Twilight Dreams
Information Sheet #2
Game Premise

Canberra is a haven for children of myth. The ones who saw things differently, felt things differently. It is a place of vast acres of untouched forest where the creatures of mortal dreams roam free. In each breeze, a sullen sigh. In each whisper, secrets unfold. By the shores of Lake Burley Griffin, they can be heard. The fae. A word murmured among the believers, fraught with awe. A word flung from the lips of the banal, laced with hatred. 

Amidst the neat, clean lines of the cityscape, a step must be taken with caution. All manner of creatures dwell within, behind every seemingly normal building, behind each face tense with indifference. Stand among the throng of Autumn People and the wall of banality surrounds you. Dwell in Canberra's confines for a moment, and even the most distant can see the endless Winter approaches, hard and fast, ready to wipe the slate clean.

Why do you come?

Just mere curiosity, or is there more behind the eager, anticipatory eyes? Profit? The city has quelled many hopes, silenced many vigorous words of love, and pressed many into meek submission the lofty, poetic natures of those drawn into its web. More than you ever can realize.

What drives you, to step within the limits of this city, which has had rampant gossip about its troubled, unnatural state? Do you hope to change it?

Do you hope to be the salvation, to stave off the eternal Winter, to rally the Changelings to new heights? Or have you given up such hopes?

Have you already stopped Dreaming?

Despite all that is stacked against them, the Changelings of Canberra yet hold hope for their future here. They love and frolic as if tomorrow will never come. And for them it might not. Hold your joy while you may, for it is as flickering as a moth's flight. For you have come, mingle among them. Perhaps new eyes will see what old cannot.

Welcome. 

The City
In the World of Darkness, Canberra is a city of politicians and public servants with bureaucracy and finance battling one another for domination of the city’s purpose. And beneath it all is entirely another struggle for control: the darkest nature of mortals is vibrant in their underworld. Corruption and greed rules their hearts and souls and violence is rife.
The police fight a losing battle to maintain order against gangs, organised crime and the chaotic forces that drive so many mortals insane. In their ugly office blocks, people who have given up hope plod through their lives, one step after another. Those who are supposed to rule bicker over triviality and minute gains on the political score-board.
Then there are the deaths – a daily occurrence in the World of Darkness. Hikers found torn to shreds in the Brindabellas, motorists gone missing from their empty cars by the side of a deserted highway, children who never came home from school found bloodless on a trash heap the next day.

They all know it. But somehow it is easier to explain it, justify it. The hikers were attacked by wild dogs. The motorist strayed from his car and was simply lost. The children cut themselves while playing in a dangerous place.

Denial is easy.

The Changelings

The Changelings are creatures of two worlds, each with a mortal soul and a fae (fairy) soul combined in the one body. They live and love in the mortal world, perhaps making a comfortable living or maybe scraping out a meager existence on the streets, while at the same time they roam about the glorious world of enchantment, fighting monsters and paying tribute in a medieval hierarchy.
They rejoice in the joy of life and have often been known to encourage mortals to regain their creativity and passions. Their very existence is a slap in the face of Banality as they bring lightness to a dark world.

While to the average mortal it might seem that the man wrapped in a blanket, tin pot on his head, waving a broom around wildly in the park is utterly insane, those who can see the enchanted world might see a bold Troll Knight: standing 8 feet tall, with blue skin and swept back horns, encased in shining armour and wielding a flaming sword, magnificent in a skillful display of arms. They would also see his opponent: a many headed Hydra – giant, loathsome and deadly. 
If it should win the day and the Knight should be killed, the death of his enchanted form would feel just as real to him as a normal death, but the mortals finding his unconscious form would see it recover in a matter of hours or days. Gradually the memories of the enchanted world would return.
Unless of course, the death was caused by Cold Iron. The Final Death. Abomination. 
The Court of Canberra

The Changelings in the Court of Canberra lead their strange and colourful lives in the three great Freeholds of Canberra under the rulership of the Count Bluetear the Troll <add link to gallery>.

The Freeholds are places of sanctuary, healing and of community for Changelings. Each one is unique, shaped around the Dreams of those who rule it. 
Lord Bluetear, the Count, rules the great Seelie Freehold of Caer Taghairm “The Place of Stories” located on Aspen Island where most mortals merely see a Carillion Tower. He is attended by a large Changeling Court including his mysterious advisor Bob and his Baron at Arms, Lord Burt the Bulldog <add link to gallery>.. Most newcomers to the city reside in this Freehold along with most of the regular Court-goers.
Prince Tristan Lyons ap Fiona <add link to gallery>, the heir presumptive to the monarchy of Australia, rules as Baron of the misty woodland Seelie Freehold of Enverona. Close to nature and very much like the mythical Avalon in it’s appearance, it’s mortal world location is close to the Queanbeyan/ACT border under an archway for a suburb that was never built.

Baroness Ariel Ciasifon ni Ailil <add link to gallery> rules the Underhill Unseelie Freehold of Khantabahl with style and flair. Known widely as the most stylish of the Canberran Courts, the mysterious underground Freehold is located in the mortal world near Gunghalin in a series of abandoned vaults amongst the roots of a giant tree.
The Canberran Changeling Court has strong Commoner leanings, that occasionally draws the disapproval of more traditional Nobles. 
It is a Court beset by dangers, both mythical, like the Jabberwocky lurking deep within the Borogrove Swamp, and mundane, with commonplace mortals interfering and causing destruction to the enchanted world that they never even notice. 

As omens and auguries continue to predict that the endless Winter of the Fae is already here, Canberra promises to be a cold place, unless the Changelings can gather together the strength and wisdom needed to survive.
