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Introduction

Getting the Nod

“Dzut!” the Dvarsh exclaim when a thing should come 
to pass.

“Dzut!” they speak to affirm the rightness of something 
that has been, will, or should be.

“Dzut!” The very type of a conjuring word...
I have said before and I’ll say again, there are acquaintances 

difficult to explain. How I came to befriend the part-human 
hybrid representative of an alien people is not an account 
to drop casually into small talk. Clusters of detail—certain 
wheres and particular hows—must be suppressed for 
protection of individuals and locations ill served by scrutiny. 
In the long run such specifics are trivial anyway. The salient tell 
is that a history of my involvement with the core document 
of the Dvarsh is inextricably a history of my association with 
Jackanapes Plenty.

Suffice to begin with dark, empty streets late at night, 
a strange city. A moist chill discouraged the kind of long, 
meditative amble I often sought around that hour, but I had, 
nevertheless, answered reverie’s call and gone walking. From 
shadow to shadow between streetlights, an aspiring writer 
with nothing clear to say, an aspiring artist with no particular 
subject, watching my thoughts randomize and hoping thereby 
to discover something like inspiration, I wandered.

Damp gave teeth to the wind, and I ducked into an 
establishment of the sort one finds with lights still burning 
in vacant precincts during small hours. At first glance the 
karaoke tearoom, perhaps long ago a never prosperous 
diner, sheltered only a tired barista and a tone deaf singer. 
Gradually, almost grudgingly it seemed, a lone figure, 
huddled over the scarred composite surface of a booth 
in the farthest corner, emerged from the gloom. The tea 
jockey looked my way.
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Settling at the counter, I ordered bubble tea and sank 
forward onto elbows and into my thoughts. At least, I tried to 
sink. No sooner had tea bubbled before me than a resonant 
whisper came from that dark corner booth.

“Psst! Hey. Hey, bud. Over here.”
Turning, I saw a curious figure wave broadly.
My first impression of Jackanapes Plenty has never 

changed. A remarkably small man, at once wide and lean, he 
could almost pass on the sidewalk without drawing a second 
glance. Almost.

Take not me, for instance, but you, yourself. If you strolled 
along a street, watching your thoughts as thoughtful folk are 
wont to watch, Jack Plenty could almost pass within inches 
before an annoyed sense of rightness in the world yanked 
the reins of your mind.

“Wait a minute!” you might say. “That guy is really short!” 
Having said that, however, you might almost dismiss it.
Almost.
“Wait a minute!” you might also say. “That guy is really, 

really short.”
Even so, a really short, wide, lean man is just a short, 

wide, lean man.
And yet.
“Wait a minute. What? Ears...? Wait. I’m imagining 

things.”
Jack Plenty would almost pass from your world as 

dozens do every day before something in his proportions 
or carriage or features registered as other. At the very last 
instant possible to notice him passing it would occur to you 
that the guy going by right there so close you almost touch 
doesn’t look entirely—or, better, maybe say, “thoroughly”—
does not look thoroughly human.

But, almost.
When I mentioned this to Jack, he observed, “Ah, it’s the 

eyes. Not like your ordinary completely human eyes, I’ll say. 
Or maybe the ears.”
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To tell the truth, between the curly mass of hair bushing 
out from his frequent cap and the curly mass of beard bushing 
out from his jaw I had never been able to tell for sure if he 
really had pointed ears. His comment was an invitation to 
carefully look. Each came to an undeniable backswept peak, 
although not obtrusively so. In fact, his dewy, golden eyes 
were the more explicit oddities. There was a time I would 
have thought those eyes impossible.

Let’s not belabor his appearance. Jack Plenty looks as 
he looks, and it doesn’t take knowing him long before that 
appearance seems as natural as any other. If some day you 
encounter a very short, very wide, very lean little man with 
bottomless liquid eyes, skin the color of pecans and, well, 
subtly pointed ears, it may very well be Jack disappearing 
down the sidewalk as you murmur to yourself, “Wait a 
minute!...I seem to remember...Wait!...Something I came 
across...” That first night, as he waved me toward his booth, 
he struck me as “strange” but not alien. We had to talk a 
while before the real weirdness came out.

“Why’d you sit over there, Bud?”
He peered from under ruddy eyebrows when I stood 

beside him.
“You’re not paying attention. Your future starts in this 

booth. Have a seat.”
A slender book lay centered on the tabletop, the fingers 

of one of his small, powerful-looking hands resting casually 
on its vellum cover. With a quick double tap he drew my 
eyes.

“You should look at this.”
The small volume fit comfortably in my hand when I 

lifted it. Turning pages at random, I saw borders illuminated 
with lacing patterns and drawings of what looked to me like 
ghost clowns and feathered dinosaurs. The text of the book 
was rendered in a calligraphic script unlike any I had ever 
seen. The heading of each page featured pairs of symbols that 
appeared to be variations on stars and moons. Meeting the 
peculiar man’s expectant eyes I felt my brows rise in query.
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“Nod’s Way, we call it, Bud. Ancient oracle book of my 
folk, the Dvarsh. We also call it Hidden Dragon. Try this.”

From beneath the table he produced another version, 
this one displaying the words “Nod’s Way” prominently on 
the cover.

“My own translation.”
This copy proved to be in English of a sort, with pages 

adorned in a stripped down, less complex style than in the 
other. But while I could now tell the book consisted of a 
series of topical comments, its significance remained as 
mysterious as before. Even so, I felt drawn to it.

Opening the cover to the title page I read, “Nod’s Way, 
or Hidden Dragon: An Oracle of the Everyday in Thirty-six 
Auspices.”

 “Okay,” I told him. “I’ll bite. What is it?”
 “Told you, Bud. Ancient oracle book of the Dvarsh.”
 “Hold it.” I raised a hand to signal a time-honored halt. 

“That makes three.”
 “Three what?”
He morphed into a specimen of innocence.
“Three things you have to explain. First, who is Nod? 

Second, why Hidden Dragon? And, now, who are the 
Dvarsh?”

Jack ticked off fingers as he answered.
“Nod’s the clown, the Dvarsh are me and mine, and 

Hidden Dragon,” he flicked a third finger with emphasis, 
“Every one of us is Hidden Dragon.”

Call me a little slow (which Jack, in fact, subsequently 
has), but this explanation failed to enlighten.

“Nod’s the clown?” I echoed dubiously.
“Clown, right. And the Dvarsh are people. Not human 

people, but close.” He held up his hands a span apart to 
illustrate the nearness.

“Dvarsh and humans are what I guess you’d call 
congeneral, or maybe, whachacallit, congenial. Two species in 
the same genus. Peas in a pod. See what I’m saying?”

Somehow, he took my blank look for affirmation.
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“Good, see? Now Hidden Dragon. Hidden Dragon is 
something altogether else.”

Half rising, Jack interrupted himself, leaning from the 
booth to signal the barista. From where I sat his rapid 
semaphore of exaggerated expressions and complicated 
gestures made even less sense than his explanation of clowns 
and dragons, which is saying a lot. Plopped back down, he 
looked me squarely in the eye, and went on.

“Hidden Dragon is just busting to get out. Hidden 
Dragon is everything good...well, okay, maybe not everything 
good, but everything that brings us together. Like strength in 
numbers, the feeling of it, even when you’re alone. See what 
I’m saying?”

The strings of phrases washed past, exposing little 
substance as they went.

“Fine words,” I objected. “But what do they mean, 
really?”

At this moment the barista arrived with a dense, frothy 
beverage for Jack and another bubble tea for me. Whether 
he had understood the peculiar order or taken a lucky guess 
is a question I’ve never found the right algebra to decide. 
Once in a while I still wonder about it. Whichever the case, 
the server’s presence was little deterrent to Jack’s attempt 
at education. While stamping his chop on the tab he leaned 
into the table conspiratorially.

“Hidden Dragon is holding three aces and a pair of kings 
and knowing you could still lose.”

“Okay,” I conceded. “That’s the start of an illustration.”
This remark provoked a stare from the character across 

the booth that narrowed wordlessly to the near edge of 
criticism. Suddenly, Jack threw wide his arms.

“Hidden Dragon is the secret escape hatch!” he 
proclaimed. “It can take a joke!” Leaning close, he dropped 
his voice and confided, “Hidden Dragon doesn’t sweat the 
small stuff.”

A dismissive wave underlined the point as he went on. 
“It’s the power within that you could use if the situation 
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demanded. Hidden Dragon is what you have to watch if you 
get out of hand.”

Snatching the book from my hands, he flipped it open, 
apparently at random, to flash a page in my direction. The 
heading read, “Modesty.”

“The world,” Jack intoned professorially, “is where 
Hidden Dragon tries to live but mostly doesn’t.”

As I was about to press, he forestalled more questions, 
stretching a hand, loosely closed, in my direction.

“Here. Take these.”
Three black dice fell into the palm I extended. Two were 

eight-sided, reproducing the moon and star symbols from 
the book. The third was a cube with four faces blank. It had 
symbols on two opposing sides, a ring on one and a bar on 
the other. I rattled them in the cup of my fingers.

“Go on,” he encouraged. “Throw.”
I let the dice fall on the table. Both of the eight-sided 

came up with star symbols. The cube came up blank.
“Daystar and Nova on the companions, nothing on the 

odd,” he told me. “ ‘Perseverance’. Go ahead. Look it up.”
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Some history of Nod’s Way

That was my introduction to Nod’s Way, the Dvarsh and 
Jackanapes Plenty. The Dvarsh, as Jack told me and I came 
to believe, are an ancient people of Earth. They are closely 
related to humans but consider themselves a distinct species, 
although I have often wondered if the Dvarsh concept of 
species is the same as our own. They are, as they will tell 
you, the small, adept, cloistered people on whom many 
half-remembered human legends are based. They were co-
resident in this world until the ecological train wreck that is 
human culture threatened to overwhelm them. At that point 
they left, taking along a third people, a non-linguistic empathic 
species known in Dvarsh as the Thrm. My tongue barely gets 
around it, but Jack names them easily, pronouncing the term 
somewhat like “therm” and somewhat like “thrim.” These, he 
told me, are the basis for human legends of elves.

“Where’d they go?” I asked. “How’d they get there?”
“Don’t worry, Bud,” was his reply. “You’ll get the full 

scoop. We’ve got plans for you.”
If ever there was, that was a statement to set tiny 

paranoia bells ringing.
“Plans for me?” Not for the last time, my eyebrows 

climbed my forehead in disbelief. “I just happened to wander 
into an all night bubble tea karaoke parlor and you have 
plans for me?” I could feel suspicion knitting those elevated 
brows. “And who do you mean by ‘we?’”

He snorted.
“You’re cracking me up, Bud. ‘Just happened to wander!’ 

Hoo! Drink your beverage and pay attention.”
Thus began my entrainment.
According to the history and chronology imparted 

by Jack, the Dvarsh were literate tens of millennia before 
humans. Two hundred centuries ago they were already 
scratching down the inventories, recipes, instruction manuals, 
and angst-ridden adolescent diaries that formed earliest 
Dvarsh literature. At some moment in that far antiquity there 
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manifested among them an entity, Nod, who coalesced, in 
Jack’s phrase, “to liven things up and set ‘em straight.”

A wiki article I found later on the Consensanet offered 
this description of Nod:

Gynandrous Clown Hero/ine Teacher Fool, proponent 
of the way also known as Hidden Dragon. Tradition 
holds that Nod organized the eight signs into thirty-
six auspices and composed the primary images in 
the third year of the anteregnum of Lachrymose VII, 
scion of the Nil Dynasty, under the aegis of Mab 
XXIII. The central commentaries and the Bar and 
Ring determinations are familiarly thought to be late 
additions made by Nod before vanishing, but are 
almost certainly interpolations dating from the time 
of Boz’, great commentators on the way. It is said that 
after 700 years among the Dvarsh Nod vanished one 
morning in a puff of smoke. Even today, however, there 
are occasional unconfirmed sightings.

Or, as Jack’s cousin, Mathilde Rigidstick, explained it to 
me on another occasion, Nod is “a manifestation, some 
believe, of significant bases in potentiality, as ancient as time 
and wise in the permutations of the consensa. Nod gave us 
the core of the book and the two eight-sided dice known as 
The Companions.”

According to Mathilde, there may be no single origin for 
the central commentaries that follow the primary images. 
What is known is that these texts were fixed to present 
form sixteen thousand, four hundred eighty-two years ago 
by the Great Boz’, who also added the odd die and the 
ring and bar comments. The name, Boz’, is how the Dvarsh 
refer to an ascetic dyad, a monk and nun who lived in strict, 
unbroken monogamy, studying Nod’s Way and raising their 
children. When the youngest left home the parents began 
to teach, and it is their version of the book that became the 
basis of what has been handed down through the millennia.
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The Structure of Nod’s Way

In plan Nod’s Way is simple. Four different star symbols 
and four moon symbols are combined into thirty-six possible 
pairings, called auspices. These are arranged in an order 
determined by tradition. Nod, as Jack familiarly calls it, is both 
an oracle and a standard of conduct. Not to tell the future but 
to help clarify thought, the auspices may be consulted using 
special oracle dice. These consist of The Companions, two 
octahedral die each showing the glyphs of star and moon on 
its sides, and The Odd Die, a single cube with four sides blank 
and one side each showing the ring and bar respectively. 
When cast, the upper faces of the two octahedra provide 
the symbol combination that determines the responding 
auspice. The cube has significance only if either the “on” 
(bar) or “off ” (ring) symbols comes up, in which case the 
corresponding comment in the auspice should be read for 
additional insight. If a blank face is uppermost on the cube 
these comments are disregarded.

The Dvarsh calendar is divided into thirty-six tendays—
called “taz’zltsatuh” in the Dvarsh tongue—and five or, 
every fourth year, six intercalary days. Each tenday bears 
the name of a corresponding auspice in Nod. Calendrical 
correspondence may or may not have significance in the 
results for any particular query. It’s a factor the questioner 
alone can weigh.

At some point in the distant past a numerical value 
having nothing to do with either its order in the text or its 
calendrical correspondence was assigned to each auspice. 
Certain adepts use these values in a complex numerology I 
cannot pretend to understand. They are given in this edition 
because Jack insisted my copy must have all of Nod as it 
has come to be received regardless of whether a particular 
significance is clear to me or not. 



12

How to consult the oracle

Among the Dvarsh it is not uncommon to know all of 
Nod’s Way by heart, and some pepper their speech with it as 
if quoting scripture. Using it as an oracle is a form of charged 
observance, a way of remarking the ubiquity of chance. Many 
Dvarsh keep journals in which they note queries and casts, 
further enhancing the ritual’s potency.

Consultation of the oracle follows five steps:

Frame a query. Write it on a piece of paper or focus it 
clearly in your thoughts. The traditional formula is:

“Comment relevant to [subject of query].”

Charge the dice. Hold them as you focus on the query. 
Roll them gently against each other and clatter them 
lightly a time or two.
Take a few good, deep breaths.
Cast the dice.
Note the top face on each die and consult the indicated 
auspice.

Common Dvarsh practice is to cast three times for each 
query:

The first cast resonates with how an issue manifests in 
the world; in other words, how it appears or seems.
The second resonates with deep structures of the 
question or what is intrinsic but not necessarily apparent 
about its subject.
The third cast suggests inherent possibility.

“You absorb the three responses,” Jack explained. “Really 
squazzle ‘em together, even if just for one slow, sluggish pause 
between the beats. And then you go with your instincts.”

•

•

•
•
•

•

•

•
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About this edition

With my instincts. That is what I have gone with here. My 
instincts have told me to put Nod’s Way into this world, the 
sphere of my people, humans. Well, actually, it was Jackanapes 
Plenty and his cousins, Mathilde and Ekaterina Rigidstick, 
who put me up to this. “I told you we’ve got plans for you, 
Bud,” Jack insisted, and it appears that indeed they had. The 
ultimate idea is that I’ll learn Nod’s Way the way Dvarsh 
children do, copying the calligraphy by hand and creating 
unique illuminations for the entire book. Eventually, under 
Jack’s direction, I’ll reproduce the ancient original in the native 
script of its received tongue and we’ll share THAT version 
of the work with humanity. Before that bright day, however, 
I have to study calligraphy and illustration, become fluent 
in the Dvarsh language, assimilate two hundred centuries 
of alien culture and grasp what Jack calls, “the stupendous 
dynamic wholeness sort of vibration kind of thing.” I believe 
it will be a work produced by stages.

In the meantime, offered with my first bare decoration, 
is this translation into more or less standard North American 
English by Mr. Jackanapes Plenty, with the light hand of 
your humble redactor supplying helpful gestures toward 
conformity with the vernacular. My sole liberty with the text 
has been to insert verses by Jack at the beginning of each 
of the “houses.” Over the years of our work together I have 
learned of the esteem his people hold for him as a poet. 
Indeed, among them he holds the title, “World Champion 
Poet,” and the clan of his mother, the Rigidstick, acclaims him 
their Bard. His own words seem fitting adornment to a work 
he has so lovingly tendered to his human kin. With these 
interpolations and a bit of finesse, I give you this ancient 
“isness of the old ones” as it was given to me.

Dzut!
Robert Stikmanz
Austin, Texas
6 July 2007





24

3. The Wild

Half Phase and Dark of the Moon. The Wild 

takes new shape wherever it puts down root.

As vast as a forest and as small as flowers 

crept from pavement cracks, the Wild is 

Hidden Dragon alive in the world. Where it is 

not seen it waits to spring up again. Cultivating 

the Wild within, Nod discovers webs of clarity 

and strength.



25

The Wild must be fostered and 

defended. In defending the Wild 

one defends oneself.

Remember, the necessity of your 

process may be total disruption. 

You must yourself become Wild. 

This is complete opportunity

September 2 to September 11
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6. Decisive Action

The Full Moon is a clear mind. The Crescent 

is a blade that slices through past restraints.

A clear mind acts calmly, without haste nor 

delay. First Nod sheds assumptions and 

observes, then proceeds with confident 

purpose.



31

When diligent action is called for, 

avoid what is excessive or rash.

You may be called to alter 

everything, so adaptability and a 

sharp eye are required.

October 13 to October 22
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10. The Guardian

Bright of the Moon to Bright of the Moon. 

Through all the cycles the Guardian abides.

For Nod, stewardship is care of the garden 

and defense of the wild. The Guardian is a 

steward among people. Stewardship feeds 

Hidden Dragon. The Guardian scratches the 

Dragon’s belly.
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Do not become attached to 

what comes and goes, but cleave 

to what abides. 

Steady on course. Deflect the 

surging past while what comes 

next emerges.

April 23 to May 2






