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After that, no one heard what they said to each other for the rest of the night. The
woman left, but no one could tell you when, or how many drinks she had or her apparent
mood when she left. Everyone at the bar just nodded and looked the other way. Butch
swore he put the woman's only drink on Alec's tab. Butch vaguely remembered her
saying something about a year and a day.

S S S

Muttering to himself, Alec rode the downtown train. "Promises, promises,” he snarled
at the world, or maybe to anyone who had the power to do anything about them. That was
his life, promises and dreams. He imagined that in anyone else's life, a world of promises
and dreams would be a beautiful thing. Not so for him. He kept promises because he had
to. For the same reason, he kept so many dreams at bay.

At the second stop after the transfer line, the woman with the dewy eyes and long
legs got on the train. She wore a dour gray dress and a raincoat almost the same color as
the dress, only a little more blue.

Alec noticed her but paid her no mind. She saw him, but her eyes betrayed no hint of
recognition.

Other people boarded the train, too: teenagers going home late from friends' houses,
short-order cooks coming off the mid-shift, lawyers who put in long hours. Alec didn't know
any of them. A man in a suit on a cell phone bumped his knee and said, "Sorry, old man."
Alec offered a half-hearted reply, "Promises, promises.’ The man in the suit gave Alec a
curious look that expressed a lack of comprehension, but then turned away and returned to
his cell phone conversation. Alec was obviously senile. Just another nut on the train.

Alec sat in the same seat for the whole trip, his left hand wrapped around the railing
like a tree branch that had grown around an intruding fence post. He kept his right hand
in his pocket, except for the dozen times he brought it out to raise his flask to his lips.

At the south eight stop, the woman with the dewy eyes and long legs got off the train.
Alec left the train, too. She went down the stairs and onto the sireet. Alec followed, 99 steps
behind her, sipping from his flask. She turned left on Third, left again on Alder and then
right on Sixth. Alec had gone left on Fifth, left again on Holly and then left onto Sixth.

Alec wanted her to have enough time.

When he turned onto Sixth, no one was there. 1t was too cold to be out long this time
of year, but that was the way Alec liked it. The bourbon in his flask kept him warm, and he
smoked a cigarette, clutching it between his fingers, feeling its heat through his cutoff gloves.
That was probably long enough, he reasoned, and took a few steps down the block.

The brownstone he lingered in front of was lit up with cold light, only a few of the
windows displaying any hint of the season's coming holidays. Presently, a couple dressed
in running gear came out the front door, walking a pale-eued Weimaraner. Alec grabbed
the doorknob before the door closed and pushed his way inside. He found the foyer
damnably warm.

D. Fourth floor. Alec took the stairs.

As he came to the landing on the fourth floor, Alec checked his jacket. There, inside,
he felt the length of polished flying rowan he carried with him. It had always done the
trick in these circumstances. He squinted his eyes and pursed his lips, as if the thought
pained him; the club always helped him fulfill his promises.

Alec Bourbon knocked on the door of D7.



The dewy-eyed woman answered, though the door was chained. She had changed
from her workaday dress into a slouchy sweatshirt and jeans. Blue light emanated from the
room behind her, the television spilling its content, unheeded, awaiting her return.

For a moment, the woman's face looked confused. Then a look of recognition washed
over her features. “lUncle Roy?" she asked.

"That's right, my dear," Alec Bourbon replied. "1've brought your birthday present.”

The woman smiled, elated. She closed the door, and Alec heard the rattle of the
chain on the other side. Then she opened it again, her arms wide to embrace him. He
didn't, but she didn't act snubbed.

Wretched apartment. He was doing her a favor. The TV, he saw, was tuned to the
Mets game (the Mets, of all gamesl!). A cat hunched over its food and water dishes in the
kitchenette. Alec could hear the hum of the microwave, could smell the reek of frozen
food sluggishly thawing and cooking in its heavy sauces.

"Do you want a beer, Uncle Roy?" the woman asked.

Alec gritted his bark-textured teeth. “No, dear, I've brought my own." He took out his
flask and took a deep swig, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. Then he put his
flask away, without bothering to offer her any.

She smiled anyway and took a bottle of diet ginger ale out of the refrigerator.
Pouring herself a juice glass full of the stuff, she went over to the couch, the television
grabbing her attention again. “What's this about a birthday present?” she called over her
shoulder. "l don't see anything wrapped.”

"You have three quesses, dearest. If you can quess what it is, | won't give it to you."

The woman took her eyes away from the TV again and looked at him. "That's a
strange qift to give. Jou won 't give it to me if 1 quess what it is?"

"That's right. Now what's your first quess?"

"That doesn't make any sense," she said, intriqued by the weird, unconventional nature
of the present. She hadn't even planned on celebrating her birthday. No one at the office
knew today was the day, and she was tired anyway. Maybe she and some of the girls
could get together this weekend.

"Just indulge your Uncle Roy, sweetheart.”

"Is it Mets tickets?" She came over to stand with him in the kitchenette, hoping to gain
a clue, to see if he held something that might give away some of the surprise.

Alec Bourbon rolled his eyes. "No, it's not Mets tickets.”
"Isita CO?"

"No, it's not a CD. 1 wouldn't know what music to get you. All your music sounds like
racket to me anyway."

She laughed as the microwave beep-beep-beeped that it was done. s it a collar for
Robespierre?”

Robespierre? What the hell kind of name is that for a cat? Alec wondered. "No, it's
not that. So now 1 have 1o give it to you" He sighed heavily as he drew the length of wood
from inside his jacket.

She made a confused face — just as all the women always did — and he swung the
club at her face with such ferocity that it burst her nose and mouth at once. A spatter of
blood showered across the linoleum floor and the countertops.



The confused look remained on her face, but her eyes bulged with pain and welled
with tears.

Alec Bourbon struck her again, and she fell. And then again. And again and again
and again. She didn't move, slumping awkwardly against the lower cabinets, her legs
splayed out at a painful angle and her sweatshirt sopping up some of the spilled blood.

Alec Bourbon locked the door, chained it and sat down on the threadbare loveseat,
his head in his hands, unmoving, his tears oozing slowly like sap from a tree's severed
limb. "Robespierre, clean up some of that goddamn mess in there, would you?" The cat
licked its paw twice, then went into the bedroom and curled up on the hamper.

By the time the game had wound down, Alec Bourbon was drunk as a lord, but he
still had work to do. He pulled himself up from the loveseat with a suppressed sob and
returned to the small kitchen to clean up the remains.

The blood on the floor was gone, but the blood that soaked into the sweatshirt still
stained it, a crimson blemish. The woman's body had vanished. In its place sat a rudely
made corn dolly. In place of the doll's head, a severed rabbit's head had been tacked
to the poppet. The rabbit's face wore a hideous rictus, and one of its eyes was clouded
over. Everything smelled of wax and lacquer.

Alec Bourbon gathered these as quickly as his clumsy stupor would let him
and stuffed them into a trash bag. Then he put an additional scoop of cat food in
Robespierre's bowl. Taking up the bag, he climbed out of the window and clattered
gracelessly down the fire escape into the alley.

S S S

"l had a promise to keep, if it's any of your business, you mop~headed young
fuckface," Alec Bourbon told Butch, behind the bar. "1 need a constitutional. I'll have a
beer and a shot on the side.”

Everyone at the bar roared. Alec drinking beer! 1t happened only once or twice a
year, and he always made a face like an old woman birthing a live snake. He never told
anybody why he ordered beer once or twice a year, so they respected that, but they
teased him about it insofar as he'd let them. Old Dom said, "Don't treat him special. Pour
him that same piss you pour everyone else.’

They laughed and sang and somebody played "Jackie Wilson Said," whereupon
Alec called out, " Alec Bourbon said, tug your tonguel” and everyone tugged their
tonques and laughed some more. The bar might have been cold, but everyone's minds
and blood were warm.

"Whatsinna bag?" some loutish young ratso from down the sireet asked Alec, seeing
the trash bag at his feet as he sat at his rugged stool.

"Losing lottery tickets. Jou want to buy some?" Alec ribbed the kid right back.
"Naw way, old man," the kid replied.
"GQood on you," Alec said.

Just then, the door opened, and a dewy-eued woman with long, strong legs walked
in. She wore a royal blue dress and a bright green wool coat to fend off the outside cold.
A chill wind blew in through the open door, and everyone in the place wanted to say,
"Shut that goddamn door!” but everyone also knew not to say anything.

The woman walked 1o the bar where Alec sat. He downed his beer and waved
Butch away.
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he rubbed her hand. It had stopped bleeding, but it

still ached. More like itched. The scratches on her
le¢s were swelling, too, and every step made her toes
slither together.

Blood was collecting in her sneakers.

She'd been calling out to him for hours. She'd been
yelling his name. She'd followed him into the ¢arden, and
she was planning on really ¢iving him the business because
he knew he wasn't to be out after dark. But now here she was in
a part of the woods she'd never seen before, all cut up from
the thorns. She'd lost the path an hour ago, and she'd
been calling out his name ever since, calling out. ..

...hisname. What was his name?

She stopped and shook her head. His name
was there, in her brain, and she knew it. She knew
her cat’s name (Pen¢uin) and she knew her employ-
ers' names (Brian and Stella) and she knew theircat’s
name (Fusi) but what the hell was the kid’s name?

She kept walking, toes still wet from blood, hand
still itching from the scratch. She was walking slower now.
She was confused, having trouble catching her breath or
maybe her thoughts —

— and when the face appeared, she nearly screamed.

“Go back!” The face had a head behind it and a body un-
derit, and it looked rather familiar, kind of like the ¢irl who'd drowned last year.

“Aren’t you dead?” she asked.

The ¢irl-thing — it didnt really look like the ¢irl, just from a certain angle —
shook its head violently. “No time! Go back! The path’s behind you just a few steps!”

“ButIhaveto find... him.”

The ¢irl-thing shut its eyes tight, as though trying to block out pain. It was silent
for a long¢ moment. And then itsaid, “He's back at home already.”

She started to protest, but then found she didn't have the ener¢y. She walked a few
paces back. Found the path. Went back to the house.

Later, her employers would ask her why she left Danny — rAarwas his name!

— alone for so long. Why she'd ¢one walking through the rose bushes (because where
else had those scratches come from?). But all she could think of was the ¢irl-thing,
and how sad and scared it looked, and why it had been wearin¢ a do¢’s collar.

And why Danny seemed za/lernow than he had that morning, and why he didn’t
know his cat’s name.
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— “T'HE NIXIE OF THE MILL-POND,”
AS RECORDED BY JACOB
AND WILHELM GRIMM

We all grow up on fairy tales. Our first exposure
to them these days is often in a somewhat light-hearted,
“child-friendly” form. The good fairies bless the heroes so
they can overcome their challenges, and the wicked fairies’
curses ultimately come to naught. Everyone lives happily
ever after.

But as we start to find the older fairy tales in their orig-
inal form, things turn out differently. Blood and sex creep
into the tales. People come to bad ends. These stories were
told to children not to comfort them as they fell asleep,
but as cautionary tales. Warnings not to stray too far from
home. Not to go into the dark woods. Not to wander down
the road at night. Stay at home, be good, mind your man-
ners... or something bad will happen to you. The Good
Folk might come and take you away.

Changeling: The Lost is a game about what happens
when these old stories prove true. The Others do come
and take people away, keeping them as slaves in a fairyland
that’s as much nightmare as dream. Severed from the mortal
world, these abducted humans gradually become more and
more like their captors, losing themselves in their new lives.
But some of these captives remember who they are, and try
to escape back to the place they were born. Changed in
form and feature, scarred by their durance, some of them
even make it back.

A GAME OF
BEAUTIFUL MADANESS

The protagonists of this modern fairy tale are the
changelings, or as they often call themselves, the Lost.
Stolen away from their human lives as children or adults,
they spent what seemed like years or even centuries in
Faerie, chattel to beautiful but inhuman lords and ladies.
Fed on faerie food and drink, they gradually became more
fae themselves, their bodies shifting slightly to reflect their

roles. Some, however, managed to escape. Holding on to
their memories of home, they found their way through the
winding thorns of the Hedge, the barrier between the mor-
tal world and time-twisted Faerie.

Their return, however, was all too bittersweet. Some
came back 20 years after theyd first vanished, even though
it had never seemed that long to them in Faerie. Others
who had reached adulthood in Arcadia found that they re-
turned only a few hours after their abduction. And almost
all found, horribly enough, that they weren’t missed. The
Fae had been thorough. Left in the stead of each abducted
changeling was a replica, a simulacrum, a thing that looked
like him or her — but wasn’t. Now, with inhuman strangers
living their lives and nowhere to go, the Lost must find their
own way in the world that was stolen from them.

Changeling deals with the struggles and dreams of
people who are no longer what they were, their mortal flesh
interwoven with fae magic. An illusion called the Mask ob-
scures their remade physical bodies, allowing them to pass
for humans — a word that doesn’t apply to them any more.
The contrast between the reality of the mortal world and
the unreality of Faerie colors their stories, in ways that of-
ten express as beauty, madness or both.

The beauty referred to almost goes without saying. Fa-
erie is beautiful. It isn’t kindly, or nurturing or benevolent,
but it is wondrously beautiful. The same is true for its chil-
dren, both those who were born of its unreal matter and
those mortals who were abducted and nursed on its magic.
Even a hideous Ogre may have some strangely sketched art-
istry to its asymmetrical features, and even a Darkling of
disturbing mien may have an elegantly hypnotic grace or
cold, frank sexuality. But as the Lost move among the mor-
tal world, trying to recover their old lives or draw enough
Glamour to sustain themselves, they become aware of the
beautiful things that mortals often take for granted. To a
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changeling, there is beauty in the grief hanging over the
funeral of a good man, or in the awkward way a young
girl twists her hands at a school dance. They see things
nobody else does — not simply because they can, but be-
cause they try.

The madness inherent to a changeling’s existence is
also twofold. Part is external. Changelings too often cross
paths with things of Faerie and the Hedge — strange, creep-
ing things that should not be, that defy human rationality.
The Others themselves can only be described as “mad,” for
surely they subscribe to no mortal definition of sanity. But
an equally great threat comes from within. The threshold
between dream and reality, between Faerie and mortality,
is easily crossed... and a changeling doesn’t always know

which side of the threshold she stands on.
THEME

The prevailing theme of Changeling is the quest to
find one’s way home. For some, this may mean reclaiming
the mortal lives they were stolen away from as best they
can. For others, it means finding a new home among the
freeholds and Courts of the Lost. Some hope to be fortu-
nate and determined enough to achieve both, finding one
foothold in the mortal world and another among their fae
kin. Even the tangled skeins of intrigue and ambition that
grip many a freehold trace their roots back to changelings
who are determined to find their way to a place theyd be
willing to call “home.” It’s no simple journey, and the stories
of each chronicle unfold around the challenges of this road.
Who can you trust? What is your heart’s desire, your ideal
home? What is the price you will have to pay to achieve it?

The secondary theme of the game reflects the nature of
the fae. A common hallmark to legends that feature things
we think of as “fae,” in fact the characteristic that may de-
fine a supernatural entity as “fae” or not, is a certain theme
of deception or dishonesty. In some stories, the fae are the
ones who trick mortals, appearing to be things they aren’t,
substituting their own young for human children or leading
wanderers astray. In others, humans are the ones who break
some form of social contract with the fae, although often
while unaware that the contract is in place, and are pun-
ished severely by the fae for their “disloyalty.” The themes
of deception and mistrust run through many Changeling
stories, as the Lost must hide themselves away from friends
and family in order to keep from drawing their enemies’
eyes. Promises and pledges are the mortar that holds fae
changelings together, the only way the Lost can tell who
to trust and who to avoid. Changelings are at their most
powerful when they can finesse their way into some sort of
advantageous position over their enemies, and most con-
strained when they must give their word. In that, they are
very like the fae of legend, and the “faerie tales” of their
lives have a hauntingly familiar refrain.

MOOD

The mood of a Changeling chronicle can shift many
times, reflecting the mercurial nature of the fae. The pre-
vailing mood, however, is bittersweet. The Lost walk
through an unseen world of wonder tinged with danger and
deceit. The beauty of the fae is often sinister. The Hedge
is alluring, and offers both succor and danger. The magic
that changelings work is wondrous stuff, but has its strange
catches and costs. And yet, for all the fear of the Others,
the suspicion of betrayal and the hurt of necessary lies, the
Lost still feel the glory of intense emotion and see the vivid
colors of fae magic. Both bitterness and sweetness are essen-
tial to this world. Without bitterness, the fae are toothless
things, as weak and watered-down as the Victorian fables
meant to shelter children from anything that might hint
that the world was less than perfect. Without sweetness,
the setting is a withered and valueless place, more akin to a
sulky nihilist’s view of the universe than the place it actu-
ally is. For all the horror, there is also wonder. For all the
beauty, there is also madness.

BETWEEN WORLDS

The Lost have the potential to be almost anything.
Their human roots are strong enough to show them the
way home from Faerie, and some changelings make them-
selves as much a part of the mortal world upon their return
as possible. For some, the possibility of reclaiming their for-
mer lives or bonding once more with their loved ones is the
greatest aspiration. Others give up on their former identities
and forge entirely new mortal lives for themselves in the ar-
eas where they can prosper without too much scrutiny. They
may become art dealers, club owners, crime lords. And the
Lost can use their fae gifts to protect those important to
these new lives, making the best of their transformation.

But changelings are indubitably not what they were,
and many embrace that change as best they can. They
wear the marks of their captivity with pride, strengthen the
power of their Wyrd and focus on their identities as citizens
of Lost society. For these proud survivors, the human world
is where they play at mortality and gather strength. They
are most comfortable among the freeholds and Courts, and
swear pacts of deepest friendship and love to their change-
ling kin.

Neither life is superior to the other. In order to keep an
unclouded perspective between mortal solidity and dream-
like fae madness, the Lost must acknowledge both sides of
their nature. Motleys gather out of friendship and pledge to
aid one another in rebuilding their mortal lives, just as they
promise to stand beside one another and achieve standing,
power and safety among the changeling courts. The hows
and whys of their journeys, the lives they will forge or re-
forge for themselves — these are the stories that will unfold
in Changeling: The Lost.

—
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JNTRODUCTION

How ToO USE THIS BOOK

The chapters of this book break down
the information necessary for a Changeling
chronicle into simple, rough groupings.

The Prologue: What Alec Bourbon Said and
this Introduction are previews and an overview of the
changeling experience, and offer more sources of inspi-
ration and a glossary.

Chapter One: The World Behind the Mask de-
tails the world of the Lost, from the chilling half-re-
membered dreams of Faerie to the societies they build
for themselves in the mortal world and their connections
to the mortals around them.
Chapter Two: Character Creation is devoted to ex-
plaining the process and rules associated with creating
a changeling character of your own. The innate blessings of
the Lost, as well as the various Contracts they draw on, are
covered here.

By compare, Chapter Three: Special Rules and Systems con-
tains many of the rules that govern your character’s in-
teraction with the world around him. Here you'll find
systems for healing, pledge-shaping, dreamwalk-

ing, the Hedge and similar subjects.




Chapter Four: Storytelling is about the art of run-
ning Changeling, from a brief one-shot to an extended
chronicle. Many of the game’s themes see full exploration
in this chapter, and a number of sample antagonists provide
a cross-section of the Lost’s many enemies.

Appendix One: Entitlements concerns the cryptic
noble orders and secret societies that have sprung up among
the Lost, titles that convey supernatural power and often
sinister ambitions.

Finally, Appendix Two: The Freehold of Miami
presents a sample setting for use in a chronicle, or even as
simple inspiration for the politics and threats surrounding a
freehold in a different area. The freehold in Miami is seeing
difficult times as the seasons refuse to change, which pro-
vides a strong motivation for the right characters to make
a difference.

SOURCES AND
JNSPIRATION

The potential source material for a Changeling chron-
icle is nothing short of an embarrassment of riches. Every
fairy tale has a potential idea for a token, kith or pledge
somewhere within it, and there are countless volumes of
fairy tales to choose from. This entire Introduction could
be nothing but a list of potential sources, and still many fine
works would be omitted.

While it might seem incongruous to list children’s books
or movies as potential sources, many still deal with very
adult issues (such as the fear of abduction). Seen through
the slightly clouded lens of the World of Darkness, these
stories easily become rich fodder for Changeling tales.

NON-FICTION

There’s a copious amount of scholarly works on faerie
myth and folklore, which are excellent for pointing out
underlying parallels, always useful for exploring maximum
diversity with a few basic archetypes. For good idea-to-page
ratio, of course, it’s hard to beat anthologies and art books.

The Great Encyclopedia of Faeries and The Complete
Encyclopedia of Elves, Goblins, and Other Little Creatures by
Pierre Dubois, illustrated by Claudine and Roland Sabatier.
Surprisingly comprehensive “bestiaries” that cover fae from
around the world.

Faeries by Brian Froud and Alan Lee. Many other
Froud books are also good (and increasingly whimsical, par-
ticularly when he teams with Terry Jones, as in The Goblin
Companion), but this is one of the most influential art books
on the subject.

Grimm’s Fairy Tales. The more complete the version,
the better. Some compilations (such as Grimm’s Grimmest)
focus on the ugly aspects of these fairy tales that are often
omitted from more “child-friendly” versions, but nothing’s
quite as good as the whole picture.

Andrew Lang’s The Red Fairy Book, The Green Fairy
Book, et al. A good compilation of fairy tales that goes well
beyond Grimm in scope.

The Mabinogion contains a few key episodes of a hu-
man’s interaction with the otherworld, specifically in the
tales of Pwyll and Manawydan.

Spectrum: The Best In Contemporary Fantastic Art.
These collections of fantasy and science fiction artwork of-
ten feature startling, beautiful and surreal pieces that serve
as excellent visual inspiration.

FICTION

The fae are ridiculously popular subjects for modern
fantasists. The following list only scratches the surface,
picking works that are exceptionally thematic for Change-
ling: The Lost; a comprehensive list of works that deal with
the fae is beyond our poor page count’s scope.

Something Wicked This Way Comes by Ray Bradbury.
An American classic, equal parts wonder and horror. The
Autumn People are particularly notable as examples of how
fae archetypes can easily wear modern trapping.

Jonathan Strange & Mr. Norrell, by Susannah Clarke,
depicts a world where much of magic is owed to the fae.
The depiction of the fae themselves is of exceptional in-
spiration.

The Stolen Child by Keith Donohue. Elegantly fey, with
a compelling take on the classic changeling abduction myth
and the issues of stolen and lost identity.

The King of Elfland’s Daughter by Lord Dunsany. The
patriarch of modern faerie fantasy, and still worth reading
for sheer enjoyment.

Neverwhere, American Gods, Anansi Boys, Stardust
and other works by Neil Gaiman. The author frequently
addresses the theme of hidden worlds that mortals are usu-
ally incapable of seeing, and the troubles that come when
people find their way from one to the other.

Gormenghast and Titus Groan by Mervyn Peake. The
highly eccentric, bizarre characters of Gormenghast, in-
cluding the character of Gormenghast itself, makes an ex-
cellent model for similarly skewed faerie courts. The BBC
adaptation is also recommended.

Fables by Bill Willingham, Mark Buckingham and
Steve Leialoha. Depicts the current lives of the literal pro-
tagonists of fairy tales such as Snow White. A fusion of
modernity and traditional fable, with no small amount of
darkness as well as whimsy.

POETRY

The world of the fae is by default poetic. Christina
Rossetti’s “Goblin Market,” William Butler Yeats's “The
Stolen Child” and the traditional “Tam Lin” are classics of
the subject matter, but to be honest, almost any good poem
can suggest potent imagery for a story idea. Take a poetry

—
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collection, read a poem at random and there’s the seed for
a Hedge encounter or story hook. T. S. Eliot’s “The Hollow
Men” might provide the inspiration for a Scarecrow Min-
istry plot, for instance, while Baudelaire’s Fleurs du Mal is
a virtual litany of decadence suitable for a softly decaying
court to whom the only sin is boredom. From Edgar Allan
Poe and Shakespeare’s sonnets to Wilfred Owen’s “Dulce
et Decorum Est,” the possibilities are more than any one
chronicle could ever exhaust.

MOVIES

American Beauty, directed by Sam Mendes. Notable
source material for the theme of beauty in strange places
(such as suburbia), as well as the question of what happens
when a person changes his entire life.

Labyrinth, directed by Jim Henson. A classic faerie fa-
ble, with plenty of well-crafted imagery for all things fae.

MirrorMask, directed by Dave McKean. Notable both
for the struggle to exchange lives, and for a particularly sur-
real otherworld that mixes modern and archaic imagery.

Pan’s Labyrinth, directed by Guillermo del Toro. Powerful
fae imagery and a genuinely mature storyline. Heady stuff.

J_EXICON

Arcadia: The domain of the True Fae and once-prison
to all changelings. Also Faerie.

aspects: The “building blocks” that make up pledges.
These aspects are: task, boon, sanction and duration. Aspects
have three categories of power: lesser, medial and greater.

Autumn Court: The Court tied to Autumn, fear and
mysticism.

banded: The slang term for someone bound into a
pledge; see oathbound. Originates from the black bands that
appear around the aura of someone bound into a pledge.

boon: The aspect of a pledge that governs the rewards
for those who adhere to the pledge.

changeling: A human who has been gradually changed
by her durance in Arcadia, becoming partly fae herself.

Contract: A mystical pact struck between the fae and
a living embodiment of natural force, allowing the fae to
call on supernatural powers.

Court, Great Court: A large social organization dedi-
cated to mutual aid and self-defense, bound together by
pledges of loyalty. The Courts of North America and Europe
tend to be organized in a group of four seasonal Courts.

dream phial: An object that holds a changeling’s
created dream; going to sleep with a dream phial releases
the dream into the sleeper’s mind as he slumbers. Created
through dreamweaving.

dream riding: The oneiromantic art of entering a
dreamscape and altering it slightly as the dream progresses,
allowing the dream to unfold mostly normally, with only
slight changes according to the desires of the oneiropomp.

dreamscape: The wholeness of a dream, made up of
the environment, creatures and occurrences within the
dream; everything in a dream except the dreamer or visit-
ing oneiropomps. The art of creating a whole dreamscape is
called dreamscaping.

dream warping: The strange and unholy manipula-
tions of mortal dreams capable only by the True Fae, ca-
pable of turning mortals into sleepwalking slaves, sources of
Glamour and Willpower and other terrible feats.

dreamweaving: The craft of creating dreams out of
Glamour, instilling them into dream phials.

Echoes: The powers manifested by a fetch.

ensorcelled: Those humans who have entered into
pledges with the fae; specifically those who are by means of
a pledge able to see through the Mask.

entitlement: An exclusive order of changelings, one
part noble title and one part mystical brotherhood.

fae: A blanket term for creatures and things imbued
with the power of Faerie or the Hedge.

Fae, True Fae: The immortal, mighty and remorseless
inhabitants of Faerie; the creatures that abduct humans and
gradually transform them into changelings.

Faerie: Arcadia, or more rarely, the inhabitants of Arcadia.

fetch: A Fae-constructed replica of a human being, left
behind to take an abductee’s place.

forswearing: Breaking a pledge. The one who forswears
is referred to as forsworn or an oath-breaker.

forsworn: One who has broken a pledge. This title
may rightly be used for as long as the oath’s penalties are in
place, and for a year and a day after. Often used as an insult
if the breaking of the pledge is publicly known.

frailty: A supernatural prohibition or weakness that
comes with high Wyrd.

freehold: A local society of changelings, usually over-
seen by a seasonal ruler and offering support to their fellow
changelings.

Gentry: A changeling euphemism for the True Fae.

Glamour: The raw supernatural energy that feeds the
fae. It is tied to the strong emotions of the human heart.

goblin: A general term for fae creatures and things of
dubious or no loyalties; often applied to hobgoblins and un-
affiliated changelings.

Goblin Contract: An illicit Contract, typically easy to
learn but with unpleasant side effects.

goblin fruit: The many types of fae consumables har-
vested from the Hedge that have some supernatural effect
on the user.

Goblin Market: A fae black market, often moving lo-
cation, in which changelings and sometimes other fae bar-
ter for illicit goods and services.

Hedge, the: The thorny otherworld that lies between
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hobgoblins: The fae creatures and denizens of the Hedge.

Hollow: A safe haven within the Hedge.

Keeper: The Fae who kept a changeling in Arcadia, and
whose influence is usually felt in that changeling’s seeming.

kith: A sub-category of seeming, representing more
specific affinities such as the various elements or animals.

Lost: A euphemism for “changeling” or “changelings.”
Often used by changelings who refuse to think of them-
selves as no longer human.

Mask: The illusion that conceals the presence of the
fae from mortal eyes.

mien, fae mien: A changeling or other fae’s true form,
concealed by the Mask.

motley: A small group of changelings, sometimes
bound in a pledge of friendship.

oathbound: One of the parties in a pledge. May also
be used to describe some secret protected by an oath; “that
information is oathbound, friend.”

oathbreaker: As forsworn.

oathsworn: As oathbound.

oneiromachy: Dream combat. Only those capable of
wielding oneiromancy may engage in oneiromachy.

oneiromancy: The practice of lucid dreaming. Change-
lings and other creatures of the Wyrd are capable of apply-
ing these techniques to the dreams of others, however.

oneiropomp: A changeling or other creature that en-
ters the dreams of another.

oneirovores: Creatures native to the Hedge or Faerie
that consume the dreams or dream-selves of mortals.

Others: Another euphemism for the True Fae.

pledge: A vow tied into the strands of Wyrd, enforcing
it with the very nature of the fae and fate itself.

sanction: The aspect of a pledge that governs the pun-
ishment for those who violate the pledge.

seeming: A changeling’s physical aspect, which reflects
the role he played in Faerie.

Spring Court: The Court bound to Spring, desire
and beauty.

Summer Court: The Court bound to Summer, wrath
and military strength.

task: The aspect of a pledge that governs what is ex-
pected of the oathbound.

token: An object infused with a measure of fae power.

trod: A path cut through the Hedge, from one mortal
site to another or to Faerie. Also used to refer to the physi-
cal location that corresponds with the entrance to such
a path.

Winter Court: The Court bound to Winter, sorrow
and intrigue.

Wyrd: The power of Faerie.
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fucking hate the telephone.

Funny thing to hate, risht? But I do. Ever since I ¢ot back,
I've hated it. I always think it’s ¢oin¢ to be A7m, my Keeper
or whatever you want to call him.

ButI always answer it, because if he comes back,I want
to know about it. So tonig¢ht, the phone rings, and the guy
on the other end of the line says, “Look out your window.”

What is this, a Craven flick? OK, I look. Nothing. Moon-
light on the snow. If anyone had been in my yard, the mo-
tion sensor would have kicked on the light above my ¢arage
door. “OK, what?”

“See the snow?”

“Who the fuck is this?”

“You're $oing back.”

I han¢ up.Istand there a minute shaking.I was outin
that snow for rwenty fucking years. That bastard ¢ave me
nothing but a few skins to keep me warm while I kept his
ice-¢ardens looking pretty. No fire, no sunlight, nothing for
heat but thought and desire. Try keeping rharwarm for —

“Twenty years, asshole.”

I hadn't even realized the phone was rin¢ing, much less that I'd answered it. I
walk to my room and di¢ my ¢un out of my closet. “Who is this?”

“Give you a hint. I'm like you, except when I ¢ot back, | wasn't stupid enough
to stand by a window while I'm backlit.”

“What the fu —"

Next thing I know, I'm in a oddamn snowdrift. The $uy standing over me
looks a lot like me. I remember him. He was one of the other tenders for that
bastard’s ¢arden, but he didn't keep himself warm enou¢h. He's standing in the
snow, and I can' tell where it beg¢ins and his legs end.

“Told you,” he says. He's ¢ot this weird thing in his hands. It's a tool that the
Prince ¢ave him. Strange thatI didn't recog¢nize it right away.

He raises it over his head, and ¢od damn if the phone doesn't start ringing
right then. Figures.




The World Dethiind #e /’f@ﬁ/{l

She ran and ran
Ay if phe feared yjome goblin wan
Dogged fer with, gibe or curye
Cr yowmethiing worype:

— CHRISTINA RoOssETTI, “COBLIN MARKET”

ARCADIA —
THE PERPETUAL
TWILICHT

There are three places that are called Arcadia. One
is the mortal Arcadia, a Greek prefecture on the Pelopon-
nesus. One is the mythical utopia, a land of incomparable
natural beauty where all manners of joy and pleasure might
be found. Unspoiled by man, that Arcadia is the home of
supernatural beings that exist without conceit or greed, fill-
ing their days with idyllic pursuits among the verdant for-
ests and meadows of plenty.

And then there is the domain of the Fae.

This Arcadia is indeed breathtaking, but its beauty
also terrifies. It is a land of deathless joy in gnarled gar-
dens, and of mountains built of half-gnawed bone. In Faerie
(for so it is also called), forests, dark and primeval, writhe
alongside concrete jungles thick with artfully bent metal
and delicate snowflakes of broken glass. Almost Victorian
estates squat along shorelines that are crowded thick with
the carcasses of a thousand sailing ships, all of this bordered
thickly by the Hedge’s labyrinthine mazes. Arcadia is all of
those things, or perhaps it is none of them. Perhaps every-
thing that is “known” about Arcadia is merely the fevered
visions of those who have lost the ability to discern reality
from fantasy and truth from dream.

Because of the nature of Faerie, even firsthand ac-
counts of the land are inherently skewed. Those who have
journeyed there, and escaped to tell the tale, find them-
selves deeply changed by their experiences. Many seem no
longer certain of the reality of the world around them, let
alone of the alien one they just left. Some, perhaps the for-
tunate ones, remember little to nothing of the time spent

in Arcadia, even if decades passed in their absence. Travel-
ing through the thorny Hedge that surrounds Arcadia tears
away at both the body and the sanity of any but the native
inhabitants, who are themselves rumored to be nothing
more than manifestations of the land itself — immune to,
or perhaps merely symptoms of, its reality-shredding power.
They are Faerie, and the land is Faerie.

What little is known of Faerie comes from the ac-
counts of those who have visited there and escaped with
some measure of their sanity intact. Because of this, it is un-
certain whether the contradictions they report are a matter
of slanted perception or whether reality, in fact, blatantly
contradicts itself within the fae realm. Any fact reported
about Faerie or those who dwell within its borders is sus-
pect, at best. Even if it’s utter truth in the time and place
it was witnessed, it may be complete falsehood at any other
time and place.

Among the accounts told by those who have been un-
fortunate enough to visit Arcadia (and fortunate enough to
return) are the following:

Faerie is the nightmare from which there is no wak-
ing. Reality, at least as humanity knows it, does not exist
there. Faerie’s “natural” laws are not those of science, of
spirit or even of magic as mortals can comprehend it, but
a complexly woven tapestry of agreements and loopholes
with no rhyme or reason intelligible to the human mind.
The inhabitants thereof are bound, and bind themselves, in
constantly shifting strata of power and manipulation that
not only determines social structure and hierarchy within
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the sentient population but shifts the very nature of truth
as well.

Faerie is filled with supernatural denizens who each
possess almost unrestricted power within its own demesne
— or so they profess. Certainly their abilities are far beyond
those witnessed in the mortal realm, leaving no wonder
why they were thought to be gods or the most powerful of
spirits by humanity’s earliest civilizations. These creatures’
ability to enforce their own will on the world around them
is manifested in the form of oathsworn Contracts — some
ancient, some newly uttered — with which they can change
the very nature of reality, binding time and fate to their
whim. The oldest of these Contracts are thought to date
back to the beginning of time, and through them the Fae
maintain absolute dominion over their homeland — and
those humans unfortunate enough to journey there.

The only physical way for a human to enter Faerie
proper is to be taken there by the True Fae. While other su-
pernatural means may afford humans entry into the Hedge,
Arcadia is the domain of the Fae, and entrance there is
solely at their behest. Rumors exist of those who have,
through one means or another, found the winding road to
Faerie; however, not even legends speak of anyone ever re-
turning, save those who were taken into the Fae realm by
the Gentry themselves. Perhaps it is a simple impossibility,
and the road to Faerie is not traversable by any save those
welcomed by the Fae. Perhaps there is a key to entering
Arcadia that no mortal can wield. Or perhaps the Fair Folk
simply do not appreciate unsolicited guests and make their
lethal displeasure known upon those who come uninvited.

If even a small part of the accounts of those who have
traveled there are to be believed, the realm, just as those who
make their home there, is a place of unknowable extremes
and possibilities. Within the Hedge-hemmed borders lies the
potential for both utopian wonder and brimstone torment.
The human mind, however, seems intrinsically incapable of
comprehending the vast paradoxical nature of the place, just
as the human mind is unable to truly understand the wholly
alien nature of those who make their home there.

THE TRUE FAE

The denizens of Arcadia have worn many names
throughout the centuries, as humankind, chilled by its
encounter with their alien otherness, attempts to fight the
fear of the unknown with the power of naming. While
their names are legion, those who have dwelled within
their halls and dungeons, who have served in their kitch-
ens and courtrooms and boudoirs, call them “the Gentry”
or simply “the Fae”

The word “fairy” has been sanitized in recent years. The
idea behind it has been so far separated from the original
meaning as to be wholly unrelated, just as the innocent im-
ages of miniscule, winged women is almost wholly disparate
from the reality of the True Fae. Originally, the word “fae”

came from fatum, a vulgar Latin name for the Goddesses
of Fate — forces capable of drawing out or cutting short a
human life with the smallest of efforts. The Fates were all-
powerful and unknowable to mortal minds. And, indeed, to
those unfortunate mortals who cross their path, the Fae em-
body the term just as well. They can snatch a child from her
former life as neatly as shears cut a tapestry cord, leaving only
unraveling threads in their wake. And even to those who
have spent decades as their servants, slaves, lovers or pets,
the True Fae are beyond understanding. Though a Fae might
be by turns warm or cold, bright or dark, even kind or cruel,
each one is marred by the same flaw — they have no sense
of compassion or empathy, no ability to comprehend or relate
to a human being’s pain. Even their “kindnesses” can draw
blood, and their favor is like an elegant and chill prison.

The term “fae” has been applied to witches and de-
mons, spirits and monsters, ghosts and goblins. Some as-
sociate it with the tall, elegant humanoids that the Celts
called the sidhe. To others, fae may be miniature creatures
with delicate wings, or watery horses with hooves of steel
or keening ghosts that foretell death by their presence. All
of these creatures may have been inspired by the True Fae,
while none of them catch a significant portion of the truth.
In their home realm, they are as powerful and incompre-
hensible as gods, or so say the changelings who were forced
to serve them. Even when the Fae walk in the mortal world,
any brief sighting captures but a single facet in a terrible
and beautiful Fae jewel. Those who catch only a glimpse of
them are awestruck by the beauty, cruelty, might and the
alienness that surround them. And those who dare to ven-
ture nearer find that the more they seek to know the Fae,
the more their minds, spirits and souls are warped by the
very presence they seek to understand.

To the changelings who have been abducted by the Fae,
those who served beneath them and those fortunate few who
have escaped their clutches, there is no doubt, however, as
to the True Fae’s identity. They are demons, monsters and
fiends, no matter how fair the form they may wear.

EE Fae v True Fae @

The “True Fae” are the native denizens of
Arcadia, which bears the name “Faerie” by virtue
of being their home. When the term “the Fae” is
capitalized, it refers only to the True Fae, while
“the fae” also may include changelings, hob-
goblins, fetches and other supernatural citizens
of Faerie or the Hc&gc. The term “fae” as an
ac].jcctivc may refer to any person, creature, placc
or object related in some way to Faerie culture,

either throug}l connection to the True Fae or

@ot}lcr fae beings. ‘-/\v@
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THE ABDUCTION

From the Russian Babay to the Mexican El Cucuy, the
bogeyman lives under the proverbial beds and in the meta-
phorical closets of almost every human society. Through-
out history and almost without exception, each culture has
had at least one version of monstrous beings that haunt the
shadows of their moonless nights, waiting for the opportu-
nity to snatch misbehaving children or lure unsuspecting
travelers to their deaths — or worse.

Modern scholars profess that these “kidnapper” legends
all have a common root: humanity’s need for cautionary
tales, that each of these creatures was invented by parents
or society elders to proscribe harmful behaviors through
the use of a menacing and mysterious enforcer. Children
who misbehave may be threatened with the homem do saco
(“Bag Man”) in Portugal or le croquet-mitaine (“the mit-
ten-biter”) in France, but the sentiment is the same: “If you
don’t behave as we want you to, we won’t be able to protect
you and something will come and get you.” Likewise, young
girls who stray from their parents’ watchful supervision or
young men prone to sneaking out for adventure pose an
inherent threat to the social hierarchy of their individual
cultures. Creatures such as Nanny Rutt, an English well-
dweller who disappears with those who venture too near
her home, or the Peruvian Ecandato who take the form of
dolphins and lure travelers into their river-world, serve as
external reinforcements of the safety of home and the im-
portance of remaining there. While the details of each leg-
endary creature may be very different, at their core they are
the same. Since the desire to encourage conformation to
acceptable behavior standards is universal, it is understand-
able that each society developed mythological figures that
punish those who behave inappropriately. Similarly, since
certain human experiences (death, slavery, separation from
one’s friends and family) are almost unequivocally seen as
the most severe retributions possible, it is not surprising that
the creators of these myths used them as the punishments
inflicted by the kidnappers for misbehavior. By foisting the
responsibility for punishment off on some mysterious out-
side force, those in control both circumvented rebellion
against their own authority and removed themselves from
the position of enforcer. The identity of the “kidnapper”
might vary, but the message remains the same: conform and
be safe, deviate and be removed from the game by some-
thing beyond our control.

But the tales don’t stop with the “bad ones” being taken.
Innocent children are taken from the safety of their beds,
hardworking farmers are swallowed up in their fields and
pious clergy are stolen from sacred ground. In this case, to
Occam’s credit, the simplest explanation is the correct one.

For centuries, perhaps since the dawn of human exis-
tence, the Fae have preyed upon humanity. Every year, in
every corner of the world, thousands of individuals go miss-
ing without explanation. Stolen from their homes, taken

while traveling or snatched from their cradles, countless
men, women and children simply disappear without a trace.
For some, mundane explanations exist. Runaways return,
murder victims are discovered, fugitives are apprehended.
For others, the explanations are much less clear.

In some cases, the lost people are never found again,
and no clue ever leads to their whereabouts. No bodies are
discovered, and they never again raise so much as a blip
on the radar of human society. Investigations lead to dead
ends, leaving their families and friends befuddled as to their
fate. It is as if they had completely disappeared from the
Earth, leaving no trace behind. And many who vanish are
never missed at all, not until it’s far too late.

In other cases, the disappearance is not permanent.
The missing individuals may not remember anything about
the time they were gone, even if they were missing for years.
Other times, they may claim to remember, but their tales
are befuddled, at best. They may claim to have been taken
by ghosts, spirits, aliens or fairies, mysterious individuals of
impossible descriptions, and spent hours, or days or decades
in a world not our own. Some allege to have been held pris-
oner in the lands of the dead, be it Heaven or Hell. Yet
others claim to have been imprisoned in a nightmare realm,
where the rules of the mortal world do not apply. Their tales
are muddled, as full of gaps as they are contradictions. Many
cannot remember how they came to return. Perhaps they
earned their freedom, or escaped through stealth or guile.
Some even claim to have slain their captors, although often
the least lucid are the ones who make these claims.

In both permanent disappearances and those in which
the victims eventually return, the simplest explanations are
again the correct ones. Their stories, if they live to tell them,
are rooted in truth, no matter how fantastic they may seem.

Of course, not all who vanish are stolen by the Fae.
However, not all who are stolen by the Fae vanish. The
majority of changelings are never missed at all, their lives
replaced by an impostor created by their captors. They fight
their way back only to discover that they were never missed,
and that they have no lives to return to. Unable to live as
they once did, the Lost must find a new road to walk.

STOLEN CHILD

Many of the classic human legends speak of children
stolen from their beds, or even their cradles, by their Fae ab-
ductors. And, in truth, this legend is rooted in fact. Many
Fae do prefer to kidnap their new “wards” at a very early age,
and the abductions of babies certainly form a large part of
those abductions that were historically identified as the work
of the Gentry. After all, snatching a sleeping child from a
cradle is far easier than abducting a strapping youth who is
more capable of self-defense. Also, should the abduction of a
youngster be thwarted by circumstance, a child’s babblings
— if they are even comprehended — are far more likely to
be ignored or downplayed than those of an adult. As well,
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although time in Faerie often lengthens a human’s lifespan
considerably, compared to the True Fae, a human lifetime
is an infinitesimally short period. By taking their charges as
early as possible, the Fae ensure that by the time the children
are of an age to be of use to their abductors, the children
have already transitioned into accepting whatever passes for
reality in Faerie as “normal.” Their Keepers will thus have as
long a period as possible of use from their wards.

However, the majority of changelings encountered as
adults weren’t taken as babies. While many humans are sto-
len from the cradle, their mortality rate is very high due to
the fragile nature of human infants, the inherent dangers of
Arcadia and the unreliable attention they are likely to re-
ceive in Faerie. In fact, no human taken to Faerie as a babe
has returned to the mortal world on his own cognizance.
Their memories of the human world are simply not strong
enough to afford them passage through the Hedge and back
into the land of their birth. Those who do manage to escape
their Keeper’s care and set out for a world they never really
saw are doomed to wander endlessly through the Hedge,
before either finding another Fae Keeper or possibly ending
in a much more dire fate. However, in rare circumstances,
those stolen from their human kin at a very early age can
be rescued by other changelings and brought back into the
mortal world. These individuals may well develop severe
emotional disorders at later ages, and may also be prone
to wandering back into Faerie, intentionally or not. Their
connection with the Faelands is as strong, if not stronger,
than their connection to the lands of their birth.

THE HUNT

Once the humans are capable of wandering unsuper-
vised, perhaps as young as five or six, they provide both more
challenges and more benefit to their Fae abductors. The hu-
mans are more prone to putting up a fight against the entity
who attempts to take them by force, and perhaps of raising
the attention of others, if not stopping the attack on their
own. On the other hand, they also possess greater fortitude
for enduring the trials and tribulations of life in Faerie, and
by having a firmer human identity, may serve their Keeper’s
purposes better than an individual who was taken as a swad-
dling child. For some True Fae, taking a human captive is a
sporting challenge — a game of cunning and skill, not unlike
how humans see small game hunting. These individuals may
avoid taking children as captives altogether, and intention-
ally seek out not only adults but those adults who will most
strongly try the Fae’s skill. Athletes, outdoorsmen, even hunt-
ers themselves, provide these Fae sportsmen with the chal-
lenge they seek, and once they have overcome their human
quarry, they take great sadistic pleasure in using their new
wards as hunting stock to flush out future prey in Arcadia.

THE DANCE

Not all changelings are abducted by force. Some are
seduced across the border between the mortal world and

Faerie, cajoled into the Hedge by entities far older and more
practiced in the social arts than any human ever will be.
Like lambs to slaughter, the changelings follow their would-
be captors to a fate the humans cannot comprehend, and
could not avoid even if they understood it. Legends speak
of villagers following ghostly lights or will-o-wisps into the
depths of the wilderness and never emerging. These amor-
phous globes of phosphorescent illumination may appear
similar to the natural phenomenon of swamp gas, but it is
no naturally occurring bioluminescence that craftily lures
its followers into the depths of the Hedge. Other Fae are
more direct. Playing upon a human’s sympathy, they may
appear as a lost child or an injured animal, and lead the
Good Samaritan who seeks to aid them into Faerie, proving
that no good deed goes unpunished. Lust is also a power-
ful motivator, and many humans are literally seduced across
the border and through the Hedge into Arcadia. And, of
course, many of the legends of the Devil making a deal
with someone over his soul have their roots in a cocky Fae’s
openly offered bargain with an equally arrogant human.
Unfortunately for humanity, the outcome is much more
rarely in the human’s favor than the folktales report.

J.UCK — FAIR OR FoUL

Despite the Gentry’s greed for human servants, not all
changelings are originally the product of Fae efforts. While
it is almost impossible for a human to enter the Hedge with-
out some sort of supernatural aid, that aid (wanted or not)
is not always from the Fae. Certain circumstances can open
doorways into the fae world, and it is not unheard of for an
ill-fated person to slip through them and find themselves in
the thorny maze of the Hedge. Unfortunately, once they've
entered and wandered away from the doorway, it’s far more
difficult to return, and Fae will often patrol the Hedge on the
look out for those who have become lost in the Thorns (but
not yet succumbed to the dangers thereof). Presenting them-
selves as protectors and benefactors, these Fae may actually
have an easy time of convincing their new wards to pledge
loyalty to them, Tragically, the outcome is just as debilitating
to the new changeling as if he'd been taken by force.

THE DURANCE

While it is impossible for the human (or changeling)
mind to fully understand the alien and convoluted whims
of one of the True Fae, there seem to be several common
motivations for the Fae to take human “wards.” Though
Keepers may not have any single motivation for what
they do, the Lost have pulled from their mutual disjointed
memories what they believe to be several primary roles that
changelings are “encouraged” to play.

Many folktales speak of the Fae’s inability to have chil-
dren of their own, and a resulting fascination with human
babes. These stories, however, are more likely than not
the wishful thinking of parents who believe their children
have been taken; thinking that they have been stolen be-
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cause of the parental longings of their new “family” is far
more reassuring than believing them killed, neglected or
treated as slaves. Unfortunately for changelings, the truth
is less comforting. While some have vague memories of
being treated roughly akin to a member of a fae family, the
reality was far more “red-haired stepchild” than “beloved
heir to all you survey.”

Likewise, while romantic tales have been spun of the
Fae falling in love with mortals and sweeping them off to
serve as consorts, the realities of such tales are far from idyl-
lic. Some changelings, especially those who were seduced
across the Hedge, may have been concubines to their Keep-
ers, but the role was scarcely more romantic than that of
an abducted sex slave to a mortal master. The Fae are fickle
beings with no real ability to empathize with a lover’s wants
or needs. They might have played at being attentive and
“considerate” from time to time, but only for as long as it
seemed fashionable or amusing.

Other changelings, especially those who were taken
later in life, seem to have been chosen to continue their
mortal roles for their new Fae patron. Child prodigies,
cunning inventors and philosophers have been snatched
to serve in the laboratories, naves and libraries of Faerie,
while writers, poets, singers and musicians are abducted
for their Keepers' entertainment. Cooks and craftsmen,
those with a knack for working with metal or plants or
taming wild animals have all found their services come to
the attention of the True Fae, and found themselves stolen
away for their use.

Perhaps most confusing, at least for the victims, are
those who seem to have been taken for no particular reason
whatsoever. They may be pressed into service in their Keep-
ers’ guardian forces, or set to scrubbing their floors — tasks
that certainly could have been filled as easily (and certainly
more efficiently) by fae underlings or through the use of
Fae magics. Whether these individuals were truly chosen
at random, or whether their Keepers had some greater plan
that was beyond human kenning, is uncertain.

CHANCES

When humans enter the Hedge, the Thorns do more
than tear at their flesh — the Thorns rip away at their souls
as well. While some lucky individuals may quickly return to
the relative safety of the human world and escape relatively
unscathed, those who venture deeper, further and longer
into the Hedge find that the separation from the human
world affects them in strange ways. Their senses may be-
gin to play tricks on them. Not only sight and sound, but
their sense of what is right and wrong as well can become
skewed, and they may find themselves reacting to situations
or contemplating actions that they would have considered
loathsome before entering the Hedge.

While the human soul is not quantifiable, there is
a certain something which makes humanity humanity,

and it is this same unique characteristic that begins to
unravel like a mis-knit sweater, the deeper one travels
into Fae lands. This undoing is disconcerting, to say the
least, for those who notice it. Far too often, however, those
who are thrust into the madlands do not have sufficient
touchstones with reality to realize that they themselves
are changing, or the tools to deal with the damage should
they recognize it. Still, assuming that they are able to es-
cape back to the human world within a reasonable period,
most will find themselves able to heal the damage to their
spirit. Some, however, travel too long or too far in the
Hedge and become lost to the human world altogether.
Rumors exist of the fate that may befall humans when be-
reft of their souls: they become monsters that haunt the
Thorns, seeking to steal from others that which they no
longer possess themselves. Far more likely, however, is the
chance that those who travel deep enough into the Hedge
to lose their souls entirely are, as they near Faerie proper,
found by the True Fae and “enlisted” in one fashion or
another into their service. While the border of Faerie may
permit humans to dash in and escape relatively unscathed,
entering Arcadia proper is another matter entirely.

AN OFFER
YoU CANNOT REFUSE

Whether taken by force, or as part of some ill-struck
bargain, humans who enter a Fae’s demesne are never the
same afterwards. A human cannot exist for long in this
alien realm without Fae aid. Everything in Arcadia exists
and interacts as a result of Contracts and oaths with those
around it, and without access to those oaths, humans will
find no sustenance, no shelter, no rest and no healing. Even
the simplest acts such as quenching one’s thirst or warm-
ing one’s self at a campfire are safely completed only at the
behest of ancient Contracts between the elements of water
and fire and the fae denizens of the realm. Without entering
into a bargain with their Keepers to be included in these
Contracts by proxy, humans can receive no benefit from
them. No amount of water will quench their thirst and
even standing within a fire will not warm them (although
it may certainly cause them harm). The laws of physics and
science do not hold sway in Faerie. All reality is based on
these inordinately powerful Contracts and oaths, and with-
out a Fae mentor to include a human in them, a human’s
fate in Arcadia is sealed.

In truth, however, a human’s fate is forever changed no
matter whether she chooses to bargain with the Fae or to die
by refusing. Those who have accepted a Contract with the
True Fae (and through them, to Faerie itself) are changed
by the process — they become changelings. This bargain,
once struck, can never be entirely undone. Although they
may return to the mortal world eventually, and in time re-
claim their human souls, changelings will never be wholly
human again. Their spirit will always be at least partially
fae, and those who attempt to deny their fae nature for long
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pay a heavy price for it. Their emotions are more power-
ful, and the emotions of others are almost like nourishment
to them; the Lost feel joy and sorrow, love and hate with
maddening intensity. In some ways, changelings can be
seen as having grown beyond their human selves. Their fae
side allows them ac-
cess to the ancient
oaths of their Keep-
ers, and through
the knowledge of
them, to the ability
to strike pledges and
promises with each
other and the world
around them. These
agreements  grant
changelings abilities
far beyond those of
humanity, and their
fae senses allow them
to see the world pos-
sibilities in the world
around them that
they were blind to
as normal humans.
However, no power
comes without a
price.
Perhaps the
greatest ongoing
cost of the change-
ling state is the foes
accrued. While the
Gentry prey upon
humanity, the Lost
are by their very
nature of particular
interest to the Fae.
Likewise, other fae
creatures may pay
them special note
when hunting, an
attention that rarely
ends well. Other
hazards of change-
ling existence are
less adversarial, but
no less potentially
lethal. Just as humans, changelings must have food, water
and shelter to exist, but their basic needs do not end there.
Should they attempt to reject their fae nature by eschew-
ing the company of other changelings, avoiding the use of
Contracts, pledges and Glamour, and avoiding the Hedge
entirely, they will begin to suffer physically and emotionally
for such denial.

THE EESCAPE

While changelings’ roles during their captivity in
Faerie may vary wildly, each changeling has at least one
common experience. At some point, they have made their

escape and returned
to the mortal world.
Some escape liter-

ally, using some
means to break
away from their
captivity against

their Keepers’ will
(or without their
knowledge). Some
use stealth, slipping
away when their
Keepers’ attention
is elsewhere. Others
may use guile, trick-
ing their Keepers or
one of its minions
into allowing them
passage back to the
mortal world. A few
use strength, break-
of their
chains (literally or

ing out

figuratively) or over-
powering their cap-
tors by force. These
escapes are not al-
ways successful, and
changelings
speak of multiple
attempts that failed
before they finally
won their freedom.
Being dragged back
in chains and un-

many

dergoing whatever
their
Keeper found enter-
taining might deter
some from future
attempts, meaning
that those change-
lings who do win
their way back are often the strongest, most cunning or
determined of their kind.

punishments

Other changelings report that they did not escape,
but were freed. Some, such as the legends of True Thomas,
claim to have agreements of a limited-time Contract with
their Keeper, and were released at the end of their sentence.
Others won contests, riddles, challenges or duels with their
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captor (or serving as their Keeper’s champion) and demand-
ed their freedom as their prize. Perhaps the most confus-
ing are those few whose Keepers simply released them with
no apparent reason. While these individuals are, of course,
grateful for their freedom, they are often left with a sense
of unfinished business, and the completely valid concern
of what service they are performing for their master now
as free fae that was more valuable to their Keepers than
continuing to serve in Faerie.

In many cases, a number of changelings may find
their way to freedom as a group rather than singly. Though
they may separate at the last, drawn by memories of dif-
fering homesteads, they were able to overcome obstacles as
a group that would have stopped any one. Each motley of
Lost that makes their communal way out of the Thorns
is an object lesson in mutual strength. In a few instances,
multiple groups of changelings find their way back home at
the same time, their jumbled memories suggesting a largely
failed uprising. Over the last decade or so, a larger number
of changelings seem to have been finding their way home.
Some suggest that it was the heightened emotional turmoil
of the millennium’s end that drew these stragglers home,
even if some of them arrived late thanks to the time-twist-
ing nature of Faerie. A few older Lost mention a similar
exodus that seemed to arrive during the 19th century’s fin
de siecle, and wonder if there isn't a larger pattern at work.

PLAYER OR PAWN

In the back of the mind of each changeling who es-
capes the madlands of Faerie, a niggling question even-
tually arises. No matter how stealthy, cunning, strong or
deadly the escapee considers himself to be, getting the best
of the True Fae in their own realm is the stuff of folklore,
more than reality. Thus, regardless of how the changelings
escaped from their Keepers, they almost inevitably come to
ask themselves whether they really “got one over” on the
Fae. Was she really sleeping when the changeling snuck the
key out from under her pillow, or was she only pretending
not to wake? Did she truly leave the door ajar at just the
right time for the changeling to slip away, or did she intend
for him to go? Did he truly win the contest, overcome the
given challenges or defeat the enemy and thus earn his free-
dom or was it all staged? Was that really the Fae the change-
ling slew, or some artificial simulacrum designed to make
him believe his Keeper was dead? Was the escape truly an
escape, or was it all, just as everything else in Faerie, some-
thing other than what it seemed?

No changeling, of course, can ever truly know. And
for some, the possibility that their escape was anything but
what it seemed takes a long, long time to surface. But for
those who have any inkling of the complex and manipula-
tive nature of the True Fae, the question does eventually
arise, adding one more layer of doubt and fear to their exis-
tence in the mortal world.

HOME ACAIN,
HOME ACAIN

Returning to the mortal world is often at least as jarring
for changelings as finding themselves in Faerie was. How dif-
ficult their transition back is depends on several factors, any
one of which may be enough to drive a changeling mad with
frustration, fear or confusion. Each individual, of course, ex-
periences the return in different ways depending upon the
nature of his human life before abduction, the circumstances
of his time in Faerie and the price of his escape. There are,
however, certain challenges that most, if not all, changelings
must deal with upon their return to the “real” world.

STRANCER IN A
STRANCE J_AND

Perhaps the singular most difficult challenge to return-
ing to the mortal world is the fact that they are no longer
mortal themselves. For all that they may appear unchanged
to mortal eyes, changelings have experienced things that no
“normal” human has, and are aware of an aspect of reality
that, at best, would have them labeled slightly eccentric. At
worst, publicly professing that youd been abducted by su-
pernatural creatures from another realm who transformed
you to be no longer human could easily lead to commitment
to a mental institution. However, even if a changeling keeps
his differences to himself, he still knows that he is no longer
what he was. He is no longer the same as his parents, his
former friends, the people he grew up around. Even if they
were to accept his return (no small feat in and of itself),
he is walking between the world of the fae and the human
world, and is no longer truly a part of either.

Changeling society is based, at least in part, on this
principle. In order to thrive as changelings, each individual
must maintain somewhat of a balance between his human
side and his fae self. To ignore his human side is devastat-
ing to a changeling’s Clarity. He begins to lose any sense of
what is real and what is merely the discontented grumblings
and terrified shrieks of his wounded soul. Delusions, hal-
lucinations, depression, compulsions, phobias and psycho-
somatic ailments all wait down that road, greedily antici-
pating the arrival of a changeling who eschews the mortal
world too greatly. Considering the dangers that await those
who have immersed themselves solely in fae matters, the
logical reaction would seem to be to err in the other di-
rection. The other extreme, however, is, if anything, more
dangerous. While low-Clarity changelings are in danger of
losing their sanity, those who eschew the fae world entirely
put themselves in danger of withdrawal-like symptoms as
their fae-side slowly starves.

SEEMINCS AND KITHS

Faerie’s effect on changelings goes all the way to the
soul, but the changes are not entirely esoteric. The Fae
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nature of his Keeper is translated down to the changeling
through the Contracts between them, warping the change-
ling both in body and spirit. This change divides the Lost
up into strange affinities that they refer to as seemings. A
changeling whose Keeper was crafted of living shadow, for
example, might himself become of the Darkling seeming,
taking on shadow-related characteristics as well. He might
well develop an aversion to light, or his coloring might
become monochrome. If his Keeper preferred an under-
ground demesne, the changeling might develop the same
tastes, adapting — whether he liked it or not — to survive
in the fae environment he found himself bound to. Not
all changelings, however, follow directly in their Keepers’
footsteps. Take, for example, the human performer who was
kidnapped by a Fae troll to entertain him with her song. She
may, based on the role her Keeper places her in, develop a
Fairest seeming, while the strapping young man who was
stolen to guard his lair might become an Ogre himself.

Within Faerie, the True Fae’s will seems to permeate
all aspects of his dealings, imposing itself on those around
him. Humans (and the changelings they develop into) seem
particularly vulnerable to the forces of this fae will. The
manifestations of this Fae taint, however, are almost limit-
less. Even within the same seeming, two changelings may
develop very differently. These further specialized affini-
ties, called kiths, exist within each seeming. An Elemental
seeming, for example, may manifest general qualities of all
elemental forces: stone, air, earth and water. Or she may
be very specifically a Fireheart, carrying the living flame
within her. Likewise, a Wizened seeming might be a gen-
eral wise woman, the epitome of a fairy tale witch, or she
might be a Chirurgeon who’s mastered disturbing surgeries,
an Oracle with an innate eye for Fate and the future or even
a Smith of magical weapons and armor, putting her innate
understanding of how things work to very practical and yet
still supernatural use. Each of these kiths might have very
different miens, reflecting physically different aspects while
belonging to the same overarching seeming.

A changeling’s mien almost never changes so far from
the changeling’s original form to make him unrecognizable.
He may grow or shrink a few inches, but he is very unlikely
to gain or lose a foot or more in height. Hair and eye color
may change, and facial features may subtly shift, but the
appearance of the stolen human is never completely over-
written. It’s said that it’s possible to change completely, but
that those who do never find their way home, having lost
the ability to recognize their mortal selves. The changes
are physical, but do not appear to be genetic; DNA analysis
cannot determine a “goblin genome,” for instance. It also
seems impossible for a changeling to pass on his fae quali-
ties to any offspring — not that the Lost have much by
way of fertility after the change, that is. Exposure to Faerie
seems to negatively affect a human’s ability to sire or bear
children, making it impossible for most by the time they
have become changelings proper. Therefore, the Others are

obliged to steal new servants every year, rather than simply
breeding the stock they already own.

Upon returning to the mortal world, changelings may
be relieved to find that the physical manifestations of their
fae mien do not reveal themselves to humans. Changelings
are protected by an enchantment that hangs over all things
fae, concealing them from mortal eyes. This Mask, as they
call it, may seem a small boon compared to the myriad other
challenges they face in the mortal world, but it is a boon none
the less. Their miens, however, have not disappeared or faded
upon leaving Faerie. Other Lost will see changelings quite
clearly — as will the True Fae, should they come across the
changeling. Likewise, should the changeling venture into the
Hedge or Arcadia proper, he will find that everyone, includ-
ing humans, sees his fae mien and not his human guise.

TIME AND TIES

Faerie is a land of mutable reality. Science and logic
hold no power there, unless this is the particular interest
of the Fae who rules the area in question. Natural laws may
or may not apply as they do in the mortal world, depend-
ing on whether or not the land is bound by Fae Contracts
that simply replicate the effects of these laws. Time is no
exception to this phenomenon. A changeling may find re-
turn from what seemed to be a week of time in Faerie, only
to find seven years have passed in the mortal world in his
absence. Conversely, a changeling may serve for decades
and return to find that mere moments have passed while
he was gone. This may make reclaiming one’s former life
impossible. Imagine trying to explain to your parents that,
although their son only disappeared a few days ago, the per-
son before them who claims to be their child is actually in
his 50s, having experienced decades of slavery at the hands
of his inhuman captors. Just as difficult is the fate of the
woman who returns to find her children grown and married
with children of their own, when it seems to her that only a
week has passed in Faerie.

FETCHES

While time fluctuation between Faerie and the mor-
tal world may lead to seemingly impossible complications
for those who try to return to their “normal” life, they are
nothing when compared to those who return to find that, at
least according to their friends and family, they have never
left. The True Fae are masters of manipulation, and many
replace the individual they've taken from the mortal world
with a simulacrum. This mock-up, called a fetch, steps in
where the changeling disappeared, continuing his life as
if he had never gone. And, considering the travails that
changelings undergo in Faerie, the chance is high that they,
rather than the fetch, will be seen as the imposters should
they return and attempt to confront their families with the
simulacrum’s existence.

These fae creatures appear in all aspects to be the ab-
ducted changelings. Their faces, bodies and voices are all
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identical to the people they are replacing, and through some
fae spell, they seem to know as much about the changelings’
lives as the changelings themselves. For all that they appear
human, however, they are not. When killed, a fetch degener-
ates back into the stuff it was made from: bits and pieces of
bizarre junk, held together with a shard of the abductee’s own
shadow. The reversion can take anywhere from a few weeks
to a few minutes; a fetch’s corpse may last long enough to
pass an autopsy and be interred, or be nothing more than bits
of wood, string and bone bobbing in the water.

Destroying a fetch may be an important step toward a
changeling reclaiming her former life. Science-fiction mirror
world fantasies aside, however, the act of killing something
that appears to be oneself is a task for which many change-
lings find they have no stomach. After years spent in Fa-
erie, many changelings find themselves in a very conflicted
state while looking at the creatures that look just like them,
act just like them and have been living beside their friends
and loving and supporting their families. Some changelings
wonder if they are doing their loved ones a disservice by
attempting to destroy the substitutes. Other changelings,
especially those with low Clarity, may find themselves won-
dering if they are the originals at all, or simply poor deluded
fae creations that have been cursed with others’ memories
of earlier lives.

MEMORY AND CLARITY

The human mind sees patterns everywhere. We learn
by them, teach by them and when they do not exist, we
invent them, seeking to understand even random events
through imagined structure. An object dropped will fall to
the ground. Time moves forward; people are born, age and
then die. It is more than a casual expectation. The basis of
human views on reality is built around them to the extent
that insanity is sometimes described as expecting different
outcomes from identical situations. However, none of those
logical scientific explanations can predict the mad pavannes
of Faerie. From the moment humans cross the Hedge, they
are stepping out of their world physically, philosophically
and even theoretically. All previous assumptions are poten-
tially invalid, and the corresponding grip on “reality” that
came with a firm set of rules begins slipping away.

For changelings who have survived a durance in Ar-
cadia and returned to the mortal world, the rules have
changed not once, but twice. Their time in Faerie swept
away the certainty of the “real” world, and upon return-
ing they must learn how to balance the human and fae re-
alities, hopefully without losing themselves in the process.
This balance, called Clarity, is one of the most important
factors in a changeling’s life. Too much Clarity, and he is in
danger of losing touch with his fae self. Too little, and he
risks insanity and finds himself uncertain of the reality of
the world around him.

Just as waking reality is often easier to remember than
even the strongest experiences encountered in a dream, the

bizarre experiences a changeling undergoes in Faerie are
muddled upon a changeling’s return to the mortal world.
This confusion is unavoidable. The human part of the
changeling simply cannot cling too tightly to the utterly Fae
environment it was thrust into, leaving a changeling doubt-
ing, questioning or simply not remembering the majority of
his durance in Arcadia. Often this is seen as a mixed bless-
ing. While it is a relief to not be constantly assaulted by the
cruelty and terror that is part and parcel of dealing with
the True Fae, foggy and incomplete memories often leave
changelings wondering as to what truly happened to them.
If they are barely able to contend with those memories they
possess, what greater horrors did they undergo that lie sup-
pressed below the surface?

FIRST CONTACT

One of the most significant events any changeling will
undergo is his first contact with others of his kind upon
escaping Faerie. While many changelings will have known
other fae-abducted humans, the changeling experience re-
ally begins anew upon returning to the mortal world, and
only others who have suffered in Arcadia and lived to tell
about it can truly understand what it is to be changeling.
Because of this camaraderie, many changelings gather in
groups called freeholds, ostensibly to protect themselves
and each other from the dangers of fae existence. In a large
part, however, freeholds provide a sense of the familiar to
those who have had their realities stripped away not once,
but twice.

In freeholds, the Lost find a sense of belonging that
they likely have not been able to reclaim upon returning to
the mortal worlds: their friends, family and loved ones may
have already finished mourning the missing individuals, or
a fetch may have filled the gap entirely, leaving no room for
the returning changeling. While it is not impossible for a
changeling to take up his former place in human society, it
is challenging and he will never again fit there as well as he
did before his time in Faerie. In a freehold, however, every-
one understands the things he’s endured and the challenges
that he faces every day. A freehold offers a sense of com-
munity and a level of acceptance he will not find elsewhere
in the mortal world. Most freeholds are dominated by the
Great Courts, whose cyclical intrigues add another layer of
texture to changeling politics. However, the basic structure
of the freehold relies on a Court, but not the Courts. The
one does not necessitate the other, though the power of
each Great Court’s support network has come to mean that
few freeholds do not feel their influence.

Freeholds also fill another need, although it is less open-
ly spoken about than the need for pseudo-human contact.
Changelings are not solely human any longer, and although
they may have suffered torturous cruelty in Faerie, their eyes
were also opened to an entirely new plane of wonder than
is possible to experience in the mortal world. Arcadia is the
land of dreams as well as nightmares, and even at its most
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horrific, it is a place of miracles and magic. Few changelings
are willing to admit that there are aspects of Faerie that
sparked flame in their spirit and wonder in their existence
in a way nothing human can. But it is a need, a longing that
cannot be quenched by even the most vibrant of human art
or the most passionate of human lovers. In a freehold, there
is safety to experience somewhat of that fae marvel without
much of the danger inherent in actually traveling into the
Hedge, let alone Faerie. Contact with other changelings,
individually or through the elaborate courts and noble or-
ders that are reflections of those encountered in Arcadia,
feeds that fae hunger in a way nothing else can.

NEW STARTS OR
RECLAIMING THE QLD

Simply stepping back into their old lives is rarely an
option for the Lost. Many challenges prevent them from
picking up where they left off before their abduction. If a
changeling hasn’t been replaced by a fetch, his first chal-
lenge is attempting to explain where he’s been. Telling the
truth will only backfire upon him. The inherently tricky
and cunning nature of fae magic ensure that revealing
the reality of their existence to humans saps away at the
changeling’s own grip on reality. The changeling’s Clarity
slips away with each “reveal,” leaving him less and less reli-
able as proof of his own assertions, the more stridently he
attempts to demonstrate them. Humans are more likely to
believe they are being made fools of, tricked or are the ob-
ject of a con game than they are to believe that a few special
effects really prove the existence of another level
of reality. And yet, some explana-
tion for what can be decades of
absence must be made, if the
changeling hopes to regain
any aspect of his former
life. Some changelings

create elaborate tales of kidnappings, weaving stories of be-
ing held for years at the hands of some unknown assailant.
While these stories can’t be proved, they are more likely to
be believed (and less likely to end up with the changeling
being treated for psychosis) than the trut