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 Strangely, there have been no official statements issued by the 

Baatorian embassy.  One would at least expect the lawful Baatezu to 

issue some sort of official memorandum about a development this large, 

but thus far none are forthcoming.  òWhat Blood War?ó was the closest 

statement, made by an Abashai I met at The Crossed Daggers Tavern, 

who was subsequently re-assigned for talking to a culler. 

 

Despite the cessation of large-scale violence, small to moderate-sized 

groups of fiends can still be found throughout the planes, and except in 

places of enforced peace like Sigil, oftentimes the underlying hatred 

between Tanarõri and Baatezu flares into bloodshed.  Though they 

cannot be said to involve true armies, clashes between fiends continue in 

the Astral, the Elemental Planes, most of the Lower Planes, the 

Outlands, and various Prime spheres. 

 

Tanarõri travelers on the planes are not bound by the enforced silence 

that Baatezu and Yugoloths seem to be under.  òI hate everybody and 

everything,ó Said ôSlayderaazõ a Nalfeshnee currently residing in the 

Lower Ward, òBut I hate those [phrase deleted by the editors for 
decencyõs sake] Baatezu the worst of all!  I just wanna grab ôem by their 

necks and choke the [again, deleted by the editors].  Lords willing, weõll be 
at war again soon.ó 

 

òActually, the Blood War has been over for centuries now,ó Said 

ôSerpentiaõ, a Marilith, òWhat you berks kept calling the Blood War was 

really just a few die-hards refusing to give up the fight.  The real Blood 

War was much more violent, on a scale of magnitude you canõt imagine.ó 
 

[We donõt buy it for a minute.  The fiends are up to 
something. ðed] 
 

 

 

 

In an incredibly unforeseen series of events uncovered by those fearless 

cullers who travel the whistles and bells, it seems the Blood War, that 

unending genocidal conflict between Tanarõri and Baatezu, has come to 

an end!  Incredible as it sounds, the Tanarõri have largely stopped full-

scale operations in both Gehenna and the Grey Waste, and are no 

longer trying to invade Avernus.  Similarly, Baatezu legions have ceased 

all incursions into the Waste and the Abyss.  Consequently, inter-

demonic conflicts have increased to a level unseen in millennia.  With the 

common goal of fighting the Baatezu diminished, Tanarõri Lords and 

Princes have thrown their forces against each other with relish, and 

conditions in the Abyss have become even more dangerous for mortal 

beings. 

 

òDangerous?  Lucrative, more like.ó  Shõchaad the Black, a fiendish 

kaasta trader fresh from Pazunia said, òFortunes follow the bold, my 

friend.  Every Tanarõri is looking for a little edge, and I happen to sell 

shivs.ó 

 

òIõd bet my last coin the ôloths are behind it.ó  added ôSquare-dealõ Sisivis, 

a neogi merchant bartering with the khaasta.   

 

The Grey Waste is as empty as any cutter has ever seen it, without the 

massive ongoing battles sweeping across its surface.  It is unknown 

whether the Yugoloths really have anything to do with the new truce, or 

what their own forces are doing now that they are not being hired out to 

one side or the other.  Small squads continue to patrol the Waste, and all 

travel within easy sight of Khin-Oin is being turned back.  There has 

therefore been no word from the Wasting Tower.  Nor have any 

statements been made on behalf of the General of Gehenna, whose 

mobile fortress cannot be located anywhere on the mounts. 
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 Planar News : Sigil and the Outlands 

 
 

Local Gnome Works to 

Create New Gate -Town  
by Salivol Amalkiir, Outlands Culler  

 

Gip Fonp, Sigilian Guvner, is conducting research to create a 

permanent portal to the Pseudo-Plane of Shadow.  Fonp plans to 

use this research to provide a link to the alternate reality on the 

Outlands, and believes a burg, which he plans to name òShady,ó 

will eventually build itself around it.  òThe Gate-towns are one of 

the multiverseõs effective means of transport and some of the most 

populated areas,ó says Fonp.  òIf the Outlands had another 

portal, bodies will eventually start setting up shop to trade, and 

regrettably cross-trade.  Soon cutters will begin to make kip, and 

Shady will rival the Cage.  Shadow is much bigger than any 

singular Outer Plane.ó 

 

While this seems like a lofty goal, Fonp believes his òshadow 

doubleó is working hard to help him further this plan.  òEveryone 

has an alternate version of themselves on Shadow, which is the 

always the same, but different,ó he claims.  òI believe Shanfs, thatõs 

what I nicknamed mine, is also working on a portal.ó 

 

Fellow Guvner, Turon Gruff, however, does not approve of the 

gnomeõs research.  òThat addle-coved namer is an insult to the 

Fraternity of Order!ó he exclaims.  òGate-towns cannot be 

intentionally created, and they lead to the sodding Outer Planes!  

That barmy berk does not represent us!ó  Fonp had no comment 

on Gruffõs screams. 

 

[The lilõ Guvnerõs theories may be addled, but then 
again, if heõs successful heõll sure show us all, wonõt he?  
Guess weõll just have to wait and see. ðed] 
 

 

Mysterious  

òPumpkin-Headó  

Spotted in The Cage  
by Nan Shallow, Culler  

 

Witnesses all over town have reported sighting a mysterious figure that 

has come to be known variously as òPumpkin-Headó, òThe Great 

Pumpkinó, òLantern Jackó, and òSome Barmy Wearing a Gourdó.  

Despite vigorous investigation by several cullers, little has been uncovered 

concerning the beingõs origins and reasons for coming to Sigil.  

   

Sightings started a few weeks ago when a citizen called for the Minders 

about a mysterious figure perched just outside the upper story window of 

her Lower Ward residence.  By the time the authorities responded, the 

figure had gone, but over the next several nights, more residents reporting 

seeing a similar figure in various places throughout Sigil.  Few sightings 

were initially reported in the Hive Ward, but this was likely due to the fact 

that Hivers are quite used to odd happenings, and rarely call for the 

authorities.  Subsequent interviews with Hive Ward residents have 

revealed that the mysterious Pumpkin-Head has been sighted there as 

well on several occasions. 

 

The nature of this mysterious being continues to be a matter of 

conjecture.  Theories among the culler crowd range from some type of 

inexpensive golem to some poor sod under a curse.  òProlly just some 

barmy Xaositect wearing a big vegetable disguise,ó said Mick Mac 

Mulroy, a Guildhall Ward resident who claims to have seen the Pumpkin-

Head on two separate occasions, òIf I catch ôim peepin in me windows at 

the wife, yõbetter believe Iõll test that stupid gourd-helmetõs ability to 

deflect a war hammer!ó 

 

Detractors of the ôthrifty golemõ theory point out that if true, it must surely 

be the swiftest, most agile golem in all of existence.  Many reports have the 

Pumpkin-Head perching on the ubiquitous iron spikes designed to keep 

fliers off of Sigilan buildings.  While nobody has seen him fly, many have 

included extraordinary leaping and climbing abilities in their reports.  On 

those few occasions where someone has tried to attack or apprehend the 

Pumpkin-Head, they have found themselves outpaced and out-

maneuvered in short order. 

 
Continued on page 3  
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Pumpkin-Head, continued from page 2 
 

Murder in Meat Market Square  
by 

Doris Peacock (deceased), Manny Green (d), Jessie Bowyer (d) 

Dru C. Naan (missing), Daniel Hardy (d), Nathan Hardy(d)  

Laine Lewis (d), Jim O. Sun (m), James Jonas Jr. (d), 

 Kent Klarr, and Parks Peterson, Cullers 
 

Several brutal murders occurred recently at a place of business in 

the Meat Mar ket.  The business, officially on the tax rolls as 

Butler Bros. Meat Packing  & Warehouse, it is known locally as 

The Packing House.  The victims were an undisclosed number of 

Mind Flayers, all outcasts from their own race, residing in Sigil.  

Unsurprisingly, the assailants were described by eyewitnesses to 

be armored githyanki warriors.  The scene was sealed off by Sons 

of Mercy investigators, and no further information was 

forthcoming. 

 

Good riddance!  Those stinking beef-eaters were all exiles and 
criminals anyway!  Illithid Notary Fombõchu of the Fated beamed 
into the mind of one culler, Of course, the thrall-race scum who did 
this will be found and punished, regardless.  Other attempts to 

interview illithid residing in Sigil have resulted in four fatalities. 

 

Attempts to obtain interviews with githyanki in the district of 

Gitõriban have resulted in two fatalities and one disappearance.  

No such interviews have been obtained as a result. 

 

òGithyanki and illithid?  Let ôem dead-book each other, I say!ó  

Sai d Xaanõzk, a githzerai resident of the Darkwell Court district 

of the Hive, òIn my opinion, the illithid are marginally worse, but I 

could see quite a bit of debate about that.ó  Other attempts to 

interview githzerai in the Hive have resulted in one confirmed death 

and one disappearance.   

 

Additional information about the murders is being withheld by 

investigators.  Repeated inquiries to the Sons of Mercy have 

resulted in the arrest of one culler.  His court case is still pending 

as of this writing. 

 

[This  article is dedicated to all the Cullers out there 
who put their lives into their art. -ed] 

 

 

 

While the origins of the mysterious figure remain é well é mysterious, a 

description of the Pumpkin-Head has become clearer as sightings pile up.  

The most distinguishing feature, of course, is that the being has a large, 

carved pumpkin for a head.  Reported facial features have varied, so it can 

be surmised that the carven face may change depending on the creatureõs 

whims or emotions.  While there seems to be some sort of light source 

inside the pumpkin, it too seems to vary, both in intensity and hue.  The 

size of the pumpkin is made more dramatic by the overall thinness of the 

rest of the creatureõs body.  Some have even suggested that Lantern 

Jack is in fact some form of skeletal undead underneath.  He wears a dark 

suit and jacket with coat-tails.  Originally reported to be rather dapper, as 

time has gone on, life on the streets of Sigil must have been working its 

magic on Jackõs outfit, as more recent reports indicate that his raiment is 

now soiled and torn. 

 

So far, Lantern Jack has only been sighted in the darkest hours around 

Anti -Peak.  Though his origins and motives remain unknown, Jack does 

appear to be searching for something, or someone.  He is often seen 

following folks down the street or peering into windows, though he has yet 

to enter into any residence or business in his enigmatic quest.  Proponents 

of the ôcursed berkõ theory believe Jack to be looking for a way to undo 

his strange transformation, or perhaps looking to avenge himself on 

whoever transformed him. 

 

Though it is known that both the Minders Guild and the Sons of Mercy 

have unsuccessfully tried to apprehend Lantern Jack, neither group 

would comment on the mysterious Pumpkin-Head.  

 

[Life in Sigil sure can be strange sometimes.  Thatõs 
why we love it. ðed] 
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Displacer Beast Rescued from Tree 
by Weyn DeDaegre, Cager  

 

Ladyõs Ward, Sigil ð Today, Ladyõs Ward resident and retired 

adventurer Vayne Gloryus reported the presence of a displacer 

beast in a tree on his property to Sons of Mercy officials. The 

tree was a unique specimen specially bred by Gloryus to be able 

to flourish in Sigil, and was severely damaged by the beastõs claws.  

Gloryus claims that the monstrous feline was chased up the tree 

by a blink dog off its leash. While he managed to get rid of the 

blink dog, he could not coax the displacer beast out of the tree 

himself. 

 

òIt would not stop yowling and carrying on,ó said the disgruntled 

aasimar, òQuite distressing, really. I even tried luring it with raw 

meat. After that I knew it was time for the experts.ó 

 

The Sons of Mercy arrived on the scene at about 2:45 AP, 

equipped with tree-climbing gear and padded armor. They 

earnestly set at the task of getting the displacer beastõs six paws 

back aground. 

 

òThey started out counting portals,ó said Kib Itser, a witness at 

the scene. òI mean, it was a complete waste of time! Any berk 

knows that a displacer beast ainõt where it seems to be, but the 

sodding Martyrs went to the top of the tree anyway. It took ôem a 

while to tumble to it, too.ó 

 

Derryn Br ightbones, leader of the mission, refused to comment. 

 

òPoor Embel got swiped good on the face,ó disclosed Mali 

Gleamshoes, Son of Mercy. òAnd Lasos doesnõt have a pinky 

finger anymore. But other than that, Iõd say it was a success.ó 

 

The displacer beast was brought back to the ground at around 

6:00 AP. It was immediately collared and taken to the Sons of 

Mercy headquarters where it is currently being held until someone 

claims it. 
 

[We hear that Se amusxanthusxenus runs a free spay 
and neuter program (of sorts). ðed] 

Drunken Brawl Breaks Out  

in the Hive Market 
by Force-of-Disorder , Hive Ward Culler  

 

A lar ge-scale brawl broke out in the Hive Market involving 

rival Hive gangs, vendors, and several dozen drunken berks.  

An  infamous band of stags called the Vagabonds of 

Change opened a portal to Olympus and jacked a brace of 

Bacchae, plying them with wine and assorted liquors through 

a portal back to the Hive.  By the time the raucous band 

had reached the square where the Hive Market sets up, 

their numbers had grown to over four dozen drunk and rowdy 

partiers. 

 

Several booths were overturned by drunken stumbling and 

tomfoolery.  The poor-mannered behavior did not sit well 

with vendors who saw their wares end up in the mud, nor with 

certain of their customers. Some cutters were too strong-

willed to fall under the Bacchae influence, and took 

exception to their actions.  

 

òI was buying a hangover remedy from an apothecary, when 

some addle-cove jostled me and spilled it on the ground.ó  

Said  Force-of-Disorder , a handsome grey slaad who 

claimed to have witnessed the whole incident, òI shoved him 

back, and the drunken fool spun around and smashed a 

bottle across my face!  Of course, then it was on.ó 
 

 

 

Continued on page5 
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Coup Dõ®tat in the 

Potato Kingõs Court 
by Nib Deez, Hive Ward Culler  

 

The Potato King, that barmy beggar whose ill-worded 

wish has kept half of Sigil fed for more than a turn, was 

briefly usurped a few days ago by one of the hangers-

on who normally help him distribute root vegetables to 

the masses.  The underling, another addle-cove called 

òFry Guyó who usually follows him around armed with a 

skillet and a wand of heat metal, turned stag by 

thwonking the King on the back of the skull with his fry-

pan and stealing his famous ever-full sack of spuds.  

Loudly proclaiming himself the new ruler of all potatoes, 

the lout turned out to be a far less benevolent monarch. 

He refused to share his bounty with his subjects in 

Sigil , running off with all the mash instead.  His reign 

proved to be short, as the former King managed to 

acquire the help of some bloods in tracking down the 

tyrant of starch.  Eventually, they caught up to him, and 

after a short popular uprising, the magic potato sack 

was returned to its rightful royal by a grateful citizenry. 
 

[Potato stew, anyone? ðed] 

Planar News : Sigil & The Outlands  

 
 

The brawl did not draw the attention of Her Serenity, 

probably due to the fact that it involved mostly fisticuffs, 

with a few bottles and bricks mixed in, but very few shivs.  

Nonetheless, there were several injuries, some of which were 

quite serious.  Most of these were dealt out by a thin slaad 

of unimposing size, but great strength nevertheless. 

 

òThe imbeciles didnõt know who they were messing with,ó said 

Force-of-Disorder , a Hiver  who took part in the brawl, òBut 

when I started breaking limbs with my bare hands, they 

sobered up quick.  Then they tried to rush me.  Bad idea.ó 

 

Sons of Mercy on patrol near the market responded to the 

sounds of fighting, and tangled with various participants.  

The brawl eventually died out, and it is surmised that the 

Sons dragged some berks back to the clink.  Whether any 

of the Xaositects responsible for jacking the Bacchae were 

put in clamps is unknown at this time.   

 

òThe Dabus have to clean up this mess, and does anyone 

ever think to thank ôem?ó  Force-of-Disorder , a Hive Ward 

resident on the scene, ranted at the dispersing crowd, 

òYouõre all lazy, spoiled, good-for-nothing slackers!  Pick up 

a broom sometime!ó 

 

[Thanks for the contribution FoD , youõre the model of 
objective journalism. -ed]    
 

Drunken Brawl, continued from page 4 
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Continued on page 7 

Vile Hunt Active in 

Arborea & Ysgard  
by Twilight, Svartalfen Scout  

 
A secret society of assassins and murderers hath plagued the 

planes for many years.  Calling themselves the Vile Hunt, they seek 

to violently separate the humanoid from the bestial by killing those 

of mixed blood, races with animalistic features, shape shifters, 

lycanthropes, yea even magesõ familiars too smart for them to 

tolerate.  Lest ye think them mere thugs who waylay satyrs, know 

that those I encountered have proven to be canny, skilled, 

intelligent, and utterly brutal adversaries.  They have waged their 

own private war with the intelligent animals of The Beastlands.  

They are suspected in the targeted assassinations of several 

prominent individuals in the gate-towns of The Outlands, and in 

Sigil.  They are behind countless wars of hatred and genocide on 

the Prime Planes.  Beyond their bloody deeds, which they revel in 

leaving for all others to witness, agape in horror and disbelief, little 

is known of the Vile Hunt.  Do they commit these acts in veneration 

to some demon or Power of murder and death?  What be their true 

numbers, and where lie their redoubts?  Where and how do they 

hone their skills to such astuteness?  Nay, answers to these I hath 

none, and many more questions besides.   

 

It is mine unhappy task to attempt to inform some of the planar 

community what a grave danger the Vile Hunt presents to their 

intended quarry.  I can only hope that this missive reaches someone 

who can pass its warnings on hundred-fold, for it was paid for in 

blood and misery. 

 

 
 

Flash Flood on  

T he River Oceanus 
by Sol Mio, Sixes Skiff - M an 

 

A major event on the Oceanus has re-routed many of its 

waterways.  From Celestia to Elysium, boatmen are now 

undertaking the painstaking work of re-mapping the water routes 

between the realms and towns on the upper planes.  It is unknown 

how many lives may have been lost when the river over-ran its 

banks, as whole towns have yet to be found again.  Several river 

boats are also still missing as of this writing, and it remains unclear 

whether they were lost in the flood, or have merely lost themselves 

in the changed channels. 

 

The Oceanus has been known to have localized flooding before, 

but nothing of this magnitude.  Some planes-trawlers believe this 

event is related to the Paradigm Shift predicted for the Great 

Ring. 

 

òI knew it!  That sodding culler, Fischer, jinxed us all in the last 

issue of The Ladyõs Sharper Eye, talking about the Oceanus!ó  

S aid riverboat captain Max Blax, òI ever see him again, heõs goinõ 

overboard!ó 

 

òRelax, Max.  He didnõt bring about the Shift or the flood. ó 

replied Capt. Tyler, a much more go-with-the-flow type, òThese 

things just happen.  Weõll make the best of it.ó 

 

Making the best of it is on everybodyõs mind now.  Some burgs are 

finding their economies suddenly disrupted, as they are no longer 

able to ship products as easily to other burgs.  Places which had 

been liked by a short boat ride of a few days are now having 

difficulty even finding each other.  Some towns, and even whole 

realms, are still missing, while others remain linked by other means.   

 

Capt. Bob, owner of a fishing trawler out of Kask in Shurrock, 

hasnõt been able to get home at all since the flood.  He regaled the 

patrons at The Floating Palace, a barge/tavern that also 

weathered the deluge, with tales of his travails in the flood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Continued on page 7 
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I began tracking Vile Hunters after the assassination, nay 

butchery, of a High Druid in Alfheim able to assume the form of a 

mighty doe of purest white.  The woodcraft of these hunters 

proved exceptional, and those bright-elf rangers in pursuit were 

foiled.  By purest luck, I myself picked up the huntersõ trail as they 

fled nigh the borders of mine own homeland in their egress.  It led 

to Stormõs Passing, a tiny border-burg twixt Vanaheim in Ysgard 

and Arvandor in Arboria, and thence to a nearby homestead 

which had harbored their evil.  The locals had been plagued by a 

werewolf, which the Vile Hunters gladly slew for them, along with 

the werewolfõs entire family unto the babes, might I add, for the 

offense of hiding their sireõs condition. 

 

Here they found succor, and from hence they struck out at the 

lands of the fey and the Olympians more than once.  A rash of 

previously unexplained but horrifically brutal deaths hath claimed 

grigs, selkies, centaurs, and other such victims in both Arvandor 

and Olympus.  True to the Vile Huntõs modus operandi, many of 

these were chieftains or other prominent individuals among their 

respective peoples.   

 

Helio Noctus, a satyr bard and rising star in the Society of 

Sensation, murdered in the very gardens of the Golden Hall.  Ivrin 

Seer, an elvin were-raven and keeper of The Pools of Memory in 

Freyaõs realm, kidnapped and tortured unto death.  Kikki 

Goldenplume, a princess of the aarocrokra, beheaded in her own 

aerie.  Thadicus Strongbones, one of the strongest and fiercest 

chieftains of the minotaurs of Olympus, cut into a thousand 

pieces, with several specific slabs of flesh conspicuously absent.  

There are more, and doubtless many of whom I know not.  In most 

cases the communities assaulted have no knowledge that they are 

among several so targeted, and the brutal swiftness of the killings 

leaves them baffled. 

 

I wish to impress on any being of bestial features, or any who count 

such as friends, that these murderers are not to be underestimated!  

Especially at risk are any considered unique or prominent in their 

communities.  Those with skills, talents, or powers not typically 

possessed by their brethren are the Vile Huntersõ favored quarry.  

Even more so, should these talents benefit others of their own 

kind, or far worse in the huntersõ eyes, an integrated planar society. 
 

Vile Hunt, continued from page 6 On a more positive note, let it be known that as skilled as the Vile 

Hunters are, they remain mere mortal beings.  In more than one 

case hath the intended prey turned the tables on the attackers and 

triumphed.  I have not yet counted this as happening in any of the 

attacks in Arborea, however.  It seems those hunting there are 

possessed of an even higher caliber of skill than typical. 

 

Hopefully, this message will find its way to one or more of the 

major planar publications in the Outlands or Sigil.  If so, many 

races and individuals of the planar community at large should 

consider themselves forewarned, and able defenders of peace now 

hear my plea for aid in defeating these villains.   

 

The Vile Hunt hath come.  Beware. 

 

[Well, you gotta figure that any bunch of bashers who 
see fit to call themselves òVileó should definitely be 
watched out for.  ðed]   
 

Flood, continued from page 6 

òSplintered the keel on a snag.  Had tõ beach õer.  We get back 

underway, anõ the tides are all changed.  Cascades where there 

were eddies.  Never did find home port.  Heard a bridge got 

washed out, but a couple other land-roads back tõ Kask didnõt see 

a puddle.  Well, guess Iõll be a lubber to see Ma agõn.ó 

 

Many others had harrowing tales of survival and loss as well.  Still, 

it would have been far more, if not for the timely warning from the 

Weather Guild  of Si gil. 

 

Said Guildmaster Doppler, òWe felt we needed to re-establish 

our reputation since the slow response to a planequake in Torch 

some time ago.  This time, we not only warned subscribers to our 

services, but helped coordinate the generous donations of some of 

our customers to help potential victims of the event.ó 

 

Recovery, and in some cases salvage, work continues. 

 

[Additional donations are welcome in the Upper 
Planes affected by the flood.  Materials, and men willing 
to re-map dangerous waterways, are in demand ðed] 
 

 

 

 

 



_______________________________________________ 
The Ladyõs Sharper Eye Vol 2. Issue 5 Pg 8 

Planar News : Beyond The Ring 

 
 

Rainbow under Attack 
by Jacob Strong, Para-Planes Culler 

 

The little anthill of Rainbow, located on the Quasielemental Plane 

of Radiance, has recently been conquered by a travelling group of 

warriors that goes by the name of the Frown Brigade.  Led by 

King Mean, the Frown Brigade has kidnapped Queen Giggle 

and outlawed fun.  Former resident Rosie and her pet, Bunny, 

have gone on a quest to find the Good Wizard and ask for some 

magical means of fighting the Frown Brigade.  He has informed 

her that the magic she needed was inside her all along.  Rosie plans 

to return to Rainbow and overthrow the harsh rulers.  Greybeards 

indicate that the sods of Rainbow will elect her to be a princess or 

possibly a new queen. 

 

[Wait a minute, you donõt elect queens. -ed] 
 

Slave Revolt in the  

City of Brass  
by Cib Scarlet, Elemental Culler  

 

Aided by a canny group of planewalking primes, upwards of a thousand 

slaves of a major efreet merchant escaped the Plane of Fire for parts 

unrevealed.  Amazingly, there were no actual fatalities, though several 

efreet and salamander guards were injured to the point of incapacitation. 

 

òThis is a disaster!ó  cried Salah al-Jibr Bin Shah , the stricken slave 

trader, òEscapes and revolts are an unfortunate risk of the business, true, 

but this incident is going to ruin me!  Well, not really ruin me, I suppose, but 

between losing a whole shipment and paying for healing my employees, I 

took a heavy hit to be sure.  Then thereõs the embarrassment to my 

reputation!  If I find those sons-of-whores who did this to me é well, 

revenge is a dish served piping hot where I come from.ó 

 

Threats aside, the escape was so well executed that it seems likely that 

some of the bloods being freed had foreknowledge of the timetable used 

by their rescuers.  Supposedly, the entire incident was over so quickly the 

guards barely had time to react.  Once the former captives were out of 

clasps, the escape broke up into several smaller groups doing the bolt.  At 

least one group made it to a portal to Sigil, followed by the put-out efreet 

merchant hot on their heels. 

 

òHe was very upset, but we had to inform him that a crime of property 

committed in another burg is out of our legal jurisdiction,ó Said Nathaniel 

Brightwing, a Sons of Mercy patrol leader who encountered Bin Shah 

leading a brace of healthy minions on the chase, òOf course we will try to 

bring what justice we may to any alleged criminals taking refuge in the 

Cage.ó  His smile and wink revealed just how hard the Sons will be looking 

for these transgressors.  

 

It is speculated that the cutters responsible were in fact after only a few 

former companions, but freed all the rest for altruistic reasons or to sow 

greater confusion during the breakout, perhaps both.  Shortly after the 

revolt, several planar travelers and traders visiting the City of Brass were 

picked up by a then-alert city guard and held under suspicion of irons-

breaking.  Most were subsequently freed when they provided proof that 

they were not in on the emancipation, but a few without any good local 

connections were scapegoated and given the rope. 
 

[Sounds like just another bunch of Clueless, enflaming 
tempers wherever they go. ðed] 
 

 
 

 


