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Dunsany:

The Hoard

of the

Gibblens

The Gibbelins eat, as is well known, nothing less good than man. 

Their evil tower is joined to Terra Cognita, to the lands we know, by 

a bridge. Their hoard is beyond reason; avarice has no use for it; 

they have a separate cellar for emeralds and a separate cellar for 

sapphires; they have filled a hole with gold and dig it up when 

they need it. And the only use that is known for their ridiculous 

wealth is to attract to their larder a continual supply of food. In 

times of famine they have even been known to scatter rubies 

abroad, a little trail of them to some city of Man, and sure enough 

their larders would soon be full again. 

Their tower stands on the other side of that river known to Homer 

—ho rhoos okeanoio, as he called it—which surrounds the world. 

And where the river is narrow and fordable the tower was built by 

the Gibbelins' gluttonous sires, for they liked to see burglars 

rowing easily to their steps. Some nourishment that common soil 

has not the huge trees drained there with their colossal roots from 

both banks of the river. 

There the Gibbelins lived and discreditably fed. 

Alderic, Knight of the Order of the City and the Assault, hereditary 

Guardian of the King's Peace of Mind, a man not unremembered 

among makers of myth, pondered so long upon the Gibbelins' 

hoard that by now he deemed it his. Alas that I should say of so 

perilous a venture, undertaken at dead of night by a valorous man, 

that its motive was sheer avarice! Yet upon avarice only the 

Gibbelins relied to keep their larders full, and once in every 

hundred years sent spies into the cities of men to see how avarice 

did, and always the spies returned again to the tower saying that 

all was well. 

It may be thought that, as the years went on and men came by 

fearful ends on that tower's wall, fewer and fewer would come to 

the Gibbelins' table: but the Gibbelins found otherwise. 

Not in the folly and frivolity of his youth did Alderic come to the 

tower, but he studied carefully for several years the manner in 

which burglars met their doom when they went in search of the 

treasure that he considered his. In every case they had entered by 

the door. 

He consulted those who gave advice on this quest; he noted every 

detail and cheerfully paid their fees, and determined to do nothing 

that they advised, for what were their clients now? No more than 

examples of the savoury art, and mere half-forgotten memories of 

a meal; and many, perhaps, no longer even that. 

These were the requisites for the quest that these men used to 

advise: a horse, a boat, mail armour, and at least three men-at- 

arms. Some said, "Blow the horn at the tower door"; others said, 

"Do not touch it." 



Alderic thus decided: he would take no horse down to the river's edge, he 

would not row along it in a boat, and he would go alone and by way of 

the Forest Unpassable. 

How pass, you may say, the unpassable? This was his plan: there was a 

dragon he knew of who if peasants' prayers are heeded deserved to die, 

not alone because of the number of maidens he cruelly slew, but because 

he was bad for the crops; he ravaged the very land and was the bane of a 

dukedom. 

Now Alderic determined to go up against him. So he took horse and 

spear and pricked till he met the dragon, and the dragon came out 

against him breathing bitter smoke. And to him Alderic shouted, "Hath 

foul dragon ever slain true knight?" And well the dragon knew that this 

had never been, and he hung his head and was silent, for he was glutted 

with blood. "Then," said the knight, "if thou would'st ever taste maiden's 

blood again thou shalt be my trusty steed, and if not, by this spear there 

shall befall thee all that the troubadours tell of the dooms of thy breed." 

And the dragon did not open his ravening mouth, nor rush upon the 

knight, breathing out fire; for well he knew the fate of those that did 

these things, but he consented to the terms imposed, and swore to the 

knight to become his trusty steed. 

It was on a saddle upon this dragon's back that Alderic afterwards sailed 

above the unpassable forest, even above the tops of those measureless 

trees, children of wonder. But first he pondered that subtle plan of his 

which was more profound than merely to avoid all that had been done 

before; and he commanded a blacksmith, and the blacksmith made him 

a pickaxe. 

Now there was great rejoicing at the rumour of Alderic's quest, for all folk 

knew that he was a cautious man, and they deemed that he would 

succeed and enrich the world, and they rubbed their hands in the cities 

at the thought of largesse; and there was joy among all men in Alderic's 

country, except perchance among the lenders of money, who feared they 

would soon be paid. And there was rejoicing also because men hoped 

that when the Gibbelins were robbed of their hoard, they would shatter 

their high-built bridge and break the golden chains that bound them to 

the world, and drift back, they and their tower, to the moon, from which 

they had come and to which they rightly belonged. There was little love 

for the Gibbelins, though all men envied their hoard. 

So they all cheered, that day when he mounted his dragon, as though he 

was already a conqueror, and what pleased them more than the good 

that they hoped he would do to the world was that he scattered gold as 

he rode away; for he would not need it, he said, if he found the Gibbelins' 

hoard, and he would not need it more if he smoked on the Gibbelins' 

table. 

When they heard that he had rejected the advice of those that gave it, 

some said that the knight was mad, and others said he was greater than 

those what gave the advice, but none appreciated the worth of his plan.



He reasoned thus: for centuries men had been well advised and had gone 

by the cleverest way, while the Gibbelins came to expect them to come 

by boat and to look for them at the door whenever their larder was 

empty, even as a man looketh for a snipe in a marsh; but how, said 

Alderic, if a snipe should sit in the top of a tree, and would men find him 

there? Assuredly never! So Alderic decided to swim the river and not to go 

by the door, but to pick his way into the tower through the stone. 

Moreover, it was in his mind to work below the level of the ocean, the 

river (as Homer knew) that girdles the world, so that as soon as he made a 

hole in the wall the water should pour in, confounding the Gibbelins, and 

flooding the cellars, rumoured to be twenty feet in depth, and therein he 

would dive for emeralds as a diver dives for pearls. 

And on the day that I tell of he galloped away from his home scattering 

largesse of gold, as I have said, and passed through many kingdoms, the 

dragon snapping at maidens as he went, but being unable to eat them 

because of the bit in his mouth, and earning no gentler reward than a 

spurthrust where he was softest. And so they came to the swart arboreal 

precipice of the unpassable forest. The dragon rose at it with a rattle of 

wings. Many a farmer near the edge of the world saw him up there where 

yet the twilight lingered, a faint, black, wavering line; and mistaking him 

for a row of geese going inland from the ocean, went into their houses 

cheerily rubbing their hands and saying that winter was coming, and that 

we should soon have snow. Soon even there the twilight faded away, and 

when they descended at the edge of the world it was night and the moon 

was shining. Ocean, the ancient river, narrow and shallow there, flowed 

by and made no murmur. Whether the Gibbelins banqueted or whether 

they watched by the door, they also made no murmur. And Alderic 

dismounted and took his armour off, and saying one prayer to his lady, 

swam with his pickaxe. He did not part from his sword, for fear that he 

meet with a Gibbelin. Landed the other side, he began to work at once, 

and all went well with him. Nothing put out its head from any window, 

and all were lighted so that nothing within could see him in the dark. The 

blows of his pickaxe were dulled in the deep walls. All night he worked, 

no sound came to molest him, and at dawn the last rock swerved and 

tumbled inwards, and the river poured in after. Then Alderic took a stone, 

and went to the bottom step, and hurled the stone at the door; he heard 

the echoes roll into the tower, then he ran back and dived through the 

hole in the wall. 

He was in the emerald-cellar. There was no light in the lofty vault above 

him, but, diving through twenty feet of water, he felt the floor all rough 

with emeralds, and open coffers full of them. By a faint ray of the moon 

he saw that the water was green with them, and, easily filling a satchel, 

he rose again to the surface; and there were the Gibbelins waist-deep in 

the water, with torches in their hands! And, without saying a word, or 

even smiling, they neatly hanged him on the outer wall—and the tale is 

one of those that have not a happy ending.



It's literally a tower full of treasure guarded by 

monsters

Spies seeking the avaricious 

The gibblens who travel to nearby towns must 

occasionally murder people for a snack. Even if 

caught, and they must have been caught for the 

narrator to mention them, it merely spreads their 

story.

Rubies seeking their hoard 

Do the rubies draw people back ot the hoard 

through some compulsion stronger than innate 

avarice?  What happens if one of these cursed 

gemstones is used to make a magic item? 

Broken chains 

If a character severs the chains holding the tower 

to the world, does it drift off into Faerie forever, or

does it reanchor? Do the rubies assist the process 

of anchoring?

Story hooks

A dragon broken by a knight 

The dragon lets the knight control him because it 

is aware of how stories work. This makes it a faerie. 

Is it in league with the gibblens, or not? Is it the 

gateway guardian for the regio?

A heist movie 

This story could force the characters to explore 

non-combat options. There may be a never- 

ending supply of gibblens, according to folklore. 

What happens if you grab their stuff and sever 

the gold chains?

Blowing the horn? 

So, call me crazy, but isn't that horn worth an 

awful lot of money? Why has it not been stolen? 

What happens if someone tries?

The advisers 

Who is paying these people and why? Is trying to 

steal from the gibblens a sort of cottage industry in 

this area? Are the guides in league with the 

gibblens?



Habits 

of the 

Witches of 

Thessaly

When I was a young man I…fortuned in an evil hour to 

come to the City Larissa, where while I went up and 

down to view the streets to seeke some reliefe for my 

poore estate (for I had spent all my money) I espied an 

old man standing on a stone in the middest of the 

market place, crying with a loud voice and saying, that if 

any man would watch a dead corps that night hee 

should be reasonably rewarded for this paines. Which 

when I heard, I sayd to one who passed by, What is here 

to doe? Do dead men use to run away in this Countrey? 

Then answered he, Hold your peace, for you are but a 

Babe and a stranger here, and not without cause you are 

ignorant how you are in Thessaly, where the women 

Witches bite off by morsels the flesh and faces of dead 

men, and thereby work their sorceries and 

inchantments. 

Then quoth I, In good fellowship tell me the order of this 

custody and how it is. Marry (quoth he) first you must 

watch all the night, with your eyes bent continually 

upon the Corps, never looking off, nor moving aside. For 

these Witches do turn themselves into sundry kindes of 

beasts, whereby they deceive the eyes of all men, 

sometimes they are transformed into birds, sometimes 

into Dogs and Mice, and sometimes into flies. Moreover 

they will charme the keepers of the corps asleepe, 

neither can it be declared what meanes and shifts these 

wicked women do use, to bring their purpose to passe: 

and the reward for such dangerous watching is no more 

than foure or sixe shillings. But hearken further (for I had 

well nigh forgotten) if the keeper of the dead body doe 

not render on the morning following, the corps whole 

and sound as he received the same, he shall be 

punished in this sort: That is, if the corps be diminished 

or spoyled in any part of his face, hands or toes, the same 

shall be diminished and spoyled in the keeper. 

Which when I heard him I tooke a good heart, and went 

unto the Crier and bid him cease, for I would take the 

matter in hand, and so I demanded what I should have. 

Marry (quoth he) a thousand pence, but beware I say you 

young man, that you do wel defend the dead corps from 

the wicked witches, for hee was the son of one of the 

chiefest of the city. Tush (sayd I) you speak you cannot 

tell what, behold I am a man made all of iron, and have 

never desire to sleepe, and am more quicke of sight than 

Lynx or Argus. I had scarse spoken these words, when he 

tooke me by the hand and brought mee to a certaine 

house, the gate whereof was closed fast, so that I went 

through the wicket, then he brought me into a chamber 

somewhat darke, and shewed me a Matron cloathed in 

mourning vesture, and weeping in lamentable wise. 

There are a couple of theories as to what the

witches of Thessaly were getting up to.  

One, that they were a school of ancient

astronomers, run by a woman, called Aglaonike ,

I prefer. It ties into the Astonomical mysteries of

the Order.  

That's not what we explore this week. Instead,

this is from The Golden Ass by Apuleius.  



And he spake unto her and said, Behold here is one that 

will enterprise to watch the corpes of your husband this 

night. Which when she heard she turned her blubbered 

face covered with haire unto me saying, I pray you good 

man take good heed, and see well to your office. Have no 

care (quoth I) so you will give mee any thing above that 

which is due to be given. Wherewith shee was contented, 

and then she arose and brought me into a chamber 

whereas the corps lay covered with white sheets, and shee 

called seven witnesses, before whom she shewed the dead 

body, and every part and parcell thereof, and with weeping 

eyes desired them all to testifie the matter. Which done, 

she sayd these words of course as follow: Behold, his nose is 

whole, his eyes safe, his eares without scarre, his lips 

untouched, and his chin sound: all which was written and 

noted in tables, and subscribed with the hands of witnesses 

to confirme the same. Which done I sayd unto the matron, 

Madam I pray you that I may have all things here necessary. 

What is that? (quoth she). Marry (quoth I) a great lampe 

with oyle, pots of wine, and water to delay the same, and 

some other drinke and dainty dish that was left at supper. 

Then she shaked her head and sayd, Away fool as thou art, 

thinkest thou to play the glutton here and to looke for 

dainty meats where so long time hath not been seene any 

smoke at all? Commest thou hither to eat, where we should 

weepe and lament? And therewithall she turned backe, 

and commanded her maiden Myrrhena to deliver me a 

lampe with oyle, which when shee had done they closed 

the chamber doore and departed. 

Now when I was alone, I rubbed myne eyes, and armed my 

selfe to keep the corpes, and to the intent I would not 

sleepe, I began to sing, and so I passed the time until it was 

midnight, when as behold there crept in a Wesel into the 

chamber, and she came against me and put me in very 

great feare, insomuch that I marvelled greatly at the 

audacity of so little a beast. To whom I said, get thou hence 

thou whore and hie thee to thy fellowes, lest thou feele my 

fingers. Why wilt thou not goe? Then incontinently she 

ranne away, and when she was gon, I fell on the ground so 

fast asleepe, that Apollo himself could not discern which of 

us two was the dead corps, for I lay prostrat as one without 

life, and needed a keeper likewise. 

At length the cockes began to crow, declaring that it was 

day: wherewithall I awaked, and being greatly afeard ran to 

the dead body with the lamp in my hand, and I viewed him 

round about: and immediately came in the matron 

weeping with her Witnesses, and ran to the corps, and 

eftsoons kissing him, she turned his body and found no part 

diminished. Then she willed Philodespotus her steward to 

pay me my wages forthwith… 



And by and by the corps came forth, which because it was 

the body of one of the chiefe of the city, was carried in 

funeral pompe round about the market place, according to 

the right of the countrey there. And forthwith stepped out 

an old man weeping and lamenting, and ranne unto the 

Biere and embraced it, and with deepe sighes and sobs 

cried out in this sort, O masters, I pray you by the faith 

which you professe, and by the duty which you owe unto 

the weale publique, take pitty and mercy upon this dead 

corps, who is miserably murdered, and doe vengeance on 

this wicked and cursed woman his wife which hath 

committed this fact: for it is shee and no other which hath 

poysoned her husband my sisters sonne, to the intent to 

maintaine her whoredome, and to get his heritage. In this 

sort the old man complained before the face of all people. 

Then they (astonied at these sayings, and because the thing 

seemed to be true) cried out, Burne her, burne her, and they 

sought for stones to throw at her, and willed the boys in the 

street to doe the same. But shee weeping in lamentable 

wise, did swear by all the gods, that shee was not culpable 

of this crime. 

No quoth the old man, here is one sent by the providence of 

God to try out the matter, even Zachlas an Egypptian, who 

is the most principall Prophecier in all this countrey, and 

who was hired of me for money to reduce the soule of this 

man from hell, and to revive his body for the triall hereof. 

And therewithall he brought forth a certaine young man 

cloathed in linnen rayment, having on his feet a paire of 

pantofiles, and his crowne shaven, who kissed his hands 

and knees, saying, O priest have mercy, have mercy I pray 

thee by the Celestiall Planets, by the Powers infernall, by the 

vertue of the naturall elements, by the silences of the night, 

by the building of Swallows nigh unto the towne Copton, by 

the increase of the floud Nilus, by the secret mysteries of 

Memphis, and by the instruments and trumpets of the Isle 

Pharos, have mercy I say, and call to life this dead body, and 

make that his eyes which he closed and shut, may be open 

and see. Howbeit we meane not to strive against the law of 

death, neither intend we to deprive the earth of his right, 

but to the end this fact may be knowne, we crave but a 

small time and space of life. 

Whereat this Prophet was mooved, and took a certaine herb 

and layd it three times against the mouth of the dead, and 

he took another and laid upon his breast in like sort. Thus 

when hee had done hee turned himself into the East, and 

made certaine orisons unto the Sunne, which caused all the 

people to marvell greatly, and to looke for this strange 

miracle that should happen. Then I pressed in amongst 

them nigh unto the biere, and got upon a stone to see this 

mysterie, and behold incontinently the dead body began to 

receive spirit, his principall veines did moove, his life came 

again and he held up his head and spake in this  



sort: Why doe you call mee backe againe to this transitorie life, 

that have already tasted of the water of Lethe, and likewise 

been in the deadly den of Styx? Leave off, I pray, leave off, and 

let me lie in quiet rest. When these words were uttered by the 

dead corps, the Prophet drew nigh unto the Biere and sayd, I 

charge thee to tell before the face of all the people here the 

occasion of thy death: What, dost thou thinke that I cannot by 

my conjurations call up the dead, and by my puissance 

torment thy body? Then the corps moved his head again, and 

made reverence to the people and sayd, Verily I was poisoned 

by the meanes of my wicked wife, and so thereby yeelded my 

bed unto an adulterer. Whereat his wife taking present 

audacity, and reproving his sayings, with a cursed minde did 

deny it. The people were bent against her sundry wayes, some 

thought best that shee should be buried alive with her 

husband: but some said that there ought no credit to be given 

to the dead body. 

Which opinion was cleane taken away, by the words which the 

corps spoke againe and sayd, Behold I will give you some 

evident token, which never yet any other man knew, whereby 

you shall perceive that I declare the truth: and by and by he 

pointed towards me that stood on the stone, and sayd, When 

this the good Gard of my body watched me diligently in the

night, and that the wicked Witches and enchantresses came 

into the chamber to spoyle mee of my limbes, and to bring 

such their purpose did transforme themselves into the shape 

of beasts: and when as they could in no wise deceive or beguile 

his vigilant eyes, they cast him into so dead and sound a sleepe, 

that by their witchcraft he seemed without spirit or life. After 

this they did call me by my name, and never did cease til as the 

cold members of my body began by little and little and little to 

revive. 

Then he being of more lively soule, howbeit buried in sleep, in 

that he and I were named by one name, and because he knew 

not that they called me, rose up first, and as one without sence 

or perseverance passed by the dore fast closed, unto a certain 

hole, whereas the Witches cut off first his nose, and then his 

ears, and so that was done to him which was appointed to be 

done to me. And that such their subtility might not be 

perceived, they made him a like paire of eares and nose of wax: 

wherfore you may see that the poore miser for lucre of a little 

mony sustained losse of his members. 

Which when he had said I was greatly astonied, and minding 

to prove whether his words were true or no, put my hand to my 

nose, and my nose fell off, and put my hand to my ears and my 

ears fell off. Wherat all the people wondred greatly, and 

laughed me to scorne: but I beeing strucken in a cold sweat, 

crept between their legs for shame and escaped away. So I 

disfigured returned home againe, and covered the losse of 

myne ears with my long hair, and glewed this clout to my face

to hide my shame. 
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In the real world, anosognosia is a 

symptom of illness, particularly 

certain degenerative memory 

conditions. In Mythic Europe, it's 

a useful effect of Mentem magic. 

A person who has anosognosia 

does not know that they have 

lost a skill, and avoid the use of 

that skill. So, for example, a 

person who had lost the ability to 

write will not wish to write, will 

get others to write for them, or 

will give facts to others to 

remember, but they do not know 

that they have lost the ability to 

write. Some, further, cannot learn 

they have lost a skill: they forget 

evidence that they have lost an 

ability. 

In Ars Magica 5th edition, (page 

150) destroying a single capability 

is level 4, and destroying all 

capability is level 10. Splitting the 

difference in magnitudes, that

places a spell that destroys a skill, 

and imposes anosognosia on the 

loss, at Base level 5. 

Anosognosia is not a memory: it's 

a damaged mental capacity. The 

Momentary duration used in 

most Perdo Mentem spells, 

therefore, does not work with 

anosognostic spells. 

A character who lacks an ability 

due to a Perdo Mentem spell, but 

is placed in a situation where 

they attempt to use it regardless, 

suffers the -3 penalty for having a 

Ability of 0. 

For example, a knight whose 

ability to use a sword has been 

removed, but does not know this 

is the case, may get into a battle. 

The knight will probably try to 

use his lance as a spear, or draw a 

dagger, or wrestle, but if 

absolutely forced to use a sword, 

there's a -3 penalty there.

This is the fiendish part of 

anosognosic spells: The victim of 

the spell cannot understand their 

skill is gone. They rationalise 

around the hole in the skill set, 

but still get into dangerous 

situations where the skill would 

be vital. An enemy, who employs 

this class of spells can effectively 

ambush the victim in clear 

daylight, whenever they wish, as 

often as they wish. 

In those societies where combat 

is allowed in public, provided it is 

fair, there's little to stop a 

character just murdering a rival 

in the street. 

In thinking about anosognosia, 

I'm reminded of the recent 

television series "Westworld". In 

the first episode, a character tries 

to shoot another, but fails. This

reveals that one of the characters 

is a host, a robot, and the other a 

guest, a human. It reveals this not 

just to the audience, but to the 

robot. It reveals that this scene 

has played out many times. The 

robot cannot remember it is a 

robot. It cannot remember it 

can't hurt the guests. The robot 

has something like anosognosia. 

Could anosognosia be used 

judicially? Could you make a 

magus forget how, for example, 

use combat magic? Then get 

them to forget they have 

forgotten? Then make them 

forgot you cast spells on them?  It 

doesn't seem all that difficult, 

with Perdo Mentem magic, to 

create a mental straightjacket 

that's invisible to the mind 

bound inside it. 

How could a player character 

notice this?  If they did notice 

this, could they somehow store 

a prompt external to their mind, 

to cue them to seek aid, or an 

answer? 



Trophaeum of 

Granatum of 

Tytalus

A trophaeum is a monument to 

military victory. For example, if you 

killed a hundred enemy warriors 

and piled their armaments 

together, that hill would be a 

trophaeum. I'm struck that in the 

modern Order, there are no 

trophaea to the Schism War. 

It may be that the Guernicus 

demand for Damnatio Memoriae, 

which led to the destruction of 

cultural artefacts which contained 

Diedne material, prevented the 

creation, or led to the destruction, 

of commemorations of their 

defeat. I imagine that some magi 

resisted the damnatio memoraie. 

Much as Australians who fought in 

various wars smuggled guns, and in 

one case an entire tank, home, so

magi took souvenirs in the Schism. 

 When told their momentoes were 

dangerous, and possibly even 

diabolic, some would have 

destroyed their 

keepsakes. Members of House 

Tytalus, however, love resisting 

authority, and would prefer the 

things they collected to be 

challenging and dangerous. 

Granatum of Tytalus magus kept 

the skulls of the Diedne magi he 

killed.  As they lacked sacramental 

burial, the ghosts of these magi 

were still, initially, able to manifest, 

but Granatum used necromancy to 

bind, trick and torture them. The 

ghosts have been replaced by 

something monstrous, drawn by 

Granatum's delight in causing the 

ghosts of his enemies to suffer. 

Granatum died centuries ago, but 

his trophaeum has been passed 

down his lineage. The Hermetic 

expectation of privacy in the 

sanctum has allowed this sin to 

fester. Now, it has come into the 

light. Do the player characters 

destroy it? Question it? Study it?



Trophaeum of 

Granatum of 

Tytalus

The Trophaeum is a minor demon that makes magi feel more competent, to encourage the sin of Pride, and the 

excesses that come with certainty in one's actions.  

Order: Enervators 

Infernal Might: 20 (Corpus) 

Characteristics: Int +1, Per +5, Pre +2, Com +1, Str +3, Sta +3, Dex +3*, Qik -2* (* armless) 

Size: 0 

Confidence: 2 (6 points) 

Virtues and Flaws: Weak-willed 

Personality Traits: Selfish +5 

Reputations:  Enervator +1. 

Combat: 

    Each Bite: Init -5, Attack +17*, Defense +10*, Damage +5** 

    * Includes specialisation 

    ** does not include Hell fire power (+5 Dmg) 

Soak: +8, literally made of hardened bone. Weapons which do damage due to bleeding out have their Damage 

reduced at the SG's discretion. 

Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+) 

Abilities: unclear, but assume Brawl 6 (ambush), Infernal Lore 6 (Order of Hermes). 

Powers: 

    Coagulation: 1 point, Init -1, Corpus: Can manufacture a solid body out of ambient matter. Unusually, it has 

    taken the form of a pile of druid skulls, and never appears out of that form in the material world. 

    Deceiver's Boost: 1 or more points, Init +3, Vim:   This Power's target is a spell cast by a  mortal. 

    The demon must spend at least one Might Point on the effect, but can choose to spend more. The demon must 

    also penetrate the Magic Resistance of the spellcaster, if any. For every point of Might spent by the demon, the 

    magus gets +2 to his Casting Total. However, spells enhanced by this Power may be manipulated in minor  

    ways  by the demon, such as changing the target of the spell, ending concentration at the whim of the demon, 

    and the like. The spell must remain within the rules for Similar Spells (ArM5, page 101), and can’t be more 

    powerful than the spell level + Might Points spent, but the demon is free to manipulate any one aspect of the 

    spell otherwise. If a spellcaster’s player rolls a zero while being influenced by this Power, he must roll an extra 

    botch die. (RoP:I, p.61)  

    Envisioning 1 or 5 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can enter dreams and cause waking dreams. When using this power, 

    the trophaeum is careful never to hint at its real-world shape. It often appears as the spirit of a druid.  

    Hellfire: 1 point, Init -2, Ignem: Makes the creature's bites do +5 fire damage for the rest of a battle. 

    Obsession: 1 point, Init -5, Vim: Can impose Selfishness. 

Equipment: None. 

Weakness:  Salt. 

Vis: 4 pawns, Rego 

Appearance: A blackened, glassy pile of skulls in a broad, copper dish. Candles have been melted on the skulls at 

some point. The Trophaeum rarely moves. It is so slow that if it needs to kill someone, it finds it most useful to 

wait for them to sleep, or to attack them by surprise.



Cornwall: 

Demons 

and 

Spectres 

A longer chapter this week. As part of this 

project, the material extracted from Hunt’s 

Popular Romances of the West of England will 

eventually become a gazetter. This means this 

material has a rawer feel than some other 

episodes. It also doesn’t have statistics, although 

those should eventually be forthcoming. 

 



Cairn Kenidzhek (pronounced Kenidjack, meaning 

“Hooting”) is on the road from St Just to Penzance. 

Devils gather there to watch wrestling matches. The

light and noise are obvious in the surrounding land, 

and so people avoid talking when passing through its 

shadow, which lies over the road.  At night, most 

avoid the road. 

The story that describes the doings on the cairn are 

given by two miners who, a little drunk, passed along 

the road at night, and forgetting the prohibition, 

discussed their mining. A man in black galloped 

toward them, on a horse they knew as one of those 

used in the mine, and so they called out, to make sure 

they were not ridden down by accident. The drunken 

men spoke to the rider, who told them he was going 

to the wrestling, and to come along. 

The miners found they could not help but obey, and 

that the climb was effortless. A crowd was gathered 

about a huge fire, and singing a song that had a hoot 

as a chorus. Two gigantic men began to wrestle, but 

the man in black called that there was insufficient 

light. A demon set his eyes upon the athletes, and 

they glowed with balefire that illuminated the 

match. The giants wrestled until one dropped the 

other, who lay as if dead. One of the miners was a 

lapsed minister of religion, and in a fit of morality 

offered the ultimate unction to the fallen giant. 

In an instant, the men were lost in the dark and fog: 

the demons had vanished. The miners lay in each 

other’s arms for warmth, and waited for the safety of 

the sunrise. 

The 

Hooting 

Cairn 

A quick quote from Hunt 

“The old, half-starved horses on the common, with their hides grown rusty brown, like 

dried and withered grass, by exposure, are ridden by the archfiend at night. He is said to 

hunt lost souls over this heath ; and an old stile hard by bears an evil name, for there the 

souls are sure to be caught, none being able to get over it.”



There are a surprising number of vicars skilled in demon worship in Cornwall. 

 There are many others who can lay or banish ghosts. Hunt says that it’s 

common to cast them to the Red Sea, or Dead Sea. There are covenants near 

the Dead Sea: surely it must be annoying to have the various terrors of 

Cornwall appear in your lake? The Red Sea is the province of the Soqotrans, a 

secluded order of magicians served by, and serving, potent tree-spirits. Might 

they send agents to stop this? 

So, Jago has Piercing Gaze, at minimum, and a demonic groom.  He also has 

the ability to pin ghosts into their graves. It’s possible he has faerie powers, or 

uses the powers of the Divine to control the Infernal. As an alternative, he 

might really be happy using demons to be a really great vicar. Not every 

diabolist wants to become Emporer. 

Jago is mentioned in a later story. There was a suicide called Tucker, who was 

buried at a crossroads. When people rode past, they could crack a whip and 

yell “Arise, Tucker!” and his shade would travel with them for a way. Eventually, 

Tucker became sick of being used for a game, so he did not return to his 

grave, staying gripped to the rider. This parson locked him into his grave. 

The people of this area might have odd characteristics because they have 

Faerie Blood, or magical Warping. This is where you can find your Deep Ones, 

if you need them. 

Diabolic 

vicars 

Time for a quote from Hunt 

“Any one visiting the parish of Wendron will be struck with many distinguishing features in 

its inhabitants. It would appear as if a strange people had settled down amidst the races 

already inhabiting the spot, and that they had studiously avoided any intimate connection 

with their neighbours. The dialect of the Wendron people is unlike any other in Cornwall, 

and there are many customs existing amongst them which are not found in any other part 

of the county. Until of late years, the inhabitants of Wendron were quite uneducated ; 

hence the readiness with which they associate ancient superstitions with comparatively 

modern individuals. 

The Reverend Mr Jago was no doubt a man who impressed this people with the powers of 

his knowledge. Hence we are told that no spirit walking the earth could resist the spells 

laid upon him by Jago. By his prayers or powers many a night wanderer has been put back 

into his grave, and so confined that the poor ghost could never again get loose. To the 

evil-disposed Mr Jago was a terror. All Wendron believed that every act was visible to the 

parson at the moment it was done day or night it mattered not. He has been known to pick 

a thief at once out of a crowd, and criminal men or women could not endure the glance of 

his eye. Many a person has at once confessed to guilty deeds of which they have been 

suspected the moment they have been brought before Mr Jago. 

We are told that he had spirits continually waiting upon him, though invisible until he 

desired them to appear. The parson rode far and wide over the moorland of his parish. He 

never took a groom with him ; for, the moment he alighted from his horse, he had only to 

strike the earth with his whip, and up came a demon-groom to take charge of the steed.” 

Jago of Wedron 



This myth is from the reign of Charles II, but you can work it back into 1220 if you wish. The deacon of the 

church, Peter, was interested in his office only for the luxuries it provided. He was reputed to disinter the 

recently dead. Some said it was to steal their rings. Others said it was for black magic. What is known is that at 

the age of a hundred, dark hair grew through his grey ones, and new teeth thrust from his empty jaws. He died 

when he was over 150 years old. 

Dando was a “jolly friar” at the priory of Saint Germans. He ate and drank to excess, and gave light, indulgent 

penances to those seeking confession. He was well-liked by many of the locals, save a few, whose deep curses 

followed him with effect. 

The priest pursued hunting with the same excess as his other vices, and he trampled the fields and gardens of 

many farmers. Their hatred of him eventually took form. The Devil did not take Dando immediately.  He made 

sure he had good health, and regular money. Dando arranged the drinks, gluttony and sex. Eventually, though, 

Dando had done all of the damage he could do, and the Devil decided to harvest his soul. 

One Sunday, while Dando was out hunting, he called for drink. “Where can I get it?” asked one of his grooms. 

“You can go to Hell if you can’t get it on Earth!” answered the priest. A dashing man rode up and gave him a 

flask. The man and the priest argued, and eventually the man lifted the priest onto the front of horse. He 

galloped toward the river, and when he leapt into the flow, the water boiled and hissed. 

The priest was never seen again. A carving of this story is found in the oak throne of the bishop of Saint 

Germans. The hounds of the hunt are often heard on Sabbath mornings. Some people are chased by the 

dandy-dogs, and a dark hunter with saturnine horns, but if they pray fervently, the hell-hounds are turned 

aside and seek other prey. 

The bishop of Exeter was dying, and the priest from Dawlish kept dropping in to see how he was doing. This 

seems like an act of charity, but he wanted the throne for himself and was waiting the prelate to die. The clerk 

of the cathedral was the priest’s guide through the wilds between the two settlements, until one night, they 

got lost near Haldon. The priest quarrelled with the clerk, and finally said “I would rather have the devil for a 

guide than you.” A peasant on a moor pony rode up, and led them to Dawlish. 

As they entered the town, the peasant asked the priest to dinner. They entered a ruined house, well-lit and 

filled with wild but convivial people. There was a great deal of feasting and drinking, and the priest 

entertained his new friends with hunting songs, and songs in praise of the Devil. The company liked these, and 

joined in on the choruses. Near dawn, the clerk and priest tried to leave, but their horses would not move, 

regardless of how soundly they applied the whip. 

The company laughed, and turned into demons. The priest found his horse was really a rock, and the mansion 

was merely an illusion above the sea. Two stray horses wandered into Dawlish the next morning and a search 

was made. The clerk and the priest were found dead, still clinging to the two rocks, waist deep in the bay.

Peter of Altarnun 

Dando of Saint Germans 

The Parson of Dawlish 



Duffy and the Devil is a Cornish version of 

Rumpelstiltskin. The devil is called 

“Terrytop” in the local version. It differs a 

little, in that a beautiful peasant girl gets a 

job as a spinner by lying about the quality 

of her work. A devil appears and says he’ll 

do her work for three years, then give her 

the chance to guess his name. If she fails 

to guess, she must go away with him. The 

girl’s spinning is so good that she has 

many potential suitors, but marries her 

employer, a local nobleman. 

Duffy spends a lot of time at the local mill, 

dancing and gossiping. The miller’s wife, 

Bet, is her best friend and a witch. The 

witch knew her spinning was done by a 

demon, because there was always a 

dropped stitch in the stockings. Demons 

can’t make perfect things.  She didn’t let 

on, because she had uses for demons 

herself, but when he friend appeared sad, 

toward the end of the three years, she 

had the whole story from Duffy. 

Bet distracted the squire, who is off 

hunting, with a supernatural hare. She 

then puts on her red witch’s robe and 

seeks out her fellow witches, who hold a 

Sabbat at Fugoe Hole. She gets the devil 

drunk, and encourages him to dance and 

sing. He foolishly mentions his name. The 

squire, who has been led to the revel by 

the hare, hears this, and tells it to his wife 

the next morning, thinking it but a queer 

occurrence. 

She then gives the creature its name, and 

all of the spinning it had created 

disappears. The squire thinks this is 

because he chased a witch, likely Bet, in 

hare form, and so has been cursed. He 

discovers Duffy cannot spin new cloth, 

and there is some sort of resolution which 

involves Duffy’s previous lover thrashing 

the squire, but Hunt then clams up, 

saying that the droll is long and its 

conclusion too immodest for the modern 

reader. 

Duffy and the Devil 

At its simplest: near Lanreath there is 

a moor on which a ghost appears, 

dressed in black and driving a team 

of headless horses, which draw a 

black coach. Those who see the spirit 

are never right in their minds again. 

Mortal horses avoid the coach, 

sensing it well before humans: but 

when it is within sight they are drawn 

to it, clearly against their own desires. 

A Spectral Coach 

Storms are often blamed on the spirit 

of Sarah Polgrain of Lugvan. She 

murdered her husband and was 

hung on Bodmin Moor. In the 

shadow of the gallows, she spoke 

with her lover, a horsedealer named 

Yorkshire Jack, and made him 

promise to wed her living or dead. 

After some years, he began to see her 

from the corner of his eye, and he fled 

Cornwall on a merchant ship. This did 

not save him, for the Devil and Sarah 

sought him out, and destroyed his 

ship in a storm. Sarah’s descendants 

still live about Lugvan 

Sarah Polgrain 

Hunt notes there’s a ghost ship here, and that it is 

unlucky to sight it. He says nothing else, save that 

“Unbelieving people attributed the origin of the 

tradition to a white horse seen in a dim twilight 

standing in the shallow water ; but this was indignantly 

rejected by the mass of the residents.” If you had a 

covenant in this area, would it be safe for the grogs to 

mount watches, given that they could be cursed by the 

stray sight of the lugger? 

The lugger of Croft Pasco Pool 

Small

stories



This story is a commonplace, but it has an interesting bit of folk magic 

I’ll quote from Hunt: 

The boy, Lenine, was a sailor and had great difficulty because his 

ghost was literally pulled from his body while he was trying to steer 

through a storm, causing him to faint. The girl who saw a coffin died 

within a year. The man’s boat was wrecked, and he died on the shore. 

After sunset his ghost appeared, on horseback and dressed in a 

shroud and grave clothes. to Nancy. She was so surprised to see him 

she took his hand without noticing his clothes, and once he had 

pulled her onto his horse, she could not resist him. 

As the riders passed a blacksmith’s by a church Nancy regained 

speech, and cried out for aid. The blacksmith grabbed her, then 

pulled her to the ground, but the ghost seized part of her dress, and 

began to drag her away with supernatural strength. The blacksmith 

kept hold, and the two were dragged for some distance. The 

blacksmith, who had been disturbed at his work still had a red-hot 

iron in one hand. He used it to burn through the dress, and the ghost 

vanished over the wall of the graveyard in which the sailor was lying. 

In the morning, Lenine’s horse was found covered in foam, with a 

swollen tongue, and with rolling, mad eyes. There was a piece of 

wedding dress on Lenine’s grave. Nancy passed away from shock. 

Spectre Bridegroom

It was All-hallows Eve, and two of Nancy’s companions persuaded her no 

very difficult task to go with them and sow hemp-seed. At midnight the 

three maidens stole out unperceived into Kimyall town-place to perform 

their incantation. Nancy was the first to sow, the others being less bold than 

she. Boldly she advanced, saying, as she scattered the seed, “Hemp-seed I 

sow thee, Hemp-seed grow thee ; And he who will my true love be, Come 

after me And shaw thee.” 

This was repeated three times, when, looking back over her left shoulder, 

she saw Lenine ; but he looked so angry that she shrieked with fear, and 

broke the spell. One of the other girls, however, resolved now to make trial 

of the spell, and the result of her labours was the vision of a white coffin. 

Fear now fell on all, and they went home sorrowful, to spend each one a 

sleepless night. 



Exekiel Grosse purchased the land and house of the de Rosewarnes, 

possibly through a lawyerish trick. This was in the time of James I, well 

after the game period, but use it anyway. Grosse was a terribly greedy 

man, and had heard a folktale saying there was treasure hidden 

somewhere about the house. He looked, but could not find it. 

He began to hear noises about the house. After a time, he saw a 

shadowy figure. Eventually it manifested as a careworn man in clothes 

of an old style, making gestures Ezekiel could not understand. After 

weeks of this, he yelled at the spectre “In the name of God, what 

wantest thou ?” 

“To show thee, Ezekiel Grosse, where the gold for which thou longest 

lies buried.” answered the ghost. Ezekiel could not rise from his chair, 

but the ghost made pleas to Ezekiel’s greed and dragged him out to a 

set of stones, telling him “Ezekiel Grosse, thou longest for gold, as I did. 

I won the glittering prize, but I could not enjoy it. Heaps of treasure are 

buried beneath those stones ; it is thine, if thou diggest for it.Win the 

gold, Ezekiel. Glitter with the wicked ones of the world ; and when

thou art the most joyous, I will look in upon thy happiness.” The ghost 

then vanished. 

In short, Ezekiel found a bronze urn, filled with ancient gold coins. It 

was too heavy to lift, so Ezekiel sneaks out each night, bringing the 

treasure home. Ezekiel expands the house, buys the surrounding land, 

and buys a coach and four. He lives well for many years: his revels 

becoming vaster and vaster as time goes on. One Christmas Eve, he is 

having a massive party, and the ghost appears at the feast: crushing 

the mood of festivity. Afterward, whenever Ezekiel holds a gathering 

for his friends, a terrifying vision appears and drains away all goodwill. 

His friends abandoned him, until the only person he spoke to was his 

clerk. The ghost began to haunt Ezekiel’s every moment. 

Eventually they came to terms: Ezekiel would give all his wealth to 

anyone the ghost nominated, and it would leave him in peace. The 

spectre selected Call, the clerk, and when the paperwork was done, it 

explained its motive. Time for some Hunt: 

“Grosse was then informed that this evil spirit was one of the ancestors of 

the Rosewarne, from whom by his fraudulent dealings he obtained the 

place, and that he was allowed to visit the earth again for the purpose of 

inflicting the most condign punishment on the avaricious lawyer. His 

avarice had been gratified, his pride had been pampered to the highest ; 

and then he was made a pitiful spectacle, at whom all men pointed, and 

no one pitied. He lived on in misery, but it was for a short time. He was 

found dead : and the country people ever said that his death was a 

violent one ; they spoke of marks on his body, and some even asserted 

that the spectre of De Rosewarne was seen rejoicing amidst a crowd of 

devils, as they bore the spirit of Ezekiel over Carn Brea.”

The Ghost of Rosewarne


