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For posterity:

Today I made a discovery. Po
ssibly the most

important discovery of all tim
e; even my previous

accomplishments pale in the f
ace of it. Today I

confirmed what I’d long susp
ected, what I’d

always hoped but could never
put into words.

This is a perfect world. Born
from nothing,

shaped by the all-knowing, an
d set into motion

with divine purpose.

I am to be this world’s guardi
an. I know this now.

All my life, the signs have poi
nted to this.

I leave my words here so that
the inheritor

of this book can carry on my m
ission, and the

Disparateum will be preserved
forever.

—Alexander



If it’s interesting,
you can do it

If you forget about it,
ignore it

The City is wide enough
for all of us

DISPARATEUM
A game for a Knight,

a Thief, a Seer,
and a Tower



Everything comes from somewhere. The gap between words. The silence
between notes. The blank page, before a single drop of ink collapses its
waveform and frees it from perfect all-encompassing nothingness. You find
yourself here, having escaped from between the bars of reality. Or maybe reality
was a sheet of ice, and you’ve been plunged into the cold waters below.
Regardless, here you are, in the nothing. What do you do?

No really, what do you do? Because I have no idea what happens next.

Nothing
Trait
This Trait does nothing.

[0 Tokens:] Do nothing.

Nothing
Trait
This Trait does nothing.

[0 Tokens:] Do nothing.

Nothing
Trait
This Trait does nothing.

[0 Tokens:] Do nothing.

The Potential
Trait- Layer
The emptiness that gives
existence context. Opens when
your group realizes this page
exists, and can be reached by
falling through the gaps in the
Disparateum.

[Recover traits by:] Doing
nothing.

The Potential
Where Nothing Waits Restlessly

for its Chance to Become

0



It’s early morning when the Knight arrives in the Named
City. They’ve traveled far to get here, and are in need of
rest.
[To the Knight:] In a word, why have you come?

The Knight walks the City’s streets, taking in the sights.
They bump into a stranger, and take a moment to
apologize and explain that they’re not from around here.
The stranger laughs and forgives them.
[To the Thief:] During your conversation, what precious
thing did you steal from the Knight?

The Knight quickly realizes what happened, and tracks the
Thief across the City. They find them at a market stand,
trying to sell their ill-gotten goods to a student of mysteries.
[To the Seer:] The moment you see the Knight, what vision
of their future consumes you?

Gradually, with the Seer’s help, the Knight and Thief come
to a mutual understanding.
[To the Seer:]What hidden side of the Thief do you bring
to light?
[To the Thief:]What promise do you make to the Knight?
[To the Knight:]What guidance or advice do you receive
from the Seer?

Ritual of Beginning
For Ushering In a New Age of Stories
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Figure 1
A sheet folded into eight sections.

Sidebars
This book features a number of
helpful sidebars, which expand on
and provide context for various
things brought up in the primary
text. It may also feature a number
of annotations from a or multiple
prior wielders of this book, the
accuracy of which unfortunately
cannot be verified by this book’s
author. If you find the desire
striking you, please feel free to
add your own annotations.

Disparateum
Welcome! Whether it’s a slim, neatly-printed volume, a crackling
leather-bound tome, or a stack of disorganized papers stolen from a
dying man, the book in your hands is special. Every other book
contains a world, beautifully preserved between its pages like a
pressed flower. This book, on the other hand, contains everything
that’s ever been, that ever was, and that ever could be.

Well, most of it. It’s got the important parts, at least.

Disparateum, the Worldscape
Our world is but one among many. We exist in a single paper-sharp
slice of reality, pressed between the past and future, adjacent to the
imaginary and unimaginable, above death and beneath eternity. Each
layer of reality exists in relation to all the rest, and the paths we chart
between them are often tangled to the point of absurdity. These
worlds, the relationships between them, and the paths that wind
between, are collectively known as the Disparateum.

The Named City isn’t the source of the Disparateum, nor does it have
any control over it. Instead, it’s a point of convergence. The City’s
streets play host to impossibilities from many worlds, and there’s a
doorway to another world tucked around every corner. If you imagine
the Disparateum as the full spectrum of light, then the City is a prism.

Disparateum, the Game
This book isn’t merely a well-researched guide to the Disparateum, it’s
also a tabletop role-playing game. For those of us who can’t make the
trip to the Named City, this book will give you the tools and information
needed to step into the role of a trailblazer through the Disparateum.

To play, you’ll need pens and pencils, sheets of paper, tokens,
paperclips, staples, and scissors, or suitable replacements. The
sheets should be split into a 4x2 grid, which I tend to do by folding it
three times (see Figure 1). I also recommend cutting some of the
sheets in half to make pairs of 2x2 sheets, as they’re useful for Layers
and NPCs.

Safety
When we play games, we create a space to explore and express
ourselves, free from the limitations and consequences of the outside
world. Or at least, that’s the goal, but ultimately we’ll never fully free
ourselves from the context we’re in. We always bring some part of us
into the game space, and if we do that frequently enough it’s
inevitable that we’ll get hurt. That’s not a failing, that’s a fact of life.
However, we can work to create games where it’s safe to get hurt,
where it doesn’t hurt as badly, and where we can bounce back
because we have each others’ backs. I highly recommend
establishing tone and expectations before your first session, using
safety tools such as the X Card, Lines and Veils, and Script Change
during play, and checking in regularly with your fellow players. The
City is wide enough for all of us- let’s keep it that way.

2 Mechanics

Never been fond of that s
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The Seer
Trait- Role
Amystic, bearing knowledge
beyond the scope of belief.

Rank One: The Seer is drifting
through life, careless and carefree.
Rank Two: The Seer knows what
nobody else does, but struggles to
convey it properly.
Rank Three: The Seer can ask
anyone any question at any time.
Rank Four: The Seer can see the
whole of everything, all at once,
and pluck crucial understanding
from its infinite complexity.

The Thief
Trait- Role
A troublemaker, always looking to
shake the foundations of the City.

Rank One: The Thief is always at
the center of trouble.
Rank Two: The Thief always
knows someone who can help, but
they last parted on poor terms.
Rank Three: The Thief has done
everything at least once, and has
crucial insight into how to do it
again.
Rank Four: The Thief can’t be
caught, held down, or taken out of
the picture.

The Knight
Trait- Role
An outsider, arriving here at the
end of a long and arduous journey.

Rank One: The Knight is an
outsider, and doesn’t know the
ways of the Named City.
Rank Two: The Knight is always
clear-minded, alert, and aware of
the true nature of the world.
Rank Three: The Knight knows
many things from beyond these
walls, and always has a nugget of
wisdom or well-worn advice.
Rank Four: The Knight is a good
judge of character, and the trust
they place in others always comes
to fruition.

Player Roles
Each player chooses a unique role from the list below for their
character. These roles give the character you’re playing some starting
definition and a handful of unique abilities, but also offer narrative
roles for that character to explore, play with, and reshape.

The Knight
You’re a traveler, come from some faraway land to the Named City.
You don’t know the ways of this strange place, but you’ll have to learn
them to accomplish whatever it is that’s brought you here.

In story terms, you’d be the hero, the protagonist: your actions guide
the narrative, and it’s your goals the plot often follows. Of course, in a
game like this everyone should get plenty of time to shine, but this
role is for people who don’t mind being singled out by the narrative.
The Knight is a good role to play if you like to be the voice of reason
who keeps the game grounded, or want to guide the narrative by
centering it on particular themes at the core of your character.

The Thief
You’re a local, the flesh and blood of the Named City. You’ve explored
all its corners, discovered all its secrets, and its people love you- even
if you bring them trouble more often than not.

In story terms, you’d be the best friend or rival: you play off the hero
and the rest of the cast, bring out their most interesting elements, and
complicate the dynamic enough that there’s always new stories to tell.
The Thief is a good role to play if you love making rash decisions and
seeing what the game spits back at you, or if you want to guide the
narrative by introducing new threats and complications.

The Seer
You’re an enigma, a seeker of mysteries with one foot in reality and
the other in dreams. You know that there’s more to the world than
anyone expects, and you’re here to show them that.

In story terms, you’d be the mentor or cryptic guide: you know more
than you let on, uncover incredible secrets, and get to speak in coy
riddles. The Seer is a good role to play if you enjoy being audience to
the game rather than a major contributor, or if you want to guide the
narrative by subtly planting seeds for future events.

The Tower
You don’t play a particular character. Instead, you play as the Named
City, the Disparateum that feeds through it, and everyone and
everything the other players encounter on their journey.

In story terms, you’d be the narrator: you observe everything from an
omniscient perspective, frame scenes, put the players into interesting
situations and see what they do. You bridge the gap between the
players and the world, and offer them new possibilities to explore. The
Tower is a good role to play if you’re most comfortable in Game
Master roles in other games, or if you want to guide the narrative by
deciding which parts of this book to use and which to ignore.
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The City
Trait- Layer
The unshakable foundation of
the Disparateum. Always open,
and is accessible through any
path back to reality.

[Recover traits by:] Gathering
obligations based on them, or
causing long-term problems tied
to them.

Stable
Trait
The City is the Disparateum’s
bedrock, and remains steady
even during the most dramatic
of changes.

[1 Token:] Set a new scene
during a quiet moment.

Consequential
Trait
Nothing that happens in the City
goes unnoticed, and all things
are repaid in time.

[1 Token:] Reintroduce the
consequences of a decision.

Sprawling
Trait
There’s always more to find if
you know where to look.

[1 Token:] Find something
surprising around the corner.

[3 Tokens:] Add a new fixture to
the City’s tapestry.

The City is wide enough for all of us. At the edge of the world lies an
incredible place, a place where dreams take on a life of their own and everyone
can find what they’re seeking. A place that acts as a prism for a glorious rainbow
of other worlds.

The City is old. It’s persisted through many ages, changing constantly but
carrying the weight of that age along. Every culture that’s called it home has
given it a different name, and it carried those names with it too. At this point, just
about whatever name or epithet you can imagine has been used for it, to the
point that many people nowadays have taken to calling it the Named City and
moving on. In an attempt at an impossible notion of objectivity, and out of a deep
affection for the damned place, I’ll be doing the same.

The City
Where People Live Near-Ordinary Lives

at the Nexus of Worlds
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TECHNOLOGY
The City’s level of technology
doesn’t cleanly map to any
particular historical moment in the
world outside, though some things
are recognizable. Cars and planes
don’t exist here, travel to and from
the City is done through magic,
train, or caravan. Guns don’t exist
either, though black powder and
other explosives do–there’s simply
easier ways to kill, if you’re willing
to face the consequences. Radio
and television are fairly common,
and even early iterations of the
internet are starting to make their
way to the City. If you’re wondering
if a particular technology exists,
the answer is likely “Someone has
made it somewhere, but it’s
anyone’s guess if it’ll catch on.”

Throne District
In the very center of the Named City, a cluster of buildings forms what
appears to be an enormous blocky chair. The neighborhood
surrounding it, aptly called the Throne District, is primarily a place of
entertainment and relaxation for the City’s residents.

The Park
Starting only a few blocks from the main gate and winding all the way
to the base of the Throne, a broad greenway forms one of the Named
City’s main thoroughfares. Dotted throughout it are playgrounds,
artificial lakes, and old folks playing chess. The Park branches in
places, extending a few blocks into various neighborhoods before
terminating in a monument or statue of some kind. Many of these are
decorated with flowers and gifts, though none receive as many as the
unlabeled pillar of obsidian directly in front of the Throne.

Parlor Tricks
An ice cream parlor run by Maggie Morthendain, a powerful wizard. It
boasts an incredibly long list of flavors, and a sign behind the counter
informs patrons that if they can name a flavor not found on the menu,
Maggie will personally track it down and add it within a day’s time.
Because of this, Parlor Tricks boasts a massive, weighty tome of a
menu, with flavors found nowhere else in the world, including a
hundred or so conceptual flavors and three that defy logic.

The Outlook
A tall, narrow hotel building tucked into a corner of the district. It used
to be a place frequented by ambassadors and traveling royalty, but as
the world outside has become tangled up in its own affairs and the
Named City’s gone largely ignored, the Outlook’s grown quiet. It’s still
impossibly grand, though. Live music seeps into the twisting hallways
from some faraway lounge, gorgeous paintings and sepia tone
photographs clutter every available wall, and each room is furnished
in a unique style and features an incredible view.

Glasspillar Music Hall
Built into the back of the Throne itself is an enormous concert hall,
boasting a gorgeous amphitheater, plentiful tiered seating, and no less
than three gift shops. It’s barely ever used. Everyone involved in the
music scene knows that the real shows happen all over, tucked away
in basements or back alleys or performed spontaneously in the street.
Glasshall isn’t completely pointless, however: it’s often used as
common ground during tense negotiations, and children often use the
seating area to play games when they’re supposed to be in school.

The Theater
The Theater is a mainstay of the City’s entertainment and one of the
very few businesses that stays open after dark. They put on three
plays a day, with the morning and evening slots dedicated to popular
classics and the midnight slot always sporting something new and
experimental. Whatever person or collective writes these midnight
plays is clearly quite talented, but the late night shows have received
just criticism for layering cryptic symbolism, archaic language, and
self-referential material so heavily that they’ve become practically
unintelligible.

9Layer- the City
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The World Beyond
The Smuggler is one of a handful
of characters with a link to the
world outside the Named City. You
may find yourself wondering what
it’s like out there, but frankly that’s
one of the few things beyond the
scope of this book. If you’re still
curious, ask the Knight–they long
traveled beyond these walls, and
could tell you more than I ever
could.

Money
Over its history, the Named City
has been part of many nations,
and traded with many others.
Nowadays it exists beyond
borders and rulers, but there’s still
plenty of old currency floating
around. Some folks have
preferences, but nobody’ll turn you
down for not having the right kind
of coin.

Additionally, for those uninterested
in carrying coin purses around, a
rich barter economy underlies the
Named City’s markets. If you’ve
got goods, valuables, or a
willingness to tackle some odd
jobs, the world’s your oyster.

The Gold Market
Every city worth its salt has an open-air market, and the City is no
different. The Gold Market is a constantly rotating cast of small booths
occupying several blocks of street. Anyone you meet in the City has or
has considered setting up a booth here, but today we’ll single in on a
few you’ll be sure to see every visit.

The Blacksmith’s Booth
The Old Blacksmith has a booth at the market set up directly in front
of his smithy mostly as an excuse to sit in the sun and watch soap
operas on a shitty portable TV. His three daughters do most of the
day-to-day work nowadays. Rumor has it that the Blacksmith used to
be a real living legend, forging tools and weapons for royalty,
adventurers, and minor gods. They say his daughters are part divine,
and that their celestial parent visits on solstices to have their armor
repaired and spear sharpened. Of course, anyone who’s met them
knows how absurd this all is–they’re just a sweet, down-to-earth
family like any other.

The Landscapist’s Booth
The Landscapist sits at a small handmade easel at the edge of the
Market. She’s surrounded by paintings of the City from every angle
and perspective you can imagine. She has a few of her best works
tattooed across her arms and back, and when she moves it looks like
the skyline twisting and reshaping itself.

The Puppet Show
Every hour, on the hour, a cute little stand decorated to look like a
stage puts on one of a variety of miniature puppet shows. The stand
has an ongoing partnership with the Theater, often doing simplified,
kid-friendly versions of currently-running plays using the actual actors
for voices. The Puppeteer themself wears a full suit of armor,
decorated to resemble an unpainted wooden puppet. Cut strings hang
limply from the suit’s hands and elbows. Behind the visor, one can
faintly make out bright, smiling eyes, but no other features of the
mysterious figure’s face.

The Burger Booth
It’s not much more than a tent with some flat top grills, coolers, and
stools, but it smells like home. In addition to a wide variety of burgers
and toppings, it’s got chicken and lamb on rice, shish kebabs, hot
dogs, and vegetable stir-fry. The husbands who run it have been
meaning to move into a permanent location, but people love the booth
so much that they’ve been putting it off.

The Smuggler’s Booth
You need something from outside the City? Need to avoid attention?
Rather keep your reputation intact? The Smuggler’s got whatever you
need. Weapons, disguises, relics, radioactive waste, encrypted
letters, honey, monster blood, anything and everything is for sale
here. The Smuggler often hides their booth in narrow alleyways or
under stairways branching off from the main Marketplace, but they’re
also subtle as a bag of chickens so it’s typically not difficult finding
where they’ve decided to set up this time.
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New Exhibits
It’s worth remembering that the
Curator isn’t human. She isn’t
motivated by human desires, and
doesn’t have human needs. Her
sole focus, her single obsession, is
adding to the Museum. If you
donate something interesting,
you’ll earn special privileges for
life: access to exhibits closed off to
the public, secretive events, and
libraries full of occult truths. If you
bring something that gets her
attention, she’s willing to bargain
for it. And if you ever try to take
something from her collection,
she’ll leverage all her wealth and
influence to destroy you.

The Curator
The Curator resides here, in the
Museum. She’s usually cloistered
away in MoAM’s back rooms and
secret corridors, but occasionally
wanders the halls and discusses
exhibits with guests. She’s a
fifteen-foot-tall angel clad in
flowing garments of woven silver,
and her hair burns with a light
that’s hard to look at. She has two
pairs of wings, though the bottom
leftmost wing is nothing but a
ragged stump. It still bleeds, but
she pays it no mind. Mop crews
follow her around whenever she
enters the public areas.

The Museum of Arts and Magic
(MoAM)
The Museum is a fairly unassuming gray sandstone building from the
outside. It’s a broad, squat thing, occupying a square of four city
blocks just outside the Throne district. The inside, however, is an
entirely different story. As a result of its magical nature, the Museum is
vastly larger on the inside, forming an unmappable tangle of gorgeous
hallways, display chambers, educational facilities, and backrooms.
Some of its furthest reaches even cross over into nearby realities,
making it a simple, if not easy, means of world-hopping for those
without the talent or budget to do so otherwise.

Hall of Curiosities
A wing of the Museum dedicated to showcasing tools, art pieces, and
magical relics taken from cultures across the world. Many of these
were uncovered from dungeons by treasure hunters and monster
slayers, but it only became evident why after they’d been collected
here–magical items naturally generate labyrinths, traps, and monsters
around them over the course of centuries, and this process is
dramatically accelerated when many artifacts are collected together.
As such, much of the Museum has become a patchwork of dungeons
in the styles of civilizations across the world. Tours are available, but
have a non-insignificant failure rate.

The Portrait Gallery
This wing of the Museum is taken up almost entirely by portraits,
painted gorgeously in a wide variety of styles. Looking closely, you’ll
find that there’s a portrait here for every person in the Named City–
including you. In addition to indicating exactly who’s in the City at any
given time (though, without any proper organization, it’s not always
easy to track an individual this way), they also update to reflect your
general status and mood, and can act as a beacon back to the City for
those who’ve found themselves lost in the Disparateum. If you see
someone falling out of their painting, it’s common courtesy to help
them out. It’s possible that damage to a portrait could cause harm to
the person it depicts, but nobody has yet risked upsetting the Curator
to find out.

The Tower of Modernity
Near the back of the Museum is a broad, circular wing dedicated to
recent innovations in magic and technology. A stairwell winding
around the outer edge leads to a long series of sub-floors, each
dedicated to the technology of a slightly earlier era. Whenever a new
significant innovation is made, the whole tower sinks a level and a
new floor is added to the top; the lower floors are deep enough to
provide alternate paths into the Undercity. It’s unclear how far back
the tower goes, as nobody’s yet reported finding a floor without
another stairway down.
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Patient Oak
A style laughed at by the other
Blood Art Schools for its utter lack
of flair and perceived weakness.
Practitioners simply commit to
mild, regular training with no
gimmicks or shortcuts. At the end
of two years, they can knock a foe
across the City with a light slap, or
collapse buildings with a forceful
breath.

The Tower, Inverted
A school of thought that results in
a fighting style almost accidentally,
practitioners of this style undergo
a series of magical procedures to
turn their body inside-out. This
process inverts the usual
relationship of conscious and
subconscious mind, giving them
control over their mind and body
others can only dream of. It also
allows them to attack their
enemies with a terrifying barrage
of bones, veins, and organs.

Iron Ink Style
A fighting style based around
covering one’s body in enormous,
blocky tattoos. The ink used is
enchanted to be almost entirely
indestructible, but is also
immensely heavy–very few
practitioners can cover more than
an eighth of their body without
their bones shattering under the
strain. However, even that much
gives one the ability to weather
nearly any blow and shatter
concrete with a touch.

Blood-Soaked Fool
A style based around enchanting
one’s blood, turning it into a sticky,
corrosive, and highly flammable
substance. Practitioners lacerate
their tongue and the inside of their
mouth to turn their spit into a
deadly weapon, and throw
themselves into danger to harm
anyone who unknowingly draws
their blood.

Keykeeper’s Art
Practitioners carve keyholes into
their skull, spine, elbows,
kneecaps, and ribs. By inserting
keys into specific keyholes, they
temporarily gain access to focused
and very powerful abilities.
However, this specificity is their
downfall: while using a technique,
their one-track mind leaves them
vulnerable.

The Undercity
Nearly half the City is hidden underground, accessible only to those
who know where to look. This section is sparse not from a lack of
things to find, but a lack of reliable knowledge about them.

The Passages
Like many old cities, the City is built atop a complicated network of
interconnected vents, tunnels, basements, sewers, and catacombs. If
you know the way, you can get from anywhere to anywhere through
these tangled passages, but there’s always a risk of getting lost or,
maybe worse, running into something else down there.

The Subway
If you prefer a more conventional way to get around than the web of
tunnels and sub-basements, the Subway is quick, dirty, and cheap.
Buskers provide unmatched entertainment, and the food carts here
are incredible. Just make sure to keep up to date on track changes,
and double check your map before you get on a train–not every line
goes both ways, and some stations are easier to leave than others.

Parchment Tattoo Parlor
Identity’s a slippery thing in the Disparateum. It can be hard to hold
onto who you truly are when the context of your reality keeps
changing, and that’s not even counting the stress of running into other
versions of yourself. Tattoos keep people grounded, and nobody does
them better than the Scribe. Be warned, though, the parlor’s pretty
hidden. You’ll have to climb down a manhole, navigate a maze of
sewer tunnels, and enter an abandoned subway station to get to it. It’s
usually a good idea to ask someone who’s been before to guide you.

School of Blood Arts
While commonly referred to as a single “school”, this actually refers to
a series of loosely affiliated groups in the Undercity dedicated to
discovering new combat styles. The practitioners here are constantly
innovating, doing everything from drilling keyholes into their bones to
cursing their blood to turning their entire body inside out to get an
edge in combat. Some of these innovations have made their way to
the surface, but the most potent are kept closely guarded here.

Corpse of the Moldering God
Deep below the City lies its ancient master, a pale and eyeless god.
The god‘s tangled body fills a cathedral-like chamber whose doors
were sealed off ages ago. Entering isn’t recommended purely out of
respect for the dead. Leave it be.
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The candles are lit. The instrument is polished and tuned.
The stage is properly set.
[To the Knight:]Where’s your path leading you, and
where should we begin today?

The knife is drawn. The first note is played. The actors take
their places.
[To the Thief:]What problems have we left unresolved,
and which of them is looming over us now?

The words are spoken. The song begins. The curtain rises.
[To the Seer:] How does this scene begin, and what’s
about to happen?

The Disparateum continues telling its favorite story.

Ritual of Return
For Resuming Our Tale Where We Left Off
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The people of the City are united through dream. Everyone who
falls asleep inside its walls are brought to the same collective dreamscape, and
are met with a beautiful and distorted version of the waking world. Here, floating
through the air is as easy as walking, entire structures can be manifested with a
thought, and dying is just another way to wake up.

The Dreaming also serves as a means of reaching deeper, stranger parts of the
mind. If you venture down those paths, make sure to take stock of who you are
first–you don’t want to come back with any important pieces missing or changed.

The Dreaming
Trait- Layer
The City’s subconscious. Opens
when the Knight falls asleep for
the first time, and is accessible
through a quiet night’s rest.

[Recover traits by:] Using them
in impossible or unimaginable
ways, or challenging your
preconceived notions about
them.

Unstable
Trait
The Dreaming is a malleable
place, constantly reshaping
itself as dreamers pass through
it.

[1 token:] Do the impossible.

Inconsequential
Trait
Nothing done on this layer can
materially influence any other
layer, and nothing but memories
can cross its barriers.

[1 token:] Deem something
irrelevant.

[0 tokens:]Wake up.

The Dreaming
Where All Sleeping Souls Reside,
Living The Impossible Until Morning

14
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Law & Order
The Named City doesn’t have a
government, and as such it
doesn’t have any of the structures
of political control you’d expect
from one. There’s no one to
enforce the laws because there
are no laws, simply the trust
placed on you by others and the
consequences of violating that
trust. The people of the City
provide for the needs of those
around them, and stand unified
against those who would threaten
that. As such, even the killers and
thieves that make up the City’s
underbelly hold themselves to
strict codes of conduct, and readily
dedicate themselves to the
betterment of their home.

Throne District
Towering above the Dreaming sits the Slumbering God, master of two
worlds. While its body lies dead deep under the Named City, here it
lingers for at least a moment longer. The dreamers residing here
either pay it no mind or openly celebrate it, though it’s unclear whether
the gaunt, haggard thing is even aware of this.

The Lantern Procession
All throughout the City, colorful glass baubles drift through the air,
illuminated from within. It’s said that there’s one for each dreamer, and
that if you can identify and capture yours you’ll find your deepest wish
fulfilled. This theory is rarely tested, however, as they’re evasive
enough that some people think they’re intelligent. And of course, how
would you even know one was yours in the first place?

The Wandering Park
The Dreaming version of the Park also weaves its way through other
neighborhoods, but does so much more intensely. Paths of greenery
worm their way through buildings, climb up walls, and twist into the
Undercity. Statues and monuments are more common here, but less
recognizable. Many are faceless or abstract, and the few with plaques
have distorted or shifting text engraved into them. Children run and
play, tumbling through the air as they learn to fly after each other.
Duels aren’t uncommon in the Park, as the Dreaming makes for an
ideal means to test one’s skills and recover one’s honor without
risking death in the waking world.

The Smoldering Ruin
From anywhere in the City, you can see a faint plume of smoke.
Following it to its origin brings you to a single lot filled with the charred
remains of a stately building. In the wreckage, you can make out part
of what used to be a stage.

The Nightclub
The dream version of Parlor Tricks opens up its back doors, revealing
a private club for practitioners of strange and mystic arts. There are
exactly two hundred invitations in, so getting one as a gift is a high
honor–and those carrying tickets are subject to no little jealousy. It’s
unclear what happens inside, but stories tell of members casually
discussing secrets of the universe over strange, unwinnable games.

Glasshall
Music suffuses the Dreaming, which puts Glasshall in an interesting
spot: here, it’s the only place with silence. You’ll typically find a few
dozen people scattered throughout the spacious seating area here.
Most are just sitting quietly, though every once in a while someone’ll
climb up on stage, speak words they’d struggle to otherwise, and then
step back into the comfortable silence. It’s a kind place, free of
judgment.
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Currency in the Dreaming
Some people still trade in the
Dreaming, though since objects
can’t be taken in or out, bartering
for favors and information is much
more common. Some things can
only exist in the Dreaming, and
some folk do value collecting
them, so that’s something to keep
an eye out for. The Dreaming is
also a place where decisions are
often made based on games,
gambles, and contests of wits. If
you can’t get someone to budge
on a trade, try something a little
trickier and a lot more fun.

The Silver Market
Fewer people run booths in the Dreaming’s Silver Market, but what it
lacks in the bustle of its daytime counterpart it more than makes up for
in the strange wares available. Just remember that, even in dreams,
an offer that seems too good to be true usually is.

The Landscapist’s Booth
The Landscapist is still set up at her easel, still painting away. Here,
though, her paintings are abstract splashes of color and shapes. She
beckons you closer, then waves a tattooed arm in front of the
canvasses. As it passes over, you see the city change: the painting
seems to filter through the tattoo, and you see as the skyline is
brought to life in vibrant, unnatural colors. Other things change, too:
buildings appear and disappear, esoteric structures loom in the
distance, inhuman creatures wander the streets. Are these other
worlds? She merely smiles at you.

The Smuggler’s Booth
You won’t find the Smuggler’s booth at the Silver Market, but it’s
included here as a courtesy. They put considerably more effort into
hiding it here in the Dreaming, so be prepared to explore rooftops,
sewers, and abandoned warehouses. The goods are worth it, though:
here, the Smuggler sells memories. They’re one of the only things you
can bring back to the City, after all. Just, don’t ask whose memories
they are, they won’t tell you anyway.

The Bandstand
In a world permeated with music, what’s the role of the musician?
Here, musicians don’t create music, but play along with it, shape it,
teach and learn from it. You can always tell when someone’s playing
at the Silver Market, because the whole of the Dreaming sways in
time.

The Bookseller’s Booth
A young man in oversized circular glasses runs this booth, surrounded
by piles of books tall enough to hide him from most angles. Reading
the books themselves is… difficult. The words swim around, fade in
and out, melt and reform, and if you stare at them too long it feels like
the book is drawing you into it–until the Bookseller clears his throat
and you snap out of it. He doesn’t accept anything for the books,
merely talking with prospective customers until he has an idea of what
they’re looking for and then plucks a single volume from the stacks. In
the morning when you wake, you’ll find the book under your pillow,
neatly wrapped in brown paper and twine. And when you read it, you
get the sense again that it’s pulling you in.
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An Odd Crowd
Outside the Museum, a group of
unlikely creatures have formed a
“pack” of sorts, led by a one-eyed
cockatrice. They wander the
Dreaming, looking for anything
substantial enough to feed them.
They won’t go out of their way to
attack dreamers, but they’re easily
scared and will lash out if
cornered. Some residents have
taken to leaving out particularly
vivid memories of food for them,
which seems to help a bit.

The Lost Wing
Sunken into the ground lies a shattered and collapsed section of the
MoAM. Once, this was a high-security wing dedicated to cursed and
hostile magical relics. Now it’s nothing but a blight on the City. The
streets here are often empty.

The Death Ward
A section of the museum dedicated to all the ways humanity has
sought immortality through magic. A few extremely powerful objects
were once held here–petrified souls and fingers of gods–and their
auras have thoroughly corrupted this place. Scavengers try to recover
talismans to turn away disease or twist luck in their favor, and all of
them come out changed. If you find a friend acting out of character,
seek help, don’t meet their eyes, and whatever you do don’t let them
wake up.

The Menagerie
For a time the Curator collected monsters too. That ended with
whatever catastrophe dragged the Lost Wing into the Dreaming.
Some were scattered through other neighborhoods, but most
remained inside the broken Museum, staking out territories and hiding
away from the confusing world outside. They’re too real for this place,
which makes it nearly impossible for them to feed or rest, and without
a sleeping body to wake up into they’re unable to die. Research is
being done into how to best help them, but progress is slow. In the
meantime, give them space. Leave them be.

Hall of Immersive Art
This exhibit used to be in the Portrait Gallery’s wing, but was shut
down after one too many incidents of art pieces permanently altering
museum-goers in irreversible ways. The pieces here range from
instructions for a gesture that makes you forget a random memory, to
a shard of mirrored glass that inverts your fears and desires while
held, to a stuffed teddy bear that’s convinced it’s got the soul of the
first museum-goer to touch it trapped inside. Eventually these exhibits
were all scrapped, and got locked away in a dusty corner of this wing
until the disaster that shunted it into the Dreaming. Most of the
collection is intact, but a few pieces have since gone missing.
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Navigating the Dreaming
Even ignoring that you can fly in
the Dreaming, getting around is
easy. No travel times, no need for
exact routes, just set off and there
you are! Well, I say easy, and
that’s mostly true, but we should
break that down. It’s easy to leave
places, for sure. It’s easy to arrive
at other places after you leave. It’s
not exactly easy to get somewhere
specific, though. If you’re an
experienced dreamer, and you
know the place you’re heading
well, and you’re willing to try a few
times… well, you’ll probably be
fine. And even if not, you’ll never
wind up somewhere boring.

The Undercity
The Undercity was already a pain to navigate, but here it’s nothing but
a free-associative nightmare. It’s impossible to navigate, so don’t
bother–if you find yourself here, just trust your gut and keep an eye
out for exits.

The Cathedral
In the darkest corners of the Undercity, the secretive Godeaters meet
to plot the destruction of the Named City and all its residents. To their
chagrin, the residents themselves see this as a bit of charming local
flavor, and nothing they do ever seems to establish them as a real
threat. Don’t get me wrong, they can be sincerely dangerous, but their
track record is so full of embarrassments that if they try to coerce or
intimidate you, it’s probably best to just walk away.

The Subway
No trains run in the Dreaming, so if you want to get anywhere through
here you’ll be walking through the tunnels. It’s worth it, though, even if
you don’t have anywhere to be. Graffiti from the waking City takes on
new life here, each piece illuminated faintly with neon colors as it
twists and grows across the walls. Tags curl and twist like smoke,
stencils move with stop-motion jerkiness, and memorials smile down
on those who come to visit.

The Fairy Circle
At the base of a steep staircase is a dark, nearly empty room. The
open space is dominated by a ring, fifteen feet across, of faintly
phosphorescent mushrooms of various colors. Sitting in the middle of
the circle is a vending machine. You can see the plug just lying on the
floor, but it’s lit up and perfectly functional. I’d add more, but I’m
honestly just as lost as you are. Maybe don’t drink anything from it,
though.

The Vault
The lowest level of the Dreaming’s Undercity is marked with a circular
vault door. It’s set into the ground at a shallow angle, about a quarter
of a mile across, and covered in about four hundred thousand locks in
all shapes and sizes. Despite the Dreaming having no discernible
temperature anywhere else, here, in the Vault’s chamber, it’s cold.
The locks and the spiderweb of chains connecting them seem
perfectly ordinary, but the moment you touch the Vault door itself
you’re violently torn from the Dreaming. You wake up, screaming and
shaking, with your fingernails covered in ice. It takes you a moment to
remember anything but the cold.
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Night falls, and the Named City quiets down. Shades are
drawn, books are bookmarked, and lights are
extinguished.
[To Each Sleeper, In Turn:]Where are you? What’s your
nightly ritual? How do you drift off?

The Knight doesn’t immediately notice the transition into
dream. Instead, colors seem to become more vibrant, the
walls seem to sway gently, and the quiet murmur of the
City gives way to the songs of the Dreaming.
[To the Knight:] How do you feel? What do you notice
first? Where do you go first?

[To Each Other Dreamer, In Turn:]Where are you now?
What do you do differently in the Dreaming? When do you
cross paths with the Knight again?

Ritual of Sleep
For Crossing the First of Many Thresholds
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Destined for Catastrophe
Trait- Destiny
You’ve carried this mark for a long
time, and you know what it means-
disaster is coming for you, and
when it arrives it’ll be on your
hands.

Rank Three: Your downfall is so
close, you can smell it. Everything
sags towards disaster. When the
moment comes, rank up.
Rank Four: It’s here. When the
catastrophe passes, cut this trait
off your sheet.

Tense Rivalry
Trait- Bond
Wherever you go… they’re there.
Always one step ahead, always
interfering. You wouldn’t have it
any other way.

Rank Two:What incredible skill or
talent do you have only when
you’re competing with your rival?
Rank Four:What part of you is
missing when your rival isn’t here?

Driven by Glory
Trait- Motivation
You will rise above. You will be
anointed with a crown of gold and
flame, and your actions will echo
through history.

Rank One: Your journey begins.
Declare what incredible thing you’ll
be known for soon.
Rank Four: You’ve reached the
first of many pinnacles. What do
you understand about yourself that
you didn’t before?

Oil Painting
Trait- Skill
Your floors are covered in drying
paintings, and your walls with
messy pencil sketches.

Rank Two: You’ve developed a
style nobody can replicate.
Rank Three: You’ve made a name
for yourself, and people recognize
you in the street. A student arrives
on your doorstep one day, asking
to be taught.

Traits
In addition to your role, you’ll have a set of traits that flesh out your
character with skills, goals, and obstacles. There’s five different kinds
of traits: roles, skills, motivations, bonds, and destinies. There’s only
three roles (the Knight, Thief, and Seer) but the other types describe
broad categories that can be filled out however you want. There’s a
handful of examples listed in the sidebar, though don’t be afraid to
experiment–if you want a skill that lets you walk through walls, a bond
that connects you to an enchanted lantern, or a destiny that binds you
to your family’s cycle of revenge, go ahead!

To make a player character, take a sheet divided into eight sections.
Put your name and role in the top left section, then place three other
traits in three other sections of your sheet. Distribute seven ranks
among your rank and traits so that each has at least one rank and at
most four. PCs can pick up new traits in their adventures, as long as
they have more empty sections on their character sheet.

The Tower doesn’t have traits, because they’re not playing a single
character. They can, however, introduce non-player characters at any
time. NPCs behave just like PCs, except they don’t have a role and
use half a sheet, so they’re capped at a maximum of four traits. NPCs
can be created with any number and arrangement of ranks, and don’t
tend to rank up.

Tokens
Each trait has a pool of tokens associated with it. Players can spend a
token from one of those pools to take meaningful, impactful action
using or relating to that trait. You can also spend a token to fight the
action of another, but no amount of effort can negate the effect: the
best you can do is change, twist, or redirect it.

Ranks
When you begin a session, each trait starts with tokens equal to its
rank. A trait’s rank ranges from one to four, and traits gain a rank
whenever a character’s understanding or relationship with that trait
broadens. This is purposely vague, as (outside of some specific
effects) traits will only ever gain ranks when their player feels it’s
appropriate.

Some traits have properties that kick in at certain ranks. You don’t
need to use tokens to bring these properties up during a game,
they’re considered to be true unless that character’s player rejects or
changes them. Roles have one of these at each rank, but other traits
only need one or two to really shine.

Recovery
Each layer gives a way for characters to “recover” their traits by taking
some action connected to that trait. When that happens, you reset the
trait to having tokens equal to its rank. Recovering traits often involve
doing something that creates drama or causes problems, though of
course there are exceptions. Regardless, these should always be
significant in some way. If a trait recovery feels bland or routine, think
about ways to increase the stakes or tie it into the story at hand.
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Thoughts on Crossroads
These rules are phrased in such a
way that they assume all players
are tracing the same general path
through the Disparateum:
everyone’s usually on the same
layer, and everyone’s usually
doing the same things to move
from one to another. This isn’t
always true, though! You may be
playing a game where it’s common
for players to chart their own
routes, only occasionally crossing
paths in the same layer and rarely
arriving there in the same way.
That’s not a problem, just make
sure everyone’s keeping track of
their own path with their own stack
of layers, and that you’re not
driving the Tower too crazy with it.

Figure 2
Two layers in a stack.

World-Hopping
In the course of your adventures, you’ll find yourself frequently
crossing thresholds into new worlds. The Disparateum is multifaceted
and interconnected, and there’s always an open door if you know
where to look.

Layer Traits
Worlds are quite a bit like people, and can have traits too. Layer traits
set rules and expectations for how things happen on that layer, and
can give everyone on that layer new ways to spend their tokens. You
can spend tokens from any of your traits to take layer actions, and
those actions don’t need to be related to the trait you’re using. Layer
traits don’t have ranks.

Opening Paths
Most layers have specific requirements for accessing them for the first
time, but once a layer’s been opened up it becomes much easier to
access. A layer is described as “open” when the conditions needed to
reach it have been met, and an open layer is accessible through a
particular set of actions or approaches.

Applying Layers
As you travel along your path through the Disparateum, you’ll often
find yourself existing in the context of more than one layer at once.
After all, how you arrived where you are is often just as important as
the place itself. Reaching a layer through your dreams will be a vastly
different experience to being pulled into a book, and both will be
entirely unlike crossing through a doorway that vanishes behind you.

Whenever we travel to a new layer, we represent this bleed-through
by placing the new layer’s traits over the previous one’s (keeping the
same orientation–see Figure 2). Since these layers are each laid out
on a two-by-two grid, there’ll be four traits on top at any given time,
but since many layers have gaps in their layout, some pieces of the
lower layers will seep through. The same layer may be represented
multiple times in a single journey, but don’t worry about that, it rarely
matters. If you retrace your steps and leave a layer the same way you
entered it, remove that topmost layer instead.

Rituals
Rituals are formalized moments, structures that click into the natural
flow of play and send us off in a direction. Some rituals exist for
specific purposes: the Ritual of Beginning gives us a place to begin
our exploration of the Disparateum, and the Ritual of Return gives us
a jumping-off point to resume the game at the beginning of a session.
Others exist to shape certain scenes, explore certain concepts, or
formalize certain actions. Whenever a ritual feels appropriate to
invoke, go for it!

Rituals don’t have to be completed in one go. If a scene wants to sit
squarely in the middle of a ritual, let it. Explore it, and then return to
the ritual when you’re ready. Think of it like a moment of dialog in the
middle of a musical number.
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The Narrative
Trait- Layer
The birthplace of myths and
legends. Opens when you lose
yourself in a story, and is
accessible through a well-told
tale.

[Recover traits by:] Using them
to play into tropes, or to push
the narrative forward.

Transient
Trait
This place only lasts as long as
the story being told, and when it
finishes it’ll send us back to
where we came from.

[1 Token:] Skip to the next
important part.

Kayfabe
Trait
You are not yourself here. When
you enter the Narrative, you
take on a role in the story.

[1 Token:] Cover up one of your
traits with one of your role’s.

[3 Tokens:] Take on the role of a
different character in the story.

The Disparateum is built on a foundation of stories. Stories amaze
us, entertain us, give us new perspectives, and give us insight into who we are.
They’re bridges into others’ lives, currencies that doesn’t deplete in the spending,
memories of what could be.

Here, stories are material, their rules and patterns as unshakable as our physics.
This layer rises up from the depths of the Disparateum whenever a story begins,
and vanishes again when it ends. Travelers here take on the roles of characters
in that story, playing along with the narrative as events unfold. But stories are
ever-evolving things, and always change in the retelling. Just because you’re
bound to a particular story doesn’t mean you can’t make things interesting.

The Narrative
Where Stories Come Alive

and Grow Through Their Telling

20



All gather around, and we begin to listen.
[To the Storyteller:]What kind of story are you telling?

[To the Knight, if present, else the Storyteller:]Who is
our protagonist, and what are they struggling with when
the story begins?

[To the Seer, if present, else the Storyteller:]Who is
allied to the protagonist, and what are they doing to help?

[To the Thief, if present, else the Storyteller:]Who is
our antagonist, and what have they just accomplished?

[To the Storyteller:]Where do we begin our story?

Ritual of Storytelling
For Losing Yourself in a Tale Well-Told
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Frequent Genres
There are an uncountable number of stories, and no shortage of
mouths to tell them and hands to record them. As much as I’d like to
show you every single one, however, our time here is limited. Instead,
here’s a brief and shallow list of genres that’re popular right now in the
Named City, that you’re likely to run into.

High Fantasy
Tales of brave warriors, dashing rogues, clever wizards, and proud
kings. Often set in grassy, sun-drenched kingdoms full of strange
creatures and epic quests. If you want to blend in, practice a dramatic
tone of voice and olde-tymey speech patterns. Tends to overlap with
Historical Fiction.

Romance
Ranging from simple stories of true love to intricate webs of intrigue
and betrayal, the Romance genre is passionate, diverse, and thriving.
Stories from the Named City tend to feature a great number of
mistaken identities, alternate selves and swapped bodies–all things
known to happen to travelers of the Disparateum, though of course
with the details… embellished, somewhat.

Science Fiction
The future, where boxy machines are used to travel to worlds yet
unimagined, where robots question what it means to be alive, and
where the secrets of magic have been thoroughly uncovered. These
stories tend to fall into two camps: hard SF, which tends to limit itself
to a single layer and all that we know is possible there, and soft SF,
which allows itself to go wherever the story demands at the cost of
being somewhat less grounded for the average reader.

Historical Fiction
Stories, often with a limited scope and a strong character focus, set
during particularly vibrant moments in history. Expect to encounter a
lot of elaborate outfits and long scenes focused on particular bits of
historical minutiae. Tends to be set outside the Named City, as stories
set during the City’s past fall more in line with High Fantasy.

Noir
Mystery stories are always thrilling, and what better than a mystery
story that knows it’s a mystery story? These are stark, intense stories
about obsession, trauma, and self-destruction, often coming face to
face with the dark underbelly of their setting and indulging in all that
comes with that. The Investigator’s Guild argues that these stories are
outlandish and paint an incorrect picture of what they do, but we all
know they secretly eat it up.

Horror
Horror stories thrive on the unknown, and those living alongside the
Disparateum know the unknown like a friendly neighbor. Horror offers
insight in a way no other genre does, and as such has persisted as
one of the most ancient and storied genres. Recently, a craze of
unverifiable “based on real events” stories have swept the Named
City, and anxiety has begun to spread about the effect they’re having
on the Dreaming.
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New Dragons
A new dragon is born whenever a
story becomes influential enough
to create a genre of its own, and
they can only die when all their
stories have been forgotten.
Therefore, the dragons’ hoards of
stories do more than stoke their
egos–they’re what keep them
alive. Newborn dragons are
desperate to get their claws on a
hoard of their own, which drives
them immediately into conflict with
the rest of the Council. The oldest
and most established dragons are
skilled at turning that conflict to
their own gain.

The Council of Dragons
In the silence between words, the space beyond stories, the Council
of Dragons meets to draw lines between genres and claim stories for
their own. These meetings are deeply political affairs, involving brief
alliances and long-held rivalries. New dragons appear whenever an
influential story births a new genre, and regularly drive the Council
into a frenzy of alliances and betrayals.

Paunth Aeon, sword-bearing dragon of Fantasy
Paunth is a proud, regal dragon, always fighting for what he believes
in and never backing down from a challenge. While noble, this all
makes Paunth an ideal tool for the more subtle and conniving
members of the Council. He keeps a glittering horde of stories that the
others covet, but to this day have been unable to find; some suspect
he got help from an outside force in hiding them away, but despite the
Council’s best efforts this mysterious collaborator hasn’t been found.

Slaubern, silk-draped dragon of Romance
One of the oldest and wisest dragons on the Council, Slaubern is
famous for their generosity. While the other dragons fight over every
story that even vaguely approaches their genre, Slaubern only claims
stories dedicated fully to Romance. Few realize the full consequences
of this, however; with so many Romance tropes ending up in other
genres, Slaubern has fingers in nearly every story told. Should they
bring that power to bear, they could destroy the Council with ease.

Sai Brunetrix, artificial dragon of Science Fiction
Sai is a true genius, weaving plans and strategies that far outshine
those of the other dragons. She has so many brilliant plans, in fact,
that she often struggles to recall which ones are in motion, and how
far along they are. Don’t dismiss her, though–in her moments of
clarity, there’s nobody more dangerous or better prepared.

Outhantickity, regal dragon of Historical Fiction
Outhantickity presents herself as a softer, more soft-spoken
counterpart to Paunth, but under her proper demeanor lies a very
different heart. Outhantickity is ruthless, cutthroat, and bloodthirsty.
She fears losing her high placement in the Council, and so works
tirelessly to manipulate and sabotage the others. Many times, others
have plotted to destroy her, only for a gentle word or fragrant letter to
turn the conspirators against each other at the last moment.

Ghemsue, hard-smoking dragon of Noir
Ghemsue commonly plays the part of mediator and tiebreaker at the
Council, and few of the others can hold up to xir scrutiny for long. This
would make xem an excellent ally, if xe was interested in playing the
game. Ghemsue’s content with xir position, rarely fights to take
ownership of stories on xir genre’s fringes, and would be happy to
never go to another one of these gatherings.

Perrano Morl, smiling dragon of Horror
Morl is a stranger to these gatherings, rarely arriving to them and
often staying quiet and distant when he does. That’s not to say he’s
uninterested, however: he simply does most of his scheming from the
margins, only acting directly to put the final nail in the coffin. As such,
his arrival at the Council is treated as a bad omen.
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The Network is young, but it’s growing. New pathways spread like
lichen across a tapestry of information. New tools and systems are emerging
every day, promising to revolutionize the way we relate to the worlds around us.
And not all those promises are baseless- while it’ll still be some time before the
internet is part of everyday life, the early adopters can tell this is something
altogether unique.

As a layer, the Network is elaborate and diverse. Each website is like its own little
world, all tied into each other through an elaborate system of connections. When
going from one site to another, it’s wise to make a lot of short jumps rather than a
single long journey. Dangers lurk beyond what your monitor can display.

The Network
Trait- Layer
The City-wide web. Opens when
you discover the potential of
technology, and accessible
through any internet-connected
machine.

[Recover traits by:] Using them
to find community, or by
uncovering strange knowledge
related to them.

Symbolic
Trait
Nothing that exists in the
Network is bound by its physical
form, so people and places here
are represented as abstract
digital constructs.

[1 Token:] Change your digital
form to anything you can
imagine.

Growing
Trait
There’s always space to grow,
and always something to add.

[3 Tokens:] Establish your own
corner of the Network.

[1 Tokens:] Introduce someone
to your community, or meet
someone new through it.

The Network
Where Technology Joyously Carves Out

New Possibilities For Itself
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A Magical Community
Much of the Network’s current core
userbase are mages, as they tend
to spend a lot of time working
alone at home and the internet
gives them a convenient way to
research and socialize. As a result,
most of the major communities
have a hard sorcerous bent. If you
spend any significant amount of
time online, you’ll likely pick up
some basic concepts and phrases,
though actual practical magic is
still something that takes time and
hard work.

Domain Extensions
Here’s a couple commonly-used
domain extensions, and what they
tend to indicate.

.nct extensions are hosted in the
Named City, and are notable for
often having unique features if
accessed in the Dreaming.

.gno extensions (pronounced like
“naa”) indicate an educational or
informative source, often cross-
referenced by an institute of seers
and scholars.

.cob (Collective Organized Board)
sites are hosted decentrally,
meaning that a group of users
collectively host and maintain the
site rather than any one authority.

The Gateway
The Named City’s internet is still young enough that most people are
only vaguely aware of it, and sites are passed around almost entirely
by word of mouth. Even still, there’s communities online that’ve
attracted enough attention that it’s assumed anyone who’s been on a
computer has heard of them.

Memesis.nct
Whenever people find a new way to communicate, the first thing they
do is figure out how to make jokes with it. Memes are a mainstay of
the Network, and while you’ll have to explore some real weird corners
to get the best ones, many perfectly fine memes get collected here.
The Memesis comments sections have a reputation for being hostile
and combative, but the reality is that it’s a quite healthy and open
community that just occasionally gets into long-winded arguments
over the minutiae of memecraft.

theArchive.gno
An enormous digital collection of encyclopedia-style entries, research
essays, and scanned books and other preserved media. Accepts
submissions from anyone, but all new content goes through a vetting
process to ensure it’s properly preserved, sourced, and tagged. Even
so, some things slip through the cracks or get stuck in pending
approval, so taking the time to dig into the darker corners of the
Archive can reveal some really fascinating stuff.

Ignition_Manual.kln/forum/
The biggest pyromancy forum on the internet, the IMF was created to
be a resource where experienced mages could share resources and
advice with the next generation. It remained as such for approximately
two weeks, before a three-hundred-page thread over whether
magmakinesis should count as pyromancy shattered the community
into dozens of warring factions, who then splintered further as new
forms of discourse were discovered. Several topics (including reagent
sourcing, facial hair, and ever-burning flames) have caused such a stir
that even mentioning them can get you slapped with a month-long
suspension.

PanelShow.cob
A site dedicated to showcasing webcomics, the hot new online trend.
Webcomics are typically hosted on personal sites, but Panel Show
lets creators share a blurb and a couple sample pages to draw people
in. An involved tagging system helps readers find new comics to
check out, and is facilitating a whole host of hilariously specific new
genres. There’s even an official podcast, where the moderators of the
site bring on a couple new creators to talk about their work and give
tips to people just starting out. It’s thrilling, getting to see a medium
come together like this.

SiliconMarket.nct
You can find just about anything in the Named City, but often that
requires a lot of running around, haggling, dealing with other people,
et cetera et cetera. The Silicon Market is an easy way to buy and sell
things without all that inconvenience, at the cost of sometimes not
getting quite what you thought, and other times getting much more
than you bargained for.
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The Backdoors
Most of the Network is here, on the fringes: sites that haven’t gathered
as much attention, sites that are partially or entirely obscured, sites
that are more of a novelty than anything else. It’s the nature of the
internet that most people only ever experience the shallow end, and
that’s great because it means there’s always something incredible
waiting to be found.

Truthseekers.nct
A fun little website that updates every few months with a handful of
clues to a new ARG (or alternate-reality game). Several forums are
dedicated to piecing these mysteries together, and often compete with
each other to see who can solve them fastest. The site is well known
in ARG communities for its quality puzzle design, interesting themes,
and for occasionally revealing actual conspiracies.

Adventurers_Union.gno
A recruitment site for a group of adventurers that boldly journey into
the furthest reaches of the Disparateum and record what they find.
Those that return often submit treasure troves of information to the
Archive, and checking their recent excursions page is a great way to
see what Archive articles are about to see major revisions. Of course,
their current findings aren’t nearly as broad or as deep as those in the
book you’re holding. Still, nice effort.

witch.io
A storefront for independently-designed rituals, which has garnered an
unexpected but not out of place tabletop gaming community.
Naturally, the longer the two coexist the more the lines have been
blurred, to the point now that most professional witches have
polyhedral dice sets in their offices and most hobbyist gamers have
accidentally brought to life at least one household appliance.

s/Ash.cob
A hacker forum, accessible only through machines that have been
infected with a very particular virus. This virus seeks out people first
learning how to code and attempts to invade their system, obviously
at first and then with increasingly clever techniques. Members of the
forum are awarded a badge next to their username indicating how
long they were able to hold it off.

!!-Time_Winds-!!.Theory.gno
This site is host to an enormous, poorly written and inconsistently
formatted ramble on the nature of time. It posits that time is neither
linear nor causal, and instead moves in fits and starts backwards and
forwards in a strange rhythm. Several elaborate diagrams seem to
show this happening on particular days, with some hours happening
repeatedly and others not existing at all. It’s unclear what, if anything,
the author believes happens during the time that doesn’t exist. Usually
these kinds of sites would be quickly disproven and stripped of their
.gno extension, but everyone who’s attempted that here has gotten so
turned around that they quit.
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Exploring the Network
Anyone can visit a website, but
only travelers of the Disparateum
know what it’s like to wander the
Network. On this layer, each site
and device is a physical location,
and the only way to get around is
across shaking bridges made of
connection threads. There’s no
easier way to slip past security, get
access to valuable information, or
trace a connection to its source–as
long as you’re willing to risk your
trip across those narrow bridges
being sabotaged by a disgruntled
spider or some hostile malware.

The Spider’s Nest
Whenever a computer sends or requests information, a connection
must be made. These connections are precise, delicate, and
elaborate. Fledgling hackers tend to assume these threads are the
results of the computers themselves, perhaps sending signals through
the air to establish bonds with each other. Then they peek just outside
their monitor’s precisely curated window into the Network, and they
see the spiders.

The Brood
An endless swarm of digital spiders crawl through the virtual un-space
between websites, tending to the health of the Network’s enormous
system of connections. Well-worn threads are reinforced and built off
of, while unused connections are trimmed and repurposed. Packets
are shepherded to their proper location, and defended from outside
interference. New sites are seamlessly built into the system as though
they had always been planned for. They keep the Network running
smoothly, and disruptions to their order are brief and rare.

The Weaver Widow
At the heart of the internet sits the Widow, a massive spider with eight
heads and ten thousand legs. Her web is a massive tesseract that
stretches to the furthest corners of the Network. Here she spins the
threads of code that make up this layer’s foundations. Her Brood acts
out her will across the web, working tirelessly to ensure the Network is
constantly expanding its range of influence and fighting off threats to
its beautiful geometry.

[ null ].cob
Even here, where human interference is hunted down and removed,
people carve out spaces for themselves. If you want to learn secrets
others would rather forget, barter for objects that make the impossible
trivial, or get in touch with people who don’t want to be found, you’ll
have to trek out to the tattered far reaches of the Network.
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Bloodrunsthroughthecracksofthesidewalkandseeps
intothebonesoftheCity.Yourhandsarestainedwithit.
Thesilencebuzzes.

[Toallbutthekiller:]Whathavewegained?
Beforeanswering,considersilentlyfortwominutes.

[Toallbutthekiller:]Whathavewelost?
Beforeanswering,considersilentlyfortwominutes.

[Tothekiller:]Wasitworthit?
Beforeandafteranswering,considersilentlyfortwo
minutes.

RitualofBloodshed
ForComingToTermswithWhatYou’veDone
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ReflectionsofReflections
ThereisaReflectionofevery
layer,notjustthetwodescribed
here.Eachlayer’sReflection
behavesasaperson’sdoes–it
takesthatlayer’snatureandtwists
itintosomethingwhollyalien.
Whateverthatlayerrewards,its
Reflectionpunishes.Whatever
thatlayershuns,itsReflection
welcomes.Becarefulwhen
travelingtheDisparateumonthe
othersideofthemirror.It’snotlike
ourown.

ReflectionsoftheDreaming
Foreverydream,anightmare.TheDreaming,forallitschaosand
unpredictability,isacultivatedgarden.TheNamedCity’sdreamers
addwondersandcutawayhorrors.Butnothingisevertrulylost,and
manyofthosehorrorsenduphere.Or,arethewondersofthe
Dreamingthethingsthedreamershererejected?

LanternflySwarm
Clustersofrainbowlightsinthenightskyaren’tnearlyascomforting
intheReflection.Lanternfliesareenormous,dream-suckinginsects
aboutaforearm’s-lengthacross,withshellsmadeofmulticolored
glassshards.Theirabdomensglowwhenthey’verecentlyfed,butno
lanternflyiseversated.Theymostfrequentlyattacklonedreamers,
butwillgoaftercrowdsifsufficientlyhungry,angry,orbold.

Glasstower
Here,Glasshallisalabyrinthinespireofwindowsandmirrors.
Shadowspassovertheglassherefrompeoplelong-gone,and
distortedechoeslingerbehindeverysurface.It’ssaidthatyoucan
makedoorwaystoothermomentsintimeifyoubreaktherightpiece
ofglassattherightmoment,butnobodywantstoriskthemisfortune
thatcouldcomefromthat.Andevenifyoudid,howwouldyouknow
whichonetobreak?

TheLair
InthedeepestrecessesoftheReflection,wherenomirror-light
threatenstoenforcethenatureofyourNamedCity,yourReflection
readiesitselfforwhatithastodo.Fromthemomentyoukilleda
fragmentofyourself,yourReflectionhashiddenitselfhereasit
preparestotakerevenge.You’vebrokenasacredpactbetween
selves.You’vecrossedalinethatcanneverbeundone,andnow
you–andanyonewhoalliesthemselveswithyou–hastopaytheprice.

ParchmentTattooParlor
Thepathtothetattooparlorischanged.TheUndercityistwisted
here,fullofcollapsedrooms,labyrinthinehallways,andsuddendrops
intodarkness.Theabandonedsubwaystationischanged,too.It’s
sealedoffandriggedwithtraps,madetobenearlyimpossibleto
reachfromtheoutside.Theparloritself,though,isidentical.There
doesn’tseemtobeanyonehererightnow,butthechairs,thepeeling
posters,the…wait,inthecornerthere.Whatisthat?…Wait,isthat
reallyanothercopyofthisbook?How’dtheScribegettheirhandson
that?
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WhatisaReflection?
Reflectionsareouropposites,but
thewaythatmanifestsvariesfrom
persontoperson.Somepeople’s
Reflectionsarecomplete
inversions,valuingeverythingtheir
counterpartdoesn’tanddespising
everythingtheydo.Othersbringto
thesurfaceeverythingtheir
counterpartwantstokeephidden,
representingalltheirdeepest
regretsandflaws.Stillotherstake
theshapeofeverythingtheir
counterpartwishestheycouldbe,
butcannot.

Aretheseformsintentional
cruelty?Well,it’shardtotell.After
all,totheReflection,we’rea
similarmockeryofeverythingthey
holddear.IfyourReflectionisa
greaterversionofyourself,
wouldn’tyoutothembean
expressionofeverythingthey’ve
triedtoleavebehind?

ReflectionsoftheNamedCity
TheReflectionisastrangeplace.Mirrorspincertainlocationsin
place,forcingthemtoconformtotheothersideoftheglass,but
anythingbeyondthoseboundariesisallowedtobecomewhateverit
wants,andthislayerwantstobesomethingwhollyalientotheCity
it’schainedto.

TheTarnishedMarket
TheReflection’smarketisraggedandtorn,withmonstrousvendors
sellinghostilewaresforviciousprices.There,astallfilledwithgolden
trinketsthatwhisperhoarsely.There,astallthatofferscagedbeasts
inexchangeforhandfulsofseveredfingers.There,astallselling
knivesthatcancarvepockmarksincausality.Thisisn’taplacefor
gettinganythingyoucouldeverwant.Thisisaplaceforthethings
otherswouldpreferyounothave.

TheLabyrinthWood
SnakingthroughtheReflectionisadark,impenetrableforest.Its
rootsdigthroughthestreet’sfoundations,anditsbranchesreach
throughwindowsandclawatdoors.It’spopulatedbyfearsand
nightmares,allthethingsthatyouseebehindyouinthemirrorbut
aregonewhenyouturnaround.

TheStatueGarden
StatueslittertheReflection.Someareintactwithonlymildwear,but
mostarebrokenandscatteredabout.TheWoodhasthemost,but
nowhere’sfreeofthem.They’vegotdifferentscales,too:someare
life-sized,othersslightlyexaggerated,andafewtoweroverbuildings
orliecrumblingacrossentireneighborhoods.Ifyoulookclosely,
you’llinevitablyfindsomethatresembleyouorpeopleyouknow,
posedinawaythatfeelsindescribablyfamiliar.Ofcourse,notmany
peoplespendsomuchtimelookingattheirfaces,onaccountofthe
eyes.

MoAM
Here,theMuseum’sbeensealedupfordecades.Barricades
wrappedinwebsofchainscovereveryentranceandwindow,and
thestreetsarounditarefullyabandoned.Sometimes,fromoutside,
youcanhearsomethingenormousmovingaroundinside,butother
thanthatit’sentirelysilent.Somerarefoolshavetriedtoventure
insidetoclaimthetreasuressupposedlytrappedinside,butnone
evercomeout.

TheTheater
ThereisnoTheaterintheReflection.

TheSimperingGod
DeepbelowtheReflectionliesitsancientmaster,aneyelessand
smilinggod.Thegod’stangledbodyistrappedwithinacathedral-like
cageandsealedwithmiles-longlengthsofchain,butitsconstant
laughterechoesthroughthetunnelsandpassagesoftheUndercity
andseepsupintotheCityabove.

ThemomentIreadthissection,themoment Iunderstooditssignificance… IimmediatelysetoutandslewmyReflection. Toomuchrestsonmyshoulders.Toomuch wouldbelostifthethingsitknewgotout.
Thecoweringthingdidn’tevenputupafight. Pathetic.
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TheReflection
Trait-Layer
Thenemesis.Openswhenyou
killanalternateversionof
yourself,andaccessiblethrough
anyreflectivesurfacewhileyour
Reflectionismissing.

[Recovertraitsby:]Findingthe
unsettlingactsyourReflection
hascommittedwiththem.

Lethal
Trait
It’smucheasiertodieinaworld
fundamentallyhostiletoyou.
Takeevenmildthreatsmore
seriouslyhere.

[1Token:]Invitedisasteror
catastrophe.

Disquieting
Trait
Everythinghere’swrong,andit
makesyourskinwrithe.
Anythingyou’vefoundcomfort
inbeforeismissingorchanged
inthisplace.

[1Token:]FindtheReflectionof
someoneyouknow,andlearn
whattheykeephidden.

TheReflection
WhereEverythingWeRefuseToFace

LiesInWait

You’vedonesomethingterrible.TheDisparateumisaworldofduplicates-
onceyoustartexploringotherlayers,you’reboundtorunintoplentyofversions
ofyourself.Dream-copies,memoryfragments,futureselves,digitalimprints,
they’reallbranchingofffromsomedifficult-to-defineSelf,carvingtheirownpaths
throughtheinfinitepossibilityspace.Livingtheirown,irreplicablelives.

Andyoukilledone.Forwhateverreason,youthoughtit’dbeagoodideatokilla
fragmentofyourself.

YourReflectionrefusestofaceyounow.Whenyoulookinthemirror,theother
sideisempty.Butthere’sanopportunitythere,too.Youstepthroughtheglass
andfindyourselfinaworldexactlylikeyourown,butnot.I’msurethere’snoend
tothethingsyoucanimaginetodowithasecondNamedCity.Justwatchoutfor
theresidents,andespeciallyforyourReflection.It’snothiding.It’splanning.

Odd.Thiswholesectionseemsoff.
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Timeless
Trait
The Interior is detached from
time. Anything that happens
within it occurs instantaneously
to those outside it.

[1 Token:] Perform your next
action a million times before you
leave the Interior.

The Interior
Trait- Layer
The space within. Opens when
you have a crisis of identity, and
can be reached by crossing
through any representation of
the self.

[Recover traits by:] Examining
your relationship to them, or
uncovering unsettling truths
about them.

The Interior
Where Truths are Laid Bare

The Disparateum is home to many things stranger than worlds.
The further out you travel, the less you can expect the Disparateum to resemble
our typical reality. Here on the fringes, layers represent concepts and patterns,
defining how the world “above” them functions. Be careful tampering here, the
ripple effects can be enormous.

This layer is where souls reside. Every person has one, as do some things that
aren’t quite people. It contains the sum of your experiences, the shape of your
being, and the trajectory of your life. Of your lives, really, as this place isn’t limited
to just the you-that-is, but is bound to every you-that-could-be. It’s a place with a
lot of power, and a lot of risk. Use it wisely.
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A River, Branching
Your Interior may be limited to just
you, but it’s not limited to any
particular you. The Mind holds the
experiences of every version of
you, the Heart holds the key that
unites you all. You may, on
occasion, encounter another
version of yourself roaming these
halls. Try to remember that you’re
no more true than them.

Echoes of Others
When you enter the Interior, you
find yourself in a closed-off
representation of your own mind.
However, that’s not to say you’ll be
alone. Your Interior may be
populated by Echoes, mental
representations of the people they
resemble cobbled together from
your perceptions of them. The
better you know someone, the
more accurate their Echo will be,
but no Echo is perfect and many
will differ in dramatic and
unexpected ways. Typically,
players control Echoes of their
own characters.

The True Self
Inside you is a palace. Its walls are your boundaries, its furnishings
your qualities. It’s not always a literal palace, mind: for some, it’s an
iron spire, for others a dense forest. Sometimes it’s a place you’ve
been, sometimes it’s a place you explored in dreams, and sometimes
it’s born from nothing you know or remember, but still tingles with
familiarity. However, it’s always grand, sacred, and labyrinthine.
Here’s an overview of the kinds of places you can expect to find.

The Arms
A pair of long, twisting hallways flank the rest of the palace, adorned
with tools, mementos, and trophies. Everything here represents some
skill, talent, or quality you possess. Old, partially forgotten skills are
covered in dust and cobwebs; skills in the process of being learned
may be rough, unrefined, or needing assembly. Changes here can
give you incredible new talents and aptitudes, but don’t provide the
knowledge and experience associated with them. Be careful when
trying them out for the first time.

The Lungs
In the basement of your palace is a vast machine, shuddering and
pulsing as it maintains your soul. You see no workers here, but their
handiwork is everywhere- tools left scattered about, freshly repaired
machine parts, mugs of still-hot coffee sitting out on desks covered in
blueprints. It’s like they all suddenly left the moment you arrived, and
will just as suddenly return when you leave.

The Mind
At the highest point of your palace, a great library bears the total
weight of your experiences. Every thought, memory, sensory
experience, it’s all recorded here in precise detail. Within these walls,
nothing is lost or overlooked, but learning from this place isn’t just a
matter of locating the exact information you need. Each person’s
library is recorded in its own language, with its own structures and
patterns. Decoding it requires enormous skill, patience, and no small
amount of luck, but the treasure trove it unlocks is unimaginable.

The Heart
Tucked into a side passage, behind a dusty bookshelf, or covered in
peeling wallpaper, there is a door. Behind that door is a small room. I
couldn’t tell you what’s inside yours, and I would never tell you what’s
inside mine. All I can say is that you should keep that door as hidden
as you can, because no amount of self-actualization is worth the risk
of someone else finding the root of your fundamental essence.
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Questions Raised
If all people are statues in the
Interior, then what of actual
statues? What would it be like if
you could somehow climb into one
of them? Is their soul preserved
inside, or has something else
taken up residence? Unfortunately,
it seems there’s no way to know.

Getting Out
The statues of the garden are
indestructible- from the outside.
From within, it’s not terribly hard to
dig through. Moreover, many folks
find themselves with a palace
already filled with holes–these
could be signs of loss, damage
from an internal struggle, gaps left
by a rejected part of yourself, or
(such as with the Keykeepers) an
esoteric means of drawing in great
power. Regardless, they offer
unique opportunities on this layer
as long as they’re open, but also
risk the possibility of someone else
getting in.

The Statue Garden
True to its name, the spaces you find in the Interior are always
enclosed. If it has windows, they look out on more rooms, more halls.
If it has doors, they only lead further inside. However, that’s not to say
it’s inescapable–you just need to make your own way out.

The World Outside
The world outside the Interior is a massive, petrified version of the
moment you entered the layer. Living things are statues at a hundred
times the scale, preserved perfectly in dusty gray stone. The sky is a
gently glowing firmament made of massive purple crystals, resembling
the inside of a geode.

Typically, this world will be an oversized version of the Named City,
but that’s not always the case. You can access the Interior from any
layer, and can even travel to other layers from within it, as long as
you’re able to meet their requirements while you’re an inch tall.

The Statues
Each person is represented in the Interior by a massive stone statue,
with their palace contained within it. Holes broken through these
statues are lined with geodic crystals. From the outside, this stone is
completely indestructible: you can scratch at its rough surface a bit,
and can even drive a climbing spike securely into it, but it can only be
broken through from the inside.

These statues are often highly realistic, but sometimes take on
strange, abstract structures, particularly when it comes to the more
unusual denizens of the Disparateum. Statues that don’t resemble a
person’s physical form may be a glimpse into how they truly see
themselves, and statues made of unusual materials may be a sign
that someone comes from a layer other than the Named City.
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We are ever-changing, constantly taking on new aspects
and discarding old ones. We can’t live without change, we
can’t exist in stagnation. This is a ritual for those who can’t
wait any longer.
[To the Ritual’s Performer:]What trait have you chosen
to change today?

[To Those Who Know You as You Were:]What
memories will you always hold?

[To Those Who Know You as You Will Be:]What will
only become possible now?

The moment comes.
[To the Ritual’s Performer:]With this, are you revealing
long-hidden truths, or cutting off long-lingering falsehoods?

[If Revealing the True:] Either temporarily affix a new trait
over the old on your character sheet, or permanently affix a
temporary trait.

[If Cutting Away the False:] Cut the trait off your
character sheet.

Ritual of Reshaping
For Cutting Away the False Self, and Revealing the True
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I hope you realize just how foolish this ritual is.
This whole layer demonstrates theunwavering truth of the Disparateum:we are cogs in a beautiful, perfect machine.Our past, future, all our possible selves,all laid out to see. There’s no change there.All of creation is described in this very Book!Everything that is, everything that should be,is contained within these unwavering pages.

My name is Alexander.I am the Lord of Scripturesand master of the Disparateum.I am nothing less, and have no need of change.



…what

For posterity:

Today I made a discovery. Po
ssibly the most

important discovery of all tim
e; even my previous

accomplishments pale in the f
ace of it. Today I

confirmed what I’d long susp
ected, what I’d

always hoped but could never
put into words.

This is a perfect world. Born
from nothing,

shaped by the all-knowing, an
d set into motion

with divine purpose.

I am to be this world’s guardi
an. I know this now.

All my life, the signs have poi
nted to this.

I leave my words here so that
the inheritor

of this book can carry on my m
ission, and the

Disparateum will be preserved
forever.

—Alexander



If it’s interesting,
you can do it

If you forget about it,
ignore it

The City is wide enough
for all of us

DISPARATEUM
A game for a Bard,
a Mage, and a Scribe

What?What’s happening?
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It’s late at night in the Named City, and three old friends
are playing a game. Many rounds have been played, and
many things have already been gambled or bartered away.
Here, though, at the end of the night, simple bets aren’t
cutting it anymore. As the sun begins to rise outside, three
bets are placed.

The Bard bets the greatest story ever told.
[To the Bard:] How has this story always eluded you, and
what breakthrough have you recently had in getting it?

The Mage bets power beyond imagining.
[To the Mage:]What terrible thing must you overcome to
get it, and what tiny edge will you have in that conflict?

The Scribe bets knowledge without equal.
[To the Scribe:]What insurmountable obstacle exists to
keep the source of this knowledge safe, and how do you
plan to outsmart it?

The final round of the game is played, and while it’s close,
one player manages a beautiful victory.
[To all Players:]Who wins?
[To the Losers:]What’s your first step in getting what
you’ve promised?
[To the Winner:] How will you accompany your friends on
their journeys?

Ritual of Beginning
For Guiding a New Age of Stories

1

Oh, you motherfucker.
Of course, I knew someone had to beinterfering with my work, but now Iunderstand why. After all, there’sonly one kind of person who wouldbenefit from the perversion of my world.

You’re one of them. An outsider. You’re a PC.

…Scribe?

Where have I heard
that before?



Special Cases
Not everything described here
applies universally. Some NPCs
may be resistant or immune to the
warping effects of various layers,
and some players may run their
PCs as being subject to those
same whims. Use only what
inspires you, and ignore any
limitations that would get in the
way of what the table agrees
would be most interesting. The
Disparateum’s a broad place, it’s
got plenty of room for corner cases
and exceptions.

NPCs
The Disparateum is a broad, diverse, and strange place. The Named
City alone is host to hundreds of thousands from all over the world,
each with their own irreplicable perspective. Often, the first time you
meet someone, they’ll seem simple and one-dimensional, but over
time you’ll come to understand who they are and what makes them
tick.

Making NPCs
NPCs often start off as a simple idea, existing to fill a gap in the world
or add flavor to a scene. Many NPCs won’t even have names when
they’re first introduced, and instead go by a title or descriptor. You
may know a character as “the Old Blacksmith” forever, or you may
learn that his name is Anton as you get to know him and his
daughters.

NPCs have a limit of four traits, and don’t have access to roles like
PCs do. If they have a trait related to their title or descriptor, that’ll go
in the top right corner as a role would. NPCs don’t have any
restrictions on their starting ranks and don’t tend to rank up except
through major circumstance.

Any player can introduce (or reintroduce) NPCs to a scene as is
reasonable. If your table wants to delve deep into what makes your
cast of NPCs tick, you should lean towards reintroducing NPCs when
you would otherwise make new ones, and try to put characters in
unusual places to see what happens. On the contrary, if your table
prefers a world that feels vast and expansive, try introducing new
characters early and often, and push the envelope on how weird they
can be. And remember, this isn’t a binary- you can always broaden
and narrow your scope as you play, focusing in on odd throwaway
characters or contextualizing well-developed characters in a wider
world.

Context-Sensitive
Just like PCs, NPCs can travel the Disparateum, and even those who
don’t have alternate versions of themselves scattered across the
layers. Unlike PCs, however, NPCs are often dramatically influenced
by the layer they’re on. A cheerful NPC may become grim and morose
on a melancholy layer, and a frustrating antagonist might become
positively friendly in the right context.

This is where their traits come in. Regardless of context, an NPC’s
traits describe fundamental aspects of their character. These traits
may be expressed differently, but they form a foundation for the
character, a consistent throughline to their stories and experiences.

Playing with NPCs
NPCs are played by the Tower of the layer they’re currently on, but
any player can take token actions with them. If an NPC has a trait,
anyone at the table can spend a token from that trait to bring it into
play. Players can also introduce problems for an NPC to refresh one
of their traits, but have to pay out the tokens required to bring them up
to full out of their own supply.
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The Disparateum
is perfect.

It’s been shaped
by divine hands,

set in motion wit
h the exacting

precision of a god
.

And what do you
do? You spoil it.

You stumble clue
lessly around,

changing things
on a whim,

upsetting the bea
utiful interplay

of my world.

And for what?



The Weaver Widow
Deep inside the Network lies the
Weaver Widow and her swarm of
spiders. She rules her layer from
the shadows, influencing the world
outside through the information
allowed to pass through her
domain.

The Widow is intense and critical,
judging others solely by their value
to her. Those who satisfy her (by
helping to expand the Network, for
instance) can expect to be
rewarded with secret truths that
otherwise might never have seen
the light of day.

The Council of Dragons
The Narrative is controlled by a
group of Towers, each with
complete control over their own
genre of story but little influence
over the others.

The dragons are dramatic, self-
obsessed, and unsubtle. They’re
always looking for opportunities to
play themselves up, so expect
stories that cross genre borders to
experience sudden changes in
tone, theme, and characterization.
NPCs in the Narrative are always
hamming it up due to this
influence.

The Slumbering God
The Tower of both the City and the
Dreaming. Both instances of it (the
Slumbering and Moldering God)
are in fact the same being at
different points in time, with its
death and entombment under the
City its inevitable conclusion.

The Slumbering God is even-
handed and conflict-adverse,
rarely acting directly. It’s theorized
that it plays some part in drawing
heroes and legends to the
Disparateum, but if there’s a direct
connection there it hasn’t yet been
found.

Towers
The Tower is a powerful NPC role, used exclusively by the figures that
shape the Disparateum. Each layer of reality is kept stable by a
singular Tower, who has an enormous amount of direct and indirect
influence over that layer. Towers are powerful, formidable forces, but
lack the direct influence over the world that PCs have.

Spine of the World
Layers can’t exist without Towers, though they take on different forms
and play different roles across the Disparateum. Towers are united by
a few properties, such as not needing to spend tokens to take actions
on their layer, but otherwise differ wildly from one another. Not every
layer’s Tower is obvious, either–it may be immediately clear that the
Slumbering God is the Dreaming’s Tower, but not as much that you’re
the Tower of your own Interior.

Towers and NPCs
NPCs are the primary way Towers exert their influence. The broad
strokes of what an NPC does depends on the actions of the table and
the token economy, but the specifics always come down to the current
layer’s Tower. Typically, Towers use this to promote the kind of
behavior they want to see in their layer. NPCs won’t act counter to
their true nature, but will lean more subdued or dramatic, more
friendly or hostile, more honest or shady, depending on the whims of
the Tower.

Alternate Structures
So far, this book has assumed you’re playing with a single player
controlling every Tower, but that’s not always the case. Players can
distribute the various Towers out among themselves before the game,
or hand them out over the course of play. Players can trade off
responsibility for one or more Towers, or collaboratively control them.
You could even play a game with one player running all Towers, but
who also plays a PC and participates in the action directly.
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If you truly understood the beauty of the Disparateum,the sacredness of the ground you trample to death,you would understand why I have to do what I do.
You would understand that youdeserve everything I have in store.

You would thank me for your death.



hey, Rath here! don’t wo
rry, this bit probably

isn’t canon. i just wanted
to thank you for

checking out this weird
little project of mine. it’s

something that’s been ra
ttling around in the back

of my head for ages, and
having a chunk of it this

substantial out in the wo
rld is exhilarating. i hop

e

you enjoyed reading this
as much as i enjoyed

writing it, and i hope my
self-indulgent bullshit

wasn’t too much. if you
wanna share your

thoughts, don’t hesitate
to get in touch! my

twitter dms are always o
pen, and you can also

email me at Rathayibact
er@gmail.com. thanks

again, and i’ll see you ar
ound! <3
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