A Beginner's Guide to the Changeling Genre
(or What on Earth just Happened?)

So you've had a normal childhood; grown up on a farm, or in an island community or maybe just in suburbia like most of us. You have a normal mum and dad, who take you shopping or fishing on the weekend just like any normal kid. Maybe you're pretty young? Maybe you're well into your teens, or rarely, into your early 20's. Your life is going along pretty well really and then…

Your entire life explodes! You start seeing things and suddenly you have people telling you that: 

You're a Changeling

What does this mean? You have no idea. These people are not only leading some weird alternative kind of lifestyle, but they're talking a totally different language. Saining, Freeholds, Banality, Glamour - it all merges into one incomprehensible meaningless mass.

At least, that's what happened to me. Maybe for others it's a bit clearer. But one day I was worrying about homework, under 11's soccer and the fact that the girl down the street was starting to make eyes at me; the next thing I know I'm blue, have horns and have grown up to 9 feet tall. The world as I know it has changed and my entire family thinks I've gone stark raving mad. I have a whole pile of weirdos babbling their strange words at me. The Carillon on Aspen Island has somehow transformed into a huge castle and I have this guy who looks like he's walked straight out of some Walt Disney film telling me that he is the Regent Count of Canberra and that I am now one of his subjects.

I was a little confused to say the very least…

But I think I've finally got it all sorted out and by all the powers that look down upon us, I'm going to make sure you don't have to go through the same thing. I'm going to tell it to you straight.

The Stuff you really need to Know:

What's this Chrysalis thing?

I guess the best place to start is where all Changelings start: their Chrysalis. This is what happens when a human, a mortal - whatever you wanna call them - wakes up to the world of dreams and becomes a Changeling. 

It can happen fast: one day you just wake up and wham, you're a Redcap who can eat rusty metal and toxic waste without a problem. This is usually set off by some extreme emotional event. It could be like that hair gel guy who plays Angel - one moment of pure happiness and instead of waking up without your soul, you wake up with a Fae soul. 

It can also happen slow: over time you start to realise that the imaginary friend you had as a kid is real or that your dreams about being an elven princess are actually true (although here they call elves "Sidhe" - pronounced "She" Weird huh?).

Either way, there's a big whoompfh of Glamour and hey presto, you're a Changeling. Tends to attract a bit of attention - from other Changelings at least. Generally that's a good thing, even if a little confusing.

So what is a Changeling?

Glad, you asked! As far as I can figure out, there used to be these creatures called Fae. They were pretty much the creatures from stories you hear. The little guys that came out and made shoes for the shoemaker guy overnight, Rumpelstiltskin and all of that kind of stuff. These Fae are the ones that inspired those tales. Because long ago, the world of dreams used to be the same as the real world. Magic and all that crap really did exist and people as normal and you and I…or rather, as normal as a normal person…could really see it happen.

But then this thing called the Shattering happened, sometime way back in the Dark ages and the worlds separated. Some place called Arcadia got shut off from this world - I don't know what was so fabulous about it, but I've heard some of these guys moaning about it as if it was the long lost land of Mecca or something. And the world got a whole pile darker. So it ended up that there are a whole pile of these Fae guys hanging out in a world that was harder and harder to live in, with Inquisitor guys racing about burning people and the Black Plague and all of that stuff.

So one day they get this hot idea of how to survive. They decide to go and bind their own souls to the souls of mortals. Now don't ask me how they did it - I'm pretty sure that sticky tape and blue tack were not involved, but won't speculate any further. I guess these guys were just cleverer than us modern day types.

Anyway, so they stick their immortal souls into mortals and voila! Changelings.

It's not like they possessed these people. Nothing shlock horror movie about it. They just became the humans and were born, aged and died like normal people. Kinda like it's natural.

So whenever you hear someone talking about a "Fae Seeming" - that just means the bit of you that is the weird magical immortal being. When they talk about the "Mortal Seeming", that's the human bit of you.

What was that about being Immortal?

Fae are pretty much immortal as far as I figure it - yep. Even you and me. "But wait!" you say, "I just became one of these things. Does this mean I go all Highlander and marry the woman who grows old and battle bad guys on towers?" Well I guess the battling bad guys on towers could be cool, but the rest? Nah. You're gonna get old and die, like the rest of us, but you're gonna have a much bumpier, but more interesting ride on the way. And you got a pretty good chance of being reborn.

As far as I can figure it, when a Changeling dies, the Fae part of its soul bumps around on some weird astral plane until it finds a little baby ready to be born. It then latches on and becomes one with this little baby. Then the baby and grows up like normal, with this Fae soul sleeping inside it. Until one day…wham!…the chrysalis.

So why don't you remember being immortal?  I guess some people do and some people don't.  I've not yet found any rhyme or reason to the way it works out.  Even though you don't remember it, you could have been around since the dawn of time.  Chances are that one day you might even bump into someone that knew you way back when. 

Some Changelings remember their past lives.  Some remember being in this Arcadia place.  But sometimes the memories are messed up.  There's this one guy here, called Raziel, who is supposedly some big wig Baron from Arcadia, but he's been so messed up by all bad stuff in the world that he barely remembers what day of the week it is - and he doesn't look like he's older than 20.  Weird!

So what kind of Changeling am I?

This generally isn't a hard thing to tell if you have someone around to ask. If you don't have anyone around to ask, it probably doesn't matter. But still, it's probably a good idea to know what types there are out there.

In my experience, things like wings, tails and glowing purple eyes seem fairly interchangeable regardless of what kind of Changeling you are.  But each kind of Changeling has something in common that make you able to point at them and go "Hey man! You're a Boggan! I can tell from the eyebrows."

Now you can’t typecast everyone and there are always exceptions to the rule, but here goes with a general description of the various types of Changelings:

Boggan

Well ok, as stated, Boggans have some pretty distinctive eyebrows. Two sets of them in fact, one above the other. Very fluffy. Noone really knows what they’re for and I’m not going to ask. Aside from the eyebrows, these guys and gals tend to be a little more portly than the average bear. They’re also generally very nice guys, with an absolutely huge soft spot for humans or a sob story. And I would hesitate to use the word gullible…well, no I won’t. They’re gullible as all hell! Couch it in the right terms and they’re yours, hook line and sinker! Mind you, teasing these guys too much or abusing them in any way generally brings down their bigger, tougher and far less gullible buddies – like me – onto you.

Lastly, their other prominent feature, despite their love of company, is their ability to do stuff related to their specialty three or four times faster than anyone else could – as long as their left alone. Take Creswell for example – You want to know who stole the cookies from the cookie jar. Just put him in the room with the cookie jar and moments later he’d come out with the culprit’s name – and more than likely the culprit as well. He just has this way of figuring things out!

Clurichaun

Get this, for several years we only have one or two clurichauns step onto our shores, and they don’t end up staying. Next thing you know, we get two…in the same month…both named PADDY! These guys are as rare as they come, rarely seen outside of Ireland. Very friendly people, love their alcohol…a little bit too much at sometimes, you’ll usually see them singing sad songs on a bar, or having a barstool thrown at them. From the general hearsay, I think that the legends of leprechauns come from these guys. Though I suspect that you shouldn’t go around expecting a cute little green-clad guy holding a shillaghleigh and talking about his pot of gold. From what I hear that’ll lead to blood and bits of you on the pavement…

But just try putting Clurichaun into a Microsoft Word spell checker and see what you get. Spooky!

Eshu

These guys are strange and harder to pick out in a crowd. Some can be very straight-laced (you’ll know who I mean pretty soon), while others are party animals (You should see Ethan when he’s feeling Unseelie!). I’ve heard that they used to be like the Sidhe over in Africa and Asia – you know, the noble rulers and lord mucky mucks. I find that pretty hard to believe. Not because they aren’t regal and stuff, but because they’re so hung up on getting out there and experiencing life. None of them ever hang around anywhere long enough to rule. They tend to have slightly darker skin in general – though I have met very fair-skinned Eshu. They also tend to dress in robes or gypsy-type stuff. I suspect this is as much to mark them as Eshu than anything else.

They also have this really funky knack of being in the right place at the right time. Sometimes you can use it to help track down people and things, but it doesn’t always work like you want it to. Sometimes the right place is not where you wanted to be.

Ghille Dhu

These guys seem to be pretty much nature incarnate. They are all green-skinned and willowy and are right at home in any grove of trees you might name. Don’t go much for dance-parties. 

As far as I know, these guys are the ones who created Enverona – thus the big tree thing. 

Oh and one more thing. Some of them do this thing with the weather. Take an umbrella if you think there’s a chance of annoying one of them.

Piskie

Another weird type of Kith that I don’t know much about. Josh Silvermane is really the only one I’ve ever met. I don’t know how much he is like the others of his kind. He says that they all have silver hair and pointy ears, and tend to be a bit smaller than your average Changeling. I suspect the klepto issues he has are also a kith thing. Naw – don’t let me worry you. As long as you don’t leave anything bird shaped lying around he won’t bother you. He also has a bit of the wanderlust like the Eshu, but it could just be him…but then again he’s not here anymore so if you wanted proof…

Pooka

Ahhh me. Pookas! What can I say? Love them or hate them, you can never ignore them!

You could pick one of these guys out of Bruce Stadium on a packed out night from 3 klicks away. Generally by the people around them screaming in outrage. Nah…they’re not all that bad. Tricksters, pranksters and generally not Saints, these guys pretty much look like whatever animal their spirit is bound with – or at least have quite a few of their features. Baron Burt – dog guy. Has ears, big black nose and tends to carry stuff around in his mouth. Definitely a Dog Pooka (I actually heard he won best of breed at Crofts before coming out to Australia! Don’t know how true that is though).

Which brings me onto the main thing to watch out with in these guys – the lies. Nothing a Pooka says is 100% true. It might be mostly true or completely false or more usually somewhere between. Sometimes it is only a tiny insignificant detail that is not true, while the rest of what he or she is saying is perfectly true. You just never know with these guys.

As far as I can tell, they can each change into whatever animal their ‘totem’ spirit is (I strongly suspect the totem spirit thing is utter garbage, but don’t know for sure), but can’t do it while anyone is watching. Or don’t want to do it while someone is watching. Or whatever. I’ve got no idea. You can probably tell that these guys frustrate the hell out of me!

Red Caps

Right, I guess for completeness sake I’m gonna have to tell you about Redcaps, or ‘cappers’, whatever you want to call them. Ugly as sin, and I guess it’s not such a shock that they can eat almost anything under the planet, remember the time that Beowulf ate a bomb instead of diffusing it? (Most of us would like to forget)

They’re a bad attitude on legs, obnoxious or arrogant, take your pick. A pity that they don’t have the brawn to back it up.

From what I hear they’re called Redcap’s because they used to dip their caps in the blood of their enemies. Now, I can appreciate your after battle posturing, but that might be going a bit far (and with me, that’s saying something).

Selkie

Seal guys and gals like in the stories. Ever seen the movie “The Secret of Roan Inish”? What’s with that baby with an outboard motor?  Anyway, I don’t really know much more about them than that. They can obviously change into seal forms and they tend to pine away when taken far away from the ocean. The stories say they can take off their seal coats and can’t change back if you hide if from them. But again I have no idea how true that is. 

One thing you’ve probably learned by now is that it’s nearly impossible to separate myth from reality unless you get the info first-hand. Even then it’s a bit dubious. Take Nenafel for instance. She used to be an Eshu, got chimerically killed, then turned up as the Selkie ambassador under a different name. Okay, I’m staying right away from that…

Satyr

Satyrs…um…well…they have goaty legs, little goaty horns and the moaning you hear echoing through the corridors of Caer Taghairm late at night …well …lets just say that they’re usually the cause of it. Ahem. 

Great guys for a party, they’re often pretty good in a fight and can be pretty down-to earth if you can get their attention away from…um…certain subjects. Ahem.

They…ah…er…um…really seem to like Sidhe. Or that might just be Gemma. Ahem.

Lets leave that right there and move on.

Sidhe

These guys (pronounced ‘She’) are pretty controversial amongst us commoners. Well for a start, the definition of Commoners used to be ‘someone who isn’t a Sidhe’. That kinda gives you a rough idea of where they’re coming from. Some of them still freak at the concept of a ‘Commoner Kith’ getting a noble title. But fortunately not the guys we have around here. Two of them have even married commoners. In Sidhe terms this is massively progressive.

They look pretty much like a mortal’s concept of elves, complete with drop-dead gorgeous looks, blue eyes and long flowing hair. They can also do weird crowd control magic that means that there’s next to nothing you can do to take them down when they’re in control of the situation. I’ve never even seen a Pooka succeed in making one look stupid. And that’s saying something.

They’re all born with a silver spoon and ALL of them have some kind of title, even if it is only Squire…except Raziel who has this little nervous twitch when someone even thinks about giving him rank. And then there’s Casimir, who says his entire house doesn’t even have rank. But then he won’t say what house he belongs to. Definitely strange.

Even the nice ones kinda have this inherent belief that they are better than you. I don’t think it’s something they deliberately do – or even notice they’re doing – it’s just a part of them. Still, according to Gemma they’re pretty damn fantastic in b…  um…er…I mean at stock broking. Yeah…that’s right, they’re great stockbrokers. Ok, lets leave that right there again.
Sluagh

Creepy little guys and gals, with slippery whispering voices. I’ve heard a mixed bag about these guys. Lord Sariel obviously thought there’s something in them, as he named one – Druscilla - as his Chancellor. She seemed pretty nice – not that I’d want to date her. Pale of skin and dark of eye and hair, I’ve heard they can do some pretty amazing contortions to get into or out of a tight spot. And that’s both physical and mental from what I hear. You gotta be careful about just what they’re whispering to who.

Noise is something they really don’t like though. You wanna make sure that there aren’t any lurking around under your tables listening to your secrets, play your stereo at top volume and watch them fall from the cracks onto their backs, wiggling their legs just like giant cockroaches after a blast of Mortein.

Urg – there’s an image for you.

Troll

Trolls! Yah! Go Trolls! Go Trolls! The best of all kiths! Easy to pick out (being giant, blue and horned and muscles into next Wednesday helps with that) and easy to deal with. If we tell you we’re going to do something we go and do it. No tricks, no messing around and no lies. If we swear and Oath, we’d die rather than betray it. And boy can we party!! Go Trolls!

Trolls are the guys who made Caer Taghairm and Trolls have always ruled it (well up until Lord Sariel came at least). We’re warriors and we’re way cool.

Not that I’m biased at all.

He’s just a guy, she’s just a girl, and it’s just a mountain

And then there’s Bob Smith. I’ve asked and I’ve asked. No-one can tell me what he is and he always ducks the question. On first, second and third glances he appears to be a normal (if drop-dead gorgeous – particularly in that Armani jacket) mortal or a half-blood of some kind. But he’s right at the centre of the Court, advisor to the great and listened to by nearly everyone. The Lady of the Lake herself has addressed him twice! If there’s one thing I do know, it’s that he’s no ordinary mortal. There’s something just not quite right about him.

And I’ve heard he uses weird magic – magic that has never been seen before. I’ve heard theories that he is a mortal magician – like a good version of those Black Magicians that supposedly sealed the Moon Dragon into the mountain for all those years. But if that’s the case: 1. How can he see the enchanted world without needing to be enchanted and 2. What the hell’s he doing hanging about with us? I’ve also heard theories that he’s either a god or an avatar of one. I’ve heard some of the Chimera refer to him as Lord Apollo. This theory answers question 1 – gods can pretty much do whatever they like - but I stand by question 2.

Oh yeah, Aurora….she’s a totally different kettle of fish – or fire. Her people seem to have this thing about fire. She has normal conversations with balefires, bushfires and stuff like that just like I am with you. And she also has this thing of not being quite…fleshed out (Ask Raziel…after he’s had a few drinks).

And then there’s Dunvegan. I have no idea what in the world he is. He looks like a troll, but there are a lot of differences, we’re blue…he’s not. We look like mountains, he does a much better impression. My guess is that if Aurora has a thing for Fire, Dunvegan has the same thing for stone – or mountains, or possibly that castle you always hear him raving about. 

The Mists

So why don’t mortals think of us as anything more than fairytales? Everything seems to get toned down, rationally explained or straight out denied. This is because of a thing we call “The Mists”, although there isn’t actually any real mist involved. 

I think it must be something to do with the mortal brain not being able to cope with this sort of stuff. You hear about it all the time in movies and stories. There’s no “forgetty device” like Men in Black, but the effect is pretty much the same. They see you racing about as a Pooka with ears and a tail and they think it’s just a costume. They see something they absolutely can’t explain, get upset briefly and they just start to forget. 

And while sometimes it’s a really, really good thing, it can also be bad. You see, my parents, though I love them dearly and have tried several times to explain this to them, they just can’t keep it in their minds. Then one day I caught them talking about my strange behaviour and maybe having me sent to the loony bin. Since then I’ve been “Joe normal, number one normal son” to them. 

Sometimes normal people can see through the Mists as well. Like a few years ago when Misha the Moon Dragon decided to seriously buzz the city in the middle of the day – there were all these parents all over the city wondering why their children suddenly started drawing pictures of Dragons flying. Fortunately they wrote it off as some TV fad. And then there was the time when I was walking to Caer Taghairm, along the lakeshore, pretty late at night. There was this really stoned guy who kept trailing after me asking me why I was blue and looking up at me at my true height. I guess whatever he was smoking was its own form of enchantment!

Other Important Stuff

Kinain - mortals with Faerie blood

Don't get this term "Kithain" confused with "Kinain". They're kinda similar things, but not the same. Kithain is one of these human guys that has an actual Fae soul inside them too. Kinain are mortal guys that have Fae blood somewhere in their past. It's like if a Kithain - say a Troll - should find a cute mortal babe, get over the whole "We come from two different worlds" thing and have kids. Well those kids might turn out to be Changelings, but more likely than not, they'll turn out to be Kinain.

These Kinain guys can have some of the features you'd find in a Changeling. Oh nothing like wings and stuff, but they can have the ability to see weird stuff and even cast some of the Changeling magic. But they have a big limitation. They can't do all the interaction with society stuff without a constant supply of glamour to keep them enchanted. I'll cover those terms "Glamour" and "Enchantment" a bit later. But basically, without this "Glamour" stuff, they are pretty much like normal mortals. A bit more perceptive than most, but essentially the same.

Calling on the Wyrd

You may ask "So magic is real, but only in the Dreaming. So how come I saw that Sidhe use his powers in the real world and the Pooka with him did tricks that the mortals were obviously seeing too? What’s with that? Can I make mortals see me as I really am?"

Well, there’s this thing called ‘Calling on the Wyrd’, but in plain terms I think it would be easier to call it “Making Mortals see Magic and stuff” Well, ok, maybe not. It’s something that all Changeings can do. It takes a bit of effort and you need to feed some Glamour into it, but by doing this you can either make yourself and all your inherent powers real in the mundane world, or you can make specific items or magics real. 

So that means that you’re racing about with your chimerical sword – perhaps a broomstick in the mortal world – chasing one of your enemies. It calls on the Wyrd so it can’t be totally killed by your Chimerical weapon, so you call on the Wyrd so you can attack it fully. Suddenly the entire crowd sees this giant blue Troll, wielding a huge 2 handed sword, attacking a very real monster. Panic ensues.

Note: This is never a good thing. Be very careful when and where you do it!

Then again, some things affect the real world without going to that extent. This is called a “Wyrd Effect”. So just say you use a Veiled Eyes spell – it doesn’t just mean that chimerical stuff doesn’t see you. It works for real stuff too, although you have to be careful with cameras and such, because they see right through it, leading to some very awkward questions. Best thing to do is ask the Changeling who is teaching you the spell about its boundaries and whether it is a purely chimerical spell or a wyrd effect.

Bunks

Do bunks seem weird or just downright silly to you? Yeah - me too. But the thing with the is that they're a part of magic that it's just way to costly to forget. Apparently there was a time when you didn't have to do bunks. Glamour was all around and it was the golden old days that will never come again - yadda yadda. 

Face it, you're stuck with doing little dances and stuff like that. It can be silly or it can be somber, but you gotta do it or you gotta pump some of your own glamour into your magic. Why? Because those silly little rituals, however you may be doing them are a way of tapping directly into the Dreaming and gently coaxing out some Glamour from it.

I think of it this way: You entertain the Dreaming a little and it's willing to give you a little of its power so that you can bring more magic into the world. Each time you do it it's a direct punch in the guts to good old Banality. You just can't go past that! 

The more interesting or complex the Bunk you do, the better the end effect might be. You do the same Bunk over and over again and you're gonna end up leaving the Dreaming yawning and you're not going to get your goodies. So get creative! Recite a poem, dance a jig or drink a glass of milk while standing upside down, holding your nose and wearing a pink tutu (If you decide to use that last one make sure you call me over first!).

It can also be good to tune in to the type of bunk a particular Art relates to. Let me give you an example: Chicanery - the Art of trickery. Now I don't generally go in for this sort of stuff myself, but it makes a good example. Chicanery works real well with words. Now just say you want to get someone confused using 'Fuddle'. If it was just your run of the mill ordinary mortal, then you might just say their name three times backwards, cast the Art and you've got Bob the bewildered on your hands. Now, if you were going for a big group of people or lets say a powerful Changeling or Chimera that has a fair bit of resistance, saying a word 3 times backwards is just going to bounce off them. But spend an hour reciting an epic poem beforehand or make up a complex story involving your target(s) and you'll have a much better chance.

Here's some suggestions of types of bunks for some of the various types of Arts:

Chicanery - as I said, words generally work well.

Soothsay - try using a Tarot deck or casting runes. Even melted wax in water works pretty well in my experience.

Legerdemain and Wayfare - motion, movement or gesture of some kind.

Dreamcraft - try modelling something out of clay or drawing what you want.

Primal - use something natural - draw a mud map or blow air through your cupped hands.

Pyretics - Fire begets fire!

There's obviously more stuff I could tell you about this, but that's probably enough to give you a bit of an idea of how bunks work.

Mentoring/Fosterage

This is something that happens after you've gone through Chrysalis. You get smacked in the head with this enchanted world, you're gonna be pretty messed up. So the way Changelings deal with this sort of thing is to give a new Changeling, which they call a 'Fledge', a mentor or Guardian. Their job is to do what I'm doing - telling you how it is and looking after you until you get your Fae feet or until you reach Saining age.

Sometimes it doesn't work as well as you hoped. Sometimes the guardian and fledge just don't get along. Sometimes they just don't understand. But sometimes it works out and if you're really lucky, sometimes the mentoring thing sticks around long past your Saining. 

Saining

"What the hell's this Saining thing?" you ask. It's when you come of age as a Changleing, generally a year after your Chrysalis. There's generally a big party and some guy who knows the magic will come along and do a big ceremony. 

You find out your True Name in the ceremony - only you and the Seer know that - but you also get to choose the Changeling name you're going to be known by. Although sometimes you don't have a choice in that.

Take me for example. My name in the mortal world is Garry Sinclair. Now somehow, charging into a challenge yelling "Face Garry Sinclair or Die" just doesn't do much for striking respect, fear or anything other than snide amusement into any foe. So before my Saining I chose this great name: Garron Earthbreaker. I thought it was still partially me, what with the Garr from Garry. But Garron sounds much more mystical than Garron - to me at least. The Earthbreaker bit seems kinda silly now, but it did sound really impressive to me at the time. So I went into the ceremony and got my true name (I'm not going to tell you that bit - I'll tell you why in a moment). Then I came out and started to announce my new Changleing name to everyone, when a group of my so called "buddies" called out their name for me and drowned my voice out. Now they all know me by that other name. And the laughter just went on and on I can tell you. But you know, it doesn't bother me so much now. In fact I'm kinda growing attached to being called Garron LoreMaster - even if it was a joke at first. Who knows, perhaps names shape a person more than the person shaping the name?

Anyway, just an end note about Sidhe and Saining. Sidhe tend to think Saining is all theirs and don't like commoners being able to do it. Who knows why - ours is not to fathom their ways. But Sidhe have to go through a Saining, like everyone else, but they get way more ceremonial about it and it can take them anywhere from a Day to a week to finish it. Part of their ritual that is different to everyone else's is that they undergo some kind of weird challenge thing to help them figure out what house they're supposed to belong to - called a Fior-Reigh - a test of courage and valour. I've never actually seen one done, just heard some talk about it, so I can't fill in any more of the details for you.

True Names

At the Saining ceremony, as I mentioned, you get to find out your True Name. Now be really careful - true names have power. Someone who knows your True Name is gonna be pretty much immune to your magics and they're also not going to have much chance of missing you with any of theirs. So you gotta make sure that the guy who does your Saining is someone with Honour - I recommend a Troll every time! (although, having said that it's pretty rare for anyone other than a Sidhe to know the right magics).

Bad Guys

Dauntain

Now I've heard of and even seen some pretty horrific monsters in my time, but these guys truly make my blood run cold. And the worst thing about them is that at first you might not even be able to tell them from a normal Changeling.

You see, these guys were once normal Changelings, but, you see, they just couldn't handle the world of enchantment. The gave it all away and went over to the dark side - embracing Banality rather than Glamour. They use dark magics fed by Banality rather than Glamour.

I've heard that some don't even know that they are Changelings. Perhaps those can be forgiven. Some of them can even be cured. I heard that after lots of the Old Court guys, including our former Count Sariel, got rescued from the asylum, that they were infected with the Banality of the place and were starting to become Dauntain. They were cured using some mystical potion or something - and that was a very good thing.

But ones like the old heir to the County, Taron Clawfist, or his nefarious leader Baron Silas, can't be forgiven - or cured - in my opinion. They've devoted their lives to the destruction of Changelings and anyone associated with them. Sick psychopaths - just stay the hell away from them or kill them to put them out of the misery of their sad lives if you get a chance. I know that there are those that say that you shouldn't try to kill them; that they can be cured or dealt with in far less aggressive ways. But I say, stomp these vermin if you get the chance!

Autumn People

You know these guys - the ones that make you line up holding hands to get onto the bus; the guy at the party that frowns disapprovingly at those wild youngsters living it up; the bosses that dot every 'i' and cross every 't' and do it all in triplicate before you're allowed to go home.

They're just humans, but ones that have lost the magic in life. Their way is the way of Banality and 99% of them don't know or care that they're doing it.

The ones that do though - they're the ones you've really gotta watch out for. They'll target your creativity and try to destroy it. I've heard that some of the worst even join up with the Dauntain! I've tried helping a few of them to regain the magic in their lives, with very little success generally. Some of them are painful just to be around. Mind you, there's this one guy I've been working on. He works down the local video shop and runs the place like a nazi! But I've had conversations with him and the occasional argument about movies. I try challenging him through his interests to take his thinking outside the mould. And last time I was in there, the girl who works for him was smiling and told me he'd agreed to start decorating the store more brightly to attract more customers. There might just be hope for him yet!

Vampires, Werewolves and things that go Bump in the Night

So if Fairies are real and magic is real, what's stopping all those other stories from being real too? Well nothing, as far as I can tell. They all could be true. Bloodsucking vampires could be ruling the night while werewolves howl at the moon. There's certainly enough unaccounted for deaths in your average year for this.

I've actually done a fair bit of asking around about this though, and I've not found any evidence either way. Most of the Sluagh you talk to will go on and on about the Prodigals (all these beasts and boogies) and about how their grandfather once kept a vampire as a pet, but I don't reckon there's much truth to any of it.

I’d say make your own decisions - whether they're real or not the world has enough terror and horror in it to make it a dangerous place. Be careful - no matter what you believe.

Love-Talkers

The reason I know about these beasties is that we had one right here in our very own Court! Sir Tristan's wife the Lady Trina was one all along. She sure had us fooled - and poor poor Tristan. It's left him a broken man.

From what I've heard, these things are chimera of some type, that can possess people, displacing their souls! The find a susceptible host, just before or after chrysalis, and take them over. They then go hunting for a suitable Sidhe and seduce them. Not in a sex kinda way, but more like making them fall in love. They'll take their time about it. I heard that Tristan and Trina were sweethearts for over 5 years. All the time she was twisting and corrupting his soul, until finally they were married. 

She then went into full scale corruption phase. Now don't ever repeat this in front of Sir Tristan, but I heard that at one point he even set his hunting dogs onto a helpless innocent chimera and had it killed to stop it from bothering him. You don't get much less chivalrous than that! 

Once he'd completely abandoned his honour, she then broke his heart and left him in pieces in front of the whole Court. It was when some of his friends tried to track her down that they discovered that she was one of these things.

Some say that she's going to come back and get him one day - eat the remaining bits of his soul. But who knows?

Nasty Chimerae

You've probably seen some pretty nice chimerae - companions are often the best of them and many in Canberra have a steed or a falcon or even a talking spider to keep them company. But not all chimerae are like that. Some are dark. Some are hungry. Some are born of pain.

Nervosa

These are nasty little guys, born of madness. Head over to the Holt Mental Asylum and you're sure to see a few of them. And don't go feeling sorry for these blighters - they'll latch onto your emotions and suck you dry before you know what's going on. Some you might not even see - you might just feel the chill of it's presence as it wraps its slimy arms around your heart….urgh!

Monsters under the Bed

Hey! They really do exist. You gotta be careful with some of them, but in my experience, these make the best pets and friends you can ever have. I even had the snuffler that used to live under my bed as a companion for a while, but then I met this other little boy and he went home with him instead. I guess they have a niche they like being in and can't follow you round forever.

Nocnitsa

Don't know much about these guys, but what I have hear makes me not want to meet one in a dark alley. Apparently they come in all sorts of forms, but the one I've heard of is called the Creeping Fear and is some kind of spider chimera - the size of a horse! It sings its spells of fear to paralyse you before creeping up to you and wrapping you up within its web. It then sucks the life right out of you, all while you're conscious and watching it do this to you!

Sprites

The Boggan woman who told me about this lot seems to have overdosed on Peter Pan! According to her, sprites are pretty much little Tinkerbells, right down to the fairy dust and dying if you tell them you don't believe in fairies. Yeah…right. It gets better though:

Boy sprites are blue, while girls sprites are pink and their voices sound like little bells chiming until you get used to it. They are attracted to children and adults that have never grown up!

And the weirdest thing about these Sprites is that she actually kept one of these creatures as a companion and as far as I could tell from looking at the little beastie, everything she told me about them is true! Well buckle on my fairy wings and call me Peter!

Monsters

These are pretty much all the other things that don't fit into one of the other categories I've mentioned. From your chimerical dragon, like Misha the Moon Dragon that used to live under Black Mountain tower, to the Lake Burleigh Griffen. They're good, they're bad, they're unpredictable and above all they can be powerful! No two are alike and I can't really give you any advice in dealing with them other than making sure that you grab a Changeling that is older and wiser than you if one approaches you.

Fomori

I heard this weird tale the other day, from a guy who had quite a bit of knowledge about history and stuff, so I'll tell it to you. Don't know how relevant it is to the here and now - and I certainly hope it's not, but it's better to know than not. It's about creatures called the 'Fomori'.

"Once, long ago in the golden time of magic, there was a large group of Unseelie Fae, led by a Sidhe called Duke Fomor. He was a greedy man, even by Unseelie standards and constantly fought battles to bring him more riches, land and women. Most of those he took prisoner were made his slaves and many quaked in dear at the telling of his very name.

Then came a serpent: a thin, reedy old man with a sibilant voice who whispered in his ear about power and the best means of getting it. His whisperings spread throughout the group of Unseelie Fae and before long they had made a pact with this man, who was truly an ancient evil given form, and all he represented: destruction, taint and oblivion.

They spread this taint and tried to corrupt the very Dreaming itself with their foulness. Soon a great force of Sidhe warriors of the Fae rose up and a mighty war was waged against the Dark forces of Fomore. In the battle, Fomore himself was killed by the greatest of the Sidhe lords, even as he himself to a deathly blow. Together they died, impaled upon the other's sword as the battle raged all around them. The Sidhe warriors saw their lord's sacrifice and took heart from it, fighting all the more to make sure his sacrifice was not in vain. The shallow hearts and spine of the enemy was broken by the death of their leader and they saw the glowing courage of the Sidhe warrior had not dimmed. It was not long thereafter that they were driven back, away from the Dreaming, into the very haven of Darkness. Those who had given themselves to Darkness were excommunicated from the Dreaming and banished so that they can never return to bother the children of the Dreaming again"

Weird tale huh? I don't know - it makes me uneasy that this could as easily be truth as olden day waffle. The concept of any of those evil Fae being reborn in the modern day gives me the creeps. But if it were at all true, we'd have seen them by now wouldn't we?

Cold Iron

Where do I start? Bad stuff, stay the hell away from it. What is cold iron? It's wrought iron - you know, the stuff furniture and squiggly railings are made from. It also pierces the Fae Soul like fire and is deadly to us. 

Fortunately for us, cold iron is pretty rare nowadays. The only way to make it is from iron ore over a charcoal fire. Steel and normal iron just isn't the same. Weapons made of cold iron are unwieldy and brittle and fortunately break pretty often. Although - you know how I told you about the messed up Sidhe Raziel? Apparently he once had a whole sword of cold iron! It didn't last very long, but just the fact that a Changeling, let alone a Sidhe could get near a cold iron weapon and be about to use it is pretty spooky. I have no idea how he did it!

The other bad thing about cold iron weapons is that they leach the glamour right out of you. Each time you get hit with one you lose a bit of your glamour. I don't know what happens if you're hit enough with one (but not killed by it) to the point where you have no glamour within you - and I have no interest whatsoever in finding out!

Death

Given that Changelings are complicated critters in general, death itself can be a complex issue. There are actually three types of death that can happen: Banal, chimerical and Fae. Lets hope that none happen to you anytime soon.

Banal Death is where the human part of a Changeling dies. Things like car accidents or being shot or pretty much anything that can happen to a mortal to end their life causes this. And when it happens the Fae soul goes on to be reborn into another mortal body, but the Changeling itself will never come into existence again, because the new mortal body will be another person, with another life and personality. Such is the way we live.

Chimerical Death is perhaps the best kind of death - afterall it's reversible if you get there quickly! This is when you're killed by a chimera or chimerical weapon. Your mortal side might take some injury, but as long as Banal death does not occur, a quick band-aid of Glamour and you're up and going again! Ok…it's not really all that easy and you do gather quite a bit of Banality in having the magical part of you being killed, so don't go taking it too lightly.

Fae Death is by far the worst. The only way this can happen is if a Changeling is killed by a weapon of cold iron. The Changeling is then dead and lost to the Dreaming for all time. By all the gods that anyone has ever held dear I pray that this never happen to you and yours.

