Once upon a time, two girls lived in a dark place: a place of stagnant water at the bottom of the
world. Above them were stacks of ancient buildings; new buildings, piled up upon the old; and
endless criss-crossing walkways, so many you could hardly see the sky. The sun was just a
distant glitter. The moon’s faces, just the same.

There in that place the sea was still; its waters were stopped up, its currents were broken. The
sluice-streets down in the bottom-most layers did not run wet and then dry three times a day, like
in the better districts, but simply sat there pooling, seeping, gathering bugs and gunk and plague.
They who lived there were scarcely recorded by the men and women who kept the books in
Heaven. “Some number of little people reside below,” they’d say, or write, “—and bugs,” and
nod their heads.

When Suzu, the younger of the two, was four, she went out into the sluice-streets to play; only,
instead of dying to the hungry dead, or falling into the hands of some flesh-taker, scavenger, or
priest, she found a white pig (that her father said was likely sacred), with an earring that was a
bell. She’d led it home, she’d loved to keep it, she’d ridden on it and confided in it and drawn
great swirling patterns of black ink upon its flesh. She’d tugged on Sabriye’s sleeve—that was
the older girl—and told her all about it, and it was a precious pig to little Suzu, and come the
winter when they cut it open they found oracles in silvered letters on its bones.

Sabriye grew older. She left, and she came back changed. There was all manner of consternation
among the bookkeepers in Heaven at that change; it provoked great flurries of paperwork,
anguished tugging of the beards, and Heavenly commotion—for in some moment, while they
had not been paying attention, Sabriye had joined the ranks of legends; had done some great
unrecorded deed and won Exaltation: drawn down into her body a portion of the essence of the
divine Unconquered Sun. It was a legacy and a power that had been Liam Island-Tamer’s before
her, and Red Dove’s before him, on back to the beginning of the world.

They’d found it burnt into the tapestry of fate that they kept in Heaven; no longer was she
“Sabriye, a gutter-urchin,” but rather, “of the Solar Exalted.”

Such a to-do! And she scarcely even had records.
...for who in Heaven even bothered to track the gutter-folk of Wu-Jian?

Sabriye had been named a Solar in the books of Heaven but of course this datum had not reached
her. Not one of the memos that flew about was even addressed 7o her. She understood only that
she had changed. That her steps had lightened, her eyes gone clearer, and a sun-mark glittered on
her brow. If she were to try to explain it—

...there was no explaining it. Words would fail her. Was it some sun-borne curse? The blessing of
some small god of river, grass, or tree? Was she, as the Immaculate Faith would surely tell her,
shamed and shameful beyond all measuring: indwelt, possessed, inhabited by some Anathematic
demon-god?

If she knew the truth of it, deep in her soul, then to her mind it yet remained a mystery: a secret
that lived beneath her tongue and in her throat. That stuck there, that weighed her down, that
pooled in her like stagnant water.

The words would not come out.



And so, like anyone who has words they cannot speak, she sought out a kindred spirit to not say
them to. She returned to Wu-Jian, hunting for the nameless house on the nameless street that her
cousin had used to live in—rehearsing as she searched for Suzu all the words she would not say.

In this, she was not alone.
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Ten floors above her, at that time, and three wards left, Jin chewed. Jin swallowed. “I don’t even
know how to describe this,” Jin said. He put down his meat bun. He made an ancient finger sign
against evil—most specifically, against Anathematic demon-gods—in its general direction. His
partner Toad Rat snorted a laugh. “I want to describe it,” said Jin, “but—there are no words.”

“The Anathema aren’t exerting a sinister influence upon your /unch, Jin,” Toad Rat said.

“All T ever wanted—" Jin started to say; but then he sighed, and cut the thought short, and shook
his head.

He stared at his meal. He shrugged, and picked it up again, and took another bite.

“One day,” he said, around it, waving the meat bun with a hand, “we will die, if we keep doing
this. If we keep hunting these sun-marked monsters down. If we keep going to these terrible
places. For what do we do this, Toad Rat, Eastern Star? Why do we risk our lives for things like
this—for cities like this, where you can’t even get a half-decent meal?”

And he was looking at Eastern Star when he said this, because she was the one who’d dragged
them there; but it was Toad Rat who’d answered.

“I think we are drawn to what we want least in life,” he said. “...That is courage.”
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Let us speak of deeps and gutters; of starlight hidden in the darkness; of city piled on city:
Of Wu-Jian.

Its roots sink into the ocean, unto the beginning of the world. It hides that glory, shelters it like a
watchman covering his red lamp up: you cannot see it when you sail nigh. Rather the jagged
piles and stacks that comprise Wu-Jian heave up from the horizon and give the impression, not of
ancient grandeur, but of a slum of beggars’ slouching hovels, all leaned and tumbled over one
against the other: written large.

Yet it began in the first days, nearly the very first days, as the outcast islands.
They roamed free.

They swum like a pod of whales playing in the ocean. They knew no stability and no order. They
drifted on the currents and the waves. Red Tiger tells us that they were renegade humans who
had cast off the shackles of their subservience, grown tall as the smaller mountains, tossed their
heads, proclaimed their anger at the earth, and swum off into the sea. The Scholar Clad in Irons
tells us, rather, that they were untethered, unrooted, but... ordinary... islands, in the keeping of
unruly gods. They did not rebel against the order of things, but partook in it neither; therefore,
the great demon-gods and goddesses, the “Anathema,” came out to bind them to the sea.

Do they not groan now, in remembrance of that awful day? Do they not heave, and shudder, and
tremble, because the city weighs them down?



The demon-gods came for them—so the Scholar writes. They stood upon the surface of the water
and they were clad in vestments of gold.

The chiefest of the islands roared out a challenge. It came at them on the lip of a tsunami, hung
over it like a ship at wave’s-edge, and then plunged down; its fists were like the boulders of a
landslide, like a trampling of great oxen, they tumbled down one after another and they were
crested by the foam of waves. Not two of them but hundreds rather, each a writ of war and
murder—but a young and slender demon-god, standing towards the front of them, took his pipe
from his mouth, reversed it, and blocked each fist consecutively with its slender end. The island
flew past him, lost its balance, flipped itself over like a turtle flounders and it was helpless then;
in that moment of its defenselessness he replaced his pipe, seized a shaft of sunlight from the
sky, made it gold, and plunged it like a pillar, like a needle, like a spear, through the body of the
island, through the stone and through the sea beneath the island, and made it anchored to the
ocean floor.

Each and all of them, then, all the wild islands: they pinned them with nails of jade and sun and
shining metal until they ceased to move.

Such were the deeds of the “Anathema,” before the Dragon-Blooded cast them down.

Atop that dusting of pinned-down land amidst the endless waters they built a crisscrossing maze
of bridges, an iridescent web and stronghold, rising, falling, slanting, sloping, reminiscent in its
many angles of a broken-legged spider crouching, injured, on the sea.

Lesser builders would later build their work upon it; would spread their warrens and their
rookeries upon it; until the iridescent spires were hidden behind rough and modern structures,
wood and stone. They burdened the islands down with city, weighted them down as if under a
prisoner’s yoke with it, and the city spread until the islands blurred with one another and the sea-
lanes were as the sewers beneath the fortress: beneath Wu-Jian.
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“Ten thousand dragons rule the world,” Sabriye’s aunt had said. “When a flight of them comes to
Wau-Jian, its towers shudder underneath the weight of them.
“Where the dragons rule: civilization; beyond that: barbarity—

“And, Wu-Jian, somewhere in between.”

Ten thousand dragons ruled the world... rather, ten thousand Dynasts with the blood of dragons,
ten thousand infused and blessed by that Exalted gift—

Their legions stomped down the earth. Their navies’ sails made white the seas.

“But Wu-Jian was too much for them,” she’d always say; and Sabriye and Suzu had listened,
eyes opened wide. “They couldn’t keep our towers up; the islands shifted, the islands groaned,
and our buildings shuddered and knocked about. They couldn’t keep our people down—not the
Scarlet Empress of ‘em all herself—’cause to conquer the folk of Wu-Jian, well... that’s worse
than rootin’ out the rats.”

Sabriye had loved this tale best.

“We’d dug down,” Sabriye’s aunt had said. “They came in and they were wreathed in animas of
wood and fire, earth and water, wind—they had armor forged in the ancient days and weapons



that could shatter buildings in one go—but we dug down, we hid ourselves; we gnawed and
nested at the roots of their great grand house like rats. Hated and despised we were, but we were
the unconquerable gold; raised up our bosses, us, to extort from them, our thief-kings to steal
their goods from them and made our priests and murderers our saints. And in the end they gave
in to us. They didn’t have the steel in them to burn us out, to uproot Wu-Jian, and lose their great
grand port in the western sea.”

She’d grinned with the missing teeth of her, and glee.

Years later, Sabriye would remember that grin; hesitating, uncertain, on a roof not far from
Suzu’s one-time door, she would remember it, and match it with a smile of her own:

“The demon-gods could tame the sea,” her aunt had said, “and the Dragon-Blooded cast them
down—"

Jin and his heavy spear crashed down; shattered her reverie, burst the roof that Sabriye crouched
on, tore through it as she rolled aside. A mantle of wind swirled up around him, sped his
movements, he was already up and lunging at her again, striking in time to the sounds of crickets
as she reached her feet... took three quick-steps back. She seized the spear, tried to unbalance
him with it, but the thatch of the roof betrayed her: it was untended, slightly wet and moldered,
and when she tried to shove the weight of him both feet pushed through the thatch instead.
Acceptable, she thought; threw herself into that movement: twisting, falling, bursting through,
and crashing down onto the mud-soaked mattresses below (and to the outrage of the toads).

She was up again and dashing through the rotten door. Her ankle turned on a slippery stone; she
staggered to one of the eccentric, half-tended bridges that spanned across the sluice-streets
below. The wind knocked her against the ropes that bound it, swung a lantern—her shadow
wobbled like a dervish dancer—and gave him half a second to catch up. His next blow struck her
cloak, it fluttered from her; he stabbed through it, but she was nowhere. He searched, he spotted
her three floors up from him; the wind carried him to her side.

Her open palm struck his chest, but he was armored: awful, terrifying armor it was, black steel
inlaid with jade. It rang with it, he brought his spear around, but she was too close to him, she
writhed like an escaping cat, and he reached for her, but it was never clear to him, not even
afterwards, what happened, save that her forehead glittered and she arced like a fish and her belt
knife was out and he reached for her and he flinched from the knife and her weight fell on his
forearm and on his hand and despite all his best intentions he found himself twisting in a fashion
that nature had not intended for him to twist and his bone was snapping and his hand was numb
like it was struck by lightning and his spear went clattering to the bridge. He lunged for it, trying
to recover it before he died, but the girl’s knife was in his face, or, rather, almost in his face, half
an inch shy of being in his face, and he twisted, and he stumbled, and it wove in the air before
him like a snake and for just a moment—when the knife wasn ¥ directly in between them—he
found himself lost inside her eyes. His heart beat hard and he was honest:

“All T ever wanted,” Jin said, in that long slow moment—“All I ever asked for, out of life... was
that I never have to hunt down and battle an invincible demon-goddess of war, and a good pork
bun. Now and then.”

She gave him a curious look. “Did you get the pork buns?” she asked him.

He spread his hands.



“Ah,” he said. “But... this is Wu-Jian.”

Two seconds ticked by. The crickets sang. An outraged civic pride bloomed slowly on her face.
Then:

“You’re just saying that,” she said. “People just say that. Some pirate just said that, like fifty
years ago: ‘You can get anything in Wu-Jian but an honest fence, a smoke-free house, or a meat
bun worthy of the name.” But no. Just, no. They’re fine.”

Jin eyed the knife at his neck. “...0K?”

Her eyebrow twitched, and perhaps she might have spoken further, then, or perhaps just killed
him; but Jin’s partner Toad Rat—who’d never wanted anything more from life than to have his
name well-regarded in society, and, never to have to hunt down and engage in battle with an
invincible demon-goddess of war—had reached a decent vantage point at last.

Crouched precariously above them between a mossy overhang and a support beam, he drew out
his great jade bow; in the same breath fired; and the stillness between the girl and Jin was
broken.

Her hand lashed out. She caught the arrow. Another two came down. She leaned to avoid them. A
fourth, and a fifth; the lean turned into a tumbling, flipping backwards roll. Space opened before
Jin and he scrambled for his spear.

The girl steadied on her feet; caught her breath.
The crickets sang.

“Noodles,” she argued. It took Jin a moment to recollect the topic she was on. “Can’t go half a
block up there without finding a decent noodle shop, or a perfectly acceptable black pepper
soup.”

He had his spear again, he took a stance again, he felt the rightness of that movement pull
straight and set the broken bone.

(Such were the benefits of the blood of dragons.)
“I don’t slurp noodles,” he said. “I am a hero of the Realm.”

“But you could,” Sabriye argued. She jinked a half-step back, forward, and forward again, as
arrows passed before her face, behind her spine. “Because there’s nothing actually wrong with
Wau-Jian cooking. There’s just the stuff that people say.”

An arrow came down; she caught it, spun, and threw it; Toad Rat gave a strangled cry; “I am
trying to talk here—" Sabriye said.

Foolish to spin, he thought. He struck mid-motion, came in behind her, moved with the swaying
and the creaking of the bridge as the wind blew; but her knife hand had come up behind her back
to block him with unlikely speed.

The knife fell from her hand—
It was an awkward movement—
But she was already back facing towards him, had already finished up her turn.

“You synchronize your attacks to the ambient noises,” she noted. “You ought to stop.”



“...what?”

Then she moved. His balance shifted in what should have been a counter, if she were just a little
slower, except she wasn’t. If anything she was a little faster, and she had hooked the back of his
leg with hers...

—no.

That is inadequate to describe it. To speak of the positioning of her legs, her hips, her hands,
would be inadequate to describe it; in that moment, her Essence surged, a radiance—an anima—
of sunlight flared up around her, and the whole of her Solar prowess became more than its
individual parts.

She moved, and it was as if he were seized up by a giant hand. His stance shattered and his
breath blew out; his armor seemed to slam tight around his chest; an absurd admiration welled up
inside him as inexorably, impossibly, he was lifted up into the air, bent over double, and then
slammed down straight.

The demon-gods could tame the sea, Sabriye’s aunt had said, so many years ago; and the
Dragon-Blooded cast them down—

But they could none of them not stand one whit against the people of Wu-Jian.
And Jin passed out.

* % %

Once upon a time, there was a girl who lived in a high and holy place: a place of gods and golden
towers somewhere far beyond—above—the world. Her name was Eastern Star; she was a
creature of Heaven: a bookkeeper, tapestry-minder, and assassin. She was fed on nectar and
ambrosia and the mark of the stars was upon her brow and she hated girls like Sabriye.

Not so much because a Solar Exaltation had descended onto a lowly gutter-girl—
But for the Exaltation, in itself.

The Solar Exalted had ruled the world, and the age of their rule had been incomparable—her
teacher, a dragon-horse, had said.

“If there is something in the world that you do not like,” he’d told her, “then you may rest
assured that it was handled better then. If you grow frustrated with the tiresome bureaucracy of
Heaven, or angered by the lax and wayward gods; if you wake up one day to find that monkey-
spirits have made off with your favored quill and inkstone, or that children no longer respect
their elders; that farmland is failing, that barbarians use the libraries of old to wipe their bums—
well, there was an age when it was not so. When we had great rulers. When we had righteous
rulers, who’d held the mandate of the Unconquered Sun. Only, it was a burdensome thing to
have such power, such perfection; the knowledge of it consumed them, the limitlessness of their
own strength devoured them, and they sank into corruption or went mad.”

That had irritated Eastern Star. “That’s hardly a better handling of things,” she’d said.
“Ah?”

The smirk of their imagined perfection had haunted her; she’d snarled at it. “I hate them,”
Eastern Star had said, when she was young.



Now she was older, cunning, strong.

Now, when she sped through the wards and warrens, in the shadows and the dank, on her way to
kill the Solar, she did not think of it in terms of hatred.

1t is lamentable, she thought. She let herself indulge in the poetry of that thought; rephrased it
several times in her head in the language that they speak in Heaven. It is lamentable, she
thought: for she is one who will break the orders of empires and gods upon her fists, and build
up wonders upon wonders lost to the darkness of fallen ages, and raise up the world again to
meet the glory of the sun—and yet I must kill her before she blossoms to such greatness, lest that
glory then destroy us all: burn men and nations and history itself to ash.

She passed an alchemist beating his apprentice.

She passed an old man playing chess with his wife (long dead)... unaware, it seemed, of what
would happen when he’d lost the game.

She passed a knot where the clotheslines-web between eight buildings had given rise to a little
spirit—an elemental of wood, a laundry-spider—and she ducked its fangs, curled through its
web, and plummeted towards a gallery four floors below.

She must die as an “Anathema,” thought Eastern Star, before the world learns to recognize her
as a hero; and she did not for even a moment let the words I hate them” reach the surface of her
mind.

Jin startled awake.

He took in a deep breath. His life had been passing before his eyes, he thought. He had just
gotten to the good part—only—

“I’m not dead,” he observed.

“My own uncle used to make perfectly good meat buns,” Sabriye sulked. “And us poorer than
untended graves.”

He tried to move. It was not quite as possible as he’d expected.
“Tell me you did not leave me alive so you could continue arguing about meat buns,” he said.

She was staring off at the city—her eyes had just caught a glimmer of distant light—and she did
not answer, but only vaguely waved a hand.

“I have to kill you,” Jin observed. “When I can stand up again, [ mean.”
“Oh, hush,” she said.

“Have you even had a pork bun, here?” he asked. “It’s fair to wonder where you even get your
pigs, you know, out here at sea. | have, ah... suspicions... that—"

“That is a foul slander,” she snapped.

She sulked, for a moment, which he didn’t mind; perhaps, he thought, he could gather enough
strength to move—

“I do not think it is good to kill,” she said. “’You know? —I have been blessed in the arts of war, I
know this, but... I do not think that it is good to kill. How can you call me Anathema, even with



this sun-mark—how can I be a demon-goddess, when I don’t even want to hurt you, much? I’ve
never even drenched myself in the blood of children and dreamed to do impious things.”

They will twist you with their words, Eastern Star had warned him; so he ignored the bulk of this.

’

“...it’s fine to kill,” he reassured her. “I kill monsters like you all the time.’
She raised an eyebrow at him.

“Occasionally,” he corrected, uncomfortably. “Sometimes.”

He licked his lips.

“...once,” he admitted. “And I’d got there sooner. Before he’d really figured out how his powers
worked. But /'m just a Jin, you see; he’s just a Toad Rat—"

Sabriye moved.

She was so terribly fast. It appalled him. She twisted sideways, her hand grasped at something in
the air, he could train all his /ife and not move so fast—

But it was not fast enough to catch a certain needle, not before its poison found her neck.
“—she, though,” Jin admitted, “has killed your kind... thrice?”

There were footsteps on the bridge; and Eastern Star was there, all ragged grin and lank unkempt
hair; her sword was hanging from her hip. Her eyes flicked to Jin, went up to Toad Rat, and then
back down, as Sabriye staggered.

Sabriye fell.
—Eastern Star did not stop.

She drew her sword, she moved, her blade traced amaranthine light upon the air, she struck; the
Solar caught her wrist between two feet, twisted it, diverted it, bent the blow to the bridge’s rail
but her reactions were still off; the Solar’s upper body flopped like a fish between the bridge and
rail—dangled there for a minute, held up only by her feet, then slipped away to fall into the
muck.

It didn’t help.

The woman was like a descending comet; when Eastern Star landed the water of the sluice-
streets burst up in every direction and the wounded girl was washed to slam against and through
a wooden wall. She twisted out of sight, vanished through the building’s rotten back, and was
halfway down a mucky street when the woman closed the distance—or rather didn t close the
distance; the girl turned a corner and the sword was just there, in front of her, and swinging.

Sabriye ducked. Her right leg gave out. Her knee twisted and she howled.

With a bit of broken board she’d seized up from a wall Sabriye blocked the next strike; bent her
stance with it to keep the board from splintering in her grasp, lunged up and under and tried to
spear the woman’s stomach.

There was a shadow over them, in that moment; it was the shadow of the pig.

The gods of standing water are not kindly gods; rather, they arise from the water like a miasma,
like a pestilence. They may be your friends, your patrons, or your servants if you have an edge to



you that suits the sharpness of them, a rot to you that suits the sickness of them: they may be
allies of a sort—

But they are not kindly or gentle gods.

It came upon them like a white cliff in the light of the moon; it was tangled, covered in rotten
wood and vines. Its teeth were wooden, like the roots of trees, and its body blurred into the water.
It towered above them, standing seven of the eccentric half- and third-stories that made up the
unbalanced levels of the lowest layers of Wu-Jian.

1 do not like, said the pig, said the boar, said the sluice-street god, fo see the Solar Exalted once
again.

There was a long silence, then.

“Haha,” laughed Sabriye, and glanced to the woman. “Is that what you are, then, a ‘Solar Ex—""

Eastern Star unfroze.

She took a step to the side, turned to watch them both, and opened her mouth to snarl something
—but the snort of the pig drowned out her words like an avalanche’s rumble might’ve done.

The snort carried in it the words of the pig:

1 do not like to see the Lawgivers of old, it said. With your sun-marks on your brows. Go. Go,
girl. Go. And take your little lackey with you.

“Screw this,” muttered Eastern Star; moved; sliced in a great overhand blow at the bulk of the
pig, but the sword was missing from her hand.

“Sorry,” Sabriye said—sotto voce; thrust the woman’s own sword out to gut her; found her wrist
blocked, her foot pulled out, her body rolling to the ground; saw the woman skittering back,
heard a needle sink into the pig’s great eye; a roar of anger, then, as the pig began to charge.

Sabriye struggled to her feet—only, everything was tilted, her legs confused.

“’Bye,” saluted Eastern Star; leapt—and stumbled, Sabriye clinging to her belt rope, surfing
away from the path of the pig’s charge, finding a foothold; effort reddened Sabriye’s face,
tightened her muscles, and blazed up in a golden anima around her as the Solar swung the
woman round to slam against the great tusk of the boar.

It did not even daze the pig.

It swept past where they had been. It shook its head, the woman fell. It turned; the bridge
shivered and Jin found himself sprawled, in what he considered an unnecessary complication to
an already thoroughly difficult day, upon its back; he reached for his spear, thinking he could at
least use it to anchor himself in place, but the world adjusted itself in a flicker of starlight and the
woman was beside him, her belt slipped off, her robe now shapeless, Jin’s own spear held in her
right hand. She hurled it down to pin the girl’s arm, right through its wristbones, into the muck-
brown street.

Jin slid.

The boar turned. It scuffed its feet. It charged, and in that moment, Jin thought that he and
Sabriye would die; and Sabriye saw a path of escape for her opening and closing in an instant:

I could pull my arm free, she thought. And stagger there, against that wall, and be safe;



But the woman had found her sword again; had reached the street again; was charging, wreathed
in her own anima’s violet glow, her sword sheathed again and her hand upon it, readied to draw
and kill... not the Sabriye of Aere, not the Sabriye of then, but to kill the Sabriye who would
wrench herself free and reach that shallow cover, and thus survive the pig.

And Sabriye thought—/ wonder why it said those things. The pig.
The woman moved. The woman drew her sword; in that gesture, cut.
Sabriye was not there.

The sunlight was blinding. It roared out from her, towered in a great pillar above her like a flame,
filled the lower levels for the first time in decades if not centuries; the dawn spilled golden and
glorious out into the space the woman cut—

But Sabriye was not there.

Sabriye was braced against the metal floor, standing, straining, shining, burning: holding the
pig’s great tusk with both her arms: upending it, and swinging it—the whole great and limitless
bulk of it—to slam into the woman; the hero; the bridge; the buildings; and on and on and past
them to the ancient twisted wall of metal that in that place was holding back the sea.

‘Solar...,” she was thinking, somewhere deep inside her; ‘Lawgiver...?’
And: ...oh.

And it seemed to her, in that golden moment, like she might understand the secret that lived
beneath her tongue; what it might be that she could tell her cousin Suzu—if she still lived there,
if they ever met—before the great wall burst, and she saw the ocean beyond it, and the dawn; and
water came rushing in to the sluice-streets, swirling, pouring, flowing, sweeping, pounding,
raising her and all that muck towards Heaven like some great paean to the sun.

Wind at her back, Novia Claro raced across the rooftops of Nexus, her boots making no sound as
they slid across the worn mud-brick. The crumbling remnants of Old Hollow stuck out like
boulders in a sea of gems—great towers of clay and earth watching over the brightly colored
market awnings like sentinels. Novia bounded past them like a swift hare, letting the wind guide
her as she leapt from one rooftop to the next with supernatural grace.

Nexus was her city, her domain. She had walked each street, path, and alley from the slums of
Firewander to the sprawling palaces of Bastion, and there were few establishments she hadn't set
foot in, whether by invitation, clever ruse, or brute force. She held influence in nearly every
syndicate, working the ranks for personal gain and using her resources to protect the wretched
city she called home.

Nexus was her city, and she intended to keep it that way.

It didn't take long for her to reach the barely-standing warehouse at harbor's edge, padding across
the thatched roof like a great cat. The building was supported more by the stacks of crates inside
than the original structure, but the westernmost side provided a suitable perch as she crouched
low to survey the goings-on of the harbor below.



As she’d anticipated, a large merchant ship flying Realm colors had docked just moments before,
and already the Lawgiver was calculating her approach.

A cluster of deckhands passed close to the warehouse doors, providing the perfect cover as Novia
dropped to the docks below. After securing her footing on the warped planks, she sauntered
toward the ship, eyes fixed on the lone watchman stationed at the gangplank, a dogged master-at-
arms (she imagined) dragging on a slender pipe.

Though well known throughout the city, Novia was more than adept at passing herself off as
welcome in any situation. She knew better than to make a show of things, but if she was going to
find a way aboard, she was at least going to have a bit of fun with it.

She slid out of the shadows and into a curtain of smoke, a smirk playing at her dark features as
she drifted up to him, moving with the smoke as it wound through the air. She curled around
him, light as air and dark as shadow, her hands sliding over his chest, her breath warm in his ear.
He blinked, disconcerted, perhaps feeling the lightest caress of the breeze, and then dismissed it.
As a fresh line of smoke shot from the dragon’s nostrils, the Lawgiver drifted away, as unnoticed
as the eddies from his pipe.

Novia crept up the gangplank with careful steps, moving only where shadow would allow.
Though she’d stolen past the guard, she had only a small window of time to get in and out while
avoiding altercation. A lone patrolman paced the deck, the blade at his side glinting in the
afternoon light. The Lawgiver followed his movements carefully, willing that no sound would
come from the rustling of her coat or her heavy steps across the creaking planks of the salt-worn
vessel. With a rush of Essence her surroundings grew quiet, each sound swallowed into
nothingness.

Her hand was first a flash along her waist, passing over the brace of knives on her hip, and then it
was a whip rising faster than the eye could see. A blade flashed through the air. With a loud crack
the rigging nearest the guard snapped, sending the sail careening wildly upward, narrowly
missing the patrolman. When he turned to look, the Lawgiver slid through the cabin door and
into the captain's quarters.

Knowing she had only moments to secure her prize, Novia gathered the captain’s log and the
ship’s rutters and began scouring the room for anything of worth. The documents would hold the
true value, but jade was a better currency for pleasure seeking, and she planned on an evening of
celebration.

A steady barrage of footsteps told her that she had only moments before the ship's officers
discovered her, but she had retrieved what she'd come for and left a costly spark for those that
might pursue her—a final word of warning to any that thought to use the Realm's leverage to
sabotage Nexus trade. If sabotage was what they wanted, it would be at her hand.

Grinning as the cabin door opened, Novia blew past the guards like a sudden wind. Light on her
feet even as she vaulted over the rail to the docks below, she vanished into the shadows as flames
climbed the masts like sails, kissing the sky with fire.

Introduction



Many tales were recounted then of the Iron Princess who rode at the head of her
army, and some were true and some were not. She was a mighty witch, she could
take no wound, demons marched in the ranks behind her; she covered her face
because one look from it would scald with fire or turn to granite or melt as with
acid any who beheld it, though others said she was so beautiful no man could
watch her and not lose his wits, and that one of her smiles could darken the moon
and one frown could kill the sun.

—Tanith Lee, Night'’s Master

Nearly all men can withstand adversity, but if you want to test a man's character,
give him power.

—Abraham Lincoln

The First and Final Days

It has been said that Creation is doomed.

The world was raised from chaos, and one day it will fall just the same, returning to the chaos
that birthed it. All the works of men and gods and all the spirits of Creation will be no more. This
is how the story ends, they say, and none, not even the mightiest of the Chosen can change it.
This is the tale of woe that is the capstone of this fallen era; this is why the world now lives in an
Age of Sorrows.

But it was not always that way.

The Age of the Exalted

In the time before record, in the blank vastness of prehistory, the gods of Heaven created
champions to carry their power and glory, wage wars in their name, and fight the battles they
never could. These heroic men and women were called the Exalted, for they had been uplifted.
For their service, the gods gave the Exalted rule over all Creation—over all the peoples and the
beasts and the spirits dwelling there. All the lands which they could see and grasp were theirs.
Having done this, the gods of Heaven retired to Yu-Shan, the Celestial City, and left the world of
man to the Exalted.

The Exalted were many, their powers as diverse and unique as the gods who bore them.
However, one caste of Exalted—the Solar Exalted—rose through the ranks of the Chosen to
become their masters. With unsurpassed skill and power, the Solars conquered every corner of
Creation. With unmatched magic and sorcery, they raised up a glorious First Age.

The First Age was an age of wonders and glories long lost to the current age. These splendors
flowed from the hands and minds of the Solar Exalted, who ruled the world, its gods, and its
Chosen as benevolent masters for five thousand years.

But then something went terribly wrong.

The Solars had labored for millennia under a great curse lain upon them by the vanquished
enemies of the gods. In time the Solars grew wicked, deceitful and mad; their magnanimity
turned to spite, their justice to tyranny. They began to turn against their subjects and each other,
and the world was soon threatened by the very sorceries and machinations the Solars had used to
protect it. As civil war loomed, the other Exalted saw no choice but to remove their masters. The
Dragon-Blooded rose up against the Solars and slew them as they feasted the turning of the year.



Most of the Solars were murdered and their Essences sealed away in a jade prison—for such was
their power that they could reincarnate upon death. But some escaped this initial ambush, and in
the decades that followed the survivors waged terrible wars against the host of the usurpers.
During that time, much of the magic of the First Age was lost—expended or destroyed in
cataclysmic acts of revenge. In time, the last of the Solars were hunted down and killed, and with
them died the First Age.

Nothing lasts forever.

The fall of the Solars left their Realm a smoking ruin. The curse that had eaten away at them had
also eaten away at their works. Without the Solars to steady the sorcerous mechanisms that ran
their world, the Realm began to disintegrate. This was no slow winding down, but the agonal
throes of a beast mortally wounded. Cities collapsed. Manses rained brimstone on farmlands.
Mountains buried themselves, dragging down nations with them. Whole islands were blasted
from the seas as the sorceries that birthed them unwound themselves. The Sidereals, allies to the
Dragon-Blooded, helped to steady the world against the First Age’s dying. In the end, the world
survived, yet it was vastly reduced.

In the ruins the Dragon-Blooded set up a military government and ruled for centuries. Their rule

was without the grandeur of the Solars’ shining Realm, but also without the horror and madness
that heralded its fall.

The Sidereals, a powerful group of Celestial Exalted, were the authors of the Usurpation. After
helping the Dragon-Blooded rise to power, the Sidereals erased themselves from the pages of
history, destroying records of their own existence and twisting the very stars in the sky to bring
about a forgetting. To maintain their influence, the Sidereals spun the Immaculate Philosophy, a
religion that teaches the inherent spiritual perfection of the Dragon-Blooded. Posing as monks
and servants of the Philosophy, the Sidereals wove themselves into the shadows of Dragon-
Blooded politic.

The Sidereals kept a close watch for the few Solars who continued to be reborn into the world.
With powerful astrology and mystical instruments of detection, the Sidereals guided armed strike
forces of Dragon-Blooded to destroy newly emergent Solars before they had a chance to gain
power. Such groups came to be called the Wyld Hunt, and their inquisitions became inseparable
from the Immaculate religion. For centuries, the Wyld Hunt rode down, captured and slaughtered
the Solar Exalted with impunity.

The Doom Out of the Darkness

Then the Great Contagion came.

A virulent disease that traveled by blood and by lung, the Great Contagion spread a black blanket
of death across Creation. Nine tenths of all people and animals perished. There was no cure and
no one to burn the bodies. Cities were draped and filled with corpses, and the screams of the
bereaved soon gave way to silence. Those left alive believed it their darkest hour. They knew
nothing.

Creation, it has been said, is doomed to fall into the chaos that birthed it. The Wyld—chaos, the
inchoate precursor of reality—surrounds Creation. Creation floats upon it like an island. The
Wyld licks at the borders of the world, forever nibbling away at its edges, always held back by
the solid substance of human beliefs and mystical armaments that were remnants of the Solar
Realm.



The Great Contagion put paid to these. Entire nations fell to ruin, and those who were charged
with unleashing the defensive sorceries of the Realm had died at their posts. The borders of
Creation cracked and fractured, and the Wyld flooded in. With it came the armies of the Fair
Folk, who had always lurked beyond the edges of the world: watching, waiting, and hungry.

The Fair Folk swept across the lands in endless legions, and Wyld storms and vortices of pure
chaos came with them, rending apart the landscape. Vast stretches of Creation crumbed and were
lost forever. The lands and seas were reshaped, and everywhere the Fair Folk camped, Creation
was left twisted. The beleaguered and sick-ravaged Exalted expended even more of the lost First
Age’s magic in trying to throw back the legions of chaos. Even the mighty Lunar Exalted, the
former mates of the Solars, could do little more than slow their monstrous advance.

As the armies of the Fair Folk marched toward the center of Creation, a lone Dragon-Blooded
officer braved the nigh-impenetrable defenses of an ancient Solar weapon system. By luck or by
fate, she took control of one of the mightiest weapons the world has ever known, awakening it
from its slumber. With the power of the Realm Defense Grid, she annihilated the Fair Folk hosts
and sent them screaming and boiling back out of Creation.

With control of the Realm Defense Grid, the officer was now the mightiest being in Creation.
There was little left of the old shogunate—the shogun whom she had served, and most of his
children and children’s children were gone. With fire and fury, she wrested the remnants of her
world from the hands of her enemies and cowed oaths of fealty from the rest. From her isle at the
center of Creation, she consolidated allies and resources and named herself Empress.

The Birth of the Realm

Through alliances and coups, the Scarlet Empress brought her enemies to heel. Through
marriages and liaisons, she gave birth to a dynasty of heroes, who formed lesser and greater
houses through which the Empress could filter her power. To keep her place, she set her children
against one another in endless bids for power, resources, and favor. In time she seeded her
legions with soldiers and commanders from her own household and from the houses of her
closest children. In a matter of decades, her forces marched out into the Threshold—all the lands
that were not her island—and forced her enemies to kneel.

One coalition of heroes in the East managed to resist her conquest. Of the rest, only the most
remote barbarian kingdoms of the Lunar Exalted escaped her rule. Vowing fire and steel to her
enemies, the Empress threaded the boundaries of her empire with legions and set about draining
conquered lands of their resources so that her Realm could grow mighty and wroth for a return.

Throughout the centuries, the Empress kept the Sidereals close at hand. Their advice and
protection afforded her great advantages in governing her mighty nation. In return for their
service, she made the Immaculate Philosophy the state religion of the Realm, and through the
Immaculate Order the Sidereals maintained the Wyld Hunt. In all the 763 years of her reign, the
Wyld Hunt never once faltered, and the Dynasty grew vast and powerful on the yolk of Creation.

Into the Time of Tumult
Five years ago the Empress vanished.

Almost overnight, the Realm began to deteriorate. Through her sorcerous might, the Empress
had planned to live forever. With no order of succession, the Realm entered into chaos. Some
thought that the Empress had been assassinated, or fallen prey to the fell magic that gave her



such power. Others believed she was watching from the shadows to see who might try to take her
place, or that she had reached a state of perfection and had left her Realm behind. There were
rumors without end, but only one thing was certain: the Empress was gone, and her throne sat
empty.

The Great Houses of the Scarlet Dynasty—each longing to place one of their own on the throne
—began to summon their forces. Legions were recalled from the frontiers, satrapies were bled
for every obol, and the heroes of the Realm were called home from vigil and from quest to take
up the banners of their families.

A political stalemate saw a figurehead Regent placed on the throne while the Houses marshalled
their resources and maneuvered their forces, built alliances and seeded the feasting halls of their
enemies with spies and traitors. Forests were stripped to build siege weapons and ships, war
machines were constructed, the old spells were chanted, and old warstriders rose from torpor to
shake off their rust.

Meanwhile, the massive recall of Realm forces left certain borders of the empire manned by
skeleton crews, often consisting of poorly-trained citizen soldiers and conscripts forced into
service at spear-point. Sensing the mystical and military defenses of the Realm had weakened,
many of the Dynasty’s subject states began to withhold tribute, while others fell into open
rebellion. At the same time, the Lunar Exalted, who had fought a long and bitter war with the
Dragon-Blooded, began escalating their attacks. Barbarian hordes emerged from the outlands of
the Threshold to test the might of the remaining legions, while the Realm’s ancient enemies
unveiled new fighting forces from states beyond the Realm’s borders.

But the Empress’s disappearance presages even more dire consequences than these.

In the dark heart of the Scavenger Lands, the Deathlord called Mask of Winters rose on his living
corpse-mountain throne to march an army of the dead against the city-state of Thorns. It was
sacked and taken. A tributary of the Realm, its Dragon-Blooded defenders died to a man, and
their bodies were dragged into the corpse-flesh kingdom of the Deathlord’s thrall.

Far and near, the enemies of the world have begun to rumble and quake, testing the chains of
their bondage. The Fair Folk, still fuming from their last bitter defeat, have begun to speak war
words and sing the chaunts of battle, from their septs within Creation and from within their halls
in the deep Wyld, while the dark lords of the Underworld unleash horror and cataclysm never
before seen.

The Return of the Solar Exalted
After a millennia of vigilance, the Wyld Hunt has lapsed.

This is the world into which the Solar Exalted have returned. After centuries of imprisonment,
the doors of the jade prison have been kicked open, and the heroes of old have come again.

It has been said that Creation is doomed.

The world will end in fire and flames. Darkness will descend. The seas will dry up and the land
will crumble into the maw of chaos. Nothing can stop this.

Nor could the Solar Exalted slay the enemies of the gods.

Nor could they master the sorceries which wrought the world.



Nor could they ever return from their endless death amongst the stars.

This is the world into which the Solar Exalted have returned—but will they save the world, or
will they destroy it?

As the tale of Exalted continues...
Introduction

This section introduces the basic concepts and terminology of the game, as well as explaining its
overall premise. You’re reading the introduction right now.

Chapter One: The Exalted

There are many kinds of Exalted. This chapter discusses the histories, themes, and skills of a
number of Chosen. Note that this book only contains the rules you’ll need to play a Solar.
Consider the other entries in this chapter a preview of future books.

Chapter Two: The Age of Sorrows

This chapter discusses Creation, the world of Exalted.

Chapter Three: Character Creation

This chapter provides instructions for how to create a Solar Exalted.

Chapter Four: Traits

This chapter describes in detail the non-magical characteristics of the Exalted.
Chapter Five: Systems and Drama

This chapter contains the core rules of Exalted Third Edition. Here are rules for practically
everything—combat, large scale war and naval battles, and social drama. Everything you need to
know about how to play Exalted can be found here.

Chapter Six: Charms
This chapter details the mystic might of the Solar Exalted.
Chapter Seven: Martial Arts and Sorcery

Creation is an ancient world that has not yet forgotten its secrets. This chapter discusses magic
and the powers of the martial arts.

Chapter Eight: Antagonists

The enemies of the Exalted are numberless and fierce. This chapter contains descriptions and
rules for many of the game’s threats.

Chapter Nine: The Grand Panoply

This chapter details the weaponry and armor of the Exalted, and introduces Evocations—magic
drawn from deep within the souls of artifact weapons and armor.

Lexicon
Age of Sorrows, the: See Second Age, the.



Anathema: The term used by the Immaculate Order to refer to the Solar, Lunar, and recently the
Abyssal Exalted. Immaculate doctrine describes the Anathema as persons who have become
conduits for dark power and whose souls have been forever tainted by the influence of evil
spirits. This doctrine is typically accepted in the Real/m and anywhere the Dragon-Blooded hold
power, as well as Threshold states where the Immaculate religion holds sway, places the Lunar
Exalted have terrorized since time out of mind.

anima: All living things are surrounded by a colorless, invisible aura called anima. When one of
the Exalted uses Essence, the power often spills into her anima, making it visible. As a result, an
Exalt who expends a great deal of power is usually engulfed by a display of anima that can range
from a soft glow to a pillar of heatless flame bright enough to see for miles.

artifact: An object imbued with magic and generally forged of the magical materials. Many
artifacts created in the First Age have been lost or destroyed, and those that remain are fiercely
coveted in the current day.

Aspect: Many of the Exalted are divided by Castes, but some are known by their Aspects.
Typically said of the Dragon-Blooded, an Aspect points to the nature of the Chosen s power, in
how it manifests and how it behaves, as well as how it shapes the Exalted’s appearance and
personality. A Dragon-Blooded of the Fire Aspect may be an aggressive, flashy warrior or a
passionate statesman. He may have fiery red hair, and wisps of smoke might follow his words
when he is in a rage. A Dragon-Blooded of the Wood Aspect may be more at home with nature,
better able to deal with loneliness, more capable at medicine and survival. She may have green
hair and patches of bark on her skin. Chosen who share Aspects are usually much broader-
ranging in their personalities and proclivities than those who share Castes, such that two Chosen
of the same Aspect might have completely different roles and responsibilities.

Blessed Isle, the: The great island-continent at the center of Creation, once the home of the gods
and now the homeland of the Realm.

Caste: Many Exalted are divided by role or aptitude into Castes—for example, Solar Exalted are
Dawns, the greatest warriors to have ever lived; Zeniths, inspirational priest-kings and holy men;
Twilights, great savants and engineers; Nights, thieves, thief-takers, spies, and assassins; and
Eclipses, heralds, diplomats, merchantmen and troubleshooters. Almost all such Exalted display
their roles via the Caste Marks upon their brows.

Caste Mark: Most sorts of Exalted bear a mark upon their brow indicating their Caste, which
illuminates as their animas flare. Each Caste of each sort of Exalt bears a different mark, and the
Immaculate Order teaches how to identify different sorts of Anathema by Caste Mark.

Celestial Exalted: The Exalted champions of the mighty gods of the sky—the Solar, Lunar, and
Sidereal Exalted. The Solars are the mightiest of the Celestial Exalted, but their lesser kin are
also the inheritors of enormous power.

Charm: The Exalted express their inherent magic through Charms. The Charms of the Exalted
are as different as the powers and natures of their divine patrons. Solars express the invincible,
inexorable nature of the Unconquered Sun through their Charms, while the Lunars manifest the
ferocity, weaponry, and forms of Creation s greatest beasts.

Chosen: See Exalted.



Circle: A Circle is a group of Exalted brought together by oaths, pacts and sorcery, often as the
collective answer to a terrible question. While memories of past incarnations sometimes guide
reincarnated Solars back into the company of their fellows from previous lives, many Circles are
creations of the current Age. Regardless of cause, most Solars will find themselves as part of a
Circle at some point in their lives.

Creation: The world of Exalted. Creation is a flat world floating on a sea of chaos called the
Wyld. Once, in the First Age, a great civilization spanned Creation entire, but in the fallen Age of
Sorrows, shattered city-states scrabble to survive, struggling under the oppressive boot of the
Realm.

Cult of the Illuminated, the: A Creation-wide mystery cult devoted to worship of mysterious
saviors who will return the world to righteousness. Though they did not inspire it, Sidereal
Exalted of the Gold Faction have covertly encouraged its spread across Creation and now use it
to channel newly discovered Solars Exalted into their protection and influence, while the
Immaculate Order deems it heresy and seeks to stamp it out.

daiklave (DY-klayv): The traditional weapon of the Exalted, each daiklave is a one-of-a-kind
artifact sword, usually oversized, forged from magical materials and imbued with a unique
Essence from which its Chosen wielder may learn to call forth Evocations. Other types of artifact
weapon exist, such as direlances, grimscythes, and powerbows, but daiklaves are the most iconic
and famously cited when discussing the war arsenals of the Chosen.

Deathlord: A cadre of powerful ghosts who have ruled kingdoms in the Underworld for
centuries. Recently, several have become more active in Creation, fielding undead legions and
releasing horrors from the bowels of death’s darkness. Each is a monster of horrific power and
nature, selected and upraised by the Neverborn. Erudite priests and sorcerer-kings, the
Deathlords are behind the emergence of the Abyssal Exalted. The Deathlords may be the most
powerful beings to walk the world in this Age.

demesne (di-MAYN): An enchanted place, a location where magical currents eddy together to
create a natural vortex of power. Demesnes are rich in energy for beings who know how to
harvest it. Most Exalted harness this power by constructing a manse on the site of a demesne.

demon: Spirits of alien majesty and deadly guile, demons are the sworn enemies of the Exalted.
Demons are the countless inhabitants of Malfeas and the servants of the Yozis. However, they are
trapped in service to the Exalted due to an oath they swore long ago. A demon who is in
sorcerous thrall to one of the Exalted is unable to harm his master directly or indirectly, but may
still work cunning wickedness to doom his master to courses of action that will imperil the
Exalt’s soul. Demons range in power from the lowliest of spirits to the world-shaking
incarnations of a nightmarish and primordial Creation.

Dynast: A Dragon-Blooded related to the Scarlet Empress through descent or marriage. Dynasts
are the ruling class of the Realm.

elemental: A spirit arising from the five elements of the natural world. Elementals labor to cycle
Essence through Creation. They are physical beings that live in the same world as men and
beasts.

Elemental Poles, the: The Five Elemental Poles are the anchors of material existence that border
the world and hold it together. The icy Pole of Air borders the North, the Pole of Fire lies to the
furthest South, the Pole of Water defines the uttermost West, and the Pole of Wood rises from the



farthest East. At the center of the world, the Pole of Earth pierces the heavens in the form of the
Imperial Mountain. The Pole of Earth is the omphalos and axis of Creation, around which the
world moves. It is dormant and steady, balancing the elements of Creation into a stable harmony.
As one travels away from the Pole of Earth and closer to one of the four active poles, the active
pole’s influence grows stronger and stronger. Eventually the elemental effects are so strong that
only the mightiest of the Chosen can survive them.

Essence: A current of energy that moves through all things, Essence is the creative charge from
which all wonder springs. To channel Essence is to wield the power of the gods, and the Exalted
channel the Essence of the mightiest of the gods.

Evocation: Miracles awakened within certain artifacts, generally weapons and armor, by the
bond between the artifact and its wielder. The nature and power of an artifact’s Evocations
depends on the circumstances of the item’s creation, the magical materials used in its
construction, its relationship with its wielder, and the artifact’s history of use through the years or
centuries.

Exalted: The Exalted are mortal men and women blessed with the power of the gods. Once they
were uplifted to fight the enemies of the gods, and for this service they were given rule over
Creation.

» Abyssal Exalted: Strange new Exalts never seen before the Scarlet Empress’s disappearance,
the Abyssals have emerged from the Underworld as champions of the Deathlords. They come
with the old laws of the dead, bringing ghost-fire and doom wherever they walk. Mysterious
harbingers, warrior-poets and sacred priests, the Abyssal Exalted have rocked the world by
slaying Dragon-Blooded, Exigents, and even Lunar Exalted, and each is easily a match in single
combat to one of the Solar Exalted.

* Exigent: Those Exalted and empowered by the Exigence, the Exigents are a whole category of
different types of Exalts, chosen by gods of field and river, vengeance and hope. Very few gods
possess the strength to empower more than one Chosen, even with the power of the Exigence. As
such, the Exigents represent a vast array of eclectic and unique heroes, many of whom are being
seen for the first and last time. For a time, no new Exigents were created, but recently the
Exigence has begun to flow and grant new champions.

* Liminal Exalted: Existing in small numbers since the end of the Shogunate, the Liminals are
the mysterious Chosen-elect of a remnant of the First Age that sank into the darkness of the
Underworld long ago. It is believed that they result from passionate attempts to raise the dead.
The Liminals search for meaning in their new lives while compelled by their dark mother to
police the boundaries between life and death. They are most commonly seen tracking rogue
ghosts, fighting wicked spirits of death and plague, and hunting the undead.

* Lunar Exalted: The Chosen of Luna, the Lunars are shapechangers and iconoclasts. The
Usurpation chased them to the edge of the world, where they now rule their own tribal
dominions, waging unceasing war against the Fair Folk to one side and the Real/m to the other.
The Lunars look upon the Solar Exalted s return with uncertain hearts—during the First Age, the
Lunars were the slaves, seconds, and consorts to the Solar Exalted. Their bond to the Lawgivers
has been broken, but many yet fear a return to servitude.

* Sidereal Exalted (sy-DEER-ee-ul): The Chosen of the Five Maidens, the Sidereal Exalted are
the stewards of fate and Heaven s agents in Creation. In the First Age, they served as advisors to



the Solars, but when they began to see indolence and madness in their rulers, they threw down
the Solar Exalted and raised the Dragon-Blooded up in their place. Politically the Sidereals are
divided between the Bronze Faction, who supported the Usurpation, and the Gold Faction, who
argued against it and now move to support the returning Solars. Masters of fate, the Sidereals are
unmatched prophets and viziers, and their attunement to the movements of destiny make them
the practical embodiments of all the tenets of martial arts.

* Solar Exalted: The mightiest of the Exalted, Chosen by the Unconquered Sun, the Solars are
mortals with great potential and ambition gifted with the power to fully realize their own
excellence. They are warriors, orators, engineers, spies, and diplomats without peer. In the 7ime
Before, they served as both the generals of the Exalted armies and the greatest heroes of the gods.
Through fire, combat, and peacemaking, they rose above the Exalted to become their rulers.
Through their unmatched sorcery and powers of invention, they raised up the First Age, but over
time the Great Curse drove them mad. The Solars were overthrown by the Dragon-Blooded and
their Exaltations imprisoned by the Sidereal Exalted, but now they have returned to try to save
Creation from doom.

* Dragon-Blooded: The Chosen of the Five Elemental Dragons, and also known as Terrestrial
Exalted, Dragon-Blooded are weaker than the Celestial Exalted but more numerous. Their power
does not reincarnate, but passes on through the blood—the children of Terrestrial Exalted may
themselves Exalt. They draw their power from the five elements. The greatest current lineage of
Terrestrial Exalted is the Scarlet Dynasty. The Dragon-Blooded were convinced by the Sidereals
to rise up and murder the Solar Exalted, an event that marked the end of the First Age. Almost no
Dragon-Blooded living today knows the true history of these events.

Exigence, the: The Exigence is a force of divine fire and creative inspiration established by the
Unconquered Sun so that lesser gods might have their own Exalted champions. Gods who tap the
Exigence do not learn the secret of making Exalted, but through interaction with the Sun’s
medium, they are able to exude new kinds of Chosen from their own unique Essence. Some gods
who petition to create an Exigent are destroyed by the process; they are simply too weak to
produce a Chosen without spending their own lives. Others are powerful enough to make a single
champion, though this effort leaves them drained and vastly reduced for a time. Still others may
produce a single Exigent without wavering, while a truly mighty god might bring forth multiple
heroes from his own Essence.

Fair Folk: Beings of unreal chaos native to the Wyld, the fae look with resentment at Creation,
which defines itself as the center of the universe and imposes its own context on all that is, was,
or might be. Those Fair Folk who venture into reality survive by eating dreams or souls. Many
claim to seek the dissolution of the world, though a few seem happy to play at life among
mortals. At the end of the Great Contagion, the Fair Folk mounted a great crusade against
Creation, and were on the verge of destroying all the lands of shape when they were turned back
by the heroism of the Scarlet Empress.

First Age, the: The golden age when men wielded magic far greater than the petty scraps they
hold today. The First Age was raised up by the magic and genius of the Solar Exalted. It was an
age marked by periods of enlightenment, peace, and discovery, but it ended in horror, murder,
war, and the Usurpation.

Five Elemental Dragons, the: Children of Gaia and with power to challenge the Incarnae, the
Five Elemental Dragons are the patrons of the Terrestrial Exalted. Each dragon embodies one of



the five elements, and is a creature of immense size and unfathomable power. It has been said
that the Five Elemental Dragons were most active when the world was new, but over time they
have grown distant and tired, and have fallen into slumber, allowing their power and wisdom to
seep into the substance of the world. The Immaculate Order venerates the Elemental Dragons as
the apotheosis of spiritual development of the Terrestrial Exalted.

Five Maidens, the: Mercury, the Maiden of Journeys; Venus, the Maiden of Serenity; Mars, the
Maiden of Battles; Jupiter, the Maiden of Secrets; and Saturn, the Maiden of Endings are the
Five Maidens of Destiny. Among the Incarnae, they are the overseers of fate and destiny, of what
will and must come to pass, and of what Heaven desires. They speak rarely and impart their
secrets to few. Among the Incarnae they chose the fewest champions—the one hundred Sidereal
Exalted. Though Luna is not numbered among them, she is considered their equal in power.

Gaia: A spirit of vast creative force, she is the mother of the Five Elemental Dragons. It is said
that Gaia was one out of the tribe of the enemies of the gods, but she allied with the gods out of
love for Luna.

ghost: A dead soul pulled out of the cycle of reincarnation by lingering attachments to the world,
dark magic, an inauspicious death, or improper burial. Most such shades dwell in the macabre
and foreboding Underworld, but some find their way back up to Creation, particularly in
shadowlands.

god: A spirit acting as a divine representative of a place, thing, or concept. While all gods are
formidable, they range from the little gods of road and field to mighty spirits of war and death.
Lesser gods dwell in spirit-sanctums and temples in Creation, while the mightiest of gods reside
in Heaven, ruled over by the Incarnae.

Great Contagion, the: Centuries into the Second Age, a catastrophic plague brought low the
Shogunate of the Dragon-Blooded. Crossing species boundaries, it killed nine out of every ten
living creature—fish and fowl, man and insect, leaving endless fields of desolation. Those with
mastery over Essence were resistant, but were immediately faced with the invading hordes of the
Fair Folk.

Great Curse, the: As they died, the enemies of the gods pronounced a curse against the Chosen.
The Great Curse is unknown to all beings—save perhaps Jupiter of the Five Maidens—and
though it has dogged the Exalted throughout history, it fell most heavily on the shoulders of the
Solar Exalted.

Great House: The Scarlet Empress has divided her Scarlet Dynasty into Houses, each headed by
one of her many spouses or children, eleven of which currently claim the status of Great House.
The eleven in power now have not always been so; in the past she has engineered the fall of
those she deemed too powerful, and raised new ones up in their place. Each House oversees a
number of satrapies, raising legions for her armies, managing elements of her economy, and
ruling portions of her Blessed Isle. As she never announced a successor, the heads of the Houses,
long-accustomed to her pitting them against each other, now prepare to decide who will take her
throne—raising taxes on their satrapies even as they call armed legions back to their homelands
at the center of the world.

Guild, the: An association of mortal tradesmen and plutocrats, the Guild spans Creation entire,
moving drugs, slaves, and sundries across the world. One of the most powerful economic forces
in the Age of Sorrows, the Guild is governed almost entirely by mortals. They maintain the silver



standard of the dinar and promote economic stability worldwide even as they push opium on
entire nations and enslave entire tribes. Based out of the Scavenger Lands, they are at times
opposed to the Realm and at times work in concert with it.

hearthstone: In the heart of every manse forms a hearthstone, a token of solid Essence that
grants its wielder some supernatural power. Rarely, hearthstones may also be found in the wild,
usually to mark a place where a demesne had once existed.

Heaven: See Yu-Shan.

Immaculate Order, the: The state religion of the Real/m. The Immaculate Order teaches its
adherents that the cycle of reincarnation leads in an upward spiral to oneness with the Five
Elemental Dragons, from animals through mortals through Dragon-Blooded. 1t also teaches that
spirits are celestial functionaries, and worship is a dangerous activity fit only for the Dragon-
Blooded—spirits follow Heaven s plan, so those spirits who demand worship are tyrants or con-
artists, while mortals who expect better treatment through worship are deluding themselves or
commiting bribery. Immaculate monks learn martial arts that they might keep unruly spirits in
line and combat Anathema wherever they’re found.

The Immaculate Order is the vector through which the Sidereal Exalted control the Realm.

Incarna: The greatest of gods and rulers of Heaven, the Incarnae are the gods of the great
celestial bodies visible in Creation s sky. See Unconquered Sun, Luna, and Five Maidens.

Luna: The Changing Lady is an Incarna, the goddess of the moon and the premier goddess of
night, luck, iconoclasm, and change. She is a legendary huntress and trickster and the patron of
the Lunar Exalted. As the mistress of Gaia, Luna made her Chosen bestial, the children of her
greatest union.

magical materials: Artificers recognize five magical materials particularly suited for the
channeling of Essence—orichalcum, a superheavy gold attuned to the Solar Exalted; moonsilver,
fluidic silver attuned to the Lunar Exalted; jade, a stone attuned to the Dragon-Blooded;
starmetal, rare metal from the sky attuned to the Sidereal Exalted; and soulsteel, a metal mined
from the Underworld with which the Abyssal Exalted seem to have an affinity.

Malfeas: Hell. A nightmarish kingdom of brass and obsidian under a sickening green sky.
Malfeas sits outside the world, surrounded by an endless desert at the ends of eternity. The Yozis
were imprisoned here with their demon legions after being vanquished by the Exalted. When a
demon is summoned from Malfeas by a sorcerer, it may cross the sands of eternity in just five
days, departing five days in advance of the sorcerer’s call.

manse: Sorcerous construction created to channel the power of a demesne. Manses are often
temples or fortresses, and in addition to forming hearthstones, they channel the Essence of their
demesnes to work magical effects, from the frivolous to the useful to the dangerous.

Neverborn: Through the Exalted the enemies of the gods were slain and became the Neverborn,
vast chthonic ghosts dreaming in the deepest part of the Underworld. Their whispers shape the
afterlife, and their magic empowers the Deathlords and the Abyssal Exalted. They were the
masters of the universe until the gods raised mortal champions against them. Whether they seek
to drag the world into death so they can rule it once more, or obliterate it entirely to escape its
fetters and find a final rest, none can say.



Old Realm, the: The government of Creation during the First Age, overthrown in the
Usurpation. The Scarlet Empress suppressed usage of the term—she legitimized her claim to
rule by insisting her Rea/m was a continuation of the old, and proclaims false any distinction
between the two. Old Realm also refers to the oldest language of spirits, every syllable of which
is charged with sorcerous power.

outcaste: Those Dragon-Blooded who do not claim fealty to the Realm, either by membership in
one of the Dynasty’s Great Houses, service as a monk of the Immaculate Order, or soldier in the
legions are labeled outcastes. Creation holds many outcaste lines, from Lookshy’s Seventh
Legion to the Forest Witches of the deep East.

Realm, the: The mightiest empire in Creation, based on the Blessed Isle and ruled by the Scarlet
Dynasty, the Realm controls hundreds of satrapies across the Threshold, nations under Dragon-
Blooded boot. The Realm extorts taxes and tribute from almost the whole of the civilized world.

Scarlet Dynasty, the: The ruling class of the Realm, composed of those Dragon-Blooded who
are descended from the Scarlet Empress or have married into her lineage. Organized into eleven
Great Houses and many smaller houses.

Scarlet Empress, the: Until her disappearance five years ago, the woman called the Scarlet
Empress was the unquestioned autarch of the Rea/m and the most powerful political ruler in
Creation. At the climax of the Great Contagion, she took control of the Realm Defense Grid and
single-handedly ended the worldwide invasion of the Fair Folk and the plague devastating the
world. She then used her new weapon’s power to crush all rivals to her throne and, through
centuries of political maneuvering and conquest, founded the Scarlet Dynasty, which to this day
serves as the ruling class for the greatest empire in Creation.

Scavenger Lands, the: The Scavenger Lands are the territory in the near East of the Threshold
who proclaim independence from the Realm, having resisted multiple invasions. Its heart is the
River Province, a region containing a series of mighty, loosely allied city-states lining the mighty
rivers that run through the heart of the region.

Second Age, the: All the time since the Usurpation is marked the Second Age of Man, where
mortals and Exalted war amid the ruins of the great fallen civilizations of the First Age. The
Lunars call this era the Fallen Age, while savants call it the Age of Sorrows.

Second Breath: The moment of Exaltation, so called because infant mortals gain their souls at
the moment of their first breath following birth.

shadowland: Where the Underworld touches Creation there are shadowlands, places where no
barrier exists between life and death, and the living may treat with the dead. Those who leave a
shadowland during the day find themselves in Creation, while those who leave its borders at
night enter the Underworld.

Shogunate, the: The military dictatorship set up by the Dragon-Blooded in the wake of the
Usurpation, which crumbled away in the face of the Great Contagion. The Shogunate was
marked by endemic warfare between Dragon-Blooded daimyos and the catastrophic loss of First
Age magic. Many Terrestrial Exalted savants lionize this period as an age of heroes and a
flowering of Dragon-Blooded culture.



sorcery: While the Exalted use Essence reflexively and instinctually as Charms, savants of the
First Age codified its manipulation into more rigid but powerful forms. Sorcery can be shared
between Exalted of different types.

spirit: Divine beings of Essence and will. Gods, elementals, demons, and ghosts are all spirits.
Terrestrial Exalted: The Dragon-Blooded, the weakest and most numerous of the Chosen.

Threshold, the: The lands between the Inland Sea and the Wy ld make up the Threshold, all those
parts of Creation that are not the Blessed Isle. The Empress considers all of Creation just a
precursor—a Threshold—to her home at the heart of the world.

Time Before, the: A nebulous span of time that includes all history from the dawn of existence
to the rise of the First Age.

Unconquered Sun, the: The greatest of the Incarnae, the Unconquered Sun is the god of virtue
and will, war and enlightenment, the day and the night, and excellence. He is the King of Heaven
and the patron of the Solar Exalted. It was he who led the gods in rebellion against their masters
in the Time Before. At the height of the First Age, he turned his face from Creation in anger at the
excesses of the Solars.

Underworld, the: The lands of the dead, floating on the sea of the void, the Underworld is a
shattered reflection of Creation and a capstone over the tombs of the Neverborn. Those who die
and are unable to move on become trapped in the Underworld, where the souls and Essence of
dead things have congregated, giving rise to malady and horror. The Underworld is where the
Deathlords keep their kingdoms. In service to death, they have built their fortresses into
Creation; in every direction, the spires of a Deathlord’s citadel peers out over the skies of a
shadowland.

Usurpation, the: When the armies of the Dragon-Blooded and their Sidereal Exalted allies
overthrew the Solar Exalted. The backlash of this event was catastrophic and weakened the
world against what would come later.

Wyld, the: Chaos and entropy, the infinite precursor to reality. Creation was raised up from the
Wyld, and the Wyld was bound and subsumed into its substance. The Wyld still exists beyond the
borders of the world, pressing inward and ever threatening to dissolve the lands of shape back
into shifting unreality. Strange lands and strange things dwell within and emerge from the Wyld,
including the Fair Folk. Pockets of the Wyld exist in Creation’s interior, remnants of the Fair
Folk’s invasion long ago.

Wyld Hunt, the: A Wyld Hunt is a group of Dragon-Blooded who band together to hunt and kill
the Anathema. The Wyld Hunt has been weakened by the impending war for the Realm’s throne.
It will not stay that way.

Yozi: Demon princes and lords of Hell, the Yozis are the enemies of the gods, who peer out at
Creation with lust and hatred. Once they were the masters of the universe, but fell to the might of
the Exalted. Those of them who were slain by the Solars became the Neverborn. The Yozis are
imprisoned in a blasted kingdom of iron and black marble beneath a cold green sun, called
Malfeas.

Yu-Shan: Heaven. The celestial city of Yu-Shan is home to the gods and the /ncarnae who
oversee the management of Heaven, Creation, and fate through a grand bureaucracy. Of the
Exalted, only the Sidereal Exalted call it home.



How to Play This Game

Exalted is a roleplaying game for two to eight players. In a roleplaying game, players
cooperatively work with one another and the game rules to tell a memorable story—in Exalted,
this will be a story set in an ancient and forgotten age of magic, mystery, and danger.

Each player (with one exception—see below) creates a character to play during the game—one
of the Solar Exalted, a mortal hero granted the blessings and power of the Unconquered Sun.
Each player dictates what their character says, does, and thinks throughout the course of play.

The final player takes on the role of the Storyteller—they describe the world the other players’
characters move through, and create and control all the other individuals, gods, and monsters that
populate that world. The Storyteller’s job is to challenge the other players’ characters, embroil
them in dramatic situations, present interesting people for them to encounter, and otherwise to
help weave a story around their exploits. The Storyteller is also the final adjudicator of the
game’s rules, applying them to keep the story moving and to keep things unpredictable and
exciting.

Exalted play sessions generally last between three and eight hours—it’s something you get your
friends together to make an afternoon or evening of. Sessions are sequential—you pick up the
story again where it left off next time you play. Most groups like to meet once a week, or every
two weeks, though there’s certainly nothing stopping you from playing more (or less) frequently.
Some groups will keep a game running until they resolve a single major storyline. Others may
continue developing their characters and the complex stories around them for years.

Unlike most games, there’s no fixed way to “win” Exalted. The goal isn’t to advance your
character to some ultimate victory-point; rather, the goal is to have fun telling an engaging story
with your friends. As long as everyone at the table had a good time during the session, you’ve
won.

Suggested Resources
Fiction
Night'’s Master, Tanith Lee

Night s Master and the rest of Lee’s Flat Earth series were instrumental in the making of
Exalted, and it’s easy to see why. Night'’s Master is set in a world pervaded by weird magic, full
of apathetic gods, wicked spirits, and wicked men, from which a tale of triumph may still be told.
Superbly written and surprisingly brief, this novel has it all—substantive magic, sorcerers and
demons, and the demon kingdom of Druhim Vanashta.

Hawkmoon, Michael Moorcock

Hawkmoon was another major influence in the making of Exalted. It gives a great example of a
sorcerous empire hell bent on conquest. It also features a lot of strange, sorcerous mechanisms
that are imperfectly understood, even by the few sorcerers who have a prayer of using them. The
character Count Brass from the Jewel in the Skull is a perfect example of a Solar Exalted,
particularly in demonstrating how one with such tremendous, anachronistic knowledge can build
weapon systems that make him equal to the forces of the dark empire.

The Complete Pegana, Lord Dunsany



Lord Dunsany’s mythology has inspired countless works, and his gods were a major influence on
the character of spirits in Creation. The Maidens of Destiny owe much to the gods of Pegana,
and more than one Yozi echoes the threat of Mana-Yood-Sushai, while certain Third Circle
demons can often be compared to beings such as Skarl the Drummer, whose drum beats the
rhythm of time and existence. Pegana also takes a cynical view towards holy men, particularly in
a world where gods exist and are indifferent to prayer at best, or hostile at worst.

Imajica, Clive Barker

A man awakens to his long-lost divinity and remembers lost lives and lost loves. With unmatched
sorcerous talent, he travels across the broken landscape of the universe to unite all worlds as one,
and bring magic back to Earth. Imajica is a great source for examples of Charms and sorcery, but
it is a must-read for the battle that occurs inside the world-sized body of Hapexamendios, God
and creator of the Five Dominions.

The Black Company, Glen Cook

The powerful, large-scale magic of this series was a major source of inspiration for Exalted’s
sorcery. It also has great character development, and takes place in a gritty world, unromantic in
its depiction of the lives of common men—something Creation shares.

A Song of Ice and Fire, by George R. R. Martin

The collected novels of this series have revolutionized fantasy fiction, and are recommended on
their merit alone. However, they also provide a great example of how politics, lore, and
geography all come together to set the stage for major events, some of which were set in motion
years, generations, or centuries before. The rich sense of history and depth of immersion offered
by Martin’s Westeros is unparalleled today, and has served as a lamplight for the reconstruction
of the Exalted setting in Third Edition. We also really like how it subverts or contradicts the
normal expectations (and sometimes the logic) of the genre in order to remind us that magic is
not to be taken for granted; it lurks around the edges of everything, and without control or
understanding, it signifies instability and long winters full of darkness and terror.

The Coming of Conan the Cimmerian, Robert E. Howard

This collection of Conan stories is a major source of inspiration for the unsettled outlands of
Creation, where the world is wild with ancient and heretical magic outside the Realm’s purifying
grip. It also gives a damn good representation of the pulp hero. Solars owe a lot of their DNA to
Conan, an ostensibly mortal man who yet demonstrates superhuman might, quickness, and
resistance to injury. The sorcerers of Conan are also particularly badass, and have played a major
part in the reconceptualization of sorcery in Exalted. Thoth-Amon’s thrall is a particularly good
example of a blood-ape, while Yogah in “The Tower of the Elephant” is a good example of an
ancient spirit or a pre-human sorcerer from the Time Before. Full of foul monsters, gigantic
ancient temples to unknown gods, and wicked and terrible sorcerers, Howard’s Conan stories
have helped us put a lot of pulp conception back into the world of Exalted.

Classics
The Histories, Herodotus

A record of warfare, cultures and politics, and in some cases a bestiary, this work shows the
complexities of the ancient world.

The Iliad, Homer



Achilles is sulky, self-centered, quick-tempered, and undefeatable. Watch the fate of the known
world depend on how he feels on any given day.

Journey to the West, Wu Cheng’en

This story details the exploits of Sun Wukong, born of the Five Elements, master of many divine
secrets, who uses cunning as much as his divine power. It serves as a limitless source of ideas for
a world understood through spiritual pretexts and divine (and martial) allegories. Its first seven
chapters are also the primary inspiration for Yu-Shan, Exalted’s Heaven.

The Book of Judges

This book of the Bible focuses on a number of divine heroes who led the children of Israel in
victories against enemies who were vastly more powerful. While Samson gets most of the
attention, one should not overlook Shamgar of Anath with his ox-goad, or Deborah whose
leadership and cunning crushed the enemies of her people.

Manga
Rurouni Kenshin, Nobuhiro Watsuki

Kenshin Himura is a master of an ancient supernatural kenjutsu. He is an atavistic throwback to
an earlier time, a warrior whose skills and prowess are no longer relevant to the rapidly-changing
world. Kenshin is repeatedly thrown up against the remnants of the samurai era, and with each
victory he slowly erases the last of Japan’s ancient martial legacy. Though the falling action of
this story is the exact opposite of Exalted, it serves as a poignant example of the return of the
Solars by contrast. It also has fantastic fight scenes.

Inuyasha, Rumiko Takahasi

The yokai in this series provide an example of spirits and sorcery in Creation. It’s also good
inspiration for Artifact weapons. It can be a good source for more light-hearted takes on Exalted.

Claymore, Norihiro Yagi

This manga deftly illustrates life in a world of predatory supernatural beings. The earlier parts of
the series are a good example of what life is like in the far-flung portions of the Threshold where
the Fair Folk and other horrors openly prey on mortal communities, and where gods and heroes
are usually only stirred to help by lavish bribes. The titular Claymore monster-hunters
themselves are great inspiration for the Liminal Exalted, both in their powerful and grotesque
fighting styles, and in the open fear with which they’re regarded by the people they protect.

Anime
Ninja Scroll (1995)

This anime heavily influenced the Charms and supernatural martial arts of the Exalted. The Eight
Devils of Kimon are particularly noteworthy in that their master, Gemma, has returned from Hell
with physical immortality and a conqueror’s ambition. But Gemma’s methods are what makes
Ninja Scroll such an enduring source of influence: his plan is to steal a gold shipment and use it
to pay for guns to fund a revolution against the shogun. Ninja Scroll deftly reconciles a world of
supernatural magic with a world driven by money, politics, and mortal men, by putting that
magic in around the margins. Also, the fight scenes are a great example of what combat in
Exalted looks like.



Samurai Champloo (2004)

Beautiful animation, fantastic fight scenes, and a great soundtrack, Samurai Champloo is
noteworthy for its subtle and overt references to the supernatural. What seems like a straight-
laced historical drama routinely becomes something more. Never before has an anime mixed
realism and the supernatural into such a perfect union. The characters often struggle against
hunger, poverty, and an oppressive government. Issues like plague and political corruption are
addressed. Cultural xenophobia is demonstrated as Japan tries to deal with the influence of
outsiders. Yet there are moments of incredible spiritual acuity that makes this a great example of
contrasting power and skill, realism and myth.

Howl's Moving Castle (2004)

Howl is a great example of a Twilight Caste sorcerer. His castle played a large part in
conceptualizing sorcerous projects. Howl also gives a good example of what it’s like to deal with
a Solar who is acting out a Virtue Flaw.

Television and Movies
Swordsman 11 (1991)

Starring Jet Li and Brigitte Lin, this martial arts fantasy exudes the look and feel of combat in
Exalted.

The Bride With White Hair (1993)

A wuxia classic, this film is condensed Exalted: a hero moved by his passion to guard a magical
mountaintop for years on end, a “wolf woman” heroine that serves as great Lunar inspiration,
demonic sorcerers, and impossible mystical kung fu, all woven around a story of romance and
politics.

Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon (2000)

Perhaps the most famous wuxia film in the Western Hemisphere, the wirework has been an
inspiration for some of Exalted’s visuals. The plot is one of drama and emotion and that makes it
a good source for scenes driven by social influence.

Rome (2005)

A spellbinding look at Rome at the end of the reign of Julius Caesar, Rome shows off the
decadence, filth, and corruption of the ancient world’s most enlightened government. It is a
must-see for players who are interested in Realm politics, social influence, political
maneuvering, or showing how assassins and strongmen can have a huge influence on rule.

The Tudors (2007)

The political drama of this show played a large part in our conceptualizing the social influence
system. The Tudors is full of back-room meetings, illicit liaisons, and secret conversations, and it
shows how the wheels of government are turned by social actors working manipulations on one
another.

Video Games

Dynasty Warriors series, Koei Tecmo



Based on the classic Chinese epic Romance of the Three Kingdoms, this series is a good visceral
representation of the sheer power of Exalted characters. Play one of a host of protagonists, each
with their own shifting loyalties and goals, as you slam through literally hundreds of nameless
soldiers en route to confronting other, equally mighty heroes. Few other sources get across the
sheer impact of an Exalt on the battlefield quite as effectively.

Final Fantasy VII, Square-Enix

Though the technology is far beyond what you’ll find in Creation, Final Fantasy VII wins on
atmosphere alone. Set in an eerily empty world, Final Fantasy VII has a number of elements
worth paying special attention to. It is a world run by a powerful military government, with
superhuman agents who derive their powers from a celestial being. A life force moves through all
things and eventually returns to the Planet. Above all, the empty unsettledness of the world is
thrown into stark contrast by the elements of basic technology that seem almost anachronistic: in
all the world there is only one single small airplane, and a single rocket ship makes up the
entirety of the space program. The Planet seems almost as if it were recovering from an
unspoken apocalypse.

Assassin’s Creed series, Ubisoft

These games span a gamut of locations and historical periods that serve as excellent inspirations
for different sorts of Exalted games—the original could be lifted out of the wealthy trade cities
of the South, while the sequels depict the political chaos of the Scavenger Lands and piratical
adventure in the distant West. Setting aside the hugger-mugger of futuristic memory devices and
alien technology, the Assassin s Creed games also do an excellent job depicting occult
conspiracies at the highest levels of power, complete with stealthy, athletic heroes uncovering
and undermining these powerful regimes with surgical strikes—a great source of Night Caste
inspiration.

Dissidia Final Fantasy, Square-Enix

A host of heroes and villains drawn from many diverse origins battle one another for the fate of
the universe—but whose fate are they fighting to impose? Will they consent to the choices set
down for them, try to forge another path to break the endless cycle of battle, or simply achieve
what personal goals they can while the world burns around them? And just what is it that
distinguishes a hero from a villain, anyway? Dissidia’s heroes wield giant weapons and over-the-
top magic that fits right in with Exalted, and its agile, cinematic battle system was the single
largest influence on Third Edition’s combat rules.



For long centuries the claws of the storm had been tearing at the temple. The ordinary storms, the
great storms, and the storms which were seen only every century or so, and which are never seen
today. Those terrible primal things could tear a man to pieces with their force, or thresh him to
the bone with their fearsome hail. Twelve times had they torn at the fabric of the temple. They
had consumed the decorative surfaces in seven ravening visitations. For the last five such storms,
they had gnawed hungrily at the jade and granite fabric of the manse, but to little avail. After
each storm, the manse had dried, the clouds and the winds had receded, and the monument to the
Unconquered Sun still slept under the vastness of the sky.

Every corner was rounded, every high place worn down. When Perfect Soul arrived, she came
with the sense that she was making a final, perfunctory stop on a long and bootless errand. She
had uttered many pointless beseechments, made many futile pleas; this would be her last. Some
spirits had seen her, and spurned her or demurred her entreaties. Others had left her standing in
her finery in the midst of empty shrines. All were wary of the Immaculates.

Perfect Soul entered the temple of the Unconquered Sun, a deity almost unknown in the present
age. Too mighty for attention, in the Second Age it was the custom to consider him
unapproachable and accord him no special devotion, certainly not enough to maintain a
priesthood in his holy places. That you have a temple at all chokes me, thought the amirah,
feeling a flash of anger at the feckless apathy of gods. But the First Age had been a different
time, and they had taken the cult of the Unconquered Sun seriously then.

Before the wind-scarred altar, she placed the bowl and poured out the wine of the sacrifice. She
lit a cone of incense and the heavy smell of burning herbs filled the space. The room grew larger
around her, and she dismissed it as the effect of the fumes.

Unconquered Sun, Father of Morning, Reborn and Unvanquishable, hear my prayer. The
Empress has disappeared and the Dragon-Blooded have discovered artifacts in my lands.
Nothing restrains their depredations. They destroy what they please to excavate in the capital,
and their demands for tribute have become outrageous. If I set my people against the Realm,
they will be massacred and I will be deposed and slain, and some amenable cousin put up on the
throne in my place. Aid me, Unconquered Sun, give me the strength to lead and defend my

people.

And the four-armed statue, seemingly made of porcelain yet untouched by the centuries that had
passed since the end of the First Age, unmarred by terrible storms, regarded her silently. Its face
was set in a mute expression of fierceness and effort. It mocked her, another uncaring god, the
heavens themselves set against her, the little gods terrified of the Immaculates, the great gods
vast and uncaring.

“Damn you and your silence,” she hissed, clenching her fists until the nails bit and her blood
speckled the floor. “Lord of ruins, you are as empty and pointless as your shrine!” Her anger and
despair welled up out of her like a torrent. She screamed at the idol, grabbed her scepter and
swung it with both hands against the effigy’s head.

And her blow shattered the head of the idol that twelve times had withstood the winds called
Adorjan’s Sighs, the wind which had gnawed the granite of the shrine down to storm-smoothed
arcs, without so much as the marring of its colorful paint.

Perfect Soul was Exalted at that moment, and the power of the Unconquered Sun entered her and
remade her into a vessel of utmost power. Great was the event, total the remaking of her Essence,



yet it happened in an instant, as if it were the opening of a lock. And then the Unconquered Sun
spoke to her:

“You who struck my likeness, I have seen your plight and felt your despair. You whom the gods
have abandoned, your courage, your wrath, and your pain has made you one with the King of
Heaven. Once, I felt the sting of betrayal. In my wrath I turned my face from Creation. Now I
turn it back. Go forth from this place and know that my light goes with you, for the fate of all the
world is yours to decide. Be now the hand of celestial vengeance, and bring righteousness to the
world as you know best.”

And thus, in a wasteland shrine torn by the ages, was Perfect Soul made a servant of
righteousness, and received into the Zenith Caste. Few marked the event at the time, but it was
one of great moments, and its echoes would resound through the Time of Tumult.

Chapter One: The Exalted

The world needs heroes. It always has, and it always will. Sometimes mortal heroes rise from the
ranks of humanity, beating back the petty evils of selfishness and greed. But sometimes mortal
heroes are not enough. That’s when the Exalted rise.

The Exalted are mortal champions chosen by the gods to wield divine power. A virtuous teacher
is empowered by the Unconquered Sun to spread enlightenment to the masses. A tenacious
villager becomes a scion for the spirit of the fields, taking on the god’s very nature to protect her
people from invaders. An ambitious young noble thrills to the fire that ignites in his blood,
cleansing and invigorating him. All are Exalted.

Heroes who wield the power of the five natural elements are known as Terrestrial Exalts,
individually the weakest but also the most abundant, while heroes who wield the power of the
sun, moon and stars are known as Celestial Exalts, the greatest among the Chosen. In between
are heroes of every imaginable stripe, from those who wield the terrifying magics of the dead to
those bursting with the energy of the animistic spirits that exist in all things.

The Exalted are set apart from the mortals they once were in many ways. They can live for
centuries or even millennia, they naturally heal even the most grievous of wounds, and they will
never die of a mere passing sickness. But the most wondrous of these is the power to channel the
fundamental force of the universe, called Essence. Essence ebbs and flows in all things—in
living creatures, in rivers and mountains, in the patterns of storms and fate. It composes human
beings and ripples with their every act, but most people cannot command it. It takes an Exalt to
direct these raw, nescient forces into miracles.

Some of these miracles are innate talents, such as the Zenith Caste’s ability to cremate the dead
with holy fire. Some are magics that must be learned over time but come naturally to an Exalt,
called Charms. Charms allow the Exalted to perform all manner of amazing feats, from leaping
mountains and singlehandedly defeating a hundred men in battle, to swaying the minds and
hearts of a nation, to unlocking mysteries never meant to be revealed. All Essence is not created
equal. Its character changes depending on its source and purpose. The Essence of the great
elemental dragons is wild and primal, while the Essence of the dead is harsh and chilling. The
Charms of the Exalts who channel these various flavors of Essence reflect their temperaments.

Exalts dedicated and willing enough to devote themselves to a difficult endeavor can delve into
the occult secrets of reality itself, bending Essence to an even more world-shaking purpose



known as sorcery. The spells of a sorcerer can re-write the very laws of Creation, calling down
storms of acid or commanding powers from beyond the world’s rim.

But Essence is a limited resource for the Exalted, whose mortal bodies were not designed to
wield such power. They can absorb the ambient Essence of the natural world around them, but
this is a gradual process. If an Exalt uses up all of her stores of Essence, she becomes little more
than mortal for a time. Once her stores are replenished, though, her enemies would do well to
take heed. With Essence at her disposal, an Exalt can challenge the gods themselves, and even
greater adversaries, for the fate of all Creation.

Exalted Longevity
How long do the Exalted live, on average?

The answer varies. Those Chosen who strongly cultivate their Essence can exceed
the “normal” lifespan of their kind by decades, or even centuries in the case of the
Celestial Exalted. Some Exalts seek out magical anagathics with which to further
extend their lives.

The Dragon-Blooded live 250-300 years on average, though those with truly
refined mastery of Essence, as well as those employing rare and expensive
magical regimens, may live significantly longer. For example, the sorceress
Mnemon, eldest surviving daughter of the Scarlet Empress, will soon celebrate
her 400™ birthday and is still in her prime.

The Solar and Lunar Exalted both have an average lifespan in the range of
2,000-3,000 years, although this is, again, subject to significant variance—
particularly in the First Age, when much research was devoted to anagathic
sorcery, artifacts, and mystical drugs.

The Sidereal Exalted live 3,500-5,000 years. Life-extending magic which
benefits the other Exalted seems curiously ineffective on the Maidens’ Chosen.

As for the other Exalted, it’s hard to say—the Exigents vary greatly from one to
another, while Liminals seem oddly inconsistent in the span of their days and the
ways in which they cease to be, although several are known to have been active
for many centuries. The Abyssal Exalted may have the potential to live forever—
this is the promise uttered by the Deathlords—but no one can say for certain,
since none have been Exalted for longer than five years.

Few Exalted die of old age—they’re much more likely to die by violence,
misadventure, betrayal, or even accidents (particularly where sorcery is involved)
than to expire peacefully in bed. Regardless, the Chosen retain the appearance and
vigor of youth for most of their great lifespans—the marks of advanced age don’t
appear until an Exalt’s waning decades, and they remain spry and physically
capable until their final few years.

Exaltation

Mortals in the world of Exalted are granted a soul with their first breath. It is telling, then, that
the Chosen generally refer to the moment of their Exaltation as “The Second Breath.” Exaltation
is a moment of empowerment, but also a renewal, a rebirth. It doesn’t re-make the Exalt, but



rather uplifts her, makes her a chain in a legacy of greatness stretching back to the dawn of
human history.

But who does Exaltation come to? When? How?

Solar Exaltation is unpredictable, though a few generalizations can be made. Solars are often
men and women who have already accomplished great things and displayed excellence in some
discipline or other. This isn’t universal—sometimes a Solar is simply a person of enormous
potential who has never had the opportunity to exercise it, or who is possessed of greatness of
spirit. Although it’s rare for cruel blackguards to gain the Unconquered Sun’s blessing, there’s
little consistency in the morality of those that are Chosen. Many consider themselves righteous,
but their definitions of righteous behavior vary widely enough to have brought the Solar Exalted
to war in the past—and will again.

Solar Exaltation usually arrives in a moment of great stress, danger, pressure, or turmoil. The
Solar feels a great rush of energy suffusing her, and begins to instinctively draw on her Essence
for the first time. Her Caste Mark erupts on her brow, and her anima banner quickly builds to the
fullness of its radiant splendor—a state in which it will remain for several hours. Often the Solar
finds herself facing a difficult or insurmountable trial of some sort, and Exaltation grants her the
power necessary to survive or triumph. Solar Exaltation could bless anyone of sufficient mettle at
any time and station of life—it has uplifted princes and paupers, children and great-grandfathers,
savants and sell-swords, saints and assassins.

Solar Exaltation is normally wordless—the Solar finds herself with the boundless power of
Essence roaring in her soul, but is given no mandate, instructions, or explanation. The Zenith
Caste is an exception—each Zenith’s Exaltation is accompanied by a short proclamation from
the Unconquered Sun which echoes in the Exalt’s mind and soul. He explains why the Zenith is
worthy of his blessing, and exhorts her to go forth and make the world a righteous place, as best
she knows how.

Exaltation is similar for many other Exalts, but there are always key differences. The Dragon-
Blooded experience the Second Breath because they carry at least a trace of Terrestrial blood in
their ancestry. The Elemental Dragons never speak during their Exaltation—it falls to their
society and religion to explain their place in the world. By contrast, Lunar Exaltation behaves
much as Solar Exaltation, save that the goddess Luna personally attends the Second Breath of
each of her Chosen. Sidereal Exaltation is slow and subtle, unfolding over a matter of days or
weeks, accompanied by strange omens, waking dreams, and mystical portents. Those few
Abyssals who have been willing to speak of their Black Exaltation insist it occurred in a moment
when they stood at the cusp of life and death, and that they faced a choice between taking the
Second Breath... or their last. Liminal Exaltation is stranger yet, while Exigents vary
tremendously.

Essence Fever

Commanding Essence is a heady experience. It’s not like speaking an incantation, turning a key,
or flipping a card. To be aware of Essence is to feel—to always feel—a new part of yourself, a
part that is alive and active and burning with power. The Essence of the Exalted is as much a part
of them as their blood or thoughts or breath, and young Exalts ache to use it.



Because an Exalt’s Essence is a part of them, this takes the form of the urge to act. Most Exalted
would never say “I use my Essence,” any more than they would say “I use my muscles.” A
swordsman fights his enemies. An orator speaks words of revolution. Essence suffuses these acts.

Older Chosen know this phenomenon as Essence fever, (or, more dramatically, Essence
possession). Solar Essence cries out for heedless glory, imparting a great desire fo act, to do, to
grasp and wield their newfound power to seize longstanding dreams, settle old grudges, and
otherwise recklessly impose themselves on the world. If greatness is in the nature of the Solar
Exalted, then their Essence pushes them to seize that greatness now. It’s neither irresistible nor
insurmountable, even for the very young—but the urge is there.

As a Solar gains experience with his power—generally within a span of months or years—he
tames his Essence, quiets the voice that speaks out and urges him onward, fo glory, to victory, to
more. He makes that impulse serve him, rather than letting it drive him.

Other Exalted are subject to their own Essence fevers. Indeed, lessons on mastering one’s
Essence are a vital part of the educational curriculum of young Dragon-Blooded, and of the
teachings of the Immaculate Philosophy in general. Without such rigidly-instilled discipline, the
powerful elemental urges of the Terrestrial Exalted likely would have torn the Realm apart long
ago.

The Character of Essence

To a Lawgiver, channeling Solar Essence brings a myriad of feelings and
sensations. It is a kind of pure cosmic transcendence that is the order of the
divine. It is soaring triumph and limitless joy; it is the harmony of all things, a
song that lilts and lifts the soul, and the hum of raw, limitless power; it is a
making and unmaking of the self, and an ecstasy of understanding.

To a deathknight, channeling Abyssal Essence also brings a plethora of emotions.
Abyssal Essence is pure unmitigated love of the darkness, the thrill of the endless
night, and the certainty of death that begets a calming focus. It is an undying
romance, the embrace of the grave. Death is a lover, and her touch holds no fear.
It is the hymn of the dead impelling one’s greatness, and a heightening of the real,
such that colors burn brighter, scents are stronger, tastes are sweeter, and all living
things radiate with beauty and glory before the eyes of the reaper.

Caste Marks

The Celestial Exalted possess symbols known as Caste Marks, which naturally appear upon their
foreheads when their Essence burns hot. These marks signify the duties the gods wish to impress
upon their Chosen, and in the First Age, acted as symbols of pride and badges of office; an Exalt
can cause her Caste Mark to appear with only the slightest bit of concentration and exertion,
should she wish to announce her nature to men or gods.

Dragon-Blooded lack Caste Marks, instead bearing a variety of markings expressing their
elemental aspect. Such marks might include brilliantly red hair or eyes that glow like embers in
dim light, for Fire Aspects; or a green tinge to the eyes and lips, or hair that smells of roses, or
fingernails of living wood, for Wood Aspects; or tempers that manifest as localized winds, for
Air Aspects.



Other Exalted vary. Some Exigents have sacred marks like the Celestial Exalted, while others
bear physical indications of their divine station like the Dragon-Blooded, while yet others have
no particular markings at all. Most disturbingly, the Abyssal Exalted display Caste Marks
appearing as blackened versions of the Caste Marks of the Solar Exalted...

Caste Marks can manifest variously, depending on the circumstances and the mood of the Exalt.
An Eclipse quietly revealing himself at the beginning of negotiations with a proud spirit might
will his Caste Mark to fade slowly into full visibility upon his brow, announcing the legitimacy
of his presence. On the other hand, an enraged Dawn Caste revealing the folly of those who have
challenged him might have the arms of his sun-burst Caste Mark slam into visibility in rapid
succession, each accompanied with a boom like thunder.

The Tools of the Chosen

An Exalt’s command of Essence extends beyond the miracles of Charms and sorcery. The
Chosen have long bent themselves to the study of the world and how to harness its Essence
through mystic tools and structures. Most Chosen seek to bedeck themselves in mighty artifacts
—miraculous arms, armor, and trinkets forged of the magical materials and wondrous rarities,
which lend them magical blessings. The Exalted take particular pride in their weapons and
armor, and often establish a deep rapport with their martial panoply, learning to awaken special
miracles within the union of warrior and artifact, known as Evocations.

In the First Age, most Exalted owned a number of such wonders. Alas, many artifacts have been
lost to the ages, and so today the Chosen fight and die for control of those that remain. The few
artificer-smiths among the Exalted, those who have not forgotten the ancient ways of forging
mighty daiklaves, imperishable armor, flying boots, or other wonders, can command whatever
prices they desire—assuming they make their services available at all.

Even more coveted than wondrous artifacts are those rare places of power in the world where
Essence pools and gathers, known as demesnes. Demesnes are often strange, uncanny places,
and the strongest demesnes are easily identifiable as such even by mortals. Demesnes are often
marked by an intensity of elemental power, featuring roaring waterfalls, glorious crystal caverns,
fire-blackened trees which yet live and continue to grow, and similar prodigies.

An Exalt who has attuned herself to a demesne may partake of the thunderous outpouring of its
Essence to empower herself, but this isn’t the reason most Chosen covet demesnes. A properly
trained geomantic architect may refine and harness the power of a demesne through the
construction of a magical fortress, palace, or tower known as a manse. A manse’s sacred
geometry channels the untamed flow of a demesne into evoking particular miracles, which may
render the manse into a home of unmatched luxuries and wonders, an impregnable magical
fortress, a wide-reaching weather-control station, or any of a number of other uncanny designs.
Some manses are designed to concentrate all of a demesne’s power into a single point, where it
crystallizes into a hearthstone—a magical crystal or jewel capable of empowering the mightiest
and most complex of artifacts, fortifying their bearer, or radiating potent blessings or curses.

The Roll of the Chosen

What follows is an overview of the most numerous Chosen of the Age of Sorrows. It’s not a
complete list—there are more Exalted than the seven types detailed here, which will be spoken
of in future supplements. Only the Solar Exalted are playable using this book. The other
Chosen will become playable in upcoming books, the first of which is Dragon-Blooded: What



Fire Has Wrought. Simplified rules for using non-Solar Exalts as antagonists may be found in
Chapter Eight.

[BEGIN SOLAR PRESTIGE SPREAD)]

The Solar Exalted

Forged from the power of the greatest of gods, the Solar Exalted are the spiritual mimesis of the
sun and all it represents: glory, magnanimity, power, relentlessness, inspiration, creativity, and
ascension. As the sun dominates heaven, so too do the Solars shine brighter than their peers.
They are natural-born leaders, scholars, warriors, and builders, brought forth from the greatest
heroes of mankind and set on high as the Unconquered Sun’s own champions.

The Solar Exalted are the greatest of all the Chosen. Be they benevolent or tyrannical in their
courses, the Solars’ natural mastery of the world and their ability to uphold the loftiest principles
has earned them the sobriquet of the Lawgivers.

The Solar Castes
The Unconquered Sun selected his champions to reflect all aspects of his majesty, and to express
the totality of human excellence. As such, each Solar belongs to one of five Castes:

* The Dawn Caste: These Solars are the mightiest warriors and most fearsome strategists to
have ever walked Creation.

* The Zenith Caste: Holy men, priests, leaders of men, founders of religions, and uplifters of
nations, these Solars seek to make the world a righteous place, as best they know how.

* The Twilight Caste: Craftsmen, wise men, and binders of occult forces, these Solars are the
most erudite savants and mightiest sorcerers to have ever lived.

* The Night Caste: These Solars walk unseen among the wicked, bending the tools of darkness
to the service of Creation as assassins, spies, and thieves.

* The Eclipse Caste: Forgers of accords between the powers of the world, these Lawgivers are
far-ranging diplomats, socialites, merchants, and adventurers.

Masters of the Martial Arts

All styles of combat with weaponry or fists become suffused with miraculous power when
practiced by the Solar Exalted. With effort and proper tutelage, Solars are even capable of
ascending into the ranks of Heaven and learning the greatest and most esoteric expressions of
martial systems—Sidereal Martial Arts.

Masters of Sorcery

Solars are possessed of the greatest will to power ever known. The First Age was built on the
back of their unmatched sorcerous prowess.

Masters of Evocations

Master artisans and warriors alike, the Solar’s journey is one of spiritual expression through
physical means. In touch with an Essence greater than all others, the Solar may evoke the
greatest of powers sleeping within their immortal panoplies.



Masters of Creation and Beyond

The greatest age of prosperity and grandeur the world has ever known was brought forth by the
vision and leadership of the Lawgivers. Their passion drives the rise of nations, and their acumen
brings forth wealth and reforms. The Solar Exalted can even forge new lands to conquer, raising
them from the chaos beyond the world.

Play one of the Solar Exalted if you want
* to be a reborn hero of legend, forging a new destiny.

* to be a master of martial arts, sorcery, or Evocations.
* to be a forger of nations, armies, religions, wonders, or even worlds.
* to face enemies on all sides, and struggle against an ancient curse.
* to be mightiest among the Chosen.
[END SOLAR PRESTIGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN LUNAR PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Lunar Exalted

The Chosen of the moon were forged in the chains of bondage, but Luna only chooses those with
the power to free themselves. Like the moon, they represent a struggle against form and
definition, and a primal connection to the unfinished world. They wear the stolen forms of their
foes. They bravely walk the tattered edges of Creation, where horrors tread. But they remain
caught on the fangs of the past, and until they escape it, they cannot truly claim the freedom
Luna has promised them.

Though they may live as legendary thieves, peerless hunters, opulent scavenger princes, terrible
living gods, seekers of the world’s secrets, bloody-handed warlords, and more, all Lunars feel the
weight of the past. Once the Lunars were the guardians of the Old Realm, matching their
specialized guile to the raw magnificence of their Solar lords and spouses. That time ended in
blood and flames, and now the Lunars wage a crusade against those who stole the world that was
theirs to protect.

The Lunar Castes

Once, the Lunar Exalted matched their aptitudes to their Solar counterparts, the better to protect
the world they made. They were priests and courtiers, spies, observers, knives in the night. The
Lunars shed those narrow definitions long ago, leaving them behind in the fallen ruin of the First
Age. Lunar mystics developed three new Castes to replace them, each broadly powerful and
better-suited to enabling Lunar survival in a hostile world:

* The Full Moon Caste: These Lunars rely on raw physical prowess to answer the challenges
and enemies given them by the world. They are warriors among warriors, certainly, but they are
also athletes, rugged survivors, and capable of thriving in otherwise unlivable environments.



* The Changing Moon Caste: Changing Moons rely on guile, cunning, charisma, and
overwhelming animal magnetism to overcome their foes and take what they want from life. What
they cannot overawe with their sheer majesty, they can trick and blind with lies and misdirection.

* The No Moon Caste: These mystics rely on cleverness and wisdom to outwit their opponents
and solve the world’s challenges like the riddles they are. No Moons tease power out of the spirit
and meaning of things, and are the greatest sorcerers of the Lunar Exalted.

Broken Bonds

The Lunar Exalted were created to be the Solars’ seconds, their spouses, and the sacred guardians
of the Old Realm. The bond defined the Lunars; it sang within their very Essence.

So too did the bond’s destruction. The Old Realm fell; the Solars were murdered, their spirits
banished beyond Lunar ken. The Lunars changed. They’re still changing. A deep rage lives in
their Essence, and a deep wound. Their sleep is tormented by visions of loss, of murder, of the
past. The Lunars are compelled to shatter the chains binding them to the past—to tear down the
stolen remnants of the First Age, to raze the Sidereal and Terrestrial hegemony that dares to wear
the ancient name of the Realm. The Silver Pact exists to facilitate this.

Some Lunars resist the primal howl that shivers in their Essence. They harness their rage to fight
for that which they cherish, or bend their powerful instincts to their own benefit as they walk
another road. There is tension between these Lunars and the Silver Pact traditionalists, but also
common bonds; the two trade favors and mark debts more often than they shed one another’s
blood.

The return of the Solars changes everything for Luna’s Chosen. Neither Lunar camp seeks to turn
back the clock, nor wishes to return to defining themselves as the shadows cast by the Chosen of
the sun. Something stirs in the Lunars’ hearts, but none can yet say what it is or what it means.

Walkers in Ten Thousand Forms

Every Lunar is an accomplished shapeshifter. By drinking the heart’s blood of man or beast, a
Lunar learns to wear its skin. By unleashing the rage deep inside, Lunars may evoke monstrous
battle-forms. Many learn to refine their shapeshifting talents even beyond these versatile
blessings.

Terrors in the Night

Driven by vivid recall of the ancient past and a nagging ache of the spirit, Luna’s Chosen wage
war against the usurpers’ Realm. Their preferred weapons are fangs in the night, massed forces
of barbarian screamers, and terrifying miracles dredged from the hidden corners of the world and
beyond.

Gods of the Untamed

The Lunars make themselves the champions and living gods of those the Realm despises. They
protect and strengthen men living in the wild lands, arm them in iron and fervor, and seek to turn
Creation’s rim into a ring of claws and blades encircling their enemy.

Armored in Silver



The Lunars fix their Castes with mystical moonsilver tattoos shortly after Exaltation. These
tattoos not only lend stability to their chaotic power, they also armor the Lunars against the
transformative power of the Wyld. Thus the mad lands of chaos where all others fear to tread
become the lairs and safe havens of the Lunar Exalted.

Play one of the Lunar Exalted if you want
* to be a master shapeshifter, wearing a thousand stolen forms.

* to be the inheritor of an ancient vendetta, empowered by rage to be nearly unstoppable.
* to walk the length and breadth of Creation with a freedom few others can claim.
* to be treated as a living god by barbarian tribes.

[END LUNAR PRESTIGE SPREAD]

[BEGIN SIDEREAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Sidereal Exalted

The Sidereal Exalted don’t exist. Long ago they removed themselves from the world of men and
the courts of the little gods, erasing the record and memory of their passing. When someone turns
up an ancient manuscript mentioning the Sidereal Exalted, it vanishes soon after. When rumors
spring up mentioning the Sidereal Exalted, the details twist and change until nothing is certain.

Once, so the legends and whispered conspiracies go, the Sidereal Exalted were the loyal seers,
mentors, and advisors of the Solar Exalted. Then they betrayed their lords, vanished into legend,
and became hidden puppeteers pulling the strings of destiny and history. But now the Sidereals’
pawns run amok, and the Solars have returned from their deathly exile. The Sidereals must
emerge into the open once again if they are to tame a world sliding into chaos.

The Sidereal Castes

Rumor has it that each Sidereal belongs to one of the five Maidens of Destiny, focusing on that
goddess’s domain as part of the greater task of tending to fate.

* Chosen of Journeys: Set on the path of Mercury, these Sidereals concern themselves with
travelers, roads, paths, and movements of people and forces throughout the world, ensuring that
all things arrive in their proper places at the proper times.

* Chosen of Serenity: Celebrants of the ways of Venus, these Sidereals ensure that love,
marriage, and joy bind together those things which must be bound together, or cleave apart those
things that must be set apart.

* Chosen of Battles: Militants under the banner of Mars, these Sidereals oversee the march of
armies, the swirl of conflict, and the outcome of wars, ensuring that all bloodshed furthers the
needs of the world.

* Chosen of Secrets: Sworn to the silence of Jupiter, these Sidereals keep destiny’s secrets from
the eyes of men and gods alike, allowing that which is hidden to come to light only in the
moment when destiny demands it be so.



* Chosen of Endings: Harbingers of Saturn’s quiet footsteps, these mournful Sidereals ensure
that all things end when their fated hour arrives—be they lives, nations, or even the vast sweep
of an age.

Masters of Fate

Records which mention the Sidereals at all name them the weakest of the Celestial Exalted in
raw displays of force. Yet those who claim to have survived their aggressions would swear the
world itself conspires to support the Sidereals—it is as though the subtle threads of fate dance to
a Sidereal’s will, amplifying her modest power to accomplish whatever necessity demands.

Masters of the Martial Arts

Those who remember the Sidereals of old agree on one thing: they were martial artists whose
genius was without compare. Only the Solar Exalted could boast equal prowess, and then only
under the tutelage of a Sidereal mentor. Their mystical fighting systems, the Sidereal Martial
Arts, are the whispered legends and ultimate secret styles of the martial arts world.

Masters of Astrology

Mortals may learn to read dim glimpses of their fortune or doom in the dance of the stars. The
Sidereals, it is said, could both read the stars and dictate their course, penning a new destiny for
men or nations and watching the heavens shift to answer their prayers, or even wearing a crafted
destiny like a cloak and mask.

Agents of Yu-Shan

Though the Sidereals have vanished from history, they still act in the world. When destiny
trembles in its course, the Sidereals appear to right it. They move through the world along hidden
paths and through secret gates, and vanish when their work is done. On those occasions when
they explain themselves, they claim to act as Heaven’s agents. The resources they command
support this claim.

Bronze and Gold: The Truth of the Sidereals

The Sidereal Exalted came together in the final days of the Old Realm and cast a great prophecy.
Among all the possible futures they glimpsed, only those where they murdered and exiled the
Solar Exalted assured Creation’s survival, though its splendor would be forever diminished. And
so they rallied the Dragon-Blooded to arms, and bound the Essence of the Solars into a prison of
jade.

The return of the Solars has riven the ranks of the Sidereals. While the majority believes they
must stay the course of their ancient prophecy, suppressing the returning Solars and holding
together the crumbling Realm, many younger Sidereals have grown sickened by an Age of
compromise and the steady lessening of Creation. This “Gold Faction” has broken with their
comrades and mentors, and seeks out Solars in the vastness of Creation, hoping to guide them
back to power. Under Sidereal guidance, they hope to avert the calamities that marked the end of
the First Age.



Taking a page from the Bronze Faction’s control of the Immaculate Order, the Gold Faction has
built up a suppressed, heretical cult into a tool to serve their purposes. This Cult of the
Illuminated preaches a doctrine that “The Shining Ones” will appear in a time of turmoil and
lead the world to salvation; it acts as an ad-hoc support network for those Solars who encounter
it, and alerts the Gold Faction to the movements of the Sun’s Chosen.

Play one of the Sidereal Exalted if you want
* to exercise uncanny control over destiny.

* to be a wise, inscrutable stranger to all that you meet.
* to master ancient, secret martial arts of incredible power.
* to live in Heaven, and command the awe of gods.

[END SIDEREAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]

[BEGIN ABYSSAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Abyssal Exalted

Conjured from the depths of a forgotten history, the Abyssal Exalted are the champions of death.
They ride forth from the Underworld wearing the finery of long-buried kings, or clad in armor
forged from forfeit souls. Funereal incense is their perfume. They are mighty warrior-poets, and
their battle prowess, dark sorcery, and elegant words are a match for the Solar Exalted
themselves.

The Abyssals represent a new threat to Creation—the Realm and its Sidereal masters can find no
historical records which speak of these beings, not even those forbidden tomes dating back to the
First Age. These deathknights first appeared at the siege of Thorns where they cut down the
city’s Dragon-Blooded defenders. Now they openly claim manses in Creation’s shadowlands,
and attend the courts of the Deathlords. Their purpose is clear: They are Death’s Lawgivers,
come to impose a new order.

The Abyssal Castes

The Abyssal Exalted bear Caste Marks identical to those of the Solar Exalted, save that Abyssal
marks appear as black brands rather than icons of radiant glory. Their Castes, likewise, seem
bleak mockeries of the stations accorded to the Unconquered Sun’s Chosen:

* The Dusk Caste: These Abyssals are vicious warriors, elegant duelists, or battlefield reapers
fighting amidst storms of blood and severed limbs.

* The Midnight Caste: Evangelists of the grave, speakers for the ancestor cult, and lords of the
dead, these Abyssals exalt the glories of death and bring its blessings to Creation.

* The Daybreak Caste: Craftsmen, necrosurgeons, funerists, and forgers of souls, these
Abyssals are wise in the forbidden lore of the Underworld and absolute masters of dread
necromancy.

* The Day Caste: These spies and assassins walk unseen among the living, stealing the secrets of
Creation for the benefit of their masters, and bringing swift and sudden death to their foes.



* The Moonshadow Caste: Masters of the old laws which bind the Underworld together, these
Abyssals act as their masters’ emissaries and formalize accords between the living and the dead.

Deathknights

When the Abyssals ride forth from their bleak citadels, it is most often as agents of the
Deathlords. Most of the Abyssals have sworn fealty to one of these dark lords of the Underworld,
and in turn have been raised high in their master’s ranks—armed and armored in grim wonders,
given estates in the shadowlands, and tutored in the mastery of death’s black miracles. Other
Abyssals forsake this master-apprentice relationship, riding alone and following their heart’s
urgings.

Rot and Beauty

The grave’s touch marks the Abyssal Exalted. Many become pale as alabaster, dark as obsidian,
or the delicate gray of old ash. Exaltation’s mark is more extreme for some Abyssals: they
become exemplars of the elegant beauty of death, with raven hair and rose-petal lips, while
others embody the grave’s decay, becoming drawn and withered, or even blooming into full and
eternal rot.

The Romance of the Grave

Though they are death’s champions, the Abyssals yet live, and feel the desires of the living.

Some deathknights are moved by a strange romance, finding beauty and joy in the bleak silence
of graveyards, the howling of wolves raised up to a cold and shining moon, the delicate work of
spiders, the mournful arias of the dead. They may know love, perhaps even for one of the living.

But none should count on love or joy to save them when Death’s Lawgivers come riding. Many
Abyssals see only death in death, and are pleased by cruelty and blood.

Masters of Necromancy

Abyssals carry a natural authority over the dead. They bind ghosts to their service as a routine
matter. When they march to war, it is often at the head of legions of animated corpses, supported
by ingenious war machines of bone and sinew.

The Chivalry of Death

Classically trained Abyssals are given a code, which speaks to the truth of the grave. This truth is
instinctive, and resonates even in those deathknights who forsake the Deathlords to walk alone.

Despair, futility, hopelessness in heroes and leaders and the hearts of men spread the Essence of
the grave far more effectively than wholesale slaughter, which tends to renew vows of
perseverance, survival, and commitment to the gods. Kill a wife and spare the husband, and you
may have made an enemy for life, but you have also made the man questionable to everyone
around him forevermore. And so the Abyssals sometimes stay their hands. They let their enemies
live. They preach bleak sermons and move on without incident. They let the world move in its
own course, touched by their darkness. This is the chivalry of death.

Few living individuals understand the chivalry of death, even when a deathknight patiently
explains it. Who can say why one man or village is spared, while another is cut down or razed to



ashes? Why does an Abyssal let his foe live with the memory of defeat in one battle, and slay
him in the next? The Abyssals are untroubled; they know, in their hearts, when they should stay
their hand. They are unhurried; they know death’s triumph to be inevitable.

Play one of the Abyssal Exalted if you want
* to walk with death as your constant companion.
* to be a warrior-poet of macabre passions and dark romance.
* to be a master of necromancy.
* to be a champion of the dark lords of the Underworld.
* to uphold the chivalry of death.
[END ABYSSAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN DRAGON-BLOODED PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Dragon-Blooded

To be Dragon-Blooded is to inherit greatness. It is to know that your parents were heroes, and
their parents before them, in a line stretching back to the Ten Thousand Dragons who fought for
men in a world of gods and monsters. The Dragon-Blooded exude the talents and traits of their
legendary forebears, trained from birth to sharpen their innate excellence into sublime perfection.

If a Dragon-Blood’s lineage gives her a great deal to live up to, then the breath of the Dragons
conveys the sheer might to be equal to that task. Terrestrial Exaltation is the kiss of the elements
—it challenges the Dragon-Blooded to cultivate the resilience of mountains, the patience of the
river, passion like fire. Untamed, this power is little more than a chaos of the spirit; wedded to a
hero’s cultivated excellence, it becomes the directed fury of the breaking storm.

The Dragon-Blooded Aspects

The five elements dream in the heart of each Dragon-Blooded. Though a Terrestrial may harness
any of their ways and lessons, she has a powerful affinity for one element above the others, and
is greatly influenced by its nature.

* Aspects of Air: Heroes of quick thought and learned contemplation, Aspects of Air are as
subtle as the breeze and dynamic as the thunderstorm.

* Aspects of Earth: Bastions of patience and stability, these resilient Exalts are the solid pillars
holding up the Realm.

* Aspects of Fire: Passion and energy incarnate defines these Dragon-Blooded on the battlefield
and in the court.

* Aspects of Water: Masters of adaptation and left-handed ways, Aspects of Water are deep as
the ocean and relentless as the flood.

* Aspects of Wood: Beautiful as orchids and deadly as nightshade, Aspects of Wood share a deep
affinity with the living world.



Dynasties of Power

The Dragon-Blooded organize themselves into ancient lineages of Exalted power. In the Realm,
these are the Great Houses; in the wider world, there are the gentes of Lookshy, minor Realm
offshoots, and small gatherings of hinterlands nobility. To be Dragon-Blooded is to live in a
society of Exalted peers, and to be caught up in the machinations of centuries-old still-living
ancestors.

An Ancient Arsenal

As the rulers of the world by right of conquest, the Dragon-Blooded hold the lion’s share of all
surviving First Age weapons: their greatest ships mount implosion bows and lightning ballistae
on the bows; their most elite soldiers go into battle clad in ancient Dragon Armor; in the event of
absolute calamity, the Realm and the Seventh Legion may even awaken and deploy their scant
handful of unstoppable warstriders.

Inheritors of Evocations

The ancient Solars cultivated their soldiers for mastery of miraculous arms and armor, and
modern Dragon-Blooded are the beneficiaries of these regimens. Most Terrestrials carry
heirloom artifacts, and—with great effort—may build deeper bonds of rapport with their storied
daiklaves and invincible jade armor than any other Exalts, save the Solars themselves. A rare
few, including the Scarlet Empress, have even learned to draw forth secrets intended exclusively
for the Solars alone.

Princes of the Earth

Dragon-Blooded lead charmed lives. Scions of the Realm are born to wealth and power, their
inborn nobility acknowledged by all. Even those outcastes born to lost threads of the Dragon’s
blood in the rude hinterlands of the Threshold are openly recognized as Exalted heroes. No
Dragon-Blooded needs hide his elevated station from the world, as the hated Anathema must do.

Beyond the Blessed Isle

The Scarlet Dynasty is the greatest unified assembly of Dragon-Blooded in history, but they
aren’t the only claimants to the lineage of Exaltation. The city-state of Lookshy is held by a
number of ancient Terrestrial military families, while lesser bloodlines—generally claiming less
than a dozen living Exalts at any time—can be found throughout the Threshold. Moreover, the
dalliances and passions of the Dragon-Blooded have spread their blood wide and thin across
Creation. Sometimes these lost bloodlines flare up unexpectedly after generations of dormancy,
and a farm girl, shaman’s apprentice, or junior scribe erupts with the power of the Dragons.
These individuals may not enjoy the same training, education, wealth, or political advantage as
members of established Terrestrial dynasties, but the teachings of the Immaculate Order ensure
that they are still broadly recognized as heroes—and lack of family intrigues gives these young
Exalts the freedom to make their own way in the world.

Play one of the Dragon-Blooded if you want
* to challenge the five elements that move in your blood

* to be embroiled in the intrigues of a dynastic family.



* to be the mighty scion of a world-spanning empire.

* to be openly venerated as a Prince of the Earth.
[END DRAGON-BLOODED PRESTIGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN LIMINAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Liminal Exalted

Rage, agony, sorrow, madness: these are the parents of the Liminal Exalted, those born from
grave’s black womb.

Empowered by an ancient and forgotten power of the Underworld, yet crafted by living hands, a
Liminal is not the sum of her parts or her memories; instead, she is a new being, instilled with
grim purpose and set adrift into the world. These ragged Chosen pace the boundaries between
Creation and the Underworld, hunting the dead and exorcising restless spirits. Beyond the
sporadic messages of their dark mother, they have no greater organization among themselves. If
a Liminal is to find greater purpose than the extermination of the Unquiet, she must find or forge
it for herself.

The Liminal Aspects

The nature of the Liminal Exalted is rooted in elements of life and death, dictated by the passions
of their creators. As such, each Liminal is governed by one of five Aspects:

* Aspects of Blood: These Liminals are born from lust, greed, and ambition. They are
wellsprings of passion and vessels for forces that bind.

* Aspects of Breath: These Liminals arise from regret or repentance. Breath Aspects are
reflective and reactive, and alive with the power to possess, motivate, and animate.

* Aspects of Flesh: Flesh Aspects are forged in rage, madness, and vengeance. Aggression and
lust move them, and metamorphosis is their hallmark.

*» Aspects of Marrow: Curiosity and obsession creates these Liminals. They are calculating and
analytical, and see easily to the secret nature of things.

* Aspects of Soil: Soil Aspects are born in sorrow, blackest despair, and heartfelt yearning. They
are introspective creatures of revelation and omens, masters of the cycle of decay and rebirth.

Set Apart

Made in madness and born from death, the Liminals have no place in the world of the living—
given time and exposure to their Exalted might, humans come to abhor and fear them. It falls to
each Exalt to try to make a place for herself somewhere, or to abandon such notions entirely and
live a vagabond existence. However, life’s flame may gutter in those who choose to live without
hope, breeding new monsters for their fellows to hunt...

Ragged Men

The Liminals are assembled from patchwork corpses, and continue to replace body parts
throughout their lives. Many can steal the cleverness from a liar’s tongue, or the prowess of a



swordsman’s arm. Others simply restore old body parts to keep themselves eternally refreshed
and renewed.

Marked by Horror

Though she normally seems pristine and human, when a Liminal spends too much Essence, the
horror of her nature rises to the surface and alienates observers. Aspects of Soil seem ancient, as
though they’ve just risen from the black earth, while Blood Aspects become grave-pale, with
blood-red eyes, and brackish water dripping from lips and fingertips. Their anima displays are
similarly gruesome, varying by Aspect and including such unsettling displays as swirling clouds
of blood, pulsing ropes of phantasmal muscle, or dark streamers of soil churning with white
bones and worms.

Undying

No other Exalt is as resilient as a Liminal. So long as her brain remains intact, she may even
come back from death, the spark of her Essence spontaneously reigniting herself. Water also
interferes with Liminal resurrection; drowning will prevent the Children of the Soil from

returning from the grave to exact revenge. However, such lore is unknown to most, including the
majority of the Liminals themselves.

The Maker and the Lifeline

A strange, indelible link exists between a Liminal and her creator. The maker is branded by his
act, tied forever to the life he has brought forth. Though the two may travel hundreds of miles
apart, they remain linked by dreams and insights, which may serve as a source of comfort or
torment—or both. Inevitably they will be drawn back together, though it may take years.

The death of a Liminal’s creator casts her Essence into turmoil, setting her on a road to necrosis
and monstrosity. If the Exalt doesn’t manage to forge a new bond with another living soul, she
faces an inexorable slide into ruin and undeath. Though the world may seek to turn away from
the Children of the Soil, the Liminals cannot turn away from the world if they wish to retain their
humanity.

Play one of the Liminal Exalted if you want
* to be created rather than born.

* to have a strange, powerful, patchwork body.

* to explore what it means to be human, and alive.

* to hunt the dead who walk among the living.
[END LIMINAL PRESTIGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN EXIGENT PRESTIGE SPREAD]

The Exigents



Sometimes there is calamity beyond measure. Sometimes there is crisis beyond reckoning.
Sometimes the world must have a champion, but does not. Then the gods themselves lift their
faces to Heaven, and utter a prayer for deliverance.

If the need be sufficient, the god without any other recourse, and the heart of the Unconquered
Sun moved by the prayer, he may answer, and send down a portion of his divine fire. This is the
Exigence: a gift of Exaltation, an extreme sacrament handed down to answer the most urgent of
disasters.

Exigence is...

* Unique. An Exigent will be the Chosen of the god who catalyzes the Unconquered Sun’s divine
power, her blessings and Charms fitting her divine patron. Almost all Exigents are one-of-a-kind
—while there are 100 Sidereal Exalted, there exists only one Chosen of Masks.

* Variable. The power and properties of an Exigent are unpredictable. Many Exigents are little
stronger than a Dragon-Blooded, while others equal the might of the Celestial Exalted. Most are
unique, but on rare occasion, Exigence may produce a tiny handful of similar Exalts. On the
other hand, two Exigents produced by similar gods—such as the gods of two different volcanoes
—may vary wildly in blessings, power, and nature, though both will express the power of
volcanism in some way.

* Costly. Exaltation carries a heavy price for the one who bestows it. The Exigence consumes
some gods entirely, while others are weakened greatly. No immortal calls for the divine fire
lightly.

* Inconstant. The blood of the Terrestrial Exalted spreads far across Creation, while the Celestial
Exalted reincarnate endlessly. Few Exigents are so enduring; for most, their Exaltation will end
with their life. For those who can pass on their power to a new hero, the method of transition is
often strange and idiosyncratic, and some are susceptible to interference or even destruction
between incarnations.

* Corruptible. Before being catalyzed into Exaltation, the divine power of the Unconquered Sun
may be stolen or traded, perhaps even falling into the hands of criminal or forbidden gods. Some
Exigents are the result of such illicit Exaltations, while others are worse—Exaltations altered or
polluted as they passed through the divine black market, producing monstrous Exalts of terrible,
blasphemous power and nature.

You might be...

* Strawmaiden Janest, the Harvest Exalt. Chosen by a lowly field god to defend a farming
village from the Fair Folk, you are a wandering hero carrying a miraculous scythe with which to
reap those who would menace the small folk of the world.

* Nurlissa, the Chosen of Masks. Your traded your face for Exaltation in the form of a mask.
Your Charms are an array of magical masks which let you be anyone, including your old mortal
self. Or you might don the beast-mask to become lord of animals, or the devil-mask to fight with
the strength of a raging demon.



* The Bleak Warden, Chosen of the Seals. You were Exalted by the guardian of an ancient
prison holding forbidden gods and cursed magic. You wield the power of seals—either placing
them on your foes, or unleashing pandemonium long ago sealed away by Heaven. You try to
bend this power to righteous ends, but some forces are hard to justify unsealing.

* Thousand Venoms Mistress, Chosen of Toxins. You are a divine assassin, the latest bearer of
your Exaltation, title, and profession. You are the master of countless poisons, and may even
transform your own blood into an array of toxins whose agonies bring divine revelation.

* Willow Specter, Chosen of the Dice. You won your Exaltation gambling with Plentimon
himself. The god of gamblers has made you the luckiest man in the world, and you’re out to get
everything you can before your ways catch up to you—every gambler knows there’s a bill to be
paid some day.

* Someone else. The true fire of Exigence burns in your own creativity.

Play one of the Exigents if you want
* to be something unique in all the word.

* to define your own powers and agenda.

* to do or be something none of the other Exalts offer.
[END EXIGENT PRESTIGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN “OTHERS” PRESTIGE SPREAD]

And the tale of the Exalted continues...

There are yet other Chosen abroad in the world and beyond. Their tales will be told in time.

[END “OTHERS” PRESTIGE SPREAD]



Seven Devil Clever had come across a whole world to see this vista, and it pleased her greatly to
have made the trip. She had twined herself around the upper branches of a vast and mighty oak,
growing on a hillside far above Faxai.

The city was clearly defined below her, a brightly lit figure inside its formal walls. Outside the
walls were the occasional light crystals and flaring torches of outriders, but otherwise, darkness.
She exulted at the sight, knowing the vast expenditures of resources that must be required for the
Realm to keep that little chunk of light burning so terribly far from home, with no ability to raise
its own food or supply its own merchandise. When Faxai fell, the Caul would belong utterly to
the Lunar Exalted.

She dropped down into the darkness where the others waited. There was another Lunar, an older
Full Moon who had brought her here, no doubt at great risk. She had wanted to urge him to stay
behind—it was not as if two of them could overmatch a Wyld Hunt together, any more than she

could alone.

But if there were words that could demonstrate to a Lunar warrior without insult that he should
abstain from a fight he clearly desired to court, Seven Devil Clever’s tongue was not swift
enough to utter them. He was here of his own accord; the law of the Lunar tribe was that he
could have let her scamper to her death unaided. She was no sworn kin of his, this was not a
mission requested by the Silver Pact. Yet here he was, with his personal guard as well. Seven
Devil Clever thought he might want to bang her like a fine drum, but she didn’t want to raise her
tail to such a gruesome old buck, and had made that clear long before the journey started.

They walked for a while, Seven Devil Clever a grey ghost amidst the rangy, leaping gait of the
ape-men that accompanied her. When they were well past the crest and downslope, he signaled
for her to stop. Did he think the occupiers in their city could hear them whispering all the way
out here, leagues away in the forest? A fact worth noting.

“Did you like what you saw?”
“Fantastic, Mangler. They’re bottled up tight in there. Do they get out at all?”

“Oh yes. The night makes it look especially dramatic, that’s why I chose to show you this vista
during the hours of darkness, but don’t be fooled. They’ve been fighting us for years and they’re
not dead yet. They have excellent light discipline and they are very aggressive about controlling
the space outside their walls. They can’t use it, but you had better think twice before you try to.
There’s a reason we’re looking at it from so far away. Their operations can range out even as far
as this. Wyld Hunts ride much farther, of course.”

Seven Devil Clever nodded. “This is an awesome fight you’re in.” She meant it sincerely. She
was watching the snake of the Realm held down by its head and strangled, and deftly at that.

“Thank you, I take great pride in it. I helped do that.”

Ah ha. Now she knew why he was showing it to her. Bragging rights.
“How long until they’re gone?”’

“No more than five years, we think.”

“Mouse in your pocket?”



“You could say I speak for the council of senior Full Moons, among whom I am the least. I am
told our plans have the favor of His Divine Lunar Presence.”

Everything gained so much clarity.

“It’s true, then? The black lion is active again?”’ Neither of them quite dared to breathe the name
Sha’a Oka into the night.

A smile revealed ivory fangs. “We want you to see what we can accomplish, Seven Devil Clever.
We want you to think about what you could accomplish if you ran with us. This is the time for
the strong to assert themselves.”

Chapter Two: The Age of Sorrows

Close your eyes and dream of the world as it was in its youth. Imagine a forgotten age of
gleaming cities of stone and bronze; of heaving seas and demon-ridden storm-winds; of mighty
heroes, blessed by the gods, and their wars which rent all Creation asunder. Dream of an age
after the casting of the world from the stuff of chaos, after the fall of the first and greatest era of
mankind, but before the gods and demons and their manifold champions vanished from
reckoning. Imagine a flat world, floating atop the immensity of chaos. This is Creation in the
Second Age of Man. This is the world of Exalted.

At the center of Creation lies the Blessed Isle, the gleaming heart of the greatest civilization
known. The Realm’s decadent lords have dominated the world for seven centuries, laying it
prostrate before their ambitions and appetites. Now their ageless Empress has vanished, and all
eyes turn to her empty throne. Treasuries are emptied equipping armies and training assassins for
the struggle to come.

Across the wide Inland Sea rests the immensity of the Threshold, those outer lands bounded by
the Elemental Poles, ground for centuries beneath the heel of the Realm’s legions and subjugated
by its mighty sorcery. Cast your eyes to the outer Directions—

The South is bordered by the Pole of Fire and dominated by an immense, hungry desert where
the ambitious seek lost cities and precious gems. Its temperate coast is crowded with wealthy
trade cities, while its outer regions are a poorly-mapped welter of steaming jungles, pirate coves,
smoking mountains, and ferocious savannas.

The Pole of Wood blesses the East with fecundity beyond reckoning. Here farmers bring in three
harvests in a lean year, and a great confederation of river nations maintains defiance against the
Realm’s hegemony. Closer to the purity of the Pole, rolling hills and fertile plains give way to
thousands of miles of primeval forest in which dwell lost tribes ruled by men who walk as both
gods and beasts.

Freezing winds sweep in from the Pole of Air, scouring the North. This harsh land produces
strong people, animals, and iron, but poor crops. The Realm has long been the undisputed master
of the Northern cities, but can make scant claim to the blizzard-wracked tundra; here canny
nomads eke out a living through raiding and ancient pacts with patron spirits. Their worship buys
protection from both the killing cold and the unchecked appetites of the Winter Folk and the
restless dead.

To the West stretches the immensity of the Great Western Ocean, and beyond that, storied
islands, strange gods, and exotic riches. Few ships are up to the voyage, and so the West remains



shrouded in rumor and mystery. Even the Realm has only sporadic contact with its Western
holdings. Legends proclaim that the Pole of Water rests somewhere beyond the farthest isle,
where the sky touches the sea and the gates of the Underworld yawn wide.

The Spirits of the World

All about Creation are the spirits of the world. Gods watch the fall of leaves and the wars of
women and men. Elementals ride storms and shake the world with earthquakes. If spirits make a
place sacred, then the entire world is holy land.

Gods, elementals, and demons fill out the rolls of Creation’s divinities, each from different
origins and each with disparate desires, save for a universal lust for prayer and propitiation. All
have found their places within and apart from the world, and each guards its portfolio and cult.

Gods

Gods are the overseers of the order of the world. They watch places, things, and ideas. They
monitor the progression of events, existing omnipresent and immaterial. In Creation, gods of
field, river, town, rice paddy, hot spring, apple orchard and summer storm report to the gods of
Heaven, who manage concepts—in Heaven, gods of war, trade, craft, and passion plan the
destinies of nations in a grand celestial bureaucracy.

Each god watches over a portfolio of responsibility, from the gods of the least wilderness trails to
the goddess of the Imperial Mountain. They are invested with limited power over their domains,
and garner more through worship or promotion. By the laws of Heaven, the gods of Creation
cannot intercede in the world—the Creation-Ruling Mandate belongs to the Exalted, not the
divinities of forest or city—but countless gods openly defy this ancient law in the Age of
Sorrows. Men are fearful of divine wrath and eager to win godly favor, for while the gods of
Creation are far from omnipotent, their power is great and their providence priceless. Gods, in
turn, bestow boons to chosen peoples that they might reap worship, and levy banes to
demonstrate the cost of disrespect. They grant favors to cults, sire or bear God-Blooded children
to act as their agents, and seek Exigence that they might Exalt champions.

Once, the gods organized themselves into courts along lines of responsibility, and a few such
courts remain—the Ocean Court in the West, or the Court of Seasons who watch the turning of
the calendar. But in the Age of Sorrows, most spirit courts are ad-hoc gatherings of the weak
beneath the strong—here a divine tyrant monopolizes all mortal worship while his lessers
complete for favor and scraps; there the gods are leaderless and fickle, terrorizing mortals as they
will. Heaven, the greatest of spirit courts, has grown ever more remote from Creation since the
fall of the Old Realm, and its ministers and mandarins now spend their time expanding their
portfolios and securing their political titles, choking the celestial bureaucracy on endless
procedure while ignoring reports of divine misconduct in Creation.

The returning Solars worry gods who profit in the chaotic Second Age, yet the rolls of divinity
are also filled with potential allies. Gods of diminished strength who wish to reclaim august
positions may see the Solars as aids or tools, while gods who break Heaven’s laws for the sake of
their ideals might make stauncher allies.

Heaven



Once the home of the world’s creators, the great celestial island of Yu-Shan floats
beyond the world in an endless sea of quicksilver. Heaven is a city the size of a
continent, teeming with ten million gods of all rank and title. At its center, in the
Jade Pleasure Dome, the Incarnae wile away the centuries playing turns at the
Games of Divinity, while the highest-ranking gods observe and wager from the
stands.

The rest of Heaven devotes itself to the great work of recording and regulating all
the doings of Creation and its peoples. Here the scribes and archivists of Heaven
receive and file reports of terrestrial events, committees debate how best to
schedule mortal destinies, and dragon censors stand vigilant against violations of
Heaven’s law—or, more often, accept bribes to ignore such crimes. Yet in the
fallen Second Age of Man, millions of gods have lost their positions and dwell
unemployed in divine slums, where the luxury of Yu-Shan is poor comfort in the
face of a purposeless eternity. These little gods amuse themselves with criminal
conspiracies or do the bidding of spirits who still enjoy official positions, and look
to the return of the Solar Exalted with hope or jealous dread.

The Greatest of the Gods

The greatest gods of Heaven and Earth are the Incarnae, the patrons of the Celestial Exalted.
These seven gods were the first to empower mortal champions to throw down the creators of the
world. Now in Heaven they rest or wait, seldom emerging from the Jade Pleasure Dome or
sharing counsel with their lessers. Some say they are still weary from the effort of creating their
Chosen; some say they hide themselves from worldly affairs because they fear the power the
Exalted wield. They deign not to address such gossip.

The Unconquered Sun

Highest of the gods, the Unconquered Sun once walked the borders of Creation, guarding it
against threats from beyond. He was unbending and invincible, but could not raise a hand against
his creators, who indulged themselves in every manner of amusement with the world they’d set
him to protect. It was he who declared the gods would give men favor and make them champions
against his enemies, and it was he who chose the greatest mortals as champions of his own.

It is known in Heaven that some great blasphemy by the Exalted of the First Age made him
wroth, and so he turned his face from the world. Now he turns it back.

Luna

Luna tempers the Unconquered Sun’s light and gives the world succor from his unbending
righteousness. She is a huntress, seductress, liar, monster, saint and devil—all these things inside
one skin or a thousand skins.

Luna is by far the most active Incarna and a figure of legend throughout Creation—she still
attends the Exaltation of each of her Chosen, and men tell countless tales of her hunts and
dalliances among the mortals of the world. But her greatest love was and remains Gaia—it was
Luna who gave succor to the Emerald Mother and turned her to the side of the gods when Gaia
grew tired of her siblings’ misconduct.

The Five Maidens



Mercury, the Maiden of Journeys; Venus, the Maiden of Serenity; Mars, the Maiden of Battles,
Jupiter, the Maiden of Secrets; and Saturn, the Maiden of Endings: These are the Five Maidens,
the Ladies of Fate, most inscrutable of the Incarnae. They say little and speak in enigmas; what
they love most is inevitability. Mercury loves the explorer venturing into the unknown; she loves
the refugee fleeing atrocity. Mars loves the loyal soldier and the rebel; she loves the warrior
gloriously triumphant and the warrior cut down.

They seem to walk a lonely road, the Maidens, keeping the world ever balanced on the path of
what must be. Even their Chosen regard them with unease—whether Sidereal ventures fail or
succeed, always the Maidens say it was fated to be so. Though they head the Bureau of Destiny
in Heaven, they delegate many of their duties to subordinates and the Sidereal Exalted, and
appear only when needed. When one of the Five Maidens is absent from the Jade Pleasure
Dome, Heaven holds its breath.

Elementals

From storm fronts, forest fires, earthquakes, mudslides, from deep ocean currents, from lightning
strikes and blizzards, from the heat-haze of the desert and the crushing force of the avalanche do
elementals birth themselves into the world.

The elemental races are old beyond measure. Before men, before beasts, and some say before
even the gods, elementals have stalked Creation. They coalesce from the interplay of the world’s
natural energies and begin as countless types and species; each elemental race carries a unique
form. They are naturally material and live in the world—wind bears herd clouds while wood
spiders lurk in ancient forests, and during the dry season of the South, vast stampedes of llama-
yu fire orbs traverse the desert. They perpetuate the energies that birth them, and young
elementals live as embodiments of the dynamism of nature.

If they survive the ages—unlike gods, they’re ageless but not immortal-—ancient elementals are
almost completely unique, powers named and feared whose original forms are lost to time. At the
apex of both power and enlightenment, elementals undergo a slow metamorphosis, assuming the
serpentine forms of the lesser elemental dragons; no other shape could express their might.
Respected by Heaven, the dragons often serve as censors in the courts of Yu-Shan, charged with
overseeing celestial law in both Heaven and Creation.

In the fallen Age of Sorrows, under a fractured celestial bureaucracy, lesser elementals follow
their instincts without guidance, sometimes pushing natural processes into imbalance. Greater
elementals rule courts of their lessers or pretend at godhood over men. And the lesser elemental
dragons are as prone to corruption as the gods, demanding bribes and turning a blind eye to their
duties. Yet elementals’ terrestrial origins give them a unique perspective among the spirits of the
world—elementals are mortal in a sense, native to the material, and have more reason than gods
to sympathize with the plights of women and men.

Through Mortal Eyes

Most people in the Age of Sorrows don’t see elementals as a single category of
being. Many, like the ifrit and the nymph, appear almost as exotic mortals—even
when they’re known as spirits, they’re treated most often as strange foreigners or
puissant heroes akin to God-Bloods or Exalts. Elementals with alien mentalities
and inhuman forms are seen as exotic animals, fearsome monsters, or simply
natural phenomena. And many pose as gods.



Most don’t fall clearly into categories. A beast that stalks the local livestock
unless propitiated is a monster and a god; an elemental who lives among a mortal
community but seeks praise in payment for its deeds is both a god and a local
champion. A savant may know that the former is a wood spider and the latter is an
ifrit, and that both are elementals, but to mortals who toil and die in Creation’s
dirt, it’s academic.

The same applies to mortal perceptions of gods and demons, and for that matter
beasts, beastfolk, and the Exalted. By far the most common reaction shared by
men confronted with the unknown or obviously supernatural is to assume it’s a
god and to seek a priest.

Demons and Demon Princes

Locked outside Creation in an endless city of vitriol and brass, lit by a mad green sun and
bordered by an infinite silver desert, the Yozis, the overthrown creators of the world, rage in
inviolate imprisonment. Demons are their souls and children—creatures of love and terror, as
beautiful as they are alien, enslaved eternally to oaths the Yozis swore.

Though Heaven resents the admission, demons, too, are counted among the rolls of divinity.

Demons are not always malevolent, but they’re most often indifferent to the wellbeing of men.
Like gods, they desire worship, and like their progenitors they seek escape from Hell. Demons of
the First Circle are simple and made for servitude; demons of the Second and Third Circles are
mightier, and express the urges of the Yozis. These alien motives are far from human
understanding—mortals treat with devils at their peril.

They most often enter the world through sorcerous machination—the oaths of the Yozis render
demons vulnerable to enslavement. Demons build manses, manage estates, and serve as
bodyguards, steeds, and concubines to the sorcerers among the Chosen.

Folklore repeats the motif of demonologists tricked and overcome by their slaves, releasing fell
spirits into Creation or dragging foolish sorcerers into Hell, but summoning is a tool, and the
Exalted have long devised procedures to keep safe from the vengeance of the bound—in truth,
demons rarely get the better of their captors. Demons are capricious and alien in their motives,
and often surrounded by inauspicious omens, but these inclement phenomena are more a
problem for bystanders than for the sorcerer, who may not care what misfortune her slaves
spread, provided they don’t spread it to her.

Other Divinities

The divinities of Heaven, Creation, and Hell are not alone in the world. Strange prodigies
abound, which confound the reckoning of savants and sorcerers alike. Foremost among these are
the Five Elemental Dragons. The Immaculate Philosophy has much to say about these beings,
but is silent on Gaia, whose mysteries even the greatest theosophists barely begin to address.

The Five Elemental Dragons

Not gods or demons, nor mere elementals rising from Creation’s Essence, the Five Elemental
Dragons are Gaia’s children. They created the Terrestrial Exalted at history’s dawn, breathing the
Essence of the elements into the blood of heroes. After the imprisonment of the Yozis, Gaia bade



them slumber, to lessen their calamitous passage through the world. They honor her request still,
and to this day sleep within the Elemental Poles.

The Immaculate Order teaches that the Dragons’ nature sets them apart from the Celestial
Bureaucracy and places them atop the cycle of reincarnation, and that this transcendent nature
justifies the world-spanning rule of their Chosen, the Dragon-Blooded.

Gaia
Gaia was one of the gods’ few allies. With her siblings she created the world; with Luna she

escaped her siblings. For Luna’s love she sided with the gods; for love of her family she pleaded
the Incarnae show mercy—an act the Demon Princes will never forgive.

Ancient texts from the earliest First Age describe a majestic woman robed in green, always at
Luna’s side, but the Emerald Mother disappears from the records soon after. She does not appear
in Heaven now, and Luna takes other lovers. Cults to Gaia are rare and guard carefully their
mysteries, and the gods speak not of where she’s gone.

Eyre of the Sleepwalker

In the Time Before, a young man lay on his sickbed, locked in the grip of the
sleeping death. One cold night, as Saturn passed through the constellation of the
Sorcerer, he awakened with starlight in his eyes, and was borne away on the
wings of omen-birds.

They say that this is how Rakan Thulio, the Sleepwalker, entered the service of
Endings.

What little they know for certain is this: Rakan Thulio Exalted in the first days,
and was a hero amongst the Chosen. But when the love of his life chose another,
he came to believe that Heaven had done him a great injustice. Believing his
destiny had been written by another, his resentment for the cruel hands of fate
became hatred for the entire Celestial Bureaucracy. Using forbidden martial
techniques, he tapped into a power feared even by the Demon Princes, and
marked himself as an enemy of Heaven. When Saturn made her Sign against him,
he turned it aside with blasphemous power, and tore the thread of his destiny from
the Loom of Fate. For this, Thulio was cast out of Heaven. Only then did Yu-Shan
learn the scope of his ambitions.

Thulio has not aged a day since then. Yu-Shan fears what he has in store for the
world, even as information on his plans is frustratingly sparse. What is known for
sure is that Thulio loathes Heaven, and has sent his agents to tear it apart, piece by
piece.

A War in Heaven

Rakan Thulio has been at war with Yu-Shan for centuries. He is far from alone. A
handful of Sidereals have bolstered his ranks, each with their own reasons to
betray Heaven. Collectively, the conspirators bring to bear intimate knowledge of
the divine bureaucracies. They’ve turned the political landscape of Yu-Shan into a
battleground, and the city itself into the site of a shadow war between those loyal
to the Celestial Bureaucracy and those who wish to see it torn down. Dissident



and outcast gods flock to his banner; in exchange for their service, Thulio and his
allies promise them new roles in the order to come.

Even more terrifying are Thulio’s newer allies. Known as the Getimian Exalted,
these mysterious agents are walking paradoxes, men and women whom Fate says
should not exist. Their magic is every bit as arcane as that of the Maidens’
Chosen, and their master claims that they outstrip the Sidereals in enlightenment
and skill. The Getimians undermine the Maidens’ Chosen at every turn, dogging
their attempts to shepherd Creation’s destiny. The Sidereals are uncertain where
they end and where their foes begin; when they hunt for the Getimians in the
patterns of the Loom, they see nothing but the ragged remains of destinies denied
and fates rendered null.

The Realm

The Realm is the single greatest empire in all of Creation, and has dominated the world for
centuries. Under the guidance of the Scarlet Empress, the Realm forces its will on the Threshold,
smashing all opposition and bending conquered nations to the demands of its satraps. The
Realm’s legions are the greatest military force on the face of the world, led by ten thousand
Dragon-Blooded commanding countless mortal soldiers in both the legions themselves and the
armies of subjugated client-states.

And it doesn’t rule by military prowess alone. Its economic might rivals the Guild (see p. XX),
and talents-worth of goods travel through Realm-controlled ports each day, taxed by bureaucrats
of the Thousand Scales. In addition to its domination of trade, the Blessed Isle, seat of the Scarlet
Dynasty, is itself the breadbasket for much of Creation.

Finally, its state religion the Immaculate Order is the largest religion in Creation, commanding
millions of adherents and coordinating the worship of countless gods via the Immaculate
Calendar and its carefully managed holidays. The Immaculate Order preaches a social hierarchy
which elevates the Dragon-Blooded, and specifically the Dragon-Blooded of the Realm, as the
living, deadly saints of a glorious faith.

Pennants embroidered with the mon of the Scarlet Dynasty fly above capitals in countless lands.
Soldiers in the red-trimmed armor of the Realm’s legions march in lockstep across thousands of
miles of foreign road, enforcing the Empress’s will. In the lands that border the Inland Sea, the
Realm has near-unquestioned dominance, and it is only the Lunar Anathema, nursing the wounds
from their overthrow more than a millennia ago, who oppose its relentless spread.

The Realm has accomplished all this under the guidance of the Scarlet Empress through a policy
of ruthless expansion and unhesitating force aimed at any who would gainsay the Scarlet
Dynasty. The Wyld Hunt pursues any hint of the Anathema in the Realm’s holdings. The Legions
crush any organized military resistance to the Empress’s will. Only the most powerful coalitions
have ever offered challenge. Immaculate monks preach a social order that casts those who would
speak against the Dragon-Blooded as heretics. Though the lands under the Realm and its satraps
are too vast to control absolutely, any movement from dissent to rebellion is quashed quickly,
brutally, and publicly.

All of this occurs in pursuit of an economic and social policy which puts the Dragon-Blooded,
and specifically those Dragon-Blooded who have pledged obeisance to the Realm, at the top of



the social order in countless lands, and which puts thousands of talents of jade in the coffers of
the Empress and her Great Houses. The Realm’s power stems from its tireless pursuit of
economic supremacy, a great predator opening wide its jaws to devour all the wealth of the
world.

The Scarlet Dynasty

The Imperial Mountain rises hundreds of miles into the sky, and its foundations form the Blessed
Isle, the seat of the Realm’s power. The Blessed Isle is rich and abundant, and its millions of
acres of arable land make it the breadbasket for much of the land surrounding the Inland Sea.

The Realm divides the Isle into prefectures and dominions, each administered by an Imperial
Governor appointed by the Scarlet Empress. Every prefecture or dominion boasts at least one
major city, a number of smaller cities, many more towns and innumerable villages. While much
of the land has been cultivated, significant portions of the Blessed Isle are set aside for nature
preserves, carefully cultivated woodland landscapes, and wildlife refuges.

While the Blessed Isle is insulated from the chaos of the Threshold by the Inland Sea, it is by no
means completely safe—rogue gods, restless ghosts, monstrous beasts, and renegade Exalted are
rare but not unheard of, and would-be Lunars assassins made it clear the Empress was not truly
safe or free from care even in the heart of the Imperial City.

The Scarlet Empress

The Scarlet Empress founded her Realm after braving the former Palace of the Anathema to
seize control of the First Age’s Realm Defense Grid in the face of the Great Contagion. Over the
ensuing centuries, it was she who built the Realm’s innumerable offices, planned its strategies,
orchestrated its social order, and guided it unswervingly. During the Calibration between the
763™ and 764" year after her ascension to power, she disappeared from the halls of the Imperial
Manse.

[PRODUCTION NOTE: THE FOLLOWING SECTION SHOULD BE STYLED AS
AN IN-SETTING DOCUMENT. IF ANY SPECIAL FONTS ARE USED,
PRIORITIZE LEGIBILITY.]

A Report on the Disappearance of the Scarlet Empress
My Lady:

In the wake of her disappearance, | have scrambled to prepare a dossier, at your request, on what
we know of the Scarlet Empress and who could have been behind her abduction, if an abduction
it was.

Concerning her origins, the Scarlet Empress swept from anonymity to seize control of the Realm
Defense Grid amidst the near collapse of Creation during the Great Contagion. Nearly nothing of
her is known from this period, except that she was a low-ranking officer in the army of some
daimyo. With several companions, she traveled into what is today the Imperial Manse, and days
later used its power to rally Dragon-Blooded forces and stop the advance of the Wyld. None of
her companions were ever seen alive again.

* She used the military forces at her command immediately afterwards to defeat the Seven Tiger
Rebellion and then swiftly consolidate her hold of the Blessed Isle, declaring herself Empress of
Creation in the process.



* She allied with the Bronze Faction to take the scraps of government-sanctioned faith from the
Shogunate era and built the Immaculate Philosophy, both to prop up her own rule and the rule of
Dragon-Blooded who followed her, as well as to assist in putting Creation’s shattered divine
hierarchies back into position.

* She created the Immaculate Calendar, whose start date corresponds with the beginning of her
reign, and by which worship of countless gods is ordered, thereby assisting the deities of Heaven
in maintaining order.

* She rebuilt and strengthened the tradition of the Wyld Hunt, capitalizing on the Immaculate
Philosophy’s spread into the Threshold alongside her own armies.

* Each of the Great Houses of the Realm was founded either by one of her children or spouses.
Literally, she is the mother of the Great Houses, a social construct she’s capitalized on for
centuries.

That list is a mere sampling of her accomplishments. No being in the last thousand years has had
greater impact on Creation or played a more important role in its survival, even if many disagree
with her tactics.

In the year since her disappearance:

* Several Exalted apparently imprisoned within the Imperial Manse have escaped. While many of
them made for the shores of the Blessed Isle and stole immediate transportation to the Threshold,
several more have disappeared into the thronging populations of the Isle’s cities or into its vast
farmlands or wilderness.

* There’s been a thirty percent increase in deities embezzling worship outside of the prescribed
dates of the Immaculate Calendar in Southern Threshold states. This has thrown the normal
worship of various gods into chaos and resulted in a number of gods leaving the city of Yu-Shan
to deal with this threat.

* The city of Avrus fell to a behemoth over two months ago. We know the Empress had been
tracking its progress and planned to use the Defense Grid to redirect it back into the deep
Threshold and bordermarches so as to occupy Lunar forces, but with her disappearance the
behemoth continues forward unmolested.

* The city of Thorns has fallen to the Deathlord known as the Mask of Winters (see attached
report), depriving the Realm of its most powerful puppet-state abutting the Scavenger Lands.

What happened to her? Has she been abducted? Murdered? Has she left of her own volition? A
handful of times in previous centuries, she has disappeared, sometimes for as long as two years,
but in many of those cases we suspect she still had her hands on the reins of power from
wherever she went. Currently, our strongest suspicions are:

* The Empress was assassinated by a family member with an eye on the Scarlet Throne; attached
are a list of the most likely candidates according to known ambitions.

* There have been three attempts on her life by Lunar insurgents in the last century and a half,
two of which were very close, and our analysts predict with some assurance that there were two
Lunars active near the Imperial manse recently (see attached files). One of them could have
killed or abducted her.



* Verumipra reports agitation amongst certain factions in the Demon City, coinciding with the
Empress’s disappearance. Whether this is an effect of the chaos her absence has caused, or a
response to moves within Hell itself that resulted in her disappearance, he cannot say for sure.

* The return of the Solar Exalted in roughly the same time frame suggests a returned Solar had a
hand in it. She may be a casualty of her habit of bringing Anathema into the Imperial Manse for
her own occult reasons.

* Most distressingly, there is a significant chance that with the return of the Solar Exalted, some
cabal within our ranks took it upon themselves to remove the Empress and destabilize the Realm,
providing the Solars an opportunity for a foothold. This is worrisome mainly because it’s the
most likely reason—only one of us has the skill to arrange her disappearance in the heart of
Bronze Faction strength, the power to slip into the Imperial Manse and defeat her, and the
knowledge to avoid Heaven’s gaze while doing so.

Your Servant,
Tareus Slate
[PRODUCTION NOTE: END STYLED SECTION.]

The Regency

In the wake of the Empress’s disappearance, the Great Houses agreed to place a figurehead on
the Scarlet Throne to maintain the illusion of a single hand at the tiller, while they shifted real
power to the Greater Chamber of the Deliberative and the Great Houses who controlled it. No
House trusted any of the others to sit at the head of the table, but they finally agreed that House
Tepet, weakened from a recent defeat in the North, could provide a regent who was easily pliable
and whose Great House was too weak to try to cement its grip on the throne.

Thus, the current Regent is Tepet Fokuf, a middle-aged Dynast who possesses an unassuming
personality but is attractive enough to suffice for public appearances. This handsome idiot, a
failure at every post he’s ever held, lacks the ambition and ego to do more than hold the Throne,
and won’t be missed if the Scarlet Empress returns and is wroth at his temerity.

Fokuf spends most of his days in his bedchambers pleasuring himself to the more erotic passages
in the Immaculate Texts. Those who discover his habits and take umbrage at his prurience are
corrected by Immaculate priests, who are privately as scandalized as anyone but publicly call it
an elevated demonstration of faith. The rest of the time, Fokuf is a rubber-stamp for the senators
in the Greater Chamber of the Deliberative.

The Deliberative

Underneath the Empress (and currently the Regent) are the Greater and Lesser chambers of the
Deliberative. By the time of the Empress’s disappearance, the Deliberative served chiefly to draft
advisories she could accept or veto at her pleasure. At the same time, a term in the Deliberative
was often a means of securing a high-paying place in either House affairs or in the Thousand
Scales bureaucracy, and so there were no shortage of Dynasts who would fight to sit in the
chamber.

The Greater Chamber of the Deliberative is largely made up of members of the Great Houses and
a few outcastes who have risen up through the Legions, the Imperial bureaucracy, or the
Immaculate priesthood. It was rare that an un-Exalted mortal made it to the Upper chamber, but



not unheard of if the mortal possessed the Empress’s favor. Since the Empress’s disappearance,
the executive power formerly wielded by the Empress has accreted in the hands of the Greater
Chamber’s Dynasts, who now rule the Realm in the name of their respective Houses.

The Lesser Chamber is predominately made up of mortal members of the patrician class. The
Empress guaranteed that the mortal populace saw the lower chamber as a means of redress
against wrongs done to them and as a means of being heard by the Empress herself. Since her
disappearance, the Lesser Chamber has found much of its power stripped away, and patricians
occupying positions of real power have been removed and replaced by mortal members of the
Great Houses. In response, the Lesser Chamber fiercely guards its remaining powers and
privileges.

The Perfected Hierarchy

The Realm’s social hierarchy is based on the ideals laid out in the Immaculate texts. According
to the faith, a society which arranges itself according to the path laid out by the Five Immaculate
Dragons is blessed with Heaven’s mandate, while those societies which embrace the Anathema
or which do not arrange themselves properly must be put right.

At the top of the pyramid are the Dynasts, those Dragon-Blooded who belong to one of the Great
Houses. Members of lesser or fallen Houses, as well as outcastes adopted into the Realm, are
considered second-class citizens by only the greater Dynasts themselves—to mortals of any
social class, they are indistinguishable from the members of the Great Houses.

The next strata is made up of mortal members of the Dynasty, those who carry but don’t express
the blood of the Dragons. Each house treats its un-Exalted members differently—in conservative
houses like Mnemon, they are second-class citizens, higher than other mortals but still expected
to bend knee to the Dragon-Blooded. In younger, smaller, or more liberal houses, mortals will
often take up positions of power over young or ill-favored Dragon-Blooded. And House Nellens,
derided for being descended from a mortal lover of the Empress and chided for its weak
bloodline, is quietly governed by an almost entirely mortal council.

Beneath the Houses are the vast patrician estates, run by powerful families descended from
mortal military heroes, members of the Lesser Chamber of the Deliberative, and wealthy,
successful merchants. The patricians have reached as high as mortals alone can in the Perfected
Hierarchy—to reach further, they must marry into a House, which the most successful of
patricians achieve by offering wealth, political connections, or evidence they carry Dragon’s
blood. For a patrician, the award of marriage into the Dynasty is the highest social achievement,
whereas for a Dynast, an assigned marriage to a patrician is a sop or a slight.

Under the patrician class is the peasantry, bound to the land and serving a Great House in lieu of
the Empress. Peasantry are forbidden the use of weaponry and may not legally travel from their
home communities without documentation. Underneath the peasants are slaves, usually imported
as tribute from Threshold satrapies and distributed within the Realm by House Cynis, who
possess an Imperial monopoly on their sale. Slaves are not persons under Realm law but instead
the property of their Dragon-Blooded owners—mortals, even un-Exalted Dynasts, cannot own
slaves in the Realm.

Underneath slaves are the dispossessed, those who’ve been declared outlaw by an imperial
magistrate, her archons, or a judge in the service of the Houses. The dispossessed’s lives are even
more miserable than slaves’ or peasants.” They are completely valueless, have no rights under the



law, and are not protected by the Perfected Hierarchy from slight, theft, exploitation, violence, or
even murder in any way—though the Immaculate Order often preaches against their abuse.
Individuals are seldom dispossessed; the custom is to dispossess the entire population of a
peasant community if it cannot keep its criminals, dissidents, and malcontents in check. Under
the current economic strife, the Great Houses experiment with mass dispossession to seize land
for development in ways previously denied them—a tactic already provoking peasant unrest.

To the majority of Creation, patricians—second or third-class citizens within the Perfected
Hierarchy—Ilead lives of incredible privilege unrivaled by anyone but the rulers of the various
Threshold states. Even the Realm’s peasants enjoy lives of stability that many Threshold farmers
could only dream of—or they did, until the disappearance of the Empress.

The Great Houses

The Great Houses (officially numbering ten) are now the powers behind the
Realm. For centuries, the Empress played the houses against one another and kept
them in check through her own cunning and skill, but now that she’s gone, they’re
torn between cooperating long enough to administrate the Realm and civil war for
control of the Imperial Manse and Scarlet Throne. The current front-runners for
the throne are Houses Mnemon, Sesus, and Ragara, with V’neef, Peleps, and
Cynis as potential spoilers.

House Mnemon: Strict traditionalists, whose balance of religious devotion
provides them power in the Immaculate Order while skillful manipulation in the
Deliberative and the Thousand Scales affords them political clout. Mnemon
herself is the most prominent surviving child of the Empress and much like her
mother in political savvy.

House Cathak: The strongest military house remaining in the Realm, Cathak can
field the largest number of legions of any house and uses their military might to
keep jade funneling into their coffers from their Threshold satrapies. House
Cathak is famous for its heroes.

House Ragara: Ragara is the chief economic powerhouse of the Realm and a
rival to the Guild in many Realm satrapies. It has adequate military might, but
controls banks, insurance brokerages, and innumerable markets within and
without the Realm, giving it leverage which was checked only by the Empress
herself while she ruled.

House Peleps: The most powerful navy in the Realm belongs to the disciplined
Peleps, who have used it to open up massive new trading corridors into the West.
House Peleps is growing in power at an incredible rate, and other houses are torn
between attempting to stymie them and allying with them.

House Sesus: Widely derided by the other Great Houses as brutes and thugs, the
ruthless and savage Sesus are the second-most powerful military house in the
Realm and deeply allied with House Cynis. What the Sesus lack in subtlety they
make up for in brutality, and those who challenge them regret it more often than
not.

House V’neef: The youngest Great House and most favored by the Empress
before her disappearance, the eager and clever V’neef managed the mercantile
navy for the Empress along the Inland Sea—the Empress was grooming them to



keep House Peleps in check while she strengthened her Dynasty’s grip on the
West. Without the Empress’s favor, they are struggling to exploit opportunities for
themselves in the West while avoiding open warfare with Peleps.

House Cynis: The second most powerful economic force in the Realm now
behind House Ragara, the decadent Cynis trail Ragara in raw economic power but
make up for it because of their ties to the Guild (giving them access to markets in
the middle and deep Threshold) and their stranglehold on the Blessed Isle’s slave
trade.

House Ledaal: Famous for its subtlety and political acumen as well as its staunch
support of the Immaculate faith, House Ledaal has eyes on the Throne but are
content right now to play their enemies off against one another while seeking
every advantage for themselves. House Ledaal is well-balanced economically,
politically, and militarily. A significant contingent of House elders are much
concerned with the loss of Thorns, dividing the House’s attention in the face of
looming civil war.

House Nellens: House Nellens is widely derided for its weak blood, but it makes
up for this by avoiding fights and slowly cultivating (possibly forbidden) power.
House Nellens is the most popular house with the patrician and peasant classes,
and is willing to make secret overtures to powers outside the Blessed Isle in
exchange for the ability to seize the Throne.

House Tepet: Formerly one of the most powerful military houses in the Realm,
House Tepet’s legions and many of its Dragon-Blooded heirs were slaughtered on
a doomed campaign in the North. Now, House Tepet is a dark horse widely
derided by the other Great Houses, and willing to do anything to climb back to
power.

House Iselsi: In disgrace and officially dissolved, the Iselsi maneuvered against
the Empress in a doomed power-play generations ago and now survive by her
sufferance. Wholly disregarded by the other houses, Iselsi has spent decades
cultivating a massive intelligence and assassination network both in the Realm
and abroad in the Threshold, which they made available to the Empress and now
discuss providing to whichever House they believe will treat them best upon
taking the throne.

The Claws of the Dragon

The Threshold is most likely to experience the dictates of the Realm’s government via satraps’
announcements, conveyed through their local government. For the average mortal in the
Threshold, the Realm is represented by three forces: the Imperial Legions, the Magistracy, and
the Immaculate monks. With the return of the Solar Exalted, the reborn children of the
Unconquered Sun have learned at great expense that even with the Scarlet Empress missing, the
Realm is the best-coordinated empire in Creation. Anathema active in Realm territory or lands
close to its satrapies are often first hit with a small military or Immaculate force, and if that fails,
then a full legion or Wyld Hunt.

The Legions



The Realm’s mailed fist, the legions of the Scarlet Dynasty are the premiere fighting force of
Creation. Nearly every Dynast in the Realm is trained in armed combat, and even if they plan on
serving out their adult years as a tax-auditor for the Thousand Scales or a priest in some quiet
Immaculate temple, they’re taught the basics of wielding pike and daiklave in heavy armor, and
the rudiments of military strategy.

Under the Empress, there were forty Imperial legions, at least three dozen active and in fighting
shape at any one time. Each House also possessed its own household military, which it used to
either police its territory on the Blessed Isle or to enforce its power in the Threshold. The
Imperial legions were meritocracies, and it was widely known that, free from household politics,
only the best rose to their command. Many of the greatest generals in these legions were not of
noble birth at all, but outcastes fetched from the Threshold and trained in the Realm from the
time of their Exaltation, and amongst those outcastes, the legions were one of the few sure ways
to advance. The House militaries had a reputation for varying levels of discipline and
professionalism, with Houses Tepet, Cathak, and Sesus alone possessing a reputation comparable
to the Imperial legions.

In the wake of the Empress’s disappearance, one of the first thing the Great Houses did via the
Deliberative was to take direct control of the Imperial Legions. In the wake of the surrender of
military power to the Houses, at least one entire legion went rogue to make its own way in the
Threshold, and others, while ostensibly obeying the Deliberative’s mandate, have been “slow” to
respond to orders and return home. This doesn’t count innumerable soldiers in the Threshold
who have gone missing or turned sellsword to various local powers.

The Legion Structure

Each legion is made up of ten dragons of five-hundred men apiece, meaning that
each whole legion totals 5,000 men. Each dragon can be separated into two wings
of 250 soldiers, which can be subdivided into two falons of 125 soldiers, and
further subdivided into 25 man scales and 5 man fangs. Fangs rarely operate alone
unless they are elite operatives. A legion is commanded by a general, a dragon by
a dragonlord, a wing by a winglord, a talon by a captain, and a scale by a
lieutenant. Fangs are often commanded by sergeants. In addition, these numbers
do not reflect an ideal 2,500 man auxiliary force including cavalry, archers,
slingers, and support staff, nor does it reflect camp followers or the slaves which
inevitably serve Dragon-Blooded posted with the legion. High command—that is,
dragonlords or higher—are always Dragon-Blooded, meaning there will always
be at least eleven Terrestrial Exalted in a legion, although a legion can contain as
many as forty or fifty if it is incredibly well-supported. This is rare unless the
general is expecting Anathema, in which case the legion will summon Dragon-
Blooded reinforcements and may also receive Wyld Hunt support.

The bulk of any legion is made up of the medium or heavy infantry for which the
Realm is renowned across all Creation. Because of the destructive battle auras of
the Terrestrial Exalted, as well as the enormous expense of shipping horses across
the Inland Sea, the Realm’s main forces do not use their own cavalry and often
rely on mercenaries pulled from a compliant satrapy. Some nations base their
whole reputations on providing the Realm with cavalry and archers, such as the
death-riders of Medo. Because the Realm’s forces drill constantly with the



Exalted, and because they are so often pitted against supernatural foes, they are
well-trained and do not balk easily, if at all, at Exalted opponents, spirits, or
monsters.

The Magistracy

The Magistracy ostensibly oversees the Empress’s justice (separate from the court system in the
Realm) as well as nominally heads the Thousand Scales. Their ambit is to investigate all “High
crimes and illicit activity involving the Dynasty, wherever the Scarlet Empress’s gaze
penetrates.” The Magistracy was a natural check on the Houses, the Immaculate priesthood, and
the other powers of the Realm; as well they were investigators meant to monitor the satrapies in
the Threshold. None could gainsay them other than the Empress herself, and she rarely saw a
need to check them.

Magistrates were selected according to the Empress’s own occult calculus. Many of them were
high-ranking officials and Dynasts who had plotted against her. After a suitable time in exile, in
prison, or at hard labor, they were offered a chance to redeem themselves by serving as the
Empress’s personal inquisition. The choice was simple—continue on as a prisoner, or experience
a life of luxury and untold power serving the Empress directly. The choice for all but the most
dedicated rebels was easy. Others were outcastes who had performed exceedingly well in the
legions, bureaucracy, or priesthood, while the rest were high-achievers from large families kept
out of power by more acquisitive siblings.

Each magistrate is personally puissant, inevitably both highly intelligent, keenly perceptive, and
spiritually powerful. Each is assisted by several archons, usually younger Dragon-Blooded and
useful mortals. Together they have a wide mandate to investigate corruption anywhere and bring
those responsible to justice. Under the Empress, the magistrates had the ability to requisition
artifacts, expert assistants, means of travel, and even commandeer military forces if the threat
was great enough. If they overstepped their power, they answered personally to the Empress
herself, whose wrath at corrupt magistrates was legendary.

A Magistracy of Hares

The Great Houses saw the Magistracy as a serious threat to their seizure of power, but were
helpless to directly attack it, given its role as titular heads of the Thousand Scales and the
enormous personal power each magistrate wielded. The Thousand Scales has resisted serious
encroachment from the Great Houses by effectively giving the Houses most of whatever they
want, but the one place where the bureaucrats have drawn the line is a direct attempt to eliminate
the Magistracy. The bureaucrats see the Magistracy as the one check on the Houses simply
absorbing the Thousand Scales’ innumerable departments as they did the Imperial legions.

This means that the Great Houses still move against the magistrates and their archons, but do so
quietly, and often through catspaws. Assassins working for the various houses abound in the
Blessed Isle, and with each prefecture under house control it’s very easy for a magistrate or her
archons to be cornered. Because of this, the magistrates still active on the Blessed Isle often
move about and investigate in disguise, rarely revealing themselves until they have their prey
utterly trapped. The majority of magistrates have moved their activities into the Threshold, where
they maintain the stability of Realm holdings and hunt Anathema and renegades.

Measuring Time



Time passes in Creation much as it does on Earth, with sun, moon and stars rising
in the east and setting in the west. Most cultures divide the ensuing days into
twenty-four hours. The idea of minutes and seconds as discrete units of time
remain from First Age lore and folktales, but chronometers more sophisticated
than sundials, sandglasses, and hour-candles are rare, leaving such units as vague
abstractions to most.

The Realm measures the passage of years from the accession of the Scarlet
Empress in Realm Year 1. It is now RY 768, five years since the Empress’s
disappearance. Other calendar eras are in use elsewhere in Creation, linked to a
dizzying array of births, coronations, wars, celestial benisons, and other assorted
events.

The traditional calendar year is comprised of fifteen lunar months, each 28 days
long and divided into four weeks. These are arranged in five cycles named for the
elements—Air, Water, Wood, Fire, and Earth—each divided into Ascending,
Resplendent and Descending months. The year begins with the month of
Ascending Air and ends in Descending Earth.

Creation shares our familiar seasons. Spring starts early in the cool, damp Water
cycle and proceeds into the warm burgeoning of Wood, in which winter crops are
harvested. Summer extends from the middle of Wood through most of the
scorching cycle of Fire, a period long enough for Creation’s more fruitful regions
to manage another two or three harvests. The final harvest comes in the crisp
autumnal months of Earth, followed by the icy cycle of Air.

Seasons vary by latitude. In the Southern deserts, summer encompasses half the
year, with autumn extending well into the cycle of Air. In the far North, a mild
summer occupies only a portion of the cycle of Fire, with winter’s grip setting in
during the Earth months and only relaxing during the cycle of Wood.

The year ends with the five days of Calibration, when the weather is in disorder
and Luna hides her face. Calibration is a time of strange portents, ill fortunes, and
broken destinies, when gods, ghosts, and demons walk the earth. Some cultures
mark Calibration and the end of harvest with a five-day festival of dancing, loud
music, and masks to scare away ill luck. Others spend it in solemnity or fear,
beseeching whatever powers they trust to protect them from misfortune,
catastrophe, and the coming winter.

Religion and Worship

Creation’s animist cosmology makes the worship of spirits, and their interactions with their
worshipers, a fundamental part of human existence. Every act is a ritual. Every deed is a prayer.
Every single thing done within Creation shapes the Essence of the world and pays honor to
action, object, and actor. The supernatural is omnipresent—even in the heartland of the Realm,
gods are often manifest on their holy days and seen going about their duties, symbolically or
otherwise. River gods lead the ceremonies at their headwaters, and elemental drakes manifest at
terrestrial demesnes.

The Immaculate Order



The predominant faith of the Realm’s sphere of influence is the Immaculate Philosophy, a
reincarnationist creed which teaches that individual souls become spiritually enlightened over
multiple incarnations until they are reborn first as humans and then as Dragon-Blooded. The
Immaculates believe that after reaching perfection as a Terrestrial Exalted, the being’s Essence
joins with the Five Elemental Dragons. These terrestrial deities, the Immaculates claim, spawned
the world and are masters over all of its elemental Essence flows. The soul is then said to
strengthen Creation and serves to bring forth new souls.

The Immaculate Philosophy purports to provide a framework to encourage individuals’ spiritual
advancement. It seeks to do this by developing strong, supportive, orderly communities in which
individuals can prosper materially—perceived as the first step on the road to spiritual prosperity.

This philosophy also holds that Dragon-Blooded are inherently suited to rule mortals, by right of
their superior spiritual station. The Immaculate Order, which is the world’s leading proponent of
the philosophy, is the state religion of the Realm, its practice enforced everywhere the Realm’s
banner flies. The order is a centralized, bureaucratized faith based on the Blessed Isle, and also
virtually the only church of the Immaculate religion. Other instances are local cults along the
Northern coast of the Threshold and among outcastes such as the denizens of Lookshy
(functionally similar to the Realm’s practice), and the Pure Way, a Southeastern syncretism of
Immaculate beliefs and local religious practices. Other than the Way, these local cults generally
differ dogmatically only in that they are self-organizing and locally administered, rather than
recognizing the Mouth of Peace as the executive of the faith. These schisms are broadly tolerated
—they differ not from the establishment of the Order on the matter of Terrestrial spiritual and
political primacy.

As well as justifying Dragon-Blooded political dominance and Dynastic imperial ambitions, the
Immaculate Philosophy also serves an important role by restraining selfish or wicked deities
from enslaving mortals. Left to their own devices, many gods would demand ruinous tributes
from every mortal they could force themselves upon. Various gods delight in consuming humans
as sacrifices or forcing victims to pray themselves to death. The Immaculates dictate to these
gods that they will receive their fair share of devotion and prayer, while restraining their more
abhuman appetites and checking their gluttony for Essence.

The Five Elemental Dragons

In the Immaculate understanding, the Five Elemental Dragons were incarnated in five specific
individuals—the Immaculate Dragons—during the destruction of the Anathema and immediately
afterwards. Their heroism helped banish the Anathema from Creation, and to rebuild civilization
after the war against the demon spawn.

It is true powerful supernatural beings similar to the Elemental Dragons as described by the
Immaculate faith were active during the Usurpation, although their actual nature is somewhat
obscure. Students of sorcery often voice doubts that these beings were the actual Elementals
Dragons of the five directions, but it is unwise to entertain this theory in the presence of devout
adherents of the Immaculate Order.

In the Immaculate understanding, the Immaculate Dragons are not just historical figures, but the
eternal ideals that persons of the faith are to strive to hold themselves up against. Veneration of
the Dragons in these avatars is important to Dragon-Blooded culture, and many Exalted strive
greatly to emulate their examples. Later Immaculate thinking introduced the notion of the



antitheses—the spiritual opposites of the Immaculate Dragons. These are not presented as real,
historical figures, but rather as abstract examples of behavior to avoid.

Dragon-Blooded are invariably associated with the Dragon to whom their Aspect is aligned, but
mortals are assigned one through a process that is part personality test and part self-selection.

Daana’d, Arbiter of the Immaculate Complaint: A headstrong youth whose spirit gave her the
determination to swim to the bottom of the sea and lock the Anathema away in the Underworld
forever. Devotees of Daana’d expose themselves to hardship, seeking to perfect their Essence
through challenges. Daana’d’s antithesis is the “Unmanly Babbler,” who whines for others to fix
his or her problems, when the real answer lies within—the individual is generating the situations
he wishes to be rescued from.

Hesiesh, Reciter of Loud Prayers and Efficacious Hymns: Hesiesh was a powerful Exalt who
used his powers only once, burning Creation clear of corpses after the first marches of the war
against the Anathema, so the slaughtered billions would not breed hungry ghosts. His careful
husbanding of Essence is held up as the core lesson for Fire Aspects, who have a tendency to
dissipate themselves by racing in every possible direction. His antithesis is the “Illiberal Churl”
who hoards up treasures without reason, and follows traditions blindly without truly
understanding their wisdom.

Mela, Petitioner of Clouds Accordant to the Call of Battle: Mela was the first and the eldest
of the Immaculate Dragons to appear. She first introduced the rigorous training that underlies
mastery of the Immaculate Forms, and her protective winds defended the Terrestrial armies
against the fiery wrath of the Anathema. Her antithesis is the “Sickly Whore” who squanders
natural gifts in dissipation and selfishness rather than sharing them with the community.

Sextes Jylis, He Who Hath Strewn Much Grass: After the war against the Anathema, Sextes
Jylis wandered the Blessed Isle and the Threshold, planting the seeds of great forests and vast
meadows. Where the fires of war had scorched, he brought life back. He is seen as the exemplar
of Exalted stewardship among Terrestrials, laboring endlessly—and successfully—to repair the
vast scars of war. The antithesis of Sextes Jylis is the “Inconsiderate Horseman” who rides
directly in the ruts of the road, giving himself easy passage but making conditions worse for
everyone who comes after him.

Pasiap, He Who Illuminates Both Worlds with Majesty and Power: Pasiap was the last of the
Immaculate Dragons to emerge. He appeared just as the war against the Anathema ended. He
taught the Dragon-Blooded the secrets of geomancy and led them in constructing great manses
and feats of civic engineering. He instructed the Dragon-Blooded in the perfection of their
Charms, and is the ideal of the Dragon-Blooded who masters difficult arts and labors endlessly to
transfer secrets to a new generation of heroes. The antithesis of Pasiap is the “Ostentatious
Peasant,” who gathers up the treasures of knowledge and skill, and spends her life extracting
wealth from that knowledge without repaying society by passing it on.

The Order and the Realm

The Realm officially recognizes the Immaculate Order as the true religion of Creation, and
defends its claims to spiritual primacy as a foundational tenet of the state. The Immaculate
Philosophy validates Dragon-Blooded rule, and the Ten Thousand Dragons in turn lend their
massive supernatural energies to buttress the faith’s efforts to rein in renegade deities and ward
off the aggression of the Lunar Exalted and other enemies of the Realm.



In theory, the Order is strictly separated from the Realm’s machinery of state, a church that
preaches inclusion of all Dragon-Blooded, Dynast and outcaste alike. In reality, the church’s
administrative locus is within the Realm and the vast majority of the faith’s Dragon-Blooded
devotees are members of the Dynasty. The order’s universality is mainly manifest in its inclusive
attitude toward groups of outcastes who accept the Immaculate Philosophy but reject the Realm’s
overlordship. The religion’s amiable relations with these outcaste groups provide a conduit for
intermarriage and cultural exchange.

Immaculate Beliefs

Though it serves as a spiritual validation for the often-predatory realities of Dynastic rule within
the Realm, much of the Immaculate Philosophy is relatively wholesome and innocuous. It
preaches a doctrine of spiritual elevation by service, humility, and abstemious behavior. The
ideal Immaculate follows the example set by the Immaculate Dragons, is truthful, virtuous, kind,
and seeks always to advance their community through diligent self-application appropriate to
their station.

As practiced in the Realm, it is a faith that preaches that peasants should mind their business and
obey the orders of their betters without question, but that does not mean its tenets are invalid or
insincerely held. Most denizens of the Realm, incl/uding most Dragon-Blooded, are relatively
sincere adherents of the Immaculate faith.

Where they stray—for example, the Dynastic tendencies toward cruelty and self-indulgence—
this is seen as regrettable, and an offense against the natural order at some level. It is an excess to
be restrained, enjoined against and compensated for. Certain things are tolerated, although the
pious are urged to eschew them. Other things are forbidden, and the order deploys its
considerable political clout to combat these offenses.

Thus, while the Realm’s state faith serves to provide a moral validation for the Dragon-Blooded,
it also serves to restrain their behaviors. It grants them social and political legitimacy, but limits
the remit of the license it grants. As a whole, it is fairly effective at keeping the Dragon-Blooded
focused on their task of bringing Creation to order and defending that order against
encroachment by the Anathema, although this is of little comfort to an individual mortal
victimized by some Dragon-Blooded’s “Regrettable but understandable” moral failing.

Monks

Foremost among the devotees of the Immaculate Philosophy are its monks, who sacrifice much
in life—the pleasures of gluttony and sexual license particularly—in order to seek perfect
alignment with the Immaculate Dragons. All who wish to serve the Immaculate Order in this
fashion must present themselves to the Mouth of Sextes Jylis in the Imperial City, but after their
initial training, the monks may be sent anywhere in Creation.

The Immaculate monks are best known as master martial artists, and they take an active role in
the communities around them. Monks strive to create orderly, just, and stable societies wherever
they are active, and they have even gone into armed rebellion against the Realm’s secular
authorities to underline their objection to certain policies. At the same time, they serve the
Realm’s social order. Their presence in Threshold states forced to pay tribute to the Dynasty
causes much resentment, particularly when the order is perceived to interfere in the relationship
between local populations and the deities of their locales and trades.



Dragon-Blooded Monks

The power of Terrestrial Exalted who undergo the philosophy’s martial art
training is beyond question. The Charms that lie at the root of the Immaculate
Order’s fighting styles far exceed the normal Charms of the Terrestrial Exalted in
terms of efficiency and power. Immaculates spend their lives developing their
Essence, and use the natural Charms of their kind mixed freely with the
proprietary Immaculate martial arts styles to perform feats of martial prowess
notable even among the Exalted.

Dragon-Blooded monks are especially good at fighting Essence-wielding
enemies, particularly gods. The Immaculates are well-equipped to exert their
moderating influence on the rambunctious deities of the world. Whenever
possible, Wyld Hunts are led by a master Immaculate martial artist.

Religious Order

The Immaculate Philosophy utilizes a fivefold internal division for its administrative machinery.
These administrative divisions, called mouths, address the problems of the order in subject-wise
fashion. This is in contrast to the order’s geographic missions, which address discreet tracts of
the order’s influence. The staff of the Mouths provides planning, logistical support, and staff for
special projects; while the missions provide regular services to their communities and ensure
continuity of administration.

A Mouth’s floating staff is very large—they number in the tens of thousands on the Blessed Isle
—and its ability to move them is well-developed. They can be (and often are) concentrated to
provide disaster relief, but even when not, their hands are still at work improving the
countryside.

The Mouth of Sextes Jylis (Human Resources and Public Works) deals with human resources
and the natural world. Sextes Jylis was a permaculture horticulturalist, and this is the philosophy
under which the mouth operates.

This Mouth recruits for the order, sorts and trains recruits, assigns them to where it perceives
they will serve themselves and the order best, and then monitors their personal development and
general effectiveness across their career.

The Mouth also tends to the creation and maintenance of the natural wonders of the Realm. The
Mouth has created endless food forests, coppice woodlots and resilient agricultural communities,
and while general maintenance falls to the mission tracts, new projects and major renewals are
part of the responsibility of the Mouth of Sextes Jylis.

These groundskeepers of the Realm are many in number and the Mouth of Sextes Jylis is the
largest of the Mouths. The swarm of monks that appear after any disaster is generally drawn
from the ranks of the order’s foresters, horticulturalists and road-builders.

The Immaculate Order is run for the spiritual development of the entire world, including the
members of the order itself, and so this Mouth has a constant, sometimes intrusive presence in
the life of each monk, seeking to better their spiritual situation. They really are watching, and
they really do care, and sometimes monks discover that everything that happened to them has
been carefully arranged to teach them a lesson. This isn’t always the most welcome feeling,
particularly when the lesson-teaching goes wrong.



The Mouth of Pasiap (Manses and Facilities) tends to the order’s many manses and also to its
other, inert structures. The dividing line between the Mouth of Sextes Jylis and the Mouth of
Pasiap is the order’s fixed property line—the Mouth of Sextes Jylis tends to public works, while
the Mouth of Pasiap tends to the things that belong strictly to the order.

The order controls many manses and other properties, and so this Mouth’s operation is
expansive. It consists of groundskeepers and other fixed personnel who perform maintenance at a
given site, and also the travelling corps of architects and specialists who repair, refurbish, erect,
and demolish structures for the order. With a real estate portfolio as diverse as the order’s, its
construction crews are numerous and busy, and the Mouth often undertakes commercial projects
to fund its operation and retain skill among its teams.

The Mouth of Mela (Combat Training and Military Planning) is responsible for defending
the order and for teaching its monks to defend themselves. It organizes and maintains the Wyld
Hunt. It directs the training of Immaculate monks—both Dragon-Blooded and mortal—in the
martial arts. Inasmuch as the order fields military forces—and it guards a number of manses and
individuals quite heavily—the Mouth of Mela marshals them and commands them to battle.

As befits the largely pacifist and social engagement of the order, the Mouth of Mela is the
smallest of the Mouths. The most terrifying of the Mouths’ fighters are the dreaded Legion of
Silence, who guard the person of the Mouth of Peace and other critical core assets of the order
(including, until her disappearance, the Scarlet Empress). These individuals are bought as child-
slaves and enhanced via drugs, Essence, and special exercise routines until they far exceed the
physical capacity of a normal human. The price of this superhuman capacity is a short lifespan—
most members of the Legion of Silence die of old age by the time they reach 40.

The Mouth of Hesiesh (Special Projects) is dedicated to special projects. This means any
emergent need the order has not already established a procedure for, or that exceeds the regular
means of the order. The Mouth of Hesiesh is the order’s immediate response force, used to bulk
out any effort that needs additional labor, and to stage instant intervention into new and
unexpected challenges. It is also the branch of the Order charged with making use of
“inauspicious assets,” such as God-Blooded and Exigents—products of heretical intercourse and
interaction between mortals and the little gods of the world, which are too useful to simply
discard despite their shameful origins.

On one hand, this consists of individuals who are too old, infirm, injured or eccentric for
deployment anywhere, and serves as an invalid’s colony within the order. It also contains the
fastest and most egalitarian command chain within the order, and possibly the Realm. These two
organizational aspects are not discreet. In its collection of the old, the infirm and the odd-headed
lies an immense reservoir of talent and unorthodox approaches that the Mouth does an excellent
job harnessing.

To some extent, this is merely a function of having a large talent pool to draw from. The Mouth
of Hesiesh is nearly the size of the Mouth of Pasiap and surpasses it when the Immaculate
Order’s demography goes through a particularly severe aging cycle, or after the outbreak of
pestilences of various sorts, when many members of the order may suffer from lifelong crippling
injuries due to the lingering effects of illness.

The Mouth of Daana’d (Human Community Development) is the Mouth that deals with the
human context in which the order exists. It provides a wide array of social services—hospitals,



orphanages, retirement homes, training programs, daycares and hostels. The order is entangled in
every aspect of the day-to-day life of everyone in the Realm, from cradle to grave, and this
Mouth directs the overall arc of that involvement. While individual facilities are administered
and staffed by the mission tracts, it’s the Mouth of Daana’d that determines the standards and
practices of the order’s many human outreach programs.

In disaster response, the Mouth of Daana’d provides medical and humanitarian aid. It is second
in size to the Mouth of Sextes Jylis and keeps a significant excess capacity in reserve to meet
crises. As a result, like the Mouth of Sextes Jylis, its presence is announced by the appearance of
swarms of monks—dozens or hundreds.

The intelligences that direct the order and formulate its policies are considerable. Its social
entanglement with the society of the Realm is largely beneficial to that society. Through the
Mouth of Mela, the order guides and guards the society of the Realm. It may enable the despotic
reign of the Dragon-Blooded but it’s not a one-sided bargain.

Anathema and the Wyld Hunt

The Immaculates apply the technical term Anathema—in the Realm it’s a formal clerical finding
—to anything that the order finds abhorrent to stable and prosperous life. Solar and Lunar
Exalted are always Anathema; the label can also potentially encompass Fair Folk, beastfolk,
elementals, and demons who threaten Realm interests, as well as gods and their Exigent
champions who’ve gone into open rebellion against the Immaculate Philosophy.

In practice, most inhabitants of the Realm (and Immaculate-influenced cultures in general)
associate the term “Anathema” exclusively with the Solar and especially Lunar Exalted. The
Lunar Anathema in particular are great fearsome terrors used by peasants to frighten children
into bed at night. Most individuals within the boundaries of the Realm are well-aware of the
iconography of the Solar and Lunar Anathema—their Caste brands, and the golden and argent
hues of their auras—the better to render assistance to the Wyld Hunt’s investigators and trackers.
On the subject of other sorts of “Anathema,” the common folk are left ignorant, lest they be
tempted to worship something they don’t understand—it’s enough for them to know that
interaction with the supernatural is the responsibility of the Dragon-Blooded. Public duty when
confronted with the unknown is to run and fetch a monk or Exalt.

The Wyld Hunt is a social institution where devotees of the Immaculate Philosophy gather
together outside the framework of their political institutions, and cooperatively destroy the
enemies of Terrestrial hegemony. The efforts are usually organized and led by Immaculate
monks, and staffed by zealots of the philosophy who see the struggle as spiritually perfecting and
the ultimate fulfillment of their compact with the human race as its protectors and defenders.

The activities of the Wyld Hunt are considered a matter of remark for the secular authorities of
society, but the actual practice is a holy rite outside the countenance of law. It would be a crime
to kill one’s brother while engaging in a Wyld Hunt, and it would be a grave religious crime to
declare a Hunt falsely, but the actual deed where a half-dozen Terrestrial Exalted and their
personal retinues descend on a target the Immaculate Philosophy has deemed a threat to society
and murder it, often in broad daylight before hundreds of witnesses, is not subject to censure.

The effect is akin to a church-sponsored death squad, and is extremely effective when properly
executed. The order’s efforts against the Lunar Exalted and residual Solars were meticulously
planned and professionally staffed by Immaculate monks and various Dragon-Blooded elites;



zealots and others who wished to obtain combat experience against Essence-wielding enemies.
Currently the staffing is much reduced, but most efforts are still spearheaded by a master
Immaculate. The Wyld Hunt is spread thinner than it has been in centuries, but no less deadly
than ever before when it does appear.

The institution is prevalent even outside the Realm—mnot only is it practiced by the Seventh
Legion of Lookshy, it is the rubric under which rural outcaste Terrestrials form posses and assert
protective solidarity and collective interests. The term Wyld Hunt also serves to effectively
express the license Terrestrials feel, that whatever differences they may have between and among
one another, their plight is existential in the face of Creation’s vast scope.

In this meaning of Wyld Hunt, any defensive measures—including pre-emptive assassination—
are justified if the targets are not Terrestrials, and the Exalted in question agree among one
another that the menace threatens all of them collectively and cannot be tolerated. This sort of
aggressive defense is not seen as especially holy, but it is expected behavior. These actions are
not typically subject to censure unless it is practiced against some other Terrestrial’s allies or
interests.

The Immaculate Philosophy and the Other Chosen

All Solar and Lunar Exalted are Anathema by decree of the Immaculate
Philosophy, while the Dragon-Blooded are hailed as the rightful rulers of Creation
by dint of spiritual elevation. Though the Abyssal Exalted are newly arrived in the
world, their prominent role in the fall of Thorns and their Solar-like Caste Marks
clearly announce them as Anathema and enemies of Creation as well.

According to the Immaculate texts, the Exigents were servants of the Solar
Anathema in the time when those demon-gods ruled over Creation. But when the
Dragon-Blooded rose up to end the age of the Anathema, some Exigents turned
against their masters and joined the righteous cause of the Terrestrial Exalted.
Though steeped in the dark power of their Anathema lords, the Exigents had
proven they were not beyond redemption. Accordingly, the Immaculate Dragon
Hesiesh demonstrated his wisdom by sealing the darkness of the Exigents when
he unleashed his cleansing flames on Creation, and Sextes Jylis exercised mercy
by weaving his brother’s purifying power into the cycle of reincarnation. Each
Exigent must labor over many lifetimes to purify the taint on his soul through
correct living under the tenets of the Immaculate Philosophy—but such
purification is made possible through the grace of the Dragons, ultimately leading
to the potential for redemption and rebirth as one of the Dragon-Blooded... or so
the Immaculate Order claims. Exigent recidivists who threaten the stability of the
Realm are sorrowfully dispatched by the Wyld Hunt, perhaps to find greater
wisdom in their next life.

The Sidereal Exalted aren’t widely known to exist, and as such, a Sidereal flaring
his anima banner would likely be mistaken for an Exigent. Those who are aware
of the Sidereals know them as rare and reclusive Chosen who labor in the
shadows to uphold the proper, fated order of the world—that is, the dominion of
the Realm as the rightful protector and ruler of Creation. Liminals are
blasphemous aberrations against the natural order, but so are all things of the
Underworld; the Wyld Hunt rides against them if they seem an active danger to



Dragon-Blooded hegemony, but pays them no special attention otherwise. Indeed,
a few satraps have been known to hire Liminal mercenaries to resolve problems
with the unquiet dead.

The Hundred Gods Heresy

The “Hundred Gods Heresy” is a blanket term applied by the Immaculate Philosophy to the
worship of deities without Immaculate moderation. This is a term wielded by the Philosophy, and
not by the devotees of particular gods. How strongly the Order exerts its control over expressions
of worship depends on its local influence.

In developed areas of the Blessed Isle, virtually anything that can be interpreted as worship
material is banned, and possession of certain common items in combination is considered
unlucky and a sign of possible heresy. In the capitals of the Realm’s tributary states and the
Blessed Isle’s hinterlands, no uncontrolled worship sites are permitted and private worship is
discouraged or prohibited depending on the strength of the Philosophy’s hold. In the rural
hinterlands of the Threshold satrapies, worship of local deities goes unimpeded, although few
large ritual worship areas are permitted—services are usually held in floating locations, and are
small affairs involving a few hundred individuals at most, and not great festival events involving
tens of thousands.

The Hundred Gods and the Exalted

Given the spiritual dimension of Terrestrial Exalted claims to rule, resistance against them has a
religious and spiritual character. Worship of local and occupational deities in defiance of
Immaculate rule is a highly typical act of resistance—a symbolic declaration that you think the
cut the Terrestrials are taking is so severe you would rather worship gods directly than pay the
Realm its rapacious price.

In the Threshold, the Immaculate Philosophy is used to provide a fig-leaf for Terrestrial death
squads. There, the preaching of the Immaculate monks is and always has been in defense of the
Realm’s rapacity. Rejecting the philosophy’s assessment of the bargain offered by the Terrestrial
Exalted is a natural matter for Threshold populations, on whom the economic burden of Imperial
occupation is heavy indeed. The Threshold previously funded the majority of the Realm’s state
operations, and currently bears the burden of the Great Houses’ excess. The Terrestrial tendency
to portray devotion to local deities as akin to demon worship or allying oneself with the Fair Folk
only exacerbates the situation.

In turn, the gods are themselves moved by the current situation, and many countenance the
possibility of resistance to Terrestrial rule. Some consider it openly, some consider it privately,
but even the Threshold deities most loyal to the Realm must weigh their chances in case of
rebellion.

A handful care for the mortals whose plight they witness. Many more fear for locales, trades,
things or concepts they represent in the face of Dragon-Blooded civil discord, and seek an
alternative to the increasingly erratic Terrestrial rule. Finally, some scent opportunity, seeking to
better their station by allying themselves with Celestial Exalted insurgents who seek to
overthrow established Terrestrial power structures and impose their own regimes. All these
deities, seeking to assert themselves and defend the places and nations they are inextricably
linked to, form natural allies of the resurgent Celestial Exalted. This is well known to the



Immaculates, who have increased their pressure on captive populations to cease all private
worship. On the Blessed Isle, the number of emergent Anathema has engendered a witch hunt
atmosphere.

Of Silver and Jade: Money in Creation

In the world of Exalted, there is less of everything than everyone wants, and as a result, there is
economic competition. Individuals and groups attempt to satisfy their wants and needs at the
expense of others, and so generate most forms of earthly conflict, and a fair number in Heaven as
well.

Both a venue for and a mechanism of that competition, money serves two critically important
roles—keeping score and defining what “score” means.

What is Money?

Creation practices a complex array of monetary arrangements. In many Threshold locales,
informal economics prevails, while the Realm hosts a sophisticated financial infrastructure that
most inhabitants take part in to some degree or another. What follow are the prevailing methods
of exchange in Creation, in degree of increasing sophistication.

Informal Economics

In populations where there is too little wealth for anyone to own very much, provision of
essential aid and supplies is usually allotted via an array of ritual exchanges; mutual gifting;
patronage; and familial, clan, or tribal obligations. These populations will often possess coinage
of some sort, but usually regard it as a trade or ritual good. The typical uses for hard currency in
these situations are dealing with traders (who will have finished wares from outside the village
economy, particularly metal goods), and ritually arranging social contracts by which familial
obligations are spread and reinforced. Additionally, in areas near state influence, tax collectors
often demand payment in state-backed currency unless they have an agreement for taxes paid as
a specific resource (crops, pelts, lumber, slaves, etc.). Governments under the influence of the
Realm almost always demand taxes be paid in government-approved currency, which the locals
must obtain by selling service or resources at ruinous markdown.

75% of the population of the Threshold probably lives under these conditions, if you include all
the sundry sorts of agricultural workers held in bondage into the total. Many of these individuals
live in the larger context of an organized society practicing threshold economics (see below) but
they and their immediate peers so lack economic opportunity that non-ritual hard currency is not
a meaningful part of their existence.

Threshold Economics

In areas where there is enough developed economy that some individuals command significant
economic surplus, a system will swiftly arise by which wealth is measured in the abstract. This
exists to institutionalize status differences and simplify exchanges in contexts where all
participants aren’t known personally to each other. By the time prominent individuals are
entertaining household establishments where the number of able-bodied adults enters the double
digits, complex economic systems will begin to impinge and impose abstract measures of value.
The system of measures will grow in complexity as the society’s degree of wealth increases.



Even if individuals in these more complex economies still frequently practice informal
economics, their context is monetized—they will generally reckon value exchanges in the
abstract units of wealth that prevail in their locale, with the specific price of goods set by custom
or market pressures. If someone is getting a “sweet deal,” the sweetness of the deal will be
reckonable.

The Influence of the Empress

It must be pointed out that all organized economic activity on which the Realm
had any influence had a strong tendency to resemble a conveyor belt feeding
wealth into the coffers of the Scarlet Empress. No discussion of economics in the
world of Exalted is complete without discussing the effect of the Empress’s
influence and desires on the process—though the Empress is gone, the system she
created remains the economic context of all civilized existence in Creation.

Most Threshold economic systems use a standard of exchange that has little use to society as a
whole, is difficult to counterfeit and is scarce enough that a reasonable amount of wealth can be
transported in a small volume. Typically this means silver—gold is fairly common in Creation,
and though it commands significant value, it is primarily regarded as a decorative material rather
than currency. Coins are minted by individuals with political power, who strike coins from
debased material, then force their acceptance at face value by people they make payments to or
accept payments from.

The difference between the cost of the materials used in the blank and the face value of the
struck coinage is called signeurage, and it is the “free” income of groups and individuals
powerful enough to make operating their own mint an attractive proposition. Every ruler restricts
the issue of coins by everyone but herself if she can, just as every ruler mints her own coins if
she is able. The level at which mints operate is thus the level at which individuals can
successfully assert themselves against the power of the central state.

In the case of most Threshold states, the central authority of the nation, or perhaps their
provincial governors in the case of a fractious state, are the operator of the mints. A well-
operated mint is a source of social stability and economic power. A mint striking coins made
mostly of base metals, and forcing the currency into the economy by force of legal authority, is a
sign of spendthrift or rapacious leadership. Debased coinage progressively strip-mines the wealth
out of society to pad the budget of its owner.

The Empress did not like debased coinage, as she knew it was a gateway to political instability,
which was ultimately her problem as Queen of Everything. It was also in any case hard to
account for, as every debased coin has a separate real value. Threshold princes were accordingly
held to minting at 95% purity or better by Imperial fiat. Assaying was done by a fearsome array
of bound demons and Dragon-Blooded inspectors, and punishment was swift and horrible. As a
result, the Threshold during the reign of the Empress featured a wide array of easily
exchangeable, stable currencies, all easily counted and laid at the Empress’s feet. This standard
was also accepted and promulgated by the Guild, who enforced it in the Scavenger Lands and
throughout Creation.

The Silver Standard



The silver standard of coinage used in the Threshold has three formally
recognized sizes of coin, of which 2 are actually struck. Some local variants are
minted, but these are most commonly seen in Imperial clients who have recently
redesigned their coins into smaller sizes while asserting them as having the same
worth.

The silver talent is 64 pounds of silver. A talent is worth 4 dirhams, or 1,600
dinars. Talents are purely units of account; nobody goes through the trouble of
making silver into 64 pound bars just so they can divide it back up into smaller
coins again.

The silver dirham is brick of silver weighing 16 pounds. It is worth 1/4 of a
silver talent, or 400 dinars. Dirhams are actually minted, although rarely seen by
common individuals. This was the Empress’s preferred form of payment when
collecting tribute from Threshold princes, and it is a useful store of value for
transactions on the national, prefectural, or city level. Note, however, that worth is
typically transferred in kegs of coins, not silver bars.

The silver dinar is a silver coin weighing 1/25th of a pound. They are ovoid with
milled edges. Dinars are frequently seen and used by individuals; however, their
worth is rather great for common transactions and so they are halved, quartered
and occasionally cut into eighths. The Guilds coins are scored to accommodate
quartering, while the strikings of Imperial clients tend to have unscored faces, and
generally lower strike quality. A dinar is the approximate monthly income of a
commoner house with two skilled working adults and active cottage industry, and
during times of economic security when food prices are stable, one dinar will pay
the monthly food cost of four adults (or three adults and two growing children)
with a little left over for necessities such as soap and lamp tallow.

The goal of the economy of the Threshold was plunder. The Empress allowed only rudimentary
economic development outside the Blessed Isle. The Threshold provided cash crop foodstuffs
and industrial raw materials. The tribute placed on it was a burden deliberately applied to the
princes of the region to stunt their growth. It was increased in times of plenty, and lessened in
times of hardship.

In addition, more direct means were employed to rob the Threshold and handicap it
economically. Development of any sort of secondary economy was greatly suppressed. Refining,
manufacturing, construction—were all kept as weak as possible. Over time, the Empress was
forced to accede to greater and greater degrees of economic development, particularly in the East
and South, where conditions were not so hostile to complex societies and economies. However,
enterprise was always a hard-fought battle for Threshold entrepreneurs and nationalists.

Now that the Empress is gone, the complex and expensive bureaucracy for assuring the
uniformity of struck coins has gone into eclipse. The various Houses are coming to
understandings with their clients in the Threshold about what acceptable levels of debasement
are, in exchange for payments from the Threshold despots and princes to their segment of the
Dynasty. Many Houses and satraps are taking massive cash payments out of the system, but at
the cost of the Realm’s future wealth. Future streams of silver coins offered in tribute to the
Scarlet Throne will be of highly uncertain value. For the Great Houses, this matters less than
which is mightiest when the test of power comes—the victor in the struggle for the throne will



have the spoils of the Realm to pay their bills, and the military might of the Imperial Manse to
wield if they choose to repudiate their debentures. In contrast, the Guild’s mints are adhering
strictly to the established standards for silver coinage, and avidly encourage the sentiment that
Imperial clients are terrible debasers.

Cowrie Shells and Stranger Things

In the West, the red cowrie shell is used as the standard unit of value—a ritual
currency that’s made the transition to trade currency under centuries of Guild and
Realm economic influence. The shells must be very fine to have much worth, and
are drilled and strung together in groups of 25, 50 or 100. These shells are not
much valued outside of the West, but in that region, they are valued at three silver
dirhams to the shell, or six shells per obol. The Empress did not accept the West’s
tribute in cowrie shells, but their use has allowed the West to retain a functional
means of exchange even as the Empress systematically stripped them of silver
coinage. It is for this reason that silver is given a favorable exchange rate, and
jade penalized.

Likewise, the Imperial prohibitions on the development of capital goods such as industrial works
and shipyards is waning. She saw them as a key measure in keeping Creation prostrate to her
will, as she always lacked the forces to occupy the entire Threshold. Her presumptive heirs see
policing her eccentric prohibitions as a vast drag on cash flow.

The onrushing Time of Tumult has let the cat out of the bag in terms of human economic
development in Creation. Assuming the wars of the Exalted don’t reduce human civilization to
ashes and broken stones, the long suppressed economic development of the Threshold has begun
an inevitable march toward fruition. It’s now obvious that the world will never be the same, and
the ambitious seek to make hay while the Imperial eclipse persists. The Realm is much
diminished, because the Threshold it once dominated has grown considerably since the
Empress’s departure.

To be clear, silver was not the only tribute that the Empress demanded from the Threshold, but
the means by which she extracted tribute of more practical value—troops, slaves, and rare and
exotic goods. Places with no material wealth to speak of paid her tribute in resources directly.
Places that had great wealth, she forced to mine jade for her, or to otherwise obtain jade offerings
to place before her throne. Jade, alongside the other Magical Materials, is the true coin of
Creation—both scarce and valuable. As in the Realm, the Empress used payment in that true coin
as a cudgel to punish those she wished to strip of their riches.

The Guild

Born less than a century after the Great Contagion, the Guild is the largest, most
powerful trade association under mortal control, and the most influential mortal-
run organization of any kind in Creation. This vast mercantile enterprise spans the
entire Threshold and extends tendrils to the world’s edges.

The Guild’s fleets and caravans tie Creation together. In cities and towns, Guild
businesses employ vendors, accountants, and artificers—as well as a rotating pool
of nonmember day laborers and slaves—while Guild wholesalers supply
foodstuffs, timber, ores, and other essentials of urban life. Caravans provide



nightly markets in the hinterlands, offering otherwise unavailable goods and
entertainments and wealth to the villages along their routes in exchange for
provisions.

But while the Guild’s efforts aid many of those under its umbrella, it is ultimately
an engine of profit, and it wrings all the wealth it can from the world. Many
Guildsmen deal in the “soft trade” of drugs and the “hard trade” of slaves; both
offer steady and sizable returns that draw new brokers no matter how many
slavers or drug dealers a hero might kill or drive off—the most daring Guild
slavers even barter with the Fair Folk in their gossamer palaces; there’s always a
market for their dead-eyed, soul-eaten, quietly obedient victims. Guild leaders
also use their economic influence as a weapon against rival mercantile interests—
and against city-states that interfere with profits.

Caravans and ships largely travel between hub cities—sites populous and
prosperous enough to make commerce profitable. In these places, merchants,
artisans, and clerks apply for Guild membership, paying dues in exchange for
access to an enormous network of contacts, talent, and information. Those of the
highest ranks—master artisans, the venture capitalists called factors, and the
wholesalers known as keeps—serve on the cities’ nine-member Guild Councils.

The wealthiest and most powerful Guildsmen jockey for election to the role of
hierarch. Meeting in the city of Nexus, the nine hierarchs of the secretive Guild
Directorate set policy for the entire organization. The Exalted rarely achieve such
heights, as Guild members resist placing the Chosen in position to use the
organization as a tool for personal ambition rather than profit.

Realm Economics

In contrast to the Threshold, where plunder economics rule the day, the Realm has a complex
financial system. The Realm’s monetary systems feature central banking, financial instruments
like bonds and equities, correspondent banking and the other trappings of an advanced trading
and manufacturing economy.

The primary feature of the Realm’s economics was that they operated at the behest of and for the
benefit of the Empress. All policies were set to either enrich her personally, or to control her
potential rivals by sapping their financial might while still giving them the wherewithal to labor
at her behest.

The Realm’s monetary system is bifurcated, with two circulating mediums of exchange. This is
done to codify economic discrimination. Most individuals—not just peasants and slaves but even
high ranking mortals—may legally have access only to a paper and copper-coin currency called
“cash.”

Dragon-Blooded and their assignees are permitted to transact business in “high” currency—
actual jade. Many controlled objects are freely available with no meaningful oversight by the
state, save that the price is by law quoted in jade, rather than cash. Slaves, chests of opium,
exotic sorcerous reagents, all can be bought from shopfronts or salons in the right part of town—
if one has access to the currency of the Dragon-Blooded. The Empress sold cash in exchange for
jade at favorable rates, using scrip to drain real wealth out of the economy.



The ability to purchase most items sold only for jade would not be worth much to the average
citizen of the Realm, as there is no way they would ever be able to afford a yasal crystal or the
lease on a manse. However, it is also used for making sure petty objects considered socially
dangerous never get far outside the control of the Dynasty. Addictive drugs, military weapons
and armor and the general materials of religious worship such as incense, votive candles and
sacrificial wine are all examples of items kept out of the reach of commoners by controlling the
currency they’re priced in.

The cash system and the jade system were both managed by separate bureaucracies within the
Dragon-Blooded state. The cash system was operated by the Empress’s Private Purse, while the
jade system was supervised by the Imperial Treasury. Payments in silver were strictly segregated
within the Bursar of Barbarian Tribute’s office. The resulting morass created massive duplication
of effort within the Realm’s state apparatus, which was precisely as the Empress desired it. It is
for this reason that, like many of the Realm’s institutions, the financial system has had difficulty
in its creator’s absence.

The Imperial Treasury is still relatively functional. It commands massive resources and the
currency within it—jade—is desired for its ability to be forged into war-gear and other miracles.
None wish to subvert it; all wish to control it so that it can be pillaged to arm their house in rare
splendor. If it is undone by the chaos of the Imperial civil war, its collapse will mark the finale of
the financial and economic milieu defined as the reign of the Empress.

On the other hand, the Imperial Purse is a much riper target for subversion. The controls on the
bureaucracy have remained relatively intact. Some wish to control its ability to issue new cash,
but these efforts have not yet gained traction because the massive reward of controlling the
Realm’s central bank is obvious. However, different houses have begun to offer their own scrips,
and the Purse lacks the authority or budget to suppress these alternative currencies.

They are all, for now, interchangeable, but the Houses are making a great show of favoring their
own currencies, offering discounts for payment with house scrip, and forcing its payees to accept
house scrip when they would have previously been paid in Imperial cash. Houses Ragara and
V’neef have been particularly successful at promulgating their own currencies, and have done a
good job keeping House Cynis’s scrip a voucher for drugs and sex rather than a serious currency
of exchange.

The Cash System

The cash system contains two coins and two paper notes. The coins are by far the
most popular—the worth of notes is somewhat high for common transactions, and
the depictive character of their decoration bothers devout Immaculates, who see
iconic art as idolatry inviting illicit worship.

The paper koku is worth 1/8th of a jade obol—the smallest coin in the Realm’s
formal jade coinage. A koku is worth 8 paper gian, 16 brown copper siu or 128
green copper yen. It is shot through with purple and gold threads that form the
image of a crane, and it bears the black and green imprint of eagles nesting on the
Imperial mountain. A koku is worth only slightly less than a silver dinar, and the
two are roughly interchangeable at the scale of common household finance.

The paper gian is a note worth 2 brown copper siu or 16 green copper yen. The
threads in this note form the image of a lion, rather than that of a crane. The gian



is printed with a black and red design depicting the skyline of the Imperial City. A
qian is a week’s wages for a skilled commoner.

The brown siu is worth 8 yen. It is halved and quartered. A siu is adequate return
for several days of labor by a skilled craftsman. The siu is struck from copper and
specially treated to make the copper take on a dark brown color.

The yen is the smallest coin struck by the Realm. Yen are halved, quartered and
divided into eighths. A yen is actually larger than a siu and struck from the same
copper, but it is chemically treated to be bright green straight through. Yen are
pierced so they are easily carried—you can keep your wallet on a long string. A
yen represents the day wages of an unskilled laborer doing work of no importance
and will buy about a day’s worth of food. An eighth of a yen will purchase several
beers or a jar of wine.

The Jade System

The Magical Materials represent what is truly precious to the Exalted. They are
essential to the enchantments by which the Exalted make their influence upon the
world more than a transient evanescence of their personal Essence. The Empress
adopted it as a currency with the open and deliberate intention of making herself
master of the Realm’s stocks of the material. In this she was largely successful.
Several of the houses have accumulated significant stocks of jade — particularly
Ragara, which uses it as the working capital for their banking operations.
However, even Ragara’s bankroll paled compared to the Treasury‘s hoard, which
totaled more than 50,000 talents.

A jade talent is the largest size measure of worth in the Imperial monetary
system. In theory, it’s a thin slab of jade weighing 68 pounds. Those cut by the
Imperial Treasury are engraved with a number and a seal, and etched on all
corners to defy shavers.

A talent is worth 8 bars, 64 minae, 128 shekels, or 1,024 obols. It’s worth noting
these values are for a ledger talent of jade—that is, a notional value of 1,024 obols
easier to keep track of than writing “1,024” repeatedly. While a ledger talent is
worth 8 jade bars, a true talent is worth 12 bars by weight—the difference is lost
as a talent is cut down into smaller denominations. The vast majority of the time,
the talent is a unit of account, used to represent large totals, rather than an actual
discreet unit of physical jade.

The presence of actual physical talents is not unknown at the highest levels of
Dragon-Blooded society, but they do not circulate commonly, both due to the
difficulty of transporting them and their enormous value. When manses are
constructed and need their interior geomantic structures fabricated, real talents are
the raw materials, and for this reason the Empress only allowed the striking of
physical talents from the finest and purest jade. Artificers and sorcerers who seek
to purchase uncut jade talents for use as raw material have to pay significantly
more than a ledger talent per block.

Reckoning its worth in Creation’s other monetary systems, a jade ledger talent is
worth 5 talents of silver (320 pounds) or 8,192 koku. In real terms, a talent is



sufficient to pay for 1 million man/days of unskilled labor, including all the
administrative expenses implied by such a huge payroll.

The bar is one-eighth of a talent of jade. It is traditionally scored to show how to
divide it into 8 minae, and those cut down from the Imperial Treasury are marked
with its crest and an identifying number.

The mina is one eighth of a bar. It is marked with a central scoring and sixteen
circles, describing how to split it into two shekels or how to carve sixteen obols
from it. Minae are circulated in large enough numbers that they do not bear an
identifying number, although those manufactured by the Treasury bear their crest,
as per normal.

A shekel is simply half a mina. It is almost always marked with an eight-circle
template that describes how to cut it down into obols. As implied by the marks, a
ledger mina is worth 8 obols. In ledger reckoning, a shekel is worth about 1/6th of
a silver dirham.

A clean, intact shekel is one of the most commonly seen forms of large
denomination jade currency, and they command significant premiums over their 8
obol face value, if the jade is of the right color and of uniformly fine quality. The
cutting-down process between shekel and obol is where the majority of the loss of
the powdered jade known as “Imperial bootblack” happens. This is a critical
material in the manufacture of magical weapons and armor, and comprises 1/3rd
the mass of the shekel-—many artifacts created during the Second Age are forged
from so-called “Jade-steel alloy” created by adding jade dust to molten steel and
cementing the alloying process with certain occult treatments.

An obol is the most commonly circulated form of formally recognized coinage
among the Dragon-Blooded. Obols struck by the Treasury are graven with one of
several emblems. There are many such coins that circulate, struck by individuals
outside the Realm, with irregular or whimsical markings.

The bit is an informal splitting of the obol into quarters to make it more
spendable. They are formally illegal for commoners to possess in the Realm, and
ownership of them is nominally discouraged among the Terrestrial Exalted, as
they have links to an ancient rebellion. This has done nothing to discourage their
circulation, and they represent a meaningful fraction of the circulating jade
coinage of the Realm—perhaps 40%. These 40% of the coins do a large amount
of the work, however. Even the Dragon-Blooded of the Dynasty are not rich
enough to throw whole full obols at their expenses casually.

The Threshold

The Threshold lies between the world’s edges and the Inland Sea which surrounds the Blessed
Isle. In the North, in emerald valleys between icy mounts, men and women build nations from
the scraps of empires past. In the East, they make their homes in great forests and fertile plains,
fighting the feuds of a hundred petty warlords. In the South, jeweled cities built on the backs of
impoverished millions spring from mediterranean hills and blistering deserts, and in the West,
trade routes stretch between great archipelagos and smaller island chains, guarding against
predacious pirates and aquatic mutants.



Across all four Directions mortals have built civilizations in the ruins of the First Age—at turns
fragile and hardy, savage and decadent—as they struggle to raise the tribute the Realm demands
and defend against the ever-hungry, world-unraveling Wyld.

The North

This is the cold, savage frontier. This is the harshest, most alien clime in all of Creation. Here the
alluring Winter Folk ride to the hunt on steeds whose hooves never break the snow-crust, driving
mortal prey to fearful death on bog and heath. Renegade gods stalk among coastal ports and
tundra-dwelling tribes, extorting worship with threats of violence or misfortune.

From the temperate southern coast’s pine scrub and prairie, the land grows ever more bitter as
one travels northward. Outside of city walls and village palisades, untamed wilderness stretches
beyond the horizon. Ghosts lure the living into trackless mires to steal their warmth and claim
their company in death. Wolves and tigers haunt vast boreal forests beneath curtains of rain, fog,
and snow. Whalers raise cairns to the spirits amid the scarlet sedges that drape the ocean’s edge.

Still farther north, beyond the deadly reefs of the White Sea, it’s said that neither people nor
cities can find purchase, and yet there are both. Ships skate across lakes and rivers of ice amid an
ocean of snow. Miners labor at the feet of miles-high impassable mountains, praying for riches.
And in the uttermost North, beyond those peaks, earth and sky meet in the infinite frozen depths
of the Pole of Air.

The Near North

Between the Inland and White Seas, the chill and isolation of the North meets the culture and
population of the world’s center. Even the satrapies along the Inland Sea, with their mellow
summers and fine harvests, suffer from long, cruel winters. The peoples of these shores trade
autonomy for security, bowing beneath ruinous taxes in exchange for protection from the ever-
present Northern raiders.

Farther inland, villages of wood and peat crowd close against gloomy cities whose rooftops are
thick with chimneys to keep out the chill. Folk huddle within damp, crumbling walls for warmth
and for protection from mortal raiders, hungry ghosts, and Fair Folk. Out on the moors, the
clangor of sword and shield echoes amid cold rain and fog, raitons circling by the hundreds
overhead.

Across the long winter months, aristocrats intrigue while serfs drink, brawl, and pray for spring.
But spring is also for war. Nomadic tribes and dispossessed raiders seize supplies from settled
peoples to endure the next winter. Those same settled peoples war against each other; one
hailstorm or harsh frost can bring famine, and any goods they seize from foreigners grants an
iota of security.

Other than force of arms—such as the might of the Realm’s legions or the power of the Lunar
Exalted—most Northern warriors and reavers respect only holy ground, for even they fear the
power of gods and ancestors. Northern divinities maintain a deadly grip on their worshipers, for
a settlement can be snuffed out by one failed harvest or dire wolf pack—or a winter without fire,
withheld by a vindictive god. Those who live beyond the bounds of civilization eke out a hungry,
terrified existence, lacking even the spirits’ dubious protection.

The greatest Northern cities shine like hothouse flowers amid these dreary climes. They draw
upon strange sorceries to ward off winter’s bite. Some warm and feed themselves through service



to the Scarlet Empire; others ally with warlords of the Silver Pact, or with spirits or stranger
entities. From these disparate seeds grow cultures mixing Realm thought and fashion, barbaric
culture and religion, and art and philosophy inspired by older, stranger epochs.

Near Northern Locales

The city of Fortitude is a scar on the face of the land. Once it was the mighty prison-fortress of
an ancient empire. Its rulers believed that criminality was inherited, and so it filled the prisons
with entire families of recidivists. That empire has long since fallen to dust, but the prison
remains, and has taken on a life of its own. Over centuries, the prison and the walls meant to
contain it expanded outward, while the tunneled wards beneath the surface spread like roots.

Fortitude is a place where the strongest and most ruthless rise to the top; where there is no law
but what the strong decree, where entire tribes of prisoners toil in darkness, harvesting valuable
plants and gems for the gangs that run the prison. The gangs in turn trade with the Realm and the
Guild for necessary imports.

Fortitude is a place where the darkness is worshiped, the winter is hated, and every man believes
he is cursed. It is a place where people are born believing that only their deaths can atone for
their lives, and that the only way to erase the stain of darkness on one’s soul is to lead a heroic
life and to die an immortal death.

Deep in the underground, deep down in the farthest-reaching mineshafts, there are tunnels carved
by no mortal man. Down in the black dust dwells the primal god of Fortitude. It is from this
being that they derive their fatalist religion. Once every few generations, the prison produces an
alliance of gangs that turn their gaze from controlling the prison to conquering neighboring
provinces, and they rampage across the region until the Realm or another power puts a stop to
them.

Prosper West stands on the western span of Skysong Bridge, a colossal First Age construction
whose central span collapsed centuries ago into the Amber River. A high wall at the mouth of the
span—which militia archers can quickly assemble to defend—shields the jumble of low
buildings that crowd the bridge’s imperishable pavement. Fishing lines dangle into the rushing
waters below, while ropes and pulleys raise lobster traps and coracles. Soldiers guard the
entrances to the bridge’s western tower where the city’s priest-lords make their abode.

A low ceremonial wall stands before the broken end of the western span. Looking eastward, over
the river and the thicketed eyot left by the central span’s collapse, one sees the rival city of
Prosper East, its buildings sending up the rich smoke of industry, its tower aglow with sorcerous
radiance.

The two cities war over the Camberlight, a hearthstone which once protected the entire bridge
from wind, weather, and misfortune. But with the Skysong sundered, the stone can only protect
one side or the other. Holding the stone for a generation has allowed the eastern city to flourish.
Meanwhile, Prosper West suffers and its people will give anything to one who might reclaim the
stone for them.

The allure of the miraculous White Elixir has infused new life and wealth into formerly stagnant
Grieve. Thirty thousand souls, mostly artisans, merchants and laborers, dwell within the
Northern port’s Shogunate-era walls. Over the generations, citizens have cannibalized the ruins
of the old city to reinforce Grieve’s wood and thatch buildings and to pave its streets. The city’s
famous tame lynxes strut proudly in yards and gardens, warding off vermin and trespassers alike;



their feral cousins prowl the city’s back alleys. Legend says that if the cats ever leave, Grieve
will fall.

Ships from a score of cities creak upon the docks where merchants trade wool, leather, and
metalware for all manner of foreign goods. This trade yields enough wealth for Grieve to pay
tribute to the nearby satrapy of Shale Strand, as well as to the seafaring Yarag people who would
otherwise raid—or even raze—the city for plunder, as they’ve done with other settlements in the
region.

Grievian savants first revealed the White Elixir just a few years ago. It is purported to grant a
macabre sort of immortality, preserving body and soul in the instant of death. Those of Grieve’s
richest citizens who have procured the Elixir are recognizable by their unusual pallor and the
parasols they employ to ward off the sun. Foreigners arrive in increasing numbers to purchase
immortality, trade in the Elixir’s reagents, or seek wealth in the city’s booming economy.

As a gift, the savants presented the Elixir to Grieve’s queen, Shield Glory. Gossips whisper that
the palace lynxes now hiss when she passes, and that she’s responsible for the recent deaths and
disappearances among her kin.

One thousand Immaculate temples gleam in the port city of Pneuma, their facades layered with
arabesques. Bells ring; prayer wheels spin; the drone of sutras fills the air. Crowds part to make
way for lines of monks as they pace from station to monastery to shrine, in an endless cycle of
devotions to the little gods of the North.

When postulants of the Immaculate Order enter Pneuma’s gates to begin their novitiate, they
pass monks departing for distant lands. Vartabeds contemplate the needs of the Order in high-
walled temple gardens; Order-run orphanages and workhouses accommodate hundreds of
invalids and charlatans. And the Wyld Hunt maintains a major outpost to launch expeditions
against the Anathema.

Pneuma’s greatest temple, the Nail of Truth, is a looming tower of blue-white marble that
overshadows the rest of the city. Carved from a single monolithic mass of stone, legend says that
Mela hurled it from the sky like a spear to crush an Anathema beneath it. The Nail is oft-limits to
mortal petitioners, for it’s there that Northern gods negotiate with Immaculate lamas over their
place in the Order’s calendar.

It is known that the Wyld Hunt maintains a prison beneath the Nail where captured Anathema are
held for transport to the Blessed Isle. It is said to be a place of inquisition and torture, where the
sutras of the Immaculate Dragons burn in the cursed flesh of the reviled, marking them as
unclean. What is not known is that the Sidereals have long used the Nail of Truth for the
processing and forceful recalibration of illegal Exigents.

The city also boasts the House of the Blue Wolf, one of the most illustrious schools of
magistracy in the world. The House has trained some of the greatest investigators the Realm has
ever known, and is a storehouse of forensic knowledge and techniques virtually unknown to the
rest of the world.

Throughout Medo’s long wet winters, rain lashes the brooding towers of the fortress-city of
Karasch at the eastern terminus of the Hasancea Wall. In the overcast gloom of the day, sentinels
clad in oiled hats and fur cloaks look out over tree-speckled hills, meadows, and valleys to row
after row of distant mountains. But in the blackness of the Medoan night, Karasch’s ancestor-



ghosts hold the wall in their phantom lamellar, the cold troubling them not at all, the rain passing
through them like fog.

For centuries, the nomadic Medoan tribes roved the lands around the Almaj Mountains, in the
shadows of three cyclopean walls—each hundreds of miles long, guarding against some
forgotten threat from the north and east—raised ages ago by the fallen Shogunate. Various short-
lived tribal alliances savaged the lands around them. Then the Touman Prince arose and united
all Medo under his banner. In a single generation, his armies forced all the lands within a
thousand miles—from Nariun and the Saltspire Cities to Damask and Laud—to submit to his
rule. But when the Touman Empire met the legions of the Realm, even Medo’s riders could not
overcome the might of the Dragon-Blooded.

Today, the finest young Medoan warriors submit to conscription as janissaries in the Realm’s
legions. Upon their return, they are honored for their service and respected for their experience,
but distrusted for their absorption of foreign notions and cosmopolitan attitudes. Only upon death
are they Medoan once more; the blaze from a warrior’s funeral lights up the hills as her clan
feeds sacrifices to the pyre and sings her praises.

Karasch is far from the center of Medo and the eye of the satrap. Even so, a small Realm
contingent remains garrisoned in a barbican at the city’s edge. Tomaj, Voivode of the Karaschin
Clan, fears that he will be shamed into calling upon the Realm for aid. The Karaschin ancestors,
who have always guarded the city from the horrors of Medo’s shadowlands, now prove unequal
to the task, with monsters creeping out of the Underworld to bedevil Toma;j’s people.

Horrors stalk the taiga beyond the marble battlements of Whitewall. To the north, where wooded
hills rise to the mountains, antlered Fair Folk princes ride down from their palaces to reap
mortals as slaves. To the south and east, where shadowlands pock the chill forests and icy plains,
hungry ghosts creep forth to devour the living.

Whitewall thrives despite these threats. While winters here are deadly bitter, the land is fertile
enough in its summer that surrounding orchards, farms, and pastures supply most of the city’s
food. The rest is imported from warmer climes by way of the Travelers’ Road, an avenue of
shining First Age material running hundreds of miles southward to the sea. Merchants travel the
road each summer to obtain the ores Whitewall mines from the nearby mountains and the fine
metalwork and jewelry produced in the city’s workshops.

The Syndics, triplet gods made of silver and ice, rule the city. Their magic infuses the walls,
holding supernatural enemies at bay. In accordance with an ancient pact the Syndics forged with
the Fair Folk and the undead, no being may harm another on the Travelers’ Road, guaranteeing
trade. The region surrounding Whitewall is barred to the walking dead and Fair Folk during the
day. At night, however, these creatures claim anyone found outside the walls. They can even
enter the city if they can persuade someone inside to grant permission, whether through bribery,
threats, or deceit. The Syndics, for their part, are sworn to set two dozen living people outside the
walls each year for the Fair Folk and the dead. Whenever possible, these are murderers and other
criminals, but when none such are available, they’re foreigners or dissenters against the Syndics’
rule.

Like any people living under siege, the folk of Whitewall are suspicious to outsiders, knowing as
they do that any visitor—indeed, anyone at all—has the power to unleash the horrors of the night
upon them. Repeat visitors receive a warmer reception once they’ve established trust. Only then



might one be welcomed into citizens’ homes, havens of firelit warmth lined with thick dark
tapestries and rugs.

The city’s enchanted walls restrict its expansion, so Whitewall has grown up rather than out.
Most buildings are stone constructions three to five stories high. Foreigners and the poor dwell
out by the walls, crammed into tiny rooms or sharing apartments with multiple families.
Meanwhile, the rich and powerful—including an ambassador and garrison from the distant
Realm, to which the city submits—own entire structures in the city’s center.

As a second line of defense against the supernatural, Whitewall maintains an order of monster-
hunters. Trained in the ways of the creatures of death and the Wyld, these guardians track down
monsters that stalk the city in secret, and lead the militia against more blatant incursions.

Lacking the city’s magical protections, other settlements within Whitewall’s sphere of influence
must struggle to survive. They hire monster hunters from Whitewall to deal with supernatural
threats—sometimes paying with food, at other times by providing labor in Whitewall’s farms and
mines. With more and more creatures coming forth from the shadowlands in recent years,
Whitewall’s monster hunters have been spread thin, and the city charges ever more. Resentment
festers among the surviving settlements, and youths from places denied Whitewall’s aid have
taken to flinging stones at travelers on the road—a transgression of the Syndics’ pact, violators of
which are to be fed to the creatures outside the walls.

Scholars pilgrimage to the Groaning Mountains to study the underground city Gethamane.
When the ancestors of its current inhabitants fled into the frozen wastes to escape the ravages of
plague and banditry that followed the Great Contagion, they found the city whole and
uninhabited. None know who built it; the glyphs that coil their way across the inner walls are in
no known tongue, and the only gods in the city are those the refugees brought.

Behind its gates, Gethamane has neither buildings nor streets. Instead, broad stone corridors
wind like veins through the mountainside, ceilings encrusted with luminous crystals, walls
engraved with strange sigils and images depicting long-extinct plants and beasts. Side passages
open to hundreds of irregular chambers. The smaller serve as residences; the larger used as
workshops for leatherworkers, sculptors, and engravers, or else as marketplaces, meeting halls,
or shrines to the refugee gods of the city’s people.

Gethamane’s people speak little in public. Each has two sets of garments—heavy fur-trimmed
leathers to wear outdoors, layered over the plain-cut colorful robes worn within the city. They
remain insular and wary of outsiders, and retain their ancestors’ deep-seated horror toward
disease and walking dead. Instead of burial or cremation, they give their corpses to the sunken
gardens in the deepest parts of the city, where beds of mushrooms lit by panes of glowing blue
glass offer up a bounty year round. They supplement this diet with meat and berries gathered on
the alpine heights outside, or with preserved food imported from afar.

Beneath the sunken gardens run the Underways. This web of slick black tunnels winds deeper
than any of the Gethamanese have ever charted, and their depths are home to all manner of
unknown creatures. The lords of Gethamane have walled up most of these entrances; the rest
they leave open so that scavengers may seek ancient magic and wealth, a few finds of which
have enriched the city considerably. Both open and sealed corridors are well guarded, for
monsters occasionally force their way through even the most secure barricades to drag victims
back down into the dark.



The city’s other mystery resides at its heights. The uppermost chambers contain three ancient
temples. The walls of these great rooms are inlaid with winged images made from gems and
precious stones, but they contain no altars to any known god or spirit. What they do hold is an
awe-inspiring presence without name or face.

Those who sleep in one of these temples are haunted by intense, disjointed dreams. Some find it
brings answers to their questions or meaning to their lives. Others find themselves called to
remain as acolytes. Members of this priesthood make offerings of flowers and animal blood,
draw weird, elaborate patterns across the temple walls and floors, and chant in a language even
they do not understand, filling the city’s high places with echoes. Those who reject the call go
mad, gibbering of horrors within the walls or beneath their own skin, or sinking into catatonia.

The Far North

On each dawn, shamans renegotiate tribal covenants with gods of animal herds. At twilight,
fisherfolk make offerings to watery spirits of the shore or the mad dream-folk who ride the cold
North wind. And expeditions from southerly civilizations labor through the night by the light of
whale-tallow lamps, mining for eldritch metals, gems, and relics of ancient cities frozen beneath
the ice.

Beyond the White Sea, the North’s cold and isolation meets the tribalism and exotic resources of
the world’s outer rim. Coastal tribes and trading towns cluster along the White Sea’s shores.
Inland, tundra gives way to the Great Ice. Here people are found only in pockets—oases of
warmth around volcanoes and hot springs, communities of igloos, or the huddled tents of
scavenger camps. Outside these enclaves dwell Wyld mutants and inhuman beasts—
skinchangers, monstrous insects made of ice, blue-skinned giants with brine for blood, and the
handmaidens of the Lover Clad in the Raiment of Tears.

So perilous are these barren lands that people brave the mad sorceries of First Age ruins for the
least scrap of security. They huddle amid the curse-haunted debris of Bagrash Kol’s fallen sky-
city, the glassy walls of the House Invisible, and the eternally smoldering embers of the Steeple
of White Fire, braving the twisting currents running through those places to escape the cold and
the dark. Desperate folk know they risk their immortal souls either way, for the Winter Folk
lairing in great mountain palaces and the ghosts forever wandering the great snow sea ride the
blizzards down to hunt men. Against these dangers, the shadows of such once-great places often
form the only shelter.

Far Northern Locales

Moonlit snow blankets the far Northwestern port Fajad. The whiteness mantles the high stony
places overlooking the bay and the docks far below; it drapes the minarets of the satrap’s palace
and the Grand Mosque; it gleams on the boughs of pine trees lining the city’s avenues and
clustered in its sprawling gardens. Amid the streets and bazaars, it’s trampled to gray slush. But
the heart of the city is free of snow and ice even in the deepest winter. There, steam wafts up
from the inn-flanked hot springs at the base of the great unscalable tower Aqadar’s Needle.

According to legend, the sorcerer Aqadar rode the Needle down from the stars to pierce the skull
of the behemoth Pyrevein. As a behemoth, Pyrevein could not easily die. It lies dormant beneath

the city, its blood warming the hot springs. But should Aqadar ever draw forth the Needle, legend
says the beast will wake, so even Fajad’s prince dares not contest the sorcerer’s whims.



Only the city’s priests speak openly against the sorcerer. The people of Fajad hold to the worship
of their ancestral gods—Amku of the Lunar Egg, Ugbal Storm-Arrows, Nir-Netari the
Underworld Sun—with fervor, and their clergy feel secure enough in their divine blessings to
denounce any impiety, whether Aqadar’s blasphemies or Immaculate doctrine.

Though Fajad stands poised at the edge of the known world, on the shore of the icy lands beyond
the White Sea, the Realm grips it tight. Northern ships stop in Fajad on their way to the fabled
Coral Archipelago. Immaculate monks also pass through to proselytize in the West, but Fajad’s
people are so firm in their religious beliefs that only seasoned Immaculates are allowed to
engage them.

The sorcerer Aqadar has hated the Scarlet Empire for longer than any mortal in Fajad has been
alive. The curses he pronounces against the Realm ring out from the Needle in a perverse echo of
the mosques’ call to prayer. Though the Wyld Hunt fells Lunar Exalted like dogs in the streets of
Fajad, any Lunar who can reach the pinnacle of the needle will be taught whatever sorcery
Agadar deems them capable of learning.

Across the North, herds of elk, bison, reindeer, and mammoth migrate from green-dappled taiga
to icy steppes, and the Icewalker tribes follow them. Each tribe pursues a specific beast, which
they train for riding and harvest for meat, leather, sinew, and bone, and whose great avatar they
take as their totem. While they treat other tribes with the same totem as siblings, they attack rival
totems’ tribes in lean times, slaughtering enemy warriors and animals alike. They have even less
regard for settled peoples, and while they willingly trade their valuables—ivory, furs, and the
like—for civilized goods, they raid unprotected settlements, massacring those who resist and
making pyramids of their severed heads.

A change has come across the Icewalkers in recent years. Formerly adversarial tribes have
banded together under a warlord known only as the Bull of the North. The Bull’s forces have
captured several cities on the White Sea coast with military precision. Reports suggest he
possesses personal supernatural power such as that commanded by the Exalted, and his assaults
are backed by spirits and sorcery.

The white-towered port of Tusk stands on the northern shore of Lake Longtail, one of the Fang
Lakes—cold freshwater bodies large as seas. When the lake freezes over, Tusk’s iceships ply its
frozen surface, while during the short Northern summer, airboats skim overhead.

Tusk belongs to the Haslanti League, a loose coalition of city-states united in profiting from the
ruins of the empire of Bagrash K&l—a mortal sorcerer who centuries ago dominated the
Northeast. From those ruins, Haslanti scholars have unlocked magics and technologies far
beyond their neighbors.

The people of many League cities, such as Icehome and Windcreche, descend from the Haslan
tribes called to rebel against Guild hegemony by the Lunar visionary Gerd Marrow-Eater. But
Tusk joined the alliance for political and economic reasons. Its people have always been
merchants and warriors. Their iceships raid villages at the edges of the Haslanti sphere; their
hunting parties attack Icewalker herds for meat, fur, and horn. Only the mammoth tribes are free
from interference, as the ancient Tuskers forged a pact with the god of those tribes that forbids
ever hunting mammoth again—or ever trading with the Guild. The oath was sworn on a massive
gold-chased ivory tusk which stands at the center of the city’s temple to its old gods.



The League has recently flexed its muscle, annexing nearby towns and raiding farther afield.
Neighboring cities worry over the prospect of a Haslanti empire; their military leaders mull over
defenses against airboat-borne Haslanti crossbowmen abseiling down behind city walls. But the
Haslanti are troubled by Tusk. The city’s people have intermarried widely with Icewalkers in the
wake of the pact, and some fear the city will open its gates to the Bull of the North.

High up in the uttermost Northern mountains stands the city Ascension. Few foreigners dream
that people could dwell here, well beyond the latitude of where most deem it possible to live.
From the city’s heights, one can look out from the rooftops upon the cloud-tangled, snow-blasted
peaks of lesser mountains sweeping off to the south. But Ascension doesn’t stand at the summit.
Farther up still reach the groaning glaciers, glittering moraines, hovering mountains, and endless
lightning-shot blizzards at the edge of the Pole of Air.

At this dizzying height, on the precipice of absolute zero, the city stands protected from the
endless winter by still-functional Solar artifice. High walls shut out the cold and wind so that
people need only plain woolen coats to walk the streets. Gnarled orchards tended by ancient
wood elementals offer year-round fruit harvests. Forgotten magic keeps the air warm and dense
at a height where, outside the city walls, travelers without proper gear can die of hypoxia or
edema within days or hours.

As grueling as it is to reach the base of these mountains, the actual climb to Ascension is all but
impossible. Few mortals can scale the mountain’s face, with its miles of sheer slopes, rotten ice,
avalanches, sinkholes, crevasses, and weird supernatural storms and beasts. Huge chain and
pulley systems run up the mountainside in stages. They haul people and equipment to Ascension,
beyond to the many mineshafts that pockmark the heights above the city, and they send ores and
precious minerals down to the mining-camp city Footstep at the mountain’s base.

Founded but a few centuries ago, Footstep is a haven for miners, explorers, gamblers, and
thieves. It is the last stop for any expedition’s needs—guides, supplies, drugs, prostitutes—before
heading up the mountain. Only a fraction of those travelers attempt to reach Ascension itself.
Most prefer to prospect among the poorer ores at breathable altitudes, to hunt for ice-tiger pelts,
to proselytize among the stormcry elementals, or to relieve returning adventurers of their wealth.

Of those who journey up to Ascension, most are never seen again. Many prefer to remain in the
city in the clouds rather than risk death on the long journey south across the mountains and ice.
Others perish while seeking their fortunes. Cold things live in the tunnels beneath the mountains,
hoarding weird ores in their underground cities, while jealous elementals haunt open-air mines
on the heights, snatching prospectors and carrying them off into the endless polar storm. And
some die more mundane deaths, slain by cold or anoxia—or by the mines’ guards during
attempts to steal the kingdom-toppling wealth of the magnates.

The Northeast

In the Northeast, the wintry isolation of the North meets the fecundity of the East. The Northern
tundra gives way to great boreal forests of pine, spruce, and larch, broken by bogs, rich river
valleys, and swaths of prairie. Hunter-gatherer tribes make camp in the sheltering shadows of the
ancestor-trees beneath whose roots they bury their dead, while tree-city dwellers throw prisoners
of war to hungry Fair Folk who haunt the forest floor.

Only in the last century have the urban cultures of the Threshold taken significant action to
harvest the Northeast’s resources. Loggers, miners, and farmers have established colonies



throughout the area. Some native peoples trade peacefully with the newcomers, while others
regularly raid settlements and caravans. All contest the region with wolves and feathered lizards,
soul-thieves and savage gods, and all manner of monsters born of the Wyld.

Northeastern Locales

The folk of the Gathering Sun tribes make pilgrimage across the wooded hills and tree-girt
prairies of the Northeast to visit the hilltop city Fade. Here they pass through fields of squash,
beans, and sunflowers to approach the city’s brightly painted stockade, its gates guarded by
braves bearing feather-tasseled lances. Within, they approach the Height of Light, the great
mound at the heart of the city where temple roofs gleam with bright metal. Citizens and pilgrims
alike pay homage to their people’s immortal protectors, the Men of Gold.

The legendary First Age Queen Helaku constructed one hundred golden automatons to guard her
descendants. Some were destroyed over the ages. Others have scattered across the region, as
each new Gathering Sun town houses a Man of Gold in its central temple. The rest remain here
in what was Helaku’s domain, not far from the curse-blasted ruins where she ruled. Most of her
descendants perished in the Contagion, and their lineage grew so thin thereafter that the Men of
Gold now recognize only a few families as Helaku’s descendants. These form the aristocracy of
the Gathering Sun tribes; the Men of Gold bless their young, heal their sick, and train them in
natural and magical lore.

A dozen slope-sided earthen mounds encircle the Height of Light. Atop these mounds stand the
lodges of Fade’s ruling shamans, the Shadowcasters. Here the shamans judge disputes, perform
minor divinations, cremate the dead, and offer up prayers to the city’s spirits and ancestors. More
significant rites—gathering sacred herbs, seeking prophecies in the stars, negotiating with spirit
courts—are undertaken out in the countryside, in henge-and-timber circles or sacred groves.

Less than a century ago, Gathering Sun families erected tent dwellings below the mounds when
their nomadic lives brought them to the sacred city. Now, a tangle of dirt streets winds through a
jumble of houses, markets, gardens, and game courts. Artisans weave patterned cloth, carve
soapstone pipes, hammer elaborate copper jewelry, and bake gorgeous pots shaped like human
heads. Warriors gather youngsters in practice yards to train with bow, club, and spear. Slaves—
prisoners of war from rival tribes and descendants thereof—tend to menial tasks.

But outlying settlements, weakened by famine and disease, have fallen to invaders from faraway
coastal lands. These foreigners, backed by warriors from rival tribes, march on the Gathering Sun
heartland. The Shadowcasters tell the people to take heart, for the Men of Gold have prophesied
that Queen Helaku has returned to the world. Soon, they say, she will come to Fade and lead the
Gathering Sun tribes to a great victory over foreign invaders and neighboring tribes alike.

Merchants on the Silver River do not stint on hiring mercenaries, for fear of the Linowan tribes.
These war bands supplement their hunter-gatherer lifestyle in the region’s rich forests and
prairies by raiding passing merchants, neighboring peoples, and other Linowan for plunder and
slaves. But the Linowan are not savages. Some emerge from their fortified islet-villages to trade
native wares—exotic hardwoods, woolen cloth, horn carvings—for metal tools and other goods.
Others hire themselves out as mercenaries or set themselves as rulers of conquered foreign
settlements.

The Linowan see excellence as the highest virtue. Noble rank goes to those who distinguish
themselves, whether as a hunter, weaver, dancer, or lorekeeper. Nobles gain such benefits as



ownership of slaves or, for the most accomplished, a magical mask. Shamans bind small gods
into these brightly painted masks to grant their wearers power, such as the bestial masks which
give their war leaders the speed of leopards and the strength of demons. The Linowan reserve
their harshest punishments for those who would steal such a mask—and for captives from the
tree-cities of Halta, whose long-ago despoiling of Linowan holy sites with redwood seedlings has
made the two peoples ancestral enemies.

The Linowan revere all manner of spirits, ranging from small gods and elementals—powers of
earth, leaf, bird, beast, wind, and wave—to the Unconquered Sun and his celestial tribe. Over the
past century, since the Realm established friendly ties with the Linowan through gifts and shows
of force, Immaculate missionaries have converted a handful of Linowan chieftains. Converted
tribes still worship their old gods, but they also press their heretical branch of the faith upon their
brethren—at times by persuasion, otherwise at spear’s point.

On a fortified island in the Silver River, Rubylak shines like blood against the greens and blues
of its surroundings. Every surface is built of polished Haltan redwood, carved with the faces of
men, women, beasts and gods. At night, they seem to shift in the torchlight as though alive. The
city is thick with temples and the palatial abodes of Linowan shamans and elders. Murals blaze
with brilliant colors; altars gleam gold.

Also called the Red City, it’s the Linowans’ most populous settlement and their greatest holy
place, where their legends say the Unconquered Sun gave their ancestors his blessing. None go
barefaced here, for this is the place of those Linowan who’ve earned their masks. Servants and
petitioners wear hoods of undyed cloth, faceless before their betters. Linowan come to the Red
City to seek wisdom and power from shamans and gods, to negotiate on neutral ground, and to
participate in the highest ceremonies of their people.

One woman presides, resplendent in her golden sun-mask: Arkasi, High Queen of the Linowan.
Once merely the cousin of a village chief, she has proved her worth—from risking her life to
protect a foreigner’s child from a bear to ending the blood feud between the Smokeless Fire and
White Branch clans, turning the sky goddess Tayanesca’s enmity to alliance, and personally
slaying over a hundred foes in battle. A haughty reserve mastered through a decade of rule
conceals her daring nature. With the Empress gone and the Houses free to act as they will, Arkasi
courts Dynasts from afar, bargaining for their support in crushing Halta once and for all.

Taller by far than the surrounding redwoods, the Oracle Tree looms at the heart of Chanta like a
living mountain. Its upper branches blot out the sun, massed evergreen foliage the size of a
sloop’s sail swaying in the wind. Paved avenues run along the backs of lower boughs, broad as a
city block and lined with long, low buildings. Other structures cluster upon the great wooden
platforms that ring the Oracle Tree’s trunk. Green-haired Haltans throng along precarious rope
bridges, uncaring of the distance to the forest canopy below.

The Oracle Tree is ancient. Its roots run far and deep. Its branches somehow touch the destinies
of the Northeastern peoples—Haltans, Linowans, and many others—recording their lives within
its rings. Haltans revere the tree, pressing their foreheads to its bark in respect and laying their
dead to rest on vulture-thronged sky burial platforms in the highest branches.

The tree is wise, and shares its wisdom with the city’s priests in entheogenic visions. But it is no
god. The city’s patron is Caltia the Eternal, goddess of the evergreen woods of the Northeast.
Spirits in her entourage visit her temples to accept homage and offer their blessings. Caltia



herself comes to Chanta every few years, her weeks-long visit marked by festivities, drinking,
dancing, and mock hunts through the city’s streets. The goddess calls the Oracle Tree brother,
and she descends beneath its roots to commune with its mysteries.

All the Northeastern peoples revere the tree—even the Linowan, who view it with awe and not a
little fear. The Linowan would seize Chanta if they could. But Halta long ago formed a pact with
the Fair Folk, granting the latter the forest floor while reserving the canopy to the Haltans, and
the Fair Folk prey upon intruders with relish. Distasteful as soul-eating may be, the Haltans deem
this just punishment for those who would invade their homes and kill their kin.

A sweet-smelling vapor known as pythein trickles at times from the Oracle Tree’s heartwood.
The gas has hallucinogenic properties, and the tree’s priests breathe deeply of it to obtain visions.
It is also lighter than air, and on those rare occasions when the priests predict large emissions of
pythein, it is gathered and stored for practical as well as prophetic purposes. Oil-paper balloons
swollen with pythein carry sky-barges laden with passengers and cargo between Chanta and
other Haltan settlements. Lighter, leaner gasbags support the dreaded Haltan war balloons.

With the westernmost Haltan settlements destroyed and Chanta open to attack, the Haltans have
accepted aid from Moon-Touched champions of nearby Osier against Linowan aggression—just
as the Realm has established ties with many Linowan chiefs. The battles between Halta and the
Linowan tribes are but a front in a larger war.

The East

The verdancy of spring pervades the East. All the vitality of the natural world finds fruition here,
from the crops and herds of the Scavenger Lands to wildernesses thick with untamed beasts and
spirits—and beyond, to the primeval forest of the Pole of Wood. In the wake of the Contagion,
the region’s political landscape has grown as tangled and thorny as its wilds. Like new forest
growth choking out the old, the East’s fractured states struggle with one another to thrive.

The Scavenger Lands

Carts laden with lumber, crops, and ore—escorted by soldiers to ward off bandits, wild beasts,
elementals, and foraging enemy troops—trundle past vine-draped ruins and haunted woodlands
to converge on the gaily-painted gates of market towns. Brown-water ships haul cargoes down
labyrinthine tributaries of the Yanaze River to the crowded cities of the Scavenger Lands. The
bustling alchemy of urban life turns grain to bread, lumber to houses, and ore to cups, statues,
horseshoes, and plowshares—and spears to fuel the endless wars of the East’s numberless
principalities.

This rich, populous realm has been a cradle of civilization since humanity’s dawn, and First Age
ruins still yield wealth to scavengers canny enough to master their perils. Folk of the Scavenger
Lands twice joined forces under the Dragon-Blooded soldiers of Lookshy to repel the Realm’s
legions, and by dint of magic, numbers, and tenacity, they prevailed—albeit at bloody cost.
Today they remain a thorn in the Dynasty’s side.

But without immediate external threat, the military powers of the Scavenger Lands turn against
one another. Queens and merchant princes drag their people into war over land, wealth, slaves,
glory, or spite. With each war’s end, refugees and unemployed soldiers become bandits and
mercenaries. Any thicket-flanked road or narrow defile may host ambush. This chaos offers
fertile soil for the strong, charismatic or clever—bounty hunters, scavengers, assassins and



thieves, thugs, pretenders, charlatans and swindlers—to rise above their station, winning coin or
crown sufficient to place heroes and petty gods at their call.

Scavenger Lands Locales

Under the eaves of a shadowland of leafless black trees stands the tomb-city Sijan. Here,
morticians in concealing gray and silver practice the funereal arts, taking the affluent dead of the
East and preparing them for burial. They know a thousand customs for embalming and
cremation, enshrouding and visitation, eulogy and procession, mourning and inhumation. But
their ultimate service lies on the other side of death, where their rites ensure the ghosts of the
deceased retain wealth and status. Because the treasures entombed in the necropoli of Sijan
attract grave robbers, they are protected by terrible traps and guardians—including the enslaved
spirits of those who thought to despoil them.

The Funereal Order of Righteous Morticians and Embalmers, also called the Morticians’ Order,
is comprised of three Observances. The Funerists perform burial rites and maintain the city’s
renowned libraries and museums. The Mortwrights prepare bodies for inhumation and construct
both the tombs that house them and the traps that secure their peace. Lastly, the Deadspeakers
commune with the deceased. This smallest of the three Observances discerns the wishes of the
intestate, negotiates with inadequately propitiated ghosts, and exorcises the most violent and
troublesome of the dead.

Other citizens toil to support the Order’s needs. They struggle to retain a sense of vitality in this
grim place with vivid garments, blazingly spicy cuisine, and raucous festivals. Romances
between the living and the dead are storied. Ghost-blooded offspring of such unions easily find
employment in the Order.

The Liminal Exalted have established an alliance with the city’s necrosurgeons, whose
laboratories they visit to acquire and exchange new limbs and organs. These surgeons see the
Liminals as a marvel and a wonder, beyond the reach of the city’s sciences and sorceries. Sijan’s
savants offer access to their supplies and services to any Liminal willing to permit inspection.

After the Great Contagion, the forefathers of Sijan used their princely wealth to found crusades
across Creation. They sent armies of exorcists and priests all across the world on a mission to
gather and burn the corpses of Contagion dead. Their actions have been widely recognized as
being a major factor in having saved Creation as a whole from sinking into the Underworld, and
ever since, Sijan has been defined by its stoic service to the living and the dead.

For its fame, Sijan has known patronage from as far away as the West and as close as the Scarlet
Empire. The Scavenger Lands has known no less than six occupations by Realm troops, and the
Empress has never once forced a garrison on the city. But since the fall of Thorns, many have
begun to look askance at the funerary mecca, fearing that the Order might ally itself with the
Mask of Winters.

Sometimes called Decadence or the City of Temples, Great Forks is one of the three greatest
cities of the River Province. Great Forks is a city of gods, and they have done their best to build
in it the aspect of Heaven. The fantastic wealth and power of Great Forks makes it second only to
Lookshy in raw military might, and though Nexus is an unparalleled economic juggernaut, Great
Forks is known as one of the richest cities in the world.



Centuries ago, three tribal deities founded the city at the juncture of the Yellow and Rolling
Rivers, where fertile soils support slave-worked plantations of marijuana and qat. The three still
rule today, at the head of a bureaucracy of a thousand temples.

The entire city is shot through with temples and shrines, monasteries, stupas, pagodas, and sacred
groves. The palaces of renowned celestial gods dominate the high hills of the city, while the
apartments of major terrestrial spirits top the temples that crowd at their feet. Countless little
gods and nameless spirits vie for favor and worship in the city’s warrens and recesses. Elemental
servitors lurk out of sight, ever-present, tending the city’s cracks and ducts, roads and fonts,
awaiting the call of the city’s gods. A handful of Fair Folk make their homes here along with
thousands of priests, monks, gurus, prophets, and charlatans, many of them by-blows of the
city’s spirits. Pilgrims and orgiasts throng at all hours amid the chanting, dancing, and feasting of
each day’s many festivals.

Above all, Great Forks is a place of heroes, where the blood of men and gods have mingled,
producing mighty races. Until it was devastated in the Battle of Mishaka, Great Forks boasted
one of the greatest fighting forces in the entire East. Though its levies have been shattered, the
gods of Great Forks have vowed to repair them, offering tax benefits and divine favor to
professional soldiers who sign long-term contracts with the state military.

With the return of the Exigence, heroes come to Great Forks from every corner of Creation to vie
for the Second Breath, while Exigents empowered elsewhere have followed to meet with their
own kind. The city’s triumvirate has offered patronage to these heroes, and the services they
perform in exchange gives the city new military and economic might—strength it will need to
confront the threat of the Deathlord, Mask of Winters.

The Realm city of Gloam is in the twilight of its illustrious history, and no one knows it. The city
stands on an island midway between Lookshy and the Blessed Isle, and has been a Realm port
almost as long as there has been a Realm. But now an invisible horror stalks the streets, and the
Dragon-Blooded of Gloam have become its victims.

The surrounding waters are alive with sails—fishing junks comb the waves while trading vessels
from a hundred cities converge on their way to distant ports. Few of the many crews that moor
their ships here realize the danger, but there is one clue that something is not right in this place—
a veritable graveyard of ships in the west harbor. Lashed down and permanently anchored,
hundreds of old trade vessels have become the dwellings of citizens who once lived in the city.
Close examination of these ships reveals their places of origin: Port Calin, Sijan, Chiaroscuro,
places farther and in-between. Ships for which there are no longer crews.

Though it does not realize it, the Scarlet Dynasty no longer controls Gloam. The seal of the
Anathema beneath the city was broken. An old crypt was opened, and inside there lay something
older than time. The worms in its breath have gnawed into the souls of the Dragon-Blooded of
Gloam, and they belong to it now.

Luckily, only a small contingent of Dynasts were here when the vault was opened. The rest were
drawn away by the impending war for the Scarlet Throne. The ones who remained now stalk the
city streets by night. Their hunger for breath sates the unnatural appetites of the The Thing
Below. They are its puppets, and their slavery has transformed their Exaltations. By day,
however, they enact whatever pretense is necessary to keep the Realm from ever suspecting the
darkness that has come to roost on its very doorstep.



The barbicans of Lookshy dominate the Yanaze’s mouth. As cargo vessels arrive along the great
river from the East or from the length and breadth of the Inland Sea, the massive chains running
between the city’s monolithic First Age breakwaters are lowered to allow passage. Even the
largest ships on Lookshy’s crowded docks seem diminished by the walls looming over the Lower
City’s wharves, warehouses, and travelers’ inns. Switchback roads lead up to the even more
imposing Upper City, its towers topped with firedust cannons, the disciplined soldiers patrolling
its battlements led by Dragon-Blooded champions ablaze with jade.

Lookshy traces its history back before the birth of the Realm, to the Dragon-Blooded Shogunate
—that roaring cavalcade of feuding, backbiting elemental dynasties that ruled the world after the
First Age’s fall. Its ruling gentes proclaim themselves descendants of shoguns, daimyos, and
lesser officials from that bygone era. In the wake of the Great Contagion, the Shogunate’s
Seventh Legion established a military camp in the plague-shattered city of Deheleshen. That was
the seed of Lookshy, and the city-state has since grown into the pre-eminent military power of
the Scavenger Lands.

The General Staff, a hereditary oligarchy established by the staff officers of Seventh Legion
commander General Nevfarin, remember their martial roots. Lookshy’s architecture focuses
sharply on defense. Structures are fortified and crenelated. Each of the city’s districts stands
higher on the promontory than the one before, with its own walls and towers garrisoned with
troops and laden with military machinery. Visitors have little status in Lookshy and cannot enter
the Upper City without authorization. Even the helots—a hereditary serf caste of farmers and
laborers who comprise most of the city’s population—hold higher standing. Above helots stand
citizens, freedmen from whom the city’s officer corps is drawn. But the highest rank is soldier,
and even citizens stand aside when a helot man-at-arms passes.

Lookshy husbands its First Age legacy carefully. Artisans pass on methods for crafting
exceptional swords and woodblock prints, warships and netsuke; armsmasters practice
techniques developed by long-dead Exalted heroes; scholars maintain a library of battle magics
at the Valkhawsen Academy of Sorcery. Vaults beneath the Lookshy Manse contain the city’s
dwindling store of First Age weapons—artifacts of dreadful power preserved against a time of
desperate need. And the Dragon-Blooded gentes arrange marriages carefully to ensure their
bloodlines do not grow too thin.

Throughout its history, Lookshy has served as the foundation of the Scavenger Lands’ defenses.
Its troops garrison weaker cities in strategic areas, offering stability to a politically volatile region
—often at great expense to Lookshy itself. Despite the General Staff’s periodically high-handed
tactics and its demands for political and economic concessions, neighboring states welcome the
Seventh Legion’s unstinting efforts to safeguard the region’s independence from foreign powers.
But now, more forces converge on the Scavenger Lands than ever before. The Realm’s Great
Houses seek new satrapies along the Yanaze; Lunar warlords march armies into the Threshold;
the Mask of Winters tests the region’s defenses with military incursions. Lookshy begins to
withdraw its forces from allied states to defend its own walls. In doing so, it opens the region to
civil war and invasion.

A thousand miles south of Lookshy, past a score of nations, city-states, and tribes, stands the
fallen city Thorns. Once this was a green and vibrant domain, its bazaars bustling with
merchants and glittering with goods from across Creation, its tree-lined avenues framing the
gilded minarets and onion domes of palaces and temples. Poets in basement teashops and



aristocratic boudoirs sang of love, both shared and unrequited; philosophers addressed their
disciples beneath vine-drenched pergolas, extolling the virtues of honesty, charity, humility and
forgiveness.

Now a black miasma boils up around the city, obscuring the gray fields, the leafless trees, and the
grotesque foothills that rise, bloated and repellent, outside her walls. But they are not hills. These
ragged slopes are mounds of rotten flesh; that promontory an elbow, those gorges the gaps
between fingers like fallen spires. Thorns is now a shadowland, its panorama dominated by the
vast and terrible undead giant called Juggernaut which slumps supine outside the city gates, from
between whose shoulders rises the osseous castle of the Deathlord Mask of Winters.

Many of Thorns’ people died or fled when the Mask conquered the city seven years ago. But
over ten thousand remain. Some are trapped by poverty, sickness, or fear of worse perils
elsewhere. Others find profit in the new order as servants, soldiers, informants, or thugs. But
most are simply Thornsfolk through and through. They would rather struggle for a place in their
homeland—whether by rebuilding their old lives or joining the insurgency—than seek their
future in foreign realms.

These hardy people share their city with the dead. Some are Thorns’ ancestral ghosts, walking
the streets alongside their descendants. Others are refugees from foreign Underworld realms or
servants of the Mask. All pretend that life in the penumbra of the dead is right and normal. To say
otherwise has been forbidden by the Mask’s regent, the blind deathknight Red Iron Rebuke, who
has announced himself as the long-lost elder brother of the last Autocrat and the rightful heir to
the throne.

Awnings of brilliant red cloth shade the avenues of Jiara from the sun. Chattering waterbearers
move to and from wells, bearing vases calligraphed with prayers to the gods of water. A hubbub
rises from marketplaces thick with merchants’ stalls, where buyers weave along narrow paths
between baskets of heady-scented spices and heaps of jewel-bright fruit. The clangor of steel
rises from open-air temples to the Essence of Fire as sword-dancers venerate the divine through
their art. But these city noises fall silent as soldiers pass—pale Medoan janissaries with sweat
dripping down their moustaches, shifty-eyed mercenaries, and Realm legionnaires in service to
House Mnemon.

The city-state of Jiara is the capital of the Jiaran Domain. Situated upon a high plateau, it stands
at a conflux of roads, rivers, and bridges that gives access to the River Province and the rest of
the Scavenger Lands, as well as the jungles between the Gray River and the Summer Mountains.
The valleys of the Justice and Ondessics Rivers offer rich farmland and pasturage, while the
surrounding mountains supply copper, iron, precious metals, and gemstones.

Mnemon holds Jiara. The palace-strewn acropolis called the Artahunara, once home to House
Khidara—1Jiara’s royal family—now hosts a puppet prince and his Dragon-Blooded masters. In
and around the city below, military encampments stand packed with Mnemon’s forces. Her
House soldiers are backed with mercenary units, masses of conscripts from other satrapies, and
the forces of Jiaran princelings who have rebelled against House Khidara. Many soldiers have
been billeted in the houses of suspected Khidara loyalists to watch for resistance activities.

Jiara’s neighbors shed few tears over this indignity. Though Jiaran culture has much to
recommend it—a reverence for truth and honesty, loyalty to their old gods of fire and water
despite the best efforts of the Immaculates, broad proscriptions against many forms of slavery—



the state has a history of raiding neighboring cities and hill tribes, or demanding tribute for
forbearing. Jiaran soldiers are feared and respected for their skill at arms, much of it drawn from
their training in the ritual sword dance. For centuries, these soldiers formed an auxiliary to the
Realm’s legions. Now their skills trouble the Mnemon garrison as rebellion ferments amid the
Jiaran countryside.

A year ago, the heir to House Khidara abandoned the capital to raise revolt. Her forces—a mix of
mercenaries, Jiaran loyalists, and the royal guard—now occupy the lesser Jiaran cities of Daric,
Naathul, and Parapet. Other settlements and states in the region set old resentment aside, seeing
the uprising as a symbol of rebellion against the Realm. Mnemon’s interest is more personal. The
other Houses will take failure here as a sign of weakness, at a time when they could tear her
House apart if they smell blood in the water.

The River Province

Some speak of the River Province as coterminous with the Scavenger Lands. In
fact, it describes that particularly rich and populous expanse surrounding the
Yanaze, stretching from Sijan to Thorns, Lookshy to Great Forks.

Thronging like a mass of anthills, the city Nexus sprawls at the juncture of the Yellow and Gray
Rivers where they feed the swollen Yanaze. Built on, around and under the ruins of a city older
than the Exalted, the modern and ancient cities intertwine. Irimoya-roofed shrines and teahouses
with elegant rice paper doors stand cheek-by-jowl with brick warehouses and shantytown shacks.
Leonine gargoyles leer from the cornices of stone facades scarred by scavengers’ chisels and
sorcerous fires, while strings of paper lanterns blaze over the brightly colored awnings of the
city’s bazaars and the meandering length of the blue light district. Beneath it all, underground
districts have been tunneled from the bedrock, full of “sunless folk” who rarely see the sky.

Though primitive by the standards of the Imperial City or Lookshy, Nexus’s homegrown
technology—fed by mercantile wealth and scavenged lore—outpaces that of its rivals throughout
the Scavenger Lands. Blast furnaces light up the night like roaring, bloody suns; trip hammers
crash on hot metal with the clangor of sword on shield; windmills and waterwheels groan like
dying men; ventilation fans howl like banshees as they send wind through the undercity. The
ground vibrates with the rumble of elevators and pulley-cars. Tons of finished goods pour out of
Nexus’s workshops every day, to be purchased in bulk lots at the city’s markets and carried off
by caravans and ships to every corner of Creation.

Though slavery is illegal in Nexus, backbreaking labor for a pittance is all that most can hope
for. Work gangs labor beneath the whip to haul cargoes between docks and warehouses. Elephant
and yeddim drovers risk crushing by their own beasts, whose power they harness to lift the city’s
massive gates or to raise drawbridges so cargo vessels can pass. The elderly eke out a precarious
living selling goods in thief-ridden marketplaces, while youths sell their bodies in brothels and

alleyways.

Just as industry drives the engines of Nexus, it also poisons and pollutes. Tanners, alchemists,
and ironmongers fill the air with stench, smog, and soot—coal ash drifts down like snow, while
the effluent from their workings taints the rivers. Trash and sewage blacken the Yellow River
downstream; bathing is unsafe, and those with no other potable water boil it three times before
drinking. With the city’s First Age dams damaged and derelict, spring floods deluge the city’s



lower districts. Some neighborhoods never dry out, so that citizens float their homes on rafts
along canal-streets.

The wealthy live in a city apart from this muck. Their homes stand in hilltop districts. Pulley-cars
draw citizens and their goods up to the heights, where household guards keep order around their
masters’ estates.

Nexus is central to the Guild and Eastern commerce. No princes rule here. Official power rests in
the hands of the understated bureaucracy of the so-called Council of Entities and the deadly
wonderworking of the mysterious, masked Emissary. There are no modern codes of law and
precedent, only edicts propounded by Councilors and administered by Council-paid mercenaries
and the Emissary’s inscrutable whim. In practice, real power lies in the greedy hands of wealthy
merchants, captains of industry, priesthoods, guilds, and street gangs. Their rules are enforced
not by uniformed soldiers, but by legbreaking thugs and knives in the night.

The Dogma

Six unchanging edicts—the Dogma—demonstrate the principles by which Nexus
is ruled. These are taught to all citizens and inscribed prominently in public
places. Like all edicts of the Council of Entities, they are subject to interpretation,
but those who attempt to weasel their way around the spirit of the Dogma
inevitably suffer the attentions of the Emissary.

* No taxes shall be raised, save by the Council.

* None shall obstruct trade.

* None shall bring an army into Nexus.

* No one shall commit wanton violence.

* None may falsely claim the Council’s name or sanction.
* None shall harbor a fugitive from the Council’s wrath.

The great marble dome of the Council of the Concordat looms over the port city Marita. In its
shadow gather manors, shops, embassies, teahouses, and sprawling docks where ships from a
dozen beleaguered republics, a score of merchant houses, and a hundred petty dynasties disgorge
ambassadors and their trains.

Two centuries ago, Marita was an insignificant market town. Then the nations of the Scavenger
Lands almost succumbed to a Fair Folk invasion. In place of their former network of alliances,
the survivors forged a new coalition, the Confederation of Rivers, to coordinate defenses against
outside threats and to deliberate matters of state. Marita’s central location and political neutrality
made it an ideal meeting place for the Confederation’s representatives.

Since then, catering to the needs and desires of wealthy Councilors—building summer palaces;
securing supplies for feasts, festivals, and sacrifices; provisioning barges, courier boats, and
councilors’ yachts; feeding and housing courtiers, guards, servants, and slaves—has swollen
Marita into a wealthy city of merchants and procurers. The Council itself is largely powerless,
having no means by which to enforce its rulings. It serves nonetheless the Scavenger Lands’
powers as a venue for negotiation and espionage.

Even among the countless vessels thronging Marita’s wharves, with their bestiary of figureheads
and their kaleidoscope of pennants, a handful of ships stand out. The ebon-sailed junk of the



Mask of Winters’ emissary, there to buy allies for her master with promises of power and threats
of destruction; a grim barge packed with refugees from Kardev, fleeing the sorcerer who slew
their ruling dynasty and swathed the city in night; a jade-crusted galley conveying an envoy from
House Ragara, rumored to be in negotiations to buy title to an entire city-state; and a barge that is
a single living flower, home to a pantheon of far Eastern gods dispossessed by the Lunar warlord
Eyes-Like-Knives.

Strange ships are not so strange here. New wonders arrive in Marita each day seeking the
Council’s aid. They are almost always disappointed by its ineffectuality, and have little choice
but to return empty-handed—unless they accept offers from other quarters, whether that be
individual ambassadors, swindling pretenders, or would-be heroes.

As one heads farther east, the polities of the western Scavenger Lands give way to the morass of
principalities called the Hundred Kingdoms. A hundred foreign powers have conquered the
region over the centuries; a hundred minor empires have risen and fallen. From the rich soil of
this history has grown a riotous garden of cultures, aesthetics and governments. Here power lies
fragmented across city-states, petty tyrannies, theocracies, communes, and other political
structures all couched amid mountains, forests, steep river valleys, marshes, and heaths—terrain
too wild to easily tame but too rich to ignore.

Many statelets claim legitimacy from the fallen Dragon-Blooded Shogunate through descent
from governors and exarchs of the ancient provinces of Laris and Velen. Others trace authority
back to different sources, or assert power on the basis of popular will, magic, or spear’s point.
Some of the stronger states, such as tree-girt Rake, mountainous Trimrode, lake-dotted Spandrel,
and swampy Mire confer regularly on political and military matters, and in times of crisis a
cluster of kingdoms may elect one of their number as dictator for the duration. But these are
temporary pauses in an ongoing struggle by the region’s princes to accumulate power at the
expense of their neighbors and citizens.

Of all the cities of Vaneha—that rich mountainous country in the triangle between the Yellow
and Maruto rivers—the capital city of Jibei is the most beautiful and most storied. It is the City
of the Sword, home to the Imperial Daiklave that legitimizes the rule of Sword Prince Gensuji.
Vaneha’s finest warriors and weaponsmiths—ranked among the best in the world—Ilive and labor
here at the Sword Prince’s command. This is a land arrayed by clans, and so long as Gensuji
holds members of each clan’s ruling family hostage, he is its master.

The city of Jibei spreads downhill from the Sword Prince’s dragon-backed manse, its winding
avenues lined with dogwood and weeping cherry. Hedgerows and elegant gardens encircle the
manors of the clan lords; these mute the rasp of carpenters’ saws, grunts and kiais of sparring
warriors, and bustle of merchants trading at the markets for swords, fish, rice, and jade. From
balconies one may watch clouds of birds rise above the marshes encircling Agate Lake—beneath
whose waters divers extract from drowned mines the sacred metal used in Vanehan bladecraft—
or see waterfalls cascading down from the sacred mountain Ama-ni-Traya, the enormous forested
peak that Vaneha’s people call the center of the world.

Ama-ni-Traya is a site of enormous geomantic potency. Elemental energies surge through its
stones; disembodied souls ebb and flow around it in great tides. Of those manses raised by the
Solars along its flanks, those which did not fall into ruin at the end of the First Age were claimed
by the Grand Eastern Court of Earthly Spirits. This assembly of terrestrial gods and elementals,
which once blessed Vaneha’s people with their gifts, was overthrown by the Ninety-Nine Stars, a



coterie of celestial gods who sought Ama-ni-Traya’s power. The old powers found refuge
elsewhere—the fiery goddess Tsuruki-Muri in her cloud palace, the dragon Tamarind Fang atop
the mountain named Dawn’s Anvil, the monstrous fish-spirit Dai-Kiga beneath Agate Lake.

To hold off the jungle tribes that raid from the Far East, Vanehan laborers expand and extend the
Great Palisade, a wall of sharpened boles running for hundreds of miles along the realm’s eastern
edge. Keeping the tribes at bay allows Vaneha’s warriors to focus their efforts on a more
profitable opponent: the Hundred Kingdoms. Vaneha’s people have invaded that region many
times before, even ruled it in the past as a conquering power. Now the Sword Prince raises the
Imperial Daiklave to direct the clans northward once more.

Caravans laden with tea, spices, incense, tin, jade, and other treasures wind their way across
jungle, mountain and swamp following the Great Southeastern Way—a braid of trade routes
linking the Scavenger Lands to forest-strangled Ixcoatli and the wealthy states of the Dreaming
Sea. Several cities sit astride the Way; one such is Nechara, among the Serpoletic city-states
gathered between the Maruto and Sandy Rivers. The cities of Serpolet sometimes fight one
another and sometimes ally against foreign powers; each has been at times the conqueror or the
conquered.

As a trade city, Nechara blends peoples and cultures of the Scavenger Lands and the Southeast.
Its architecture is a glorious melange of minarets, gable-roofed houses, and stepped-pyramid
temples; its bazaars and caravanserais throng with foreign merchants. Like his predecessors,
Prince Shule of Nechara invests much of the city’s wealth in public works—magnificent gardens
redolent with flowers, carved limestone stelae depicting gods and princes, high city walls, and
paved roads linking the city to its peers.

Shule’s eyes are huge and golden; they possess a hypnotic power to mesmerize the unwary. He
inherits it from his mother, Ula-Erva, Owl Queen of the East. Serpolet’s noble families have
traditionally sought supernatural surrogates—gods, elementals, ghosts, Fair Folk, and stranger
entities—to infuse their bloodlines with Essence. Some employ their inherited magics to heal and
inspire, to enhance crops, to slay monsters and break invading armies. Others use them to
manipulate or oppress their people, or barter with foreign states for glory or gain.

But supernatural surrogates often demand high prices for heredity, from prayer or jade to specific
services or rarities. To meet these bargains, nobles indebt themselves to outside agencies, from
mercantile factions such as the Guild to occult organizations like the House of Thirty Seals—an
academy of demonology in distant Nathir. These foreign groups have leveraged such debts and
their own influence over local spirits to gain influence within Serpolet’s governments.

The most immediate threat to Nechara is military rather than political. The Broken Horn tribe, a
people infused with Lunar blood, have harassed the Serpoletic city-states for centuries, attacking
settlements and mercantile traffic along the Great Southeastern Way. Aside from their overall
goal of undercutting the Realm by tearing up key Threshold societies, the Lunars behind the
Broken Horns are eager to get hold of Serpolet’s genealogical records. Moon-Touched warriors
have stepped up their attacks since the Empress disappeared, and many fear Nechara and its
sister cities will fall.

The Far East

At the world’s Eastern edge, the varied terrain of the Scavenger Lands gives way to denser
woods thronging with animals, feral spirits, and the endless riches of the Pole of Wood. Humans



form just one thread in the forest’s tapestry of life. Hunter-gatherer tribes migrate betwixt rivers
and lakes, warring with neighbors or trading poisons and medicines, pelts and amber. Their
shamans bargain with the spirits, offering prayers and sacrifices for blessings upon trail, canoe,
net, spear, hand, and womb.

The wealth of these lands has not gone unnoticed by the mercantile concerns of the Scavenger
Lands—or those sophisticated Lunar domains lodged amid the uttermost East. At Guild trading
posts, tribesmen with wolf’s eyes and leaf-green hair exchange rare herbs and weird goods for
metal tools and ornaments. Loggers and poachers battle walking trees, ink monkeys, and
beastmen to harvest precious hardwoods and furs; beastmasters seek eggs and cubs from bizarre
forest creatures; scavenger bands burn miles of jungle to loot overgrown First Age ruins.

Far Eastern Locales

Vines and mosses drape every fagade of the lost city Quiverch, so that its cracked towers
resemble nothing more than overgrown redwood stumps. Scavengers seek out this ruin for fabled
wealth, as it was known in a former age as the City of Jade. But no mortal adventurer has ever
returned, for despite its appearance, the city is not abandoned.

Between the aberrant local Essence and their own alchemy, the people of Quiverch have mutated
over the millennia. Now they appear as weirdly tall and lean albinos with slitted crimson eyes
and needle-sharp teeth. Jade rings glitter on their fingers, while their hair and garments are strung
with beads of jade and bone.

The Quiverchi are descended from the city’s First Age masters. Though many of their old
sciences are lost—the city’s flying machines molder in their hangars, and the great subterranean
engines that provided light and heat are stilled—they retain a grasp of certain ancient magics.
Fireflies grown to the size of dogs illuminate the laboratories where they manufacture salves of
miraculous healing power, incurable poisons, and drugs that can enslave a mortal’s will.

The elders of Quiverch are centuries old, sustained by a unique anagathic compound that
requires mortal brains and marrow. Though they maintain a stable of slaves from which to
harvest these substances, the Quiverchi assure their supply by raiding nearby forest tribes for
captives to bring back to their laboratories.

In the uttermost East, beyond the city-states of Serpolet and fungus-ravaged Elytrum, stand the
mounds and ziggurats of Izahuaca—the capital of Ixcoatli, the Empire of the Winged Serpent.

Travelers from dozens of tributaries and client states, from half-civilized tribes to ancient cities,
make their way to the shores of Lake Achpilli. Merchants and pilgrims, nobles and vagabonds
pass through the iron gates of [zahuaca’s ivy-bearded wooden walls under the eyes of serpentfolk
soldiers and their raitonfolk sergeants, clad in bronze breastplates etched with Old Realm glyphs,
their faces concealed behind masks of jade.

Ages ago, the serpentfolk—a people of great builders, administrators and soldiers—battled the

raitonfolk’s scholarly warrior-priests across a thousand miles of forest, beyond the attention or

interest of the Dragon-Blooded shoguns. Then the Contagion all but exterminated the feathered
tribes, and the flood of Fair Folk that followed razed the cities of the serpentfolk to the ground

and slaughtered most of their gods.

Years later, the serpentfolk encountered the surviving raiton clans. Rather than exterminate them,
the serpentfolk accepted the remaining raitonfolk into their ranks. While the libraries of the



serpents had burned during the advance of the Fair Folk, the raitonfolk preserved scrolls, books,
and song dealing with the shared history of the two peoples, making their lore indispensable.

The serpentfolk still overwhelmingly dominate modern Ixcoatli in terms of population.
Meanwhile, the raitonfolk occupy an enshrined position in the nation's caste system—priests,
scholars, military officers and occasionally assassins, their collective cultural wing is the
theomilitary.

With Fair Folk stirring again and a general wind of chaos blowing through Creation, the empire
has had more and more trouble keeping the tribute channels moving and administrating its
outlying holdings. But their traditions press them to continue expanding and to cast about for
new potential conquests.

The Southeast

The lands beyond the Summer Mountains mingle the fertility of the East with the riches of the
South. This is a realm of tangled trees and wild beasts, girded by ape-ruled jungles and savannas
lorded over by lions. Civilization seethes furiously around the cauldron of the Dreaming Sea—an
ocean extending from the edge of the world, its depths teeming with fish, elementals, and things
of the Wyld. The land is equally abundant, yielding a great wealth of crops, spices, precious
metals, ivory and gems to bedeck the temples of Southeastern gods and the palaces of rajahs and
ranis.

Empires burgeon across the Southeast, absorbing dozens of formerly independent city-states.
Meanwhile, puissant gods spread their cults and influence, while Fair Folk reavers in ships of
glass and iridescent chitin carry mortals by the hundreds to their courts on island citadels or
beneath the waters of the Dreaming Sea.

Eastward, the sea grows wilder and weirder. Colored fires play upon the surface, while all
manner of beasts monstrous and grotesque cavort beneath the waves. Where brightly burning
empires give way to the embers of ancient civilizations are found such places as the sea-canyon
city of Haven, whose tangle of crisscrossing bridges leads to halls and chambers carved into the
walls over the course of ten thousand years; the calcareous island fortress of Shinjok, where the
prehuman Backbenders warp human thralls into their own image through gruesome spinal
surgery; and the ominous basalt towers of Dis, home to a primordial race of flesh-eating gigantes
who enslave men and beasts alike with sorcery and soulgems. But age is no defense against
ambition, and soon the young empires of the Southeast will cross blades with these elder powers.

Southeastern Locales

The city Kamthahar, capital of the empire of Prasad, is starkly divided by caste. One may
discern each citizen’s caste and clan by color and cut of clothing, by profession and diet, by who
stands aside for those of higher caste to pass along the ancient metropolis’s mazy side streets.
Each clan maintains its own walled compound within the city. Untouchables and other low-caste
clans dwell in squalor at city’s edge. Closer to the center, the manors of high-caste clans tower
amid encircling gardens, their facades engraved with elaborate imagery. At Kamthahar’s heart
rise the palatial compounds of the Dragon Caste, dominated by the twin fortresses of Clans
Burano and Ophris. There the city’s Dragon-Blooded princes dwell in splendor, lounging in
silken finery or accoutering themselves for war with dragon helms and daiklaves of jade. This is
the farthest-flung of the Realm’s satrapies, and in many ways the most glorious. And yet most of
these Dynasts have never set foot upon the Blessed Isle.



In the First Age, Prasad’s noble families carried the bloodline of the earth dragon Brazen
Guardian. They used their gifts to protect their people from the worst of the Contagion and the
attacks of the Fair Folk. A century later, just as the region was beginning to recover, a pair of
early Realm legions under the now-defunct Houses Burano and Ophris marched down the
Vaniwayan River to conquer Prasad for its legendary wealth of jade, precious metals, gems,
spices and magic. Remaining to maintain control of the region, the legionnaires intermarried
with the ruling Dragon Clan. Though their descendants still send an annual tribute to the Blessed
Isle—extracted from Prasad’s client states around the western Dreaming Sea—they have few
dealings with their homeland, seeing themselves as Prasadi first and foremost. The exceptions
are the handful of Dragon-Blooded youths who travel to the Realm to study at the great schools
of the Blessed Isle.

The Immaculate Philosophy has grown askew in this foreign soil. By the precepts of the so-
called Pure Way, the Dragon-Blooded here are gods. Mortals may worship spirits as well, so long
as such spirits acknowledge the preeminence of the Dragon-Blooded and the Immaculate
Dragons. Immaculate monks consider the Pure Way deeply heretical. Some travel the length of
Creation to challenge Prasad’s Pure monks, proving their convictions through battle.

Merchants across the Dreaming Sea seek profit in Champoor, the Nighted City. But their
eagerness to visit the ancient port is mixed with trepidation, for a thousand dangers haunt
Champoor’s shadowy teashops, hushed bazaars and mazelike streets—dangers to profit, life, and
soul.

The Nighted City is aptly named. Shade covers the streets even on cloudless days, for the water
dragon Tenepeshu, queen of the Court of Secrets, has cast her cloak over the bay. These shadows
draw those who wish to disguise their motives or act unseen. Champoor’s dockside district is a
haven for smugglers and pirates, while the city proper attracts all manner of courtesans,
charlatans, forgers, fences, assassins, and thieves.

The Court is deeply corrupt. Its umbral gods and undersea elementals offer their aid in exchange
for commensurate sacrifice, and the city’s criminal classes form their priesthoods and
congregations. Captains, innkeepers, merchants, madams, dockmasters and gang leaders deploy
divine magic to transport contraband, to sink rival ships, to bedazzle and brawl, to seduce and
slay. In exchange they entertain and enrich their patrons, offering sacrifices of wine and scrolls,
silver and jade, deflowering and death.

The city’s old aristocracy is powerless to intervene in such matters, as its authority has long since
been superseded by an unconcerned Prasadi satrap. Those who retain their crumbling old manors
do so by dint of ancient familial pacts with the spirits of the bay. The city’s longshoremen and
beggars whisper of rites performed in those mansions at midnight, and of how the bodies of
laborers and prostitutes who accept employment there are sometimes found the following
morning floating by the docks, bloodless and pale.

High in the Chalcedon Mountains stands the ancient city of Ysyr. Buildings cluster like massed
crystals on terraced plazas carved out of the mountainside. Avenues sunk into the stone lead to
vaulted chambers within, ringed by many levels of galleries. The citizens of Ysyr move here
among the signs and symbols of sorcery. Wyrdlights dart around them like insects, while coronas
of cold fire crackle upon walls, statues, and balustrades. Golems haul heavy goods while flitting
winged things like congeries of stained glass carry messages across the city, singing.



Ysyr was built upon the ruins of the First Age city of Pinnacle, sculpted by Solar artifice from
the living rock. Years after the Contagion slew all within, the seafaring Y's people found the city
and made it their own. But without the science of the Solars to regulate sorcerous engines
beneath the city, Essence emanations warped the Ys, twisting their bodies and minds—and,
through chance, attuning them to the power of sorcery.

But only a handful of Ysyr’s people master the sorcerous arts. These few mage-lords form the
ruling class, identified not merely by their elaborate finery, laden with jewels and precious gems,
but also by their sorcerously endowed physical perfection. The rest of the city’s people forever
bear the marks of mutation—twisted limbs, bloated features, cracked and discolored skin. These
are the marks of servitude, for in Ysyr, all who are not sorcerers are slaves.

No foreigners may take residence in Ysyr, lest exposure to the city’s radiance grant them the
knack for sorcery. The foreigners’ quarter is a fortified compound in a mountain valley twenty
miles downslope, linked to the city by a walled-in avenue whose ramparts are guarded by
soldiers and sorcerous wards. A web of roads spills outward from there to city-states who pay
fealty to their sorcerous Y's overlords. The mage-lords continue to extend their influence
outward, pitting their forces against the preternatural champions of Volivat, the Dragon-Blooded
princes of Prasad, and the other imperial powers of the Dreaming Sea.

Amid the isles linking Ysyr to the mainland stands the city of Palanquin. Four colossal inhuman
statues, their features long since weathered away, hold a stony, edifice-encrusted landmass far
above the sea—titans lifting an island from the waves. Webs of pier and quay stretch out from
their feet through mats of merchant ships, fishing junks, and houseboats inhabited by the poor
and by excommunicates seeking re-entry into the city above. Switchback roads and stairs climb
past inns, shrines, and entire neighborhoods carved into the bodies of the statues or clinging to
cantilevered platforms.

But this is merely a prelude to the city itself. Palanquin is a city of towering pagodas and vibrant
shrines; the air is filled with chanting, singing, and the ringing of temple bells. Palanquin’s folk
are deeply religious, seeing themselves closer to Heaven than lesser peoples trapped below. This
attitude is reinforced by the elemental cloudfolk of the windborne City of Blue Gauze, who visit
Palanquin to trade with mortals. The city’s noble families carry cloudfolk blood, giving them an
otherworldly beauty and a capricious nature. They form the priesthoods of Palanquin’s many
temples, and grow rich from offerings given by congregants. But their power is not what it once
was—Ysyr conquered Palanquin a century ago.

At Palanquin’s heart stands the source of the people’s piety, a defunct magical gateway said to
lead to Heaven itself. But sealed beyond the portal is no place ever visited by the Sidereals.
Instead, it leads to the ruins of a Heaven older by far than Yu-Shan—the celestial capital of fallen
Zen-Mu, where the ancients dwelt in majesty before they ever dreamed of Creation. The original
home of the gods, it is now a place of nightmare horrors and awful powers, and woe betide those
who behold the gods that dwell there now.

The Solars of the First Age carved the city Volivat out of the sea. Standing off the shore of the
Doorstone Peninsula, the floor of the city rests a hundred fathoms below sea level, kept dry by an
encircling dam and system of still-functioning pumps. Enormous spires rise above the dam,
visible not merely from the city’s ring of docks, but from the shoreline miles away, where
Volivat’s alchemists stimulate farms and orchards to unnatural verdancy.



An age ago, Volivat’s leaders flooded the city during the Great Contagion in an effort at
quarantine, so that only the dam and the tops of the highest towers rose from the water like
symmetrical islands. Nomads found the place years later and reactivated the pumps, reclaiming
the city from the sea. Discovering relics and texts of the Exalted, they set out to recreate
themselves in the image of the city’s founders.

The people of Volivat are called the Yennin, which means “Children of Ten Fathers” in their
language. The secrets their ancestors found in the city’s central citadel included a formula for
creating offspring with up to ten fathers, each contributing to the birth of a single child. They
create supermen in this fashion, with only the strongest, wisest, and most gifted men contributing
their seed to the next generation. The resulting cat’s-cradle of clan bonds is largely
incomprehensible to outsiders. Enhanced by the combined strength, wit, and Essence of eleven
parents, the greatest Yennin champions are a match for the sorcerer-princes of Ysyr and the
Dragon-Blooded warriors of Prasad.

Volivat’s thaumaturges have labored to increase the number of fathers participating in
conception, but the progeny have proven abnormal and unstable. Their most ambitious effort, the
so-called Hundred Fathers, were born as abominations and banished to subterranean dwellings.
There they breed in darkness, occasionally emerging to feed on human flesh and wreak wanton
violence against their jailers.

The South

As the summer sun dominates all beneath it, so too does the South lie prostrate beneath the rule
of mighty powers. Along the fertile coast, tyrants and priest-kings look down from glittering
citadels upon city-states built on the backs of slaves. Farther south, where green valleys give way
to dry plateaus encircling a vast sea of sand—and beyond, to the ultimate blaze of the Pole of
Fire—nomads and oasis-dwellers bend knee to greedy gods. Everywhere, fresh water is scarce
and passions fiery; slaves smolder with resentment, youths with wanderlust, and warriors with a
fervor for glory.

The Near South

In the cool Southern night, lighthouses shine like suns from city harbors to guide ships home.
With the dawn, hillsides smolder like jewels—amethyst vineyards; ruby fields of opium poppies;
emerald orchards aflame with orange and lemon, pomegranate and persimmon. Workers labor in
the noonday heat, the fruits of their toil brought to gilded treasury-temples for their gods to select
the choicest portions. Caravans carry the surplus past brooding necropoleis and looming
ziggurats to cities grown like termites’ nests, their mud-brick abodes climbing toward the sun. In
their shadow, forges blaze with new-minted metal and glass while bazaars glow with the rich
hues of spices and fire opals.

Across the superstitious, tradition-bound Southern coast, queens and princes rule their city-states
without question, owing fealty only to gods, ancestors and the Realm. They gather to their courts
viziers, savants, generals, seneschals, poisoners and spies; they raise armies to ward off raiding
nomads, crush slave rebellions and pillage neighboring city-states. Plunder stocks their harems
with beautiful youths and fills their treasuries with silver and jade. Each trove’s guardians are
more impressive than the last—eunuch janissaries, trained tigers and basilisks, clockwork traps
and baleful sorceries.

Near Southern Locales



Herds of cattle roam the veld around Kirighast, led by bulls that carry their horned heads high as
princes. Warriors in patterned scarlet dashikis accompany them, tasseled spears doubling as ox-
goads. Every adult in the realm is a warrior, and all nearby lands are their battlegrounds.

Kirighast is the capital of the satrapy Harborhead. Two steep hills rise like bulls’ horns from
amid the city streets. The northern hill, called the King’s Mountain, is home to the Imperial
Garrison—a fortified Realm outpost containing extensive docks and markets, an Immaculate
temple complex, and the satrap’s palace. Here Dynasts and their retinues assess tributes, socialize
at galas, and organize safaris into the interior to hunt the province’s beasts.

The southern hill, called the Bull’s Mountain, supports the Palace of the Leopard Seat on its
lower slopes—home to the Leopard (Harborhead’s puppet prince), his courtiers, and the
government bureaucracy. A brazen temple rises from its summit, sending up smoke bearing the
sweet savory smell of roasted flesh. This is the Fane of the Upswept Horns, temple of ancient
and terrible Ahlat, Southern god of war and cattle, patron of Harborhead.

Each hill is a fortified compound, their walls—tall as those ringing the city proper—containing
the manors and estates of wealthy citizens and foreigners. The gorgeous Street of Palms, which
connects the city’s main gates, runs between them. Away from the Street of Palms, markets and
parks give way to a labyrinth of alleyways crammed with a largely poor, ill-clad, hungry, and
increasingly discontented populace.

Life in Kirighast is in many ways unlike that in the countryside. Its cuisine mixes the plains
tribes’ traditional diet of meat, milk, and bitter herbs with fruit and nuts from hill districts and
with the coastal lands’ fish and grain. Instead of herding and raiding, people engage primarily in
handicrafts and trade. Many accept coin from foreign employers, such as Guild merchants and
Realm officials. The most notable industries are shipping and metalwork—the city’s foundries
turn out great quantities of bronze tools, breastplates, and spearheads.

While the Dynasty’s primary concern in Harborhead is to extract jade from the Bent Creek mine
in the hinterlands, merchants from Realm, Guild, and other entities gather in Kirighast to deal in
bronze, cattle, drugs, ivory, and slaves. But the people of Harborhead have seethed against their
suzerain for all the centuries of Dynastic rule, and their uprisings have bloodied even the
renowned Imperial legions. Now tribal chieftains offer their hecatombs to Ahlat, while Dynasts
dare not leave Kirighast’s Imperial Garrison without scores of armed guards.

Each of the Five Peoples of Harborhead is an agglomeration of tribes, with its own songs,
dances, dialect, customs, heroes, totems, alliances, and vendettas. All of the Peoples, even those
dwelling in the hills or on the coast, prize cattle as symbols of wealth and prestige, with a
family’s power measured by the size of its herds. Their most important function is as a sacrifice
to Ahlat.

While the cosmopolitan denizens of Kirighast mingle freely, in the countryside the Five Peoples
remain in their own villages. There they are too distant from other Peoples’ settlements for
assimilation, yet too close to ignore. Efforts to bring opposing tribes together through
intermarriage and trade are overshadowed by blood feuds, execrations, and raids for cattle, water,
and slaves. These rivalries are only set aside when marching to war against foreigners.

The line between free people and slave is drawn with a blade. All citizens train at arms from
childhood, from the Brides of Ahlat—the land’s most elite soldiers, whose chaste warriors are
ritually wedded to the god—to nomads, artisans, clerks, and priests. No citizen goes unarmed,



for to be unarmed is to be taken for a slave. Slaves cannot bear arms, nor have they any right to
defend themselves by any means.

Fully one quarter of Harborhead’s population lives in slavery. Once, only criminals and battle
captives were enslaved, and their children were trained at arms and raised as free folk. Now their
offspring remain in bondage to feed the Guild’s and Dynasty’s hunger. Meanwhile, Harborhead’s
warriors extend their raids farther afield, often into other lands under Realm rule—from Terumah
of the weaver-priests to towered Goliath—to seize more prisoners for the coffle block.

The city-state Ember, with its square houses of sandstone and wood, nestles amid the western
slopes of the Summer Mountains. Here the jungles of the Southeast give way to chaparral,
savannah, sagebrush steppes and plains of cacti. The fields below cultivate saffron and winter
wheat; the mountains above yield silver, copper and precious tin. But to either side rise the true
sources of Ember’s wealth—the torch-pine groves gathered around steaming mineral springs,
needles glimmering redly even at night.

Torch-pines have many uses. The bright-burning wood feeds jade-smelting furnaces as far away
as the Blessed Isle; the sap forms incense, the flowers perfume; and the pollen is firedust. But the
groves also serve another purpose. Rivals and enemies from across the region—Kitangaala’s
golden-helmed warriors, curse-drummers of Cadence, Shellrider nomads herding their gigantic
tortoises—conduct negotiations in such groves, as few dare draw blades in a spot which even the
slightest spark will set ablaze.

Ember’s native people, the Nywera, are traditionally ruled by twins, with a new pair chosen by
lot when one or both die. One of the current rulers, Queen Babirye, is Dragon-Blooded, and she
seeks means to extend the life of Queen Nakato, her mortal sister. Babirye journeys longer and
longer in pursuit of this goal, most recently into the Underworld, to the place called Cold House
—from whence she has yet to return.

The great rivers of the Southeastern coast—swift-surging Nephesh; silty Shiphrah; tangled,
marshy Helel—support the city-states of the Varang Confederacy, of which Urim is among the
oldest and most storied. Ringed by irrigated fields webbed with canals, Urim gleams like a
mirage, its outer walls glazed blue-green like the sea. At night, lamps hung upon the walls mimic
the constellation of the Peacock, the city’s emblem.

To a foreigner’s eye, the so-called “Peacock City” greatly resembles its peers. The Varang people
are obsessed with the celestial order around which they have built their civilization. Radial
streets, arranged with geometrical precision, throng with people whose colored garments bear
signs and symbols denoting their caste, as determined by the hour and minute of their birth, and
their rank within it, as determined by their parents’ caste and their place in the birth order of their
siblings. The casteless—those whose exact time of birth cannot be established—perform menial
tasks and are despised for lacking a place in the celestial order.

Though distrusted, foreigners hold a different place in Varang culture. The inscrutability of their
true social role is said to bring luck to gamblers and lovers alike. They are often approached to
perform tasks that natives deem beyond the pale, such as spying, kidnapping, and murder.

As in other Varang cities, when the mud-brick structures of Urim start to deteriorate, the people
raze and build over them, elevating the low hill on which the city stands. A maze of structures
remains intact beneath the earth, haunted by hungry ghosts and by the howls of tutelary spirits of
buried, ruined places. Some vaults linger by accident, others by design. Among the latter is the



tomb of the Blue Seeress, named in Urim’s legends as founder of the city and greatest of all
Varangian prophets. For centuries, astrologers have descended from their clockwork-filled
towers and priests from the temple spires of the city’s star-browed gods to pay their respects
before the bier where she lies in deathly sleep, her body rendered incorruptible by occult means.
But now a stream of prophecy pours from her dead lips, her corpse raving of the gods of Yu-Shan
and the deaths of stars.

Urim’s thirteen vajaramas—the ruling council of princes—gather to discuss a more immediate
prophecy. Two years ago, the city’s greatest seers foretold of conflict with the serpent-tamers of
Echidis in the barrens east, despite decades of peaceful trade that had enriched both peoples.
Threats from the vajaramas, meant to put the Echidis in their place, only enraged them, and now
Urim is at war. Worse, the struggle is on the verge of spreading across the region, as the Echidis
invoke long-standing pacts with neighboring tribes and Urim calls for aid from the other Varang
city-states.

Chiaroscuro is a vast shattered metropolis, rising from the ruins of First Age glory. Once, its
shining towers of imperishable glass stood dozens of stories high, catching the light and glowing
with all the hues of an eternal sunset. But now those towers have fallen and their ragged stumps
rise from a confluence of shadows and rubble. Districts of softly-glowing magic glass are
separated from one another by tracts and channels of ghost haunted shadow. Streets of blood-red
vermillion coarse through the city, alive with the magic of old, the arteries of a heart that still
slowly beats.

Chiaroscuro is the largest and wealthiest metropolis of the Southern coast. The city was founded
in the First Age, where it was one of the greatest ports in the world, home to twenty million
souls. Shattered and depopulated by the twin hammer-blows of the Usurpation and Great
Contagion, Chiaroscuro was a haunted, war-torn ruin until the coming of the Tri-Khan and his
Delzahn followers. The Tri-Khan slew the city’s petty warlords, sealed Chiaroscuro’s
shadowlands with wards of precious salt, bought the goodwill of the Realm with lavish tribute,
and reopened the city, declaring ten years free of taxation to entice settlers. The descendants of
those pioneers still dwell in the city today.

Chiaroscuro is one of the most famous ports in the world, sitting at a confluence of land and sea
routes. Its port and trade makes it one of the richest cities in Creation, with wealth that rivals
even Nexus.

The current Tri-Khan is a clever and canny ruler, and his policies have prevented Chiaroscuro
from becoming a mere puppet of the Realm. In the wake of the Empress’s disappearance, he has
further diminished the Realm’s control by setting his minders against one another and covertly
supporting rebellions in other parts of the Threshold. He has also allied himself with the Guild,
using its support to weaken the Realm’s control in exchange for opening his markets to any and
all goods.

To avoid open conflict with the Realm, the Tri-Khan has outlawed all Anathema, but in practice,
Celestial Exalted who hide their nature or open themselves to the service of the Tri-Khan are
welcomed and even harbored in the city. As long as they are discreet, all manner of beings may
trade or even settle in Chiaroscuro, though any disruption to the city will quickly be met with an
attack by the city guard, or a visit by the Wyld Hunt.



Chiaroscuro itself is a treasure for the bold. Many of its ruined and haunted districts are still only
lightly explored. Scavengers comb the ruins seeking out treasures that contain the barest hints of
the city’s former magic. Uncanny individuals from across Creation compete for the right to live
in one of the coveted apartments of the Plaza, a neighborhood with functional First Age
amenities; admission is permitted only at the whim of Grandmother Bright, a powerful and
canny spirit who is always in need of services from the mighty.

Sorcerers, Fair Folk, outcastes and even deathknights make their way to Chiaroscuro, drawn by
the light of life, the opportunity for trade, and the shadow of anonymity.

The Delzahn nomads remain tied to their urban brethren, as their tribes maintain cohorts in
Chiaroscuro and on the Southern steppes. The nomads maintain their ancient way of life, herding
livestock across a thousand miles of open range and raiding the farms and villages of foreigners
who don’t allow them to graze and water their herds. They often visit Chiaroscuro itself, both to
sell their animals in the city markets and to visit their kin, and it’s not unknown for nomads to
settle there or urban Delzahn to abandon city life for horse and horizon.

The Delzahn maintain strict gender roles. Men rule everything outside the household, such as
hunting, mercantile activity and war. They wear peacock-bright veils whose colors and patterns
proclaim their bloodlines and achievements—the source of their honor. Delzahn women rule the
household itself, from finances to marriage. Their honor derives from their beauty rather than
deeds or lineage; they never conceal their faces, and many wear gauzy clothing to flaunt their
bodies.

For those who feel mismatched to their gender and its roles, a Delzahn wearing clothing of the
opposite biological sex, including at least one gray garment—often a scarf or a veil—is treated as
a member of that sex. Those who “take the gray” are known as Dereth. They are viewed as
unusual, but no more so than one who is left-handed or has mismatched eyes. Some say they’re
lucky at love. Others claim them beloved by the gods; many Delzahn priests and shamans are
Dereth.

The Far South

The land grows hotter and water scarcer inland. Hill tribes engage in brutal wars amid the
maquis. Horse-archers ride across the sweltering steppes, alert for game beasts or the dreaded
Lion Folk. Nomads and merchants meet under oaths of hospitality in towns along the green
banks of rivers and the shores of inland seas. Farther south, the last vegetation gives way to the
many faces of the desert: barren ridges, stony plains and salt flats encircling a vast central sea of
sand speckled with emerald and sapphire oases.

The farther south one goes, the richer the cities and tribes are in precious metals, gemstones,
incense, ivory, spices, firedust, and silk, while fresh water becomes rare and valuable as jade.
Merchants and scavengers alike hire guides and guards mounted on Southern steeds and beasts
of burden, from camels and quaggas to giant aardvarks and flightless birds. They risk death from
lions and scorpions, heatstroke and sandstorms, the trickery of desert gods and the hungers of the
Fair Folk, all to win a share the deep desert’s rewards—wealth, relics from lost cities, the
wisdom of eremites and the blessings of the spirit courts.

Far Southern Locales

The boomtown Zoatham crouches amid the pitted Galta Hills where they jut up from the sands.
A decade ago, slaver-priests from the Temple of the Gauntlet discovered rich outcrops of ore.



Prospectors flocked to the Galtas to claim veins of silver, gems, and gold; firedust deposits; and
nodules of crystallized smoke.

Thousands of jumbled tents now flap in the desert wind. Among them rise a growing number of
stone and adobe structures: inns, shops, and the fortified camps of the Guild, the Gauntlet
Temple, the wealthy Batu family and other mercantile concerns. In addition to a floating
population of prospectors, Zoatham is home to throngs of camp followers—provisioners, cooks,
liquor- and drug-dealers, prostitutes—as well as miners and guards earning a living alongside all
manner of gamblers, forgers, thieves and thugs.

Bandits lurk in the caves that pockmark the Galtas. Some are dispossessed natives; others are
former prospectors, miners or guards. There are also inhuman dangers, from heat waves,
sandstorms, typhoid fever and cholera to carnivorous giant bats, millipedes as large as river
dragons, cacti that fling drugged seed-spines that sprout inside their victims, vicious hyena-like
fire elementals and soul-thirsty leonine Fair Folk.

Though silver and gemstones remain plentiful around Zoatham, mining operations may soon
cease. Excavations have broken into the deep places where earth elementals dwell, disturbing
sonorous stony songs that have gone on unbroken since before the Sun and Moon were made.
Now the hills rumble and shake with the slow words of the gemlords as they debate how best to
crush those responsible for this indignity.

The streams that trickle down the eastern slopes of the Firepeaks, to be swallowed by the desert,
water the cities and towns of those foothill lands. The greatest of these cities is Gem. Towers and
terraces jut forth from the face of the mountain called Cinere, windows shining in the night like
constellations, but most of the city lies underground. Ancient mines honeycomb the mountain, a
tangle of smoky, lamp-lit corridors and chambers wherein houses and hovels have been built, and
out of which new rooms and labyrinths have been carved over the centuries. Merchants haggle in
the city’s echoing gemstone bazaars; mercenaries and miners gather in cramped, musty drinking-
halls. Eons of habitation have filled the place with curiosities, from sorcerous cisterns inhabited
by half-slumbering water spirits to undisturbed chambers where explorers and vagrants
sometimes unearth First Age treasures—obedient living statues carved from pink granite, a rod
that projects a pulverizing ray, jewelry of demon-gold bearing the sigils of the Anathema.

The markets at Gem form a trade nexus for surrounding regions, from the Tsavo Cities to the
Glister Sands, from the Saltblaze Plateau to the Dying Sea. Tradition makes Gem the center of
the gemstone trade—a custom ruthlessly enforced by the local tribes, who violently thwart
efforts to sell gemstones elsewhere. Successful smugglers are rare, but those who survive
become wealthy. Other occupations are less profitable. The hills and mountains surrounding
Gem are a wasteland of quarries and mines thronging like ants with prospectors, mercenary
guards, overseers, indentured miners and slaves, their labor fattening the bare handful of
merchants who buy and sell jewels, precious metals and firedust in Gem’s markets.

All this wealth and wonder is at the command of one mortal: Rankar VII, Tyrant of Gem, War-
Chief of the Sabaki Tribes, Suzerain of the Tsavo Cities. Through charm, cunning and martial
prowess, this laughing bear of a man subdued the region’s warring cities—Kandara of the Great
Library; Origin, city of talking lions; demon-ruled Scathe—and drew their commerce to Gem not
merely through force, but through the promise of profit. Secure in his strength and allies, he
bargains fearlessly with outcastes, Lunars and Fair Folk, and rejects both blandishments and
threats from the Guild. He may fall someday—perhaps tomorrow—but not today.



Beyond even Gem, so far south that the horizon shines ruddily at midnight with the distant glow
of the Pole of Fire, ill-reputed Dajaz basks at the feet of the Firepeaks. It is a city of limestone
and white granite, of pleasure palaces and oases, of endless music and fires burning into the
night.

There is always celebration in Dajaz, though of who or what, no visitor can quite ascertain.
Whether in the heat of noon or the icy hours before dawn, every bazaar, temple and caravanserai
in the city throngs with revelers. Festivities are supplied with every conceivable need—food and
drink, drugs and dancers, castrati and catamites—through the generosity of the elusive white-
veiled Benefactors.

Perhaps through lost Solar artifice or some older, more insidious magic, the manic bacchanalia
that grips the city touches the most temperate souls. Even in Creation, where self-indulgence is a
matter of course for those with the means, Dajaz is seen as a place of iniquity, unclean excess,
waste, and villainy. Talebearers say that even Lintha pirates and Great Forks sybarites are
disgusted by the unholy impurity of the place.

Despite the city’s purported curse—and its incredible crime rate—foreigners continue to make
the long, dangerous journey to Dajaz. They come to revel and feast, to duel and tryst, to hire
assassins or fence goods, or simply to disappear. Many disappear in truth. On nights when the
stars turn strange, their last screams echo from beneath the pavements, to be drowned out by the
sounds of revelry and merriment.

The Southwest

Realms west of the Firepeaks are as rich as the South and prostrate as the West. Foreign powers,
whether Dynasts or Lunars, mortal princes or corrupt gods, subjugate the peoples of these humid
lands—jungles and forests, marshes and savannahs—to claim their wealth and resources.
Buccaneer fleets ravage shipping lanes while slavers and Fair Folk prey upon impoverished
villages.

Near the center of things, the folk of wealthy satrapies hide their hatred behind adoring smiles,
then kneel in secret before forbidden gods to call curses on their suzerains. Closer to the world’s
edge, towns and tribes lie scattered across coastal islands or encircled by monster-haunted
marshlands and smoldering volcanoes. Here, where peoples are strange and their customs
baffling to outsiders, any selfish godling, budding necromancer or ruthless sellsword can carve
out a dominion.

Southwestern Locales

No place in An-Teng is as wealthy as the City of the Steel Lotus. Visiting Dragon-Blooded
come to indulge their basest desires in this prostrate satrapy. The docks bustle with merchants
bringing delicacies from across Creation. Emporia proffer objets d’art of ivory, teak, and
precious stones. In brothels and teahouses, lovely youths wait on Dynasts hand and foot,
concealing their resentment behind servile smiles.

In another age, An-Teng waxed powerful under Solar rule. When the loyal Tengese fought to
protect their masters in the Usurpation, the Dragon-Blooded tore a savage trail of destruction
through their land, exterminating the royal line and choking the soil with salt and blood. So when
the Empress sent her legions after the Contagion, the Tengese bowed their heads to her rule
rather than face further devastation.



From the City of the Steel Lotus, capital of An-Teng’s Shore Lands, ships sail up the River of
Queens to the rest of the province. In the fertile Middle Lands, scholars and priests meditate by
the canals of the tree-girt city Adorned With Wisdom Like a Sapphire. The river spills from the
stony peaks of the treasure-laden High Lands, where the temples of the Immaculate Dragons, the
shining Golden Lord and the ghastly Pale Mistress loom over Thousand Dragons Lake.

In secret, the princes of the three lands ready their private troops—the Shadow Puppeteers, the
Elephant-Riding Ghost Generals, and the Masked Commanders of the Animals—Iest the Realm’s
garrison prove unreliable in this time of tumult. Meanwhile, other forces move furtively within
An-Teng, from the ghosts of the City of Dead Flowers, where the last High Queen lies uneasy in
her grave, to her hidden descendants in the demon cult called the Seven-Stranded Vine.

The vast expanses of Southwestern sargasso conceal the pirate city Bluehaven. The imperishable
wrecks of a handful of First Age vessels float at the center of the morass, sparkling in the
Western sun like cracked opals on green velvet. They are enmeshed with innumerable more
recent hulks by webs of planking and rigging to form an artificial island-maze, whose location
constantly shifts in accord with the sea’s hidden currents.

Bluehaven is home to the dreaded Lintha Family, a ruthless piratical organization feared
throughout the West. Ambitious buccaneers perform dangerous services or proffer exorbitant
sums to win adoption into the labyrinthine Family, whose operations are directed by ancient
“Grandmothers” and “Grandfathers”—once master marines, navigators, fences, smugglers, sea-
priests and sorcerers, now architects of the Lintha Family’s fortunes.

Membership is for life. Even if one leaves Bluehaven and its fleets behind, inevitably a Lintha
contact will come to demand one more service for the Family. And if one violates the initiation
oaths by revealing Family secrets or some more direct betrayal, no place in Creation is safe.
Even those under constant guard at the farthest edges of the world will suffer the Family’s
vengeance.

Beyond their savage ways, the Lintha are known for unnatural powers. These range from the
simple and misunderstood—such as water shoes that allow them to run across the waves, or gills
cultivated through Wyld exposure—to sorcerous mastery of weather, command of sea monsters,
and binding of elementals.

A grotesque and petrified husk towers, mountainous, over the hills of a small isle north of the
Bay of Kings. It is all that remains of an ancient primal spirit, slain by the battle-arts of the Solar
Exalted in forgotten antiquity. The people of Lathe have hollowed out the cavernous recesses of
the stony cadaver and built their city within and upon its obdurate flesh and granite bones.

Sorcerer-architects hollowed the chambers, careful to preserve the Essence humors of its mystery
organs. Its heart has become a temple, its stomach a consortium for alchemists, its lungs an
amphitheater. An orrery has been carved into its mind, and here the Sidereals reference the night
sky and the heavens of old.

Lathe is a vital Realm port. The city is a major gateway to the Cinder Coast, and the last port on
the southern route to Faxai. It has also been plagued by Yozi cults and demon worship since time
out of mind. The Immaculate Order has a major temple in the city, and the monks who dwell
there are specialists in demonology, the occult, and exorcisms.

Though the Realm has done its best to suppress demon congress in the city, the Order knows that
they would have to burn the city to ever fully erase it. Instead, the Order ignores the least



dangerous heresies, and uses connections within the cults of Lathe to keep abreast of diabolic
activity and news from Malfeas. They have even at times aided and been aided by the demon
slayers of the Meherest cult.

The West

Islands lie strewn like fallen leaves across the autumnal oceans of the West. Here, amid the
remnants of ancient glory, a hundred maritime societies have developed largely untouched since
the Contagion. From the civilized city-states of the great island-chain to weird isles overlooking
the infinite mystery of the Pole of Water, these scattered realms are ripe fruits on the vine. As the
strongest among them marshal fleets to harvest the resources of their weaker peers, they
themselves remain prizes to be plucked by the rest of the world’s powers in a new age of
exploration and exploitation.

No other Direction is so isolated. Cut off by thousands of miles of open ocean, the West is a
world unto itself. Until recently, even the Realm and the Guild have had only the most tenuous
contact with its wealth and mysteries. But despite the distances involved, its allure resonates
throughout the known world, for the West is renowned as a source for glamorous and exquisite
treasures.

Most civilization in the West is to be found dispersed across the great chain that dominates maps
of the Direction. The isles lie so near to one another that even primitive vessels can sail between
them, and ships of a hundred styles cling close to fishing villages or glide from port to distant
port. On the larger islands, among wooded hills and alpine meadows, farmers, miners, and
loggers work the land without ever seeing the ocean that circumscribes their homes, knowing it
only through dealings with coastal folk and from the depredations of seaborne raiders and
maddened pelagic spirits.

Each island is unique, with its own peoples and princes, gods and monsters, traditions and
treasures. Taken as a whole, they form a great cultural tapestry woven together by merchant ships
and divided by hostile navies, pirates and privateers, typhoons, jealous storm spirits and
marauding Fair Folk. As the West is the least populous and accessible part of the Threshold,
Realm fleets and garrisons are few and independent island-states numerous. But the islands’
riches—silver, coral, sea silk, pearls, exotic hardwoods, dyes, spices, slaves—attract more Realm
merchants, Guild factors, and other mercantile and piratical enterprises every year.

Western Locales

The island city of Wu-Jian rises from the sea between the Blessed Isle and the West. Ships stop
here for refitting and resupply, to offload merchandise, to replace missing crew or to indulge in
shore leave. As a nexus for traffic from across the West, this teeming metropolis is one of the
busiest blue water ports in Creation—and among the most lawless.

As most of the island that’s not rocky and steep consists of walled-oft Dynastic enclaves, the
wide cove surrounding its main port has become a morass of massively overcrowded slums.
Houses and shops pile one atop the other, doors accessible only through exterior stairways and
catwalks, in towers that lean together drunkenly to cast the streets beneath in shadow. Other
buildings meld into mazes of rooms, halls, stairs and airshafts strung together without rhyme or
reason. Alleyways wholly enclosed by centuries of construction are pitch-dark but for lamps and
torches. Shogunate-era suspension bridges extend the city to subsidiary islets off the coast,
themselves hives of urban overgrowth.



There is little the satrap can do to police the slums. Magistrates only dare visit the most open
areas such as the waterfront, and even then they travel in groups. In the rest of the city, the law is
what the strong and the clever will. Here everything is for sale and anything can be taken.
Pickpockets and cutpurses roam the seething marketplaces where almost any goods imaginable
can be found; gangsters draw knives on sharpers in gambling halls; the owners of brothels and
drug dens roll drunken sailors for pocket change. Abandoned structures host all manner of
squatters, from beggars and pilgrims to outcaste sorcerers, demon worshippers, spies from the
Undersea, cannibal mutants, soul-hungry Fair Folk, or even the Anathema.

The only real organizing forces are the Thirteen Schools, underground martial arts societies
whose initiates swear mighty oaths to obey their teachers and elders. Some use their school’s
techniques to protect the downtrodden against thugs and thieves. Others form especially
dangerous criminal gangs, commanding their territories through violence and intimidation. When
bands from opposing schools meet, citizens scatter. A master’s feet and fists can crack bricks and
shatter wood; Wu-Jian’s slums are shabbily built at best, and a large fracas can send entire
tenements tumbling down.

Hamoji, greatest of Wavecrest’s volcanoes, looms above the wealthy port of Seahaven on the
island of Abalone. The caldera often sheds a bloody glow over roof slates and palm fronds, sea-
foam and the unfurled sails of merchant ships; but sometimes the light is green or gold, or a
shifting cauldron of colors like spilled paint. When Hamoji is particularly active, it shakes the
earth like a giant tossing and turning deep underground. Sometimes it coughs forth smoke and
ash; at other times snow, downy feathers, or yellow leaves.

Since the fall of the Shogunate, the volcano god Hamoji has aided the people of Abalone. Oral
scriptures tell of how he scorched the plague cities with his fires and swept away the Fair Folk
who’d snared his people in chains of dreams and spider-silk. But the madness of the Wyld
blossomed in the heart of the great volcano, and Hamoji had less and less contact with his
priestesses and prophets as it spread. He has not spoken since Seahaven submitted to the Realm,
whose satraps exact a regular tribute of silver, foodstuffs, liquor and jade. Now the priestesses
must guess at his will, knowing only that his anger stirs the volcano to violence that can be
abated by nothing but human sacrifice.

The Feathered One, a sacral chief elected from Abalone’s royal families, maintains strict and
ruthless justice. All crimes are punished by a greater or lesser term of imprisonment, so when the
volcano trembles, the priestesses have many sacrificial victims to choose from. If there are
insufficient sacrifices available in the prisons—or if those sacrifices do not suffice to calm
Hamoji—then the Feathered One must be ready to cast himself into the caldera to appease the
god.

From afar, the seawalls of Randan glisten like mother-of-pearl. Every brick is glazed with
fabulous images of monsters and gods in a hundred colors. In the city markets, stinking of fish
and cinnamon and foundry-smoke, one can distinguish the native Randanese by their garments’
rich hues—even common folk wear linen ablaze with madder, saffron and indigo, while their
betters don rainbow silks flashing with jeweled embroidery. And as soldiers parade before the
craft-lodges of the aristocracy, their leaders stand resplendent in armor of brocade as resilient as
bronze or coats of ceramic plates as hard as steel, their masked helmets shining with silver, gold
and gems.



Randan is ruled by hereditary lodges of artisans, each practicing a different craft. Artificers study
the mysteries of their trades alongside the arts of war. Only those who master both martial and
craft skills ascend into the ranks of the pekumi—the warrior caste that commands both the
lodges and the state.

Randan’s reputation comes from the quality of pekumi masterworks. Artisan-nobles incorporate
thaumaturgy into their greatest creations to manufacture perfectly clear glass, indelible dyes,
swords that never dull and bronze armor light as silk. But the pekumi create too few masterworks
to support Randan’s economy, and too few nobles master their crafts to fill out the officer corps’
ranks. Most of the nation’s real wealth comes from commerce. Randanese merchants—their
ships carved with talismanic signs and hung with unbreakable sails—obtain hardwoods, incense,
dyes, ivory and spices amid the farthest Western archipelagoes through trade, slave labor and
plunder. But mercantile rivals and increasing pirate activity are cutting into Randan’s profits. The
island state is in a slow decline—and in the path of the Realm’s expansion.

Still, the Randanese have hope for the future. They place their trust in their leaders, even as the
pekumi are distracted by offers to join the Guild, campaigns against nearby Lintha strongholds
and intrigues to see which lodge will ascend after the death of their aging queen Dove White

Sky. They place their trust in their gods, even as the war-gods and craft-gods continue a
centuries-long feud. And they place their trust in their three great mystic treasures, not
understanding those treasures are themselves a source of peril—that their theft or destruction will
open the way for the return of the demon queens of old.

The Demon Queens

Ages ago, three demons—Lanthild, Shaper of the Mind’s Clay; Berengiere, the
Weaver of Voices; and Alveua, Keeper of the Forge of Night—held the village of
Randan in thrall. The people were helpless before the whims of the queens until
three women stepped forward to confront them. “You claim that we are yours to
toy with because we are not your equals,” the women said. “But we say that we
can match your gifts and your strengths.” So they challenged the demons to a
contest, wagering against Randan’s freedom.

The demons laughed. What mortal could put dreams in a jar, or weave voices into
fabric, or bind a soul into a blade? They accepted, seeing no harm in the jest.

Seven days passed before the first woman, a potter, brought a jug to Lanthild.
“This is my best work,” she said, “for as I threw it and turned it and fired it, I
knew that all I love depended on my success. All my dreams are in this jug, for if
it should fail, all my hopes fail with it.” And Lanthild cursed, for she knew she
had lost.

Fourteen days passed before the second woman, a weaver, brought a tapestry to
Berengiere. She could not speak, so she drew her message in the sand. This is my
best work, she wrote, for as I spun it and wove it and embroidered it, I sang the
songs of my people until my throat was raw, and then I sang further until my
throat was a mass of scars. I have given my voice to my tapestry, for I can never
speak again. And Berengiere cursed, for she knew she had lost.

Twenty-one days passed, and the third woman, a blacksmith, did not come forth.
Instead, her daughter brought a sword to Alveua. “This is my mother’s best
work,” she said, “for as she heated it and hammered it and quenched it, she



neither ate nor drank nor slept, giving all she had to her craft. And as she finished
the blade, she died. She has given her soul to the sword.” And Alveua cursed, for
she knew she had lost.

Since then, no demon has held sway in Randan. And the potter, the weaver and
the blacksmith were praised above all others, and their daughters were named
chiefs of the village. It is for this reason that artisans now rule in Randan.

Like many of the northern isles, the city-state Brightwork is subjugated by the sea lords of
Azure, capital of the Coral Archipelago. The ancient city-states of the Auspice Isles—
Brightwork, Windspar, Pulse—weathered the Great Contagion better than most, preserving much
of the Shogunate’s knowledge of architecture, alchemy, mathematics, and astrology. Elegant
buildings of wood, brick and plaster bustled with priests, philosophers, craftsmen and scribes.
Bird-prowed ships carried porcelain, lacquerwork and other treasures across the length and
breadth of the West. But their brilliant arts and subtle thaumaturgies were no match for Azure’s
mastery of canvas, iron, bronze and sinew. Today, outsiders see the Auspicenes not as warriors,
sailors, traders or poets, but as educated slaves in Azurite households.

Revolts against Azure’s rule are rare, as the mandarins and councils of the Auspicene city-states
retain some measure of autonomy and have largely avoided Azure’s taxes and the depredations
of its privateers. But rumors have swept through the Auspice Isles that the ancient hero-admiral
Tetram of Brightwork—whose long-ago empire encompassed half the West—has been reborn,
sparking rebellion for the first time in decades. Crowds of Brightworkers gather outside Tetram’s
tomb, praying for his return.

The obsidian towers of Onyx, on the isle of Darkmist in the Skullstone Archipelago, gleam dully
in the weak shadowland sun. Here the dead walk side by side with the living. Liveried corpses in
polished metal masks, their garments anointed with scented oils, fetch and carry for the wealthy,
while even a poor shopkeeper or family matriarch commands a skeleton or two. Out in the
countryside, fisherfolk walk with their ancestors across black beaches, the latter leaving no
footprints in the sand.

Onyx’s people see death not as an end, but as a gateway to new life, for the aristocracy of
Skullstone is an aristocracy of ghosts. Deceased who the Black Judges deem worthy return as
spectral nobles and courtiers. Those who lack the proper spirit rise only as mindless walking
dead. Such soulless creatures provide the labor that has made the lords of Onyx impossibly
wealthy, combing the sea floor for days at a time to harvest pearls, coral, black jade and other
undersea riches—including the cargoes of centuries of shipwrecks.

Above the city’s crowded wharves, neighborhoods grow wealthier as one climbs the slopes of
Mount Vashti, with low gray buildings giving way to the walled estates of wealthy nobles. At the
city’s highest point, the Deathlord Bodhisattva Anointed by Dark Water resides in a palace of
silver and basalt. The Bodhisattva is no recluse; in addition to attending sessions of the undead
Elder Council and the mortal Younger Council, he rarely misses a performance at the city’s grand
necrodramas, where mindless but carefully trained zombies emulate the living and the dead.

When the Denzik city-ship approaches a port, what seems at first a vague smudge on the
horizon soon swells into a panorama as large as an island. It’s a flotilla of hundreds of enormous
custom-built sailing junks lashed together for stability, each broad enough to encompass a
marketplace on its upper deck, and deep-drafted enough to hold many lower decks packed with



living quarters, storerooms, teahouses, whorehouses, gambling dens, and shrines. Together they
form a floating city, a harbor equal to any coastal port, to which lesser vessels can moor as they
would at the docks of Lookshy or the Imperial City.

Ten thousand sailors, merchants, artisans and their families live and work aboard the fleet as it
traces its route along the Western isles to Faxai-on-the-Caul and the Meiyu Coast, then to the
Inland Sea as far as Chiaroscuro, and back along the Blessed Isle’s coast into the West. At each
stop, scores of longboats and pinnaces head to shore carrying trade goods, crew on leave, and
disembarking passengers, then return with new passengers, fresh cargo and vast quantities of
supplies. The agricultural and pastoral outputs of entire city-states disappear into its holds to
provision its endless journey.

Independent traders and members of other mercantile associations—from House Cynis’s slaver
ships to the Mercury cultists of the Golden Sail Consortium—often stop at the city-ship for trade
and resupply, or accompany it for protection from privateers and pirates. Few actually trade at
the same ports, lest they be swamped by Denzik merchants dealing in every conceivable good:
sculpture and spices, cotton and slaves, ivory and armaments, paper and pearls.

The Denzik have little to fear from even the strongest pirate fleet, equipped as it is with
catapults, ballistae, firedust cannons, well-armed citizen-sailors, and hired sorcerers. But as the
rest of Creation grows more interested in the West, the heads of the century-old Denzik
Consortium find themselves confronted by fiscal hostility—House Peleps demanding tribute, the
Guild pressing the Denzik to join their organization. The Consortium’s insistence on
independence could embroil them in a trade war that could bankrupt the city-ship—or pit it
against an armada beyond its capability to defeat.

The Tya

Many Western cultures forbid women from working aboard ship for fear of the
Storm Mothers’ jealousy. Some, such as Azure, have established more directly
sexist customs, restricting female power to the household. Women evade these
strictures by joining the Tya, a society of women who live and dress as men. To
evade the Storm Mothers’ ire, Tya receive elaborate facial tattoos and take drugs
rendering them infertile. This makes them male in Western eyes.

Tya guildhouses can be found throughout the West. Some Tya live in these
guildhouses, taking work as guards and artisans, merchants and mercenaries.
Others only visit for seasonal ceremonies. Gossips spread unfounded rumors that
the Tya perform other rites in secret at the dark of the moon, performing grotesque
deeds on behalf of supernatural patrons.

The Realm has but one foothold on the Western continent called the Caul. Named Faxai in the
language of its people, or “Faxai-on-the-Caul” by foreigners, it is also known as “The Walled
City” after its encircling fortifications—a rampart said to predate the First Age, its hieroglyphs
tangled with ivy, crusted with moss, and blurred by rain, wind and time. Swaths of those
hieroglyphs, reputed to contain the city’s history, have been defaced by the Dragon-Blooded.
Battlements where native warriors once paced now resound to the tread of Realm legionnaires,
their eyes on the jungle, their ears pricked for the war-drums of the Moon-Touched and the siren
songs of the fae.



Countless peoples mingle on Faxai’s broad plazas and within its low stone buildings. The city is
a gateway to the fabulous wealth of the Caul and the far Southwest. Merchants come from as far
as Port Calin or the White Sea to procure spices and incense, gemstones and jade, ivory tusks as
large as a man, tamed claw striders, petrified demon eyes, sapient crystals and other treasures.

The Walled City’s old royal family claimed descent from the Unconquered Sun and worshiped a
throng of solar deities—Nahundau the Lightbringer, Malinti Golden-Heel, Walanua of the Many-
Colored Dawn, and the like. The bloodline was wiped out by the conquering Dynasty twenty
years ago, though rumors persist of a surviving heir. Now a puppet prince rules at the bidding of
the satrap. He looks the other way as the city’s great wealth is shipped to the Blessed Isle, where
gold statues and calendar wheels are melted down into jewelry and small-denomination coins.

The Guild is a major power here. Its factors bargain with Western merchants from Seahaven and
Cabochon, meet with Lintha captains in hidden coves to purchase stolen cargo, or enter the
dreaded Necropolis of the Black Reed to deal with partners in the Underworld. More prosaically,
they arrange convoys to provision Faxai’s Realm garrison. Nowhere else do the Realm and the
Guild work together in this fashion, for nowhere else are they united by the common enmity of
s0 many native powers—from mortal civilizations and Moon-Touched tribes to Fair Folk
enclaves and the ancient Lunars who rule so much of the Caul.

Realm expansion has been thwarted by the Caul’s difficult terrain—high mountains, jagged
green hills, dense jungles, treacherous marshes and reptile-haunted pampas. Neighboring
civilizations are far better suited to battle here than the Realm’s legions, such as the toadfolk of
Guchol, who drag their foes beneath the waters of their swamps to drown, or the warriors of
Caligo, who hurl arrows and javelins from howdahs mounted atop the shoulders of colossal apes.
But the single greatest factor in the Realm’s failure to extend its control outside Faxai is the
Lunar Exalted. Many of Luna’s most puissant and legendary Chosen dwell here, and foreign
Lunars and Moon-Touched alike make pilgrimage to the Caul to meet His Divine Lunar Presence
or kneel at the Lion-God Shrine. Every Dynastic expeditionary force onto the mainland thus far
has been routed, the survivors fleeing to Faxai to hole up against a long retaliatory siege.

On the green-cloaked crags outside the city Makelo, near the center of the island Sinti, slaves
from coastal tribes labor under the watchful eyes of spearwomen clad in gleaming habergeons.
Some gather breadfruit, bananas and taro; others herd domesticated moa, pigs and food dogs.
Still others quarry blocks of stone to enlarge the city. Swaths of forest have been cleared away to
accommodate new rows of low wood and stone structures roofed in palm fronds. Largest of all
are the temples to the forge-goddess Ninegala who lives inside the mountain above Makelo’s
wooded valley. On a calm day, one can hear the clang of the goddess’s hammer—except when
she’s set off for the coast in her flying chariot to drive away marauding Fair Folk with javelins of
red-hot iron.

Service to Ninegala is a rite of passage for Makelo’s youth. Each year, her priests drape young
men and women in robes of gray and red, anoint them with sacred ashes, and lead them up the
precarious path to the Cave of Judgment. Those few whom the goddess rejects are banished. The
rest attend her for a year in her forge. There she teaches them the secret names of metals and the
languages of flame. The goddess asks a few to linger in her service, often for many years. These
return transformed, their skin darkened by the forge, their eyes lambent as burning coals. With
the forgecraft learned in the mountain and the goddess’s fire in their hearts, Makelo’s people
make weapons and armor of extraordinary hardness, resilience and beauty. These masterworks



have given their warriors victory after victory against neighbors, such that the entire island is
finally theirs.

Though the Makeloans craft marvelous things from copper, iron, bronze and brass, they are
merely human, and their works mortal. Her work is divine: swords that sever fire from fuel or
shadow from substance; armor impervious to water, lightning and blades; statues that take up
arms. When princes, gods and Exalts petition Ninegala to forge unique artifacts, she demands
payment not in silver or jade, but in service. So peculiar and exacting are her demands that few
will meet her price.

When a child of the Kita tribes sees her first sunrise, her parents bring her to the broad
drummer-ringed dancing platform that is the village’s largest structure. There she is held high to
watch the lithe golden bodies of her people performing the Sun Dance, one of the countless
dances taught them by their one and only god, Ratanga. This lesson is to show her the beauty and
joy that is in her future, for all the Kita devote themselves to the occult art of the dance. When
the same child sees her first sunset, her parents bring her to the shore to watch the tribe’s
statuesque warriors push their canoes into surf the color of blood, singing of each kill they’ve
made in prior raids and of all the killing to come. For as much as Ratanga loves beauty and
dance, he loves war even more.

There is a volcano god called Island Father, and each of his daughters was an island. Over time,
his daughters and their islands drifted away from him across the wide, wide sea. The youngest
daughter was headstrong and drifted farther from her sisters. One day Ratanga arrived on her
shores, unwashed and uninvited. He drove the young goddess from her island with his boorish
advances, and then presented himself to the indigenes as a god.

Ratanga may once have held the portfolio of a Current Herder or a Tide Shepherd, but he was on
the wrong side of a great war. Where he should have been imprisoned or executed, he managed
to slip out of Heaven's memory and its records. This cost him his purview and the bulk of his
power, and indebted him to the celestial interests that aided his escape. Since then his debt has
only worsened. Placing bets he could not cover with the oceanic powers of the West, he found
himself owing the Storm Mothers, the Sleeping Wave Kings, and the Fault Lords sums of prayer
he could not provide—at least, not until he seized Kita for himself.

A warlike god, Ratanga has made the people warlike. To woo a demon queen by luring her into
Creation, he bid them dance endlessly. To this day he teaches the Kita new dances and new
music, always in search of that perfect step or rhythm he once saw in the First Age but cannot
quite remember. He extorts their prayers, making them believe it is he who holds off the storm,
the tsunami, and the earthquake, through his interaction with those powers. In reality, he uses
their prayers to pay his debts, and often lets them get rammed by each of those gods, then
pretends that it was his wrath or scorn. In reality, Ratanga doesn’t do much of anything.

There is another spirit on the island: Elder Stem, goddess of the miraculous berry called the
Phoenix-Eye. Because Ratanga does not allow her a share of the prayer, she has grown weak and
can bring forth her berry less and less. Where the people once knew how to refine the berry into
a puissant medicinal agent, they have long forgotten how to use it for much more than a basic
unguent paste. Ratanga has them sell the precious berry at criminally low prices to the Guild in
exchange for slaves and sacrifices—both to slake his thirst for such things and in hopes of paying
off his divine creditors, with whom he is constantly going deeper into debt.



His demand for worship, lack of tangible blessings, and ostensible power over the fortunes of the
Kita tribes has informed their culture. They worship Ratanga as a supreme god, as though he
were their Ahlat, their Siakal, their Unconquered Sun. In his service they pair for beauty, for he
wishes to be surrounded by the famous beauty of the old courts of the Before. They develop
more complex and elegant dances in order to find the one that will soothe his savage temper and
bring him peace, not to mention ensure the sun rises and the tides stay on their course. As such,
they are a race of dancers with rare beauty and a culture of war, preying on other islands,
neighbors, and passing ships in the hunt for endless tribute.

Appearance by Region

Ethnotypes vary widely from place to place in Creation. A tall, heavyset people
with pale skin and blond hair may live just across the river from a city of short,
slim, black-skinned folk. Major trade cities see a mixture of peoples, with
individuals and families transplanted from faraway lands. Nonetheless, there are
general tendencies for certain ethnotypes to be found in each Direction.

Most Northern peoples have pale skin and light eyes. Hair is typically white,
blond or light blue, though red or black are not uncommon. Builds vary widely;
hunting peoples are often tall and well-built, wealthy settled folk run to fat to fend
off famine, and impoverished villagers are as stunted as those in any other corner
of Creation.

A melting pot even in the First Age, the Scavenger Lands have since accumulated
invaders, refugees and slaves from across Creation. Many are of mixed stock,
with skin the color of café au lait—albeit with varying proportions of coffee to
cream—and brown or black hair. But one finds people of all shapes, sizes and
colors here.

As one travels further East, bark-brown skin becomes more prevalent, paired with
green or hazel eyes. Hair tends to be long and straight, its color varying from
brown to blond, red or green. Folk are typically tall or well built, sharing the
vitality infusing other Eastern creatures.

Those born beneath the Southern sun tend to be dark-skinned, ranging in color
from olive to brown to black. Their hair—whether red, blond or black—tends to
be wavy, curly or even kinky. Beards are common among men; most keep them
well trimmed, as wild and unkempt hair is associated with the holy madness of
hermits and those ridden by gods.

Westerners typically have bronze or golden skin. Their hair shares the many hues
of sunset and sea—blues and greens, maroons and purples, grays and midnight
blacks. Short and compact builds are common, as are epicanthic folds around
blue, green or gray eyes. Some peoples in the far West have delicate webbing
between their fingers, like on a frog’s foot.

The native folk of the Blessed Isle at the world’s heart tend to be light-skinned
with dark hair and eyes, strong features, and slim builds. But the Realm is the
center of a world-spanning empire that has, over the centuries, drawn in millions
of citizens, concubines and slaves. The marks of foreign blood are common, even
in the ranks of the Scarlet Dynasty.



Lunar Dominions

The Realm’s hegemony is founded atop mountains of stolen money and magic, soaked through
with blood. It has ripped all its possessions from others, including its very name. The elders of
the Silver Pact have marked each crime down through the ages, each affront, each act of theft
and murder in the name of the Realm the Lunar Exalted once swore to protect.

It will not stand.

The Silver Pact is an alliance of Lunar Exalted united in purpose: to tear down the Realm and
free themselves from the ancient bonds they once failed to uphold. The Pact is founded on
mutual aid, defense of Luna’s chosen, and opposition to the Realm and its Sidereal masters. The
most fundamental duty of any member is to find and rescue newly-Exalted Lunars—a daunting
task, given the scope of Creation, but one the Lunar lifestyle is well-suited to. In addition to
keeping an ear to the ground as a matter of survival, Silver Pact members have a long-standing
practice of rewarding any spirit that brings them news of newly-Exalted brothers and sisters.

Once a young Lunar has been taken beyond the immediate reach of the Wyld Hunt, they’re
brought before a No Moon affiliated with the Pact, and given the true story of Luna’s Chosen—
what they were, what befell them, and why each Lunar Exaltation brings with it a hungry turmoil
of the soul.

After the young Lunar’s caste has been fixed by his No Moon mentor, the Pact’s obligation to
him ends unless he decides to participate in its loose, extended network of favor-trading, support,
and anti-Realm operations. A young Lunar stands to reap benefits far in excess of what older
Pact members ask in return—the Silver Pact’s war against the Realm is a long-term stratagem,
one that depends on today’s boon-asking youth to grow into the next century’s indoctrinator,
strategist, and war-counselor.

The Dominions

The Pact’s primary strategy is the creation of war dominions in those places beyond the Realm’s
control but adjacent to its holdings. This works roughly in line with what most young Lunars
wish to do anyway—empowered by the blessings of Luna, they find themselves accumulating
might and status, which the relentless aggression of the Wyld Hunt eventually seeks to strip
away. The Silver Pact doesn ¥ try to make its members operate according to some greater battle
plan—Luna’s gifts lend themselves to adaptability and unpredictability, not the grind of empire
against empire, and the Realm’s stolen magic and superior numbers make that a losing strategy
in any case. Instead, Lunars operate according to their own plans and desires, calling upon other
Pact members for assistance where necessary; success and generosity bring greater standing and
influence within the Pact.

War dominions are ultimately about achieving what can be achieved today, then living to strike
again tomorrow. The Lunars make themselves god-beast patrons of those the Realm despises—
those it has pushed to the margins and deemed barbarians; those it has crushed and
disenfranchised for daring to defy it; those who live at the rim of the Threshold, nervously
listening to the marching of the scarlet legions and wondering if this is the generation in which
the Empress will muster her forces to push beyond the mountain, jungle, swamp, or sea that has
thus far sheltered them from the imperial yoke.



The Lunars use their mystic gifts on behalf of these people. They teach strength and instill pride.
They spread truths the Immaculates seek to suppress. And they speak of the crimes of the Realm
against the people of the margins—of the glittering riches taken at sword-point, of the youths
enslaved, of the brave warriors slain. Lies and propaganda are rarely needed; if a tribe starves in
the high mountains, it is likely because a satrapial garrison has forced them there.

Other Lunars raise up new groups from scratch, taking refugees and exiles and breeding among
them, filling the ranks of their leaders with strong sons and daughters; or planting the seeds of a
new tribe of beastmen to be tapped for war five generations hence. The Silver Pact has been at
war for many centuries, and has learned patience.

In the end, a Lunar dominion is made into a weapon. Leather-armored screamers raid tribute
caravans. Moon-blessed armies march on disputed border provinces. Realm garrisons chase
skirmishers into malarial swamps, filled with ambush-points and boltholes. The legions are
called in, and fight grueling campaigns in hostile terrain. Sometimes the dominions triumph.
More often they fall, broken by the might of the legions or the spent power of precious,
irreplaceable First Age weapons. Either way, the Realm bleeds its money, military, and magic
beating back Lunar aggression.

And while the Realm counts the cost, the Lunar is standing in a wooded fane hundreds of miles
away, speaking in her god-voice to another tribe, another cult, another fleet, another fledgling
nation, stirring them to war.

“Ten thousand dragons rule the world,” goes the chant of the Realm’s military cadets. Ten
thousand claws and fangs encircle that world at the behest of the Silver Pact.

The Tangle

The uncharted mass known as the Tangle is a forest of enormous thorn-bushes, some towering
over 200 feet into the air, sporting spines as long as javelins and thick as a man’s arm. To the
Realm, it is an army-devouring nightmare, but to the lithe, laughing, brown-skinned folk known
as the Suramoi, the Tangle is home. Raised among its massive deadly roots and trackless
shadows, they alone know the trick of quickly and safely navigating the thorn-forest’s depths. At
home, the Suramoi are hunters of boars and tellers of great, week-long tales; abroad, the Suramoi
are raiders, striking out into neighboring Harborhead with their thorn-spears and boar cloaks.
They bring back cattle, metal weapons, whatever loot and lucre they can carry, and deeds for the
boasting-fires.

A great broken temple-manse rests at the heart of the Tangle, slope-ceilinged, carvings long since
worn down by the elements. Its shattered geomantic power is the source of the thorn-forest’s
freakish growth. The Suramoi do not approach it unless summoned or bearing gifts for the living
god that dwells in its inner fane. Jyudo Far-Flung, a rolling mountain of a man, has made himself
the patron of the Suramoi. He thanks them gravely for their offerings of cattle and gleaming
jewels, but cherishes gifts of books most of all. He has amassed a great library in the utmost
depths of the manse, where wind and rain cannot reach his treasures. On the four occasions when
the Realm has marched its legionnaires into the Tangle, they’ve been met with traps, ambushes,
and eventually, Jyudo himself: a great roaring bear, shoulders as high as a yeddim, smashing
through thorns and shields and soldiers as though they were made of twigs. Sensing weakness
from the Realm, Jyudo now calls the Suramoi chiefs to council, and makes plans to escalate from
raiding to all-out war.



The Black Wave Reavers

The Black Wave Reavers are a small Western pirate fleet. They maintain a precarious
independence, avoiding both ties to and aggression from the great powers of the Guild, the
Lintha, and the Coral freebooters. The Reavers focus their aggressions on Realm treasure ships,
attempting to stave off the Great Houses’ expansion into the Western isles by depriving them of
profits and naval power, but this is a dangerous game—the Realm’s ships are well-built and well-
defended. How fortunate, then, that the fleet is coordinated and led by a pack of young Lunar
heroes.

Axura, a Chiaroscuran woman taken by Realm debt-slavers for use in the Western colonies, leads
the trio. She cast herself overboard one night, preferring death in the shark-filled waters to the
life of a concubine, only for Luna to draw her from the waters and gift her with the shape of a
deadly hammerhead shark. Her companions are Kumo, a clever and erudite islander who
survived becoming the prey and plaything of the Fair Folk but still bears lingering marks of his
time in the Wyld; and Enemy Ghost, a quiet and deadly man raised by a savage panther god. The
three are united in their hatred of any who oppress the weak, and see no greater oppressor than
the Realm. Axura holds a special hatred for slavers, and enjoys casting them overboard and then
taking on her shark-shape to leisurely chase them down.

Many of the Black Wave Reaver ships are heavily crewed by former slaves liberated from Realm
vessels. The Reavers are a young group, still growing, though that growth is making it
increasingly difficult to steer the fleet clear of conflicts with the tempting prizes of Guild vessels.
The fleet’s flagship is the Black Water Mako, a swift harrier captured from House Peleps.

Yena’s Daughters

The Diamond Road is one of the greatest trade routes in Creation, funneling red jade, precious
jewels, firedust, and mercenaries from Gem to the Lap, and crops from the Lap to the city-states
of the great Southern desert. But three war-bands, calling themselves Yena’s Daughters, have
made the Diamond Road their hunting ground. The Realm publicly dismisses them as mere
bandits, but if even half of the stories swapped by drovers and traders in the caravanserais and
wine sinks are true, then these mere bandits have inflicted untold damage on the Realm in lost
revenue and lives. Entire tribute caravans simply vanish into the desert, one after another. Realm-
friendly trading posts are burned.

Yena’s daughters are a trio of hyena-women, inheritors of their mother’s ferocity and survival
instincts. Red-haired Yataqa has assumed control of a mixed band of exiles from Harborhead, the
Firepeaks, and the Delzahn tribes, and mounts lightning cavalry raids from the deep desert.
While the rest of her band rides horses or camels, Yataqa has tamed a ferocious simhata for her
own use. Janati, youngest of the sisters, leads a group of Wyld mutants, many of whom blend
into the hills and dune-slopes when still. They specialize in ambushes, and have a hundred bolt-
holes in the red cliffs and arroyos that line certain stretches of the road. Yataqa and Janati keep
what plunder they fancy, distribute generously to their followers, and then either strew the rest of
their stolen goods across the trackless waste, or amuse themselves by returning precious baubles
to those who gave them up to the Realm, creating suspicions of collaboration. Ratana, by
contrast, always keeps her prizes. She lacks the muzzle her sisters sport, and so fancies herself
the loveliest of the three—she’s fond of smiling after making this boast, showing the bone-
cracking teeth she inherited from her mother. Her band is made up of crack mercenaries armed



with firewands and Chiaroscuran glass armor, and she keeps their loyalty with princely shares of
all she steals.

Yena Bone-Breaker coordinates her daughters’ efforts and leads their fiercest raids. Her laughter
echoes among the red canyons and rolls across the burning dunes. Ten years ago, she bit off
Sesus Venoq’s legs as he rode honor-guard over a fortune of fire opals and exotic spices, and
now he coordinates the hunt for her from a townhouse in the Lap. But Yena’s Daughters frustrate
every attempt to find their lairs and rally a Wyld Hunt. They stalk the walled villages and oasis-
towns of the Diamond Road, leaving precious trinkets, stolen food, and heaps of silver on the
doorsteps of the common folk to buy their goodwill. Yena herself descends in the night to devour
the bones of any who inform the Realm of their movements. The losses continue to mount.

The Mountain of the Spider King

Multi-armed dervishes and pale-skinned bandits haunt the Black Shale Road that runs through
the coastal foothills of the near North, connecting Pneuma, Gethamane, and Whitewall to the
lands of Shale Strand, Fortitude, Grieve, and the sea routes to Fajad. The wealth of the West
flows east along this vital road, toward Cherak and Gethamane, along with tribute-caravans
belonging to houses Sesus, Ledaal, Nellens, and Ragara. But fewer make it through each year,
their wealth carried away into the darkness beneath the earth.

The mountains that loom above the Black Shale Road are honeycombed with abandoned mines
predating the Contagion. Aum-Ashatra, the Spider King, has made them his own. Aum-Ashatra
dwells in the utmost depths of the tunnel system, an ebon-skinned youth reclining on silk
cushions amidst gleaming treasures seized from the Great Houses, his six arms raised in
meditation. He is attended by his spider-blooded grandchildren and great grandchildren, who
speak with his voice. The Spider King takes in refugees, exiles, and disenfranchised families that
he finds making the long journey down the Black Shale Road, granting them the shelter of his
geothermally-heated tunnels and sharing the bounty of hidden alpine valleys and peat fens
cradled deep in the mountains, accessible only by paths winding deep through ancient granite.

In addition to farming the land beyond the mountains, Aum-Ashatra’s people have greatly
extended the old tunnels, and now they run to countless lonely hillsides up and down either side
of the Black Shale Road. The folk of the tunnels launch lightning raids from these warrens, and
disappear into the hills just as quickly. The tunnels are a maze of dead-ends, traps, and cave-ins
waiting to be triggered, and are strung from end to end in Aum-Ashatra’s webs—as soon as the
Realm or the Guild sends a punitive force into the tunnels, the Spider King feels the vibrations
and mobilizes a response. Poisoned spears and a great many-limbed terror push intruders into
dead-end tunnels, where they’re entombed behind tons of cold stone.

The Nameless Lair of Ma-Ha-Suchi

A ruined temple-city thrusts up from the depths of the Southeastern jungles, its buildings choked
with vines, its grand fane the lair of a violent god rising from a long somnolence. Once the place
had a name, but now only Ma-Ha-Suchi remembers what it may have been, and allows no name
to be marked on maps save his own.

The ancient Lunar has survived the destruction of the First Age, exile in the Wyld, the scourge of
the Contagion and the armies of chaos, and he carries his scars with sullen pride. He greets
visitors in his war form, a towering amalgam of man, wolf, and goat, and speaks in a voice like



silver bells. Those who rouse his attention without good cause die on the end of his moonsilver
lance, Corpse Drill, and their skulls mark the boundary of his domain.

And what a domain he has claimed! Ma-Ha-Suchi’s territory abuts the southern terminus of the
Scavenger Lands, and shields the wealthy empires of the deep Southeast from the Realm-
controlled coastal cities—not that the ancient Lunar harbors love for any of his neighbors. His
beast-blooded children raid the surrounding lands ceaselessly. They suffer no permanent roads to
be laid through their father’s dominion, and harry what river traffic is bold enough to dare their
wrath. Only those who purchase Ma-Ha-Suchi’s temporary goodwill through lavish tribute may
pass safely through his domain, and then only if the great beast is in the mood to be honored or
flattered.

Made both wrathful and weary by the turning of the ages, Ma-Ha-Suchi shuns the politics of the
Exalted. He will occasionally trade rumors or choice bits of magical plunder with respectful
envoys from the Silver Pact, and has at times consented to take younger Lunars under his
guidance for a year or two—but for the most part, he maintains his solitude. He does not speak of
the personal significance of his jungle ruins, nor is he interested in the greater schemes of
luminaries such as Sha’a Oka or the Queen of Fangs. Luna has granted him strength of arm,
quicksilver wits, keen eyes to witness the decay of the world, and endless enemies who wish to
spend their lives failing to take his territory for their own. For seven centuries, that has been
enough. But now the dead march upon the living, the Realm turns its blades upon itself, and the
gates of eternity have swung wide to admit the Solar Exalted back into the world—indeed, one
bold young Solar general has already dared to challenge the ancient Lunar in his lair. The heroes,
horrors, and betrayals of the past, long buried and forgotten, have risen to stride across Creation
once again. None can yet guess what flame these visitations have kindled in the ancient Lunar’s
heart, or who will die to feed it.

The Caul

For centuries the Realm and the Silver Pact have warred mercilessly over the Caul, an island
sacred to both sides. The Caul is a place where the march of time has, in some ways, been
suspended; where the ravages wrought by the fall of the First Age and the march of the Fair Folk
were not complete. It is a land of secret power, of wild demesnes, and of five ancient shrines
where the Five Elemental Dragons were said to have once cloistered, and where the Silver Lady
walked Creation hand in hand with Gaia in a paradise made to contain them.

Most of the fighting has been to control the shrines. For each side, it is a matter of survival. As
their bloodlines decline in purity, the Dragon-Blooded seek to use the shrines to open the path to
Feng-Yi, where they might stave off the waning that has threatened them since time out of mind.
For the Lunars, those very same shrines are bound into the bloodlines of the beastmen who call
the Caul home—the very races the Lunars have reared and harbored and protected since the
beginning. These races form the might of Sha’a Oka’s army. Without them, the Lunars’ hopes of
holding the Caul are lost. It is an impasse that has forced the Exalted into conflict for over five
centuries.

Sha’a Oka, the legendary leonine warrior-king, deviated from the Silver Pact’s war of attrition to
claim the Caul as his battlefield. His resolve, fueled by age-old regret, is second to none. His
followers are among the most zealous of the Lunar host, and they would fight for him—and for
this land favored by Luna—to the end of the world. Over the years, Sha’a Oka’s death has been
confirmed many times only to be eventually proven false. No one has seen His Divine Lunar



Presence in over one hundred years, but wise Exalted know not to bank their plans on the truth of
his demise—for Sha’a Oka is said to roam the Caul, directing its defense from the shadows.

For the Dragon-Blooded, to be chosen by the Empress as a pilgrim on the Caul was a great honor
and a sacred responsibility. The Realm always strove to control the five shrine cities, to ensure
that the route to Feng-Yi remained open, for at certain incalculable times, if she could complete
the pilgrimage, the Dragon-Blooded pilgrim could be guaranteed that her next child would feel
the Kiss of the Dragons.

But when the Empress vanished, her legions on the Caul were reduced, and each of the shrine
cities was left with fewer defenders than ever before. When Sha'a Oka's lieutenants learned of
this weakness, they erupted from their dominions with their beastmen armies and overwhelmed
one city after another.

The Dynasts were finally able to dig their heels in at Faxai, the Walled City, whose port is the
gateway to the West. Faxai’s defenders know if the city were lost, the Anathema would have a
way to launch an invasion of the Blessed Isle.

The Dragon-Blooded fight to prevent this from happening at all costs. But as the siege of Faxai
drags on, the Realm’s response to this threat has been divided. Some believe the Caul to be a
waste of resources—what is the wisdom, they ask, in the deaths of many Dragon-Blooded heroes
in exchange for the certain birth of a mere handful? Some even scoff at the might of the
beastmen hordes. House Peleps has long signaled its certainty that the Realm Navy could shatter
any invasion force before it ever reached the Blessed Isle. Others travel to the Caul even now,
drawn by the tarnal silence out of the shrine cities, and their concern for the fates of those
trapped by Lunar forces. Still a few of the most devout Immaculates and shikari believe that the
way of the Dragons and the path to the Last City must be kept open—that this is not a matter of
just the birth of a few Dragon-Blooded, but of the spiritual purity of the entire Dragon-Blooded
race. To resist the Anathema at all costs is their purpose and their remit in the Immaculate Texts,
and to fail in this is to fall from the grace of the Dragons and hasten the world’s descent into
darkness.

The Wyld

The world is a thin shell over an underlying sea of chaos. Beneath the veil of reality is the roiling
primal energy of creation, the endless potential of the unformed. In the time before history,
Creation was raised from this ocean of madness, trapping its energies into the fixity of shape and
time, cause and effect. This infinitude is the Wyld.

Just as the Wyld is beneath the world, it is also within it. Wherever the minds and dreams of
living things have been stripped away, the Wyld seeps in, burgeoning with twisting miracles. The
ravages of Fair Folk armies impregnate it with seeds of impossibility. Where sentient life
flourishes, reality is strong, but in places where dreamers are hollowed and their souls eaten
away, Creation falls into chaos.

Within and beneath, the Wyld is also outside, surrounding the world. In the First Age, Creation
was much larger, its borders well-guarded; but in the wake of the Great Contagion, the children
of the Wyld launched a great crusade against the world, and much of Creation’s hinterlands fell
back into the chaos from which they were drawn. Today the borders of the world are a tattered
and hazy interstitial realm of miracles and nightmares, where the tides of the Wyld grind away at
the shores of the real.



Worse, the denizens of the Wyld have long regarded Creation with hungry eyes, gleaming with
equally deadly love and hate. The Wyld is home to innumerable prodigies, many of which could
only generously be called life—vast and magnificent beasts which could only be of singular
nature; swarming horde- and hive-things; mad creators who bring forth land and song and sorrow
with the beating of drums or the working of hands; countless hungry fangs, thirsting for passion
and meaning; things which all of the above would name as monsters. The foremost among these
beings, most commonly known as the Fair Folk, have mounted many invasions of Creation
throughout the ages, and marked the bordermarches of the world with the shifting, dreamlike
energies of the Wyld.

To live in these tainted lands is to risk becoming something other than human. Savage tribes
carve bone and iron talismans in the hopes that they will offer some protection against the touch
of chaos, and beseech whatever divinities will listen to keep them safe from the hungers of the
Fair Folk. At the rim of the world, where reality is at its weakest, these measures often prove
inadequate, and many tribes have been transformed into Wyld-twisted mutants.

The Face of the Wyld

Creation is most stable at its center, buttressed by the geomantic axis of the Pole of Earth and the
millions of souls who live, work, pray, travel, and trade across the Blessed Isle. The farther one
travels from the center, the more the fabric of reality thins. At the outermost edge of the world,
reality grows thin as a sigh and the Wyld beats on Creation’s shores, ebbing and surging with the
cycles of the moon. Beyond that there is only raw madness, endlessly transforming and
reconfiguring itself, free of the afflictions of reason and memory.

Those places where the world and the Wyld intersect are landscapes of wonder and terror, of
fantasy given expression in scenery and flesh: beautiful, unpredictable, exhilarating, deadly. Here
the sky burns with impossible colors. Rivers flow with wine, or blood, or simply backwards.
Here animals grow from seed-pods on trees, or mate without regard for species and produce
impossible offspring. The Wyld is a landscape of crystal flowers, of birds who sing daunting and
transgressive philosophies, of trees whose sap brings sweet hallucinations and transformations of
mind and body, of snakes with scales of gleaming diamond, of songs which can reweave a man’s
memories.

To live in the Wyld invites a form of ecstasy, a loss of the self into the tides of myth and
archetype, a replacement of desires with a sense of belonging. This euphoria is addictive to
many, even as the ongoing ebb and flow of the Wyld work steady and subtle transformations
upon flesh and psyche. It is for this reason above all others that civilized men and free barbarians
fear the touch of the Wyld, and shun those lands marked by chaos.

And yet, some live within the boundaries of the Wyld. Those who dwell in tainted lands are
feared and hated as no others in Creation. Most are immediately distinguishable by the marks
chaos has left upon their flesh; the ignorant fear their mutations and insanities are contagious,
while the learned suspect them of being stalking-horses and agents of the Fair Folk.

Where the Wyld intersects with Creation, it draws from the nearest Elemental Pole; while hardly
predictable or reliable, particular stretches of chaos tend to display repeating motifs and themes
of miracle and transfiguration. The most successful such mutants breed true, giving rise to Wyld
barbarian tribes such as the terrible Varajtul cannibals of the North.



Beyond Creation, certainties of distance and identity become distant rumors, and time’s march is
rendered slippery and unreliable. A man can be reduced to a flailing pile of limbs, or a living
flame, or a song, all within a matter of hours; or might find his sense of self dissolving; or might
be found and claimed by one of the Fair Folk, transformed into a hunting hound and brought
back to a court of madness; or might wander, unharmed, through miraculous landscapes for a day
and a night, only to find his way back to Creation with the dawn to discover that twenty years
passed during his sojourn. Even among the ranks of the Chosen, only the Lunar Exalted venture
beyond Creation’s borders without careful preparation.

The Fair Folk

The Fair Folk are born of the chaos beyond the world—ravenous, beautiful, and immortal. They
stride boldly into Creation, taking whatever they please by force or seduction. Also known as the
raksha, they seem similar to men and women, but aren’t human and could never be mistaken as
such. Mortals don’t wrap themselves in proud robes of woven poetry, nor move with the grace of
a waking dream, nor wear all the blowing colors of autumn and fire in their hair and eyes.

The Fair Folk hate Creation, for it offends the children of the Wyld. When the world was raised
up from chaos, it shattered the purity of the Wyld, inflicting upon it an immutable center; the
certainties of time; and other, subtler transformations. What had been free was now fixed. The
oppressive weight of Creation’s certainties presses hard against those Fair Folk who enter the
world; in its every aspect, reality announces itself as their enemy. The raksha have warred against
Creation since its first dawn. Once, they came within a hair’s breadth of victory; perhaps in the
Time of Tumult they will succeed.

The Fair Folk love Creation, for it beguiles them and fills their essential emptiness—an
emptiness of which they were never aware, until Creation existed to contrast them. The raksha
are soulless, donning ethics and passions like masks and fashion; they’re not real the way a
mortal is real, and must endlessly invent themselves. To immerse in the life of Creation—and
dine upon Creation-born souls—provides another, intoxicating existence, which many fae throw
themselves into wholeheartedly. The souls and sagas of heroes satisfy them best of all, drawing
Fair Folk to the Exalted in endless cycles of savage war and equally savage love.

So it is that Creation has learned that the love and hate of the Fair Folk are to be feared in equal
measure.

The Hosts of Faerie

The raksha have long dominated the Wyld, but they are not its only children. The hosts of faerie
are vast and diverse, describing horrors and beauties in countless variety. The raksha commonly
enslave such lesser fae, or create them wholesale as servants, putting each to the use its nature or
maker’s whim dictates. Lesser fae generally excel at singular tasks—they are swift couriers,
doughty wonder-smiths, lascivious paramours, savage warriors, feral hunting-beasts. The lesser
faeries most familiar to the people of Creation are those the Fair Folk put to work as warriors and
hunters, such as squat hobgoblins with flesh like twisted roots, shark-toothed oceanic reavers,
and the wolf-faced howlers of the Winter Folk.

The churning vicissitudes of the Wyld and the dream-forges of the Fair Folk also sometimes birth
colossal, monstrous terrors. These behemoths are distinguished by their uniqueness and
overwhelming power. Most have no more intelligence than an animal, and often not even that
much self-awareness—the Fair Folk tame them with little difficulty, despite their enormous



strength. To bring one of the more intelligent or willful behemoths to heel is a great
accomplishment among the courts of madness, bringing forth accolades, envy, and rivals.

The raksha hold themselves above all other children of the Wyld. They see lesser fae as potential
slaves and amusements—not kin or peers. But the raksha are no longer the undisputed lords of
the Wyld. In the centuries since the failure of their last great crusade to end Creation, a new and
terrible sort of faerie has emerged from the depths of the Wyld. These twisted and hungry beings
—the hannya—count raksha as their preferred prey.

Fair Folk in Creation

The Fair Folk take on a host of forms as they enter Creation and rob substance from its
Elemental Poles to sustain themselves. What follows are the most widely-known (and feared)
generalities of the Fair Folk; individual raksha may bend or break the trends of their court. The
Wyld is ever-inventive, and ever-treacherous.

The East: The raksha of the East and Northeast are much consumed with pageantry, garbing
themselves in emblems of the forest and the seasons: cloaks of leaves and torcs of laurel, juniper-
berry tassels, crowns of woven dead branches. They favor armor of magically hardened wood.

Fae of the Southeastern jungles become indolent in the heat, wearing rainbow feathers and red,
black, and yellow skin colors. They prefer to lay ambushes, using blowguns and spears steeped
in hallucinogens to capture mortal playthings. They regard the fevered visions provoked by their
darts as a refined delicacy. Deeper Southeast, scattered tribes of bronze-skinned and devil-fanged
nomads range up and down the shores of the Dreaming Sea, and roam across the great interior
plains, kidnapping travelers and drawing out their souls in forced contests of chance and daring.
They spare only the domains of Ysyr, where it is rumored the reigning thaumatocrats have
learned to enslave their kind.

The South: Raksha of the Southern coast creep into towns and cities by night wearing the form
of black lions. They infiltrate the houses of sleeping mortals to steal their breath, or whisper from
the darkness to draw watchmen away from the fires, never to be seen again.

In the far South, the raksha are desert raiders on horses of flame and shadow, dressed in flowing
robes of stitched dream and burnooses of woven poetry, wielding sabers edged with deadly
omens. Only their love of riddles, bets, and challenges can offer hope of delivery from their
hunger—alas, precious few count themselves sharper than the Fair Folk.

The West: The raksha of the West are divided between the aquatic fae of the ocean depths and
wild cannibal raksha who dwell upon miraculous isles. The latter paint their bodies, carve
terrifying and impressive masks to frighten away the hannya, and prefer to extract dreams and
souls from boiled flesh. Their whale-bone outriggers cut the waves like swift arrows when they
go a-raiding.

The fae of the open oceans wear whatever sea-life features take their fancy. Some are swift and
terrible hunters, driving schools of sharks and barracuda before them as hunting-hounds; others
use their beauty as a lure, drawing sailors and dock-girls into the sea with cruel, sweet songs,
crimson-rouged lips and nipples, and the artful concealment and exposure of surging waves.

Most prideful and lovely of all the Western fae are those raksha who have named themselves the
Pearl Court and made their home upon the coasts of the Caul. They adorn their flesh in shifting



nacreous hues, seduce the winds and waves into compliant alliance, and draw ships onto the
jagged shores of the Caul with storm-song and false omens.

The North: In much of the North, the Winter Folk are feared even above the hungry dead.
Villages shudder and reach for weapons or tribute at the tinkling of their sleigh bells and the
creak of their ice chains in the night. The Winter Folk adorn themselves in ermine or mammoth
fur, bedecking their bodies with great antlers, horns, wolf fangs, or bear claws; many sport cow
or wolf tails, which they take some pains to hide. The loveliest of the Winter Folk often walk
nude through the midst of howling blizzards, offering the warmth of their bodies to lost travelers
in exchange for sips and bites of the unfortunate’s soul. Such liaisons are addictive, drawing
doomed “snow dolls” out into the killing cold again and again in desperate search for their
lovers.

Lords of Dream

The Fair Folk speak occasionally of a caste of raksha beyond even their terrible
nobility—uncontestable lords of the Wyld whom they dub ishvara. It is a marvel
for even a single ishvara to appear within the span of an Age, and most raksha
believe that none currently walk the lands of Creation or the depths of the Wyld.
Should one emerge into the Time of Tumult, it would surely change the course of
the world.

Prince Balor of the Terrible Gaze was the most famous of all ishvara, and
indeed of all Fair Folk. He led the Crusade against Creation at the end of the
Great Contagion, which brought the raksha to ruin in the face of the Scarlet
Empress’s counterattack; Balor himself is believed slain by the treachery of his
advisors at the height of the Crusade. It is said that nothing could survive the glare
of Prince Balor’s terrible eye, and that a part of his Essence remains lost in
Creation to this day, crafted into a weapon of flame and poison against which no
defense is possible.

Prince Laashe, the Morning Star, rose to infamy in the early days of the world
by crafting a woman from the dreams of the Unconquered Sun, who won the sun-
god’s heart. When the woman’s crimes were revealed to the gods, the Most High
was forced to pass judgment over her, or shame himself by granting her
undeserved mercy. The woman took her own life to spare the Unconquered Sun
either agony or shame, at which point Prince Laashe drank her soul and displayed
it as a radiance about him. In so doing, he became a figure the Unconquered Sun
could not raise hand against, and beat and reviled the heartbroken god before the
eyes of Heaven.

It was only through Luna’s intercession, wearing the face of the sun’s lover, that
the Most High rallied and cast Laashe out of Heaven, out of Creation, out of the
Wyld. There came Luna, hunting with footsteps like drumbeats, and tore the soul
of the woman out of Prince Laashe. She left him banished to a place beyond even
that which is beyond the world, where he remains today.

The maddest and holiest of Fair Folk oracles speak of Lady Zalat of the Galliard
of Hours. This is the substance of their sermons: In the future, at the final
destruction of Creation, Lady Zalat will cast down the machinery of time and so
will become ishvara, scattering herself into every liberated moment of history,



past and future. As such, she must already exist in the present, working to bring
about the conditions of her own future victory and ascension. Followers of Zalat
quest for evidence of her activity to confirm the truth of her legend and assist her
in realizing her creation of herself.

The raksha Niaza, who wears the shape of a beautiful and hateful naga, is not
ishvara, but seeks to become so. She has learned to consume memories, drawing
from them strength and secrets. She conspires with the dreaded Lintha family;
they believe Niaza has found a way to consume the human impurity which taints
the family’s bloodline, returning them to their ancient strength, when they were
masters of the sea in the time before the First Age of Man. In truth, Niaza seeks to
follow their racial memories down to the root of their blood, when they were
spawned by one of the Ancients who made the world. By drinking at the font of
that primal genesis, she hopes to steal that world-maker’s power for herself.

The Grave and Beyond

All mortal men know death, but few truly understand it.

It is almost universally understood that souls reincarnate. The Immaculate Philosophy teaches
that souls are weighed by Heaven according to their deeds in life and rewarded or punished—
sometimes both—by the cycle of reincarnation. The goal of all souls, the Philosophy maintains,
should be to escape the cycle of reincarnation through achieving spiritual perfection and
becoming one with the Elemental Dragons.

In lands beyond the shores of the Blessed Isle, other beliefs abound. The Dune People of the
great Southern desert hold that the memories of reincarnated souls are forged into glorious arms
and armor by the gods, with which to fight a great battle at the end of time. The theomilitary of
Ixcoatli teaches that Heaven weighs the virtue and excellence of each soul during the cycle of
reincarnation, and that the souls of the greatest of heroes are removed from the cycle to become
new divinities. The ancestor cult of Medo believes that reincarnation represents a second chance
for the weak of spirit to live, learn, and become strong; dutiful and stalwart souls, by contrast,
resist the pull of reincarnation, lingering in the world to advise and protect their living relatives.
The people of the Skullstone Archipelago have made an aristocracy of the dead, to whose ranks
the most accomplished among the living ascend through ritual suicide.

The Restless Dead

The cycle of reincarnation is imperfect. Some souls linger, refusing to pass on, chained to the
living world by unresolved passions. Sometimes they’re held back by bonds of dark magic.
Sometimes they’re simply caught on the fractured boundary of the land of the living and the land
of the dead. Some are drawn to places whose existence has no place in the doctrine of the
Immaculate Philosophy. These tarrying shades are known as ghosts, and the dark lands where
they linger, the Underworld.

Ghosts come in a great diversity of forms, depending on the circumstances of their death, their
fortunes in the Underworld, their lingering ties to the living world, and the strength of their will
and spirit. The simplest restless shades are little more than repetitive echoes, anchored to
Creation by a single inescapable memory or moment. They can rarely perceive the living, or
even other ghosts, as they go again and again through the motions of their obsession. Stronger



ghosts may be nearly as complex as a living person, with plans and passions to carry them
through their lingering afterlife.

Others shades are little more than beasts; the most common of these are known as hungry ghosts.
They are the lower, animal elements of the soul, turned vicious and feral by improper treatment
of their mortal remains. Funerary practices are of vital importance to all cultures because of the
threat posed by such restless spirits; it’s traditional for funerists to accompany armies on the
march, lest the hungry ghosts of enemy soldiers left to rot on the field rise up and feast on their
conquerors in the night.

Different sorts of lingering shades are subject to different rules governing their behavior, though
none know what hand scribed these laws or why. Hungry ghosts, for example, must sleep away
the day within their corpses or be destroyed by the touch of the sun, while all ghosts find the
touch of salt repellent and the scent of living blood intoxicating.

Most ghosts ultimately have little more than their passions to sustain them. The dead yearn for
the experience of being alive, but don’t feel things in the same way they did when they lived.
Still, they try; they throw themselves into passion plays in infinite variations, and if they cannot
recapture the rich emotional palette of being alive, they can at least sip individually at its flavors:
love, rage, and the bitter sting of betrayal may all be equally nourishing to different ghosts; each
has its needs and desires. For all but the most self-aware and strong-willed of ghosts, sating these
hungers comes above all else, though the means used to do so may be very sophisticated indeed.

Sometimes truly bizarre ghosts wander up from the depths of the Underworld, creatures that
have been dead so long they have forgotten even the shape of their lost humanity; savants
speculate that some may never have been human at all. When cannibal fogs roll across the hills,
when raven-winged shadows gather on roofs and windowsills to steal dreams and sight from
those sleeping within, when angry shades haul their corpses up on puppeteer-strings of necrotic
Essence and force them to walk and kill—this is when exorcists are called to their work.

The Underworld

The Underworld is a great confluence of dead waterways. It teems with oceans of void and rivers
of darkness, flowing ever away from Creation, carrying souls and memories into its depths...
perhaps to reincarnation, but all too often, simply away. These tempest-wracked seas and torrents
of anti-light divide the strange islets that make up the landscape of the Underworld—a multitude
of paradises, purgatories, and stranger afterlives where the restless dead tarry, pinned by passion,
trauma, slavery, or happenstance.

The abode of ghosts is an inauspicious place, by turns bleak as a bare skull or flush with heart-
wounding beauty. Strange stars wind through a sunless sky (where there is a sky at all), turned by
the massed force of the prayers of the dead. Mortals fear to venture here while still possessed of
their blood and breath; to travel abroad between the isles of the Underworld is perilous even for
the shades that dwell there, and vastly more so for the living. The ancient dead are envious of
their blood and breath, and rest in the Underworld offers little renewal of mind or spirit.

Many ghosts seek passage back into the world of sun and flesh, either to fulfill their frustrated
passions or to carry out the business of the lords of the dead; the Underworld is a land of many
kings and riches beyond counting, and so the dead are never without ambitions or temptations.

The Ancestor Cult



The Immaculate Philosophy forbids contact between mortals and the dead; to linger as a shade is
inauspicious and improper, and contact with such beings, the Immaculate Order maintains, can
do nothing but pollute a mortal’s spiritual health.

Still, the ancestor cult flourishes in the lands beyond the borders of the Realm, where the
Immaculate Philosophy’s hold is uncertain or altogether absent. Mortals there need supernatural
patronage to protect them from the dangers of predators, disease, disaster, greedy neighbors, and
malicious gods and fae; in the end, they often turn to their own dead to provide this support. It’s
unusual for a ghost to be as individually potent as a god, or as easily able to reach his living
descendants, but what the dead lack in raw strength they make up for in numbers and familiarity.
Where the Hundred Gods Heresy flourishes, an entire village is likely to worship the same
upstart god; but in ancestor cults, most families maintain their own shrine and propitiate their
own familial spirits.

The dead may be able to offer up small blessings, knowledge from beyond the grave, or strange
treasures smuggled out of the depths of the Underworld. In return they demand veneration—care
and maintenance of their graves and shrines and frequent prayer to fortify them in the
Underworld are the normal foundation of any ancestor cult, with more particular favors for the
living being solicited with the spilling of blood, or the burning or burying of tokens pleasing to
the dead. Lavish funerals are the norm in areas dominated by ancestor cults, the better to arm the
dead to later aid the living.

Fear of the ancestor cult isn’t merely a matter of Immaculate propaganda. Ghosts are creatures
driven by desire and passion, and lack for restraint. For every spirit motivated by love for those
left behind, there is an ancient family matriarch willing to drive her descendants into poverty or
worse to advance her status among the dead. Ghosts are often unreasonable, demanding, and
vicious when they feel slighted—and the greater the congress between living and dead, the more
easily a shadowland can flower should the proper circumstances present themselves.
Shadowlands are almost always dominated by the ancestor cult, and the dead are usually the
controlling members of that relationship.

Shadowlands

Perhaps there was once a time when death was the only means of passage between the lands of
the living and the dead. If so, that time was long ago; the Underworld resides close by Creation
in the Second Age, and where too many souls have passed into the lands below too quickly, or
where the living world has been scarred by sufficient atrocity, the Underworld may bleed up into
the sunlit world. These places, where death and life commingle, are known as shadowlands.

The topography of a shadowland is fundamentally the same as before falling into the embrace of
the Underworld, at least at first. The course of rivers remains the same; the same hills and
mountains continue to jut up from the land; the same roads lead from village to village, passing
the same landmarks. But the Underworld leaves its mark upon all these things. Many wild
animals will leave a shadowland, if they can; game animals are difficult to come by, while
spiders, rats, and raitons thrive. Domestic animals eventually become listless and wan, or sleek
and hungry. The people of shadowlands are often pale, and may take ill easily; in a shadowland it
seems easier to let go of life.

Colors leech out over a span of decades, or become flush and violent in their intensity. Storms
are unusually savage; those blown in from the Underworld may carry with them drops of blood,



mercury, or salty tears. Strange and winding designs impress themselves upon stones as
generations go by, while boards and buildings stretch high and narrow and queer. The flavors of
food grown in shadowland soil are often strange and bitter, or oddly intoxicating. The crops and
goods of shadowlands are disturbing and distasteful to many, but some collectors, artisans, and
exotic gourmands will pay high prices for the exports of lands touched by the Underworld,
particularly if the mixing of boundaries produces some prodigy that may be obtained nowhere
else.

The borders of shadowlands are frayed and unstable places. Crossing the boundary by day takes
the traveler away from the shadow of the grave and into the lands of the living. By night, the
borders of a shadowland lead out into the dark vistas of the Underworld.

Most importantly, shadowlands permit the dead to walk among the living—to speak, and touch,
and do more than touch. By night, ghosts are as solid as mortals, though few could be mistaken
for such. In most shadowlands, ghosts fade away with the rising of the sun, unable to be seen,
heard, or touched by the living; in older or stronger shadowlands, the dead only fade away when
sunlight falls directly upon them, and retire to windowless ancestor houses during the day. In
either case, they return to full solidity with the coming of night.

The Deathlords

The Underworld is split up into countless dead dominions, many ruled over by ghostly princes,
emperors, and generals from nations and armies long gone to dust. But the greatest number, by
far, are controlled by a group of ancient and mysterious sorcerer-kings known as the Deathlords.

Ghosts know better than to speak openly of the lords of shadow—the Deathlords know their
business and see no need for others to do so—but when they believe themselves secluded in the
echoing darkness of the Underworld, the dead whisper. They whisper that no two Deathlords are
alike, that some are gleaming alabaster angels with wings or cloaks of knife-edged steel and
inscrutable tragedy-masks, while others shroud themselves completely in invincible soulsteel
armor, or bare lovely ivory flesh that is the stuff of desire itself. They whisper that the Deathlords
have sworn themselves to dead gods rotting forever at heart of a vast Labyrinth which winds
beneath the Underworld, at the point where all rivers of oblivion converge. They whisper that the
Deathlords feed the souls of those that anger them to these nightmare beings, and that their
glittering chalcedony citadels are pushed up from the earth when the dead gods reach through the
substrata of the Underworld to grasp at these offerings. Of the identities of the Deathlords before
their demise, the dead are utterly silent—or are made silent.

The Deathlords perpetually fight among themselves, winding out long games of conquest,
assassination, aggression, alliance, and betrayal. So it is that the dead are split into many shifting
empires of bone and steel, rather than a singular engine that might be turned against the living.

Until recently, few living individuals had even heard of the Deathlords. Those that had regular
contact with the dead knew the Deathlords as dark legends and dire rumors—ancient witch-kings
of enormous power, ruling over the black and silent kingdoms of the dead. That changed four
years ago, when the Mask of Winters led his bleak army to conquer the living city of Thorns.

The Fall of Thorns

Situated at the edge of the Scavenger Lands, Thorns is a proud, wealthy, and
ancient city. It has been a lynchpin of regional trade and travel for centuries. The



city’s beautiful architecture is widely held as a marvel of Second Age
achievement. Thorns paid tribute to the Realm for better than twenty generations,
and has served as the Scarlet Empress’s largest and closest military outpost to the
raw anarchy of the Scavenger Lands.

In RY 764, the year after the Empress vanished, Thorns fell to the dead.

The Mask of Winters advanced on the city at the head of an army of zombies and
mercenaries, riding atop the back of the terrible and forgotten abomination known
as Juggernaut. Juggernaut was a fearsome behemoth slain in the forgotten epochs
of the First Age—a terror with fists the size of hills, the bulk of its flesh like a city
wrought in muscle and sinew. The Deathlord found the behemoth’s ancient corpse
and enslaved it through unimaginably potent sorceries, raised his citadel upon its
rotting back, then set it crawling toward the city.

The Dragon-Blooded of the Thorns garrison rode forth to confront the Deathlord’s
forces, only to be cut down in the space of an hour by the Abyssal Exalted who
emerged from the corpse-fortress’s shadow. This was Creation’s first introduction
to Death’s Lawgivers.

The Mask of Winters could have conquered the city that same day: Juggernaut
could have easily pulled down the walls, and the Abyssal Exalted gone reaving
through the streets. Instead he settled in to siege. He sent rats to eat the city’s
food, and sickness to taint its air. As the people starved, he released pigs into the
streets; the skeletons of those who ate of their cursed flesh died, and tore their
way out from the screaming bodies encasing them. In the end, he made the people
of Thorns open their own gates and invite him inside. He made them beg him to
deliver them from the horrors he had brought.

The Mask of Winters was glad to oblige. Thorns is now the center of a new,
swiftly-growing shadowland, and the capital of the Deathlord’s nascent empire.
His hungry and impatient eyes now settle upon the River Province to the north.

It’s not clear how many ancient spirits number among the ranks of the Deathlords. The wildest
rumors say that their numbers are legion; or that there are truly only two, playing out an eternal
war from behind many masks, catspaws, and false identities. Most who concern themselves with
the matter of the Deathlords suspect there are more than five but fewer than a score of these most
ancient and potent beings. Ultimately, only the Deathlords themselves can say for certain. The
following are a few of the more openly active and widely-known Deathlords:

* The Mask of Winters was a name unknown to the living and obscure among the dead until
recently. For uncounted centuries, he commanded the fearful loyalty of a handful of remote
dominions in the sunless lands, while he personally explored the most dangerous and obscure
reaches of the Underworld—what he sought, no one knew. When he marched on Thorns
wielding fearsome sorcery and the resurrected corpse-fortress Juggernaut, the scope of his
ambitions became clear. Because of the Mask of Winters, the threat of the Deathlords is now on
the minds of princes and generals throughout much of Creation. His fellow Deathlords resent his
boldness, and move to frustrate his ambitions out of spite. His arrival has cast a pall of fear
across the Scavenger Lands; while many nations and city-states brace for war, others seek
alliance with the Mask of Winters, hoping to avoid his charnel march.



* The Lover Clad in the Raiment of Tears claims many of the North’s enormous shadowlands
for herself. The Lover is a being of impossible alabaster beauty, of frustrated passions quenched
at last, and lifelong loneliness answered—for a time. Under her influence, those who die in the
North with great and unfulfilled passions find their souls bound to the living world, denied both
reincarnation and the darkness of the Underworld. These tangible shades, known as the Loveless,
wander the North in search of the warm comfort of life. By preference they seek out living
paramours, exhausting their vitality one night at a time; denied such willing relief, they become
feral cannibals, finding solace in living blood. The Lover opens her domains to those with
nowhere else to go—the heartsick, lonely, and lost—and so the hollow husks of those who
willingly go into the Lover’s arms are a common sight in the North. Their eyes are dull and
empty, their faces slack; they have seen and experienced such things that life and living have
nothing more to offer them.

* The Bodhisattva Anointed by Dark Water rules as the eternal monarch of the Skullstone
Archipelago, a series of Western isles covered by an ancient shadowland. He teaches that life is
merely a preparatory period before the exaltation of death, and this belief is the foundation of his
nation’s religion and culture. The Bodhisattva is a canny trader, salvager, diplomat, admiral, and
administrator; his wealth shames that of any other Western nation. He has expanded his territory
for centuries, slowly but steadily, preferring to enmesh his neighbors in complex webs of debt,
favors, and mutual oaths before moving to annex them once they inevitably break faith in some
way. Since the disappearance of the Empress, his black fleet has become more active and daring,
ranging farther abroad and deeper into the territorial waters of other Western powers.

Behemoths

A creature the size of a fortress and made up of equal parts batrachian nightmare and simian
brute batters down the wall of an ancient city, its defenders powerless to even slow the beast’s
advance. It crushes the buildings and besieged populace in a rage; when its fury is spent, it digs a
hollow in the city center and lays its enormous bulk down to sleep for months, before awakening
to rampage again. A hideous mockery of a man stalks his prey across Creation, devouring their
strength and growing stronger, the prototype for every predator to ever walk the face of the earth.
A beshelled, piscine titan floats about the Western seas, until it grows hungry, at which time it
devours whole ships and island populations in a feeding frenzy, turning the sea red with the
blood of its prey. These are behemoths, discarded by the ancient world-makers who created
them, immortal half-formed prototypes of the later life that would walk the face of Creation,
often cast into the Wyld by the First Age Solar Exalted, and now massive threats to anything that
crosses their paths.

Properly, behemoths are the byblows of a Creation that never happened, and include living
mountains which prowl continents, an adamic man of clay meant to be the progenitor of the
human race, and strange blind worms the length of a Guild caravan with a thousand heads. Each
of these creatures is nearly indestructible, and its motives and drives are nonsensical or
incomprehensible to mortal or Exalted. As is difficult for the average person to inquire into the
origins of the walking nightmare devouring their family or destroying their city, the word
“behemoth” is often also misapplied to living nightmares from the Wyld, or monstrous entities
which fit no other description, such as the ghosts of behemoths slain by Solar Exalted in the First
Age; strange, city-sized automata buried deep under the earth and prowling ancient caverns
where the sun has never shone; First Age war-machines built by the Solar Exalted and which no



modern mind can comprehend or stop; and ancient cannibal gods cast out of Heaven with the
overthrow of the enemies of the gods.

The sheer killing power and near-invulnerability of a behemoth gives even the most potent Exalt
pause, and head-to-head clashes often end in the destruction of whatever chose to stand in the
face of these ancient terrors. The clever often try to redirect the behemoth, rather than actually
confront it, but even this is difficult, because many behemoths operate on a scale in which
humanity is a mere trifle. Would an Exalt notice if a bee tried to turn him away from a hive, after
all? Even the behemoths which are man-sized or smaller, of which there are a handful, are
incredibly dangerous, with potent defenses and the same near unbreakable will and flesh.



Echoing Breath flinched at the cold splash of plasmic Essence across her cheek. It felt like icy
mist, penetrating the leather of her cowl. Spectral armor splintering, the hungry ghost dissolved.
Winter fog rushed to take its place.

“Five down,” she whispered. She shook the ice from her thin, bone-white blades. “Is that all?”

Heavy boots crunched through stale snow as she trudged across the frozen pond. The black
bones of bare elms crowded close. Here and there, pale arms jutted from the ice, a few still
grasping jade weapons. They need to be burned. Or the ghosts will rise. The blood was sluggish
in her veins, breath hard won for ragged lungs. Her throat rattled in the silence. Her scarred neck
ached. The Liminal pulled the cowl over her face, drawing deeper from the air around her. Half-
formed visions sparked in her mind like a guttering flame—the elms lush, the pond sweet, the
fields ripe, the dragons on the hunt, riding for glory. Yes, there had been five Dragon-Blooded,
all armed to the teeth. Now here they lay. The villagers had abandoned the fields and spread tales
of their ghosts. The tales had drawn a hunter equally terrible.

“It’s just you and me now,” Echo whispered into the fog, raising her blades.

The trees were moaning, branches cracking against each other. Her pace was silent and
inexorable. Her final target would be lurking at the twisted feet of a naked elder tree, she knew—
not only because she could smell it in the fetid air, but because she remembered. The heavy mist
parted like a shroud, and Echo could see beyond to the sudden thread of gold in the mist—a
magnificent weapon of solid sunlight. A building growl snatched her attention, and a hunched
figure came prowling from the gnarled roots of the elder tree.

Echoing Breath flexed her sword hands. Her fingers were stiff and black with cold, but there was
no time to scavenge new ones. The ghost started, its movements disjointed, a blur of gray light
where its head should be. Degenerate power prickled the breath in Echo’s throat. Her scars began
aching again.

A guttural sound, a flash—Echo’s daiklaves scraped against the shaft of a ghostly direlance, her
shoulder grazed and stinging. The po howled, its strangled voice uncoiling from a missing neck,
the formless mist of its face rearranging itself in more and more nightmarish configurations. The
Liminal attacked, but her foe was unnaturally fast, even wielding a pale fraction of the power it
held in life . The dreadful lance struck again and again, driving her back. Echo’s body was
threadbare from pursuing the dead hunters, her bone-white daiklaves only just parrying the
ghost’s onslaught. But her breath was even and the gloom flexed in time with her lungs, which
now began to pump.

The po screamed and raised the shadow lance for the final blow. Echoing Breath reached deep
between the folds of Creation and the Underworld, her exhalations mingling with the numbing
promise of lethe, and thrust her blades. The lance tore into her shoulder, splitting flesh from
bone, tearing away the cowl. Echo felt a killing cold ripping at her bare face. A scream rang
through the winter night.

The trembling po sank to the hilts of her daiklaves. Its head solidified, briefly, nose to nose with
her. Their faces were perfect mirrors. The ghost raked feeble claws against the Liminal’s neck,
mouth gaping soundlessly.

“You must move on.” She breathed deep and twisted the blades, drawing the ghost toward lethe.
“You must go.”



It melted into the mist, a look of repose on its remembered face. Echo shuddered, wrapped her
wounded shoulder, and replaced the cowl. The foreign memories of green elms and golden fields
lifted with the fog, drifting away on her breath.

Chapter Three: Character Creation

Whether you’re beginning your first Exalted game or your hundredth, your first step is to create
a protagonist for your chronicle. As the game progresses, you’ll guide your character through the
adventures that await her, deciding how she shapes and is shaped by the world. This chapter will
help you create a lifelike, intriguing persona worthy of the title “Exalted.”

Preparation

Before you begin, ask your Storyteller about her plans—will her crew of heroes brave the pirate-
infested waters of Coral? Will they hunt death-sworn traitors in Whitewall? It’s also a good idea
to talk with your fellow players, and ask them about their character ideas. Getting a feel for the
group’s intended tone, setting, and goals for the game will help you make a hero everyone will
enjoy playing alongside.

If you’re new to Exalted—or to tabletop roleplaying in general—it might be a little intimidating
to create your first character. Here are some tips to help get into the right mindset.

Think Larger Than Life

The Solar Exalted take cues from mythic heroes, but that doesn’t mean you have to limit yourself
to mythological sources. Exalted draws on many forms of media, ranging from pulp fantasy
novels to modern anime—anything that tells an epic, sweeping story can serve as inspiration.
Think of the larger-than-life heroes you enjoy. What passions drive them? How do they impact
the world around them? What are their goals, and what sacrifices do they make to reach them?
Thinking about questions like these can help you figure out what aspects of these characters
you’d like to explore at your gaming table.

Additionally, you might want to consider the sorts of epic feats you want your character to
perform. Do you want to deduce the methods and motives of a murder after a brief glance at a
blood-soaked alleyway? Would you like to infiltrate a satrap’s palace, quiet as a shadow and
twice as elusive? Do you want to give a sermon that moves the most hardened hearts to tears? If
you’re stuck for ideas, or if you just want a better grasp on the sorts of things the Exalted can do,
you might want to look through the Charms chapter for ideas.

Put it in Words

Even if you have a solid idea, it might be daunting to translate into numbers on a character sheet.
Try describing your concept verbally before you begin, to give you a better idea of your
character’s strengths and weaknesses.

Example: “Veiled Sunrise is lightning-quick, witty, charming, and devilishly handsome. He has
few equals in the field of swordplay, and he excels at the sort of acrobatic stunts you’d expect
from such a swashbuckler. However, his naiveté makes him trusting, and he’s easy to
manipulate.”

A brief description like this will help you nail down the key parts of your character concept—
things that should inform your decisions when assigning dots and selecting Merits and Charms.



Points and Dots

Exalted’s mechanical backbone is the Storyteller system, which uses dot ratings and points to
describe a character’s skill and aptitude.

Dot ratings work something like the 1-5 star rating system used in book and movie reviews. In
general, a rating of one dot is poor, a rating of two dots is average, a rating of three dots is above-
average, a rating of four dots is exceptional, and a rating of five is masterful. Dot ratings above
two are important, and dot ratings above three are key elements of a character’s concept. Dot
ratings are permanent, and typically only change with the expenditure of bonus points (p. XX) or
experience points (p. XX)—though certain supernatural effects may provide a temporary penalty
or bonus.

Points, on the other hand, measure your character’s available resources, such as his reserves of
mental fortitude or the numinous energies that power his Charms. Your character spends points
when the circumstances dictate—such as when he employs a Charm to guide his aim in combat,
or when he shrugs off the magical wiles of one of the Fair Folk. Once spent, points may be
regained through specific means. All of these traits are explained in greater detail in Chapter
Four.

What about other Exalts?

The rules in this chapter will show you how to create one of the Solar Exalted, a
long-lost champion returned to reclaim his ancient birthrights. Future supplements
will give you all the rules you need to play the other types of Exalted described in
Chapter One.

Step 1: Concept and Caste

Take some time to think of heroic archetypes you enjoy, and thumb through the setting
information in Chapter Two to see what jumps out at you. Would you like to play a prideful
swordsman, a silver-tongued spy, a scholar of forbidden lore? What corner of Creation does your
character call home? The world is vast, but sometimes the Exalted have reason to venture to its
farthest reaches; if your character is from another part of the world, why is she here? You should
also sketch out your character’s personality. What would she be like if you sat down to talk to
her? Whom does she call family, friend, or enemy? Once you’ve thought all this out, try to boil it
down to a few informative sentences—a sort of capsule description of your character.

Once you’ve got a solid concept, pick the Caste that suits it best. Some concepts can easily fall
under more than one Caste, but keep in mind that your character’s Caste is as much a measure of
her methods as it is her strengths. Each Solar is chosen for her Caste because it fits her, one way
or another. Chapter Four explains the five Solar Castes in full detail.

Step 2: Attributes

Once you have your concept, it’s time to flesh it out with numbers. Attributes represent raw
potential before skill and training come into play—grace, force of personality, and intellect,
among other things. Exalted divides Attributes into three categories—Physical, Social, and
Mental—and few heroes develop all of them in equal measure. Pick the category that’s most
important to your concept, and mark it down as primary. Next, pick the category that’s slightly
less integral, but still important, and mark it down as secondary. The remaining category



becomes tertiary. Each Attribute begins with one free dot. From there, distribute eight dots
among your character’s primary Attributes, six dots among your character’s secondary
Attributes, and four dots among your character’s tertiary Attributes.

While distributing Attribute dots, keep in mind that a rating of two dots is average, and a
rating of five dots is the pinnacle of human development. Solars may not start with more
than five dots in any Attribute, nor can they raise an Attribute above five dots during play.
Don’t be afraid to play against type if it fits your concept—many Dawns have primary Physical
Attributes, but your Dawn could just as easily be a genius scholar-tactician with primary Mental
Attributes. Your ratings should make sense for your character concept, as well. Keep in mind that
a rating of one dot is as significant as a rating of five dots, and that poor ratings can provide as
many opportunities for character development as excellent ones.

Step 3: Abilities

Abilities measure a character’s knowledge, training, and skill. As paragons of human endeavor,
the Solars possess remarkable depth and breadth of competence, represented by Caste and
Favored Abilities. Your character’s Caste Abilities are the skills and talents that led to her
Exaltation as a member of her Caste. Traditionally, each Caste has a wide range of duties, and
few Lawgivers—especially freshly-Chosen ones—show talent in all of them. Find your

character’s Caste on the list below, and pick five associated Abilities. These are her Caste
Abilities.

* Dawn: Archery, Awareness, Brawl (and Martial Arts), Dodge, Melee, Resistance, Thrown, War
* Zenith: Athletics, Integrity, Performance, Lore, Presence, Resistance, Survival, War
 Twilight: Bureaucracy, Craft, Integrity, Investigation, Linguistics, Lore, Medicine, Occult

* Night: Athletics, Awareness, Dodge, Investigation, Larceny, Ride, Stealth, Socialize

* Eclipse: Bureaucracy, Larceny, Linguistics, Occult, Presence, Ride, Sail, Socialize

Now, pick five Favored Abilities. These Abilities represent skills and talents that don’t
necessarily fall within the duties of her Caste. A demon-hunting Night Caste might favor Occult
thanks to his knowledge of the signs and portents that herald the arrival of demons in Creation. If
you want, you can select some Favored Abilities from your Caste’s Ability list, but you can’t take
the same Ability as both Caste and Favored. Your choice of Caste and Favored Abilities is
important to your character’s development—it’s less expensive to improve selected
Abilities, and to learn Charms associated with them.

Once you’ve picked your Caste and Favored Abilities, select one of your chosen Caste Abilities
to be your Supernal Ability. Your Supernal Ability is the emblem of your character’s legend, the
thing she is the very best at. You have an easier time learning powerful Charms with your
Supernal Ability than any other Ability— Charms in your Supernal Ability treat your Essence
rating as 5 for the purpose of meeting the prerequisites to purchase and upgrade them,
allowing you early access to very powerful Charms in that Ability.

Note: The Martial Arts Ability cannot be chosen as Caste or Favored—instead, any character
with Brawl as a chosen Caste or Favored Ability treats Martial Arts as Caste or Favored as well.
A player may choose Brawl or Martial Arts as her Dawn Caste character’s Supernal Ability, but
applies the benefits of that choice only to one or the other. Also, characters with Martial Arts dots



must possess the Martial Artist Merit (p. XX) —see the description of Martial Arts as a skill on
page XX and also Chapter Seven for more information.

Once you’ve selected Caste, Favored, and Supernal Abilities, divide twenty-eight dots among
your Abilities. Each Ability starts with zero dots, and no Ability may be raised above three
dots without spending bonus points. You can’t begin play with more than five dots in any one
Ability, nor may an Ability be raised above five dots during play. Favored Abilities must have a
rating of at least one dot—if your character isn’t any good at them, they’re hardly Favored!
Zero dots in an Ability means that your character has no skill in that field, which is hardly a
black mark against her—the Exalted have strengths and weaknesses, just as mortals do. One dot
means your character’s a beginner, two dots means she’s competent, and five dots means she’s at
the pinnacle of human endeavor. As with her Attributes, you should explain any of her Abilities
rated at three or more dots. Did your character train under a great master to achieve her five-dot
rating in Melee, or is she a self-taught martial genius?

Lastly, choose four Specialties for your character. Specialties describe specific focus within an
Ability.

Final tip: If your character is going to have any dots in non-Caste, non-Favored Abilities, it’s
best to buy them right now, rather than later when you’re customizing your character with bonus
points. Caste and Favored Abilities are much cheaper to buy with bonus points.

Specialties

Abilities represent broad knowledge of a given field, but few people go through
life without acquiring unique talents and special interests. In Exalted, these areas
of expertise are referred to as Specialties, and come into play when your character
has a chance to benefit from his special talent. Each Specialty is attached to a
specific Ability. When you make a roll with an Ability with an associated
Specialty, you can add one die to that roll—if you can justify why your
character’s training gives him an edge.

Specialties can be as broad or narrow as you like, but there must be notable
situations where they can’t apply. Melee (Swords) is perfectly acceptable, but
Melee (While Armed) or (While Breathing) are not. Sure, your character can try
and keep fighting while asphyxiating, or literally have his breath stolen by a
Sidereal attacker, but those are edge cases. The Storyteller has the final say in
whether or not a Specialty is acceptable.

Only one Specialty can apply to a single roll, even if your character has more than
one that could be useful—if your character is trying to carve an insult into his
foe’s flesh and has both Melee (Swords) and Melee (Humiliate Opponents), he
could apply one or the other, but not both.

You can buy as many Specialties for your character as you want, but you can’t
purchase Specialties for Abilities rated at zero dots.

Step 4: Merits

Merits represent a character’s assets and quirks, encompassing everything from vaults full of
gold to a stomach that can handle all but the most rancid food and drink. As with Attributes and
Abilities, Merits are rated from one to five dots—some of them can be improved during play,



while others cannot. For example, a Solar might gain the adoration and worship of a small
village (Cult *), and work at spreading her faith until the whole region venerates her (Cult ee*).
On the other hand, a character of enormous stature (Giant ****) can’t work to become even taller
over time.

When selecting Merits, keep in mind that some of them—namely, those tied to other characters,
objects, and organizations—might wax and wane as the story progresses. Your character might
brave the demonic guardians of a former life’s tomb to recover his long-lost daiklave, gaining the
weapon as an Artifact *s=. Your character’s Cult *e» might be targeted by the worshipers of a
jealous god, becoming a Cult ¢« as the faithful are killed or forced to forswear their Solar patron.
For more information on Merits in play, see page XX.

Assign up to ten dots to your character’s Merits. As with other traits, Merits can shape your
character’s background and circumstances, and they can also be consequences of your
character’s past. Be sure to tie them into your overall concept. Did your character earn his Ally
through a previous act of selflessness? Has being Hideous shaped the way she sees others?

Step 5: Charms

A Solar’s Charms are natural expressions of her heroic legend, powered by the very Essence of
Creation. Think about the sort of feats your character’s skill can make possible. Can he run for
miles without tiring? Can he shoot a diving swallow at a hundred yards? Once you’ve got a
mental picture of your character’s legend, pick out fifteen suitable Charms, keeping in mind that
each has prerequisites of enlightenment and skill. Don’t be afraid to rearrange your Ability dots
if your character doesn’t qualify for a Charm that would liven up his concept!

If you took the Artifact Merit and selected an artifact with Evocations, you can select those
as well, trading in one starting Charm per Evocation desired. Keep in mind the artifact’s
history, legend, and ultimate purpose—its powers should make just as much sense for its legend
as a Solar’s Charms do for theirs. See pages XX-XX for more information on Evocations.

The same principle applies to martial arts and sorcery (see Chapter Six). You can begin with
Martial Arts Charms and sorcerous spells (assuming your character has the Terrestrial
Circle Sorcery Charm—see p. XX), trading them for starting Solar Charms on a one-for-
one basis.

Step 6: Intimacies and Limit Trigger

Intimacies describe the important parts of your character’s life, from long-held beliefs to feelings
toward loved ones or mortal enemies. For more information on Intimacies, see page XX. Unlike
other traits, there’s no limit to how many Intimacies your character can start with. You must start
with a minimum of at least four Intimacies, of which at least one must be Defining, one must be
Major, one must be in some way negative (a thing the character opposes or dislikes), and one
must be positive (a thing the character supports or likes).

Additionally, all Solar Exalted labor under a Great Curse spoken by the enemies of the gods as

the Exalted slew them. As a result, your character has a Limit Trigger, a circumstance in which

the lingering curse of the dead ancients may rise to trouble him. Select a Limit Trigger from the
choices on page XX or work with your Storyteller to design your own.

Step 7: Bonus Points



You have 15 bonus points to spend on anything that makes sense for your concept. Bonus points
can purchase almost any trait, but different traits have different costs.

[BEGIN TABLE]
Trait Cost
Primary or Secondary Attribute 4 per dot
Tertiary Attribute 3 per dot
Caste/Favored Ability 1 per dot
Non-Caste/Favored Ability 2 per dot
Specialty 1
Merits 1 per dot
Caste/Favored Charm 4
Non-Caste/Favored Charm 5
Spell (Occult Caste/Favored) 4
Spell (Occult non-Caste/Favored) 5
Evocation 4
Willpower 2 per dot

[END TABLE]

Bonus points grant you flexibility to match your concept. If you don’t have a solid idea of what
you want to spend bonus points on, it’s generally most cost-effective to use them to raise Caste
and Favored Abilities; new powers such as Charms and spells give the lowest return-on-
investment. Tertiary Attributes are a little bit cheaper to buy up than primary or secondary
Attributes to make it easier to shore up unwanted shortcomings in your character. Finally, Merits
are very affordable so you won’t feel pressured to cut out parts of your character concept in order
to meet a point budget.

Note: You’re allowed to spend bonus points at any time during character creation. For example,
if you want to buy a Charm during Step 5 but don’t have a high enough Ability rating, you can
go ahead and spend bonus points to bump up the Ability then and there.

Step 8: Finishing Touches

You’re almost done! Only a few fields remain to be filled in. All Solars start play with a default
Essence rating of one dot, a default Willpower rating of five dots, and seven Health Levels (-0,
-1, -1, -2, -2, -4, and Incapacitated). A Solar’s pool of Personal Essence is ([Essence x 3] + 10),
while their Peripheral Essence pool is ([Essence x 7] + 26). These traits are explained in further
detail in Chapter Four.

Everyday Heroes: Playing Mortals

Though they lack the might of the chosen, mortal heroes have their own stories to
tell. If you’re new to Storytelling, you might want to get your feet wet by running
a game where everyone plays a mortal. Alternately, you might want to run a



chronicle where your players’ characters start off mortal and Exalt during play.
Creating a mortal is similar to creating one of the Chosen:

Step 1: Concept. Think of a compelling character concept, and flesh it out with
history, goals, and dreams. Figure out what your character’s life is like, and what
led him to take part in your Storyteller’s chronicle. Mortal characters have no
Castes.

Step 2: Attributes. Select primary, secondary, and tertiary Attribute categories.
Assign 6 dots to your character’s primary Attributes, 4 dots to his secondary
Attributes, and 3 dots to his tertiary Attributes.

Step 3: Abilities. Divide twenty-eight dots among your character’s Abilities.
Mortal characters don’t get Caste, Favored, or Supernal Abilities.

Step 4: Merits. Spend seven dots on Merits.

Step 5: Intimacies. Select your character’s Intimacies. Mortal characters do not
suffer under the Great Curse, and have no Limit Trigger.

Step 6: Finishing Touches. Mortal heroes begin play with a default Willpower
rating of 3 dots, 7 health levels (-0, -1, -1, -2, -2, 4, Incapacitated), an Essence
rating of 1, and no Essence pool. Spend 21 bonus points, using the same chart as
for the Solar Exalted.

To convert a mortal hero into one of the Solar Exalted during play, select the
Caste that best fits the character’s concept and skills. Assign Caste, Favored, and
Supernal Abilities as normal, keeping in mind his existing Ability ratings and
previous development in play. Each Favored Ability must possess at least one dot.
Select ten Charms that your character qualifies for. Choose your character’s Limit
trigger and calculate his Essence pools. At the end of the current story, add five
more free Charms and two dots of Willpower, and assign two dots among Primary
Attributes, one dot among Secondary Attributes, and one dot among Tertiary
Attributes.

Things to Think About

Each Exalt was a human being before he was Chosen, and he remains so after Exaltation. Being
Chosen doesn’t make anyone perfect—as powerful as they are, newborn Solars have nothing to
guide them except the moral codes instilled in them during their mortal lives and perhaps a few
cryptic words from the Unconquered Sun. Think about your character’s past and what he was
like before his Exaltation. How did he see the world? How did he treat other people? How did
other people treat him? Who were his allies, enemies, friends, and loved ones? What kind of
culture did he grow up in? What was his station in society? What faiths and philosophies did his
people follow? What other influences played a role in his life? No one is an island, least of all
one of the Exalted.

Exaltation changes a person’s life forever, and as with any life-changing event, it can have
dramatic effects on that person’s worldview. How does your character feel about his Exaltation,
his divine patron, the fact that many see him as a dangerous Anathema? In what ways has his
Second Breath changed him? What sort of future does he see for himself?

Been in the Sun for a While: Experienced Solars



Default character generation is designed to create Solars who’ve been Exalted for
less than a year. As a Storyteller, you might want to run a chronicle where the
characters start off with the first steps of their heroic careers already behind them.
Maybe they’ve already established a kingdom of their own, or maybe they’ve
made a name for themselves traveling Creation. Creating an experienced Solar is
identical to creating a standard one, except for the following differences:

* Assign 13 dots of Merits.

* Select 20 Charms.

* Your character starts with a base Essence rating of 2.
* Spend 18 Bonus Points.

Circles: Putting Things Together

Your Circle will travel together over the course of the game, fighting common foes and
accomplishing great deeds. This requires you to cooperate with your fellow players—before the
game starts, it’s a good idea to hash out the role each character plays within the Circle, and
decide which character (if anyone) is its leader. Does the Circle have a name? Does it have an
agenda above and beyond those of its members? If so, what sort of agenda is it? If you’re the
Storyteller, you should consider whether you want your players to play out the formation of their
Circle, or if the Circle existed prior to the start of play. If it’s been around for a while, does it
have any achievements under its belt?

How Not to Get Your Character Killed

The Solar Exalted fight assassins in nighted streets, duel wayward gods, and cross
blades with the Wyld Hunt. If your Storyteller is planning on including any
combat in his game, you should invest in Charms to help keep your character
alive. It’s wise to select at least one combat ability as Caste or Favored, as the
experience discount makes it easier to buy defensive Charms. Ox-Body Technique
(p. XX) is a solid choice, as the extra health levels it grants will help your
character survive injury. Generally, 3-5 combat Charms should be sufficient to
keep your Solar from dying at the hands of the first bandit gang to come along
and permit her to stand up in the face of basic supernatural opposition.

[BEGIN TWO-PAGE SUMMARY]|

Character Creation Summary
Step 1: Character Concept and Caste

* Consult with other players and come up with an appealing, heroic concept.
* Pick out the Caste that fits best, and note down its anima effects.

Step 2: Attributes

* Mark down one dot in each Ability.

* Prioritize Physical (Strength, Dexterity, Stamina), Social (Charisma, Manipulation,
Appearance), and Mental (Perception, Intelligence, Wits) Attributes as primary, secondary, or
tertiary.



* Divide 8 dots among primary Attributes, 6 dots among secondary Attributes, and 4 dots among
tertiary Attributes.

Step 3: Abilities

* Select five Caste Abilities from the relevant list.

* Select five Favored Abilities, which may not be the same as Caste Abilities.
* Select one Supernal Ability from among the chosen Caste Abilities.

* Divide 28 dots among all Abilities. None may be raised higher than 3 without spending Bonus
Points, and each Favored Ability must have at least one dot.

Step 4: Merits
* Spend up to 10 dots on Merits.

Step 5: Charms

* Select 15 Charms, keeping in mind their requirements.

Step 6: Intimacies and Limit Trigger

* Choose at least four Intimacies, including at least one Defining Intimacy, one Major Intimacy,
one positive Intimacy, and one negative Intimacy.

Step 7: Bonus Points

Spend 15 Bonus Points.

Step 8: Finishing Touches

Record Essence rating (1), Personal Essence pool ([Essence x 3] + 10), Peripheral Essence pool
([Essence x 7] + 26), Health Levels (-0, -1, -1, -2, -2, -4, Incapacitated), and Willpower (5).

Castes

* Dawn: Peerless warriors, armsmasters, and generals, who long ago led and championed the
armies of the Exalted Host. Dawns are forged in the crucible of conflict, and were often soldiers,
warriors, or tacticians before their Exaltation.

Caste Abilities: Archery, Awareness, Brawl/Martial Arts, Dodge, Melee, Resistance, Thrown,
War

* Zenith: Priest-kings, prophets, and orators, who long ago ruled and inspired the people of the
Old Realm. Zeniths are natural leaders, who shared a love of justice and righteousness whatever
their calling.

Caste Abilities: Athletics, Integrity, Performance, Lore, Presence, Resistance, Survival, War

« Twilight: Scholars, craftspeople, and occultists, who long ago built great wonders and pushed
back the edges of the unknown. Twilights are makers, thinkers, and doers, often endlessly
curious about the world around them.

Caste Abilities: Bureaucracy, Craft, Integrity, Investigation, Linguistics, Lore, Medicine, Occult

* Night: Investigators, spies, and assassins who long ago kept the Old Realm safe from threats
within and without. Nights are often masters of going unseen, and moving in the shadowy circles
outside respectable society.



Caste Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Dodge, Investigation, Larceny, Ride, Stealth, Socialize

* Eclipse: Far-rangers, diplomats and bureaucrats, who long ago built the institutions of the Old
Realm, and ensnared its enemies with nets of intrigue and cunning words. Eclipses are social
creatures by nature, who take pride in forging bonds between groups of people.

Caste Abilities: Bureaucracy, Larceny, Linguistics, Occult, Presence, Ride, Sail, Socialize
Intimacies
* Ties: Relationships with people, places, objects, and other concrete parts of the world.
* Principles: Ideals and other intangible qualities that shape behavior and worldview.
[BEGIN TABLE]
Bonus Point Costs
Trait Cost
Primary or secondary Attribute 4 per dot
Tertiary Attribute 3 per dot
Caste/Favored Ability 1 per dot
Non-Caste/Favored Ability 2 per dot
Specialty 1
Merits 1 per dot
Caste/Favored Charm 4
Non-Caste/Favored Charm 5
Spell (Occult Caste/Favored) 4
Spell (Occult non-Caste/Favored) 5
Evocation 4
Willpower 2 per dot
[END TABLE]
[END TWO-PAGE SUMMARY]

Example of Character Creation

Let’s bring it all together. This is Otso’s first time playing Exalted. He sits down with his
Storyteller, cracks open the book, and after looking over the Solar Castes, decides he has an idea.

Step 1. Concept and Caste

Otso wants to play an assassin, a blade-for-hire who grew up on the street. His Storyteller wants
to run a game set in the Scavenger Lands, and the cutthroat, dog-eat-dog culture of Nexus makes
it a natural choice for his character’s origin. Otso decides to make his character a Night Caste, as
the most straightforward option seems best. He names the character Isthus Fithi, loosely adapted
from Greek words meaning “shadow serpent”. Before he gets started on his character’s stats,
Otso takes a moment to sketch out Isthus’s background and personality.



Isthus doesn’t remember his parents. He remembers sleeping in any place that could hide him,
and fighting stray dogs and vagrants for his food. The one bright spot in his life was a kindly
woman named Winter Plum, whom Isthus met when he was thirteen. She let him sleep in her
cellar, and gave him what little food she could spare. Two years later, Isthus found her dead in an
alley—a pair of thieves had killed her for her purse. Isthus scoured the alleys of Nexus for
Winter Plum’s killers, and slit their throats when they were lying in a drunken haze. Killing soon
became his vocation.

It wasn’t long before Isthus caught the eye of the Ten Scar Palm Society, a cartel of assassins and
hired blades. They recruited him, trained him, and turned him loose on target after target. Cold,
professional, and quietly traumatized, Isthus Fithi was the last person one would expect to have a
crisis of conscience—but it happened anyway. A high-ranking official told the Ten Scar Palm to
kill one of his rivals, a business partner who’d been “wasting” funds on charity. Isthus
remembered Winter Plum. He couldn’t bring himself to kill someone who’d shown kindness to
people like him. He turned on the Ten Scar Palm, and in that moment felt the touch of the
Unconquered Sun.

Step 2: Attributes

Otso thinks about Isthus’s background as an assassin, as well as what he wants to be able to do
in-game. He wants his character to be good at sneaking around and killing people, as well as
competent in a straight-up fight—all of these rely heavily on the Physical Attributes, so Otso
marks them down as primary. A good assassin also has to be observant and quick-witted, so Otso
chooses the Mental Attributes as secondary. The Social Attributes become tertiary by default,
which makes sense for Isthus—his childhood has left him socially stunted, to say the least.

With his priorities assigned, Otso goes in to dole out dots to each individual Attribute. He has
eight dots to assign to Physical, so he puts three in Dexterity, three in Stamina, and two in
Strength—that brings Isthus to Strength 3, Dexterity 4, Stamina 4. He’s stronger than most, much
tougher than he looks, and his work has sharpened his reflexes until they’re plain scary. With
those finished, Otso moves on to assign six dots to Mental. He puts three dots in Wits, two in
Perception, and one in Intelligence—in total, Isthus has Wits 4, Intelligence 2, and Perception 3.
He’s solidly average as far as brains are concerned, but he’s very good at thinking on his feet and
catches details that other people miss. Lastly, Otso assigns four dots to Social. He places two in
Charisma, one in Manipulation, and one in Appearance for a total of Charisma 3, Appearance 2,
and Manipulation 2. Isthus is good at using forthright approaches, but otherwise average.

Step 3: Abilities

With Isthus’s Attributes out of the way, Otso moves on to Abilities. He examines the chart of
Caste Abilities, noting the selection available for Solars of the Night Caste. Otso selects
Athletics, Awareness, Dodge, Larceny, and Stealth for Isthus’s Caste Abilities. All are solid
choices for an assassin. Athletics, Larceny and Stealth reflect his talent for breaking into secure
locations without being detected, and Awareness reflects his natural alertness and sense for
danger. Isthus only falls back on Dodge if things have gone awry, but it helps him stay alive
when he’s at his most vulnerable.

Otso then selects Isthus’s five Favored Abilities. He picks Melee to reflect Isthus’s natural
aptitude with hand-to-hand weapons, including garrotes, knives, and other tools of the assassin’s
trade. Integrity represents Isthus’s nascent skepticism of others’ motives, a trait that has yet to
come to fruition, but will as the character develops. Otso decides that Isthus picked up some



more unusual tricks from the Ten Scar Palm Society—he knows how to recognize warding
magic, how to placate the murder-gods known as Bloody Hands, and how to treat a corpse so as
to lessen the risk of its hungry ghost rising and hunting him down. All of these talents fall under
the Occult ability, so Otso marks it as Favored, too. Isthus’s criminal talents make him very good
at recognizing evidence of others’ misdeeds, especially if they’re less skilled. Otso selects
Investigation to represent this. Lastly, Otso picks out Brawl as his final Favored Ability—Isthus
is good at fighting dirty.

That finished, Otso considers Isthus’s Supernal Ability. He decides that Stealth is Isthus’s
greatest talent—he spent the first part of his life skulking in the shadows, surviving by avoiding
notice, and later used those skills to excel as an assassin.

With Caste, Favored, and Supernal Abilities selected, it’s time to assign dots. Otso starts by
placing one dot in each of Isthus’s Favored Abilities, just to make sure he’s done so, leaving him
with twenty-three dots to assign. He places three dots each in Dodge, Stealth, Larceny, and
Awareness, and two dots in Athletics—he has nine dots left, so he’d better place them wisely. He
puts two more dots in Melee and Investigation, and one more dot in Brawl.

With his Caste and Favored Abilities covered, Otso assigns dots to Isthus’s other Abilities. He
puts two dots in Resistance, representing Isthus’s natural toughness. He also decides to place one
dot in Socialize and one dot in Presence—the bare minimum Isthus needed to get by when
dealing with other people.

All told, Isthus’s Ability scores work out to Awareness 3, Athletics 2, Dodge 3, Integrity 1,
Investigation 3, Larceny 3, Melee 3, Occult 1, Presence 1, Resistance 2, Brawl 2, Socialize 1,
and Stealth 3.

Now, Otso selects Isthus’s Specialties. Melee (Knives) is a solid choice, as he has a lot of
experience opening people up with small bladed weapons. Stealth (Ambushes) covers Isthus’s
talent for ambushing unsuspecting victims, while Awareness (Ambushes) reflects his knack for
noticing when people try to do the same to him. After a bit of thought, Otso adds a second
Stealth specialty, (Urban Environments), covering Isthus’s familiarity with moving unseen
through trash-littered alleys and silently crossing tiled rooftops.

Step 4: Merits

Now it’s time for Otso to pick out Isthus’s Merits. Danger Sense (***) seems fitting for someone
who’s had to live on the edge for his entire life. Fast Reflexes (*¢¢) reflects Isthus’s calm nerves,
and the fact that killing is second-nature to him. He wants Isthus to be able to fight with two
weapons, so he also picks up Ambidextrous (¢). Otso isn’t sure what else to pick, so he takes a
moment to think on what’s happened to Isthus since his Exaltation. Otso decides that Isthus has
acquired a mysterious patron since his violent departure from the Ten Scar Palm Society. Quiet
Ash is even more adept in the arts of murder than he is, but she’s also kind and gentle—and
Isthus has never seen her turn her blades on anyone whom he feels didn’t deserve it. She’s earned
Isthus’s trust enough to begin teaching him. Isthus doesn’t know that his Mentor (¢¢*) is one of
the Sidereal Exalted, a Chosen of Endings. What plans does she have for him?

Step 5: Charms

Otso takes a look through the Solar Charms, selecting the ones he feels are a good fit for his
concept. Graceful Crane Stance and Monkey Leap Technique allow for incredible feats of
athletics, the sort of stunts Otso’s seen in wuxia films. Reed in the Wind and Drifting Leaf



Elusion will help keep Isthus alive during combat, and Reflex Sidestep Technique will help
protect him against ambushes. Excellent Strike and Fire and Stones Strike increase Isthus’s
effectiveness in hand-to-hand combat, helping him strike telling blows against his opponents.
Ox-Body Technique provides additional Health Levels, which are vital insurance against attacks
that manage to hit him. Sensory Acuity Prana grants Otso an edge in cat-and-mouse games with
any assassins the Ten Scar Palm Society might send after him. Seasoned Criminal Method nicely
reflects Isthus’s life-long immersion in the criminal world, as both victim and victimizer. Then
Otso selects Perfect Shadow Stillness, Invisible Statue Spirit, and Easily-Overlooked Presence
Method. The former are useful in any situation, while the latter is extremely useful if Isthus has a
crowd to hide in. Then he selects Blurred Form Style and Mental Invisibility Technique,
available because Stealth is his Supernal Ability. Otso realizes that Isthus doesn’t meet the
Ability prerequisites for these final two Charms, and makes a note to raise his Stealth rating with
bonus points.

Step 6: Intimacies and Limit Trigger

Isthus Fithi is going through a period of transition, and he’s not sure what he believes in
anymore. Otso is going to take this into account when assigning Intimacies. First, he describes
Isthus’s relationships with other characters. Even though she’s dead, Winter Plum is still very
influential, so Otso marks her down as a Major Tie with a context of Grief. Quiet Ash came into
his life much later, and hasn’t had a chance to make a big impact. Otso describes that relationship
as a Minor Tie with a context of Wary Acceptance. The Unconquered Sun gave Isthus a second
chance that he never expected, and while he has only the vaguest idea of what he’s supposed to
do, he’s thankful for it. Otso marks down a Minor Tie of The Unconquered Sun (Gratitude).

After thinking about it some more, Otso decides that Isthus does have at least one Principle—the
one that drew the attention of the Unconquered Sun. He sums it up as “I will never turn my blade
against someone who has shown love and kindness to people like me.” It’s a Defining Principle
at the moment, one for which Isthus turned his life upside-down. Finally, Otso decides that Isthus
harbors strong negative feelings for the Ten Scar Palm Society now that it has declared him
outcast and traitor, and marks down a Major Tie of Resentment.

Otso then examines the list of Limit Triggers, and decides that the Great Curse stirs to trouble
Isthus when he finds himself faced with an opportunity to profit by the suffering of innocents—
this reminds him of his old ways and throws his heart into turmoil.

Steps 7 and 8: Bonus Points and Finishing Touches

The first thing Otso wants to do is bump up Isthus’s Stealth score, to qualify for those Charms he
took. While he’s at it, he also decides there are two more Charms he really wants. He spends one
bonus point to increase Isthus’s Stealth to 4, four bonus points on the Charm Blinding Battle
Feint, and four bonus points on Stalking Wolf Attitude. Now Isthus is an effective stealth-based
fighter—an unusual approach, but one that looks like a lot of fun, and more in-line with how
Otso envisions the character than just binging on Melee Charms right away.

With that done, Otso spends one bonus point to increase Isthus’s Melee to 4, and four bonus
points to increase his Dexterity to 5. Isthus is now a properly terrifying Exalted assassin. Finally,
he decides that Isthus still has a few people from his home city’s underbelly that are willing to
talk to him, and spends his last bonus point on Contacts * (Street People of Nexus).



Otso then marks down a few remaining statistics—Isthus has an Essence rating of one dot, a
Willpower rating of five dots, and seven Health Levels. Since Otso bought one Ox-Body
Technique, Isthus has three extra Health Levels, and he marks those down too, for a total Health
Track of -0/-1/-1/-1/-2/-2/-2/-2/-4/Incapacitated. Isthus’s Personal Essence pool contains 13
motes, and his Peripheral Essence pool contains 33 motes. Isthus Fithi is now ready to play.



Prince Diamond glided across the churning surface of the river, his footfalls meeting the water as
though it were smooth, solid stone. The chieftain of the Cloud Wolf Tribe lagged behind him on
the winding course of the river’s banks, creeping warily for fear of the cursed ground he walked
upon. “Move a little faster, Six-Fangs. Otherwise, you’ll more likely die of old age than anything
else.” The wolfman responded with a grudging snarl of assent and hastened his pace, though he
still couldn’t keep up with the straight path the Eclipse Caste walked down the face of the river.
Diamond sighed. He would have found better conversation with his horse Ember, but the steed
was no more able to walk on water than Six-Fangs. Still, if long silences were the worst they
faced on this journey, he would count it as lucky.

By the time the sun had moved halfway towards setting on the western horizon, Prince Diamond
and Six-Fangs had reached the river’s once-hallowed origin, a waterfall cascading down from a
small mountain peak. The wolfman eyed the falls warily, but there would be no need to make
that climb. The gods did not live in the sky, as the superstitious chieftain presumed, nor would
Prince Diamond be so rude as to intrude upon the river spirit’s sanctum. Instead, he would call
the god to him. He drew a sheet of colorful paper out of his robes and folded it into the shape of
a crude boat, then began to speak into it—strange words, in a tongue the wolfman knew not.
Then, the Eclipse Caste laid the boat upon the water, where the raging turmoil dragged it under

in mere seconds. A faint glimmer of blue, like sapphires on the riverbed, told him that his call
had been heard.

The river spirit emerged from the water with slow grandeur, towering over them both in a form
of bracken and black water that wore a porcelain mask for its face. “Who would have words with
Yanamo? Who intrudes upon my peace?”’

Six-Fangs raised his hackles at this manifestation, stumbling backwards in fear, but the Eclipse
Caste remained composed. “I am Prince Diamond, an envoy on behalf of the Cloud Wolf Tribe.
It seems that the bridges across your river have somehow been swept away in the past few
months, and its waters become entirely impassable. They would ask, humbly, that you calm the
river, and let them cross over to the hunting grounds on the other side of the shore, as they have
for years before now. Certainly, that can be arranged.”

The god spat in contempt, hacking up a glob of sludge onto the riverbanks. “What does Yanamo
care for such trifles? Let them starve, let them eat—they will all die in the end. All of them, just
like White Eyes. My river rages with my grief, envoy, and you have not the words to quell either.
Begone.” Prince Diamond had no idea who White Eyes was, but the way the wolfman’s ears had
perked up when he heard the name told him all he needed to know. The god had taken a
priestess-wife from the Cloud Wolf Tribe—hardly an unusual arrangement—and forgotten his
bride’s mortality, until she died.

“My condolences. I suppose there is nothing to be done, then. I will leave you—the Immaculate
Order is nigh, and I must keep far afield of their hunt.” He turned to leave, waiting for the river-
spirit to break the silence.

“Wait,” said the god, his voice quavering just enough to betray his fears. “The Immaculates—are
they truly coming?”

The Eclipse Caste grinned, but composed his face into a mask of calm before turning back to
face the god. “As we speak, I assure you. Their reach has spread even to these hinterlands, it
seems. But you are mighty enough to contend with the Dragon-Blooded, no?”



The river-god hung his head in silent resignation.

“Well then, perhaps we could strike a bargain. The Cloud Wolf Tribe has worshipped you for
years. With your blessings, and your river at their back, perhaps they could stand against the
Immaculate Order. But of course, it is hard to fight on an empty stomach—"

“Very well,” said the god. At Prince Diamond’s beckoning, Six-Fangs came forth, placing his
clawed hand within the immensity of the god’s own outstretched hand. “So long as the Cloud
Wolf Tribe stands in my defense, they will have safe passage across my river, and my blessings
in war.” As the god spoke, the words of his pledge scribed themselves into the air, burning with
the white-gold fire of Prince Diamond’s anima as the Solar willed it to sanctify the oath, shining
like reflected stars on the water’s face.

Chapter Four: Traits

Exalted uses a number of traits to describe characters, presented in this chapter. These include
your character’s Limit track (which measures the buildup and terrible expression of an ancient
curse placed upon the Solars by the enemies of the gods), the five Castes into which the Solar
Exalted are divided, your character’s Attributes (natural talents such as strength and intellect) and
Abilities (cultivated skills such as horse-riding, wilderness survival, and archery), Merits and
Flaws (advantages and disadvantages that help or hinder your character), as well as Essence,
Willpower, Health, and powers granted by the Solar anima. Finally, the end of this chapter
contains ruled for gaining and spending experience points to strengthen your character over the
course of the game.

The Great Curse and Limit Break

When the Exalted slew the enemies of the gods, those ancient monsters pronounced a terrible
death-curse against the traitorous Incarnae. The Unconquered Sun and his compatriots had
anticipated this, however, and crafted mighty magic to protect themselves. What they failed to
notice was that the death-curse of the fallen ancients, thwarted by the gods, took root in the
hearts of their Chosen. That Great Curse still haunts the Solar Exalted to this day, leaving a seed
of darkness in each hero Chosen by the Unconquered Sun. The Curse expresses itself in
moments of great stress and hardship, inflating the Solar’s passions into gross displays of
unrestrained and destructive excess. The growing strength of the Great Curse is measured by a
trait called Limit.

Limit

Limit is a measure of stress, self-doubt, and mental instability. As a Solar accrues Limit, the
power of the Great Curse gains a stronger purchase on his soul. While this growing corruption
may be invisible to others, the cursed Exalt finds his thoughts wandering in darker directions.

When he reaches 10 Limit, the Curse spills over and can no longer be contained, erupting into
Limit Break.

The Solar Exalted gain Limit in the following ways:

* Once per scene, when a character acts in a way that opposes one of his Major Intimacies, his
player rolls a single die, gaining one point of Limit for each success (unless he’s already rolled
for acting against a Defining Intimacy; see below). Note that weakening an Intimacy always



counts as opposing it, as does spending Willpower to resist an influence roll supported by that
Intimacy.

* Once per scene, when a character acts against one of his Defining Intimacies, his player rolls
two dice for Limit (or one die if he’s already rolled for acting against a Major Intimacy). This
otherwise functions as acting against a Major Intimacy, above.

+ All Solars have a Limit Trigger selected at character creation, a special condition under which a
character can gain Limit. When a character’s Limit Trigger is met, his player rolls three dice for
Limit, gaining one point per success.

Limit Triggers

Below are a number of potential Limit Triggers. This list is meant to be illustrative rather than
exhaustive—players should feel free to design their own Limit Trigger (with the Storyteller’s
approval). A Limit Trigger should be a situation that the character finds stressful, traumatic, or
frustrating.

* The Solar is insulted, belittled, or deliberately frustrated by another character.
* The Solar tells a lie, deliberately deceives someone, or breaks a sworn oath.
* The Solar sees innocents suffering, and is either unable or unwilling to help them.

* The Solar is hindered or defeated by the self-indulgent and intemperate behavior of those
around him.

» The Solar’s allies suffer a setback or defeat because of a mistake he made.

* The Solar is faced with the opportunity to advance his own cause by harming an innocent or
ignoring one’s suffering.

* The Solar’s emotions lead him into a course of action that he regrets.

* The Solar is denied a favorite pleasure or vice, either by circumstance, another character, or his
own decisions.

Limit Break and Virtue Flaws

Once a character has accumulated 10 Limit points, he will enter a state called Limit Break—the
manifest expression of the Great Curse. Limit Break may or may not manifest immediately; the
Great Curse is insidious, and tends to erupt into full bloom only when the Exalt’s actions have
the potential to create significant turmoil or suffering. An Exalt in the midst of an argument with
his Circle is likely to experience the full effects of the Great Curse immediately, while one
trekking through the vast desert of the South might continue to travel for several days before the
effects of his Limit Break manifest. The timing of such manifestations are ultimately up to the
Storyteller.

The precise manifestation the Great Curse takes is known as a Virtue Flaw. Several potential
Virtue Flaws are described below, and the Storyteller may create new ones as suits the needs of
his story. A Solar’s Virtue Flaw isn’t fixed—the Storyteller should choose whichever one is most
suited to the character’s current situation or seems like the most dramatic choice. All Virtue
Flaws share the following features:



* Each Virtue Flaw forces the character to act out some kind of behavior that is harmful to those
around him or to himself. The behavior enforced by Limit Break is treated as a Defining
Principle, applying a +4 or -3 to the character’s Resolve against relevant influence rolls and
allowing the character to treat certain types of influence as unacceptable.

* In addition, if a character could treat an influence roll as unacceptable due to Limit Break, he
must—he does not have the option of letting it be resolved as normal.

* Being in Limit Break is an intensely emotional experience, a powerful cathartic reaction to
whatever stress has driven a character to it—it feels good, or at least necessary, even as it is
traumatic. As a result, when a character ends his Limit Break he resets his Willpower points to
equal his permanent Willpower, regardless of whether this causes him to gain or lose Willpower.

*» Each Virtue Flaw specifies a duration of either session or scene. Those that have a session-long
duration last for the remainder of the session of play. If the Limit Break occurs towards the end
of the session, or there isn’t an opportunity for it to have any impact on the game, the Storyteller
may choose to have it spill over into the next session as well. Those that have a scene-long
duration last for a single scene of play. In addition, each Limit Break has a condition which can
end it prematurely if met.

* Once a Limit Break ends, the character loses all points of accumulated Limit.

All-Consuming Grief

The Solar is overwhelmed by regret or sorrow, and can do nothing but stop to mourn what he has
lost or to brood upon the injustices that have befallen him. He’ll try to go off to be alone to
grieve, if possible; if not, then the Solar ignores his surroundings and focuses inward on his pain.
He stirs from his grief for nothing, not even to help his allies.

Duration: Scene. All-Consuming Grief can be ended prematurely if the Solar is attacked or if
someone to whom he has a Major or Defining Tie is incapacitated.

Berserk Anger

The Solar rampages out of control, attacking and killing anything he sees. His killing spree
begins with his enemies, but then turns to any innocent or uninvolved bystanders of the fight. He
may spare characters he has a positive Tie towards from his rampage, but this protection vanishes
if they try to impede him in any way.

Duration: Scene. Berserk Anger can be ended prematurely if the Solar runs out of valid victims
to kill, or if he incapacitates someone he has a positive Tie toward.

Chains of Honor

The Solar is overwhelmed with regret for his past misdeeds, and cleaves to an unbreakable code
of honor. He will not tell any lies, including lies of omission or half-truths, nor will he break a
promise or sworn oath he has made. If he has deceived anyone in the past, he will strive to find
them, tell them the truth, and do whatever he can to atone. Likewise, he will seek out those
whom he has broken oaths to, and take on whatever labors or tasks they assign to correct his
failure.

Duration: Session. Chains of Honor can be ended prematurely if the Solar is forgiven by
someone to whom he has broken an oath or harmed by means of deception.



Compassionate Martyrdom

Consumed by overwhelming compassion, the Solar cannot see the suffering of others without
intervening. Whenever he sees a suffering innocent, he must intervene to help them in the most
dramatic way possible. If she is being harmed, the Solar must either intercede to take the blows
meant for her, or else kill her aggressor. If her suffering is caused by poverty, sickness, or other
prevailing conditions of her life, the Solar must find some similarly dramatic method in which to
help her, working without cease to do so.

Duration: Session. Compassionate Martyrdom can be ended prematurely if the Solar sees that
the actions he has taken have caused the people she is trying to protect to fear or reject her, or if
she loses a combat that she started because of the Limit Break.

Contempt of the Virtuous

The Solar becomes unfalteringly sure in his own moral righteousness, and strives to correct the
failings of those around him. If he sees another person engaging in immoderacy, indulgence, or
dishonesty, he will strive to correct them, lecturing them on their failings. If his instruction is
mocked or rejected, he may even turn to force in preventing them from sin.

Duration: Session. Contempt of the Virtuous can be ended prematurely if the Solar is forced to
question the righteousness of his own actions, either because he is confronted with the
unintended consequences of something he does, or because he is persuaded by another character.

Crushing Doubt

The Solar is crippled by self-doubt. He will seek the assistance of his allies in every task, no
matter how simple, and will pass his duties and responsibilities on to others whom he believes
are more capable than him. If he is separated from allies, he must try to return to them or else
find some other companions, and will flee from any potential danger or obligation he encounters
along the way.

Duration: Session. Crushing Doubt can be ended prematurely if the Solar is forced to face a
significant danger alone and succeeds, or if he single-handedly saves an ally from a significant
danger.

Deliberate Cruelty

The Solar is consumed by cold cruelty, no longer recognizing others as worthy of respect or life.
He will harm others without a second thought if he benefits from doing so, and has no aversion
whatsoever to the use of torture, terror, and mutilation. His manner is cruel and scathing, even to
friends and allies, mocking and verbally tormenting them as a matter of course.

Duration: Session. Deliberate Cruelty can be ended prematurely if the Solar’s actions cause
harm to someone he has a Major or Defining positive Tie towards.

Heart of Flint

The Solar’s heart is hardened against all emotion, becoming distant and utterly lacking in
empathy or feeling. While in Limit Break, he is treated as having no Intimacies whatsoever,
making his decisions based purely on what is most efficient. His lack of empathy imposes a -2
penalty on all social rolls.



Duration: Session. Heart of Flint can be ended prematurely if the Solar’s apathy allows a
character that he holds a Major or Defining positive Tie towards to come into life-threatening
danger.

Rampaging Avarice

The Solar is filled with rampant greed, no longer willing to let anything come between him and
what he wants. Whenever he is faced with the opportunity to indulge in a favorite pleasure or
vice, he will do so. If someone would deny him a pleasure, he will take it by force, even if it
would be trivial to obtain it otherwise. While he can restrain himself from committing acts of
murder or rape, he will not hesitate to destroy property or physically harm others to get what he
wants.

Duration: Session. Rampaging Avarice can be ended prematurely if the Solar harms an innocent
in order to get what he wants—but only after he’s done enjoying it.

Storytelling the Great Curse

The purpose of the Great Curse is to add drama and conflict to the player
characters’ lives in a way that emulates the genres of epic poetry and sword and
sorcery which Exalted draws inspiration from. Limit Break is the Solar Exalted’s
equivalent to Achilles sulking in his tent when he is needed on the battlefield,
Hercules slaying his family in a rage, or Elric of Melniboné being forced to kill by
his cursed sword Stormbringer. As the Storyteller, you control much of this added
conflict by choosing the manifestation of Limit Break, as well as determining
when they begin and end. Keep in mind the point of Limit Break is never to
punish players for taking Limit-gaining actions, nor to sour players’ desire to play
the characters they’ve made. Ultimately, the Great Curse should help serve to
make your chronicle a story of flawed heroes and savage adventure. If the rules
ever seem to be at odds with that, err on the side of making a more enjoyable
story.

When one of the player characters reaches 10 Limit, try to either choose a Limit
Break that will immediately produce dramatic results, or delay the onset of Limit
Break until it will. Going into Berserk Anger in the middle of a crowded
metropolis will obviously carry drastic consequences, but if the characters are
wandering through desolate wasteland, it won’t be so interesting. It’s also
important to consider what impact a Limit Break will have on a player’s
investment in his character—forcing Chains of Honor on a silver-tongued
scoundrel or Rampaging Avarice on a Solar who’s made a point of self-denial for
the good of his circle has the potential for interesting character development, but
also risks negating the player’s whole reason for creating that character in the first
place. While the Great Curse can force a character into completely
uncharacteristic acts, more often it tends to exaggerate personal quirks, flaws, or
even virtues into dangerous exaggeration; a violent scoundrel is more likely to
experience Berserk Anger than an even-tempered monk, while the monk is more
likely to experience Chains of Honor than the scoundrel. When choosing a Virtue
Flaw, don’t try to invalidate what’s cool about a character, but try instead to set
them up for dramatic moments and character development. If you’re uncertain of
which Virtue Flaw to declare, ask the player.



[BEGIN DAWN CASTE TWO-PAGE SPREAD]
Dawn Caste

The darkness quails and cowers as the sun’s first rays illuminate the world. The scuttling horrors
of the night flee in the face of the dawn, retreating to those few places its light doesn’t touch.
This will not save them from the Dawn Caste, whose arrows, blades, and fists are as relentless as
the rising sun. Peerless warriors one and all, these Solars exemplify martial might, taking battle
with them wherever they go. They leave behind fields soaked with the blood of their enemies,
red as sunrise.

In the First Age, the Dawn Caste served as the Old Realm’s warriors, champions, and generals.
They led its armies against all enemies—horrors of the Wyld, monsters from the Underworld,
behemoths left behind by the enemies of the gods, and even the might of the Undersea. Their
martial prowess kept the Realm and its peoples safe for countless centuries. During the
Usurpation, the Bronze Tigers unleashed their terrifying might on the Dragon-Blooded, turning
well-planned ambushes into slaughter. None of them went to their graves peacefully, and some of
their restless shades haunt the Underworld to this day.

Creation’s greatest warriors have returned to a world of strife, ready and eager to test their
mettle. Whatever their choice of arms, the Solars of the Dawn Caste are triumphant masters—
many of them are military polymaths, achieving brilliance in multiple styles of combat. On the
battlefield, the Spears of Morning are engines of destruction, beautiful and terrible to behold. Not
all lead troops into battle, but those who do turn their men into soldiers worthy of the Sun.

Most Dawns were warriors long before their Exaltation, but some have been drawn to war in
other ways. For every career soldier or seasoned mercenary, there’s a young farm girl who took
up a blade to defend her home. A Dawn is generally the most skilled combatant in a Solar Circle,
protecting his Circlemates and leading them in battle. If a situation requires force, the Dawn
Caste can deliver.

Anima Banner: The Caste Mark of the Dawn is an eight-pointed sunburst of purest gold,
gleaming on the brow. Dawn Caste anima banners are often pale gold or white, tinged with rose
red and subtle violet hues—the colors of the sunrise.

Anima Effects: The Unconquered Sun stood as the war-leader of the gods in antiquity, and his
ferocity lives in the Essence of every Dawn Caste, sharpening their already-formidable battle
prowess to an unmatched edge. See page XX for details.

Caste Abilities: As befits such peerless masters of combat, the Swords of Heaven show talent for
Archery, Awareness, Brawl/Martial Arts, Dodge, Melee, Resistance, Thrown, and War.

Associations: The season of spring, the full moon, the Maiden of Battles, the colors of lavender
and saffron, the East, the element of Fire.

Sobriquets: Ascending Suns, Children of the Dawn, Lightbringers, Spears of Morning, Swords
of Heaven, Bronze Tigers, the Forsaken (derogatory).

Concepts: Bodyguard, genius tactician, city guardsman, wandering swordsman, barbarian
warlord, repentant brigand, martial monk, former slave gladiator, veteran soldier, daring young
farm girl, swordsmith, arena brawler.



The Forsaken

In Immaculate fables, the Dawn Caste were the most cruel and brutal of the
Anathema. These monsters served as the gauntleted fist of their fellows’
blasphemous hegemony. When the righteous Dragon-Blooded rose up against this
tyranny, the other Anathema abandoned their warrior dupes, leaving them to die.
As a reminder of this betrayal, these Anathema are forever known as the

Forsaken.
[BEGIN QUOTE]
A hundred of them? And here I thought I was outnumbered. Stand back, this won 't
take long.
[END QUOTE]

[END DAWN CASTE TWO-PAGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN ZENITH TWO-PAGE SPREAD]

Zenith Caste

The noonday sun hangs high over Creation, its glory visible to all who walk in the light. In its
sight, there can be no shadow—only endless radiance. So it is with the Solars of the Zenith
Caste, heroes chosen to exemplify the Sun’s divine authority. These priest-kings are masters of
oratory, but their actions speak even louder than their words—Iesser priests might be satisfied
with delivering sermons, but the Resplendent Suns let their faith shine through in their deeds as
well. Virtue is the Zeniths’ duty, and they do not shirk it.

Long ago, the Zenith Caste presided over the people of the Realm, handing down edicts inspired
by their patron’s boundless virtue. They led their subjects in prayer and celebration, stoking their
faith and inspiring them to strive for new heights of righteousness. Before great decisions, the
Zeniths sought guidance from their divine patron, praying to the Unconquered Sun for wisdom
and insight. The night the Usurpation came, the Zeniths were the last to fall—their faith
sustained them until the bitter end. Worn down by the ceaseless attacks of the Dragon-Blooded,
they were as mountains eroded by the sea.

The Unyielding have returned to a world in dire need of their example. The Zeniths walk among
all peoples, equally at home in prince’s courts and beggars’ shantytowns. They bring hope to the
hopeless, faith to the faithless, and justice to the unrighteous. They endure whatever Creation
throws at them, trusting in the might bestowed upon them by the Unconquered Sun to carry them
through these dark times.

The Unconquered Sun speaks to each Zenith at the moment of Exaltation, urging them to make
the world a righteous place as best they know how. Some Zeniths lived inspirational lives before
Exaltation, acting as living examples for their fellow men. Others dwelt in iniquity before they
came to the light—knowing the despair and pain that lies down that road, they do their best to
keep others from choosing it. The Golden Bulls often act as a Circle’s backbone, supporting their
fellows and calling them back when they stray too far from the Sun’s path. Some are their
Circles’ official leaders, and they trust in their patron to help them guide their fellows wisely.



Anima Banner: A Zenith Caste Mark is a brilliant golden circle, shining like the noonday sun on
the brow. Zenith anima banners are bonfires of bright white and majestic gold.

Anima Effects: The just and cleansing nature of the Unconquered Sun burns powerfully in the
Essence of his priests, abhorrent to those things that lurk in darkness or rise from the dead. He

also empowers the Pillars of Heaven to see righteousness done in the world, as best they know
how. See page XX for details.

Caste Abilities: Zeniths are beacons of leadership, inspiring their people with words and deeds.
They excel in Athletics, Integrity, Performance, Lore, Presence, Resistance, Survival and War.

Associations: The season of summer, the half moon, the Maiden of Serenity, the colors of cobalt
blue and gold, the South, the element of Earth.

Sobriquets: Resplendent Suns, the Unyielding, Pillars of the Sun, Hammers of Heaven, Golden
Bulls, the Blasphemous (derogatory).

Concepts: Firebrand revolutionary, master orator, two-fisted laborer, village chief, wandering
mendicant, peasant rebel, itinerant physician, former priest or shaman of another god,
inspirational artist, runaway slave, hermit, musician.

The Blasphemous

In Immaculate fables, these monsters enslaved the innocent with unholy power,
binding mortals in servitude to their dark gods. They presided over the foul rituals
of the Anathema, indulging in slaughter, human sacrifice, and hedonistic
debauchery. When the Dragon-Blooded rose up, they shattered this vile cult, and
slaughtered its masters to the last man. In its place, they taught mortals of the
Immaculate Philosophy, sharing with them righteousness and hope. The dead
cult’s masters became known as Blasphemous for their crimes.

[BEGIN QUOTE]

A new future awaits our people. With the Sun's blessing, I will deliver us to an age
where none fear sickness or hunger, and all walk in his righteousness!

[END QUOTE]
[END ZENITH TWO-PAGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN TWILIGHT TWO-PAGE SPREAD]

Twilight Caste

The proud institutions of the First Age lie in ruins, and knowledge is the province of an exclusive
few. In this fallen world, a man can live and die knowing of nothing beyond his meager village.
To the Solars of the Twilight Caste, this state of affairs is unacceptable—as scholars, craftsmen
and sorcerers, it is their duty to carry the light of learning into the darkness of ignorance. They
are among mankind’s most brilliant minds, and they are not content to spend their lives in a
library, sanctum, or workshop—they need to be out in the world, putting their learning to use.

During the height of the First Age, the Arrows of Heaven created wonders of infrastructure,
granting Creation’s people good health and lush farmlands. They built cities that reached to the
heavens, and pooled their knowledge in schools and libraries so that all who wished to could



learn. Many Twilights were mighty sorcerers as well, plumbing the depths of reality with great
workings. As the Usurpation unfolded, many of the Copper Spiders hid their greatest works,
leaving caches of lore and treasure for their eventual successors. Most remaining First Age
artifacts survived as a result of a Twilight’s foresight and determination—though the Dragon-
Blooded cut them down, fragments of their legacy survived.

Now the Twilights have returned, ready to reclaim their birthrights and build a glorious future.
Whether they’re constructing a manse or solving a murder, they approach their work with keen
insight and dogged persistence. They remember the glories of the lost age and know those glories
can be rebuilt. The process will take the work of many mortal lifetimes, but none are better-
suited to it than the Twilights.

Many Descending Suns were well-educated before their Exaltation, but far more important is a
desire to learn. Whether they’re physicians, occultists, or savants, Heaven’s Lamps are marked
by endless curiosity and undeniable brilliance. Twilights often do most of a Circle’s intellectual
heavy lifting, recounting old lore to find a troublesome demon’s weakness or deduce a captured
spy’s cipher. Twilights with a talent for artifice or sorcery supply their Circlemates with bound
servitors and potent spells, or craft wondrous tools custom-made for their allies.

Anima Banner: The Twilight Caste Mark is a golden circle on the brow, filled in on top with the
bottom half empty. Twilight animas are a splendid riot of evening colors, encompassing bright
golds and reds, as well as subdued blues and violet hues.

Anima Effects: Recognizing the mark of the Unconquered Sun’s divine authority over the
cosmos that burns within the Essence of every Twilight, the universe bends to protect Heaven’s
Lamps from destruction. She may also bind lesser spirits to her service. See page XX for details.

Caste Abilities: A Twilight is sagacious, agile-minded and curious, always working to push back
the darkness of ignorance. Bureaucracy, Craft, Integrity, Investigation, Linguistics, Lore,
Medicine, and Occult come naturally to them.

Associations: The season of autumn, the crescent moon, the Maiden of Secrets, the colors of
orange and black, the West, the element of Wood.

Sobriquets: Descending Suns, Children of Twilight, Copper Spiders, Arrows of Heaven, Solar
Lightning, Heaven's Lamps, the Unclean (derogatory).

Concepts: Radical scholar, destitute student, master geomancer, child prodigy, architect, cunning
tailor, blacksmith, demonologist, relentless detective, court astrologer, young scavenger lord,
master chef, village wise woman.

The Unclean

In Immaculate fables, these Anathema were by far the most avaricious and power-
hungry of their kind. In their wickedness, they struck bargains with demons and
other vile spirits, gaining forbidden knowledge and the secrets of darkest sorcery.
No sacrifice was too extreme for these Anathema—they fed entire cities to their
patrons, and allowed horrors from beyond to sate carnal hungers on their own
flesh. In the end, their ill-gotten power could not save them from the Ten
Thousand Dragons, who stood fast against their wicked magic and slew them. To
this day, they are remembered as the Unclean—forever stained by their
perversions and by the vile forces they bargained with.



[BEGIN QUOTE]

You thought there were none alive who knew your weakness, demon? You were
almost right. Now, back to Hell with you.

[END QUOTE]
[END TWILIGHT TWO-PAGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN NIGHT TWO-PAGE SPREAD]

Night Caste

Darkness seems welcoming to those who cannot abide the Sun’s light. The night is home to
many threats, from thieves and murderers to outcast gods and the walking dead. Some think
themselves safe, for the eyes of the Sun are not upon them. They are wrong. The Solars of the
Night Caste are the hidden hands of the Unconquered Sun—they fight the enemies of
righteousness on their foes’ terms, using the arts of spycraft and assassination to bring their
quarry low. While some might think their methods unsavory, the Iron Wolves know they’re
simply doing what must be done.

At the height of the Solars’ reign, the Night Caste kept the Old Realm safe from threats within
and without. They spied on the princes of Hell, kept a watchful eye on rogue Exalted, and
assassinated faerie lords in their courts. The Daggers of Heaven kept a hand on the pulse of the
world’s criminals, breaking up crime syndicates and watching their fellows for signs of
subversion. When the Dragon-Blooded struck, many Nights vanished into the shadows. They
waged a bloody guerrilla war against the usurpers, striking whenever the Terrestrials grew
complacent. But even they couldn’t hide forever, and one by one the Hidden Suns fell to Dragon-
Blooded hunters.

The Solars of the Night Caste have returned to a world where the shadows have grown longer,
and the things hiding in them have grown more vicious. They meet the challenge with sharpened
blades, stalking through dark alleys and abandoned mausoleums in search of their quarry. But
assassination is not their only means of dealing with such foes. It’s no coincidence that the
Nights are also famed for their skills at spycraft—they know that the right piece of information
slipped to the right person at the right time can lay any foe low.

Nights are used to unconventional methods. Some were outlaws prior to their Exaltation, and
some made a living hunting outlaws down. Others were information-brokers, members of secret
societies, or spies. All Nights share an appreciation for subtle methods, regardless of who they
were in their mortal lives. The Iron Wolves are often a Circle’s eyes and ears, watching enemy
movements and reporting back with their findings. They excel at finding effective and
unorthodox solutions—though the legality of those solutions is often sketchy at best.

Anima Banner: A Night’s Caste Mark is an empty golden circle on the brow. Night Caste
animas are pale gold with hues of ghostly white, soft violet, and luminous grey.

Anima Effects: It is as difficult to find a Night Caste in a den of villains as it is to find the
Unconquered Sun at midnight; shadows bend to conceal them, and their very anima colludes to
keep their location and identity a secret. See page XX for details



Caste Abilities: Those of the Night Caste show great talent for Athletics, Awareness, Dodge,
Investigation, Larceny, Ride, Stealth, and Socialize—Abilities which allow them to work in
secret against the enemies of the Sun.

Associations: The season of winter, the new moon, the Maiden of Endings, the colors of violet
and grey, the North, the element of Water.

Sobriquets: Hidden Suns, Concealing Shadows, Nightbringers, Iron Wolves, the Daggers of
Heaven, the Wretched (derogatory).

Concepts: Cat burglar, escaped fugitive, bounty hunter, nobleman’s mistress, confidence man,
vigilante hero, neglected youngest sister, smuggler, former prostitute, spy extraordinaire,
underworld kingpin, assassin, highwayman, acrobat.

The Wretched

In Immaculate fables, some among the Anathema were so corrupt that they could
not stand the touch of sunlight. These piteous beings served as enforcers, skulking
unseen through cities and slave-pens to stifle dissent. As dawn broke, they left
behind the mutilated bodies of their victims as a warning to all who would
challenge the Anathema. Their cowardly tactics were no match for the Dragon-
Blooded, who drove them from their lightless lairs and brought them swift death.
In memory of their craven cowardice, these monsters are forever known as the
Wretched.

[BEGIN QUOTE]

You sent me after an innocent man and thought I wouldn t find out. You were dead
the moment you chose to trick me.

[END QUOTE]
[END NIGHT TWO-PAGE SPREAD]
[BEGIN ECLIPSE TWO-PAGE SPREAD]

Eclipse Caste

Few events in Creation are rarer or more portentous than a solar eclipse. The sun, the moon, and
the stars share the sky, united in a grand display of celestial harmony. It is the duty of the Eclipse
Caste to bring such harmony to the rest of Creation. As diplomats, they travel to the far reaches
of the world—and beyond—braving the wilds and treating with strange peoples. The treaties
they forge help bind the world together, encouraging the exchange of both riches and ideas. As
ministers, they run cartels and nations with skill and aplomb, expanding their interests far and
wide. As explorers, they seek out new opportunities for themselves, their Circlemates, and
Creation. Regardless of his surroundings, an Eclipse is confident, versatile, and eager to rise to
any challenge.

The Eclipses of the First Age kept the enormous Old Realm running at peak efficiency, ensuring
that its bureaucracies were swift and fair. They traveled the length and breadth of Creation as
goodwill ambassadors, fostering understanding between disparate peoples. Their journeys took
them into dream-courts of the Fair Folk, the silent halls of the dead, and even the maddened



streets of Hell. They forged alliances between spirits and men, bonds of trust and mutual profit.
In the face of Dragon-Blooded treachery, the Eclipses turned to their allies for shelter and
protection, but the usurpers’ influence reached far and wide; faced with betrayal at every turn, the
Eclipses fought for their lives, and lost.

Harmony and understanding are rarities in the Age of Sorrows. The Crowned Suns have returned
to a world wracked by centuries of strife, where treachery and duplicity are commonplace.
Undaunted, they have begun to rebuild what was lost, ending wars and forging alliances. They
broker agreements between gods and men, pacify faeries with ancient stories, and even act as
ambassadors for the living in the land of the dead. All the while, the Eclipses seek out remnants
of the First Age—Iliving or otherwise—to integrate into the framework of society. Lost peoples
and ancient wonders hide in the wilds of Creation, and the Eclipses are eager to find them.

Eclipses are people-savvy—they might be the sort who make friends everywhere they go, or they
might simply be keen students of the human condition. A wizened society matron is as likely to
become an Eclipse as a well-traveled merchant or a cunning diplomat. Eclipses are often the
public face of their Circle, negotiating on its behalf and representing its interests. Their
adaptability and knowledge of the world makes them an invaluable asset, whether the Circle is
acclimating to the mannerisms of a foreign court or trekking through the jungle in search of a
First Age ruin.

Anima Banner: The Eclipse Caste Mark is a disk within a circle, both of brilliant gold. Their
animas resemble the corona of the sun during an eclipse—brilliant whites and golds, sparkling at
the core and growing filmy and diaphanous at the edges.

Anima Effects: During an eclipse, the Unconquered Sun stands surrounded by all the splendor
of Heaven—he and the world join together to create the mightiest of omens. The Eclipse Caste is
likewise given sanction to command the glory of the world, and to bind it together in the cause of
righteousness. See page XX for details.

Caste Abilities: An Eclipse is as home in the court as he is in the wilds, prepared to speak with
men and spirits alike as he blazes new trails. Members of this Caste show talent for Bureaucracy,
Larceny, Linguistics, Occult, Presence, Ride, Sail, and Socialize.

Associations: The period of Calibration, the gibbous moon, the Maiden of Journeys, the color of
silver, the Center, the element of Air.

Sobriquets: Crowned Suns, Harmonious Voices, Wheels of Peace, Solar Winds, Quicksilver
Falcons, Quills of Heaven, Heaven's Voices, the Deceivers (derogatory).

Concepts: Translator, ambitious young noble, village shaman, diplomat, merchant prince,
adventurous sailor, royal advisor, gentleman explorer, speaker-to-gods, professional courier,
government minister.

The Deceivers

In Immaculate fables, the empire of the Anathema was built on lies, and these
monsters were its architects. Their honeyed tongues could convince men to
abandon virtue and give themselves willingly to depravity. For centuries, they
kept their slaves in a fog of lies, calling blasphemy art and murder justice. When
the Dragon-Blooded rose up, they drove these Anathema into the wilderness and



hunted them down like the animals they were. The fruits of their wickedness have
forever branded them the Deceivers.

[BEGIN QUOTE]

1 know your people are suspicious of outsiders. I don't blame you. But hear me
out and you’ll see what you have to gain. We can help.

[END QUOTE]
[END ECLIPSE TWO-PAGE SPREAD]

Attributes

Attributes represent a character’s innate aptitudes and talents—the raw capacity of his mind or
body rather than any learned skill or cultivated technique. Attributes are divided into three
classes: Physical, Mental, and Social. The Physical Attributes of Strength, Dexterity, and Stamina
reflect the raw potential of the character’s body. The Social Attributes of Charisma,
Manipulation, and Appearance define his innate ability to sway and influence others. The Mental
Attributes of Perception, Intelligence, and Wits embody the intellectual and intuitive faculties of
the character’s mind.

For mortal and Exalted characters, Attributes are rated on a scale of one to five dots.
[BEGIN TABLE]

Attribute Rating Meaning

. The character’s Attribute is on the low end of the human average, or worse.

oo The character’s Attribute is on the upper end of the human average—not remarkable, but
what an ordinary person might be expected to have

ee«  The character’s Attribute is a talent, visibly outstanding to others—he is “strong” or
“smart” or “charismatic.”

eeee  The character’s Attribute is truly extraordinary, putting even other notable individuals to
shame. He casually out-wrestles strong men, outwits smart ones, or outshines the merely
charismatic.

seeee  The character’s Attribute is at the apex of human potential—it’s the stuff of legend! The
character is a serious contender for world’s strongest man, a once-in-a-generation genius, or a
born leader whose charisma will change the course of history.

[END TABLE]
Strength

Strength represents a character’s raw physical power, the sheer might of what he can achieve by
muscle alone. In combat, Strength helps determine the damage a character can deal with his
withering attacks, how well he grapples foes, and his ability to move through difficult terrain
that requires bounding leaps, climbing, or similar exertions of strength to pass through. It’s also
used when a character wishes to lift, break, or heave any objects or obstacles that might stand in
his way.

Dexterity



Dexterity is grace, agility, and coordination. In combat, Dexterity determines both the accuracy
of a character’s attacks and his faculty to defend against enemy attacks, as well as being used for
movement that relies on swift or nimble maneuvering across terrain. It’s also used for actions
that require precise control of physical motions, such as hiding from a patrolling sentry or
picking a merchant prince’s pocket.

Stamina

Stamina is a measure of vitality. In combat, having a high Stamina rating reduces the damage of
withering attacks. It’s also used to fight off poison or disease, and more generally to endure the
effects of anything that might weaken or assail the body, be it lengthy physical exertion, sleep
deprivation, suffocation, exposure to the elements, or starvation.

Charisma

Charisma represents a character’s ability to express and articulate his beliefs or commands,
convincing others to see things his way or follow his orders. It’s used primarily in social
influence when a character wishes to make a sincere argument that he genuinely believes in, but
can also be used in combat to lead armies from the front with rallying, inspiring speeches.

Manipulation

Manipulation is a character’s innate talent for deception, passing off lies as the truth, or simply
telling people what he knows they want to hear. It’s used primarily in social influence when a
character wishes to make a false argument, whether through outright lying or more complicated
verbal misdirection, as well as any argument where the character is purely trying to evoke a
desired response rather than to express his own feelings or outlook. It also represents a
character’s ability to remain composed and not reveal his true feelings, contributing to his Guile
rating.

Appearance

Appearance is a measure of a character’s striking looks and his ability to use them. Generally,
this means a measure of how attractive the character is, but for certain characters (see the
Hideous merit, p. XX), Appearance measures how intimidatingly unpleasant the character’s
looks are. Appearance is used when a character wishes to influence others through looks, beauty,
overwhelming presence, or first impressions rather than reasoned debate or emotional
manipulation.

Perception

Perception rates both the raw quality of a character’s senses and his faculty for comprehending
what he perceives. Perception is used for noticing details, whether it is a strange plume of smoke
over a far-off village, a black-clad assassin lying in wait, a subtle tell in a courtier’s manner of
speech, or a fragmentary clue at the scene of a crime.

Intelligence

Intelligence measures a character’s ability to think logically and rationally. It covers analytical
thinking, drawing connections between disparate pieces of information, recalling pieces of
knowledge or useful memories at opportune moments, and making judgments based on rigid
logic. It is the province of strategoi, sorcerers, and savants.

Wits



Wits rates a character’s intuition, common sense, and ability to react quickly to new
circumstances or while under fire. In combat, Wits is used for the Join Battle roll that determines
a character’s starting Initiative, and it also factors into a character’s capacity to remain unmoved
by persuasion that goes against his intuitive understanding of the world, contributing to his
Resolve rating.

Yes, You Can Take a 5

It’s incredibly rare for someone in the world of Exalted to have an Attribute or
Ability rated at five dots. A professional soldier enlisted in a standing army most
likely has Melee ¢, while a cunning courtier whose web of lies and blackmail
have snared an entire court in his influence might only have Manipulation ees. A
character who has five dots of raw talent in an Attribute or five dots of skill in an
Ability is a prodigy even among other prodigies of his field, a living legend
whose feats might defy belief.

Sounds like the Exalted, doesn’t it?

If you want your character to be one of the strongest men in the world, the
greatest savant in generations of scholarship, or an unsurpassed master of the
martial arts, you can take five dots. While we encourage you to let your character
concept define the ratings of their Attributes and Abilities, rather than the other
way around, it is totally valid to buy a trait all the way up to five at character
creation if that’s what makes sense for your character.

Abilities
Abilities represent skills that have been developed and honed through training, education, and
experience. While an Attribute embodies a character’s raw aptitude for succeeding at a given

task, an Ability represents the skill and technique she uses in applying that aptitude—thus, both
are used in calculating the dice pool for any given action.

For mortal and Exalted characters, Abilities are rated on a scale of zero to five dots.
[BEGIN TABLE]

Ability Rating Meaning
0 The character has no training or significant experience in this Ability.
. The character has been trained in the fundamentals of the Ability, or is experienced

enough to be familiar with using it. This is the level of apprentices, interested amateurs, and
dabblers.

oo The character has trained in the Ability to a professional level, or has experience
equivalent to a professional. This is the level of most soldiers, healers, savants, and merchants in
the world of Exalted.

soe The character’s training in the Ability surpasses the competence expected even of
professionals, marking her as an elite or veteran in her field.

ssee  The character’s mastery of the Ability sets her above even experts in her field. Seasoned
veteran soldiers pale before her prowess; the top physicians of noble families consult her for
guidance; clever and wealthy merchants envy her business acumen.



eeeee  The character is a legendary master of the Ability—or else, she will be once word of her
skill spreads. She has a comprehensive understanding and utter command of every aspect of her
skill.

[END TABLE]

While all characters benefit from their Abilities, the Solar Exalted are capable of drawing even
greater power out of their skills. Practiced mastery and the empowering Essence of their
Exaltation allow them to achieve feats of supernatural prowess, called Charms. Each Solar
Charm is governed by an Ability, requiring a certain minimum rating in that Ability before it can
be learned. See Chapter Six for more information on Solar Charms.

Archery

Konoko heard the demon's wings before she saw it, the unearthly sound of molten obsidian
beating against the air. It slashed through the sky like a bolt of black lightning, bringing the
shadow-feathered ravens that were its progeny in its wake. The archer reached for the first of
many arrows from her quiver and sent it into flight, her hands blurring into a steady rhythm of
nock, aim, release. With her first volley, she had put out one eye of the demon named Karsa, and
pierced the hearts of his entire flock of heartgorgers. As it howled its pain across the horizon,
Konoko nocked another arrow.

This Ability is important in combat.

Archery is the discipline of using ranged weapons. The bow is the dominant form of ranged
weapon in Creation in all its different varieties, from the simple wooden self bows used by
subsistence hunters to the composite bows carried by the Realm’s archers. However, Archery
also applies to the use of more exotic weapons. In the South, weapons fueled by a reagent called
firedust shoot streamers of flame rather than arrows, and in the North, the nation-states of the
Haslanti League favor the crossbow.

Athletics
“Anath—"

Before the word had left the Immaculate’s tongue, Novia Claro was in motion, vaulting through
the teahouse window in a burst of shattered glass. There were reinforcements stationed outside,
ringing the teahouse to cut off any route of escape—so she went up, scaling the wall as if she had
made the climb a hundred times. Once she reached the brick-tile rooftop, she took a moment to
center herself. An archer of the Wyld Hunt was already there, poised to intercept—but since he
had expected her to flee from the back door, a steel-shod boot to the back of his head was all it
took to send him tumbling into the koi pond below, long before he could so much as nock an
arrow.

With a single bound, Novia made her way to the treetops above, springing from branch to
branch as she made good her escape. As she vanished into the foliage and the night mist, she
cursed herself for not thinking to bring the cup of black tea with her.

This Ability is important in combat.

Athletics is the discipline of physical fitness and acrobatic maneuverability. It is used in
performing feats of strength, such as lifting up a fallen cart or bending the metal bars of a prison
cage. It is also used for movement both in and out of combat—racing towards a distant enemy,



jumping over a gaping chasm, climbing a brick wall, and swimming against a powerful tide are
all uses of Athletics.

Awareness

Silver Dusk Returning felt something was wrong the instant she stepped out of the restaurant, but
didn t let it change the pace of her stride. It wasn t until she had taken a feigned wrong turn into
a dead-end alley before she addressed the figure tailing her in the darkness. “I know you 've been
following me. I heard the knives when you drew them five minutes ago, and you reek of black
adder venom.” She turned around, smiling broadly, making sure to lock eyes with the point in
the darkness where she knew her would-be assassin hid. “And, from how hard you re breathing,
I know you 're slower than me. Whereas you,” she said, unsheathing a length of golden metal
from its leather scabbard, “know nothing about me. Who do you think wins this fight?”

This Ability is important in combat.

Awareness is the practiced discipline of alertness and wariness of one’s surroundings. It is used
for rolls to notice or pick up on sensory information, but is also important in combat, adding to
the Join Battle roll that determines a character’s starting Initiative and allowing her to notice
hidden enemies.

Brawl

The tyrant lizard bit down hard on Noxx s right shoulder, huge fangs striking sparks off steel-
alloyed jade. “All right, I gave you that one,” the Dawn Caste said, gritting his teeth against the
pain, “but I'm getting bored.” Drawing his front leg back, he pivoted around the weight of the
tyrant lizard's jaw, dragging it down with his dropping arm. In the same instant, he threw a
crushing jab with his left hand, puncturing the giant lizards eye and smashing through its skull
to bury his fist in its brains.

This Ability is important in combat.

Brawl is used by unarmed combatants who fight based on instinct and a natural talent for
violence, rather than any particular discipline or style. It’s used for punches, kicks, head-butts,
shoulder thrusts, grappling, and all similar methods of using one’s own body as a weapon. Brawl
also conveys an aptitude for brawling aides such as brass knuckles and improvised weaponry
such as chairs and broken bottles. In addition to covering attacks, Brawl can also be used to
calculate a character’s Parry rating in combat, although parrying a weapon capable of inflicting
lethal damage with one’s bare hands requires a stunt.

Bureaucracy

Few understood the importance the numbers written in Rising Echo’s ledgers held for the
Lianhua Principality. A decimal slashed from a tax rate, and prosperity followed. So many
talents of jade held in reserve from the coffers today, and Lianhua'’s people would have food in a
year of blighted fields. A slight increase to the tariff rate, and the flow of heroin from Guild
caravans dwindled down to nothing. Few understood the importance of Rising Echo s ledgers,
and that was just the way he wanted it.

Bureaucracy represents a character’s acumen in organizational, mercantile, and legal endeavors.
Bureaucracy is used to assess and evaluate the resources—both wealth and manpower—
available to one’s self or one’s rivals, as well as to understand the legal codes of a society or the
bureaucratic structure of an organization.



Craft

The ethereal sound of barking boomed over the clangor of Yosef's workshop—the Wyld Hunt had
found him at last. He silenced the alarm with a pat on the head of the lion-dog statuette, and
took stock of his resources. A daiklave of black jade and behemoth-bone—no good, its blade still
in need of tempering in glacial meltwater. A pouch of ornate eggs carved from yasal crystal, a
starving, half~-mad demon caged within each brittle shell... that might be useful. An orichalcum
gauntlet, inlaid with the fangs of a storm serpent... oh yes, that would do nicely. The salvaged
head of a First Age warstrider, severed from its body centuries ago, but re-rigged with a
makeshift set of controls... well, it might make a useful distraction.

By the time the Dragon-Blooded reached the Twilight Caste's lair, they had no idea of the trouble
they were in for.

This Ability is necessary to create artifacts.

Craft is used to create or repair objects through skilled labor, whether forging a sword, cutting
the gem for a merchant prince’s brooch, or planning and overseeing the construction of a temple.
The Exalted and other supernatural beings are capable of using this Ability to create artifacts,
treasures of legendary quality that possess powerful magic of their own.

Special rules: When a character first buys this Ability, she must declare an area of expertise to
which her crafting skill applies. Potential areas of expertise include weapon forging, armoring,
architecture, tailoring, woodwork, carpentry, cooking, and anything else a player might come up
with, covering similarly broad (but not all-encompassing) concepts. Additional areas of expertise
must be purchased as independent Abilities—thus, a character might have Craft (Weapon
Forging) 4, and Craft (Gemcutting) 2. Of note are Craft (Artifacts) and Craft (Geomancy); these
two craft skills in specific are needed to craft artifacts and design and raise manses, respectively.

For mundane crafts projects, Storytellers are encouraged to be generous in interpreting logical
edge cases for uses of Craft. If a character needs to repair a horseshoe, but only has Craft
(Armoring), it’s reasonable to declare that the character’s Craft rating encompasses basic metal
fabrication and to allow her to use her Craft rating anyway, perhaps at +1 difficulty.

Dodge

It happened in a second—the click of a pressure plate, the oncoming rush of air, the countless
guillotine blades descending from their niches in the ceiling of the subterranean passage. A
second was all Fen needed. As the first blade descended, he flipped backwards, finding the few
inches of safety between it and the next. The Shattered Mendicant of Dreaming Masks’ manse
was well-defended, but it would take more than traps to deny Handsome Fen his revenge.

The sound of the sprung trap summoned the manse's guardians, hulking abominations of stitched
flesh. One on one, Fen would have trusted his knives against such monstrosities, but the
Abyssal’s lair teemed with dozens of them, held at bay only by the few seconds it would take for
the traps to retract their blades. It was time to discover if he was faster. And, if he had to gamble,
he would say that he was.

This Ability is important in combat.

Dodge is the skill of evading one’s enemies, deftly maneuvering out of the way of attacks or
managing to avoid the dangers of fighting on hazardous terrain. In combat, a character’s Dodge



rating contributes to her Evasion, but is also used to escape from close-quarter conflicts with
enemies or to take cover from the attacks of far-off foes.

Integrity

The faerie queen s eyes were pinpoints of light, colorful stars scattered carelessly across the
swirling darkness of her countenance. These eyes surveyed Lance of Starfallen Justice as he
entered her boudoir, with a polite nod to his salamander-headed guide. The warrior’s garb—a
polished orichalcum hauberk—was as splendid as his bearing, and the constellation of the
queen’s eyes could see the tongues of fire that burnt in his soul—surely a man to be tempted by
power and glory. With a wave of a seven-fingered hand, she called up gossamer marvels from
her treasure vaults: a mirror that whispered profound and terrible wisdoms; an ewer styled as a
dragon’s head that held liquid immortality; a black diamond that could beckon forth countless
hobgoblin servants.

Lance of Starfallen Justice regarded her display politely, as he took a seat to negotiate for the
souls of the villagers imprisoned in her palace. “No thank you, fair lady,” he said.

This Ability is important in social influence.

Integrity is the Ability to remain resolute in one’s beliefs, principles, and decisions when they are
challenged, an active discipline of self-assurance and refuting opposing arguments. It contributes
to a character’s Resolve, which is used to resist the persuasion of socially skilled characters.

Investigation

Tenth Reed took a long drag on his hand-rolled cigarette, letting the tobacco smoke fill his lungs
like the swirling clouds of confusion that filled his mind. It had been weeks since the Council of
Entities had contacted him, and the facts of the case seemed plain enough—the ashes of a burnt
letter, a midnight getaway, a murdered husband. But still, he thought, looking down from the
rooftops of Nexus, there was something missing. If Izaya Nora had run off with some paramour,
it would explain him killing his merchant prince lover, but not the apothecary robbery that had
his lackeys’ hands all over it, or the faint scent of rotten honeysuckle that clung to the stables like
cheap gin on a drunkard s breath.

Realization hit hard, as if the cigarette s embers had suddenly cast a new light on the case. With
all the facts together it seemed obvious. The stab wounds on Izaya's husband were too clean to
be fresh—they had been made after the fact, to cover up the real cause of death, a dose of
hemlock stolen from a disreputable medicine shop. The secrecy, the betrayal by poison, the
otherworldly smell—this was no affair, and the author of the burnt letter had not been human. It
was a ritual, a demon-summoning, and it clearly went further than the Council had imagined
when they contracted him.

Investigation is used to uncover hidden or obscured details through close surveillance or
examination, whether it is searching a magistrate’s chamber for a hidden letter, unearthing clues
at the scene of a murder, or reconstructing the details of a crime from the evidence presented
before a magistrate at court.

Larceny

Three Shores was a quiet village between Ragara Akina's estate and the Imperial City. A few rice
paddies and the hovels of the peasants who tended them,; nothing that would delay her journey to



deliver the execution orders for magistrate Koizu to the capital. At worst, she would suffer the
clinging hands of filthy laborers—a tolerable annoyance.

Mongoose had other plans. The lanky thief had no great love for the law, but she knew Koizu for
a fair judge. She rubbed her wrists, remembering a verdict of imprisonment that would have
been death but for Koizu's mercy. She would not let House Ragara dispose of him simply to
further their designs on the throne. Disguised beneath a mud-stained shawl, a false hunchback,
and enough make-up to add decades to her face, she approached the Dynastic procession,
grabbing for the hem of the Dragon-Blood s robes in seeming supplication.

By the time Ragara Akina realized she was short one execution degree and several obols of jade,
such was her rage that she scarcely noticed the urchin girl sleeping in the alleyways, resting on
a bunched-up shawl.

Larceny covers a range of talents that fall under the general penumbra of criminal activity.
Pickpocketing, lock picking, and sleight of hand are all uses of Larceny that rely on physical
deftness, but it also applies to more intellectual tasks such as creating an effective disguise,
hiding evidence at the scene of a crime, or navigating a society’s criminal underworld.

Linguistics

“Trees that flowered in Spring,
as your children marched away,
now paint their graves red.
Mothers, if you cry,

salt will fill their coffers full.
Burn with rage instead.

Stain the earth with red.

Call your children back to sleep
with their killer s death.”

—EXxcerpt from the poem believed to have incited the overthrow of Nyala's satrap, authored by
the so-called Mirror Flag.

This Ability is important in social influence.

Linguistics is the Ability used to compose works of writing—Tliterary epics, poetic verse,
propaganda pamphlets, or even a simple conversational letter. It can be used to influence the
thoughts and feelings of characters who read the work using social actions. A character must
have at least one dot of Linguistics to be able to read.

Lore

“Once, mankind understood the workings of the world, and lived in an age of wonders beyond
our comprehension,” Ineffable Blossom said to her Circlemates, her eyes dark from sleepless
nights of study. “The greatest libraries of the Realm are but droplets from that ocean of lost
wisdom. The wonders of the Lookshy foundries are paltry toys compared to the treasures of our
forebears.” She brandished a map annotated with countless markings from weeks of study,
Scribbled in the margins were broken ciphers, solved equations, and entire fields of mathematics



she had reinvented, centered around a bold, red X. “Which is why, once we have delved into the
ruins of Is-Tagath, we will wield power beyond the dreams of any who’d oppose us. And I’'ve
found just where those ruins lay.”

This Ability is necessary to create artifacts.

Lore represents a character’s understanding of the world, covering academic disciplines of
history, mathematics, geography, literature, science, philosophy, and similar scholarly pursuits. It
can be used both to recall useful pieces of academic knowledge, as well as to perform scholarly
research in a library or archive. It is also important in the forging of artifacts and the raising of
manses.

Martial Arts

Sagacious Palm had wandered the Burning Rivers since his brother had killed their sifu. Black
Peach Heart had always been the better fighter of the two—stronger, faster, more ruthless. When
he decided to claim Lady Tiger s position as leader of their dojo by treachery, Sagacious Palm
was powerless to stop him. Now, Sagacious Palm's journey found him back where he began, at
the foot of the cracked stone steps leading up to a red-tiled pagoda. “I would have words with
the master of this dojo,” he announced to the wind, throwing off the traveler s cloak that
concealed a lean, muscled body. “Tell him his brother is returned.”

At once, the dojo s doors opened, and his brothers gang of thugs came rushing down the stairs.
Sagacious Palm caught the curved blade of his first assailant between his hands, twisting it in a
Crane style kata to send both the weapon and its wielder flying. A spinning kick swept the legs
from under a pair of chain-swinging brutes and sent them tumbling. Then the mob of attackers
held back, unsure of what to do. Sagacious Palm dispatched them with a powerful kiai that
turned the dojo's steps to dust.

“Well, well, little brother,” sneered Black Peach Heart, finally stepping out to face him. “You re
sure to make Lady Tiger proud beating drunken bandits and peasant s sons. Now,” he said,
hefting up a tetsubo studded with steel spikes, “you can join her in death!”

Sagacious Palm entered a Crane stance as his brother leapt down at him, tetsubo falling in a
vicious arc. “I think not, older brother,” he said, and the mark of the Dawn flared on his brow.

This Ability is important in combat.

Martial Arts covers formal study of martial systems, such as the styles detailed in Chapter Seven.
In addition to providing mastery of unarmed techniques, Martial Arts also facilitates the use of
certain exotic weapons, such as the staff, the rope dart, sais, and hook swords. Like Brawl, it can
be used to calculate a character’s Parry Defense.

Special rules: Martial Arts is a special Ability, which a character must possess the Martial Artist
Merit (p. XX) to purchase. Martial Arts cannot be taken as a Caste or Favored Ability by itself.
Instead, if Brawl is a Caste or Favored Ability, then so is Martial Arts. If Brawl is a Caste Ability,
then Martial Arts can be taken as a character’s Supernal Ability, if desired—but if Brawl is a
character’s Supernal Ability, this benefit does not extend to Martial Arts.

Like Craft, when a character first buys this Ability, she must declare a martial arts style which
her Martial Arts dots represent mastery of. Chapter Seven contains a number of example martial
arts styles characters might choose from, such as Snake Style, Tiger Style, Steel Devil Style, or



Dreaming Pearl Courtesan Style. Additional styles must be purchased as independent Abilities—
thus, a character might have Martial Arts (Snake style) 5, and Martial Arts (Tiger style) 3.

Medicine

“Wake up, old friend,” Khabran said. “You don 't get to die just yet.” The freckled woman's eyes
slowly blinked open, as Khabran let cool water trickle into her mouth.

“Khab... you idiot, get away...”” The physician gave her some more water, but showed no sign of
leaving the patient s side. After a few more swallows, Yarnsaxa could finally speak. “Khabran, 1
have the plague... just leave me behind.” Her friend’s smile caught her entirely off guard, even
more than the golden mark that now shone on his brow.

“Not any more, you dont.”

Medicine is used to diagnose and treat wounds, sickness, poisoning, and other ailments. In the
Age of Sorrows, the state of Creation’s medical practice is primitive, with bone saws, sutures,
and scalpels representing the most advanced medical technology a physician might have access
to. In some of Creation’s cultures, methods of folk medicine such as herbal treatments,
acupuncture, or therapeutic yoga take the place of traditional surgical implements, and can be
just as effective, if not more so, in treating certain ailments.

Melee

The killer was a mad dog, driven to berserker rage by shadowland poppies and the whispers of
murderous ghosts. When Ragara Anja first heard of the murderer, she had expected little more
than a madman, but what she found in the alleyways of Chiaroscuro was far worse. The killer's
eyes burnt green with pyre-flame, his shadow swollen into a monstrous silhouette by unholy
powers. Flecks of raw meat stuck between the filed-down points of his teeth. Before the
swordswoman could speak, the murderer was on her, heaving a great axe high overhead and
bringing it down for a crushing blow.

“It can't be helped, then,” said Ragara Anja. With a single fluid motion, she drew her daiklave
into the path of the axe-blow, splitting the blood-stained steel in half against the imperishable
edge of her orichalcum. Her stroke continued in an effortless follow-through, cleaving the
madman's head from his body in a flash of crimson. With a disdainful flick of her wrist, Anja
shook the drops of blood from her blade before returning it to its sheath. “How unpleasant.”

This Ability is important in combat.

Melee is the Ability of hand-to-hand weaponry, covering swords, knives, hammers, axes, lances,
and any other weapon used in close quarters. It is used both to attack with these weapons and to
calculate a character’s Parry rating when she blocks enemy attacks.

Occult

When the rest of his circle had left the chamber, Shen lingered a moment. “I can see you, you
know,” he said into the empty corners of the room, speaking to the revolving congeries of eyes
and pedipalps that hung invisible in the air. “Who are you spying for? Mnemon? The Silent
Ministry? If you tell me, I may be merciful.” The demon ceased its revolutions, and let out a
horrible ululation before it fell on him.



The Twilight Caste's Circlemates rushed back when they heard the monstrous screech, and were
met with a blinding flash of sapphire that bled through the edges of the closed door. Volfer
smashed it off its hinges, revealing only Shen contemplating a small pile of smoking, silver sand.

“What happened?” asked Perfect Soul.
“Nothing to be concerned with,” the sorcerer replied.
This Ability is necessary to create artifacts or to use sorcery.

Occult represents mastery of forbidden and occluded knowledge, as well as an instinctive facility
for dealing with Creation’s mystical and otherworldly elements. It helps characters to understand
the nature, powers, and behavior of spirits, and to navigate and survive realms of existence
beyond Creation such as the Wyld or the Underworld. It also governs the art of sorcery.

Performance

“My word is final, and my word is the law,” snarled the mountain god. “All who climb my
heights or cross my paths will die, and their screams will be all the prayer I need. Why should 1
let you pass, when my shrine has gone untended so many long centuries?”

With that ultimatum, there was no more place for words. Yomiko reached for her sanxian, and
began to pluck a sorrowful melody from its strings, a song of regret and loves long lost.
Something new began to show in the countenance of the crag-faced god, a glimmer of surprise
beneath the anger. Yomiko did not know what words she sang—only that they came to her lips,
ancient syllables of the Old Realm called up from the memories of a past life. She knew not what
they meant, but when she saw the first droplet of molten stone well up in the god’s eye, she knew
he had heard the song before.

“...Very well,” he conceded, his voice choked with sobs. “They may pass. I missed you, Shining
Bodhisattva. It has been far, far too long.”

This Ability is important in social influence.

Performance is the Ability of influencing others through creative or artistic displays, covering
both traditional forms of artistic expression such as music, dance, and poetry, as well as
rhetorical speaking through prepared speeches or oratory. It can be used to influence the thoughts
and feelings of other characters through social actions.

Presence

“Let me make myself understood,” Perfect Soul said to the mixed throng of princelings,
captains, and merchants that gathered in the smoky opium den that was House Khidara-in-exile.
The mark of her Exaltation still shone fresh on her brow, golden light limning her features with
furious dignity. “Jiara has been betrayed. The Realm lines their vaults with our gemstones,
swells their ranks with our sons and daughters, and spits upon a throne that is rightfully mine. |
intend to take it back, with the iron of our swords and the might of the gods. Are there any of you
with enough of Jiara in your veins to join me?”

Every voice in the room—from the scions of House Khidara's former protectorates, to the
soldiers of the royal guard, and even to the grey-bearded elder lost to opium dreams over in the
corner—shouted its allegiance to Perfect Soul, the true sovereign of Jiara.

This Ability is important in social influence.



Presence is the Ability to effectively lead, intimidate, or persuade through force of personality. It
can be used to influence the thoughts and feelings of other characters through social actions.
When a hot-blooded general rallies her troops with an inspiring battle cry, a witty
conversationalist charms those around her over the course of a party, or a thief blurts a
convincing explanation for how she came into possession of a carved jade idol, all of these
characters are using Presence.

Resistance

Stone Grey slumped in his cage, managing to find a comfortable position to rest his hands
behind his head despite the manacles—being imprisoned was restful, after all. His captors had
first tried crude intimidation, bludgeoning his face with truncheons and breaking bones. As if he
hadn t faced worse pain than that living on the open tundra. Next had come the slower, subtler
torments—days without food, nights without sleep. He certainly would have enjoyed the steaks
his interrogators dangled before him in exchange for answers, but it would take more than a
little pain in the belly for him to betray his Circle. Finally, his interrogators forced a blue liquid
down his throat, a concoction of herbs and powdered tortoise shell said to extract the truth from
even the tightest lips. “This isn 't going to work, you know,” the Icewalker said, after gulping it
down.

This Ability is important in combat.

Resistance is the learned Ability of coping with pain, disease, fatigue, and other forms of
physical weakness. In combat, it is useful for fighting through the deleterious effects of poisons
used by dishonorable foes, or weathering the perils of fighting over hazardous terrain.

Ride

Prince Diamond kicked down on the flanks of his steed, hastening down the winding path of
obsidian that cut through the desert. He regretted such ill treatment of his mount, but the spirit
who kept the ancient road was capricious, and had promised sole right of passage to whomever
could complete its span first—and the Guild’s caravan, drawn by a dozen thoroughbreds, had far
too great a lead on him. It had already reached Night's Bluff, where the path descended the side
of a mountain over a dozen zig-zagging switchbacks. Drawing in the reins, Prince Diamond

paused at the top of the bluff, contemplating an impossible scheme. “What do you think,
Ember?”

With his mount s whinnied approval, Prince Diamond made a flying leap off the face of the
mountain, man and horse plunging down hundreds of feet together. With every flick of his reins,
Ember dropped in a bounding arc, hooves skidding up sparks against the stone before beginning
another jump. Finally, all four legs made solid contact with the obsidian pavement at the
mountain s base, and Prince Diamond let his steed break out into full gallop. The Eclipse Caste
looked back, and permitted himself a slight grin. The rival merchant prince still had many, many
switchbacks to go.

This Ability is important in combat.

Ride is used to ride on a horse, ox, or more exotic mount, as well as to maneuver in vehicles such
as chariots or carts that are led by horses or beasts of burden. In combat, the Ride skill is used for
moving across the battlefield while mounted.

Sail



Darktide cursed the horizon folk loudly as he spun the wheel, banking his warship out of the
path of a living hurricane. He knew his ship was fast enough to make it to safe harbor before the
horizon folk could take notice of it—but it was not his life he was concerned for. Beneath the
lashes of its fae masters, the hurricane was advancing on the small island of Diquis, whose
natives tended coffee plants on the slopes of a sunken volcano. They would have no hope against
the oncoming storm—no hope except him. Moray Darktide barked new orders to his crew—
orders to intercept. He would sail straight into the heart of the living storm, and teach its riders
to fear the taste of orichalcum.

Sail is used to captain a seafaring vessel through the great oceans and rivers that make up much
of Creation. It is used for both for maneuvering a vessel and for plotting a course using sea charts
