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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—but 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 of 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




WELcOME TO THE Bic Bap City

SHADOWSPAWN

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

e
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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.




CHAPTER ONE: A STORY OF THIEVES

“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 Ilsig 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

o
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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
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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

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 4r7fon 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.

IRRUNE 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.

S
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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

i

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.




CHAPTER Two: DowN AND OuT IN THIEVES. WORLD

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

S




CHAPTER Two: DowN AND OuT IN THIEVEST WORLD

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.

DyYAREELANS (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 ERA 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.



CHAPTER Two: DowN AND OuT IN THIEVES. WORLD

'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,
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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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CHAPTER 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, Sanctuary’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 — — — 86—88
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.

_44 ..
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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 (Gops’ 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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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’s Square, and the palace itself. Two great wooden
doors close during the night hours to protect the governor and his
family, but during the day, the gates stand open and allow those with
palace business to come and go as they please, albeit under the scrutiny
of the guard. In the old days, the Zoo Gardens stood just east of the

Processional Gate, impressing visitors with the governor’s wealth.

WEesT GATE (RANKAN ERA ONLY)

Before Kadakithis ordered the completion of Sanctuary’s walls, the palace
district had a second gate on the southern wall that stood at the end of
West Gate Street. This gate saw little traffic and stood closed except for
festivals and major palace events. West Gate has a single guardhouse.

AVENUE OF TEMPLES

* VIiGILANCE 25 (RANKAN) OR S (IRRUNE) e

L'l say this, the Avenue of Temples was never a place for
lingering. The temple guards took their jobs a little too seriously
and more than one Wrigglie took a nasty beating just for looking
like they were up to no good.

B ‘.k
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'This wide street is the highest point in the city, above even the palace
itself. The Avenue was once home to Sanctuary’s temples and priests.
The buildings here were large and ornate, with smaller mansions
for the ruling clergy and rougher buildings in back for the lesser
acolytes. The priests maintained the Avenue, keeping it very clean,
and encouraged Sanctuary’s citizens to visit at any hour. Few did,
however, in part because the city guards patrolled the street heavily,
chasing away anyone who looked too poor, save on festival days
when they were allowed to beg for alms on the temple steps. The
rest avoided this area because few Sanctans ever had much use for
the gods and their priests.

Crime was almost nonexistent on the Avenue — The gods and their
priests looked out for themselves. Most temples maintained their own
security, and there’s nothing that’s worth tempting the wrath of Ils
or Savankala. The guards watched every visitor closely, particularly
those who did not look wealthy. And there was nowhere for a good
thief to hide: the buildings were too far apart and too clean to offer
protective shadows, and the streets too empty to provide crowd cover.
As aresult, the Avenue always felt cold and empty, making it even less
inviting. Except for the priests and the guards, most of Sanctuary’s
residents only visited the Avenue on the major holy days, or during
the religious festivals.

'The temple of I1s Thousand-Eyed, supreme deity of the Ilsig kingdom,
dominated the Avenue of Temples originally. But with the arrival of
the Rankans to Sanctuary, work began on new temples, bigger and
bolder than the older Ilsigi ones. Specifically, this new construction
focused mostly on the Temple of Vashanka and his father, Savankala.
'This new construction, coupled with Vashanka’s generally aggressive
nature, precipitated the Gods’ War that plagued the city for several
years. The Ilsigi temples lined the northeast side of the avenue,
while construction started on the temples to Rankan gods at the
southeastern corner of the Promise of Heaven. During the thickest
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of tensions between the Rankan and Ilsigi priests, this place became
a hotbed of intrigues and treachery.

Many of the Ilsigi temples were ruined during the Gods"War, for Rankans
emptied any temple that they saw as a threat, such as the Temple of Sivini.
Interestingly, the rise and fall of various temples has been a common
occurrence in this part of the city, for once, ages ago, Dyareela had a
temple here, something few Sanctans during the Rankan Era ever forgot.
Still, the Gods’ War was unique. Both of the rival pantheons suffered.
Vashanka’s temple was destroyed, and 1Is’ temple collapsed, killing his

own followers.

But nothing would compare to the destruction meted by the
Dyareelans. At the height of their power, they razed every standing
temple in the city to make way for the true faith of the Mother
of Chaos. They used the temples’ steps as stages for their ritual
executions, bathing the sacred buildings in blood and sacrificing both
Rankan and Ilsigi priests on their altars. After the Irrune broke and
outlawed the cult, the conquerors forbade public worship within the
city limits, making the temples not only useless, but illegal. Many
of the proud old buildings have fallen into disrepair, even those that
survived the fires and the fighting.

Now, this place stands above one of Sanctuary’s most dangerous
neighborhoods. Nearly deserted, the memories of the Dyareelan
excesses still resonate with the populace. What efforts have been
made to restore this part of town have been halfhearted, such as
with the old temple of Ils, which still lacks a roof. Recently, however,
some of the temples have seen new life. The temple of Ils is being
slowly restored. The Sisters of Sabellia work to restore her temple,
and Pel Garwood has claimed the old chapel of Meshpri and her
son, Meshnom, as his home, trading his services for labor to restore
the building to its former greatness. Residents have begun visiting
both the healer and the Sisters, and the town guards are starting to
patrol here again to protect them. Unfortunately, the Avenue is near
the Hill, and people from that neighborhood are starting to wander
onto the Avenue as well. These people are usually desperate for food,
money, and drink, and willing to do anything for such prizes, so they
often harass, rob, and murder the Avenue’s more legitimate visitors.
The guards beat away these criminals when they can, but it is still
best to walk the Avenue during the day, and to avoid those temples
that still lay in ruin.

TABLE 3-2: AVENUE OF TEMPLES BUILDINGS

—Rankan— —Irrune—

Roll Temple Roll Building
01-05 Aleestina 01-80 Ruin**
06-10 Anen 81-90 Pel Garwood or

Sisters of Sabellia
11 Death and Sostrei | 91-100  Other revivalist cult
12-20 Eshi
21-40 Ils
41-50 Meshpri
51-55 Shalpa
56—66 Shipri
67-70 Sivini (ruins)
71-75 Theba
76—80 Thili
81-85 Thufir
86-90 Rankan Shrine*
91-92 Argash™
93-95 Other god
96-00 Ruins

*The Rankans work throughout the classic series to construct a great
temple for their pantheon. The Promise of Heaven was later adapted to
house Rankan gods as well. Heqt’s temple, when it stood, was in the Maze.
Dyareela was banned from the city up until the Troubles.

*lsigi god of death and dying

**Roll on the Rankan Era table for the god

SECRETS

For those willing to brave the Hillers, there are old treasures still to be
tound in these old buildings. It is rumored that the Dyareelans now
lurk in these tunnels that run beneath several of the ruins, including
the one that runs beneath Savankala’s altar to the palace and the
Street of Red Lanterns.

BAZAAR

* VIGILANCE 10

I guess of all the things in Sanctuary, the Bazaar is pretty
much like it always was, well except for the Sdanzo. High
prices, crooked merchants, and roaches with sticky fingers, what
a place!

This large area was one of the busiest, liveliest places in the city.
Essentially an open-air market, one could find everything from food
to weapons to livestock to services in the bazaar. Most of the sellers
in the Rankan Era were Sanctans, with a healthy smattering of just
about every other culture in the Known World, including seven or
eight Sdanzo. No one seemed to know who ran the bazaar, but there
were definitely rules, and no one moved in without permission, or
at least they did not stay long. Permanent buildings lined the walls.
Some belonged to the Sdanzo, who were the bazaar’s most permanent

residents, with others in the hands of a few successful merchants.
Everyone else arrived shortly before dawn each morning to set up
tents and booths and lay out their wares, selling throughout the day,
before packing up and heading home just after dusk. Pickpockets
ran rampant here, but there was never much violence. Most people
were too busy buying and selling to fight, and city guards were always
nearby in case of trouble.

Although most vendors closed up and left each night, the bazaar was
never truly a totally empty place. Some of the locals who lived here
were open for business at any hour of the day or night. Others used
the emptied booths and aisles for their own activities, like gambling,
drinking, or selling items that the city guard would not allow to be
sold openly.
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Newcomers to Sanctuary would often go to the bazaar first, or finish
their other business and then head off to wander its alleys and paths.
Nobles, peasants, merchants, and everyone in between—they all came
to the bazaar. It was the one place in Sanctuary where everyone was
welcome, regardless of race, religion, or financial status. The bazaar
was never the place to get the best price — there were other markets
and merchants for wheeling and dealing. Rather, the bazaar was
the market for luxuries, oddments, foreign trade, and secondhand
merchandise.

Goob ForTunk O1Ls

One-Eye Reesch is best known for his magical oils and essences,
which he sells out of his stall in the Bazaar. A person burns the
oil in a normal lamp while making a wish, and then enjoys a
boost to his fortunes. Reesch doesn’t actually make these oils,
but imports them from the Caronnese and the Aurvestan; the
Aurvestan brands are less reliable, but cheaper. When burning
Aurvestan oils, the user must make a DC 10 Will save in order
to gain the benefits of the oils.

Good fortune oils come in a number of varieties, each of which
has a different effect. Color-coded wax seals distinguish between
the types of oil.

BLUE

This oil grants financial good fortune. The user gains a +2
enhancement bonus to all Profession checks and Diplomacy
checks made when haggling. The effects last for 24 hours.

Faint transmutation; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, guidance;
Price 70 sh (Carronese) or 55 sh (Aurveshan).

RED

This oil helps the user find true love. The user gains a +2
enhancement bonus to all Charisma-based checks when
dealing with the subject of his affections. The effects last for
24 hours.

Faint transmutation; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, eagle’s
splendor; Price 120 sh (Carronese) or 100 sh (Aurveshan).

GREEN

'This oil provides good health. The user gains a +2 enhancement
bonus to all Fortitude saves. The effects last for 24 hours.

Faint transmutation; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, resistance;
Price 135 sh (Carronese) or 110 sh (Aurveshan).

Brack

This oil breaks hexes. If the user is under the effects of a curse or a
spell that requires a Will save to resist, he may attempt that Will
save a second time at the original DC, resisting in the appropriate
way if this save succeeds. Only one effect can be resisted with a
single application of good fortune oil.

Faint abjuration; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, dispe/ magic;
Price 375 sh (Carronese) or 300 sh (Aurveshan).

Like the rest of the city, the Troubles affected the bazaar, which fell on
hard times. But not for long. The bazaar was too good a location not
to draw more merchants, and soon it was busy once again, filled with
hopefuls peddling all manner of goods, though, instead of Sdanzo,
there are now merchants of Twandan, Aurveshan, or Caronnese
extraction, along with a great many Ilsigi and Rankan merchants,
and a few exotic Mrsevadans.

Old walls surround the bazaar, older than the rest of the city. In
fact, these walls are some of the earliest fortifications in Sanctuary.
With these defenses in place, the bazaar seems like a city in its own
right. A small gate in the northern wall, called the Common Gate,
leads out to the Street of Red Lanterns, and it is guarded around
the clock and barred at night. Many of the bazaar’s vendors live
within the walls, and rarely leave. Because traders bring everything
to the market, the inhabitants there do not need anything from the
rest of Sanctuary, and seem content to live their lives within those
four walls, forcing their customers to seek them out, instead of the
other way around.

DAVAR’S FORGE

In the Irrune Era, Sanctuary has only five working blacksmiths
(among whom is Swift on Pyrantis) and so Davar, a native of the
bazaar, has a steady business. Situated on the bazaar’s north wall,
he is always busy. He is a skilled smith, and provides services at
reasonable prices for locals, though he charges a bit more for those
from outside of the bazaar. Like most people here, Davar has no
great love for the rest of the city and is brusque when dealing with
outsiders.

Davar’s forge sits on the very spot that Dubro’s stood during the
Rankan Era and the anvil he uses is the same one Dubro used,
proven by the Face of Chaos stamped on its side. Though Davar is
as successful as Dubro, they have no other connections other than
the site where they work.

DuBro AND ILLYRA

T've always had a soft spot for SDanzo. And while I preferred
Moonflower, Illyra never did me wrong.

Of the people living in the bazaar during the Rankan Era, Dubro and
Illyra were perhaps the most friendly to outsiders. Fully ensconced in
the bazaar lifestyle, they frequently found themselves involved with
the larger city. Durbo, a blacksmith by trade, was likely the most
skilled smith in the city. Reserved, stolid, and steadfast, he did a good
business providing for his wife and family. Illyra supplemented their
income by reading palms and cards in her tent, which stood next
to the forge. For prophecies and fortunetelling, there was no better
seer. For more details on Dubro and Illyra, see Chapter Four: Faces
of Sanctuary.

ONE-EYE REESCH

One-Eye Reesch is another vendor in the Irrune Era bazaar. Formerly
a glass blower, he specialized in selling fine glasswares. As he aged,
he lost the strength in his lungs to continue, so now he deals with
containers (glass and metals) of fine craftsmanship. Though he does
a brisk business, he is better known for his fortune oils (see the
sidebar for details).
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CARAVAN'S SQUARE/CARAVAN DEPOT & FARMER'S MARKET

* VIGILANCE 10

1 never had much cause to loiter here, though Cudget used to ply
his trade there. Merchants hefty heavy bags of silver, well it's an
attractive proposition, you know? Ah well, the past is past.

This large open area once stood just north of Westside and west of
the bazaar. Here, caravans from all over the Known World congregate
to sell their goods in the city. In many cases, they transport their
merchandise into the bazaar where they rent a stall for a time before
moving on to sell in another coastal city. Many, though, sold right off
the wagons, skipping the higher prices of the bazaar and selling at a
bargain. The Caravan’s Square was organized into smaller markets,
including the farmer’s market and the beef market.

During the day, the Caravan’s Square was a lively place, filled with
merchants from many different lands. Cook-fires sent up the aromas of
strange cuisine blended with the sickly-sweet odor of horse and camel
dung. Road dust, sweat, and occasionally blood mixed with the other
smells to create a strong musk that seemed to speak of distant lands
and adventures in faraway places. At night, merchants engaged in night
dealing by the light of their sentry fires, exchanging commodities and
news for hard coin and favors. Caravan Square was a lively place and
defining characteristic of Sanctuary’s cosmopolitan nature, but it was
a casualty in the storms that followed Ranke’s withdrawal.

What was once Caravan’s Square became a deep cove torn away by
the flooding and hurricanes that ravaged the city after four years of
drought. In the years that followed, and the caravans came through
the East Gate instead. The new caravan depot (sometimes still called
Caravan’s Square) occasionally serves as an arena for horseracing,
duels, and some blood sport, though this isn't as popular with the
Irrune masters. On most days, it serves as the gathering place for
merchants and traders who carry their goods over land from as far
away as Ranke and Ilsig, and sometimes farther. Here all sorts of
exotic goods can be found, from silks and spices to tools and raw
materials, like ore and lumber. Tax collectors prowl the caravan depot
to generate revenue for the city while also keeping an eye on the kinds
of things brought into the city, though tax collectors are likely the
most bribable creatures in all the city.

Local farmers and herders, however, come to the farmer’s market
three days each week (Orulsday, Eshiday, and Shiprisday) to sell grain,
cattle, and finished products from the outlying communities. This is
the place to find bargains, and the prices here beat those anyplace
else in the city. Much of the produce and animals sold here are fresh,
common, and local, so those with more particular tastes often head
over to the bazaar.

In both the caravan depot and the farmer’s market, most of the
merchandise brought into the city is legal and legitimate. While no
safer than anywhere else, Sanctans can expect to buy goods for fair
prices without fear of being ripped off too badly. Yet despite the efforts
to control illegal goods, it is through these portals that Sanctuary
sees its heaviest drug trafficking. Drug lords manufacture opah in
the outlying hamlets where there is little to control the production
of this dangerous drug. Farmers then carry the wads of stained cloth
into the city, along with the rest of the goods they would sell. Contacts
meet them and make small purchases, which are wrapped in opah-

stained cloth, which is then taken into the city, cut up into swatches,
and bound as books for sale on the streets.

Slavery is also a big business. Caravaners smuggle slaves out of the
city from contacts in the Crook (see page 58) and take kidnapped
citizens out of the city to be sold in flesh markets too far away for
anyone to ever know where they came from. Likewise, slaves are
illegally imported through the same means, though they are often
transported in galleys that specialize in carrying slaves. Space is at a
premium, so each slave is accorded a small area, often no larger than a
coffin, where he or she lives for the voyage. These “coffin ships” come
to port disguised as ordinary cargo ships.

MAN IN MOTLEY

During the Rankan Era, the Man in Motley was a popular hostel for
merchants and caravan men who had coin to spend on comfortable
accommodations. A squat building, it oftered a great view of the beef
market, where animals were slaughtered for their flesh. At the end
of each day, slaves shoveled the blood and feces into piles to dry the
next day to sell as fuel. The Man in Motley featured a tavern, where
there was always a joint of flesh roasting over the fire, on the main
floor and rooms on the second and third floors.

Unbeknownst to most, the stone stair that led to the cellars also led to
a secret door that connected to Sanctuary’s undercity, and supposedly

to the Black Spire in the Maze.
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CEMETERY

* VIGILANCE  *

Theres a cemetery in Sanctuary?

'The custom of burying one’s dead came from the Ilsigi. As Sanctuary
was founded by Ilsigi ex-slaves, the practice was adopted here.
Sanctuary’s cemetery is a walled area, just northwest of the bazaar and
south of the Street of Red Lanterns. It is a strange, unsettling place,
a mixture of mausoleums, mass graves, and headstones. While it was
a sacred place in Sanctuary’s early history, the Rankan occupation
saw less activity here, for some Rankans cremate their dead. (Others
did actually bury their corpses, interring them in family plots, along
with their valuables.) Of course, when the dead walked in the city
during Roxane’s tenure as the villainess, Sanctuary’s cemetery took
on an even more sinister atmosphere.

The ground here is pocked with holes and pits from grave robbers,
who risk death by plundering the graves of the dead. And though very
few would ever risk coming here in the night, it’s said that the rarest
of herbs grow here, in the cemetery’s rich and loamy soil.

With the Irrune occupation, the practice of burying the dead has
fallen off even more. As descendants of the Cantal tribes, the Irrune
do not have complicated funeral practices and instead cremate their
dead. Though they uphold the laws against tomb robbing, they rarely
prosecute criminals. To protect the dead, many Sanctans inter their
family members under their homes, along with valuables as an honor
to their memory. It’s considered a blasphemy to unearth one of these
vaults, and few with any scruples do.

CorprER CORNER

* VIGILANCE IS

Excellent opportunities for. .. work... yeah... in Copper Corner.
Watch out for the money lenders, they're worse than me.

Formerly the central merchant’s quarter of Sanctuary, Copper Corner
got its name because it was home to most of Sanctuary’s metalsmiths
and coppersmiths. The buildings were large and solidly built,and many
of the homes sat on small, walled estates surrounded by handsome
gardens or small fruit groves. Copper Corner stood between four
major streets (the Path of Money to the north, the Corridor of Steel
to the east, the Wideway to the south, and the Processional to the
west), and has wide, straight streets itself. Easily navigated, even the
newest arrivals can find their way around this neighborhood. Despite
its handsome architecture, people rarely wandered here. They came to
conduct business, and then departed once business was done. The streets
were always quiet, and many of the houses sat back far enough that
their lights didn't reach the streets. It was a safe neighborhood, however;
Kadakithis valued the smiths too much to let them get hurt or their
supplies misplaced, and so his Hell Hounds often patrolled here.

Copper Corner is one of the few places in the city to survive much as it
did in the Rankan Era. Though most of the metalsmiths left, a few have
stayed and still have shops here. Several wealthy nobles stayed as well,
and hired mercenaries to protect them. Eventually the nobles agreed that
all of them wanted the same thing: to keep Copper Corner safe. So they
pooled their resources and hired mercenaries on a long-term basis as
guards in a private militia. This militia, called the Peacekeepers, keeps the
neighborhood safe and prevent any undesirable elements from entering.
Thanks to the presence of the Peacekeepers, it is still safe to walk through
Copper Corner, even at night. Unless you don't look like you have real
business there, in which case you will be harassed by the Peacekeepers
themselves, and possibly robbed or beaten by them.

The buildings here are still in good repair and reminiscent of
Sanctuary in its golden days, though many have been re-fortified in
the past few years with heavier gates and window shutters. Nearest to
the Processional, the homes are strongly built, but the east end is more
run-down, and many of these buildings are now vacant. Peacekeepers

do not patrol there as frequently, and so you can walk that portion
of Copper Corner without seeing them... but so can the thieves the
Peacekeepers scare away elsewhere.

Copper Corner now houses Sanctuary’s wealthiest citizens (aside
from those at Land’s End retreat) and they go to great pains to ensure
that they maintain the image of their success. It’s important to note
that even though Copper Corner escaped many of the ravages of
the Dyareelan excesses, signs of their rule can be found here, just
like every other place in the city. Scars of fire and storm remain on
abandoned buildings with dark empty windows and old crumbling
walls. Copper Corner is clad in an illusion of prosperity and hope
that thinly conceals its dark secrets.

THE INN OF Six RAVENS

About halfway to the Procession, along the Street of Glass, is a small
and expensive hostel known as the Inn of Six Ravens. Surrounded by
a stone wall with a single iron gate, and protected by guards dressed in
green livery, it has a reputation for strong defense and safe lodging. Unlike
most guards in Sanctuary, the ones protecting the Inn are a hardened lot,
chosen for their loyalty and reliability—they can’t be bribed. The Inn is
also known for its discretion, and many nobles house wives, daughters,
or mistresses here for protection, anonymity, and finery. The Inn provides
many amenities, from fine meals to comfortable accommodations, and
also keeps a seamstress on staff who can mend or launder clothing, or
create a new ensemble for a good price. In addition to the inn proper, Six
Ravens has its own stable, and even a fountain in the courtyard.

MANSIONS

Mansions in various states of rebuilding and repair are common sights
in Copper Corner. During the height of the Dyareelan excesses,
most of the aristocracy fled the city. The Rankans left the Hill and
settled in the outlying area at Land’s End retreat, while the wealthier
Wrigglies lost almost everything, and left for the satellite farming
villages north of the city. After the Irrune purged the city, many
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returned, hoping to reclaim their lives. Few Rankans followed suit,
content in their new homes outside the city’s boundaries, while the
Wirigglies had no options left, so they returned to their homes, and
in most cases, were penniless.

In the years that followed, the Wrigglie lords have worked hard to
maintain the pretense of wealth, investing in new enterprises (some
legal, most not), dealing with merchants, and forging alliances with
other notables. Appearance, however, is equally important, and so these
families sink unbelievable wealth into the renovation of their homes,
even though they can scarcely afford to do so—and in many cases delay
payment for years and years. There are, in fact, wealthy families among
the nabobs, and there’s considerable social competition between and
among the close-knit upper class. While rumors of impending financial
collapse swirl around nearly every member of the aristocracy, it’s difficult
for an outsider to gauge the true state of any nabob’s finances.

One such notable is Jerbrah Mioklas, who, like most of the Wrigglie
elite, fled the city only to return to Sanctuary to find his home in
shambles. Instead of surrendering his lands, he made it his mission
to rebuild his family mansion, bigger and better than ever before.
He hired Grabar and Cauvin to begin work on renovating the walls,
while others worked on the inside. Instead of paying as he promised,
he promised more work, pleading poverty, but vowing he would make
good on the debt. (Like many wealthy people, he stays so by stringing
along their inferiors. Despite his claims to poverty, he lives along the
Processional, which is held by the truly elite and the truly rich.)

Most mansions are single large buildings surrounded by a stone wall
and garden. The houses are beautiful, suggestive of Sanctuary’s former
wealth, with multiple stories and several outbuildings. In addition, the
mansions often employ a full serving staff and personal guards.

THIBALT THE RANKAN

The Dyareelans used up Sanctuary, devouring its craftsmen and
artisans and discarding them when they were done. Particularly
hard hit were the metalsmiths of Copper Corner. The Dyareelans
pressed them into service to craft abominations out of precious
metals to decorate their altars. Those who displeased them joined
the other victims. In the end, few survived, thus depleting the city of
an important class of artisans.

Those that did survive have grown quite wealthy in a market with
little to no competition. One such smith is Thibalt the Rankan, a
notorious goldsmith who owns a shop in the largely intact west end
of Copper Corner. Given the prices he can charge, he doesn't have
to work very hard, and sees customers when he wants. He works
with gold, gems, and jewelry, but can handle silver and platinum
as well.

Among more disreputable people, Thibalt is known to purchase stolen
jewelry and gems for a fraction of their price, modify them, and resell
them to other wealthy citizens. As a result, he has many contacts in
the underworld, who value his talents and expertise when it comes
to appraising fine items.

SECRETS

Many of the lords in this neighborhood retained their status by
making unsavory deals with corrupt and decadent criminals. Most
supplement their incomes by profiting from drugs, slavery, dangerous
items, and so on. Though Copper Corner is home to the best Sanctans,
it is also home to some of its worst.
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FISHERMAN'S Row

* VIGILANCE 20

Some said the fishermen sold us out to the Fish-Eyed Folk. And
maybe theyre right. ‘Cause sure as shite, nobody else invited
em.

Though called a row, this small neighborhood was actually several
blocks wide and deep and stood close to the harbor. Occupied
exclusively by the descendants of those fisher folk who helped the
ex-slaves, they were a people onto themselves. Despite whatever petty
differences may have stood between them, they were a community.
These men and women owned the small fishing boats that lined the
docks, and the many nets and traps arrayed just beyond Sanctuary. The
houses here were simple but solid, much like their owners, and many
stood for generations. Fishing has always been a major industry in
Sanctuary but, thus far, it has withstood every attempt to be controlled
by merchants, nobles, and businesses. The fishermen plied their trade
as their fathers and grandfathers did, using the same basic techniques
passed down with each generation. Though each fisherman worked to
gather as much as he could each day, there was far more community
than competition. If one fisherman netted a particularly large catch,
the others congratulated him, and if it was more than he could clean
and dry by himself, his neighbors lent hands and pitched in, knowing
the favor would be returned at some point later. So long as one house
along fisherman’s row had food, no one else went hungry.

Perhaps because of their loyalties and close community, the rest of
Sanctuary tended to look down upon them. Most fishermen were

uneducated and wore the same dirty clothes every day of their lives.
But those who paid attention knew the value of these hard-working
folk, and respected their quiet determination. No matter who ruled
in the city, no matter what gods warred over its destiny, the fishermen
continued to row out and set traps and nets, and bring back the food
Sanctuary needed to survive. Many of them had arrangements with
specific merchants in the bazaar or with particular inns, and brought
their catches directly to these customers. Others simply hung their
fish and crabs on racks before their houses, letting other city residents
walk down the row to buy what they needed.

Of the neighborhoods in Sanctuary, fisherman’s row was probably
one of the safest. For one thing, there was nothing anyone wanted to
steal—it was a struggle each day to feed one’s family. The residents
had little in the way of furniture, and luxuries were unheard of. Also,
the wives of the fishermen stayed in the neighborhood and tended
to the children while making ready for the day’s catch. At night,
families stayed together in communal rooms, so no thief could really
break in without alerting everyone in the house. But most of all, the
fishermen were very protective. An incursion into one house would
summon every neighbor who heard the noise, and several would run
and alert the rest. Thieves learned quickly that the row offered too
much danger and too little reward to be worthwhile. Anyone trying
to rob or kill someone on the row learned just as quickly that the
fishermen would not allow harm to befall anyone on their street,
and years of rowing and of netting stubborn fish left them wiry but
strong, and very capable with nets, clubs, and spears.

A little more than a decade after Ranke released Sanctuary from its
grasp, drought, hurricanes, and floods savaged the city. Among the
casualties was fisherman’s row, which had stood right along the water’s
edge. Fortunately, the fishermen were used to the sea’s capriciousness,
and were able to transfer families, nets, traps, and meager belongings
into their boats in time to escape the destruction of their homes. They
moved to the southern edge of the old caravan square, northwest of
the Shambles, and began again.

The new fisherman’s row is farther from the harbor, and the homes
are more makeshift, sitting atop stilts along the cove that was created
by the hurricanes that washed away the Caravan Square of old. Most
are built from scrap wood, adobe, and whatever else the fishermen
could find. The old row was plain but neat, while the new row is more

LODESTONE OF FisH-FINDING

This item is a small magnetic lodestone, pierced by a thick
whalebone needle; it rests inside a hollow glass globe filled
with seawater, housed within a leather and wood case. This
minor device is nonetheless prized by the sailors and fishermen
of Sanctuary, for the needle always points to the largest
concentration of fish within the local waters. It gives a +5
circumstance bonus to Profession (fisherman) checks.

Faint divination; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, crafter must
have 5 ranks in Profession (fisherman); Price 2,500 sh.
|
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disorganized and ramshackle. But the houses still keep out the cold,
and that is all the fishermen care about. Their drying racks are set
up in front, as before, and their smokers out back, and nets, canvas,

and traps are strewn about. And the fishermen rise before the dawn
each day, and take to their boats, just as they did before, and as their
ancestors did before them.

GOVERNOR’S WALK

* VIGILANCE 20

Almost as fast as the Wideway, Governor’s Walk can get you
Just about anywhere you need to go.

This broad avenue ran across the entire city from Farmers Run, east
of the bazaar, and passed the Promise of Heaven where it ended at the
Avenue of Temples. Considered prime real estate, the Governor’s Walk
has long featured some of the finest shops in the city, even where it forms
the northern boundary of the Shambles. Many famous streets intersect
Governor’s Walk, including the union of Tanner’s Street and the Street of
Odors near the Shambles,and Shadow Lane. Now, the Governor’s Walk
is no safer than anywhere in Sanctuary. Nearest the Hill, it is controlled
by gangs of Hillers, while back to the west, the scum from the Shambles
keep sharp knives handy to pounce on passers-by.

THE ALEKEEP

This place was always a little too friendly to those Stepsons.
Creepy bunch, them.

'This whitewashed tavern stands at the intersection of the Promise
of Heaven and Governor’s Walk, about a block up from the Street
of Gold. Considered an upscale establishment, the Alekeep was well
known for its thick brown ale. In addition to a common room for
drunkards to sleep off the night’s libations, the Alekeep also offered

private rooms for meetings. This was a favored haunt of the Stepsons

and Palace guard, but also served mages from the Street of Arcana,
and other palace functionaries. In fact, Niko (also called Stealth) once
courted the innkeeper’s daughter.

FARMER’S RUN

This street runs along the southeast wall of the bazaar before turning
to the east, where it becomes Governor’s Walk.

MASTER MELILOT'S SCRIPTORIUM
(RANKAN ERA ONLY)

In a mansion once held by a nobleman who wasted his family’s fortunes
in gambling stands Master Melilot’s Scriptorium. Employing a large
staff of scribes and translators, this was the premier enterprise for written
works and copying manuscripts. Melilot also employed young boys with
shrill voices to hawk their services for the Scriptorium. Melilot’s also
dealt in bookbinding, using leather purchased from the Shambles and
polluting the air with the stench of the glue and hides.

SiLx CORNER

Just off of Governor’s Walk is a short alley where the city’s silk
merchants conduct their business.

THE HiLL

e ViciLaNcCE 20 (RANKAN)/O (IRRUNE) ©

1 tell you Lone, you’re too young to know otherwise, but the Hill
was once a pretty nice place to live. All the flooding, fire, and plain
awﬁtlnexy made places like the Downwind even more unbearable,
and of course, those puds, like rats, went to high ground.

Formerly the most elite neighborhood in Sanctuary, the Hill stood
between the Avenue of Temples and the city’s northern wall. Only the
wealthiest nobles had estates here, though a few extremely successful
merchants managed to purchase homes on the outskirts in an attempt
to increase their status. Temple Hill had the smallest population of
any area in Sanctuary, because each estate had extensive grounds
and large manors, but few residents. Most servants lived elsewhere,
arriving before dawn and leaving after dusk. Only the estate’s private
guards, the night servants, and the most trusted valets lived on the
grounds themselves.

After the Avenue of Temples and the Palace, the estates descend
from the Avenue and then rise again on the far side of the valley
formed by the “source” of the Red Foal. The near-city estates were
situated on the hillside, either sloping steeply down from the Avenue
of Temples or rising on the far side of the gully. Guards stood at the
gates, paid by the nobles in common, and refused access without

express permission from at least one resident. Thieves sometimes set
their sights on the estates of Temple Hill, since it had the highest
concentration of wealth in the city, but the guards here were first-rate
and paid enough to be very thorough, and most of the estates had
magical protections as well. No other crimes occurred here. Guards
escorted visitors to and from their destinations, making certain they
arrived and departed safely.

Many believed Sanctuary’s true rulers lived here, rather than in the
palace. All of Sanctuary’s most powerful nobles had estates here, and
their words had great weight, even with Kadakithis. One estate on
Temple Hill, though it was mostly on level ground in the Red Foal valley,
was Land’s End. Originally a good-sized and abandoned estate, Lowan
Vigeles claimed the land when he retreated from Ranke to Sanctuary.
Chenaya used the estate as a training facility for gladiators. When
Vigeles was murdered, the Torch made a move to seize the property,
staking a claim based on his relation and the fact that he was male, but
Chenaya managed to finagle a way to keep the estate in her name.

Temple Hill, out of all the places in Sanctuary, underwent the most
dramatic change over the years after Kadakithis vanished. The estates,
including Land’s End, were abandoned and the Hill neighborhood
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grew like mushrooms in the ruins. The terrible flooding that wiped
out the Downwind drove the poor and destitute to high ground and
to the safety and shelter of the gods. When the waters receded, the
poor didn’t leave. Temple Hill quickly transformed from the most
prosperous neighborhood to one of its worst slums. Called the Hill,
and its denizens the Hillers, it is a bizarre juxtaposition of the very
poorest people in Sanctuary living amidst the skeletal remains of the
most expensive homes and manors. And through it all, the shantytown
of shacks, tents, and hovels filled the streets.

Perhaps the reason for this change was the political climate
following the Prince’s departure. The peers, who had homes along
the Processional and Governor’s Walk, filled the vacuum left by the
retreating nobles, taking advantage of their new-found authority
and made deals and bargains that benefited themselves. This made
these few men and women extremely wealthy, while those not on
the council found their fortunes waning. So, when the White Foal
ravaged the western part of the city, the nobles lacked the military
muscle and wealth to keep out the rift-raff.

The situation worsened when Ranke collapsed. As barbarians swept
through the old Empire, sacking the capital and terrorizing the
countryside, many Rankans fled south, away from the anarchy of their
homelands. Given the situation in the city, especially with the rise of
the Dyareelans, most settled on the outskirts of the city. Joined by the
nobles who had lost their homes to the fire, the plague victims, cultists,
and worse, this new territory became known as Land’s End.

The few Rankans on Temple Hill left as the rabble flooded their
streets, joining the Sihanese refugees that fled the barbarians that
stalked the Rankan heartland. The displaced moved in, tearing apart
the old mansions to create their new homes. Those who could not
afford building materials scrounged scraps and built crude lean-tos.
People on the Hill were, largely, penniless, unemployed, and desperate,
survivors and refugees from the old Downwind. Crime rose, more as
aviolentrelease than because anyone had anything worth taking. The
Cult of Dyareela had many converts on the Hill, and many targets
as well. This surge of people forced the remaining stragglers to join
their fellows outside the city, leaving the Hill to the rabble.

The fall of the cult did nothing to change this. The Hill is still the
most dangerous neighborhood in Sanctuary. Outsiders consider the
Maze to be the worst place in the city, but while they will be robbed
blind there, they will survive the experience more often than not. On
the Hill, strangers are knifed first and then searched for valuables, and
fights break out constantly among the residents. The city guard refuses
to walk the Hill except in pairs and trios, and even then, their patrols
are quick and only skirt the neighborhood’s bottom edge. Most of the
structures here are crude and barely functional, with a single small
chamber and great gaps between doors and walls and roofs.

Many Hillers are not bad people. They live there because they cannot
afford to live anywhere else, even in the Westside. These people are
desperate to escape the poverty and violence of the Hill, and will do
almost anything to earn enough money to relocate. Others, however,
have accepted their place in this horrid shantytown. Many of the
youths have formed gangs, and fight over territory, despite the fact
that none of it has any value. Strangers who enter the Hill by day
and travel in groups may escape unharmed, but to walk the Hill
alone is close to suicide, and to do so at night is certain death. The
violence often spills over into the Avenue of Temples or the Old
Jeweler’s Quarter.

The Hill is characterized by its myriad of narrow streets and paths.
Crime lords control swaths of this district and their minions walk
the streets to ensure no trespass. Gangs control everything else. Little
more than a slum, most of the old estates are nothing more than
empty foundations, harvested for their stone. Shops and tenement
buildings, hastily erected for temporary shelter after the floods wiped
away Downwind, crowd the streets. This is a malodorous place, full
of the downtrodden, poor, and utterly luckless.

THE CROOK

The Crook is the Hill’s main thoroughfare. While dangerous and
full of cutpurses and footpads, it is the only place for many Hillers
to get much needed food and supplies. This market has goods for
sale up to 200 shaboozh. Rumor has it that there is a slave market
somewhere in the Hill, and the way to find it is to ask the right
people in the Crook.

OTHAT'S

Othat is one of the traders in the Crook. He makes his business
selling cooking oils, but rumor holds that he deals in other, less
savory business. For silver, he can recall a lot, and in fact, he’s one of
the Crook’s best informants.

PHoENIX INN

Years ago, when the new city’s walls neared completion, there was
plenty of stone left for building. Lalo (see page 109), like others of
the growing middle class, purchased the stone cheaply and had a
house built on the Hill, on a street named Phoenix Lane. In those
days, Sanctuary was filled with hope and the promise of new horizons
and independence from Ilsig and Ranke. However, such things never
last long in Sanctuary. The floods brought the rabble to the Hill, and
they never left. Though the rest of the Hill is a warren of desperate
and dangerous people, Phoenix Lane has retained something of its
respectability. Not far from Pyrtanis Street, it is on the fringe of the
Hill

Latilla, Lalo’s youngest, and her husband, Darios inherited the house,
but when he died, she transformed the place into an inn (without a
tavern). While this is one of the most reputable establishments in this
district, its location ensures it is not well trafficked. Still, despite the
dangers of this district, Latilla refuses to give up her family’s home.

Latilla has a nose for magic, perhaps inherited from her father, Lalo,
and honed by her husband, Darios, who was a wizard and friend of
the family. She is a tough woman, hardened by the difficulties of the
past. She’s determined to survive in Sanctuary, and she watches out
for her twin children (Sula and Tarin) and her younger brother (Alfi)
who help out with running the business. Recently, she’s taken up with
Shamesh, a man from Ranke who came to Sanctuary to find a lost
girl imprisoned in a gem by wizards years ago.

SpYDER’S WEAPON SHOP

After stability returned to Sanctuary, the city slowly came back to
life, drawing travelers from all over the world to settle once more in
this infamous city. One such traveler is a curious man named Spyder.
He purchased an old two-story building and quickly converted it
into a shop on the main floor and apartments up above. In addition,
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a rooftop terrace offers a breathtaking view of the city, perfect for
dining on warm nights or entertaining guests and visitors.

The most important area in the building is the shop itself. Spyder,
to ensure his customers are comfortable with their purchases, has
cleared a place to allow them to try out their weapons. Behind the
shop, Spyder has a small fenced range for testing projectiles. The
rest of the shop consists of display cases that feature all manner of
curiosities from all over the world.

There are three entrances to the shop: one offering access to the shop’s
retail space, another private entrance to the apartments on the second
floor (both of which face the Face-of-the-Moon Street), and a third
door that opens out onto a dingy alley. The range in the back can be
reached through a single door in the back of the shop.

PCs looking for weaponry need look no further than this shop.
Spyder has weaponry of all kinds, magical and mundane, up to a
40,000 shaboozh limit.

For more details on Spyder, see Chapter Five: Faces of Sanctuary,
Irrune Era.

SECRETS

Many of the old estates still exist, though in ruins, and people sometimes
forage in them for valuables. Rumors claim that a series of tunnels exists
beneath the Hill, originally created to allow the nobles easy access to the
palace and other neighborhoods, but now used by the Hillers to move
about unnoticed. If this is true, the knowledge is well hidden.

JEWELER'S QUARTER (OLD

EWELER'S QUARTER)
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This place is a wreck. You can see signs of old wealth everywbhere,

but its all in ruins now. Heck, people are still squatting in the

shells of old buildings. If you don’t mind hard work and sneaking

about, I bet you can still ﬁnd some buried treasure here. Look at

Cauvin. One day a sheep-shite pud, the next, he has the ear of

the froggin’ chief.
A neighborhood that once held Sanctuary’s finest jewelers is now
subdivided into tenements. In the old days, this was the favored haunt
of Sanctuary’s finest thieves, Shadowspawn included, but time was
never kind to this district. During the anarchy that resulted from
the 3rd Commando, the wealthy artisans suffered terribly from the
depredations of the PFLS, to say nothing of the 3rd, who took what
they wanted in the name of the Emperor. Even after the Imperial
withdrawal, the Jeweler’s Quarter continued to suffer. When the
plagues settled on the city, the response was to burn out the contagion.
The fire, as one might expect, spread, torching a good part of this
district. Few of the original artisans survived, and fewer remained,
leaving quality real estate for squatters. Those buildings that survived
became apartments, while those that burned were replaced by more
modest structures and smaller shops. The fact that this neighborhood
is still called the Jeweler’s Quarter is more of an homage to the city’s
history than an accurate name for its inhabitants.

During the Rankan Era, the Jeweler’s Quarter was one of the nicest
parts of town, aside from the Hill. Most residents were wealthy

merchants and celebrated craftsmen who worked hard to keep the
wide streets clean. The buildings were large and handsome, and trees
lined the walkways. Guards patrolled the area regularly, and many
of the residents had private security, as well. In addition to the many
jewelers’ shops from which the neighborhood took its name, others
sold fine clothing, perfume, and other luxuries that only the rich
could afford.

There was a certain exclusivity to this place. Guards turned away
anyone who didn’t look like they belonged, and questioned loiterers
and anyone they deemed suspicious. Outsiders could come to buy
a specific item, but only after the guards verified their funds and
escorted them to the appropriate shop. Unlike the Hill, residents
here worked for a living, and none of them took their good fortune
for granted.

As mentioned, this neighborhood’s fortune did not last. Most of its
buildings were destroyed during the difficulties after Ranke departed,
and the Cult of Dyareela was quick to turn the city’s aggression
on these wealthy citizens who hid behind their thick walls and
their guards. By the time the Irrune took control of the city, this
neighborhood was little more than rubble, and almost all of its
former residents were dead or gone. The Old Jeweler’s Quarter is a
great deal smaller than it was during the Rankan Era, with Pyrtanis
bordering the south and west, the Promise of Heaven to the north,
and the Hill to the east.
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MIZRAITH'S STAFF

At one time, Mizraith was one of the most powerful and notorious mages in Sanctuary, but he was overthrown by his upstart sons (who found
their comeuppance at the hands of Shadowspawn). He left behind both his legend and his silver-shod staff, an item of exceptional power that
he used to enhance his mastery of magic. Mizraiths staff is a +1/+1 quarterstaff and a +3 spell focus. It also allows use of the following spells:
Jfabricate (1 charge), teleport (1 charge) and selekinesis (1 charge).

Strong transmutation; CL 12th; Craft Focus, Craft Magic Arms & Armor, Craft Staff, fabricate, teleport, telekinesis; Price 73,225 sh.

Since then, the area has revived slightly. It is a good location, and
some of the locals have built new homes here, often using materials
from the old ones. These homes are not as impressive as the old
buildings, and they are packed in tightly along the streets, giving the
quarter a compressed, wary feel. Shops occupy many of the bottom
floors, but these belong to carpenters, weavers, metalsmiths, and
others who produce necessities. The old shops that sold luxury items
are long since gone.

Unfortunately, the Old Jeweler’s Quarter is right next to the Hill.
The gangs who live there often wander down here, attacking anyone
they find and extorting money from the merchants. Most of the
locals here bar their doors and windows at night, and will not come
out no matter what they hear. Business is handled quickly and well
before dusk. The more successful shopkeepers here have hired personal
guards again, but most of the neighborhood is still at the mercy of
the gangs, and the youths are too numerous, too fast, and too vicious
tor the guards to completely drive off. Hillers often aspire to live in
the Old Jeweler’s Quarter, because it is an improvement from their
current hovels, but for anyone else in Sanctuary, it would be a step
down instead.

LUMM THE STAVER

There’s not much going for the Old Jeweler’s Quarter these days.
Those shops that still do business are either priced out of the average
Sanctans range or sell junk. One notable shop, though it now lies
in a heap of old boards and crumbled stone, was Lumm’s. A skilled
carpenter, he specialized in barrels, but could build or make just about
anything with wood. He owned a good piece of property, with a main
shop and apartments above it. Behind the house was a small yard, and
there was a smaller house at the back of the lot. After some magical
mishap, Lumm had to relocate. Often seen in the company of one
Heliz Yunz, a scrivener and scholar, the two men make an odd pair,
and though without a shop currently, Lumm intends on restarting his
business once he makes enough money to rebuild.

THE DiAMOND

In the southwest corner of the Old Jeweler’s Quarter stands a rundown
tavern known as the Diamond. Somehow, this place survived through
all the floods and fires that ravaged the city and still serves frothing
mugs of sour wine each night. Frequented by some of the worst of
this district, toughs, hoods, and ruffians come here to swap stories,
fight, suck on opah rags, and use the whores who offer themselves
cheaply. Currently, the Cutters, a nasty and powerful gang, use the
bar as its headquarters, which Karis, the thin stringy Ilsigi patron,
permits out of fear.

MAGEGUILD

1 never had an occasion to break in to this place while it still
stood. Not like I have much love for wizards any way.

This high walled fortress on the Street of Arcana stood for many
years in the heart of the Jeweler’s Quarter. For years, the mageguild
trained new magicians in the art of spellcraft, and served as an
important political force in Sanctuary’s upper echelons. The
guildhall was virtually impenetrable and protected by mighty wards.
No one dared contest the will of Sanctuary’s powerful mages. In
contrast with their reputation, they entertained the locals by hosting
gala events for the city’s elite and displaying wondrous magical
effects for those too low of station to attend. Swirling pink mists,
ribbons of light, and other magical entertainments were frequent
sights on the Street of Arcana. Inside, the mages controlled their
environment, changing temperature, weather, and precipitation all
to suit themselves. One could walk from the dead of winter into
high summer merely by passing the ponderous doors barring the
entrance.

However, with the arrival of Kadakithis, Tempus, and the rest of his
entourage, the mageguild grudgingly lost its power. Decimated by
assassinations committed by Cime, and later because of the sudden




CHAPTER THREE: SANCTUARY THEN AND Now.

and devastating draining of the city’s mana, the mageguild became a
crippled and impotent assembly, which eventually collapsed in upon
itself, with the remaining mages driven from the city.

Even after the guild’s collapse, the foundation remained, for it’s
believed the site preceded the Rankan wizards who came to the city

in later years. Few dared to explore the ruins of this place, giving it a
wide berth. However, after the fires destroyed much of this quarter,
few had much choice, so they plundered the stone and old timbers for
rebuilding. As a result, many of the newer constructions have magical
qualities in their very stones, though few sense it, and no one cares.

THE MAZE

* VIGILANCE ( *

Home sweet home. The trick to surviving in the Maze is to be
tougher and scarier than everyone else. And if you can’t do that,
stick to the Shambles.

The Maze is easily the most famous neighborhood in Sanctuary.
Everyone who visits the city has heard of it, and talks about it
when back home and relating their own travels. The stories are
often exaggerated, of course, and so most visitors expect a deathtrap
of shifting walls and sliding pavements where killers sit cleaning
blood from their teeth and plunging daggers into passers-by. Make
no mistake, terrible things occurred in the Maze. In the old days,
desperadoes disemboweled children for sport, which served to control
the urchin problem. Gangs of children were equally terrible, tearing
apart men with sticks, stones, and sometimes their bare hands. Even
the whores were dangerous, with embraces that included a poisoned
dagger and a fee of whatever they could find on the corpse.

The Maze took up most of the city’s west side, surrounding the West
Side proper. It was very run-down, and very seedy, but only dangerous
to the uninitiated and the unwary. The streets do not move, and the
buildings do not shift on their own, but these structures are usually
thrown up overnight, and are so flimsy they often collapse soon after.
Fires, floods, and violence contribute to their destruction, and the
layout of the Maze is constantly changing as old buildings crumble
away and new ones are built in their place. Because the Maze has no
established streets and walkways — only paths a little better than
open sewers — buildings are placed anywhere there’s room, and so
an alleyway may vanish as a shop claims that location, and another
might appear when a small tavern is burnt down. Even Sanctuary
residents get lost in the Maze, but they know better than to venture
in without either a guide, or a destination and clear directions.

The Maze is not a pleasant place to live. Its buildings are misshapen
hulks, many of which are three or even four stories high. Its streets are
narrow and dark, and the people are hard and cold. At the same time,
it was never as desperately poor as Downwind or the current Hill, or as
bleakly focused as Fisherman’s Row. And the Maze offers something
no other neighborhood can: freedom. The city guards never enter the
Maze unless they absolutely have to, and even then they only enter
by daylight and in large groups. Kadakithis wanted to clean up or
destroy the place, but quickly realized that it was impossible. So was
imposing taxes upon the people there—how could anyone demand
taxes or take a census when they cannot find the same building twice,
and people disappear around corners that should not be there? So the
Maze’s residents are free to do whatever they like, whenever they like,
provided no one stronger comes along and stops them.

This makes for an interesting and surprisingly constrained anarchy.
Most people in the Maze want to stay alive, eat good food, drink good
wine or beer or ale, wear comfortable clothes, sleep in a clean bed, and

be able to sleep without worrying about having their throat cut. And
they will do almost anything to get those things. No matter what the
task, no matter how dirty or disgusting or unnatural it may be, you can
hire someone to do it in the Maze. Strangers who wander the streets
alone get robbed almost immediately, and are often roughed up as
punishment for daring to enter unescorted. Fights break out every day,
and bar brawls occur every night. Relationships are casual, more about
comfort and pleasure than commitment. People change occupations
at the drop of a hat, going from innkeeper one day to assassin the next
and fruit-seller the day after that. Anyone who ventures out alone
at night is risking their life, and cannot expect help even from those
watching. Children learn to steal before they can talk, and how to
fight as soon as they stop crawling. Dead bodies are left out in the
street, and if you kill a man and can walk away, you do not have to
worry about any punishment... unless he had friends.

At the same time, the Maze has its own rules, and the people there
follow them. Strangers who give up their money without complaint
are allowed to leave alive. Those who destroy a building help clean
it up and remove the debris. Those who have been fortunate enough
to earn some money often buy drinks for others who have not, and
the next week, when their situation is reversed, they are given drinks
in return. Everyone talks about everyone, but they don’t judge each
other’s actions. “Live and let live” is a ruling principle, and two men
who fight bitterly one night will buy each other drinks the next. The
people of the Maze are hard because their lives are hard, but many of
them are fiercely devoted to friends and family, and are surprisingly
gentle with animals and children.

The Maze is largely self-contained. Most of its residents never
leave the neighborhood, and feel exposed walking among the wider
streets in other areas. The more established inns and markets have
arrangements with fishermen and farmers, and send men to collect
the food delivered to the Maze’s border. Anything that can be bought
can be found somewhere in the Maze, though often the shop that sells
it today is gone tomorrow and has been replaced by a similar shop
several blocks away. Money rarely enters or exits the Maze, merely
changing hands among the residents. During the Rankan Era, the
only guards of any sort here were Jubal’s hawk-masks, and they only
protected their employer’s interests, and cut down anyone who gets
in their way. Nothing is illegal in the Maze, only expensive and hard
to find. In many ways, its residents handle challenges better than
Sanctuary’s other residents, because growing up in the Maze teaches
you that nothing is impossible to find or to do; it may simply take
more effort than expected, or resources you do not yet possess.

Since the days of Shadowspawn, Jubal, and One-Thumb, the Maze
has remained much as it always has. Though plagued with fire and
flood, it persevered. The residents are so used to tearing down and
replacing structures that the large-scale destruction did not faze
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them at all, and anyone who had anything of value knew better than
to leave it someplace that could be demolished so easily. The Cult
tried sending its followers into the Maze, but they died quickly, and
soon the cult gave up and turned its attention to easier targets. Some
people even fled to the Maze to avoid the cult’s attacks—many of
them died quickly, too, but those who could adapt became proper
Maze residents. Thus, the Maze in the Irrune Era is almost exactly
the same as the Maze during the Rankan occupation. All of the
buildings are new, and so are the alleys and streets, but the residents
have adjusted to them as easily as ever. The Maze is still a law unto
itself, and the Irrune have seen no reason to challenge that. In many
ways, the raiders admire this neighborhood and its tough, private
people. The Irrune believe that laws arise from need rather than from
desire, and that people should be able to do anything they can get
away with. They admire the residents’ tenacity, and have noticed that
violence from the Maze never spills over into the rest of Sanctuary.
As long as that remains the case, Arizak allows the neighborhood to
exist unmolested, and life there continues as it did before.

THE Brack SpIRe (RANKAN ErRA ONLY)

Before Kadakithis ever set foot in Sanctuary, there stood a temple
of Heqt in the heart of the Maze, across the street from the Vulgar
Unicorn. Built of gray limestone, its walls were set in a square and
roofed with a hemispherical dome. Atop the dome, there was an
obelisk that commemorated the victories of a Cirdonian mercenary
general named Alar hil Aspar, who adopted Sanctuary at some
point in the city’s long history. By the time Kadakithis finally came
to Sanctuary, the old tower was encrusted in wood and dung smoke
giving it a black cast. Within a year of the start of the Gods’ War,
the tower vanished.

THE GOLDEN LiZARD

'The Golden Lizard was one of the finer bars in the Maze, though it was
hardly golden and never could compare to the finer establishments in the
city like the Golden Oasis. The upper level of the building had rooms for

let, while the main floor consisted of a tavern and adjoining kitchen.

THE OUTHOUSE

'The outhouse was a small courtyard (more of a cul-de-sac, really) in
the Maze, so named for the abundance of nightsoil standing what
few flagstones covered the ground. It’s also known as Tick’s Vomitory
and Safehaven (jokingly of course). The walls were stained dark, and
the area stank of urine and sickness.

THE VuLcar UNICORN

Easily the starting place of one hundred adventures. .. Anyone
who’s anyone in this city spends some time here.

In some ways, the Vulgar Unicorn is the heart of Sanctuary,
twisted and black as it is. This tavern is the center of nearly every
insidious plot, every angle, and every plan to do mischief. It attracts
the toughest and deadliest folks in the city. It is no wonder that
this place is said to be the center of the Maze, Sanctuary’s most
dangerous part of town. Still, despite its sinister character and the
legends that swirl about it, it is really nothing more than a barin a
seedy backwater city, far from the pomp and majesty of the cultural
centers of civilization. Or is it?

No one knows when exactly the first Vulgar Unicorn opened its doors
for business. It seems Sanctuary, for as long there has been people here,
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has always had one. Like the character of the Maze, buildings tend to
be slipshod and often collapse, only to be rebuilt a block or two down
another street. Even the most famous tavern in the city is subject to
the capricious whims of the Maze. It’s unlikely the Vulgar Unicorn
preceded the Black Tower of Heqt that once stood in the heart of the
Maze, but may have opened in response to the imposing spire, offering
drinks to thirsty and nervous god-fearing Wrigglies. But then, again,
no one knows for sure.

The most famous Vulgar Unicorn was described in the Zhieves’ World
anthologies. Owned and operated by Lastel, a wrigglie noble who
liked to supplement his modest fortune by slumming in the Maze,
surrounded by 477f'and whores. As an importer of drugs, Lastel was
the go-to guy for illicit substances. He also had many enemies, but
thanks to a wizard’s curse that condemned any who harmed him to
an eternity of immolation, Lastel was safe from attacks.

Sneaking through the sewers from his estate just beyond the Avenue
of Temples, Lastel transformed into the unsavory character named
One-Thumb that ran the infamous bar. Eventually, Lastel found
himself embroiled in a wicked plot and was condemned to a hell of
sorts as he and his simulacra battled in the tunnels under the Maze,
both wreathed in the flames of the mage’s curse. Lastel did return, but
he was never the same. He drifted in the circles of the most powerful
and corrupt people in the city until eventually, he found himself in
the wrong place at the wrong time.

Ownership of the bar then went to Strick, the spellmaster from Firaqa,
who left it to Abohorr, the new One-Thumb, to run and manage.
Abohorr was nothing like the old One-Thumb and was a decent and
kind man. What was a haven for cutthroats, thieves and prostitutes
gradually transformed into an almost respectable joint. But with all
things in the Maze, nothing lasts for long.

'The Convulsions and the rampant fires destroyed the original Vulgar
Unicorn, and it was quickly rebuilt a few blocks over, being more
or less closer to the eastern edge of the Maze. This tavern is newer,
bigger, and a little improved. It still attracts the worst of humanity,
being the preferred watering hole of Sanctuary’s scum. It’s not clear
who runs the place now, though Stick, a brutal pimp, claims to be
the owner. At night, Pegrin the Ugly tends the bar and he’s friendly
enough and knows not to ask too many questions. Prostitutes are
always available to those with a few padpols and the sounds of
merriment echo over the quiet hum of conversation at the bar. The
Vulgar Unicorn is just as dangerous as it ever was and those who would
drink its wine or sample its delights had better watch their step lest
they find themselves clutching a stab wound and dying painfully in
a dark and lonely corner. When trouble breaks out, Pegrin and the
harlots take cover until the storm passes.

LocATION DESCRIPTIONS

You can use this Vulgar Unicorn for either era. If you run a campaign
during the Rankan Era, the Unicorn is only two-stories tall. Remove the
current second story and replace it with the current third story. Lastel’s
apartments include locations 9 and 10.

The outside of the tavern looks like it ever did. A plain, gray stone
building with a thatched or shingled roof, its walls are stained dark
from old blood and piss. Shuttered windows allow a little light to
leak out from the inside. The front door is a single sturdy door, fitted
with one of Sanctuary’s rare actual locks.

GENERAL FEATURES

The common room, bar, kitchen, and occupied rooms are light with
candles or lamps. All unoccupied locations are dark. Doors in this
place, unless otherwise mentioned, are fitted with poor locks (DC 15
Open Lock to pick), and made of wood (1-in.-thick; hardness 5; hp
10; break DC 15).The interior walls are wood (6-in.-thick; hardness
5; hp 60; break DC 20), while the exterior walls are masonry (1-ft.-
thick; hardness 8; hp 90; break DC 35; Climb DC 15). The windows
are all covered with wooden shutters (2-in.-thick; hardness 2; hp 5;
break DC 12). Specific interior locations are as follows. The details
are intentionally light, allowing you the room to add clues, adventure
hooks, and other items to serve your campaigns.

1. ComMON Room

Stepping through the front door, you are struck by the stench
of people, wood smoke, and desperation. Crowded here are a
number of tables packed with people of all shapes and sizes,
mostly of sinister mien. Four heavy wooden columns support a
balcony that looks down on the common floor from the second
story. Seven booths line the wall fo the left, while a set of stairs
climbs to the second floor on the right. Ahead, a long wooden
bar bisects the place, where an ugly man tends the few men and
none-too few prostitutes lean on the old scored wood.

This is the common area of the Vulgar Unicorn. Here is where the
deals are made, information passed, and mercenaries are hired. Thieves
rub shoulders with sellswords at the bars, while prostitutes wend their
ways through the gathered crowd to advertise their wares to those
with a mind toward carnal pleasure. The few barmaids working here
also double as whores, so the eager patron can get a special level of
personalized service.

TasLE Al-1: UNICORN PRICES

Food or Service Cost
Ale, Pitcher (4 mugs) 4 pd
Ale, Mug 1pd
Beer, Pitcher 3 sh
Beer, Mug 1pd
Bread 1pd
Cheese 1 pd
Meal, Good 5pd
Meal, Common 3pd
Meal, Poor 2 pd
Meat (varies) 3 pd
Wine, Good/Bottle 10 sh
Wine, Common 2 pd
Wine, Poor 1pd
Room (two beds/night) 8 pd
Room (four beds/night) 8 pd
Prostitute, Good 10 sh
Prostitute, Common 1sh

Prostitute, Poor (per night) 2 pd
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A hearth stands against far wall and above it is the idol of Rander
Rehabilitus, the god of drinking and debauchery. The rest of the
décor features banners depicting unicorns in vary states of self-
violation. Tables and booths can accommodate four to eight patrons,
but they are first come first serve, so during peak times, the tavern
has standing room only. If playing in the Rankan Era, PCs who
succeed on a DC 15 Spot check notice a strange discoloration on
the wall of one of the booths. It has roughly the shape of a twisted
unicorn. Lalo once used his magical talent to create a horrific beast
by channeling all the fear, violence, and death of the bar into the
painting. This creature came to life and rampaged through the city
until it was finally destroyed.

2. Bar

The bar has a wooden surface, heavy scored by cuts and stained by

Jfood, drink, and worse. There are no stools; patrons are expected
to stand. Wooden tankards and drinking bowls as well as a few
trenchers are all scattered about. A few bunged casks sit on frames
across from the bar, each bearing the stamp of their maker.

'The bar itself was the only thing rescued from the original Vulgar
Unicorn. The salvaged piece is affixed firmly to the top of a sturdy
wooden framework—one deliberately built to take considerable
punishment. Most patrons do their drinking here, leaning against
the rail and drowning their sorrows. Behind the bar, two doors lead
to the kitchens where the cook prepares the tavern’s meager fare. A
successful DC 15 Search check allows a character to locate a trap door
set in the floor (see Location 11). This door leads to the basement,
where they once kept extra supplies. Normally, a crate sits over top
the door to keep it hidden and closed.

3. KITCHEN

Two doors lead into these kitchens from the common room. The
place is an appalling mess with food rotting on the floor, blood
splattering the ceiling, and a couple of cages holding nervous
looking food animals. A few bags of flour, infested with weevils
and rats sit on the floor, their contents spilled onto the filthy stone
tiles. A large wood burning hearth stands in the corner and a
table stands in the center. A washbasin with a skin of scum over
disgusting water sits unused by the door.

'This is where the so-called “meals” that the Vulgar Unicorn offers are
prepared. Not famous for its cuisine, patrons know to avoid eating
here for the most part, as the bread has unsettling crunchy parts in
the partly cooked dough, and the meat is always greasy and more
than a little suspect in origin. A locked back door (Open Lock DC
25) leads to an alley, where the cook disposes of scraps. There, the
most desperate men and beasts fight over tripe and filth to fill their

empty gullets.

If you play in the Rankan Era, One-Thumb kept his dogs back here
as well. He'd chop up his victims into pieces and feed their body parts
to his vicious animals.

4. BALcONY

The second story of the Vulgar Unicorn consists of a wide balcony
that rings an open area looking down on the common room
below. The stairs continue up to the top floor. Three doors occupy
the far wall, leading to the pleasure rooms of the tavern’s working
girls. A few tables are arranged about the place, offering patrons

a place to conduct their business in relative privacy and fo wait
their turn with the ladies.

This area is much as it seems, with a filthy wooden floor and the
stench of sweat and filth hanging in the air like a fetid shroud. The
tables are neglected here and so rats are common sights. A few old
tapestries on the walls are faded and stained to an extent that their
original depiction is no longer legible.

5. Roowms oF THE WORKING GIRLS

These rooms are well maintained compared fo the rest of the
place. They hold a large feather mattress bed on a wooden frame,
a night stand with washbasin, a rug on the floor and a rickety
chair. A window overlooks the back alley.

'The Unicorn’s prostitutes use these locations to service their patrons.
After hours, the women sleep here as well. Aside from the scant
personal belongings, the women keep a few coins under loose

floorboards (no more than 1d6 x 10 pd).

6. THIRD-STORY HALL

The stairs end at a gloomy hall. The sounds of revelry are
somewhat muted, but the smell is worse, stinking as if someone
recently died here. Several doors line either side of the hall, in
either direction.

The hall is just as it seems. The reason for the smell is that Stick
killed a prostitute and hid her body in the floor. Though he makes
an effort to sprinkle lye in the cracks when no one’s looking, the
stink is powerful.

7. RoowMs FOR RENT

This room is small, dingy, and dark. A fat tallow candle sits on
a rickety table next to a filthy ceramic bowl for washing. The
beds are nothing more than stained mattresses on the floor. The
room reeks of vomit and urine.

These rooms are vile and unsavory. However, they are secure, with
locks (Open Lock DC 20) on the doors. There is nothing of interest
here.

8. RooMm FoOR RENT

This room is of a moderate size, but is filthy covered in cobwebs
and trash. A fat tallow candle sits on a rickety table next to a
Silthy ceramic bowl for washing. The four beds are little more than
stained mattresses on the floor. The room reeks of vomit and urine.
An overflowing chamber pot completes the scene of squalor.

"This room is especially foul. For some reason, people who sleep here tend
to die soon after, though no one mentions this fact. If you have Green
Ronin's Shadowspawn’s Guide to Sanctuary, feel free to infest the beds with
a random contact disease. Also, the lock on this door is broken.

9. RooMm For RENT

This room is surprisingly clean with four beds, a dresser,
wardrobe and a sturdy table. A lamp hangs on a hook near the
door. Ybougb it has an acrid smell, the room seems clean, and
theres even a working lock on the door.

This is the best room in the house. The sheets are relatively clean,and
the beds comfortable. Stick and Pegrin reserve this room for their
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most important guests. The lock is a good one requiring a DC 25
Open Lock test to pick.

10. Stick’s Room

This door is always locked (Open Lock DC 25 to open). Read or
paraphrase the following text if the PCs get inside.

This large room is clean with a large bed, chest, wardrobe, and
table. A lamp sits on the table along with a few scattered papers
and a ledger.

This is Stick’s room. Though terrible and depraved things often
take place behind his door, he’s careful to hide any evidence of his
misbehavior, keeping the room spotless. A search of the room, DC
15 Search check, reveals 1d6 blank pages of parchment, a ledger with
small block-like notations (inventory), and a pouch with 1d10 s4.

11. CELLAR

The trap door leads down to a large cellar. Aside from a few
large rats, the only other items in this place is the ladder leading
back up to the bar and a few rotting crates and burlap bags. The
moist stink of mildew is especially strong, just masking the smell
of something worse.

'The Unicorn’s staff uses the cellar for storage, but they rarely do. Instead,
the boxes and sacks were left down here a few years ago and nobody has
bothered to retrieve them. The reason is that strange sounds sometime
occur down here, like a scratching on the walls. Last year, a tavern boy
descended down the ladder and was never seen or heard from since.
As far as the Unicorn is concerned, there is no cellar.

The truth is that the cellar is connected to the subterranean
passages beneath Sanctuary, now controlled, almost absolutely, by
the Dyareelans. When the tavern boy went down the stairs, he
accidentally found the secret door (DC 20 Search check) and started
to explore. He met a bad end when his heart was torn from his chest
in a terrible sacrifice to the Mother of Chaos.

There is nothing else of interest down here.

12. TUNNEL

This tunnel curves slightly to the south. From ahead, you hear
sounds of water. The stink is profound and the walls are slime-
covered old bricks. Dark water oozes from the ceiling to splatter
on the slippery bricks below.

This tunnel leads to an old sewer line that was eventually closed off
during the Ilsig occupation.

13. SUBTERRANEAN TUNNEL

The tunnel ends in a wider passage that runs roughly northeast
to southwest. The construction is very old and is now decaying.
Tendrils of slime drip from the ceiling and roots have broken
through the masonry. Water covers the ﬂaar, running down a
channel cut in the center of the passage. The air is very bad.

'This tunnel connects to a Dyareelan lair somewhere in the city. It may
link with the secret routes used during Kadakithis’reign or they may
be previously undiscovered tunnels. Undoubtedly, there are dangerous
things here, things craving fresh meat.

SLIPPERY LILY

During the Rankan Era, the Slippery Lily was a popular brothel in
the Maze, owned and operated in secret by Amoli who also ran the
Lily Garden on the Street of Red Lanterns. This place was by no
means the most desirable of bordellos, as its whores were incurably
addicted to r7f, overworked, and worn out. Mostly haunted by the
old and destitute, the air here is palpably sad.

MADAME PERSPECIA’S

Madame Perspecia’s is one of the more prominent brothels in the
Maze. Those looking for a good time, but at a smaller price than what’s
charged on the Street of Red Lanterns, turn to Perspecia’s opah-addicted
whores. Though disease is a slight problem for these unlucky women,
few Mazers really care.

THE PADDLING Duck TAVERN
(IRRUNE Era ONLY)

On the corner of Paddling Duck Street, a crooked road that wends
through the Maze is an old tavern called, appropriately, the Paddling
Duck. Marked by a faded sign that display’s a duck’s head surrounded
by rippling lines, it is a place friendly to the Sdanzo. Elemi, a spy
and something of a vanguard for the rest, came back to Sanctuary to
“test the waters,” to keep an eye on things, and to make sure the city
was safe for the return of the Sdanzo. She keeps an apartment atop
the two-story small tavern and inn. Visitors note that the Paddling
Duck is altogether unwelcoming, but a few brave the stares and cold
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treatment for a reading in those rare instances when Elemi deigns to
see a client. Inside, the air is thick with sweet incense and the exotic
odors of Sdanzo cooking. The entire area is decorated with traditional
Sdanzo décor: bolts of parti-colored cloth, beaded curtains, and
images found in Sdanzo cards.

S1Y’s PLACE

In my youth, I had occasion to step into this place a few times.
Abhdio’s a nice fellow, and so’s that... crone... he calls his wife.
But, it'’s a little too dangerous, even for me.

If the Vulgar Unicorn was dangerous, Sly’s Place was downright
deadly. Catering to those scum not even welcome in the dive of all
dives, Sly’s Place testified to Mazers’ tastes in ugliness. Situated near
Wrong Way Park, most people would sooner slit their own throats
than enter. While it had a bad reputation, the fact of the matter was
that it was not that dangerous in itself, but rather the danger was
going and leaving. It was run by a huge man named Ahdiovizun, who
purchased it from Sly’s widow. Though a man with a soft spot in his
heart for cats, he wore a chain shirt while he worked and thought
nothing of kicking the crap out of an unruly patron. Also working
there was his lame helper, whom many thought was slow, and his
hideous wife. However, this was all a ruse. Ahdio was no simple thug;
he was once a great and powerful wizard, and his wife too beautiful
to show her true face to the cutthroats of Sanctuary.

Sly’s Place became one of Shadowspawn’s haunts, and was intimately
associated with the first Strick’s efforts to improve the lives of the
people in the city. While Ahdio’s fate has not been revealed, it’s
presumed he died around the same time as Strick, if not earlier.
Thus, if Sly’s Place exists in the Irrune Era, it is nothing like the
one of old.

WEAPONSHOP OF VASHANKA
(RANKAN Era ONLY)

At the start of the Gods’ War in Sanctuary, Vashanka created a
weaponshop in the Maze. Here, fantastic magical weapons were
sold to the locals; however, each one was cursed. Though destroyed,
it’s believed some of the cursed weapons still exist in the city. For
game purposes, these weapons have a —2 penalty to attack rolls and
weapon damage rolls.

OTHER ESTABLISHMENTS

Just as the Maze has never been mapped, neither has a full accounting
been made of all the bars, brothels and shops that can be found here.
There are many locations mentioned in the anthologies, both new
and old, many of which are important only briefly and never touched
upon again. Such places include the Bottomless Well (also called the
Bottomless Cesspit), which stands on Tumult Street, the Golden
Gourd owned by the current Strick, and many more.

SECRETS

It’s well known that there is a subterranean network of tunnels beneath
the Maze. Most are short, connecting one location to the next, but there
are many longer tunnels haunted by old and nasty things, gangs, and
worse. A big problem with all the tunnels is flooding, which occurs
during storms and in the late winter, when the snows on the World’s
Spine Mountains melt. No one has mapped the Maze — if they did, it
would be worthless in moments, given the changing terrain — and it’s
clear that no one has tried to map the tunnels, so who can say what lurks
there? No one knows for certain what happened to Snapper Jo....

THE PALACE

* VIGILANCE 25 *

Only one person (and one cat) havve ever broken into the palace.
Me. And don’t you forget it.

At the center of the city lies the palace, one of the two highest points
within its walls. Though the Governor’s Palace is the central feature
of this neighborhood, it is not the only structure. The district also
contains stables, barracks, armories, storerooms, and guardhouses, plus
secondary quarters for royal guests who prefer their privacy.

Most of the palace itself is stone, bristling with several tall towers
that serve as the apartments for the governor and his wives. Lesser
outbuildings are stone and wood with slate roofs. Strong walls of
stone encircle this area, broken by four gates: the Processional Gate
and West Gate to the south, the Headman’s Gate to the northwest,
and the Gate of the Gods to the northeast. Just south of the palace
is Vashanka’s Square, a large parade ground where the governor can
review the city guard.

The palace is easily the most impressive building in Sanctuary. As tall
as five stories high in some places, it is strong enough to serve as a
fortress, but has handsome arches and soaring ceilings. Stained glass
windows provide rainbows of light across polished marble floors, and
the roof tiles are glazed ceramics that gleam in the sun.

Inside, the palace is a maze of corridors and rooms, with apparently
little thought given to its layout. However, this is not the case, for the
architects realized the nature of Sanctuary and created a labyrinth
of corridors to confuse potential invaders. The main floor consists of
servants’ quarters, kitchens, and other workrooms. Several hidden
staircases lead to the lower levels, including the nursery that once
housed the reincarnated avatars of Vashanka. Tunnels lead out from
this level to the dungeons and through connecting passages that lead
to other areas in the city.

The upper levels and towers are used for the governor, his family,
and his guests. The towers cluster around the central building, on top
of which is a roof garden where the children could play and where
the governor could hold private meetings with spies, couriers, and
priests. On the third floor lies the centerpiece of the palace: a grand
hall where the governor can entertain nobles and the city’s elite.
Staircases lead to walkways and adjoining halls, each with balconies
offering a beautiful view of the city.

During the Troubles, the palace took heavy damage. When the Irrune
destroyed the Dyareelans, the cultists retreated inside the palace to
fight a long siege. Unsure of how reliable the Irrune would be, Molin
secretly ordered the palace burned, though he later claimed the fires
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started inside. His tactic worked, and drove the hidden cultists outside
to the waiting swords of the Irrune host. From this confrontation,
parts of the palace burned down during the fire that swept over
Sanctuary shortly after Ranke left. More of it was damaged when
the Irrune smoked out the last vestiges of the Dyareelan cult. Inside,
the place had been transformed into a grisly and macabre place, with
profane murals staining the walls. Much of the splendor of the earlier

eras had been erased or defiled.

Molin resolved to never allow the Dyareelans to rule his city, and
immediately set to work restoring the palace, having convinced Arizak
of the need. It took a few years, but the crude altars to the Mother of
Chaos were removed. The exterior has been fully restored now, and
most of the interior as well. The workmanship is every bit as solid
as that of the old palace, though it is not as pretty or as graceful. All
of the smaller, wooden buildings near the district’s walls were also
rebuilt.

Another set of walls has been added around the first, expanding the
district and providing a second layer of protection. Guards still keep
watch, and closely examine everyone who enters, but workers arrive
every morning to help finish the work on the palace, making it much
harder to keep track of everyone.

At night, the gates close, preventing traffic in and out of this district.
The guard keeps a one-man sentry at each of the gates leading inside.
They follow orders well, fearing the wrath of their Irrune masters,
but most can be bribed to look the other way.

During the Rankan Era, Prince Kadakithis resided in the palace itself
and his Hell Hounds and other aides lived in the various buildings
nearby. Guards were stationed at the four gates at all times. Nobles
and other recognized citizens of high standing could enter through
without question, but the sentries stopped everyone else to discern
their business there. Anyone without a legitimate reason for entering
was turned away. At night, the guards became even more cautious
and turned back anyone not on urgent business. As this also served
as the guards’headquarters, there were always sentries milling about
oft-duty in addition to those on active patrol.

The palace is now the seat of Arizak’s power. He and his extended
family occupy it, along with a few remaining Sanctan functionaries
who see to the everyday operations of the government. In addition,
this place has the greatest concentration of Irrune in the city. They
either have quarters inside, or live in tents on the grounds.

Though activity in this district has fallen off since Kadakithis’ day,
it still produces the coins used in the city, holds stores of food and
water, and houses some of the better blacksmiths and tradesmen who
nominally serve the city’s masters.

BARRACKS AND STABLES

The palace compound has always housed Sanctuary’s elite guard,
whether Hell Hound, Stepson, or Walegrin’s garrison. Positioned
between the armory, which stores any number of swords, suits of
armor, and shields, and the stables that once held the fabled Tros
horses, the barracks can house up to 50 guards comfortably. Most of
the barracks is taken up by a common room filled with bunk beds,
but a few private rooms for officers and female guards are available
as well. The stables, which stand against the southern wall, have room
enough for 50 horses plus feed.

THE DUNGEON

When the Ilsigi ex-slaves came to the valley and forged a peace with
the local fishermen, they always looked over their shoulders, waiting
for the day when their former masters would come to take them
back to slavery. So when they founded the town that would become
Sanctuary, one of the first things they constructed was the Dungeon,
a square, squat, two-story structure designed more for defense than
aesthetics. Surrounding the entire structure was a moat, little more
than a ditch. Even the windows, which are a necessity in Sanctuary’s
climate, are no more than easily defended arrow slits.

On the ground floor, there is a drawbridge that the guards lower and
raise to allow visitors to come inside. Those let past the drawbridge
are inspected to ensure that guests don't smuggle anything inside.
Beyond, the Dungeon resembles more of a small castle than it does a
prison, equipped with servants’ quarters, a bedroom for the castellan,
a throne for the governor, a great hall (which served as an armory),
and numerous other rooms. Two great fireplaces on the ground floor
warm the place, letting the heat travel up to warm the bedrooms on
the second floor.

The Dungeon holds its prisoners underground in a well-protected
U-shaped hall. Lesser prisoners are dumped inside a Great Cell
that faces the torture chamber. Other rooms underground consist
of storage chambers, a well (which actually connects to Sanctuary’s
undercity), and a few bunks for the guards.

The roof holds a number of rain barrels, laundry lines, and a pigeon
coop. During the summer months, guards draw straws to see who
gets to sleep up here, rather than in the near-oven of the lower
levels.
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During the Beysib occupation, the priestesses converted the Temple
area on the ground floor to a sanctuary for priestess of Beysa. At any
time, there are 1d100+10 beynits here. (See page 126 for statistics
for the beynit snake.)

GUEST EMBASSY

At the eastern edge of Vashanka’s Square stands the guest embassy.
It was once a fine house, well crafted and staffed with loyal and
trustworthy servants. When the governor entertained visitors from
foreign lands, he would offer them quarters in the guest embassy to
serve as their living space and office as they stayed to oversee their
interests in Sanctuary. Since the Troubles, this building has been a
ruin, decaying on its foundation.

HALL OF JusTICE

When one passes Vashanka’s Square to enter the Governor’s Palace
compound, one must enter the Hall of Justice before reaching the inner
halls and rooms of the governor’s home. The Hall of Justice is a great room
with columns forming two rows on either side, leading up to a stepped
dais where sat the governor’s throne. At times, a second throne might be
added to show respect to a favored wife or consort. In the front of the
Hall, there is a small waiting area where litigants would wait to be called.
Doors opened on either side of the Hall to lead out to the inner bailey. A
pair of double doors provided access to the palace itself, through which
the governor and his entourage would come to hear the cases brought
to the Hall. Above is a great railing and balcony, so onlookers can watch
the proceedings. Also attached to the Hall itself are a number of records
offices and apartments for the court functionaries.

Kadakithis, when he first came to Sanctuary, presided over almost all
the cases, dispensing justice fairly but firmly. This all changed when
the Beysibs came, and his influence over the city waned. The more
time he spent with Shupansea, the less time he had for the city, until
most people believed Kadakithis had gone the way of all the other

governors before him.

Now, years later, judges mete justice more often than not, though
Arizak occasionally loiters here to hear the complaints of the common
folk, to listen to performances, or hear his mad shaman rave about
his theories of the heavens. Though still an imposing building, it is
now surrounded by an air of mystery, as the Sharda work to uncover
the excesses and crimes of Sanctuary’s worst citizens.

PARADE GROUND

The Palace actually encompasses but a small corner of the palace
compound. Much of the area consists of the parade grounds. In
times past, the governors would open this area for special events and
festivals, but most often it is used to inspect the palace guard and
receive visitors. At the edges of this courtyard are stables, a smithy,
and barracks for the guard. During the Rankan Era, the parade
ground served as a place of congregation for off-duty soldiers, and
for drilling and training.

Each noon, in the old days, the palace guard would come out for
rotation and inspection. Citizens would come to watch the spectacle,
to see the bright Rankan uniforms and the grim and determined faces.
However, most were of the upper class, and such gatherings proved
fruitful for exchanging gossip and information.

Vashanka’s Square is a section of stone tiles that stands in the shadow
of the palace itself. It is here where the governor inspects the guard
and greets important visitors. Though the significance of this place
has ebbed since the Irrune conquered Sanctuary, it still elicits feelings
of awe and honor when walking across it.

Citizens are free to enter the parade ground as they like, and many
come to trade with off-duty soldiers, be heard at the Hall of Justice,
or lodge a complaint with the guard. Most people congregate for
public executions, which are still held in the parade ground near the

old hanging block.
Parace MORGUE

During the early years of Kadakithis’ rule, he hanged criminals
frequently. Their bodies, painted with tar, were set on display to serve as
a deterrent for other would-be criminals in the prince’s effort to clean up
the city. The vast numbers of the dead necessitated the construction of
a morgue to keep the bodies until they could be buried in a communal
grave in the city’s cemetery (see page 54). During the frequent plagues,
this place also held the bodies of the diseased to protect the rest of the
city. The palace morgue still stands in the current era, along the palace’s
west exterior wall, just north of the Hanging Block.

S1AVE AUCTION AND HANGING BLock

Attached to the palace’s inner bailey is a flat platform, some 50
feet on a side. In times past, slavers would auction their wares to
the governor and the city’s notables. When Kadakithis gained the
city, he converted the slave block to a gallows, where he would hang
the day’s thieves and murderers. It became an even more macabre
place when the Beysibs came. They instituted a particularly horrible
method of public execution. Instead of hanging, they tied a prisoner
to a post and allowed a swordsman to carve off chunks of the man’s
flesh until he died shrieking from pain. Later still, the Dyarleelans
would burn their victims here, or carve out their hearts, all in the
shadow of the Hall of Justice. In the Irrune Era, however, the old
Hanging Block has fallen into disuse, as they prefer other methods
for punishing criminals.

STORAGE FACILITIES

'The palace compound features cisterns to catch rainwater for drinking,
and storage buildings to hold raw materials, foodstuffs, and finished
goods like spare furniture for the Palace’s lavish balls, old documents,
and more. Most of these buildings are protected with good locks
(Open Lock DC 25).

700 GARDENS

A great set of cages and gardens once stood next to the Processional
Gate to entertain visitors to the palace and amuse children with the
fantastic creatures collected. It was here that the enigmatic Winged
Folk from the North rescued their lost comrade and threw the city
into chaos for a night.

Since that fateful evening, the Zoo Gardens were more a place for
exotic birds and plants, though even this would not last for long.
During the famine, locals broke into the compound and slaughtered
the exhibits for food. Now, there is nothing more than a few empty
cages and overgrown weeds.
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SECRETS

Although an impressive sight, the palace’s true wonder is hidden from
prying eyes. Tunnels delve deep beneath the city, allowing access to
various other buildings. Secret passageways allow people to move

through the palace unseen. Small hidden panels can be used to hide
documents, jewels, and other valuables, and tiny peepholes allow
people to listen in on conversations and spy on people in neighboring
rooms. The palace has a hundred secrets, and the person who knows
them all can easily learn a thousand more from the palace’s other
inhabitants.

PROCESSIONAL

* VIGILANCE 20 *

Even now, there’s just too much “high society” for me. All those
Rankans looking down their noses. When I have to go there, its
at night, and then, I never go through the front doors.

Sanctuary’s most famous road is easily the Processional. Cutting
through the center of the city to the Processional Gate, where it
opens into the Palace’s parade ground, it is a place of the rich and
famous, where the wealthy have homes partly as a sign of status, but
also because it features regular guard patrols to keep the streets safe.
'The people here, for as long as it has existed, have been among the
most arrogant and self-serving. From here, one can see the palace to
the north, the Hill (once a grand view) to the northeast, and the sea
to the south. During the summer, the gentle breeze from the ocean
cools the street, bringing with it the sweet tang of salty water and
sounds of the old wharves creaking.

'The Processional is also one of the few places that’s almost — almost
— safe enough to walk unescorted by night, especially during
the Rankan Era. The current lords, the Irrune, have made many
efforts to retain the Processional’s splendor, lighting the street with
public lanterns and supplying torches in barrels at intersections
with side streets. Still, bored Irrune, especially the Dragon and his
sycophants, prowl the Processional, roughing up anyone they don’t

like the looks of.

Though the Processional itself is a street, it is also the name of the
surrounding neighborhoods. In the past, the Processional held most
of Sanctuary’s middle class. The buildings here were solid but plain
— inns and taverns, mixed with shops and homes. Guards patrolled
the streets regularly, and the residents could sleep well at night, at
ease despite the occasional robbery or murder. Most of the people
here are hard-working citizens, craftsmen and innkeepers, people
who work with their hands and who lived above or behind their own
shops. While not the fanciest section of Sanctuary, the Processional
was a good clean neighborhood, and its residents did their best to
keep it that way.

The Processional survived the chaos better than most of the city,
perhaps because it had less obvious wealth than the noble houses but
more security than the poorer quarters, and because its residents kept
to themselves when trouble struck. Some also say that many of the
people living here were either part of the Dyareelan cult or at least
in league with it. As a result, there is less damage here than almost
anywhere else in Sanctuary. That made the houses here valuable,
and many of the city’s nobles and more prosperous merchants
bought these homes for themselves. The Processional is now one of
the wealthiest parts of Sanctuary. The houses get larger and more
impressive as they get closer to the palace, particularly along the
street itself. Restaurants and small shops nestle in the blocks to the
east and west. These places are expensive but have very high quality,

and they do not bother to advertise their presence. The people who
can afford them know where they are.

In addition to the city guard, the wealthier residents have their own
guards. Many of the surviving Rankan and Ilsigi nobles live in the
Processional, and their estates house dozens of private soldiers that
accompany the nobles whenever they leave the grounds. Rumors
claim the nobles also employ magic to protect their homes. No one
knows is this is true or not, but many thieves have tried robbing
an estate in the Processional, and few have survived to tell of their
failure.

Scattered throughout this district are upscale shops and small cafés
that cater to the social elites. The Qualis Grove (named for the
intoxicating berry from which wines and many drugs are made),
a small restaurant surrounded by an iron fence and protected by
guards, offers a peaceful spot for residents of the neighborhood to
enjoy the sea breeze over quality fare and fine wine. Lush hedges,
topiary sculptures, and hanging vines promise splendor and privacy
to those who desire it. However, entry to this restaurant is open only
to those with the bearing and appearance of wealth; all others are
turned away.

Other shops include dealers in fine apparel, perfumers, artists,
sculptors and other dealers of fine goods. Few people waste the money
on public baths, lending to a powerful stink that permeates the entire
city. Aromatists do a brisk business, either concealing the smell of the
customer or masking the body odors of those around them.

GoLpeN Oasis

'This famous tavern and restaurant was a favored spot of nobles and
merchants of quality, and considered the best in all of Sanctuary.
'The main floor consisted of a large common room with fine tables
with cushioned seat. Booths lined the walls for those desiring a bit
more privacy. The Golden Oasis offered single rooms and suites for
those with coin to spend, each outfitted with a fireplace and a goose
down bed.

SECRETS

Though there are suspicions of Dyareelan sympathizers among the
people of the Processional, few know the truth of the matter. The
Dyareelans rarely preyed upon this section of town because many of its
members came from here. Though the Dyareelans drew new followers
trom all over, they needed educated and prominent citizens to lend the
cult an air of acceptability among the rest of the city. How many still
serve the Mother of Chaos? None can say, but there’s no doubt that
there are many still active here.
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PRrOMISE OF HEAVEN

* VIGILANCE 10

Whew, I can safely say that I never was so desperate that I had
to...er... slip into the Promise of Heaven. I've heard tell that the
women there are bad, and the things you take with you aﬁer a
roll in the bushes was even worse. No thanks.

Situated above the rest of the city was the Promise of Heaven, a large
triangular park, filled with trees and foliage, with snaking paths and
large thoroughfares. There were three main entrances and walkways,
but they were crisscrossed by smaller trails that led into private niches,
where stood pillared busts and statues, small shrines dedicated to every
god ever worshipped in Sanctuary. Maintaining these shrines were
the priests, who left their temples to keep the statuary clean, trim
back the plantings, and ensure the place had the respect it deserved.
The Promise of Heaven was, by day, a grand place of introspection
where philosophers, students, and priests could discuss all manner of
subjects.

At night, the Promise took on a whole new character. Those whores
too ugly or diseased to work in an established brothel in the Maze or
on Red Lanterns worked here, taking their customers into the privacy
of a few clustered bushes in exchange for a few padpols. This was a
place where sad and desperate women, unskilled and alone or with a
few starving children, could make enough to feed their families. Every
whore who worked here had a story, heartbreaking and terrifying. And
though all who worked in this place were desperate and hungry, they
worked together, watched out for each other, and protected themselves
as best they could.

During the Troubles, the Dyareelans transformed the park into a
terrible place of evil, where countless souls were sent screaming to
their monstrous deity. Some claim that the ghosts of the sacrificed
still haunt the old rotundas and copses, leading to its current
deserted state. The only people who come here now are those up
to no good.

TeEMPLE OF THE RANKAN GODS

Soon after the Rankan Empire seized Sanctuary, work began on a
great temple that would venerate all of the Rankan Pantheon. Situated
at the southeastern corner of the Promise of Heaven, it was to be the
greatest center of worship in all the city, and perhaps the world. But
from the outset, problems plagued the construction. The ritual sacrifice
to commemorate its construction was sabotaged by the substitution
of a simulacrum instead of the required virgin. Difficulties in design,
flawed craftsmanship, corruption, and weird happenings all slowed the
project to a crawl. For years, the work continued. It became a point
of shame for the Rankan citizens; a few of the outer shrines were
completed, but the majority of the structure — the inner sanctums,
ritual chambers, and personal quarters — were stalled in various states
of construction. It wasn't until the return of Chenaya, having stolen the
Eye of Savankala from Ranke, and the discovery of the source of the
taint (the false sacrifice under the foundation) that work actually began
again in earnest. Yet, even with all of the effort put forth to construct
this site, the years that followed brought plague, famine, devastating
storms, and finally the Dyareelans, put any further work on the site to
rest, seemingly for all time.

STk
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SECRETS

Towards the end of Kadakithis’ rule, the whores of the Promise
of Heaven started vanishing. After some investigation by Daryne
and Daphne, it turned out that a wizard used the women for dark
experimentation in his laboratory, secreted beneath Shipri’s grove.

Though the gladiators managed to eliminate the wizard, the tunnels
and hideout served the Dyareelans in years to come, and many used
the place up until Cauvin discovered the new activity with the help of
Molin Torchholder. The Irrune smoked out many of the Dyareelans,
and subsequently executed them, but it’s clear more lurk beneath

the city.

PYRTANIS STREET

¢ Viciance 20 (pAY)/15 (NIGHT) ©

The thing to know about Pyrtanis Street is when you come fo
that big scary mansion, cross to the other side of the street. Yeah,
Lone, I know, its ‘gone.” Don'’t believe. That crazy wizard is
still around. Mark my words.

Though often considered a neighborhood in itself, Pyrtanis was a
cluster of mansions along one street that crossed through the Old
Jeweler’s Quarter. Once home to the city’s most prestigious artisans,
including jewelers, gold- and silversmiths, more than a few aristocrats,
and even Enas Yorl himself, it has since fallen on harder times, far
from its former glory. The street itself is on high ground and paved
with tidy cobblestones, cutting across the Old Jeweler’s Quarter. In
the old days, where the rest of the Jeweler’s Quarter prevented foot
traffic by the rabble, Pyrtanis welcomed all and everyone. Those
who lived here did so in large, handsome houses, with well-tended
lawns in back. Pyrtanis was one of the busiest streets in Sanctuary,
and having a house along it was a major status symbol. Several small
shops, restaurants, and taverns nestled among the houses, but never
occupying the same buildings; those who lived here could afford to
have a shop and a separate home, and sneered at their inferiors in
the rest of the Jeweler’s Quarter who lived above their workplace.
Unlike the Quarter at large, however, Pyrtanis did not restrict traffic
to residents and immediate customers. It couldn’t afford to, because
cutting off the street would destroy most of its business.

Many shops sold less luxurious, more useful items than elsewhere
in the Jeweler’s Quarter, but in larger quantities. Furs, meats, spices,
and spirits were the most common commodities. The shops often
had arrangements with taverns, noble estates, temples, and even the
palace, and sold to these places on a grand scale, but they also had
individual items that anyone who wandered in off the street could
purchase.

Because they didn’t post sentries to stop those using the thoroughfare,
the shops kept private guards, usually positioned just inside the doors
to control theft and violence. The city guard patrolled the street
regularly, removing troublemakers, chasing pickpockets, and breaking
up the occasional fight. The shops closed up at dusk, and the private
guards departed for their own homes, leaving Pyrtanis emptier and
a little more dangerous after dark. The city guard still patrolled here,
however, and a cry for help would be answered quickly and in force.
Most of the houses also had magical protections and, in many cases,
private guards lived in smaller buildings in back and took turns
standing watch day and night.

Pyrtanis’ glory would not last. Though the city and this street would
prosper for the few short years after Ranke withdrew its soldiers,
the famine, floods, fires, and eventually the Troubles themselves

drove the wealthy out of the city, leaving their fine homes and shops
abandoned, though most believed that they would one day return.
The cultists winnowed Sanctuary’s Sihanese aristocracy down to a
frightened handful and now, even after ten years of relative stability,
the Serripines cling to their Land’s End estate as though it were a
life-raft in a terrible storm. As a result, most of the houses are still
empty. The once proud streets are the haunts for gangs, and many
people still living here are haunted by the loss of their history. Old
hazard mages suck sour wine at the Lucky Well, lost in the fantasies
of their former lives, while maids and servants of the nobles who
once lived here keep hope in the illusion that, one day, their lots will
improve.

Though saddled with a history no one can forget (or is allowed to),
life continues in this part of the Jeweler’s Quarter. Grabar’s Stoneyard,
which stands in the ruins of the home of Coricidius (the Rankan
Era vizier), a baker, potter, and other artisans have set up shop here,
surviving in the hard times that strangle the whole city. The street is
tightly knit, and everyone knows everyone else. Common hardships
has pulled these people together, even if only loosely, and if one
resident faces trouble, the rest will help in small ways, because they
all remember what Pyrtanis was, and could be once more.

ENAS YORL'Ss MANSION

About 300 years ago, a handsome youth known for his talents with
magic gained a terrible curse as a reward for his insatiable libido.
Cursed to perpetually change his shape, he fled his homeland and
settled in Sanctuary, a place full of exiles and those who want to lose
themselves. What differentiated Enas Yorl from the other refugees
was that he was one of the three most powerful wizards in the Known
World. This lent him safety and security, and no one pried into his

business.

The mage found that Sanctuary matched his personality and his
outlook, and he established himself, loosely, as its protector. He erected
a house on Pyrtanis Street, a place befitting his station, but not on
the Hill, where he would have to contend with nosy aristocrats and
all the attention they brought on themselves. He and his mansion
became a place of wonder, a veritable attraction that elicited both
fascination and fear. Rumor was that dark things occurred in this
place, and foul basilisks guarded the entrance to turn to stone
anyone who thought to intrude. Though Enas Yorl and his manse
both had sinister reputations, Yorl genuinely cared for the city. On
many occasions, he acted on behalf of individuals who, for whatever
reason, struck a chord with him, and through these men and women,
the city prospered.

Tl
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The mansion itself was a looming edifice, casting long dark shadows
into the street. No window oftered a glimpse of what lay within, and
the only entrance was a brazen door, tall, wide and solid. Inside, one
was immediately struck by how much larger it seemed than it did
from outside. Enas Yorl’s blind servant, Darous, would blindfold
guests to take them through the house to meet with the wizard. He
would meet guests in his library or in an audience chamber, where
he would sit in an exquisitely carved chair.

During the anarchy that plagued Sanctuary after the Beysibs came,
Yorl withdrew into his house, being less and less of a force in the
city. Even through the trials of Ischade and Roxane, and the collapse
of the mageguild, he didn't interfere with the plots and intrigues
that tore the city apart. While Molin, Tempus, Ischade, and others
contained the witch into the house of Tasfalen, Yorl was quiet. It
wasn't until Molin approached Yorl about ridding Sanctuary of the
witch for good that the powerful wizard stirred. But the end result
was the disappearance of both Tasfalen’s House and Yorl's, apparently
sending the two of them into some other plane.

Since, Yorl has been thought dead, killed in some eldritch battle
against Death’s Queen. Even Molin Torchholder believed that the
wizard was dead, but harbored some reservations, suspecting that
perhaps Yorl had gained some control over his curse and hid among
the rest of the city. Yorl occasionally sent messages filled with the
nigh immortal’s dry wit, confirming that he still lived, though the
magician would not reappear until years later.

Locals sometimes claim that on certain nights, the manse reappears
briefly, lit by the waning light of the moon as it reflects off the fog
rolling in from the wharf. Strange sounds like growling and hissing,
taunting laughter, and odd shrieks emanate from the lot, to say
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nothing of the cold dread that fills the hearts of those who walk
across the gravel of the still empty lot.

(GRABAR’S STONEYARD

Stone is a rare commodity in Sanctuary. There are few good sources
in the neighboring hills, no quarries, and extracting good stone is not
only expensive but hard work. Many stone suppliers recycle old ruins
and resell good stone at bargain prices. One such dealer is Grabar, a
good man who lives in the heart of the Old Jeweler’s Quarter.

Most of his property is for his business, and piles of rock, brick, and
other materials stand in heaps throughout. A tall wooden fence keeps
thieves and undesirables out. Grabar gained it when he married
Mina, a down-on-her-luck heiress of Coricidius’ fortune... which,
by the time she got it, consisted solely of the decaying mansion and
surrounding land. Grabar turned the compound into the stoneyard
shortly after the Irrune cleansed the city of its cultist infestation.

Grabar claimed the place as his home and settled there with his wife,
who had lived there from birth.

While few adventurers have need of stone, Grabar’s Stoneyard is
also the home of one of Sanctuary’s most important, though not
prominent, citizens: Cauvin. Word is that he has connections in the
palace and can be seen going in and out as he pleases. Some suggest
he has the memories of old Torch, but locals know Cauvin is just
Cauvin, and if he has contacts at the palace, it’s because he’s probably
working on repairs.

Lucky WELL

The Lucky Well is a small tavern at the far end of Pyrtanis Street.
A shoddy place, it is the favored watering hole of Pyrtanis residents.
They have bad wine and worse beer. The place is smoky and in poor
repair, with raw wooden benches, a scattering of stained tables, and
an old and scarred bar. Despite its low appearance, it’s a safe place

and good for picking up rumors as they fly.
SWIFT'S SMITHY

Just of oft Pyrtanis Street is Swift’s Smithy, a small forge that does most
of its business repairing minor metal tools and pots and pans. Swift
has some skill, and he’s fair, but he’s no Dubro. Swift supplements his
income by taking on palace jobs, thanks to the contacts he has there.
During his trips to and from the palace, he’s quick to pay attention
to news he overhears and from conversations with his friends who
directly serve the Irrune and the watch. Swift also does a little work
dealing in coin. He takes higher value coins (which most folks in the
city refuse to trade in) and exchanges them for padpols.

TASFALEN LANCOTHIS' HOUSE

Tasfalen Lancothis was a corrupt and petty Rankan noble, blessed
with good fortune and graced with good looks. Thoroughly corrupt,
he was a backstabber and treacherous fellow. Ischade, after her
difficulties with Straton, decided to use him to sate her unnatural
cravings. She gave Haught a ring to give to the lord to extend an
invitation. However, Haught saw this as an opportunity to betray his
mistress and position himself as the master of Sanctuary. He involved
Moria, a former hawk-mask, and after a series of blundering mishaps,
Tasfalen died from a broken neck.
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What happened next, no one anticipated. Haught conjured the spirit
of Roxane, who was believed dead. She possessed the corpse of the
former noble, and all hell broke loose as Haught and the revenant used
the last Nisibisi power globe to weave some terrible magic. Before the
ritual could be completed, Ischade, Randal, and others contained the
house behind a series of dense wards and terrific spells that culminated
in the destruction of the globe and a pillar of fire that reflected a
mortal struggle between Roxane and a summoned demon.

The fire raged for days, until it vanished as suddenly as it appeared.
The guild mages, Ischade, and others wove more protective wards
over the house to contain whatever evil remained. The house stood
for a few years longer, with Haught trapped inside with the undead
horror that was Tasfalen (and perhaps part demon and part Roxane,
too). Molin convinced Enas Yorl to enter the house as the magic in
the city began to ebb, weakening the wards that constrained the great
evil. The wizard never emerged, but the house collapsed into a pile of
dust. Enas Yorl had found a way to send the house and its contents
to Meridian and Askelon.

The building was a beautiful townhouse, two stories tall, with a few
steps leading up to a magnificent door. Windows on all sides looked

down on the roofs of neighboring homes and gave an exquisite view
of the city and sea beyond the wharfs. Just inside were a hall and
a steep staircase that led to the bedrooms above. After the owner’s
death, the place assumed a somber cast, shrouded by darkness and
the evil it held inside, and gained a tendency to leak odd-colored
light — mostly blue, but occasionally green. Locals crossed the
street rather than pass through its shadow. Now, nothing remains
except an empty lot, similar in many ways to the one on which
Yorl's manor once stood.

SECRETS

There are many treasures as yet unearthed in the ruins of the old
mageguild. Occasionally, some odd spellcaster snoops around the area,
searching the ruins for some lost bit of esoteric lore. While patrols
discourage such archeological efforts, they have not been successtul
in stopping them completely.

Enas Yorl’s house lies in a planar nodule tied to this space. Yorl can
come and go as he pleases. Thus far, no one has discovered how to
enter the house... but then, only fools would want to.

THE "TWEEN

* VIGILANCE 1§ *

Lone can tell you, this place is busy and the folks there are more
than willing to spend a few coins. Which means, they're willing
to lose a few coins too.

A new district, the Tween did not exist until after Ranke had already left
Sanctuary to its own devices. Initially conceived by Molin Torchholder,
and meant to house caravans, the Tween has become a trade center and
waystation. It stands between the city’s old eastern wall and the newer
walls Molin had constructed, and is the only way into Sanctuary from
that side via the Wideway. Guards man the Prince’s Gate (also called
the Gate of Gold) in the eastern wall, and anyone entering is examined
and taxed before being allowed through. Past the arch, the Wideway

opens up between Sanctuary’s wharves and warehouses.

'The "Tween is one of the only neighborhoods that has stone walls on
all sides—it has the city’s original exterior wall to the east,and newer
walls barring it from the Red Foal River to the north and west, and
then another new wall to the south. Nearly all of the buildings here
are of new construction, more stone and brick than the rest of the
city. The Prince’s Gate is flanked by two sturdy stone guardhouses. A
single wide, paved road, the Wideway, starts at the Prince’s Gate and
cuts through the heart of the Tween. (The Wideway continues on into
Sanctuary proper, extending clear to the western wall.) The "Tween
does contain other roads, but these are hard-packed dirt, and turn to
mud easily. Hostels, taverns, inns, and stables line the Wideway on
both sides, catering to travelers, and guardhouses are built into the
outer wall around the Prince’s Gate. Moneychangers are also common
here, and often set up tents or simply stand and call out their services
as people pass by. Also found here are numerous stables that rent and
sell horses and carts, along with a market where farmers from the
outskirts can come to trade without having to travel around to the
other side of the city. Despite the industry, the only people who live
here are those who work the various businesses, and they live within
their respective establishments.

As can be expected of any place with frequent visitors, thievery is
common. With new arrivals constantly coming and going, there’s
plenty of opportunity for a would-be thief to make a small fortune.
The guards do their best to protect the travelers and their goods,
but can only stop the more inept pickpockets and the better-known
thieves. Other crime is not common in the "Tween; the guards break
up fights quickly, and most assassins prefer to wait until their target
leaves the "Tween and enters the rest of the city, where they will be
more vulnerable and easier to misplace. Like many places in the city,
the Irrune keep a good supply of torches for the populace to use.
Held in barrels at intersections, locals can snag a torch for protection
at night.

The "Tween has a character of its own, though visitors are often struck
by its similarity to the bazaar. The difference is one of history. Where
the bazaar once held a small Sdanzo population and is a culture onto
itself, the "Tween is a constantly changing mass of people, still crisp
with newness and charged with the energy of commerce. There is a
constant hum here, as people strike bargains, hawk their wares, and
spread news. Between the noise and the bright colors of foreign
fashion, the "Tween is an exciting place and an ideal district for those
looking for adventure.

MEERASH'S OILS

This small shop once specialized in imported and flavored oils.
Situated in the southern part of the "Tween, it did a good business.
When Meerash died, a series of new owners came and went, ending
most recently with an older homely woman named Cassata. While
she still sells some oil (there’s a pyramid of glass bottles in the front
window), her concerns are more criminal in nature. She deals with the
Kintairs, a gang of thugs that have a protection racket in the "Tween.
In addition to strong-arming the locals for money, they also deal in
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SoAP AND WATER:
SERVICES OF THE PUBLIC BATHS

Service Price
6 Cranks of the water wheel 3pd
Communal bath (per quarter hour) 10 pd
Private bath (per quarter hour) 15 pd
Attendant 2 pd
Massage 4pd

Other, illicit services 5-10 pd

other criminal acts. Some suspect there’s more going on here than it
seems, and Cassata is a strange case, with a past shrouded in secrets.
Her detractors whisper she was in league with the cultists, but none
would dare say so openly.

THE PuBLic BATHS

In an effort to welcome travelers and merchants, Sanctuary offers
public baths. Situated just inside the gate, there are several waterwheels
and plenty of soapweed for those in need of cleaning off the road dirt
to become presentable before meeting with an important client. The
public baths offer a full line of services for the right price, including
a hot bath in a communal pool, private baths, and the services of

attendants, who are willing to help scrub a hard-to-reach place or
offer something more.

The public baths are regularly used as a place for meetings. Given
the atmosphere, it is hard to smuggle weapons inside, so rival gang
leaders, crime lords, or even merchants gather here to forge alliances
or work through problems with diplomacy. To ensure the peace, the
city employs six strong men to watch for trouble. Rumored to have
been trained in Rankan fighting schools and to have spent some
time fighting in the arenas, they ensure that violence is kept to a
minimum.

There are two types of public baths. One for men, which is operated
by the city, and another for women. The latter facility is run by the
Sisters of Eshi, and men are forbidden from stepping inside.

THE STAIRS

Loné’ll tell you this place, while a decent shortcut is about as
dangerous as anywhere in the city.

Outside the western gate of the "Tween is a series of steps that is
sometimes used as a shortcut into the heights of the city. Constructed
of weathered wooden planks, with a rail close to hand, the stairs
scale a sheer rock face about 20 feet, climbing far above the "Tween’s
western walls. At the top, the stairs end at Old Pyrtanis Street; from
there, it’s a short walk to the Promise of Heaven. Unfortunately, the
shortcut runs through the Hill. As this is a well-known route, Hillers
use this place to ambush travelers by day or night.

UNDERCITY

® VIGILANCE ()

Let’s get one thing straight. There are no dungeons, and there
certainly aren’t any dragons (well aside from that bastard
Ariz... what's his name) under this city.

Sanctuary is more than it appears. Many things lurk in the shadows,
lying in wait for the moment to emerge and make a claim on the
city. But some places are hidden from view completely,and Undercity
is one.

Few among even the city’s long-time residents know that beneath the
city streets lies a series of tunnels and chambers. These run throughout
Sanctuary, and someone familiar with their arrangement can get
almost anywhere in the city undetected. Part of the undercity makes
up the Hill's reputed tunnels, though most of those entries have been
sealed oft by collapses or by design.

THE TUNNELS BENEATH

No one lives in the Undercity, and only a few people use it regularly.
Lastel One-Thumb knew more of the tunnels than most, and traveled
between his estate and the Lily Garden by way of these underground
passages. Myrtis, the mistress of the Aphrodisia House, is the
undisputed mistress of the Undercity, as much because no one else
knows or cares as because she really controls the subterranean tunnel
system. She does know more of the pathways than does any other
resident, and she also pays the mageguild to maintain wards that
protect the tunnels and the city above them from invasion.

Myrtis also has guards at strategic spots in the Undercity, and they
will challenge anyone they do not know and record the passage of
anyone they encounter. The Undercity does have tunnels leading into
the palace, and others that run through the Maze, though these are
usually short tunnels built atop older passages, and change almost as
much as the buildings and streets above.

SECRETS

Though years have passed since the original users of the tunnels
walked the hidden world beneath Sanctuary, the Undercity still
exists much as it did during the Rankan Era. The fires above did not
affect it, though many of its exits and entrances were sealed when
buildings collapsed atop them. Flooding damaged many tunnels as
well, and puddles of long-stale water still cover stretches of floor in
many passages.

With Myrtis gone, the Undercity belongs to no one. Few surviving
residents even know about it, and the Irrune have never thought to
look below, so they are still unaware. Whoever does find a way into
the Undercity would have a way to travel about the city unmolested,
and would be able to breach the security of the palace and many other
wealthy homes with ease.

Those who do remember the presence of the Undercity harbor dark
suspicions, fears that the tunnels beneath are home now to Sanctuary’s
gravest threat: the cult of Dyareela.
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WESTSIDE/ SHAMBLES

* VIGILANCE S ®

The Westside changed its name to the Shambles after those witches
started raising the dead. They say, this neighborhood had the most
of those walking corpses. Shite, some believe a few of those dead
Jfolk got better, if you can believe that!

The Westside is one of the smelliest, least pleasant sections of
Sanctuary proper. (Downwind didn’t qualify, as it stood beyond
the White Foal.) The tanners, glue makers, perfumers, and other
businesses that produce unpleasant odors are all here, where their
scents wafted out of the city instead of disturbing their neighbors.
The housing in the Westside is cheap and poorly constructed, but
it is better built than the shanties of Downwind. Those people in
Downwind who manage to save enough move into the Westside and
consider themselves lucky. Everyone else in this neighborhood hopes
to move away, ideally before their sense of smell is destroyed forever.
The Westside has a high crime rate; though the city guards do patrol
here, they are not particularly thorough. The Westside grows cleaner,
quieter, and less smelly as it approaches the Processional.

The Westside has always been known as the Shambles because it
contained a meat market and abattoir as well as the charnel house
and boneyard. The name took on quite a different meaning when
the dead walked the city. The Shambles was every bit as smelly as
the dangerous neighborhoods around it thanks to the tanners, dyers,
slaughterhouses, and the varied food cooked by the residents. It is also
more crowded, more rundown, and even more impoverished.

During the anarchy sown by Roxane, the Shambles, along with
Downwind and the Maze, served as the centers of operation for the
death squads: Gangs of killers controlled by Roxane (and, presumably,
Ischade) that roamed the city, murdering those who opposed them. This
was made worse by the appearance of undead that walked the streets
and alleys, rubbing shoulders with the living. The Shambles transformed
from just another slum to a hellhole, worse than any other short of the
Downwind. At its worst, it was a haven for drug dens and cheap whores,
a fitting nest for the Maze’s criminals to grow and prosper. And at its
best, it was firmly under the hand of Zip and the PFLS, who squatted
in empty warehouses and old buildings to launch their attacks against
the Beysibs and the other groups fighting for control.

Aside from the danger posed by the populace, the Shambles was a
pestilential pit. Most of the plagues that ravaged Sanctuary can be
traced back to some festering corpse in the Shambles or the open
sewers that bred plague as they do flies. A quick trek through the
Shambles could find a man dead by sunset, and so people entered this
neighborhood cautiously.

Though the Shambles had been as rough a neighborhood as the
Maze, and later swarmed with the dead, the half-dead, and the other
assorted leftovers of Sanctuary’s magic troubles, it eventually became a
district where newcomers made their homes in abandoned buildings.
With the influx of new blood, the signs of prosperity and new hope
bloomed. Children were no longer starving. Gardens stood in the rays
of the sun, and, indeed, with a newly stable city, life in the Shambles
was good. More immigrants arrived, from all over Ranke and Ilsig and
the neighboring regions, but the city was being rebuilt and there was

plenty of work for everyone. Money rolled in, the residents improved
their own homes, and the neighborhood felt like a real part of the city
for the first time. Then the drought struck. And then the plague, and
then the terrible fires that ravaged this neighborhood. Although not
as poor or as desperate as the Hill, the Shambles is not much better
oft. Many of its people lost their livelihoods during the troubles, and
now beg for money at Shambles Cross. The rest scrape by, doing
anything it takes to survive. Strangers who enter the Shambles are
almost certain to be attacked, as much for the meat on their bones

as for their gold.

Despite this, the Shambles is a fascinating neighborhood. It is perhaps
the most culturally mixed area in all of Sanctuary, with traces of
every land its residents hail from, and it can be filled with the smell
of exotic food, the obscene stenches of tanners and dyers, the sight
of strange foreign attire, and the lilt of languages from distant lands.
Most of the buildings are adobe and wood, harkening to the early
architecture designs of the city. This part of town still bears the scars of
the Convulsions, with old scorch marks from the fires, flood damage,
and simply neglect.

However, the Shambles is still home to those who squeak by on the
brink of starvation and squalor. Here, children play in puddles of
dubious fluids, rat catchers sell rodents for a padpol, and cutthroats
and gangs lurk in the shadows in wait for the rare fool who shows a
little too much wealth in this nasty part of town.
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This is one of the best places to find an interpreter or translator,
because no matter what language it is, someone in the Shambles
probably speaks it. Still, the wise man does not enter the Shambles
himself, but finds a local along the edge and hires him or her to locate
and retrieve a suitable translator.

With Ranke’s departure from Sanctuary, the Shambles became home
to countless immigrants and laborers. During the time of rebuilding,
when the city erected new walls and the Troubles had not yet been
foreseen, the atmosphere was light and full of hope. There was work
to be had, Ranke had retreated, and freedom had never been so
sweet. The drought, flood, famine, and disease of later years killed
any optimism that the people of the Shambles might’ve cultivated,
but the exotic and ethnic flavor of the quarter, lent by the quarter’s
many immigrants, remains to this day.

BezUL THE CHANGER

The Shambles has a reputation for merchants who collect castoffs
and resell them. While many of these retailers are shady, one has
emerged with a reputation as a trustworthy man: Bezul the Changer.
Operating out of a shop on the edge of the old West End and the
Maze, where Wriggle Way comes to a dead end, he is the favored
pawnbroker and fence of nearly every thief in the slums. There, with
his children, mother, brother, a flock of geese, and a pair of former
soldiers (Ammen and Jopze, both male Rankan ex-legionnaires),
he does a good business, known for his fairness and no-questions-

asked policy.

Though he has adequate protection, few people would threaten Bezul’s
livelihood because of the role he plays in the community. His shop is

packed near to bursting with miscellanea, ranging from clothing to
food to weapons to general gear. Almost everything he sells is used,
swapped from some local in need of a few padpols for a fix of opah
or to pay off some dangerous loan shark. This makes his inventory
an eclectic mix of junk and treasure.

Even better than the goods Bezul peddles is the information he
knows. His encounters with so many characters from the Maze and
the Shambles gives him plenty of opportunity to pick up tidbits and
odd facts, which he sells along with an old pair of shoes and a notched
sword. It’s important to note that Bezul’s reputation rests on his policy
of not asking, so whatever he learns is by simply keeping an ear to
the ground and a finger on the pulse of the city.

In addition to trading news and goods, Bezul also deals in coins, either
exchanging them or holding them. He always keeps a small number
of coins on hand to exchange foreign currency for that used in the
city—a useful service for thieves who want to avoid getting caught.
Bezul charges 10% of the take to exchange a foreign coin for local.

FROG AND BUCKET

Like anywhere else in this city, many Sanctans look for ways to
forget the hardness of their lives, and so haunt watering holes where
they can throw down a few cups of sour wine and swap news in the
neighborhood. Some bars are more or less dangerous than others,
though the dangers posed by these places is commensurate with the

poverty of the neighborhood.

One of the Shambles more notorious bars is the Frog and Bucket. It’s
a rotting two-story building made of weathered adobe and old brick,
with a rickety staircase leading up to the apartments above it. As if the
bad food and watery drinks weren’t bad enough, this bar serves as the
nexus for a large opah ring, at the head of which is Makker (see page
159). Just about every night, some poor thin fool with cankers on his
mouth and tongue stumbles inside to deliver the padpols earned from

a day of pushing opah. And those who fail wind up dead.
The people who live in the Frog and Bucket do so by selling

themselves to the patrons, though many of these whores learned their
trade from the Maze brothels. Worse, most are addicted to one of
Sanctuary’s nastier drugs and will do anything to make sure they get
their next fix. Trust no one at the Frog and Bucket.

FISHERMAN’S FOOTBRIDGE/
SHAMBLES™ BRIDGE

Though the ground below Sanctuary is riddled with tunnels, few of
these are actually sewers in the traditional sense. Instead, the city
relies on channels that run to the White Foal River to rid itself of
nightsoil and trash. These channels are toxic, buzzing with flies and
alive with maggots and other vermin, as its foul load slowly oozes
its way to the west, where the White Foal washes it out into the sea.
Much like a tree, the channel has dozens of branches that connect
to the main line, allowing the city common locations for disposing
of their undesirables.

'This channel is actually the exposed remains of a true sewer that was
broken when the White Foal crested. It still functions as a sewer for
most of Sanctuary from the palace east to the Old Jeweler’s Quarter.
Crossing it where it is exposed is challenging, given its width, and
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getting around without jumping can add a great deal of time to one’s
journey. To provide a shortcut, and to make a few bits of tarnished
silver, the city erected the Fisherman’s Footbridge to create a quick
path between the Shambles and the rest of the city, including
fisherman’s row, the farmer’s market and the caravan depot.The bridge
is poorly made and shakes fearsomely when crossed. Wisely, people
take this bridge one at a time.

'The bridge-keeper charges a padpol for a crossing and the revenues
collected go to the Shambles family that built and owns the bridge.
Of course, one doesn’t have to pay the toll; a potential traveler can
slide down the embankment, try to jump across, and scramble up the
other side. But if they should slip or misjudge the distance, they’re
in for a miserable time, and likely a host of lovely parasites to boot.
For a sample of diseases common to Thieves’World, see Diseases in
Sanctuary in Chapter Six: Adventures in Sanctuary.

KHABEEBER TAVERN

This tavern takes its name from a local bird that dives in the ocean
for fish. The tavern owner named it so because he claimed his
customers dived as deeply into their wine and ale as the birds did

for their fish.

TiNkER'S KNOB

Typical of many of the Shamble’s taverns, the Tinker’s Knob
operated out of a hastily repaired building that had been ravaged
by fire. Though painted and cleaned, the stink of old smoke clouded

the place. Its claim to fame was a bronze plaque that depicted the
exploits of a singularly well-endowed tinker. Presumably, this place
burned down with the rest of the Shambles during the early stages
of the Troubles.

Major Roaps

The Shambles is famous for its street names, which are always
indicative of the types of shops to be found there. The Street of
Smells, Harlot’s Cross, and Tanner’s Row are all fine examples.
Many of these streets enter the Maze, but soon lose their character,
narrowing into the labyrinthine corridors that give that dangerous
part of town its name.

SECRETS

Though there are few left, the longtime Shambles residents clearly
recall Sanctuary of old, when the dead shuffled down the streets and
when a vampire woman preyed on the scum of the city. While most
of the undead have vanished, a best-forgotten memory of a dark time,
the old folks still tell tales of the bloated corpses who could talk, their
eyes haunted by images of the Underworld. Some even say that a few
of these poor souls still walk the streets at night, but most dismiss
these tales and horror stories to frighten the children.

Like the Maze, people go to Westside to disappear. All sorts of
dangerous people rub shoulders with the poor and downtrodden.
There’s little doubt that cultists have claimed this neighborhood to
avoid notice from the Irrune and their other enemies.

WIDEWAY

e VIGILANCE 10

1 don’t much like fishing and “honest” labor never agreed with
me. But roaches can snatch many a purse if theyre patient and
careful on the Wideway.

Running all along the wharves, from the eastern end of the city all the
way to the White Foal River and the Swamp of Night Secrets, is the
Wideway, a broad street that’s part boardwalk and part cobbled street. It’s
one of the city’s busiest by day, and one of the quietest by night. Facing
the sea are a number of salt-encrusted homes and shops that do a brisk
business catering to sailors. During the day, one could hardly walk the
length without bumping into someone. Merchants set up makeshift
stalls to sell their goods, while fishmongers cleaned and sold their catch
right on the docks. Laborers loaded and unloaded crates, horses, and
goods from the various ships, all flying different banners, and pulled on
the ropes in the turbulent seas.

In recent years, the Wideways and the wharves have fallen into
disrepair. No ships arrived during the drought or the plague, and the
floods and the massive storms wiped out most of Sanctuary’s own
surviving ships and those the Beysib had left behind, leaving no one
who needed a berth. That has begun to change, however. The Irrune
realize the wharves are a major source of new income, and Arizak
has declared that both wharves should be repaired and restored. It is
a slow process, however, and made worse by the fact that the Irrune
are not sailors, and so cannot tell if an estimate is good or bad, or
whether it is honest or false.

With Downwind gone, many of the city’s poor will sleep anywhere they
can, and that includes the wharves. During the day, these people wander
around, offering to do small jobs or run errands for a little money, but
at night they huddle with the rest of their family, pleased to have so
much arm space around them but shivering because they cannot light
a fire in such a damp place, even if they had something to burn.

With the influx of new peoples and the swelling trade, an auxiliary market
has opened on the Wideway, serving as a convenient stop for locals from
the Maze and the Processional. So fast has it grown, it now rivals the
farmer’s market. At night, despite the huddled homeless, public lanterns
light the road to keep it safe. And though the market shuts down, it is
still a lively place, and the dockside brothels do a great business.

BROKEN MAST TAVERN

There are many bars and taverns along the Wideway, but few are as
infamous as the Broken Mast Tavern, “the drain-hole of the cesspool
of Sanctuary’s scum, source of ships’ crew (willing and not), boy
whores (willing and not), and any drug known to man.” Standing
just past the Processional where the fishermen tie up their boats
at the end of the day, the Broken Mast hangs over the edge of the
water, supported by wooden beams crusted with salt, barnacles, and
slime. Despite its nearness to their launch, very few fishermen ever
come here, because the tavern attracts bad men with dark tastes. Its
imposing facade accurately reflects the character of those who haunt
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the place. Jeweled captains, sailors, smugglers, pirates and worse smoke
krrfin booths lining the establishment, while male prostitutes offer
themselves cheaply to those with a taste for young flesh. Most people
steer clear of the Broken Mast, for rumors hold that many slavers also
haunt the place, shanghaiing locals for the flesh markets abroad.

The owner of the Broken Mast is Captain Sinjon, a half-Beysib. He
deals with the scum of the sea every day. He has no love for the Irrune,
and little more for Rankans, but he dealt with Molin Torchholder and
he was privy to a few of the Torch’s secrets. Though he holds title to
the dive, he leaves most of the day-to-day activities to dusky-skinned
Safset, his manager.

For those looking for word about the sea, the Broken Mast is their best
bet. While the atmosphere is poisonous and the clientele dangerous,
nothing happens within a hundred leagues that the Black Mast
doesn’t know about. The trick, however, is prying the gossip from
their &r7f~stained lips.

THE FisH MARKET

For as long as Sanctuary has stood, there has been a fish market.
Operated by the descendants of the people who lived in the valley
and helped the ex-slaves make a new home here, they are a people
all to themselves. Through their efforts, they gladly sell their catch,
but have no love for outsiders.

NERISIS

Irrune law says women are not allowed to cut men’s hair, and so barbers
(who also dabble in surgery and some medicine) have enjoyed a recent
surge in business. One of the more successful barbers is Nerisis, who
cuts hair in his shop along the Wideway. He has a large customer base,
serving some of the most successful merchants in the city.

WHARVES

Sanctuary is an excellent natural harbor, and this has been enhanced by the
construction of two wharfs: the Old Wharf and the Empire Wharf.

The Old Wharf was built over two centuries ago, when Ilsig first
conquered the city. The Ilsigi were harsh masters during the project,
and locals still hate the Ilsig kingdom because of these old injustices.
Fishermen and sailors in Sanctuary often call the Old Wharf
“grandfather,” because so many Sanctans sweated and bled while
constructing it that the wharf shares blood with most of the city’s
longtime residents.

'The second wharf, the Empire Wharf, was built more recently, when
Ranke took control of Sanctuary. Unlike Ilsig, Ranke paid the men
who built the wharf, and even paid them fairly. This wharf is much
newer, and made from stronger materials and in the latest style, so it
is much sturdier than it looks.

Ilsigi ships are not allowed to use the Old Wharf. Supposedly, this
is because it is too old and rickety to withstand the heavy supplies
they unload, but the real reason is that the wharf was built at Ilsig’s
command, and Sanctuary demonstrates its freedom by refusing them
the very wharf they built for their use. Anyone else can use the Old
Wharf, and often the harbormaster lets the sailors or the captain pick
their location upon landing.

'The wharves do not see much crime, mainly because there is nothing
small enough to steal. Violence, in the form of fistfights, often
breaks out among dockhands and sailors, but is seldom serious.
Guards occasionally walk along the city edge of the wharves, but
they know better than to interfere with sailors, and are really there
just for show and to collect tariffs from the ship captains. The docks
become very quiet at night, as the ships’ goods are carted oft to
warehouses and the sailors go in search of food, drink, and women.
Smugglers use the night to dock their boats and carry their illegal
goods into the city.

SECRETS

During the end of the Rankan Era, pirates from Scavenger Isle landed
at the wharves and stalked the city streets looking for lone men and
women to kidnap and sell into slavery. Their free reign came as a result
of Jubal’s crushing defeat at the hands of the Stepsons.

BEYOND SANCTUARY

Though Sanctuary is a goodly-sized city and has many industries
allowing it to survive the hard times, it could not survive for long
without the communities on its outskirts and the hamlets beyond.
This section takes a look at some of the places that lies beyond the

city proper.

DownNwIND (RANKAN ErRA ONLY)

* VIGILANCE -10 *

Ifyou thought the Maze was bad, you just ain’t seen Downwind.
That place, while it stood, was by far the most dangerous place
14 ever been. Not like theyd mess with me there, but still...
Gangs, drugs, bad bad bad.

Technically outside Sanctuary, and beyond the safety of its walls,
Downwind was nonetheless a part of the city, because it would

not exist if not for Sanctuary’s presence. This sprawl was primarily
composed of hovels and crude lean-tos, with some heavily patched
tents mixed in. Those who came to Sanctuary but couldn’t afford to
stay there wound up in Downwind: beggars, inept thieves, luckless
craftsmen, and refugees from other lands all huddled here, near the
shadow of the walls, but beyond the city’s watchful eye. The rest of
Sanctuary considered Downwind a disgrace. The area’s name comes
from the fact that it was downwind of the city’s Westside, and suffered
the brunt of that neighborhood’s foul smells.

Some of Downwind’s residents had jobs in the city proper, but didn’t
make enough money to afford even the lowest shack inside the walls.
Many others had no real work, and spent their days fishing, scavenging
along the beach, stealing, or simply sitting around and complaining of
their fate. Visitors were discouraged from entering Downwind, where
they would be swarmed by peasants trying to sell everything they own,
and by thieves desperate for a score. The youths of Downwind formed
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gangs, each of which claimed a section of the neighborhood. They
spent their days fighting the other gangs and plotting revenge against
any gang that defeated them. Downwind would have been rife with
crime, but no one here had anything worth stealing. The city’s guards
never ventured here, and neither did the more successful criminals.
Life in Downwind was meager even by Sanctuary standards: random
violence, malnutrition, cold, and fires claimed lives every day. But more
people arrived each day as well, and set up camp wherever they could
find space. Everyone who lived in Downwind had the same goal: to
get out of there as soon as possible.

Perhaps the greatest tragedy, though, was when the weather turned
against the city. After years of drought, the land dried up and its
natural defenses against erosion died. So, when the storms hammered
the coastline, and later when the snows melted, the White Foal River
flooded the region, destroying the slums and many of the people living
there. The survivors fled into the city, seeking high land and finding
itin Sanctuary’s most prosperous neighborhood, the Hill. When the
floodwaters receded, their shantytown was gone, and so the refugees
made their homes in the now-abandoned estates of the Hill.

LAND’s END

* VIGILANCE 30

When the Black-toothed horde descended from their homeland
to invade the empire, they demanded that Ranke pay tribute or
else feel their wrath. Ranke resisted and the barbarians sacked the
city, ushering in a new era of fear. The barbarians pushed on, farther
south, and encircled Lirt, killing every one inside and burning the
city to the ground. The horde then turned towards Sihan. Having
seen what happed to Lirt, the Sihanese fled, taking with them their
peasants to Sanctuary and settling in an area outside of the city
dubbed Land’s End. In the years that followed, they opened their
doors to other displaced Rankans—those from the city and elsewhere
in the Empire.

Though rich with ample farmland and isolated from the despair of
the city, life at Land’s End is little better than it is in the city. Here,
the Rankan lords, led by Sihanese exile Lord Vion Larris Serripines,
pine for the lost days of Rankan glory. They help other nobles flecing
the ruins of their great civilization settle here, while privately funding
the current emperor in the hopes of restoring stability and ushering
a return to the greatness of the past.

The exiles at Land’s End aren’t interested in developments in
Sanctuary proper. Lord Serripines longs for the resurgence of Ranke,
but he’s smart enough to sell his grain to Ilsig, because they pay better
and more promptly. The Serripines and others hold a great deal of
influence in the city, butit’s at a distance. Their vast farming enterprise
is pretty much the sum total of Sanctuary’s “international” economic
engine. The Serripines have plenty of influence, owing to their wealth
and power; they’re not above using the Irrune to maintain the upper
hand with the more grasping Wrigglie merchants who've tended to
stay in the city.

SwaMP OF NIGHT SECRETS

* VIGILANCE () *

Many a pud vanished in this swamp. Avoid it, I say.

During the Rankan era, the White Foal River served as Sanctuary’s
western border. Flowing between the city and the slums called
Downwind, the swollen waters from the nearby hills carried waste,
trash, and detritus out to sea. Forming the west bank, south of the
Downwind, was a large swamp that locals called the Swamp of Night
Secrets, where water from the slums to the north and rivulets and creeks
from the western hills drained into a large depression that soon filled
with insects, vermin, and scavengers.

In the old days, the Swamp of Night Secrets covered about 500 acres.
Though relatively small, this was an inhospitable place, filled with
sucking mud, oily water, cypress trees, blackgum, and wax myrtles.
Alligators and snakes are in abundance, as are clouds of biting
gnats and mosquitoes almost year round. Birds and waterfowl are
also quite common, though an observer will note the occasional
flutter of feathers as something awful snatches one for a meal. There
were many paths through this place, formed mostly from old trees,
ribbons of raised earth, and root balls, though few of these routes
ever went anywhere, creating an impossible maze for the unprepared.
Perhaps the best means for navigating this swamp was by boat, for
a wide stream from the Downwind traveled into the heart of this
place. While easier, it was no safer, for rumor holds that mad trolls,
crocodiles, snakes and worse haunted this terrible place.

The swamp is far larger now, fully encompassing the west bank of
the White Foal River, thanks to the hurricanes and flooding in the
years past, and is now connected to the Great Morass, a vast bog that

“Rep Lucky” (MANA ATTRACTOR)

This tough, hollow sphere of red glass was crafted by Beysib mages who left it behind when they abandoned Sanctuary. It has an
affinity with magical energies or items; small items or minor spells are drawn towards it, while it is drawn towards larger items or more
powerful spells. The Red Lucky is only one form of mana attractor; others may exist throughout Sanctuary, discarded by the Beysib

or other magicians.

When a mana attractor is worn on one’s person, it attracts magical energies directed towards the wearer, granting him a +2 enhancement
bonus to all saves against spells and spell-like abilities. If suspended in a sling like a pendulum, it moves discernibly towards the most
powerful spell effect or magic item within 60 feet. If left still, any small (5 pounds or less) magic item within 60 feet will be drawn towards
itata speed of 5 feet every hour. Creatures born of magic (outsiders, magical beasts, and any creatures the GM deems appropriate) within
60 feet must make a DC 5 Will save or be compelled to approach the attractor. This affects even undead, vermin, and other creatures

typically immune to mind-affecting effects.

Faint enchantment; CL 6th; Craft Wondrous Item, detect magic, mage hand, resistance; Price 10,120 sh.
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continues with few interruptions down the remaining length of the
southwest coast to the Hammer’s Tail. Haunting this large moor are
the "Nighters, the descendants of the poor and downtrodden who
lived in the Downwind before its destruction. Filthy creatures, these
men and women survive by fishing, hunting, trapping, and scouring
the Great Morass for old treasures. Few Sanctans ever see their tiny
communities of huts or stilt houses that occupy the rare spots of

dry land.

As it was before the Troubles, the swamp is home to dangers aplenty.
Quicksand, plague, deadly nigh-sentient plants and worse all conspire
to kill interlopers. Worse, descendants of the Purple Mage’s giant
crabs prowl these fetid waters, feeding on the lost and unwary.
Despite these dangers, the swamp has many treasures for those bold
enough to find them. Jubal’s old estate lies partly submerged, and
legend holds that Ischade’s and Roxane’s houses lie somewhere in
the ruins of old Downwind. Beysib artifacts, caches of coins, and
other valuable await those brave or foolish enough to risk venturing
into this blighted mire.

As a relatively small bog, the Swamp of Night Secrets was simply
part of the scenery for the Downwind, its malignant odors blending
with those created by Downwind’s slaughterhouses, tanners, and
dyers. It was a place to disappear from watchful eyes, for no one in
their right mind would risk their lives for a walk through this vermin-
infested place. Worse, Jubal’s people watched the swamp closely, for
Sanctuary’s preeminent slaver’s compound lay on the opposite side
of the bog, close enough to the city to do business, but far enough
away to keep rivals at bay.

As the wars at Wizardwall escalated, Nisi dispatched witches
throughout the Rankan Empire and its provinces to sow discord
among their enemy, perhaps doing enough damage to weaken the
legionnaires and put an end to the Ranke’s aggression. One such
witch was Roxane, who traveled south to Sanctuary to disrupt the
city as a trade center. Roxane, using a Nisibisi power globe, wove
some of the city’s darkest moments: raising the dead, transforming
her serpents into men, and eroding the infrastructure of the city,
eventually culminating in a huge block-by-block war involving the
3rd Commando, the Stepson, the beggars, and even Jubal’s forces.
During this time, the swamp literally exuded wickedness, for Roxane
drew the dark forces from the underworld to her, calling demons,

undead, and worse to do her bidding, to say nothing of those raised
by Ischade herself.

After Ischade, Randall, and the Stepsons destroyed Roxane, the
swamp resumed its normal sinister atmosphere, continuing as a place
few would explore. Zip, the leader of the PFLS, a terrorist group bent
on liberating Sanctuary from the Rankans and Beysibs, used the
swamp as one of many staging grounds for their attacks, convening
here for meetings and to escape their pursuers. Early in his career, he
discovered a field altar to Vashanka that Tempus had erected early on.
Though he moved the altar to the Avenue of Temples, he regularly
visited this place, making bloody sacrifices to whatever dark power
resided within the tumble of stones.

The Swamp of Night Secrets would not be contained in the years to
come. Several years of drought killed much of the terrain’s natural
defenses against erosion, particularly the grass and trees in the
surrounding lands. When the rains came, the topsoil washed away,
creating a greater depression in which the swamp to spread. Worse, the
White Foal River shifted its course several times during the hurricanes

and torrential downpours. Though this was not the first time that the
Downwind had faced destruction from flooding, the hurricanes and
constant rains would finally prove too much.

The White Foal River completely swept away the Downwind,
collapsing the rotten buildings and killing hundreds. The entire west
bank lay under water, including Jubal’s old compound, as were the
other western estates. When the river finally settled in its new bed
and waters receded, the Swamp of Night Secrets had tripled in size,
continuing uninterrupted through the Great Morass, and onwards
to the Hammer’s Tail.

JusaL’s ESTATE AND COMPOUND

Once Jubal established himself in Sanctuary, he used his wealth to
erect a walled fortress compound on the other side of the Swamp
of Night Secrets. Here, he lived in luxury. While this served as his
primary residence, he maintained several locations and safehouses

throughout the city.
CRUMBLING TOWER

About a day’s travel into the Swamp of Night Secrets stands an old
tower, constructed by a merchant hoping to set up his own small
outpost. Now it’s nothing but an old, crumbling stone watchtower,
little more than a simple two-story structure with a single door and
windows on the second floor. The Crumbling Tower is highlighted
in Green Ronin's Murder at the Vulgar Unicorn.

SECRETS

'The Swamp of Night Secrets was always an unusual and forbidding
place. During the Rankan era, many dark secrets could be uncovered,
including an altar dedicated to some foul demiurge, a new deity
in the process of becoming. Fueled by hate, chaos, and the bloody
fighting in the nearby city, the being demanded blood sacrifices. Zip,
the PFLS leader, gave his soul to this being, and eventually moved
the altar into the city itself. There’s nothing to say that darker evils
don't exist here as well.

After the Troubles, the Swamp of Night Secrets expanded to
encompass a huge territory. Many things lie beneath the oily water,
from Ischade’s house (where there’s no telling what wards and artifacts
still sit, preserved by the brackish water) to Jubal’s estate. Old relics
from previous eras can also be found, such as the Beysib attractor
described in Turning Points, “The Red Lucky,” or the fragments of
Roxane’s power globe described in “The Ring of Sea and Fire.” Who
can say what else lurks here, or what new treasure the 'Nighters will
uncover?

STREET OF RED LANTERNS

* VIGILANCE 10

I'm not the kind of guy to kiss and tell, but this place has the best
women of all the cities I've ever been too. And it hasn’t changed
much either. Draws people from all over it does.

'The Street of Red Lanterns runs northeast, roughly parallel to the
walled compound holding the governor’s palace. Most buildings stand
close together, in most cases going so far as to share a common wall,
and where they do not, narrow snaking alleys fill with trash and night
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soil spilled down from the shuttered windows above. Most structures
have balconies overlooking the wide cobbled street to advertise the
prostitutes working inside.

In the Rankan era, the streets were quiet during the day, with the
occasional messenger bearing flowers or baubles for ladies who
especially pleased a client the night before. A few carts rolled
down the street, laden with casks of beer and wine, while butchers,
bakers, and their ilk sent over foodstuffs to resupply their stores.
This neighborhood stayed quiet until mid-afternoon, when the
first few randy travelers visited to spend their wealth quickly and
early. By nightfall, the street positively bustled with excitement...
with prostitutes leaning over balconies to entice passersby, with the
music of revelry interspersed with laughter, singing, and the clink of
shaboozh into the purses of giggling girls. Such activity continued
until dawn when the last few stragglers stumbled home, watchful
for the occasional robber or cutpurse who would kill them for their
boots.

When the Rankan Emperor appointed Kadakithis as governor
of the city, one of the first things he attempted was to excise the
undesirable elements from the city, going so far as to levy high
taxes on the brothels. The fact that this never stuck is a testament to
this industry’s tenacity. And through the following years, with the
arrival of the Beysibs, the occupation by the Stepsons, and the civil
wars fought by the PFLS and 3rd Commando, the Street of Red
Lanterns survived.

It finally met its match though during the Troubles, when the cultists
of Dyareela, Mother of Chaos, set upon the city like jackals. Not due
to any direct attempts by the cultists, the Street withered because of the
dangers of simply being on the streets. Cultists stole children for their
dark rituals to create new and obedient servants while they captured
anyone they suspected as being disloyal and sacrificed them on their
unholy altars. As fewer and fewer risked venturing out at night, business

shriveled and died.

Though the Street of Red Lanterns, like much of Sanctuary, suffered
at the hands of the Dyareelans during the Troubles, much of the
same enterprise still thrives here. Brothels still stand open for eager
customers, though not at the same levels before the Irrune liberation.
The Aphrodisia House, the Lily Garden, and others still do business,
though not as much as before. The reason for the reduced traffic
stems from the migration of prostitution to the Maze, leaving many
of the old brothels empty. Merchants and none-too-few priests co-
opted these abandoned buildings, converting them for retail goods
or religion.

Ironically, the abandoned buildings went to the local priests whom
the Irrune forbid to practice within the city. With the altars and
temples of their former churches in ruins, the local priesthoods
moved outside the city to erect makeshift altars or, in the case of the
wealthy, moved into old brothels to covert boudoirs into chapels,
bars into altars, and the memories of wild nights into solemn rituals
and pious devotion.

ApHRrODISIA HOUSE

By far the most successful of Sanctuary’s brothels, the Aphrodisia
House offered the very best courtesans in posh surroundings. Run by
ageless Myrtis, the undisputed Madame of the Street of Red Lanterns,
she is said to have entertained even Lythande. A guest would be

overwhelmed by the pillared lobby, full of couches upon which the
mistresses reclined and seduced the clients. A great staircase led up
to the scented apartments on the second floor.

House oF MERMAIDS

Run by Gelicia, the House of Mermaids promised delights as exotic
as its name.

House oF WHirs AND CHAINS

This brothel catered to those with sadistic, masochistic, and deviant
tastes. Easily the most dubious of the houses of ill repute in the Red
Lanterns district, it specialized in providing services to the most
jaded and perverse clients in the city. They kept a small courtyard in
the rear of the building equipped with stocks and other unpleasant
equipment. Inside, the place is famous for its skulls, of which it’s said
they had dozens.

LiLy GARDEN

'This respectable brothel is perhaps the second best on the Street of
Red Lanterns. Amoli, the Madame, wants nothing more than to
assume the place of the Aphrodisia House. Addicted to 477, she
hooks her girls on the drug to make them more pliable. When too
old or used, she shifts them over to the Slippery Lily, a vile brothel
in the Maze.

STATUE OF THE GREEN LADY

About halfway up the Street of Red Lanterns stands a statue of green
stone carved to depict a woman of unsurpassed beauty: Eshi, the goddess
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of love. Year round, her faithful left garlands of flowers and other small
offerings to gain the goddess’ blessings. The Dyareelans destroyed this
statue, along with all the others on the Avenue of Temples.

SECRETS

Forgotten by most people, just beneath the shops on the Street of Red
Lanterns lies a series of tunnels. In the old days before Kadakithis,
these tunnels were under the watchful eyes of Myrtis, the Madame
of the Aphrodisia House (see page 119). There, she stored extra
foodstuffs, water, weaponry, and a number of other useful materials
in case of an emergency. Even better, the tunnels led north, out of the
city near the shores of the White Foal River. A perfect escape route,
even the Hell Hounds grew to respect the brothels for putting the
interests of the city above their own.

Far CAPE

Once sailors round the Hammer’s Tail, there is a spot of headland that
tells sailors they are close to Sanctuary. Perched on top is a beacon
tower that serves as a lighthouse. At the base of the tower is a cottage
where a family lives and keeps the fire lit. King Sepheris IV of Ilsig
has bestowed the site to Hakket, his wife Galdi, and their children.

Behind Far Cape lies Smuggler’s Cove. Though it earned its name
during the Rankan Era, it is a quieter place these days, though locals
suggest the curious keep out of the caves.

HALoTT'Ss TOWER

This is the lair of Halott, the lich necromancer and troublemaker of
Sanctuary. Along with his perverse servant Rogi, he prowls the city,
advancing whatever schemes catch his fancy. Few have entered inside
this tower, and those who did testify the place is in as bad of shape
on the inside as on the out.

HicH HarBOR VIEW/
RED-WALLED ESTATE

Much of the environs around Sanctuary were once used as farmland,
but with the drought — followed by the flooding and plague — the
older farms were abandoned. Now, any land that hasn’t been claimed
by the Serripines for their fields has begun to gradually revert to
forest, with scrub pine being the dominant growth in the Irrune
Era. Concealed deep in the forest are many ruins, some dating back
to when Sanctuary was first settled. One such ruin is High Harbor
View.

Formerly owned by a wealthy family of Ilsigis, it changed hands
many times until it was eventually abandoned. Now;, there is little
left, aside from a few walls of red brick and a few outbuildings that
remarkably still have roofs. No one much considers the ruins in the
north now, and many similar structures are slowly being consumed by
the wilderness. What makes this place interesting is that it is where
Cauvin took Molin Torchholder and, later, it is where the Irrune
renegade, Kasadah, settled.

SUMMER PALACE

Somewhere north and east of the Gate of Triumph is a flat woodland.
Concealed by the trees is the ruin of a square tower, once four stories
tall, but now largely collapsed. Vines cover what little remains,
concealing the surface like a leafy green skin. The only break in the
growth is an iron-shod door that stands closed.

Just north of the lighthouse at Far Cape, Tempus began work
on a new palace to house the governor, one imminently more
defensible than the one in the city. Though considerable wealth went
into its construction, it was never finished, and it was eventually
forgotten.

OTHER LOCALES

Sanctuary is more than just what lies in and next to the city. Without
the outlying communities, Sanctuary couldn’t feed itself and would
lack the raw and finished materials necessary to survive as a city. In
other words, Sanctuary relies on the rural people to exist. This section
describes the major areas within about 40 miles in all directions of
the city. In addition to the places described in the following sections,
travelers can expect to find old ruins, isolated homesteads, and several
ghost towns.

AMARAT

West of Sanctuary in the uplands, and more or less north of the
Long Road to Ilsig (named because it travels down to the Hammer
and then follows the western coast up to llsig), Amarat consists of
farmers who prefer independence to lining the Serripines’ purses.
These families, zil-Eshnis and Shandrez (both are linked through
strong marriages), have deep ties to Sanctuary. The Shandrez claim
to be one of the founding families of Sanctuary. And though they
control much of the community, they refuse to add the “zil” honorific
to their names in respect for the slave ancestors.

The farmers of Amarat recognize that they lack the wealth
and influence held by their rivals, but refuse to cow before the
conglomerate might of their neighbors. Instead, they actively work
to break the monopoly on grains. They readily listen to any plan
that could crush the Serripines, even making resources available to
co-conspirators.

As a people of Ilsigi ancestry, they venerate the Ilsigi gods. They
managed to liberate many of the religious treasures from Sanctuary
prior to the Dyareelan uprising and store the relics in their lavishly
stocked village temple. Most local priests divide their time between
Amarat and Sanctuary to tend to the faithful in the chapels forced
outside of the city walls. Given the harsh stance against religion in
the city, priests of the Ilsigi pantheon enjoy a strong cooperative
relationship.

Though on the outskirts of Sanctuary, Amarat enjoys regular
pilgrimages from the city and is considered the authority on Ilsigi
religious matters. Though the village is committed to the Ilsigi way
of life, they strive to keep Sanctuary independent, hoping one day to
remake Sanctuary in the image of distant Caronne.
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THE INN OF AMARAT

At the junction of the Long Road and the Amarat “spur”road stands
the Inn of Amarat. Though but a short distance from Sanctuary, it is
not “on the way” to anywhere, aside from a footpath-mule track that
wends to the east before disappearing into the marsh. Run by Guyl
the Quick, the Inn doesn’t see much business... and that is exactly as
he wants it, for the Inn is a front for his family’s smuggling operation.
Goods travel up from Pelteris and are shifted from mule-packs to
wagons to carry them into Sanctuary.

For those travelers who actually head south along the Long Road,
the Inn of Amarat is acceptable lodging. The food is decent, the
rooms are clean, and the games are honest. During times of religious
significance to the Ilsigi people, business picks up considerably, as
there are no guest accommodations in Amarat proper.

The Inn welcomes travelers, but it’s a good idea to keep out of the
stables, for that is where Guyl hides the storerooms that hold all sorts
of contraband waiting to be picked up for transit to Sanctuary.

BASSINE

Bassine has a long history, tracing its founding to a time before the
Ilsigis conquered Sanctuary. For years, the people of this community

lihellmmediate’ Environs
oftSanctuary

struggled, trading their meager grains for whatever they could get in
the city. And, though never wealthy, it was a place full of tradition.
'The Troubles changed this.

When the Irrune host settled in the lands around the city, they
wreaked havoc on Bassine’s crops, taking what they wanted as they
wished. Once the Irrune seized the city, the Serripines moved in
and offered to help, installing the zil-Nadrasa, a clan of Wrigglie
well-to-dos who fled their homes in the Jeweler’s Quarter during
the Convulsions, and are reviled by both their Serripines overlords
and the serfs they try to control.

Though the Serripines’ takeover seemed promising at the beginning,
the locals are resistant to their masters, and are proving even more
troublesome, despite bringing in more refugees from the northeast
where the land is devastated in the wake of the Black Horde that
sacked Ranke. The Serripines want to drive out the remaining
Wrigglie population and replace them with Rankan serfs, but the
locals who've lived here for generations have shown implacable
resolve and temerity.

Bassine is currently on the edge of a widespread disaster. The native
populace and the Rankan serfs both resent the overseers, and there
have been a few recent acts of violence. And while they pay lip
service to their masters, the Bassine peasants produce opah under
their masters’ noses.
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EAGLENEST

HILEAH

Eaglenest is a mansion on the Eaglebeak seacoast estate that was
sacked and destroyed by mercenaries. It was later abandoned and has
stood empty for decades. Rumor has it that it is haunted by ghosts.

ELkHOD VILLAGE AND INN

Scattered throughout the countryside are small inns that are supported
by a tiny community of homesteaders that supply the inn with fresh
fish, eggs, and other supplies. Most of these roadside inns were founded
during the time of Enlibar and have remained much as they did then,
largely because transportation hasn't changed much in 3,000 years. These
inns serve as waystations for caravans and other travelers, providing a
warm bed, hot meal, and maybe an evening’s entertainment.

The Elkhod Village is very similar to dozens of others, though this
particular establishment was founded by Naihikaris, Ranke’s first
emperor. Yegor, a jovial bear of a man, won the place in a dice game
about eight years ago. What began for him as a diversion is now a

way to support himself though his golden years.

FINGAL

Though the Beysibs nearly all withdrew from Sanctuary years ago,
several chose to stay behind in the fishing villages that dot the
coastline. Fingal, a village of about 400, is self-sufficient and isolated,
relying almost exclusively on the sea for its livelihood. Despite its size,
it does have a harbor, big enough for shallow draft fishing boats. The
Beysib living here are considered part of the village, and the racial
bigotry of the previous era seems not to have survived here.

Hileah is a small settlement of about 200 households standing at the
western extreme of territory controlled by the Serripines Clan. Each
household owns a private plot, but they spend most of their time in
the community fields, the bounty of which goes to their Rankan
overseers. About 50 soldiers help maintain order.

The town takes its name from the Hileahan serfs who lived in Sihan,
Lirt and other northeastern provinces. When the Serripines Clan
migrated south, they gave the serfs a choice: Stay behind and be free,
but face the Black Horde on their own, or join them and continue to
be serfs wherever the Serripines told them to settle. Clearly, the serfs
opted for protection and migrated.

Hileah closely resembles the villages in Ranke, with neat rows,
columns, and stone structures. However, when they selected this spot,
there was a ruin on the outskirts of the settlement. It was believed to
be the summer home of an exiled Ilsigi court-mage from the previous
century, and little remained to confirm or deny the local legends.
'The early settlers thought to rebuild the structure, but after a series
of terrible tragedies and weird occurrences, the Rankans came to
the conclusion that the ruin was haunted by the mage’s spirit. Ever
since, Hileahan farmers studiously avoid the ruin, taking the long
way around, about an hour to the north of the village.

The Mangeles family rules the town with a firm but just hand.
Consisting of two grandfatherly brothers, along with their adult
children and grandchildren, they are Rankan through and through,
and believe strongly in the supremacy of law. Hileah therefore lacks the
corruption and decadence commonly found in this region. Though it’s
an honest life, some of the younger Hileahans chafe under the prospect
of being farmers and so leave to seek their fortunes in Sanctuary.

Hileah produces wheat, barley, and other grains. Recently, they’ve been
experimenting with grapes, but have had little success thus far.

[SLE OF SHUGTHEE

This island lies out in the bay, and once served as the home of the
infamous Purple Mage. Local legend tells that this place was haunted
by a race of monsters called the Shugthee, which are said to be
small, hairy, and vicious. Since the Purple Mage’s death, no one has
explored the old fortress, leaving the place to the ghosts that haunt
it to this day.

INDEPENDENT VILLAGES

There are four minor independent villages: Coush, Karsh, Milda, and
Ruddy. They supply Sanctuary with cattle, chicken, pork, and fruit and
vegetables. The villages do not produce breads because the Serripenes
clan at Land’s End has a stranglehold on grains. Most could be self-
sufficient, but have come to rely on Sanctuary for finished materials
gained from within the city or in the caravan depot and bazaar.

CousH

Coush supplies Sanctuary with the usual assortment of perishable
commodities, but because it is owned by Lord Night, it is the primary
source of opah in the city.
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KARSH

In addition to beef and mutton, Karsh is also famous for weaponry.
Tullis, a blacksmith, once served in the Rankan army and now
produces some of the finest weaponry in the area.

MiLpa

The village contains over 300 households and is nearly self-sufficient.
Like many of these newer communities, it is almost exclusively
populated by Rankan exiles. Its economy relies on trade with Sanctuary.
Sammir has recently hit a plateau in growth, as the younger generations
drift towards the excitement of the larger city.

SCAVENGER ISLE/INCEPTION ISLE

Milda is known for its dairies, producing fine cheeses, butter, and to
a lesser extent, beef.

Ruppy

The fruit growing capital in the region, Ruddy supplies Sanctuary
with the bounty from its numerous orchards. They produce apples,
pears, cherries, and some nuts (walnuts mostly), but nothing citrus.

Ruddy stands on the banks of the Red Foal River.

PELTERIS

This isolated coastal village lies south and west of Sanctuary. A fishing
village, they consume nearly everything they catch and give the
leftovers to the brine pits to make garum, an all-purpose condiment
that’s loved or reviled. In fact, the stench of the food additive hangs
like a cloud over the village.

At night, though, the town comes to life. The fishermen row out to
the ships standing offshore. As it costs good money to warehouse
goods in Sanctuary, merchants have sought other avenues to keep
prices low. The locals in Pelteris will stow cargo for half the price,
usually the lighter goods like silks, perfumes, and 477/ Pelteris lacks
the proper equipment and facilities to store things like Mrsevedan
marble or bundles of northern timber.

On top of their smuggling, fishing, and pickling enterprises, some families
work as trappers and guides in the surrounding marshes; Pelteris stands
at the northernmost reaches of the Great Morass that stretches all the
way down to Hammer’s Tail. Like the Gray Wastes, it’s believed that
the Great Morass exists as a result of Enlibrite ecological tampering, and
scattered throughout the vast bog are signs of a destroyed civilization.
"Those people who have an interest in exploring the Great Morass should
probably invest in a guide who knows his way around, for the Great
Morass is home to a variety of unusual creatures, all fierce and hard to
kill, with some immortal and left over from the time of Enlibar.

Rrais

Another Serripines village, Regis is relatively new and small,
consisting of no more than 150 households. Vion Larris the Younger,
Lord Serripines’ son, rules this community comprised of Rankan
serfs and refugees, but is more interested in throwing garish parties
that last for days. Vion Larris is a drain on the community and the
people suffer for his excesses.

SAMMIR

Sammir is the second largest village under the control of the Serripines
clan. Originally an Ilsigi estate that Lord Serripines acquired in the
absence of another claim, he installed the Kulios clan as the village
overseers and placed a cohort of 40 ex-soldiers to maintain the peace.

Those pirate bastards almost nabbed me once. And then Jubal
had the gall to save me. I was almost free anyway.

When the Ilsigis descended on Sanctuary, many of the native
fishermen picked up and fled, fearing punishment at the hands of
the vengeful armies. Settling on a cluster of islands, they hoped to
continue their way of life. However, hatred ran deep in these exiles,
and so they started preying on passing ships — at first only Ilsigi, but
soon all ships that would trade in Sanctuary. In time, the once simple
folk of Scavenger Isle had been transformed into pirates.

Shortly after Ranke’s withdrawal, Prince Kadakithis, in response to
the rampant kidnappings of Sanctuary’s citizens, mustered a force
of about 100 marines and sent them to destroy the pirates. The brief
battle resulted in the sinking of dozens of ships and the liberation of
hundreds of slaves. Scavenger Isle was renamed Inception Isle and
became Sanctuary’s first colony. Though there still is a community
here, Sanctuary has little hold over it, and the Kingdom of Ilsig
apparently has designs on annexing the colony.

THIRD GENERAL'S INN

Named after some long forgotten general, this inn has stood on the
General’s Road along the west bank of the White Foal River since
before the founding of Sanctuary, serving as a reminder that Sanctuary
wasn't the wilderness many claimed it was when the refugees and
slaves arrived. Some speculate that the inn was controlled by the
small town and harbor held by the local fisherman population that
traces its history back to Enlibirite times. The General’s Road has
long been an alternate way to transport goods from the east side of
the World Spine Mountains to the west.

About a day’s travel northwest out of Sanctuary, the inn caters to
land traffic between the city and the west coast. It also serves as a
landmark, marking where the uplands end and where the World
Spine foothills begin. The grasslands, often used for pasturage, give
way to light and later dense forest with isolated thorpes and hamlets
scattered throughout. The people here are shepherds and have little
use for the morally bankrupt ways of the south. They typically come
around during good weather, settling in Amarat and Hileah during
the winter months.

In addition to the shepherds, all sorts of loners claim the forests north
of the Inn. Mostly loggers, furriers, and hunters, they supply Sanctuary
with hard to gain supplies — mostly lumber, but much of their
business comes from the lucrative charcoal industry. Once readied,
the charcoal is loaded onto flat-bottomed skifts and transported down
the White Foal, where it’s sold in the caravan depot.

OTHER LOCATIONS

For more information about the environs outside of Sanctuary, be
sure to check out Green Ronin’s Thieves’ World Gazetteer.
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EVERYONE Is WELCOME IN SANCTUARY

Well, that’s not completely true. Everyone is free to enter Sanctuary.
"The city does not ban any race, religion, or occupation from entering, or
even from staying. Most of the people who come here from elsewhere
do so because they are seeking something—or fleeing something. Many
of them had different names before they reached the city, and some
even had different appearances. Whether all of those new arrivals are
welcome, on the other hand, is another matter entirely.

Sanctuary does not judge or pry. The locals are always curious, and
may whisper and guess about someone’s history, but they do not ask.
It is not polite, and often, it isn't safe. Therefore, each new arrival is
taken at face value, called whatever name she supplies, and allowed
to settle in as much as possible. Some people fit in immediately, and
within months, navigate the Maze and haggle with the Sdanzo like
a native. Others take more time to adjust, needing years to lose that
initial wariness. Some never fit in, and many just abandon the city’s
excesses. A few, never fully comfortable, just stick out.

In the following pages are descriptions and statistics for the more
prominent members of Sanctuary during the Rankan Era. These
are all characters drawn from the anthologies and novels, and are
presented here for use as NPCs, or perhaps as player characters,
depending upon your game. Of course, the GM can feel free to
alter these people to suit his own stories, particularly if they have
been affected by recent events.

Scattered throughout this chapter are sidebars that describe various
magic items. These are especially useful if you set your Thieves’ World
campaign during the Irrune Era. PCs who uncover these items can
have a piece of the city’s past, linking them to the heroes and villains
of history, giving you the tools to spin off your own adventures as the
characters try to learn what the item does and who its past owners
were. By giving players a piece of the setting to use, you further ground
their characters and make them as much a part of Sanctuary as any
other character described in this and the next chapter.

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

The stat blocks do not reprint class features. For details, see Chapter
Three: Classes in the Thieves' World Players Manual and Chapter Three:
Classes in the PHB. Many of the mechanics, including backgrounds,
cultures, and so on, originate from Chapter Eight: Player’s Expansion
in this book. The equipment listed is gear the characters are bound to
have, and does not generally include disposable items like potions or
scrolls. Feel free to add equipment as it suits your needs. While the

anthologies mention few magic items specifically, nearly all of these
characters have some magic items. If this doesn't fit your conception of
'Thieves'World, make them superior weapons, so well crafted that they
mimic the effects of magic. Alternatively, it could be that the characters
are not even aware they carry such items.

(3

Feats marked with an
Players Manual.

are new and appear in the Zhieves’ World
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ALTEN STULWIG

Apothecaries are respected businessmen in Sanctuary, and people
seek them out to assist in healing the sick or the injured, or at least
to provide the necessary herbs, powders, and potions. Alten Stulwig
is one of the most successful and most respected in this trade. He
has actually treated the governor, Prince Kadakithis, more than once,
and has earned the respect of the prince and his advisors. Alten has
a shop in the West Side, and his sleeping quarters are right above it.
His father, Jutu Stulwig, was also an apothecary, and the two men
worked together and shared the house until Jutu’s death, who some
blame on Vashanka himself.

Alten is the most knowledgeable man in Sanctuary when it comes
to herbs, plants in general, drugs, and poisons. He has no magical
abilities whatsoever, and cannot create magical potions, but he can
create mundane tinctures and other liquids with impressive effects.
He typically wears a basic tunic and healer’s robes overtop.

DESCRIPTION

Alten is an Ilsigi male of medium height, average to slender build,
and ordinary features. He keeps himself in good health, in part due
to the medicinal herbs he grows and consumes daily. His father was
murdered at fifty, but still looked like a man in his thirties,and Alten
will most likely show the same resilience.

PERSONALITY

Alten and his father shared the same weakness: women. In Sanctuary,
items are bartered as often as bought, and both men accepted the
pleasures of the flesh as payment, provided the female customer was
comely enough. This has gotten Alten into trouble several times, the
worst being when the god Vashanka took offense at Alten’s sleeping
with his sister-mate, the goddess Azyuna. Since then, Alten has been
more circumspect in his couplings, and a little more willing to trade
other services instead. Often, though, his lust wins out.

ALTEN STULWIG

Male Ilsigi healer, savant 9; CR 9; Medium humanoid (human);
HD 9d6+18; hp 52; Mdt 14; Init +1; Spd 30 ft.; AC 11 , touch
11, flat-footed 10; Base Atk +6; Grap +7 ; Atk +8 melee (1d6+2,
+1 quarterstaff) or +7 ranged (1d4+1/19-20, dagger); Full Atk
+8/+3 melee (1d6+2, +1 quarterstaff) or +7 ranged (1d4+1/19-20,
dagger); SQ_healing hands, master craftsman; Rep +5; SV Fort
+5, Ref +4 , Will +8 ; Str 12, Dex 12, Con 14, Int 17, Wis 15,
Cha 11.

Background Skills: Craft (poison), Heal.

(apothecary) +13, Sense Motive +16 , Spot +4 , Survival +2
(+4 above-ground natural environments) ; Alertness, Fame®,
Negotiator, PersuasiveB, Self-SufficientB, Skill Focus (Heal)B,
Skill Focus (Craft: poison)B, Streetwise™.

Languages: Ilsig (S/W ), Rankene (S/W).
Contacts: Influence (1), Information (2).

Possessions: +1 quarterstaf], dagger, potion of convert moderate
wounds, healer’s kit, several thousand shaboozh scattered in
various locations throughout Sanctuary.

AMOLI

The Street of Red Lanterns has many brothels, and the finest of these is
the Aphrodesia House. A close second is the Lily Garden, and Amoli
is its mistress. She escapes her problems by using 477, and is addicted
to it. But Amoli is no fool, and uses her addiction to her advantage.
She pays her girls with the drug as well, keeping them in line and
preventing them from commenting on her own drug use. Unfortunately,
this also means Amoli requires large quantities of 477/, and she often
deals with very unpleasant people

Skills and Feats: Appraise
+8 (+10 herbs or poison),

Craft (herbalism) +19 , Craft
(poison) +15 , Diplomacy +12
(+14 haggling for apothecary
services, +12 with shady folks)
, Gather Information +15,
Heal +18 , Knowledge (local)
+16 , Knowledge (nature)
+15 , Listen +16 , Profession

SHADOWSPAWN ON ALTEN STULWIG

“You can count on Stulwig for a powder that might cure a hangover,
a potion to help you to get to sleep at night, or a pill that will stop
your foul breath from wilting fresh lettuce. You can also count on
him to be a lecherous scoundrel who will take advantage of a girl in

lieu of any monetary compensation.”

to obtain her drugs. So far, she has
managed to keep anyone from
gaining a hold on the Lily Garden,
but if her finances are strained any
turther, she might have no choice
but to take on such a partner.
Jubal has already offered her an
arrangement, and she is losing the
funds she needs to refuse him.
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The Maze contains a brothel called the Slippery Lily, and people
often confuse it with the Lily Garden, which is itself sometimes
called the Golden Lily. Amoli is always quick to correct them, but
in fact, she is a part owner of the Slippery Lily. She uses that seedier
brothel as a place to send her girls when they become too strung-out
or too old to demand top dollar. Some claim Amoli also sells space
in the Slippery Lily to those who wish to make women disappear.
(After all, no one would look for a missing noblewoman among
drug-addicted whores in a rundown brothel.) This rumor may not
be true, but Amoli is cold enough to ply such a trade, particularly if
she can turn a profit from it.

DESCRIPTION

A tall woman with unnaturally red hair, Amoli was once beautiful,
but the years and troubles have worn away at her, leaving her a bit
too gaunt and hard-edged. Amoli is not unpleasant.

PERSONALITY

Smart and tough, she worked
her way up from prostitute to
madam, and opened the Lily
Garden herself with her own
savings. The fact she has managed

SHADOWSPAWN ON AMOLI

“Poor Amoli wants so badly to be Myrtis, but that won't ever
happen. She’s got most of her girls hooked on grrf; which is just

another form of slavery, if you ask me.”

Search +12, Sense Motive +7, Sleight of Hand +12, Spot +7,
Survival +2 (+2 following tracks); Great Fortitude, Iron Will®,
Leadership, Maze-Savvy®, Skill Focus (Perform: prostitution)®,
Skill Focus (Profession: Madame), Streetwise™.

Languages: Wrigglie (S), Rankene (S), Ilsig (S), Trade Tongue (S).
Contacts: Information (1), Influence (2).

Possessions: masterwork dagger, courtier’s outfit.

CAPPEN VARRA

Life in Sanctuary is hard, and entertainment not always available.
Thus, the residents are quick to appreciate anyone who can keep
them amused and distracted for an evening. This is how Cappen
Varra earns his living. A minstrel by trade, he sets up in one tavern
or another, singing and playing his instrument in exchange for
food, a bed, and whatever money the patrons toss his way. There
are other minstrels, of course, but
Cappen Varra is one of the best.
His voice is clear and strong, his
hands agile and able to move
delicately across the harp strings.
His store of stories and songs is
seemingly endless.

to maintain it for so many years,

and keep it so competitive, is a

testament to her wit and resolve. Despite this, or perhaps because of
it, Amoli is always desperate for respect. Anyone who spurns her or
sneers at her gains her lifelong enmity, but anyone of good standing
who treats her as an equal or a superior can win her affection and
support.

Female Wrigglie prostitute, expert 6, mistress of Red Lanterns 5;
CR 10; Medium humanoid (human); HD 6d6+18 plus 5d6+15;
hp 74; Mdt 16; Init +2; Spd 30 ft.; AC 12, touch 12, flat-footed
10; Base Atk +6; Grap +6; Atk +7 melee (1d4/19-20, masterwork
dagger); Full Atk +7/+2 melee (1d4/19-20, masterwork dagger);
SQ_alluring presence, brothel, employees, preferred client (x2);
Rep +3; SV Fort +8, Ref +5, Will +13; Str 10, Dex 14, Con 16,
Int 17, Wis 14, Cha 13.

Background Skills: Knowledge (local), Perform (prostitution).

Skills and Feats: Appraise +8, Bluff +15 (+22 attracted gender),
Diplomacy +14 (+21 attracted gender, +16 haggling for
prostitution, +16 with unsavory types), Disguise +1 (+3 acting),
Gather Information +14, Hide +11, Intimidate +3, Knowledge
(local) +11 (+13 navigating the maze), Knowledge (nobility
and royalty) +8, Listen +11, Perform (dance) +10 (+15 attracted
gender), Perform (prostitution) +25, Profession (Madame) +19,

Though a popular performer in
Sanctuary, Cappen Varra is not a permanent resident. He often
disappears for weeks or months, returning with road dust and a new
stock of tales and ballads. No one knows where he goes, and he is not
always sure himself—he does travel back to his birth city of Caronne
regularly, but often he will simply feel an urge to wander, and goes
wherever fate and his feet take him.

Cappen Varra is a man with a finger on the pulse of the world. Not
only does he know a great deal of the movers and shakers in the
Sanctuary’s seedy side, he also has many contacts in many cities all
over the Known World. However, this said, Cappen has a knack
for getting himself into trouble, either with women or magic (more

often, both).

DESCRIPTION

The minstrel is young and handsome. He is of medium height with
a wiry build, and wears his black hair long. He has merry bright
blue eyes—his second best feature, so the ladies say. (His best is
that melodious voice, which can charm the skirts off his audience.)
He keeps his colorful clothing as neat as possible, though it is
patched in places, and his chin smooth. Perhaps the most notable
detail is an unusual amulet he always wears on a cord around his
neck. Silver and shaped like a snake, he claims it protects him from
magical attacks.

MAGICAL INSTRUMENTS

A number of magically enhanced musical instruments have passed through Sanctuary over the years. Mradhon Vis and Cappen Varra
were both known to have used such items, and Tordan J’ardin (see page 173) may also posses a magical instrument or two. Magical
instruments give the user a +5 circumstance bonus to appropriate Perform checks.

Minor transmutation; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, crafter must have 5 ranks in the appropriate Perform skill; Price 2,500 sh.
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PERSONALITY

Cappen Varra’s greatest weakness, as with so many
men, is women—particularly beautiful women. The
women flock to hear his sweet voice and admire his
grace and his looks, and he is only too happy to oblige.
Many times Cappen Varra has been forced to flee a
city or town, an enraged husband close behind, and
on several occasions he has been forced to use the
handsome and well-worn rapier at his side. Though he
can handle himself'in a fight, he prefers not to, talking
first, running second, and only fight as a last resort.

CAPPEN VARRA

Male Caronnese entertainer, thief 5, savant 4,
fighter 1; CR 10; Medium humanoid (human);
HD 5d6+10 plus 4d6+8 plus 1d10+2; hp 63; Mdt
17; Init +3; Spd 30 ft.; AC 15, touch 13, flat-
tooted 12; Base Atk +7; Grap +8; Atk +11 melee
(1d6+1/18-20, masterwork rapier) or +11 ranged
(1d4+1/19-20, masterwork dagger); Full Atk +9/+4
melee (1d6+1/18-20, masterwork rapier) and +9
melee (1d4+1/19-20, masterwork dagger); SA
sneak attack +3d6; SQ evasion, local legend (Perform), trap sense
+1, trapfinding, uncanny dodge; Rep +5; SV Fort +6, Ref +8, Will
+9; Str 13, Dex 17, Con 15, Int 17, Wis 18, Cha 14.

CHENAYA VIGELES,
DAUGHTER OF THE SUN

Background Skills: Bluff, Perform (stringed instrument)

Skills and Feats: Bluff +15 (+17 buying or selling goods), Climb
+3, Craft (musical instruments) +6, Diplomacy +18 (+20 buying
or selling goods, +20 unsavory types), Disguise +6 (+8 acting),
Gamble +8, Gather Information +14, Heal +8, Hide +11,
Intimidate +6, Jump +3, Knowledge (local) +8, Listen +12, Move
Silently +9, Perform (sing) +12, Perform (stringed instrument)
+20, Read Language (Ilsigi, Rankan), Search +9, Sense Motive

Chenaya could have lived her entire life without lifting a finger. As
the daughter of the powerful Rankan noble Lowan Vigeles, and a
cousin to Prince Kadakithis and the Emperor himself, Chenaya had
everything she could ever want. Except in her case, for what she
wanted was bloodshed. Unlike most noblewomen, Chenaya loves
physical exertion, and demonstrated an unusual aptitude for combat at
avery early age. In fact, she has been blessed by the gods themselves,
and is fated to never lose a fight. Knowing this, Chenaya used it as an

+12, Sleight of Hand +11, Spot +12, Survival +8, Tumble +4,
Use Magic Device +7; Fame®,

Investigator®, Persuasive®, Run,
Skill Focus (Perform: stringed SHADOWSPAWN ON CAPPEN VARRA

instrument)®, Streetwise®, Two-

Weapon Fighting, Weapon

Finesse®. pawned his harp so many times that there is a lute-shaped indentation

Languages: Caronnese (S/W),
Trade Tongue (S), Ilsig (S/W),

‘A grand Caronnese minstrel, but an altogcther hopclcss cause. He's

in one of Shive’s cabinets that is reserved for times when Cappcn is

destitute. Unlucky in love, too, which no doubt influences his lyrics.”

advantage to force her father to let her become something no other
noble would consider: a gladiator.

Chenaya quickly won renown
within the ring, but that was
never her real goal. Nor does
she fight simply from love of
combat, though that certainly
plays a part. No, Chenaya has
more lofty ambitions. She has

despised her cousin Abakithis

Rankene (S/W).

Contacts: Information (1),

Influence (1), Skill (1).

Possessions: leather armor, masterwork rapier, masterwork dagger,
magical lute (see Magical Instruments sidebar), Amulet of Three
Truths (see sidebar).

since they were children, and
feels that his sitting on the Rankan throne is an insult to their
heritage. Kadakithis would make a far better ruler, and she is
determined to put him there. To this end, Chenaya dedicates herself
to raising an army of gladiators to fight beneath Kadakithis’banner
and under her personal command.

AMULET OF THREE TRUTHS

Cappen Varra wears a magical amulet—shaped like a snake—that protects him from spells. The amulet confers to the wearer spell
resistance 21, but only if the wearer can say three truths about the opposing spellcaster. Speaking all three truths is a standard action.

Moderate abjuration; CL 9th; Craft Wondrous Item, spe// resistance; Price 45,000 gp. [reduced for special activation]
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DESCRIPTION

Tall, beautiful, and powerfully built, Chenaya is quite attractive. She
has a voracious sexual appetite and prefers clothing that leaves little
to the imagination. When armed

+2 composite [+4] longbow); Full Atk +22/+17/+12/+7 melee
(1d8+7/17-20, +1 keen longsword) or +22/+17/+12/+7 ranged
(1d8+6/x3, +2 composite [+4] longbow); SA cursed; SQ_animal
companion, armor optimization +1, diplomat, divine protection,
divine shield, inspire courage, mortal might (Strength, Wisdom),
organize +3; Rep +8; SV Fort +17, Ref +20, Will +21; Str 19,
Dex 18, Con 18, Int 15, Wis 18, Cha 14.

Background Skills: Intimidate, Tumble.

Skills and Feats: Balance +8, Bluff +9, Climb +6, Diplomacy +20,
Disguise +2 (+4 acting), Escape Artist +6, Gamble +9, Handle
Animal +16, Heal +5, Intimidate +26, Jump +8, Knowledge
(nobility & royalty) +5, Knowledge (religion) +9, Listen +9,
Perform (gladiator) +4, Ride +18, Sense Motive +9, Swim +14,
Tumble +12; Combat Expertise, Dodge, Fame®, Favored by
a Godf, Improved Feint, Mobility, Skill Focus (Intimidate)®,
Spring Attack, Weapon Focus (longsword).

TNew feat; see Chapter Eight: Player’s Expansion for details.
Languages: Rankene (S/W), Ilsig (S/W)

Contacts: Rashan (information; male Rankan acolyte priest 12),
Kadakithis (influence; see page 107), Dayrne (skill; male Rankan
prizefighter fighter 8, gladiator 5), skill (2).

REYk

Falcon companion; CR —; Small animal; HD 9d8+9; hp 49;
Mdt 12; Init +6; Spd 10 ft., fly 80 ft. (average); AC 24, touch
15, flat-footed 20; Base Atk +6; Grap +4; Atk +10 melee (1d6+2,
talon); Full Atk +10 melee (1d6+2, 2 talons), +8 melee (1d4+1,
bite); SA —; SQ_devotion, evasion, link, low-light vision, share
spells, tricks; Rep —; SV Fort +3, Ref +6, Will +2; Str 14, Dex
19, Con 12, Int 2, Wis 14, Cha 6.

Skills and Feats: Listen +6, Spot

for war, which is nearly all the +16; Flyby Attack, Improved
time, she wears gladiator armor SH ADOWSPAWN ON CHENAYA Initiative, Improved Natural

and keeps a hefty sword strapped

Attack (talons), Multiattack®,

t0 her back. Also, she is never far “If you're going to put money on a gladiator, make sure you put it Weapon Finesse.
from Reyk, her falcon companion, on Chenaya. She never loses. Of course, she’s got an ego to match Tricks (Ex): Fighti
; ; ricks x): Fi in
which she trained personally. her reputation, and has pissed off just about everyone in town. In all Hunting & &
i how tempting, stay away from that... bint... .
PERS ONALITY seriousness, no matter : pting, stay y“ ~ )
she didn’t hear that, did she? Cursed: Chenaya bears a special

curse bestowed by the god

Chenaya is lusty in other ways as
well. She makes no pretense about
the fact she likes men and she means to sleep with any man who
catches her eye. With her looks, physique, and family name, most men
are happy to spend a night with her, though they may wake up bruised
the next morning. But her hot temper, stubbornness, and refusal to
take no for an answer have made Chenaya many enemies. Eventually,
she was forced to leave Sanctuary for a time, until tempers had cooled
and she could return without provoking constant attacks.

CHENAYA

Female Rankan prizefighter, noble 2, godsworn 13, gladiator 2;
CR 17; Medium humanoid (human); HD 2d8+8 plus 13d10+52
plus 2d10+8; hp 163; Mdt 25; Init +4; Spd 30 ft.; AC 28, touch
19, flat-footed 22; Base Atk +16; Grap +20; Atk +22 melee
(1d8+7/17-20, +1 keen longsword) or +22 ranged (1d8+6/x3,

Savankala. She can never lose
in anything, thus she never
fails an attack roll, check, saving throw, skill check unless she
rolls a natural 1. Though a powerful gift, Chenaya will die by
drowning, though the exact time and place of her death remains
a mystery.

Inspire Courage: As a full-round action, up to four times per day,
Chenaya may grant to herself and all allies within 30 feet a +1 morale
bonus on saving throws against charm and fear effects, and a +1
morale bonus on attack and weapon damage rolls for 1 round.

Organize (Ex): Whenever two or more characters use the aid
another action to improve a skill check, Chenaya can make the
same check to lend advice and words of encouragement. If she
succeeds, the primary character gains a +3 bonus to that skill

check. Chenaya may not use this ability for Trained Only skills
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DiamoND Robps

Cime’s greatest weapons against wizards are her diamond rods. Slender, about nine inches long, and ending in a diamond cap, she can
hide these items in her hair. Each rod has a special function. The first rod requires a melee touch attack. On a successful hit, she deletes
1d6 Known spells at random from the target’s mind, and deals 1d6 points of damage for each spell drained. The second rod works like
a rod of absorption (see Chapter Eight: Magic Items in the DMG) except there is no limit to the number of spells it can absorb. Finally,
when both are wielded in tandem, the rods grant the wielder spell resistance 28.

Overpowering abjuration; CL 21st.

in which she does not have ranks, nor may she use it to affect
attempts to aid another in combat.

Spells: safe level 6th; ritualcasting +10; save DC 14 + spell level

Known Spells (7+d): aid (2nd, M'T 30, price 2), bull’s strength (2nd,
MT 30, price 2), command (1st, MT 20, price 1), convert minor
wounds (0, M'T 10, price 0/1), discern lies (4th, M'T 50, price 4),
divine favor (1st, MT 20, price 1), divine power (4th, MT 50,
price 4), hold person (2nd, MT 30, price 2), magic vestment (3rd,
MT 40, price 3), mark of justice (5th, MT 60, price 5), searing
light (3rd, MT 40, price 3), shield of faith (1st, M'T 20, price 1),
true seeing (6th, M'T 70, price 6)

Familiar Spells (9): bears endurance (2nd, M'T 30, price 2), bless
(1st, MT 20, price 1), convert serious wounds (3rd, MT 40, price
3), divination (4th, M'T 50, price 4), eagle’s splendor (2nd, M'T
30, price 2), prayer (3rd, M'T 40, price 3), resist energy (2nd, MT
30, price 2), righteous might (Sth,MT 60, price 5), spell resistance
(5th, MT 60, price 5)

D: Domain spell. Domain: Justice (sense lie, gain +2 bonus to
next attack against the liar)

Possessions: +3 studded leather armor, +1 keen longsword, +2
composite (+4) longbow, ring of protection +1, amulet of natural
armor +1, gloves of Dexterity +2.

CIME

A brutal mage hunter and assassin, Cime appeared in Sanctuary after
Tempus arrived. She made it her personal mission to butcher the
mages in the city, using her diamond-tipped rods to suck the energy
out of them. Posing as a high-priced courtesan, she had complete
access to every level of society, but frequently slummed with Lastel

One-Thumb.

Cime is an enigma, but there are many theories on who and what she
is. First, it’s known she has some deep connection to Tempus Thales.
She was a candidate for a position with the Order of the Blue Star,
but she turned it down. She is extremely long lived—she was born
some 300 years ago. And, she seems to turn up in the same places
that Tempus does.

Some say she was actually Tempus’ sister and that, when they fell
in love, a wizard cursed them, inspiring her lifelong commitment
toward ridding the world of
mages. Cime’s curse is that she
must copulate with any man who
offers her a coin, regardless of the
coin’s worth, and she cannot have
debts owed at the end of the day.

SHADOWSPAWN ON CIME

“Hard as steel that one. She’s good, but I'm better. Just who stole
those pretty rods, huh?”

Though feelings are still strong between them, neither gives into their
emotions or the passions of their youth. In fact, Tempus tried to rein
her in throughout her brief stay in Sanctuary.

DESCRIPTION

Cime is an attractive woman in her middle years, with gray eyes
and silver-streaked hair. She has a muscular build and an easy grace.
When seducing her prey, she wears a headress fitted with diamond-
tipped rods.

PERSONALITY

One thing can be said of Cime: she is driven. Where her brother/
ex-lover Tempus made peace with his curse, she bore the weight of
hers throughout her life, using it to fuel her rage and her need for
vengeance. She can be coy and playful, using her talents with seduction
to get what she wants. She will not tolerate a man’s touch unless he
is a client, and her clients are always wizards. There’s one exception,
of course, and that’s Tempus. And though she would gladly take him

as her lover, he resists the temptation.

CIME

Female Azehurite cursed, assassin 15; CR 15; Medium humanoid
(human, immortal); HD 15d8+30; hp 101; Mdt 19; Init +8;
Spd 30 ft.; AC 21, touch 16, flat-footed 17; Base Atk +11;
Grap +13; Atk +15 melee (1d6+4/19-20, +2 short sword) or +16
ranged (1d4+2/19-20, masterwork dagger); Full Atk +15/+10/+5
melee (1d6+4/19-20, +2 short sword) or +16/+11/+6 ranged
(1d4+2/19-20, masterwork dagger); SA killing strike, sneak
attack +5d6, sniper; SQ favored of the gods, poison master; Rep
+3; SV Fort +12 (+18 poison), Ref +14, Will +11; Str 14, Dex
19, Con 14, Int 18, Wis 20, Cha 16.

Background Skills: Bluff, Use Magic Device.

Skills and Feats: Bluff +27, Craft (poison) +6, Diplomacy +5,
Disguise +21 (+23 acting), Gather Information +15, Hide +21,
Intimidate +7, Knowledge (arcana) +22, Listen +23, Move
Silently +21, Spellcraft +8 (+10 deciphering scrolls), Spot +23,
Use Magic Device +23; Appealingt, Combat Expertise®, Dodge,
Improved Critical (short sword)®, Improved Disarm, Improved
Feint®, Improved Initiative®, Mobility, Persuasive, Quick Draw,
Spring Attack.

TNew feat; see Chapter
Eight: Player’s Expansion for
details.

Languages: Azehur (S/W),
Rankene (S/W), Wrigglie (S).
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Contacts: Influence (Lastel One-Thumb, Tempus Thales),
Information (1), Skill (1).

Cursed (Su): Cime may never accept anything without first
performing a service. In exchange, she has learned to use the
tools of magic against her enemies, gaining a +2 bonus to Use
Magic Device checks.

Possessions: +2 short sword, 4 masterwork daggers, potions, ring
of protection +2, amulet of natural armor +1, bracers of armor +4,
gloves of Dexterity +2, hat of disguise.

CriTias, “CriT”

The Stepsons are a group of
hardened soldiers. Each member
is burdened by his past, driven
by something so painful, dark,
or just plain awful that he would
give up his life to join. Among
these soldiers is Critias, second-
in-command and left-side partner

SHADOWSPAWN ON CRITIAS

“Cirit is Tempus’ number two man. He and Straton, Stepsons both,
were paircd togethcr. With Straton’s blooming affection for Ischade, the
two have grown apart. Cirit’s a good fighter, and works well undercover.
He’s also a lover scorned, so Ischade better watch her back.”

deeply affected by what he perceives as Strat’s betrayal of the Stepsons
and, moreover, the betrayal of their partnership.

CRITIAS

Male Syrese soldier, fighter 8, sacred bander (Straton) 3; CR
11; Medium humanoid (human); HD 8d10+16 plus 3d10+6;
hp 87; Mdt 22; Init +5; Spd 30 ft.; AC 23, touch 12, flat-footed
22; Base Atk +11; Grap +14; Atk +17 melee (1d10+6/19-20, +1
bastard sword) or +12 ranged (1d10+1/19-20, +1 heavy crossbow);
Full Atk +17/+12/+7 melee (1d10+6/19-20, +1 bastard sword) or
+12 ranged (1d10+1/19-20, +1 heavy crossbow); SQ_coordinated
offense, courage of spirit, improved aid, sacred bond; Rep +5; SV
Fort +11, Ref +4, Will +5; Str 16, Dex 13, Con 14, Int 15, Wis
14, Cha 13.

Background Skills: Handle
Animal, Ride.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +3,
Bluff +3, Climb +5, Craft
(armorer) +5, Diplomacy +4,

Handle Animal +8, Heal

to Straton. His tasks include
intelligence, administration, field
command, and interrogation, making him one of the more versatile
and useful members in the band. Tempus often uses him as a scout
or spy, because Critias can walk into a town without anyone noticing,
make small talk without calling attention to himself, and walk back
out knowing all about the town’s layout, population, and defenses.

After Tempus left the city to Straton, taking Critias and the rest of the
Stepsons to lend aid at Wizardwall, Straton fell in love with Ischade,
becoming, to some extent, her creature. When Critias returned to
Sanctuary, the partnership between the two warriors was strained.
Critias sees Ischade’s hold, but Strat refuses to listen, forcing Critias to
hurt his one-time lover in order to free him from the witch’s grasp.

DESCRIPTION

+3, Intimidate +9, Jump +5,
Knowledge (geography) +4,
Knowledge (local) +3, Listen +6, Ride +10, Search +3, Spot +9,
Survival +4; Alertness, Cleave B, Exotic Weapon Proficiency
(bastard sword)®, Greater Weapon Focus (bastard sword)
Improved Initiative, Mounted Combat®, Power Attack, Track,
Weapon Focus (bastard sword) B Weapon Specialization
(bastard sword) .

Languages: Rankene (S/W), Ilsig (S/W)

Possessions: +2 chain shirt, +1 heavy steel shield, +1 bastard sword,
+1 heavy crossbow with 10 bolts, 2 potions of cure moderate wounds,
ring of protection +1, amulet of natural armor +2.

DuUBRO

Now in his early forties, Crit is a pleasant looking man of average
height and build. Though generally attractive, he has unremarkable
features, dominated by a strong nose, and framed by short, feathery
hair. Crit recognizes the dangers in Sanctuary, and so rarely goes
about unarmed or unarmored.

PERSONALITY

Crit is a no-nonsense leader, serious and dedicated to Tempus. He
has a quick mind and is extremely perceptive, able to notice every
least detail and recall this information when he most needs it. He is

Everyone knows Dubro, even though he rarely leaves his smithy in the
bazaar. The smith’s strength is so prodigious, and his skill with hammer
and tongs so evident, no one dares to fight with him. Most people will
not even haggle prices, though Dubro never overcharges. He rarely
undercharges either, though he does have a weak spot for children,
and makes small toys for free. Despite his skill—and Dubro is a very
good blacksmith—he rarely works on weapons, simply because the
palace district has its own smith for the city guards. Dubro’s customers
bring him wheel rims, horseshoes, and housewares, and he does the
job quickly and efficiently.

DuUBRO’S ANVIL

After Dubro’s original anvil broke, Ilyra claimed this one as payment for aiding a girl named Marilla in an Ilsigi conspiracy involving
the defilement of the temple Molin built to the Rankan gods. Though gotten through queer means, and despite Dubro’s misgivings,
they claimed the odd black anvil, with the even queerer symbol on the side: The face of chaos. Though Dubro is now dead, murdered
at the hands of an angry mob frenzied by the Dyareelans, the anvil still stands in the Bazaar, serving its new master, Davar.

Though seemingly an ordinary anvil, it grants a user a +4 competence bonus to Craft (metalworking) checks.

Moderate transmutation; CL 8th; Craft Wondrous Item, fox’s cunning; Price 1,600 sh.




CHAPTER FOUR: FACES OF SANCTUARY, RANKAN ERA

People shake their heads when
thinking about his marriage.Itis not
that they don't like Illyra, but
they cannot understand why
these two people wound
up together. After all, they
are opposite in almost
everything. Dubro is large
and muscular, while Illyra
is small and petite under
her layered clothing. He

is fiercely mundane, and
refuses to let magic
influence him, while she

is S'danzo and traffics in
the supernatural. But
despite their differences,
his devotion to her is clear,
and he’s fiercely protective

of her.

DESCRIPTION

Tall and powerfully muscled,
Dubro is one of the largest men in
Sanctuary—and none of it is fat.
He usually wears simple garments
of homespun and a thick leather
apron. His muscular forearms have
no shortage of scars from his trade.
As a result of the heat in /
his forge, he has a ruddy _ =

complexion. Gaiilley ) AN

PERSONALITY A el 1%

Everyone who knows Dubro

likes him; the smith is honest,

friendly, hard working, and quiet. It’s not that Dubro is incapable
of speaking, but he rarely chooses to, and when he does, he speaks
in short clear phrases. Words, apparently, are a precious commodity,
not to be wasted. Though publicaly reserved, Dubro’s protected
Illyra since she was a child, and he loves her, though he rarely
shows that passion to anyone else. He would die to protect her, or
kill another—neither option he considers lightly.

Dusro

Male Wrigglie blacksmith (craftsman), savant 4, survivor 2;
CR 6; Medium humanoid (human); HD 4d6+12 plus 2d10+6;
hp 46; Mdt 22; Init +1; Spd
30 ft.; AC 14, touch 11, flat-
footed 12; Base Atk +4; Grap
+8; Atk +5 melee (1d8+6/x3,
masterwork warhammer) or +8
melee (1d6+4, unarmed strike);
Full Atk +5 melee (1d8+6/x3,
masterwork warhammer) or +8
melee (1d6+4, unarmed strike);
SA fight or flight (aggressive

SHADOWSPAWN ON DUBRO

“Illyra’s husband, Dubro, is one of the finest smiths in the city’s
bazaar. Even when you consider where he keeps his forge, he'll give
any one of the Merchant Quarter’s blacksmiths a run for their
money. And a piece of advice, pud; though Dubro’s suvesh, Illyra

loves him. And Dubro, well, let’s just say he’s a little protective.”

1); SQ_master craftsman; Rep +1; SV Fort +7 [1, 3,3 Con], Ref
+2 [1,1 Dex], Will +11 [4, 3,1 Wis, 1 culture, 2 feat]; Str 18,
Dex 13, Con 16, Int 13, Wis 12, Cha 10.

Background Skills: Craft (metalworking),
Profession (blacksmith).

Skills and Feats: Appraise +8 (+10
metal goods), Climb +6, Craft
(metalworking) +16, Diplomacy +11,
Gather Information +4, Intimidate
+3, Knowledge (local) +8, Listen
+5, Profession (blacksmith) +15,
Search +8, Sense Motive +10, Spot
+12, Survival +1 (+3 following
tracks); Alertness®, Endurance,

Improved Damage Threshold™,

Improved Unarmed Strike, Iron
Will®, Negotiator®, Skill Focus
(Profession:

blacksmith).

= Languages:

Wrigglie
(S), Trade

Tongue (S).

Contacts: Information (1),

o skl (1).

Possessions: Studded leather,
masterwork warhammer, the
torge, and Dubro’s Anvil.

é Enas YORL

-]

.
-y :
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Sanctuary has many, both resident and

visitor, who dabble in magic. And it has many true mages. But only one
of them is considered a Great Wizard, and that is Enas Yorl. Once, long
ago, Enas Yorl was a handsome man whose sorceries were among the
most powerful in the land, but whose passion for women overwhelmed
his reason. He slept with another man’s wife, and the cuckolded man,
who was also a mighty sorcerer, laid a fearsome curse upon the young
lover. Because it was Enas Yorl's appearance that had won over the
woman, the sorcerer took that away from him forever.

Since gaining the curse, Enas Yorl has chosen to live out his days in
Sanctuary, where he lives in a large, handsome but run-down house
in the Jeweler’s Quarter on Pyrtanis Street. But the house shifts,
and sometimes its entrance can be found in other parts of the city,
trapping the unwary within. Rumors say basilisks guard the house.
Only an old blind man, Darous, serves Enas Yorl’s needs, because
the blind servant cannot witness
his horrible changes. Legend
also holds that there is a tunnel
under the house that connects to
a tower overlooking the bay.

In the Irrune Era, Enas’house has
vanished, but the lot on which it
stood is still empty and not too far
from Grabar’s Stoneyard.

-90§ -
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DESCRIPTION

Enas Yorl’s curse is far crueler than just making him ugly. His
appearance changes uncontrollably. At times he looks normal, even
handsome. At other times, he is barely human, and sometimes clearly
not human at all. And he never assumes the same shape twice. The
only things that never change are his eyes. No matter his form, Enas
Yorl’s eyes always glow red. Only one person has ever seen Enas Yorl’s
face, and that person is Lalo the
Limner who, after seeing it, knew
why the wizard would never want
to look upon his former visage.

PERSONALITY

"Thcy say Enas Yorl never takes the same form twice, yet those eyes

One might expect an individual
so cursed would be mad with grief

SHADOWSPAWN ON ENAS YORL

of his are a dead giveaway. Basilisks guard his mansion, and they turn
any intruders who look at them to stone. [ prefer to stay out of his
way, because | know that bad luck rubs off.”

to seal her inside. However, the wards needed periodic renewal and
Molin knew he could not maintain the wards indefinitely. Molin
approached Enas Yorl with a plan to remove the Tasfalen house
from Sanctuary and end the threat of Roxane’s return. Yorl agreed,
and entered the house, which collapsed in a pile of dust. Soon after,
Enas Yor!’s house vanished as well.

The event weakened his curse, and he now has some control over his
changing shape, which means he can more often pass as a normal
man. Enas Yorl has also mastered the art of possessing others, though
when he does that, his host’s eyes take on a strange, reflective, red-
orange glow.

Mechanically, Enas is unchanged except for the fact that he may
control what form he takes. To do so, he must succeed on a DC 30
Concentration check. On a failed check, the form taken is essentially
random, as described under his curse. If he succeeds, he is still
subject to the next transformation, but may control each successive
transformation by succeeding on another Concentration check,
though each time after the first increases the DC by +5. Once he
fails a Concentration check, the DC resets to 30.

ENAS YORrL

Male Unknown apprentice, mage 19, ex-hazard mage 5; CR 24;
Medium humanoid (human, shapechanger); HD 19d4+114 plus
5d4+30; hp 206; Mdt 24; Init +7; Spd 30 ft.; AC 31, touch 21, flat-
footed 24; Base Atk +14; Grap +19; Atk +23 melee (1d4+9/19-20,
+4 dagger); Full Atk +23/+18/+13 melee (1d4+9/19-20, +4 dagger);
SA arcane reach, greater casting, mastery of counterspelling,
potent magic; SQ_cursed, lore, planar refuge, sanctum, specialist
(transmutation); Rep +10; SV Fort +14, Ref +15, Will +17; Str
20, Dex 25, Con 22, Int 29, Wis 19, Cha 22.

Background Skills: Concentration, Spellcraft.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +9 (+11 alchemy, herbalism),
Concentration +35, Craft (alchemy) +36, Craft (herbalism) +31,
Decipher Script +31, Gather Information +8, Handle Animal
+11, Knowledge (arcana)
+36, Knowledge (geography)
+14, Knowledge (history)
+24, Knowledge (local) +36,
Knowledge (the planes) +36,
Ride +9, Search +14, Spellcraft
+40, Survival +4 (+6 avoid
getting lost, hazards, other

and frustration, but his is not the

case with Enas. In fact, he is one

of the few benevolent powers in Sanctuary, and has often helped the
less fortunate. Usually, his help has a price. With women, he often asks
them to sleep with him, for despite his curse, his lust is unabated. But
Enas Yorl’s other great desire is for death. The curse not only shifts
his form without warning, it also keeps him alive. He has lived this
way for centuries, and sees no signs of dying in his future.

IRRUNE ERA

Ischade, Tempus, Molin and others trapped Roxane and Haught in
the house of Tasfalen Lancothis (and Roxane in the corpse of the
noble, as well). Once in place, Molin placed wards around the house

planes, follow tracks); Craft
Focus™, Enlarge Spell, Eschew
Components, Fame*, Interrupted Casting®, Instantaneous
Casting®, Maximize Spell, Rushed Casting®, Scribe Matrix®,
Skill Focus (Spellcraft).

Languages: 1lsig (S/W), Rankene (S/W), Enlibar (S/W), Yenized
(S/W).

Contacts: Influence (Molin Torchholder/Cauvin, 1), Information
(Jarveena, 2), Skill (Darios, Lalo).

Curse (Su): Enas Yorl suffers from a powerful curse, believed to
have been bestowed for amorous indiscretions in his youth. Now,
he cycles through bizarre and unusual forms, many of which are
painful to endure. He has never assumed the same form twice,
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Robs oF CREATURE COMMAND

These rare, powerful rods allow the user to command one specific type of creature, determined when the rod is crafted. For instance,
Enas Yorl possessed a rod of basilisk command that he used to command the basilisks that guarded his mansion. The rod allows the user
to dominate any creature of the appropriate type that he can see as a standard action, as per the spell dominate monster; the creature
may make a DC 23 Will save to resist the command. The user can dominate a number of creatures equal to his Charisma score at any
one time.

Strong enchantment; CL 17th; Craft Rod, dominate monster; Price 27,540 sh.

and the possibilities are endless, ranging from looking like a
normal man to a horrific amalgam of reptile, insect, and plant.
Despite the range of appearances, Enas Yorl usually takes no
penalty to his ability to cast spells—though while in his more
grotesque forms, he may not be able to speak, perform required
somatic components, or handle materials. His appearance is
essentially random. He undergoes a new transformation every
1d20+1d12 hours. With each new transformation, some of his
ability scores fluctuate as well. Roll 1d6 and apply the following
with each transformation: Strength 1-2: —1d6, 3—4: no change,
5-6: +1d6; Dexterity 1-2: =1d6, 3—4: no change, 5-6: +1d6;
Charisma 1-3: -1d12, 4-5: —1d6, 6: no change.

Spells: safe level 9th; spellcasting +35 (+37 transmutation);
ritualcasting +22 (+24 transmutation); save DC 19 + spell level.

Known Spells (28): acid fog (6th, MT 70, price 6), analyze dweomer
(6th, MT 70, price 6), baleful polymorph (CL 25th, 5th, MT
60, price 5), blur (2nd, MT 30, melee touch +19, DC 21, price
2), break enchantment (Sth, MT 60, DC 24, price 5), circle of
protection® (1st, M'T 20, price 1), contact other plane (5th, M'T
60, price 5), contagion (4th, MT 50, price 4), daze (0, MT 10,
price 0/1), detect magic (0, MT 10, price 0/1), dimension door
(4th, MT 50, price 4), disguise self (1st, MT 20, price 1), dispel
magic (3rd, M'T 40, price 3), dominate person (5th, MT 60, price
5), fireball (3rd, MT 40, price 3), foresight (9th, M'T 100, price
9), fox’s cunning (CL 25th, 2nd, M'T 30, price 2), magic missile
(1st, MT 20, price 1), mass hold person (9th, M'T 100, price 9),
mind blank (8th, M'T 90, price 8), mislead (6th, M'T 70, price
6), phase door (7th, MT 80, price 7), read magic (0, MT 10, price
0/1), suggestion (3rd, M'T 40, price 3), summon monster I1I (3rd,
MT 40, price 3), teleport (5th, MT 60, price 5), vei/ (6th, MT
70, price 6), wish (9th, MT 100, price 9).

“New spell, see Thieves’ World Player’s Manual.

Familiar Spells (36): acid arrow (2nd, MT 30, price 2), alter self
(CL 25th, 2nd, MT 30, price 2), arcane eye (4th, MT 50, price
4), banishment (7th, MT 80, price 7), blink (CL 25th, 3rd, MT
40, price 3), chain lightning (6th, MT 70, price 6), charm monster
(4th, MT 50, price 4), clairaudience/clairvoyance (3rd, M'T 40,
price 3), confusion (4th, MT
50, price 4), detect scrying (4th,
MT 50, price 4), disintegrate
(6th, MT 70, price 6), dream
(5th, MT 60, price 5), explosive
runes (3rd, MT 40, price 3),
grasping hand (7th, M'T 80,
price 7), greater scrying (7th,
MT 80, price 7), greater teleport
(7th, MT 80, price 7), guards

SHADOWSPAWN ON HAKIEM

“A true spinner of tales, and, if there is such a thing, a true patriot of
Sanctuary. For a few padpols, Hakiem will tell you a story that will
leave you breathless. He knows just about everything about everyone.
You can tell he truly loves this cesspit of a city, the same way a child
loves his parents.”

and wards (6th, MT 70, price 6), lesser geas (4th, M'T 50, price 4),
lightning bolt (3rd, M'T 40, price 3), mage’s disjunction (9th, MT
100, price 9), nondetection (3rd, M'T 40, price 3), overland flight
(CL 25th, 5th, MT 60, price 5), persistent image (5th, MT 60,
price 5), plane shift (7th, MT 80, price 7), power word blind (7th,
MT 80, price 7), project image (6th, M'T 70, price 6), scorching
ray (2nd, MT 30, price 2), sending (5th, M'T 60, price 5), shadow
walk (6th, MT 70, price 6), spider climb (CL 25th, 2nd, MT
30, price 2), suggestion (3rd, MT 40, price 3), summon monster
V (5th, MT 60, price 5), summon monster VI (6th, MT 70, price
6), telepathic bond (5th, MT 60, price 5), fongues (3rd, M'T 40,
price 3), wall of force (Sth, MT 60, price 5), wawves of exhaustion
(7th, MT 80, price 7).

Typical Possessions: +4 dagger, potion of alter self, 2 potions of cure
serious wounds, potion of fly, ring of protection +4, rod of basilisk
command (see Rods of Creature Command sidebar), scrol/ of acid
Jfog, scroll of clenched fist, scroll of fireball, scroll of greater teleport,
scroll of horrid wilting, scroll of incendiary cloud, scroll of maze,
scroll of shapechange, scroll of summon monster IX, scroll of wail
of the banshee, staff of transmutation, amulet of natural armor +2,
bracers of armor +8, gloves of Dexterity +4, headband of intellect
+6, pink ioun stone.

HAKIEM

A native of Sanctuary, Hakiem spent his life within Sanctuary and
was never inclined to leave. Though a storyteller and something of
a vagabond, he was content here, spending his days in the bazaar,
selling his stories to anyone who would pay good copper for them.
He has friends everywhere, though mostly in the poorer quarters.
He is welcome in most places, though bartenders look askance at
him sometimes, for Hakiem loves to drink and does not like to pay.
But he will tell stories for his ale and wine, and those are often far
better than coin.

After the Beysib arrived, Hakiem found himself in the role of
ambassador and royal advisor to Shupansea. He played the part
admirably, and gave sound advice and good information, but was
always much more comfortable in his old rags, lounging on the
wharf, or sitting in the bazaar, or
drinking in the Vulgar Unicorn.

When word reached Sanctuary
of the Beysib Usurper’s death,
Shupansea requested that Hakiem
go on ahead to get a feel for the
Beysib Empire. It was at that
moment that Hakiem confronted
his fears of leaving his home, for
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he knew he was too old to return. Accompanied by his longtime
employer and friend Jubal, it is presumed he left Sanctuary before
Shupansea to prepare the way and eventually died there.

DESCRIPTION

Small, wiry, and wizened, Hakiem is not an impressive figure. But
once he opens his mouth, people forget his appearance, and the world
around them as well. Hakiem is a master storyteller, and his tales are
so compelling that they seem almost magical.

PERSONALITY

(+25 navigate the Maze), Listen +19, Perform (storytelling)
+20, Profession (storyteller) +17, Sense Motive +19, Sleight
of Hand +7, Spot +8; Alertness®, Dodge, Endurance, Maze-
Savvy®*, Mobility, Negotiator®, Persuasive, Skill Focus (Perform:
storytelling)®, Streetwise™.

Languages: Wriggle (S), Beysin (S), Llsig (S), Rankene (5S).
Contacts: Influence (Jubal, Shupansea), Information (2).

Possessions: Dagger, tattered clothes (or courtier’s outfit).

HANSE SHADOWSPAWN,/ CHANCE

Hakiem is more than just a storyteller, however. He watches
everything, and hears things people would rather he had not. He
knows more about what is really going on in Sanctuary than anyone,
because he goes everywhere and because he is smart enough to put all
the pieces together. Hakiem sells this knowledge to Jubal, who likes
to stay informed and recognizes the old storyteller’s value.

HakiEM

Male Wrigglie beggar, savant 10, thief 2; CR 12; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 10d6+20 plus 2d6+4; hp 69; Mdt 15;
Init +3; Spd 30 ft.; AC 13, touch 13, flat-footed 13; Base Atk +8;
Grap +7; Atk +7 melee (1d4-1/19-20, dagger); Full Atk +7/+2
melee (1d4-1/19-20, dagger); SA sneak attack +1d6; SQ beggar
trait, eidetic memory, evasion, local legend (Perform: storytelling),
lore +15, trapfinding; Rep +2; SV Fort +5, Ref +9, Will +10; Str
9,Dex 17, Con 15, Int 17, Wis 14, Cha 15.

Background Skills: Bluff, Knowledge (local).

Skills and Feats: Appraise +18, Bluff +21, Diplomacy +23 (+25
underworld), Disguise +2 (+4 acting), Gather Information +20,
Intimidate +6, Knowledge (history) +18, Knowledge (local) +23

They say there is no finer thief than Shadowspawn in all of Sanctuary.
Born of shadows, supposedly, he can wrap them around himself like
a cloak, vanishing. He can enter a locked room without disturbing
the door, remove items from a locked safe without making a sound,
and disappear again without leaving a trace.

Hanse knows these stories, because he spreads them himself.

It is true that Hanse, who calls himself Shadowspawn, is a superb
thief — probably the best in Sanctuary. He’s a Sanctuary native, or
so he believes (he doesn’t really know where he was born and can't
remember any place other than Sanctuary) and a resident of the
Maze. He knows the twisted neighborhood better than anyone, and
he can disappear around corners and make his way across rooftops
while even other locals are wondering where he went. He steals for
survival and because he enjoys doing so. Hanse will often take on a
job for the challenge as much as the money.

Shortly after Prince Kadakithis came to Sanctuary, Hanse was
involved in a plot against the young governor. The two wound up
becoming friends—they are close in age, in fact, though very different
in background and temperment. Hanse did not want to like the
young Rankan, since he is stoutly Ilsigi, but could not help himself.

SHADOWSPAWN AND THE S’DANZO

Hanse, for good or ill, found a home among the S'danzo. Whether due to his charm and wit, or maybe because he didn't really fit in
anywhere else, the Sdanzo saw him as more than suvesh (non-Sdanzo), and among them, Moonflower was the most generous, seeing
him as a son.

Moonflower was a seeress, though not as powerful as Illyra, and she wasn’t selective about her clients. More liberal in her interactions
with suvesh (in fact she was the only full blooded S'danzo to treat Illyra as an equal), she took an immediate liking to the young,
brash man, and perhaps because her daughter, Mignureal, had a terrible crush on him as well. Immensely fat, she had a sweet face
and cheerful smile. Like some other Sdanzo women, she had the Sight, and through her fortunes, she helped support her large
family in the Bazaar.

Always worried for her daughter Mignureal (and her daughter’s heart), Moonflower was hesitant about Shadowspawn’s relationship with
her, urging him to see her as a sister, a request which he honored. Things changed, though, when Moonflower gave a Beysib woman an
unfavorable reading. A scuffle ensued and Moonflower struck her. Fearing that the Beysibs would retailate, she grabbed her husband’s
sword and set out to get herself killed to protect her family. The Beysibs did indeed kill her, driving Hanse, who later discovered the
tragedy, into a rage. He slew a Beysib, gathered Mignureal, and fled the city.

'The two lovers fled the city and had many adventures together. But their love would not be strong enough to keep them together forever.
Mignureal came into her own, realizing the powers of Sdanzo sight and becoming a powerful sorceress. Lacking a place in light of her
newfound power, Shadowspawn returned to Sanctuary and never loved again.

Mignureal was typical of Sdanzo, with curly dark hair and a swarthy complexion. She was friendly, cheerful, and had maintained a
crush on Shadowspawn since she was little. Mignureal has a strong touch of the Sight, resulting in periodic and seemingly random

flashes of insiﬁht, manz of which have helﬁed Hanse throuﬁh manz nasz scraﬁes.
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He was also unable to stop himself from liking Tempus, and even
helped rescue the Hell Hound from an evil vivisectionist. Hanse’s
other close friends are Moonflower and her daughter Mignue, and
his old mentor, Cudget Swearoath. When not working, Hanse can
usually be found at the Vulgar Unicorn, drinking with a crowd of
other locals his age.

DESCRIPTION

The wiry youth with dark hair and eyes is handsome, though with
a somewhat largish nose, and is very smooth with the ladies. Hanse
wears dark leathers and always has at least two throwing knives handy,
and several more concealed about him. He walks with a swagger and
he exudes the arrogance of youth.

PERSONALITY

Shadowspawn is a skilled fighter, trained by the Stepsons and gifted
with divine blessings. But despite his talent in a fight, he prefers not
to kill—one of the only times was when he killed two men while
guarding Tempus’ back while the Riddler was at the Lily Garden,
which is why Tempus believed he owed the thief. He is cocksure,
prideful, witty, and sarcastic, but has a soft spot in his heart for cats
and pretty women. Not easily cowed, he’s stood firm against Tempus,
and if the legends are true, “killed” Vashanka.

THE IRRUNE ERA

Chance, as Hanse now calls himself, is older and a bit wiser, now
in his mid-seventies. He walks with a heavy cane, and gets tired
easily, but he can still move with surprising grace, and even with
the cane he can still cross a room
almost without a sound. Long
since retired, he spends his time
tutoring the young thief, Lone,
and sitting with his friend Strick
and StricK’s wife, Linnana. He has
no apparent occupation or source
of income, but has enough money
to live comfortably, thanks to a

LoNE ON CHANCE

“He’s the real thing, [ knew it all along. Thcy say roaches don'’t live
as long as Chance. He’s forgotten more than you'll ever know about
roaching, and I'm sure he appreciates that I'm better than he was.
He's just too proud to admit it.”

thrown dagger) or +18 ranged (1d2+1, masterwork shuriken);
Full Atk +19/+14/+9 melee (1d6+3/19-20, +2 short sword) or
+18/+13/+8 melee (1d4+2/19-20, +1 dagger) or +17/+12/+7
melee (1d4+1/19-20, dagger)
or +15/+15/+10/+5 ranged
(1d4+1/19-20, thrown dagger)
or +16/+16/+11/+6 ranged
(1d2+1, masterwork shuriken);
SA sneak attack +6d6; SQ_
evasion, hide in plain sight,
improved evasion, improved
uncanny dodge, trap sense +3,

particular cache of silver he left

in a well in the peak of his youth.

Chance lives alone, having never married or had children. He does
not publicly admit to being Shadowspawn, but sits and reminisces
with Strick, and often tells stories of his escapades to Lone.

Due to a stroke, Chance is but a shadow of his former self, though
a quick and tough one. Shadowspawn uses his normal statistics, but
apply the following modifiers: Str =3, Dex =3, Con =3, Int +2, Wis
+2, Cha +2. Chance rarely wears his old armor or carries little in the
way of weaponry aside from his heavy cane (count as a +2 c/ub).

HANSE SHADOWSPAWN

Male Wrigglie criminal, thief 11, fighter 4, freelance 1; CR 16;
Medium humanoid (human); HD 11d6+33 plus 4d10+12 plus
1d6+3; hp 115; Mdt 23; Init +9; Spd 30 ft.; AC 26, touch 17, flat-
footed 26; Base Atk +12; Grap +13; Atk +19 melee (1d6+3/19-
20, +2 short sword) or +18 melee (1d4+2/19-20, +1 dagger) or
+17 melee (1d4+1/19-20, dagger) or +17 ranged (1d4+1/19-20,

trapfinding, uncanny dodge;
Rep +6; SV Fort +9, Ref +15,
Will +9; Str 13, Dex 20, Con 16, Int 18, Wis 15, Cha 14.

Background Skills: Bluff, Sleight of Hand.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +9, Balance +17, Bluff +18, Climb +15
(+17 ropes), Diplomacy +10, Disable Device +13, Disguise +9
(+11 acting), Escape Artist +10 (+12 ropes), Gamble +5, Gather
Information +12, Handle Animal +7, Hide +32, Intimidate +18,
Jump +18, Knowledge (local) +11 (+13 navigating the Maze),
Listen +10, Move Silently +32, Open Lock +12, Ride +12, Search
+11, Sense Motive +10, Sleight of Hand +23, Spot +11 (+13
notice Sleight of Hand attempts), Survival +2 (+4 follow tracks),
Swim +3, Tumble +21, Use Rope +10 (+12 bindings); Dodge,
Exotic Weapon Proficiency (shuriken), Improved Initiative,
Maze-Savvy®, Mobility, Point Blank Shot, Quick Draw, Rapid
Shot, Spring Attack, Weapon Finesse.

Languages: Wrigglie (S), Rankene (S), Ilsig (S), Trade Tongue (8S).
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Contacts: Information (Mignureal, Moonflower), Influence

(Kadakithis, Tempus), Skill (1).
NOTABLE

Male cat; CR 1/2; Tiny animal; HD 1/2d8+1; hp 3; Mdt 13;
Init +4; Spd 30 ft.; AC 16, touch 16, flat-footed 12; Base Atk
+0; Grap —11; Atk +6 melee (1d2-3, claw); Full Atk +6 melee
(1d2-3, 2 claws) and +1 melee (1d3-3, bite); SQ_low-light
vision, scent; Rep +0; SV Fort +3, Ref +6, Will +1; Str 4, Dex
19, Con 13, Int 4, Wis 12, Cha 6.

Skills and Feats: Balance +12, Climb +8, Hide +16 (+20 in tall
undergrowth), Jump +9, Listen +5, Move Silently +8, Spot +5;
Alertness®, Weapon Finesse.

Possessions: +3 improved shadow improved silent moves studded leather
armor, +2 buckler, +2 short sword, +1 dagger, 2 daggers, 4 thrown
daggers, 10 masterwork shuriken, potion of cure moderate wounds,
ring of protection +2, amulet of natural armor +1, gloves of Dexterity
+2, climber’s kit, disguise kit, masterwork thieves’ tools, several
thousand shaboozh hidden in a well just outside of the city.

HAUGHT

Haught was a Nisibisi captured by Rankans and sold into slavery.
Considered valuable, he was used as a dancer and entertainer and, at
times, as a love slave. Though his life was softer than that of many
slaves, make no mistake: it was not easy. In a plan to to coerce Ischade
(see page 102) to help the Stepsons, Critias and others sent the slave
to the necromant as a gift for her to use and then kill, as was her wont.
In a rare act of compassion, or perhaps just to foil the Stepsons and
their plots, she released Haught, making him a free man.

Since his release, he took up with Mor-Am, Moria, and Mradhon Vis
(see their respective entries in this chapter), gradually becoming woven
into Ischade’s plans, and eventually becoming her creature. Though his
relationship with the necromant was never romantic, he felt a deep
commitment to her, until his arrogance got the better of him. Haught
had latent witchblood, which gave him great potential to work
witchcraft. A desperate pupil, he studied under Ischade, becoming
her apprentice. But her instruction was too slow to suit his ambition,
and so he betrayed his mistress to the Stepsons. He took up with
Death’s Queen, Roxane, whom he claimed as a cousin. Unfortunately,
this alliance was doomed from
the start, and Ischade trapped
him and the Nisibisi witch in
the house of Tasfalen Lancothis,
where Haught languished with
the revenant of the witch for
many many months, until he
escaped and crawled back to his
former teacher, begging her for

SHADOWSPAWN ON HAUGHT

“The funny thing about Haught is that he was a slave, some sort of

dancer. The Stepsons sent him to Ischade as a present, but instead

of taking his life, she set him free. She may have freed him from his
slavery, but he became another sort of slave entirely.”

PERSONALITY

Haught was a kind, meek, and pleasant man, who cared deeply for
Moria. But power corrupted him, making him arrogant and prideful
of his beauty; he fully expects his looks to captivate men and women
alike. He also believes he is a powerful wizard, though in reality he

is merely an apprentice.

HaucHT

Male Nisibisi slave, initiate 4, witch 2; CR 6; Medium humanoid
(human); HD 4d6+8 plus 2d4+4; hp 34; Mdt 15; Init +1; Spd
30 ft.; AC 13, touch 12, flat-footed 11; Base Atk +4; Grap
+5; Atk +6 melee (1d4+1/19-20, masterwork dagger) or +6
ranged (1d4+1/19-20, masterwork dagger); Full Atk +6 melee
(1d4+1/19-20, masterwork dagger) or +6 ranged (1d4+1/19-20,
masterwork dagger); SQ_cruel, force of personality; Rep +0; SV
Fort +3, Ref +5, Will +8; Str 13, Dex 12, Con 14, Int 17, Wis
12, Cha 15.

Background Skills: Bluff, Perform (dance).

Skills and Feats: Bluff +15, Concentration +11, Diplomacy +17,
Disguise +5 (+7 acting), Hide +3, Intimidate +6, Knowledge
(arcana) +12, Listen +3, Move Silently +2, Perform (dance)
+12, Sense Motive +8, Sleight of Hand +10, Spellcraft +12 (+14
decipher scroll), Spot +3, Use Magic Device +11 (+11 scrolls);
Interrupted Spellcasting®, Magical Aptitude®, Ritual Emphasis®,
Witchblooded™.

Languages: Nis (S), Wrigglie (S), Lsig (S), Rankene (S).
Contacts: Skill (Ischade, Mradhon Vis).

Haught only takes a —1 penalty to Strength and Dexterity,
and recovers from fatigue after only six hours of complete rest
instead of eight.

Spells: safe mage level 2nd; safe witch level 1st; spellcasting +7;
ritualcasting +6; initiate save DC 13 + spell level; witch save

DC 12 + spell level.

Known Initiate Spells (5): cause fear (1st, MT 20, price 1), charm
person (1st, MT 20, price 1), command undead (2nd, M'T 30,
price 2), daze (0, MT 10, price 0/1), touch of fatigue (0, MT 10,
price 0/1).

Familiar Initiate Spells (2):
detect thoughts (2nd, MT 30,
price 2), mage armor (1st, MT
20, price 1).

Known Witch Spells (3): calm
animals (1st, MT 20, price 1),

convert minor wounds (0, MT

torgiveness and protection.

DESCRIPTION

Haught is an attractive young man with creamy skin, dark hair, and
large eyes. He has the easy grace and athleticism of a skilled dancer.
When we first meet Haught, he is timid and nervous from his years
as a slave, but as he learned witchcraft, his arrogance stiffened his
spine and he exuded confidence.

10, price 0/1), produce flame (1st,
MT 20, price 1)

Familiar Witch Spells (6): ghost sound (1st, MT 20, price 1),
hypnotism (2nd, MT 30, price 4 lethal), lesser confusion (2nd, MT
30, price 4 lethal), message (1st, MT 20, price 1), silent image (2nd,
MT 30, price 4 lethal), summon monster I (1st, MT 20, price 1)

Possessions: 2 masterwork daggers, ring of protection +1, spell focus
(ring) +1, amulet of natural armor +1.
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[LLYRA

Illyra’s life began with tragedy. Her father, a Rankan guard, drank
too much and was abusive and paranoid. Her mother was a Sdanzo
seeress, and as such, she was beautiful, seductive, and alluring. Illyra’s
father suspected his wife of having a lover, which enraged him despite
the fact that he had a mistress himself. One night, when Illyra was still
only a small child, her father attacked her mother and killed her, then
cut her into pieces. Both Illyra and her half-brother Walegrin fled, and
Dubro rescued the young Illyra from the streets, while Walegrin fled
Sanctuary, vowing never to return. Illyra inherited her mother’s gift;
she is one of the most powerful seeresses in Sanctuary, but because
she is only half-S’Danzo, the other S’Danzo refuse to associate with
her. Illyra now lives in the Bazaar with her husband, Dubro the smith
(see page 94), and sees her clients next to blacksmith’s forge, where
thick velvet curtains afford privacy.

Most S'danzo use either cards
or crystals for their divinations.
Illyra favors cards, but she crafted
her own second deck with the
help of Lalo the Limner. They
have the same pictures as most
S’Danzo decks, but drawn by
Lalo specifically for her use, and

SHADOWSPAWN ON ILLYRA

“I prcfer to goto Moonflower for advice, but Hlyra’s not a bad seer
for a half-S’danzo. It’s always bad news with her, though; nothing but
ill omens and unfavorable cards. It’s a good thing Dubro stays close

when she works; some folks don’t take bad news well.”

After Lalo and Gilla quelched the first Dyareelan scourge, she
made peace to some extent with her losses and resumed her life as
Sanctuary’s preeminant seer. And in time, with the help of a foundling
Walegrin deposited on her doorstep, she regained something of the
peace she enjoyed in her youth.

[LLYRA

Female Rankan/S'danzo seer, savant 4, S'danzo fortuneteller 6;
CR 10; Medium humanoid (human); HD 4d6+8 plus 6d6+12; hp
58; Mdt 15; Init +2; Spd 30 ft.; AC 12, touch 12, flat-footed 10;
Base Atk +6; Grap +6; Atk +6 melee (1d4/19-20, dagger); Full
Atk +6/+1 melee (1d4/19-20, dagger); SQ godless, greater sight,
lore +7, precongitive sight, read object, sense psychic impressions,
sudden insight 3/week; Rep +1; SV Fort +5, Ref +6, Will +16;
Str 10, Dex 15, Con 15, Int 17, Wis 20, Cha 14.

Background Skills: Diplomacy,
Sense Motive.

Contacts: Information (Haakan
the Fruitseller), Influence (IMolin
Torchholder, Walegrin).

Skills and Feats: Appraise +9,
Bluff +17, Concentration +8,
Diplomacy +15 (+13 non-

thus linked to her more closely.
The cards do have words on
them, but Illyra merely copied the designs for the artist—she does
not know how to read.

DESCRIPTION

Though she is young and lovely, with the dark hair and swarthy skin of
her mother’s people, Illyra dresses in heavy skirts and heavier makeup
that makes her look more like an aged crone. This is to convince
clients that she is old and wise, and thieves that she is grizzled and
unappealing.

PERSONALITY

Illyra is unhappy about the S'danzo’s reaction to her, but she has
learned to live with being an outcast. She has several close friends,
including Haakon the sweetmeat vendor, and she loves Dubro as
much as he loves her. She rarely travels far from her home, and
prefers to stay in her rooms, behind her curtain, waiting for clients
and listening to the comforting sound of Dubro’s hammer on the
anvil.

Illyra’s soft demeanor changed over time. After Vashanka was
exiled, his essence returned to the Material Plane in the guide of
a demiurge that possessed not only Tempus’ bastard child, but also
Illyra’s son. To save the boy, she gave him up to Molin to raise and
guide, to control the violent outbursts and usher him to divinity.
Her daughter fell victim to Zip’s axe in the thick of the riots that
resulted from the civil war in the city during the Beysib occupation.
As a result of these losses, Illyra withdrew into herself, overcome
as she was with grief, until she finally used Lalo’s cards to bring
the influence of Dyareela to Sanctuary through a special curse she
arranged through her cards, possibly precipitating the Dyareelans’
return during the Troubles

S’danzo), Disguise +2 (+4
acting), Gather Information
+17,Hide +7, Intimidate +6, Knowledge (local) +16, Listen +20,
Move Silently +6, Profession (seer) +12, Search +15, Sense Motive
+29, Sleight of Hand +16, Spot +20, Survival +5 (+7 following
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[LLYRA'S RING

This plain, unadorned ring was once worn by the S’Danzo fortuneteller Illyra, who used it as a meditative aid when reading her cards.
Upon her death, it passed into the treasure hoards of the Bloody Hand, and may still be lost and overlooked somewhere in modern
Sanctuary. The ring is a +2 ritual focus for casting divination rituals; it also provides a +2 enhancement bonus to Concentration

checks.

Faint transmutation; CL 5th; Craft Focus, Forge Ring, crafter must have 2 ranks in Concentration; Price 2,400 sh.

ILLYRA’S CARDS

This deck of cards is perhaps one of the greatest artifacts ever created in the city of Sanctuary. After Illyra’s original deck burned, Lalo
(see page 109) painted a new set of cards based on her descriptions of the lost ones. Thanks to Lalo’s curse, the cards were imbued with
some quite powerful magic. Whenever these cards are used in conjunction with the Sighted feat, there is never a chance for a false

reading.

These cards passed eventually to Molin Torchholder, who placed them in the keeping of Sinjon, who ran the Broken Mast Tavern on
the Wideway. Cauvin, when he grudgingly helped Molin in the priest’s final days, recovered the cards and took them to Elemi (see page
142). At first, she gratefully took them, but before Cauvin left, the power frightened her and she tried to give them back to Cauvin,
who promply refused and left. It’s believed that Elemi still has these cards, but rarely uses them.

Overwhelming transmutation; CL 21st.

tracks); Alertness, Iron Will, Mixed Ancestry*, Persuasive,
Negotiator®, Sighted®, Skill Focus (Sense Motive)®.

Languages: Sdanzo (S/R), Rankene (S/R), Trade Tongue (S),
Wrigglie (S).

Possessions: Dagger, Illyra’s ring”, Illyra’s cards*.

*See sidebar

[SCHADE

Ischade settled here because she believed she could live her life
without interference from others. She harbors a terrible curse, one that
makes her unsuitable for most lands, for Ischade has an uncontrollable
sexual appetite—she must engage in carnal activities. Unfortunately
for her lovers, this appetite translates into their deaths.

A former thief, Ischade unlocked her latent talent for witchcraft early
on. At some point in her past, she must have crossed the wrong person,
for she gained the curse of the necromant. When Ischade has a romantic
encounter, she passes a new form of curse on her “victims.” The hapless
lover experiences a series of unbelievable and fatal misfortunes. One lover
might choke on his own tongue. Another might slip and fall, breaking
his neck. A third might have a heart attack. Every encounter is lethal,
but Ischade is helpless to prevent the deaths, for she must mate, regularly,
as she feeds off the energy.

When she came to Sanctuary, she selected a small house on the
shores of the White Foal River, in proximity to Downwind. This
allowed her a haven, a retreat of sorts, where she was less likely to be
bothered. The exterior looks a bit run-down, but inside it is draped
everywhere with velvet and silk, and fine carpets cover the floors
while fine paintings hang upon the walls. The rooms speak of wealth,
careless opulence, and a magpie’s fascination with shiny objects. More
important, though, was the house’s nearness to the slums. She could
hunt at her pleasure, preying upon the worst of Sanctuary’s people,
and in effect, do the city a great service by eliminating thieves, rapists,
murderers, and worse.

Her good intentions (not surprisingly) turned foul. As the Stepsons
gradually replaced the Hell Hounds as the most influential force
in the city, they were caught between the Beggar King and the
hawk-masks. Straton (see page 126) approached Ischade for her
help and possible information. Ischade and Strat quickly became
lovers, sundering his bonds with Crit. Strat was safe with Ischade
because the surplus of death and walking dead in the city could sate
her dangerous appetite. Though Strat did leave town briefly, he was
Ischade’s creature up until the power globes shattered and the mana
in the city fled. Ischade realized Strat would not be safe and sent him
away for his own safety.

Though Ischade generally pursued her own agenda, she briefly
worked with the Stepsons, and employed Moria, Mor-Am, and
the revenant Stilcho as well. She readily worked against Roxane;
it’s believed that there was some former connection. But Roxane’s
death, the loss of Strat, and her own betrayal at the hands of Haught,
coupled with the chaos in the city, left her embittered, and she
eventually withdrew into her house. In the years that followed, she
became more and more remote, until she vanished altogether, just
before the Catastrophes.

DESCRIPTION

Sanctuary is filled with beautiful women as well as with deadly
ones. Ischade tops both lists. She is a small and attractive woman
with dusky skin and dark hair. She’s delicate in appearance...
about as delicate as the finest steel blade. Ischade attracts attention
wherever she goes, but only when she chooses. She’s all but invisible
at night, when not looking for a victim. And it is more than her
features—she moves with an innate grace, and although her clothing
is not overly fancy, it is elegant. When hunting, Ischade wears a
dark hooded cloak to conceal her features, but split in the front to
reveal her womanly virtues. She is seductive and enticing, luring
many men to their doom. She is elegant, but not so elegant as to
be unapproachable. Men of all ranks and occupations are drawn to
her... and she, to them.
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PERSONALITY

Though a beauty, she is cold and calculating, much like a black
widow in personality. She has made peace with her curse and uses it
to eliminate Sanctuary of its undesirables. She can be very cruel, as
evidenced in how she treated Stilcho. She regularly sent his spirit to
the Underworld and drew him back, driving him mad. She exploited
Moria, used Haught, and saw others as means to ends. The only
exception for her pragmatic outlook was Strat. She saw greatness
in him and sought to elevate him to rule all of Sanctuary. But when
she realized her curse would affect him too, she broke off the affair.
Though it wounded her, Strat’s death would have hurt her much more
deeply — something he never knew.

Female Unknown cursed, thief 2, witch 14; CR 16; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 2d6+4 plus 14d4+44; hp 93; Mdt 15;
Init +2; Spd 30 ft.; AC 12, touch 12, flat-footed 12; Base Atk
+8; Grap +8; Atk +11 melee (1d4+3/19-20, +3 dagger); Full Atk
+11/+6 melee (1d4+3/19-20, +3 dagger); SA sneak attack +1d6;
SQ arcane endurance, alluring, evasion, necromant, trapfinding,
unique power, unnatural vitality; Rep +3; SV Fort +7, Ref +10,
Will +13; Str 11, Dex 14, Con 15, Int 18, Wis 18, Cha 18.

Background Skills: Bluff, Diplomacy.

Skills and Feats: Balance +7, Bluff +27, Concentration +16,
Decipher Script +9, Diplomacy +27, Disguise +4 (+6 acting),
Escape Artist +7, Gather Information +11, Hide +7, Intimidate
+25, Knowledge (arcana) +18, Listen +9, Move Silently +7,
Open Lock +7, Profession (herbalist) +18, Search +9, Sleight
of Hand +9, Spellcraft +20, Survival +4 (+6 follow tracks), Use
Rope +2 (+4 bindings); Appealingt, Craft Focus®, Interrupted
Spellcasting®, Ritual Emphasis*, Rushed Spellcasting®, Scribe
Matrix*, Witchblooded*.

to seek out new lovers. Each day, Ischade must attempt a DC
15 Will save. If she succeeds, she staves oft the craving. If she
fails, she takes 1 point of Constitution damage each day until she
sates her appetite. Each day after a successful Will save, the DC

increase by +5. Once she fails a

Will save and takes a lover, the
FSee Chapter Eight: Player’s SHADOWSPAWN ON ISCHADE Will save DC resets to 15.

Expansion for details on this
new feat.

Languages: Rankene (S/W),
Ilsig (S), Nisi (S/W).

arms. If not for the intervention of Enas Yorl, I'd most likely be dead.

“I've felt my own death approaching as [schade gently held me in her

If you've never seen the woman, you'll likely think me crazy when I say

that death is probably a small price to pay for a night with her.”

Spells: sate level 7th; spellcasting
+22; ritualcasting +17; save DC
14 + spell level.

Known Spells (21): animate
dead (4th, MT 50, price 4),

Contacts: Information (Moria,
Stilcho), Influence (Strat), Skill
(Haught).

Alluring (Ex): In exchange for her curse, Ischade gains a +4 bonus
to all Charisma-based skill checks used to seduce an individual
ordinarily attracted to her gender.

Necromant (Su): Ischade lives with a terrible curse. Whenever she
has a sexual encounter, her lover must succeed on a DC 30 Will
save or dies in 1d6 rounds. Ischade is also under a compulsion

charm person (2nd, MT 30,
price 2), convert minor wounds (0, MT 10, price 0/1)*, convert
critical wounds (5th, MT 60, price 5)*, daze (1st, MT 20, price
1), detect magic (0, MT 10, price 0/1), dispel magic (4th, M T 50,
price 4), eagle’s splendor (3rd, MT 4th, price 3), ecstasy” (3rd, MT
40, price 3), entangle (1st, MT 20, price 1), fireball (3rd, MT 40,
price 3), fire storm (7th, MT 80, price 7), flaming sphere (2nd,
MT 30, price 2), greater invisibility (Sth, M'T 60, price 5), lesser
confusion (2nd, M'T 30, price 2), mind fog (6th, MT 70, price 6),

ISCHADE'S BRAZIER

Fire was Ischade’s element, and she used this large brazier to evoke that fire in her necromantic rituals. Although Ischade has vanished
from Sanctuary, her house remains, lost at the bottom of the White Foal River or maybe in the swamp—the precise location has long
been forgotten; her brazier may still be there, waiting to burn anew some day. The brazier is a +5 rizual focus.

Moderate transmutation; CL 8th; Craft Focus; Price 22,500 sh.
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polymorph (4th, MT 50, price 4), produce flame (1st, M'T 20, price
1), read magic (0, MT 10, price 0/1), seeming (6th, M'T 70, price
6), wall of fire (5th, MT 60, price 5).

Familiar Spells (24): cause fear (2nd, MT 30, price 2), charm
monster (4th, MT 50, price 4), daze monster (3rd, M'T 40, price
3), death ward (5th, M'T 60, price 5), detect curse (1st, MT 20,
price 1), dominate animal (3rd, MT 40, price 3), flame strike (4th,
MT 50, price 4), ghost sound (1st, MT 20, price 1), greater scrying
(7th,MT 80, price 7), legend lore (5th, MT 60, price 5), mage hand
(1st, MT 20, price 1), nightmare (6th, MT 70, price 6), obscuring
mist (1st, MT 20, price 1), permanent image (7th, M'T 80, price
7), plane shift (7th, MT 80, price 7), resist energy (2nd, M'T 30,
price 2), scrying (4th, MT 50, price 4), secure shelter (Sth, M'T
60, price 5), shadow evocation (6th, MT 70, price 7), silent image
(2nd, MT 30, price 2), snare (3rd, MT 40, price 3), suggestion
(3rd, MT 40, price 3), summon monster I (1st, M'T 20, price 1),
summon monster VI (6th, M'T 70, price 6)

*See Thieves’ World Players Manual for details on these new
spells.

focus (black cloak), Ischade’s
brazier*. In addition, Ischade
has numerous matrixes around
her house and a number of
random magic items taken

“If you want a hero of the people, look no further than ]amie the
Red. He's got more skill of arms and enthusiasm than he does
subtlety, but he’s charming and always popular with the ladies. I'm
not sure why they like him so much. Maybe it’s the kilt.”

JAMIE THE RED

Jamie the Red was Sanctuary’s preeminant barbarian and nobleman.
The best friend of Cappen Varra, Jamie was a colorful figure who hung
around Sanctuary’s many taverns and brothels. Though he didnt do
much but spend time with his doxies or drink and fight in various
bars, he has a penchant for adventure, and was drawn to new and
deadly exploits as a moth was to a flame.

DESCRIPTION

Tall, broad-shouldered, and muscular, Jamie is a handsome man with
flame-red hair and beard. He fights for anyone who can pay him, and
when not so employed, he is at the Vulgar Unicorn drinking, or at
his apartment in the Jeweler’s Quarter with his two women. He is
an eager participant in any barroom brawl, but Jamie is just as quick
to dust off his opponent and offer him a drink. He loves to fight, but
he does not take any of it personally.

PERSONALITY
Possessions: +3 dagger, +6 spell SHADOWSPAWN ON ]AMIE THE RED

Most people make the mistake
of thinking that Jamie is dumb
because he is big, strong, and
from the north. In fact he is
quite bright, and surprisingly well
educated. That is because Jamie is

from her victims.

*See Ischade’s Brazier sidebar
for details.

no normal Northman. His father
is a tribal chief from the Cantal Plains, and Jamie was raised at court
and given a full court education. (Of course, Jamie likes to exaggerrate,
and with each telling of his history, his past becomes more fanciful,
with his father being a king and he the estranged prince.) He is
currently burning off his youthful energy, so that he can return to
his father and take on the role of a proper heir.

JAMIE THE RED

Male Cantal Plains aristocrat, barbarian 8; CR 8; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 8d12+32; hp 90; Mdt 25; Init +2;
Spd 40 ft.; AC 20, touch 12, flat-footed 18; Base Atk +8; Grap
+12; Atk +13 melee (1d10+5/19-20, +1 bastard sword) or +11
ranged (1d8+4/x3, masterwork composite (+4) longbow); Full
Atk +13/+8 melee (1d10+5/19-20, +1 bastard sword) or +11/+6
ranged (1d8+4/x3, masterwork composite (+4) longbow); SA
rage; SQ_damage reduction 1/—, improved uncanny dodge,
tough as nails, trap sense +2, uncanny dodge; Rep +2; SV Fort
+10, Ref +4, Will +5 [2,3 Wis]; Str 18, Dex 15, Con 18, Int 15,
Wis 17, Cha 15.

Background Skills: Diplomacy, Sense Motive.

Skills and Feats: Climb +13, Diplomacy +12, Intimidate +13,
Jump +13, Listen +14, Ride +13, Sense Motive +10, Survival
+14; Cleave, Exotic Weapon Proficiency (bastard sword) &, Great
Cleave, Power Attack.

Languages: Highlander (S/W), Rankene (S).
Contacts: Information (1), Influence (1), Skill (Cappen Varra).

Rage (Ex): Three times per day, Jamie can enter a rage. When
he does, use the following statistics:
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HD 8d12+48; hp 100; Mdt 22; AC 18, touch 10, flat-footed 16;
Grap +14; Atk +15 melee (1d10+7/19-20, +1 bastard sword);
Full Atk +15/+10 melee (1d10+5/19-20, +1 bastard sword); SV
Fort +12, Will +7; Str 22, Con 22.

Skills: Climb +15, Jump +15.

Possessions: +1 chain shirt, +1 heavy steel shield, +1 bastard sword,
masterwork composite (+4) longbow with 20 arrows.

JARVEENA OF FORGOTTEN HoLT

Jarveena was born in the village of Forgotten Holt, a small village
that was once important in the distant past when it was part of
Yenized. When she was a child,
bandits attacked and destroyed
the village. The men were killed,
but the women were raped and
beaten by the warriors, and then
left for dead. Jarveena survived.
She made her way across the
desert to Sanctuary, hoping to
find some news of these men

SHADOWSPAWN ON JARVEENA

“]arvcena, as an apprentice scribe, joined forces with
Enas Yorl to foil a plot against Prince Kittycat's life. It wasn't
her love of his royal highness that pcrsuaded her; it was the

opportunity to gain revenge against the man who destroyed her

childhood home.”

is beginning to enjoy herself. She also likes Enas Yorl, and is one
of the few who has seen past his ever-changing shape to the man
trapped within.

Female Holt fugitive, survivor 2, thief 1, savant 4; CR 7; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 2d10+4 plus 1d6+2 plus 4d6+8; hp 47,
Mdt 20; Init +4; Spd 30 ft.; AC 17, touch 15, flat-footed 12; Base
Atk +4; Grap +5; Atk +7 melee (1d4+1/19-20, dagger) or +7 melee
(1d6+1,unarmed strike); Full Atk +7 melee (1d4+1/19-20, dagger)
or +7 melee (1d6+1, unarmed strike); SA intelligent combatant,
sneak attack +1d6; SQ fight or flight (defense), trapfinding; Rep
+1; SV Fort +8, Ref +5, Will
+11; Str 12, Dex 15, Con 15,
Int 16, Wis 14, Cha 10.

Background Skills: Listen, Spot

Skills and Feats: Appraise +3
(+5 books), Balance +3, Bluff
+6, Climb +6 (+8 ropes), Craft
(bookbinding) +8, Decipher
Script +8, Diplomacy +2,

who had ruined her life. Instead,
she discovered that the leader of
the bandits was none other than Captain Nizharu of the Rankan
army. Fate offered her a hand in seeing him hang for treason, and
also introduced her to Enas Yorl, who took an interest in the girl.
He encouraged Jarveena to leave Sanctuary, and she took passage
on a ship. She had been working for Master Melilot as a scribe and
runner, but now she is a trading agent, bringing him commissions
from all over the world.

DESCRIPTION

Jarveena is a thin girl of about 15 years, with plain features and dark
eyes. A scar, just below her hairline, shows when she scowls, and she
conceals a great many more scars beneath the boy’s clothing that
she wears. After her alliance with Enas Yorl, the scars on her body
lessened, gradually transforming her into the beauty that she should
have always been (increase her Charisma score by +4).

PERSONALITY

Jarveena is a tough young woman. She has endured events most adults
never could, and not only survived, but made every effort to overcome
the situation. With Nizharu’s death, her thirst for revenge faded, and
she discovered that she had no idea what to do with her life. Enas Yorl
offered her a new direction, and she took it. Now she travels the world,
obtaining business for Melilot. In
return, she has freedom, and some
measure of importance. She has a
chance to travel. And every time
she returns to Sanctuary, she visits
Enas Yorl, and the shapeshifting
sorcerer helps erase a few more of
her scars. Jarveena has discovered,
now that the scars are fading
and her rage with them, that she

SHADOWSPAWN ON JUBAL

“Lord of the hawk-masks, king of the city’s underworld, and former

slave turned slaver. If there’s a criminal force to be reckoned with in

Sanctuary, it's ]ubal and his mercenaries. Up until Kittycat showed

up, ]ubal was the city’s unofficial governor. Dcpending on who you
ask, he still is.”

Disguise +3 (+5 acting), Escape

Artist +3 (+5 ropes), Forgery
+10, Gamble +6, Gather Information +7, Hide +3, Knowledge
(local) +8, Listen +13, Move Silently +3, Profession (scribe) +7,
Search +8, Sense Motive +11, Sleight of Hand +5, Spot +13,
Survival +7 (+9 follow tracks), Swim +6, Use Rope +7; Deceitful®,
Diehard, Endurance®, Great Fortitude, Improved Damage
Threshold®, Improved Unarmed Strike®, Iron Will®, Run

Languages: Rankene (S/W), Ilsig (S/W), Yenizen (W).
Contacts: Influence (Enas Yorl), Skill (Master Melilot).

Possessions: Leather armor, dagger, scribe kit.

JUBAL

Sanctuary is a city of second chances, and no one knows this better
than Jubal. Raised as a slave, and then sold to the gladiatorial arena
for his height and strength, Jubal proved himself in the ring. He was
undefeated as a gladiator, and grew so popular that finally the Rankan
Emperor granted Jubal his freedom. But, of course, if he stayed in
Ranke, he would always be known as a former slave and an ex-
gladiator. So Jubal went to Sanctuary. He tried his hand as a sellsword,
but found that crime suited him better. With the wealth from his
fighting days, Jubal purchased the freedom of another slave, Saliman,
and together they became thieves, drug dealers, slavers, and smugglers.
And business was good—soon,
Jubal was hiring others to do the
stealing and dealing for him. He
hired several sellswords to serve
as muscle, and before long, he had
an empire.

Things were going well for
Jubal up until Prince Kadakithis
showed up. Before, he never had

actually likes being alive. She

a problem witht the Governors;

they could be bought and sold like
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anyone else. However, Kadakithis' Hell Hounds are not intimidated
and they are quick to beat the snot out of any of Jubal’s men. Worse,
hawk-masks are dying all over the city, brutally murdered and hung
on display. It seems Jubal’s days as the reigning lord of crime might
be coming to a close.

DESCRIPTION

Jubal is a massive black man, tall and powerfully built. His skin is
crisscrossed with scars from the arenas and also from his early days
on the streets. When meeting a subject, he dons the blue mask of
his organization.

PERSONALITY

Jubal is very pragmatic. He has some scruples, but not many, and they
do not surface often. His first concern is that his organization runs
smoothly. After that, he worries about his profits, then his men, and
finally his reputation.

Male Unknown prizefighter, fighter 4, gladiator 5, kingpin 9;
CR 18; Medium humanoid (human); HD 4d10+8 plus 5d10+13
plus 9d6+18; hp 125; Mdt 21; Init +2; Spd 30 ft.; AC 24, touch
18, flat-footed 17; Base Atk +15; Grap +21; Atk +24 melee
(1d8+10/17-20, +2 keen longsword) or +19 ranged (entangle, net);
Full Atk +22/+17/+12 melee (1d8+10/17-20, +2 keen longsword),
+21 melee (1d6+5/17-20, +2 keen short sword) or +19 ranged
(entangle, net); SA howls of lust and fury, retributive strike; SQ_
advisor (Saliman), fighter training, interests (drugs, slavery),
network, organization (hawk-masks), outside the law; Rep +6;
SV Fort +17, Ref +16, Will +9; Str 22, Dex 19, Con 15, Int 16,
Wis 17, Cha 15.

Background Skills: Intimidate, Tumble.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +12, Balance +8, Bluff +16, Diplomacy
+15, Disguise +7 (+9 acting), Escape Artist +13, Gather
Information +23, Hide +9, Intimidate +31 (+33 in Downwind),
Jump +20, Knowledge (local) +16, Listen +12, Move Silently +9,
Perform (gladiator) +4, Ride +9, Sense Motive +17, Spot +12,
Tumble +15, Use Rope +4 (+6 bindings); Combat Expertise,
Combat Reflexes, Dodge®, Improved Disarm, Improved Feint,
Iron Will, Leadership, Mobility®, Spring Attack, Toughness®,
Two-Weapon Fighting® Weapon Focus (longsword)®, Weapon

Specialization (longsword)®.
Languages: Rankene (S), Wrigglie (S), Ilsig (S), Trade Tongue (S).
Contacts: Information (Hakiem, 2), Influence (1), Skill (1).

Possessions: +4 studded leather, +2 keen longsword, +2 keen short
sword, masterwork net, ring of protection +1, amulet of natural
armor +1, belt of Strength +4, gloves of Dexterity +4, hawk-mask*,
periapt of wisdom +2, shadow cloak”, soles of silence”.

*See Jubal’s Treasures sidebar for details.

SALIMAN

Though Jubal was master of Sanctuary’s underworld, he could never have stayed so had it not been for his friend and advisor, Saliman.
Another former slave, Jubal bought and freed him shortly after he came to Thieves’ World. Since then, Saliman proved he had a head
for numbers, and has remained with Jubal ever since: first out of gratitude, and then out of friendship.

A small, lean man with a small pointed beard and a deeply lined face, Saliman is not a fighter. He is incredibly observant, however,
and nothing escapes his notice or his memory. Saliman handles the minutiae of Jubal’s operation, tracking every deal and every

operative.

Each day, he reports to Jubal, glossing over the smaller details and focusing upon larger issues and any problems that have appeared.
The two discuss matters, and together decide what to do. Saliman is the only person who can tell Jubal he is being stupid and survive;
Jubal values his friend’s intelligence and insight far too much to ever attack him. Saliman is also in charge of their espionage force,
and all of their spies and informants report directly to him. He then collects the information and shares it with Jubal in a condensed
form. Saliman does not have a life of his own—he lives for the organization. He has no family, no friends beyond Jubal, and no hobbies
beyond tallying profits and expenses and devising new ways to streamline their operations.
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JuBAL’S TREASURES

Thanks to his adventuers and his position in the city as the kingpin of all crime, he has acquired numerous treasures. he used them to
establish and maintain his grip on Sanctuary’s underworld.

HAWK-MASKS

These dyed-leather masks were worn by Jubal’s agents and enforcers during the Rankan era; a few still remain as historical curiosities.
Thanks to minor blessings and spells used in their creation, anyone wearing a hawkmask receives a +1 enhancement bonus to all saves

and a +2 circumstance bonus to Intimidate checks.

Faint abjuration; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, crafter must have 2 ranks in Intimidate, resiszance; Price 1,400 sh.

SHaDOW CLOAK

'This item was owned by Jubal, who used it when he wanted to pass unseen through the streets of Sanctuary. The black cloth of the
cloak blends seamlessly into shadows, giving the wearer a +5 circumstance bonus to Hide checks.

Faint illusion; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, crafter must have 5 ranks in Hide; Price 2,500 sh. [(5 x 5) x 100]

SOLES OF SILENCE

Another part of Jubal’s personal arsenal of magic items, these sandals allow the wearer to move unheard over any surface, even the
rubble-strewn streets of the Maze. The sandals give the wearer a +5 circumstance bonus to Move Silently checks.

Faint illusion; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, crafter must have 5 ranks in Move Silently; Price 2,500 sh.

KADAKITHIS

Even if his half-brother were not
Emperor of Ranke, Kadakithis
would be worth noticing. The
young son of a highly placed
Rankan house, he was weaned on
court intrigue, and was a proven
master of political maneuvers.
Unfortunately, for all his
intelligence and skill, Kadakithis
was young, and very idealistic.

SHADOWSPAWN ON KADAKITHIS

“The Prince saved my life, and I taught him a thing or two about
his palace’s lack of security. There was more to him than most
folks saw. [ always got the impression that he wanted to be my

friend, but the differences between us were too great to make such

a gamble socially acceptable.”

Through it all, Kadakithis was loyal foremost to Ranke. When
the empire started contracting and suffering from the anarchy of
endless short-lived usurpers,
he, at Chenaya’s insistance, left
Sanctuary to make a bid for the
throne. Most people believed
he left with Shupansea, but the
truth is not-at-all romantic. What
happened is not exactly certain,
but he clearly failed to take
the throne, and along the way,
Chenaya met her fate: drowning

The emperor was worried that

his rivals would sway Kadakithis to them, and then use his support
to launch an attempt on the throne. He could not risk that. But he
also refused to kill his young half-brother.

Instead, the emperor sent Kadakithis to Sanctuary as its new Imperial
Governor. Once there, Kadakithis worked hard to improve the lots
of the Sanctans, passing laws and measures against undesireable
businesses, and using the Hell Hounds to confront kingpins like Jubal.
What shocked much of the city was that he actually succeeded.

Kadakithis’ influence waned with the arrival of the Beysibs, as more
and more control of the city fell into their grasp. However, even then,
Kadakithis served the city, by taking Shupansea as his consort and
encouraging trade between the two peoples, improving the standard
of living everywhere in Sanctuary.

Sanctuary gave Kadakithis the nickname “Kittycat.” Rather than get
upset, he cultivated the image of the naive, weak young man struggling
to maintain control, as it put his enemies off guard. (Kadakithis was
actually quite fit, and a good, if not spectacular, swordsman.) He
was very sure of himself, and responded confidently to each new
problem.

at sea. In all likelihood, the hero
of Sanctuary probably died upon
the knife of a thief in Ranke, who never realized who the prince was
or the significance of the murder.

DESCRIPTION

Slender, blond, and good-looking, the prince looks more like a
courtier or a court minstrel than a ruler. But no one who meets
him feels that way afterward. Kadakithis is very observant, and very
good at reading people. He also knows how to use his youth to his
advantage, making his enemies think him weak until he is ready to
act. Kadakithis really does want to clean up Sanctuary and make it
a pleasant, safe place to live. He is starting to realize that this could
take a very long time.

PERSONALITY

Kadakithis is anything but stupid. He knows why he was exiled from
Ranke, and why he is here. But he is still determined to do the best job
he can, and to clean up Sanctuary. Though highly educated, Kadakithis

is very young, and very new to certain harsh realities.
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SAVANKH

This legendary symbol of authority is said to kill anyone who lies while grasping it. In truth, the savankh is neither so powerful
nor so legendary. The Rankan church consecrates the rods and presents them to the governors of all the Imperial cities. Anyone
who holds a savankh is compelled to speak the truth, but a strong willed man can fight that compulsion (DC 14 Will save to
resist). Of course, rumors that lying will kill the holder make few people inclined to even try to fight the urge to tell the truth.

Moderate enchantment; CL 6th; Craft Rod, zone of #ruth; Price 12,000 sh.

KADAKITHIS

Male Rankan aristocrat, noble 10, fighter 2; CR 12; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 10d8+20 plus 2d10+4; hp 84; Mdt
21; Init +1; Spd 30 ft.; AC 19, touch 11, flat-footed 18; Base
Atk +9; Grap +10; Atk +12 melee (1d8+2/19-20, +1 longsword)
or +11 ranged (1d6+2/x3, +1 composite [+1] shortbow); Full Atk
+12/+7 melee (1d8+2/19-20, +1 longsword) or +11/+6 ranged
(1d6+2/x3, +1 composite [+1] shortbow); SA inspire awe, inspire
competence, inspire complacency; SQ_inspire confidence,
inspire courage, organize +5, resources (x2); Rep +6; SV Fort
+8, Ref +5, Will +9; Str 13, Dex 13, Con 15, Int 16, Wis 18,
Cha 16.

Background Skills: Diplomacy, Sense Motive.

Skills and Feats: Bluff +19, Climb +2, Diplomacy +33, Disguise
+3 (+5 acting), Handle Animal +5, Intimidate +14, Knowledge
(history) +16, Knowledge (nobility and royalty) +16, Listen
+17, Perform (oratory) +16, Ride +16, Sense Motive +24; Agile
Riposte®, Combat Expertise, Distinctivet, Distinctive Title®,
Dodge®, Fame®, Improved Feint, Iron Will®, Leadership®,
Mounted Combat®, Negotiator®, Well-Connected®, Weapon
Focus (longsword).

tNew feat; see Chapter Eight: Player’s Expansion in this
book.

Languages: Rankene (S/W), Ilsig (S/W), Beysib (S).

Contacts: Information (Hakiem), Influence (Molin Torchholder,
Shupansea, Tempus), Skill (Shadowspawn).

Possessions: +2 chain shirt, +1 light steel shield, +1 longsword, +1
composite (+1) shortbow with 20 arrows, cloak of Charisma +2,
savankh®.

*See Savankh sidebar for details.

KAMA

Kama is Tempus’ daughter, and as such, she inherited many of her
tather’s talents and skills. A powerful warrior in her own right, she
uses her martial prowess as an assassin rather than as a warrior.

romance she had with Zip of the PFLS. She worked as the 3rd’s liason
to the Stepsons, which puts her into contact with great men — just
as she likes it. Later, for a brief time, she bedded Molin Torchholder
and planned to marry him.

DESCRIPTION

This tall, broad-shouldered woman is striking. Kama has long, thick
black hair, a firm chin, and clear, narrow eyes. She is not beautiful,
but her features are strong and attractive, as much from her force of
personality as for the features themselves. She favors simple clothing
to avoid drawing attention.

PERSONALITY

Kama speaks her mind. She and her father respect one another
but there is no familial love between them. Kama is drawn to
strong, smart, idealistic men, and has taken many lovers over the
years, including the Stepson, Critias, and the Rankan priest, Molin
Torchholder.

Kama

Female Rankan acolyte of Vashanka, assassin 10; CR 10; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 10d8+40; hp 89; Mdt 21; Init +3; Spd
30 ft.; AC 19, touch 15, flat-footed 14; Base Atk +7; Grap +9;
Atk +10 melee (1d8+3/19-20, +1 longsword) or +10 ranged
(1d8+1/19-20, +1 light crossbow) or +10 ranged (1d4+2/19-20,
throwing dagger); Full Atk +8/+3 melee (1d8+3/19-20, +1
longsword) and +7/+2 melee (1d4+1/18-20, masterwork kukri)
or +10 ranged (1d8+1/19-20, +1 light crossbow) or +10/+5 ranged
(1d4+2/19-20, throwing dagger); SA sneak attack +3d6, sniper;
SQ poison expert, Vashanka’s strength; Rep +2; SV Fort +11, Ref
+10, Will +7; Str 14, Dex 17, Con 18, Int 16, Wis 18, Cha 12.

Background Skills: Heal, Perform.

Skills and Feats: Bluff +14, Diplomacy +3, Disguise +6 (+8 acting),
Escape Artist +11, Gather Information +14, Heal +6, Hide +16,
Intimidate +3, Listen +17, Move Silently +16, Perform (sing) +16,
Spot +17, Use Rope +3 (+5 bindings); Blind-Fight B, Combat
Expertise B, Improved Feint, Improved Two-Weapon Fighting,
Negotiator B, Quick Draw B,
Two-Weapon Defense, Two-
Weapon Fighting.

Kama has filled many roles in
SHADOWSPAWN ON KAMA

her time. She began as an initiate
to Vashanka, later became a
“The daughter that Tempus never wanted. She’s bad cess. In a world

singer, and eventually joined up
with the 3rd Commando. She
came to Sanctuary to eliminate
Roxane, but quickly found herself
embroiled in the anarchy of the
city, especially during the brief

Languages: Rankene (S/W),
Ilsig (S/W), Wrigglie (S).

where a woman should know her place, Kama isn’t about to play by
society’s rules. Tough, like her father. A cold-blooded killer, but even

more ruthless, if that's possible. Anyone that goes near her deserves

Contacts: Information (Zip),
Influence (Tempus), Skill

what they get.” (Critias).
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Possessions: +1 studded leather, buckler, +1 longsword, masterwork
kukri, 6 throwing daggers, +1 light crossbow with 10 bolts, ring
of protection +2, gloves of Dexterity +2.

LLALO THE LIMNER

Lalo is, at heart, and has always been an artist. He wanted nothing more
in life than to provide for his family doing what he loved. In his youth,
he had a promising career painting murals and portraits. Somehow; over
the years, Lalo lost his way. He drank more heavily, and missed sittings
and deadines. People stopped hiring him, which only made him drink
more. He and his wife Gilla, who has a sharp tongue but is also Lalo’s
greatest fan, have many children, and all live together in a tiny little
house, which Lalo escapes to go drinking whenever he can.

Everything changed when he met Enas Yorl. The archmage hired Lalo
to do a portrait and in exchange, Enas would grant him his heart’s
desire. While painting, he created (with the aid of Enas’ magic) a
portrait that revealed Jarveena’s soul. So astounded was Lalo by the
result that he asked for this gift to be made permanent.

What he didn't realize was that the gift he had asked for was actually
a curse. Whenever he painted a portrait, he painted the subject’s soul.
People that were wicked or corrupt became bestial in the paintings,
while the pure of heart were made beautiful. Lalo discovered that
being able to draw a person’s soul was not always a good thing,
particularly since he did not know what the picture would look like
until it was done. But if he lost one client, he gained three more, and
their needs were few. And, over time, Lalo learned to appreciate his
new talent more and more, and to judge people by their actions rather
than their appearances.

Strangely, the curse was not content to remain as it was. It transformed
into something greater and more dangerous. When Lalo painted from
his imagination, he could breathe life into his works. He painted
multicolored flies (which still exist in Sanctuary in the Irrune Era),
created the beast of the Vulgar Unicorn, opened portals to other
worlds, changed the weather, and more. Lalo could do anything he
liked so long as he painted it first. Whether divinely granted (Lalo
did traflic with the gods) or some
manifestation of latent arcane
talents, his ability to create made
Lalo a valuable commodity in
Sanctuary.

DESCRIPTION

SHADOWSPAWN ON LALO

“Lalo is an extraordinary artist, even though I'm not usually one to
notice such things. He seems to capture the truth of a person’s being
as he paints them, revealing things that are sometimes best left unseen.
I've sometimes wondered what I would look like if he painted me.”

LALo

Male Wrigglie craftsman, savant 8; CR 8% Medium humanoid
(human); HD 8d6; hp 30; Mdt 11; Init +3; Spd 30 ft.; AC 13,
touch 13, flat-footed 10; Base Atk +6; Grap +7; Atk +7 melee
(1d4+1/19-20, dagger) or +7 melee (1d3+1 nonlethal, unarmed
strike); Full Atk +7/+2 melee (1d4+1/19-20, dagger) or +7/+2
melee (1d3+1 nonlethal, unarmed strike); SQ cursed, jaded, lore
+11, master craftsman; Rep +5;
SV Fort +2, Ref +5, Will +11;
Str12,Dex17,Con 11, Int 16,
Wis 18, Cha 12.

*Lalo is technically a CR 8
character, but the nature of his
curse makes him one of the most
powerful sorcerers in Sanctuary,

Lalo is a short, slight man with
thinning ginger hair and a growing
paunch. He has thin arms and legs, and dresses in simple clothing. His
hair is often disheveled, and he is often nervous and fidgety around
important people. In the years that followed after gaining his “gift,”
he was in better health and set aside drinking to concentrate on his
responsibilities.

PERSONALITY

Lalo is a friendly, easygoing man who thinks like an artist, seeing
light and shadows everywhere and unconsciously posing each person
he meets. Despite the difficulties, he is thrilled with his new vision,
and excited about painting new works.

and maybe even the world.
Background Skills: Concentration, Craft (painting).

Skills and Feats: Appraise +14 (+16 art, +18 paintings),
Concentration +13, Craft (painting) +25, Diplomacy +3, Gather
Information +14, Knowledge (local) +14 (+16 to navigate the
Maze), Listen +17, Profession (artist) +18, Search +14, Sense
Motive +15, Spot +17, Survival +4 (+6 follow tracks); Alertness®,
Fame®, Maze-Savvy®, Run, Skill Focus (Craft: painting), Skill
Focus (Profession: artist), Well-Connected®

Languages: Wrigglie (S), Rankene (S), Ilsig (S/W).

Contacts: Information (Illyra), Influence (Molin Torchholder),
Skill (Cappen Varra, Enas Yorl).
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Curse (Su): The base effect of Lalo’s curse grants him a +4 bonus to
Craft (painting) checks and always reveals the “true nature” of the
subject, as though Lalo was under the effect of a #7ue seeing spell.
In addition, Lalo may discover pieces of information regarding the
subject’s character and history. Treat this as a variant of the Jegend
Jore spell with no components, that does not require a legendary
subject, and has but a single question available: “What is the subject
of this painting really like?” Lalo must paint the images that come
to him, rather than the prosaic appearance of the subject.

Lalo’s curse eventually evolves, allowing him to create more
than just a painting. The curse grants him the ability to wish
without the XP component as part of his painting. To use, Lalo
must spend 10 minutes per square foot of the illustration. At
the end, he breathes into the image, making a Concentration
check against a DC 15 + 1 per square foot. If he succeeds on the
check, the image comes to life as a living being or as an actual
object as created by the major creation spell. The effect is always
permanent until destroyed. Lalo can use this ability as often as
he likes, but the Concentration check DC increases by +2 for
each time after the first. After he rests for 8 hours, the DC resets
to its base value.

Possessions: Dagger, masterwork painter’s kit, several rolled
canvases, inks, paints, and other tools of an artist.

LASTEL “ONE-THUMB”

One-Thumb’s story is a perfect example of how Sanctuary does not
pry into peoples’ pasts. Which is good, because in this case, it would
be more than most people are prepared to handle. By day, Lastel is
a wealthy merchant, with a nice apartment in the Jeweler’s Quarter.
He is sociable, and gathers often with small groups of friends. By
night, however, Lastel hangs up his fine clothing and removes the
taxidermist’s prosthetic that
makes his hand look whole. He
changes into worn, bloodstained
clothes, buckles on his sword,
and uses an underground tunnel
to reach the Lily Garden before
walking the handful of blocks to
his tavern, the Vulgar Unicorn.
Here, he is known as One-Thumb,

SHADOWSPAWN ON ONE-THUMB
“One-Thumb was a man to be feared before he vanished. When he

returned from wherever he'd been, there was something missing, like
he'd been touched by a ghost. He's still scary, in his own way, but it’s
not because of who he is, but rather, who he’s with at the time.”

him. They fought, and Mizraith won, but died in the process. He did
transfer Lastel’s curse to his sons for safekeeping, but a rival wizard,
Markmor, decided that Lastel needed to be punished for interfering.
He perverted the old spell somehow, and the next time Lastel went
down into the tunnels of Undercity he encountered someone very
strange: himself. The two versions of Lastel fought, and finally threw
aside caution and lunged. They slew each other at the same time, their
steel poking through each other’s backs. And, thanks, to the curse,
they would be stuck that way forever.

Eventually, Cime managed to free Lastel, though he was dazed
from spending years trapped in that sorcerous hell. He found the
Vulgar Unicorn to be run down, broken open, and mishandled, and
immediately took control and tried to set things right. He later took
up with Roxane and lost the Vulgar Unicorn again, this time to her
demon, Snapper Jo. He tried to restore his control over the Unicorn,
but eventually offended someone far more powerful than he and
received a vicious sexual disease that presumably killed him.

The One-Thumb character later reappears, but not Lastel. The new
One-Thumb was a carpenter who had accidentaly cut off his thumb
and wanted a change of life. Strick, the spellmaster, gave the Unicorn
to the man to manage it. The new One-Thumb is nothing like the
original (male Wrigglie expert 4).

DESCRIPTION

Lastel is a large, heavy man with no hair and craggy features. He is
missing half of his left thumb, though no one knows what happened

to it, or when he lost it.

PERSONALITY

Lastel is smart, organized, and efficient. The Vulgar Unicorn is not
pretty: the service is good, the food and drink mediocre, but the
company excellent. Lastel runs
the place very tight, often pulling
surprise inspections on his staff.
He has honed his “bartender”
sense, and can actually tell when
someone walks through the
door looking for trouble. Those
patrons are quickly asked to

and everyone fears him.

"The main reason people fear One-Thumb is not his swordplay, though
he is competent with the blade. They fear his curse. It is well known in
Sanctuary that One-Thumb is protected by a magical spell: whoever
kills him is damned to an eternity in Hell. As long as he stays alive,
the people around him are safe.

Shortly after Kadakithis came to Sanctuary, Lastel went to speak
with Mizraith. Mizraith was one of the most powerful mages in
Sanctuary, but his son and his chief rival were conspiring against

leave, and escorted out as quietly
as possible.

ONE-THUMB

Male Rankan criminal, thief 6, aristocrat 2; CR 7; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 6d6+18 plus 2d8+6; hp 57; Mdt 21; Init
+3; Spd 30 ft.; AC 19, touch 15, flat-footed 16; Base Atk +5; Grap
+8; Atk +9 melee (1d4+4/19-20, One-Thumb’ knife) or +9 ranged
(1d4+3/19-20, masterwork dagger); Full Atk +9 melee (1d4+4/19—
20, One-Thumb’ knife) or +9 ranged (1d4+3/19-20, masterwork

ONE-THUMB’S KNIFE

Lastel, the one-time proprietor of the Vulgar Unicorn, also known as One-Thumb, carried a long bladed knife that gave him a slight
edge in combat. When wielded in combat, this +7 dagger grants the wielder a +2 deflection bonus to his Armor Class.

Faint abjuration; CL 5th; Craft Magic Arms and Armor, shield of faith; Price 11,302 sh.
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dagger); SA sneak attack +3d6; SQ_evasion, jaded, trap sense +2,
trapfinding, uncanny dodge, ward; Rep +1; SV Fort +5, Ret +8, Will
+7; Str 16, Dex 16, Con 17, Int 16, Wis 15, Cha 13.

Background Skills: Bluff, Gather Information.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +12, Bluff +12, Diplomacy +3 (+5
when dealing with scum), Disguise +12 (+14 acting), Forgery
+12, Gather Information +17, Handle Animal +5, Intimidate
+14, Knowledge (arcana) +5, Knowledge (local) +13, Knowledge
(nobility and royalty) +5, Listen +11, Profession (innkeeper) +3,
Search +12, Sense Motive +4, Sleight of Hand +14, Spot +11
(+13 to notice thievery), Survival +2 (+4 follow tracks); Combat
Expertise, Improved Feint, Maze-Savvy™®, Streetwise™.

Languages: Rankene (S/W), Wrigglie (S), Trade Tongue (S).

Contacts: Information (Amoli), Influence (Mizraith), Skill
(Cime).

Ward (Su): One-Thumb has the benefit of being protected by
a powerful ward that nearly guarantees no one will attack him.
Whoever slays him will burn in eternal flames. The killer must
succeed on a DC 25 Will save or be wreathed in flames and
trapped in stasis forever. The flames deal no physical damage, but
are extremely painful. Each week of being burned, the subject of
the curse takes 1d4 points of Wisdom drain as his sanity flees.
Once his Wisdom drops to 0, the subject takes Charisma drain
and then Intelligence drain, becoming a husk trapped in the
nightmare of burning alive forever.

Possessions: Leather, One-Thumb’s knife’, 2 masterwork daggers,
amulet of natural armor +2. One-Thumb is quite wealthy, due
to his noble blood and his success in Sanctuary’s criminal
underworld. When acting as Lastel the noble, he usually wears
a noble’s outfit and drips with jewelry.

*See One-Thumb’s Knife sidebar for details.

LYTHANDE

Lythande is one of the more famous wizards to grace Sanctuary. The
tattoo on the wizard’s forehead has elicited wonder and excitement,
making him an iconic character despite his short stay in the city. The
tattoo is a symbol of Lythande’s dedication to opposing Chaos—that
which will unravel the universe. Though it is his destiny to defeat
Chaos in the end days in a climactic battle between Order and
its opposite, he wanders the world until the time of his calling,
doing what he can to stave off Chaos’ taint in the world. Though
a mercenary who will supposedly work for anyone who pays him,
Lythande will not take a job that involves gods, kingdoms, hordes,
or divine intervention. He is constantly looking for chances to drive
the darkness from Sanctuary, and for opportunities to gain more
wealth without any surprises.

Though Lythande is thought to be male, all adepts of the Blue Star
have a secret. Lythande’s is “his”— or rather, “her”— sex. Lythande is
awoman. She guards this secret, for if it were to be divulged, she would
lose her power. Only one person knows Lythande’s secret: Myrtis, the
madame of the Aphrodesia House, who is also Lythande’s sister.

DESCRIPTION

Not every wizard is as hideous as Enas Yorl. Tall, slender, and athletic,
with clean, handsome features and thick, gray hair, Lythande has
turned many ladies’ heads. But the only woman whose company he
keeps is Myrtis, mistress of Aphrodisia House.

Lythande wears functional leather and cotton clothing, and a long
cloak. He carries a handsome but well-worn rapier. The blue star
tattoo on his forehead shows that he is from the Order of the Blue
Star. Lythande is always careful to maintain his image as a powerful
wandering mage.

PERSONALITY

Lythande is very quiet. He does not say much to anyone, and will not
eat or drink in public, which means that by the time he reaches Myrtis

BLUE STAR SWORD

Many of the adepts of the Blue Star have been trained in the use of weapons in combat, the better to fight the forces of Chaos. Lythande
was a skilled swordsman who also used his magical blade as a component in spells. Other Blue Star adepts used similar weapons, and these
blades are still found in the hands of some mages and adepts. A Blue Star sword is both a +2 defending longsword and a +2 spell focus.

Moderate transmutation; CL 8th; Craft Focus, Craft Magic Arms and Armor, shield; Price 26,315 sh.
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in the evening, she is exhausted and he is starved, both for sustenance
and for company. Lythande often spends an entire evening talking
to Myrtis, because she is the only one he trusts with his secret, and
then he departs without a word the next morning.

LYTHANDE

Female Unknown apprentice, mage 8, adept of the Blue Star 6;
CR 14; Medium humanoid (human); HD 8d4+24 plus 6d6+18;
hp 85; Mdt 20; Init +5; Spd 30 ft.; AC 21, touch 17 (19 touch
spells and spell-likes), flat-footed 16; Base Atk +8; Grap +9;
Atk +10 melee (1d8+3/19-20, Blue Star sword); Full Atk +10/+5
melee (1d8+3/19-20, Blue Star sword); SQ arcane defenses, Blue
Star tattoo, detect magic, expanded knowledge (x2),link (600 ft.),
lore +12, secret (Lythande is female), secrets of the star (initiate),
spell pool 1I, taboo (cannot eat in front of men); Rep +4; SV
Fort +7 (+9 spells, spell-likes), Ref +10 (+12 spells, spell-likes),
Will +14 (+16 spells, spell-likes); Str 12, Dex 20, Con 16, Int
20, Wis 16, Cha 14.

Background Skills: Knowledge (arcana), Spellcraft.

Skills and Feats: Bluff +8, Concentration +20, Craft (alchemy)
+6, Decipher Script +22,
Diplomacy +6, Disguise +7
(+9 acting), Intimidate +10,
Knowledge (arcana) +24,
Knowledge (history) +16,
Knowledge (the planes) +16,
Sense Motive +9, Spellcraft
+25, Survival +3 (+5 on other
planes); Combat Casting,

SHADOWSPAWN ON LYTHANDE

“He might be a bit on the feminine sidc, but Lythande is a stout
warrior whose skill with arms shouldn’t be forgotten. He’s also a
magician, and thcy say that the blue pentacle on his forehead glows

when he’s about to turn someone into a pile of ash.”

Instantaneous Casting”, Interrupted Spellcasting®, Martial
Weapon Proficiency (longsword)B, Rushed Casting®, Weapon
Focus (longsword).

Languages: Rankene (S/W), Ilsig (S/W), Enlibaran (S).
Contacts: Information (Myrtis, 1), Influence (1), Skill (1).

Spells: safe level 6th; spellcasting +18; ritualcasting +10; save DC
14 + spell level; caster level 13th.

Known Spells (18): blink (3rd, MT 40, price 3), blur (2nd, MT
30, price 2), daze (0, MT 10, price 0/1), dispel magic (3rd, M'T
40, price 3), freezing sphere (Sth, MT 60, price 6), greater circle of
protection (3rd, MT 40, price 3), invisibility (2nd, MT 30, price
2), light (0, MT 10, price 0/1), lightning bolt (3rd, M'T 40, price
3), magic missile (1st, M'T 20, price 1), protection from energy (3rd,
MT 40, price 3), read magic (0, MT 10, price 0/1), see invisibility
(2nd, MT 30, price 2), shadow evocation (Sth, MT 60, price 5),
silent image (1st, M'T 20, price 1), so/id fog (4th, MT 50, price 4),
teleport (5th, MT 60, price 5), vei/ (6th, MT 70, price 6).

Familiar Spells (21): analyze dweomer (6th, M'T 70, price 6),
antimagic field (6th, M'T 70, price 6), arcane sight (3rd, MT 40,
price 3), dream (5th, MT 60, price 5), false life (2nd, M'T 30, price
2),fox’s cunning (2nd, MT 30, price 2), guards and wards (6th, M'T
70, price 6), hypnotism (1st, MT 20, price 1), greater invisibility (4th,
MT 40, price 4), lesser geas (4th, MT 50, price 4), mage armor (1st,
MT 20, price 1), mislead (6th, MT 70, price 6), nondetection (3rd,
MT 40, price 3), persistant image (5th, M'T 60, price 5), plane shift
(7th,MT 80, price 7), scrying (3rd, MT 40, price 3), shield (1st, M'T
20, price 2), shocking grasp (1st, MT 20, price 1), suggestion (3rd,
MT 40, price 3), transformation (6th, MT 70, price 6), whispering
wind (2nd, MT 30, price 2).

Possessions: Blue Star sword, ring of protection +2, lesser metamagic
rod of maximize, amulet of natural armor +1, bracers of armor +3,
gloves of Dexterity +2, headband of intellect +2.

MASHA z11-INEEL

Masha’s family was once wealthy and part of the Ilsigi nobility. But
they lost their titles and wealth, and Masha went from being one of
the privileged to barely scraping by. She, her mother, her husband,
and their three children lived in a small apartment on the West
Side. Her husband, Eevroen, was always drunk, which left Masha
to take care of the children and to make money. Fortunately, her
education allowed her to become a midwife. Masha soon became
the best midwife in Sanctuary. She was kind, observant, and quick
with her hands—several times she saved a patient’s life before the
doctor (who waited outside the door during the actual deliveries)
could be told about the problem. She also made false teeth and
jewelry, all of which contributed to her limited funds.

Then Masha met Shmee, a
strange little man from a distant
land. Together they stormed
the Purple Mage’s island, snuck
into the Purple Mage’s lair, and
killed him. Shmee died in the
aftermath, but Masha made it
back to Sanctuary with a bag of
gold and jewels. She used this
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Macic ITEMS oF THE PUrPLE MAGE

'The Isle of the Purple Mage had many wonders: magic items, monsters, and many spellbooks. It was a magical place, and one of power.
What follows are two of his more famous items.

KEMREN'S WATERWHEELS

'The infamous Purple Mage made this set of waterwheels to augment his magical abilities. As they turned, powered by an underground
waterfall, they generated mana and channeled it to him. When Shmee and Masha reversed the waterwheels, though, that power
turned upon the Purple Mage, drowning him on his throne. The waterwheels may still remain on the Isle of Shugthee, ready to be
reactivated.

Kemren’s waterwheels are a +7 focus for both spell- and ritualcasting. The wheels are stationary, powered by a flow of water; the user
must spend an hour and make a DC 20 Knowledge (arcana) check to attune to them to gain their benefit. If the wheels are reversed
(a full-round action requiring a DC 15 Knowledge: arcana check), they stop functioning, and the user must start making Fortitude
saves or drown (as per the drowning rules in the DMG). Another full-round action will get the wheels flowing in the right direction
again and negate the drowning effect.

Strong transmutation; CL 14th; Craft Focus; Price 73,500 sh.
RING OF SPIDER MASTERY

Crafted by the Purple Mage, this ring allows the wearer to command spiders of any size, whether singly or in swarms. As a standard
action, the wearer may attempt to command any spider within 30 feet as if casting dominate animal, even though vermin are normally
immune to mind-affecting effects. The spider may make a DC 16 Will save to resist. Swarms are treated as a single creature.

Moderate enchantment; CL 8th; Forge Ring, dominate animal, summon swarm; Price 43,200 sh.

money to buy a home on the Processional, and returned to a life of
leisure. She did not allow Eevroen to join her, however.

DESCRIPTION

trapfinding; Rep +1; SV Fort +5, Ref +9, Will +8; Str 12, Dex
18, Con 16, Int 16, Wis 15, Cha 12.

Background Skills: Craft (herbalism), Heal.

Skills and Feats: Appraise +3 (+5 dentures, herbs), Balance +6,
Bluff +10, Climb +3, Craft (dentures) +8, Craft (herbalism)

+14, Diplomacy +7, Disguise
SHADOWSPAWN ON MASHA ZIL-INEEL

+3 (+5 acting), Escape Artist
“Legend on the street says that Masha, along with that fat butterball

Masha is a small wiry woman with pleasant features, a wide smile,and
an aristocratic bearing. Even with
her newfound wealth, she bears
the psychological scars from living
in Westside, and she’s prone to fall
back into survival mode, wherein
she melts into the shadows and
moves as quietly as she can. She
also avoids ostentatious displays
of wealth, wearing common
homespun clothing.

+6, Gather Information +8,
Heal +17, Hide +8, Intimidate
+3, Knowledge (local) +12 (+14
to navigate Maze), Knowledge
(nature) +12, Listen +15,
Move Silently +8, Profession
(midwife) +13, Search +5,
Sense Motive +13, Spot +14,
Survival +8; Alertness®, Improved Initiative, Maze-Savvy®,

Self-Sufficient®, Stealthy, Weapon Finesse.

Smhee, killed Kemren, the Purple Mage. How someone might
believe that a midwife who crafts dentures in her spare time could kill
someone of that sort of power is way beyond me.”

PERSONALITY

She is very observant, very quick-witted, and very tired of other people
making money off her efforts. Masha tends to speak her mind, and
once she makes a decision, that’s it. She prefers to study a situation
before doing anything, but can respond quickly when necessary.

MASHA

Female Wrigglie healer, savant 6, thief 2; CR 8; Medium
humanoid (human); HD 6d6+18 plus 2d6+6; hp 54; Mdt 16;
Init +8; Spd 30 ft.; AC 14, touch 14, flat-footed 10; Base Atk
+5; Grap +6; Atk +9 melee (1d6+1/19-20, short sword) or +9
ranged (1d4+1/19-20, dagger); Full Atk +9 melee (1d6+1/19-20,
short sword) or +9 ranged (1d4+1/19-20, dagger); SA sneak
attack +1d6; SQ_evasion, good fortune, healing hands, jaded,

Languages: Rankene (S), Ilsig (S), Wrigglie (S), Trade Tongue (S).
Contacts: Information (1), Influence (1), Skill (Shmee).

Possessions: Short sword, dagger, masterwork healer’s kit.

MoLIN TORCHHOLDER

At first, Molin Torchholder, like many Rankan nobles, saw Sanctuary
as a dirty backwater slum, and an assignment there to be more of a
punishment than a boon. With his wife, Rosanda, he left Ranke and
set himself up in Land’s End to begin work on the Temples for the
Rankan pantheon. Though he worked earnestly, he was never certain
why he was passed up for a more important assignment. What'’s
more, he and his status-seeking wife could not bear children. They
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MoLIN’s Macic ITEMS

Molin’s station and importance within the cult of Vashanka provided him with many magical items. These are the most notorious.

HEaDBAND OF DivINE FAvOoR

'These leather handbands are inscribed with prayers and symbols of protection, entreating a patron deity to look kindly upon the wearer. When
worn by a follower of that faith (whether a priest or a simple worshipper), the headband gives an enhancement bonus to the wearer’s saving
throws and a deflection bonus to her AC. Headbands of divine favor are available in different strengths, providing up to a +3 bonus.

Faint abjuration; CL 5th; Craft Wondrous Item, resistance, shield of faith, creator’s caster level must be at least three times the iter’s
bonus; Price 2,450 sh (+1), 9,800 sh (+2), 22,050 sh (+3).

Rob oF OFFICE

'These metal rods are carried by priests of Vashanka, who use them in their prayers and rituals. They act as a +2 focus for both spell- and
ritualcasting, but only in the hands of one of Vashanka’s priests. In times of need, the priest can also use his rod of office as a +1 /ight mace.

Faint transmutation; CL 3rd; Craft Focus, Craft Magic Arms and Armor; Price 10,720 sh.
SAVANKH, GREATER

While there are a number of minor savankh in existence, there is only one greater savankh, the true symbol of authority and power in
the Rankan church. This rod came into the possession of Molin Torchholder, who hid it inside his staff; like many of Molin’s secrets,
it now rests with Cauvin, who may have given it to the Irrune or retained it for his own uses. Like the lesser savankh, this rod compels
people to tell the truth (DC 17 Will save) — but the greater savankh compels those it touches, 7o the user himself. In addition, the

bearer of the greater savankh gains a +2 enhancement bonus to Charisma and to all saving throws.

Moderate enchantment; CL 10th; Craft Rod, eagle’ splendor, resistance, zone of truth; Price 44,000 sh.

were a disgrace, trapped in a loveless marriage, made worse with the

stresses of Thieves’ World.

What made Molin’s life so difficult was that he was the product of
a Ten-Slaying Ritual. An important rite for those who worshipped
Vashanka, it reenacted the rape of Vashanka’s sister, Azyuna. Ten
slaves would be sacrificed by the high priest or representative of the
god, who would then ceremonially rape the captive female. Brutal
and uncivilized, but necessary to appease the fickle god of storms.
Vashanka’s mother, a Nisibisi slave girl with a talent for witchcraft,
was the victim of this ceremony, and from the conception, Molin was
born—and thought, at least at first, to be the avatar of Vashanka.

He spent his early years training in this role, but his Nisibisi heritage
(both in appearance, and in his unusual abilities) prevented him from
attaining his true potential. He held a series of important posts in
Ranke, but when Abakithis took the throne, and sent his stepbrother
away, he sent Molin with the prince.

And so, Molin came to Sanctuary, bringing with him the mentality
and talents of Ranke’s elite. Skilled at intrigue, deception, and
double-dealing, he viewed his post with pragmatism, doing
whatever he could to raise his
esteem so that he could return to
Ranke. But, through his efforts, he
came to appreciate (though never
love) the city and its inhabitants.
When the Beysib arrived, he fully
supported Kadakithis’ efforts
to court Shupansea to forge a
stronger alliance, even going so far
as to eliminate Kadakithis” wife,

SHADOWSPAWN ON MoOLIN TORCHHOLDER

“Molin Torchholder is Ranke’s spiritual leader in Sanctuary.
He used to hate it here, but it seems now that he is more or less
resigned to dying in this place. The sooner the better, | say. The last

thing the people want is to have their gods and temples replaced by
those of Ranke.”

fires of his ambition cooled, his marriage fell apart. While his wife
packed her things to move in with a Rankan noble named Lowan
Vigeles, he focused fully on stabilizing Sanctuary, which suffered
from anarchy in its streets. He briefly courted Kama, but released
her. And when Ranke contracted, he remained behind to usher
Sanctuary into a new age.

For many years after Ranke fell and Kadakithis left, Molin wondered
why he had stayed behind. He told himself that it was because
Sanctuary was chaos he knew, and was safer than trying to return
to Ranke while the empire was collapsing. Then he told himself that
the people of the city needed him. But perhaps the real reason is
that Molin was drawn to Sanctuary when he and Kadakithis first
arrived, and ever since then it has dominated his thoughts. The city
is his home, and he could not leave it, even if he wanted to.

When the Troubles began, Molin worked hard to contain the
Dyareelan insurgents, combating their efforts at every stage. But
when it was clear that they had dominated the entire city, Molin
left for a year to court the Irrune, a tribe of horse nomads who were
the ancestors of the people who founded modern Ranke. While
away, the city suffered terribly, but Molin returned at the head of
the Irrune horde and liberated
Sanctuary, destroying the cultists
wherever they lurked—or so he
thought.

For the next ten years, Molin
advised Arizak and committed
himself to healing the scars of
the city. He helped ease the
transition for the Irrune, urging

though that plan failed. As the

them to remain and govern the
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city, for they were new to Sanctuary, and not tainted by the city’s
past. He also maintained a strong influence in the reestablished
Council of Oligarchs, encouraging relations between the influential
Serripines Clan and the rest of the city.

One night, on his way home from a Rankan religious ritual, he was
ambushed in the city by a Dyareelan cultist. The fight was brief,
but Molin was poisoned. In his last days, he rallied his strength,
and working with Cauvin and Becvar, unearthed the Dyareelan
conspiracy and sacrificed himself to save Sanctuary. Though Molin
is dead, he transferred his memories to Cauvin, allowing him to
continue to work on the city’s behalf even after death.

Molin didn’t discover his latent witchblood, though he always
suspected, until late in the Rankan Era. He worked to cultivate his
talents, blending prayer with the power of his blood. Molin prefers
not to use magic of any kind, seeing the cost as too high for the
benefits of the spell. Instead, he has honed his abilities at fighting
with words and reputation; failing that, he can always fall back on
the tried and true methods of battle.

DESCRIPTION

Tall and fit, with proud features — long nose, square jaw, dark hair
and eyes — Molin is every inch the aristocrat. He wears well-made,
fashionable clothing of the finest materials, and shaves his cheeks
and jaw clean every morning. Molin is the perfect example of the
Rankan noble, well-dressed and well-spoken.

PERSONALITY

Molin is not a gentle man. He is hard on friends and enemies alike,
but he is also extremely fair, and is a man of his word. He can be
utterly ruthless when necessary. It was his suggestion to burn down
the palace when the cultists were hiding inside, and his idea to poison
those orphans who were too damaged to be trusted back in the city’s
society. Molin feels no regret over this; he did these things, and many
others, so that the city could survive.

MoLiN TORCHHOLDER

Male half-Nisibisi, half-Rankan acolyte, noble 4, godsworn 2,
priest 8, witch 2; CR 16; Medium humanoid (human); HD
4d8+12 plus 2d10+6 plus 8d6+24 plus 2d4+8; hp 116; Mdt 24;
Init +1; Spd 20 ft.; AC 22, touch 14, flat-footed 21; Base Atk
+10; Grap +12; Atk +16 melee (2d6+6/19-20, +3 greatsword)
or +13 melee (1d6+3, rod of office); Full Atk +16/+11 melee
(2d6+6/19-20, +3 greatsword) or +13/+8 melee (1d6+3, rod of
office); SQ_commanding presence, divine protection, force of
personality, inspire competence, inspire courage, organize +3,
resources, Vashanka’s favor; Rep +7; SV Fort +14, Ref +12, Will
+21; Str 14, Dex 12, Con 16, Int 16, Wis 17, Cha 17.

Background Skills: Diplomacy, S