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Let us continue our supposition that the 

works of Lord Dunsany are the 

reminisces of a redcap recorded, 

perhaps, in  The Book of Places You 

Must Not Go.

First, the story: the  version given in the 

podcast was released into the public 

domain through Librivox by Sandra 

Callum



When the nomads came to El Lola they had no more songs, and the question of stealing the golden box

arose in all its magnitude. On the one hand, many had sought the golden box, the receptacle (as the 

Aethiopians know) of poems of fabulous value; and their doom is still the common talk of Arabia. On 

the other hand, it was lonely to sit around the camp-fire by night with no new songs. 

It was the tribe of Heth that discussed these things one evening upon the plains below the peak of 

Mluna. Their native land was the track across the world of immemorial wanderers; and there was 

trouble among the elders of the nomads because there were no new songs; while, untouched by 

human trouble, untouched as yet by the night that was hiding the plains away, the peak of Mluna, calm 

in the after-glow, looked on the Dubious Land. And it was there on the plain upon the known side of 

Mluna, just as the evening star came mouse-like into view and the flames of the camp-fire lifted their 

lonely plumes uncheered by any song, that that rash scheme was hastily planned by the nomads which 

the world has named The Quest of the Golden Box. 

No measure of wiser precaution could the elders of the nomads have taken than to choose for their 

thief that very Slith, that identical thief that (even as I write) in how many school-rooms governesses 

teach stole a march on the King of Westalia. Yet the weight of the box was such that others had to 

accompany him, and Sippy and Slorg were no more agile thieves than may be found today among 

vendors of the antique. 

So over the shoulder of Mluna these three climbed next day and slept as well as they might among its 

snows rather than risk a night in the woods of the Dubious Land. And the morning came up radiant and

the birds were full of song, but the forest underneath and the waste beyond it and the bare and 

ominous crags all wore the appearance of an unuttered threat. 

Though Slith had an experience of twenty years of theft, yet he said little; only if one of the others made 

a stone roll with his foot, or, later on in the forest, if one of them stepped on a twig, he whispered 

sharply to them always the same words: "That is not business." He knew that he could not make them 

better thieves during a two days' journey, and whatever doubts he had he interfered no further. 

From the shoulder of Mluna they dropped into the clouds, and from the clouds to the forest, to whose 

native beasts, as well the three thieves knew, all flesh was meat, whether it were the flesh of fish or 

man. There the thieves drew idolatrously from their pockets each one a separate god and prayed for 

protection in the unfortunate wood, and hoped therefrom for a threefold chance of escape, since if 

anything should eat one of them it were certain to eat them all, and they confided that the corollary 

might be true and all should escape if one did. Whether one of these gods was propitious and awake, or 

whether all of the three, or whether it was chance that brought them through the forest unmouthed by 

detestable beasts, none knoweth; but certainly neither the emissaries of the god that most they feared, 

nor the wrath of the topical god of that ominous place, brought their doom to the three adventurers 

there or then. And so it was that they came to Rumbly Heath, in the heart of the Dubious Land, whose 

stormy hillocks were the ground-swell and the after-wash of the earthquake lulled for a while. 

Something so huge that it seemed unfair to man that it should move so softly stalked splendidly by 

them, and only so barely did they escape its notice that one word rang and echoed through their three 

imaginations—"If—if—if." And when this danger was at last gone by they moved cautiously on again and 

presently saw the little harmless mipt, half fairy and half gnome, giving shrill, contented squeaks on the 

edge of the world. And they edged away unseen, for they said that the inquisitiveness of the mipt had 

become fabulous, and that, harmless as he was, he had a bad way with secrets; yet they probably 

loathed the way that he nuzzles dead white bones, and would not admit their loathing; for it does not 

become adventurers to care who eats their bones. Be this as it may, they edged away from the mipt, 

and came almost at once to the wizened tree, the goal-post of their adventure, and knew that beside 

them was the crack in the world and the bridge from Bad to Worse, and that underneath them stood 

the rocky house of Owner of the Box. 



This was their simple plan: to slip into the corridor in the upper cliff; to run softly down it (of course 

with naked feet) under the warning to travellers that is graven upon stone, which interpreters take to 

be "It Is Better Not"; not to touch the berries that are there for a purpose, on the right side going down; 

and so to come to the guardian on his pedestal who had slept for a thousand years and should be 

sleeping still; and go  in through the open window. One man was to wait outside by the crack in the 

World until the others came  out with the golden box, and, should they cry for help, he was to threaten 

at once to unfasten the iron clamp that kept the crack together. When the box was secured they were 

to travel all night and all the following day, until the cloud-banks that wrapped the slopes of Mluna 

were well between them and Owner of the Box. 

The door in the cliff was open. They passed without a murmur down the cold steps, Slith leading them 

all the way. A glance of longing, no more, each gave to the beautiful berries. The guardian upon his 

pedestal was still asleep. Slorg climbed by a ladder, that Slith knew where to find, to the iron clamp 

across the crack in the World, and waited beside it with a chisel in his hand, listening closely for 

anything untoward, while his friends slipped into the house; and no sound came. And presently Slith 

and Sippy found the golden box: everything seemed happening as they had planned, it only remained 

to see if it was the right one and to escape with it from that dreadful place. Under the shelter of the 

pedestal, so near to the guardian that they could feel his warmth, which paradoxically had the effect 

of chilling the blood of the boldest of them, they smashed the emerald hasp and opened the golden 

box; and there they read by the light of ingenious sparks which Slith knew how to contrive, and even 

this poor light they hid with their bodies. What was their joy, even at that perilous moment, as they 

lurked between the guardian and the abyss, to find that the box contained fifteen peerless odes in the 

alcaic form, five sonnets that were by far the most beautiful in the world, nine ballads in the manner of 

Provence that had no equal in the treasuries of man, a poem addressed to a moth in twenty-eight 

perfect stanzas, a piece of blank verse of over a hundred lines on a level not yet known to have been 

attained by man, as well as fifteen lyrics on which no merchant would dare to set a price. They would 

have read them again, for they gave happy tears to a man and memories of dear things done in 

infancy, and brought sweet voices from far sepulchres; but Slith pointed imperiously to the way by 

which they had come, and extinguished the light; and Slorg and Sippy sighed, then took the box. 

The guardian still slept the sleep that survived a thousand years. 

As they came away they saw that indulgent chair close by the edge of the World in which Owner of 

the Box had lately sat reading selfishly and alone the most beautiful songs and verses that poet ever 

dreamed. 

They came in silence to the foot of the stairs; and then it befell that as they drew near safely, in the 

night's most secret hour, some hand in an upper chamber lit a shocking light, lit it and made no 

sound. 

For a moment it might have been an ordinary light, fatal as even that could very well be at such a 

moment as this; but when it began to follow them like an eye and to grow redder and redder as it 

watched them, then even optimism despaired. 

And Sippy very unwisely attempted flight, and Slorg even as unwisely tried to hide; but Slith, knowing 

well why that light was lit in that secret upper chamber and who it was that lit it, leaped over the edge 

of the World and is falling from us still through the unreverberate blackness of the abyss. 



Story 

hooks

A Land Without Free Expression 

I originally thought the Crack in the Edge of the World was held 

open, and it allowed the men to go to a fae place, such that 

smashing the iron staple would close the path to Faerie as they 

fled. Apparently this isn't the case: it's an iron staple that is 

holding the crack closed, at a gigantic height from the ground. 

Is this a holdout in the Magical Realm, that survived the 

Titanomacy as a sort of bubble, where humans don't have the 

arts which feed the fae?  Are faeries held on the other side of the 

iron clasp? If so, how is the mipt in the world?

What is the abyss into which Slith is falling? 

Could he be falling into Twilight?  He seems to be, in some sense, 

alive, but beyond the power of the Keeper of the Box. Could he 

be recovered with magic?  Is he holding any of the things which 

were in the box? The Owner of the Box and the Guardian 

What is in the other boxes?  What is the fatal light which cannot 

be fled or hidden from?  What is the warm guardian that sleeps 

for a thousand years?  Is it so simple as a dragon?  If it is, then 

perhaps the owner is as simple as the Mother of Serpents, 

discussed in "Realms of Power: Faerie".  As a literary figure, the 

Owner of the Box is a precursor to the Lovecraftian gods. 

Whatever it is, it cares nothing for the feeble protection of the 

three idols the thieves carry. 

Magical thieves 

As a reminder, there are rules for magical thievery in "Between 

Sand and Sea".   Why three? 

Why keep the box?  Without it, would you need more than a 

single thief? 

Who lives, who dies, who tells your story? 

How does the ending of the caper become famous?  Who is left 

to tell the tale?  The gods of the little idols? Is immortalising Slith 

a way for them to gain vitality?  If Slith's god is Hermes, the god 

of thieves, could the faerie spread the story in the hope that the 

magi, who are as close as he has to priests, will save his last true 

believer? Berries of a purpose 

Are these vis?  What is their purpose, so dreaded and obvious it 

need not be written? 



Original illustration by Sidney Syme



Frostiana
Plot hooks from the Little Ice Age                      

                     Sometimes the Thames freezes over. It 

               was more common in the Eighteenth   

         Century, when  temperatures were a little 

    colder than now, and the bridge over the river 

had pylons more closely placed. People held 

markets on the frozen river. During the final frost 

fair in 1814, a book was printed on the ice. I've gone 

through it for plot hooks.   

Ars Magica is a game that's peculiarly good 

for  environmental puzzles.  In combat heavy 

games, the question of how you stop a village from 

starving due to frost has only one obvious answer: 

you kill the thing causing the frost. In Ars Magica, 

you can instead let the player characters work 

through a series of challenges using the many tools 

they have available. The interest is not if a creature 

will eat them. Their success is assumed. The 

interest is how they will solve the problems, what 

the effects of their choices will be, and how this 

develops the characters.  This is sometimes called 

"competence porn". 

If you want an ultimate villain for this, then there 

are obvious ones available in Ars Magica 

supplements. Your final battle could be with the 

Snow Queen, some frost giants, the Muspelli or an 

army of the dog-headed faeries who bring the 

winter with them. This article leaves that to you: 

it's about the non-combat stories of that can be 

told about a Great Frost 



27 December: 

A great fog rolls across the land on the 27th of December and 

lasts until the 3rd of January. This prevents travel, except at the 

slowest of rates, perhaps three miles per day. Messages cannot 

get through so it's a perfecttime for people to settle scores and 

commit crimes. Messengers go missing and need to be retrieved 

People accidentally walk into rivers, or ride off roads and need 

rescue. Horsemen collide, which could cover a murder or theft. 

People travelling the streets need to carry torches, and those who 

were out before the fog rolled in have great trouble getting home. 

The streets are full of people yelling "Who is coming", "Mind me!", 

"Take care!" and some of these voices say worse things, but it's 

hard to pin them down. You could have a sonic will-o-the-wisp 

begging for aid and leading people into trouble. 

Rain that falls then freezes and makes leaves and branches heavy.

The slightest wind can break off a branch that weighs dozens of 

pounds. Even a leaf can cut you when it is coated in a thick layer 

of frost. 

People freeze to death in the snow, or are orphaned. This creates 

a lot of ghosts. 

Big chunks of ice start to appear in the river.  These crash against 

each other dangerously, and cluster about the bridge.  As the tide 

turns, it begins to push ice back up the river, so that the ice 

coming down, and the ice being forced up, block the river to 

traffic. Magi may need to ensure a shipment gets through, 

without being detected. During a high tide, a ship cannot find 

anchorage, so it ties off to the column of a public house. This is 

pulled down when there is a sudden shift in the ice. A character 

seeing what is happening could save dozens of people just by 

splitting the rope, but magical aid might save the vessel as well.
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3 January 

Two days of constant snow are followed by a short thaw, which 

turns everything to mud. The river floods, and the ice chunks in it 

smash the wooden houses and commercial buildings by the river. 

Icicles a yard and a half long form, and one at least kills a man by 

impaling him when it falls from an eave. Markets empty out, so 

supplies for the covenant are harder to find. Water is scarce: wells 

are frozen and fuel to melt snow is becoming expensive. If you 

have no water, your Laboratory score goes down, and your 

covenant has a negative Environmental modifier on Aging rolls. 

Many people die, but the ground is too hard to bury them, and 

that generates a lot of ghosts, with very simple final requests. 

Since each of these has a little Mentem vis. this is good business 

for the unscrupulous.

10 January 

The Thames freezes hard. Skating occurs (because this is later than 

1220) A woman pops her kneecap and some people fall through the 

ice. Rich people come for a stickybeak as the ice gets more solid. 

In some great frosts, the rivers freeze, but beneath the ice they they 

keep pouring fresh water out into the sea, which also freezes, 

blocking harbours either with sheets, or with jagged chunks of ice. 

Some captains report that there is a sheet of unstable ice for miles 

from the British coastline. Ships in the harbours are wrecked. Their 

cargoes are lost. Fishing fleets cannot do their work.

20 January 

The weight of the snow on the roofs of houses 

makes them unsafe, so it is shoveled into the 

roads. This fills the streets, making them 

impassible in many areas. Snowdrifts around 

London reach 16 feet, too high even for oxen. 

Fuel gets expensive as there's no way to bring it

in.  The city disburses funds to buy fuel for the 

poor, and offers a bounty on every fish bought 

to market. There's a heap of money to be made 

here, or a lot of people to rescue.   



22 January 

Sledges first appear on the river, hauling goods which would usually travel by boat or 

road. The first people to break the famine and fuel shortage make good money, or get 

political favours. During a later frost fair,m some men wagon in a ton of Welsh coal as a 

gift for the Prince of Wales, and that gives them royal favour. Magi might mount a similar 

show for the courtier-pawns. 

Street sweepers have started making mounds of snow and rubbish on the ice.  All of the 

stuff that usually goes into the sewers needs to just be pilled up in the only clear space: 

which is on the river. Demons of filth rejoice, and some make elemental bodies from 

these towers of waste. 

Processions start: "The watermen and fishermen, with a peter-boat in mourning, and the 

carpenters, bricklayers etc  with their tools and utensils in mourning, walked through 

the streets in large bodies, imploring relief for their own and families necessities." Magi 

could recruit a lot of workmen cheap, for a covenant, at a time like this. 

25 January 

The first shops appear on the ice, selling liquor.  A fair springs up. The next day, people 

are selling utensils and toys marked hastily with commemorative inscriptions.  Bear 

bating. pig and sheep roasting occur, swings, bookstalls, dancing in a barge, suttling 

(vitaling) booths, skittles, The watermen charge and entrance fee. There is a run on the 

banks for small coins. This, again, requires coins to be a regular part of the economy: 

arguably possible in C13th London, but not in many other places. 

A light snow occurs the next day. (Do you stop it to keep the fair going?) 

Some people deliberately stay out late on the ice. "The effect of moonlight was 

singularly picturesque and beautiful." This makes the site even more interesting to 

faeries. 

Faeries are drawn to the pain of those who can see, but not participate in the festivities. 

"The miserable inhabitants that dwelt in houses on both sides the river during these 

thoughtless exhibitions, were mainly of them exerincing the extreme misery; desitute of 

employment...their children  whining for the want of bread." 

Late February: 

The ice breaks up. Before it cleaves off, warning sounds of cracking deep within the ice, 

occur. A large chunk detached itself, with people upon it, who need saving.



St Petersurg Fair: 

 

St Petersburg regularly has frost 

fairs. It's the cheapest period for 

food, as the frozen river provides 

cheap transport for goods from 

far provinces.  There are great 

pyramids of cows, sheep, hogs, 

fowls, butter, fish and eggs, all 

"stiffed into granite". Fish have 

their living colours, but beasts are 

skinned and stacked so it looks 

like they are climbing over each 

other. Frozen meat is chopped off 

like wood. 

 

 

Initiation? 

 

A woman survived buried in a 

snow cave for eight days. The 

snow was thin enough that the 

light of the sun permeated her 

cave, such that she could read 

the alamanc in her pocket. She 

melted snow in her mouth to 

avoid death by thirst, and when 

she heard the church bells, she

tore off the frozen branch of a 

tree and used it to smash a way 

out to the open air and call for 

help. She then fainted, and lost a 

few toes to frostbite. This sounds 

like an initiation, similar to that 

of the Drowned Men in Realms 

of Power: Magic



Cornwall: 

the five 

types of 

faerie Merfolk 

Pisckies 

Spriggans 

Boggles 

Small people 



This is the second in  series of posts designed to flesh out Cornwall as a 

setting for Ars Magica troupes. . It uses as its core text Popular romances 

of the west of England; or, The drolls, traditions, and superstitions of old 

Cornwall by Robert Hunt. Hunt divides Cornish faeries into five types: 

small people, spriggans, piskies, buccas and browneys. From a game 

perspective there are obviously at least two more tribes, giants and 

merfolk, but since I’m following Hunt’s text closely, they have separate 

episodes. The episode about giants has already been released. 

Small people are the courtly faeries which Hunt compares to the 

creatures in Shakespeare’s “A Midsummer Nights Dream”. These sorts of 

creatures arguably don’t exist in folklore from 1220. They rise to become 

what people think of as the generic for faeries during the Victorian 

period.  In 1220, faeries don’t even have wings.  He begins with origin 

myths and, as he notes, they may refer to all types of faeries. 

“Of the Small People I have heard two accounts. Indeed, it is by no means 

clear that the tradition of their origin does not apply to the whole five 

branches of this ancient family. The Small People are believed by some to 

be the spirits of the people who inhabited Cornwall many thousands of 

years ago long, long before the birth of Christ. That they were not good 

enough to inherit the joys of heaven, but that they were too good to be 

condemned to eternal fires…When they first came into this land, they 

were much larger than they are now, but ever since the birth of Christ 

they have been getting smaller and smaller. Eventually they will turn into 

muryans (ants), and at last be lost from the face of the earth…In Cornwall, 

as in Wales, another popular creed is, that the fairies are Druids 

becoming because they will not give up their idolatries smaller and 

smaller. These Small People in many things closely resemble the Elves of 

Scandinavia.(really?)…These Small People are exceedingly playful 

amongst themselves, but they are usually demure when they know that 

any human eye sees them. They commonly aid those people to whom 

they take a fancy, and, frequently, they have been known to perform the 

most friendly acts towards men and women.” 

Linguistically, in parts of Cornwall, there are odd synonyms for faeries: 

moths, ants and ferrets seem to be related to faeries. In parts of Cornwall 

they are said to be of the “Old Faith”. This, because the book is from the 

19th Century, refers to Catholicism: 

“The fairies 

Were of the old profession ; 

Their songs were Ave Maries,

Their dances were procession. 

But now, alas ! they all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the seas, 

Or, further, for religion fled, 

Or else they take their ease.” – Bishop Corbet 1648.” 

Hunt then tells the same stories many times about these little people. 

 Honestly if you’ve bought Ars Magica supplements you’ve seen these 

already, so I’ll give brief versions.

Small 

people



Changelings
Hunt says he’s seen children who have been claimed as a changelings. He says they 

had mesenteric illness, and gave a physical description: 

“the countenance much altered their eyes glassy and sunk in their sockets the nose 

sharpened the cheeks of a marble whiteness, unless when they were flushed with 

hectic fever the lips sometimes swollen and of a deep, red colour, and small ulcers 

not unfrequently at the angles of the mouth. The wasted frame, with sometimes 

strumous swellings, and the unnatural abdominal enlargement which accompanies 

disease of mesenteric glands, gives a very sad, and often a most unnatural 

appearance to the sufferer.” There are many ways of getting your baby back: these 

are basically child abuse, so let’s skate past them rapidly, stopping only to mention a 

demon might convince step-parents to treat their wards as changelings.  I mention 

step parents because there’s an argument that there’s a Divine protection on the 

bond between parents and their children (like the True Love virtue). 

There are a few stories of foundlings who are faeries, and are raised by humans, then 

are called away by their parents. Such creatures could be Faerie Allies for player 

characters: foster brothers and sisters. 

I’d also like to flag a lovely version of the story, which Hunt gives. Cornish faeries are 

known to kidnap, wash and groom children whose parents are neglectful. They 

return the child unharmed, asleep, scented with rare oils, and and surrounded in 

flowers. This is apparently deliberately slightly sinister: it’s how children are buried in 

Cornwall at the time he’s writing. The parents tend to sober up quickly, and treat 

their children well afterwards.  A redcap with a spare evening and the right magic 

items could do a world of good for some poor child in Cornwall, by pretending to be 

a faerie. 



Hunt then gives three versions of the Faerie 

Widower, which you’ll almost certainly know, so 

I’ll condense it too.  A farm girl goes to the Fair

seeking a place (a job) or, a woman has recently 

lost a baby and is offered a job as a wetnurse. 

She is led away by her new employer, who 

sometimes blindfolds her (to which she 

acquiesces on the assumption that he’s a lord

and the baby is his bastard). The arrive in a 

splendid room with a banquet laid out, or a 

great garden, and meet a tiny, angelic boy. The 

woman is told this is her charge, and one of her 

duties is to wash his face each day with water 

from a particular ewer, or put a certain 

ointment in his eyes, but make sure she does 

not use the magical material herself. Eventually 

she gets some of it in one eye, and sometimes 

this leads to her being thrown out, or she just 

finishes her contract and goes home. Later she 

sees the widower in the market, but remarks 

she can only see him with one eye. The faerie 

curses her to blindness in that eye, and 

vanishes.  She becomes poor, and pines for the 

luxuries of the faerie court. 

There seems to be an awful lot of this going on. 

 Well, at least on a “thrice is enemy action” level. 

Is the suffering of the woman what is really 

needed to suckle the baby?  Is this an ordeal for 

a secret society? What happens to the women 

who don’t misuse the ointment?  The ointment 

is said to be made of four-leafed clover at 

gathered at certain phases of the moon and to 

“render the invisible visible, and men invisible”. 

I’m not sure that’s as useful as it sound, because 

it doesn’t seem to mean it turns you invisible, 

just that you can no longer see people. If it were 

open to the broader interpretation, though, we 

have a sort of hedge witchery here. Seeing 

faeries, invisibility…certainly enough power for a 

companion.

Faerie widower



Hunt gives a lovely quote about a regio here, so I’ll go verbose: 

“If the adventurous traveller who visits the Land’s End district will go 

down as far as he can on the south-west side of the Logan Rock Cairn, 

and look over, he will see, in little sheltered places between the 

cairns, close down to the water’s edge, beautifully green spots, with 

here and there some ferns and cliff-pinks. These are the gardens of 

the Small…Folk. They are beautiful little creatures, who appear to pass 

a life of constant enjoyment amongst their own favourite flowers. 

They are harmless ; and if man does not meddle with them when 

they are holding their fairs which are indeed high festivals the Small 

Folk never interfere with man or anything belonging to him. 

They are known to do much good, especially when they discover a 

case of oppressed poverty; but they do it in their own way. They love 

to do good for its own sake, and the publication of it in any way 

draws down their censure, and sometimes severe anger, on the 

object whom it was their purpose to serve. 

To prove that those lovely little creatures are no dream, I may quote 

the words of a native of St Levan : ” As I was saying, when I have been 

to sea close under the cliffs, of a fine summer’s night, I have heard the

sweetest of music, and seen hundreds of little lights moving about 

amongst what looked like flowers. Ay ! and they are flowers too, for 

you may smell the sweet scent far out at sea. Indeed, I have heard 

many of the old men say, that they have smelt the sweet perfume, 

and heard the music from the fairy gardens of the Castle, when more 

than a mile from the shore.” Strangely enough, you can find no 

flowers but the sea-pinks in these lovely green places by day, yet they 

have been described by those who have seen them in the 

midsummer moonlight as being covered with flowers of every colour, 

all of them far more brilliant than any blossoms seen in any mortal 

garden.” 

I’d make two comments, if I let the player characters into the 

gardens, I’m not sure if I’d prefer them as full size surrounded by tiny 

creatures, or if I’d shrink them down and have them surrounded by 

massive bugs and beetles.  The other is that the faeries here don’t 

want credit: they are not the story. They can’t be the main character 

and derive maximum vitality.

Small people's

gardens



Hunt then gives several faerie fairs. The place names for them are a bit 

difficult, because they are named after people who are yet to be born in 1220, 

but I’ll quote Hunt to give a taste of what player characters might find: 

“Bal Lane in Germoe was a notorious place for piskies. One night Daniel 

Champion and his comrade came to Godolphin Bridge, they were a little bit ” 

overtook” with liquor. They said that when they came to ” Bal Lane,” they 

found it covered all over from end to end, and the Small People holding a fair 

there with all sorts of merchandise the prettiest sight they ever met with. 

Champion was sure he saw his child there ; for a few nights before, his child in 

the evening was as beautiful a one as could be seen anywhere, but in the 

morning was changed for one as ugly and wizened as could be ; and he was 

sure the Small People had done it. Next day, telling the story at Croft Gothal, 

his comrade was knocked backward, thrown into the bobpit, and just killed. 

Obliged to be carried to his home, Champion followed, and was telling of 

their adventure with the Small People, when one said, ” Don’t speak about 

them ; they’re wicked, spiteful devils.” No sooner were the words uttered than 

the speaker was thrown clean over stairs and bruised dreadfully, a convincing 

proof to all present of the reality of the existence of the Small Folks” 

Note the taboo on insulting the fae…the Fair Folk, the Good Neighbours.  This 

isn’t just politeness: this is propitiation. 

Many of the good old people were permitted to witness their revels, and for 

years they have delighted their grandchildren with tales of the songs they 

have heard, and of the sights they have seen. To many of their friends those 

fairies have given small but valuable presents ; but woe to the man or woman 

who would dare to intrude upon the ground occupied by them at the time of 

their high festivals. 

There was a covetous old hunks in St Just never mind his name, he was 

severely punished, let that suffice well, this old fellow had heard so much of 

the riches displayed by the little people, when holding holiday on the Gump, 

that he resolved to get some of the treasures. He learned all he could learn 

from his neighbours, but kept his intention to himself. It was during the 

harvest-moon the night was a softened day and everything abroad on such a 

night should have been in harmony with its quiet brilliancy. But here was a 

dark soul passing along, making a small eclipse with his black shadow. 

The old man stole towards the rendezvous of the ” good people/’ as some 

were fond of calling them, anxiously looking out for the treasures which he 

coveted. At length, when he had not advanced far on the Gump, he heard 

music of the most ravishing kind. Its influence was of a singularly mysterious 

character. As the notes were solemn and slow, or quick and gay, the old man 

was moved from tears to laughter ; and on more than one occasion he was 

compelled to dance in obedience to the time. 

Notwithstanding that he was almost bewildered by the whirling motion to 

which he was compelled, the old man “kept his wits awake,” and waited his 

opportunity to seize some fairy treasure ; but as yet nothing remarkable had 

presented itself. The music appeared to surround him, and, as he thought, to 

come closer to him than it was at first ; and although its sound led him to 

believe that the musicians were on the surface, he was impressed with an 

idea that they were really beneath the earth

Faerie 

fairs

The Gump of 

St Just



ventually there was a crash of sound, startling beyond description, and the hill before 

him opened. All was now ablaze with variously-coloured lights. Every blade of grass 

was hung with lamps, and every furze bush was illuminated with stars Out from the 

opening in the hill marched a host of spriggans, as if to clear the road. Then came an 

immense number of musicians playing on every kind of instrument. These were 

followed by troop after troop of soldiers, each troop bearing aloft their banner, which 

appeared to spread itself, to display its blazonry, without the assistance of any breeze. 

All these arranged themselves in order over the ground, some here and some there. 

 One thing was not at all to our friend’s liking ; several hundreds of the most 

grotesque of the spriggans placed themselves so as to enclose the spot on which he 

was standing. Yet, as they were none of them higher than his shoe-tic, he thought he 

could squash them easily with his foot if they were up to any mischief, and so he 

consoled himself. 

This vast array having disposed of themselves, first came a crowd of servants bearing 

vessels of silver and vessels of gold, goblets cut out of diamonds, rubies, and other 

precious stones. There were others laden, almost to overflowing, with the richest 

meats, pastry, preserves, and fruits. Presently the ground was covered with tables and 

everything was arranged in the most systematic order, each party falling back as they 

disposed of their burdens. 

The brilliancy of the scene nearly overpowered the old man ; but, when he was least 

prepared for it, the illumination became a thousand times more intense. Out of the 

hill were crowding thousands upon thousands of lovely ladies and gentlemen, 

arrayed in the most costly attire. He thought there would be no end to the coming 

crowd. By and by, however, the music suddenly changed, and the harmonious 

sounds which fell upon his ears appeared to give new life to every sense. His eyes 

were clearer, his ears quicker, and his sense of smell more exquisite. The odours of 

flowers, more delicious than any he had ever smelt, filled the air. He saw, without any 

disturbing medium, the brilliant beauty of the thousands of ladies who were now 

upon the Gump ; and their voices were united in one gush of song, which was clear as 

silver bells a hymeneal symphony of the utmost delicacy. The words were in a 

language unknown to him, but he saw they were directed towards a new group now 

emerging from the hill. 

First came a great number of female children clothed in the whitest gauze, strewing 

flowers on the Gump. These were not dead or cut flowers, for the moment they 

touched the ground they took root and grew. These were followed by an equally 

large number of boys, holding in their hands shells which appeared to be strung like 

harps, and from which they brought forth murmurs of melody, such as angels only 

could hope to hear and live. Then came and there was no end to their coming line 

upon line of little men clothed in green and gold, and by and by a forest of banners, 

which, at a signal, were all furled. Then, seated on thrones, carried upon a platform 

above the heads of the men, came a young prince and princess who blazed with 

beauty and jewels, as if they were suns amidst a skyey host of stars. 

There was much ceremonial marching to and fro, but eventually the platform was 

placed upon a mound on the Gump, which was now transformed into a hillock of 

roses and lilies ; and around this all the ladies and gentlemen walked, bowing, and 

each one saying something to the princess and the prince, passing onward and 

taking their seats at the tables. Although no man could count the number of this fairy 

host, there was no confusion ; all the ladies and gentlemen found, as if by instinct, 

their places. When all were seated, a signal was given by the prince ; servants in 

splendid liveries placed tables crowded with gold-plate and good things on the 

platform, and every one, the prince and princess included, began to feast with a will.



table, I should have a catch sure enough, and become a rich man for life. With his 

greedy mind fixed on this one object, and unobservant of everything else, he 

crouched down, as though by so doing he could escape observation, and very 

slowly and stealthily advanced amongst the revellers. He never saw that thousands 

of spriggans had thrown little strings about him, and that they still held the ends 

of the threads. The presence of this selfish old mortal did not in any way 

discompose the assembly ; they ate and drank and were as merry as though no 

human eye was looking on them. The old man was wondrous cautious lest he

should disturb the feasters, consequently a long time was spent in getting, as he 

desired, to the back of the mound. At length he reached the desired spot, and, to 

his surprise, all was dark and gloomy behind him, but in front of the mound all was 

a blaze of light. 

Crawling like a serpent on his belly, trembling with anxiety, the old man advanced 

close to the prince and princess. He was somewhat startled to find, as he looked 

out over the mound, that every one of the thousands of eyes in that multitude was 

fixed on his. He gazed a while, all the time screwing his courage up ; then, as a boy 

   

What the man hoped to achieve by this is best understood by another story, Hunt 

gives of a faerie revel in Towen. A man tries a similar thing, but fails because he 

makes an exclamation of surprise at one of the marvels he sees, and he is called 

foolish by his wife because “, had he but touched the end of a table with his finger, 

it would have been impossible for the fairy host to have removed an article, as that 

which has been touched by mortal fingers becomes to them accursed.” This is a 

new taboo I’ve not seen before, and makes faeries with it difficult to include in the 

game, but if you’d like to go to the effort of designing contact protocols with that 

sort of culture, there’s a hook for you. Maybe send an away team of familiars? 

who would catch a butterfly, he took off his hat and carefully raised it, so as to cover 

the prince, the princess, and their costly table, and, when about to close it upon them,

a shrill whistle was heard, the old man’s hand was fixed powerless in the air, and 

everything became dark around him. Whir ! whir ! whir ! as if a flight of bees were 

passing him, buzzed in his ears. 

Every limb, from head to foot, was as if stuck full of pins and pinched with tweezers. 

He could not move, he was chained to the ground. By some means he had rolled 

down the mound, and lay on his back with his arms outstretched, arms and legs being 

secured by magic chains to the earth ; therefore, although he suffered great agony, he 

could not stir, and, strange enough, his tongue appeared tied by cords, so that he 

could not call. He had lain, no one can tell how long, in this sad plight, when he felt as 

if a number of insects were running over him, and by the light of the moon he saw 

standing on his nose one of the spriggans, who looked exceedingly like a small 

dragon-fly. This little monster stamped and jumped with great delight ; and having 

had his own fun upon the elevated piece of humanity, he laughed most outrageously, 

and shouted, ” Away, away, I smell the day ! ” 

Upon this the army of small people, who had taken possession of the old man’s body, 

moved quickly away, and left our discomfited hero alone on the Gump. Bewildered, or, 

as he said, bedevilled, he lay still to gather up his thoughts. At length the sun arose, 

and then he found that he had been tied to the ground by myriads of gossamer webs, 

which were now covered with dew, and glistened like diamonds in the sunshine. He 

shook himself, and was free. He rose wet, cold, and ashamed. Sulkily he made his way

to his home. It was a long time before his friends could learn from the old man where 

he had passed the night, but, by slow degrees, they gathered the story I have related to 

you."



There are a couple of other brief revels mentioned: 

In St Levan, the gate at the end of Trezidder Lane often 

leads to a faerie revel. A man who disturbed it saved 

himself by turning a glove inside out and throwing it 

among the faeries, which scared them off.  He collected a 

tiny set of silver knee-buckles from where the faerie folk 

were dancing, to prove his claims. 

I’ll briefly mention an elderly lady from Raftra Down in 

Penberth, bedridden for years, who was constantly 

entertained by faeries while no other humans were 

around. Her family dropped by food once a day, and 

looked after her, but her house was apparently a 

constant faerie fair. Why she was so honoured is entirely 

unclear. 

Another from Hunt 

“The parish church of Lelant…was long the scene of the 

midnight gambols of the Small People….Upon a nearer 

approach, he saw lights in the church ; and most 

distinctly did the bell toll not with its usual clear sound, 

but dull and heavy, as if it had been muffled, scarcely 

awakening any echo…At length he saw, moving along the 

centre aisle, a funeral procession. The little people who 

crowded the aisle, although they all looked very 

sorrowful, were not dressed in any mourning garments… 

they wore wreaths of little roses, and carried branches of 

the blossoming myrtle. [He] beheld the bier borne 

between six whether men or women he could not tell 

but he saw that the face of the corpse was that of a 

beautiful female, smaller than the smallest child’s doll… 

The body was covered with white flowers, and its hair, 

like gold threads, was tangled amongst the blossoms. 

The body was placed within the altar ; and then a large 

party of men, with picks and spades, began to dig a little 

hole close by the sacramental table. Their task being 

completed, others, with great care, removed the body 

and placed it in the hole…As it was lowered into the

ground, they began to tear off their flowers and break 

their branches of myrtle, crying, ” Our queen is dead ! our 

queen is dead ! ” At length one of the men who had dug 

the grave threw a shovelful of earth upon the body ; and 

the shriek of the fairy host so alarmed Richard, that he 

involuntarily joined in it. In a moment, all the lights were 

extinguished, and the fairies were heard flying in great 

consternation in every direction. Many of them brushed 

past the terrified man, and, shrieking, pierced him with 

sharp instruments. He was compelled to save his life by 

the most rapid flight.” 

There are some faries aligned to each of the moral 

realms, so presumably these are Dominion faeries? 

Ants as vis source 

“The ant is called by the 

peasantry a Muryan. 

Believing that they are the 

Small People in their state 

of decay from off the earth, 

it is deemed most unlucky 

to destroy a colony of ants. 

If you place a piece of tin in 

a bank of Muryans at a 

certain age of the moon, it 

will be turned into silver. ”



Spriggans
Hunt again: The Spriggans are quite a different class of beings. In some 

respects they appear to be offshoots from the family of the Trolls of 

Sweden and Denmark. The Spriggans are found only about the cairns, 

coits, or cromlechs, burrows, or detached stones, with which it is unlucky 

for mortals to meddle. A correspondent writes : "This is known, that they 

were a remarkably mischievous and thievish tribe. If ever a house was 

robbed, a child stolen, cattle carried away, or a building demolished, it 

was the work of the Spriggans. Whatever commotion took place in earth, 

air, or water, it was all put down as the work of these spirits. Wherever the 

giants have been, there the Spriggans have been also. It is usually 

considered that they are the ghosts of the giants ; certainly, from many of 

their feats, we must suppose them to possess a giant's strength. The 

Spriggans have the charge of buried treasure." 

So, these are the ghosts of giants: the plot hooks here are pretty obvious. 

 Let's move on. 

A story from Hunt 

"In a lone house situated not far from the hill on which now stands Knill's 

Steeple...lived the widow of a miner...Whether it was that they presumed 

upon her solitude, or whether the old lady had given them some 

inducement, is not now known, but the spriggans of Trencrom Hill were 

in the habit of meeting almost every night in her cottage to divide their

plunder. 

The old woman usually slept, or at least she pretended to sleep, during 

the visit of the spriggans. When they left, they always placed a small coin 

on the table by her bedside, and with this indeed the old woman was 

enabled to provide herself with not merely the necessaries of life, but to 

add thereto a few of those things which were luxuries to one in her 

position. The old lady, however, was not satisfied with this. She resolved to 

bide her time, and when the spriggans had an unusually large amount 

of plunder, to make herself rich at once and for ever at their expense. 

Such a time at last arrived. The spriggans had gathered, we know not, 

how much valuable gold and jewellery. It gleamed and glistened on the 

floor, and the old woman in bed looked on with a most covetous eye. 

After a while, it appears, the spriggans were not able to settle the 

question of division with their usual amicability. The little thieves began 

to quarrel amongst themselves. Now, thought the old woman, is my time. 

Therefore huddling herself up under the bedclothes, she very adroitly 

contrived to turn her shift, and having completed the unfailing charm, 

she jumped from her bed, placed her hand on a gold cup, and ex- 

claimed, " Thee shusn't hae one on 'em ! " In affright the spriggans all 

scampered away, leaving their stolen treasure behind them. The last and 

boldest of the spriggans, however, swept his hand over the old woman's 

only garment as he left the house. The old woman, now wealthy, removed 

in a little time from Chyanwheal to St Ives, and, to the surprise of every 

one, purchased property and lived like a gentlewoman. Whenever, 

however, she put on the shift which had secured her her wealth, she was 

tortured beyond endurance. The doctors and all the learned people used 

hard names to describe her pains, but the wise women knew all along 

that they came of the spriggans." 

For statistics. See Realms of Power: Faerie 

Small People as Sprites p.85, but powers vary by story. 

Piskies as Sprites (p.85) but change the physical 

description).See also Fool's Fire p.92. 

Spriggans: There's no quick way to do these, but I' be 

tempted to just use the stats for Size 3 giants, but 

change the physical description so they have 

ridiculous Strength for their size. 

Buccas pp.96-97 

Browneys p.81



This fairy is a most mischievous and very unsociable sprite. His favourite fun is to entice people into the bogs by 

appearing like the light from a cottage window, or as a man carrying a lantern. The Piskie partakes, in many 

respects, of the character of the Spriggan. So wide-spread were their depredations, and so annoying their tricks,

that it at one time^was necessary to select persons whose acuteness and ready tact were a match for these 

quick-witted wanderers, and many a clever man has become famous for his power to give charms against 

Pigseys. It does not appear, however, that anything remarkable was required of the clever man. " No Pigsey could 

harm a man if his coat were inside-out, and it became a very common practice for persons who had to go from 

village to village by night, to wear their jacket or cloak so turned, ostensibly to prevent the dew from taking the 

shine off the cloth, but in reality to render them safe from the Pigseys." They must have been a merry lot, since to 

" laugh like a Piskie" is a popular saying. 

These little fellows were great plagues to the farmers, riding their colts and chasing their cows. 

The Piscy or Pixy of East Devon and Somersetshire is a different creature from his cousin of a similar name in 

Cornwall. The former is a mischievous, but in all respects a very harmless creation, who appears to live a 

rollicking life amidst the luxuriant scenes of those beautiful counties. The latter, the piskies of Cornwall, appear 

to have their wits sharpened by their necessities, and may be likened to the keen and cunning " Arab " boy of the 

London streets, as seen in contrast with the clever child who has been reared in every comfort of a well- 

regulated home....The darker shades in the character of the Cornish fairy almost dispose me to conclude that 

they belong to an older family than those of Devonshire. 

Thorns has noticed that in Cornwall "the moths which some regard as departed souls, others as fairies, are called 

Pisgies." This is somewhat too generally expressed ; the belief respecting the moth, so far as I know, is confined 

to one or two varieties only. Mr Couch informs us that the local name, around Polperro, of the weasel is Fairy. So 

that we have evidence of some sort of metempsychosis amongst the elf family. Moths, ants, and weasels it would

seem are the forms taken by those wandering spirits. * The Cornish had formerly a great belief in piskays or 

fairies. If a traveller happened to lose his way, he immediately concluded he was "piskay led." To dispel the 

charm with which the " piskay-led " traveller was entangled, nothing was deemed sufficient but that of his 

turning one of his garments inside-out. This generally fell upon one of his stockings ; and if this precaution had 

been taken before the commencement of the journey, it was fully believed that no such delusion would have 

happened. 

In the little hamlet of Treonike, in the parish of St Allen a child was led away by faerie music and then found a 

few days later. 

"It is said that a man once passing one of the piskie rings, and hearing them dancing and singing within it, threw 

a large stone into the midst of the circle, when the music at once ceased and a dreadful shriek arose. The 

appearance of the pixies of Dartmoor is said to resemble that of a bale or bundle of rags. In this shape they 

decoy children to their unreal pleasure. A woman, on the northern borders of the moor, was returning home late 

on a dark evening, accompanied by two children, and carrying a third in her arms, when, on arriving at her own 

door, she found one missing. Her neighbours, with lanthorns, immediately set out in quest of the lost child ; 

whom they found sitting under a large oak-tree, well known to be a favourite haunt of the pixies. He declared 

that he had been led away by two large bundles of rags, which had remained with him until the lights appeared, 

when they immediately vanished." 

Piskies



"One midsummer's day in the evening, the maid was later than usual 

milking, as she had been down to Penberth to the games. The stars were 

beginning to blink when she finished her task. Daisey was the last cow 

milked, and the bucket was so full she could scarcely lift it to her head. 

Before rising from the milking-stool, the maid plucked up a handful of grass 

and clover to put in the head of her hat, that she might carry the bucket 

the steadier. 

She had no sooner placed the hat on her head, than she saw hundreds and 

thousands of Small People swarming in all directions about the cow, and 

dipping their hands into the milk, taking it out on the clover blossoms and 

sucking them. The grass and clover, all in blossom, reached to the cow's 

belly. Hundreds of the little creatures ran up the long grass and clover stems, 

with buttercups, lady's smocks, convolvuluses, and foxglove flowers, to catch 

the milk that Daisey let flow from her four teats, like a shower, among them. 

Right under the cow's udder the maid saw one much larger than the others 

lying on his back, with his heels cocked up to the cow's belly. She knew he 

must be a Piskie, because he was laughing, with his mouth open from ear 

to ear. The little ones were running up*and down his legs, filling their cups, 

and emptying them into the Piskie's mouth. Hundreds of others were on 

Daisey's back, scratching her rump, and tickling her round the horns and 

behind the ears. Others were smoothing down every hair of her shining coat 

into its place.  

The milkmaid wasn't much startled to see them, as she had so often heard of 

fairies, and rather wished to see them. She could have stayed for hours, she 

said, to look at them dancing about among the clover, which they hardly 

bent any more than the dew-drops...Her mistress came out into the garden 

between the field and the house, and called to know what was keeping the 

maid so long. When the maid told what she had seen, her mistress said she 

couldn't believe her unless she had found a four-leaved grass. Then the maid 

thought of the handful of grass in the head of her hat. 

In looking it over by the candlelight, she found a bunch of three-leaved grass, 

and one stem with four leaves. They knew that it was nothing strange that 

she should see the Small People, but they didn't know what plan to take to

get rid of them, so that they might have the whole of Daisey's milk, till 

the mistress told her mother about it. Her mother was a very notable old 

dame, who lived in Church-town. The old woman knew all about witches, 

fairies, and such things...Our Betty told her daughter that everybody knowed 

that the Small People couldn't abide the smell of fish, nor the savour of salt 

or grease ; and advised her to rub the cow's udder with fish brine to drive the 

Small People away. 

Well, she did what her mammy told her to do. Better she had let it alone. 

From that time Daisey would yield all her milk, but she hadn't the half, 

nor quarter, so much as before, but took up her udder, so that one could 

hardly see it below her flanks. Every evening, as soon as the stars began to 

twinkle, the cow would go round the fields bleating and crying as if she had 

lost her calf; she became hair-pitched, and pined away to skin and bone 

before the next Burrien fair, when she was driven to Church-town and sold 

for next to nothing. I don't know what became of her afterwards ; but 

nothing throve with the farmer, after his wife had driven the Small People 

away, as it did before."

Four 

leaf 

clover



The Buccas or Knockers. These are the sprites of the mines, and correspond to the Kobals of the German 

mines, the Duergars, and the Trolls. They are said to be the souls of the Jews who formerly worked the tin- 

mines of Cornwall. They are not allowed to rest because of their wicked practices as tinners, and they 

share in the general curse which ignorant people believe still hangs on this race. 

THE FAIRY TOOLS; OR, BARKER'S KNEE. THE buccas or knockers are believed to inhabit the rocks, caves, 

adits, and wells of Cornwall. In the parish of Towednack there was a well where those industrious small 

people might every day be heard busy at their labours digging with pickaxe and shovel. I said, every day. 

No ; on Christmas-day on the Jews' Sabbath on Easter-day and on All- Saints' day no work was done. Why 

our little friends held those days in reverence has never been told me. Any one, by placing his ear on the 

ground at the mouth of this well, could distinctly hear the little people at work. 

There lived in the neighbourhood a great, hulking fellow, who would rather do anything than work, and 

who refused to believe anything he heard. He had been told of the Fairy Well he said it was " all a dream."

But since the good people around him reiterated their belief in the fairies of the well, he said he 'd find it 

all out. So day after day, Barker that was this hulk's name would lie down amidst the ferns growing around 

the mouth of the well, and, basking in the sunshine, listen and watch. He soon heard pick and shovel, and 

chit-chat, and merry laughter. 

Well, " he 'd see the out of all this," he told his neighbours. Day after day, and week after week, this fellow 

was at his post. Nothing resulted from his watching. At last he learned to distinguish the words used by 

the busy workers. He discovered that each set of labourers worked eight hours, and that, on leaving, they 

hid their tools. They made no secret of this ; and one evening he heard one say, he should place his tools in 

a cleft in the rock ; another, that he should put his under the ferns ; and another said, he should leave his 

tools on Barker's knee.

He started on hearing his own name. At that moment a heavy weight fell on the man's knee ; he felt 

excessive pain, and roared to have the cursed things taken away. His cries were answered by laughter. To 

the day of his death Barker had a stiff knee ; he was laughed at by all the parish ; and " Barker's knee " 

became a proverb. 

The Browney. This spirit was purely of the household. Kindly and good, he devoted his every care to benefit

the family with whom he had taken up his abode. The Browney has fled, owing to his being brought into 

very close contact with the school- master, and he is only summoned now upon the occasion of the 

swarming of the bees. When this occurs, mistress or maid seizes a bell-metal, or a tin pan, and, beating it, 

she calls " Browney, Browney ! " as loud as she can until the good Browney compels the bees to settle. 

The story of making clothes for brownies is found everywhere in Cornwall.

Buccas

Browneys


