a long siege, Molin ordered the palace burned (though it is still
claimed that the palace caught fire by accident) and the resulting fire
forced the cultists to surrender.

In the weeks that followed, the Irrune wiped out all remaining cultist
elements they could find, while Molin interviewed the surviving
orphans, selecting those who had not given their souls to the
goddess and releasing them back into the city. The first law passed
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was a ban on the worship of Dyareela; those found doing so faced
execution. The Irrune took matters further, banning the worship of
any god other than their own within the walls of the city. While the
Irrune enforced the laws strictly, they were unable to track down
every single cultist. Those few who survived removed the blood-red
tattoos from their faces and hands, fled the city, or reintegrated into
society, hiding their pasts until such time they are enough to retake
Sanctuary once more.

THE IRRUNE

In many ways, the Irrune are the Dyareelans’ opposites. Where the
Dyareelans were a fragmented cult of religious zealots, the Irrune are
generally suspicious of gods, venerating their ancestors instead. They
are a tribe of warriors, not priests. (As such, they are all related in some
way.) Furthermore, when there is a disagreement within these people,
they resolve it through ritual combat rather than by denouncing each
other as heretics or simply launching an attack.

Second, the Dyareelans have been around for thousands of years,
and may have been in Sanctuary since the city was first created. The
Irrune, however, are not from this region, and first appeared near
Sanctuary, on the other side of the rivers, only fifteen or so years ago.
They are not native to this land, and only the truly well traveled in
Sanctuary had ever heard of them before they settled in the nearby
hills. But after Molin’s time alongside the Irrune, he recognized a
certain cultural kinship between the “uncivilized” Irrune and the
ancestors of the Rankan Empire’s founders.

'Third, the Dyareelans focus upon death, destruction, and mayhem. The
Irrune are warlike, but are little more than raiders. They concentrate
on claiming supplies, women, and shelter, usually in that order.
Destruction is entertaining, but only for items they do not want
or cannot use. Death is serious, and even a dead foe deserves some
funeral rites. Although they do not have many rules and place great
store in personal freedom, the Irrune do not approve of anarchy. They
advocate following a personal code, and obeying the clan leaders, and
putting the clan before the individual’s welfare. Even if the Dyareelans
had not killed Arizak’s younger brother, the Irrune might still have
attacked them out of pity for the city and its residents, who were
living in terror while the cult controlled the streets.

Now that they control Sanctuary, the Irrune have had to adjust
their lifestyle and their beliefs to accommodate the city. Though not
originally nomadic, the Irrune were on the move for decades. They
had been chased from their own homeland by invaders, who later
went on to attack the city of Ranke. Over eight thousand Irrune
departed, but only four thousand reached Sanctuary — one sept, or
major group, had decided not to travel so far west, and the constant
travel and frequent fighting were taking their toll. Even back home,
the Irrune were unfamiliar with cities; they lived in small groups
spread out over large farmlands, only coming together in a lineage
or a sept for emergencies or momentous occasions. The idea of
living in a building with people who are not your relatives, and of
cramming so many people into one place, and of spending the night
under a solid ceiling and roof instead of gazing up at the stars, were
all things the Irrune had never even considered and, for most, were
frightening concepts.

Arizak had originally declined Molin’s offer to control Sanctuary,
because he knew that many of his people would not be able to endure
the notion of living in such confined quarters. His young wife, who

was the daughter of a minor Rankan noble and merchant, was thrilled
with the idea of settling down in a city, even #his city, and eventually
talked the clan chief into assisting. But, as Arizak had predicted,
almost half his kinsmen decided to stay camped along the river instead
of following him into Sanctuary and up to the palace.

The Irrune are primarily horsemen and sheepherders. In their own
homeland, they relied on natural landscape features to confine their
herds and protect them from predators. They are used to moving
about freely, and do not like being cooped up, particularly in cold
stone walls. This is part of the reason why the Irrune can often be
seen wandering the streets of Sanctuary. The air doesn’t smell right,
particularly in the west end of the Shambles but it helps to be outdoors
and moving about.

Perhaps the strangest notion the Irrune have, at least from a Sanctan’s
perspective, is their attitude toward money. The Irrune do not believe
in buying or selling anything. Items should be taken by force, or given
freely as gifts, but never simply purchased. This is hard for the locals
to grasp, because many of them focus entirely on money, and to have
their new rulers not care about such matters is unsettling. Of course,
the smarter merchants and artisans caught on and began presenting
the new governor with expensive “presents,” and received valuable
gifts in return, which they then sold. The Irrune see no problem with
this, but they still do not understand why anyone would care so much
about such small metal disks.

The Irrune are organized by paternal blood. Each lineage can trace its
line back to a single man, and each of those men belonged to a larger
family, known as a sept. Three septs left the Irrune homeland three
generations ago. Only two of them reached the city. Arizak is the war
leader of one sept and the brother of his first wife, Verrezza, brother
was the war leader of the other. The Irrune also divide themselves
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into war-bands: a group of young men built around a single leader.
These war-bands are more aggressive than the rest of the Irrune,
and constantly look for ways to prove their strength and for chances
to win more wealth. (The wealth itself is not very important — as
mentioned above, the Irrune do not buy items — but winning it is a
sign of skill and power, and raises the war-band’s prestige.) War-bands
often hire themselves out to non-Irrune as warriors, though rather
than actual pay, they prefer the right to raid their fallen foes. If the
band is successful enough, when the members grow older, they can
become a new lineage, with their leader as the patriarch.

When he first agreed to take control of Sanctuary, Arizak decided
he would spend the winter months in the city, but would return to
the mountains in spring and spend the summer and fall raiding as
usual. Most of the Irrune agreed with this notion, for they always
sat out the cold anyway, and waiting in fur-lined tents among the
mountains or in the Governor’s Palace are not so different. But after
Arizak’s wounding, he decided to retire to Sanctuary and govern the

city instead. There is a great deal of confusion among his people as a
result of this decision. Some came with him, and are now permanent
Sanctuary residents, struggling to adapt to city life. But many
others refuse to enter the city, and follow what they consider to be
a traditional Irrune lifestyle, raiding and riding and only stopping
during the worst of winter. The majority hope to find a balance
between the two paths, and alternate between riding out in raids
and spending time in the city. Part of the problem is that the Irrune
are natural raiders, and they are accustomed to fighting and stealing
whenever they want something. In Sanctuary, they have little to do,
and it is far too easy to take anything they want from the vendors,
merchants, or artisans. The Irrune men tend to their animals, but the
sheep cannot graze within the city limits, so those Irrune who are
now within Sanctuary have only their own horses to tend. In their
own territory, the perennial plants were available for harvesting, as
the tribe passed back through their territory as it moved along its
yearly circuit. So, most Irrune are desperately bored in Sanctuary,and
frantic for something to pass the time.

LAw AND ORDER

Sanctuary has a reputation for being a lawless place, where personal
codes are more important than some dusty old edict hidden away in a
records office of the Hall of Justice. And while custom tends to flout
the laws, and bribery is the surest means for getting by any nuisance,
there are some things that are illegal even in Zhieves’ World. However,
codifying these laws is difficult, for they tend to change with whomever
is in power. Furthermore, despite appearances, honest people do
outnumber the criminals, and most folks want to get crime out of their
neighborhoods for good.

Sanctuary holds to one essential law: If no one complains, it’s not
illegal. You can worship the seventeen-headed butcher-beast of the
Seventh Hell in the privacy of your own home, and so long as no one
complains, the Law doesn’t give one whit. Sure, if they catch you in the
act, or if a few virgins go missing, they may ask you some questions,
but as long as you weren't responsible for the missing girls, they’ll
leave you in peace. It’s hard to maintain a sense of law in a city like
Sanctuary, where new laws are born and die with the latest ruler.

Much of Sanctuary’s law enforcement relies on catching a culprit in
the act, for few people will turn over a known thief to the watch, and
most avert their eyes when they see a murder committed in an alley,
go deaf to the screams of the assaulted, and even go so far as to cross
to the other side of the street, lest they join the victim. Revenge is a
serious risk whenever a nosy citizen sticks his nose where it doesnt
belong, and so most do well keeping to themselves.

Of course, the Sharda, a recent law enforcement innovation, are now
making a serious attempt to investigate crimes, though it’s hard to
say which crimes they take an interest in.

Though they receive little assistance from the locals, the guard and watch
look for anything they deem suspicious. Though they may not know
the letter of the law, they all have a sense for the things to keep an eye
on. Obviously, if a patrol comes across a gang setting fire to a building
with people trapped inside, the watch will step in. And if they see a man
murder another in an alley, they’ll arrest the murderer. But they can’t be
everywhere and at every time, so Sanctuary goes on as it always has:
Don't ask, don't tell.

PUNISHMENTS, SANCTUARY STYLE

If caught, a criminal must face justice at the Hall of Justice, which
is connected to the Governor’s Palace. In most cases, a magistrate
oversees the proceedings, listening to the evidence against the accused.
The criminal is allowed to plead his case and have witnesses testify
on his behalf. At the end of the trial, the magistrate considers the
evidence, and then makes a decision based on his findings. If he finds
the accused guilty, he also sentences the criminal.
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TABLE 2-1: CRIME AND PUNISHMENT IN SANCTUARY

— Punishment by Offense —
Crime First Second Third Fourth
Arson Fine (moderate) Flogging (moderate) Death —
Arson, Government Flogging (major) Death — —
Assault Mutilation (minor) Hard labor (minor) Flogging (moderate) Flogging (major)
Blackmail Fine (moderate) Fine (major) Hard labor (moderate) Flogging (moderate)
Bribing an official Fine (minor) Fine (moderate) Fine (major) Flogging (minor)
Burglary Fine (minor) Fine (moderate) Flogging (minor) Flogging (moderate)
Counterfeiting Fine (moderate) Hard Labor (minor) Hard Labor (moderate) Flogging (moderate)
Dyareelan Worship* Death — — —
Embezzling Fine (minor) Fine (minor) Hard labor (minor) Flogging (moderate)
Fraud Fine (moderate) Flogging (moderate) Exile Hard labor (major)
Practice Religion® Fine (minor) Fine (minor) Exile —
Reckless spellcasting Fine (minor) Fine (moderate) Flogging (minor) Death
Murder Hard Labor (major) Flogging (moderate) Death —
Murder, Mass Death — — —
Perjury Fine (minor) Flogging (minor) Hard labor (minor) Hard labor (moderate)
Rape Fine (minor) Mutilation (minor) Flogging (moderate) Mutilation (major)
Rioting Fine (minor) Fine (moderate) Flogging (moderate) Hard labor (major)
Robbery™ — Fine (minor) Mutilation (minor) Flogging (moderate)
Sedition Flogging (moderate) Flogging (major) Exile Death
Tax Evasion Fine (minor) Flogging (minor) Hard labor (minor) Hard labor (moderate)
Treason Flogging (major) Death — —
Vandalism Fine (minor) Flogging (minor) Hard labor (moderate) Flogging (moderate)

*Irrune Era only

**Regardless of Era, robbery is perhaps the least enforced of all the laws, except during the first part of Kadakithis’ reign. In fact, during the Irrune era, stealing is

a part of the Irrune culture, as they do not believe in currency.

For some crimes, Sanctuary relies on higher authority. For crimes
of a magical nature (these are rarely, if ever tried), representatives of
the Mageguild handle the trial. For instances of high treason, the
Governor, or whoever happens to be in charge at the palace, makes
all decisions.

Table 2-1: Crime and Punishment in Sanctuary describes
punishable offenses in the city and in the outlying communities,
though those places often had their own magistrates. By no means
is this list exhaustive, and GMs are encouraged to tailor Sanctuary’s
legal system in accord with their particular campaign. For minor
offenses, such as public drunkenness, slander, endangerment, and
other petty crimes, the Hall of Justice imposes a mild fine (usually 1d6
shaboozh) or, failing that, a brief stay in Sanctuary’s grim dungeon
(see the Dungeon in Chapter Three: Sanctuary, Then and Now for
details).

SAMPLE PUNISHMENTS

When determining the punishment for the crime, a magistrate (an
honest one, in any case) applies the lowest listed punishment for
first-time offenders. Each offense after the first one imposes a more
severe punishment on the criminal. In the case of multiple crimes,
the punishments stack.

DEATH

For many of Sanctuary’s rulers, sentences of death served as the
most expedient way of dealing with criminals. Prince Kadakithis was
notorious for hangings, while the Dyareelans would burn criminals at
the stake or cut out their hearts on their altars. The Irrune are fairly
inventive, drawing and quartering criminals, or wrapping them in
rugs and trampling them with horses. The more severe the crime, the
more painful and slow the death. For crimes affecting the entire city
or those against the government, governors publicly execute these
perpetrators to reinforce the rule of law.

ExiLe

It takes a lot to get kicked out of Sanctuary, and so exile is pretty rare.
Magistrates reserve this punishment for minor lawbreakers who pose
no serious threat to the city, but could contaminate the population by
a more severe punishment. Priests caught preaching in the streets often
face exile, as do fraudulent merchants, charlatans, and the like. Exile
is usually permanent, but there have been instances of exile for a set
number of years. This is a common punishment for Irrune criminals.

Moderate
Moderate: 1d6 years

Minor

Major
Major: Life

Minor: 1 year
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FINE

MUTILATION

Fines typically involve recompense for the victim. Usually, fines equal
the return of the property, plus up to half of the property’s value. If
the victim was injured, the magistrate assigns a value based on the
victim's prominence and worth in the city (usually 1-100 shaboozh).
If the convicted criminal cannot pay the fine, the magistrate levels
the next highest punishment.

One of the better methods for preventing crime is through mutilation.
How can a thief steal if he has no hands? How can a rapist assault
women without genitalia? How can one speak slander without a
tongue? Considered barbaric by some, the Irrune brought the sentence
of mutilation to Sanctuary, and it seems to be a popular method for
dealing with Sanctuary’s persistent criminals.

Minor Moderate Major Minor Moderate Major
Minor: 1d10 sh Moderate: 2d20 sh Major: 5d20 sh Visible branding ~ Trimming (clip part Dismemberment
or tattoo of a tongue, cut off up (cut off the

Froccing

Many offenses are easily resolved by a public beating. For minor
offenses, the criminal must endure a few lashes, but the major offenses
may call for as many as 100 lashes. Each stroke deals 1d3 points of
lethal damage. Few criminals survive this verdict for severe crimes.

Moderate
Moderate: 1d12 lashes

Minor
Minor: 1d6 lashes

Major
Major: 5d20 lashes

Harp LABOR

Kadakithis was famous for hanging people, but he also made extensive
use of labor camps. When the city rebuilt the walls, many of the
craftsmen came from the world over, but the bulk of the labor pool
came from criminals forced to work off their sentences. As Sanctuary
tries to rebuild after years of destruction, hard labor is preferred to
incarceration.

Minor Moderate Major
1d6 days 1d6 weeks 1d20 months
INCARCERATION

Beneath the Governor’s Palace is the Dungeon, a dripping foul place of
human misery. In Sanctuary, incarceration is not so much a punishment,
but rather the temporary state between accusation and punishment. In
the off chance that it persists, it’s usually because the judicial powers have
decided to make the accused disappear, rather than try to punish him.

entire hand, total
castration, etc.)

to three fingers, partial
castration)

Quick TriAL RESOLUTION

It is inevitable that, at some point, the PCs will have broken the law.
Some groups may wish to roleplay through the trial sequence, having
the accused character plead his case, and perhaps recruiting another
player to take on the role of the prosecutor. (As long as there are no hard
feelings, that is.) However, some groups may want a quick resolution
for these trials to keep the action moving. If so, follow these steps.

SteEp ONE

Establish the character’s guilt. If the character is guilty, the trial has a
base DC of 20. If the character is not guilty, the trial has a base DC
of 10. It doesn’t matter if the character admits guilt or not.

Step Two

Consider the evidence stacked against the character and assign a
quality value to it, using the following guidelines.

Evidence Example DC Modifier

Negligible  Circumstantial and no witnesses -5
Minor  Circumstantial and unreliable witness -2
Average Some evidence and a witness 0
Major Evidence and witnesses +10

RANKAN Era JUSTICE

During the Rankan Era, the justice system was much more complex than it is today. There were essentially three instruments of justice.
The first was the Rankan Civil Justice System, which upheld the laws codified in Ranke and was enforced by the Hell Hounds and
the city guard. Next came the religious laws, meted by the various churches in the city. From these varied outlooks come many of the
unusual cultural prohibitions that remain in force in the Irrune Era, such as the Irrune policy that no woman can cut a man’s hair,
certain food prohibitions, and so on. Last is the ad-hoc justice of the streets, usually found in the Bazaar, Maze, and in Jubal’s mock
courts in the Downwind.

The Hall of Justice was reserved for important trials and appearances by the Governor. Minor trials were conducted in the garrison
by a constable or minor official. During this era, incarceration was never a punishment; instead, the justice system relied on fines and
flogging. For religious matters, Medes of Vashanka, Rashan of Savankala, and Corellia of Sabellia served as inquisitors and could
recommend any punishment, except for executions, which were handled by the civic courts.

One interesting aspect of the justice system in this era was the right to a Test of Fire. An accused citizen could claim this right and
throw himself to the justice of the gods. If guilty, the accused would be consumed by divine fire (as flame strike); if innocent, the accused
had to renounce his former life and serve the gods for the rest of his days, on pain of death and damnation.
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STEP THREE

SteP TWO

Assess the heinousness of the crime and apply these modifiers to the
trial DC. Multiple crimes stack.

Crime DC
Bribe, Burglary, Counterfeiting, Embezzling, Practice
Religion, Perjury, Robbery, Tax
Evasion +0
Assault, Fraud, Rape, Rioting, Vandalism +5
Arson, Blackmail, Reckless Spellcasting, Murder, Sedition  +10
Arson of Government Building, Dyareelan Worship, Mass  +20

Murder, Treason

SteP Four

For each previous conviction for the same crime, increase the DC
by +5. For each previous appearance in the Hall of Justice, increase

the DC by +1.
StEP FIVE

Subtract 1 from the DC for every 5 shaboozh spent in bribes. In
addition, social class can influence the outcome as well. If the charged
individual is a noble, he decreases the DC by 5, if a priest, he decreases
the DC by 3, and if a member of the guard or watch, he decreases
the DC by 1. Rankans, regardless of station, decrease the DC by 5.
In the Irrune era, Rankans lose the special privileges gained from
nationality and instead, being Irrune reduces the DC by 5.

StEP SIX

If the character is guilty, add the Magistrate’s Sense Motive check
result to the DC. If the character is innocent, subtract one-half the
Magistrate’s Sense Motive check from the DC. It doesn’t matter if
the character admits his guilt or not.

STEP SEVEN

Add all the modifiers from Steps Two through Six to the base DC
of the trial to arrive at the total trial DC. Make a Bluff, Diplomacy,
or Intimidate check. If you beat the DC, you are found innocent. If
you fail the DC, you are found guilty and sentenced. If you present
character witnesses (other PCs and possible influence contacts), each
witness may aid you in this check by succeeding on an appropriate

skill check of DC 10.

ExamprLE ONE

Shorty the Shiv snuck into a house to rob a family. In the process, he
woke the master of the house and, after a brief scuffle, accidentally
killed him. Two days later, the watch caught up with him and dragged
him to the Hall of Justice.

The GM decides that a Quick Resolution is in order, and so sets
about to gather the facts of the case.

Step ONE

Shorty is guilty of burglary and murder, so the trial has a base DC
20.

The victim’s wife saw it all and she identified Shorty as the murderer.
Worse, Shorty was caught trying to sell the woman’s jewelry. The GM
considers this average evidence, and assigns no modifier.

STEP THREE

'The count of burglary is not enough to modify the DC, but murder
is. The GM increases the DC by +10.

SteP Four

Shorty has never murdered anyone before, but has been pulled into
the Hall of Justice twice before, for theft. The DC increases by an
additional +2.

StEP FIvE

Penniless, Shorty can't afford to bribe the magistrate. (That’s why he
broke into the house in the first place!)

StEP Six

The magistrate makes a Sense Motive check (+10 check modifier)
and gets a 20 total.

STEP SEVEN

Summing the modifiers, Shorty’s DC is 54 (base 20 + O [average
evidence] + 10 [murder] + 2 [two previous appearances] +0 [bribes]
+20 [Sense Motive and guilty]) so it seems Shorty is certain to pay at
least a moderate fine. However, based on the evidence, he may be out
of action for several months (1d20, to be exact) serving his sentence
and performing hard labor.
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TaBLE 2-2: HIRING KILLERS

—Outcome—
Killer Quality Price* Hire DC Betrayal 2 Failure 3 Injured * Death®
Poor x1 10 01-30 31-60 61-90 91-00
Average x3 20 01-20 21-50 51-80 81-00
Good x5 25 01-10 11-40 41-80 81-00
Excellent x10 30 01-05 06-30 31-70 71-00
The Best x20 or higher 45 02-20 21-60 61-00

! Price equals the target’s reputation bonus (minimum 1) times the indicated multiplier in royals (1 royal equals 10 shaboozh).
2'The mark offers the assassin a better price to kill the person who hired the killer in the first place. If the PC doubles the price of the job, roll again.

Otherwise, the killer attacks the initial hirer.

3'The killer failed to kill the target. Roll 1d100 and subtract the killer’s level: 20 or less, the killer got away; 21-40, killer got away but was hurt; 41-60,
killer was captured and reveals the identity of employer (only if Average or Poor); 61-80, killer was injured and captured and reveals the identity of

employer (only if Good, Average, or Poor); 81 or higher, killer killed.

#The killer managed to injure the mark. Roll 1d100 and add the killer’s level. The result is the percentage of hit points the target loses from the

attack. If the result is 100 or higher, the mark dies instead.
5 The killer completes the job.

ExampLE Two

Shorty the Shiv has been released after six months of hard labor and,
thanks to the experience, he’s decided to go straight. One day, he’s
walking past an alley, and sees a pud choking on his own blood. He
goes into the alley to see if he can help, and discovers the victim’s
dying from a dozen stab wounds. While he’s trying to help, the watch
happens by, and they happen to recognize him. They haul him off to
the Hall of Justice, despite his protests of innocence. It seems real

bad for Shorty.

Again, the GM decides that a Quick Resolution is in order.
Ster ONE

Shorty is not guilty of murder, so the trial has a base DC of 10.

Step TWO

Though no one saw the crime in progress, the guards caught Shorty
with blood on his hands and standing over the body. The GM

considers this “minor” evidence, which reduces the DC by -2.

STEP THREE
Murder, as before, increases the DC by +10.

Step Four

The Magistrate found Shorty guilty of murder once before, and this
is now his fourth appearance in court. The DC increases by +5 for
the second instance of murder and +3 for frequent appearances, for
+8 total.

StEP FIvE

Shorty was just released and hasn’t yet found a job. No bribes
again!

StEep Six

The magistrate makes a Sense Motive check (+10 check modifier)
and gets a 20 total.

STEP SEVEN

Summing the modifiers, Shorty’s DC is 16 (base 10 — 2 [minor
evidence] + 10 [murder] + 8 [prior murder and previous appearances]
+0 [bribes] — 10 [one-half the Sense Motive check and not guilty]).
He just might get by on this one, if he can beat a DC 16 Bluff or
Diplomacy check.

JUSTICE, SANCTUARY STYLE

For most Sanctans, the best justice is the kind you mete with your
own hands. If someone wrongs you, you might as well wrong them
back. If the source of your injury is too powerful for you to handle
yourself, you might make a devil’s pact with one of Sanctuary’s many
crime lords. Or you might hire an assassin, though they are pricey.
Of course, you might just lay a curse on them and have done with
it, though cursing carries a powerful price. (See Curses in Green
Ronin's Thieves’ World Player’s Manual). Revenge and vigilantism
are common responses to crimes in this city, so it’s best to watch
whom you cross.

Doing the deed yourself is simple. But if you need help, you need
to know whom to talk to and how to reach them. The following
sources are the common means for avenging a wrong. Each carries
a pretty significant price, either monetarily or through some other

form of debt.

The following killers reflect the kinds of murderers you can hire, and
their price range. A poor killer is a common brute (typically a 1st level
warrior or expert in need of coin). An average killer is a low-level
fighter, thief, or assassin, typically 1st or 2nd level. A good killer is
an experienced assassin, usually 2nd to 5th level. An excellent killer
is a one of the better ones in her field, generally 6th to 12th level.
The best killers are named characters or assassins whose character
level exceeds 13th.

In addition, each entry lists the Gather Information check DC to
find the killer. Finally, once the price is agreed upon, the GM secretly
rolls 1d100 to see what happens.
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KEEPERS OF THE PEACE

In a place as fraught with crime and violence as Sanctuary is, one
might wonder if there are any guards at all. In fact, there are. They are
just underpaid, overworked, corrupt, and spread too thinly to cover the
entire city. Throughout Sanctuary’s long history, there have always been
guards and the watch to maintain the semblance of law and order. (At
times, in the past, there have also been other peacekeepers, including
the Hell Hounds and the Stepsons.) It’s important to note that the local
peacekeepers are little better than the scum on the streets. In many cases,
these men and women were once thugs, thieves, and killers themselves,
and most don't mention their pasts. No one, or at least very few, suspect
the watch or guard to have been associated with the Dyareelans, and
most, if not all, had nothing to do with the Troubles. But there’s always
a chance that anyone could be a cultist incognito.

What follows is an overview of the various law enforcement groups
at work in the city.

GUARD

'The guard is a group of palace-funded soldiers, who benefit from better
training and equipment. Most have some military training, having
served in the army. Centered in the Palace barracks, they have numerous
stations throughout the city and along the walls. The guard patrols in
small groups of three to five soldiers. They’re familiar enough with local
custom that they can speak both Wrigglie and Rankan. (As many were
born in Sanctuary, their Wrigglie is better than their Rankan). Though
they realize Sanctuary is no longer a real part of the Empire, the customs
of the Guard are such that they uphold the traditions of the past and
are vigilant in their duty to maintaining the peace.

WATCH

As opposed to the formal guard, the watch is almost exclusively drawn
from the local population. They have little formal training and little
experience dealing with Rankans and foreigners. Unlike the guard,
they don’t have uniforms. Instead, the watchmen wear baldrics to
denote their status. Instead of living in a barracks, they go to their
homes at the end of their shifts. Most spend their time in watch
stations scattered throughout the city.

PRIVATE SECURITY

Inacity full of thieves, if you have something you want to keep, you had
better pay for protection. Almost all citizens wealthy enough to do so
keep a guard or two in their employ to keep watch over their property,
and the business of bodyguards is in high demand. Off-duty guard or
watch officers may supplement their income working a night shift at
a merchant’s shop, while mercenaries regularly hire out their service
in Caravan Square. If you want an escort through the city (and there’s
good reasons to do so), mercenaries and toughs volunteer at many of
Sanctuary’s gates.

Herr Hounbps (RANKAN Era ONLY)

Jubal’s hawk-masks were the finest swordsmen in all of Sanctuary...
until Prince Kadakithis arrived, and brought his Hell Hounds with

him.

For all its faults, the Rankan Empire has one of the strongest militaries
in the world, and the Rankan Imperial Guard are the elite members
of the Rankan army, chosen for their martial ability and their loyalty
to the crown. When the emperor sent his half-brother Kadakithis to
Sanctuary to serve as its governor, he gave the young man an escort:
five men Kadakithis had handpicked from the Imperial Guard. The
Sanctans dubbed them “Hell Hounds” because of their ferocity and
their unswerving loyalty to Kadakithis.

The Hell Hounds are all skilled fighters, each one able to alone
defeat several hawk-masks without help. They wear the armor of
the Rankan Imperial Guard (breastplate and helmet) but carry
no shields, and their cloaks and armor bear the insignia of the
emperor’s household. Each Hell Hound carries a sword at all
times, and these are handsome blades of Enlibar steel, the finest in
the world. They are all expert horsemen, trained with all standard
military weapons. The five men are also experienced soldiers, and
veterans of many battles, with the tactical knowledge that comes
only from true experience.

Kadakithis’ Hell Hounds are Zalbar, Bourne, Quag, Razkuli, and
Arman. A sixth, Tempus, joins them later, but he actually works
directly for the emperor and only nominally reports to Kadakithis,
and there were a few others who joined after that.

Zalbar (see page 130 for statistics and a more extensive description)
is the captain of the unit, and the other four obey his commands
instantly. Kadakithis gives the Hell Hounds their orders personally,
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but often his orders are vague, or loosely defined, like “clean up the
Street of Red Lanterns.” Zalbar discusses the assignment with his
men, with everyone participating in the planning, until he has a plan
he likes. Then, he divides the job into its components and gives each
Hell Hound a specific task. Zalbar then reports their progress back
to Kadakithis. He rarely tells the young governor what each Hell
Hound contributed, and Kadakithis rarely asks.

In addition to these specific missions, the Hell Hounds have certain
general duties. First, they act as the Governor’s personal bodyguards.
This is more because he is the emperor’s half-brother than because
he is Sanctuary’s governor. None of the previous governors had elite
guards of this caliber. Whenever Kadakithis goes out into the city, at
least one Hell Hound accompanies him. This is usually Zalbar, but
not always. The Hell Hounds know where Kadakithis is at all times,
and who is with him. The Hell Hound escort scrutinizes visitors,
and searches them if necessary. A Hell Hound stays in the room
with the prince whenever possible, and stands just beyond the door
if Kadakithis orders them away. They rotate shifts, so one of them is
always awake and guarding him.

Their second duty is more general. The Hell Hounds are part of
the Rankan Imperial Guard. This makes them the highest military
authority in the area, and gives them control over the city guard. The
guards hate this fact, and the Hell Hounds know it, and don't care.
Their concern is the condition of the troops, their battle-readiness, and
their efficiency in performing their duties. Zalbar has called several
surprise inspections, and he and the other Hell Hounds often drop
by the guardhouse and the exercise yards. They watch the guards
train and offer pointers, occasionally even holding demonstrations
to teach the men proper swordsmanship. The captain of the guard
complained about this to Kadakithis the first time it happened. In
response, Kadakithis called for Zalbar. “There is the man himself,
Captain,” the governor told the guard captain. “He is your superior
in skill, strength, wisdom, and rank. If you wish to protest, I suggest
you challenge him to a duel. Otherwise, you will accept his authority,
which comes directly from the emperor himself.” The guard captain
quickly bowed and left the room, never defying Zalbar again.

The Hell Hounds have their own rooms in the Palace, separate from the
city guard. When not on duty, they are free to pursue their own interests.
Although they may leave their armor behind at such times, none of them
leave their room without their sword. They take their martial prowess
seriously, and train together each morning, spending several hours in a
small exercise yard behind the palace. They practice swordplay, archery,
and dagger-work, and then discuss the day’s assignments and any other
news. Each of the Hell Hounds has a horse, trained for combat, and
these are housed in a small stables in the Palace compound. No other
animals are allowed in that stables, and the Hell Hounds have personally
interviewed each of the stablehands assigned to that location.

The people of Sanctuary don't like the Hell Hounds much. Warriors
respect their skill, and criminals fear them, because the five men are
as unrelenting as they are observant, and show no mercy whatsoever.
Honest citizens — such as they are — are pleased the Hell Hounds
are cleaning up the city but, at the same time, they fear these arrogant
soldiers in their armor who came to the city and have all but taken
over. The hawk-masks hate the Hell Hounds, and vice-versa, though
many hawk-masks are secretly pleased to have found challenging
opponents at last. The Hell Hounds have not made any effort to
be popular, either. They treat Sanctuary’s citizens with disdain and

contempt, and speak openly about the city being a cesspool and the
armpit of Ranke.

The Hell Hounds are utterly incorruptible, which makes them an
anomaly in Sanctuary. No one has been able to bribe them, blackmail
them, threaten them, cajole them, or flatter them into swerving
from their duty. Only Kadakithis can stay their hand, and only if
he intervenes in time, which is part of why Zalbar rarely tells him
specifics about their activities. Without the governor’s intervention,
the Hell Hounds might have cleaned out all of the crime in Sanctuary
in a few short months. Or they might have been killed, and their
bodies tossed into the rivers to feed the fish.

After the Beysib invasion, the Hell Hounds’ influence diminished
considerably. Most felt they were failures in stopping the invaders, and
all knew Ranke’s authority did not extend to the Beysibs. What was
once a cadre of proud warriors, firm of resolve and of unquestionable
character, became a gang of sots, joining the people they detested
in the squalor of the city. While not officially dissolved, they never
regained their prominence, and those who did not leave the city
vanished into the masses without even a whimper.

StEPSONS (RANKAN ERA ONLY)

Kadakithis brought five Hell Hounds to Sanctuary with him, but for
a short time, he had six, and the sixth was Tempus. Arriving after the
others, sent specially by the Emperor himself, he did not acknowledge
Zalbar’s leadership, and he only obeyed orders when it suited him.
Even Kadakithis could not command him, because Tempus was
operating under orders from the emperor—and, as it turned out, from
an even higher power: the Rankan god Vashanka, himself. Eventually,
however, he would leave the city, but it would take the arrival of an
old friend to take him to greater things.

Tempus found that something in the Stepsons. He had rescued the
son of a warlord who was captured and slain by the Rankans during
the conquest of their lands. The son was made a slave, and his name
was Abarsis. In gratitude for Tempus’ intervention, Abarsis brought
the Stepsons to Sanctuary and to Tempus. However, after he arrived,
Tempus led an assault against Jubal's mansion. During the fight, Abarsis
was killed, leaving the Stepsons, as Abarsis intended, to his stepfather.
And, ever after, the sacred band were loyal to the Riddler.

The Stepsons are a mercenary unit, although they often donate their
efforts when they find something they consider a just cause. They work
in pairs, and each pair has a tremendous bond. They are more than just
partners, more than mere friends, because their very lives depend upon
each other. The pairs learn to operate as a single entity, as if they were
of one mind and one body, so that in combat they do not have to worry
about what their partner is doing—they know instinctively, and can
respond to threats together without wasting time or breath on words.
Some pairs are lovers, but many are more like twin brothers.

They also have warriors from a variety of nations and races. No one
is discriminated against; if you have the skills and the dedication to
be a Stepson, you are allowed entry.

The first step to joining the unit is the combat test. Several of the
Stepsons attack the candidate, individually and in pairs, and gauge
the response. No one expects the candidate to beat them, but they are
looking for fighting skill, speed, tactics, and intuition. If the candidate
shows promise, they move to the second phase, which is the interview.
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Several of the Stepsons meet with the candidate, both individually
and all together, and ask a variety of questions. Tempus is one of the
questioners, but any unattached Stepson can also participate. Tempus
is interested in why the candidate wants to join the Stepsons, and in
gauging the person’s morals and reliability. The unattached Stepsons are
looking for a partner, and are checking the candidate for compatibility.
If Tempus approves the candidate, and one of the solo Stepsons thinks
they may make a good pair, the newcomer is offered a place with the
unit. The solo Stepson takes the recruit in, stays, trains, eats with him,
and teaches the recruit about the group’s habits, rules, and codes. After
a month, the new pair is tested in combat against other Stepson pairs,
and Tempus watches them closely. If the pair has meshed properly,
the candidate becomes a true Stepson, reciting the oath of loyalty to
Tempus and exchanging blood with his or her partner. If the pairing
did not work, but the candidate still shows promise, he or she is found
a new partner. If the candidate simply did not take to the training, he
or she is offered some gold for the lost time, and sent away.

The Stepsons are all fiercely loyal to Tempus himself, and consider
him the father of the unit. They take their orders directly from him
(or Critias, or Straton, who's the tactical commander when Tempus is
absent), and if they have been hired for a mission, and the employer
gives a Stepson an order, he will still check with Tempus before
obeying. Tempus can and does delegate, however, and often places
Crit or Strat in charge of missions, particularly if Tempus himself is
leading another operation elsewhere.

The Stepsons use Sanctuary as one of their bases, and visit the city
every few months. Many of the Stepsons have friends and lovers
there, and entertain themselves while Tempus is waiting for a new
job or while some of their members recuperate from wounds. They
also have a camp up in the mountains and another along the coast.
Clients are never brought to these locations, however—Tempus either
meets with them in their home city, or in Sanctuary.

Only Tempus has the authority to accept a job for the Stepsons. He
insists on meeting all potential clients face-to-face, and on knowing
exactly what the job entails. Before agreeing to a job, he confirms when
it will start, what it involves, how long it will last, and how much it
pays. He also insists upon half of the money up front. A portion of
every job’s fees go into the Stepsons’communal coffers, which pays for
food, lodging, clothing, weapons, medical supplies, and anything else
the entire unit needs. After that portion is set aside, another portion
goes to the Stepsons actually involved in the mission. The remainder
is divided equally among the entire band, so every Stepson gets paid
a little bit for every job the unit has, but those who go on the mission
earn more. Tempus tries to rotate which pairs get assignments, so
everyone earns roughly equal amounts.

The Stepsons do not have an insignia or a uniform. Each member
wears whatever armor he or she prefers, and carries whatever weapons
he or she is most proficient with. Pairs often have matching clothes,
tattoos, or other markings, but not always, and sometimes the signs
are subtle or hidden from outside view. The only way to recognize a
Stepson is to know them by sight.

Sometimes half of a pair dies, or the partners fight and cannot reconcile,
or someone simply loses his appetite for constant fighting. Tempus
allows people to quit the Stepsons with no hard feelings, and always
provides some money form the communal coffers as a parting gift. The
former Stepson is also allowed to keep his or her armor, weapons, and
other gear. Tempus tells the departing warrior that he is family, and

can always call upon them for aid, no matter what, and they will help
without a fee. Only a handful of warriors have left the Stepsons in this
way, and there are always others wanting to join because the band’s
reputation has grown with each mission. Many say that the Stepsons
are the finest fighting force in the world, better even than the Rankan
Imperial Guard. Kadakithis’ Hell Hounds desperately want to match
themselves against a few Stepsons to see if this is true, though even
they found themselves wanting in the face of the Sacred Band.

During their time in Sanctuary, they were paid-up members of the
local mercenaries’guild. It’s important to recall that the Stepsons were
not the only mercenaries of their time, and they frequently were at
odds with other groups.

THE SHARDA (IRRUNE ERA)

Although the Irrune are new to city life, they are no stranger to group
living, and Arizak is an old hand at governing a large body of people.
One of the things he noticed, upon taking control of Sanctuary, was that
it lacked a real justice system. The city guards enforced the governor’s
laws, and enacted punishment on the spot or dragged the offender
off to be fined, jailed, or both. But no one checked to make sure the
guards had done the right thing or apprehended the real culprit. Arizak
firmly believed that punishment was useless if it was inflicted upon
an innocent, rather than the guilty party. While familiarizing himself
with the city and its nobles, Arizak met an Ilsigi lord named Elisar,
and realized immediately that Elisar had a keen mind, and a sharp eye,
and an obsession with finding the truth. Arizak spoke to Lord Elisar
privately a few days later,and offered him the new post of Judge. Elisar
accepted, but only if he was allowed to assemble his own team and use
his own methods. Arizak agreed, and the Sharda was born.

“Sharda” is an Irrune word for a particular breed of hunting dog,
an excellent tracker and extremely persistent. The Sharda is its
human equivalent. Lord Elisar, called Judge Nevermind by his
employees, is in charge. His assistants wander the city, listening to
rumors and stories and following up on any supposed crimes and
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their perpetrators. If the city guard has already punished someone
for the crime, the Sharda makes sure they got the right person. If
no one has been captured yet, the Sharda finds out who did it and
brings the culprit in for sentencing and punishment. The Sharda
is small — perhaps twenty people in all —and operates from the
Hall of Justice attached to the Palace. Lord Elisar handles the actual
sentencing, but he sits in shadow so those brought before him cannot
see his face, and his associates only call him Judge Nevermind when
others are present. This is to protect Elisar, and to let him operate
more objectively, without worrying about his own name becoming
attached to the rumors.

To many Sanctuary residents, the Sharda is a great and powerful
organization. They are hoping they get to deal with the Sharda when
they’ve been wronged, to ensure swift and final justice, and even go so
far as to threaten their children and others with, “the Sharda will get you
if you don't behave.” Still, despite their hopes, most people have never
met a Sharda agent. The Sharda does not go out of its way to advertise
its presence, and its members do not announce their affiliation. Culprits
are told that they are being brought to the palace for punishment, and
nothing more. They are also cautioned that, if they identify the Sharda
members to anyone, their punishment will increase dramatically. Most
Sharda agents have pseudonyms of their own, and many wear hats
or hoods to hide their features while working. Elisar is considering a
Sharda uniform that’s all in black, except for an embroidered hunting
dog in bright red; that way, the eye will be drawn to the dog, and not
to the agent’s face. Sharda agents also work in pairs. One of the duo is
a warrior, while the other has some ability to discern the truth, either
through magical means, or through some extraordinary insight (see
Truthspeaker and Truth Ear feats on page 226).

Elisar is the undisputed master of the Sharda, and all of his agents
report to him directly. They comb the city, and then prepare a list of
the crimes, whether the culprit was caught, and what the punishment
was. Elisar decides which incidents should be investigated and which
are too trivial or already too terminal to pursue. His agents are allowed
to offer suggestions, or voice opinions, but once he makes a decision,
it is final.

The city guard has been told that an organization called the Sharda
exists, and that Arizak has given it his full support. They are
expected to give Sharda agents their full support, and to obey their
orders. Arizak has also assured the captain of the guard that anyone
impersonating a member of the Sharda will be punished severely.
Many of the Irrune know about the Sharda as well, and have agreed
to lend their support if necessary. This means Sharda agents can call
upon both city guards and Irrune warriors, whichever are closer. They
only use this authority when force is necessary, however. The Sharda
prefers to operate quietly, watching and waiting and then catching
the culprit when he or she is off-guard and alone.

Thus far, the Sharda has only gone after private citizens, and only those
in the lower- or middle-class. They have yet to investigate nobles of
any sort, or organizations. But, in several cases, the city guards have
used more force than necessary, have beaten confessions from innocent
people, have accepted bribes to let criminals go free, and have arrested
and punished people for no apparent reason. Elisar has already discussed
the matter with Arizak, and the two men agree. It will look bad if the
city guard’s corruption is exposed, but it would be far worse to let such
behavior continue. And, if the guilty guards are punished, hopefully
the other guards will make sure to behave properly, and the guard will
become a more reliable, more efficient, and more honest police force.
Both men are wise enough to know this will not be easy, and it will not
occur overnight. But it has to start somewhere, and Arizak has given his
permission for Elisar to begin investigating the city guards themselves,
authorizing several Irrune warriors to help restrain and escort guilty
guards, if necessary.

USING PEACEKEEPERS

In Sanctuary, players will likely do things that will put them at odds
with local law enforcement. PCs might be thieves, assassins, explorers,
or even adventurers, and oftentimes, the peacekeepers don't make
much of a distinction between those careers. While the watch and
guard certainly try to keep some level of order in the city, they lack
the resources to be everywhere at once.

Players should never feel as though they can do nothing illegal in
Sanctuary. (The game is called Zhieves’ World, after all.) The guard,
watch, or other agencies are best used as a control mechanism.
Peacekeepers can be an excellent way to keep an adventure on track:
position a patrol in front of a building you'd rather the characters not
investigate yet, or have a patrol bring them in for questioning should
they bark up the wrong tree. However, don't bully or “railroad” the
PCs with the watch, or the players will come to resent them, and feel
like they have few options in play.

'The peacekeepers can also serve as an excellent source of information.
Both the watch and the guard are susceptible to bribes (see the
Diplomacy skill in Green Ronin’s Thieves’ World Players Manual) and
are more than willing to look the other way for the right price. As a
particular sentry generally patrols a single neighborhood, they have
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a pretty good idea of what goes on there, knowing the major movers
and shakers, drug pushers, crime lords, and notables all living and
operating there. For the right price, a player may find exactly what
he needs from the mouth of a well-paid guard. And, if the PCs picks

up a contact in the watch, even better.

The peacekeepers can also serve as foils. They might actively pursue
characters in the city, hunting them for a crime they did or did not
commit. They might set the characters up to cover for their own criminal
enterprises. A patrol might be in the employ of a local crime lord, be
closet cultists, or even be spies in the service of some foreign power.

OTHER PowErR GROUPS

Outsiders assume Sanctuary is a lawless place, where every man
stands only for himself and would as soon kill his neighbors as look
at them. This is untrue, and unfair. Certainly, many of Sanctuary’s
residents make their own welfare a top priority, but there is nothing
wrong with that. Some locals are as ruthless as travelers imagine,
and have no friends and no one they care about beyond themselves.
But others have strong friendships, and tight family bonds. A few
place the welfare of others on par with their own, or even above it.
And some act in concert rather than moving alone.

Several powerful organizations exist within Sanctuary. These are
smaller than a race, larger and more formal than a pack of friends,
and more dangerous than a simple street gang. These are true
associations, with guidelines, responsibilities, membership rosters,
and hierarchies. Most of these organizations hold a position of
power within the city, and in every case, the people of Sanctuary
have heard of them, and both fear and respect them. One thing
these organizations all demonstrate: no matter how well you can
survive on your own, you can do even better with a group of similarly
talented, like-minded individuals. That is, as long as you are sure
you can trust them.

ADEPTS OF THE BLUE STAR

Most wizards are loners, preferring to work and study in privacy.
They conceal the roots of their power, their residences, and even their
names, afraid that rivals might somehow ferret out these secrets and
then destroy them. Some wizards, however, believe in a cause much
greater than their own advancement, and work together in its service.

'This is the Order of the Blue Star.

Members of this ancient order accept Order and Chaos rule the
universe, and these two powers constantly struggle for supremacy.
Every day, they battle one another, but these are only preludes to the
final massive struggle. When that occurs, one side will win forever.
If Order triumphs, the world will know peace and harmony such as
it has never seen. If Chaos is the victor, the world will be drowned
in violence, rage, and anarchy.

The Adepts of the Blue Star have sworn to stand on the side of Order,
and to fight in that last battle against Chaos. Until that time, the
adepts are free to pursue their own interests, provided they answer
the call to battle when it finally arrives.

Each adept’s power is tied to a personal secret. The adept cannot reveal
this secret to any other man, for any man who speaks the secret to
the adept gains that adept’s power. Thus the adepts, called Blue Star
Magicians by many, must always watch their dealings with others, lest
they reveal too much about themselves and allow their secret to be
uncovered. Rivalries do exist within the order, and more than once an
adept has uncovered his enemy’s secret, revealed it, gained his enemy’s
power, and then destroyed him.

Members of the order are often called Pilgrim Adepts, because most
of them wander the earth. Many of them search for knowledge and
power, hoping to increase their skills and thus be even stronger on
the day of the final conflict. An adept can dress any way he likes;
some wear simple traveling garb, while others favor rich silks and
velvets. Some adepts pursue wealth, living their days in splendor, while
others eschew material goods and survive in spartan poverty. Most
of the adepts fight for order whenever possible, righting wrongs and
correcting injustices, smoothing disputes and ending confusions. But
some believe their efforts are only required during the final battle.
Until then, they have no duty but to stay alive, and so they are free
to do whatever they like, even if it benefits Chaos in the short-term.
These adepts are often despised by their brethren, who believe they
only strengthen Chaos for the end conflict.

Each adept has a blue star tattooed on his forehead to show his
membership in the order. Thus, their order itself is not secret, and
many have heard of them and of their potent magic. The adepts have
all undertaken certain vows, like never eating or drinking in front
of other men, and these hold some power over them, but not to the
same degree as their personal secrets. Anyone who attacks an adept
risks the wrath of the entire order, unless the adept’s secret has been
revealed. If that happens, the adept loses his power, and becomes
worthless to the order. At that point, anyone may kill him without
fear of reprisal.

No one knows how many adepts belong to the order. Apparently, they
have not gathered in several centuries, though many keep in touch
with one another. Some believe the adepts can die like normal men,
and simply find and train replacements who then take on their name
and appearance. Others believe them to be immortal. The master of
the order, Master of the Star, is a man named Semartis, who currently
resides in the Place That Is Not, a demi-plane that lies beyond time
in a place of perfect order. None can find it unless the Master allows
it. Through his own magic, he links the various groups together, so
the entire order may commune within the Place That is Not for the
night. Each adept tells of his experiences and reveals anything he has
learned about Chaos during that time. The entire order considers the
signs, and decides whether the time of the final battle has drawn near.
If not, they disband again, each to their own activities.

The first Pilgrim Adept of the Order of the Blue Star was a man
named Kamaar, who hailed from the lands beyond the northern
mountains. Order chose him as its avatar, and branded his forehead
with the mark of the blue star to signify its favor. Kamaar raised the
Temple of the Star, and draped it with his magic so only he and his
could locate that holy place. Then he trained a boy named Masung,
and then another named Feld. But Feld was corrupted by Chaos,
and tried to kill Masung. Kamaar intervened, killing Feld but dying
in the process. After Kamaar had died, Order claimed Masung as its
next avatar, but he refused. He argued he could serve better in his
own way, and he was not truly needed until the end times. Order
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agreed, and marked Masung with its power and with the blue star
but then left him alone. Masung found and trained several disciples,
and devised the oath that, when tied to a personal secret and bound
to the blue star tattoo, would allow them to live until they were called
to battle. Then, every Pilgrim Adept would stand together to defend
the Place That Is Not, which will be the last bastion of Order and
the last defense against the Chaos. Although Masung himself died
battling agents of Chaos centuries later, the Order survived and grew.
Semartis is one of his first disciples.

DYAREELANS (IRRUNE ERA)

Though the cult has officially been destroyed, some members remain.
A handful of the more noticeably scarred cultists have hidden in
one of the tunnels beneath the city, seeking new converts and biding
their time until they can act in the open once more. Some extremists
also escaped the Irrune’s wrath, and have stopped ranting, at least
until the dust settles. Before the ambush, the extremists had spies
in many major establishments around the city, including the palace,
and many of those spies are still in place. The cultists are simply
waiting for another opportunity. A handful of their brainwashed
child-soldiers survived as well, and are now full-grown and still
in Sanctuary, which means the cult has not only an information
source, but also a secret army. Should the cult call its worshippers
to rise up, people everywhere might find themselves responding,
even people who did not realize they had been corrupted to the
service of the chaos goddess. Those who followed the traditionalists,
however, claim the extremists were so disruptive Dyareela herself
spurned them, withholding her divine favor and casting them out
of the circle of chosen who would survive when she arose. They

actually claim Dyareela did exactly what she had intended, purging
the illness from Sanctuary and allowing them to rebuild. They do
not say this very loudly, however, as worship of her is still illegal

and still punishable by death.

The cult has followers all over the world. Generally hunted down and
exterminated by the priesthood of Heqt, worship of Dyareela was
generally contained to a few small incidents, quickly quelled before
it got out of control. However, the years of hurricanes and droughts,
plague and war, seeded the region with chaos, becoming a perfect
breeding ground for Dyareela.

Agents of the chaos goddess came to Sanctuary during the dark days
when the plague swept through the city. Insinuating themselves with
other priests from Ilsig, they came to help the city, or so they claimed.
They offered healing, succor, and comfort. They could sense wicked
thoughts and criminal behavior, endearing themselves to the city’s
aristocracy. Gradually, followers of other faiths adopted this new faith,
slowing coming into the fold of the new cult.

And then the visitors revealed the “true cause” of the plague: the
Sdanzo. Luckily, the Sdanzo, who had always stayed ahead of the
cultists, pulled up stakes years ago and left the city to its fate, but a
few remained. The Dyareelans convinced the mob to make examples
of the remaining S'danzo, executing them publicly. After the purging,
the plague mysteriously ended, and so the cult of Dyareela rose to
prominence in the city.

Even though it has been several years since the Troubles, the cult of
Dyareela continues their efforts in the city, keeping to the tunnels
underneath, and working from within the population. As word has
spread of newfound Dyareelan activity, the people are becoming
worried about a return to the catastrophes of the past. There are
forces arrayed against the Chaos Mother, and Sanctuary’s final fate
has yet to be determined.

Hawk-Masks (RANKAN ERra ONLY)

Jubal controlled large sections of Sanctuary and had influence over
the rest of the city. Part of his power came from his wealth, part from
the secrets he held over many important residents, and part from the
services he provided. But a good portion of his authority came from
his minions: the hawk-masks.

'The hawk-masks were the men and women Jubal employed to protect
his activities and deliver his payments. They were mercenaries, all
skilled with the sword, and wore blue cloth masks designed to look
like a hawk. Everyone in Sanctuary knew the hawk-masks and knew
to stay out of their way. In addition to their individual strengths,
opposing a hawk-mask meant opposing Jubal himself. Kill one of
them, and ten more would arrive to avenge him. Jubal cared little about
the men themselves, but if a hawk-mask died and was not avenged,
people might think they could ignore or defy the mercenaries with
impunity. That would be the end of his business. Instead, everyone
knows only a fool crosses a hawk-mask, and only someone with a

death wish killed one of them.

The hawk-masks were excellent fighters, though they rarely got an
opportunity to prove it. Most people were too afraid of them to fight
back. Some of the mercenaries provoked fights with likely looking
warriors, just to bloody their blades. Jubal didn't mind, as long as it
didn’t interfere with his business.
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'The only people who regularly stood up to the hawk-mask were the
city guards. These soldiers sneered at the hawk-masks, calling them
sellswords and mercenaries and hired hands, belittling their skill. But
the hawk-masks were surprisingly loyal for mercenaries. Many of
them were regular soldiers once, but lost their positions due to short
tempers, bad luck, or ill favor. They fled to Sanctuary, hoping to start
over, and looking for work as guards — but Jubal found them first.

Jubalis very particular about his hawk-masks. They must be reasonably
tall and fit. He wanted all his men to present a strong appearance, and
that wouldn’t work if one was too short and one was too thin or too
portly. If they looked the part, he had his associate Saliman interview
them. Saliman represented himself as a local businessman looking to
hire guards for his shop. He asked a variety of questions, watching
the warrior as much for how he replied as for what he said. Saliman
steered the conversation around to questions of loyalty, testing to see
whether the candidate could be trusted. If he felt the man was worth
hiring, he told Jubal, who offered him a job.

No one became a hawk-mask immediately. Jubal had interests in
several legitimate businesses, and new hires were given exactly the job
Saliman mentioned, guarding a shop in the West End or the Shambles
or possibly the Bazaar. If the guard proved his worth, showing he was
skilled with a blade and had good discretion, Saliman approached again.
He offered the warrior a promotion, more money and more activity,
but cautioned it would require more initiative and complete loyalty. If
the man’s answers met his approval, he told Jubal, who approached the
candidate for the first time. Saliman told the guard to be in a particular
place at a particular time, and the warrior arrived to find the area
deserted. Jubal arrived a moment later, carrying a sword in one hand
and a blue hawk mask in the other. He asked several questions, testing
the warrior’s loyalty, and then outlined the man’s intended duties. If
the warrior flinched, looked shocked, argued, or seemed unfit in any
other way, Jubal killed him. If not, he handed the man the mask and

the sword, and a new hawk-mask was born.

'The masks were worn for two reasons. First, it identified the hawk-
mask as working for Jubal. Second, it allowed the men to hide their
identities. Most of the hawk-masks were around the same height, and
all had muscular builds. Sanctuary is filled with people who match
that description. Most of the hawk-masks also wore helmets, which
hid their hair color, and the mask covered their entire face, including
any facial hair. This allowed them to strip off the masks at the end of
the day, and go home to their families or wander the streets without
anyone seeking revenge. Being afraid of Jubal and the hawk-masks
was enough to protect them from most people, but it was good to be
able to eat and sleep without worrying about a knife in the back.

Most hawk-masks worked on either a daytime schedule (dawn to
dusk), a nighttime schedule (dusk to dawn), or what was called a
twelve-schedule, between noon and midnight. When oft-duty, they
could do anything they wanted, except frequent a shop owned by one
of Jubal’s rivals or go to an establishment that refused to do business
with him. Jubal had lines of credit with most of the city’s gambling
halls, taverns, and brothels, and any hawk-masks who went to these
places while masked didn’t have to pay for anything.

Jubal hired only the best sellswords, and his men were proud of that
fact. They trained hard every day, to ensure their skills stayed sharp.
Jubal had a large warehouse at one end of town that was empty
inside except for several squares and circles of dirt and sand. The men
gathered here, reaching the warehouse by the tunnels under the city,

and drilled with swords for several hours. This occurred several times
each day, so no matter which schedule a hawk-mask had, he could
always make one of the drilling sessions. No one was allowed to miss
more than one session each week, unless severely ill or specifically
excused by Saliman or Jubal.

The hawk-masks answered directly to Jubal and to Saliman. Within
their organization, they were divided into ranks: First, Second, and
Third. Third hawk-masks were junior members, and were given the
worst jobs. Second hawk-masks had proven themselves, and had been
with Jubal at least two years. They had some say in their assignments,
their hours, and their partners. First hawk-masks had worked for
Jubal at least five years, and had been promoted by Saliman. They
met with him and Jubal each morning, and received the list of the
day’s assignments. Then, they parceled out the jobs to the rest of the
hawk-masks, assigning partners and setting schedules. There were six
First hawk-masks, and they had enough seniority to actually question
Jubal’s orders. Of course, they would never openly defy him, but they
could ask for clarifications, suggest alternatives, and even register their
disagreement with a plan. Jubal maintained about fifty hawk-masks,
though most of Sanctuary does not realize this because they rarely
saw more than four hawk-masks at any one time.

Thus far, only one hawk-mask has ever retired. Cray was one of the
first men Jubal hired in Sanctuary, a former gladiator like himself,
and a good, loyal man. After ten years as First Hawk-mask — the
only one at the time — Cray decided he was getting too old to
be a sellsword. Jubal offered to make him an advisor like Saliman,
but Cray was tired, and wanted to retire altogether. He had always
enjoyed woodworking, and so Jubal set him up in a small shop on the
Processional and assigned guards for him. Cray still stays in touch
with Jubal, and the guards still report to Saliman, but Jubal does not
require any of Cray’s profits, and when business is tough, Jubal sends
off-duty hawk-masks to buy items from Cray, using money Jubal
gives them for that purpose.

The reign of the hawk-masks, and for a time Jubal as well, came to
an end with Tempus. The Stepsons, Abarsis, and the Riddler raided
Jubal’s compound in an attempt to eliminate a threat to the prince
and to restore order on the streets. At that time, Moruth’s beggars
demanded vengeance, and regularly killed hawk-masks each week.
Though Jubal survived the attack, just barely, his recovery cost him in
years, and those agents who survived were scattered throughout the
city. He recognized the futility of trying to reconstitute the hawk-
masks, and so recast himself as a behind-the-scenes spymaster and
intriguer. He acquired the help of some of his former hawk-masks
but, as a force, the hawk-masks met terrible ends at the hands of the
beggars, the Stepsons and, for those who still survived, the Nisibisi
death squads.

LorDp NIGHT

Sanctuary’s underworld in the Irrune Era is controlled by one man:
Lord Night. Up until the introduction of opah, Arizak had been
content to let the crime lord run the protection racket, prostitution,
and /rrf sales, and as long a violent crime was down, the powers
allowed Lord Night to call the shots. Opah changed things. Cheap
to make, cheap to sell, and deadly as hell, minor dealers can undercut
Lord Night’s operation and vanish with the profits. Because of the
upstarts, crime is spinning out of control once more and the Sharda
are starting to probe into Lord Night’s activities.
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Lord Night runs his enterprises through a compartmentalized
hierarchy of loyalists and henchmen. The most senior and trusted
members are servants in Lord Shumen’s mansion on the Processional
and lead double lives, just as he does. Beneath them are about 40 or
so middlemen, hoods, thugs, and brutes who are not welcome in the
better neighborhoods (Makker, on page 159, is a great example). Lord
Night rarely interacts with those employed by his middlemen, and
if circumstances draw his interest, the results are usually dire, and
only take place in a special chamber underneath the old Aphrodesia
House on the Street of Red Lanterns.

Though undoubtedly criminally minded, Lord Night sees himself
as doing a service to Sanctuary. Without his control, crime would
be out of control. And by keeping a firm hand, he can dictate what
happens in his city. Lord Night prides himself in getting things done.
He can whisper in the right ear, and get results. However, in the face
of strong competition in opah, things are turning nastier. Bodies are
turning up in alleys and tension grows, especially as the drug bleeds
into the middle and upper classes.

Lord Night, despite his flaws, is no Dyareelan. He has worked in the
past with Arizak to purge the tunnels beneath the city of their kind. If
he suspected anyone in his organization of working with the cultists,
he would quickly mobilize his forces and eliminate the suspect.

THE SERRIPINES CLAN

The Rankan Empire is only a few centuries old, but Ranke itself is
far older. Some families can trace their lineage back to that earlier,
smaller kingdom. The noblest of these are the Serripines.

The Serripines clan is as old as Ranke, and several of the kingdom’s
early kings were part of their line. When Ranke expanded from
kingdom to empire, the Serripines candidate lost the crown to another,
but the family was too important to discount, and they gained several
major titles and estates as a peace offering. The clan accepted the
gesture, but continued to groom its men for leadership, hoping one
day the throne would become vacant again. That has not happened
yet, but the clan maintains itself and bides its time.

A member of the Serripines, Vion Ranel III, was one of the officers
in charge of the Rankan forces that conquered Sanctuary, and he
settled in the town. He was the first Imperial Governor there, and
helped the small port town grow into a true city. His son was governor
after him, but died when his son was still a boy, and so another
was appointed as his successor. Several Serripines have served as
governor since then, and the clan has remained in Sanctuary. Their
estate was one of the largest on the Hill, and Ranel Talon I was one
of Kadakithis’ closest advisors. After Kadakithis disappeared, the
remaining Rankan and Wrigglie nobles formed a ruling council to
act in his stead. Molin Torchholder declined to participate, and so
Ranel Talon took control.

When the Black-Toothed horde leveled Sihan, Vion Larris retreated
to Sanctuary out at Land’s End Retreat, where he and his family
have lived comfortably since, slowly building a grain-farming empire.
Meanwhile, as things soured in the city, many nobles drifted out of
the city,abandoning their homes to make a new life beyond the walls
in the hopes that the city would eventually stabilize. Joined by other
fleeing citizens from the Rankan Empire, Land’s End Retreat and
the various outlying communities grew.

'The Serripines consider themselves true aristocrats. They strive to present
the appearance of the kind overlord—well educated, well dressed, well
spoken, well mannered, and generous. Honor and reputation are far
more important to them than wealth or property, though it’s also true
that being penniless and homeless would be unacceptable. Setting a
good example is their highest priority, and every member of the family
is taught at a young age to hide any discomfort, displeasure, or confusion,
and to always act confident and in control. The children are provided
with the best education available, and given opportunities to lead as soon
as possible. They are taught that they are the true nobles of Ranke, and
that emperors come and go but the Serripines remain. To encourage
this belief, the clan uses the same names over and over again, so that
each generation has clear ties to its ancestors.

They worship the Rankan gods, because doing so is the proper Rankan
thing to do. But they are rarely devout, and merely observe the forms
out of respect and propriety. Everything about the clan is based
upon appearance and reputation, and each clan patriarch charges
his successor to do anything necessary to preserve the clan’s good
name. Over the centuries, the Serripines have done many appalling
things — not only illegal, but immoral and inhumane — to keep
their wealth and stature intact, but, thus far, their atrocities have
not been uncovered. And the clan, to the last man, will kill to keep
it that way.

PFLS

With the Beysib occupation came growing unrest. Many Sanctans were
weary of being a conquered people, a playing piece in the posturing of
empires. While the people could tolerate the Rankan masters, who were
mild rulers, the Beysibs were an alien people, with strange customs,
dress, and attitudes. Their nictitating membranes were more than a
little unsettling, and it became easy to project their dissatistaction onto
these usurpers.

In response to this growing resentment, a few ambitious souls rallied
around an outspoken rebel named Zip. Brash, temperamental, and full
of youthful exuberance, Zip forged the PFLS, the Popular Front for
the Liberation of Sanctuary, known as the “piffles” by their detractors.
From the start, the PFLS came out against the Beysibs strongly and
aggressively,and created widespread fear throughout the city through
their terrorist acts. They used every tactic they could to oust those they
saw as the oppressors, ignoring the good that the Beysibs brought.

While they enjoyed many early successes, they were a ragtag group,
consisting of thieves and murderers, operating with little more
organization than a common gang of thugs. The only reason the
PFLS remained a power for as long as it did was because of Zip, who
saw himself as the savior of Sanctuary. Through the victories of his
guerillas, he believed he would rise as the new master of Sanctuary.
He was determined to create a new god for Sanctuary, after he
came to believe Vashanka and the rest of the Rankan pantheon had
abandoned it.

Shortly after Zip and the PFLS began their reign of terror, Roxane
and the Nisibisi witches arrived to unravel the Rankan Empire, and
following her was the 3rd Commando, a group of trained witch-
hunters and guerillas hardened by years of fighting at Wizardwall.
Accompanying them were the Stepsons, who retained their hold on
the city, the Beggar King and his legions of maimed and diseased,
the Beysibs themselves, those few remaining Hell Hounds, Jubal,
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and Ischade, all fighting tooth and nail for control over Sanctuary,
turning a city of thieves into a slaughterhouse.

'The various factions made alliances and broke them with regularity.
Betrayals were the norm, and no one was safe. The PFLS quickly lost
influence as the fighting worsened, for other groups (gangs mostly)
emerged to claim a piece of the city, further confusing the battlefield
and edging out the larger factions. Zip lost heart as he saw his dreams
crumbling and his organization falling into the hands of the 3rd
Commando, and as his hold on the city weakened, he withdrew into
the Swamp of Night Secrets. Zip had long used an old field altar
in the swamp to pay his respects to Vashanka, but with the god’s
silence, he lost heart until something new lurked inside it. The new
god demanded blood sacrifice, and in exchange, it would make Zip
powerful, which Zip readily accepted.

After one particularly nasty riot, the city would not tolerate the PFLS
any longer. Chenaya, after seducing the young Zip,led him to the Palace
,where she promised he would have his chance to topple the power
structure and take the city for his own. Zip, with a cadre of his closest
commanders, entered the Palace compound, but instead of showing
them a clear path to the Beysibs, Chenaya, Walegrin, and the rest
destroyed them to a man. Though Zip survived, the piffles were dead.

3’RD COMMANDO

The protracted war in the north forced Ranke to develop new
techniques for squaring off against the demons and undead employed
by the Nisibisi warlocks and witches. Comprised of thoroughly
despicable guerillas and killers, the 3rd Commando, a mercenary
organization founded by Tempus Thales, gained a bloodthirsty
reputation for doing whatever it took to get the job done. Trained
to kill witches and their minions, they rivaled the Stepsons in their
ability to kill.

At a critical point in the war, the Nisibisi sent out witches to
infiltrate the Empire and destroy them from within. One such witch
was Roxane, who headed south to disrupt the important port and
trade city that was Sanctuary. Hot on her heels followed the 3rd
Commando. In a secret war, the guerrillas used the surrounding
anarchy to slip through the gaping holes in the city’s defenses and
track down and destroy Roxane’s minions. Instead of saving the city,
they exploited it, for Sanctuary’s future was irrelevant compared to
the importance of containing and destroying Death’s Queen.

Kama, Tempus’ barely acknowledged daughter and assassin in
service to the 3rd, seduced Zip and made and alliance between the
Commandos and the PFLS. She, like the rest of her organization, had
no designs on the city so long as they could exterminate the Nisibisi
infestation. However, instead of dealing with Roxane, the 3rd was
drawn into the civil war of the city, and soon were indistinguishable
from the brutal piffles.

MAGEGUILD

Since Sanctuary’s founding, there has always been some form
of magical influence. Shortly after the ex-slaves began work on
constructing the first few structures, those with a talent for spellcraft
began work on a place for mages to study and work. From this
foundation came the first Mageguild, an organization of like-minded
spellcasters who valued magic above all other kinds of sorcery. Despite
the many early calamities befalling the city, these mages persevered,

and even grew stronger. While the Ilsigi masters oppressed the
common people, they wanted no truck with the mages, for they
recalled the lessons of history and knew the power these men and
women could master.

When power transferred to Ranke, the Mageguild experienced a
spectacular rise in power and influence. The weak-willed minor
governors sent from Ranke were more concerned with comfort and
pleasure than overseeing the good of the city. The Mageguild stepped
in and asserted their influence over the fractious people. While they
didn't rule Sanctuary in name, they controlled enough of the city that
they were counted as some of its most powerful citizens.

Naturally, as with all things in Sanctuary, their influence would wane
until it was snuffed out altogether. With power comes arrogance, and
no group was more guilty than the mages. When Kadakithis came to
the city, the regarded him and his minions much as they did the rest of
the governors who preceded him. They ignored his edicts, pursued their
own agenda, and continued on as they always had, guiding Sanctuary
to serve their ends. Their attitude towards the new rule of law brought

GuILDS

The very idea of a Mageguild is a Rankan institution, and in
Rankan terms, the most potent mages were always referred to
as “Hazard-class” mages. As the Rankans settled in the city,
Sanctuary magical society adopted many of the Rankan wizardly
customs, and granted the “Hazard-class” title to their own potent
mages, though they themselves were not the product of Rankan
magic schools.
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them into conflict first with the Hell Hounds, and later with the
various power groups who desired the city for themselves. Adding to
this was Cime, a ruthless assassin and sister to Tempus, who preyed
exclusively on wizards.

One by one, the more influential mages died, suffering under the
touch of Cime’s magical diamond rods. They tried to retain their
prominence, but too many of their number succumbed to the assassin
to mount an adequate response. Though this weakened them, the
mages were still a powerful force, capable of surviving even after the
Beysib occupation.

The Mageguild finally collapsed after the Ischade and Randal
destroyed the pair of Nisibisi power globes that had held the city
hostage with wicked dark sorcery. In the wake of the artifacts’
destruction, the mana field collapsed, preventing the mages from
working their craft. No longer could they influence the weather,
nor could they even maintain the wards protecting their fortress on
the Street of Arcana. In the end, magical mishaps leveled the guild,
scattering its members throughout the city and beyond. Friendless, for
they had held the populace in thrall through fear and power since the
city’s founding, they were no match for those people who had been
wronged by mages in the past, who settled accounts and eliminated
all but a few of the guild’s survivors.

Now, in the Irrune Era, the Mageguild is an all but forgotten memory.
The new Irrune masters have outlawed the existence of the guild,
preventing mages from regaining their power and influence over the
city. Those few practicing wizards left do so in the privacy of their
homes, occasionally taking pupils to help support themselves and
advance their craft.

MORUTH AND THE LEGION OF BEGGARS

For years, Jubal and his hawk-masks controlled Sanctuary, exerting
incredible influence over the businesses (legal and illegal) throughout
the city. Jubal’s soldiers walked the streets brazenly, boldly daring
anyone to cross their paths. To ensure his continued control, Jubal
would periodically order an informant’s death to ensure the rest
remained loyal. This practice was acceptable, up until the time when
Jubal ordered the death of the wrong man.

While Jubal dealt in slaves, the Beggar King, Moruth, ruled the poor
and downtrodden of the Downwind. Every beggar paid a share of
his take to the Beggar King in exchange for protection, clothing, and
meager fare. Moruth had an uneasy alliance with Jubal, using his beggars
to keep tabs on the Hell Hounds and other notables in the city. When
a few innocents were killed as examples, Moruth had enough, and the

Beggar King declared war against the hawk-masks.

For months, the beggars stalked and murdered the blue-masked
mercenaries, leaving their mutilated corpses on street corners, dangling
from fences or buildings, or any place where they could be sure the
message would reach Jubal. One by one, Moruth winnowed Jubal’s
control over the city, spreading fear among the hawk-masks and
forcing many to go underground. Worse, Tempus finally led a force into
Jubal’s compound, slaughtering the crime lord’s minions and grievously
injuring Jubal himself. It was expected that with Jubal’s elimination,
stability would follow. However, the Beggars, now no longer dealing
with the hawk-masks, were free to pursue their own agendas, including
seizing control of Sanctuary’s underworld. The beggars, in force, joined
in the great war for Sanctuary.

With Ranke’s collapse, the destruction of Roxane, and the subsequent
withdrawal of the Stepsons, 3rd Commando, and the rest, the beggars
resumed their control over Downwind, being very nearly the only
uncontested criminal organization left in the city. It would not last,
though. The drought years, followed by the hurricanes and heavy
rains, washed Downwind, and, theoretically, most of its inhabitants,
away. Those who survived fled to the Hill. Worse, the Dyareelans
recruited children to fill the ranks of their new army, and the best
children were those hardened by the streets. The Dyareelans crushed
the beggars, stole the urchins, and killed anyone who would not
submit to their authority. In short, the beggars union did not survive
the Catastrophe.

PIRATES OF SCAVENGERS' ISLE

In Sanctuary’s infancy, the Kingdom of Ilsig came, bent on revenge
for their defeat in the Queen’s Mountains, blaming the ex-slaves
for Ilsig’s decline and gradual loss to the superior Rankan legions.
Some accepted the arriving Ilsigis, seeing their fate as inevitable.
Others, especially the indigenous fishermen who preceded the ex-
slaves, refused to submit to foreign masters. Instead of fighting in
the open, they took their fleet of fishing craft and fled to a nearby
island, where they planned to raid Ilsigi merchants to increase the
cost of taking Sanctuary.

Dubbing their island Scavengers’ Isle, the once-meek fishermen
turned to a life of piracy. With the taste of blood, they became less
selective about their targets, striking any ship that passed, slaughtering
crews, and stealing their booty. No longer did these men and women
catch fish with their nets, but ships instead. The pirates ruled the
narrow stretch of water, and bounded farther and farther to prey
on heavy Rankan vessels laden with treasure and supplies, and even
on warships. Scavengers’ Isle transformed from an enclave of exiles
bound together through a common cause of survival into a decadent
and perverse society of wicked cutthroats and murderers, with no
regard for order or justice.

Towards the end of the Rankan occupation, the pirates turned from
simply raiding ships to outright slavery. As the closest port was
Sanctuary, pirates infiltrated the city and kidnapped able-bodied young
men and women to sell to buyers around the world. As the city was
already beleaguered by years of anarchy and infighting, Kadakithis
was powerless to stop the kidnappings until he could achieve some
semblance of peace on his city streets.

And then, suddenly, the factions all left the city, leaving Kadakithis
to govern once more. Sanctans were desperate to find missing family
and friends, spouses and children, and the shanghai tactics were only
worsening. Kadakithis gathered a group of volunteers, armed them,
dubbed them marines, and sent them to deal with Scavengers’ Isle.
The Sanctan force destroyed the pirate outpost, burning their ships
and freeing hundreds of slaves in the process. Sanctuary gained its
first colony, and renamed the island Inception Isle.

Their hold on this property would not last long. On the heels of
the pirates’ defeat came the plagues, the storms, the vanishing of
Kadakithis, the withdrawal and subsequent silence from the Beysibs,
and the weakening of the Protectors. By the time the Dyareelans
took control, all control over Inception Isle ended. In the years that
followed, no one is really sure what happened to the colony, and many
wait and wonder if the days of piracy will begin once more.
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CrrieR THREE: SANCTUARY THEN AND NOW

Sanctuary never sleeps. In every hour of every day, in every
neighborhood, something is going on. Footpads skulk in the shadows
of buildings, waiting for the perfect passerby with a fat purse to filch.
Assassins rule the rooftops, watching their quarries on the winding
streets below. Prostitutes offer delights from balconies to those with
enough coin. At night, the Promise of Heaven stirs with the desperate,
the hungry, and the frightened. Beggars stare with bleary eyes, noting
every detail as the PFLS brazenly set fire to the home of a Beysib
sympathizer. Cultists congregate in the dank tunnels of the Undercity,
while the Irrune convene in the halls of the Palace, restlessly walking
the myriad corridors as they struggle to adapt to city life. Sanctuary
is alive with activity, from criminals to saints. And, for those looking
for excitement, Sanctuary promises much.

'The neighborhoods and larger districts of Sanctuary are based more
on common activity than formal distinctions or borders. All vary
widely in size and shape, and may grow, shrink, or twist from year to
year. The major neighborhoods are: Copper Corner, Downwind, the
Wideway, Fisherman’s Row, The Hill, the Jewelers’ Quarter, The Maze,

Pyrtanis, the Shambles, the Tween, and Undercity. Less important
areas, some of which are actually portions of larger neighborhoods, are
the Westside, the Bazaar, the Street of Red Lanterns, the Processional,
the Avenue of Temples, and the Palace District. In most cases, the
neighborhood exists in both the Rankan Era and the Irrune Era;
however, for an area to last from one era to the next without change
would be a very rare thing, indeed.

Each neighborhood’s description highlights important locations,
usually those of some importance in the stories told in the anthologies.
The descriptions of these landmarks match those in the books as
closely as possible. Where relevant, the locations and neighborhoods
refer to NPCs likely to be found there. For more details on these
characters, see Chapter Four: Faces of Sanctuary.

When planning adventures with this material, it might be handy to
reference Appendix I: People of Sanctuary, which details the sort
of encounters one is likely to have in various neighborhoods. You'll
also find tables for generating shops and homes randomly, allowing
you to produce necessary information on the fly.

VIGILANCE

In my experience, which is extensive, Sana‘uary’x guards are not
much better than the common roach. ..

Each neighborhood has a wigilance rating. The vigilance rating
measures how much influence the Guard and the Watch have: the
higher the number, the more active the patrols. Should the characters
commit a crime or engage in some other suspicious activity, there
is a chance that a Guard or Watch patrol moves in to investigate.
Depending on the situation, the characters might have to make a

Hide, Move Silently, or similar skill check with the vigilance rating
as the DC. On a failed check, the guards come to investigate or
otherwise notice the presence of the characters.

Circumstances will determine the appropriate skill check. If the
characters are making a lot of noise, such as by brawling or breaking
a window, they may have to make Move Silently checks to avoid
detection. If they try to carry a large stolen item through the streets,
they might have to make a Hide check to avoid suspicion. A Sleight
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of Hand check might be needed for a character attempting to pick
a target’s pocket. If the player characters are acting in concert, the
character with the lowest number of ranks in the relevant skill must
make the check — a chain is only as strong as its weakest link, after
all. The other characters may use the “aid another” action normally
to improve the group’s chance of success.

If successful, the PCs avoid the notice of the authorities. Otherwise,
a guard or watch unit (depending on the neighborhood) arrives in
2d4 rounds to investigate. (If you're using miniatures or other tactical
representation to enhance your game, start the guards 20 feet away
per round they must travel in a random direction. Each round, they
cautiously move 20 feet forward, scanning the area for signs of the

disturbance.) If the PCs are wary, they may well notice the guards
before they come close, allowing them to hide, flee, ready actions,
and so on.

If the PCs are committing a crime in plain sight, roll 1d20 at the
beginning of each minute of game time. (Remember that a minute
is equal to ten rounds, if engaged in combat.) If the roll is higher
than the neighborhood’s vigilance rating, guards fail to show up
that round. Otherwise, the guard arrives in the area to deal with the
disturbance at the end of the round. Add a cumulative -1 penalty for
each minute after the first. If there are no witnesses, the roll gains a
+10 circumstance bonus.

BUILDINGS AND STRUCTURES

As the PCs adventure in the city, it may become necessary to know
what kinds of shops and homes are on a given street. Sanctuary is
literally teeming with people, and in some places businesses open and
close with shocking spontaneity. Table 3-1: Building and Structures
by Social Class can provide these answers, and has been arranged
to be useful in any era.

NEIGHBORHOODS

Sanctuary has four neighborhood levels: Slums, Lower Class, Middle
Class, and Upper Class.

SLuMs

'The poorest of the poor live in neighborhoods like this. Most buildings
are little more than hovels and shacks. The streets are usually unpaved,
or have retained the stones from days before the neighborhood’s
decline. Slums include the Downwind in the Rankan Era and the

Hill in the Irrune Era.

LowEer CLASS

A slight improvement over the slums, homes here are tenement
buildings that house 3d4 families or modestly sized houses that

TABLE 3-1: BUILDINGS AND STRUCTURES BY SocIAL ClLASS

Structure Slums Lower Middle Upper
Residence (Roll on Table 3-2) 01-50 01-50 01-40 01-60
Businesses (Roll on Table 3-3) 51-60 51-80 41-80 61-90

Ruins (Roll on Table 3—4) 61-100 81-100 81-100 91-100
TABLE 3-2: RESIDENCES
Residence Slums Lower Middle Upper
Tent/lean-to 01-20 01-05 — —
Hovel 21-40 0620 01-05 =
Residence, 1-story 41-50 21-30 06-35 01-05
Residence, 1-story with garden = 31-35 36-50 06-25
Residence, 2-story — 36-40 51-55 26-40
Residence, 2-story with garden = = 56—60 41-60
Residence, 2-story with garden and fountain — — — 61-70
Residence, 2-story manor house = = 61-62 71-80
Residence, 2-story townhouse — — — 81-85
Residence, small estate — — — 8688
Residence, large estate — — — 89-90
Tenement, Poor 51-90 41-70 63-65 —
Tenement, Average 91-100 71-100 6690 —
Tenement, Fine — — 91-100 91-100
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TABLE 3-3: BUSINESSES

Business Slums Lower Middle Upper Bazaar Business Slums Lower Middle Upper Bazaar
Animal trainer — — — 01 01 Inn 41 56-60 43-44 37-40 —
Apothecary 01 01 01 02 02 Jeweler — — 45 41-42 47
Architect —_ —_ 02 03-04 —_ Kennel —_ —_ — 43 —
Arena 02-03 02 03 = = Laundry 42-44 61 46 = =
Armorsmith — — 04 05 03 Leatherworker 45-50 62-63 47 — 48-50
Artist 04 03 05 06 — Limner 51 64 48 44 51
Baker — 04-05 06 07 — Locksmith — — 49 45-46 —
Barrister = = — 08-09 == Mason 52-55 65 50 — —
Barber — 06 07 10 — Metalsmith — 66 51-52 — 52-55
Basketweaver — 07 08 — — Midwife 56 67 53-54 — —
Bath House — — 09 11-12 — Miller — 68 — — —
Blacksmith = 08 10 — 04-05 Moneychanger = = 55-56 47-50 56-57
Boatwright — 09-10 — — — Occultist — 69 57 51 58
Bowyer/Fletcher — 11 11 — 06 Orphanage 57 70 58 — —
Brewery — 12-13 12 — — Painter 58-59 71 59 — —
Brickmaster — 14 13 — — Perfumery 60-61 72 — — —
Brothel 05-10 15-20 14-15 13 — Potter 62—64 73 60 — —
Butcher 11-12 21-22 16 — 07-08 Restaurant — — 61-64 52-60 —
Carpenter — 23 17 — — Ropemaker 65 74 — — —
Carter 13 24-25 — — — Saddler — — 65 61 —
Cartographer — — — 14 09 Sage — 75 66 62-63 59
Cartwright = 26-27 18 = = Scriptorium = = 67 64-65 —
Chandler — 28-29 19 — 10 Seamstress 66-67 76-77 68 66 —
Clothier — 30 20 15-16 11-12 Shrine 68 78 69 67-68 60
Cobbler — 31-32 21 17 13-14 Silversmith — — 70 69 61
Cooper = 33 22 = 15 Slaver 69 79 = = 62
Coppersmith — — 23 18 16 Slaughterhouse 70-74 80 — — —
Cutler — — 24 19 17 Soapmaker 75 81 — — —
Dairy —_ 34-35 25 — —_ Stable 76 82 71 70-74 —
Distillery = 36 = = = Staver = 83 = = =
Dry Goods Store — 37 26-27 20 18-24 Stoneyard 77 84 72 — —
Dyer 14-18 38 — — — Tailor — — 73-74 75-78 63-64
Embroiderer — — — 21 25 Tanner 78-84 85 — — —
Exporter/Importer = = 28-29 22-23 26-30 Tavern 85-90 86-90 75-80 79-87 =
Farrier — 39 30 — 31 Tea House — — — 88-90 —
Fence 19-25 40-41 31 — 32-34 Theatre — — 81 91 —
Fishmonger 26-30 42-44 32 — — Tinker 91 91 82 — 65-70
Fortuneteller 31 45 — — 35-40 Trader — — 83-84 — 71-80
Fruiter — — — 24-25 41 Vintner — — — 92-94 81
Furrier — — 33 — 42 ‘Wagoner — 92 85 — —
Gambling House 32-34 46-48 34 26-28 — Wainwright — 93 86 — —
Gem Cutter — — 35 29 43 Weaponsmith — 94 87 — 82
Glassblower — — 36 — 44 Weaver 92 95 88 — 83
Goldsmith — — 37 30 — Wheelwright — 96 89 — 84
Healer 35 49-50 38 31-32 — ‘Woolmaker 93 97 — — —
Herbalist 36 51 39 33 45-46 Criminal Enterprise 94-100 98-100 90-100 95-100 85-100
Horsebreeder — — 40 34-35 — (Roll Again)
Hostel 37-40 52-55 41-42 36 =
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TaBLE 3-4: RuUiNs

Ruin Slums Lower Middle Upper

Ruin, rubble 01-40 01-30 01-20 01-10

Ruin, one wall 41-60 31-55 21-50 11-30

Ruin, two walls, partial roof 61-75 56-70 51-75 31-60

Ruin, three walls, partial roof 76-90 71-85 76-95 61-85

Ruin, intact, but abandoned (roll on Table 3-2) 91-100 86—100 96-100 86—100

double as shops. The streets are sometimes cobbled and are often
choked with waste and trash. Seedy bars and taverns are numerous
here. In both eras, Sanctuary’s lower class lives in the Westside, the
Shambles, and Fisherman’s Row. In the Irrune Era, Pyrtanis Street
and the Old Jeweler’s Quarter are considered lower class.

MippLE CLASS

Though tenement buildings are still the norm, there are many more
private homes. Shops are either part of a seller’s home or freestanding.
Taverns tend to be upscale and cater to soldiers and guards. In the
Rankan Era, the Processional and the Jewelers’ Quarter were both

considered middle class. In the Irrune Era, the “Tween and some parts
of the Processional are middle class.

UppER CLASS

This is the best part of town, characterized by the large homes and
estates, fine shops, and restaurants. These areas are heavily patrolled to
they keep out the rabble. In the Rankan Era, the Hill was the richest
part of town. In the Irrune Era, there is no exclusively upper class
neighborhood — parts of the Copper Corner and the Old Jewelers’
Quarter are considered upper class but, by and large, the rich citizens
have withdrawn to Land’s End retreat.

WALLS AND GATES

Walls and gates. .. invitations all, I always say

Whether through one of the many gates, beneath the city via the
maze of tunnels, or simply over the walls under cover of night, a
person can easily slip in and out of Sanctuary without attracting too
much notice. This section spotlights the major routes into, out of,

and through the city.

WALLS

When Kadakithis took over, the only walls in Sanctuary were those
surrounding the palace district and the bazaar, and a nearly 600-foot
span on the western edge of the city that marked the main entrance
to Caravan Square. Another wall covered a broad section of the
eastern half of the city, but was only partly complete.

As Ranke disintegrated, Molin Torchholder and Prince Kadakithis
spent a great deal of Emperor Theron’s money finishing the city’s
walls. The new walls enclosed the granaries north of the palace,
and extended the partly finished eastern wall to wrap around the
unprotected Avenue of Temples until it connected to the palace
itself. The building of the walls marked one of Sanctuary’s most
prosperous times. Workers and their families came from all over to
earn their pay erecting walls (said by some to be divinely designed).
Money flowed into all districts of the city, and the city’s coffers
were quickly replenished by the taxes they levied on the burgeoning
economy.

These walls were constructed so expertly that they have survived
fires, floods, storms, and the Dyareelans. They could probably
withstand a direct attack, given their craftsmanship. Regardless of
era, the walls are considered reinforced masonry (10 feet thick, DC

45 Break, Hardness 8, hp 1,800 per 10-ft.-by-10-ft. section, Climb

DC 15). They stand about twenty feet tall and have crenellations.
Scaffolding allows guards to patrol them, but few do except in
times of war.

The walls also tell Sanctuary’s story to those who take the time
to notice. Scattered upon them are bas-reliefs of notable citizens,
including profiles of Kadakithis and other heroes, and images of the
gods, though few survived graffiti and defacement by the cultists.

GATES

Sanctuary has many gates, each serving as a checkpoint to monitor
traffic into and out of the city, and through the various neighborhoods.
This section describes most of the gates in use. A gate uses the
vigilance rating of the district in which it stands, plus 5.

CoMMON GATE

The Common Gate sees a lot of traffic and randy men (and
women,) drift over to Red Lanterns pretty much at all times of
the day. Oh, and there’s the Bazaar foo.

Common Gate serves for daily traffic and stands on the northwestern
wall of the bazaar. It allows easy access for people of the outlying
areas to trade and shop in Sanctuary. A pair of guards watches for
thieves and troublemakers, and charges a flat fee of 2 padpols to those
seeking entry. On the lintel is a single word, announcing to those
travelers that can read that they enter “Sanctuary.”

Just beyond Common Gate, there is the cemetery to the southwest
and the Street of Red Lanterns to the northeast. What houses lay
here are scattered and small. Further north are the steadily mounting

hills and the hamlets that support the city.

4
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GATE oF GoLp

In my day, the Gate of Gold was a symbol of hope and promise
of the future...

Hah! They should tear the damn thing down.

'The Gate of Gold once marked the eastern extent of the city. It was
named for the caravan trades that came this far south and marked
the way to lucrative trade with Ilsig. When Kadakithis ordered the
completion of the walls, the Gate of Gold marked the entrance to
the city, and the city extended further to the east accessed through
the Prince’s Gate. Guardhouses flank the Wideway as it passes
through. During the Rankan era, there were defensible ditches on
either side of the Wideway. Now the Gate of Gold is nothing more
than an empty arch.

GATE oF THE Gobs (Gobps’ GATE)

In the old days, this gate was something and colorful types moved
through as they liked. Now, well, its kind of sad... not that I
owe anything to priests or anything.

The Gate of the Gods stands on the eastern wall of the palace
district near the cisterns. So named because it connects the palace to
the Avenue of Temples, this gate features expertly crafted religious
imagery, though much of it remains defaced after the Dyareelan
reign.

During the Troubles, the cultists used the Gate of the Gods to creep
into the city to hunt for dissenters and rebels. With the destruction
of the temples on the Avenue, few locals haunt this area except for
the occasional Hiller who came to loot the ruins. Now, the Gods’
Gate is protected by a pair of Irrune guards.

GATE OF TRIUMPH

The thing I remember most about the Gate of Triumph were
the processions. If it wasn’t a detachment of Rankans, soldiers
or priests — really is there much difference when Rankans
are concerned? — it was those Stepsons. And no, nothing ever
happened between me and Tempus.

'The Gate of Triumph is well protected and banded with iron. It offers
access to the western side of the city, particularly the caravan depot
and farmer’s market. The guards look for contraband and watch for
obviously dangerous types, barring them from the city, though they
rarely pry too deeply. Triumph Gate is also where the guards collect
fees from merchants bringing their goods into the city. (Prices tend
to vary among the guards.) Lastly, this is the route Sanctans take to
bury their dead in the cemetery, so carts bearing corpses are not an
uncommon sight.

The Gate of Triumph was once used for processions of a religious or
military nature. In the current era, not much remains of this place,

and a great deal of the wall collapsed during the terrible storms. Most
caravans now come through the East Gate.

GATE OF JusTICE (HEADMAN'S GATE)

1 always thought Headman’s Gate was a far more appropriate name...

Providing direct access to the Street of Red Lanterns, the Gate of
Justice was once called the Headman’s Gate (or Dead Man’s Gate)
for its clear view of the executioner’s block. Renamed the Gate of
Justice to soften its purpose, it opens up the northern extent of the
city. Most days, this gate stands closed.

PALACE GATE

I suppose I could have just slipped through the Palace Gate, but
where’ the challenge in that?

The Palace Gate leads to the governor’s palace. It has two large
reinforced wooden doors that close in times of crisis and are flanked
by a pair of guardhouses. Only those with business in the palace or
the Hall of Justice are allowed passage, and even then, with only a
writ. When first erected, the Palace Gate bore the names of the Ilsigi
gods, later replaced with the Rankan gods. The inscriptions were fully
removed during the Troubles, and now it bears no god’s name.

RoAps

Sanctuary is crisscrossed with roads, many of which are little more than muddy paths. The main thoroughfares are cobbled with large
stones or even paved, but in the better neighborhoods they are smaller and jostle carts less than in other areas. For more details on the
various streets in Sanctuary, consult the city maps on pages 46 to 49.
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General’s Road

Kurd’s House

Street of Red Lanterns

Cemetary

Gate of Triumph

The Bazaar

Animal Pens and Beef
Market

Downwind

Jubal’s Estate

10.

1l

12.
13.
14.
15.
16.

17.

18.
19.

Caravan Square
Farmer’s Run
Common Gate
Westside
Fisherman’s Row
Wideway

The Maze
Empire’s Wharf
Old Wharf
West Gate Street

20.

21

22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.

Governor's Walk
The Processional
Governor’s Palace
Gate of the Gods
Headman’s Gate
Granaries
Vashanka's Square
Avenue of Temples
Promise of Heaven

Land’s End

30.

3l

32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.

Gate of Gold
Jeweler's Quarter
Pyrtanis Street
Path of Money
Fish Market
Shamble’s Corner
Processional Gate
Zoo Gardens
Palace Gate
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[RRUNE ErA MAP KEY

1. General’s Road 9.
2. Cemetary 10.
3. Common Gate 1L
4. The Bazaar 12.
5. Gate of Triumph 13.
6. Farmer’'s Market and 4.

Caravan Grounds 15.
7. Fisherman’s Row 16.
8. Shambles 17.

The Maze

Farmer’s Run
Wideway

Street of Red Lanterns
Governor’s Walk

The Processional

Processional Gate
Palace Gate
Hall of Justice

18.
19

Granaries

Cate Of tl’lC COdS

20. Promise of Heaven

21

22.
23.
24.

25
26

Avenue of Temples
The Hill

The Crook
Copper Corner

. Pyrtanis Street

. Jeweler’s Quarter

. Gate of Gold

. The “Tween

. Prince’s Gate

. Old Wharf

. Empire’s Wharf
. The Lighthouse
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PrINCE'S GATE (EAST GATE)

ProcEssIONAL GATE

Eb. The days of Kadakithis are long behind us, I'm afraid. I get
a shiver whenever I pass through East Gate.

The Prince’s Gate, or Eastern Gate, stands at the farthest east edge
of Sanctuary proper, marking the border of the Tween and standing
opposite of the older Gate of Gold, which marked Sanctuary’s
border in the Rankan Era. The guards here make it a point to
learn the names of locals and regulars who come and go. For these
people, they are lax in their duties; when faced with a stranger, they
are far more vigilant. The guards here inspect wagons and carts,
but rarely do much more than that, and a few well-spent padpols
can get them to turn the other way. Travelers seeking Land’s End
retreat pass through this gate, as do most caravans that come to
Sanctuary now.

Above the Prince’s Gate is a plaque—a stone carving depicting two
men in profile, facing each other. Beneath them are two swords
crossed over a spear and an inscription dedicating the gate to Prince

Kadakithis.

Iseem to recall a certain menagerie that created all sorts of trouble
way back when. Something about bird, or was it bat, people.
Funny how people put those sorts of things out of their heads.

'The Processional Gate is the terminus end of the Processional, allowing
access to the palace district. From the gate, one can see the parade
grounds, Vashanka