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Soclose.Soclosethathecould tasteit. All the hounds
of Day were baying like a brass band behind him and
ahead — around the corner, across the crumbling over-
pass — lay Night.

Velesmadealast, wild dash down theroad asthesun
broke the horizon behind him and he sprinted through
the dyin¢ shadows. He darted across the street to
a chorus of honking¢ horns and squeal-
ing tires as morning commuters
slammed on their brakes and
cursed in Spanish and English
and Russian behind him.

He heard ¢lass shat-

ter and yelling, and

still the do¢s were

after him. He dared

one wild ¢lance

back, seein¢ the cop-

per-hided  Beasts,

their ¢old teeth

bared,  leaping

from car to mov-

ing car — a ¢an¢ of thugs

to mortal eyes but terrifying

monsters to Veles's more re-

fined sight — and sweeping up

behind him like the sun at high noon.

With a wail, he put his back to them, ric-
ocheting off a lamppost as he swung around
the corner of SW 8th, and longed for wings. Alas,
wings weren't his style.

The Beasts of the Sun took him down 20 feet from
Collos Ochos overpass. Twenty feet from treaty-sworn
refuge. The pile of them tumbled, Veles shrieking defi-
ance, into a newspaper kiosk before the Guardian of the
Found Path caught up to his fleet-footed hounds and
dragged Veles into the nearest alley. The iron sides of a
Dumpster rang like a ¢on¢ as Doco, the Day patrol’s thug-
¢ish ¢uardian, picked Veles up like a ra¢ doll and flung
him into it. The lid crashed down, and he was in tempo-
rary, reeking darkness. Iron stun¢ like poison against
his skin, and Veles strug¢led to his knees, pounding on
the sloped lid and cursing — in between his pleas — the
Day patrol, and everyone they knew. The iron broke his
curses, making them empty words. One of the Day patrol
pounded on the side, making the whole Dumpster ring
and Veles clutched his ears with a ¢roan. The Dumpster
rattled, trash rustling around him as his captors be-
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¢an shoving it out of the alley and to some destination

Veles knew he wouldn't like. He crouched on his knees

and fished out a tiny beetle carapace from the lining of

his rag¢ed jacket and tucked it — ¢rimacing at the bit-

ter taste — into his cheek. Then he waited, crooked teeth

bared, for opportunity.

They didn't take him far, and consider-

ing the run-down neighborhood they

were in, Veles ¢uessed his unlikely

carriage had been wheeled into

one of the many abandoned

warehouses. ~ Warehouses

were ¢ood places to do bad

things, and Veles

knew that no mortal

law would trouble

themselvesaboutany

overheard  screams

around here. And

his allies in the

Night would not

cross Collos Ochos

overpass when the sun

was in the sky. His living,

and dying, would depend

on his wits and the followers

of the Sun. Perhaps he would throw

himself on their mercy. After all, wasn’t

the Day Court a shining symbol of justice and

for¢iveness? Veles’s lips stretched in a thin smile. He'd

¢amble on his own quick wits before he'd trust the Day
for anything besides a kick in the ass.

“— and look what the Easter Bunny brought us to-
day!"Thelid flipped up,and blinded by the $lare of morn-
ing sun, Veles was hauled up by hisshirt collar by a hand
easily the size of his head. It was Doco, of course, smiling
that Iong, long smile and holding Veles off the floor with
those long, lon¢ arms. Veles fumbled in his jacket only to
be shaken viciously by Doco until he sagged, dizzy and
limp in Doco’s choking ¢rip.

“Yeah and you can kiss my fuzzy tail,” Veles mum-
bled as his vision cleared again. He knew Doco, and the
Day Court’s top thu¢ knew Veles, too. Not too well. That
was key. Just well enough to say... recognize each other.
Plus a jacket like Veless, the Wayward Path stitched on
thesleeve with the open pride that only a few of the Moon
Court risked, that drew watchful eyes of the Sun Court.
Veles knew that he was a little too cocky, but sometimes




that served him well. Not so well other times. The Beasts
that had brought Veles down circled the warehouse rest-
lessly, ¢lancing over at Doco every now and then, to see if
they'd get a chance to sink their teeth into a little Night-
side flesh. Veles hun¢ limply from Doco’s hand and tried
not too twitch too temptingly.

“Can'’taguy bea little late on curfew?” Veles whined,
dark ¢aze shifting from Doco to the rising light spilling
through the dusty warehouse windows, to the Beasts and
then to the long¢ iron chain dangling from a second story
beam. The hook on the end was mottled red with what he
sincerely hoped was only rust. “A little drunk on ¢ood,
sun-loving wine, maybe a little lost?”

“I might be better convinced if it wasn't the
Night Court’s spymaster wig¢ling in my
hands like...” Doco’s unexpect-
edly cultured voice trailed off
into a speculative hum. “A ten-
derspring lamb.”

When Doco
¢rinned at Veles, he
showed off every
tooth, all of them
filed to a point and
¢leaming with ¢ood
care. Veles wondered
how long¢ the O¢re
spent in front of
his mirror, brushing
and flossing and polishing
those ¢nashing teeth. Veles
couldn't help his flinch. “I'm
tougher than Ilook,” he said.

Veles twisted suddenly, seizing
the moment that Doco looked complacent.
Veles'sshoulder joint popped as he slipped free
of hiscoatand Doco’s huge hands. He dropped to the floor
like oil, crunching down on the bug shell in his mouth,
then spat the crushed beetle onto the floor. The act was
hidden by sudden, inky clouds. Veles was scrambling for
the door and his knife, even as the ¢oblin gloom welled
up like an sudden tide, drowning the morning sunlight,
stinging eyes and skin like biting ¢nats.

It more than stung the blessed idiots of the Sun Court.

“Damn the Night!” Doco bellowed like a sacrificial
bull and stomped blindly on the ¢round, like he was
crushing ants, cracking the concrete floor. Veles slipped
like an eel between the Captain’s legs, dashing for the
nearest hope of freedom under the cover of the false night
he'd thrown. The Beasts were baying, wailing as the false
midnightstung theirsenses and tarnished their polished
hides, but as Veles sprinted for escape, he outran his own
sheltering dark and two of the Beasts fell on him like
dogs on deer.
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Veles screamed like a deer, too, when teeth and clawed
hands tore his leg from hip to ankle, shredding his cheap
polyester trousers and the skin beneath. He sprawled into
askid that kicked up dust and trash, leaving a trail of thin
blood behind, then flipped onto his back like a beetle with
an ink-black blade in his hands. The darkness he'd con-
jured continued to spread; he and the Beasts skirmished
brieflyinanunnatural twilightattheed$e of the cloud. But,
weapon or not, Veles knew he'd do no walking out of here
— he couldn’t even stand. So he lashed out with his narrow
blade, tracing a line along the face of the nearest Beast, leav-
ing a rising red streak of blood behind. The Beast howled at
the pain, shaking away the blinding blood and snapping at

Veles as he tried to use the opening to dod¢e past
the changeling. Two feints later, and it was
too late. The dark had faded under the
¢rowing sunlight, and Doco was
stomping over to the corner Veles
was crouched in. He curled
around hisinadequate weap-
on and snarled.
“Not so clever for
the so-called Shad-
ow on the Wayward
Path” Doco mused,
staring down at
Veles. He was hard-
ly rumpled, camel
hair coat smooth, tie
— with the pearly moun-
tain tie-tack — just slightly
askew. His eyes were still red
and weeping from the irritating
cloud thoug¢h, as if he were crying
over the task ahead. For all that Doco was
a ¢reedy-guts Ogre, he always dressed well, like
an oversize over-the-hill football player turned used car
salesman. Which was exactly what his mortal facade
was: selling second-rate cars to stupid, unseeing people.

Veles sneered, despite kneeling in a pool of his own
blood. His own mortal persona was less savory,and he had to
benearlyaswary of mortal law as he did of falling afoul of the
Day Court. Buthe'd chosen thelife of a blackmailer over ¢rov-
eling at the feet of fat soccer moms and mortalsalarymen, ev-
ery time. But neither cars (unless there was a fast getaway just
waiting for him, alon¢ with a few allies with Kalashnikovs)
nor a few dirty pictures were $oing to save him now.

“Maybe because I'm not out and about to make trou-
ble!" Velessnarled in desperate exasperation. “Maybe be-
cause I was out bouncing my ¢irl and maybe lost track of
the time and late to crawl back in my hole!”

“Maybe so,” Doco said. “Maybe not. We'll visit that
question again, in ¢ood time. String him up!” The last to
the Beasts who closed in.
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Veles's knife work was more suited to back alleys and
sleeping throats than a half-dozen Lost with teeth like
daggers and the instincts of rabid wolves. But a cornered
rat doesn't complain or be¢, he snarls and snaps and uses
teeth and kicks and eye-g¢ouges until he’s pinned down
with a knee in his back, his blade shattered on the ¢round
and the rumbling ¢rowl of a Beast in his ear. Hot breath
stirred Veles’s lank hair. “You shoulda brushed your teeth
this morning,” Veles ¢asped, just before the Beastslammed
Veles's head against the concrete — Doco shouted angrily
at that bit of initiative — then drag¢ed him over to the
hook dan¢ling from the ceiling.

It cast a sharp shadow in the bright sunlight. Doco had
chosen well, exposure to the sunlight would add one more
misery to Veles's really, very bad, terrible day. They bound his
wrists with plastic ties — popular with torturers everywhere
— then Doco lifted him like a doll and hung him on the hook.
Veles' fingers immediately began to tingle as his circulation
was cut off, he twitched a couple of times, testing the bonds.
Too tight even for him. His ¢lance fell on one of the Beasts, a
carnivorous-looking woman with a cruel ¢ouge across her
forehead and her steady, predatory stare fixed on him. Veles
$otthe impression thatthird time would be the charm.If that
Beast caught him again, no yelling from the Sun Court’s cap-
tain would stop her from rippin¢ out his ¢uts. Doco wiped
Veless blood from his hands fastidiously with a handker-
chief. Veles found himself thinking that small mundane ges-
ture was more fri¢htening than the sotto-voiced ¢growls from
the Beasts around them.

“I hear tell that you've ¢ot no taste for iron,” Doco said.
He pulled a small travel case from his pocked, unzipped it
and drew out a wedge of dull iron. It was true iron, not steel,
and cold forged, kept from rusting only throu¢h Doco’s
tender care. Veles knew Doco’s tools, and he knew what the
O¢re could do with them, ¢iven time and inspiration. Doco
handled the little tool — a fra¢gment from an antique plow
— with leather ¢loves and respect. Jokes aside, he fared no
better than Veles under the touch of cold iron.

Veles hissed in real panic. “Kill me, and you've ¢ot a
war on your hands!”

Doco smiled. “Who said anything about killing, little
man? A little mutilation mi¢ht improve your looks any-
way. Do you want to start with the top or the bottom?”

Doco brushed the ed¢e of the hand-sharpened blade
alon¢ Veles's torn trousers. His blood smoked where it
touched.

“No, no, nonono!” Veles keened, arching and flapping
like a fish on the line. He'd not wanted to break so soon.
He'd hoped to carry this ¢ame a little further, but he'd
been promised — no cold iron. But here it was, someone
else hadn’t done theirpart of the job, and he hadn’t si¢ned
up to be crippled. Nor could he afford to let the iron touch
hisflesh — it would cut through false seemings and ¢oblin
magics as easily asskin.
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“No?” Doco murmured and he sounded disappoint-
ed. “No, what, my enemy?”

Veles spat at Doco, whose face flushed dark with
rage as spittle marred his coat. “I'll spill my ¢uts, damn
you, butI won't call you sir!”

“Brave words for a black snake who blubbers like a
baby before he'’s even been touched!”

Blood dripping from the toe of one shoe, hun¢ like
¢ame before a Lost who'd taken a taste of flesh a time or
two in his past, and staring down the unmerciful enmity
of cold iron, Veles snarled. He cursed his own oaths, which
had put him here, and the whole chess game — pawns and
knights, queens and kings — between the Sun and the dev-
il-be-dammed Moon that made his world ¢o round.

“Ask me your questions,” Veles demanded. “And I'll
answer true, without tasting iron. My name on it.”

Doco frowned like a child denied his toy. Veles ¢rit-
ted his teeth on the insult on his lips. If he angered the bi¢
Lost too much, he'd lose this ¢ame.

“You break easy, little man.” Doco rumbled.

“I'm saving myself for a better torturer” Veles
couldn't stop himself from saying and squealed when
Doco stepped closer. “I swear! | swear on my name! God’s
blood, man, take the deal!”

Docoshook his head with asi¢h. “Youre notshowing
much pride for the Moon Court, little man. Be sure I'll be
sharing this bit of cowardice back at the hold to everyone
who cares to listen. Swear then, Veles Dubnov, on your
name and earn a safe skin and mockery for it.”

Veles would have shrugged, if he could. He didn’t care
what kind of reputation the Moon Court’s spymaster had.
He cared to ¢et hisjob done and ¢et out of here with hisfalse
skinintact. And he wasn'ttroubled abouta name oath — for
it wasn't his name he mouthed back to Docoin a promise as
false as his current seeming. “I swear on the name of Veles
Dubnov, to be put to the question and speak the truth.”

“So, were you out for a fine time with a ¢irl?” Doco
looked Veles up and down, lip curled, as if he doubted
Veles could get a ¢irlin the first place. Veles didn't think a
man who filed his teeth had much room to comment.

“Oh, it was a fine ¢irl I found on this night.” Veles
smirked as best he was able with a black eye blooming
on his face and blood dripping off his shoes. “Voice like
honey, heart like steel, it's no surprise I was out too late.”
That suited the Queen of Morning well enough and even
had the benefit of being, in its own fashion, true. A little
truth to sweeten the lie, that’s what his Keeper had taught
him and Veles had learned his lessons well.

“And so the Moon Court'sspymaster wasout late just
to get [aid?”
Veles was thin-lipped and silent.

“Answer me or answer to your name!” Doco bel-
lowed, making the ¢lass rattled in the windows.
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“No,” Velessaid sullenly. “By my name, it's more than
a girl that kept me out pastsunbreak.”

“And what, pray tell, brought you out from under
your rock in the day?” Doco leaned closer. “In violation
of the treaty?”

Veles tried a last, weasely smile but quickly let his
tongue wa$. He had a fine tale to spin for Doco, the up-
standing Guardian of the Found Path; lies like spidersilk
—fineand lovely and stron¢ assteel —towraparound the
Ogre who was too honest and too stubborn to please the
Sun Court. Doco took his tasks to heart, and he'd sworn
to uphold the treaty between the Sun and the Moon. He'd
happily beat the Night Court’s own spymaster — or so he
believed Veles to be — to a bloody pulp, But Doco'd no
more break the treaty than he'd eat his own thumb.

The Queen of Morning, the woman who ruled the
Day Court, wanted a war, and she wanted an army by
her side to wage it. An army needs a captain, and no one
— under either Sun or Moon — could deny that Doco was
a military ¢enius. But he could be a stubborn tool. The
Queen hadn't been able to bring the O¢re to heel with
sweetwords,or bribery orcommands.And soshe'd called
her spymaster, the dark man who lurked at the heart of
the White Court, serving in the shadows they disdained,
loyal to the Sun Court and suspected by all.

‘When Doco was done with Veles, he left Veles hanging.
Ittook him morethan an hourtofree himself, and when he
was done, his hands were blue, bloody and numb. He shed
the ¢oblin mask two alleys over, and the clothes he'd made
in mockery of the real Veles Dubnov's cheap polyester suit
was replaced by his normal innocuous jeans and Polo
shirt. He washed the last of Veles down the drain, hair dye
to hide his white locks and contacts to turn his eyes true
black instead of blood red. Everyone knew that the Sun
Court’s spymaster had blood eyes, but the spymaster of
the Moon Court’s were black. Otherwise, many whispered
snidely, they were much the same. Last of all, he slipped his
wallet back into his clothes and took back his real name
— Zoran Milchuk, Darkling sworn to the Sun Court.

It had been easy enough, once the Beasts of Doco’s
patrol agreed to keep quiet about the Dayside taste of
Zoran’s blood, to mimic the actions, language and sar-
casm of Veles. Zoran rubbed his face, where a rash much
like Doco’s had broken out when he was exposed to the
¢oblin dark he'd bought to mimic the Night Court’s pow-
ers. Finding a way to imitate that had been quite a trick
— and an expensive one, too. But darkness was the Night
Court’s way just as light was the Day's. If Zoran hadn’t
been able to mimic that, he'd have never been able to con-
vince Doco he was truly Veles.

Zoran wondered, as he jogged back to the hold to let
the Queen of Morning know her war was coming, if Veles
Dubnov had felt Zoran lie in his name.
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The winter i made and Jyou fave fo bear it

.th‘M
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e winfer web, e winfer woven, wind and wind,
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For all the tHoughily of rummer HAF go with i
In e wind, pupa of ffraw, moppet of ragy.. ..
— WALLACE S'I‘EVENS, "THE DWARE”

Winter is a season of concealment and revelation.
When the snows come, they obscure the outlines of the
land itself, providing a softer surface that conceals the
many individual variations underneath. But at the same
time, winter is a season of dead grass and leafless trees. For-
ests seem stricken to their skeletons, and are no protection
against the cold wind.

The Lost are creatures of a similar duality. The Mask
protects them at all times, and yet it doesn’t conceal them
from their fellow changelings. They see through the snows
to the bare branches underneath, and what they see there
is a collection of beautiful scars. The marks of their abduc-
tion and durance weigh on them all, and it is up to the
changeling to decide whether to hide them when he can or
to bear them proudly.

This is a book about those scars: the seemings and
kiths of the Lost, and the near-infinite variety that marks
them. Winter Masques is a book that emphasizes diversity.
It should contain everything you need to show the Lost at
their most beautiful and grotesque, and to capture whichev-
er of the thousands upon thousands of stories from around
the world suit you best.

A MULTITUDE OF MASKS

The title of this book could easily have been Winter
Masks, and it would have been about as appropriate. This
book is about masks and masques alike, albeit in the meta-
phorical sense.

Where the first part is concerned, this book is about
the multitude of faces that changelings may exhibit, each
one different from the next. A seeming is like a mask that
cannot be removed — it is the new and changed nature of
a changeling, and in some ways her true face. But just as
an old woman can look into the mirror and see the hints
of the young woman she used to be, a changeling looks at
her altered features and remembers the human that used to
lie underneath. The choice to accept this new mask as her
own true face or to pursue the face of the woman that lies

under it is the classic dilemma of the Lost. But the mask has
its own ideas. It grants special blessings as well as claiming
a certain cost.

Concerning the second part, this book is about
masques, particularly in the definition of a masked ball or
revel. A seeming or kith is not something spontaneously
generated or worn in a vacuum. It bears with it a number
of social ties by implication. Two Beasts attend a freehold
gathering. Even if they know one another as rivals, they
share a certain closeness that is possible only among mem-
bers of their seeming. They have both been reduced to the
animal-mind and fought their way back to a largely human
mind. The kinship between changelings of a similar seem-
ing is one of the basic blocks of Lost society. Where Court
is a matter of choosing one’s friends and allies, seeming is
about the ties you possess that are beyond your control.

VARIECATED SPLEANDORS

The core goal of this book is variety. Variety keeps
things fresh. It’'s why we are attracted to the exotic, even if
the exotic is perfectly familiar to someone else. And thus
there’s a need for a large number of character options. Some
of these options may be new rules options, such as new kiths
or Contracts. These allow you to take a character concept
and refine it more along the lines of what she can actively
do; the Elemental who focuses largely on Contracts of the
Elements will have a capability that is different from the
Elemental who is more interested in pursuing Contracts of
Communion. A new kith blessing may be just the thing to
make a character concept pop. (And to cut down on poten-
tial buyer’s remorse, there are optional rules for changing a
kith provided here in case one of the new kiths really was
perfect for an existing character concept.)

Other options are more cosmetic, but no less potent
for affecting the story. They may be options to diversify
a character’s fae mien; certainly not all Gravewights look
alike, despite their common thread of deathly characteris-
tics. They may be further elaborations on the changeling’s
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durance and Keeper. They might involve ways to incorpo-
rate multicultural folklore into a chronicle. With the tools
provided here, for instance, the Lost population of a city’s
Chinatown may become rather more distinct from the in-
heritors of a European tradition. Or not. It depends on what
you feel works best.

Of course, variety is nothing without structure. If you
don’t have a framework for the many ideas that can take
over a game, then nothing really has any ties to anything
else. Kiths remain evocative of the seemings that spawn
them, reaffirming the bonds between changelings who
share those seemings. (Unless you decide to play around
with that rule, but... well, more on that later.)

MULTICULTURALISM

One of the core assumptions of Changeling: The Lost
is that fae things work in much the same way around the
world. The Others are the Others, even if one resembles an
American urban legend when haunting the streets of Mi-
ami and another is reminiscent of a Tibetan demon when it
goes hunting for prey at the roof of the world. The concepts
of durance and transformation are the same, and a change-
ling must push his way through the Thorns in similar fash-
ion no matter where his home may be.

This approach has a number of strengths. Not least
among these is the idea that almost any legend can be made
flesh if you see fit without actually having to come up with a
new culture or race of supernatural beings, which allows you
to tweak demographics as you see fit. If a player is interested
in emulating a leanhaun sidhe in the relationship between
a beautiful yet vampiric True Fae and the Leechfinger or
Fairest she abducted, she can do so without the Storyteller
having to worry about establishing a tradition of leanhaun
sidhe. There’s no need to figure out just how many there
need to be in the world to be able to pass on their legend-
ary ways: one is enough, and more can be added to taste.
In fact, considering the psycho-vampiric nature of the True
Fae, the presence of a changeling or Other that resembles
a particular creature out of legend doesn’t have to rule out
other, non-fae variants appearing in the World of Darkness.
A Beast and his Keeper could easily be akin to werewolves,
even if they are very different from the actual shapeshift-
ers who spawned the Gentry’s fascination with wolves and
the moon. The only limit is the preferences of the troupe,
which is as it should be.

But things can change as you move from culture to cul-
ture. Much of the material on seemings and kiths empha-
sizes how to invoke that global flavor as you see fit. As the
mechanic of the Runnerswift is a constant, the forms that
Beast will take change, from simple changes of animal (a
gazelle in Africa, a kangaroo in Australia) to inspirations
out of folklore (the European unicorn and the Japanese ki-
rin). Even the Court systems themselves can change to rep-
resent how the four seasons are not as important (or even

a meteorological constant) wherever you go. This book cel-
ebrates that variety as well. The world should be your oyster,
and here we provide the tools to crack it open.

How TO USE THIS BOOK

The Prologue: Shell Game is a story about Winter as
the changelings see it — the time of deception and masks,
only set in a land where other Courts rule.

Chapter One: Six Masks concerns itself with the six
seemings, those core archetypes that showcase a change-
ling’s experiences in Faerie. Each seeming is explored in
more detail, with an eye for providing more plot hooks
and background ideas. You'll find Merit and derangement
tendencies, an exploration of how they fit into human and
Lost society and more ideas concerning their durance and
the strange realms of Arcadia that bred them. Each seem-
ing also receives a new Affinity Contract list to play with
— territorial Beasts can explore the Contracts of the Den,
tinkering Wizened may indulge in Contracts of Animation
and more.

Chapter Two: A Hundred Cousins specializes in the
kith. What does it mean to be kithless, and can the state
be outgrown? What are the kiths like? How do you design
your own? Here you'll find answers to these questions. Each
of the core kiths receives more in-depth treatment discuss-
ing potential origins, problems, places in folklore and even
frailties they might develop. A number of new kiths for each
seeming are also provided to round out your chronicle. Fi-
nally, we present a number of optional rules for using kiths
in your game — shedding them, changing them, even add-
ing multiple kiths to a single character. The material here
should be easy to work into existing chronicles as you go.

Chapter Three: The Thousand Courts goes even far-
ther afield — literally. This chapter moves away from simple
seeming and kith to discuss how different changelings can
be around the world. The chapter opens by discussing the
basics of mining myth and folklore to create multicultural
Changeling concepts (and because we can’t help ourselves,
there are a few new sample kiths based on specific cultur-
al myths as examples). Global variety of pledges and the
Hedge are also discussed. This chapter also covers social
variety as well: here you'll find discussion of alternate Court
systems you can use in place of the rotating seasonal Courts
presented in the core book. The two sample systems pro-
vided — the Asian directional Courts and the Eastern Eu-
ropean Courts of Night and Day — can be imported into
your chronicle as is, or you can tweak them as you see fit.
Finally, three entitlements from various cultures are also
provided, each one with the possibility to influence your
game as much as youd like to let it.

The orchestra has begun to play. The masquers are se-
lecting their partners. Snow is falling softly outside. Won’t
you choose a mask, and join the dance?
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fell in love with her when she brought around that baseball bat
and cracked Mag¢oty Jim right in the middle of his damn
forehead. Yeah, some of it was circumstance. Angel out of
nowhere, coming to the rescue. But damn, what a woman.

Wouldn't have thought she was my type, not way back when.
I had a thing for skinny little blondes, kind of a holdover from
high school and all my “defile the cheerleaders” fantasies.
Angel here — tall and broad-shouldered, black hair, skin like
coffee, only all bronze-like. Genie and the ¢oblin, that must
have been what we looked like.

Jim hit the ¢round, sort of bounced in this way you wouldn't
figure a skinny ¢uy like him would, and then he was running
on all fours. She threw that bat right after him, and caught him
on the shoulder, and then he was running on all threes. Fucking
hilarious, only I wasn't laughing at the time, I was kind of just
holding my arm.

She bends over me to see if 'm okay, and I had to be looking
at her like she was some kind of $§oddess. She asks how my arm
is, and I say I've had worse, and she helps me up. So like the
¢iant dumb asshole I am, then I ask her why she did it.
sy She just looked at me and smiled, those gor¢eous pearly

canines coming down just the ri¢ht len¢th, and said, “Mostly
because I've suspected Mag¢oty Jim of privateering for a couple of months, and I've
been waiting for an excuse. And besides. .. youre kin."

You want to know why I don’t mind being called an O¢re any more? Because if
that woman’s an O¢re, then being an Ogre’s as $ood as it ¢ets. Fuck the so-called
Fairest right in the ear. They don't hold a candle to my angel.
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[ prefer winfer and fall, when Jou feel e bone ffructure of Hie landrcape,
the lonelinegr of it e dead feeling of winfer.
50@9?@@ warlp beneaff if — e whole ﬂor‘g)i doern ¥ phow.
—ANDREW WYETH

THE NATURE
OF SEEMINGS

The six seemings and their various kiths define who a
changeling is in much the same way that a mortal’s appear-
ance, physical capabilities and life experiences define who
he is. Changelings’ seemings determine the nature of the
physical changes they underwent in Arcadia and how they
interact with other mortals, Lost and the physical world.
Almost all Darklings feel most at home at night, the vast
majority of Wizened enjoy working with their hands and
many Fairest are attractive and good at interpersonal in-
teractions. A changeling’s seeming also obviously effects
how others react to her, and this effect applies to other Lost
and to ordinary mortals. Even mortals who cannot see what
a changeling really looks like still notice that most Ogres
tend to be large, muscular individuals and that the majority
of the Wizened are very good with their hands.

However, a great deal of the expectations mortals and
other Lost have about the member of a particular seeming are
based upon nothing more than stereotypes and generaliza-
tions. Despite being widely regarded as stupid, some Ogres are
avid fans of opera and 16th-century English literature, just as a
goodly number of Fairest have absolutely no interest in either
gourmet food or fine wine. Many of these stereotypes are based
upon assumptions that are often true, but that need not be so.
Just because someone is a Darkling does not mean that she
enjoys scaring people, just as the fact that someone is one of
the Fairest has nothing to do with whether that person has
the social and cultural training of a member of the wealthy or
the upper-middle class. A loud, working-class party girl or a shy
musician who only seems to come alive when he is performing
can both be Fairest. Similarly, a gruff, assertive no-nonsense
cop can be a Wizened as easily as a shy computer geek.

Seemings are very like any other set of unusual physical
capacities — just because someone is in a wheelchair doesn’t
mean that person cannot be a highly competitive athlete,
and someone who is extremely tall and muscular need not
be interested in athletics or disinclined to pursue intellectual
pursuits. Seemings help determine what a changeling can
do, but need not have anything to do with the choices the
changeling makes in how to use these capabilities. However,
even this generalization is only part of the complex truth
about seemings. More than anything else, a seeming deter-
mines what a changeling’s experiences in Arcadia were like,
and these experiences usually have a profound affect on the
choices the changeling makes once she is free.

Even if another member of the Lost knows nothing else
about a particular changeling, the Lost knows that a Beast
spent much or all of his time in Arcadia as an instinct-driven
animal, in mind and likely in body, just as one of the Wiz-
ened underwent torments that are difficult for anyone who
did not experience them to imagine. Also, while some Fae
realms were inhabited by a wide variety of the Lost, in most
only members of a single seeming were present, and even
where multiple seemings were present, their treatment and
experiences were often quite different. Although humans
who were transformed into Fairest and Beasts may have been
abducted and taken to the same realm, the first served as the
servants, squires and concubines to their inhumanly beauti-
ful Fae mistresses, while the Beasts were housed in kennels
and only let out as hunting animals when the Fae ventured
out on their lengthy and exotic hunts.

The common experiences shared by members of the
same seeming create a level of understanding that transcends
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the differences in the details of their experiences and the na-
ture of their kith. Both an Earthbones and a Fireheart know
what it is like to become a force of nature in a way that is dif-
ficult or impossible for any other mortal or any Lost belong-
ing to another seeming to understand. Similarly, all Fairest,
regardless of why they were abducted or what they were asked
to do in Arcadia, understand the power of the expectations
that they perfectly perform their assigned roles and the terror
they all felt when they failed to do so.

THE NATURE OF
THE SEEMINCS

One of the longest debates among theoretically inclined
changelings is whether seemings and kiths are simply some-
thing imposed upon those who are abducted or if the Fae
abduct people who already possess certain traits that make
them especially suitable for transformation into one of the
various seemings and perhaps even into a specific kith of that
seeming. Most of the Lost prefer to think of their lives, per-
sonalities and actions before their abduction as having noth-
ing to do with what happened to them, in an effort to avoid
thinking that they may in some way be responsible for what
happened to them. Unfortunately, to at least some degree,
this is untrue. No one knows why a Fae abducts one singer
or violinist and transforms her into one of the Fairest and
ignores someone more skilled at either art, or what makes
one large muscular person a suitable choice for becoming an
Ogre and many others not. Most suspect that chance or the

incomprehensible whims of the Fae have much to do with
these decisions. However, more often than not, a person who
is abducted and transformed into a Dancer of the Fairest is
more graceful than average and had at least some skill at
dancing or other movement before her abduction, just as a
Gargantuan Ogre may have been somewhat taller than aver-
age or unusually muscular well before he was abducted.

Too often, such talk can lead to accusations where
changelings blame themselves, or occasionally others who en-
couraged various behaviors, for their abduction. Some Dark-
lings fear that the fact that they often dressed in black was the
cause of their abduction, just as many Fairest privately blame
themselves for some moment of overweening pride that the
Fae observed, which caused the Darklings to be “chosen.” The
strong reactions many of the Lost have to any claim that they
are “to blame” for their abductions has lead to a widespread
policy among many changelings to avoid talking openly about
this topic. When some new member of a Court or freehold asks
about such matters, many polite changelings deny the truth of
any such suspicions while also doing their best to indicate that
it is best not to openly discuss such topics, because doing so
can cause strong emotional reactions among many of the less
stable changelings. Needless to say, this leads to the odd situ-
ation in which few openly discuss the fact that simply looking
at photographs of changelings before they were abducted is oc-
casionally sufficient to guess which seemings, and sometimes
even which kiths, these individuals became.

Regardless of why a changeling is a member of a par-
ticular seeming, there is also a strong relationship between
temperament and seeming. While some Ogres may enjoy
various intellectual pursuits, when confronted with a diffi-
cult problem, most seek direct and highly physical solutions,
just as even the most optimistic and cheerful Darkling au-
tomatically looks for solutions involving retreat, stealth and
misdirection. Ultimately, the years or decades changelings
spent in Arcadia mentally and physically molded them into
representatives of their seemings and their kiths in ways
that affect their bodies and their thoughts and choices.

SEEMINCS AND KITHS

Although some, mostly newly escaped, changelings are
more focused on the details of physical appearance produced
by differences in kith, most Lost come to understand that the
differences between the kiths of a single seeming are more and
less important than the similarities shared by all members of a
single kith. One reason for this belief is that many Fae realms
contain changelings of different kiths who all belong to the
same seeming who are all treated in much the same way. Such
shared experiences are far more common among changelings
of different kiths of the same seeming than among changelings
of different seemings. To the Fae and the Beasts, the fact that
all the Beasts in a single Fae realm were hunting animals who
were kept in the same kennel and given the same rewards and
punishments was far more important than the fact that many
of these hunting animals were Hunterhearts, while others were
Skitterskulks or Windwings. Similarly, many of the lovely and
terrible Fae whom the Fairest served kept Dancers, Muses and
several other Fairest kiths, each of whom served the Fae as a
different sort of personal servant.

Some changelings joke about Firehearts and Water-
born or Hunterhearts and Runnerswifts being natural en-
emies, but the differences between these members of these
kiths are usually considerably fewer than the similarities
they share. However, just as all generalizations, this is not
always true. Some Fae enjoyed pitting Lost of different kiths
against one another in elaborate and brutally violent games.
Changelings with experiences like these often harbor a lin-
gering fear or hatred of a different kith of their seeming.
However, such feelings are considered impolite and wrong
by most changelings. The majority of changelings believe
that actions taken under orders from the Fae were in no
way the responsibility of the changeling, since refusing such
orders was occasionally impossible and always carried ex-
ceedingly dire and painful consequences.

There are a few societies or gangs where membership is
open only to members of a single kith, but most changelings
look askance at such organizations. Changelings aren’t nu-
merous enough to have that many Lost of a single kith in
an area without extenuating circumstances, and many con-
sider anyone who joins such a group to be either narrow-
minded or lacking important social skills. In contrast, while
most changelings regularly socialize with members of other
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seemings, some of the more timid or emotionally damaged
greatly prefer the company of their own seeming. Single-
seeming freeholds are not unknown, though they usually
find it harder to remain exclusive and still muster the num-
bers to properly defend themselves.

PREJUDICE, STEREOTYPES
AND SEEMINCS

The Lost are just as prone to prejudice and bigotry as
ordinary mortals, and just as with mortals, many of these at-
titudes and beliefs are based upon appearance. Differences
in seemings are one of the more common sources of bigotry.
Even in the face of evidence to the contrary, many of the
Lost assume that all Ogres are stupid, all Fairest are amoral
snobs and believe a variety of similar prejudices about other
seemings. Although most changelings have sufficient tact
and sense to only make such comments when not in the
presence of members of the seeming being denigrated or
stereotyped, bigotry rarely remains completely secret, and
tensions can easily rise. Different freeholds deal with these
issues in different ways — a few speak privately with offend-
ers and publicly censure anyone making such comments,
others consider such slanders to be offenses that require a
public apology and the payment of a fine, while many sim-
ply ignore the issue and concentrate on problems they con-
sider to be more serious and immediate.

The problem of seeming-based prejudice is compound-
ed by the different curses suffered by the various seemings.
Unlike different mortal races and ethnicities, members of
a particular seeming are all somewhat less good at particu-
lar tasks. Ogres are slightly more gullible than other seem-
ings, just as Elementals and Wizened are less socially adept.
These flaws may inadvertently give rise to all manner of
other prejudices and lead some of the Lost to declare that
seeming is the single greatest indicator of a changeling’s
physical and intellectual strengths and weaknesses. Some
changelings regard such claims as obvious common sense,
while other more egalitarian Lost acknowledge that seem-
ing determines much about what an individual changeling
can do but that a changeling’s choices and determinations
matter far more when considering what the individual will
actually do. The most bitterly held prejudices have nothing
to do with generalizations, though. A changeling may find
herself meeting a vicious reaction simply because she resem-
bles another changeling’s Keeper, or a servant who played
the tormentor back in Faerie. If one of the Lost suffered
badly at the hands of ogrish fae, it may be difficult to get
him to accept even the gentlest Ogre as a potential ally.

As with mortals, prejudices can and do change over
time, resulting in everything from grudging respect or even
joking friendships between members of different seemings
whom circumstance forced to depend on one another, to
the growth of the sorts of hatreds that lead to committing
violence against members of another seeming. As in mortal
society, most prejudices tend to become worse in freeholds

where members of one seeming hold all the positions of au-
thority. Although violence caused by prejudice is relatively
rare, jokes, insults and decisions being influenced by nega-
tive assumptions are all fairly common.

@ Inferitance @

As noted on p. 27 of Chang’eling: The Lost,
it's quite rare for changelings to be capable of siring
or bearing children, and in the rare instance that
they can, the child is not a changeling like its par-
ent or parents. Pcrhaps one in a hundred Lost re-
tains some measure of fertility after their durance
in Faerie, making the birth of a changeling’s child a

rare and often celebrated event in a frechold.

Those children born to fae parents are often
a little... odd. Though their physical features
aren’t influenced by their changeling parent’s
seeming — the daughter of a Fairest is no prettier
than she would have been if her changeling parent
had never been abducted — their behavior often
shows strange quirks that hint at their parent or
parents’ seeming. A Beast’s son 1apscs from time
to time into strange growling fits; a Darkling’s
daughter develops strange and irrational supersti-

tions about the crescent moon.

The child of one of the Lost, }:)y all accounts,
would make a wonderful prize for one of the Gen-
try. Marked just a touch by their parents’ blood,
strange cnougll to draw the attention of an Othcr,
they are said to be at great risk. Few things are
more ’troul)ling than the paranoic]. fear a changc—

ling parent feels when imagining her own child

@Lcing abducted as shcias./\—vg

THE SEEMINCS

The following sections are designed to provide you with
a greater wealth of potential ideas for playing a changeling
of each seeming. Some of this material may flesh out a back-
ground, while some material may provide more inspiration
for specific challenges and hooks in the mortal world.

Note that this material is as definitive as you choose
to make it. None of the places listed in the “Memories of
Arcadia” sections have to be exactly as described (a change-
ling’s memories of Faerie are hazy and occluded anyhow),
and while these places are geared toward a particular seem-
ing, they can be used as background for another. There’s no
reason that the Diamond Castle can’t engender Snowskins
as well as Darklings, for instance. And, as always, a charac-
ter can show as many or as few seeming-typical mannerisms
as you feel is appropriate.
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Note that of the new Contracts introduced, each is
considered an affinity Contract for the appropriate seem-
ing, but can be learned by changelings of other seemings.
Thus, any changeling can learn the Contract of Oath and
Vengeance, but only an Ogre gets it at reduced cost.

BEASTS

The ecology of Faerie makes little sense. Plants grow
where they shouldn’t; things subsist on less food than is
logical. Faerie is not a world that has evolved in accordance
with how the mortal chain of life works. Yet, Arcadia has
its rule of nature, even warped. Tooth and claw are still
red here. Predator still hunts prey, though both may take
strange forms and be born of mad origins. The Beasts were
once lost to that cycle, their minds subsumed entirely by the
animal instinct that was the only thing keeping them alive.
Even upon their return, the savage time of Faerie has left its
mark on them, body and soul.

MEMORIES OF ARCADIA
THE CHASMS
UNDER THE WORLD

Somewhere deep in the Faerie earth stretches a net-
work of chasms, near-bottomless gashes cut into earth and
stone down in the darkness. Sun and moon never shine
down there, and indeed those who live there almost forget
that there ever was any such thing as a sky. There is only
the black ceiling above, and the long jagged rifts below. But
the darkness isn't silent in these depths: it hisses and chit-
ters and writhes. The chasms are crisscrossed with massive
webs, worm-eaten with burrows and tunnels where a multi-
tude of creatures fight for survival.

The lords of these chasms are the Lights That Stride,
nobles of the Gentry who navigate the steep chasm walls
in luminous palace-sized chariots atop impossibly long,
spidery webs. These strange vehicles provide the illumina-
tion for the crevasses, casting long sharp shadows whenever
the chariots pass by. No changeling who has escaped the
chasms can accurately recall whether or not the Lights are
luminescent human-seeming nobles who recline in their
silken tents atop these insectile walkers, or if they are glow-
worm-like extrusions whose “chariots” are as much a part of
them as anything. Those who are taken up to the lights are
rarely heard from again.

The purpose of the chasms is horribly unclear. The
Skitterskulks, Venombites and other changelings who find
the scarce escape tunnels to the Hedge recall mute cap-
tors forcing them into the darkness, small warrens of ab-
ductees gathered together for survival and the occasional
hunter-gatherer patrols descending on silken lifelines from
the chariots of the Lights That Stride. One guess is that
the chasm serves as a “training ground,” altering its victims
into something more saleable for Fae Keepers of peculiar

needs. Another is that it’s a kind of alchemical farm, and
that the Lights milk their captives of the various venoms
they’ve evolved to survive. The Beasts who escape there
don’t question it all too deeply, though: to their minds, all
that had to be understood about the chasm was the instinct
to hide and skulk and hunt.

THE SCREAMING JUNCLE

In one of the haphazard mountain ranges of Faerie,
jagged peaks enclose a stretch of sweltering, brilliantly col-
ored jungle on all sides as if they were attempting to keep
it restrained. From one end of the jungle to another, the
trees reverberate with the shrieks of bizarre fae birds and
animals, and with the hunting cries of the changelings who
fight to survive here.

Only one thing can make the jungle fall silent, and that
is the approach of its master. When the birds stop calling
and the hybrid hobgoblins no longer howl at one another,
he is drawing near. Silence is the herald of the Great Mul-
ticolored Prince, a Beast among Beasts, equal parts ape and
tiger and brilliantly plumed raptor. He constantly stalks the
Screaming Jungle, pausing only after a particularly satisfac-
tory kill to return to the palatial slave-borne litter that acts
as his nomadic domicile.

The Great Multicolored Prince is fabulously wealthy
and tremendously feared. Dozens of privateers are said to
ply their trade for him, bringing him new prey for the hunt.
Those captives brought to the jungle are given time enough
to grow stronger and more cunning before the Prince de-
cides they’re worthy to hunt. He wants to hunt proper
Beasts, not weak humans. And so his jungle is filled with
Beasts of every kith. Some try to assist newcomers for a brief
period of time, but few are willing to gather in groups for
survival: the Prince always finds the groups first.

Those who are able to scale the peaks without the
Prince noticing sometimes make it back home to the mor-
tal world; various clefts and caverns in the mountains lead
back into the Hedge. A Beast who remembers stalking and
being stalked in the Screaming Jungle is often much hap-
pier in an urban environment than in the wild. In the city,
it’s never completely quiet.

THE STOCKYARDS

Some Beasts curl their lips and lay their ears back
when they enter a Goblin Market. It reminds them of the
Stockyards.

The Stockyards may be one realm, or there may be
many similar animal-markets littering Faerie. They are free
markets for the Gentry to buy and trade faerie creatures,
and indeed to trade in captured human stock. Neutrality
is enforced by the Swineherds, hulking piggish giants that
herd the “wares” to the auction block and thrash any unruly
market-goers with their warped, thorny metal crooks. Some
changelings spend only a little time in the Stockyards,
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while others are left to languish in pens or kennels or cages
until they have become bestial themselves.

While the Swineherds are usually able to keep a good
eye on their captives, the Stockyards is a place full of po-
tential distractions. The confusion inspired by an angry Fae
noble, or by an impromptu stampede of black goblin-bulls,
can cover an escape attempt. Since the Stockyards are held
in neutral territory, a Beast — or a small group of escapees
— could potentially reach the Hedge without crossing the
paths of other Gentry. In fact, for some changelings, the
Stockyards is the best chance they’ll have to escape, before
they’re purchased by some True Fae lord who will pay much
closer attention to them for the duration of their lives.

BECOMING A BEAST

The Beasts may have been changed by all manner of
methods: being kept in a kennel, fed raw meat until they
gradually became as canine as their fellow captives; undergo-
ing bizarre surgeries in the lab of something far less human
than Dr. Moreau; being melded alchemically with one of the
shrieking animals in a Keeper’s care. In many faerie tales, a
person is punished by being transformed into a beast and left
that way for a period of time until the curse is broken, or the
enchanter is satisfied the person has suffered enough. For a
Beast, the change back to human form is never complete.
The animal always remains. Many
more Beasts are the products of
a gradual change brought on
by proximity. The Beast
is frequently a sterling
example of the kind
of almost-degenera-
tion that can befall
a captive in Faerie.

y

5

Even when the
change is gradual,

no other seeming can point as clearly to the point when
the person had truly changed from human to changeling.
The Beasts know, because the moment they became Beasts
was the moment they lost their human reason. The loss of
human thought isn’t always complete, but it always changes
the very fabric of a Beast’s mind. The abstracted nature of
Arcadian time becomes even more abstract and unimport-
ant — the now has taken over.

In place of human reason comes instinct. The clear mind
of an animal, guiding the Beast where abstract reasoning can
no longer help them. The Hunterheart learns to hunt as though
it’s what he was born to do. The Windwing understands the
play of air currents simply by feeling them around her finger-
tips. These instincts are a great comfort to the Beasts, given
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the now even-more confusing acts of their Keepers. When a
Keeper beats his hound, the animal doesn’t understand why,
even if the human he used to be might have been able to guess.
But the pain goes away when the hunt begins, and the instinct
of the chase becomes the greatest joy possible.

How does one resist the power of instinct and return to
abstract thought? Most don’t. The Beasts don’t like to talk
much about it with other changelings, but it seems unwhole-
somely possible that fae creatures such as briarwolves were
once humans who never managed to pull themselves back.

Those who do recover their minds can usually point
to some specific trigger that stirred their human memories.
For most, it was a scent. The smell of a flower that grew in
their backyard, the smell of a victim that reminded them of
a beloved family member or pet — something triggered the
powerful association of scent and memory. If not scent, then
perhaps another sense memory. A Windwing sees a torn
and fluttering red ribbon that reminds him of a scrap of red
dress caught on the playground swing; a Venombite scurries
across broken glass and suddenly remembers the back lot
behind her apartment block. This potent flash of memory
places a deep crack in the wall between instinct and reason,
one that eventually gives way. Reason and instinct mix, and
the Beast regains some measure of his human self. Memo-
ries of home return, and with them the possibility of escape.
The instinct never really leaves, though.

Why were the Beasts taken in the first place! There
doesn’t seem to be any common answer. A pre-existing af-
finity for the animal one becomes is sometimes present, but
far from necessary. A Keeper may take an already violent
and half-wild human as a fighting dog for his kennel, but
he might also pick a gentle and passive mother to transform
into a vicious hellhound.

As the other seemings serve, so do the Beasts. A Dark-
ling is taken for making the wrong trespass and brought up
in darkness — and so, too, might a Skitterskulk or Ven-
ombite be taken. An Elemental was infused with the stuff
of the land, but so, too, was a Beast, only bound to the in-
stincts of animals rather than the essence of raw elements.
The Fairest serve as decorations, playthings and entertain-
ment; the same is true of birds kept in gilded cages and cats
on silver chains. Ogres and Beasts may have been born of
common violence. The Wizened were defined by their pur-
pose, and it’s the same for a hunting falcon or dray beast.
These similarities often express themselves in the different
chattel of a single Keeper developing different seemings,
which can lead to a powerful bond. If an Elemental rusalka
and Swimmerskin selkie were both kept in the ice-lined
moat of a glacial giant, they might retain a particular bond
of shared burdens that keeps them close even in the mortal
world. On the other hand, rivalries can develop from these
associations as well. The Ogre who was raised as a pit-fight-
er may not get along so well with the leonine Hunterheart
whose brethren savaged the Ogre every Arcadian night.

THEIR SURROUANDINGCS

Beasts are very aware of the world around them. The
survival instinct that kept them alive in Faerie hasn’t left
them. When a Beast walks down the street, he keeps an
eye out for alleyways, potential bits of hard cover or hiding
places, doors that might serve as bolt-holes and other such
things. Even though the Beasts were displaced from mortal
society, they live more in the world than ordinary humans
do — the Beasts know it’s not just dangerous to overlook
details of their environment, they know it’s a waste. If any-
one can recognize the smell of a particular open-air market
or the laughter of a specific neighbor’s child, it’s a Beast.

Having the heart of a wild animal doesnt necessarily
mean a desire to live in the wilderness. Some Beasts are un-
comfortable in the city, and some find it far preferable to the
empty spaces of a rural environment. Urban neighborhoods
have a different ecology all their own, and a Beast can be quite
comfortable as a part of it. A person who was raised in an in-
ner-city neighborhood would be more comfortable hunting
there than in the woods when the Wolf came into his soul.

Beasts tend to be very territorial. They don't like it when
someone’s been sleeping in their bed. This can cause some
distinct awkwardness, because they also don’t tend to mark
their territories as clearly as one would like — after all, the
Others have very good trackers among them. Even their
friends can get a harsh reaction if they call on the Beast with-
out fair warning. This tends to mean that most Beasts live
alone. Even if they find someone whom they feel comfortable
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The transformation into a Beast may grant

a changeling many ac}.vantages, pllysical and
otherwise. A Beast often gains heightened physical
and mental acuity from his transformation. Many
Beasts possess Danger Sense or Direction Sense,
representing their intensified sensory abilities.
Physical Merits of all sorts are common as well.
Those with quick and agile animal affinities may
favor Fast Reﬂexcs, Fleet of Foot and Fresll Start.
Iron Stamina, Natural Immunity, Quiclz Healcr,
Strong Back, Strong Lungs, Toxin Resistance

— all these can represent the l)lessings of particu-
lar animals. Some even develop Giant, infused as

tlley are with the nature of a bison or elephant

A Beast’s troubles with degeneration are
often polarized into a variation on the “fight or
flight” instinct. Those who fight might develop
Fixation, Vocalization or Irrationality derange-

ments. 'T}‘lOSC W}lO HCC are more prone to P]lol)ia,

ﬁ Suspicion or Avoidance. :9;;
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allowing into their den, becoming part of the “pack,” as it
were, that person might not be as comfortable consistently
sharing his space with an animalistic changeling.

Most Beasts have a nesting instinct. They like their
territory to feel like a part of them. A Beast can’t be com-
fortable in a spic-and-span apartment where everything
must be returned to its proper place (excepting an orb
weaver Venombite or a few others, of course). They are hap-
pier with tangled bedding, clothes strewn on the furniture
and haphazard decorations that suit their aesthetic. Yet for
all this untidiness, a Beast’s home territory isn’t necessarily
dirty. It might be, of course; some Beasts think nothing of
bedding down in roach-infested tenements if it seems safer
from their perspective. But many others prefer to keep faitly
well groomed and their dens relatively free of filth. Discon-
certing though it may be for an immaculate Fairest or a fas-
tidious Wizened to enter a Beast’s untidy den, the place is
likely to be faintly musty at worst, with the only lingering
smell a faint trace of the Beast’s own musk.

INTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORILD

The trouble that all Lost have in establishing a new
place within mortal society is magnified for the Beast. They
have the same issues with potentially being lost in time,
having to adapt to a world that has changed more than they
expected. But they also have to deal with the mortal mind,
something that’s no longer intimately familiar with them.

Actually viewing things from another person’s perspec-
tive is something that’s always been easier said than done.
People differ in their past experiences and personalities in
ways that are very difficult for another person to understand
completely. For the Beast, who has been submerged in an
animal mind and fought his way back to sapience, other
people are that much more distant. It’s not that the Beasts
doesn’t quite understand others’ mindset, it’s that the Beasts
often have trouble “blinding” themselves to achieve a fully
human perspective. A human being doesn’t understand the
simple truths of animal instinct, much less balance them
with higher reason. Few know what it’s like to kill your
meat or find a safe place to sleep. They'’re at least partially
disconnected from the struggle for survival thanks to the
protection society offers. To a Beast, this “ignorance” can
be intensely frustrating and strangely comforting. It’s hard
to watch a human go about his business without actually
really knowing what it is to be alive, without the kind of
honed senses that result from the struggle for survival. But
at the same time, the Hunterheart is glad to watch his chil-
dren from afar, knowing — hoping — that they’ll always
remain a little more innocent than he is.

Despite this rift in perception, Beasts aren’t surly hermits,
shunned by those around them. A Beast has a potent animal
magnetism, which helps him interact with humans rather bet-
ter than one might otherwise expect. And just as most other

Lost with a reasonable measure of Clarity, the Beasts value
their human perspective — all the more because it helped
them escape when remaining an animal wouldn’t have.

A Beast’s sociability also depends somewhat on his ani-
mal nature. Beasts who have affinity with social animals are
generally more gregarious, whereas those who mix a solitary
animal’s instincts with the social animal instincts of a hu-
man being are more divided. A canine Hunterheart bonds
quickly and fiercely with a small group, while a spiderish
Venombite may prefer to live on her own.

Given their experiences, Beasts are also prone to bond
well with mortal animals if given the chance. A Hunter-
heart may never develop the kind of empathy with a prey
species that would compel him to give up eating meat, but
he understands more of what those animals’ own instincts
and perceptions are like. Most Beasts react very poorly to
animal cruelty, and have been known to arrange... bad
things for people who partake in dog-fighting or strapping
cherry bombs to stray cats. People like that remind the
Beasts of their Keepers, and the Beasts don’t tend to show
much sympathy for humans who demonstrate that True
Fae-like lack of empathy for “lesser animals.”

FFREEHOLD ROLES

It’s difficult to pigeonhole the Beasts into even a set
of roles in a freehold, given the incredible diversity among
them. They tend to go where their kith affinities would be
the most useful. A Hunterheart or Broadback might make a
fine soldier to call on in times of need, but a Skitterskulk is
more likely to be useful as an information broker and spy.

Information gathering is more common than one might
think at first among the Beasts, due in no small part to their
Contracts of Fang and Talon. Beasts develop keen senses
thanks to these Contracts, and can effectively eavesdrop from
an otherwise impractical distance. A Hunterheart who can
talk to dogs has access to an information network that, though
limited in the amount of abstract knowledge it can convey, is
quite widespread. If that same Hunterheart can actually trans-
form into a dog, he can be an innocuous observer himself. The
Skitterskulk who can take rat form or the Venombite who can
become a wasp is even more effective. In some freeholds, the
Lost in positions of authority take great advantage of this. In
others, they fall prey to the assumption that Beasts aren’t much
good in situations that involve subtlety — which may give the
Beasts access to some interesting freehold secrets.

Actual positions of authority may or may not interest
Beasts. Many don’t care for the overniceties of the politi-
cal game. Their nature compels them to cut to the heart of
the matter, and they grow tired of having to appease the
various factions within a freehold to get anything done. But
others are quite suited to leadership. A Beast who mixes hu-
man experience with the instinct of an alpha wolf can be a
strong and effective leader, capable of delegating lesser tasks
to “betas” and making the most important decisions herself.




Some are even quite adept at playing a subtle game of politics
— one would expect a spider-fanged Venombite to be able to
spin metaphorical webs and wait patiently at their center.

Interestingly, Beasts can also make good liaisons with
the mortal world, given the right circumstances. They aren’t
the ones to call on to navigate a legal system or orches-
trate an information technology setup, of course. But their
ability to project animal magnetism makes them useful in
the social trenches. A Beast can be the beloved fixture of
a blue-collar bar, the honest and forthright old man in the
park, the dark and mysterious neighbor. Where all eyes are
on the Fairest, the Beast is able to establish a quick bond of
chemistry with a single person.

In some freeholds, Beasts are subject to an unfortunate
prejudice. There, other Lost look on the Beasts’ animalis-
tic nature as more “base” than that of any other seeming.
They're just one step away from the hunting hounds they were
in Faerie, or so the whispers go. They don’t really remember
what it’s like to be human the way the rest of us do. In these
freeholds, Beasts are expected to keep to the fringes, where
they won’t become hopelessly lost in intrigues “they can’t
understand.” Some Beasts take this in stride, and are glad to
keep free of their cousins’ entanglements. Others bide their
time, waiting for just the right moment to show their so-
called betters just how clever and dangerous Beasts can be.

CONTRACTS OF THE DEN

A Beast knows the value of a safe home. The Contracts
of the Den were struck with forces of cave and tunnel, of
the womblike safety of the burrow. These Contracts allow
the Beast to protect himself and those nearest and dearest
to him — or to strike into the dens of those who were not
prudent enough to sign a similar Contract.

TRESPASSER’'S SPOOR (°)

The simplest clause of the Contracts of the Den is a
blessing of warning. The Beast who learns this clause is
much harder to surprise in his own territory. His knowl-
edge of the local terrain sharpens intensely, allowing him
to sense threats almost before they’re visible.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: No dice roll is necessary. For the next 12
hours, the character gains a number of dice equal to Wyrd
+2 to all perception rolls made while inside his territory. For
the purposes of this clause, “territory” is defined as some-
thing that is recognized by the local neighbors as belonging
to the changeling, or that he is able to successfully enforce.
A rented apartment is territory, but the whole building is
not unless the Beast owns it or the residents look on the
building as “his” — for instance, if the Beast is the head
of a street gang that protects the building, and his word is
accepted as law therein. Similarly, a stretch of woods that
locals say is the haunt of the Red-Eyed Devil counts as the
changeling’s territory if the Beast is that same Red-Eyed

Devil. The clause’s effects fade if the character spends more
than five minutes at a time outside of his territory.

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling writes his name on one of the
entrances to the territory in chalk mixed with blood.

TRAPDOOR SPIDER’'S TRICK (e9)

A Beast may have need to hide the entrance to his den.
This trick allows the changeling to do so, and in some cases
elude pursuit as well. When activated, this clause covers
a door, window, opening or other access point within five
feet of the changeling with an illusion, making it appear as
though it is either impassable or isn’t there at all. A fire exit
seems to be a stretch of graffiti-marked brick wall, an attic
window appears to have been boarded up for years, a man-
hole cover just looks like a blank patch of worn asphalt.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wits + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling is holding a live spider in his
mouth at the time.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The illusion begins to form, then
snaps apart with an audible bang like a gunshot.

Failure: The illusion fails to appear.

Success: The illusion is successful. The door or win-
dow that the changeling passed through is disguised to ap-
pear as a normal section of wall. This strengthening of the
Mask can’t be pierced by casual fae sight, though a person
running her hands along the wall can still feel the door as
it is. The illusion lasts for a scene.

Exceptional Success: The illusion lasts for a day and
a night.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

-1 The changeling is in his enemy’s territory.
-2 The door leads into territory that the changeling owns.

CUCKOO'S RUSE (eee)

This clause is one of the dirtier tricks available to a
Beast, as it allows him to violate the rules of hospitality by
entering another person’s house — including her Hollow.

The Beast simply appears to be one of the home’s residents
to the home itself.

This clause does not function if the home Hollow be-
ing invaded belongs to a changeling who also possesses
Contracts of the Den. She is under the Contract’s protec-
tion, after all.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Wyrd (contested by the
rating of Hollow Wards in the case of a Hollow)

Action: Instant




Catch: The character has openly invited the owner of
the location over to his home within the last three days.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The clause fails to activate, and any
alarms are set off.

Failure: The clause fails to activate, and cannot be
used on the location again until 24 hours have passed. The
character must risk the security systems normally.

Success: The character “convinces” the building or
Hollow that he is one of the residents. He can then bypass
the security systems as if he owned the place. Recording de-
vices will show him as one of the residents, no less. Mortal
security guards and animals aren’t affected, though hobgob-
lin sentries in a Hollow will be.

This clause can only gain entry to a given location.
It doesn’t remove barriers within that location. Thus, the
changeling could open the front door of a mansion, and the
security cameras would show him to be one of the family
members who live there, but the clause wouldn’t open any
of the locked doors inside the house for him.

Exceptional Success: Anyone accompanying the char-
acter is affected by the clause’s benefits.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier
-1 The changeling has never set foot inside the

Situation

location before.

+1 The changeling has visited the location before as

an invited guest.

BLESSINC OF THE BURROW (eeee)

This clause allows the Beast to make a safe den or hid-
ing place in almost any location. The changeling calls on
the power of Wyrd to excavate a burrow with astonishing
speed. The opening of this burrow can be concealed with
Trapdoor Spider’s Trick, thus allowing a Beast with Glam-
our to burn the ability to construct a useful hiding place in
times of duress.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Survival + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The character is nude at the time of invoking
the clause.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The burrow collapses partway
through excavation. The changeling is likely caught under-
ground and must pull himself free.

Failure: The clause fails to work.

Success: The clause activates. The changeling can ex-
cavate roughly a five foot by five foot by five foot cube of
earth, stone or concrete each turn, for up to one turn per
success. A burrow dug into soft earth or sand gains hard-

dug is rough-hewn, and bears what appear to be claw marks
around its edges.

Exceptional Success: The changeling can choose to
conceal the claw marks if he so chooses, making the burrow
appear more natural or human-made.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier

—4 Reinforced concrete

Situation

-2 Stone or concrete

+1 Packed earth
+2 Soft earth or sand

COLLAPSING THE ENTRANCE (e0ee)

The ultimate clause of the Contracts of the Den is self-
sacrificing in nature. What had to be built must now be
brought low. Similar to an animal collapsing the entrance
of its burrow to prevent an enemy from reaching the heart
of the warren, the Beast is able to bring down a section
of a building or burrow. The changeling must be standing
within or on the threshold of the building in question.

Cost: 3 Glamour + 1 Willpower

Dice Pool: Strength + Wyrd

Action: Extended (one roll per turn, target number of
successes needed is equal to half the Structure rating of the
building)

Catch: The building to be damaged or collapsed be-
longs to the changeling using the clause.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: All successes are lost. The change-
ling takes one point of lethal damage from the strain. The
character must spend the cost again to restart the Con-
tract.

Failure: No successes are gained.

Success: Successes are gathered. If the total number of
successes reaches the needed amount, the character brings
down a section of the building. The area of destruction may
reach up to five feet in radius for every point of the character’s
Wyrd, centered on the changeling. Depending on where the
changeling is standing, this may bring down the entirety of
the building. The Beast may make a reflexive Dexterity +
Survival roll to avoid any incidental damage from the col-
lapse, although he may still be pinned under debris if he
couldn’t reach a safe place with a standard move action.

Exceptional Success: No additional effect.

Buil(].ing Size Number of Successes Needed
Trailer, basement-sized burrow 5

Two-story house, small cavern 10

McMansion 15

Strip mall 20

Skyscraper
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\ :‘ | Suggested Modifiers
N | Modifier Situation

= 3 N —3 Nobody resides within the building.
. 4l The building was designed as a residence.

+2 At least one family calls the
building home.

DARKLINGS

The darkness of Arcadia is not simple ab-
sence of light. It is nights that have hungers all
their own, shadows cast in the bowels of impos-
sible castles, the grasping fingers of carnivorous
forests. The Darklings are changed by the living
shadows of Faerie — indeed, Darklings have en-
tered into Contracts with darkness itself.

This bond with darkness can’t help but
change them. Some become entirely com-
fortable with fear and loneliness, and discover
that they dislike forging social bonds with all
but a select few. Others fight against the shad-
ows that fall over their souls, searching out
pleasure and companionship. But no Dark-
ling can shun the darkness entirely. Even if
Darklings suffered torments in absolute black-
ness in Arcadia, the dark is still comforting to
them. It hides them from sight, and perhaps
aided their escape. It's something that few
other Lost can completely understand.

MEMORIES
OF ARCADIA
BLACK OAK WILDS

Broken bones and blood will kill you. Cow-
ardice can do worse. You've trespassed on my
lands, will you take my challenge face-to-face? Or
run and hope to escape the price of your curiosity?

The trees of Arcadia are older than the
world, darker than the night and as miracu-
lous as a dream. There, a crooked path leads
to crooked wood where the crow cries alarm
and the dark knight guards the lonely bridge
over a twisting stream.
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The Iron Knight rules the domain where
the black oaks grow. He catches the curious
who stray from the proper path, chasing af-
ter will-o>wisps or sweet Fae voices. He chal-
lenges mortals to single combat, and those
who feel the better part of wisdom is flight he
chases down and buries under the ensnaring
roots of his forest domain. Most who come
to such a fate die, food for the oak trees that
groan and cry in the wind. Those who sut-
vive are changed, some core strength stolen
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away. They are diminished, shadows of the mortals they
once were. But, cocooned in the roots of the forest, those
changelings learn the secrets of Arcadian night and shad-
OWs.

The Black Oak Wilds are never quiet. The trees them-
selves talk, some begging for mercy, others whispering se-
cret names of power. Pale flowers bloom where bones are
buried, and giant spiders haunt the upper branches of the
Wilds, spinning webs and fishing for travelers below. Goblin
fruits grow in abundance in the Black Oak Wilds, but har-
vesting them means braving the Knight, the great spiders
and the malicious nature of the oaks themselves. There are
many paths through the Wilds, but they change and shift
— as if the trees themselves rise up and walk — making it
impossible to map this domain.

Those who once fled the Knight’s challenge now serve
him as spies and pathfinders. They hunt down other fleet-
footed trespassers, and bring them to their Keeper for judg-
ment. When the Knight is bored or greedy, he sends his Mir-
rormasks out into the forest to tempt travelers off the paths
by imitating fair maidens or lost children. The Knight has
little use for treasure beyond his weapons, this armor and the
Beast he rides but Archivists must keep careful record of the
booty he takes from defeated victims nevertheless. Although
the Knight may not use gold or silver, he is driven into a fury
should someone lose the least copper penny of his hoard.

The Hedge

The tangled branches and clutching roots of the Wilds
are nearly as dense and confusing as the Hedge itself. The
Wilds blend gradually into the Hedge, and it’s easy to stray
into its forbidden territory. Those who live in the Knight’s
domain like to believe they understand the woodlands well
enough to give them an advantage when they try and cross
the Hedge. Far too many bones are scattered along the
Hedge for that boast to be true. Hollows created near this
domain carry the smell of dank forests and the creaking,
often hostile whispers of the black oaks into the dreams of
the Lost who sleep there.

THE WELL OF TEARS

Once upon a time, pretty babies floated down to your
arms, wrapped in swaddling, weighted with lapis and silver and
gold. They cry but only once, and their voices rise in silver bub-
bles up to the other world. Then, they're happy here, and quiet.
You rock them in your weed-draped arms, and they whisper
their names to you. Memories are more precious than gold, if
you can keep them from slipping away.

Water is a chancy thing, even in the mortal world, but
the silent wells and centoes of Arcadia hand out blessings and
curses with equal ease. The Keepers of these wells are powerful
among the Gentry, able to call rain, or banish it, able to swal-
low boats and rise in furious floods. They have no mercy.

The Well of Tears lies near the heart (if there is such
a thing) of Arcadia. The Well is a huge, perfectly round

glass and depths that hide horror and beauty.

The Old Man rules here, his great staring eyes always
running with tears, his voice low as storm clouds and his
payment for wishes granted seventh-born sons. The Lost
who've made it back to the mortal world have found a name
for him in books: Tlaloc, the Rain Singer.

His realm is far, far below the surface of Arcadia, in the
sunken tunnels and water-filled caverns that hide from the
pale Fae sun. He hoards treasures: Aztec gold, lapis lazuli
carved like leopards and the bones of infants. Those who
serve him in the black waters swim like frogs and fishes, and
die like them, too, if dragged too quickly to the dry air.

The Darklings here guard his precious things, like the
golden-eye fish of wisdom, and suffer terrible temptation for
it is said that eating the flesh of the Rain Singer’s fish will
reveal the secrets of the Hedge, allowing safe passage back
to the mortal world. The servants here take on the aspects
of their masters: huge frog eyes, a gulping hunger for drown-
ing victims or beautiful flowing hair that can entangle the
unwary. Webbed hands and frogskin, iridescent scales and
fishbone combs, jewelry made from Aztec treasures thrown
down to placate the gods are among the trappings found
among these fae. The sky is the distant, silver surface of the
water, and their home the cool waters of Arcadia.

The fresh waters of Arcadia are all connected, bound
together by underground tunnels, great subterranean cav-
erns and pitch-black submerged passages. The Fae of the
waters draw battle lines down beneath the surface world,
fighting silent wars among themselves and using their Dark-
ling servants as spies and assassins. Leechfingers slink along
hidden paths, stealing life from their master’s enemies while
Mirrormasks hunt spies and traitors in Tlaloc’s domain. Life
in the Well of Tears is a silent one, sound muted by the
weight of water and horror drifting on shifting currents.

The Hedge

The Hedge grows deep down beneath the water, as thick
and deadly as above. The roots are as thorny and danger-
ous as the branches above, and it is no easier to flee Arca-
dia through water than through air. White bones gleam in
the dimly lit waters, lost souls trapped forever in the twining
roots of the Hedge. Hollows belonging to Darklings who've
escaped Tlaloc are often found in old wells, natural sinkholes
or underwater caverns. Those who cannot breathe water or
have Lie Under the Waves, cannot make use of these Hol-
lows — which can be a point of safety and one more way to
isolate a vulnerable changeling from her fellow changelings.

THE DIAMOND CASTLE

Everything has a name. The frost sketching its secrets on
the windowpanes, the stars gleaming bitterly in the sky, a lover’s
last breath. If you look long enough, and deep enough, you can
find every name here, written in the Lady’s books. I'm looking
for my own, but I can’t read. Can you?




Darkness is not found only beneath the earth, or in sul-
len waters. It claims the highest peaks of Arcadia, where the
stars shine in frozen splendor and the moon is a distant, blind
eye. Night can last for years, and the cold, uncaring sky is
reflected in the pale eyes of the Lady who measures the dark-
ness and records every shed tear in her silver-bound books.

Rising from the highest peak of the coldest mountain
in the lost lands of Arcadia is the Diamond Castle. A dead
and desiccated vine twines to its gate, the failed escape route
of some fool Jack. The walls shine under the sunless sky and
freeze flesh on contact, the bones of princes come to rescue
beautiful maidens litter the courtyard. Dark dungeons and
twisting tunnels burrow into the roots of the mountain. The
Keeper here weeps tears of ice and drinks sweet, warm blood.
She knows the names of every Fae, it’s said, and the details
of every Contract are hidden away in her huge library. She’s
the Snow Queen, and no mistress of a Winter Court has even
a fraction of her power. She treasures beauty in the form of
young boys stolen from their beds and frozen statues still in
her hallways and bedchamber. And she knows darkness.

Darklings in her thrall can find themselves chained to
a single great book, set to tend it, guard it and stand, filed
away and forgotten, in her library. Others dance and ca-
per in her shadow, waiting for the command to spy upon
her enemies or capture other mortals for her pleasure. Still
others skulk about the walls, hidden in barren crevices or
tangled amid the dead branches of frozen trees and lie in
wait for those who believe foolish tales of endless wealth
hidden in the Queen’s frigid castle.

There is no warmth to be found anywhere in her domain,
except in the blood and fear of those who stray uninvited onto
her lands. Everyone is eager for a chance at those poor vic-
tims, and Darklings haunt the lightness dungeons, hoping for
a chance to lick blood from the fingers of their cruel Lady.

She keeps a stable of Antiquarians to maintain her
library. Some find themselves physically bound to books
— bonds they rarely find a way to escape — and others
may be trusted with minor tasks of annotation. Sometimes,
if an Archivist is willing to risk the Lady’s wrath, he can
find his own mortal name written in her books and thus
a key to freedom. Leechfingers are set to tend the Lady’s
prisoners; often Leechfingers are former prisoners them-
selves, now become the torturers. Stealing life from helpless
captives is the first step to transforming the prisoners into
Leechfingers, and the craving for life can kill the last shreds
of humanity in a Darkling’s soul.

The Hedge

Here, the Hedge is razor-sharp, its Thorns sheathed in
bitter ice. The merest brush can turn a changeling’s flesh to
snow. On the Lady’s lands, the Hedge seems almost dead,
leafless, brittle but also dense, and thick. Changelings de-
feated by the Hedge hang like pitiable rags amid the thorns,
helpless and hopeless; the Lady rarely bothers to collect
strays who become trapped in the Hedge.

Darklings who creep along the ground claim the path
is easier there. The lower you are, the better your chance
of escape. Archivists draw painstaking maps, found in the
Lady’s books, on their own flesh with needles and hope the
path they’ve copied is true and not some joke by the Lady.
Leechfingers follow the warm trails left by the living, or tor-
ture captives to uncover the path out. Hollows near this do-
main are always bitterly cold; even fire burns blue and chill.

BECOMING A DARKLING

Curiosity killed the cat, and satisfaction brought it back
to life. Darklings know the joke. They look in the mirror
and wonder what kind of life they’ve been brought back for.
So many Darklings are taken by the Fae because the Dark-
lings have gone someplace they shouldn’t, they’ve opened a
door that was supposed to remain closed or they've played
tricks on folks who demand respect.

So it’s the too curious — and the too careless — the
Gentry transform to Darklings. The boy who goes through
his grandmother’s old attic finds a game meant for someone
else. When he tosses those pearl dice, the Other he calls will
be displeased to see who calls her. The Fae take trespassing
and thievery very poorly as well, and what may seem to be
an abandoned orchard to mortal eyes may very well be a Fae
treasure. Stealing a single flower, or one fallen peach, can
bring the wrath of the Fae down on a day hiker. Those who
explore old myths too deeply, or supposedly deserted caves,
may run across the Fae who are the source of the ghost stories
or fairy tales — and they’ll take their revenge on uninvited
guests. Treasure hunters also fall afoul of the Gentry; trea-
sure hunters may research old stories, hoping a myth will lead
to far from mythic gold or antiquities. Unfortunately, what
seems long abandoned may be anything but, and the Fae take
poorly to treasure hunters pawing through Fae property.

Not all who are caught by the Gentry intentionally tres-
pass but claims of ignorance or innocence are more likely
to draw contempt than mercy from the Fae — who are not
known for their mercy under the best of circumstances.

Once captured by the Others, mortals destined for the
shadows quickly find themselves in a dark world where a
creaking door signals an enemy and you can cast curses by
spitting on someone’s shadow. Many Darklings remember
years that stretched lifetimes of imprisonment in total isola-
tion and darkness, until that silence and darkness became a
part of them. Others recall a world so full of treachery and
deceit that they could trust no one and spent their durance
looking over their shoulders and anticipating betrayal. The
Gentry create Darklings by stripping away that part of mor-
tal life that loves light.

They replace it with nothing.

Sometimes the way the Gentry do this is physical, using
drugs or sensory deprivation, or strange experiments. Other
times, they coax their captured mortal to make the neces-
sary changes on her own, with lies, promises and — always
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for the Darklings — fear. The Gentry may offer the Dark-
ling a glimpse of her lost family if the Darkling consents to
a potion made from ghostly blood. Other times, a lost bet
means a young changeling must trade her eyes with those of
a frog’s. Bit by bit, Darklings trade, bargain or simply have
stolen away pieces of what they were as mortals and learn
to accept the strange things they receive in return. Though
not all Darklings remember it, there is always one loss that
is never replaced and that, they believe, is what makes them
Darklings as opposed to some other seeming.

Light. There is something in mortals that Darklings can
sense, but don’t have, that turns toward light and life. It makes
mortals what they are to Darklings; beautiful, tempting and...
appetizing. It’s ripped from the very spirit of a Darkling by their
Keepers. Sometimes it’s destroyed, sometimes it’s locked away
in a bottle or a hidden chest. But it’s always gone.

That emptiness becomes part of what a Darkling is,
stretched thin and hollow. Some Darklings try to fill themselves
with the life of others, becoming Leechfingers. Others pursue
knowledge, either to reverse what has been done with them or
find something else — better — to quiet the soft murmur that
reminds them that they are not what they once were.

EE Porn in Darknepr 3

Darklings often possess Merits that enable
them to avoid conflict. Danger Sense, Direction
Sense, Fast Reflexes and Fleet of Foot are all ap-
propriate, as are Merits that represent the privations
of their durance such as Iron Stomacll, Natural
Immunity or Toxin Resistance. As a further means
of lcccping themselves safc, many attempt to gatllcr

Allies, Contacts or a Retainer upon their return.

When a Darkling starts to slide into mad-
ness, one of her first instincts is to retreat. Many
suffer from Depression, sport a Phobia or Infe-
riority Complex or must struggle with Suspicion
or Avoidance. When these derangements shift in
severity, it can be difficult even to find the Dark-

@hng to offer her hclp‘_/\\/—g

THEIR SURROUANDINGS

Many Darklings don’t like to live with others, avoid-
ing roommates, or group homes, even apartments. Even
when necessity demands such things, Darklings often have
a secret bolt-hole whose location only they know. Hollows
created by Darklings aren’t often shared among anyone else
— even their own motley. They may give lip service to liv-
ing in a freehold’s mansion or estate (if the freehold has
such things), but Darklings will almost always have anoth-
er, secret room somewhere else.

home, afraid that someone will see such things as a weak-
ness, or try and take it away. However, they crave the stabil-
ity a home represents and the conflict between their fears
and their long-denied hunger for connection means many
Darklings have two or more places they call their own —
some are known, others remain private. On the one hand,
this shell game can make other Lost feel mistrusted, but on
the other it almost always means that a Darkling can come
up with an emergency bolt-hole should it be necessary.

Getting inside a Darkling’s home is a challenge on its
own. Darklings favor goblin locks and entrances hidden be-
hind sliding panels, or piles of garbage. Sometimes, traps are
bought from fellow Wizened, trap burglars. The paranoia sur-
rounding Darklings’ homes can reach ridiculous levels in some
Darklings, particularly those who spy and steal and break into
other people’s houses. It’s a classic case of no honor among
thieves, an adage Darklings know well. Darkling homes are
only subtly marked with their Court and affiliation, if at all.
Theyd rather risk being considered a loose cannon than stand
out from the background clutter of mortal life.

Within their homes, Darklings reveal much of their in-
ner, private lives. Whether it’s pictures of the mortal family
they long for, dioramas of their Keeper’s domain, carefully
marked for an invasion that will never happen, or a collec-
tion of weapons, a Darkling’s home is patterned after the
hidden heart of its owner. There aren’t likely to be windows,
and usually their homes are broken up into several small,
and defensible, rooms, but beyond that, a Darkling’s home
maybe unexpectedly cheerful, or as gloomy and disturbing
as the worst fables about them. Since Darklings rarely ex-
pect to have anyone else inside their homes, it’s rare for
them to have common things such as extra chairs or a spare
bed. Just as many Lost, Darklings may hoard money, or food
or something else they were horribly deprived of by their
Keepers to ensure they never again suffer such want.

Other Lost who work closely with Darklings come to
accept this physical secretiveness and recognize the honor
done to them when they are invited into a Darkling’s home.
Darklings take their responsibilities as a host very seriously
and are quite sensitive to any insults, no matter how slight,
to their hospitality. Because they recognize the importance
of home, they are surprisingly likely to stand up and help
defend another changeling’s home if her hospitality is in-
sulted, though this help may not be overt.

Because Darklings are so inwardly focused regarding
their personal lives and their homes, it doesn’t matter so
much where they live. They choose locations based on con-
venience, and defensibility, so they might be living in the
new subdivision outside a large city, or in a long-abandoned
sewer off-shoot. This can result in awkward meetings be-
tween a scruffy, skulking Leechfinger heading back to bed
after a hard night harvesting fear and a mortal soccer mom
taking her plump and oblivious children to school. It can
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be equally difficult — intentionally so — for anyone try-
ing to track down and capture a Darkling because there
might always be one more hideaway to investigate.

INTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORLD

Darklings have a bit more trouble adjusting to the
mortal world. They've been twisted by contact with
darkness and stripped of the natural human connection
to light; this makes it difficult to connect with the world,
and people in it, the Darklings once belonged to. This
disconnect can be seen in everything from the rather
furtive way they speak — as if they’re sure spies lurk ev-
erywhere — to the secret passages, hidden doorways and
complicated locks that riddle their isolated homes.

Darklings have lost, just as many changelings, a cer-
tain security about their place in the world. Unlike the
mortals the Darklings hide among, they are very aware
that more powerful and crueler minds exist — and they
have an unpleasant interest in humanity. They can’t help
but be amazed and dismayed at the confidence most mor-
tals have in their place at the top of the world. The result is
that Darklings mistrust most mortals for their ignorance,
and therefore come across as untrustworthy themselves.

Mortals are best viewed from afar, most say. Dark-
lings are drawn to mortals, as most Lost are, long to
touch their child one more time, see the love in their
father’s eye again, but they only have to catch sight of
their scrawny, inhuman shadows to know that’s impos-
sible So, they generally satisfy their impulses from a
distance. Because Darklings are supernaturally skilled
in thievery and night work, they may do things such as
break into their mortal family’s home while everyone’s
asleep and crouch over the bed to watch over them.
Darklings might bug phones, or rooms, do background
investigations on their son’s girlfriend or their wife’s new
husband. Those mortals singled out for such ‘protective
observation’ often feel a creeping sense of being watched
or followed. It’s risky for the Darklings, too. A bony old
Antiquarian caught loitering around his daughter’s play-
ground can expect to be accused of stalking, at best.

Mortals who anger Darklings face long, terrifying
nights when every shadow can hide a changeling whose
natural home is the darkness. Just as a Darkling isn’t likely
to directly reveal himself to a beloved mortal, a Darkling
is even less likely to directly confront an enemy. Dark-
lings fall back on old fairy tricks, with a malicious twist.
Money found on the street and spent is discovered to be
forged, criminal evidence is planted at an enemy’s work-
place, child pornography is found on his home computer.
Most mortals who gain the serious enmity of a Darkling
never know who is systemically destroying their lives.

And it’s that sort of destruction Darklings favor.
They aren’t interested in a quick kill, or a clean fight.
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They want their victims — deserving or not — to suffer, to
lose their family, their homes, the lives that they knew. The
Lost, who'd had so much stripped away by the Gentry, try to
repeat that torment on their own enemies.

FREEHOLD ROLES

Suspicion never quite leaves Darklings. Somebody’s
eye is sure to fall on the Darklings when treachery or trick-
ery bring harm to their freehold, and in return the Dark-
lings often feel (and rightfully) they are not entirely trusted.
Most Darklings are also aware they are prone to mistrust
and paranoia, so are they really under constant suspicion or
do they only think that?

It certainly doesn’t help that Darklings are the ones
the freehold turns to when they want someone to spy on or
double-cross outsiders. If you need to do something while
your back is turned, the saying goes, get a Darkling to do
it for you. Their natural aptitudes, their innate Contracts
and their servitude among the Gentry all combine to make
Darklings naturals at spying, thieving and assassination.

All claims of sunny innocence aside, the Spring and
Summer Courts have as many Darklings as their gloomier
opposites. Darklings may be drawn to those brighter Courts
as a way to fill their own need for brightness in their lives,
or they may imagine it will be safer to hide behind the bril-
liance of Summer in full power. Just because the Summer
and Spring Courts may hide their Darklings behind smiles
and song doesn’t mean they aren’t there.

There are often particular offices that Darklings are
well suited to, with names such as “The Summer Queen’s
Left Hand” or the “Shadow on the Path.” They act as spy-
masters, watching over possible enemies and making sure
that their own Court is clear of turncoats and undercover
agents. Left to their worst impulses, a Court heavily influ-
enced by a Darkling spymaster resembles something from
the old Soviet cold war era where shaking hands with the
wrong person can earn a trip to the Court’s hidden prison.

CONTRACTS OF
SHADE AND SPIRIT

At some point in the past, the Gentry apparently bar-
gained even with Death itself. While changelings may not
have access to the great boons of immortality and unaging
eternity granted to the True Fae, changelings can access
lesser boons agreed upon between fae and death.

CHOSTLY PRESENCE (e)

The dead are among us, unseen and unheard by the
living. This clause allows the changeling to see, hear and
speak to any ghosts in her area (same room, or conversa-
tional distance outside) in Twilight for a scene.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Presence + Wyrd

Action: Instant
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Catch: The ghost is someone the changeling knew in
life, or the changeling is a Gravewight.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The clause fails, but the changeling
thinks she is talking to a ghost and holds a conversation
with empty air.

Failure: The changeling cannot see or speak to the ghosts.

Success: The changeling sees, hears and can speak to
ghosts in the area as if they were living.

Exceptional Success: The nearest other living individ-
ual is also affected by the clause — whether the changeling
wants him to be or not.

DREAD COMPANION (o0)

Normally the dead are barred from any interaction
with the living. This clause thins that barrier. With Dread
Companion, a ghost is given the ability to affect one sense
(sight, touch, hearing) of everyone participating in the
clause for one scene. If Dread Companion is cast indoors,
everyone in a single room is susceptible to the clause; if the
clause is cast outside, everyone within sight of the change-
ling using the clause is affected.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling presses a drop of her own blood
to the forehead of everyone participating in the clause.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: Instead of giving the ghost the
power to interact with the living, a minor, malicious spirit
gains the freedom of sensory interaction for the scene. The
spirit will act in as cruel and vicious manner it can, with the
sense available, for the duration of the scene.

Failure: The ghost is unable to interact.

Success: The ghost is able to interact with the living
for the scene.

Exceptional Success: The ghost can be seen as well
as whatever other sense has been selected. If sight was the
chosen sense, then touch is the one added for free.

HAUNTING [NTERCESSION (eee)

There are those who desperately wish for one more
night with the departed: enemies seeking final vengeance
or forgiveness, lovers hoping for one more embrace, mothers
who did not get a chance to say goodbye to their sons. A
changeling who invokes this clause gives a ghost one more
chance to speak and be seen by the living.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Wyrd

Action: Extended (one success per target)

Catch: The changeling has set up a “dead supper™ a
complete meal served on never-used plates and silver, with a




place for everyone who wishes to participate in the interces-
sion, including the ghost.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The ghost is not made manifest to
the living; severe poltergeist activity is generated instead. For
the duration of the scene, the location is full of loud roaring
noises and horrible smells, hair and clothing are pulled and
the like. The dishes are thrown and shattered; fragile objects
are particularly subject to the poltergeist activity.

Failure: The ghost is not made manifest.

Success: The ghost materializes fully for the scene.
The ghost can be interacted with as if it were alive, from
conversation to lovemaking to violence.

Exceptional Success: The ghost remains material from
sunrise to sunset, able to move freely and interact with
whomever the ghost chooses.

WAKINCG THE DEAD (eeee)

The dead tell no tales. Most of the time. Invoking this
clause allows the changeling to call up a non-sentient echo
of the dead and communicate with it. This ghostly shadow
is not a true ghost but an echo without self-awareness or
intelligence; the echo fades at the end of the scene.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Strength + Wyrd

Action: Extended (one roll per turn, target is four)

Catch: The changeling “feeds” the shade by wounding
herself and offering her blood, taking one point of bashing
damage per question.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The information provided is in-
complete or incorrect in some significant way that is not
immediately obvious to the changeling.

Failure: No shade appears.

Success: The shade appears, as if standing on top of
its grave and will answer one question per success precisely
and honestly. The shade will not provide any information
beyond what is requested.

Exceptional Success: The shade will provide any im-
portant additional information that the changeling might
not have known to ask for, or knew she needed.

OPENINC THE BLACK CATE (eeeee)

There is a barrier between the living and the dead, which
can only be crossed at great risk. This clause creates a doorway
between the mortal world and the Underworld. This passage
cannot be created in the Hedge, or Arcadia; attempts to do so
are quite likely to draw the attention of the Gentry.

Cost: 2 Glamour, 1 Willpower

Dice Pool: Stamina + Wyrd

Action: Extended (five successes; each roll represents
one turn)

Catch: The clause is invoked at midnight in a mauso-
leum, and the changeling invokes the laws of hospitality
while the clause is in effect.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The passage is one-way. Those who
take it will be trapped on the wrong side. The living can
only pass to the Underworld — but not back — and the
dead can only enter the mortal world, not return.

Failure: No passage is created.

Success: A passage, the size of a normal door, is created
between the land of the dead and the world of the living for
one night. When the sun first breaks the horizon in the mor-
tal world, the door shuts forever, and those on the wrong side
of it will be trapped unless they find, or make, another exit.

Exceptional Success: The passage lasts for a lunar
month. The dead and living can cross over in this location
for as long as the location remains intact. If a changeling
has used the catch to invoke this clause, she has to main-
tain the laws of hospitality only for that first night. The
changeling has no mystical control over who uses this door;
she can only control access in the usual fashion, by guard-
ing it, locking it, bricking it up, etc.

E Virting the Underworld @

The Underworld is a highly dangerous place;
a changeling with the strength to open the door
has no guarantee of Leing strong enouglq to
survive a visit. The entry point to the Underworld
appears in different ways — a cavern with a black
river flowing through it, a massive mausoleum, a
]()llg ]la]]Way or empty ma]’lsi()n. Mal]y eXitS ]ead
from this initial point deeper into the Under-

world. The shades that reside here wait on the
other side of the doors — mostly.

Most Darlz]ings would grow even paler at the
t]l()ug]lt of setting foot in the Underworld. This
dread clause is something they use either as a

means to send a restless shade home or as a poten-

@tia] way of tricking an enemy into a terrible fate.

[ EMENTALS

Elementals are the most diverse of any of the seemings
and also, on average, the one least connected to the human
world. Other than this lack of connection, it is difficult to
make generalizations about Elementals, because they can
be so different from one another. Elementals associated
with radically different elements often have radically differ-
ent physical and mental traits and similarly divergent atti-
tudes about the world and their places in it. The only thing

FELEMENTALS
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they all share is the profound and deeply alien experience
of being an intelligent force of nature.

While the Beasts had the minds of animals in Arcadia,
almost all Elementals retained their thoughts and conscious-
ness, but temporarily lost their humanity, and in some cases,
all traces of their physical forms, as they became living light-
ning bolts, contemplative boulders or excitable and talkative
brooks and streams. Many had the experience of completely
losing themselves in these experiences and temporarily be-
coming utterly inhuman animate elemental manifestations.
However, all of those who escaped Arcadia managed to re-
tain their awareness and spent most of their time as living
elements who knew they had once been human.

MEMORIES OF ARCADIA

Of all the Lost, Elementals’ memories of Arcadia are
the most confusing and foreign. In addition to fragmentary
glimpses of strange landscapes with castles of fire or for-
ests of living lightning, most Elementals can also vividly
remember the experience of being a living element. They
were one living breeze amidst a huge wind consisting of
hundreds of such breezes harnessed together by ethereal
reins or a bolt of living lightning that flickered from place
to place at the whims of its mistress. These memories are
considerably more alien than even the profoundly strange
experience of using the clause Become the Primal Founda-
tion to become an element in the mortal world.

The most terrifying parts of most of these memories are
the times when the Elemental vividly remembers forgetting her
humanity, if only for a short while. For an Elemental, all memo-
ries of Arcadia, good and terrible, are filled with sensations and
experiences impossible to experience in the mortal world. Some
Elementals seek to recapture their memories in a much-diluted
form by using the clause Become the Primal Foundation as of-
ten as possible, others either refuse to learn this clause or only
use it in times of dire necessity, but all Elementals experienced
Arcadia as a place immeasurably alien to their mortal lives.

The realms Elementals dwelled in are more varied than
those of any others of the Lost. Elementals associated with
each element come from entirely different portions of Arca-
dia. There are many dozens of elemental realms in Arcadia;
three of the more common ones are the City of Brass, the
Shining Network and the Flying City.

THE CITY OF BRASS

Inside a circular wall of solid red hot solid brass stands a
vast city that is a strange mixture of the modern and the ar-
chaic. In this city, modern-looking apartment complexes and
futuristic official buildings many dozens of stories high stand
next to minarets of red glass and exquisitely carved and gilded
towers made of jasper. All of the buildings rise above black
basalt streets inlaid with signs and sigils of polished brass.

This city is a realm of fire and earth. The fire Fae rule
over the earth Fae, but all Elementals must obey both. It is
also exceptionally hot, with much of the city near the boiling
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point of water. The city contains decorative fountains of fire,
swift and shining metal vehicles designed to look like preda-
tory birds and other fierce and dangerous animals and bus-
tling streets that rival those of Manhattan or Hong Kong.

Fire Fae, including sturdy Ifrits with faintly glowing scarlet
skin as well as tall and stately beings with huge wings of brilliant
yellow flame, are served by earth Fae who appear to be made of
roughly carved stone or are scaled reptilian beings with scales of
polished obsidian or bloodstone. Some fire Elementals become
body servants or swift messengers, while others are transformed
into decorative features, becoming fountains or sculptures of
living fire for the duration of their time in Arcadia. Earth El-
ementals range from the lowest of laborers to guards, gladiators
or workers in half-remembered smoke-filled factories.

Escape from the City of Brass always involves fleeing
through one of the gates or in a few rare cases, over the
wall. Beyond the city, the escapee’s memories become cha-
otic and jumbled, and include images of islands of stone
surrounded by rivers of glowing lava.

THE FLYING CITY

This city is a realm of air, inhabited by Fae who are con-
tained swirls of air surrounded by a dozen or more wings. The
Lost brought here have their heavy flesh lightened with swirl-
ing currents of air and are given wings and feathers. Once fully
transformed, most serve as messengers, body servants and toys
for their inhuman masters, while some are or set to work main-
taining the structure of the city. Treated more as machines
than intelligent beings, Elementals who escaped from the fly-
ing city frequently have difficulty talking because the Fae may
not have given the Elemental a chance to communicate with
any other being for the entirety of the Elemental’s captivity.

The Flying City rests in the center of a vast whirlwind.
Similar whirlwinds can be seen in the distance, as can vast
clouds and huge perpetual thunderstorms. The city itself
is an ethereal creation of brightly colored glass, like a city
made from the fragments of thousands of vast stained-glass
windows. Some portions of the city are literally held by one
or more Elementals, who spent their time in Arcadia as liv-
ing, intelligent building materials who held the structures
together with their clawed fingers and toes. Over time,
some of these Elementals became fully incorporated into
the fabric of the city and ceased to be separate beings.

Escape always involves a prolonged flight downward
toward the distant, barely visible ground. Those who reach
it often escape, but most Elementals who attempted to do
so were either ripped apart by terrible attacking whirlwinds
before they come close reaching the distant ground or cap-
tured and made into part of the city.

THE SHININC NETWORK

While many Elementals associated with either electric-
ity or light have memories of this place, only ones especially
skilled with words or art have any real chance of conveying
the strangeness that they experienced here. The Shining




metal that twist and curve in a complex three-dimensional
array similar to a vast and overwhelmingly beautiful tangle
of ribbon. The Fae and the Elementals are either switls of
light or crackling and jagged figures of living lightning that
can traverse vast distances in seconds.

The tangles of metal ribbon are interrupted by even
more complex constructions of metal and solid light that
seem to simultaneously be vast sculptures, public buildings
and arcane magical devices. Most Elementals are
messengers, valued for their speed and skill at -
navigating the tangled ribbon-streets, while the
easily bored Fae order others to race or battle strange
beasts or one fight one another to the death.

Periodic doorways open to other, even
stranger realms; most who pass through such /
doorways never return or are brought back
only to be forcibly transformed into a
portion of the fabric of the city. How-
ever, everyone who escaped eventually
dared one of these portals.

BECOMING AN
FELEMENTAL

Although many El-
ementals hotly debate the
question of exactly who is
chosen to become an El-
emental, most agree that
the process of selection is
far from random. Indi- B
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‘ .,
viduals abducted by Fae ] \l. \\
associated with various % _
elements frequently seem \_\ Y4
to share certain features in -~ w_
common. However, the ex- ~ —
act nature of these features .
is difficult to precisely de-
termine, since they seem to
consist of everything from
details of temperament and
physical form to
utter ephemera >>'
such as what col- ==

or clothing the j
person was wear- /
ing when she
was abducted.

Common
Lost  folklore “~__
holds that ev- )
eryone abducted and
transformed into an Elec-
tricity-aspected Elemental was
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abducted while wearing or carrying some item of conduc-

tive metal such as gold, silver or copper. However, the list

of possible items includes everything from silver rings to a

roll of copper wire forgotten in a jacket pocket, and so this

correlation may not even be true.

However, many of these correlations are

considerably clearer and less trivial. Almost

all Airtouched are relatively lightly built

\ and many enjoy singing, just as many

Firehearts have quick tempers and

unusually swift reaction times. Most

Elementals of a particular kith were

} not freakishly endowed with partic-

ular traits before their abduction, but

they did often share a set of relatively
common tendencies.

\
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All Elementals also share

one experience that is largely

unique to their seeming: their trans-

formation. The other Lost usually at-

tainted their present form as a result of

the amount of time they spent in Arcadia

and the food and drink they consumed. How-

ever, all Elementals were dramatically, and

v sometimes violently, transformed into

their current states.

These transformations are

y wildly diverse and often ex-

ceptionally strange. For some,

it was an agonizing process as

their humanity was literally

burned away while they were

roasted over slow fires that

burned with all the colors of

the rainbow and gave off

exotic smelling smokes. For

others, their transforma-

tion was an utterly painless

\ but horrifying process as

{ they were immersed in vats

of strange liquids until their

bodies literally, but painlessly,

) dissolved away into living
' // pools of water.

For many, it was pre-

sented as a horribly voluntary

choice — the person could ei-

. ther slowly starve to death or

>  he could eat the delicious-smell-

ing fruit that gradually caused his

body to grow bark and his hair to fall

out and be replaced by leaves or evergreen

1. needles. The Fae performed some of these

transformations using futuristic devices
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similar to those used on some of the Wizened. In particu-
lar, many of the Manikins were placed in strange machines
similar to those used on a few of the Wizened, and some
were operated on by small and twisted beings similar to the
Grays who tormented many of the Wizened. In these cases,
the Elementals were often taken apart like the Wizened, but
were then reassembled using an assortment of new and dif-
ferent parts made from elaborate brass and steel clockworks,
smooth flesh-toned plastic or perfectly molded bits of glass.

In many ways, the most terrible transformations were
also the most passive. Most of the Earthbones were buried
in Arcadia’s earth or covered by piles of rocks and stones,
while the Snowskins were simply stripped naked and ex-
posed to the frozen elements. In both cases, the Elementals
were left for as long as a few weeks, while their bodies slowly
and painfully transformed into the element around them.
For many Snowskins, their transformation was an experi-
ence filled with mixed emotions as the attainment of their
Elemental nature removed much of their humanity but also
allowed them to endure the bitter cold without discomfort.
Similarly, many Earthbones first learned of their transfor-
mation as their new form allowed them to dig their way out
of the earth they had been buried in.

As a result of the extreme transformations they un-
derwent, many Elementals feel a distance from their bodies
even greater than that experienced by the rest of the Lost.
Some avoid looking in mirrors and consider their bodies to
be foreign and fundamentally wrong. For the most troubled,
attempts at plastic surgery, substance abuse and occasion-
ally self-mutilation are all possible reactions.

Others have learned to embrace their new forms and
consider themselves superior to mere mortals, but even
these Elementals cannot forget that, regardless of the pride
they take in their transformed and its unusual capabilities,
the process of transformation was something inflicted upon
them against their will.

Not all Elementals were forced to transform. A few ini-
tially welcomed their transformation as an escape from their
humanity or their lives. These Elementals are some of the
only members of the Lost who entered Arcadia of their own
free will. The Fae told these changelings that they would re-
place their human forms with something new, alien and sup-
posedly far more wonderful. Some of these eccentrics hated
themselves or their lives or already felt deeply uncomfortable
with or alienated from their own bodies. Others were so
filled with grief or other negative feeling that they thought
the only escape was renouncing their humanity, and a very
few were so in love with the element that they jumped at
the chance to truly become a part of it. Unfortunately, the
Fae never tell the entire truth about anything. In addition to
watching their bodies irrevocably change in deeply alien and
often horribly painful ways, these unknowing volunteers also
did not understand that the price of this transformation was
an eternity of servitude to cruel and uncaring masters.

to their transformations — certainly only a few of them re-
turned to the mortal world. The vast majority of these change-
lings will never admit this fact to anyone but their most trusted
companions, because most of the Lost look upon anyone who
willingly gave up her humanity as either an utter fool or a vile
abomination who is likely still in league the Fae.

E @@z’c‘al and Mental Pelicr 3

of Iranpformation

Many Elementals return to the mortal world
with profoundly different bodies. As a result, Physi-
cal Merits are quite common. The particular Merits
depend upon the element the changeling is associ-
ated with. Airtouched and Firehearts often possess
Merits such as Fast Reﬂexes, Fleet of Foot or Quic]z
Draw, while Earthbones often possess Merits such
as Giant, Iron Stamina or Strong Baclz, Woodblood
often posses Iron Stomach or Toxin Resistance and

many Waterborn posses the Strong Lungs Merit.

Their experiences in Arcadia often distance
Elementals from humanity in especially profound
ways. Among Elementals, Irrationality is espe-
cially common as they briefly lose contact with
reason and the logic of the human world. Fixation
and Obsessive Compulsion are also common
among Elementals who have lost at least some
degree of emotional understanding for human life
and orclinary human reactions. These unfortu-
nates attempt to precisely mimic what seem to be

appropriate reactions and behaviors and become

@ exceedingly distressed whenever they fail. :9;;

THEIR SURROUANDINGS

Elementals are in the odd situation of having profound
ties to humanity and to the elements. Although Elementals
have the same human drives to social interaction and com-

panionship, they also possess a strong attraction to their as-
sociated element. Even Elementals who remember their time
in Arcadia with nothing but hatred or fear feel an uncon-
scious attraction to their element. During a windstorm, the
vast majority of the Airtouched feel exhilarated and more
alive, and many will have at least brief flashes of memory of
being a living breeze, just as a Fireheart associated with elec-
tricity usually has similar reactions during thunderstorms or
when in the vicinity of an electrical substation.

Elementals are unconsciously drawn to colors, textures,
sounds, scents and other sensory input associated with their
element. The apartments of most Airtouched can most easily
described as light and “airy” with mobiles and gauzy hang-
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ings that move in the breeze, lightly built furniture and thin
curtains instead of doors. Naturally, most Elementals recog-
nize the origins of their preferences, and some consciously
and deliberately resist these urges, consciously choosing to
live in surroundings that are as antithetical as possible to any
desires associated with their nature. However, even these sad
and uncomfortable Elementals have not escaped from the in-
fluence of their nature; they have merely intentionally made
themselves unhappy in an ultimately futile attempt to refute
the transformations they have undergone.

INTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORILD

Elementals often have a difficult time relearning life
in the mortal world, especially those who spent their entire
time in Arcadia as a sculpture of living flame or some in
similarly alien existences. Some remain profoundly quiet
as they relearn the desire for speech, while others explode
into bursts of often rather awkward conversation after it was
been denied them for months, years or even decades.

Regardless of their immediate reaction to freedom and
return to the mortal world, Elementals are the most alien
of any of the Lost. The Elementals’ essential nature is now
in part that some inanimate substance such as stone, fire or
even plastic. When a mortal or one of the Lost who is not
an Elemental looks at a crackling bonfire or a rushing river,
he may feel various emotions and sensations based on what
these scenes means to him, but he will never be struck with
memories of once being a crackling bonfire or a current
in a rushing river. Elementals stand between the world of
humanity and the inanimate world. No matter how much
some of them wish to deny this fact, their connection to
their associated element is as important to their psyche and
their existence as their connection to humanity.

One of the most important aspects of the existences of
all Elementals is how they choose to deal with the fact that
they partake of an elemental nature and a human nature.
Some deny it; others attempt to use and express this connec-
tion through various forms of art or performance. Although
often socially awkward, some Elementals are consummate
artists or performers using the subtle languages of sculpture,
dance, writing or music to attempt to express sensations and
reactions to the physical world that no human has ever expe-
rienced. Those who succeed in conveying these impressions
are often widely acclaimed as unique visionaries.

Others attempt to spend time with humans who have a
close connection to their element. Airtouched may seek out
the company of hang-glider enthusiasts or high-altitude con-
struction workers, just as Firehearts spend time with experts
in pyrotechnics special effects or firefighters and Manikins
tied to metal may look for bronze sculptors or people working
in a factory that casts or forms huge quantities of metal. Be-
cause of their connection to their element and their powerful
elemental Contracts, Elementals often excel at working with

their element. As a result, they can often either find employ-
ment in professions related to their element or excel at a hob-
by connected to it. In this way, they often find a community
of mortals who at least to some degree share the Elementals’
fascination and understanding of their element.

Elementals who lack some way to attempt to bridge be-
tween their Elemental and human nature can easily drift
apart from humanity, becoming increasingly isolated and
eccentric as they spend more time talking more to the fire
in their fireplace than to any of the mortals around them.
Other Elementals grow deeply troubled by how far they
became removed from humanity while they were in Ar-
cadia and spend much of their time and effort after their
escape attempting to refamiliarize themselves with human
life. These Elementals often initially reject all contact with
other changelings until it becomes clear that they can not
simply return to their mortal lives. Even once it becomes
clear that they cannot fully return to their previous lives,
they attempt to look and act as normal as possible, seek-
ing to deny on an unconscious level the fact that in a very
profound way they are no longer fully human.

FREEHOLD ROLES

Elementals are so diverse and their connections to hu-
manity are sometimes so tenuous that other Lost rarely have
expectations about what role an Elemental will take in a free-
hold. The most common assumption is that Elementals will
be among the freehold’s most eccentric members. However,
because of some mixture of their outlook and general manner,
and the aura of elemental power that surrounds them, many
changelings get along well with Elementals. Among many of
the Lost, Elementals have a reputation for being solid members
of any freehold, and for usually having much to offer to it.

In many cases, Elementals are especially prized because
their Contracts can be exceedingly powerful and are some
of the most effective at dealing with the inanimate world.
However, not all Elementals excel at such Contacts or wish
to use the most powerful manifestations of their elemental
connections at the beck and call of others. More than any
other seeming, Elementals are taken on an individual basis
because they are so exceptionally diverse. However, their dif-
ferences are also a source of the reason they are often liked or
at least easily accepted by most of the rest of the Lost. Their
distance from humanity often means that they have a similar
degree of distance from the petty rivalries and infighting that
is the hallmark of so much of changeling society.

Unless they are obviously involved in a particular dis-
agreement, many changelings consider Elementals to be neu-
tral parties in most minor social conflicts. Not infrequently,
everyone involved in such a conflict is willing to listen to
the opinion of an Elemental who knows of but is not in-
volved. Other changelings do this on the assumption that
the Elemental will have the most even-handed and impar-
tial view of the situation. As an extension of this practice,

1

"1_41\_ ‘\) il '

I3
W — =iy

L».{._\_;_LJQ



' XY : 1:" i
QTR CR E R

many Elementals also end up as advisors who work with the
freehold’s planners and strategists, providing a unique point
of view on various issues. Sometimes their lack of connection
to humanity limits their understanding of various situations,
but at other times, Elementals can see the obvious truths and
the best solutions to a problem more clearly than anyone else
because of their unique nature and unusual perspective.

CONTRACTS OF
COMMUNION

Instead of commanding or becoming an element,
changelings who choose to pursue Contracts of Communion
learn to communicate with the element and can eventually
relate to their chosen element on a deeply personal level. As
with Contracts of Elements, Contracts of Communion are
purchased separately, each Contract attuning itself to one
particular element. For example, a character assigning all his
beginning five dots in Contracts could purchase Communion
ee (Water) and Communion ®ee (Ice), or Communion ®
(Fire), Communion e (Earth) and Communion ®® (Metal).
Similarly, learning new versions of already known clauses is
half the cost (round down) of learning a new Contract.

SENSE ELEMENT (°)

The changeling first learns to precisely sense her cho-
sen element. The results of this differ from one element to
the next, but in all cases, she can sense the precise location
and form of the element.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wits + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling sits and meditates for at least
10 minutes and makes a successful meditation roll.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character’s perceptions become
confused, and she experiences a —2 penalty to all Wits rolls
involving perception for the next full scene.

Failure: The Contract does not allow the character to
perceive the element.

Success: The character can precisely locate all in-
stances of the element within Wyrd x 10 yards of her. She
knows where all of these instances are and their precise
shape. Sensing metal allows the character to sense all
knives, guns or other metal weapons within range as well as
learning whether the guns are loaded or have their safeties
on. Sensing electricity allows the character to determine
the exact location of all wiring behind the walls of a house
or other building. When using this clause in conjunction
with an appropriate talent (sensing metal while picking a
metal lock, for instance), success provides a +1 bonus to all
appropriate rolls to work with the element.

When sensing fluid or intangible elements such as
water, air or shadow, the character learns the location and
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general shape of anything surrounded by these elements. J ! :
Sense Element (Air) allows the changeling to clearly per- \ o

ceive the shape of every person and object within range,
just as Sense Element (Water) allows the character do to the
same with anything and anyone who is underwater. This
does not allow the character to detect entities concealed by
supernatural power, though; the power interferes with what
is, after all, a rather basic trick. The changeling must still
make perception rolls where appropriate; a character hiding
from the Elemental usually still gets the benefit of stealth, as
remaining close to cover can deceive the clause.

The clause’s effects last for one scene.

Exceptional Success: The character can sense the ele-
ment at a range of Wyrd x 25 yards.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation
-2 The character’s senses are either restrained with

blindfolds or similar items or overwhelmed with
loud noises, bright flashing lights, intense smells

or other distractions.
+1 The character spealzs to the element and asks it

questions at the volume of a normal conversation.

PRIMORDIAL \VOICE (e°)

The character can talk to the element and ask it about
past events that it may have sensed. The character can only
learn about fairly recent information, but otherwise the ele-
ment tells the character what she wishes to know. However,
the character can only ask the element about events that
occurred near where she is asking the question.

This clause can be used once per scene.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Socialize + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The character makes a minor offering to the
element — polishing metal she is going to talk to, sweeping
flagstones, singing for the air, adjusting the lights to make
shadows larger, etc. In addition to the effort involved, such
efforts also take at least a few minutes of time.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character receives false or mis-
leading information from the element.

Failure: The character learns nothing from the element.

Success: The character can ask the element about
anything that occurred within the last day. Each additional
success rolled allows the character to ask about events that
occurred another day before. Rolling three successes allows
the character to learn about events three days ago. For the
next five minutes, the character can talk to every example
of the chosen element that is within Wyrd x 3 yards.

The information the element provides depends upon the
particular element the changeling is talking to. Light pro-
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vides visual images of the past, air provides sounds, including
speech, while solid objects can provide details of how and
when they were used, including images of the fingerprints or
handprints of anyone that touched the objects. The elements
can also answer general questions such as if anyone touched
or walked through them in the last 12 hours as well as the
number of people and when such events occurred. Details are
typically inexact; the air in an office will probably differenti-
ate between “worker” and “visitor,” but may not know the
difference between “male” or “female.”

Exceptional Success: In addition to being able to reply
to questions about events up to five days in the past, the ele-
ment is helpful and talkative, possibly offering potentially
useful information without being asked or volunteering de-
tails about a situation that the character might not have
otherwise asked about.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation
-1 The character is brusque and hurried when asking

her questions.
+1 The character chats with the element before using
the Contract and is friendly and polite.

DISTANT CONNECTION (o00)

The changeling can share the senses and experiences
of distant examples of her element. In addition, with ad-
ditional effort, she can ask these distant examples of the
element to perform actions for her.

Cost: 2 Glamour and (optional) 1 Willpower

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Persuasion

Action: Instant

Catch: The character wishes to share the senses or ask a fa-
vor of an example of the element she is extremely familiar with,
such as the wood of or air in her home or the metal in her car.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character temporarily loses con-
nection with her element and suffers a —2 penalty to all Con-
tracts of Communion and the Elements for the next scene.

Failure: The changeling cannot communicate with
the element.

Success: The changeling is able to share the senses
and experiences of manifestations of her chosen element
beyond the range of her senses. For ubiquitous elements
such as air, earth or water on a lake or ocean, the character
can sense the element and all major disturbances in it at a
range equal to Wyrd x 30 yards. For elements that are not
ubiquitous, such as fire, electricity or metal, the character
has a range of Wyrd x 300 yards.

A character using this Contract on air or on water
while out on a lake could sense any large relatively rapidly
moving objects such as cars or trucks, boats, large fish or
submarines. Similarly, a character sensing fire could locate

4

every lit match, candle, campfire or cigarette within range,
and a character sensing water in a city could sense every
pipe full of water as well as every drinking fountain, fire
hydrant or tap that was in use.

In addition to sensing the element, the character can also
focus her attention on a specific manifestation of the element.
She then extends her senses so that she can see an area around
a specific lit cigarette or running faucet or see any specific loca-
tion containing a ubiquitous element, such as air. The charac-
ter can see and hear everything occurring within a radius of
(Wyrd) yards, centered on the manifestation of the element.

If the character spends a point of Willpower and makes
another Wyrd + Persuasion roll, she can persuade a single
manifestation of the element to briefly become more powerful
and direct its power. The character could make a lit cigarette
burst into flame and potentially set anything within a few
inches on fire. She could also cause a light bulb to explode, a
running tap to surge with water and splash everyone within
a few feet of it, an electrical socket could shock someone a
foot or two away or air to blow papers off a desk or a hat off
someone’s head. None of these elemental manifestations can
be stronger than the element could theoretically do on its
own — a cigarette cannot suddenly flare up into a campfire,
and none of these bursts of power last more than one turn.
The character can affect the element as often as desired, but
each attempt costs one point of Willpower.

Exceptional Success: The character can affect a mani-
festation of the element that she is looking through for an
entire scene by spending one point of Willpower and can
affect any manifestation of the element she is perceiving.
Exceptional successes on either the initial roll or the roll to
affect the element have the same effect.

ELEMENTAL SERVITOR (eeee)

The changeling can call up the element to act as her
willing ally.

Cost: 3 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Persuasion

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling performs a significant favor for
the element, such as thoroughly cleaning a public fountain,
spending an hour or more polishing a large stone statue or
hanging up ribbons and bits of paper for a wind to blow im-
mediately before using this clause.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The servitor animates (see below)
for two turns, but it reacts in a wild, unpredictable and dan-
gerous fashion and will attack anyone nearby, including the
changeling.

Failure: The character fails to animate the element.

Success: The changeling successfully persuades the ele-
ment to become animate and act as his ally for the next full
scene. The element becomes an intelligent elemental being
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capable of obeying the changeling’s commands 4
and observing the world. The elemental e T
being is approximately as intelligent
as an especially smart dog. The
elemental being can obey any

relatively simple command and

notices obvious threats or dan- g
gers to the changeling or itself. L 3
The changeling must touch, or
at least place her hand within
a foot or so of the portion of =%
the element she wishes to ani-
mate. The amount of element the
changeling can animate is equal to five

square yards of volume per point of the
changeling’s Wyrd.

In addition to any advan-
tages granted by the element
(such as fire being able to
burn flammable objects),
these elemental beings also
gain Power, Finesse and
Resistance Attributes
similar to ghosts or
spirits. The elemental
being’s Power and Resistance
equal the changeling’s Wyrd,
and the elemental being’s Finesse equals
the number of successes the changeling
rolled when using this Contract.

However, the changeling can only animate the amount
of the element present. If she can animate water and is in a
room with only a single glass of water, then the glass of water
is all she can animate. In addition, all three of the servitor’s
traits are also limited by the amount of the element that is
present. A two-pound rock will not, if animated, demon-
strate four Power and Resistance. The changeling gives the
elemental being basic commands when invoking the clause
and can issue other commands as desired. As a result, a
servitor can fight alongside the changeling, while allowing
the changeling to fight, run or otherwise act independently.
The elemental being remains animate for one scene.

Exceptional Success: The servitor remains active for a
number of hours equal to the changeling’s Wyrd.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier
-2 The changeling asks the elemental l)eing to do
something that will harm or diminish itself.
+1 The changeling asks the elemental being to do

something that will allow it to increase, such as

Situation

asking a fire to spread.
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ELEMENTAL ALLY (eoeee)

The changeling can imbue an element with intel-

i | ligence and animation. The element can only become

animate for a single scene, but the elemental ally re-
tains intelligence and awareness of its surround-
ings for several days.
Cost: 3 Glamour + 1 Willpower
Dice Pool: Presence + Wyrd
Action: Instant

Catch: When first using this clause
on the element, the changeling negoti-
ates with the element, promising some
service or other payment in return for
having the element as a temporary ally. Successful-
ly bargaining with the element and paying its price
are the catch for this clause. The favor asked is
invariably hazardous, arduous or expensive.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The el-
emental animates (see
below) for a number
of turns equal to
the  changeling’s
Wyrd but is wholly

malevolent and attempts
« to attack and kill the changeling who

animated it.

Failure: The character fails to animate the element.

Success: The changeling successfully imbues the ele-
ment with intelligence, awareness and the ability to become
fully animate. The element remains intelligent and aware
for one week. However, the element can become animate
for only one scene. While animate, the element has all of
the physical capabilities of the elemental being described
in the Elemental Servitor clause. When the elemental is
animate and when it is merely intelligent and aware, the
element is as intelligent as a human and can clearly sense
the environment around it with sight and hearing as keen
as a human’s. These senses extend to a range of up to the
changeling’s Wyrd x 10 yards, unless blocked by some ob-
stacle. For the duration of this Contract, the element is well
disposed to the changeling and obeys any request that will
not result in the element’s destruction. The element can-
not, however, leave the immediate area of its animation,
whereas an Elemental Servitor could follow the changeling
as far as possible before the clause’s effects expired.

The element is perfectly willing to keep watch over the
surrounding area and report any activities to the changeling.
In addition, the element is willing to animate itself in response
to some event indicated by the changeling. These events can
be anything from a command issued by the changeling when
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person attempting to break into a nearby building, a specific in-
dividual that the changeling has shown the element a picture
or video of coming within range or simply at a specific date and
time. As long as the element does not have to seriously endan-
ger itself, it will obey any command by the changeling.

Exceptional Success: The elemental ally remains
aware and intelligent for an entire month, although the ele-
ment can still remain animate for only one scene.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier  Situation
-2 The changeling asks the element to do sorne’c}ling

that stands a gooé]. chance of harming or
(].estroying the element.

+1 The changeling has previously used this Contract on
the same manifestation of the element, without

causing any harm to the element after animation.

THE FAIREST

The life of a Fairest is often a mixture of pride and regret.
Most suspect that the reason they were abducted by the Fae
is that they had some especially impressive quality or talent.
For most Fairest, their abduction and transformation served
to enhance these talents, and now they take pride in being
the most beautiful and talented of the Lost. However, this
pride is mixed with an awareness that they would not have
been ripped away from their lives and their loved ones and
subjected to various horrors if they had not been as special
or perhaps as prideful as they were. Also, for some the fact
that they now have more talent or beauty than before their
abduction means that their talents or beauty are no longer
truly part of them. Balancing the natural joy and pride in
being accomplished and acclaimed for their skill and beauty
with the awareness of what these talents cost them is one of
the central paradoxes of the lives of many Fairest.

MEMORIES OF ARCADIA

For the Fairest, one of the most difficult things about their
mangled memories of Arcadia is the illicit pleasure of some of
them. While most of the Lost remember either endless fear
and torment or at best endless drudgery punctuated only by
occasional punishments and at most brief moments of reward,
many Fairest experienced a greater mixture of pleasure and
pain. They were rewarded with ecstasy beyond mortal com-
prehension when they pleased their masters or mistresses and
punished with ghastly torments when their efforts were con-
sidered less than satisfactory. In a few cases, these punishments
only consisted of an interruption to a series of otherwise end-
less and vastly addictive pleasures — or so the stories go. In the
instances of changelings who claim to have left such places,
one can never be sure just how true their “recollections” are.

Most of the Lost talk about how the Fairest dwelled
in the loveliest and most wonderful portions of Arcadia,
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but these realms were almost always as terrible as they were
wondrous. Three of the more memorable are the Shining
Metropolis, the Garden and The Menagerie Dome.

THE SHININC METROPOLIS

Stories of this realm sound like decades-old visions of the
wonder-filled high-tech future. The city is a glorious construc-
tion of shining granite and exotically colored and brilliantly
polished metal, with walkways and sky bridges of transparent
polished glass. Along these streets walk tall noble beings in
shining robes, while above them fly streamlined flying cars
that are vehicles and mobile works of functional art. The resi-
dents lead elegant and pleasure-filled lives, where their every
need is taken care of by shining machines that hover in the air
and speak in soft mechanical voices. When the residents move
against rivals — and the Gentry are quick to move against
rivals — they make war from comfortable tower rooms, where
they can watch their constructs and servants spill out blood
in perfect detachment. And when the wars are done, for en-
tertainment the Fae seek out skilled performers and beautiful
concubines, whom the Fae control using special metal circlets
welded to the flesh of the performers’ foreheads.

These circlets allow the Fae to reward performers who
please them with sensations of indescribable pleasure.
Those who fail to entertain instead receive “lessons” com-
bining excruciating pain with mental images of their fail-
ure. Neither reward nor punishment leaves any mark upon
the performer’s flesh. Body-servants or concubines are re-
warded and punished in the same manner. Other than the
necessities of their jobs, the inhabitants of the Shining Me-
tropolis never touch one another, and expect their servants
to behave in a similar manner.

These Fairest have complete freedom of movement, but if
they ever step outside of the areas permitted to them, the metal
in their flesh fills their bodies with intense agony. Escape either
involves the Fairest finding some way of destroying or cutting
out this band of metal or summoning the strength of will to
overcome the pain until they are out of range of the Shining
City’s agony projectors. The hardest part of this escape is that
last few hundred yards before they are out of range, the pain is
always instantly replaced by equally intense pleasure.

THE CARDEN

This realm is a vast beautiful garden perpetually in late
Spring, where huge, brilliantly colored flowers abound and
never fade. The buildings are living plants where every leaf
and stem are perfectly arranged for the comfort of their in-
habitants. The Fae and the Fairest who inhabit this realm
all have green and brown skins and often have flowers or
leaves instead of hair. The Fae here breed various animate
plants, including elegant attack plants with a variety of cun-
ning thorns, venoms, caustic nectars and strangling tendrils.
These plants allow the Gentry to stake out their own do-
mains within the garden, with kaleidoscopic topiary laby-
rinths keeping their rivals at bay. The changeling captives
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here are often set to tend the homicidal plants and the Fae
who enjoy them; while Woodwalkers and Woodbloods make
up some of the enslaved gardeners, the Fairest are expected
to tend particular plants on the grounds of aesthetics. If a
Fairest would look attractive standing next to a particularly
prized blossom, then it becomes his job to care for the flower
as if it were his own child, no matter how badly it savages him
in the process. Punishment with thorny whips and worse
awaits any whose neglect leads to torn or wilted leaves.

Life has its fleeting moments of tranquility for those who
perform their duties well. The Fae reward excellence with the
taste of the sap of iridescent poppies that bring mind-numb-
ingly wondrous hallucinations. The Fae make certain that all
changelings here receive this sap at least occasionally. For most,
the lack of these draughts is the worst punishment they can
imagine. Only the strongest-willed ever escape the garden.

THE MENACERIE DOME

This realm is a gigantic dome made of ivory and jade set
in an ornate and carefully tended meadow ornamented with
decorative walls and a multitude of sculptures. Inside the miles-
wide dome are exquisite pavilions of precious stone, brilliantly
colored scented woods and vast expanses of silk where the Fae
and their attendants dwell. The Fae here are fond of chimeri-
cally monstrous forms, beautiful in strange ways — opalescent
patchwork semi-dragons, kingly manticores with a plurality of
elegantly envenomed tails, vulture-cockatrices with majestic
plumage. Most of the Fairest here are Draconics, kept to tend to
the Fae who cannot abide the touch of anything or anyone who
does not partake of their primal nature. Draconics who please
the Fae are rewarded by receiving vividly real memories of being
actual monsters of immense power and majesty — those who
fail the Fae are given equally vivid memories of humans who
are slowly devoured alive by terrible creatures. The customary
infighting between Fae is surprisingly low here, as none of the
grand beasts choose to leave their domains. Regrettably, that
typically means that when a great wrath passes over their mer-
curial moods, there are no better targets at hand than servants.

The only other Fairest here are typically Muses, who are
all the most flawlessly beautiful humans the Gentry’s hired
hunters can find. The elegant monstrosities have a curiosity for
the human form, particularly the strange configurations it can
be pulled into. Muses reside in delicate cages that intermit-
tently fill them with such intense pleasure and joy that they are
happy to assume various postures or even to deliberately injure
themselves to better illustrate the absolute limits of the human
form. The Fae do nothing to prevent the escape of either type
of changeling except to reward any Draconic who captures an
escapee with especially vivid and lasting memories, letting the
Fairest police the actions of others of their kind.

BECOMING A FAIREST

The Fairest are the Lost who are most certain of the
reason for their abduction. Although the exact reasons dif-
fer (and some have been forgotten), each had a particular

talent — a unique beauty, an exquisite voice, an unusual
degree of skill with a musical instrument or some similar
gift. Before their abduction, some of the Fairest worked and
honed their natural talents to the best of their ability, while
others simply accepted them as interesting quirks, and
sought a different direction for their lives, but all were well
aware that they had something that most people lacked.
Unfortunately, the Fae also noticed these gifts.

The Fairest often experience less dramatic physical
changes than most other Lost. The Fairest’s appearance
transforms, and some of these transformations may be sig-
nificant, but their bodies often remain much as they previ-
ously were, so as not to impair their abilities. In addition,
one of the hardest parts of readjusting to life in the mortal
world is realizing just how much many have gained from
their experiences in Arcadia. Performers usually become
significantly better after enduring years or occasionally
decades of torment at the hands of masters who punished
them for any imperfection in their performances. Similar-
ly, individuals who were already noted for their charisma,
beauty or sensuality have often had their bodies and their
behaviors sculpted and refined by the Fae so that mortals
and the other Lost see these Fairest as even more persua-
sive, striking or seductive than they were before.

These “improvements” are often in qualities or abilities
that the Fairest valued highly before their abduction, but
the suffering they endured to attain them and the fact that
they were forced to improve by cruel, inhuman beings who
cared about nothing except these traits make the results a
very mixed blessing. Many of the Fairest occasionally feel
conflicted or afraid when praised for their skill or beauty.
Too often, this praise either reminds them of the praise they
received in Arcadia or of the fact that one reason for their
prowess is the torments they endured.

A few of the Fairest react to such thoughts by doing their
best to either never perform their skill or to dress and act in
ways that deliberately detract from their beauty or charisma.
The rest of the Fairest look upon such individuals with pity,
but nevertheless understand the reasons for such drastic de-
cisions. Many Fairest are haughty and overbearing regarding
their beauty or skill. While many mortals and Lost regard
such Fairest as overly vain and proud, most who affect this
manner do so because they firmly believe that the high price
they paid for their beauty or skill means that they should do
their absolute best to obtain whatever benefits they can, to
attempt to balance the scales of their lives.

In many cases, Fairest are transformed to resemble the
Fae who abducted them, which often makes looking in a
mirror a disturbing reminder of their captivity. It seems to
reflect the solipsistic vanity of the True Fae that a Keeper’s
idea of beauty often matches his self-image (though it’s
also true that other seemings may arise in the same way).
Bright Ones share kinship with ephemeral Fae who can
switch between faintly glowing forms of inhuman beauty
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and elegantly glowing balls of light, and are often trans-
formed merely by dwelling for a while within these Fae’s
softly glowing realm and partaking of their food. Similarly,
the Flowering may have been abducted by gloriously lovely
plant Fae who infuse the changelings with draughts dis-
tilled from special transformative saps.

Draconics often faced the most difficult transforma-
tions because their masters and mistresses were monsters
of vast and terrible beauty whose methods of transforma-
tion were particularly ungentle. In some cases, a dragon Fae
literally swallows the newly abducted person whole, trans-
forms her within its body and then lays an egg with the
newly formed Draconic inside. Conscious and aware during
most of this process, Draconics must claw their way from
their eggs and then serve their new masters well or risk be-
ing devoured again.

Many Muses had the most terrible experiences in
Arcadia, although some of them return with their bodies
largely unchanged. Most Fairest are abducted to serve the
Fae — either as performers, lovers or simply especially love-
ly servants. However, Muses are abducted solely because of
their decorative value. In some cases, this just means that
Muses are given no duties beyond always looking beautiful
and are horribly punished whenever they move in a way that
is at all clumsy or graceless. However, often the Fae make
certain that the Muses will have no chance to ever appear
imperfect or ugly. The Fae literally freeze these Muses in
place. The Fae turn some Muses into living stone, but sim-
ply render most completely immobile. These Muses remain
conscious and aware of the world around them, but cannot
speak or act in any way. Some are kept in one position for
eternity and never have a chance to escape. However, most
are owned by more fickle Fae who regularly free them, order
them to wander around to be admired at a party or simply
to move to another location or change the position of their
limbs and then freeze them in place again. These periodic
periods of mobility allow the Muse to maintain his sanity
and eventually provide a chance for escape.

THEIR SURROUANDINGS

All Fairest endeavor to surround themselves with beau-
tiful things, but their definitions of beauty vary wildly. Some
collect fine antiques or valuable works of art, while others
amass extensive and exquisite collections of seashells, but-
terflies or leaves. However, there are also many Fairest who
collect kitschy decorative figurines, dolls, or even beer cans.
Such collections serve as touchstones to the physical real-
ity of the mortal world as well as a chance to display their
perfect collection and their expertise to others.

However, whether they collect anything or not, Fair-
est are also well-known for seeking out things that make
their daily lives more pleasant. When possible, Fairest are
frequently willing to spend extra money on especially pleas-
ant soaps, soft towels and other minor pleasures as well as

Zracep of Arcadia

In Arcadia, Fairest often gain Merits that
reflect the way the Fae honed their talents. The
most obvious is the Striking Looks Merit, but
Ambidextrous, Fast Reflexes and Inspiring are
a,]s() a]] I‘e]atively common am()ng Fail‘est Wl"l()Se
minds and bodies were altered to maximize their

grace or charisma.

The resul’ts, expectations and demands
placed on the Fairest by their Fae masters also
often remain well after one of the Fairest has
escaped into the mortal world. Asa way to reas-
sure themselves that t}ley tru]y mastered their
lessons, some Fairestfall prey to Narcissism or
Nlegalomania, However, contrary to many of
the expectations and stereotypes of other Lost,
In{:eriority Complex and Anxiety are both equal]y
common maladies. Many Fairest continually
doubt that even their best efforts have any worth
or still fear that their best efforts are insufficient
to spare them from punishment. Fairest perform—
ers often suffer from either Fixation or Obsessive
Compulsion associated with their performances,
as tl'ley agonize and obsess over even the most

minor imperfections in their art.

fancier and more expensive items such as gleaming espresso
makers or fine food. After years of alternating pleasure and
pain, many seek comfort and beauty in their lives and sur-
roundings because they grew used to the pleasures of Arca-
dia and also to help banish fears of punishment.

The Fairest are the Lost most likely to live with others.
Even when Fairest are not living with their families or with
others of the Lost, Fairest often have roommates. The close
presence of humans or changelings helps to keep Fairest
happy and connected to the mortal world. After having the
constant company and all-too-intimate attentions of the
Fae, many Fairest find that they become seriously depressed
and sometimes even begin to doubt their own reality if they
are alone for too long. Living with humans or other Lost
helps remove such fears. Living with others also allows Fair-
est the chance to continually prove their freedom by nego-
tiating the rules for their shared dwelling, demonstrating on
all levels that they no longer need obey the orders of their
mistresses.

IJNTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORLD

One of the challenges most Fairest face after their re-
turn to the mortal world is that their life in Arcadia con-
tained almost as much wonder, joy and ecstasy as horror,
pain and suffering. Fairest whose mortal lives become un-
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the hazy fragments of memories of Arcadia with an al-
most wistful longing. Those who do not recognize such
thoughts as warning signs sometimes wander into the
Hedge and do not return. As a result, the vast majority
of Fairest attempt to make certain that their lives in
the mortal world remain enjoyable and intense.

The most common stereotype among the Lost is
that the Fairest are all sybaritic hedonists. While regu-
larly indulging in intense sensory experiences is one
way to maintain a strong connection with the mortal
world, it is far from the only answer. Some Fairest work
with people. Muses often find the interactions and the
joy they require in the brilliance of the artists they
inspire. Similarly, many Fairest performers find great
pleasure in working with other performers and joy and
meaning from their connection with their audience
and their passion for their art.

Other, more idealistic Fairest find their connec-
tions to the mortal world in either the causes they em-
brace or the people they aid. Regardless of the particu-
lar methods they use, most Fairest who wish to remain
in the mortal world make a particular effort to take an
active part in the world and to find an abundance of
joy and pleasure in their lives. Although some embrace
solitary pursuits, and occasionally lose themselves in
legal or illicit intoxicants or solitary challenges such
as extreme sports or carefully planned robberies, most
find more satisfaction in pursuits involving other peo-
ple, in part because Fairest are used to the attentions
of others and the vast majority enjoy the praise, adula-
tion or even just the acknowledgement of others.

All Fairest remember the glorious praise and in-
humanly wondrous rewards of their masters, as well as
the terrible punishments that awaited those whose ef-
forts failed to please. Human praise and recognition
serve to fill the need for acclaim that most Fairest now
possess, as well as help to reinforce the fact that the
range of human reactions to the Fairest’s actions is
considerably safer and less devastating than those of
the Fae.

Many other changelings assume that the Fairest
consider themselves to be above everyone else. While
some do, and many adopt this manner as a way to gain
much-needed self-confidence, in truth this haughty
manner just as often conceals a continual fear of cen-
sure and an overwhelming desire to please that most
Fairest desperately suppress out of a mixture of shame
and pride. The most terrible moments for many Fair-
est are those when some chance comment or situation
too closely mimics the orders or reactions of their Fae
masters. In an instant, a proud Dancer can assume an
expression of cringing fear, or profound and desperate
longing that other Fairest instantly recognize. After
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particularly extreme reactions, Fairest can have intense re-
actions ranging from binges of intoxication lasting several
days to performing all manner of reckless stunts or occa-
sionally attempts at suicide.

Of course, not all of the Fairest are proud and flashy.
The vyears or decades of often-painful instruction they
obtained in their appearance, behavior or art means that
many know far more about learning and teaching vari-
ous skills or behaviors than ordinary mortals. While the
Muses are the most obvious example of such Fairest, some
members of other kiths also turn their attention to teaching
or inspiring others. These Fairest are often far less outgo-
ing and noticeable than their fellow Fairest who concern
themselves with displaying their own talents. Instead, these
Fairest become demanding teachers and exceedingly deter-
mined sources of inspiration. Some are cruel and emulate
the Fae who “taught” them, but most Fairest are carefully
avoid making those whom they teach or inspire suffer, and
remain strict perfectionists who give unqualified praise only
to the most perfect of results.

ACE AND THE FAIREST

Regardless of what the Fairest do, age is often crueler
to Fairest than to others of the Lost. Although the Lost are
rendered somewhat resistant to the ravages of time, beauty
and certain physical skills still fade with age. As Fairest
grow older, many must face the reality that the qualities
that they are most renowned for grow gradually less striking
and impressive. Most accept their mortality and seek to be-
come teachers, Muses or critics. In this way, they maintain
a connection to their beauty and talent they no longer pos-
sess. These Fairest cease being models, dancers, acrobats or
gymnasts and instead begin the equally demanding work of
training or otherwise aiding other younger individuals who
share these pursuits and passions.

EE 77{(3 Price of Life 3

One of the more persistent stories some of the
older Fairest tell one another is that the Fae can
restore someone’s you‘th in an instant. Unfortu-
nately, they never do this without a high price. The
most common tale is that in return for either re-
turning a single specific individual to their clutches
or simply returning a certain number of change-
lings to 'tllem, the Fae return anyone who works
with them to the prime of that person’s you'tll.
There are sufficient stories of Fairest maintaining
their youth far 1onger than anyone would expect
them to be able to that these stories may contain
some truth. However, it is equally true that their
fellow Lost would certainly kill any of the Lost

who were discovered to have done this.

However, others refuse to let go of their fading glory.
Instead, they seek out obscure magicians, rare artifacts,
little-known Goblin Contracts and a wide variety of other
methods in increasingly desperate attempts to retain or re-
gain their youth and beauty. Unfortunately, such methods
are costly, difficult, fraught with risk or exact a terrible price
on the user or possibly on others.

FREEHOLD ROLES

One stereotype among the Lost claims that every Fair-
est wishes to become an autocratic and lionized leader.
However, while some do, there are a great many Fairest who
have no interest in public power. Some Fairest would greatly
prefer to become the power behind the throne of a freehold,
rather than having to deal with the many difficulties of be-
ing the public face of power and authority. Also, despite
what they might want, a great many Fairest never attain
positions of leadership in a freehold, in part because many
other changelings worry that Fairest are the ones most like-
ly to abuse their power and neglect or ignore the needs and
desires of other changelings. Also, all Fairest must contend
with the fact that a substantial minority of the other Lost
consider the Fairest’s seeming to be composed of stuck-up
posers whose captivity was far less onerous than that of
other changelings.

However, all of the Lost freely admit that when they
need to deal with mortal authorities or complex social situ-
ations, no one is as skilled at either activity as one of the
Fairest. Their natural talents and the various abilities and
Contracts associated with their seeming make them the
ideal members of the freehold to do everything from ex-
plaining a potentially problematic situation to the authori-
ties to attempting to resolve conflicts with mortals and oth-
er freeholds. Many of the vainest and most self-important
Fairest are perfectly happy to represent their freehold to the
rest of the Lost. The fact that such Fairest aren’t the ones
actually in charge of their freeholds is a minor and tedious
detail, easily overlooked.

The Fairest’s skill with diplomacy and deception can
also easily lead some of the less socially adept members of a
freehold to fear that negotiations by the Fairest ultimately
serve the interests of the negotiator over those of the free-
hold. Also, some changelings are jealous of the Fairest’s
beauty and feel a mixture of shame and anger when they
compare the Fairest’s physical perfection with their own
imperfect bodies. As a result, Fairest can have an especially
difficult time winning the trust or the friendship of the
more grotesque or paranoid members of their freehold.

Often the best way to dispel such feelings is for the
Fairest to offer freely their services to help other members
of the freehold deal with various social complexities, such
as helping other changelings sort through various problems
in daily life, including dealing with hostile landlords, suspi-
cious family members or unhappy employers. Serving as a
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source of advice and an unofficial advocate for changelings
who have particular trouble dealing with the complexi-
ties of daily life is neither glamorous nor often particularly
enjoyable, but those Fairest who do this typically earn the
devoted friendship of their fellow changelings, and suffi-
cient amounts of such generosity can overcome almost any
amount of suspicion or prejudice.

Another way in which some Fairest can serve their
freehold is financial, because artistic skill is often far more
timeless than other forms of career training, and more im-
portantly because attractive people with good social skills al-
ways have an easier time finding well-paying jobs than those
who lack either of these traits. As a result, Fairest are often
the wealthiest members of their freehold and end up being
asked to loan money, provide job references for or even lend
out spare rooms to other changelings. However, well-off Fair-
est, just as all other well-off changelings, must balance the
goodwill their efforts generate with a certain level of acumen.
They don’t want to be so open and giving that they are taken
advantage of and their wealth and possessions start becom-
ing seen as the common property of the freehold.

CONTRACTS
OF SEPARATION

One of the deepest truths about the Fairest is that they
are at least somewhat removed from the realities of the physi-
cal world. The sense of superiority many feel sometimes ex-
tends to the mundane details of life and the rules that gov-
ern the physical world. This Contract, alternately said to be
struck with tools such as scissors, axes or scythes, allows a
character to draw upon and enhance this separation in ways
that allows her to circumvent many of these limitations.

TREAD [LICHTLY (o)

The changeling can partially remove herself from
gravity’s influence. She cannot fly or even jump further
than normal, but she takes only bashing damage from fall-
ing, regardless of the distance. In addition, she can walk or
run over any solid surface even if it would not normally sup-
port her weight, such as tissue paper or thin panes of glass.
She can also walk across mud, dry sand or any other surface
without getting her feet even damp.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Dexterity + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The character is wearing fancy and deli-
cate footwear that would be ruined if she did not use this
clause.

Roll Results
Dramatic Failure: The changeling trips and falls, land-
ing prone. She must take one full turn to regain her feet.

Failure: The clause has no effect on the changeling’s
movements.
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surface as if she weighed no more than a few ounces. She
leaves no tracks, can run across snow without breaking
through the surface and also takes only bashing damage
from falls. Anyone attempting to track the character suffers
a—2 penalty, due to the light impressions her footfalls make.
The character can also climb up surfaces too fragile to sup-
port her normal weight, but cannot run, jump or climb any
better or faster than normal. The effects of this clause last
for the scene.

Exceptional Success: The character can jump twice
as far and climb twice as fast as normal for the duration of
this scene.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation
-1 The character is running or jumping.

+1 The character movesat a normal wallzing pace.

EVASION OF SHACKLES (s°)

The character can automatically slip out of any hand-
cuffs, straightjacket or other restraints.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Larceny

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling has been unjustly imprisoned
for some crime or offense she did not actually commit.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: Knots grow tighter, locks jam and
other attempts to remove the restraints suffer a -2 penalty.

Failure: The clause has no affect on the changeling’s
bonds.

Success: The character is instantly freed of all re-
straints such as handcuffs, straightjackets or shackles. This
clause can open locked doors only if the character is in a
small compartment, such as a steamer trunk or trunk of a
car, that significantly restricts her ability to move her body.

Exceptional Success: In addition to removing all re-
straints on the character, the door of any room the charac-
ter is locked into automatically unlocks.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

-1 The character has previously struggled against
these bonds.

+1 Since she was bound, the character has remained
calm and not attempte(l to struggle or free herself
by force or dexterity.

BREACHING BARRIERS (ee0)

The changeling can walk through any closed or locked
door or window that he could fit through if it were open.
Cost: 1 or 2 Glamour
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Dice Pool: Presence + Wyrd
Action: Instant

Catch: The character has been deliberately imprisoned
by another changeling.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The clause fails, and the portal lets
out a loud bang or thump as if character had tried to batter
it down and failed.

Failure: The changeling does not succeed in walking
through the closed portal.

Success: The changeling walks through the portal as if
it weren’t there. The door or window doesn’t open, but the
changeling simply moves instantly and effortlessly from one
side of it to the other without disturbing it or setting off any
alarms. This clause also leaves no marks or traces on the door.

Exceptional Success: If the changeling wishes, she
can spend an additional point of Glamour and take along
one other individual, as long as she holds this person’s hand
while walking through the door or window. The changeling
cannot take along more than one person in this fashion.

Suggested Modifiers

Modifier Situation

-1 The changeling has no idea what is on the other
side of the barrier.

+1 The changeling can clearly'see what is on the
other side of the barrier.

ELECANT PROTECTION (eeee)

Attacks swerve to avoid the changeling. While using
this clause, the changeling always looks elegant and poised
when using her Defense or even while dodging.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Dexterity + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling is unarmed and not attempt-
ing to attack anyone. If the clause is invoked while using
this catch, the clause will instantly end its effects and burn
away three of the changeling’s Glamour if she attacks any-
one while it is active.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character suffers a —1 penalty
to her Defense for the remainder of the scene as all weapons
swerve toward her.

Failure: The clause has no effect on the character’s
Defense.

Success: The clause adds the changeling’s Wyrd to her
Defense. The changeling does not lose this bonus even if she
is restrained, immobilized or unconscious, since attacks nat-
urally swerve to avoid her body. This bonus applies to all at-
tacks, including firearms attacks and attacks made when the
changeling cannot normally use her Defense. In such cases,
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this bonus serves as the changeling’s only Defense. Other-
wise, it is cumulative with the changeling’s normal Defense
and is also added to the doubled Defense characters gain by
dodging. In addition, even when dodging, the changeling al-
ways appears to be moving in an elegant and carefree and
manner, and can use her Defense or dodge without spilling
the cocktail she is holding or wrinkling her gown. This bo-
nus to Defense lasts for two turns per success.

Exceptional Success: The Defense bonus lasts for the
scene.

Suggested Modifiers

Modifier Situation

'8 The changeling is wearing armor.

A1 The changeling is ill dressed.

Hl The changeling is especially well dressed.

PHANTOM CLORY (ooooo)

The changeling temporarily becomes completely in-
tangible. In this state, she is immune to all physical attacks
and can pass through all physical barriers.

Cost: 2 Glamour + 1 Willpower

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Persuasion

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling carries no weapons and wears
no armor. If the changeling picks up or dons either while
using this catch, the clause instantly ends.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling becomes slightly
less solid than usual, temporarily reducing her Stamina by
one for the remainder of the scene.

Failure: This clause has no effect on the changeling.

Success: Becoming intangible requires one turn, dur-
ing which the changeling can do nothing else. However,
doing so does not cause her to lose her Defense. Becoming
tangible again is a reflexive action.

While intangible, the character cannot be affected by
any physical attack. She is effectively in a state of Twilight,
like a ghost, and can attack or be attacked by ghosts or other
immaterial entities as if they were both solid. Everything the
changeling wears and carries also becomes intangible, but
the changeling cannot make anyone else intangible, even if
the changeling picks the person up and carries him (at that
point, the other person would fall through her arms). While
intangible, the changeling can freely walk or stick her head
through walls, drawers and all other objects. She cannot walk
on air, though she can walk on still water as if it were solid
ground; moving water may require a Dexterity + Athletics
check to successfully navigate. She might also be able to leap
partly through a ceiling and pull herself up to the next floor.

If the character becomes tangible while part of her is em-
bedded in solid or liquid matter, she takes three points of ag-
gravated damage and is expelled to the nearest open space.
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Exceptional Success: The changeling can pick up
small objects (anything small enough to fit into her closed
hand) while remaining intangible. The object becomes in-
tangible once her hand closes around it. This may allow her
to retrieve small objects from locked boxes.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier

-1 The changeling is intent on attacking someone.

Situation

+1 The changeling is being pursued and is not
attempting to fight back.

OCRES

Not all fairy tales are things of delicacy. Some are
downright brutal. The Ogres mirror that brutality, and
indeed inspire it from time to time. Though they may be
handsome or hideous, kindly or cruel, the Ogres embody
a single unfailing precept: hard places breed hard people.
They enjoy a reputation as stalwart friends and monstrous
enemies, and it’s not undeserved. No Ogre managed to be-
come what he is without having to face violence. And it’s
a rare Ogre who isn’t willing to face — or embrace — vio-
lence again to get what he thinks is important.

MEMORIES OF ARCADIA
THE FARM

There’s a shortcut through the farm but never take it. Take
the long road, the hard road, the tired road. Take no rest in the
farmer’s fields. And never, never stop for a sausage and a drink.

The fruit and fodder of Arcadia do not come from this
land. Here, Mother Pick harvests nightmares and tears. Her
rolling fields are beautiful to look at, from the far side of her
fences; workmen tend the red-eared pigs, labor in the slaugh-
terhouse or plow the fields. The farmhouse with its red-painted
shutters looks inviting and warm. There’s always ale and sau-
sage set aside for guests and weary travelers. The farm’s owner,
Mother Pick, has a crown of braided hair as red as hearth fire,
twinkling blue eyes and a silent, sunken-cheeked husband. Her
hands are calloused from work and brutality, and her smile is
everything a weary traveler looks for in a friendly hostess.

The slaughterhouse is most active at night. Pigs are
driven, screaming, to the wicked knives of Pick’s lump-
shouldered servants. They work hard, knives rising and
falling all night long because Mother Pick hates laziness.
Lazy folk end up heels-high and dangling from hooks beside
the pigs. Foolish folk end up on the griddle, and the blood
of those who try fleeing is sticky on the floor of the slaugh-
terhouse. Every one of Pick’s workers has tasted her special
sausages. None forget the flavor.

Ogres here are hardworking, dutiful folks, with noth-
ing but kind words for their Keeper. She’ll have it no other
way. Gristlegrinders work in the slaughterhouse, wearing high
rubber boots and with throat-cutting knives in their hands.

Sometimes the beasts beg for their lives, sometimes a fellow
worker ends up on the butcher’s line. Knives flash bright, and
blood coats the floor like wine. Cyclopeans herd and farm, and
keep watch for stragglers along the road to add to the supper
pot while Stonebones stand as sentinels at the edges of Mother
Pick’s lands, watching for trespassers and fleeing prisoners.

The Hedge

The Hedge is neatly trimmed along Mother Pick’s back
fence, a straight wall of glossy green leaves and sweet-smell-
ing flowers all Summer long. It’s tall here, taller than the
greatest giant, and the pigs that root desperately for free-
dom at its base carry scars along their backs from its red
tipped thorns. Hollows near this domain are usually found
in farmland, or former farmland.

HARDSCRABBLE HOME

This once, this once believe when someone rescues you
from the blizzard, from the rock-fall, from certain death. This
once, the fairy tale has a happy ending.

Arcadia is full of singing brooks and rolling hills, birds
flying blue, cloudless skies and soft Summer breezes. Then
there are the hard dry deserts, the trackless wastes and the
hard roads through them. All of these lands are dangerous,
and a refugee may never know whom he will meet when he
flees through the unclaimed spaces.

Long-Arm Jack collects the Lost. He wanders one
stony edge of Arcadia, huge sack tossed over his shoulder
and detailed knowledge of every crack, cave and goat path
on his land. His domain is a harsh one, with few inhabit-
ants, but he’s caught many new residents over the years. The
isolation of his realm keeps away his neighbors — few Fae
trouble themselves with Jack’s barren kingdom. Hunting
parties must ask his permission to catch prey, and he takes
trespassing by other Gentry very poorly. He’s a peculiar one
among the Fae — not kind, but bound by his word, and not
as hesitant to give his word when it suits him.

Many of his servants are changelings fled from crueler
masters. Those who plead mercy from Long-Arm Jack, and
swear seven years of service to him, are promised refuge
from Fae hunters. Those who serve him well, and loyally,
may find themselves gifted with tokens of endurance or,
better yet, be released from their oath at the end of seven
years. Long-Arm Jack thinks nothing of extending seven
years into seven times seven, or then taking that another
sevenfold... but sometimes he stops at seven. Those who try
to shirk this duty and leave early, though — they go into
Jack’s bag, and that’s the last anyone hears of them.

Farwalkers patrol the high mountains of Jack’s domain,
searching for other Lostlings, giving them shelter, leading
them to Jack. Cyclopeans maintain Jack’s prized fruit trees,
and may have a chance to shake off their old habits of cruel-
ty and cannibalism under his rule. It’s a risky service; those
who wander the Hardscrabble lands for Long-Arm Jack
make enemies as well as friends. The work is backbreaking,
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their freedom. But those who serve Long-Arm Jack can still
hope for freedom someday.

The Hedge

Jack’s realm is not close to the Hedge, but he knows
some of its secrets nevertheless. He’s been known to mur-
mur a few of those secrets when he sleeps, or at least when
he approximates sleep as best he can. Hollows maintained
by Jack’s former servants are usually basic but secure and
welcoming in their simplicity.

THORANS HOLD

A vow is more precious than gold and when the Gentry
fail their word, the great iron bells of Thorns ring. None can
forget the noise, none can escape it and, it’s said, none ever defy
the Thorn Prince and his justice. So they say... and what fool
believes any truth in Arcadia?

The Thorn Prince marks his domain with a great jade
and silver palace, where he keeps his armies, tends his poli-
tics and raises the blood red hounds that hunt by the scent of
broken oaths. The great Fae depend on vows and Contracts,
and when a vow is broken, their vengeance is harsh and
inescapable. The Thorn Prince serves as their hammer.

The Stonebones, Gargantuans and Gristlegrinders of
Thorns Hold are fearsome shock troops. The Prince takes
only the strongest, the most ruthless, those of iron will as
well as iron flesh. Farwalkers hunt fleeing oathbreak-
ers, elusive, unshakable and unwavering. Water-
Dwellers search out the smallest pond, or most
secret sea cave for those who hope the trackless
waves of Arcadia will hide them.

The Thorn Prince prefers mortal oathbreakers
for his servants, and hunts them as
well, traveling to the mor-
tal world on dark nights
seeking those who
have broken their

word, defied their 4

position in society or betrayed promises of love. With no
more mercy for mortal failings, he twists those he captures
into tools to punish others of their kind. Those brought to
the Prince’s heel because of broken oaths are always marked
by iron manacles, dug so deep into their flesh that they can-
not be removed and etched with the twisting thorn sigil of
his domain. Even if the changeling manages to escape her
Keeper, she remains forever marked by his mastery.

The Hedge
The Thorn Prince patrols the Hedge. It’s said that his

armor and his weapons are made from the same Contracts
that give life to the barrier between Arcadia and the mor-
tal world. Those in his service, therefore, often know the
Hedge fairly well and may be able to shed their Keeper and
flee into its depths more easily than those serving under dif-
ferent masters. Hollows created near the Thorn Price’s do-
main are at high risk of discovery, for he knows the Hedge
well, and hunts its paths often.

BECOMING AN OCRE

Strength attracts strength, especially among the Fae.
So, the Gentry seek out those who reveal powerful
inner or outer strength — or crave such strengths
— when they want to sculpt a mon-
strous Ogre.
They often choose mortals who
have a finely developed sense of glut-
tony or rage: the bullying child who
always wants to be king of the hill,
the eternally hungry man who haunts the
all-you-can-eat buffets. Fighters past their
prime and bitter about it, parents who rule
their children with fists and thrash-
=, ings: these also interest the Oth-
ers who are searching for a brutal
pet (or the brutal Others who are
searching  for
<l a pet). Some-
i\ times, though,
| the  Gentry
| will search




out those who are consumed with envy for strength, rath-
er than already possessing it. So, the frail and weak who
would give anything to be strong and powerful may be of-
fered a deal they don’t want to refuse by the Fae. Anorexics
obsessed with food may find their worst nightmares come
true, as they grow huge, when they fall into the hands of the
True Fae. And, of course, the Gentry are always delighted
with mortals who are willing to sacrifice themselves to save
others; the clever younger sister who offers to take the place
of her thuggish brother is as precious as gold to the Fae.

The Gentry may coax a mortal victim to their service
by offering a greedy child a “special sweet” if they come to
the Fae’s home at twilight. They will give a broken-down
brawler one more chance to beat down a younger, stron-
ger opponent if the brawler promises seven years of service.
They may simply whisper in the ears of a temperamental
mother, over the years, until she becomes a hammer-fisted,
fearful figure and is drawn naturally to her Keeper through
years of subtle manipulation. Lost, starving travelers are a
common victim of the True Ogres, as fodder for the stew
pot and as likely candidates for service.

It’s impossible to survive becoming an Ogre without a
strong will (or stubborn streak), along with a powerful will to
survive in the face of the worst miseries. Ogres’ bodies may
be broken and re-shaped, but their wills have to remain firm
— especially if they ever hope to escape their Keepers.

Ogres are transformed by physical brutality, hard work
and often the constant twin fears of more abuse and of raven-
ous hunger. A man may be chained to millwheels, hooks dug
into his flesh and anchoring him to his endless task, grind-
ing bone into flour for his Keeper. In turn, the horrible bread
baked from such flour transforms him into a Gristlegrinder,
with terrible, terrible teeth and a craving for human flesh he
must battle upon his return to the mortal world. A young
woman is brought to the base of a jade mountain by her Keep-
er; she’s promised her freedom only if she moves the mountain
out of the way of the Fae’s favorite view. No kindly ants or mice
come to help her so she toils for an endless Arcadian day, mov-
ing blocks of jade until her hair trails gray in the dust and her
bones are the same jade as the stone she works.

A Water-Dwelling Ogre may be chained to a half-
sunken ship, guarding a treasure of bones and gold. His only
food is the raw fish he can snag from the sea, and the chain
is just barely long enough to allow him to keep his head
above water — sometimes — when the tide rises. Over
time, eavesdropping on the Fae who sail the waters around
him, he learns how to Lie Under the Waves and grows
webbed feet and a slick, armored hide to protect himself. A
rancher’s brutality toward his own herd draws the attention
of a Fae, who brings him to the endless plains of Arcadia
where he is brutalized in the same fashion as the beasts he
is set to guard. As helpless as the cattle he once mistreated,
he becomes scarred, crippled and savage. Only after years of
beatings by his Keeper does he long to rise above the cycle
of violence he’s trapped in, and begins to dream of freedom.

conscious and horrified by the transformations done to her,
a Gargantuan Ogre is helpless while massive muscles are
grafted onto her flesh and her very bones are stretched until
she towers over the tiny gray Keeper who uses her as a gladi-
ator in bloody, alien games. After every victory, some part
of her defeated opponent is grafted onto her body; flesh-
tearing fangs, blunt horns and reptilian armor mark her
battles. Sometimes, she is sure she hears the voices of her
dead opponents, whispering to her at night.

Almost all of the transformations done to create Ogres
are painful, brutal and prolonged. Some are torn to shreds,
only to be re-built by their Keepers. Other Ogres change
due to the constant grind of some heavy, hard work. The
intensity of the situation is as painful for the mind and will
as it is for flesh and blood, and many Ogres simply surrender
to the monstrosities that are being done to them, and be-
come willing servants of their Keepers. Even those who es-
cape, becoming Lost, have probably spent years or decades
struggling to recover their battered humanity well enough
to find a path through the Hedge.

It’s true that many Ogres are slow to speak and are ac-
customed to using their fists before their minds. That doesn’t
mean they’re unintelligent. The Fae don’t consciously bother
to damage the minds of Ogre changelings, so whatever intel-
lect and skills the changeling had as a mortal remain, buried
under whatever habits and fears the changeling has learned
in Arcadia. Of all the changelings, the Ogres are possibly at

E:G': The Drutep Scary 3

Ogres tend toward Physical Merits, par-
ticularly those that focus on physical strength
and endurance. Giant is a common Merit among
tl'lem, representing a “growtl'l spurt” un(lergone
in Arcadia. However, the Mask can’t hide such
remarkable size; the Ogre appears mostly like the
person he once was, but now considerably more
immense. Some Ogres develop Danger Sense as
a means to cope with the constant threats they
faced, and some develop leadership skills during
their durance or escape that would justify the
Inspiring Merit.

An Ogre can suffer from any manner of
(lerangements brougllt on l)y the savage cha”enges
he’s faced. They tend to begin with Narcissism,
Suspicion, Vocalization or Irrationality. There’s
a distressing trend for Ogres to develop Multiple
Personalities as a coping mechanism, in which
the changeling’s psyche splits into a vulnerable,

almost childlike persona and a truly monstrous

u »
protector” persona.
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ham-fisted monsters, lurking trolls and deep-sea daemons
that drag sailors to their deaths. Ogres have lost their bodies
to the Gentry long ago; it’s the Ogres’ minds and hearts they
seek to protect when they regain their freedom.

THEIR SURROUNDINGS

Ogres are not in general creatures of incredible deli-
cacy or refined taste. Their lives in Arcadia, which they
recall with sometimes painful clarity, were lives of hard la-
bor, physical want and brutality. As part of some Fae’s foot
guard, or wandering barren wilderness in search of trespass-
ers, they rarely had goods to call their own.

Ogres retain this physical simplicity in their homes.
They usually prefer either wide-open spaces — lofts and
open floor plans or deserted warehouses, or they seek out
dark, dim safe spaces with defensible entrances and the
comfort of nearby walls to ensure they have no hidden, un-
invited guests. Ogres are often physically odd looking, even
with their seemings hidden, and do not generally spend a
great deal of effort in creating homes that mimic mortal
ones or welcome normal humans.

Some Ogres were craftsmen in Arcadia, though not as
skilled as the Wizened, and if these Ogres are going to deco-
rate their homes at all, they do it with the work of their own
hands. For one thing, such work proves — to themselves, at
least — that they are more than blunt clubs good for nothing
besides fighting and eating. The work they often do is simple

and large scale: masonry and furniture building (often neces-
sary due to their unusual weight or size), iron work and building
construction. In a surprising number of cases, an Ogre’s home
is spotless, either due to service as a Gentry’s floor scrubber or
in response to captivity forcibly spent wallowing in filth.

Though Ogres dont often own many goods, they are
very territorial regarding home and neighborhood. The old
woman with the oversize dentures may not be an official part
of the neighborhood watch, but any drug dealers or pimps
who move into the neighborhood may find themselves with
broken kneecaps or missing fingers thanks to a Gristlegrinder
who doesn’t welcome that sort of business near her home. Just
as many Lost, Ogres mark their homes and territory, letting
others who can read their marks know who lives here and
how to approach them. Even Ogres who've chosen to live in
the wild, as many Farwalkers do, leave precise piles of stones
or a living branch tied in a knot to mark what they consider
their domain. They despise trespassers and can smell thieves
and stowaways by their blood. If caught, a severe beating is
the least a thief can expect from an angry Ogre.

Because of this, those who visit Ogrish homes know
to respect their dwellings, no matter how rude or bare they
seem. On the good side, Ogres eat — a lot — and they
usually have huge stores of food and drink, sometimes of
stunningly good quality. Being a glutton doesn’t mean you
have to eat bad food.

Ogres don’t like to move. Once they've settled into
homes and neighborhoods, they want to stay there, often
for decades. They also resent changes to the area they live
in; developers hoping to gentrify a neighborhood that an
Ogre lives in may be faced with more than petitions when
they try and tear down old housing for new condominiums.
Ogres who live in rural areas may vandalize road-building
equipment or tear down new subdivision houses every night
after the building crew goes home for the day. Even reclusive
Farwalkers, who may look as if they roam remote wilderness
without rhyme or reason, usually have a central campsite or
snug cave they return to repeatedly.

JNTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORLD

Though Ogres often look very odd to mortal eyes,
Ogres often find it relatively easy to interact with normal
humans. There is always work for people who can lift heavy
things, are willing to take a few punches and won'’t ask any
questions. Ogres can fill that role easily, sometimes too eas-
ily. It’s a role they learned at the hands of their Keepers and
dangerously easy to fall back into.

Generally, those Ogres who fall into the worst habits of
their captivity do not seek to return to Arcadia, or the care
of their Keepers. Instead, such Ogres are much more likely
to set up their own little kingdoms, where their fists are the
strongest. Combined with their territorial tendencies, this
can result in an Ogre who rules a remote village with an
iron fist, and a ravenous demand for fresh, newborn calves.
Ogres who become cannibals may haunt abandoned camp-
grounds or deserted quarries, hunting campers like deer and
stringing them up in smokehouses for Winter meals.

Even at their best, Ogres don’t concern themselves over-
much with mortal law, or wrong or right — once they've agreed to
a job, they see it through. In turn, they expect to be treated with
the same dedication by their mortal employers; trying to double-
deal an Ogre usually ends up in bloodshed. Water-Dwellers who
fished and hunted find work on fishing trawlers or may work with
the Sea Shepherds or Greenpeace, protecting the mortal world,
which seems so fragile to them now. The same is true for those
who end up on the wrong side of the law; a Cyclopean finds work
as a fearfully battered thug who break knees for Russian drug
dealers, the Farwalker who poaches brown bears and sells their
gallbladders to Chinese herbalists or the Gristlegrinder who...
well, who indulges her taste for child-flesh while pretending to
be a friendly old woman who lives down the street.

Ogres can be good, loyal friends, even to ignorant mor-
tals. Ogres don’t make friends quickly; it often takes years
for them to trust a stranger for more than gruff “hellos”
and “get out of my way”s. However, once that friendship is
gained, it’s unwavering. They value courage, having seen so
much cowardice in their lives and often have an undeniable
soft spot for tenderness. They’ve often lost the capacity for
tenderness themselves, and they value it in others.
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Those who make enemies of Ogres know it, usually imme- ~ wants to bother with. Sometimes ungainly and sometimes
diately, as Ogres use what they know best, their fists and brawn,  oversize, they can be perceived as clumsy by the quick-mov-
to defend themselves or defeat opponents. Ogres aren’t likely to  ing Darklings and predator-graceful Beasts. And the Fairest
use subterfuge to fight enemies, preferring to let them know ex-  are often polar opposites of the Ogres in almost every way.
actly who is out to get 5 7 T — These stereotypes, of course,
them and why. s B may or may not hold up. A Gris-
* tlegrinder who spent 40 years guarding

the libraries of his rakshasa Keeper also
. spent 40 years reading those tomes. He might
. not speak quickly, but given a chance,

the things he knows can save lives. The
y shaggy Farwalker might not be able
to read or write, but she knows the
-+ name of every plant in the local
park, and which are poisonous to
" werewolves. These bits and pieces of
wisdom are frequently overlooked by
other Lost, and while they rarely are
critical to the survival of a freehold, they
might make lives easier or more pleasant,
if they were acknowledged.

Ogres, similar to other
Lost, often seek out their old .
homes and families; this
drive is frequently what
gave them the strength
to flee Arcadia in the first
place. And, once home,
Ogres realize they can-
not simply step back into
their mortal lives. They
must content themselves
with  watching their
friends and family from
afar, or by making new
connections, becoming
friends with their own
families under new names
and identities. While
few are entirely content
with pretending to be a "
friend to someone who

Ogres can be found equally in all the _
: . Courts; after all, everyone needs extra -
E% - i muscle. There are clear offices D

AR L8 and titles for the soldiers of e
i l“;_. At
LN R

_ the freeholds, and these

positions are often

was once a lover, this at M7 i ' S @R held by Ogres. They
least allows the changeling ““\\\“l / e might be the “Oak-

L en Hammer of the

7,
o \ Autumn Prince” or

to be close to those she loves. At Wit H' '

FFREEHOLD
ROLES !

A common thought that crosses any free-
hold leader’s mind when she
first sees an Ogre is another
thug to handle the rough
work. Of course. The re-
sult of that knee-jerk re-
action is that many Ogres
have little opportunity for
anything beyond break-
ing bones and bashing
T doors when they work for
their freehold. p
4/ Because they often speak slowly 4 7
" and are not quick with an opinion,
' Ogres are often compared unfavor-

‘1‘/ ably to the quicksilver minds of the
Wizened. Ogres are used to hard
labor with little reward and have
no habit of complaining, so they frequently end up doing
the miserable, menial tasks that no one else in the freehold
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the “Shield of the
Sun,” and these
offices, held with
honor, can bring
deep respect and
admiration from
the others in the

freehold.
4 Even those
who fit the in-
% grained arche-
¢ types  perfectly
4 are well worth
4 cultivating  as
1 friends and allies,
1 for the strength
~ of an Ogre’s will

matches  the
. strength of his

body. When
Ogres give their friendship and trust, they’ll move moun-
tains — literally — for the sake of their friends.
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CONTRACTS OF OATH
AND PUNISHMENT

The Gentry depend on their word, but even in Arcadia
there are those who will break bread then betray their host.
There thus develops a certain need for Contracts that allow
a changeling to sense, pursue and punish oathbreakers. It’s
little surprise that these Contracts are most frequently taught
to Ogres, who have something of a... gift for punishment.

PURSUER'S SEVEN-]_EACUE | _EAP (o)

A changeling who invokes this clause can leap truly
prodigious distances. This allows the changeling to jump
ravines or leap over buildings as well as long leaps over open
ground for one action.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Athletics + Wyrd

Action: Reflexive

Catch: The changeling is pursuing an oathbreaker.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The clause fails to activate. The
changeling suffers a —2 penalty to make the jump roll.

Failure: The clause fails to activate.

Success: For every success, the changeling can jump
15 feet horizontally or eight feet vertically.

Exceptional Success: The clause additionally increases
the character’s Defense score by two for the turn.

SENSE TAINTED VOWS (ee)

With this clause, the changeling can determine by touch
if the subject has broken any oaths. The taint of a broken
oath fades after a year and a day except for severe violations
(such as a formal fae pledge) or a broken law of hospitality.
This will also include violations that would not fall under
the modern legal system, such as adulterers who violate their
marriage vows (if their marriage vows included a pledge to
forswear all others) or violations that seem minor, such as
breaching a Terms of Service agreement for software.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wits + Wyrd vs. Composure + Wyrd

Action: Instant, contested

Catch: The subject is swearing, or has sworn a pledge
with the changeling.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling receives the wrong
impression.

Failure: The changeling can’t tell if the subject is an
oathbreaker or not, and is aware the clause failed.

Success: The changeling is able to sense the most signifi-
cant oath or vow broken by the subject that still lingers on the
subject. “Significant” is determined by the subject’s general un-
derstanding of the oath’s importance, though the changeling

can still sense a broken vow even if the subject did not believe
it was at all important. The clause tells the changeling the
general nature of the broken promise, such as “marriage vow.”
Exceptional Success: The changeling can sense any and
all broken vows that still hang about the subject, and gets a
faint impression of the details surrounding the most significant
violation. For example, a changeling might know sense that
an adulterous husband cheated with an alluring brunette in a
sordid-seeming bedroom, even if specifics aren’t revealed.

IJINEXORABLE PURSUER (eee)

Invoking this clause allows the changeling to resist at-
tacks on her Clarity or any Court-derived emotional effects
for the duration of the scene.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Resolve + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The changeling has successfully resisted a Court-
based emotional manipulation or attack within the past day.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling suffers a two-dice
penalty to Resolve or Composure checks made to resist
emotional or Clarity manipulation.

Failure: The changeling suffers mental and emotional
attacks as normal.

Success: The changeling gains a two-dice bonus to
any attempts to resist emotional or Clarity manipulation
for the scene.

Exceptional Success: The bonus rises to five dice.

RELENTLESS PURSUIT (eeee)

This clause gives the changeling a general idea (direc-
tion and rough distance) of where his subject is, so long as
they are under the same sky. The clause lasts from sunrise
to sunset or sunset to sunrise. “The same sky” is defined as
being in the same realm (Arcadia or the mortal world, for
example), and the subject and caster are on the same day-
side or nightside of the planet.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Stamina + Wyrd

Action: Extended (number of successes equals every 50
miles between the changeling and the subject)

Catch: The changeling never stops to rest for more
than 15 minutes in his pursuit of the subject. The change-
ling can ride cars or planes but must be the one driving or
otherwise controlling the vehicle.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling is given a com-
pletely wrong direction.

Failure: The changeling cannot sense his subject.

Success: The changeling is able to sense the distance
and direction of his subject.
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Exceptional Success: Not only does the changeling
know where his subject is, but the changeling gets a flash-
ing vision of what the subject is doing at the very moment
the clause is first invoked.

CRUEL VENCEANCE (eeeee)

Invoking this clause demands that the changeling pub-
licly accuse her subject of oath-breaking. The changeling
must also describe the oath or pledge the subject has broken
for this clause to take effect. If the subject has, in fact, not
broken this vow, the clause does not take effect. If he has,
the clause grants him a brutal ability to punish his foe.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Presence + Wyrd vs. subject’s Manipulation
+ Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The subject of the clause is a member of the
changeling’s freehold.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling suffers a two-dice
penalty on his attack rolls on that specific subject for a
month’s duration.

Failure: The clause does not take effect.

Success: The changeling’s damage is upgraded from
bashing to lethal, or from lethal to aggravated, when at-
tacking the target. In addition, his subject’s Defense rating
is reduced by 2, and the target suffers a —3 penalty to any
dice pools made against the character.

Exceptional Success: The target’s Defense loss is in-
creased to —4 (to a minimum of 0), and the penalty to dice
pools made against the character is increased to 5.

WIZENED

The Wizened are often believed to be the least for-
tunate of the Lost; their time in Arcadia was a period of
loss and malice ranging from backbreaking labor at best
to unending, maddeningly pointless tortures at worst. For
some of the Lost, the mere presence of one of the Wizened
can serve as a disturbing reminder of events they would far
rather forget. However, the Wizened’s various abilities make
them much in demand in various freeholds and Courts. Of-
ten, the Wizened end up being the ones who keep a Court
or freehold running smoothly, even if others do not always
notice the Wizened’s efforts. Much as it was in Faerie, the
Wizened get the toil and others reap the glory.

MEMORIES OF ARCADIA

The Wizened’s most vivid memories are of their tor-
ments and tormentors, but even for the Wizened, Arcadia
was not without some beauty. Although their treatment was
universally horrid, their surroundings were often wonderful
beyond compare. Some remember fabulous clockwork hous-
es; others dream of alien, but strangely compelling mecha-
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were imprisoned in exotic gardens or forests where their
only company or solace was beautiful but poisonous flowers,
trees of living glass or ferns that sang beautiful melodies.

Because the Wizened’s surroundings were often the
only element of their captivity that was not horrific or
actively malevolent, most Wizened have especially clear
memories of how the area of Arcadia they were confined
in looked and felt. All of the realms of Arcadia are deeply
alienating to anyone raised in the mortal world, but many
are also strangely compelling, especially to anyone inclined
to examine them with great care. Although Wizened spent
time in many dozens of different portions of Arcadia, some
of these realms appear in the memories of multiple Wiz-
ened, suggesting that some of the Fae make a frequent habit
of capturing mortals.

CITADEL OF THE GCRAYS

From their strange citadels made of crystal and fungi,
the Gray-skinned Others periodically venture forth in their
peculiar chariots to torment mortals and to take the choic-
est back to their citadels for extended tortures. These cita-
dels are separated from each other and the rest of Arcadia
by a huge expanse of nearly lifeless desert lit by a large dim
blue sun that never sets. The citadels that rise from this
dismal landscape are vast mushroom-shaped masses of glit-
tering rainbow-colored crystal.

Each of these small cities is an exotic mixture of elabo-
rate constructs of brightly colored crystals and pallid fungi-
like growths. These two materials form the structure of the
citadels and are also part of the mechanisms used inside
it. The fungi are all living machines, flexing and extend-
ing tendrils at the whims of the Grays, while the glowing
crystals project beams of force that can do everything from
incinerating the enemies of the Fae to pinning a captive to
a wall with glowing manacles of force.

Some Wizened escape by stealing one of the Grays’
chariots, which inevitably crash in the Hedge, forcing the
occupants to flee on foot into the mortal world. Others flee
into the nearly lifeless desert and find a way into the Hedge
before they starve or the desert’s deadly radiations slowly
kill them. Those who escape from here often retain some of
the features of the Grays, including large featureless black
eyes, slight builds and pallid, hairless skin.

THE MECHANICAL FOREST

The Lost who find themselves here are captured by
beings resembling huge mechanical insects, with shining,
razor-sharp mouthparts. None remember their journey to
Arcadia, but a few recall awakening as the hulking metal
insects cut the captives out of strange cocoons of fine silvery
wire. Wizened taken to this portion of Arcadia find them-
selves in a realm halfway between a huge heavily automated
factory filled with insectoid robots and an enormous forest
where the plants and the insect-like inhabitants are entirely
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mechanical. Everything except the Wizened is composed of
shining jointed metal, colorful wires and arcing electricity.

Many Wizened return from here with strange silvery
scars, complex lines of metal inlaid into their flesh, limbs
missing or jointed metal limbs that work as well or better
than the originals. Some are put to work, servicing and re-
pairing the mechanical trees and smaller mechanical beings,
including some who are Elementals with bodies of electricity
and jointed metal. Because of the horrors the Wizened face
whenever they make the slightest error, these Wizened often
become exceedingly skilled in their work and learn to use
their knowledge of the forest to enable them to escape.

Memories of escape often include being chased by
mechanical spider hounds, dodging the talons of robotic
trees that attempt to bar their path and sometimes escaping
alongside Elementals whom the Wizened grew to know dur-
ing their captivity. The most difficult portion of this escape
is when the Wizened leave the mechanical forest and must
cross a plain filled with huge and jagged metal shards before
stumbling into the softer embrace of the Hedge.

THE CAVERAN WORLD

Near some of the dismal realms where Darklings dwell
are a series of huge caverns. They are lit with glowing
clouds of mist hovering high in the air. The caverns are
inhabited by a multitude of twisted and spindly goblins. In
some caverns, the goblins are divided into a few distinct
types, each of which has a different function and status,
but in most each goblin is horribly unique, with distorted
features, extra limbs and occasionally limbs that divide into
a forest of strong and nimble tentacles. Here, most Wizened
are captured to serve as menials. They are forced to work as
Chirurgeons, Brewers, Smiths, Soldiers and other less de-
finable professions. Their goblin overseers horribly punish
any failures and rarely acknowledge success with anything
more than the absence of torment. Here, Wizened some-
times come into contact with either Ogre laborers or Dark-
lings who carry messages or goods for masters dwelling in
the deepest and most forbidding caverns.

Memories of escape from the cavern world are quite
varied. Some played dead during one of the various gob-
lin riots and snuck off when their bodies are thrown on
refuse piles, while others gained a tiny measure of their
masters’ trust and were sent on errands from which they
never returned. The only ways out are tunnels down into
realms inhabited by Darklings or up through narrow tun-
nels inhabited by the hungriest and most desperate goblins.
Those who survive these tunnels emerge into the Hedge,
and thankfully find that only a few of the most powerful
goblins could endure the sunlight and open air.

BECOMING A WIZENED

Although the common perception is that literally
anyone can be abducted and transformed into one of the
Wizened, in actuality, many people who become Wizened

often share a few common features. Most were not particu-
larly well connected to the world around them. A few were
recluses, homeless people or social outcasts, but most were
simply somewhat disconnected from the people around
them. Some had few friends or relatives; others had both
but were always on the outskirts of their social circle. Al-
though the Fae left behind fetches after most of these ab-
ductions, more Wizened lack fetches than any other seem-
ing. Because many Wizened were somewhat detached from
the world around them, they were more likely to end up
in precisely the wrong place at the wrong time. However,
many were simply incredibly unlucky. Also, while many
Wizened were somewhat isolated before they left the mor-
tal world, others left behind loving families and dear friends
who usually never even knew the person was gone.

The widespread observation that Wizened are either
smart, good with their hands or at least clever and highly
skilled at thinking on their feet has far more to do with
which Wizened managed to escape than with whom the
Fae chose to abduct. Wizened who were continually tor-
tured almost never manage to escape. However, after
months, years or occasionally decades of abuse, even the
immortal Fae eventually begin to grow bored with their lat-
est victims. At this point, there are several possible options
for the Wizened. The Fae simply kill some of their captives
in particularly artistic or bizarre ways. Others vanish for
“special treatment” and are never seen again. However, any
who seem as if they might potentially be useful to the Fae
are released and ordered to perform various useful tasks.
These tasks range from serving the Fae directly to repairing
and servicing the various devices the Fae use to, on a few
horrific occasions, assisting in the torture of new victims.
Any Wizened who refuses or fails too often at any of these
tasks faces a return to their previous existence of endless
torment and are usually soon either killed or transformed
into mindless burbling horrors.

Of the lucky and skilled individuals who are released
from their torments and set to serving those who abused
them, only those who are especially clever or dedicated
manage to escape. Unlike the other Lost, Wizened must
sufficiently impress the Fae to be freed from torment and
put to work and then be clever enough to escape from this
servitude. As a result, those Wizened who make it back to
the mortal world are the best of the best. However, most
Wizened know at least a few other, less clever or less fortu-
nate victims who either died, suffered horrific transforma-
tions or are simply still serving the Fae.

Some of the Wizened who attempt to search for mean-
ing in the horrors inflicted upon them believe that they
were originally abducted to serve some specific purpose just
as the rest of the Lost. These Wizened feel that, just as for
the Elementals and many Beasts, the initial purpose of the
Wizened’s torments was to transform them into a member of
one of these seemings. However, for some unknown reason
these transformations failed and instead of simply destroy-
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ing or freeing them, their captors decided to use these failed
changelings as helpless toys. Although there seems some
evidence for this in that the relatively brief transformations
undergone by some other changelings seem similar to the
prolonged torments of a few of the Wizened, it’s impossible
to know the full extent of an Other’s intention.

The process of actually becoming one of the Wizened
is ultimately a process of loss followed by attempts to find
compensations for this loss. Some Wizened are transformed
physically and mentally solely to satisfy the pleasure or cu-
riosity of their captors, others are remade into forms their
captors consider more useful, but in all cases, this transfor-
mation removes something from the Wizened.

The details of the tortures the Wizened endure are ex-
ceedingly variable and limited only by the vividly twisted
imaginations of the Fae who captured them. Some Fae inflict
pain and altered bodies using exquisitely made glass knives
and beautiful tools carved from gemstones that are works of
art as well as instruments of pain. Others use exotic-looking
machines whose strange blinking lights and multi-colored
crystals disguise the fact that they can be used to inflict tor-
ments well beyond human endurance. A few Fae use a more
“natural” approach and have exotic carnivores lay the eggs
of their ravenous young in the bodies of the Wizened.

The only common factors of these varied forms of
abuse are the techniques used to sustain the Wizened dur-
ing their ordeals. One of the most terrible things about the
torments the Wizened undergo is that there is literally no
escape. For ordinary mortals, torture eventually results in
unconsciousness, often soon followed by death from shock
as the victim’s body proves unable to endure what has been
done to it. Unfortunately, the enchantments and mecha-
nisms of the Fae sustain their helpless victims well beyond
ordinary mortal limits. Even when their beating hearts are
removed from their chests, Wizened captives remain alive
and conscious. The fact that so many Wizened have under-
gone torments that are literally unendurable for others is
one of the facts that most disturbs many changelings and
puts some degree of distance between the Wizened and the
members of the other five seemings.

The other half of becoming and being one of the Wiz-
ened involves finding ways to make up for this loss and for
their more general loss of freedom. Wizened were not ab-
ducted because of their skills or natural talents, but most
were either put to work in Arcadia, or at least had a chance
and often a great deal of time to closely examine and under-
stand their surroundings.

Part of the essence of being Wizened is the process of
learning to find joy, beauty and ultimately some sense of
satisfaction in their new lives. Most learned to find satisfac-
tion in the tasks they were given by their captors. Although
their jobs were often completely new to them, these tasks
also gave the Wizened something to think about, study and
ultimately care about beyond the grim facts of their captiv-

ity and torment. Also, for most, even onerous drudgery was
a joy because it replaced conditions that were far worse.

Wizened learned to study their surroundings and learn
from them, examining the details of how the objects around
them were constructed and used. This knowledge served as
a distraction and as a tool that they could use to eventually
free themselves from their captivity. Most Wizened who
make their way back to the mortal world do so because of
their cleverness and careful observation.

These traits persist once they are back in the mortal
world. They continue to observe the world around them,
noticing the details of how everyday objects and devices
are constructed and finding these observations useful and
enjoyable in their own right. Similarly, the tasks the Fae
put the Wizened to work doing often continue to be im-
portant to them after their escape. Many Wizened all know
far to well that they were put to work largely because their
captors tired of or grew bored with tormenting them and
found work for them as an alternative to either disposing
of them outright or finding new and creative ways to abuse
their bodies and minds. As a result, the work the Wizened
had in Arcadia is often seen as their salvation, and many
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The years or occasionally decades of torture
tlley endured cllangec]. the Wizened. The Iron
Stamina or Quiclc Healer Merits are common
among Wizened who have retained some of the
enchantments or mental endurance that helpec].
them remain sane and whole in the face of what
was done to them. Also, many possess the Medita-
tive Mind Merit, having learned through bitter
experience to ignore their surroundings and their
bodies. However, Wizened do not just learn from
the horrors inflicted upon 'tllem; many of them also
broke. Avoidance and Fugue are especially com-
mon clerangements among the Wizened, as tlley
panic or their minds shut down to avoid confront-
ing anything that reminds them too closely of their
experiences in Arcadia. Phobia and Hysteria are
also prevalent and are similarly associated with
either the specific torments the character experi-

enced or the appearance of her captors.

A few Wizened either never fully learn to
understand that tlley are now free of their captiv-
ity or expect to be returned to the Fae at any
moment. These cllangelings often suffer from
Suspicion or Paranoia and either suspect that ev-
ery misfortune they experience has some deliber-
ate cause or that even the most innocent seeming

behaviors might mean someone is planning to

@turn them over to the Fae. §;
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Wizened continue to pursue these tasks with a passion once
they have returned to the mortal world.

THEIR SURROUANDINGS

Wizened are almost universally fascinated by the physi-
cal world. Although their memories of the Fae consist only
of horror and abuse, many Wizened were able to find some
small solace in Arcadia by working with their hands, or at
least by interacting with the world around them. As they
attempt to fit into a world that has become alien to them,
this attraction to the physical world continues. The Wiz-
ened love beautiful things. Some, both wealthy and not,
collect items specifically because of their beauty, but most
are specifically attracted to beauty and elegance in the tools
of their trade and in the everyday items of daily life. A Wiz-
ened who works as a chef will almost always attempt to ac-
quire the best-made and most beautiful pans, knives and
similar items, just as Wizened leatherworkers seek out the
finest leatherworking tools and Wizened assassins only use
the most exquisitely made guns and knives.

Many Wizened also frequently unconsciously touch
objects, especially their personal possessions. When they
are upset or nervous, most either hold or run their hands
over their most valued and precious possessions, which
are usually also the central tools of their chosen trade. Al-
though this is seen by many as a nervous habit, Wizened
find touching objects to be comforting because the ability
to freely do so reminds them of their freedom and also helps
demonstrate to them on an unconscious level that they are
back in the mortal world.

Their close connection to the physical world is easily
apparent in their homes and places of work. Some Wiz-
ened live in cluttered den-like homes and have a tendency
to hoard objects, while others live in elegant simplicity.
However, regardless of their other habits, their houses and
workplaces are almost always clean and well kept. They also
meticulously maintain all of the objects they care about or
use regularly. A Wizened whose house or office is unkempt
or whose tools and everyday possessions are dirty or dam-
aged is one who is deeply troubled and possibly on the verge
of a serious mental breakdown.

When most Wizened experience serious stress in their
lives, they become more obsessive in their attention to the
physical world, repeatedly polishing silverware, cleaning
their firearms or tinkering with a machine to attempt to
remove any hint of imperfection. Some Wizened also regu-
larly talk to inanimate objects, even if they only do so in
whispers or when others are not around. This is especially
common when they are using, making or repairing an ob-
ject. When stressed or upset, Wizened are more inclined to
retreat in this manner.

Most Wizened also have considerably more difficulty
interacting with people and other living things. Many work
well with plants, and some become experts at gardening,

bonsai or similar hobbies or professions. However, all too
often people or animals remind the Wizened of the terrible
beings that used to torment them. As a result, Wizened
often have trouble sharing their space with others. Most
have the greatest trouble sharing a bedroom, but can of-
ten live comfortably with others as long as they posses a
room of their own that they are free to retreat into when
they are troubled or afraid. Their discomfort with others
also frequently extends to animals. With the exception of
tropical fish or other attractive pets that require no direct
interaction, very few Wizened own pets. Highly demanding
and interactive pets such as large dogs or affectionate cats
are especially rare, and many Wizened become nervous or
upset when they unexpectedly confront an animal. Not all
of their tormentors were humanlike in mien. Occasionally,
seeing a cat or dog summons up memories of being stalked
or toyed with by a large and hungry predator.

JNTERACTIONS WITH
THE MORTAL WORLD

Of all the Lost, the Wizened are the ones most likely
to show the social scars of their time in Arcadia. For all too
many of the Wizened, a casual touch can sometimes feel
like a threat. In a manner similar to the responses of autistic
people, touch and close observation can be too emotion-
ally “loud” for comfort. The frequency of such reactions has
given the Wizened their reputation for being solitary and
socially awkward. In practice, most Wizened soon find ways
around the worst and most obvious of their negative reac-
tions. However, often doing so means that they must man-
age the details of their lives more carefully than ordinary
mortals. Large crowds and situations where the Wizened are
forced to frequently come into contact with large numbers
of jostling strangers are problematic and are something that
many Wizened do their best to avoid. As a result, they soon
learn to set their schedule so that they can avoid crowded
streets and bustling shops. Some work the swing shift or
night shift; others find ways to work at home or do most
of their shopping via catalogs, delivery services or online.
However, even the most reclusive Wizened is still (mostly)
a human being who requires contact and social interaction
with others. The paradox for many Wizened is attempting
to find a way to be close to others but not too close.

FFREEHOLD ROLES

Wizened who seek positions of leadership are uncom-
mon. Many have little patience with politics or games of
power and status and would much prefer to either choose or
be assigned a job and to then earn praise and reward if they
do it well. As a result, in freeholds where Wizened are es-
pecially numerous or otherwise have significant status, they
typically seek to have at least their positions, and if pos-
sible, the entire freehold organized as a meritocracy, where
everyone is assigned tasks based on his skill and not his
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popularity or political power. Most Wizened find meritocra-
cies to be the most comfortable form of government and
also prefer freeholds where the laws, rules and responsibili-
ties are all clearly delineated. Many Wizened find seemingly
random or ad hoc forms of authority threatening, because it
reminds them too well of the ever mercurial temperaments
of the Fae and of the arbitrary rules and random abuse the
Wizened suffered.

Wizened also have one little-mentioned role in free-
holds. Although they rarely speak of it, the other Lost know
many Wizened suffered more than other changelings and
that any who are recaptured by the Fae certainly face more
of the same. As a result, many Wizened are particularly
fierce in their opposition to the Fae and especially deter-
mined in the lengths they will go in order to prevent the
Fae from recapturing any changeling.

Often soft-spoken and unassuming, these dedicated
Wizened frequently form the core of the freehold’s defenses.
They are widely trusted in this role, even by changelings
disinclined to trust others, because the Wizened are so
dead-set against returning to Arcadia. Unfortunately, their
fear of what awaits them at the hands of the Fae can also
sometimes lead them into terrible betrayals. Some Wizened
who are captured by the Fae agree to almost any bargain to
avoid returning to Arcadia. As a result, the most desperate
betray other members of the freehold or even of their mot-
ley to the Fae in return for an often-broken promise that
they will be spared.

Because of their various talents, Wizened often find
their services to be much in demand. Each of their kiths of-
fers talents that almost any freehold finds valuable. In par-
ticular, Chirurgeons are always in demand, for changelings
too poor to otherwise obtain high-quality medical care and
for changelings who wish to avoid having their more un-
usual injuries examined and recorded by hospitals.

Given the laws about reporting gunshot wounds,
Chirurgeons are essential for keeping some changelings
from coming to the attention of the authorities. Similar-
ly, Smiths can always find work repairing and enhancing
other changelings’ vehicles, weapons or even occasionally
their consumer electronics, just as Artists are often asked
to do everything from making exquisite clothes for one of
the Fairest to swiftly and discreetly repairing a changeling’s
home that was damaged during an attack by her enemies.

However, while their labor is often vital to the smooth
functioning of the freehold, it is also far too easy for many
of the Lost to overlook how important the Wizened are.
Trained by their years or decades in Arcadia to strictly avoid
drawing attention to themselves, many are also too timid to
speak up and demand the respect and notice they deserve.
Instead, some settle into sullen and resentful silence. Others
complain to their motley and other close companions, while
never speaking up to members of their freehold who benefit
from their efforts but clearly do not appreciate them.
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CONTRACTS OF ANIMATION

Most Wizened prefer dealing with their tools and cre-
ations simply as ordinary objects that they can use to shape
the world to their desire. However, some Wizened see in-
animate objects as having just as much spirit and personal-
ity as living beings and prefer to talk with them and request
their assistance, rather than simply ordering them around.
All of the Contracts of Animation require the character to
touch the object she is communicating with.

KNOWINGC TOUCH (o)

The character talks to an object or device and learns
of any damage it has suffered and the location and nature
of all of its weak points. The object also tells her about any
hidden spaces or secret compartments within it. To use this
clause, the character must handle, examine and talk or
whisper to the object or device for at least half a minute.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Crafts

Action: Instant

Catch: The owner of the device asked the changeling
to examine it. This catch does not function if the change-
ling owns the object in question.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The changeling misunderstands
the device and for the next scene gains a penalty of -2 to
any roll to repair or modify this device.

Failure: The clause provides the character with no in-
formation about the object or device.

Success: The character understands the details of the
object’s construction. She gains a bonus equal to her Wyrd
to repair or modify a damaged object or device. In addition,
she knows what piece to remove to most effectively disable
a device, or exactly where to hit an object to do the most
damage. She can halve the object’s Durability (round down)
for any attack she makes on it during the next scene.

Exceptional Success: The character also automatically
learns of any hidden compartments or spaces within the
object she is examining.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier Situation

-1 The character is distracted and not concentrating
entirely on the object. Burglars who lzeep an ear out
for guar(ls or the owners of a house they are
l)realzing into suffer this penalty.

+1 The character examines the object for at least five

minutes.

INSTANT EXPERTISE (e¢)

By touching a device and listening to its spirit, the
changeling gains an instinctive knowledge of how to use it.
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particular device to use it without penalty and also provides
characters trained in its use with additional expertise. To
use this clause, the character must touch and fiddle with
the device for two full turns before using it. This clause
can be used on weapons, vehicles, scientific instruments,
individual computer programs or any other device or tool.
Changelings can even use this to gain bonuses at picking
locks or disarming security systems.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wits + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The character has at least 10 minutes to talk
with the device to learn the secrets of its use.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character misinterprets the
device’s suggestions and suffers a —2 penalty when using the
device for the next scene.

Failure: The clause does not affect the character’s use
of the device.

Success: The character gains a temporary special-
ty with the device she is touching. This supernatural
benefit manifests as a bonus to dice rolls made to use
the specific object equal to the number of successes.
Thus, if the player rolled three successes to have his
Wizened learn to ride a particular motorcycle, the Wiz-
ened would gain three dice to any Drive rolls made to
drive that specific vehicle. This bonus lasts for three
turns per point of the character’s Wyrd. It also counts as
temporary dots in a Skill for the purpose of eliminating
untrained penalties.

Exceptional Success: The bonus lasts for the entire
scene.

Suggested Modifiers
Modifier

Situation

-2 The character refrains from even whispering to
the device.

+1 The character speaks to the device in a normal

conversational volume.

INANIMATE COMMUNION (o0e)

The character directly senses and experiences events
that happened to the object or device he is handling. The
changeling experiences these events from the point of view
of the object he is touching. While doing this, he hears and
feels how the object was used and who used it.

Cost: 1 Glamour

Dice Pool: Wyrd + Empathy

Action: Instant

Catch: The object has not been used or handled for at
least a year.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The character gains a few vague and
utterly incorrect impressions from any object he touches.

Failure: The character gains no impressions from the
object.

Success: The character can touch or handle an item
and learn about the last few times it was extensively used,
moved or handled. This clause works equally well on a bot-
tle opener that was used a few hours before and an ancient
Roman necklace last worn 2,100 years ago. The character
learns who used the object, gaining a clear impression of the
user’s appearance and manner. The character also learns
where and how the object was used. One of the major limi-
tations on this clause is that the character can only see and
hear people and objects that actually touched the object.
The character will know who or what a melee weapon was
used upon, but not who a gun was fired at, unless the gun
actually touched the target. The character requires only a
minute or two to learn the past of any single object.

Exceptional Success: The character can clearly see
and hear a greater number of the events surrounding the
object or device as it was used or handled. Her vision in-
cludes people who were not in physical contact with the
object, up to a radius of five yards from the object.

Suggested Modifiers

Modifier Situation

-2 The character does not touch the objects with
both hands.

+1 The character polishes, cleans or per{orms minor

maintenance on the various o]Jjects.

ANIMATE DEVICE (seee)

The character can cause any device to operate on its
own. Cars drive themselves, guns fire while sitting on a ta-
ble, doors open or close and locks unlock themselves.

Cost: 2 Glamour

Dice Pool: Manipulation + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The character owns the device and has regu-
larly used it for at least a month.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The device briefly malfunctions and
cannot be used in any fashion for the next three turns.

Failure: The clause has no effect upon the device.

Success: The device obeys any single simple command
by the character — the locked door of a safe unlocks itself
and swings open, a car starts and drives in the direction
the character indicates, a drawer opens or closes or a gun
tucked in an opponent’s belt fires. However, devices cannot
move in any way that is outside the normal range of their
operation. A car can drive itself and a gun lying on the
ground can fire, but the gun cannot aim itself.
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The efforts of anyone attempt-
ing to use the device normally auto-
matically supersede the effects of this
clause; the item cannot wrest control.
Also, unless the normal function of
the device is sufficiently forceful to :
harm someone, such as a car hitting : -
someone or a gun firing, this clause
cannot cause the device to operate oy M \_
with sufficient force to harm anyone. S =
This clause causes the device to obey ‘

a single command by the changeling. : —
The changeling can command any "

single device within Wyrd x 3 yards

that he can see clearly.

Exceptional ~ Success:  The ) :
changeling can control the device for O —
an entire scene, causing the device to
operate as he desires, within the limits
of this clause.

Suggested Modifiers

Modifier Situation
The character uses only
gestures to direct the object
to do what he wants.
The character can see only .
part of the clevice, such as yi 5
being able to see only the ;
grip of a pistol in a holster.
The character gains an
additional +1 to this roll
for every success he rolls on

a Manipulation + Persuasion

¥

roll to convince the device
to do what he wants. The
character must spen(l at
least half a minute
convincing the device to act
as he wishes and must speale

audibly to gain this bonus.

COMMAND THE
INANIMATE (eeeee)

) The changeling commands an
| inanimate object and imbues it with
temporary animation. This clause en-
ables a table to hop across a restaurant
floor, a broom to sweep a floor, a knife
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to hurl itself across a room or a gun to ;:
aim and fire itself. These objects can " ‘
all move swiftly and, if desired, with

~ lethal force.

CHAPTER OANE: SIX MASKS

._/
| ;r.;.V' ey PR/ Y= S N _u- i // N.»./-\/_.\._a d
‘l’ dili ﬂ .ul. W} id bk «I'_._ﬂ'"ll W .M il i/ AT AN NN &




#13
B
L
i
e

/@,4 b

‘E"".

Dice Pool: Presence + Wyrd

Action: Instant

Catch: The object’s owner is a stranger to or enemy
of the changeling, and mistreats or does not take adequate
care of the object.

Roll Results

Dramatic Failure: The object briefly animates for one
turn in a violent and uncontrolled fashion, in which the
object attempts to harm the changeling who commanded
it. If this is not possible, it attempts to destroy itself.

Failure: The object remains immobile and unaffected.

Success: The desired object becomes animate for
the entire scene. Objects act as if they were controlled by
a living being with Strength and Dexterity equal to the
changeling’s Wyrd and (if appropriate) a skill equal to the
changeling’s Presence. For example, if the changeling or-
ders a drawer to open so as to hit someone standing nearby,
it would do damage like a brawling at