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Combat Simplification
Ars Magica’s combat system has always been a 
bit of a problem. The current one doesn’t let a 
nudist with a sharpened stick dependably 
defeat a knight, or require that your 
character’s actions be subsumed into a small 
tactic unit roll, but there are obvious problems 
with it, and these make the game difficult to 
present to new players.
 
Many of these issues go back to how this 
minigame is designed. To be clear about what 
I mean here, regardless of whether you think 
Ars is about the life of a community in Mythic 
Europe, or the consequences of magicians 
using their power, there’s not a lot of role for 
two guys hitting each other with bits of steel. 
The game spends an inordinate amount of 
time on stating up monsters, and balancing 
those stats, against not a central character, like 
a magus, but against an average human.
 
To posit an axiom: you can tell if the minigame 
is fair by seeing how you feel when you lose. If 
your character dies, do you feel it was a good, 
or at least narratively-necessary, outcome?  Ars 
works the fairness angle is several ways.
 
You are told, over and over again, not to get 
attached to grogs. They are also less detailed 
than your companions or magi. This is so that 
when they die, you as a player are less upset 
than when, for example, your magus’s pets die.
Your character, no matter how wounded, only 
every reaches a state of deep incapacitiation. 
In virtually all cases a player character might 
theoretically step in an cure you with an 
enormous amount of Creo vis.  They never do, 
because Creo vis is really, really valuable, but at 
least you’ve been forced into making that 
choice as a group: the character is too 
expensive to save.
 
You get to decide several trade-offs, in terms of 
how your weapons give bonuses, and what 
protective kit you wear.
 
The process of dying takes an awful lot of dice 
rolls.  One of the purposes of the ridiculously 
long combat is to make sure a single roll never 
kills your character.

Everything uses the same stats. Virtually every human 
character is technically playable, as are most of the 
Magical or Faerie critters. They are built using a painfully 
lengthy version of the human character design 
mechanics.
 
Can we find other ways to build a fair combat minigame, 
to allow new players to just get in and play without 
having to fight through the choice paralysis of character 
design? Let’s see what we can steal from other game 
systems.
 
In many games of Amber, your character does not and 
cannot die in a single blow. That your character has been 
injured is a sign that something is going wrong and you 
should change strategies. In some online versions of the 
game, your character cannot die without your consent. 
Similarly, in Doctor Who, the highest damage level 
means that your character must depart the TARDIS. You 
choose how: you don’t need for them to die, but they are 
going to exit. I like these mechanics, because they let us 
hollow out a lot of the procedures attempting to model 
fairness, by just saying that regardless of the numbers, 
fairness is the goal.
 
In many games, combat is simultaneous. In Ars we have 
the old D&D idea that you see who goes first, then sides 
take turns hitting each other. This doesn’t make a lot of 
sense for two reasons: an Ars combat round is a minute, 
so the idea that someone goes first and then someone 
responds is a bit odd. The second is that the decisive 
element in the combat is generally the magus, who is 
going last in the round, and that means that all of the 
carry-on may be made moot. Why go to all the trouble of 
playing with all of those numbers if someone is just 
going to toss a fireball at the end? The way I’d get around 
this is to suggest that Attack and Defence aren’t 
separate things: just compare scores and give a bonus 
for surprise if that matters.
 
The finely balanced weapon table is meant to make your 
trade off different aspects of each weapon to specialise 
your character, so that one pick will let you be fast, and 
one pick will sacrifice that for more damage. The thing is, 
if all of them are meant to be balanced across the entire 
process of combat, why not just abbreviate the whole 
process to a single roll, and given them all the same 
statistics? The advantage of this is that if you swap 
between weapons, it doesn’t make you recalculate.
 



Imagine a traditional joust: two knights trying to 
hit each other with lances, then dismount and 
try to hit each other with swords, and who then 
wrestle and try and shiv each other with daggers. 
In Ars that’s three different sets of fours statistics 
four each weapon, when really all you need to 
know is which knight is the better fighter, and 
buy how much. All the added detail numerical 
detail doesn’t add anything to the combat, 
insofar as it doesn’t swiftly solve the question of 
who won, what it cost, and what the game-world 
effects are.
 
So, I’d like to suggest the following system for 
new players.
 
Your character’s choices on the weapons table 
do not matter. All armed melee is 0/0/0/+5 which 
is human average. If you are fighting unarmed, 
your Dmg is +1. Bows are +5, but you can work 
that out.
 
 
 
 

Do you have surprise? (Perception or 
roleplay)
If you have surprise, what do you do to give 
you a bonus? (generally +3)
Magi begin their formulaic spells now. 
Players may fastcast anywhere in the round, 
but that loses them their formulaic for the 
round.
Compare combat rolls (dice + combat 
ability, plus any bonus from a relevant 
Characteristic, like Sta, Qik, Str, plus and 
Virtues). The dice roll is going to seem 
crowded out by the bonuses, but in the 
process of combat, it already is: it’s just 
hidden by splitting the bonuses off onto 
different rolls which all average together.
Choose if you do Damage or not. If not, you 
retain your advantage for next round.
There are no Soak rolls. They victor’s 
Advantage is just chipped down by Soak 
score. The Storyguide tells the player if the 
outcome is minor, major or incapacitating 
and the player narrates the attach 
accordingly. This can include damage, but it 
can also include environmental advantages 
of equal value (for example, breaking an 
enemy’s shield, pushing them over, 
claiming the high ground).
The next round does not have an Init roll, it 
just goes back to a comparison of combat 
rolls. One side or the other should be either 
hurt or building up advantage. Sensible 
characters react to this by changing 
strategy or fleeing.

Dunsany:
The Mist
This is a tiny episode, recorded sometime ago 
when I was doing all the Duunsany material. It’s 
only about a minute long but it’s his take on the 
armies of ghosts which we covered in one of the 
previous books. I remember a Criamon magus 
putting on the cap of their leader.
 
Now for a weeping army of the remnant dead in 
less than a minute.
 
I believe it’s our second last reading by Thomas 
Copeland from LibriVox. Thanks to Thomas, Stats 
eventually.
 
The mist said unto the mist: “Let us go up into the 
Downs.” And the mist came up weeping.
 
And the mist went into the high places and the 
hollows.
 
And clumps of trees in the distance stood ghostly 
in the haze.
 
But I went to a prophet, one who loved the Downs, 
and I said to him: “Why does the mist come up 
weeping into the Downs when it goes into the 
high places and the hollows?”
 
And he answered: “The mist is the company of a 
multitude of souls who never saw the Downs, and 
now are dead. Therefore they come up weeping 
into the Downs, who are dead and never saw 
them.”



Poison maidens occur in Indian folklore, where they are called 
visha kanya. They are assassins. Perhaps they are based on a real 
tradition of women taught to seduce and then poison the men to 
whom they are sent as gifts, but that seems almost entirely 
theoretical. In the more developed form, the maidens are raised 
around poisonous things, or being tiny amounts of poison, so that 
their bodily fluids become toxic. In the most dangerous forms, 
even their touch can kill.
 
The story first leaps the the West in the Gesta Romanorum, which 
was a wildly popular collection of stories form the late 13th 
Century, the contents of which you’ve seen recycled in all sorts of 
later authors. It seems like a worthwhile subject for a series of 
episodes. Richard Burton worked this into a story about a woman 
sent to Alexander the Great. Nigel Hawthorne (whose Twice-Told 
Tales may have something to do with the Ars supplement Thrice-
Told Tales) used Burton as a source for his short story, “Rappacini’s 
Daughter”. In that story an alchemist makes his daughter, 
Beatrice, a poison maiden. He then experiments on a 
neighbouring young man named Giovanni, giving him the same 
properties. The experiment seems to take the form of mere 
proximity: it’s transmitted merely by either being in the presence 
of the poison maiden for an extended time, or perhaps it is caused 
by their walks occurring in a garden of toxic alchemically-
hybridised flowers.
 
Beatrice knows she is a poison maiden, but not that she can 
transfer her curse, so she avoids contact with Giovanni. She 
appears to think that the touch even of her clothes can cause 
harm. She grabs his hand at one point, to stop him touching her 
“sister”, which is what she calls the tree that sprouted at her birth. 
It is fatal, so he intervention is necessary, but her fingerprints 
become vivid bruises on her beau’s wrist. Giovanni sends Betrice 
flowers from outside the poison garden, but her breath makes 
them wither. Giovanni discovers he has become like Beatrice 
when his breath kills a spider. As a spoiler, Beatracie’s nature has 
been so reversed that when she takes a sort of universal purgative 
to remove her poisonous nature, it kills her instead of healing her.
 
 
The Poison Maidens seem like a class of Transformed Human, but 
Beatrice, at least appears not to be a magical creature. She may 
be a human, but if so, she’s a Companion, simply because she 
needs a vast number of Virtues and Flaws for her construction. We 
might, instead, suggest that Rappacinni is a Mystogogue and has 
invested his daughter as she grew, so she has more virtues than is 
usual for player characters. Giovanni’s development of the curse 
seems to suggest this is an incorrect interpretation. A simpler 
alternative is that the garden he has created, filled with 
alchemichally spliced plants, is a mystical space which warps the 
people who enter it, granting them the flaws required.

Here are some Virtue and Flaw packs to create 
various versions of the poison damsel.
 
Legendary Assassin
 
Virtues
Greater Power: Fluids poisonous to the touch, CrAq 
35: Init. (Qik-4), 0 points,
Create a poison that causes a fatal wound. (Ease 6)
CrAq25, +5 Touch, Special (as Momentary), 
Individual, +5 Ease 6.
Improved Power : reduces cost of power above to 0.
Lesser Immunity (Poison)
Flaw
Lesser Malediction (cannot benefit from medicines)
 
Fatal concubine
 
Virtues
Greater Power: Fluids poisonous to the touch, CrAq 
30: Init. (Qik-4), 0 points,
Create a poison that causes a fatal wound. (Ease 6)
CrAq25, Personal, Special (as Momentary), 
Individual, +5 Ease 6.
Lesser Immunity (Poison)
Flaw
Lesser Malediction (cannot benefit from medicines)
 
Beatrice
 
Virtues
Personal Power: Poisonous touch and breath, 
CrAq15: Init constant, 0 points, CrAq 15 Create a 
poison that causes a Light Wound. (Ease 3). CrAq5, 
+5 Touch, Special (as Momentary), Individual, +5.
Improved Power: reduces cost of above to 0
Lesser Immunity (Poison)
Flaw
Lesser Malediction (cannot benefit from medicines)
 
Retiring creature
 
Virtue
Lesser Immunity (Poison)
Flaw
Greater Maledicition (killing touch – any of the 
above)
Lesser Malediction (cannot benefit from medicines)

Poison maidens



"I saw a month or two ago in an Italian paper that the Villa 
Cascana, in which I once stayed, had been pulled down, and that a 
manufactory of some sort was in process of erection on its site.
There is therefore no longer any reason for refraining from writing 
of those things which I myself saw (or imagined I saw) in a certain 
room and on a certain landing of the villa in question, nor from 
mentioning the circumstances which followed, which may or may 
not (according to the opinion of the reader) throw some light on 
or be somehow connected with this experience.
 
The Villa Cascana was in all ways but one a perfectly delightful 
house, yet, if it were standing now, nothing in the world--I use the 
phrase in its literal sense--would induce me to set foot in it again, 
for I believe it to have been haunted in a very terrible and practical 
manner.
 
Most ghosts, when all is said and done, do not do much harm; 
they may perhaps terrify, but the person whom they visit usually 
gets over their visitation. They may on the other hand be entirely 
friendly and beneficent. But the appearances in the Villa Cascana 
were not beneficent, and had they made their "visit" in a very 
slightly different manner, I do not suppose I should have got over 
it any more than Arthur Inglis did.
 
The house stood on an ilex-clad hill not far from Sestri di Levante 
on the Italian Riviera, looking out over the iridescent blues of that 
enchanted sea, while behind it rose the pale green chestnut 
woods that climb up the hillsides till they give place to the pines 
that, black in contrast with them, crown the slopes. All round it the 
garden in the luxuriance of mid-spring bloomed and was fragrant, 
and the scent of magnolia and rose, borne on the salt freshness of 
the winds from the sea, flowed like a stream through the cool 
vaulted rooms.
 
On the ground floor a broad pillared loggia ran round three sides 
of the house, the top of which formed a balcony for certain rooms 
of the first floor. The main staircase, broad and of grey marble 
steps, led up from the hall to the landing outside these rooms, 
which were three in number, namely, two big sitting-rooms and a 
bedroom arranged en suite. The latter was unoccupied, the 
sitting-rooms were in use. From these the main staircase was 
continued to the second floor, where were situated certain 
bedrooms, one of which I occupied, while from the other side of 
the first-floor landing some half-dozen steps led to another suite 
of rooms, where, at the time I am speaking of, Arthur Inglis, the 
artist, had his bedroom and studio. Thus the landing outside my 
bedroom at the top of the house commanded both the landing of 
the first floor and also the steps that led to Inglis' rooms. Jim 
Stanley and his wife, finally (whose guest I was), occupied rooms in 
another wing of the house, where also were the servants' quarters

This week another story from E.F. Benson. E.F. 
Benson has only provided one story for this 
podcast previously: it was “The Room in the 
Tower” which provided the revener of Julia 
Stone.
 
I wanted to share with you a different Benson 
story that would link into our Cornwall 
material. It’s been in the public domain in 
Australia for about twenty years, but won’t 
enter the public domain in the United States 
until January 2020. I don’t want to tempt you 
to look for it online. Basically it’s about a giant, 
shadowy slug creature like luciferge – for those 
of you who are familiar with “Realm of Power: 
the infernal” – that acts as an Avenger of Evil. It 
to hunts down the impious and leaves them as 
sacks of skin and bones. It’s truly lovely and I 
wanted to present it to you, but it turns out 
there’s that little legal technicality, so instead a 
story called “Caterpillars”.
 
Caterpillars was read into the public domain 
by Andy Minter of LibriVox. Andy passed away 
in 2017. He’s one of my favourite Voxers. He 
would not have remembered, but he was 
encouraging to me when I first started. I only 
know Andy through his participation in LV, but 
he seemed shy and he was very deeply hurt 
whenever people criticized his readings. It 
seemed to hurt his confidence to continue 
reading, so with Andy it always seemed 
important to tell him how much you enjoyed 
what he read. I suppose I’m mentioning this 
because when I’m recording this it’s Christmas 
which is a season for giving thanks. Anyway, 
I’ve rambled enough…
 
Originally when I looked at these things I 
thought they were demons. Instead they could 
be a particularly viscous sort of faerie. I like the 
idea that you may be tempted to farm these 
terrible things as a Corpus vis source, 
infernally-tainted perhaps. What are you 
willing to do for power?

Caterpillars



I arrived just in time for lunch on a brilliant noon of mid-May. 
The garden was shouting with colour and fragrance, and not 
less delightful after my broiling walk up from the marina, 
should have been the coming from the reverberating heat 
and blaze of the day into the marble coolness of the villa. Only 
(the reader has my bare word for this, and nothing more), the 
moment I set foot in the house I felt that something was 
wrong. This feeling, I may say, was quite vague, though very 
strong, and I remember that when I saw letters waiting for 
me on the table in the hall I felt certain that the explanation 
was here: I was convinced that there was bad news of some 
sort for me. Yet when I opened them I found no such 
explanation of my premonition: my correspondents all reeked 
of prosperity. Yet this clear miscarriage of a presentiment did 
not dissipate my uneasiness. In that cool fragrant house there 
was something wrong.
 
I am at pains to mention this because to the general view it 
may explain that though I am as a rule so excellent a sleeper 
that the extinction of my light on getting into bed is 
apparently contemporaneous with being called on the 
following morning, I slept very badly on my first night in the 
Villa Cascana. It may also explain the fact that when I did 
sleep (if it was indeed in sleep that I saw what I thought I saw) 
I dreamed in a very vivid and original manner, original, that is 
to say, in the sense that something that, as far as I knew, had 
never previously entered into my consciousness, usurped it 
then. But since, in addition to this evil premonition, certain 
words and events occurring during the rest of the day might 
have suggested something of what I thought happened that 
night, it will be well to relate them.
 
After lunch, then, I went round the house with Mrs. Stanley, 
and during our tour she referred, it is true, to the unoccupied 
bedroom on the first floor, which opened out of the room 
where we had lunched.
 
"We left that unoccupied," she said, "because Jim and I have a 
charming bedroom and dressing-room, as you saw, in the 
wing, and if we used it ourselves we should have to turn the 
dining-room into a dressing-room and have our meals 
downstairs. As it is, however, we have our little flat there, 
Arthur Inglis has his little flat in the other passage; and I 
remembered (aren't I extraordinary?) that you once said that 
the higher up you were in a house the better you were 
pleased. So I put you at the top of the house, instead of giving 
you that room."
 
It is true, that a doubt, vague as my uneasy premonition, 
crossed my mind at this. I did not see why Mrs. Stanley should 
have explained all this, if there had not been more to explain. I 
allow, therefore, that the thought that there was something 
to explain about the unoccupied bedroom was momentarily 
present to my mind.

The second thing that may have borne on my dream 
was this. 
 
At dinner the conversation turned for a moment on 
ghosts. Inglis, with the certainty of conviction, 
expressed his belief that anybody who could possibly 
believe in the existence of supernatural phenomena 
was unworthy of the name of an ass. The subject 
instantly dropped. As far as I can recollect, nothing 
else occurred or was said that could bear on what 
follows.
 
We all went to bed rather early, and personally I 
yawned my way upstairs, feeling hideously sleepy. 
My room was rather hot, and I threw all the windows 
wide, and from without poured in the white light of 
the moon, and the love-song of many nightingales. I 
undressed quickly, and got into bed, but though I 
had felt so sleepy before, I now felt extremely wide-
awake. But I was quite content to be awake: I did not 
toss or turn, I felt perfectly happy listening to the 
song and seeing the light. Then, it is possible, I may 
have gone to sleep, and what follows may have been 
a dream. I thought, anyhow, that after a time the 
nightingales ceased singing and the moon sank. I 
thought also that if, for some unexplained reason, I 
was going to lie awake all night, I might as well read, 
and I remembered that I had left a book in which I 
was interested in the dining-room on the first floor. 
So I got out of bed, lit a candle, and went downstairs. 
I went into the room, saw on a side-table the book I 
had come to look for, and then, simultaneously, saw 
that the door into the unoccupied bedroom was 
open. A curious grey light, not of dawn nor of 
moonshine, came out of it, and I looked in. The bed 
stood just opposite the door, a big four-poster, hung 
with tapestry at the head. Then I saw that the greyish 
light of the bedroom came from the bed, or rather 
from what was on the bed. For it was covered with 
great caterpillars, a foot or more in length, which 
crawled over it. They were faintly luminous, and it 
was the light from them that showed me the room. 
Instead of the sucker-feet of ordinary caterpillars 
they had rows of pincers like crabs, and they moved 
by grasping what they lay on with their pincers, and 
then sliding their bodies forward. In colour these 
dreadful insects were yellowish-grey, and they were 
covered with irregular lumps and swellings. There 
must have been hundreds of them, for they formed a 
sort of writhing, crawling pyramid on the bed. 
Occasionally one fell off on to the floor, with a soft 
fleshy thud, and though the floor was of hard 
concrete, it yielded to the pincerfeet as if it had been 
putty, and, crawling back, the caterpillar would 
mount on to the bed again, to rejoin its fearful 
companions. They appeared to have no faces, so to 
speak, but at one end of them there was a mouth 
that opened sideways in respiration.



Then, as I looked, it seemed to me as if they all suddenly 
became conscious of my presence.
 
All the mouths, at any rate, were turned in my direction, and 
next moment they began dropping off the bed with those 
soft fleshy thuds on to the floor, and wriggling towards me. 
For one second a paralysis as of a dream was on me, but the 
next I was running upstairs again to my room, and I 
remember feeling the cold of the marble steps on my bare 
feet. I rushed into my bedroom, and slammed the door 
behind me, and then--I was certainly wide-awake now--I 
found myself standing by my bed with the sweat of terror 
pouring from me. The noise of the banged door still rang in 
my ears. But, as would have been more usual, if this had been 
mere nightmare, the terror that had been mine when I saw 
those foul beasts crawling about the bed or dropping softly 
on to the floor did not cease then. Awake, now, if dreaming 
before, I did not at all recover from the horror of dream: it did 
not seem to me that I had dreamed. And until dawn, I sat or 
stood, not daring to lie down, thinking that every rustle or 
movement that I heard was the approach of the caterpillars. 
To them and the claws that bit into the cement the wood of 
the door was child's play: steel would not keep them out.
 
But with the sweet and noble return of day the horror 
vanished: the whisper of wind became benignant again: the 
nameless fear, whatever it was, was smoothed out and 
terrified me no longer. Dawn broke, hueless at first; then it 
grew dove-coloured, then the flaming pageant of light spread 
over the sky.
 
The admirable rule of the house was that everybody had 
breakfast where and when he pleased, and in consequence it 
was not till lunch-time that I met any of the other members of 
our party, since I had breakfast on my balcony, and wrote 
letters and other things till lunch. In fact, I got down to that 
meal rather late, after the other three had begun. Between 
my knife and fork there was a small pill-box of cardboard, and 
as I sat down Inglis spoke.
 
"Do look at that," he said, "since you are interested in natural 
history. I found it crawling on my counterpane last night, and I 
don't know what it is."
 
I think that before I opened the pill-box I expected something 
of the sort which I found in it.
 
Inside it, anyhow, was a small caterpillar, greyish-yellow in 
colour, with curious bumps and excrescences on its rings. It 
was extremely active, and hurried round the box, this way and 
that.
 
Its feet were unlike the feet of any caterpillar I ever saw: they 
were like the pincers of a crab. I looked, and shut the lid down 
again.
 

"No, I don't know it," I said, "but it looks rather 
unwholesome. What are you going to do with it?"
 
"Oh, I shall keep it," said Inglis. "It has begun to spin: I 
want to see what sort of a moth it turns into."
 
I opened the box again, and saw that these hurrying 
movements were indeed the beginning of the 
spinning of the web of its cocoon. Then Inglis spoke 
again.
 
"It has got funny feet, too," he said. "They are like 
crabs' pincers. What's the Latin for crab?" "Oh, yes, 
Cancer. So in case it is unique, let's christen it: 
'Cancer Inglisensis.'" Then something happened in 
my brain, some momentary piecing together of all 
that I had seen or dreamed. Something in his words 
seemed to me to throw light on it all, and my own 
intense horror at the experience of the night before 
linked itself on to what he had just said. In effect, I 
took the box and threw it, caterpillar and all, out of 
the window. There was a gravel path just outside, 
and beyond it, a fountain playing into a basin. The 
box fell on to the middle of this.
 
Inglis laughed.
 
"So the students of the occult don't like solid facts," 
he said. "My poor caterpillar!"
 
The talk went off again at once on to other subjects, 
and I have only given in detail, as they happened, 
these trivialities in order to be sure myself that I have 
recorded everything that could have borne on occult 
subjects or on the subject of caterpillars. But at the 
moment when I threw the pill-box into the fountain, 
I lost my head: my only excuse is that, as is probably 
plain, the tenant of it was, in miniature, exactly what I 
had seen crowded on to the bed in the unoccupied 
room. And though this translation of those 
phantoms into flesh and blood--or whatever it is that 
caterpillars are made of--ought perhaps to have 
relieved the horror of the night, as a matter of fact it 
did nothing of the kind. It only made the crawling 
pyramid that covered the bed in the unoccupied 
room more hideously real.
 
After lunch we spent a lazy hour or two strolling 
about the garden or sitting in the loggia, and it must 
have been about four o'clock when Stanley and I 
started off to bathe, down the path that led by the 
fountain into which I had thrown the pill-box. The 
water was shallow and clear, and at the bottom of it I 
saw its white remains. The water had disintegrated 
the cardboard, and it had become no more than a 
few strips and shreds of sodden paper. 
 



The centre of the fountain was a marble Italian Cupid which 
squirted the water out of a wine-skin held under its arm. And 
crawling up its leg was the caterpillar. Strange and scarcely 
credible as it seemed, it must have survived the falling-to-bits 
of its prison, and made its way to shore, and there it was, out 
of arm's reach, weaving and waving this way and that as it 
evolved its cocoon.
 
Then, as I looked at it, it seemed to me again that, like the 
caterpillar I had seen last night, it saw me, and breaking out of 
the threads that surrounded it, it crawled down the marble 
leg of the Cupid and began swimming like a snake across the 
water of the fountain towards me. It came with extraordinary 
speed (the fact of a caterpillar being able to swim was new to 
me), and in another moment was crawling up the marble lip 
of the basin. Just then Inglis joined us.
 
"Why, if it isn't old 'Cancer Inglisensis' again," he said, catching 
sight of the beast. "What a tearing hurry it is in!"
 
We were standing side by side on the path, and when the
caterpillar had advanced to within about a yard of us, it 
stopped, and began waving again as if in doubt as to the 
direction in which it should go. Then it appeared to make up 
its mind, and crawled on to Inglis' shoe.
 
"It likes me best," he said, "but I don't really know that I like it. 
And as it won't drown I think perhaps--" He shook it off his 
shoe on to the gravel path and trod on it.
 
All afternoon the air got heavier and heavier with the Sirocco 
that was without doubt coming up from the south, and that 
night again I went up to bed feeling very sleepy; but below 
my drowsiness, so to speak, there was the consciousness, 
stronger than before, that there was something wrong in the 
house, that something dangerous was close at hand. But I fell 
asleep at once, and--how long after I do not know--either 
woke or dreamed I awoke, feeling that I must get up at once, 
or I should be too late. Then (dreaming or awake) I lay and 
fought this fear, telling myself that I was but the prey of my 
own nerves disordered by Sirocco or what not, and at the 
same time quite clearly knowing in another part of my mind, 
so to speak, that every moment's delay added to the danger. 
At last this second feeling became irresistible, and I put on 
coat and trousers and went out of my room on to the landing. 
And then I saw that I had already delayed too long, and that I 
was now too late.
 
The whole of the landing of the first floor below was invisible 
under the swarm of caterpillars that crawled there. The 
folding doors into the sitting-room from which opened the 
bedroom where I had seen them last night were shut, but 
they were squeezing through the cracks of it and dropping 
one by one through the keyhole, elongating themselves into 
mere string as they passed, and growing fat and lumpy again 
on emerging. Some, as if exploring, were nosing about the 
steps into the passage at the end of which were Inglis' rooms,

others were crawling on the lowest steps of the 
staircase that led up to where I stood. The landing, 
however, was completely covered with them: I was cut 
off. And of the frozen horror that seized me when I saw 
that I can give no idea in words.
 
Then at last a general movement began to take place, 
and they grew thicker on the steps that led to Inglis' 
room. Gradually, like some hideous tide of flesh, they 
advanced along the passage, and I saw the foremost, 
visible by the pale grey luminousness that came from 
them, reach his door. Again and again I tried to shout 
and warn him, in terror all the time that they would turn 
at the sound of my voice and mount my stair instead, 
but for all my efforts I felt that no sound came from my 
throat. They crawled along the hinge-crack of his door, 
passing through as they had done before, and still I 
stood there, making impotent efforts to shout to him, to 
bid him escape while there was time.
 
At last the passage was completely empty: they had all 
gone, and at that moment I was conscious for the first 
time of the cold of the marble landing on which I stood 
barefooted. The dawn was just beginning to break in 
the Eastern sky.
 
Six months after I met Mrs. Stanley in a country house 
in England. We talked on many subjects and at last she 
said:
 
"I don't think I have seen you since I got that dreadful 
news about Arthur Inglis a month ago."
 
"I haven't heard," said I.
 
"No? He has got cancer. They don't even advise an 
operation, for there is no hope of a cure: he is riddled 
with it, the doctors say."
 
Now during all these six months I do not think a day 
had passed on which I had not had in my mind the 
dreams (or whatever you like to call them) which I had 
seen in the Villa Cascana.
 
"It is awful, is it not?" she continued, "and I feel I can't 
help feeling, that he may have--"
 
"Caught it at the villa?" I asked.
 
She looked at me in blank surprise.
 
"Why did you say that?" she asked. "How did you 
know?"
 
Then she told me. In the unoccupied bedroom a year 
before there had been a fatal case of cancer. She had, of 
course, taken the best advice and had been told that 
the utmost dictates of prudence would be obeyed so 
long as she did not put anybody to sleep in the room, 
which had also been thoroughly disinfected and newly 
white-washed and painted. 
 
But--



A larger problem is that the king infeudates the right to collect 
prise. It’s all very well saying the king will take your stuff, then pay 
for it at the price assessed by your business rivals in the city of 
London, but when the king sells the prise rights for a port to some 
minor noble in the middle of nowhere, and that noble gives the 
right to assess to the local church steward, who may be his 
brother, things just become ridiculous.
 
 
 
In nine, or perhaps ten, of the biggest ports in England, merchants 
are required to pay “lastage”. This word has several meanings, and 
may have multiple derivations. It is paid per ship, on exports. 
Although some places call it ballastage, there’s no proof that it 
was a charge for rocks to use as ballast – which was apparently a 
thing in some places. Lastage doesn’t affect coastal trade within 
England, so if you are shipping grain from Kent to Cornwall, you 
are exempt. Scavage is a similar fee charged on imports.
 
It only affects goods for sale, but if a redcap is dressed shoddily 
and he has some magic items for emergencies, it’s hard to prove 
they are personal possessions, not trade goods. Worse, if he’s 
carrying stuff for someone else, that he’s doing so without an 
expectation of sale is hard to prove. Say he’s carrying the Robes of 
Ruby Dawn to the new Primus of Ex Miscellanea, its tricky to prove 
these are aren’t a commissioned work of cloth being taken to a 
churchman in Normandy. Lastage and scavage are probably 
farmed out, like the prise. That is, a person pays the king an annual 
fee to be able to collect it in an area.
 
 
 
Lords who have the control of a port have a series of rights. These 
include anchorage, keelage, ballastage, lestage, busselage, 
prisage, towage, wharfage, morage, housellage, terrage, tronage, 
cranage, and measurage. Basically the person in charge of the 
port could nickel and dime you for every little thing, from 
dropping anchor, to using a crane, using a wharf, putting stuff on 
his land, using a warehouse, exporting stuff in barrels, and so on. 
Townsmen don’t pay petty noble customs – which is why so many 
villages with rich people in them want to become towns, and pay 
the king for the privilege.
 
 
 
Cornish tin was taxed through the Stanneries, a sort of Parliament 
of miners. Smuggling lets you avoid those. Pewter was exported, 
at times in large quantities, from Bristol, London, Exeter and 
Dartmouth. It attracted a tax, so again if your covenant is selling 
tin, you need to smuggle or pay the tax.

I wasn’t going to write in detail about Cornish 
smuggling, because its golden age is three 
centuries beyond the game period. If you go 
onto Wikipedia, as it reads while I write, it says 
that there was no smuggling before Edward I 
established customs payments in 1275. That 
sounds plausible. On a whim I followed the 
footnotes on the article, and the author 
Wikipedia is quoting says precisely the 
opposite. In “The early English customs system; 
a documentary study of the institutional and 
economical history of the customs from the 
thirteenth to the sixteenth century” by 
Norman Gras, there’s a chapter on customs 
before the “Old Custom” of 1275. Looking at the 
early law, it occurred to me that House 
Mercere isn’t just a merchant company: it also 
needs to engage in smuggling. It really has no 
choice.
 
 
 
The oldest royal tax on merchants is “prise” 
and for magi it’s the most troublesome. This 
word, which becomes both the modern “prize” 
and “price”, describes the royal right to seize 
useful material, then pay for it at a rate that is 
either historical, or pegged to a particular 
market. The prise is only levied on material 
being exported. It is most well known on wine. 
The king’s court needs a heap of wine, and his 
people have the right to grab as much of it as 
they like, then pay for it at a rate determined 
by the merchants of London.
 
During the game period, prise expands to 
other luxury goods. Here’s a quote from the 
game period “Within the term of…three tides, 
the sheriff and the king’s chamberlain are to 
come to the ship and, if there is a vessel of gold 
or silver of Solomon work, or precious stones, 
or cloth of Constantinople or of Regensburg, or 
fine linen, or coats of mail from Mainz, they 
shall take them for the king’s use, by the view 
and appraisal of the loyal merchants of London 
and within a fortnight pay the money.” This 
means that a heap of stuff that House Mercere 
is moving about for magi, particularly forms for 
making magic items, can be lawfully seized.
In other accounts, wool, cloth and wax are also 
prise. These are of value to magi, particularly 
wax, which is what they use to create light 
when not using magic.

Early English Smuggling

PRISE

LASTAGE AND SCAVAGE

PETTY PORT CUSTOMS

TIN AND PEWTER



 
 
Most towns have a custom which is paid whenever material either 
enters or leaves the town. One of the key features of this system, 
however, is that local notables do not pay these tolls. Burgesses do 
not pay the tolls in their own towns and, if from certain special 
towns, do not pay town tolls anywhere in England. I believe Bristol 
is such a town. The king can give the same right to ignore tolls to 
anyone, and often gives it to his own merchants, and to the 
representatives of religious houses.
 
Time for another quote “So great indeed was the list of 
exemptions by the end of the twelfth century that it was chiefly 
aliens, the poorer citizens of towns, and peasants, who paid the 
town tolls.”
 
As an example the Billingsgate tolls, which are for London, 
covered wood, cloth, fish, wine, oil, pigs, pepper, gloves, vinegar, 
fowl, eggs, cheese, and butter in the Eleventh Century. You can 
see why House Mercere wants its Mercer House in London, and a 
pawn as its face, so that they can avoid much of this hassle.
 
 
 
The fifteenth was a tax on all goods exported or imported, but not 
coastal trade. It was not farmed out: it was enforced by the King’s 
own men, the chief of whom was called a custumarius It was 
novel in that it was only charged once, no matter how many 
towns the goods touched in their travel to final owners. This did 
not replace the local systems, which continued to tax people. The 
Fifteenth was by weight or value, and so this meant that you owed 
16d per pound. It’s around 6 percent, but given that an 
international trader paid it both on the cargo coming in, then the 
new cargo going out, and that it sat atop local charges, this 
creates a price differential which makes smuggling profitable.
 
Under the new custom of 1275, indefinite prise is discontinued. The 
custom was not a pure percentage, it was a series of dues on 
different products. For example, wine was 2 shillings per tun. Wool 
was 3s/4d per sack, the same for 300 woolfells, and 6s/8d. for a last 
of hides. Wine and wool are mainstays of the later smuggling 
trade. Shipping wool to Flanders is so important to the English 
economy that eventually it caused wars with the French, and the 
Speaker of the House of Lords still sits on a woolsack. Wine was 
the counter-cargo. To explain the other two, a woolfell is a hide 
with the fleece still attached, and a last is a standard cargo (in this 
case 200 hides). Cloth (2s or less, by quality) , wax (12d per hundred 
pounds) “All other wares, exported or imported, fine cloths, 
animals, com, and general merchandise at 3 d. per £ value”.
 
So, these give us scope for actual smuggling, despite the claims to 
the contrary in a surprising number of sources.

TOWN CUSTOMS (CUSTUMA VILLE)

THE FIFTEENTH OF KING JOHN



Microepisode week is to allows me to use up 
plot ideas that have been sitting in my 
notebooks for a while. I’ve noticed that ideas 
that go out to the community and circulate 
around a little tend to come back in better 
forms. That is when you look at Ars Magica it’s 
often the second or third attempt that we 
make it something that’s the good one. 
 
So this lets me get the primary idea out into 
the ether, so that any of you have some ideas 
can connect together ideas you have and, 
hopefully in a week or a month or a year, I’ll see 
them reflected back in some more beautiful 
form. This is far better than if I just left them in 
my notebooks.

ROSSINI'S WIGS

TYCHO BRAHE'S NOSE

A little trivia can lead to a plot hook. Recently 
on “No such thing as a fish”, which is a podcast 
run by the people who do the research for the 
television program QI, they mentioned that 
the composer Rossini was terribly 
embarrassed by his baldness so he had ten 
wigs made, each slightly longer than the one 
before, and he wore them in a weekly 
sequence. He made sure to comment to 
people that he was going to visit the barber 
and then switch back to the shortest.
 
In thinking about this I was immediately 
struck by the idea that this prevented you 
from having your hair used against you as an 
Arcane Connection. So as a plot hook: the 
covenants stables have burst into flame! Once 
you control the fire, and save most of the 
horses and supplies, you discover one of the 
animals is dead. Basic divination makes it the 
source of the fire, but how is that possible? 
Horses don’t just explode. One of your senior 
mages wears a horsehair wig. His enemy cast a 
pilum of fire using hairs from that wig as an 
arcane connection. This struck the horse and 
incinerated it, setting the hay in the stables to 
flame. How can you keep the elder magus safe 
while tracing his attempted murderer, and 
how do you deal with them, given that they 
must have a great skill at magic to open an 
intangible tunnel?
 
Looking a little more, I discovered that his 
work-space was oddly geometric: everything 
had its precise place, including his wigs which 
were kept in their order on busts. People who 
visited him were astonished, because back 
then opera composers were Libertines. If 
you’ve seen the movie “Amadeus”, people 
were expected to live like that: in a sort of 
squalor that only the truly rich can manage. I 
like that he was so persnickety, partly because 
I have OCD and we like to claim every 
historical genius as ours, and because it makes 
him sound more like a magus. A Twilight scar 
could have caused his incurable baldness.

Tycho Brahe lost his nose during a duel at 
University so he wore a prosthetic one. I won’t 
be able to stop myself until I call this a 
prosthetic proboscis, so I’ll get that out of the 
way now. He had several: he had a brass one 
for everyday wear and he had a court nose 
which was gilded, for when he was swanning 
about with royalty. A long time ago I 
considered faerie prosthetic limbs, but now I’m 
trying to write up Stellasper, a covenant 
housing an astronomical sept of Criamon 
magi, and I can’t help thinking that cutting off 
your nose to use a prosthetic nose that 
previously belonged to a great astronomer 
might be some sort of initiation ritual. Criamon 
magi tend to be aloof from human contact at 
best, so making changes to their faces might 
not count as a flaw. Nevertheless the nose of 
Tycho Brahe is one of those things that if I 
were to write it up people would think I was 
being silly and that makes me want to write it 
up even more.
 
That nose has been next to every telescope 
that has made every famous discovery by 
Tycho Brahe. If it’s a spirit of artifice it should 
be a powerful one and to make the best use of 
it you might have to cut off your nose. Worse, 
he has two noses for different purposes: one 
for serious work as an astronomer and one for 
when he was with noblemen. What if the two 
noses are rivals? What if they force their two 
wearers into competition?

Microepisode Week



AMALFI PAPERNOTES ON FAIRY FEASTS
One day one of us will write a Venice book. It’s 
obvious. They’re the rising power in 13th 
century Europe. They’re the crossroads where 
everything meets. In the setting, Venice hasn’t 
yet risen to the heights it will reach in the 
Renaissance, but it has been set up as a place 
where covenants from all over Europe have 
chapter houses. Someone will write Venice 
and that means that someone should write 
Amalfi. Amalfi is the first of the merchant city-
states that trade through the Mediterranean, 
and thereby get money to hire mercenaries, 
build ships, and develop banks. They fall. They 
fall to Venice and to the Normans who invade 
southern Italy.
 
Venice is built on services transport banking 
but it has some unique luxury good: glass. 
Particularly in mythic Europe as described, 
that’s overemphasized. When I was describing 
the glass trade in “City and Gild” I got that bit 
wrong. I mistook fine glass for all “quite good” 
glass. At some point I need to do an episode 
about forest glass, to explain what the rest of 
Europe was doing for glass, because it’s 
probably what your covenant mates are doing. 
In my defense everyone who’d written about 
Ars Magica glass previously had also been tied 
into the Venetian magic of glass.
 
Amalfi’s great treasure, the thing that it made 
no one else could make as well, was paper. 
Paper is one of those evocative things that we 
know that Magi want. In some ways they need 
it, because it would allow their apprentices to 
study faster, from disposable books. It’s a 
population growth tool and a military 
preparedness tool.
 
So Amalfi, the great merchant state, 
surrounded on all its mountains by water 
driven mills pounding cotton fibers into paper, 
has neve3r been written up. I think perhaps it’s 
that it’s very difficult to find materials about 
Amalfi in English. It is certainly easier to write 
about Venice. It is certainly easier to write 
about Norman Sicily and the splendours of the 
court of Frederick II. When we do write about 
Frederick II’s court, and we’re doing Venice 
and we’re doing Rome and we’re doing 
Magvillus, it would be very easy to forget little 
Amalfi. I think it would be a perfect place for a 
covenant/

This is a tiny bit of color for fairy feasts, from a 
study by the Institute of Making. Most fairies 
don’t use iron in Ars Magica. They tend to use 
bronze or brass weapons instead. That was 
particularly the case in the 2nd and 3rd 
editions – now instead they use faerie iron, 
which is a substance that looks like iron only to 
people who don’t really know anything much 
about iron. Their faerie iron is made out of 
glamour and ambient matter rather than real 
iron.
 
The inability to use iron is a particular difficulty 
when eating. In the modern day we use 
stainless steel in our eating utensils because it 
doesn’t interact with the acids in foods or with 
saliva. Eating food off brass or bronze 
implements tastes terrible. Similarly silver 
dining utensils, although they have been 
popular historically, taste horrible. Faerie iron 
and faerie silver may have other flavors – it’s 
possible they’re even positive. Some people 
report that copper utensils make fruit taste 
sweeter. The Institute suggests that you 
haven’t lived until you’ve eaten off gold 
implements, as these have the pure flavor of 
the food, with nothing added, as gold is all but 
unreactive. Frankly if you have the fluorine in 
your mouth required to make the gold react 
you have bigger problems than listening to my 
podcast. Get to a hospital immediately. The 
paper I’m reading doesn’t consider wood or 
ceramic utensils which, particularly in the 
latter case, can have a similar flavorlessness, 
because they’re not reactive.
 
Many Europeans carry an eating knife with 
them so this would be one easy way of telling 
if a person is a faerie. You would look at their 
knife, or you would let them use your knife to 
eat with.

 
Ice cream hasn’t been invented in Europe yet but it’s 
getting close. In period there is some reference to 
people eating wine slush, which is the dregs from wine 
mixed with snow. This creates a delicacy which is a 
little bit like shave ice. I imagine that Magi use this is a 
festive food, because they can produce ice easily. They 
don’t have to import it (and that was a business that 
made certain people very rich somewhat after the 
medieval period) because they can produce ice simply, 
Turkish sherbet is not yet known in Mythic Europe I 
know that it enters English through French where it’s 
called sorbet

WINE SLUSH



CAULDRONSBELGIAN WHETSTONES
Your covenant probably doesn’t have a 
cauldron. The structure of a cauldron is 
basically a pot with little legs underneath, so 
that you can pack fuel in. It can be suspended 
over a fire. Sometimes if it doesn’t have the 
little legs, but basically it’s got the rounded 
shape because it doesn’t sit upon a flat surface. 
Flat-bottomed saucepans, which I’m told by 
Wikipedia Americans may call stockpots, occur 
because you’ve got an oven underneath. The 
fire in the oven is heating the element and the 
element is heating the pot.
 
In the kitchens of many covenants they have a 
simple magic item which causes a stone or a 
piece of a metal to heat up. If you have that 
sort of magic item you don’t have cauldrons: 
you would have something that directly 
contacts across the entire surface like a 
saucepan or a stockpot. So, because they have 
invented ovens, the way that hermetic 
magicians produce food might look entirely 
different to the way that contemporary people 
produce food. You could still have some of the 
dry heat applications – like spit roasting for 
example – but if you have ovens cauldrons 
make less sense. Baking makes a lot more 
sense and not just for bread. Most of the roasts 
we now eat aren’t actually roasted from a 
medieval perspective, they’re baked. When 
you go into a covenant kitchen you’re likely to 
see something far more like a Victorian 
kitchen, simply because magi have 
accidentally invented the oven element.
 
This also affects what they cook. It’s easier to 
make omelettes on an element for example. 
It’s easier to make pancakes on an element. It’s 
easier to get closer to the element, so it’s easier 
to manipulate the food. This means you can fry 
food in smaller individual pieces. The cuisine of 
the order of Hermes may seem strange to 
cooks from that period

The best whetstones in Europe come from Belgium. 
There’s a particular mine there. The stones aren’t 
particularly large. They’re a sort of blue marbled 
substance and the Romans made sure that they kept 
quite a tight hold of that spot while they were in that 
part of Europe. I keep thinking that one of the local 
covenants should control that place.
 
Clearly it’s something that everyone wants. Everyone 
wants sharp swords. Everyone wants sharp knives. 
Everyone wants sharp agricultural tools. I like the idea 
of it because when we talk about what covenants do 
for a living, tying them down to a single commodity 
can force stories. That’s why I suggested in Covenants 
that there is one that makes its money by mining 
custard.

HOT CRUST PIES
The pies which are baked in period are hot crust pies. 
They are made by shaping a dough up around a 
wooden form, which is called a dolly, blind baking the 
pie, then stuffing the pie. The fats which go into the 
pie tend to be things like lard and it is unusual to eat 
the outer case of the pie in period. In later periods, less 
salt is used and more butter is added, so that the case 
itself becomes edible. We now call it a crust: in period 
it was called a coffin, a word which at the time just 
meant “box”. You would pop the top off and scoop the 
contents out of the coffin, then eat them.
 
[That sounds disgusting and necromancers should 
probably do that]
 
Pies are designed to prevent their contents from 
going off. The whole point of the crust is to act as 
clingfilm. It prevents air reaching the middle of the pie 
so that the things inside don’t rot. American settlers 
used to be able to fill a barn with pies during harvest 
season and just thaw one out each morning. It doesn’t 
matter how dirty it gets. It doesn’t matter if stuff grows 
on it, so long as nothing gets inside. In this it would be 
assisted by the resistance to rot and decay that magic 
items have.
 
In many pies, particularly pies with meat in them, it 
was necessary to exclude the air further. They did that 
with a thick layer of gelatine. This is called aspic. Aspic 
pies are those slightly terrifying ones you see in period 
British dramas. They would make a really decent form 
for single use magic items, because the problem with 
potions is you can spill them. I’ve often thought 
potions should be in the form of boiled sweets: that 
way if you drop them it doesn’t matter



PHOSPHOROUSSHOCK QUARTZ
Phosphorus was discovered by an alchemist called Henning 
Brown in 1669. He took a large amount of urine, left it sitting 
around for until it became a black powder, burned it with 
sand, and then ran the vapors and oils that came off the 
mass through water to condense them. (You might be 
wondering why someone has that much urine lying around. 
Up until the 17th century urine was used in laundry.)
 
Henning Brown called his new substance phosphorus, 
because it glows in the dark. He was very interested in the 
Philosopher’s Stone and people thought that a cold 
substance that a cold fire was just the kind of mystical thing 
that may lead to being able to live forever or turn led to gold. 
Brand is the first named person to discover an element.
 
Elements don’t exist in Ars Magica in the conventional 
sense, but we may finally have found an elemental more 
dangerous than the published one full of toxic white lead. 
An elemental made out of phosphorus is explosive and toxic 
to the touch. The main forms of phosphorus are white 
phosphorous, which is the one that would be discussing so 
far, and red phosphorus, which is what happens when you 
take white phosphorous and, in the absence of air, you heat 
it to about 300 degrees. The advantage of red phosphorus is 
that it’s not toxic to touch. Similarly white phosphorous will 
just burn on its own when left in air: red phosphorus is 
slightly more stable. Having mentioned phosphorus I’d like 
to draw your attention back to an earlier episode of the 
podcast called Playing The Ghost in which I discussed the 
early Australian custom of people covering themselves in 
phosphorescent paint and jumping out to scare other locals, 
That episode also deals with the Spring-heeled Jack 
phenomenon

Shock quartz has a lamellar structure (that is, it’s in 
sheets) rather than in the traditional crystals. It was 
discovered in the blast craters of nuclear weapons, 
then people started finding naturally-occurring shock 
quartz. It turns out that this shock quartz is caused by 
meteoric impacts. We’ve only discussed meteoric 
impacts seriously in one Ars Magica supplement. 
That’s the “Fallen Fane”. It’s the one with which I’m, 
perhaps, least familiar with because it’s an adventure 
and I don’t believe I’ve run it. It’s interesting that these 
stones that fall from the sky have the ability to 
transmute the rock that they strike. Hermetic 
magicians may have some vague idea that this is 
possible because lightning does metaphorically similar 
thing to silica. It creates great webs of fused glass that 
are called thunderbolts.
 
Shock warts may prove the MacGuffin for all kinds of 
original research. Now when you’re looking for it in 
Mythic Europe there is a particular place that’s of 
value. It’s in Bavaria, around the town of Nördlingen. 
Nordlingen is in a meteoric impact site and there is so 
much of this shocked quartz that the people used the 
quartz to build the foundations for their houses. They 
have an entire village built on this mystical stuff. Does 
does it create an aura does it call down astral spirits? 
Does it make aerial demons feel more comfortable in 
the place?

SHATTERCONES
Another interesting material that magicians may wish 
to use for their laboratories, or to enchant as forms for 
magic items, are shatter cones. When a meteorite falls, 
if large enough, it causes a pressure wave. This creates 
shock quartz and then, beneath the ground, it creates 
shatter cones. 
 
The pressure flows away through the ground creating 
cones of compressed soil or pseudostriated stone. If 
there are multiple cones that are connected to one 
meteoric crater, their tips all point toward where the 
meteor struck. Shattercones vary in size.
 
The smallest are microscopic and the largest known 
one is about 10 meters long. I’d like to see a magician 
who wants to collect all of the shatter cones from a 
single crater and use them as a laboratory piece, to 
control lightning, or draw down airy spirits, or call 
down lightning to reanimate corpses.

In the window of the oldest chocolate shop in Adelaide 
there’s an explanation for where dragees come from. 
Dragees have various forms, but what I’m talking about 
here are sugared almonds, which in Australia are used as 
wedding favors. The sign said that they were invented in 
Paris at the start of the 13th century and they were made 
by coating almonds in a toffee made out of honey. Paris is 
significant in that it’s the start of the Grand Tour for House 
Jerbiton. Who’s making these honeyed nuts?
 
I’d like to suggest that it’s a demon who wants to appear 
affable and friendly, so he gives these things out. He seems 
weak, and it encourages the young apprentices to 
underestimate him and call him “Old Honeynuts”. The 
bear-leaders of the Grand Tour insist that they don’t do 
that, but forbidding actions makes people want to do 
them. The young magi steal his nuts, and underestimate 
him, but he doesn’t mind, because it allows him to entrap 
them in one of the later places where demons have 
greater power, for example the demonic bridge that 
crosses St Bernard’s Pass in the Alps
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The Pear Drum (The New Mother)

THE children were always called Blue-Eyes and the Turkey, and they  came by the names in this 
manner. The elder one was like her dear father who was far away at sea, and when the mother 
looked up she would often say, " Child, you have taken the pattern of your father's eyes;" for the 
father had the bluest of blue eyes, and so gradually his little girl came to be called after them. 
The younger one had once, while she was still almost a baby, cried bitterly because a turkey that 
lived near to the cottage, and sometimes wandered into the forest, suddenly vanished in the 
middle of the winter ; and to console her she had been called by its name. 
 
Now the mother and Blue-Eyes and the Turkey and the baby all lived in a lonely cottage on the 
edge of the forest. The forest was so near that the garden at the back seemed a part of it, and the 
tall fir-trees were so close that their big black arms stretched over the little thatched roof, and 
when the moon shone upon them their tangled shadows were all over the white-washed walls. 
 
It was a long way to the village, nearly a mile and a half, and the mother had to work hard and 
had not time to go often herself to see if there was a letter at the post-office from the dear 
father, and so very often in the afternoon she used to send the two children. They were very 
proud of being able to go alone, and often ran half the way to the post-office. When they came 
back tired with the long walk, there would be the mother waiting and watching for them, and the 
tea would be ready, and the baby crowing with delight ; and if by any chance there was a letter 
from the sea, then they were happy indeed. 
 
The cottage room was so cosy : the walls were as white as snow inside as well as out, and against 
them hung the cake-tin and the baking- dish, and the lid of a large saucepan that had been worn 
out long before the children could remember, and the fish-slice, all polished and shining as 
bright as silver. On one side of the fireplace, above the bellows hung the almanac, and on the 
other the clock that always struck the wrong hour and was always running down too soon, but it 
was a good clock, with a little picture on its face and sometimes ticked away for nearly a week 
without stopping. The baby's high chair stood in one corner, and in another there was a 
cupboard hung up high against the wall, in which the mother kept all manner of little surprises. 
The children often wondered how the things that came out of that cupboard had got into it, for 
they seldom saw them put there.
 
" Dear children," the mother said one afternoon late in the autumn, " it is very chilly for you to go 
to the village, but you must walk quickly, and who knows but what you may bring back a letter 
saying that dear father is already on his way to England." Then Blue-Eyes and the Turkey made 
haste and were soon ready to go. " Don't be long," the mother said, as she always did before they 
started. "Go the nearest way and don't look at any strangers you meet, and be sure you do not 
talk with them." 
 
" No, mother," they answered; and then she kissed them and called them dear good children, and 
they joyfully started on their way. 
 
The village was gayer than usual, for there had been a fair the day before, and the people who 
had made merry still hung about the street as if reluctant to own that their holiday was over.
 
" I wish we had come yesterday," Blue-Eyes said to the Turkey ; " then we might have seen 
something."
 
" Look there," said the Turkey, and she pointed to a stall covered with gingerbread; but the 
children had no money. At the end of the street, close to the Blue Lion where the coaches 
stopped, an old man sat on the ground with his back resting against the wall of a house, and by 
him, with smart collars round their necks, were two dogs. Evidently they were dancing dogs, the 
children thought, and longed to see them perform, but they seemed as tired as their master, and 
sat quite still beside him, looking as if they had not even a single wag left in their tails.
 
" Oh, I do wish we had been here yesterday," Blue-Eyes said again as they went on to the 
grocer's, which was also the post-office.
 
The post-mistress was very busy weighing out half-pounds of coffee, and when she had time to 
attend to the children she only just said "No letter for you to-day," and went on with what she 
was doing. Then Blue-Eyes and the Turkey turned away to go home. They went back slowly 
down the village street, past the man with the dogs again. One dog had roused himself and sat 
up rather crookedly with his head a good deal on one side, looking very melancholy and rather 
ridiculous; but on the children went towards the bridge and the fields that led to the forest.

This is a traditional story, retold 
here by Lucy Clifford. It was a 
source for Neil Gaiman's "Coraline". 
It has two faeries contesting for a 
pair of feral children. The first 
mother has a series of prohibitions 
and she vanishes when they are 
broken, like a selkie wife, so the 
temptation to say she is a faerie is 
obvious.  The new mother arrives 
after temptation, so she seems, 
superficially, to be demonic. The 
village girl's ability to plan is 
unusual for a demon. Might the new 
mother  be another faerie, or even 
the original mother herself, 
transformed by the expressed 
desires of the children?
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They had left the village and walked some way, and then, just before they 
reached the bridge, they noticed, resting against a pile of stones by the wayside, 
a strange dark figure. At first they thought it was some one asleep, then they 
thought it was a poor woman ill and hungry, and then they saw that it was a 
strange wild-looking girl, who seemed very unhappy, and they felt sure that 
something was the matter. So they went and looked at her, and thought they 
would ask her if they could do anything to help her, for they were kind children 
and sorry indeed for any one in distress. 
 
The girl seemed to be tall, and was about fifteen years old. She was dressed in 
very ragged clothes. Round her shoulders there was an old brown shawl, which 
was torn at the corner that hung down the middle of her back She wore no 
bonnet, and an old yellow handkerchief which she had tied round her head had 
fallen backwards and was all huddled up round her neck. Her hair was coal black 
and hung down uncombed and unfastened, just anyhow. It was not very long, 
but it was very shiny, and it seemed to match her bright black eyes and dark 
freckled skin. On her feet were coarse gray stockings and thick shabby boots, 
which she had evidently forgotten to lace up. 
 
She had something hidden away under her shawl, but the children did not know 
what it was. At first they thought it was a baby, but when, on seeing them 
coming towards her, she carefully put it under her and sat upon it, they thought 
they must be mistaken. She sat watching the children approach, and did not 
move or stir till they were within a yard of her ; then she wiped her 
eyes just as if she had been crying bitterly, and looked up. 
 
The children stood still in front of her for a moment, staring at her and 
wondering what they ought to do. " Are you crying ?" they asked shyly.
 
To their surprise she said in a most cheerful voice, " Oh dear, no ! quite the 
contrary. Are you ? " They thought it rather rude of her to reply in this
way, for any one could see that they were not crying. They felt half in mind to 
walk away ; but the girl looked at them so hard with her big black eyes, they
did not like to do so till they had said something else.
 
"Perhaps you have lost yourself?" they said gently.
 
But the girl answered promptly, " Certainly not. Why, you have just found me. 
Besides," she added, " I live in the village." The children were surprised at this, 
for they had never seen her before, and yet they thought they knew all the 
village folk by sight.
 
" We often go to the village," they said, thinking it might interest her.
 
" Indeed," she answered. That was all ; and again they wondered what to do.
 
Then the Turkey, who had an inquiring mind, put a good straightforward 
question. " What are you sitting on ? " she asked.
 
" On a peardrum," the girl answered, still speaking in a most cheerful voice, at 
which the children wondered, for she looked very cold and uncomfortable.
 
" What is a peardrum ?" they asked.
 
"I am surprised at your not knowing," the girl answered. " Most people in good 
society have one." And then she pulled it out and showed it to them.
 
It was a curious instrument, a good deal like a guitar in shape ; it had three 
strings, but only two pegs by which to tune them. The third string was never 
tuned at all, and thus added to the singular effect produced by the village girl's 
music. And yet, oddly, the peardrum was not played by touching its strings, but 
by turning a little handle cunningly hidden on one side.
 
But the strange thing about the peardrum was not the music it made, or the 
strings, or the handle, but a little square box attached to one side. The box had a 
little flat lid that appeared to open by a spring. That was all the children could 
make out at first. They were most anxious to see inside the box, or to know 
what it contained, but they thought it might look curious to say so. "It really is a 
most beautiful thing, is a peardrum," the girl said, looking at it, and speaking in a 
voice that was almost affectionate.
 
" Where did you get it ?" the children asked.
 
" I bought it," the girl answered.

" Didn't it cost a great deal of money?" they asked.
 
"Yes," answered the girl slowly, nodding her head, "it cost a great deal 
of money. I am very rich," she added. And this the children thought a 
really remarkable statement, for they had not supposed that rich 
people dressed in old clothes, or went about without bonnets. She 
might at least have done her hair, they thought ; but they did not like to 
say so.
 
"You don't look rich," they said slowly, and in as polite a voice as 
possible.
 
" Perhaps not," the girl answered cheerfully.
 
At this the children gathered courage, and ventured to remark, "You 
look rather shabby" they did not like to say ragged.
 
"Indeed?" said the girl in the voice of one who had heard a pleasant but 
surprising statement. " A little shabbiness is very respectable," she 
added in a satisfied voice. " I must really tell them this," she continued. 
And the children wondered what she meant. She opened the little box 
by the side of the peardrum, and said, just as if she were speaking to 
some one who could hear her, "They say I look rather shabby ; it is quite 
lucky, isn't it ? "
 
" Why, you are not speaking to any one ! " they said, more surprised 
than ever.
 
" Oh dear, yes ! I am speaking to them both."
 
" Both?" they said, wondering.
 
"Yes. I have here a little man dressed as a peasant, and wearing a wide 
slouch hat with a large feather, and a little woman to match, dressed in 
a red petticoat, and a white handkerchief pinned across her bosom. I 
put them on the lid of the box, and when I play they dance most 
beautifully. The little man takes off his hat and waves it in the air, and 
the little woman holds up her petticoat a little bit on one side with one 
hand, and with the other sends forward a kiss."
 
" Oh ! let us see ; do let us see ! " the children cried, both at once.
 
Then the village girl looked at them doubtfully. " Let you see!" she said 
slowly. " Well, I am not sure that I can. Tell me, are you good?"
 
" Yes, yes," they answered eagerly, " we are very good!"
 
"Then it's quite impossible," she answered, and resolutely closed the lid 
of the box.
 
They stared at her in astonishment. " But we are good," they cried, 
thinking she must have misunderstood them. "We are very good. 
Mother always says we are."
 
" So you remarked before," the girl said, speaking in a tone of decision.
 
Still the children did not understand. "Then can't you let us see the little 
man and woman?" they asked.
 
" Oh dear, no !" the girl answered. " I only show them to naughty 
children."
 
"To naughty children !" they exclaimed.
 
" Yes, to naughty children," she answered ; " and the worse the children 
the better do the man and woman dance." She put the peardrum 
carefully under her ragged cloak, and prepared to go on her way.  " I 
really could not have believed that you were good," she said, 
reproachfully, as if they had accused themselves of some great crime. " 
Well, good day."
 
" Oh, but do show us the little man and woman," they cried.
 
" Certainly not. Good day," she said again.



" Oh, but we will be naughty," they said in despair.
 
" I am afraid you couldn't," she answered, shaking her head. " It requires a great 
deal of skill, especially to be naughty well. Good day," she said for the third time. " 
Perhaps I shall see you in the village to-morrow." And swiftly she walked away, 
while the children felt their eyes fill with tears, and their hearts ache with 
disappointment.
 
" If we had only been naughty," they said, " we should have seen them dance ; we 
should have seen the little woman holding her red petticoat in her hand, and the 
little man waving his hat. Oh, what shall we do to make her let us see them ?"
 
" Suppose," said the Turkey, " we try to be naughty to-day ; perhaps she would let 
us see them to-morrow."
 
"But, oh!" said Blue-Eyes, "I don't know how to be naughty ; no one ever taught 
me."
 
The Turkey thought for a few minutes in silence.  " I think I can be naughty if I 
try," she said. " I'll try to-night."
 
And then poor Blue-Eyes burst into tears. " Oh, don't be naughty without me ! " 
she cried. " It
would be so unkind of you. You know I want to see the little man and woman just 
as much as you do. You are very, very unkind." And she sobbed bitterly. And so, 
quarrelling and crying, they reached their  home.
 
Now, when their mother saw them, she was greatly astonished, and, fearing they 
were hurt, ran to meet them. " Oh, my children, oh, my dear, dear children," she 
said ; "what is the matter?"
 
But they did not dare tell their mother about the village girl and the little man and 
woman, so they answered, "Nothing is the matter; nothing at all is the matter," 
and cried all the more.
 
"But why are you crying?" she asked in surprise.
 
" Surely we may cry if we like," they sobbed. " We are very fond of crying."
 
" Poor children ! " the mother said to herself. " They are tired, and perhaps they 
are hungry ; after tea they will be better." And she went back to the cottage, and 
made the fire blaze, until its reflection danced about on the tin lids upon the wall; 
and she put the kettle on to boil, and set the tea-things on the table, and opened 
the window to let in the sweet fresh air, and made all things look bright. Then she 
went to the little cupboard, hung up high against the wall, and took out some 
bread and put it on the table, and said in a loving voice, "Dear little children, come 
and have your tea ; it is all quite ready for you. And see, there is the baby waking 
up from her sleep ; we will put her in the high chair, and she will crow at us while 
we eat." But the children made no answer to the dear mother ; they only stood 
still by the window and said nothing. " Come, children," the mother said again. " 
Come, Blue-Eyes, and come, my Turkey ; here is nice sweet bread for tea."
 
Then Blue-Eyes and the Turkey looked round, and when they saw the tall loaf, 
baked crisp and brown, and the cups all in a row, and the jug of milk, all waiting 
for them, they went to the table and sat down and felt a little happier ; and the 
mother did not put the baby in the high chair after all, but took it on her knee, 
and danced it up and down, and sang little snatches of songs to it, and laughed, 
and looked content, and thought of the father far away at sea, and wondered 
what he would say to them all when he came home again. Then suddenly she 
looked up and saw that the Turkey's eyes were full of tears. " Turkey !" she 
exclaimed, "my dear little Turkey ! what is the matter? Come to mother, my 
sweet; come to own mother." And putting the baby down on the rug, she held out 
her arms, and the Turkey, getting up from her chair, ran swiftly into them.
 
" Oh, mother," she sobbed, " oh, dear mother ! I do so want to be naughty."
 
" My dear child ! " the mother exclaimed.
 
" Yes, mother," the child sobbed, more and more bitterly. " I do so want to be very, 
very naughty."
 
And then Blue-Eyes left her chair also, and, rubbing her face against the mother's 
shoulder, cried sadly. " And so do I, mother. Oh, I'd give anything to be very, very 
naughty."

" But, my dear children," said the mother, in astonishment, " why do you 
want to be naughty ? " 
 
" Because we do ; oh, what shall we do ? " they cried together. 
 
"I should be very angry if you were naughty. But you could not be, for you 
love me," the mother 
answered. 
 
" Why couldn't we be naughty because we love you ? " they asked. 
 
" Because it would make me very unhappy ; and if you love me you 
couldn't make me unhappy." 
 
" Why couldn't we ? " they asked. 
 
Then the mother thought a while before she answered ; and when she did 
so they hardly understood, perhaps because she seemed to be speaking 
rather to herself than to them. " Because if one loves well," she said 
gently, " one's love is stronger than all bad feelings in one, and conquers 
them. And this is the test whether love be real or false, unkindness and 
wickedness have no power over it." 
 
" We don't know what you mean," they cried ; " and we do love you ; but 
we want to be naughty." 
 
" Then I should know you did not love me," the mother said.
 
"" And what should you do ?" asked Bine-Eyes.
 
" I cannot tell. I should try to make you better,"
 
" But if you couldn't ? If we were very, very, very naughty, and wouldn't 
be good, what then ?"
 
"Then," said the mother sadly and while she spoke her eyes filled with 
tears, and a sob almost choked her " then," she said, " I should have to go 
away and leave you, and to send home a new mother, with glass eyes and 
wooden tail."
 
" You couldn't," they cried.
 
" Yes, I could," she answered in a low voice ; " but it would make me very 
unhappy, and I will never do it unless you are very, very naughty, and I 
am obliged."
 
" We won't be naughty," they cried ; " we will be good. We should hate a 
new mother ; and she shall never come here." And they clung to their 
own mother, and kissed her fondly. But when they went to bed they 
sobbed bitterly, for they remembered the little man and woman, and
longed more than ever to see them ; but how could they bear to let their 
own mother go away, and a new one take her place ?
 
"Good-day" said the village girl, when she saw Blue-Eyes and the Turkey 
approach. She was again sitting by the heap of stones, and under her 
shawl the peardrum was hidden. She looked just as if she had not moved 
since the day before. " Good day," she said, in the same cheerful voice in 
which she had spoken yesterday ; " the weather is really charming."
 
"Are the little man and woman there?" the children asked, taking no 
notice of her remark.
 
" Yes ; thank you for inquiring after them," the girl answered ; " they are 
both here and quite well. The little man is learning how to rattle the 
money in his pocket, and the little woman has heard a secret she tells it 
while she dances."
 
" Oh, do let us see," they entreated.
 
" Quite impossible, I assure you," the girl answered promptly. " You see, 
you are good."



" Oh !" said-Blue Eyes, sadly ; "but mother says if we are naughty she will go away 
and send home a new mother, with glass eyes and a wooden tail." 
 
" Indeed," said the girl, still speaking in the same unconcerned voice, " that is what 
they all say." 
 
" What do you mean ? " asked the Turkey. 
 
" They all threaten that kind of thing. Of course really there are no mothers with 
glass eyes and wooden tails ; they would be much too expensive to make." And the 
common sense of this remark the children, especially the Turkey, saw at once, but 
they merely said, half crying 
 
" We think you might let us see the little man and woman dance." 
 
" The kind of thing you would think," remarked the village girl. 
 
" But will you if we are naughty ? " they asked 
 
in despair. " I fear you could not be naughty that is, really even if you tried," she 
said scornfully. 
 
" Oh, but we will try ; we will indeed," they cried ; " so do show them to us." 
 
" Certainly not beforehand," answered the girl, getting up and preparing to walk 
away. 
"
 But if we are very naughty to-night, will you let us see them to-morrow ? " 
 
" Questions asked to-day are always best answered tomorrow," the girl said, and 
turned round 
as if to walk on. " Good day," she said blithely ; " I must really go and play a little to 
myself; good day," she repeated, and then suddenly she began to sing 
 
" Oh, sweet and fair 's the lady-bird, 
And so's the bumble-bee, 
But I myself have long preferred 
The gentle chimpanzee, 
The gentle chimpanzee-e-e, 
The gentle chim " 
 
" I beg your pardon," she said, stopping, and looking over her shoulder; "it's very 
rude to sing without leave before company. I won't do it again."
 
" Oh, do go on," the children said.
 
" I'm going," she said, and walked away.
 
" No, we meant go on singing," they explained, "and do let us just hear you play," 
they entreated, remembering that as yet they had not heard a single sound from 
the peardrum.
 
" Quite impossible," she called out as she went along. " You are good, as I remarked 
before. The pleasure of goodness centres in itself ; the pleasures of naughtiness are 
many and varied. Good day," she shouted, for she was almost out of hearing.
 
For a few minutes the children stood still looking after her, then they broke down 
and cried. " She might have let us see them," they sobbed. The Turkey was the first 
to wipe away her tears.
 
" Let us go home and be very naughty," she said " then perhaps she will let us see 
them to-morrow."
 
" But what shall we do ? " asked Blue-Eyes, looking up. Then together all the way 
home they planned how to begin being naughty. And that afternoon the dear 
mother was sorely distressed, for, instead of sitting at their tea as usual with 
smiling happy faces, and then helping her to clear away and doing all she told 
them, they broke their mugs and threw their bread and butter on the floor, and 
when the mother told them to do one thing they carefully went and did another, 
and as for helping her to put away, they left her to do it all by herself, and only 
stamped their feet with rage when she told them to go upstairs until they were 
good.
 
 

" We won't be good," they cried. " We hate being good, and we always 
mean to be naughty. We like being naughty very much."
 
" Do you remember what I told you I should do if you were very very 
naughty ? " she asked sadly. 
 
"Yes, we know, but it isn't true," they cried. "There is no mother with a 
wooden tail and glass eyes, and if there were we should just stick pins 
into her and send her away ; but there is none." 
 
Then the mother became really angry at last, and sent them off to bed, 
but instead of crying and being sorry at her anger they laughed for joy, 
and when they were in bed they sat up and sang merry songs at the top 
of their voices. 
 
The next morning quite early, without asking leave from the mother, the 
children got up and ran off as fast as they could over the. fields towards 
the bridge to look for the village girl. She was sitting as usual by the heap 
of stones with the peardrum under her shawl. 
 
" Now please show us the little man and woman," they cried, " and let us 
hear the peardrum. We were very naughty last night." But the girl kept 
the peardrum carefully hidden. " We were very naughty," the children 
cried again. 
 
" Indeed," she said in precisely the same tone in which she had spoken 
yesterday. 
 
" But we were," they repeated ; " we were indeed." 
 
"So you say," she answered. "You were not half naughty enough." 
 
" Why, we were sent to bed ! " 
 
" Just so," said the girl, putting the other corner of the shawl over the 
peardrum. " If you had been really naughty you wouldn't have gone ; but 
you can't help it, you see. As I remarked before, it requires a great deal of 
skill to be naughty well." 
 
" But we broke our mugs, we threw our bread and butter on the floor, we 
did everything we could to be tiresome." 
 
"Mere trifles," answered the village girl scornfully. " Did you throw cold 
water on the fire, did you break the clock, did you pull all the tins down 
from the walls, and throw them on the floor ? " 
 
" No ! " exclaimed the children, aghast, " we did not do that." 
 
" I thought not," the girl answered. " So many people mistake a little noise 
and foolishness for real naughtiness ; but, as I remarked before, it wants 
skill to do the thing properly. Well, good day," and before they could say 
another word she had vanished. 
 
" We'll be much worse," the children cried, in despair. " We'll go and do 
all the things she says;"and then they went home and did all these things. 
They threw water on the fire ; they pulled down the baking-dish and the 
cake-tin, the fish-slice and the lid of the saucepan they had never seen, 
and banged them on the floor ; they broke the clock and danced on the 
butter; they turned everything upside down ; and then they sat still and 
wondered if they were naughty enough.
 
And when the mother saw all that they had done she did not scold them 
as she had the day before or send them to bed, but she just broke down 
and cried, and then she looked at the children and said sadly " Unless you 
are good to-morrow, my poor Blue-Eyes and Turkey, I shall indeed have 
to go away and come back no more, and the new mother I told you of 
will come to you."
 



They did not believe her ; yet their hearts ached when they saw how unhappy she 
looked, and they thought within themselves that when they once had seen the 
little man and woman dance, they would be good to the dear mother for ever 
afterwards; but they could not be good now till they had heard the sound of the 
peardrum, seen the little man and woman dance, and heard the secret told then 
they would be satisfied. 
 
The next morning, before the birds were stirring, before the sun had climbed high 
enough to look in at their bedroom window, or the flowers had wiped their eyes 
ready for the day, the children got up and crept out of the cottage and ran across 
the fields. They did not think the village girl would be up so very early, but their 
hearts had ached so much at the sight of the mother's sad face that they had not 
been ahle to sleep, and they longed to know if they had heen naughty enough, and 
if they might just once hear the peardrum and see the little man and woman, and 
then go home and be good for ever. 
 
To their surprise they found the village girl sitting by the heap of stones, just as if it 
were her natural home. They ran fast when they saw her, and they noticed that the 
box containing the little man and woman was open, but she closed it quickly when 
she saw them, and they heard the clicking of the spring that kept it fast. " We have 
been very naughty," they cried. " We have done all the things you told us ; now will 
you show us the little man and woman?" 
 
The girl looked at them curiously, then drew the yellow silk handkerchief she 
sometimes wore round her head out of her pocket, and began to smooth out the 
creases in it with her hands. " You really seem quite excited," she said in her usual 
voice. " You should be calm ; calmness gathers in and hides things like a big cloak, 
or like my shawl does here, for instance;" and she looked down at the ragged 
covering that hid the peardrum. 
 
" We have done all the things you told us," the children cried again, " and we do so 
long to hear the secret ; " but the girl only went on smoothing out her 
handkerchief. 
 
" I am so very particular about my dress," she said. 
 
They could hardly listen to her in their excitement. " But do tell if we may see the 
little man and woman," they entreated again. " We have been so very naughty, and 
mother says she will go away to-day and send home a new mother if we are not 
good." 
 
" Indeed," said the girl, beginning to be interested and amused. " The things that 
people say are most singular and amusing. There is an endless variety in language." 
But the children did not understand, only entreated once more to see the little 
man and woman. 
 
" Well, let me see," the girl said at last, just as if she were relenting. " When did your 
mother say she would go ?" 
 
"But if she goes what shall we do ?" they cried in despair. " We don't want her to go 
; we love her very much. Oh ! what shall we do if she goes ?" 
 
"People- go and people come; first they go and then they come. Perhaps she will go 
before she comes ; she couldn't come before she goes. You had better go back and 
be good," the girl added suddenly ; " you are really not clever enough to be 
anything else; and the little woman's secret is very important ; she never tells it for 
make-believe naughtiness." 
 
" But we did do all the things you told us," the children cried, despairingly. 
 
" You didn't throw the looking-glass out of window, or stand the baby on its head." 
 
" No, we didn't do that," the children gasped. 
 
"I thought not," the girl said triumphantly. "Well, good-day. I shall not be here to-
morrow. Good-day." 
 
" Oh, but don't go away," they cried. " We are so unhappy ; do let us see them just 
once." 
 
"" Well, I shall go past your cottage at eleven o'clock this morning," the girl said. 
"Perhaps I shall play the peardrum as I go by."
 
" And will you show us the man and woman ?" they asked.

"Quite impossible, unless you have really deserved it ; make-believe 
naughtiness is only spoilt goodness. Now if you break the looking-
glass and do the things that are desired..." 
 
"Oh, we will," they cried. "We will be very naughty till we hear you 
coming." 
 
" It's waste of time, I fear," the girl said politely ; "but of course I 
should not like to interfere with you. You see the little man and 
woman, being used to the best society, are very particular. Good- 
day," she said, just as she always said, and then quickly turned away, 
but she looked back and called out, " Eleven o'clock, I shall be quite 
punctual; I am very particular about my engagements." 
 
Then again the children went home, and were naughty, oh, so very 
very naughty that the dear mother's heart ached, and her eyes filled 
with tears, and at last she went upstairs and slowly put on her best 
gown and her new sun-bonnet, and she dressed the baby all in its 
Sunday clothes, and then she came down and stood before Blue -
Eyes and the Turkey, and just as she did so the Turkey threw the 
looking-glass out of window, and it fell with a loud crash upon the 
ground. 
 
" Good-bye, my children," the mother said sadly, kissing them. " 
Good-bye, my Blue-Eyes; good-bye, my Turkey; the new mother 
will be home presently. Oh, my poor children!" and then weeping 
bitterly the mother took the baby in her arms and turned to leave 
the house. 
 
" But, mother," the children cried, " we are-" and then suddenly the 
broken clock struck half-past ten, and they knew that in half an 
hour the village girl would come by playing on the peardrum. "But, 
mother, we will be good at half-past eleven, come back at half-past 
eleven," they cried, " and we'll both be good, we will indeed ; we 
must be naughty till eleven o'clock." But the mother only picked up 
the little bundle in which she had tied up her cotton apron and a 
pair of old shoes, and went slowly out at the door. It seemed as if 
the children were spell-bound, and they could not follow her. They 
opened the window wide, and called after her " Mother ! mother ! 
oh, dear mother, come back again ! We will be good, we will be 
good now, we will be good for evermore if you will come back." But 
the mother only looked round and shook her head, and they could 
see the tears falling down her cheeks. 
 
" Come back, dear mother !" cried Blue-Eyes ; but still the mother 
went on across the fields. " Come back, come back ! " cried the 
Turkey ; but still the mother went on. Just by the corner of the field 
she stopped and turned, and waved her handkerchief, all wet with 
tears, to the children at the window ; she made the baby kiss its 
hand ; and in a moment mother and baby had vanished from their 
sight. 
 
Then the children felt their hearts ache with sorrow, and they cried 
bitterly just as the mother had done, and yet they could not believe 
that she had gone. Surely she would come back, they thought ; she 
would not leave them altogether ; but, oh, if she did if she did if she 
did. And then the broken clock struck eleven, and suddenly there 
was a sound a quick, clanging, jangling sound, with a strange 
discordant one at intervals ; and they looked at each other, while 
their hearts stood still, for they knew it was the peardrum. 
 
They rushed to the open window, and there they saw the village girl 
coming towards them from the fields, dancing along and playing as 
she did so. Behind her, walking slowly, and yet ever keeping the 
same distance from her, was the man with the dogs whom they had 
seen asleep by the Blue Lion, on the day they first saw the girl with 
the peardrum. He was playing on a flute that had a strange shrill 
sound ; they could hear it plainly above the jangling of the 
peardrum. After the man followed the two dogs, slowly waltzing 
round and round on their hind legs. 
 
"We have done all you told us," the children called, when they had 
recovered from their astonishment. " Come and see ; and now show 
us the little man and woman." 



The girl did not cease her playing or her dancing, but she called out in a voice 
that was half speaking half singing, and seemed to keep time to the strange 
music of the peardrum " You did it all badly. You threw the water on the 
wrong side-of the fire, the tin things were not quite in the middle of the 
room, the clock was not broken enough, you did not stand the baby on its 
head."
 
Then the children, still standing spellbound by the window, cried out, 
entreating and wringing their hands, " Oh, but we have done everything you 
told us, and mother has gone away. Show us the little man and woman now, 
and let us hear the secret." As they said this the girl was just in front of the 
cottage, but she did not stop playing. The sound of the strings seemed to go 
through their hearts. She did not stop dancing ; she was already passing the 
cottage by. She did not stop singing, and all she said sounded like part of a 
terrible song.
 
"And still the man followed her, always at the same distance, playing shrilly 
on his flute ; and still the two dogs waltzed round and round after him their 
tails motionless, their legs straight, their collars clear and white and stiff. On 
they went, all of them together. " Oh, stop !" the children cried, " and show us 
the little man and woman now." 
 
But the girl sang out loud and clear, while the string that was out of tune 
twanged above her 
voice. " The little man and woman are far away. See, their box is empty."  And 
then for the first time the children saw that the lid of the box was raised and 
hanging back, and that no little man and woman were in it. 
 
" I am going to my own land," the girl sang, " to the land where I was born." 
And she went on towards the long straight road that led to the city many 
many miles away. 
 
"But our mother is gone," the children cried; " our dear mother, will she ever 
come back ? " 
 
" No," sang the girl ; " she'll never come back, she'll never come back. I saw 
her by the bridge : 
she took a boat upon the river ; she is sailing to the sea ; she will meet your 
father once again, and they will go sailing on, sailing on to the countries far 
away." And when they heard this, the children cried out, but could say no 
more, for their hearts seemed to be breaking.
 
 Then the girl, her voice getting fainter and fainter in the distance, called out 
once more to them. But for the dread that sharpened their ears they would 
hardly have heard her, so far was she away, and so discordant was the music. 
 
" Your new mother is coming. She is already on her way ; but she only walks 
slowly, for her tail 
is rather long, and her spectacles are left behind ; but she is coming, she is 
coming coming 
coming." 
 
The last word died away; it was the last one they ever heard the village girl 
utter. On she went, 
dancing on; and on followed the man, they could see that he was still playing, 
but they could no longer hear the sound of his flute ; and on went the dogs 
round and round and round. On they all went, farther and farther away, till 
they were separate things no more, till they were just a confused mass of 
faded colour, till they were a dark misty object that nothing could define, till 
they had vanished altogether, altogether and for ever. 
 
Then the children turned, and looked at each other and at the little cottage 
home, that only a week before had been so bright and happy, so cosy and so 
spotless. The fire was out, and the water was still among the cinders ; the 
baking-dish and cake-tin, the fish-slice and the saucepan lid, which the dear 
mother used to spend so much time in rubbing, were all pulled down from 
the nails on which they had hung so long, and were lying on the floor. And 
there was the clock all broken and spoilt, the little picture upon its face could 
be seen no more ; and though it sometimes struck a stray hour, it was with 
the tone of a clock whose hours are numbered. And there was the baby's high 
chair, but no little baby to sit in it ; there was the cupboard on the wall, and 
never a sweet loaf on its shelf ; and there were the broken mugs, and the bits 
of bread tossed about, and the greasy boards which the mother had knelt 
down to scrub until they were white as snow. 

In the midst of all stood the children, looking at the wreck they had 
made, their hearts aching, their eyes blinded with tears, and their 
poor little hands clasped together in their misery. " Oh, what shall we 
do?" cried Blue-Eyes. " I wish we had never seen the village girl and 
the nasty, nasty peardrum." 
 
" Surely mother will come back," sobbed the Turkey. " I am sure we 
shall die if she doesn't come back." 
 
" I don't know what we shall do if the new mother comes," cried Blue-
Eyes. " I shall never, never like any other mother. I don't know what 
we shall do if that dreadful mother comes." 
 
" We won't let her in," said the Turkey. 
 
" But perhaps she'll walk in," sobbed Blue-Eyes. 
 
Then Turkey stopped crying for a minute, to think what should be 
done. " We will bolt the door," she said, " and shut the window ; and 
we won't take any notice when she knocks." So they bolted the door, 
and shut the window, and fastened it. And then, in spite of all they 
had said, they felt naughty again, and longed after the little man and 
woman they had never seen, far more than after the mother who had 
loved them all their lives. But then they did not really believe that 
their own mother would not come back, or that any new mother 
would take her place. 
 
When it was dinner-time, they were very hungry, but they could only 
find some stale bread, and they had to be content with it. " Oh, I wish 
we had heard the little woman's secret," cried the Turkey ; " I 
wouldn't have cared then." All through the afternoon they sat 
watching and listening for fear of the new mother ; but they saw and 
heard nothing of her, and gradually they became less and less afraid 
lest she should come. Then they thought that perhaps when it was 
dark their
 
"own dear mother would come home ; and perhaps if they asked her 
to forgive them she would. And then Blue-Eyes thought that if their 
mother did come she would be very cold, so they crept out at the 
back door and gathered in some wood, and at last, for the grate was 
wet, and it was a great deal of trouble to manage it, they made a fire. 
When they saw the bright fire burning, and the little flames leaping 
and playing among the wood and coal, they began to be happy again, 
and to feel certain that their own mother would return; and the sight 
of the pleasant fire reminded them of all the times she had waited for 
them to come from the post-office, and of how she had welcomed 
them, and comforted them, and given them nice warm tea and sweet 
bread, and talked to them.
 
Oh, how sorry they were they had been naughty, and all for that 
nasty village girl! They did not care a bit about the little man and 
woman now, or want to hear the secret. They fetched a pail of water 
and washed the floor; they found some rag, and rubbed the tins till 
they looked bright again, and, putting a footstool on a chair, they got 
up on it very carefully and hung up the things in their places ; and 
then they picked up the broken mugs and made the room as neat as 
they could, till it looked more and more as if the dear mother's hands 
had been busy about it. They felt more and more certain she would 
return, she and the dear little baby together, and they thought they 
would set the tea-things for her, just as she had so often set them for 
her naughty children. They took down the tea-tray, and got out the 
cups, and put the kettle on the fire to boil, and made everything look 
as home-like as they could. There was no sweet loaf to put on the 
table, but perhaps the mother would bring something from the 
village, they thought. At last all was ready, and Blue-Eyes and the 
Turkey washed their faces and their hands, and then sat and waited, 
for of course they did not believe what the village girl had said about 
their mother sailing away.
 
 
 



Suddenly, while they were sitting by the fire, they heard a sound as of 
something heavy being dragged along the ground outside, and then there 
was a loud and terrible knocking at the door. The children felt their hearts 
stand still. They knew it could not be their own mother, for she would have 
turned the handle and tried to come in without any knocking at all " Oh, 
Turkey ! " whispered Blue-Eyes, " if it should be the new mother, what shall 
we do ? " 
 
" We won't let her in," whispered the Turkey, for she was afraid to speak 
aloud, and again there came a long and loud and terrible knocking at the 
door. 
 
"What shall we do? oh, what shall we do?" cried the children, in despair. " Oh, 
go away ! " they called out. " Go away ; we won't let you in ; we will never be 
naughty any more ; go away, go away ! " But again there came a loud and 
terrible knocking. 
 
"She'll break the door if she knocks so hard," cried Blue-Eyes. 
 
" Go and put your back to it," whispered the Turkey, " and I'll peep out of the 
window and try to see if it is really the new mother." So in fear and trembling 
Blue-Eyes put her back against the door, and the Turkey went to the 
window, and, pressing her face against one side of the frame, peeped out. 
She could just see a black satin poke bonnet with a frill round the edge, and a 
long bony arm carrying a black leather bag. From beneath the bonnet there 
flashed a strange bright light, and Turkey's heart sank and her cheeks turned 
pale, for she knew it was the flashing of two glass eyes. She crept up to Blue-
Eyes. " It is it is it is !" she whispered, her voice shaking with fear, "it is the 
new mother ! She has come, and brought her luggage in a black leather bag 
that is hanging on her arm !" 
 
" Oh, what shall we do ? " wept Blue-Eyes ; and again there was the terrible 
knocking. " Come and put your back against the door too, Turkey," cried 
Blue-Eyes ; " I am afraid it will break." So together they stood with their two 
little backs against the door. 
 
There was a long pause. They thought perhaps the new mother had made up 
her mind that there was no one at home to let her in, and would go away, but 
presently the two children heard through the thin wooden door the new 
mother move a little, and then say to herself " I must break open the door 
with my tail." 
 
For one terrible moment all was still, but in it the children could almost hear 
her lift up her tail,  and then, with a fearful blow, the little painted door was 
cracked and splintered. With a shriek the children darted from the spot and 
fled through the cottage, and out at the back door into the forest beyond. All 
night long they stayed in the darkness and the cold, and all the next day and 
the next, and all through the cold, dreary days and the long dark nights that 
followed. 
 
They are there still, my children. All through the long weeks and months 
have they been there, with only green rushes for their pillows and only the 
brown dead leaves to cover them, feeding on the wild strawberries in the 
summer, or on the nuts when they hang green ; on the blackberries when 
they are no longer sour in the autumn, and in the winter on the little red 
berries that ripen in the snow. They wander about among the tall dark firs or 
beneath the great trees beyond. Sometimes they stay to rest beside the little 
pool near the copse where the ferns grow thickest, and they long and long, 
with a longing that is greater than words can say, to see their own dear 
mother again, just once again, to tell her that they'll be good for evermore 
just once again. 
 
And still the new mother stays in the little cottage, but the windows are 
closed and the doors are shut, and no one knows what the inside looks like. 
Now and then, when the darkness has fallen and the night is still, hand in 
hand Blue-Eyes and the Turkey creep up near to the home in which they 
once were so happy, and with beating hearts they watch and listen ; 
sometimes a blinding flash comes through the window, and they know it is 
the light from the new mother's glass eyes, or they hear a strange muffled 
noise, and they know it is the sound of her wooden tail as she drags it along 
the floor.

Does Blue Eyes have the Faerie Eyes or piercing 
Gaze Virtue?
 
The setting is still English despite the mention of 
turkeys. The American turkey is named for its 
similarity to an Old World bird, now called a 
Guinea fowl. They were believed to have come 
originally from Turkey, hence the name.
 
We never see the mother leave the forest. If it has a 
Faerie aura, it's possible she cannot leave the 
forest.
 
How can the mother put surprises in the cupboard 
if she is a mortal agent and the children are her 
contact with the outside world?
 
Why does the mother tell the children not to talk to 
strangers in the wood? Is she aware of the girl's 
presence?
 
Is the cairn of stones that the girl sits on a border 
marker, or a grave?
 
The village girl seems able to become invisible.
 
Is the village girl able to affect minds with her 
music?
 
Lucy Clifford wrote this story for her own children: 
that would be deeply unwise in Mythic Europe.
 
Is the looking glass the mother's focus?
 
The man with the dogs did not appear in the 
version recorded into the public domain. Who is 
the man, and what are his dogs?

Notes



A consuming mystogogue
Why do faeries teach Mysteries?
 
I was reading a story the other 
day which suggested that it was 
because it makes the acolyte 
more delicious.

I won’t record “The Man Who Went To Far” by E.F. Benson into the 
podcast, because it takes ten minutes to get going, but in summary, a 
man meets a friend who appears to have become younger. He considers 
it likely the result of a vacation, but the man reveals that he has been 
meditating in the woods, (which is a Sacrifice of Time) and is drawing 
closer to the force of nature, which he calls “Joy”. As a result, he has 
been revivified, so he’s now, physically, a late teenager. There are 
several other effects.
 
The clearest effect is that the young man has the Oversensitive Flaw. He 
cannot view ugly things: they draw him away from his next initiation, 
into the innermost mystery of Nature. He flees a child with a scraped 
knee, his fingers in his ears. He hears a flute-like sound that others 
cannot hear, and is enraptured by it. It gets louder as he comes closer 
to the end of his path, and makes him disappear into his own thoughts 
for increasingly lengthy times. He sleeps outside in a hammock.
 
He does gain some other benefits, however. He can communicate 
emphatically with animals (Animal Ken), can hypnotise his friends to 
sleep (Entrancement) and seem to have The Way of the Woods.
 
The downside, is that, as his friend points out, Nature isn’t pure Joy: 
every animal in nature feeds on something. Nature is pain. The 
characters suggest that the man has failed to balance progress in the 
two paths. This leads to a final scene, which could be read several ways. 
At its simplest, a faun, presumably Pan, stamps the young man to death.
 
Why Pan does this is not clear. Here are some options:
 Pan represents the path not taken, and the two paths contest with 

each other. Joy is about to get a new champion, so Pain destroys him. 
Fear was the wrong response: the man should have fought.
Pan is the mystagogue and the man screaming in fear is the wrong 
response to him. Sacrifices or abasement were required, and the man 
failed a Personality check or a Cult Lore roll.
The man is about to become one with Nature, which is a potent 
Magic Spirit, and the faerie is destroying him to prevent the piercing 
of the bubble of Faerie that coats most settlements. This also 
explains why Merinita joined Nature, and then a Faerie interloper 
took over her house and massacred the people who followed her 
mysteries.
The man becomes more delicious as he develops Cult Lore. The 
entire process of initiation is just a way of marinating the victim. If 
this is true, your player characters should discover this before they 
reach the final stage. If they can still get the benefits they won’t feel 
it’s a bait and switch.



Dunsany: the Worm and Angel
An origin story for of 
an Infernal Dragon. 
 
I see it as a vast 
lamprey.

As he crawled from the tombs of the fallen a worm met with an angel.
And together they looked upon the kings and kingdoms, and youths and 
maidens and the cities of men. They saw the old men heavy in their 
chairs and heard the children singing in the fields. They saw far wars 
and warriors and walled towns, wisdom and wickedness, and the pomp 
of kings, and the people of all the lands that the sunlight knew.
And the worm spake to the angel saying: “Behold my food.”
“Be dakeon para Thina poluphloisboio Thalassaes,” murmured the 
angel, for they walked by the sea, “and can you destroy that too?”
And the worm paled in his anger to a greyness ill to behold, for for 
three thousand years he had tried to destroy that line and still its 
melody was ringing in his head.
 



Scillion Priscillianism
Scilly was one of the last holdouts of the Priscillian heresy. It was linked to Manicheanism, sorcery 
and astrological demons. A covenant of Criamon astrologers disappeared from the islands after a 
great magical event. These things seem to be connected. Let’s look at the history of the heretical 
community.
 
In this post, I’ll be using what was believed about Priscillain in 1220. This is almost entirely based 
on the claims of his enemies, particularly St Augustine. Augustine was a convert from 
Manicheanism, and claimed that Priscillian was a Gnostic Manichean. In 1886 a researcher 
discovered a series of letters by Priscillian that had been preserved in the Univeristy of Wurzburg. 
These have not been translated into an English edition, but they make clear that Priscillain wasn’t 
a Gnostic or a Manichean. He liked Manichean austerities, like fasting, but anathematised their 
beliefs. I’ll revisit what Priscillain actually believed, in the real world, when I’ve accessed and 
digested new research materials, while flagging that he seems like a sort of proto-Protestant.
 
Priscillain was bishop of Avila, in what’s now Spain. He was part of a group of bishops who 
followed a series of doctrines which created a split in the Church. His accusers, unable to bring 
him to heel, involved the Emperor, but after a period of imprisonment, Pricillian and his fellow 
bishops were restored to their sees. After a while, the imperial mantle changed hands, and his 
accusers tried again with the new man, Magnus Maximus.
 
Magnus Maximus may sound like the sort of made-up name you see in movies, because it means, 
“Great, really hugely great”. That being said, you’ve met him before if you’re interested in British 
folklore. In Welsh he’s called Mascen Wledig, where Wledig is a title that means he’s the ruler. He’s 
the emperor who withdrew Roman troops from Britain, leaving the field clear for Arthur’s 
ancestors to sort things out. He’s the ancestor of various Welsh kings, his troops founded Brittany, 
and he was, himself, Galician, and so fortified that little bit of Spain, which was why it never fell to 
the Moors. Essentially, he’s a folk hero and ancestor figure to a heap of Celts.
 
Priscillian was charged with heresy, which was none of the emperor’s business. He was, however, 
also charged with sorcery. That’s a mundane crime, and the punishment at the time was 
beheading. After Priscillian was put to death, the Pope chucked a fit, because this was the first 
time a heretic had been killed by a Christian emperor and he wanted to establish the right of 
clergy to be tried only be ecclesiastical courts. Priscillian’s body was returned to Avila where he 
was treated as a martyr, and it was turned into a relic. His sect continued in Iberia for a few 
centuries, before Leo I called time on it at a synod in 563. He did this on the grounds that 
Priscillains thought people had a direct connection with God and so they didn’t feel any particular 
need for the papacy.
 
At Priscillian’s execution, one, or perhaps two, of his fellow bishops were banished to Scilly by the 
Emperor. The best-attested follower was Bishop Instantius, who presumably led this little church. 
In 995 a viking raider, and future king, of Norway, named Olaf Tryggvason, was converted by a 
Christian seer on the islands. It’s not clear if this seer was part of a remnant group of Priscillians, 
or St Lide, who was active in the area at the time.
 
Priscillian, according to his detractors, had weird ideas about cosmology. In the beginning there 
were a Kingdom of Darkness and a Kingdom of Light. When the Darkness attacked the Light, God 
created human souls to fight back and destroy it. They failed, and were imprisoned in matter. 
Humans, therefore, contain both the light and darkness. The Twelve Patriarchs, angelic figures 
which are representative of human virtues, tried to rescue human souls from embodiment, but 
failed due to the opposition of the Twelve Archons of Matter, who are the spirits of the Zodiac. 
God then sent his son, in the semblance of a man, to allow the humans to return to the Kingdom 
of Light. This is pretty basic Manicheanism. Augustine took this one step further in Contra 
Mendacium “(Against Lying”) where he claimed that Priscillians believed that they were allowed to 
lie to less spiritual people, provided it was for a good cause.



In 1220, people think that supernovae are meteorological events. 
The person who disproved this was Tycho Brahe, whose 
remarkable prosthetic noses, I mentioned back in Microepisode 
Week. The stars are permanent. This group of Criamon, though, did 
not agree. There are been three visible supernovae in the time of 
the Order, and one of them left the Zodiac weakened. The Criamon 
used that to break out of the world. Let’s review the candidates.
 
In 1006 was the brightest supernova in recorded history: a quarter 
as bright as the full moon and two or three times the size of Venus. 
A star died in the constellation of Centarus. In modern times, the 
star would have been in Lupus, but in 1220 Lupus was thought of as 
an animal running from, or dying on the tip of, the Centaur’s spear. 
Don’t be confused by the similarity to Sagittarius. These 
constellations are deep in the southern sky now, but were higher 
then – visible from central Europe. The nova was one quarter as 
bright as the moon. If a constellation killed a star, might this have 
let the magi see that it was possible?
 
In 1054 a star just above the horn of Taurus died (note, the ancients 
don’t know there’s travelling time for light). This may have 
weakened the Archon of the Sign, or it may have, again, suggested 
that stars could die.
In 1181, a star in Cassiopeia died. This may have been aided by the 
Criamon, because the folklore around this constellation states that 
it is a punishment and a prison for the Queen of the Ethiopians. 
Cassiopeia boasted her daughter was more beautiful than the sea 
nymphs, so she has been placed on a spinning throne that wheels 
about the Pole Star, forced to hang upside down for six months of 
the year, being ducked into the sea from a Greek observer’s 
perspective. She reaches out her arms toward Andromeda, her 
daughter, similarly tortured.
 
If she’s a punished mortal, she has no desire to be in the Heavens. If 
she’s an evil astral spirit, she’s Vanity, and she’s probably willing to 
cut a deal to betray the others, because she will not be mocked. 
The W shape of stars across her breast is called “the Key” or “the 
door” by Aratus and it is here the supernova appeared.
 
To Arab astrologers, the constellation is not a woman, it’s a 
tattooed hand, marked with diagrams of henna. That’s where we 
get the modern name for Beta Cassiopeiae from (Caph: “stained 
hand”). The link between the tatooed hand and the Criamon is 
obvious.
 
Oddly, the next major supernova, SN 1572, was also in Cassiopeia. It 
was probably the one observed by Tycho Brahe. There was a later 
supernova in 1602, in Ophiuchus (who was, to the Romans, 
Asclepius, killed by Zeus with lightning, to stop him making humans 
immortal, and wrestling a snake forever) observed by Kepler, and 
then perhaps a brief one seen either in 1620 or 1680, in Cassiopeia 
again. That’s it: there have been none, within our galaxy, visible to 
the naked eye from Earth since. Does it seem odd that there are 48 
constellations, but three of the last four supernovae have been in 
Cassiopeia?

Plot hooks: 
What happened

to Stellasper?
 

The New Star

The Old Star

Of course, it’s possible that the didn’t passively wait 
for a star to die. They may have murdered it. How 
do you murder a star? Is the weapon they used still 
available? Is the destruction of a star, like the 
destruction of the physical form of a demon, a 
purely temporary measure, such that the creature 
can return to seek vengeance?
 
 
 
 
Ken gave a different interpretation of what’s going 
on here, and it’s beautifully written. See here.

A lovely bit of text from the
Atlas Games Forum



An early description of a giant 
squid, reimagined as a monster

What follows is the text of a 
pamphlet published in 1674, 
probably in London. It is usually 
called “A Full and True Account of 
the Strange Monster: or, Wonderful 
Fish Lately taken in Ireland.” but 
because I love how different this is 
to the modern day, indulge my 
quotation of the full title

A true and perfect account of the 
miraculous sea-monster, or, 
Wonderful fish lately taken in Ireland 
bigger than ox, yet without legs, 
bones, fins, or scales, with two heads, 
and ten horns of 10 or 11 foot long, on 
eight of which horns there grew knobs 
about the bigness of a cloak-button, in 
shape like crowns or coronets, to the 
number of 100 on each horn, which 
were all to open, and had rows of 
teeth within them … : together with 
the manner how it first appeared and 
was taken at a place called Dingel 
Ichough … / faithfully communicated 
by an eye witness.

And, now, to the contents. Stats 
coming when I catch up on the 
backlog.

Whereas several rumours and various reports have been spread abroad in 
discourse, concerning the strange fish lately taken in Ireland,
 
We having a very perfect and faithful account and description thereof, sent 
us sometime since in a letter from a credible person that was an eye-witness 
of that monstrous sight, have thought fit, for unveiling report from the 
disguises of fiction, and preventing the obtrusion of [damaged text] 
imperfect relations on the too oft abused World, to present the same plainly 
and truly to public view, as a thing real and deservedly Admirable.
 
On the third of October last past, at a place called Dingel Ichough, in the 
County of [damaged text] in the west of Ireland, one James Steward riding by 
the sea-side, as the tide was coming in, perceived at a distance something of 
a strange bigness to make towards the shore: at first he apprehended it 
might be some horse that might have been caught away with the violence of 
the tide, and having recovered himself was now swimming to land, but 
approaching nearer on a closer view, he was infinitely surprised & amazed, 
not so much at the bigness (which yet he found to exceed that of a horse 
which he first took it for in the body) as at the uncouth shape, and a number 
of strange Horns of great length, which rendered it not a little terrible to 
behold: Insomuch that he durst not go nearer to it, least it should destroy 
both him and his horse, wherefore riding off, he went immediately to 
one Tompson that dwelt hard by on the beach, and acquainting him with this 
strange adventure desired his aid, and that he would bring ropes and 
handspikes with him, and what other help he could procure, but there being 
none at that time at home but himself and his wife, they could not get any 
other assistance; However they two went down with him to the place, where 
the man and his wife were both almost astonished at the sight of this strange 
monster, and the woman especially so far frighted that she would by no 
means permit her husband should go near or meddle with it, yet Steward the 
first discoverer, boldly adventured to ride up pretty near it, and at last to 
touch it with a rope, and found it made no resistance, but lay stranded on the 
ground, and wanted water to carry it off.
 
Upon this Tompson and his wife, seeing it so peaceable and inoffensive, grew 
courageous and came near to assist the other man, and by their joint labour 
they got their ropes so about it as they tumbled it over and were able to hale 
it further on shore; during all which time it made no resistance, but when 
they went to lay hold on the Horns, they found thereon shells like coronets 
with teeth within them which got hold of their hands and fingers, so that 
they were glad to let them go. And the night coming on, they were forced for 
that time to leave it, having dragged it quite upon dry land.
 
Early next morning they return with more company, whom the noise of this 
rare Accident soon drew together. But at their coming find the monster quite 
dead, and now had time to view, and not without wonder, consider it’s 
wonderful and prodigious shape, which they found as follows.
 
The length of this sea-wonder, horns and all, was full nineteen foot, and in 
bulk or bigness of body some∣what larger then a horse. It had two heads, 
the largest of which joining immediately to the body, had no perfect distinct



 shape; but like a vast lump, wherein nothing plainly appeared but two eyes of 
an oval form and of extraordinary bigness, this great head carried the horns, 
ten in number, of which the two longest were situated in the middle, and were 
smooth; the other eight, viz. four on each side were all wreathed or crooked, 
and upon them there grew curious shells (as it were) of the bigness of a large 
clock button, but in form and shape like crowns or coronets, two and two 
together and over against each other, to the number of one hundred in all on 
each horn; on the top of e∣very one of these buttons or coronets, was the 
resemblance of a pearl which was to open and shut as a little mouth, and had 
within it a row of teeth, so that it should seem (beside the mouth of the little 
head which we shall describe by and by) this monster received nourishment 
for its body at eight hundred several places, for to that number or thereabouts 
did the crowns on all the eight horns amount: besides, it had a natural power 
to contract or draw in these horns into it’s head, (as a snail does) and extend 
them again at pleasure. but when it was dead they all stood out at their full 
length, some of them being eight or ten foot long, and the two longest which 
were of equal size and length eleven foot.
 
Between these two smooth longest horns, and in the middle of all the rest, 
grew up from the great head, the little or smaller head, at about three or four 
foot distance; this was in shape much like the head of a hawk, looking upward, 
and had a strange mouth, and two tongues in it, and here too, no doubt it did 
take in much of its nourishment.
 
The body it self, besides the horns, was about eight or nine foot long, it was 
altogether smooth without scales, fins, or legs, and all over of a flesh-colour, 
save only a large fleshy skin like a mantle, which was fast to the back, but hung 
down loose on both sides with a fringe round at bottom; and this was of bright 
red or the out-side, and perfect white within: This mantle was generally 
supposed to be its chief support in swimming, for it had not one bone in or 
about, nor any tail, but towards the lower end it grew sharp like a wedge.
 
In brief, every thing in the said Monster was wonderful; the Liver being taken 
out, is credibly reported to have weighed thirty pounds; for experiment the 
people boiled some of the flesh, but the longer it boiled, the harder it became; 
it gave a very good scent as it boil∣ed, and seemed fat, but in boiling the fat 
hardened, and no creature (though several at divers times were tried) would 
eat a bit of it, or so much as taste of it.
 
A true draught of this rare animal, together with one of its heads, and two of 
its horns, was carried to Dublin, the 16 of December last; and presented to 
several persons of honour, since which time there is leave granted by 
authority for the public shewing thereof; both in Dublin, and other places.
 
We might now divert the reader a little, and tell him, that some zealots 
hearing of a strange creature with several heads, ten horns, and more then 
triple crowns, took it for the Apocaliptical Beast, and fancied the Pope was 
landed in Person; But—Non bonum est Ludere cum Sanctis, we dare not 
profane a Text for a jest, nor play the fool with thunderbolts, and hope none 
will be so impertinently vain, as to place every strange production in nature to 
be account of prodigies, since, if we consider how large a share the sea makes 
of this inferior globe, and that Nature is ever active and wonderfully fruitful, 
we may not irrationally conclude, or at least suspect the ocean to be inhabited 
with as many several species of creatures, as the earth; and that the vast 
wilderness of waters contains as many monsters, and altogether as strange 
ones, as any in the deserts of Africa.

Story Hooks
The creature is apparently not dead when 
first found, as it attempts to grapple the 
fingers of the people who are dragging it 
ashore. A magus with sufficient skill could 
create a pool that both imprisons and 
restores the creature. A healthy squid 
might be taken as a familiar.
 
Magi can only create things which they 
can “name” in the sense of making them a 
target. A character who does not know a 
squid exists cannot make a squid. The 
creature can be used as a template to 
create other creatures of the same type. 
Further, with the right ritual, it can be 
used to create a version of the squid with 
magical powers, like flight, breathing air, 
and so on.
 
The parts of the creature’s body may serve 
as forms for enchantment, or as materials 
for alchemy. Similarly, the parts of the 
creature’s body could provide the 
equivalent of the cloak of feathers or 
wolfskin pelt used to transform into an 
animal.
 
The zealots see this as a demon: this 
makes them easy to influence.
 
What killed this creature, and why?
 
Eight hundred and one mouths? What 
does it naturally eat, and how, and why?
 
The animals of the sea are the mirrors of 
those on the land, according to medieval 
philosophy. What’s the squid the mirror 
to?
 
A Verditus wishes to build a submersible, 
and hears of the squid. He wishes to use 
biomimicry, to make his design more 
efficient. Can you find him another squid?
 
Is the creature social? Where are the 
others? Do they, like some octopuses, 
build communal lairs, which we might call 
cities? Do they use tools?



FROM OUTSIDE THE WORLD

 

 

She wandered about in the sunshine all the day long, over 
the fields and in the woods, picking the flowers and listening 
to the birds, and singing strange songs to the river. 
Suddenly she sat down on a big stone and looked up at the 
mountain that was just a little too tall for the world, and had 
to hide its head in the clouds.
 
” I should like to climb that mountain,” she thought ; ” I want 
to know what there is on the other side.” And the more she 
thought about it the more did she long to climb. At last she 
jumped up and washed her feet in a little stream of clear 
water, and set off as fast as she could for the top of the 
mountain. It was a long way up, but she sang all the time, 
and amused herself by wondering if any had ever been lost 
on the great hills around her, the hills that stretched away 
and away as far as she could see, and if so whether
 there had been wives and children watching for them at 
home, watching, and waiting, and weeping, and listening for 
a footstep that would never come over the heather again, for 
the sound of a voice that never would speak to them more. ” 
If I could only feel,” she sighed, ” if I could only understand ; 
oh, I would give the world to know what
it is like.”
 
She went slowly down the other side of
‘the mountain. At its foot there was a
little town; it was just a very little
town, with one street running down
the middle of it, an a town -hall in the
market-place, and a clock on the
town -hall that had lost its long
hand, so it pointed to the hours
with its short one, and never
troubled itself about the
minutes. There were not many
people in the town, but they
all knew one another and
talked about one another,
and nobody ever minded his
own business, but always
some other body’s.
 
 

This is a story by Lucy Clifford 
which reminds me of a faerie, 

lacking a soul but having enough 
cognisance to know that she’s not 

fitting her role.



She stood at one end of the street and looked at the 
schoolhouse and the toll- bar in the distance, and 
she walked to the other end and looked at the 
meadows, and at an old barn, and at the farm-
house, which was the last dwelling-place she could 
see. ” It is just the same here as every- where else, I 
suppose,” she said to herself. “The people laugh and 
cry, and love and hate, and play that queer game of 
theirs which consists in one person gaining as much 
money as he can, and the rest getting as much of it 
away from him as they can, and the end of it is 
always the same; the man dies and is forgotten, and 
the next man goes on. I wonder what it . all means.” 
She sat down by the wayside and rested; she 
watched the people in the street, but no one noticed 
her. She saw two men pass by ; she heard one say 
to the other
 
“It is a fair price ; that field is not worth more;” and 
she said to herself “It is the old story, they are talking 
of money.” \
 
A man and woman passed, the woman saying as 
she did so ” I am not going to do it for less, I can tell 
her ; ” and again the girl said to herself ” The old 
story, it is money for ever, money, money, for ever ! ”
 
She got up and walked a little way, wondering if 
there were any children in the town, the children 
would be interesting, she thought. The old people 
were the world of yesterday ; and the grown people 
were the world of to-day ; but the child- ren would be 
the world of to-morrow : of to-morrow that for ever 
was on its way, for ever held a promise. There was 
life in the very word, since only dead men ceased to 
think of it and to plan for it.
 
There is some clue to life I have missed, there is 
something that I am longing for but cannot grasp. I 
am for ever feeling as if I ought to be paying myself 
in as a tribute to some great whole which I cannot 
see because of the darkness before me,” she 
thought.
 
“” Who are you, girl ? ” a voice asked suddenly. She 
looked up and saw a farmer behind her.

” I have come from a cottage over the mountain,” the 
girl answered.
 
” What have you come for ? “
 
” Just to see and to think,” she answered.
 
” It is waste of time,” he said gruffly, and turned 
away. ” Will you have a cup of milk ? ” he asked 
suddenly, ” for maybe you are tired ; go to the house 
yonder, and say I sent you ; ” and he pointed to the 
farm-house. She was hungry and thirsty, and glad to 
do as she was told.
 
” Why do you offer me milk ? ” she asked ; ” I am a 
stranger.”
 
“Strangers feel thirsty as well as friends,” he 
answered. The girl went to the farm-house, and 
when the good wife saw her she made her sit down, 
and fetched some fresh milk and home-made bread, 
and bade her rest well before she went on her way.
 
” I never gave any one a cup of niilk or a welcome 
into my cottage in my whole life,” the girl thought. ” 
 
There is some meaning in the world I have not found 
yet, but it seems a little nearer as I sit and watch the 
farmer’s wife.” Then she rose, and, coldly thanking 
her, went on.
 
“I will go through the town now,” she said to herself. 
A boy was sitting on the gate at the end of ‘ the field. 
He was gaily dressed : from his cap there hung a 
gold tassel, and on his finger he wore a ring. The girl 
stopped and looked at him. ” Where do you live ? ” 
she asked.
 
“I live at the great house up there,” he answered, 
nodding in the direction of the hill. ” You can see the 
flag waving from the tower.”
 
” You must be rich,” she said, ” for your house is 
very grand. How did you get all your money ?”
 
” My ancestors won it hundreds of years ago,” he 
answered proudly. ” They were great men.”



” And are you great ? ” she asked.
 
“I am great, for I am rich,” he answered.
 
“And so you have time to think,” she said eagerly. ” 
Tell me, do you know all things ? “
 
” No,” he said, ” I never trouble about them ; I am 
content to live and enjoy my riches.”
 
” I cannot understand it,” she sighed ; ” men are 
content to work for those they will never see, and to 
heap up money perchance for fools to spend. Money 
doesn’t make you great,” she said scornfully to the 
boy ; ” any booby can inherit.” 
 
She went down the street, she looked at the faces of 
the people; on all of them there seemed to be written 
some history of past days, some record of joy and 
sorrow, but most of sorrow. ” I am very thankful,” she 
thought, ” that I shall never know the things they 
know. I remember once overhearing some poet or 
dreamer say that in every heart there was a death 
chamber ; there is none in mine ; I have no heart to 
hold one.”
 
The townspeople were looking out at their doors, 
laughing and making merry when any two met; she 
wondered what it was all about, till suddenly she saw 
a bridal party go by. “I see now,” she said to herself; 
“these are two people going to marry, and they are 
rejoicing because they will be together henceforth. 
One will know when the other sorrows, and one will 
sit and watch at last by the other’s dead face. Why 
do they rejoice ? Oh ! I shall never understand it all.”
 
She turned out of the street, and went towards the 
fields and there sat a man by an easel, on which 
stood an untouched canvas. The boy looked at the 
girL
 
“What do you learn at school ? ” she asked.
 
” All kinds of things,” he answered. ” I am very happy 
while I am learning,” he added. “And after the 
lessons come the games.”

” What shall you do when you are a man ? ” she 
asked.
 
” I shall go on with the making of the world,” he said, 
and began to sing.
 
” Why do you want to do that ? We all die soon.”
 
” It was made for us, it is ours now, we have to make 
it for those to come. Even to think of it makes one 
long to begin.”
 
” But we shall not be here.”
 
” Others will;” he laughed, and went on his way still 
singing.
 
” Perhaps the artist will tell me something,” she 
thought, and went up to him. “Have you painted 
many pictures ?” she asked.
 
“No” he answered, “I have painted none that are 
worth remembering yet, but I shall some day.”
 
” How do you know ?” she asked curiously. ” 
Because I love the world so much,” he answered; “it 
is very beautiful,” he sighed. ” I should despair of my 
own self, but that love makes one so strong ; it helps 
one to do all things.”
 
” Why do you want to paint pictures ?” she asked.
 
” Pictures are messages of light in dark places,” he 
answered. “I want to tell the story of the world’s 
beauty to the cities, so that some of those who live, 
and work, and have seldom time to rest, and never 
time to journey, may wander in its fairest places and 
know them in their hearts.”
 
The girl’s face became eager as she listened, she 
felt some dim understanding, and yet why should he 
care for unknown people in unseen cities ? “And can 
you do it ; can you make pictures that will do this, 
and where did you get the power?”
 
 



” I worked for it ; I am working for it still, and some 
day I shall succeed, as all, who love their work well, 
must.”
 
“Love: what has that to do with it?”
 
” One must love one’s work,” he answered. ” ‘ For 
whatever a man loves he can create, and the work 
of his hands is that in which his soul delighteth.'”
 
” There is some use in love that makes the world 
prettier or better,” she said ; ” I understand that, but 
there is none in love the end of which is parting and 
sorrow.”
 
” The one is the outcome of the other,” he said. “As 
death is the consequence of life, so is sorrow the 
outcome of joy, the price we pay for it somehow or at 
sometime.”
 
” But if that is so,” the girl said, ” surely you should 
bear your sorrows in silence, and not cry out as if 
your happiness had been over-dear.”
 
” Ah,” said the painter, taking up his brush, ” that is 
an easy thing to say, and a sorry one to hear ;” and 
then he began to work, and the girl went towards the 
hill.
 
” I will go home,” she said to herself ; ” I am no wiser 
than when I came.” She passed a cottage at the foot 
of the hill ; an old woman sat by the door knitting. 
Suddenly the girl stopped. ” May I come in and rest a 
bit, mother ?” she asked.
 
” Yes, my child,” the woman answered ; and she 
took the girl into the cottage and made her sit down 
by the fire, and gave her food and drink, and 
watched her while she rested. Suddenly the girl 
looked up.
 
“Mother,” she said, “I have been wandering through 
the little town looking at the people, only at the 
outside of their lives, and hearing just their most 
careless words. Tell me, what does it all mean ? 
Why do they go on eager for life which is often a 
burden, and for money which none can hold long ? “

” Where have you come from that you ask these 
things?”
 
” I came over the hill this morning from a cottage just 
outside the world, and so I have no share in the 
world. I am just a spectator. But what does it all 
mean the hate and the love, the joy and sorrow, the 
for ever seeking for happiness that must for ever 
turn to woe in the end ?”
 
” Surely we should be content to take our share of 
work, and sorrow, and pain ; we that take the world’s 
life, and light, and shelter, and sunshine, shall we 
bear nothing in return ?” the woman said in surprise.
 
” And money ? Does money bring you happiness 
that you seek for it, and bear so much for its sake ?”
 
” Seldom enough, dear, unless it finds other things to 
keep it company. There is nothing so overrated in all 
the world as money,” the woman said.
 
” Why do so many seek it ?”
 
” I cannot tell, dear lassie, for I never had it, or 
desired it ; but some is necessary, and all should be 
willing to work for their share of it, but more than this 
I cannot understand. Why it is so precious and so 
difficult to win, where so many are willing to work for 
it, is one of the strange things one has to think 
about. There are many better things than money ; it 
is a thousand pities so much good time is wasted in 
seeking it.”
 
“And why do people desire to work; is it for honour ?“
 
” The best workers think only of their work,” the 
woman answered, ” and whether it will be good for 
the world and in itself, or of what it will do for others, 
not of what it will do for themselves.”
 
” And love “
 
” Ah,” the woman said quickly, ” out of good love and 
good work has the world grown up ; from them and 
through them we possess all good things. To love



 well and to work well are the two things to desire in 
life, for all other things are in their gift. To the lovers 
and the students we owe all things.”
 
” But the world is not made up of these, dear mother 
; there are the soldiers, and the lawgivers, and many 
others.”
 
” They have been lovers and students first.”
 
The girl did not ask how this might be, for she 
thought of the words the painter had quoted, ” For 
whatever a man loves he can create, and the work 
of his hands is that in which his soul delighteth;” and 
dimly she was beginning to understand. ” Why do 
people desire to do good work for the world which 
they hardly know and have scarcely seen?” she 
asked.
 
” The world is ourselves,” the woman answered ; “it 
is the thing we make it, and we can all help to 
choose what manner of thing it shall be for those 
who come after us. Even the least of us can help to 
root out sin, and to make unkindness strange, and 
some one life better because ours has been. Oh ! 
my dear,” she cried’ passionately, ” if I could but 
hope that you and I may think this, and know it 
before the day comes when our hands shall be 
folded, and only our work shall say that we have 
lived “
 
But the girl looked on still wondering. ” How did you 
come to think and know all these things ?” she 
asked.
 
” I have been alone so long,” the woman answered, 
“just sitting by the fire thinking. But why are you 
going ? stay a little longer if you will, lassie.”
 
” It is a long way over the hills,” the girl answered, ” 
and I must go home to the cottage.” As she spoke 
she looked back longingly at the little town, and at 
the smoke rising up from the houses in which the 
people rejoiced, and sorrowed, and worked, and 
lived out their simple lives. Then suddenly she 
looked up at the woman. “Good-bye, dear mother,” 
she said.

“It is a strange thing, but I would give the world to put 
my arms round your neck and kiss you just once.”
 
” And why not ? ” the woman asked, gently.
“I cannot,” the girl answered; “something holds me 
back. I am just a spectator and have no part in the 
world, and cannot understand the things for which it 
cares so much.”
 
“But why is that?” ” Oh, mother, I have no heart, and 
I live outside the world and have no share or part in 
it ; its joys and sorrows alike pass me by and are 
never mine ;” and she started on her way.
 
“No heart !” the woman said sadly. “Ah, poor lassie ! 
then the world must indeed be a riddle of which you 
have for ever missed the answer.”



TOOLEBELTS AND CHATELAINES

 
I started writing up a magus with a tool belt, and 
went back to look up their history. We’ve had one 
in a game supplement before, but it was 
disguised, because the wearer, like many at the 
time, was a woman.
 
Western tool belts begin with female roman 
slaves. They carried a little tool pouch on their 
belts, which contained personal hygiene items 
and domestic tools. The belt pouches carried on 
historically until they hit the Middle Ages. Again, 
they tend to be feminine because of the 
gendered division of labour. Men, speaking 
loosely, work with large tools that emphasise 
strength. Women, and here we are speaking in a 
very general way, did more domestic duties, 
using smaller tools based on manual dexterity. 
You can carry small tools in a belt pouch, but not 
large tools. Keys join these tools after the 
development of turn locks.
 
Once keys and locks become cheap, the belt 
pouch transforms, in some paces, into the 
chatelaine. A chatelaine is one of my favourite 
pieces of jewellery. It’s a belt plate from which 
hang several short chains, each of which is 
attached to a tool used in the daily work of the 
woman. These were a symbol of authority in 
senior servants, because it meant that the wearer 
was trusted with the keys to the valuables of the 
house or castle.
 
Modern tool belts, are for people using several 
tools in the same job without a break to swap 
tools. This is more common in modern, larger, 
quickly built structures.
 
Individual tools and materials have been defined 
but there is no Shape and Material Bonus 
already published for chatelaines or tool belts. 
My suggestion is Rego +5 for all of those keys, 
and the control they represent.



THE INFERNAL REGIO 

OF MAJOR WEIR

 
This week, Major Weir’s Infernal regio in 
Edinburgh as described by Joyce Muddock.
 
LibriVox is a community group which records 
books that are in the public domain into the 
audio format. I believe this recording is by 
Colleen McMahon and I thank her for putting it in 
the public domain. It demonstrates something 
interesting about folk tales – things which were 
terrifying to people from previous generations 
aren’t particularly scary now.
 
This bit of folklore, retold here by Joyce Muddock, 
uses skeletons a lot, and skeletons used to be 
terrifying. There were Vincent Price movies 
where the presence of a skeleton was the thing 
meant ot scare you. For one of them, a skeleton 
popped out of a trapdoor in center of the theater 
and then whizzed over your head on a wire. It was 
enough to give people a serious shock. Role-
players being somewhat enured to such shocks, 
these creatures just become monsters that we 
can use in this case to populate what I would 
suggest is an infernal regio that is fueled by the 
occasional murder of a passing person.

The craze for supplanting old things with new is 
responsible for much Vandalism ; while the 
modern besom of reform has swept away some 
of the most picturesque buildings in all our large 
cities. Even the eerie things that stalked the land 
during the hours of darkness, and only fled back 
to their abodes of gloom and mystery as the 
cocks crew and the glimmering dawn began to 
assert itself, have been’exorcised from their 
accustomed haunts by the joiner’s saw and the 
bricklayer’s trowel, and many a once familiar 
spirit that made our grandparents’ flesh creep is 
known no more.
 
Nothing, perhaps, that ever came from the 
unseen world was better known up to 1878 than 
the ghosts of the terrible Major Weir and his 
awful sister, Grizel. For over two hundred years 
they haunted, to the terror of the neighbourhood, 
the scenes so familiar to them while on earth, 
and there was hardly an inhabitant of the region 
around the historical West Bow in Edinburgh who 
had not at some time or other seen the ghosts of 
the wicked Major or his infamous sister. The dark 
and grim alley that led to the house so long the 
residence of the Major and Grizel when they 
were in the flesh was passed with a shudder. 
Boys and girls avoided it as they would a nest of 
serpents, and when darkness had fallen the man 
or woman was hardly to be found who would 
have ventured down that accursed passage. For 
strange apparitions, like black and silent 
shadows, flitted about ; and though the Major’s 
house had long been tenantless, for no one 
could be induced to live in such a place, 
unearthly noises echoed through its decaying 
chambers at night, and lights that came from no 
earthly gas or candles gleamed from the 
begrimed windows. And sometimes, when a 
belated traveller, nervously wending his way 
homeward, passed the haunted alley, he has 
been suddenly almost turned to stone with horror



a great black hand came out of space, seized the 
pike, and hurled it away ; and so startled was the 
native by this remarkable apparition that he fell 
down in a fit and expired.
 
For his Irish services Weir received promotion, 
and became a major. Soon afterwards he was 
appointed to the command of the ‘ Guard of 
Edinburgh,’ and in that capacity he had charge of 
the military arrangements during the execution of 
the great Montrose. He was a striking-looking 
man, powerfully built, and had a massive, sullen, 
repellent sort of face. His eyes were small, but 
burned like jets of fire, while his hair was coal 
black. On being appointed to his command in 
Edinburgh he took up his lodgings in the house in 
the West Bow, and that house was destined to 
bear the most evil of reputations ever after. His 
sister Grizel, as remarkable looking a woman as 
he was a man, came to reside with him, and this 
strange couple began then to hold direct 
intercourse with the Prince of Darkness, who 
presented the Major with an ebony staff that 
bestowed upon its possessor extraordinary 
powers of eloquence.
 
The night on which the Unholy One and Major 
Weir made their compact in the Major’s house 
the elements were dis- turbed in such a manner 
that the oldest inhabitant could remember 
nothing like it. An intense gloom enveloped the 
city, and from out the piled-up masses of clouds 
there suddenly leapt sheets of flame, followed by 
peals of thunder that shook the solid earth and 
caused many women and children to die of fright. 
Then ensued a deluge of rain that flooded the 
streets and drowned hundreds of cattle and 
sheep grazing in the fields. Many houses were 
struck by lightning, as well as people, and the 
destruction and distress caused by this most 
awful storm were tremendous.
 
During the time that the storm was at its height a 
strange little old man, enveloped in a large black 
cloak, appeared in the Major’s room. Where he 
came from or how he got in it is impossible to 

by observing a headless, coal-black horse, of 
gigantic proportions, with blood and fire 
streaming from its neck, issue forth, ridden by the 
grinning spectre of Major Weir, though, in a few 
moments, horse and rider would suddenly vanish 
in a whirlwind of blue flame. Anything more 
frightful than this apparition could not be 
imagined, and yet it was by no means 
uncommon. And sometimes the inhabitants of 
the Bow, when peacefully sleeping in their beds, 
were aroused by the thundering of a ponderous 
coach, drawn by six fiery steeds at full gallop. It 
came up the Lawn Market, shook the very 
foundations of the solid houses in the Bow, as it 
tore along to the head of the terrible close, as 
alleys are called in Scotland, where it paused for 
a few minutes, and then thundered back again, 
leaving behind it sheets of flame and an 
overpowering smell of sulphur. Strange as it may 
sound now, this equipage was driven by the Evil 
One himself, who came to take back the Major 
and his sister after they had spent a night’s leave 
of absence in their former earthly abode. All this 
is changed, however, for in 1878 the ‘ 
Improvement Commission ‘ of Edinburgh, with 
ruthless hand, improved the Major’s house and 
the dreadful close off the face of the earth for 
ever, and the disgusted ghosts walked no more.
 
But who was Major Weir ? some may ask. Well, 
he was a native of Kirktown, in Lanarkshire, and 
was born about the beginning of the sixteenth 
century. His mother was a sorceress of great 
repute, and it was only natural she should, at an 
early stage of his career, initiate her son into the 
mysteries of the black art. This did not prevent 
him, however, from becoming a soldier, for in 
1641 we find he was a lieutenant in the Scottish 
army that was sent by the Covenanters to Ireland 
to protect the Ulster settlers. In this capacity he 
saw considerable service, being present at the 
storming of Carrickfergus and the sanguinary 
battle of Benburb. During this battle he was 
furiously at- tacked by a native armed with a 
formidable pike, with which he made a 
tremendous lunge at his foe, but at that moment



Weir's coach
"West Bow, Midnight"

A. A. Ritchie 
1873



large blue mark, and as soon as they were dead 
ho whisked them through the window and laid 
them side by side at the top of the close, where 
they were found next morning. Tho discovery 
caused great consternation in the Bow, and the 
strange blue mark on the forehead of each 
corpse convinced people that something 
uncanny had caused their death, though what 
that was was never known until the terrible Major 
himself confessed years afterwards.
 
At length, however, retribution was to overtake 
this very wicked man and his equally wicked 
sister. After a long course of iniquity, and when 
he was verging on seventy years of ago, tho 
Major fell seriously ill. This illness had such an 
effect upon his mind that he made open 
confession of his wickedness and of his compact 
with the Fiend. So astounding and seemingly 
incredible was the story be told that Sir Andrew 
Ramsay of Abbotshall, who was Lord-Provost of 
Edinburgh…refused at first to order his arrest. 
But to such a pitch of furiousness rose the outcry 
against the wizard and his sister that at last the 
Provost had them conveyed to the Tolbooth, 
together with the magic ebony staff. One of the 
bailies was then sent to search the Major’s 
house, and amongst other things he found a 
quantity of money wrapped up in pieces of cloth. 
A scrap of this cloth was inadvertently cast on 
tho fire, when it caused a tremendous report that 
was heard all over the Bow. The money was 
taken by the magistrate to his own house, but no 
sooner had he arrived than the pieces flew out of 
the bag in which they were being carried, and 
banged themselves about, smashing windows 
and furniture to fragments, and it was only when 
the bailie and his appalled family offered up a 
prayer that the demoniacal money flew up tho 
chimney and was seen no more.
 
While lying in prison waiting to be tried, the Major 
seems to have become still more conscience-
stricken, so that he made the most astounding 
revelations, and the sensation ‘these revelations 
caused throughout Edinburgh was immense. 
People could hardly believe that such things     

say. It is equally impossible to tell precisely what 
passed between this little old man who 
announced him- *self as ‘ The Prince of 
Darkness ‘ and the Major and his sister. But this 
much, at least, is known, that the Prince handed 
the Major an ebony staff, telling him that slave 
never obeyed his master so well as that staff 
would obey him. It would fetch and carry, confer 
upon him extraordinary elo- quence, and render 
him invulnerable to everything except a single 
bum. The Prince advised the Major to devote 
himself to ‘praying and expounding,’ as that 
would give him great influence with the people, 
and was the surest way to worldly advancement. 
Accordingly, we find it stated in ‘ Fraser’s MS.’ in 
the Advocates’ Library at Edinburgh, that ‘ he 
(Weir) became so notoriously regarded among 
the Presbyterian sect that if four met together be 
sure that Major Weir was one. At private 
meetings he prayed to admiration, which made 
many of that stamp court his converse. He never 
married, but lived in a private house with his 
sister, Grizel Weir. Many resorted to his house to 
join with him and to hear him pray ; but it was 
observed that he could not officiate in any holy 
duty without the black staff or rod in his hand and 
leaning upon it, which made those who heard 
him pray admire his power of prayer, his ready 
extemporary expression, his heavenly gesture, 
so that he was thought more an angel than a 
man, and was termed by some of the holy sisters 
ordinarily ” Angelical Thomas.”
 
‘ In spite, however, of this outward show of 
sanctity the Major was engaged in wizardry that 
was truly astonishing, while his inner life was 
darkened by crimes of the most repulsive kind. 
On one occasion, having conceived a dislike to 
two of his neighbours, a man and woman who 
had given him Rome offence, he invited them to 
supper. During the meal lie summoned his 
master the Devil, who appeared in his most 
horrifying aspect. When the guests saw this 
frightful apparition they both went raving mad, 
and Satan then touched them on the forehead 
and killed them. Where he touched them was a 



daylight. As soon as she was brought to the 
place of execution she began rending her 
clothes, saying that she wanted to die ‘ with all 
the shame she could.’ Like her brother, she 
refused to pray, and scoffed at those who tried to 
induce her to repent.
 
Let it not be supposed, however, that although 
the woman had been strangled, and the man 
strangled and burnt, that these people had been 
got rid of. Oh, dear no ! for the very night 
following their execution the Major’s house was 
observed to be brilliantly lighted up. From every 
window light gleamed, and such light, too ! —
utterly unlike anything the citizens were 
accustomed to. But this was not all, for from the 
house issued roars of laughter, eldritch screams, 
and wild shouts of revel. All night long the 
inhabitants of the Bow heard the thunder of 
invisible chariot wheels either going to or coming 
from the Major’s house, and now and again great 
sheets of blue flame shot out of the grim close 
that gave access to the Major’s door. These 
revels were kept up till daylight began to dawn, 
and then the frightened neighbours saw that the 
lights in the house faded out, and the shouts of 
the revellers were hushed.
 
A few nights later a woman was proceeding 
through the Bow carrying a lantern. She was 
going to visit a sick neighbour, and had a little 
basket on her arm filled with delicacies. As she 
reached the top of the dreaded close her basket 
and lantern were whisked away from her, and 
then she was frozen with horror as she beheld 
standing in the mouth of the close the well-known 
form of Grizel Weir. She appeared, however, to 
be of enormous stature, and was grinning 
horribly. This dreadful sight caused the poor 
woman to fall down in a fit, and she was found 
sometime later and conveyed to her home ; but 
when she recovered from the fit, she related all 
that she had seen, and soon after she lost her 
reason, owing to the shock she had received. For 
a week or two after this nothing was observed 
either in the close or the Major’s house, which 
was shunned by everyone. But, at last, one night

could be possible. Of course, the confession only 
served to seal his doom still more surely, and 
when, on April 9, 1670, he was brought before 
the Justiciary Court, the verdict was a foregone 
conclusion. He and his sister, however, were 
duly tried, and the Major was sentenced to be ‘ 
strangled and burned between Edinburgh and 
Leith,’ while Grizel was to be hanged in the 
Grassmarket. As soon as he was conveyed back 
to prison he was earnestly urged to pray to 
heaven for pardon. But, ac- cording to ‘ Law’s 
Memorials,’ he exclaimed, ‘ Torment me no 
more. I am tormented enough already.’ He 
strenuously declined to see a clergyman.
 
In due course he was brought out for execution, 
and as he was placed over the fire with the rope 
round his neck some pious people urged him to 
say, ‘ Lord, be merciful to me ‘ ; but he replied 
fiercely, ‘ Let me alone. I will not say anything of 
the kind. I have lived as a beast and must die like 
a beast.’
 
As soon as he had been strangled his body was 
cast into the fire along with his ebony staff. And 
the horror and amazement of the spectators may 
be imagined when they saw this remarkable staff 
twist and turn about and perform the most 
extraordinary contortions, and all the time 
uttering strange sounds. Nor did it disappear until 
the last vestige of the Major’s body had been 
consumed. Though even then the stick was not 
burnt, but it leapt high up above the flames and 
vanished from the sight of the appalled 
spectators.
 
As soon as the Major had been disposed of his 
sister was prepared for execution, but when told 
of her brother’s death she fell to raving in the 
most horrible manner ; and she vowed that not 
only was she a sorceress but that her mother 
before her had been a witch. She also declared 
that she and her brother had been in direct 
communication with the Devil, who on one 
occasion had taken them for a drive in a fiery 
chariot drawn by headless horses and in broad
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truthfulness ; while her maid was a most virtuous 
woman, and had been in Mistress Donaldson’s 
service for over twenty years.
 
The lady was a widow, very comely and much 
sought after by the beaux of the period. Her 
husband had been a barber and a very 
industrious man, and, having accumulated some 
money, he was enabled to leave his widow very 
comfortably off ; and as it was believed it was her 
money and not herself that was sought after, she 
turned a deaf ear to her many sighing suitors, 
and resolved to keep the memory of her 
departed green. Now, it happened that Mistress 
Donaldson had a very intimate friend in the 
person of Mistress Williamson, also a widow, 
who resided in the Bow, and not very far from the 
haunted house of Major Weir. One afternoon 
Mistress Williamson invited a few select friends, 
including Mistress Donaldson, to drink a dish of 
hot spiced ale, and discuss the current topics of 
the day. Mistress Donaldson, accompanied by 
her maid Jessie, proceeded to her friend’s house 
about four of the clock in the afternoon of a 
November day. The ladies enjoyed themselves 
for two or three hours with much gossip, and did 
not consume more than three dishes of ale each. 
About seven of the clock Mistress Donaldson 
prepared to depart. At that time a thick mist 
enveloped the city, and a small rain was 
descending. The lady put on her pattens and 
wrapped her cloak about her, and then, preceded 
by Jessie, who carried the lantern, started for her 
home. Her route passed that grim and 
mysterious close which led to the Major’s house. 
On reaching the head of the close the frightened 
maid suddenly whispered to her mistress :
 
‘ God guard us, for I declare this is Major Weir’s 
close ! ‘ She had scarcely spoken the words, 
when she uttered a piercing scream, and cried 
out, ‘ Oh, oh, somebody has got hold of me ! ‘
 
Her mistress rebuked her for what she termed 
her ‘ frivolity,’ and told her that the small dish of 
beer with the few drops of brandy that she had 
partaken of before starting, to keep the fog from

the neighbours heard a sound as of some 
tremendous body rushing through the air. On 
looking out of their windows they beheld Sk 
gigantic black horse, bearing on its back Major 
Weir. The animal’s eyes were great balls of fire, 
and fire streamed from its nostrils. On reaching 
the close this mysterious steed stopped, and the 
Major alighted, and instantly the close was filled 
with strange beings, each one carrying a torch, 
while a wild shout greeted the Major’s arrival. 
Then once more was the house illuminated from 
top to bottom, and presently, to the horror of 
those who were witnesses of this remarkable 
occurrence, a window in the Major’s house was 
opened and a headless body was flung out, and 
alighted with a sickening thud on the pavement. 
Five minutes later, from another window, a head 
was flung after the body, and all night long these 
ghastly objects lay on the pavement, for no one 
who had witnessed the sickening sight dare 
leave his house. When the day dawned, 
however, people hurried down and in- formed the 
authorities of what they had seen. The head and 
the body were at once secured, but who the 
person was, no one of the many hundreds of 
people who saw the remains was able to 
recognise. The head had been cut off so evenly 
that there was not a jag to be seen.
 
No sooner had the citizens recovered from this 
horror before a fresh one was in store for them. 
Again one night unearthly sounds were heard. 
There was laughter such as no mortal ever 
uttered, and shrill screams that human throats 
were incapable of. And when the scared 
neighbours ventured to peer out they saw that 
every window of the Major’s house was wide 
open, and at each window was a grinning 
skeleton, the eyeless sockets being filled with 
balls of blue flame. The whole thing was hideous 
and appalling, and no wonder that some of those 
that were eye-witnesses lost their reason. But 
probably the most appalling sight of all was that 
which was witnessed by Mistress Margaret 
Donaldson and her maid. This good lady was of 
exceeding piety, and had great renown for 



waist lifted them into the centre of the room. 
Then the music struck up again, and the dance 
of death began. It was awful. Round and round 
the room flew the skeletons in one awful mad 
stampede, their bones rattling in time to the 
strange music, and their fleshless jaws clicking 
and snapping as if these tenants of the grave 
were roaring with laughter. The Major and his 
sister seemed to be everywhere. They whirled 
round and round like a maelstrom, and with 
amazing rapidity, while the Evil One sat on a high 
chair at the end of the room and appeared to 
enjoy the spectacle.
 
How long the infernal revels were kept up the 
unfortunate women could not say. All they knew 
was that quite suddenly the dancers stood stock 
still. The lights went out, the maid and her 
mistress were carried downstairs, through the 
doorway, along the close, and deposited on the 
pavement, where they became unconscious 
through the shock they had received, and where 
they were found in the dawn by the watch. They 
were at once conveyed home, and poor Mrs. 
Donaldson took to her bed, for that awful scene 
had been too much for her. A raging fever 
ensued, and in a week she was dead, but, before 
dying, she gave to the clergyman who attended 
her a circumstantial account of the ghastly ball at 
which she had been present, and this account 
was corroborated in every detail by the maid.
 
It is needless to say that after this Major Weir’s 
house was more shunned than ever, and for a 
hundred years it remained without an earthly 
tenant, though it was haunted all that time by the 
Major and his ghostly companions. At length the 
unfortunate owner, who had been unable to 
either let or sell his property, determined to try 
and obtain a tenant who might for a time sit rent 
free, in order to break the fearful spell that had so 
long hung over the accursed place. At length 
such a tenant was found in one William Patullo 
and his wife. Patullo had been a soldier, and was 
a very wild, reckless, and somewhat dissipated 
man. He was wont to declare that he did not care
 

affecting her throat, must have gone to her head, 
but in a few moments the good lady herself cried 
out
 
: ‘ Losh me, if there isna’ an arm round my ain 
waist ! ‘
 
Instantly the two women were whirled round and 
round in a mad gallop, and the maid’s lantern 
went flying up through the air. Then they were 
both whirled at a giddy pace down the awful 
close. The door of the Major’s house was flung 
open, and a great blaze of blinding light 
streamed forth. The unseen partners of the two 
women, who were now almost dead with fright, 
lifted them into the passage, and the door closed 
with a bang. Upstairs they were carried to the 
great room, which was illuminated as for a ball, 
and here, exhausted and frightened out of their 
wits, they sank down on to a stool. But now they 
were to behold the most appalling sight ever 
seen by human eyes. The door at the end of the 
room was suddenly opened with a clang, and 
Major Weir and his awful sister appeared, 
escorted by the Prince of Darkness, who bowed 
with great politeness to the maid and mistress.
 
Following this strange trio, trooped in fifty pairs of 
skeletons arm in arm. Anything more ghastly 
than this little army of grinning, chapless 
skeletons could not be conceived by the brain of 
man. The luckless women seemed to turn to 
stone with horror, and yet though they were 
deadly cold the perspiration streamed from them. 
At a given signal the skeletons, together with the 
Major and his sister, arranged themselves for a 
minuet. Then strange and unearthly music struck 
up from some unseen orchestra, and the 
skeletons having bowed to each other began to 
dance, the Major and his sister leading the way. 
The rattling of the bones of these fleshless 
dancers was horrible, and made the blood of the 
women curdle in their veins. Presently the minuet 
ceased, and the dancers formed themselves for 
a reel. Two skeletons, to the terror of the women, 
approached them, and seizing them round the 



for either man or devil, and the prospect ofgetting 
a house rent free induced him to accept the 
owner’s offer. When it had become known that at 
last a tenant had been found for the haunted 
house of Major Weir, the excitement in the town 
was immense, and Patullo was looked upon with 
extraordinary interest. At length he and his 
spouse removed to their new quarters, but their 
very first night’s experience deterred them and 
everyone else from ever again making the 
experiment. The honest man and his wife had 
not been long in bed before a remarkable 
phosphorescent glow seemed to pervade the 
room, and a noise that had no counterpart in 
earthly noises fell on the affrighted ears of the 
new tenants. Then, with eyeballs almost starting 
from their heads with terror, they beheld a 
gigantic beast, having a resemblance in form to a 
calf, but without a head. This strange creature 
put its two fore-paws on the stock of the bed and 
reared upright in all its ghastly headlessness, 
great streams of blood spouting from its neck. 
The woman fainted, and the man was 
spellbound, but presently he was enabled to 
murmur a prayer for protection, and then the 
frightful and appalling vision vanished. 
 
Next day, as soon as ever it was light, the rash 
pair quitted the place, and no attempt was ever 
afterwards made to inhabit it.
 
Scotch readers will know that this is not fiction, 
and English ones may be told that it is absolutely 
true that for a hundred and fifty years Major 
Weir’s house remained tenantless save by its evil 
spirits, though over and over again it was offered 
to people for nothing. But a curse had fallen on it, 
and nothing could remove that curse, until at last 
the Improvement Commission rooted the place 
up, crop and stone, thus purging it from its evil 
reputation, and banishing for ever the ghosts of 
the wicked Major Weir and his terrible sister.
 



PU: THE FAITHFUL TIGER
This week we start a new series of 
posts by a particular author. For 
the last few years we’ve been 
doing the works of Lord Dunsany, 
which I hope eventually to collect 
together into a vast annotated 
omnibus. Since then we’ve had 
some M.R. James, some Benson 
but for the next six or seven 
months we’ll be listening to stories 
by a 17th century Chinese author 
Pu Sung-Ling whose book was 
first translated as “Strange Stories 
From A Chinese Studio". 
Various other translations have 
had slightly different names.
 
Let’s start with a simple one: this 
one’s about what we might call an 
animal saint. In Ars Magica, animal 
saints are a strange little cul-de-
sac in Catholic theology. I believe 
we’ve written up St Guinefort the 
Greyhound several times. He can 
be prayed to, as a saint, to protect 
children. This is either an animal 
saint or possibly a faerie: as you 
are translating things from Chinese 
into Western European theology 
there are certain necessary 
changes.
 
Stats for this creature will 
eventually be written up for the 
blog that accompanies this 
podcast. The recording used in 
this spisode was released into the 
public domain by Matt Parad. 
Many thanks to Matt and to the 
entire gang at LibriVox

At Chao-ch‘êng there lived an old woman more than seventy years of age, who had an 
only son. One day he went up to the hills and was eaten by a tiger, at which his mother 
was so overwhelmed with grief that she hardly wished to live. With tears and 
lamentations she ran and told her story to the magistrate of the place, who laughed 
and asked her how she thought the law could be brought to bear on a tiger. But the old 
woman would not be comforted, and at length the magistrate lost his temper and bade 
her begone. Of this, however, she took no notice; and then the magistrate, in 
compassion for her great age and unwilling to resort to extremities, promised her that 
he would have the tiger arrested. Even then she would not go until the warrant had 
been actually issued; so the magistrate, at a loss what to do, asked his attendants 
which of them would undertake the job.[ Upon this one of them, Li Nêng, who 
happened to be gloriously drunk, stepped forward and said that he would; whereupon 
the warrant was immediately issued and the old woman went away. When our friend, 
Li Nêng, got sober, he was sorry for what he had done; but reflecting that the whole 
thing was a mere trick of his master’s to get rid of the old woman’s importunities, did 
not trouble himself much about it, handing in the warrant as if the arrest had been 
made. “Not so,” cried the magistrate, “you said you could do this, and now I shall not 
let you off.” Li Nêng was at his wits’ end, and begged that he might be allowed to 
impress the hunters of the district. This was conceded; so collecting together these 
men, he proceeded to spend day and night among the hills in the hope of catching a 
tiger, and thus making a show of having fulfilled his duty.
 
A month passed away, during which he received several hundred blows with the 
bamboo and at length, in despair, he betook himself to the Ch‘êng-huang temple in the 
eastern suburb, where, falling on his knees, he prayed and wept by turns. By-and-by a 
tiger walked in, and Li Nêng, in a great fright, thought he was going to be eaten alive. 
But the tiger took no notice of anything, remaining seated in the doorway. Li Nêng then 
addressed the animal as follows:—“O tiger, if thou didst slay that old woman’s son, 
suffer me to bind thee with this cord;” and, drawing a rope from his pocket, threw it 
over the animal’s neck. The tiger drooped its ears, and allowing itself to be bound, 
followed Li Nêng to the magistrate’s office. The latter then asked it, saying, “Did you 
eat the old woman’s son?” to which the tiger replied by nodding its head; whereupon 
the magistrate rejoined, “That murderers should suffer death has ever been the law. 
Besides, this old woman had but one son, and by killing him you took from her the sole 
support of her declining years. But if now you will be as a son to her, your crime shall 
be pardoned.” The tiger again nodded assent, and accordingly the magistrate gave 
orders that he should be released, at which the old woman was highly incensed, 
thinking that the tiger ought to have paid with its life for the destruction of her son.
 
Next morning, however, when she opened the door of her cottage, there lay a dead 
deer before it; and the old woman, by selling the flesh and skin, was able to purchase 
food. From that day this became a common event, and sometimes the tiger would 
even bring her money and valuables, so that she became quite rich, and was much 
better cared for than she had been even by her own son. Consequently, she became 
very well-disposed to the tiger, which often came and slept in the verandah, remaining 
for a whole day at a time, and giving no cause of fear either to man or beast. In a few 
years the old woman died, upon which the tiger walked in and roared its lamentations 
in the hall. However, with all the money she had saved, she was able to have a 
splendid funeral; and while her relatives were standing round the grave, out rushed a 
tiger, and sent them all running away in fear. But the tiger merely went up to the 
mound, and, after roaring like a thunder-peal, disappeared again. Then the people of 
that place built a shrine in honour of the Faithful Tiger, and it remains there to this day.



APPENDIX : SUPPLEMENTAL STATISTICS

I’m trying to work through the 
backlog of monster 
statistics, so here are a batch 
for this month. Thanks to 
jason72 and Ignes Fesitvus 
for reminding me where these 
statistics were, and for the 
suggestion to use a 
mongoose as the base for 
ferret statistics.

Srendi Vashtar – Tiny Faerie God
Faerie Might: 5 (Animal)
Characteristics: Cun +1, Per 0, Pre –2, Com –5, Str –5, Sta +2, Dex +1, Qik +4
Size: –4
Confidence Score: 1 (3)
Virtues and Flaws: Berserk, Ferocity (against those who hurt children), 
Immunity (serpent venom), Improved Characteristics.
Mundane Qualities: Crafty, Pursuit Predator, Tireless
Faerie Powers: Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Animal Form.
Personality Traits: Patient +5, Angry +3
Combat: Teeth: Init +4, Attack +11, Defense +12, Damage –4
* does not include +3 bonus when attacking those who have hurt children (Ferocity).
Soak: +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1), –3 (2), –5 (3), Incapacitated (4), Dead (5+)
Pretenses: Athletics 3 (leaping), Awareness 3 (adults), Brawl 6 (bite), 
Hunt 4 (people who hurt children), Survival 3 (human habitation)
Natural Weapons: Teeth: Init 0, Attack +3*, Defense +1*, Damage +1.
Vis: I pawn Perdo: a destroyed toy.
Appearance: A ferret or weasel with eyes that, perhaps, burn red with a desire
for vengeance.
 
Srendi Vashtar – Tiny False God
Infernal Might: 5 (Animal)
Characteristics: Int +1, Per 0, Pre +1, Com +1, Str –5, Sta +2, Dex +1, Qik +4
Size: –4
Confidence Score: 5 (5)
Personality Traits: Proud +6
Reputation:  False God 1
Combat: Teeth: Init +4, Attack +8, Defense +8, Damage –4
Soak: +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1), –3 (2), –5 (3), Incapacitated (4), Dead (5+)
Abilities: All suited to story, but at least Athletics 3 (leaping), Awareness 3 (sinners), Brawl 3 (bite), Hunt 4 (sinners)
Powers:
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Animal: The creature takes the form of a sleek ferret.
Child’s Treasure:  1 point, Init 0, Vim: This power allows the demon to summon a toy, or discarded object, which is exactly what 
the child needs to fulfil a sinful whim. The creature needs to know the object exists – it does not create them, but merely transports 
them from nearby. The item may have a theoretical value of up to 1 Mythic Pound.
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. Srendi Vashtar does not use this 
power to cause seizures, as other demons do, but may use it to instruct children in his worship.
Leech: 1 point, Init 0, Corpus: The creature’s bite causes wounds which bleed excessively, doing +5 extra damage. Successful 
use of this power covers the demon, and the scene of attack, with bloodstains.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls to resist a temporary trait, Pride, which 
has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait permanently at 
+1, although they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits.
Weakness: Cannot hurt children directly, but can tempt them to sin.
Vis: I pawn Perdo
Appearance: A ferret or weasel with burning eyes and sharp, wet teeth.



Sinburnian Octopus / Dolores as Octopus
Order: Infernal Saint (new)
Infernal Might: 40 (scaled as Princess of the Furies) (Corpus)
Characteristics: Int +5, Per +3, Pre +7, Com +5, Str +4, Sta +7, Dex 0, Qik 0
Size: +2
Confidence: 5 (15 points)
Virtues and Flaws: Unknown. Change as relevant to your story.
Personality Traits: Cruel +6, Passionate +6. Which of these is higher is a matter of some interest to her followers. Some 
suggest the demon is one and the human the other.
Reputations: Lady of Pain +9
Combat: Dolores’s attacks, are slower, but more damaging when she is in octopus form. Her main advantages are that she 
can touch or grapple with eight foes simultaneously.
Kisses like poison*:  Init +1, Attack +7, Defense +7, Damage +4**
Touches that causes pain*:  Init +1, Attack +8, Defense +8, Damage +6**
*Does not include specialisation (skin contact)
**Does not include contact damage from Wounds the Bloom power (+15, Perdo)
Soak: +9, +18 against crushing weapons
Wound Penalties:  –1 (1–9), –3 (10–18), –5 (19–27), Incapacitated (28–36), Dead (37+)
Abilities: unclear, but assume Brawl 9 (when contact is made with skin), Carouse 9 (debauchery), Charm 9 (sinful acts), 
Houe Tytalus Lore 9 (was there when it happened), Infernal Lore 8 (Order of Hermes).
Powers:
Envisioning 1 or 5 points, Init 0, Mentem: Can enter dreams and cause waking dreams.
Form is shapeshifted human: 0 points, Init. 0 : Technically does not coagulate from ambient matter like a demon. Actually 
shifts shape into ambient moisture, travels and then turns back into her human shape. Her human shape is always beautiful 
and female, but can vary to suit the culture she is visiting.
I could hurt thee but pain would delight thee: 0 points, 0 Init. Dolores does not suffer Wound penalties, except on Defense 
totals.
Obsession: 1 point, Init -5, Vim: Can impose the desire for suffering..
The Serpent Oracle: 2 points, Init. +2: Dolores may cast any Intelligo spell for 2 Might, and automatically knows the context 
and likely outcome of actions made in response to the information gained.
Shroud the Stench of the Pit: variable points, Init. +7, Vim. This Power makes another Infernal Power appear to be aligned 
to the Magical or Faerie Realm, at the demon’s choice. It has the same cost as the power it disguises.
Waxing Tide of Humors: 3 points, Init +6, Mentem. This power causes passion to overcome sense. A character can resist 
this effect with a roll against an ease Factor of 9, modified by Traits like Calm.
Wounds that bloom: 3 points, Init -5, Perdo: Makes Dolores’s touch do +15 additional damage for the rest of a battle.
Weakness: The Virgin Mary. The cult of the Virgin hasn’t really taken off yet in 1220, but it gains a lot of power over the 13th 
Century. When people start wandering around with Servite scapulars, Dolores is going to go after that Order.
Vis: 8 pawns, Perdo
Appearance: A languid woman, filled with delightful venom. She changes appearance to suit the appetites of the local 
culture.
 
Infernally-tainted Octopus
Order: Corrupted beast.
Infernal Might: 5 Animal
Characteristics: Int 1, Per –2, Pre +6/-6, Com –6, Str –8, Sta +3, Dex +4, Qik +8 (* Corrupted beast)
Size: –2
Qualities: Aquatic, Grapple, Slippery x 2, Defensive Fighter, Pack Animal
Virtues and Flaws: Giant, Greater Infernal Power, Puissant Brawl, Horrifying Appearance (human eyes and skin)
Personality Traits: Sadistic +6
Combat: Dodge: Init +6, Atk +5, Dfn +5, Dam -6*
* Does not include Infernal power (=15 Damage)
Soak: +3, +6 against crushing weapons
Fatigue Levels: OK, 0, –1, –3, –5, Unconscious
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-3), –3 (4-6), –5 (7-9), Incapacitated (10-12), Dead (13+)
Weakness: The Virgin Mary
Abilities: Awareness 2 (food), Brawl 2 (grapple), Survival 3 (sea), Swim 5 (sea)
Vis: 1 pawn (Perdo)
Appearance: Large octopi, with human eyes and skin.



Marvellous Fish (Almost a colossal squid)
Characteristics: Cun –3, Per –2, Pre -6, Com –6, Str +8, Sta +3, Dex +6, Qik 0
Size: +4
Qualities: Aquatic, Grapple, Slippery.
Virtues: Gigantic Size, Puissant Brawl
Combat:
Grapple Init +2, Atk +10, Dfn +15, Dam 0*
Bite: Init 0, Atk +10, Dfn +15, Dam +12**
* Once a grappled victim is immobile, the creature chews with the hundred tiny mouths on each tentacle, for +10 Damage.
** Once a grappled victim is immobile, the creature need not make an Attack roll to damage one creature per turn, with its bite.
Soak: +4, +8 against crushing weapons, as it has rubbery organs.
Fatigue Levels: OK, 0/0, –1/-1, –3/-3, –5/-5, Unconscious
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-9), –3 (10-18), –5 (19-26), Incapacitated (27-36), Dead (37+)
Abilities: Awareness 2 (food), Brawl 6 (grapple), Survival 3 (sea), Swim 5 (sea)
 
Cancer-causing Caterpillars
I originally thought these were best described as a spell effect, as many swarms are in Ars Magica. Then, I considered the 
caterpillars as a single creature, the boiling mass is merely it’s form. It does not choose to take a human shape.
Order: Evil Spirit
Infernal Might: 20 (Animal)
Characteristics: Int 0, Per 0, Pre -3, Com 0, Str -8, Sta +3, Dex +10, Qik +10
Size: -8
Virtues and Flaws: Weak-willed
Confidence Score: 1 (3)
Personality Traits: Hungry +3.
Reputations: Living poison 1 (Infernal)
Combat: Bite: Initiative +13, Attack +13, Defense +13, Damage -8*
Bite triggers power
Soak: -8
Fatigue Levels: Do not to suffer fatigue
Wound Penalties: Dead (1+)
Abilities: Awareness 4 (victims), Brawl 6 (grapple)
Powers:
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it 
with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical reaction, like a 
seizure.
Create cancerous tumors, 5 points, Init +10, Corpus: Each bite from a caterpillar allows the creature to attempt to seed a person with 
cancer. (PeCo20 – cause major illness. +5 Touch). It may take months to finally kill the person, and a character who realises they are 
sick can have the tumors magically removed in the interim.
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: The creature manifests as a pile of clawed, deformed maggots.
Weakness: The creature hates sunlight. It cannot use its power during the day, but may move an element near to a victim, to wait for 
nightfall.
Vis: 4 pawn of Perdo (requires all, yes all, of the maggots)
Appearance: A swarm of tiny silver caterpillars with clawed feet.



The Worm That Cannot Eat The Sea
From Lord Dunsany’s The Worm and the Angel.
Order: Infernal dragon
Infernal Might: 35 (Animal)
Characteristics: 
Worm form: Int 0, Per +2, Pre -2, Com 0, Str +7, Sta +7, Dex -3, Qik -5
Human form: Int +2, Per 0, Pre +1, Com +3, Str +1, Sta +1, Dex -1, Qik -1
Size: Worm +5, Human 0
Confidence: 2 (6 points)
Virtues and Flaws: Weak-willed
Personality Traits:  Hungry +5
Reputations:   All consuming worm +3
Combat: Bite: Init -, Attack +7, Defense +7, Damage +
Soak: Worm +6, Human 0
Wound Penalties:
Worm: -1 (1–10), –3 (11–15), –5 (16–20), Incapacitated (21-25), Dead (26+)
Human: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+)
Abilities: unclear, but assume Brawl 6 (bite), Infernal Lore 6 (Order of Hermes).
Powers:
Coagulation: 1 point, Init -1, Corpus: Can manufacture a solid body out of ambient matter. Usually, it has takes the form of an 
enormous lamfrey, but can become a “merchant”. The Worm is far more intelligent in human form, but it hates humans, and only 
takes the form to steal corpses or cause trouble that leads to murder.
Envisioning 1 point, Init 0, Mentem: Can enter dreams and cause waking dreams. The Worm eats people in their dreams, over and 
over and over.
Poison the land: 8 points, Init +1, Terram:   The demon can ooze corrosive, digestive spittle so that it renders the earth sterile, doing 
+15 corrosive damage to all living things for up to one and a half miles. Once the effect is triggered, the circle expands at a rate of 
500 yards per day, provided the Worm spends might each day to maintain it. Once it reaches full size the Worm must spend Might 
each day to prevent it shrinking. The worm is always in the middle of the circle while it is growing, which allows magi to locate it. 
The poison cannot cross water.
Venom: 0 points, Init +3, Aquam: The Worm’s spittle dissolves all mundane , organic matter in one round. If its Attack roll succeeds, 
even if the Damage is completely Soaked, a character must make a Sta roll against an Ease factor of 9, or suffer a Medium wound.
Obsession: 1 point, Init -5, Vim: Can impose antropophagic hunger. Characters unable to resist it sometimes prevent themselves 
harming others by eating their own fingernails and hair.
Equipment: As suits human form.
Weaknesses:  
Cannot harm the pure of heart. (True faint, or at least two virtuous Personality traits at +3 or more, and no sins on conscience).
Seawater
Vis: 5 pawns, Perdo (teeth)
Appearance: A vast lamfrey.



The Guardian of the Watch-tower
With thanks to Matt Ryan, whose stats I’ve reskinned here. (English Knight – Tales of Mythic Europe).
Magic Might: 10
Characteristics: Int 0, Per +1, Pre –1, Com 0, Str +3, Sta +2, Dex +2, Qik -1
Size: 0
Age: appears 30, but was older when he died.
Virtues and Flaws: Magic Spirit, Affinity with Single Weapon, Improved Characteristics; Magical Monster, Dutybound.
Personality Traits: Distrusts the invaders +4, Defend the tower +3.
Powers: Donning the Corporeal Veil, 5 points, Init 0. Allows the ghost to take material form until it releases its materiality. The ghost’s 
personal equipment also becomes material.
Combat:
Dodge: Init -1, Attack n/a, Defense +5, Damage n/a
Lance and shield (mounted): Init +1, Attack +17, Defense +14, Damage +8
Long sword and shield (mounted): Init +1, Attack +15, Defense +14, Damage +10.
Lance (dismounted): Init +2, Attack +8, Defense +4, Damage +10
Long sword and shield (dismounted): Init +1, Attack +12, Defense +11, Damage +10
Soak: +10 (but immune to mortal weapons)
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+)
Abilities: Athletics 4 (armored), Area Lore: Tower 6 (surroundings), Brawl 5 (in armor), Arabic 2 (threats), Awareness 12 (tower area), 
Etiquette 3 (outdated), French 1 (military commands), Castilian 5 (military commands), Great Weapon 2 (lance, dismounted), Hunt 3 
(horseback), Intrigue 6 (when being plotted against), Leadership 3 (Castilians), Ride 3 (battle), Single Weapon 7 (lance).
Equipment: Charger, full chainmail, lance, cavalry sword, shield
Vis: 2 pawns, Mentem
Appearance: An armored knight of a past age. He is fixated on the idea that the invaders will return. Swap out language skills and 
accoutrements to move him to a different borderland.
Ghostly Warder With Lost Heart
Magic Might: 10 (Mentem)
Characteristics: Int +1, Per +1, Pre +2, Com +1, Str +1, Sta 0, Dex 0, Qik 0
Size: -2 (child, non-physical)
Confidence Score: 1 (3)
Virtues and Flaws: Vary (May take Virtues and Flaws as a grog, if desired by the troupe.)
Personality Traits: Protective +3, Vengeful +3, Sad +1
Combat: Fingernails (claws): Init +0, Attack +6, Defense +6, Damage +3 
Abilities: [Area] Lore 5 (site of death), Awareness 5 (where the protected is),
Brawl 5 claws, Infernal Lore 1 (sacrificial rituals), Folk Ken 4 (life experience), Living Language 5 (whispers), Profession 2 (as life).
Powers:
Donning the Corporeal Veil, 5 points, Init 0. Allows the ghost to take material form until it releases its materiality. The ghost’s 
personal equipment also becomes material.
Kinesis, 5 points, Init 0, Terram: The ghost can move an object as if physically present. One expenditure of Might allows the ghost to 
move one object until they put it down again.
Equipment: Clothing, stained by the extraction of the heart. A sentimental object.
Vis: Arguably 2 pawns, Mentem, but there’s special rule in ArM5 Core rulebook (p.193) that says none, because magi cannot render 
other characters’ Ghostly Warders down for vis.



Ozto The Bear, Called The Forest Apple In Song
Faerie Might: 10 (Animal)
Characteristics: Cun +1, Per 0, Pre 0, Com -5, Str +6, Sta +4, Dex +2, Qik 0
Size: +3
Virtues and Flaws: Faerie Beast, Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, 
External Vis, Cognizant within Role, Ferocity (when injured), Giant, Improved Characteristics (x2), Tough, Greedy (minor), Reclusive 
Qualities: Aggressive, Extra Natural Weapons (claws), Fast Runner, Grapple, Hardy, Imposing Appearance, Large Claws, Pursuit 
Predator, Tough Hide, Mute. Sovereign Ward (is suicidally lulled by songs)
Personality Traits: Brave +3, Slothful +3, Aggressive +2 Reputations: Ferocious (local) 2
Combat:
Claws: Init 0, Attack +13, Defense +9, Damage +10
Teeth: Init 0, Attack +11, Defense +7, Damage +7
Grapple: Init 0, Attack +7, Defense +5, Damage n/a
Soak: +15
Wound Penalties: -1 (1-8), -3 (9-16), -5 (17- 24), Incapacitated (25-33), Dead (34+)
Pretenses: Athletics 3 (sprinting), Awareness 8 (humans), Brawl 6 (claws), 
Faerie Speech 5 (songs) Hunt 4 (for mystical auras), Survival 5 (foraging), Swim 3 (against the current)
Vis: 2 pawns Rego, a bear skull. The bear skull grants the Faerie speech and Faerie Sight virtues, as an External Vis source.
Appearance: The bear is a even larger than usual: eight feet tall on his hind legs, and the size of a horse if on all fours. stands over 
seven feet tall on its hind legs. He is, if sung to, surprisingly gentle – it is his role to deliver his virtues to the magicians who consumes 
him. Otzo’s ritual might, instead, provide strength or longevity, if troupes find those more appealing.
 
Hermes Who Carries Away
Faerie Might: 15 (Herbam)
Characteristics: Int +3, Per +6, Pre 0, Com 0, Str +3, Sta Tireless, Dex 0, Qik +6
Size: 0
Virtues and Flaws: Greater Faerie Powers, Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Humanoid Faerie, Increased Faerie Might, Immune to Fire, 
Personal Faerie Powers; Incognizant, Traditional Ward: cannot steal someone who is seen by another human being.
Personality Traits: Compulsively steals Gifted children from mortals +3, Dislikes Ungifted humans +1,
Combat: Brawl (hands): Init +6, Attack +9, Defense, +9, Damage +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11– 15), Incapacitated (16–20), Dead (21+)
Pretenses: Acrobatics 7 (rooftops), Brawl 7 (children), Faerie Speech 5 (convincing children to come away with him), Order of Hermes 
Lore 9 (apprentices), more local area lores than you’d imagine possible.
Powers:
Appear Human, 1 point, constant, Imaginem.
Immure to Fire and Smoke: 0 points, constant, Ignem. You can’t go sliding down chimneys if you’ll catch fire.
Invisibility: 1 point, Init –1, Imaginem (1 intricacy point on cost). Strictly speaking he becomes a shadow, not invisible.
Squirming Sack: 1 point, Init –1 Corpus: Moves a child up to 50 paces away, who has made eye contact, into his sack. (Base 15 + 1 
Eye, 1 intricacy point spent on cost)
Still Sack: 0 points, Init –1, Mentem (2 intricacy point on cost): A powerful version of the Cause Drowsiness Power that keeps children 
unconscious until they are removed from the sack. (Or Sun, whichever comes first)
Vis: 3 Ignem, a lump of coal.
Appearance: Hermes Who Snatches Away is called “black-faced” which refers to the soot that covers his form. His detailed 
knowledge of Hermetic institutions suggests either contact with the Order, or that he is a faerie expression of a story sprung up from 
the activities of magi stealing apprentices. Note that he does not seem to have the power to remove the child’s memories, or the 
memories of the parents of the child, both of which are widely believed to be his. This adds further weight to the idea that he is a 
figment of story left behind by the actions of magi. The main counter to this is that stories of Black Faced Hermes predate the Order – 
the ancient Greeks used him as a nursey bogey.



Magpie Queen
Faerie Might: 40+10 (Animal)
Characteristics: Int +1, Per +4, Pre+2, Com +3, Str +2, Sta +2, Dex 0, Qik +3
Size: -1
Virtues and Flaws: 2 x Focus Power, 3 x Greater Faerie Powers, Highly Cognizant, Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, 2 x Great 
Characteristic, Human Form, 6 x Improved Characteristics, 7 x Increased Faerie Might, 2 x Personal Faerie Powers, Place of Power 
(kingdom); Traditional Ward (Salutations and rhymes)
Personality Traits: Easily distracted by flashy things +3, Aware that she is easily distracted by flashy things +2. Really annoyed when 
distracted by people who know she likes flashy things +3.
Combat: Brawl (fist): Init +3, Attack +1, Defense +2, Damage +2
She prefers to use magical effects rather than weapons.
Soak: +1
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-4), –3 (5-8), –5 (9- 12), Incapacitated (13-17), Dead (18+)
Pretenses: (Area) Lore 6 (her domain), Artes Liberales 3 (songs), Animal Handling 6 (magpies), Athletics 9 (flight), Awareness 2 
(humans), Bargain 7 (women), Brawl 1 (while flying), Carouse 6 (gossip), Charm 6 (gossip), Concentration 3 (while stealing hings), 
Craft (weaving) 6 (baskets), Etiquette 7 (gossip), Faerie Speech 6, Finesse 6 (Rego), Folk Ken 6 (gossip about surrounding area), 
Guile 3 (gossip), Leadership 6 (birds), Order of Hermes Lore 5 (Bjornaer), Penetration 6 (using Arcane Connections).
Powers:
Collects bright memories : 4 points, Init –3, Mentem: Transforms one of the character’s thoughts, songs, or speeches in to a shiny 
object, which the queen can keep. Characters touching the mirror vividly recall the events surrounding a secret, or word-perfectly 
recall what was said or sung. The character cannot remember the secret, although they are aware they once knew it. If they touch 
the mirror they can recall it again after putting the mirror down, much as any other person can, but only feel emotional connection to 
the secret while they hold the mirror.
Craw of feathers: 3 points, Init –2, Animal: Transforms a character’s words into feathers. This fills their mouth, so that they cannot 
speak, and will suffocate them unless action is immediately taken. This is a reskinning of Rushing Torrent From the Lungs, but is 
slightly weaker in that qa character who knows its effect, and stays perfectly silent, can avoid suffering its effect.
Extended Glamor: 0 points, constant.
Focus Power (Speech within her realm): up to 10 points, Init –9, Imaginem/Auram.
Transform into a flock of ravens: 2 points, Init –4, Animal: (Until Duration) (3 intricacy points to reduce cost). The queen becomes 
dozens of ravens. So long as they remain in her domain, all of them are, effectively, her. She can see through all of their eyes, and 
can unwind the glamour of all of the other birds, restoring herself to unity from any single bird.
Transform Victim into Mouse: 2 points, Init –3, Animal. (2 intricacy points to reduce cost)
Equipment: A small kingdom of faerie servants, including an awful lot of ravens. She sends them on tasks in groups whose numbers 
reflect a common children’s rhyme. Centuries of collected shiny treasure. Wears pied clothes.
Vis: 8 pawns Intelligo, a piece of shiny glass, +2 if in kingdom
Appearance: A thin, intense woman who talks quickly and listens deeply. Easily distracted, easily bored, easily amused. Knows she’s 
not as clever as magi, but knows she can learn more quickly than mortals do.



The New Mother
Faerie Might: 10 (Corpus)
Characteristics:
Old: Int 0, Per 0, Pre +2 Com +1, Str 0, Sta 0, Dex +2, Qik +2
New: Int 0, Per +3, Pre -2, Com 0, Str +1, Sta +2, Dex +1, Qik -3
Size: Old 0 / New +1
Virtues and Flaws: Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Huge, Humanoid Form, Increased Faerie Might,  Personal Faerie Powers; Monstrous 
Appearance, Incognizant, Traditional Ward (respectful children), Traditional Ward (disrespectful children)
Personality Traits: Wants Children +4.
Reputations: Nil.
Combat: The Old Mother is non-combatant. New: Tail: Init -2, Attack +10, Defense +4, Damage +3
Soak: +0
Wound Penalties: 
Old -1 (1-5), -3 (6-10), -5 (11-15), Incapacitated (16-20), Dead (21+)
New-1 (1-6), -3 (7-12), -5 (13-19), Incapacitated (20-26), Dead (27+)
Pretenses: Brawl 5 (tail), Faerie Speech 5 (children),
Powers: Transform: 0 points, Init. -1, Corpus: (2 intricacy points): Allows the Mother to change between forms. She does not appear to 
have volution over the change, but knows it is coming.
Equipment: Clothing, domestic tools, half-fae baby.
Vis: 2 Muto, a mirror-shard
Appearance: In this interpretation, the New and Old Mothers are the same creature, which is a lovely when her children demonstrate 
obedience but becomes a terror when they are naughty. In this version, the children could change the other back, if only they obeyed 
her in her ugly form.
The Pear Drum Girl is another faerie, or a person with Free Expression.
 
Cubbidge Dragon
Faerie Might: 30
Characteristics: Int* 0, Per –2, Pre –6, Com –6, Str +1, Sta +6, Dex +2, Qik -2
Size: +4:
Virtues and Flaws: Huge, Faerie Beast; Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Greater Power (Spirit Away), Increased Characteristics, 6 x 
Increased Might, Personal Faerie Power (Constant Damaging Effect), Incognizant
Personality Traits: Inquisitive +3, Daring +2, Loves milk +1
Combat:
Fangs: Init –4, Attack +14, Defense +1), Damage +10 +poison as below.
Constrict: Init 0, Attack +9, Defense +5 (+11 against grappling attacks), Damage +8
Claws: Init –1, Attack +11, Defense +10, Damage +6
Soak: 10
Wound Penalties: Size +4: –1 (1-9), –3 (10-18), –5 (19-27), Incapacitated (28–36), Dead (37+)
Powers
Constrict*: When successfully struck with a constrict attack, the character is encoiled and unable to use mêlée weapons. The dragon 
automatically does damage in each subsequent round, without requiring an Attack roll, if it wishes. The victim may still Soak damage. 
At the end of each round, including the round in which the constriction attack succeeds, the character may attempt to break free by an 
opposed Strength roll. To do this, the character rolls Strength + a stress die, and compares it to the dragon’s Strength + a stress die. 
Success indicates the character is free, and may attack normally in the following round. For each character assisting, the trapped 
character may add +1 to the Strength roll, but an assistant is unable to attack the dragon in that round. A character unable to break 
free for 30 seconds (6 combat rounds) needs to make deprivation rolls, as described on page 179 of ArM5.
Spirit Away (see Realms of Power: Faerie – allows the dragon to lift willing or incapacitated humans into Arcadia).
Flight, 0 points, Init: Qik+1, Auram*
Venomous Bite:* When the orm attacks, compare its Attack Advantage to the victim’s armor Protection (not Soak). If the dragon’s 
advantage is higher, the victim suffers the effects of soporific venom with an Ease Factor of 12, that does Fatigue damage. (See page 
180 of ArM5 for poison mechanics). The poisoning occurs regardless of whether the bite inflicts an actual wound. The storyguide may 
adjust the required Attack Advantage for special circumstances.
* These are natural abilities of the faerie’s form, and do not require the Personal Faerie Powers Virtue.
Pretenses: Area Lore 6 (mortal world), Awareness 6 (beauty), Brawl 7 (crushing), Hunt 5 (beauty), Faerie Speech 5 (promises), Folk 
Ken 6 (the fae touched), Stealth 5 (people who never look up)
Equipment: None
Vis: Might 6 pawns, a piece of lost string
Appearance: A magnificent dragon



The Mother of Figureheads
Magic Might: 30 (Aquam)
Characteristics: Int +5, Per +3, Pre +5, Com +2, Str +3, Sta +2, Dex -1, Qik +1
Size: +2
Personality Traits: Secretive +4, Protective +3
Combat: Brawl: Init +3, Attack +3, Defense +6, Damage +2.
Soak: +6 (marble statue)
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-7), –3 (8-14), –5 (15-22), Incapacitated (23-30)
Abilities: Brawl 5 (humans), Magic Lore 10, Area Lore 10 (sea only), Folk Ken 10 (sailors).
Soak: +6 (marble statue)
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-7), –3 (8-14), –5 (15-22), Incapacitated (23-30)
Abilities: Brawl 5 (humans), Magic Lore 10, Area Lore 10 (sea only), Folk Ken 10 (sailors), and others. 
Powers:
Hear the Prayers of Ships, 1 point, Init -3, Vim: Can understand the thoughts of Spirits of Artifice embodied in ships.
Primal Power, varies, Init +3, Vim: Can perform any Hermetic spell at the cost of 1 Might point per magnitude. Spells that involve the 
form Aquam cost 1 per magnitude.
Vis: Leaves six pawns of Intellego vis in her rubble. 
Appearance: The statue of a powerful nymph, in marble.
 
Faerie Hand – Prosthetic
Faerie Might: 10 (Corpus)
Characteristics: Cun +1, Per -3, Pre 0, Com –5, Str +3, Sta n/a , Dex +5, Qik +1
Size: –4
Virtues and Flaws: Faerie Sight, Feast of the Fae (must be submerged in milk to regain Might), Traditional Ward (relics)
Personality Traits: Bloodthirsty +1
Combat: Uses the character’s own skills, if they are superior to Pretenses below, but substitutes its Characteristics for the player 
character’s.
Soak: +4
Wound Penalties: –1 (1), –3 (2), –5 (3), Incapacitated (4), Dead (5+)
Powers: Read desires: 2 points, constant, Mentem: The hand can do what the person attached to it requires of it. It reads desires, not 
thoughts, so Personality Trait rolls can make it act rebelliously.
Pretenses: Athletics 5 (throw), Brawl 6 (punch), Single Weapon 6 (spear)
Vis: I pawn Corpus, a fingerbone.
Appearance: A hand of unnatural colour that sucks milk through the undersides of its fingernails. It can crawl slowly by dragging itself 
along, but prefers to attach to an amputee.
Some forms of this creature have a mouth with sharp teeth at the elbow end, to remove the original limb, and then attach to the stump. 
This variant has a spell which makes such wounds painless. Occasionally colonies of the creatures form on a single individual.



THE PAINTED SKIN

 
At T‘ai-yüan there lived a man named Wang. One morning he was out walking

when he met a young lady carrying a bundle and hurrying along by herself. As she

moved along with some difficulty, Wang quickened his pace and caught her up,

and found she was a pretty girl of about sixteen. Much smitten he inquired whither

she was going so early, and no one with her. 

 

“A traveller like you,” replied the girl, “cannot alleviate my distress; why trouble

yourself to ask?”

 

“What distress is it?” said Wang; “I’m sure I’ll do anything I can for you.” 

 

“My parents,” answered she, “loved money, and they sold me as concubine into a

rich family, where the wife was very jealous, and beat and abused me morning and

night. It was more than I could stand, so I have run away.” 

 

Wang asked her where she was going; to which she replied that a runaway had no

fixed place of abode. “My house,” said Wang, “is at no great distance; what do you

say to coming there?” She joyfully acquiesced; and Wang, taking up her bundle, led

the way to his house. Finding no one there, she asked Wang where his family were;

to which he replied that that was only the library. 

 

“And a very nice place, too,” said she; “but if you are kind enough to wish to save my

life, you mustn’t let it be known that I am here.” 

 

Wang promised he would not divulge her secret, and so she remained there for

some days without anyone knowing anything about it. He then told his wife, and

she, fearing the girl might belong to some influential family, advised him to send her

away. This, however, he would not consent to do;

 

When one day, going into the town, he met a Taoist priest, who looked at him in

astonishment, and asked him what he had met. “I have met nothing,” replied Wang.

 

“Why,” said the priest, “you are bewitched; what do you mean by not having met

anything?” But Wang insisted that it was so, and the priest walked away, saying, “The

fool! Some people don’t seem to know when death is at hand.” 

 

This startled Wang, who at first thought of the girl; but then he reflected that a pretty

young thing as she was couldn’t well be a witch, and began to suspect that the

priest merely wanted to do a stroke of business. 

 

When he returned, the library door was shut, and he couldn’t get in, which made him

suspect that something was wrong; and so he climbed over the wall, where he 
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found the door of the inner room shut too. Softly

creeping up, he looked through the window and saw a

hideous devil, with a green face and jagged teeth like a

saw, spreading a human skin upon the bed and

painting it with a paint-brush. The devil then threw aside

the brush, and giving the skin a shake out, just as you

would a coat, threw it over its shoulders, when, lo! it was

the girl. 

 

Terrified at this, Wang hurried away with his head down

in search of the priest who had gone he knew not

whither; subsequently finding him in the fields, where

he threw himself on his knees and begged the priest to

save him. “As to driving her away,” said the priest, “the

creature must be in great distress to be seeking a

substitute for herself; besides, I could hardly endure to

injure a living thing.” However, he gave Wang a fly-

brush, and bade him hang it at the door of the

bedroom, agreeing to meet again at the Ch‘ing-ti

temple.

 

 Wang went home, but did not dare enter the library; so

he hung up the brush at the bedroom door, and before

long heard a sound of footsteps outside. Not daring to

move, he made his wife peep out; and she saw the girl

standing looking at the brush, afraid to pass it. She then

ground her teeth and went away; but in a little while

came back, and began cursing, saying, “You priest, you

won’t frighten me. Do you think I am going to give up

what is already in my grasp?”

 

Thereupon, she tore the brush to pieces, and bursting

open the door, walked straight up to the bed, where

she ripped open Wang and tore out his heart, with

which she went away. Wang’s wife screamed out, and

the servant came in with a light; but Wang was already

dead and presented a most miserable spectacle. His

wife, who was in an agony of fright, hardly dared cry for

fear of making a noise; and next day she sent Wang’s

brother to see the priest. 

 

The latter got into a great rage, and cried out, “Was it for

this that I had compassion on you, devil that you are?”

proceeding at once with Wang’s brother to the house,

from which the girl had disappeared without anyone

knowing whither she had gone. But the priest, raising

his head, looked all round, and said, “Luckily she’s not

far off.” He then asked who lived in the apartments on

the south side, to which Wang’s brother replied that he

did; whereupon the priest declared that there she

would be found. 

 

Wang’s brother was horribly frightened and said he did

not think so; and then the priest asked him if any

stranger had been to the house. To this he answered

that he had been out to the Ch‘ing-ti temple and

couldn’t possibly say; but he went off to inquire, and in a

little while came back and reported that an old woman

had sought service with them as a maid-of-all-work, and

had been engaged by his wife. “That is she,” said the

priest, as Wang’s brother added she was still there; and

they all set out to go to the house together.

 

Then the priest took his wooden sword, and standing in

the middle of the court-yard, shouted out, “Base-born

fiend, give me back my fly-brush!” Meanwhile the new

maid-of-all-work was in a great state of alarm, and tried

to get away by the door; but the priest struck her and

down she fell flat, the human skin dropped off, and she

became a hideous devil. There she lay grunting like a

pig, until the priest grasped his wooden sword and

struck off her head. 

 

She then became a dense column of smoke curling up

from the ground, when the priest took an uncorked

gourd and threw it right into the midst of the smoke. A

sucking noise was heard, and the whole column was

drawn into the gourd; after which the priest corked it up

closely and put it in his pouch. The skin, too, which was

complete even to the eyebrows, eyes, hands, and feet,

he also rolled up as if it had been a scroll, and was on

the point of leaving with it, when Wang’s wife stopped

him, and with tears entreated him to bring her husband

to life. 

 

The priest said he was unable to do that; but Wang’s

wife flung herself at his feet, and with loud lamentations

implored his assistance. For some time he remained

immersed in thought, and then replied, “My power is not

equal to what you ask. I myself cannot raise the dead;

but I will direct you to some one who can, and if you

apply to him properly you will succeed.” 

 

 



Wang’s wife asked the priest who it was; to which he replied, “There is a

maniac in the town who passes his time grovelling in the dirt. Go, prostrate

yourself before him, and beg him to help you. If he insults you, shew no sign

of anger.” Wang’s brother knew the man to whom he alluded, and

accordingly bade the priest adieu, and proceeded thither with his sister-in-

law.

 

They found the destitute creature raving away by the road side, so filthy that

it was all they could do to go near him. Wang’s wife approached him on her

knees; at which the maniac leered at her, and cried out, “Do you love me, my

beauty?” Wang’s wife told him what she had come for, but he only laughed

and said, “You can get plenty of other husbands. Why raise the dead one to

life?” But Wang’s wife entreated him to help her; whereupon he observed,

“It’s very strange: people apply to me to raise their dead as if I was king of the

infernal regions.” 

 

He then gave Wang’s wife a thrashing with his staff, which she bore without a

murmur, and before a gradually increasing crowd of spectators. After this he

produced a loathsome pill which he told her she must swallow, but here she

broke down and was quite unable to do so. However, she did manage it at

last, and then the maniac crying out, “How you do love me!” got up and went

away without taking any more notice of her. They followed him into a temple

with loud supplications, but he had disappeared, and every effort to find him

was unsuccessful. 

 

Overcome with rage and shame, Wang’s wife went home, where she

mourned bitterly over her dead husband, grievously repenting the steps she

had taken, and wishing only to die. She then bethought herself of preparing

the corpse, near which none of the servants would venture; and set to work

to close up the frightful wound of which he died.

 

While thus employed, interrupted from time to time by her sobs, she felt a

rising lump in her throat, which by-and-by came out with a pop and fell

straight into the dead man’s wound. Looking closely at it, she saw it was a

human heart; and then it began as it were to throb, emitting a warm vapour

like smoke. 

 

Much excited, she at once closed the flesh over it, and held the sides of the

wound together with all her might. Very soon, however, she got tired, and

finding the vapour escaping from the crevices, she tore up a piece of silk and

bound it round, at the same time bringing back circulation by rubbing the

body and covering it up with clothes. In the night, she removed the

coverings, and found that breath was coming from the nose; and by next

morning her husband was alive again, though disturbed in mind as if

awaking from a dream and feeling a pain in his heart. Where he had been

wounded, there was a cicatrix about as big as a cash, which soon after

disappeared.
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The next evening, a band of warriors was seen urging their weary steeds

across the wild heaths that were common in Cornwall. Their course was in

the direction of Cassiteris, and of that fair wide tract of country called, in the

Cornish tongue, “Lethowsow.” Their numbers were formidable, amounting

to several hundreds, but they were in no mood nor condition for resistance,

as was shown by their hacked armour, and torn surcoats, and, in many

instances, by the blood that welled from their unstaunched wounds. They

hurried, for life and death, over the wastes before them. Not a word was

spoken. Now and then a straggler fell to the rear from sheer exhaustion, but

his absence in the disordered ranks was unmarked. Sometimes they paused

for a few minutes at a brook or spring, suffered their horses to take a hasty

drink, tightened the saddle-girths, and were gone. Their pace, as may be

supposed, was not too quick, but they made some progress, and when, as

darkness fell, they drew their reins, and prepared to encamp for the night, it

was after thirty miles sped over rough and broken roads. Glory had

apparently little to do with that tumultuous disarray. Yet these jaded riders,

flying before the face of their pursuer, were all that remained of the chivalry of

Britain. Arthur lay dead upon the plain; the banner that had covered his

breast, until all was lost, was now borne, torn and bloody, in the van. The

survivors of that dreadful day were fleeing for their lives, and Mordred

thundered upon their rear.

 

They arose in the morning, and bouned them again for flight. Veterans as

they were, the mere hardship of a rough ride and an unbroken fast was a

trifle: they recked little of either. But disgrace and defeat were new and

strange evils. These were the true bitterness of death. Nor could they

altogether comprehend them, nor believe them as yet to be a sad and stern

reality.

 

They could attribute the dishonour that had tarnished their arms to no

particular cause: there was no apparent reason for their fall. The stars in their

courses had fought against them, and palsied their stout arms, and made

their skill and valour vain. They brooded over these things as they rode on.

They did not ponder deeply, for the recent shock had confused and

rendered dull their ideas, but thoughts like these floated unconsciously

through their brain. Arthur of Britain had gone down, and the best lances in

the world were flying for their lives, with a conquering foe in hot chase after

them.

CORNWALL: 

THE KNIGHTS OF TRESCO

 
ONE OF THE ADVANTAGES OF
DOING FAN WORK, OVER OFFICIAL
WORK FOR THE LINE, IS THAT YOU
CAN INCLUDE INTERNAL
CONTRADICTIONS. IN THE ASHCAN
FOR THE CORNWALL MATERIAL
THAT’S CURRENTLY OUT I USE THE
DATE FOR THE SUBMERGENCE OF
LYONESSE WHICH IS GIVEN IN THE
GESTA ROMANORUM. THERE IS
HOWEVER A PIECE OF FOLKLORE
THAT PLACES THE SUBMERGENCE
FAR EARLIER AND I CAN INCLUDE
BOTH IN THE GAZETTER BECAUSE
NEITHER IS REQUIRED TO BE TRUE
ACROSS ALL PEOPLE PLAYING ARS
MAGICA GAMES EVERYWHERE.
PICK WHICHEVER YOU PREFER.
 
 
THIS VERSION IS FROM SCILLY
LEGENDS. I’VE REMOVED SOME OF
THE CONTEXTUAL INFORMATION
AT THE BEGINNING THAT TRIES TO
EXPLAIN WHO KING ARTHUR WAS,
BECAUSE AS ROLEPLAYERS I
ASSUME YOU’RE UP TO SPEED ON
THAT. IT BEGINS SLIGHTLY AFTER
THE END OF THE BATTLE OF
SLAUGHTERBRIDGE



The course of these waking visions was interrupted by the

notes of a trumpet, which followed them with a prolonged

wail through the air. Then it came louder, and yet more

loud. They halted for a moment, and looked back. The

veteran warriors could not brook to fly. They had

submitted to misfortune: they could no longer bear

disgrace. As they gazed, the air became radiant with the

reflected light of steel, as shields, and morions, and lances,

gleamed fitfully from the brow of a distant hill. It was the

glimmering of the pursuer’s arms. Should they make a

stand and die? Should they condescend to purchase life

by a farther retreat? There was the traitor, the murderer of

his kinsman and sovereign. Should they not breathe their

chargers, and await his coming, and strike one stroke for

revenge?

 

While they paused, gloomy and irresolute, and gazed

steadily at the advancing forces, there seemed to come

between them a shadowy dimness, that assumed

gradually the form of a gigantic figure. It was like a

mountain mist, but yet it wore the shape and aspect of

humanity. There was a likeness in its awful lineaments, a

resemblance to one honoured and long departed, which

the aged knights recog- nised at once. It was the awful

ghost of Merlin! Like a sullen cloud, but yet instinct with

the principle of life, it upreared its huge outlines between

the spoilers and their prey, terrible in its indistinctness and

with a supernatural and spiritual grandeur, rather felt than

seen. It was a gulf between the two parties, impassable as

that between the Egyptians and the flying Hebrews, and it

troubled the following host, and checked them in their

headlong speed.

 

And so the chase continued. Sullenly the fugitives retired

to the refuge they had chosen, and as sullenly did

Mordred follow, hating those he had injured, hunting them

to the death, and restrained only in his vindictive career by

the clouded aspect of that dusky barrier, which he dared

not brave.

 

By the side of the road, not far from the spot where in after

days the piety of Athelstan founded the college and

church of St. Buryan, there dwelt a holy hermit. In his poor

cell one of the knights, whose wounds were mortal, laid

down and departed from life. As the hermit knelt and

prayed by his body, Mordred rode up. His face was pale as

death, and was rendered still more ghastly by a blue livid

wound, that traversed his whole forehead, and was lost

amid his hair, matted and soaked with blood. He

dismounted and entered the hut. The hermit and the dead

man were its only tenants, save him. He looked upon the

face of the corpse. It was the face of an early comrade of

his own. The same blood ran in the veins of each of their

mothers. He turned gloomily away and signed the sign of

the cross, involuntarily, upon his breast.

 

The hermit sighed, when he beheld the action. “Alas,” said

he to Mordred “thou hast in one day done more evil, than

all thy ancestry have ever in their whole lives done of

good. The crown of Arthur is upon thy brow, but the brand

of Cain is there also. Go on, thou traitor to God and man.”

And Mordred smote him angrily with his gauntlet. “Go on,”

added the recluse, “thy course is wellnigh done. The

shadow of a mighty one is brooding over thee. Go on, and

die.” 

 

And Mordred mounted his horse and urged it furiously

forward. But the animal refused to obey the spur. The

power of that dread spirit was before him. It had far more

terrors for the charger than bit or steel. The avenging

spectre would not give place to man’s wrath.

After a long and ineffectual struggle, the might of the

unearthly prevailed. 

 

The ghastly chase was resumed, with the same dogged

sullenness as before. And now Mordred reached a lofty

slope, from which, more clearly than he had hitherto been

able to do, he could see his retiring enemies. They were

already at a very considerable distance, upon that winding

road which then led over the fertile tract of country called

in Cornish “Lethowsow,” or, in after-days, “the Lionesse.”

They were so far in advance that he could only follow their

course by catching, at intervals, the gleaming of their arms.

Around him was that fair land, now so long lost and

forgotten, from the bosom of which men for ages had dug

mineral wealth, upon which were seen no fewer than one

hundred and forty stately churches, and whose beauty

and fruitfulness have been the theme of many a romantic

lay. Broken sunlight floated over its soft glades. It never

looked so grandly glorious as on that hour of its fate.

 

As Mordred pressed on, full of one thought alone, already

in imagination hemming in to slaughter, or driving into the

waves, his enemies, his attendants and followers began to



 be sensible of a change in the atmosphere, of a

something oppressive and horrible, though he himself

perceived it not. Huge battlemented clouds, tinged with

lurid red, hung over the horizon. The air became sultry and

choking. A tremulous and wavy motion shook the ground

at intervals. A low sound, like distant thunder, moaned

around. The soldiers of his train drew closer together, awe-

struck and terrified. But Mordred heard only the evil voice

of his own passions. The war of the elements gave

unmistakeable signs of its awaking. But Mordred

perceived it not.

 

At last, amid a silence that might be felt, so dreadful was it,

and so dull—that fearful shade, which had hitherto gone

before him, and restrained his madness, suddenly itself

stopped. It assumed a definite shape. It was the form of

Merlin, the Enchanter. But it was even more terrible than

Merlin, for it united the unearthly glare of the spectre with

the grandeur of the inspired man. Right in Mordred’s path,

face to face, did the avenger stand. They remained for a

few seconds motionless, frowning upon each other.

Neither spake, save with the eye. After those few seconds,

the great wizard raised his arm. Then there ensued a

confused muttering, a sound, as though the foundations

of the great deep were broken up. Soon the voice of the

subterranean thunder increased, and the firm soil beneath

their feet began to welk and wave, and fissures appeared

upon the surface, and the rock swelled like the throes of a

labouring sea.

 

With a wild cry of agony, the band of pursuers became in

turn the pursued. They wheeled and rushed away in

headlong flight. But it was in vain. The earth, rent in a

thousand fragments, in the grasp of that earthquake,

upheaved its surface convulsively, gave one brief and

conscious pause, and then, at once, sank down for ever

beneath the level of the deep. In a moment, a continent

was submerged, with all its works of art, and piety, with all

its living tribes, with all its passions, and hopes, and fears.

The soldiers of Mordred were whirled away in the stream

created by that sudden gulf, which even now flows so

violently over its prey below.

 

Last of all, Mordred remained, as it were fascinated and

paralyzed, gazing at the phantom with a look in which

horror struggled with hate, and which was stamped with

scorn and defiance to the end. That morning had dawned

 

upon as bright a scene as ever met the eye. At evening,

there was nought from what was then first termed the

Land’s-end, to St. Martin’s head, but a howling and boiling

wilderness of waves, bearing here and there upon its

bosom a fragment from the perished world beneath or a

corse tossed upon the billows, over which sea birds

wheeled and screamed. The remnant that was preserved

reached in safety Cassiteris, called afterwards Silura, and

now Scilly.

 

There the wicked ceased to trouble, and the weary were

at rest. In their island home, upon which still the sea

encroaches daily, they dwelt securely. From St. Martin’s

height, on their arrival, they saw the catastrophe that

overwhelmed their enemies, and, dismounting, knelt upon

the turf, and thanked God for their deliverance.

 

They never more sought the Britain of their hope and

fame. It would have been a changed and a melancholy

home for them. Arthur was in his tomb, at Glastonbury.

Guenever was dead. The Round Table was broken and its

best knights perished or dispersed. Their work was done.

In the Isles of Scilly, thus miraculously severed from the

main land, and, as it were set apart for their sakes, they

lived, and there they died. In after days their children raised

a stately religious house, at Tresco, over their bones. Bat

their memory gradually faded away and was forgotten.

 

Sometimes on a clear day there may be seen the remains

of walls or buildings under the sea. Sometimes fishermen

bring up relics of other times, and men wonder at them

and speculate upon their cause, and use. Strangers make

pilgrimages to Scilly, and marvel whether it ever exceeded

its present limits. But the account of its isolation is

remembered only as a confused dream; it is a mystery, an

old world tale; a fragment of which, like a portion of a

wreck, floats about, here and there, in the visions of the

past. Such is the legend of the Lionesse.

 

 



PLOT HOOKS
In Ars Magica there are various virtues that can be passed in the blood: that is they
descend through families. If the tiny population of Scilly was bolstered by the
sudden arrival of some of the finest knights in Europe could this have kept their
blood strong in this relatively isolated community, allowing the characters to have
the Blood of Heroes Virtue?
 
It seems that under Tresco Abbey many of the finest Knights of the Arthurian Court
were buried. Some took up a life of monastic devotion/ Have any of these become
local saints? Could these local saints assist the characters if they begin to battle
Dolores, The Infernal Saint of Sorrow, who kicked off the Corruption of House
Tytalus, and who is a resident in the northern part of Cornwall?
 
More generally if you know the burial place of a local saint doesn’t this mean that
you can disinter him to find relics?
 
It seems like the sort of place one could be passed a sword, elm or surcoat allowing
the Magic Item or Heir virtues.
 
If you were looking to re-establish the lineage of the Knights of the Round Table
clearly this is the sort of place where one who was interested in a Merecere-style
breeding program might begin.
 
If you were from the ialand of Oleron in the Normandy Tribunal, which grows fairies
in ovens and thinks of itself as the Isle of Avalon, Scilly might allow you to collect
the missing pieces from your set of knights.
 
The Lady of the Lake locked Merlin away in a crystal cave, his soul tormented on a
hawthorn bush somewhere under Sailisbury Plain. It seems in this case he is out
and about doing things: casting down vast sections of the kingdom. Was that curse
the last of his energy or is this a thing that many druid ghosts could do? If that’s the
case what can the Order do to make sure that similar creatures aren’t generated in
the places where House Diedne fell?
 
It is said by some Cornish people that Arthur lives in the body of a chough, a type of
seabird like a raven, and will one day become incarnate again as a man, to rescue
the kingdom in its darkest hour. I’ve suggested in the ashcan that he may be served
by a flock of Raven Knights who seemingly take a chough shape. If you were
looking for their lair there might be worse places to check than Tresco. After all
choughs are blood-stained ravens, folkloristic speaking, but your saga may vary



I SAILED away in a paper ship,
 
I sailed away and away,
 
And never did sailor sail so far,
 
And never was sail so gay.
 
I sailed away to an unknown land,
 
Beyond an unknown sea,
 
Where all the people were dolls, my dear,
 
And all of them talked to me.
 
The town was built of card and paint,
 
The gardens were made of tin ;
 
And dolls looked out at the windows, dear,
 
And all of them asked me in.
 
And dolls sat round on the chairs inside ;
 
They all were dressed so fine ;
 
They stared at a clock that never had ticked,
 
And was ever at half-past nine.
 
” What shall we do to be real ? ” they cried,
 
” What shall we do to be real ?
 
We none of us feel, though we look so nice,
 
And talk of the vague ideal.”
 
And all of them seemed to know so much,
 
But none of them laughed or sang ;
 
And none of the fires had ever a blaze,
 
And none of the bells e’er rang.
 
And people walked and talked of life,
 
And all of them looked so grave ;
 
Yet none of them ever had life, my dear,
 
Or ever a soul to save.
 
I fled away to the woods and fields ;
 
The trees were stuck with glue ;
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A FAERIE REGIO?

And even the sky was false, my dear,
 
And painted a lovely blue.
 
And dogs and sheep and cows were there,
 
And all of them stared at me.
 
With large glass eyes that never had blinked,
 
And never a one could see.
 
I sailed away in a paper ship,
 
Away on an unknown sea ;
 
And all the fishes were hollow, my dear,
 
And all of them swam at me.
 
But on and on and on I sailed;
 
 I met a great wet seal,
 
He looked at me with two dim eyes,
 
And turned upon his heel.
 
The strangest sail that never was sailed,
 
And sight that never was seen –
 
The sail I sailed in my paper ship,-
 
The land that never has been.



MOBILES
Alexander Calder was an artist active in the early 20th century
and late 19th century, so he’s well past the Ars Magica period
but I think his work is interesting enough to us that we could
sculpt a mystery cult around it.
 
You’re familiar with the descendants of Calder’s work even if
you’ve never heard of him yourself. He was the person who
popularized kinetic sculptures – that is, artworks that move –
and when Marcel Duchamp saw his kinetic sculptures he
referred to them in French as “mobiles. This is where we get
the name for the things that are hung over the cots of babies.
 
Because we’re used to hanging them over the cots of babies
we no longer see what astonishing ideas these kinetic
sculptures were. Occasionally you’ll see very large, industrially
produced ones that give you some sense of their grandeur
when they were first exhibited, but let’s think through plot
hooks surrounding hermetic mobiles.
 
Essential to the mobile is that, when created, the sculpture
has a center of mass that’s in some way unstable, so that
when a small amount of force comes from outside the system
it creates a visual difference within the system. This leads to
several plot hooks.

PLOT HOOKS
in the real world the energy that drives mobiles is
generally the wind, the hand of a parent, or kicks from
children, in Mythic Europe there is another system that
could provide this initial energy and that’s the washing
tide of vim that circulates around the Axis Magica and
allows spell-casting. 
 
Now we know that this creates a spiritual pressure.
Magicians can feel the pressure, particularly when it is
absent: that is, when they go into cathedrals they feel
their Gift flickering and that’s the absence of this flow. Is
it possible to have an item placed within a mobile so that
it moves because of the changes in the vim field? I think,
perhaps, yes. We know that vis coalesces in areas of high
vim concentration: that is it becomes a material object
where the field is densest/biggest/deepest (choose your
metaphor) so if you had an object, that contained the
right style of vis, within the structure of the mobile the
tides of them that wash the earth could make the mobile
move.
 
There is an argument, and its not one that I’ve used in the
past, but it exists so let’s work it through, that the tides
are these are pulled by astrological bodies in the same
way that water is pulled by the moon, creating the
oceanic tides this would mean that your mobile could
respond to the movements of the stars. This allows you
to create an orrery. An orrery is a machine used to predict
or to calculate the position of stars, either retrospectively
to allow natal horoscopes or prospectively to choose the
appropriate times for taking actions. A character who
was part of an astrological cult that made auras based on
this flow of them using mobiles would have a Craft skill
to create mobiles that acted as their cult initiation lore.
 



In a related idea one of the things I like about mobiles
is that they’re non-reproducible. Your character can’t
just copy them the way they can copy a book, so they
could become part of a museum collection, for
example. We’ve called these realia in the game.
Alternatively they could become a fixed object, a static
treasure, that you can’t move around the place. They
could explain why the characters have chosen to settle
a particular covenant site. It could be that a particular
mobile is there.
 
There might be some sort of link between mobiles and
automata but they’re covered in a great deal of depth
in the two versions of the mysteries rules. Automation
are in some sense engines that is they’re designed to
do things whereas mobiles I see at least as being more
reactive to the environment. They reflect things.

The other thing they could encode beyond the craft skill
to make them is a Cult Lore skill, which is similar to
Enigmatic Wisdom in that it’s a skill that is gained not
by developing knowledge but through a process of
emotional development because of the play of sacred
symbols across the psyche of the initiate. This ties into
things that we’ve discussed before: Gothic art in
cathedrals, for example. A mobile that grants Virtues to
characters who meditate upon its movements sounds
what sort of thing that House Criamon could devise,
but it also sounds like the sort of thing that House
Jerbiton could devise. for example it could be an
attempt to train a character in the Free Expression
Virtue.
 
Fairies may not be able to create these mobiles but
they may want to put people inside them so that they
develop Free Expression but if they just start rounding
up random peasants and throwing them into the device
what waking dreams will they have? What terrible
stories will they tell? What fairies will they let loose
upon the surrounding community?

There is a Calder exhibit on at the National Gallery of
Victoria at the moment and one of the curators, in her
description of the exhibit, points out that for Calder,
wires were lines. In the same way a magician who
wants to create a perfect book may wish to create a
quill using a peacock’s feather, or a piece of phoenix,
or a reed cut from the lands of the Egyptian dead, so
similarly if you are creating a mobile you will probably
want an extraordinary wire. Sseeking the materials for
this wire, and the places where the wire can be drawn
(for example the smithies of Haphaestus) require
stories.
 
As a final thought a mobile could be used as part of a
magician’s longevity ritual. This would make it into
something like a portrait of Dorian Gray. It’s a piece of
art that works, so long as it’s undisturbed, to prevent
the magician gaining decrepitude.



The Gemstone That Betrays
Occassionally I find an audio source
with so much useful material that I
can’t properly cut out the plot
hooks. Here’s a hook that comes
from two little fragments of "The
Curious Lore of Precious Stones" by
George Kunz. 
 
I may revisit this book for further
material: it seems richly festooned
with treasures, vis sources, and
material bonuses. It is also the first
time I’ve seen the word “vis” in the
wild: it refers to the animal-spirt of a
diamond as vis adamanticum.
 
I may revisit this book for further
material: it seems richly festooned
with treasures, vis sources, and
material bonuses. It is also the first
time I’ve seen the word “vis” in the
wild: it refers to the animal-spirt of a
diamond as vis adamanticum.

The opinion given in 1609, by Anselmus De Boot,
court physician to Rudolph II of Germany, regarding
the power inherent in certain precious stones,2
embodies the ideas on this subject held by many of the
enlightened minds of that period.
 
The supernatural and acting cause is God, the
good angel and the evil one; the good by the will
of God, and the evil by His permission…. What
God can do by Himself, He could do also by
means of ministers, good and bad angels, who, by
special grace of God and for the preservation of
men, are enabled to enter precious stones and to
guard men from dangers or procure some special
grace for them. However, as we may not affirm
anything positive touching the presence of angels
in gems, to repose trust in them, or to ascribe
undue powers to them, is more especially
pleasing to the spirit of evil, who transforms6
himself into an angel of light, steals into the
substance of the little gem, and works such
wonders by it that some people do not place their
trust in God but in a gem, and seek to obtain from
it what they should ask of God alone. Thus it is
perhaps the spirit of evil which exercises its power
on us through the turquoise, teaching us, little by
little, that safety is not to be sought from God but
from a gem.
 
 
 
 
At the trial, in 1232, of Hubert de Burgh, chief
justiciar, one of the charges brought against him
was that he had surreptitiously removed from the
English treasury an exceedingly valuable stone,
possessing the virtue of rendering the wearer
invincible in battle, and had given it to Llewellyn,
King of Wales, the enemy of his own sovereign,
Henry III of England (1207-1272). This must have
taken place about 1228, when Henry was
engaged in a war with the Welsh.

Plot hook



The Gemstone That Betrays
'Order: Spirit of Deceit
Infernal Might: 20 (Terram)
Characteristics:
Int +2, Per +2 , Pre n/a, Com +3, Str n/a, Sta Tireless, Dex n/a, Qik n/a
Size: -5 (tiny stone)
Virtues and Flaws:. It’s a small rock – everything that suits.
Confidence Score: 3 (5)
Personality Traits: Deceitful +6, Vain +2.
Reputations:  Killer of noblemen (Infernal) 2.
Combat: powers only. The stone can make itself glass-sharp, but it lacks the
leverage to do serious damage.
Soak: +6: made of a single crystal.
Wound Penalties: Dead (1+)
Abilities: All suitable for story, but this demon is well-versed in mortal culture, and
uses its dream powers to teach Intrigue, and give plausible, but eventually
injurious, counsel.
Powers:
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and
twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it with a Brave Personality trait
roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound
physical reaction, like a seizure. This creature prefers to the give evil counsel in
dreams, either to harm the dreamer, or to teach them how to hurt others.
Forked Tongue of the Serpent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single
lie, no matter how outrageous, until they attempt to  spread it to others, which
breaks the effect. An Int roll against Ease Factor 9 is made after one hour, and then
every subsequent hour, to end the effect.
Infest Gemstone, 0 points, Init 0, Terram: Infests a real gemstone by preference,
but can create a false stone if necessary to stalk a victim.
Mask illness: 1 point, Init -5, Mentem: This power prevents a character from
suffering any ill effect, mechanichal or cosmetic, of a single illness or type of injury.
While the power is in effect, the creature’s maximum temporary Infernal Might is
reduced by 5.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality
Trait rolls to resist a temporary trait, Adoration, which has a score equal to the
Might points spent.. If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain
the trait permanently at +1, although they can remove it by the usual means of
reducing traits. Adoring the spirit of the stone is heresy.
Trust of the Innocent: 1 point, Init -1, Mentem: The target believes a single lie for as
long as possible, until presented evidence to the contrary.  An Int roll against Ease
factor 6 allows a character to resist this effect. 
Weakness: Cannot harm those who refuse to touch the stone.
Vis: 4 pawns, in the powder of the destroyed stone.
Appearance: A gemstone of unusual size and brilliance.



Cornwall: The Curse of
Tolman Head

The main character in this story
is Richard of Cornwall, the man
who goes on to become the
Holy Roman Empero, basically
by buying the job using money
he gains from banking. In the
ashcan for the Cornwall material
that’s already been released he
gets several pages of material,
but this story is one that I hadn’t
heard before, so I’m collecting it
for the Gazetter. The text comes
from "Scilly and its Legends" by
Whitfied, which was written in
the 19th century.
 

of Tresco, and were held of it, for the most part, by
bridle and spear, as the fief of a bold Baron of the
Norman house of Barentin. St. Mary’s was likewise
far more extensive than at present. It had wealthy
houses also at Old Town, and Friar’s Carn, and
Holy Vale. The monks and nuns monopolised all
the sources of profit, and though their rule was
neither unfair nor heavy, yet it generally happens
that clerical landlords, from some reason or other,
are unpopular; and so it was with the brotherhoods
and sisterhoods of St. Mary’s.
 
They took no more than their due, though they took
their due, even from the hard-working fishermen.
The shaven crowns waxed sadly unpopular. But
Earl Richard supported them in their sway, and
refused to listen to the charges brought against
them. There was a report that he failed continually
in all his enterprises, how well planned soever they
might be, and that, without giving up his lucrative
patronage of the Jews, he wished to propitiate the
favour of heaven by showing countenance to its
servants. Certain it is, however, that all his
schemes miscarried, but, in an equal ratio to their
want of success, his kindness to the monastic
orders increased. He upheld them with a high hand
in all their charters and grants. So that it soon
became as dangerous to wag a finger against a
frock or a cowl, as against the Earl himself.
 
The Earls of Cornwall had been a fierce and fiery
race, loving war and wassail, as did most of the
princes of the house of Plantagenet, the most
gallant and magnificent dynasty that ever filled a
throne. But in that age it was shrewdly remarked,
that, in proportion to the excesses of his life, was a
Norman noble’s penitence on his death bed; and
this penitence was usually shown in substantial
gifts to the Church, and not unfrequently by 

Richard, Earl of Cornwall, was a powerful prince,
surpassing in wealth and resources many
sovereigns of his day. The revenue he derived from
his Cornish mines was prodigious. He seated a
large colony of Jewish merchants at Marazion.. He
would not allow the Jews to be oppressed nor
wronged, neither would he permit them to oppress
nor to wrong others. He upheld all classes of his
subjects in their just rights….
 
The great group of Scilly was not then what it is
now,—a vast body of little more than rocks,—but
consisted of several large islands, the centre of an
important traffic, filled with a numerous and
flourishing population, and supporting many
religious establishments. St. Martin’s, Tresco,
Bryher, Samson’s, and all the adjacent places, then
formed one chief main land, under the rich Abbey 



 
which the worthy Prior did not care to fathom. But
he common people, with bated breath, murmured
to each other, as they went home, that, of the two
parties which their Lord was accused of
encouraging too much, they would rather have the
Jew than the Priest…
 
Now among the claims of the good Fathers, there
was one that gave especial dissatisfaction, even
more than the exclusive right to wrecks. This was a
somewhat onerous poll-tax, imposed
indiscriminately on every person landing on the
island.” The principal port was then, as it is now,
called Old Town, but it was at that time in a state
far different from its present aspect of ruin.
Standing in Old Town bay, and facing the sea, you
beheld, to the right, a stately church and monastic
pile. In front, on the left hand, was a massy landing-
place, and pier, the ruins of which are still visible;
and, above, towered the noble castle of the Earls of
Corn- wall, while the whole circuit of the shore was
lined with houses, and edifices connected with
trade.
 
The point, however, to which my legend principally
refers, was a small cluster of buildings a little in
advance, to the left. It consisted of an humble
shrine or chapel, and a simple kind of guard-house,
across the front of which was stretched an iron
chain, forming a barrier before a broad flight of
steps, that led upwards from the quay, and gave
access to the island. It was by this way that
strangers first approached land. This projection was
called Tolman or Toll-man point, the name being
derived from a toll levied by the Monks on every
person, without distinction, who set his foot on the
shore. They held this power by a grant from a
former Earl, confirmed to them by Earl Richard. The
revenue they derived from it was not
inconsiderable, and was rigidly ex- acted; nor was
there any one of their claims which gave such dire
offence. It was not only said to be a Pagan custom
(in support of which assertion people showed a
huge rock on the spot, called Tolmen or, “hole-
stone,” and affirmed that it was an object of
Druidical adoration, to which they made every 

assuming her priestly robes, ere the sinner passed
away. It was the same feeling that, in Italy, makes a
Brigand consider himself sure of Paradise, if, after
a life of murders, he is lucky enough to go to the
scaffold, with a priest murmuring absolution in his
ear. Now the heirs of a great house had no
objection to the death bed repentance, but were apt
to oppose very bitterly the cession of worldly
substance that, somehow or other, was made to
form an indispensable condition of the bargain for
heaven.
 
After this fashion, the Earls of Cornwall had been
profuse in penitence. Like old Hugh de Mortimer, as
related in Dugdale, they had bought remission at
other people’s expense, and grievous were the
heart-burnings caused by their pious generosity.
Earl Reginald, son of Henry the First, had bestowed
upon St. Nicholas of Iniscaw, or Trescaw, and upon
the shrines of St. Mary, St. Kumon, and St. Warna,
and had confirmed to them in fee, every wreck in
the islands, “except whale and a whole ship.”
Edmund, the last Earl, heaped wealth and power
upon the Church. The brethren were the virtual
lords of the islands, and did not bear themselves
very meekly in the discharge of their functions.
 
At the time of my tale, they were somewhat
haughtier and more peremptory than usual. As a
counterpoise to his support of the Jews elsewhere,
Earl Richard went to the contrary extreme at Scilly.
He abetted the good fathers in their vindication of
their rights; and not only suffered no man to do
them wrong, but, it was whispered, allowed them,
on the contrary, to do wrong to others, by stretching
the law in their favour to the utmost.
 
The Prior of Trescaw frequently exhorted his flock
against covetousness, and was very fond of
enlarging on the text “He reproved even kings for
their sakes,” and of applying these words to the
defence of their rights by Earl Richard. The Sire de
Barentin, a shrewd and stout old warrior, twirled his
grey moustache, and said nothing, though there
was a curious and humorous expression in his eye,



 
seemed, his book of prayers, the Pilgrim, after
several vain attempts to undo the chain, called to
him, in a firm but courteous voice, to unfasten it,
and give him passage.
 
It chanced that the person thus addressed was the
Prior, who, having sent the occupant of the place
on an errand, had, during his absence, taken his
post. Angry at being thus interrupted, and scarcely
seeing who it was that spoke, he bade the new
comers wait awhile, and resumed his studies. The
Pilgrim, however, seemed in no mood to do as he
was told.
 
“How now, Sir Priest,” replied he, “you are
malapert, forsooth. Open as I bid you, and let us
pass. There is no toll levied on such as we.” The
tone in which he spoke was stern and sharp, but
the Prior was an old man, hard of hearing, cold and
unbending in his disposition, and too much
accustomed to this kind of complaint to pay
attention to it. He glanced slightly at the group, but
looked down again, and made no reply.
 
He was not, however, long suffered to remain in
peace. Laying his hand upon the chain, the Pilgrim
vaulted over, and stood before the Prior’s seat, his
form erect, his eyes flashing fire, and his whole
figure convulsed with passion.
 
A prudent man would have let him go
unchallenged, but the Prior was spoiled by the
habits of unquestioned power, which Ecclesiastics
of that day assumed over every rank and class. He
was, besides, a proud resolute man, who had been
a soldier in his youth, and had ridden through a
stricken field. His apathy was gone at once. Rising
up, with considerable dignity, and drawing to its full
height his spare and ascetic form, he laid his hand
upon the Pilgrim’s breast, and bade him stand
back.
 
It was an evil chance that he did so. His hand had
scarcely touched the Palmer’s chest, ere the latter
flung his cloak aside, raised his mailed arm, and
smote the old man rudely upon the head.

worshipper pay toll), but it pressed most unjustly
upon the very poorest class, for every fisherman
who left the island, though only for a few hours, to
gain a little support for his family, was compelled to
give his mite, in the way of tribute, on his return.
Nay, even holy Palmers from the East, who were
always elsewhere considered exempt from tax or
charge, were forced to render the dues, ere they
were permitted to proeeed.
 
This was said to be an infraction of the charter, and
a clear violation of that most pious and equitable
statute, that no priest nor pilgrim ought ever, under
any circumstances, to pay any thing, the duty of the
good men being solely to receive; but the monks,
strong in the buckler of the faith, and of Earl
Richard, spoiled not only the Egyptians, but their
own order, most pitilessly. Complaints were made,
long and loudly, to the Earl, who promised redress,
and with some intention of granting it, for he was in
sad want of a subsidy, and these allegations, if
proved, would authorise him to exact a pretty heavy
benevolence from the transgressors, or raise a
goodly sum, by way of bounty, on their lands.
 
It was a sunny evening in May when a small
company of pilgrims was seen on the deck of a
vessel, that neared the harbour of Old Town, with a
favourable wind. They bore down directly to the foot
of the steps at Toll-man point, which, as it was then
high-water, they reached without difficulty. On
coming alongside the broad stones that formed a
base to the stairs, they sprang ashore, and began
to ascend.
 
At their head was one apparently of higher rank, or
of superior sanctity, for he walked alone. His face
was partly buried in his large cloak, and partly
concealed beneath his wide-brimmed hat, the deep
flaps of which, hanging down, were often employed
to hide the features. He passed on, neither
speaking, nor apparently heeding any thing, until he
reached the heavy chain, which was drawn across
the way. Laying his hand upon it, he found that it
was fastened with a padlock. As one of the brothers
was sitting in the toll- house, reading, as it



 
dead Prior, which, it was said, was often seen at
Toll-man head, exacting tribute from a spectral
figure, at the head of an equally unsubstantial train.
 
At last the usual effects of such rumours followed.
Merchants first landed in a pleasant bay near at
hand called Porcrasa, and then discovered that in
St. Mary’s pool beyond there was a safer and surer
anchorage. Fishermen took thither their produce for
sale. So a town was formed by degrees, and on the
hill above, a fort dedicated to the Virgin, and called
“Stella Marise,” or the “Star of Mary” was
afterwards built. Thus there came down upon the
Old Town gloom, and desolation, and decay.
 
The ancient Druids who worshipped there, seem to
overshadow it still with their dim phantom presence.
The blackness of the churchman’s malediction is
still resting there. The Druid goddess, Onvana, the
sea, gains upon it daily, and Taranis, the
Thunderer, is often heard. It seems abandoned to
gloomy influences, and, seen on a darksome day,
is a place whose melancholy is not soon shaken
off. At no distant period it will be buried beneath the
ocean, which will roll silently over all that remains of
its former greatness, and leave only a few sibylline
leaves, as records of its past history, with the
memory of ” the old man’s curse.”

“Dog of a Priest, thou cowled robber,” he cried, in a
voice of thunder, “take that, as a memento of
Richard Plantagenet.”
 
And the Prior sank at his feet, bathed in blood, and
over him stood Earl Richard, looking darkly down
upon him as he lay. They raised the old man, and
tried*to stanch the gore that welled from his
temples, but in vain. The blow was given by a hand
that seldom struck twice.
 
He opened his eyes, and looked upon the Earl,
whose hot fit was already succeeded by sorrow and
remorse. Richard took the Prior’s hand, and spoke
to him kindly, but the sufferer was already almost
beyond the reach of human blame or praise. He
glanced at the Prince, and then at the castle that
frowned above them. The spirit of prophecy, which
is said to visit the dying, seemed to tremble on his
lips.
 
He whispered, rather than said, ” Lord Earl, that
blow has stricken both thy house, and thee.” And
word he spake never more.
 
The prediction was fulfilled. Earl Richard made all
the amends in his power. He abolished the toll, and
gave to the brethren, in exchange, great largesses,
far surpassing in value what he had resumed. On
the spot that had witnessed his crime he founded a
chantry, where masses were daily said for the soul
of the murdered man. But from that hour the Earl’s
affairs declined. He wasted his wealth in
unprofitable enterprises, and, finally, went down to
the grave, a broken, moody, miserable man.
 
Nor did the curse fail of its accomplishment on the
spot. It never prospered again. The sea gradually
encroached upon the land, and swallowed up field
after field of fruitful ground. The stately church was
injured by a storm, and was rebuilt in diminished
size and beauty. The castle fell to ruin, why and
wherefore no one could tell. Storms of thunder and
lightning, so uncommon in Scilly, occurred
constantly. Sailors and traders began to shun the
place, and believed it haunted by the ghost of the.



The chapter also notes that the earls of Cornwall
have given the right of all wreck to the various
churches around. That means if a ship from any
covenant happens to crash against the shore you
need to recover it right sharpish. Otherwise the
servants of the church turn up to grab it.
 
There are a couple of exceptions. One is that they
can’t claim whales and the other is that they can’t
claim whole ships. How quickly can you repair a
ship? Remember your magic only needs to keep it
together long enough for it to be assessed.
 
If a crate washes ashore with a fine horse that you
want to turn into your familiar, and the church
comes to claim it, could you turn it, however briefly,
into a porpoise? Tracking it afterwards if it got out
into the sea might prove difficult, but your saga may
vary.

If you are allied to Richard of Cornwall, and you
had a covenant in that castle, it would be ruinous
for him to bring down this curse upon himself. What
has he done? I’d guess that by murdering a priest,
on what is technically holy ground, he’s created an
Infernal aura, and that the sea (in which the Spirit of
the Lord moves according to the Bible) is washing
the Infernal aura away. Is there something that your
magicians can do to lift the curse?
 
Perhaps you can’t. You need to relocate your
covenant. When you relocate your covenant maybe
it’s to the new Hugh Town, which is why there’s this
commercial collapse in the Old Tow. If magi are
secretly the economic center of the island the
relocation could lead to the movement of the
market.
 
In the section that was cut off at the start of this
recording there is mention that at that time Scilly
was one large island. If you are founding a
covenant on Scilly an inundation claiming a chunk
of land (or the illusion of such an inundation) gives
you free title to a large chunk of territory.
 
In past episodes I’ve mentioned House Mercere,
sensibly, needs several additional nexuses in its
trade network. Would Scilly be a suitable nexus?
It’s not badly situated as a central point from which
to distribute material to the Hibernian, Loch
Leagan, Stonehenge and, perhaps, Normandy
Tribunals. It is a little close to Confluensis in
Normandy, but there are worse area.
 
 

Plot hooks



Pu: Theft of a Peach
If you read Wikipedia it will tell
you that the Indian rope trick
was invented by an American
magician in the early 20th
Century. 
 
It is difficult to reconcile this with
an account of the Indian rope
trick which occurs in Pu’s work,
which was written in the 13th
Century.
 
The recording used in the audio
epsiode was made by Gerwin
Kramer and released into the
public domain through LibriVox. 

“When I was a little boy I went one day to the
prefectural city. It was the time of the Spring
festival, and the custom was that on the day before,
all the merchants of the place should proceed with
banners and drums to the judge’s yamên: this was
called “bringing in the Spring.” I went with a friend
to see the fun; the crowd was immense, and there
sat the officials in crimson robes arranged right and
left in the hall; but I was small and didn’t know who
they were, my attention being attracted chiefly by
the hum of voices and the noise of the drums. 
 
In the middle of it all, a man leading a boy with his
hair unplaited and hanging down his back, walked
up to the dais. He carried a pole on his shoulder,
and appeared to be saying something which I
couldn’t hear for the noise; I only saw the officials
smile, and immediately afterwards an attendant
came down, and in a loud voice ordered the man to
give a performance. 
 
“What shall it be?” asked the man in reply;
whereupon, after some consultation between the
officials on the dais, the attendant inquired what he
could do best. The man said he could invert the
order of nature; and then, after another pause, he
was instructed to produce some peaches; to this he
assented; and taking off his coat, laid it on his box,
at the same time observing that they had set him a
hard task, the winter frost not having broken up,
and adding that he was afraid the gentlemen would
be angry with him, &c., &c. His son here reminded
him that he had agreed to the task and couldn’t well
get out of it; so, after fretting and grumbling awhile,
he cried out, “I have it! with snow on the ground we
shall never get peaches here; but I guess there are
some up in heaven in the Royal Mother’s
garden, and there we must try.”



By-and-by down fell a peach as large as a basin,
which the delighted father handed up to his patrons
on the dais who were some time coming to a
conclusion whether it was real or imitation. 
 
But just then down came the rope with a run, and
the affrighted father shrieked out, “Alas! alas! some
one has cut the rope: what will my boy do now?”
and in another minute down fell something else,
which was found on examination to be his son’s
head. “Ah me!” said he, weeping bitterly and
shewing the head; “the gardener has caught him,
and my boy is no more.” After that, his arms, and
legs, and body, all came down in like manner; and
the father, gathering them up, put them in the box
and said, “This was my only son, who accompanied
me everywhere; and now what a cruel fate is his. I
must away and bury him.” He then approached the
dais and said, “Your peach, gentlemen, was
obtained at the cost of my boy’s life; help me now to
pay his funeral expenses, and I will be ever grateful
to you.” The officials who had been watching the
scene in horror and amazement, forthwith collected
a good purse for him; and when he had received the
money, he rapped on his box and said, “Pa-pa‘rh!
why don’t you come out and thank the gentlemen?”
Thereupon, there was a thump on the box from the
inside and up came the boy himself, who jumped
out and bowed to the assembled company. I have
never forgotten this strange trick, which I
subsequently heard could be done by the White Lily
sect, who probably got it from this source. “

“How are we to get up, father?” asked the boy;
whereupon the man said, “I have the means,” and
immediately proceeded to take from his box a
cord some tens of feet in length. This he carefully
arranged, and then threw one end of it high up
into the air where it remained as if caught by
something. He now paid out the rope which kept
going up higher and higher until the end he had
thrown up disappeared in the clouds and only a
short piece was left in his hands. 
 
Calling his son, he then explained that he himself
was too heavy, and, handing him the end of the
rope, bid him go up at once. The boy, however,
made some difficulty, objecting that the rope was
too thin to bear his weight up to such a height,
and that he would surely fall down and be killed;
upon which his father said that his promise had
been given and that repentance was now too late,
adding that if the peaches were obtained they
would surely be rewarded with a hundred ounces
of silver, which should be set aside to get the boy
a pretty wife. So his son seized the rope and
swarmed up, like a spider running up a thread of
its web; and in a few moments he was out of sight
in the clouds. 
 
 

Is this an illusion or does the boy actually go somewhere? If he goes somewhere, is it to Faerie or to the
Magical Realm? Is the method of traveling something to do with the cord (which would make it a magical item
capable of rituals the likes of which are not known to hermetic magic) or is the cord a misdirection? For
example is it a ritual that is being performed because it is a particular day in spring and in a particular location? 
Was the request to get the peaches something that was set up in advance?
 
If we think about Chinese sorcerers and peaches from Heaven of extraordinary size we are reminded of the
peaches of immortality stolen by the Monkey Spiri. Is this a very complicated way of providing longevity potions
to the men who give the hundred ounces of silver to the magician and his boy?
 
If magi hear of this trick, can they find it somewhere short of India? There are Indian communities found in
Socotra and Alexandria. If they have to travel to India, what will they find? The Romans had trade settlements
on the western coast of India, so it’s possible that a fragment of the Order of Mercury may remain there.

Plot hooks



Pu: The Invisible Priest
The reason I’ve decided to share
this one with the Ars Magica
fandom is that it shows what a
mundane person of slightly
greater than average
intelligence, and with no
understanding of Magic Theory,
can do to inconvenience a
magician. At the end is a spell
which, to me, seems familiar
from the Third Edition
investitures of Criamon magi.
 
The recording used in the
podcast was made by Gershwin
Kramer and released through
LibriVox into the public domain. 
 
 

through the power of making himself invisible, he
had his threshing-floor covered with a fine ash-dust,
so that at any rate his footsteps would be seen and
the servants could strike just above them. He then
inveigled Tan to the appointed spot, which he had
no sooner reached than Han’s servants began to
belabour him on all sides with leathern thongs. Tan
immediately became invisible, but his footprints
were clearly seen as he moved about hither and
thither to avoid the blows, and the servants went on
striking above them until finally he succeeded in
getting away.
 
Mr. Han then went home, and subsequently Tan
reappeared and told the servants that he could stay
there no longer, adding that before he went he
intended to give them all a feast in return for many
things they had done for him. And diving into his
sleeve he brought forth a quantity of delicious
meats and wines which he spread out upon the
table, begging them to sit down and enjoy
themselves. The servants did so, and one and all of
them got drunk and insensible upon which Tan
picked each of them up and stowed them away in
his sleeve.
 
When Mr. Han heard of this, he begged Tan to
perform some other trick; so Tan drew upon the
wall a city, and knocking at the gate with his hand it
was instantly thrown open. He then put inside it his
wallet and clothes, and stepping through the
gateway himself, waved his hand and bade Mr.
Han farewell. The city gates were now closed, and
Tan vanished from their sight.
 
It was said that he appeared again in Ch’ing-chou,
where he taught little boys to paint a circle on their
hands, and, by dabbing this on to another person’s
face or clothes, to imprint the circle on the place
thus struck without a trace of it being left behind
upon the hand.
 

Mr Han was a gentleman of good family, on very
intimate terms with a skilful Taoist priest and
magician named Tan, who, when sitting amongst
other guests, would suddenly become invisible. Mr.
Han was extremely anxious to learn this art, but
Tan refused all his entreaties, ” Not,” as he said, ”
because*! want to keep the secret for myself, but
simply as a matter of principle. To teach the
superior man would be well enough; others,
however, would avail themselves of such
knowledge to plunder their neighbours. There is no
fear that you would do this, though even you might
be tempted in certain ways.”
 
Mr. Han, finding all his efforts unavailing, flew into a
great passion, and secretly arranged with his
servants that they should give the magician a
sound beating; and, in order to prevent his escape



Eating Around Hermetic Limits
There’s a limit of knowledge in the act of
Hermetic creation. Although, as some
genius said on the forum, you don’t need to
know how many wrinkles there are on the
back of the ears of an elephant because
magic just fills in the details for you, you do
need to know that there is a thing called an
elephant. You also, I’d argue, have to have
some sort of concept of what an elephant is,
because Hermetic magic is practiced in at
least three languages, and spells are
copiable by literate mundanes, so Hermetic
Latin is not a sacred language transcending
the mortal sphere and designating specific
things in the Realm of Forms. A name is just
a signifier: it’s not a barcode for a vast
spiritual Ikea. So, this creates a practical limit
in Hermetic magic. You need to know of a
thing, and be able to concieve of it, in
discret, if not specific, terms.
 
Is it enough to have read the Bodlean
Besitary to make an elephant? Your saga
may vary, but I think it’s more fun to say that
if all you know about elephants is unicorns
like to gut them and they have an end on
their trunks like a shower rose, you deserve
to not be able to make one. Get a bit of tooth
or hide, and use a minor InAn spell, and you
are fine, though.
 
A long time ago I suggested that magi got
around this by having a Gastronomic
Society, run by House Jerbiton. Originally the
people who could make animals would get
together and demonstrate animals for each
other, so that they could each go away with
new discrete knowledges. It became a
gastronomers’ club when the magi
discovered their consortis were eating the
animals.

The first trick I missed was this: if a magus
was to spend vis to make the animal, its pelt
and bones could be distributed to the group.
This allows the group to send out little
subscruiption boxes to the people who could
not make it, perhaps for a fee. The meetings
might only make one animal permanent or
instant per feast, and all participants put in a
little vis to make this possible. The pelts can
also be used to overcome another little failure
of Hermetic magic: some shapeshifting spells
are far simpler if you have an item of clothing
made from the animal you are turning into.
Girdles of wolfskin and cloaks of raven
feathers are the prime examples. Regardless,
once you’ve recieved your subscription box,
and cast InAn on the contents, you can then
use a minor Cr(Re)An to make the
shapeshifting item.
 
The second trick is that if you have no idea
what an animal looks like, there’s not a lot to
stop someone putting anything in your
mouth, beyond the usual precautions magi
take against poinson. What if an infernalist
puts some human flesh in the ragout? What
if the subscription boxes contain infernally
tainted teeth?
 
Finally, the collected contents of the
subscription boxes become realia collections.
Might the magi seek the lost cabinet of the
President of this Society? With dozens of the
samples, it would aid the studies of some
magi markedly.
 
Two creaturess in Realms of Power:
Infernal might make suitable foes for the
Gastronomic Society. Gourmand the Sweet
Toothed is weaker, and is on pages 70-71 and
Baal-peor , the lord of ceaseless consumption
and defecation, is on pages 50-51.



Basilisks
There’s a limit of knowledge in the act of
Hermetic creation. Although, as some
genius said on the forum, you don’t need to
know how many wrinkles there are on the
back of the ears of an elephant because
magic just fills in the details for you, you do
need to know that there is a thing called an
elephant. You also, I’d argue, have to have
some sort of concept of what an elephant is,
because Hermetic magic is practiced in at
least three languages, and spells are
copiable by literate mundanes, so Hermetic
Latin is not a sacred language transcending
the mortal sphere and designating specific
things in the Realm of Forms. A name is just
a signifier: it’s not a barcode for a vast
spiritual Ikea. So, this creates a practical limit
in Hermetic magic. You need to know of a
thing, and be able to concieve of it, in
discret, if not specific, terms.
 
Is it enough to have read the Bodlean
Besitary to make an elephant? Your saga
may vary, but I think it’s more fun to say that
if all you know about elephants is unicorns
like to gut them and they have an end on
their trunks like a shower rose, you deserve
to not be able to make one. Get a bit of tooth
or hide, and use a minor InAn spell, and you
are fine, though.
 
A long time ago I suggested that magi got
around this by having a Gastronomic
Society, run by House Jerbiton. Originally the
people who could make animals would get
together and demonstrate animals for each
other, so that they could each go away with
new discrete knowledges. It became a
gastronomers’ club when the magi
discovered their consortis were eating the
animals.

The first trick I missed was this: if a magus
was to spend vis to make the animal, its pelt
and bones could be distributed to the group.
This allows the group to send out little
subscruiption boxes to the people who could
not make it, perhaps for a fee. The meetings
might only make one animal permanent or
instant per feast, and all participants put in a
little vis to make this possible. The pelts can
also be used to overcome another little failure
of Hermetic magic: some shapeshifting spells
are far simpler if you have an item of clothing
made from the animal you are turning into.
Girdles of wolfskin and cloaks of raven
feathers are the prime examples. Regardless,
once you’ve recieved your subscription box,
and cast InAn on the contents, you can then
use a minor Cr(Re)An to make the
shapeshifting item.
 
The second trick is that if you have no idea
what an animal looks like, there’s not a lot to
stop someone putting anything in your
mouth, beyond the usual precautions magi
take against poinson. What if an infernalist
puts some human flesh in the ragout? What
if the subscription boxes contain infernally
tainted teeth?
 
Finally, the collected contents of the
subscription boxes become realia collections.
Might the magi seek the lost cabinet of the
President of this Society? With dozens of the
samples, it would aid the studies of some
magi markedly.
 
Two creaturess in Realms of Power:
Infernal might make suitable foes for the
Gastronomic Society. Gourmand the Sweet
Toothed is weaker, and is on pages 70-71 and
Baal-peor , the lord of ceaseless consumption
and defecation, is on pages 50-51.



Pu: Justice for Rebels
This week another recording from “Strange Stories From A Chinese
Studio” by Songling Pu. Thanks to the readers from LibriVox who have
read this book into the public domain.
 
During the reign of Shun Chih, of the people of T‘êng-i, seven in ten were
opposed to the Manchu dynasty. The officials dared not touch them; and
subsequently, when the country became more settled, the magistrates used to
distinguish them from the others by always deciding any cases in their favour:
for they feared lest these men should revert to their old opposition. And thus it
came about that one litigant would begin by declaring himself to have been a
“rebel,” while his adversary would follow up by shewing such statement to be
false; so that before any case could be heard on its actual merits, it was
necessary to determine the status both of plaintiff and defendant, whereby
infinite labour was entailed upon the Registrars.
 
Now it chanced that the yamên of one of the officials was haunted by a fox,
and the official’s daughter was bewitched by it. Her father, therefore, engaged
the services of a magician, who succeeded in capturing the animal and putting
it into a bottle; but just as he was going to commit it to the flames, the fox cried
out from inside the bottle, “I’m a rebel!” at which the bystanders were unable
to suppress their laughter.
 
The fox in this story is a fairy and it shows that fairies can warp stories
around human secrets and conspiracies. This may explain why Hermetic
Magi now use little tablets (that they can hand around) for poking holes in
the Aegis of the Hearth. A faerie could give away a password, the secret
phrase to a local society or criminal gang, or the method of entering an
area protected by the spell The Shrouded Glen, or the verbal trigger for a
magical item.



Pu: The Dutch Carpet
A quick story from Songling Pu:
 
Formerly, when the Dutch were permitted to trade with China, the officer in
command of the coast defences would not allow them, on account of their
great numbers, to come ashore. The Dutch begged very hard for the grant of a
piece of land such as a carpet would cover; and the officer above-mentioned,
thinking that this could not be very large, acceded to their request. A carpet
was accordingly laid down, big enough for about two people to stand on; but
by dint of stretching, it was soon enough for four or five; and so they went on,
stretching and stretching, until at last it covered about an acre, and by-and-
by, with the help of their knives, they had filched a piece of ground several
miles in extent.
 
I believe I first heard this story about a woman who bargained for a oxhide
of space to build her nunnery, but I’ve seen variants in other places. I
recall a king who bargained this much land with the vikings, as another
example.
 
It makes a fine covenant origin story: your ancestors bargained for space
to unfold a picnic blanket and, as it happens, it reached from from the top
of the hill all the way to the river. Your covenant has many fine spinners in
it, and has a festival each year to celebrate the blanket. You carry it about
during the Aegis of the Hearth ritual and sometimes check its memories
for point s of covenant history. The design on the blanket is like a battle
tartan for your grogs.
 
In Ars Magica, we have supernatural realms which bargain with mortals,
either wanting land or giving it away. A demon who asks enough land to
bury one of his servants: just enough for his shroud and no more. A faerie
who seeks enough land for the hooves of his horse, and no extra. Magi
who seeks enough of a church’s lands to raise a beacon fire. Magi who deal
with a faerie court, for as much land as rests in the shadow of a coin.
 
I used to try and pull these stories back in university, but one of my
players was studying law and pointed out that lacking a meeting of the
minds, there is no contract. I’m not sure if this is true of medieval laws, in
various places, but it certainly seems effective with faeries and,
surprisingly, demons. 
 
Why demons allows themselves to be tricked has been discussed in
various other locations, such as Sanctuary of Ice, but, in short, it tempts
others to wager with demons if there is a monument to a demon losing 
 Also, some of the “losses” were just greater evils in the making: a lot of
the Devil’s Bridges have been in the right place to allow conquering
armies to cross rivers.



Man – Mannanan MacLir
This is a bonus episode.
 
In following months we’ll be moving on
from “The Stories of a Chinese Studio” by
Pu to “Manx Fairy Tales” by Sophia
Morrison. Morrison is kind of like the
Brothers Grimm for Manx fairy tales: if
you’ve heard manx fairy tales, you have
heard her work. She also acted as the
editor for a magazine that and was a
leading light in the Manx cultural revival
movement, which led to the rescuing of
the Manx language. I will be going
through her journal, now that it’s
available electronically, to look for the
sort of material that hasn’t quite filtered
into the role-playing sphere yet.
 
There have been several attempts to stat
up the Isle of Man for Ars Magica because,
from a very early edition, it was decided
that there had been several attempts to
put a covenant on Man and that each of
them had failed. Whichever covenant
could claim Man could decide which
tribunal it would go into. I know I wrote
up a very early version, using paper
tourist sources which were available to
me in the early 90s. There was a far more
comprehensive version done by someone
else in one of the other fanzines.
 
As it has already been done a couple of
times I didn’t want this foundational
myth to be your only episode this week:
hence the bonus episode.
 
The recording used was released into the
public domain through the Librivox
Project by a reader called Sonia. Sonia has
been reading for LibriVox forever. She’s
got about 3,000 entries in the LibriVox
catalogue and that’s not exaggerating for
emphasis. Thank you so much to Sonia
and all of the team at LibriVox.
 
For those of you who’ve heard this story
before I do apologise, but I think it’s an
important foundation before we go on
with the rest of the folklore of the Isle of
Man. Your saga of course may vary

Manannan Mac y Leirr, the Son of the Sea, was the first Ruler of
Mann. He was a great Wizard, and he was so powerful that
afterwards he was looked on as a god. He had a great stone fort
on Peel Island, and he could make one man, standing on its
battlements, seem to be a hundred. When he saw his enemies’
ships sailing, he would cover the island round with a silver mist
so that it could not be seen; and if, in spite of the mist, his
enemies came near, he would throw chips into the water and
change them into ships. 
 
He was out walking one day on Barrule, when he saw the
warships of the Northmen were in the bay of Peel. And with that
he made himself into the shape of three legs and rolled like a
wheel down from the mountain top as fast as the wind. It ]was
about low tide in the harbour, and there ran a stream of
sparkling water out to sea.  Now the banks of the stream were
marshy, and by the river-side grew a quantity of sedge with
broad, green leaves. So Manannan made little boats of the sedge,
a good number of them, and sailed his boats in the stream. And
when the little fleet floated out of the harbour, he caused them
to look like great ships of war, well manned with fighting men.
Then terror seized on the Northmen when they saw the Manx
fleet, and they cut their cables, hoisted sails, and cleared away as
fast as they could, and Manannan and his island were left in
peace. Thus did he keep Mann, and not with his sword, or his
bow and arrows.
 
In his fort he had a great banqueting-hall, where handsome
boys made sweet music, and others played games and did great
feats of strength. He had a horse called Enbarr of the Flowing
Mane, who could travel like the wind over sea as well as land,
swift hounds that could catch any wild beast, and a sword called
The Answerer,[173]whose wound was always fatal, besides his
Magic Branch and his wonderful boat, Wave Sweeper.
 
He governed Mann well for long, long years. Manx people had
the best of good treatment from him, and all the rent he wanted
was that each one was to bring a bundle of green rushes to him
on the Mountain of South Barrule on Midsummer Eve. The
island was a happy place, full of sunshine and all pleasant
things, and no person there was old or tired or sad.
 
Manx men have never forgotten Manannan, and this thousand
years our fishermen have prayed to him the following prayer, as
they have put out to sea. Even up to the days of our fathers it has
been used:
Manannan Beg Mac y Leirr—
Little Manannan Son of the Sea,
Who blessed our island,
Bless us and our boat, going out well.
Coming in better, with living and dead in our boat.



Man – The Enchanted Isle
I’ve been talking with Ben from Sub Rosa about whether it would be useful
to create some background information for an adventure, and record it as
an audio episode, so that players on their way to a convention could absorb
the background information while they’re driving. 
 
That reminded me of this little story, which I think player-characters
should hear from a redcap or from an old fisherman, to start them on the
quest for Mannan’s Island. It’s clearly a fairy regio and, if I make the
calculations correctly, May Day falls on a Sunday in 1222, 1229 and add
seven to extrapolate the pattern.
 
The recording used in the podcast was released into the public domain
through LibriVox by John. Thanks to John and all of his support team over
at LibriVox. It's from Manx Fairy Tales” by Sophia Morrison.
 
Out under the Irish Sea, fifteen or sixteen miles south-west of the Calf, there is
an enchanted isle. Long, long ago it was on the surface of the water—that was in
the days when Manannan ruled in Mann—but when Saint Patrick drove
Manannan and his men from the island in the form of three-legged creatures,
they came upon this isle. Manannan dropped it to the bottom of the sea, and
they were seen no more.
 
Now it is the home of Manannan Mac y Leirr, Son of the Sea, and he rules it as
he used to rule Mann. But once in seven years, when Old May Day is on a
Sunday, the isle may be seen. It rises up from the sea just before sunrise, like a
beautiful vision, and Manannan looks once more at Ellan Vannin.
The hills of the enchanted isle are green, white foam rings it round, and if you
are near enough you may see the tossing arms and golden hair of the Mermaids
by the water’s edge washing their glittering jewels, and hear the singing of
birds, and smell the fragrant scent of flowers. But as the first rays of the sun rest
upon its highest hills, it sinks into the deep, deep sea.



Cornwall: 
Negotium Perambulans

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The casual tourist in West Cornwall may just possibly
have noticed, as he bowled along over the bare high
plateau between Penzance and the Land’s End, a
dilapidated signpost pointing down a steep lane and
bearing on its battered finger the faded inscription
“Polearn 2 miles,” but probably very few have had the
curiosity to traverse those two miles in order to see a
place to which their guide-books award so cursory a
notice. It is described there, in a couple of unattractive
lines, as a small fishing village with a church of no
particular interest except for certain carved and painted
wooden panels (originally belonging to an earlier edifice)
which form an altar-rail. But the church at St. Creed (the
tourist is reminded) has a similar decoration far superior
in point of preservation and interest, and thus even the
ecclesiastically disposed are not lured to Polearn. So
meagre a bait is scarce worth swallowing, and a glance at
the very steep lane which in dry weather presents a carpet
of sharp-pointed stones, and after rain a muddy
watercourse, will almost certainly decide him not to
expose his motor or his bicycle to risks like these in so
sparsely populated a district. Hardly a house has met his
eye since he left Penzance, and the possible trundling of a
punctured bicycle for half a dozen weary miles seems a
high price to pay for the sight of a few painted panels.
 
Polearn, therefore, even in the high noon of the tourist
season, is little liable to invasion, and for the rest of the
year I do not suppose that a couple of folk a day traverse
those two miles (long ones at that) of steep and stony
gradient. I am not forgetting the postman in this
exiguous estimate, for the days are few when, leaving his
pony and cart at the top of the hill, he goes as far as the
village, since but a few hundred yards down the lane
there stands a large white box, like a sea-trunk, by the
side of the road, with a slit for letters and a locked door. 

This is the 200th episode of Games From Folktales, so
you’re going to have to indulge me, dear reader. I’m
sharing a fiction piece. It’s set in Cornwall and has a
creature which is presumably, in Ars Magica terms,
an Accuser: that is, a demon who hunts sinners and
claims to be sent from God. 

 
The recording that follows was released into the
public domain through LibriVox. Thanks again to all
of the gang from LibriVox, particularly Rafe Ball, this
week’s reader. The story was written by E.F. Benson
and came into the public domain this year.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Should he have in his wallet a registered letter or be the
bearer of a parcel too large for insertion in the square lips
of the sea-trunk, he must needs trudge down the hill and
deliver the troublesome missive, leaving it in person on
the owner, and receiving some small reward of coin or
refreshment for his kindness.
 
But such occasions are rare, and his general routine is to
take out of the box such letters as may have been
deposited there, and insert in their place such letters as
he has brought. These will be called for, perhaps that day
or perhaps the next, by an emissary from the Polearn
post-office.
 
As for the fishermen of the place, who, in their export
trade, constitute the chief link of movement between
Polearn and the outside world, they would not dream of
taking their catch up the steep lane and so, with six miles
farther of travel, to the market at Penzance. The sea route
is shorter and easier, and they deliver their wares to the
pier-head. Thus, though the sole industry of Polearn is
sea-fishing, you will get no fish there unless you have
bespoken your requirements to one of the fishermen.
Back come the trawlers as empty as a haunted house,
while their spoils are in the fish-train that is speeding to
London.
 
Such isolation of a little community, continued, as it has
been, for centuries, produces isolation in the individual
as well, and nowhere will you find greater independence
of character than among the people of Polearn. But they
are linked together, so it has always seemed to me, by
some mysterious comprehension: it is as if they had all
been initiated into some ancient rite, inspired and framed
by forces visible and invisible. The winter storms that
batter the coast, the vernal spell of the spring, the
hot,still summers, the season of rains and autumnal
decay, have made a spell which, line by line, has been
communicated to them, concerning the powers, evil and
good, that rule the world, and manifest themselves in
ways benignant or terrible . . . 
 
I came to Polearn first at the age of ten, a small boy, weak
and sickly, and threatened with pulmonary trouble. My
father’s business kept him in London, while for me
abundance of fresh air and a mild climate were
considered essential conditions if I was to grow to
manhood. His sister had married the vicar of Polearn,
Richard Bolitho, himself native to the place, and so it



came about that I spent three years, as a paying guest,
with my relations. Richard Bolitho owned a fine house
in the place, which he inhabited in preference to the
vicarage, which he let to a young artist, John Evans, on
whom the spell of Polearn had fallen for from year’s
beginning to year’s end he never left it. There was a
solid roofed shelter, open on one side to the air, built for
me in the garden, and here I lived and slept, passing
scarcely one hour out of the twenty-four behind walls
and windows. I was out on the bay with the fisher-folk,
or wandering along the gorse-clad cliffs that climbed
steeply to right and left of the deep combe where the
village lay, or pottering about on the pier-head, or
bird’s-nesting in the bushes with the boys of the village.
Except on Sunday and for the few daily hours of my
lessons, I might do what I pleased so long as I remained
in the open air. About the lessons there was nothing
formidable; my uncle conducted me through flowering
bypaths among the thickets of arithmetic, and made
pleasant excursions into the elements of Latin
grammar, and above all, he made me daily give him an
account, in clear and grammatical sentences, of what
had been occupying my mind or my movements. Should
I select to tell him about a walk along the cliffs, my
speech must be orderly, not vague, slip-shod notes of
what I had observed. In this way, too, he trained my
observation, for he would bid me tell him what flowers
were in bloom, and what birds hovered fishing over the
sea or were building in the bushes. For that I owe him a
perennial gratitude, for to observe and to express my
thoughts in the clear spoken word became my life’s
profession.
 
But far more formidable than my weekday tasks was the
prescribed routine for Sunday.
 
Some dark embers compounded of Calvinism and
mysticism smouldered in my uncle’s soul, and made it a
day of terror. His sermon in the morning scorched us
with a foretaste of the eternal fires reserved for
unrepentant sinners, and he was hardly less terrifying
at the children’s service in the afternoon. Well do I
remember his exposition of the doctrine of guardian
angels. A child, he said, might think himself secure in
such angelic care, but let him beware of committing any
of those numerous offences which would cause his
guardian to turn his face from him, for as sure as there
were angels to protect us, there were also evil and awful
presences which were ready to pounce; and on them he
dwelt with peculiar gusto. Well, too, do I remember in
the morning sermon his commentary on the carved
panels of the altar-rails to which I have already alluded.
 
There was the angel of the Annunciation there, and the
angel of the Resurrection, but not less was there the
witch of Endor, and, on the fourth panel, a scene that
concerned me most of all.

This fourth panel (he came down from his pulpit to
trace its time-worn features) represented the lych-gate
of the church-yard at Polearn itself, and indeed the
resemblance when thus pointed out was remarkable. In
the entry stood the figure of a robed priest holding up a
Cross, with which he faced a terrible creature like a
gigantic slug, that reared itself up in front of him. That,
so ran my uncle’s interpretation, was some evil agency,
such as he had spoken about to us children, of almost
infinite malignity and power, which could alone be
combated by firm faith and a pure heart. Below ran the
legend “Negotium perambulans in tenebris” from the
ninety-first Psalm. We should find it translated there,
“the pestilence that walketh in darkness,” which but
feebly rendered the Latin. It was more deadly to the soul
than any pestilence that can only kill the body: it was
the Thing, the Creature, the Business that trafficked in
the outer Darkness, a minister of God’s wrath on the
unrighteous . . . I could see, as he spoke, the looks which
the congregation exchanged with each other, and knew
that his words were evoking a surmise, a remembrance.
Nods and whispers passed between them, they
understood to what he alluded, and with the
inquisitiveness of boyhood I could not rest till I had
wormed the story out of my friends among the fisher-
boys, as, next morning, we sat basking and naked in the
sun after our bathe. One knew one bit of it, one another,
but it pieced together into a truly alarming legend. In
bald outline it was as follows:
 
A church far more ancient than that in which my uncle
terrified us every Sunday had once stood not three
hundred yards away, on the shelf of level ground below
the quarry from which its stones were hewn. The owner
of the land had pulled this down, and erected for
himself a house on the same site out of these materials,
keeping, in a very ecstasy of wickedness, the altar, and
on this he dined and played dice afterwards. But as he
grew old some black melancholy seized him, and he
would have lights burning there all night, for he had
deadly fear of the darkness. On one winter evening there
sprang up such a gale as was never before known, which
broke in the windows of the room where he had supped,
and extinguished the lamps. Yells of terror brought in
his servants, who found him lying on the floor with the
blood streaming from his throat. As they entered some
huge black shadow seemed to move away from him,
crawled across the floor and up the wall and out of the
broken window.
 
“There he lay a-dying,” said the last of my informants,
“and him that had been a great burly man was withered
to a bag o’ skin, for the critter had drained all the blood
from him. His last breath was a scream, and he hollered
out the same words as passon read off the screen.”



“Negotium perambulans in tenebris,” I suggested
eagerly.
 
“Thereabouts. Latin anyhow.”
 
“And after that?” I asked.
 
“Nobody would go near the place, and the old house
rotted and fell in ruins till three years ago, when along
comes Mr. Dooliss from Penzance, and built the half of it
up again. But he don’t care much about such critters, nor
about Latin neither. He takes his bottle of whisky a day
and gets drunk’s a lord in the evening. Eh, I’m gwine
home to my dinner.”
 
Whatever the authenticity of the legend, I had certainly
heard the truth about Mr. Dooliss from Penzance, who
from that day became an object of keen curiosity on my
part, the more so because the quarry-house adjoined my
uncle’s garden. The Thing that walked in the dark failed
to stir my imagination, and already I was so used to
sleeping alone in my shelter that the night had no terrors
for me. But it would be intensely exciting to wake at
some timeless hour and hear Mr. Dooliss yelling, and
conjecture that the Thing had got him.
 
But by degrees the whole story faded from my mind,
overscored by the more vivid interests of the day, and,
for the last two years of my out-door life in the vicarage
garden, I seldom thought about Mr. Dooliss and the
possible fate that might await him for his temerity in
living in the place where that Thing of darkness had
done business. Occasionally I saw him over the garden
fence, a great yellow lump of a man, with slow and
staggering gait, but never did I set eyes on him outside
his gate, either in the village street or down on the beach.
He interfered with none, and no one interfered with him.
If he wanted to run the risk of being the prey of the
legendary nocturnal monster, or quietly drink himself to
death, it was his affair. My uncle, so I gathered, had
made several attempts to see him when first he came to
live at Polearn, but Mr. Dooliss appeared to have no use
for parsons, but said he was not at home and never
returned the call. 
 
After three years of sun, wind, and rain, I had completely
outgrown my early symptoms and had become a tough,
strapping youngster of thirteen. I was sent to Eton and
Cambridge, and in due course ate my dinners and
became a barrister. In twenty years from that time I was
earning a yearly income of five figures, and had already
laid by in sound securities a sum that brought me
dividends which would, for one of my simple tastes and
frugal habits, supply me with all the material comforts I
needed on this side of the grave. The great prizes of my
profession were already within my reach, but I had no
ambition beckoning me on, nor did I want a wife and

children, being, I must suppose, a natural celibate. In
fact there was only one ambition which through these
busy years had held the lure of blue and far-off hills to
me, and that was to get back to Polearn, and live once
more isolated from the world with the sea and the gorse-
clad hills for play-fellows, and the secrets that lurked
there for exploration. The spell of it had been woven
about my heart, and I can truly say that there had hardly
passed a day in all those years in which the thought of it
and the desire for it had been wholly absent from my
mind. Though I had been in frequent communication
with my uncle there during his lifetime, and, after his
death, with his widow who still lived there, I had never
been back to it since I embarked on my profession, for I
knew that if I went there, it would be a wrench beyond
my power to tear myself away again. But I had made up
my mind that when once I had provided for my own
independence, I would go back there not to leave it again.
And yet I did leave it again, and now nothing in the world
would induce me to turn down the lane from the road
that leads from Penzance to the Land’s End, and see the
sides of the combe rise steep above the roofs of the
village and hear the gulls chiding as they fish in the bay.
One of the things invisible, of the dark powers, leaped
into light, and I saw it with my eyes.
 
The house where I had spent those three years of
boyhood had been left for life to my aunt, and when I
made known to her my intention of coming back to
Polearn, she suggested that, till I found a suitable house
or found her proposal unsuitable, I should come to live
with her.
 
“The house is too big for a lone old woman,” she wrote,
“and I have often thought of quitting and taking a little
cottage sufficient for me and my requirements. But come
and share it, my dear, and if you find me troublesome,
you or I can go. You may want solitude — most people in
Polearn do — and will leave me. Or else I will leave you:
one of the main reasons of my stopping here all these
years was a feeling that I must not let the old house
starve. Houses starve, you know, if they are not lived in.
They die a lingering death; the spirit in them grows
weaker and weaker, and at last fades out of them. Isn’t
this nonsense to your London notions? . . . ”
 
Naturally I accepted with warmth this tentative
arrangement, and on an evening in June found myself at
the head of the lane leading down to Polearn, and once
more I descended into the steep valley between the hills.
Time had stood still apparently for the combe, the
dilapidated signpost (or its successor) pointed a rickety
finger down the lane, and a few hundred yards farther on
was the white box for the exchange of letters. Point after
remembered point met my eye, and what I saw was not
shrunk, as is often the case with the revisited scenes of
childhood, into a smaller scale. There stood the 



post-office, and there the church and close beside it the
vicarage, and beyond, the tall shrubberies which
separated the house for which I was bound from the
road, and beyond that again the grey roofs of the
quarry-house damp and shining with the moist evening
wind from the sea. All was exactly as I remembered it,
and, above all, that sense of seclusion and isolation.
Somewhere above the tree-tops climbed the lane which
joined the main road to Penzance, but all that had
become immeasurably distant. The years that had
passed since last I turned in at the well-known gate
faded like a frosty breath, and vanished in this warm,
soft air. There were law-courts somewhere in
memory’s dull book which, if I cared to turn the pages,
would tell me that I had made a name and a great
income there. But the dull book was closed now, for I
was back in Polearn, and the spell was woven around
me again.
 
And if Polearn was unchanged, so too was Aunt Hester,
who met me at the door. Dainty and china-white she
had always been, and the years had not aged but only
refined her. As we sat and talked after dinner she spoke
of all that had happened in Polearn in that score of
years, and yet somehow the changes of which she spoke
seemed but to confirm the immutability of it all. As the
recollection of names came back to me, I asked her
about the quarry-house and Mr. Dooliss, and her face
gloomed a little as with the shadow of a cloud on a
spring day.
 
“Yes, Mr. Dooliss,” she said, “poor Mr. Dooliss, how
well I remember him, though it must be ten years and
more since he died. I never wrote to you about it, for it
was all very dreadful, my dear, and I did not want to
darken your memories of Polearn. Your uncle always
thought that something of the sort might happen if he
went on in his wicked, drunken ways, and worse than
that, and though nobody knew exactly what took place,
it was the sort of thing that might have been
anticipated.”
 
“But what more or less happened, Aunt Hester?” I
asked.
 
“Well, of course I can’t tell you everything, for no one
knew it. But he was a very sinful man, and the scandal
about  him at Newlyn was shocking. And then he lived,
too, in the quarry-house . . .
 
“I wonder if by any chance you remember a sermon of
your uncle’s when he got out of the pulpit and explained
that panel in the altar-rails, the one, I mean, with the
horrible creature rearing itself up outside the lych-
gate?”
 
“Yes, I remember perfectly,” said I.

“Ah. It made an impression on you, I suppose, and so
it did on all who heard him, and that impression got
stamped and branded on us all when the catastrophe
occurred. Somehow Mr. Dooliss got to hear about your
uncle’s sermon, and in some drunken fit he broke into
the church and smashed the panel to atoms. He seems
to have thought that there was some magic in it, and
that if he destroyed that he would get rid of the terrible
fate that was threatening him. For I must tell you that
before he committed that dreadful sacrilege he had
been a haunted man: he hated and feared darkness, for
he thought that the creature on the panel was on his
track, but that as long as he kept lights burning it
could not touch him. But the panel, to his disordered
mind, was the root of his terror, and so, as I said, he
broke into the church and attempted — you will see
why I said ‘attempted’— to destroy it. It certainly was
found in splinters next morning, when your uncle
went into church for matins, and knowing Mr.
Dooliss’s fear of the panel, he went across to the
quarry-house afterwards and taxed him with its
destruction. The man never denied it; he boasted of
what he had done. There he sat, though it was early
morning, drinking his whisky.
 
“‘I’ve settled your Thing for you,’ he said, ‘and your
sermon too. A fig for such superstitions.’
 
“Your uncle left him without answering his
blasphemy, meaning to go straight into Penzance and
give information to the police about this outrage to the
church, but on his way back from the quarry-house he
went into the church again, in order to be able to give
details about the damage, and there in the screen was
the panel, untouched and uninjured. And yet he had
himself seen it smashed, and Mr. Dooliss had
confessed that the destruction of it was his work. But
there it was, and whether the power of God had
mended it or some other power, who knows?”
 
This was Polearn indeed, and it was the spirit of
Polearn that made me accept all Aunt Hester was
telling me as attested fact. It had happened like that.
She went on in her quiet voice.
 
“Your uncle recognised that some power beyond police
was at work, and he did not go to Penzance or give
informations about the outrage, for the evidence of it
had vanished.” 
 
A sudden spate of scepticism swept over me. “There
must have been some mistake,” I said. “It hadn’t been
broken . . . ”
 
She smiled. “Yes, my dear, but you have been in
London so long,” she said. “Let me, anyhow, tell you
the rest of my story. That night, for some reason, I 



could not sleep. It was very hot and airless; I dare say
you will think that the sultry conditions accounted for
my wakefulness. Once and again, as I went to the
window to see if I could not admit more air, I could see
from it the quarry-house, and I noticed the first time
that I left my bed that it was blazing with lights. But the
second time I saw that it was all in darkness, and as I
wondered at that, I heard a terrible scream, and the
moment afterwards the steps of someone coming at
full speed down the road outside the gate. He yelled as
he ran; ‘Light, light!’ he called out. ‘Give me light, or it
will catch me!’ It was very terrible to hear that, and I
went to rouse my husband, who was sleeping in the
dressing-room across the passage. He wasted no time,
but by now the whole village was aroused by the
screams, and when he got down to the pier he found
that all was over. The tide was low, and on the rocks at
its foot was lying the body of Mr. Dooliss. He must have
cut some artery when he fell on those sharp edges of
stone, for he had bled to death, they thought, and
though he was a big burly man, his corpse was but skin
and bones. Yet there was no pool of blood round him,
such as you would have expected. Just skin and bones as
if every drop of blood in his body had been sucked out
of him!”
 
She leaned forward.
 
“You and I, my dear, know what happened,” she said,
“or at least can guess. God has His instruments of
vengeance on those who bring wickedness into places
that have been holy. Dark and mysterious are His
ways.”
 
Now what I should have thought of such a story if it had
been told me in London I can easily imagine. There was
such an obvious explanation: the man in question had
been a drunkard, what wonder if the demons of
delirium pursued him? But here in Polearn it was
different.
 
""And who is in the quarry-house now?” I asked.
“Years ago the fisher-boys told me the story of the man
who first built it and of his horrible end. And now again
it has happened. Surely no one has ventured to inhabit
it once more?”
 
I saw in her face, even before I asked that question, that
somebody had done so.
 
“Yes, it is lived in again,” said she, “for there is no end
to the blindness . . . I don’t know if you remember him.
He was tenant of the vicarage many years ago.”
 
“John Evans,” said I.
 

“Yes. Such a nice fellow he was too. Your uncle was
pleased to get so good a tenant. And now —” She rose.
 
“Aunt Hester, you shouldn’t leave your sentences
unfinished,” I said.
 
She shook her head. “My dear, that sentence will finish
itself,” she said. “But what a time of night! I must go to
bed, and you too, or they will think we have to keep
lights burning here through the dark hours.”
 
Before getting into bed I drew my curtains wide and
opened all the windows to the warm tide of the sea air
that flowed softly in. Looking out into the garden I
could see in the moonlight the roof of the shelter, in
which for three years I had lived, gleaming with dew.
That, as much as anything, brought back the old days to
which I had now returned, and they seemed of one
piece with the present, as if no gap of more than twenty
years sundered them. The two flowed into one, like
globules of mercury uniting into a softly shining globe,
of mysterious lights and reflections. Then, raising my
eyes a little, I saw against the black hill-side the
windows of the quarry-house still alight.
 
Morning, as is so often the case, brought no shattering
of my illusion. As I began to regain consciousness, I
fancied that I was a boy again waking up in the shelter
in the garden, and though, as I grew more widely
awake, I smiled at the impression, that on which it was
based I found to be indeed true. It was sufficient now as
then to be here, to wander again on the cliffs, and hear
the popping of the ripened seed-pods on the gorse-
bushes; to stray along the shore to the bathing-cove, to
float and drift and swim in the warm tide, and bask on
the sand, and watch the gulls fishing, to lounge on the
pier-head with the fisher-folk, to see in their eyes and
hear in their quiet speech the evidence of secret things
not so much known to them as part of their instincts
and their very being. There were powers and presences
about me; the white poplars that stood by the stream
that babbled down the valley knew of them,and showed
a glimpse of their knowledge sometimes, like the gleam
of their white underleaves; the very cobbles that paved
the street were soaked in it All that I wanted was to lie
there and grow soaked in it too; unconsciously, as a
boy, I had done that, but now the process must be
conscious. I must know what stir of forces, fruitful and
mysterious, seethed along the hill-side at noon, and
sparkled at night on the sea. They could be known, they
could even be controlled by those who were masters of
the spell, but never could they be spoken of, for they
were dwellers in the innermost, grafted into the eternal
life of the world. There were dark secrets as well as
these clear, kindly powers, and to these no doubt
belonged the negotium perambulans in tenebris



which, though of deadly malignity, might be regarded
not only as evil, but as the avenger of sacrilegious and
impious deeds . . . All this was part of the spell of
Polearn, of which the seeds had long lain dormant in
me. But now they were sprouting, and who knew what
strange flower would unfold on their stems?
 
It was not long before I came across John Evans. One
morning, as I lay on the beach, there came shambling
across the sand a man stout and middle-aged with the
face of Silenus. He paused as he drew near and
regarded me from narrow eyes.
 
“Why, you’re the little chap that used to live in the
parson’s garden,” he said. “Don’t you recognise me?”
I saw who it was when he spoke: his voice, I think,
instructed me, and recognising it, I could see the
features of the strong, alert young man in this gross
caricature.
 
“Yes, you’re John Evans,” I said. “You used to be very
kind to me: you used to draw pictures for me.”
 
“So I did, and I’ll draw you some more. Been bathing?
That’s a risky performance. You never know what lives
in the sea, nor what lives on the land for that matter.
Not that I heed them. 
 
“I stick to work and whisky. God! I’ve learned to paint
since I saw you, and drink too for that matter. I live in
the quarry-house, you know, and it’s a powerful
thirsty place. Come and have a look at my things if
you’re passing. Staying with your aunt, are you? I
could do a wonderful portrait of her. Interesting face;
she knows a lot. People who live at Polearn get to know
a lot, though I don’t take much stock in that sort of
knowledge myself.”
 
I do not know when I have been at once so repelled and
interested. Behind the mere grossness of his face there
lurked something which, while it appalled, yet
fascinated me. His thick lisping speech had the same
quality. And his paintings, what would they be like? 
 
. . .“I was just going home,” I said. “I’ll gladly come in,
if you’ll allow me.”
 
He took me through the untended and overgrown
garden into the house which I had never yet entered. A
great grey cat was sunning itself in the window, and an
old woman was laying lunch in a corner of the cool hall
into which the door opened. It was built of stone, and
the carved mouldings let into the walls, the fragments
of gargoyles and sculptured images, bore testimony to
the truth of its having been built out of the demolished
church. In one corner was an oblong and carved

wooden table littered with a painter’s apparatus and
stacks of canvases leaned against the walls.
 
He jerked his thumb towards a head of an angel that
was built into the mantelpiece and giggled.
 
“Quite a sanctified air,” he said, “so we tone it down
for the purposes of ordinary life by a different sort of
art. Have a drink? No? Well, turn over some of my
pictures while I put myself to rights.”
He was justified in his own estimate of his skill: he
could paint (and apparently he could paint anything),
but never have I seen pictures so inexplicably hellish.
There were exquisite studies of trees, and you knew
that something lurked in the flickering shadows.
There was a drawing of his cat sunning itself in the
window, even as I had just now seen it, and yet it was
no cat but some beast of awful malignity. There was a
boy stretched naked on the sands, not human, but
some evil thing which had come out of the sea. Above
all there were pictures of his garden overgrown and
jungle-like, and you knew that in the bushes were
presences ready to spring out on you . . .
 
“Well, do you like my style?” he said as he came up,
glass in hand. (The tumbler of spirits that he held had
not been diluted.) “I try to paint the essence of what I
see, not the mere husk and skin of it, but its nature,
where it comes from and what gave it birth. There’s
much in common between a cat and a fuchsia-bush if
you look at them closely enough. Everything came out
of the slime of the pit, and it’s all going back there. I
should like to do a picture of you some day. I’d hold
the mirror up to Nature, as that old lunatic said.”
 
After this first meeting I saw him occasionally
throughout the months of that wonderful summer.
Often he kept to his house and to his painting for days
together, and then perhaps some evening I would find
him lounging on the pier, always alone, and every time
we met thus the repulsion and interest grew, for every
time he seemed to have gone farther along a path of
secret knowledge towards some evil shrine where
complete initiation awaited him . . . 
 
And then suddenly the end came.
 
I had met him thus one evening on the cliffs while the
October sunset still burned in the sky, but over it with
amazing rapidity there spread from the west a great
blackness of cloud such as I have never seen for
denseness. The light was sucked from the sky, the
dusk fell in ever thicker layers. He suddenly became
conscious of this.



"I must get back as quick as I can,” he said. “It will be dark in
a few minutes, and my servant is out. The lamps will not be
lit.”
 
He stepped out with extraordinary briskness for one who
shambled and could scarcely lift his feet, and soon broke out
into a stumbling run. In the gathering darkness I could see
that his face was moist with the dew of some unspoken
terror. “You must come with me,” he panted, “for so we shall
get the lights burning the sooner. I cannot do without light.”
 
I had to exert myself to the full to keep up with him, for terror
winged him, and even so I fell behind, so that when I came to
the garden gate, he was already half-way up the path to the
house. I saw him enter, leaving the door wide, and found him
fumbling with matches. But his hand so trembled that he
could not transfer the light to the wick of the lamp . . . “But
what’s the hurry about?” I asked.
 
Suddenly his eyes focused themselves on the open door
behind me, and he jumped from his seat beside the table
which had once been the altar of God, with a gasp and a
scream.
 
“No, no!” he cried. “Keep it off! . . . ”
 
I turned and saw what he had seen. The Thing had entered
and now was swiftly sliding across the floor towards him, like
some gigantic caterpillar. A stale phosphorescent light came
from it, for though the dusk had grown to blackness outside, I
could see it quite distinctly in the awful light of its own
presence. From it too there came an odour of corruption and
decay, as from slime that has long lain below water. It
seemed to have no head, but on the front of it was an orifice
of puckered skin which opened and shut and slavered at the
edges. It was hairless, and slug-like in shape and in texture.
As it advanced its fore-part reared itself from the ground,
like a snake about to strike, and it fastened on him . . .
 
At that sight, and with the yells of his agony in my ears, the
panic which had struck me relaxed into a hopeless courage,
and with palsied, impotent hands I tried to lay hold of the
Thing.
 
But I could not: though something material was there, it was
impossible to grasp it; my hands sunk in it as in thick mud. It
was like wrestling with a nightmare.
 
I think that but a few seconds elapsed before all was over. The
screams of the wretched man sank to moans and mutterings
as the Thing fell on him: he panted once or twice and was
still. For a moment longer there came gurglings and sucking
noises, and then it slid out even as it had entered. I lit the
lamp which he had fumbled with, and there on the floor he
lay, no more than a rind of skin in loose folds over projecting
bones.
 



Order: Accuser
Infernal Might: 20 (Terram)
Characteristics: Int +1, Per +1 , Pre -3, Com -5, Str +3, Sta +5, Dex -2, Qik -2
Size: +1: A vast, dark slug.
Virtues and Flaws:. Many.
Confidence Score: 5 (5)
Personality Traits: Cruel +6
Reputations:  The reason to leave the lights on 5 (locals)
Combat:
Grapple: Initiative -2, Attack +8*, Defense +8*, Damage +0**
* includes specialisation (defiler of its church)
** does not include exsanguination damage.
Soak: +13. Only partially material. In another story by Benson, an identical creature was
defeated when broken apart with shotguns, but it can't be grasped effectively.
Wound Penalties:  –1 (1–6), –3 (7-12), –5 (13–18), Incapacitated (19-24), Dead (25+)
Abilities:  All suitable for story. Area Lore 9 (region). Grapple 9 (defilers of its church).
Powers:
Beyond the Heart:  2 points, Init 0, Vim: Each use of this power allows the demon to know
one secret which the target would never admit.
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Terram: The creature takes the form of a vast, luminous slug. 
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist
dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against
an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical reaction, like a
seizure.
Exsanguination: 0 points, Init 0, Animal : After a successful grapple, the creature can
automatically drain blood from its victim. This costs 1 Fatigue level per round until the
character is unconscious, then one wound level until death.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls
to resist a temporary trait, Cruel, which has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If the
roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait permanently at +1, although
they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits.
Whispers Behind the Back : 2 points, Init. 0 Mentem: Like Pains of Perpetual Worry, this
gives the character the sensation his secrets are known, and discussed, behind their back,
for the next month.
Weakness: Shuns light. Seems particularly resistant to the Dominion.
Vis: 4 pawns, ashes (may be sordida)
Appearance: Luminous slug.

Negotium perambulans in tenebris



June 2019 Monster Update
This creature takes the form of a wizened man in elegant clothes. It claims to be Satan
himself, but that’s simply a lie.
Order: Lord of the False Gods 
Infernal Might: 25 (Ignem)
Characteristics: Int +1, Per +1 , Pre +1, Com +5, Str +0, Sta +5, Dex +5, Qik +2
Size: -1: Usually takes the form of a debauched, dwarfish nobleman. 
Virtues and Flaws:. Many.
Confidence Score: 5 (5)
Personality Traits: Proud +6
Reputations: Lord of skeletal revels 3 (Infernal)
Combat:
Whip: Initiative +1, Attack +10, Defense +10, Damage +6*
* does not include fire damage from powers
Soak: +6, Clothed in rich velvet, but has a tough, leathery body. 
Wound Penalties:  –1 (1–4), –3 (5–8), –5 (9–12), Incapacitated (13–17), Dead (18+)
Abilities:  All suitable for story, but this demon has a broad range of social skills. Area Lore 9
(region). Carouse 9 (host), Etiquette 9 (victims), Single weapon (whip) 4.
Powers:
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: The creature prefers to take the form of a little
nobleman, but can also take the shape of one of its skeletal minions, to allow itself to escape
in a crowd. The creature’s whip is an extension of its body. It appears and vanishes at will,
and at no cost. 
Change Shape, 0 points, Init 0: The creature can change between its shapes.
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist
dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against
an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical reaction, like a
seizure.
Master of Revels:  1 point per skeleton, Init 0, Vim: The Coachman can summon far more
demons than most other False Gods, but this power is limited to a single type: his skeletal
dancers. Unlike most False Gods, the Coachman is able to command his summonees.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls
to resist a temporary trait, Pride, which has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If the
roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait permanently at +1, although
they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits.
The Serpent Oracle: 2 points, Init. +2, Mentem: May cast any Intelligo spell for 2 Might, and
automatically knows the context and likely outcome of actions made in response to the
information gained.
Sparks of sin:  3 point, Init +0, Ignem : Causes a object to catch fire until dawn. This does not
damage the engulfed object, but does damage anything the object touches that is not
similarly engulfed, save the demon himself. The power does +5 Damage on contact, and is
used to make the demon’s whip and carriage wheels burn.
The Wealth of Nations: 1-3 points, Init 0, Terram: Allows the creature to summon wealth,
equal to one pound of gold (10 Mythic pounds) per Might point spent, from anywhere in the
world, at the creature’s discretion. The wealth summoned must never gain its value from its
usefulness, only from the human agreement that some things are treasure. The creature
cannot, for example, make bread appear to starving people, although it can make luxurious
feasts  appear before corpulent nobles. The demon summons carriages and horses with this
power.
Weakness: May not harm teetotalers, which he, and his minions, call “Rechabities” 
Vis: 5 pawns, skull (may be sordida)
Appearance: As story.

The Coachman of Major Weir



Infernal Might 5 (Corpus)
Characteristics: Int –2, Per –2, Pre 0, Com –2, Str 0, Sta +3, Dex +2, Qik +1
Size: –2 Skeletons have a low Size score compared to living humans because they lack the
mass provided by organs and fluids. 
Personality Traits: Enjoys causing shock +3
Combat: Shortsword*: Init +2, Attack +9, Defense +6, Damage +5
* Change to other weapons for cosmetic effect.
Soak: +2 if dressed in finery, Add a +10 Soak bonus if struck with piercing weapons.
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–3), –3 (4–6), –5 (7–9), Incapacitated (10–12), Dead (13+)
Abilities: Carouse 6 (parody), Single weapon 4 (shortsword)
Equipment: Fine clothes, improvised weapons, inexplicably present shortswords.
Powers: 
Coagulation, 0 points, Init 0, Corpus: Takes the form of a skeleton, with accoutrements suited
to the mortal behaviour it mocks.
Obsession: 1-3 points, Init -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls
to resist a temporary trait, Thanatophobia, which has a score equal to the Might points spent..
If the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait permanently at +1,
although they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits.
Weakness: Cannot harm those who have succeeded in a Brave check against 6+. Storyguides
may raise this factor if the characters are surrounded by a group.
Vis: 1 Corpus (sordida).
Appearance: Skeletons with burning blue eye sockets, that follow the commands of their
master..

Saltatores Mortuorum – Dancing Skeletons



A variant on the Ribboned Revener - see
https://timothyferguson.wordpress.com/2018/11/27/the-ribbon-wearing-revener/
Order: Tempter
Infernal Might: 10 
Characteristics: 
Human form: Int +1, Per 0, Pre +3*, Com +3, Str 0, Sta Tireless, Dex -1, Qik 0.
* Prefers beautiful skins, but will make do with ugly ones. 
Demonic form: Int +1, Per 0, Pre +0, Com +3, Str +3, Sta Tireless, Dex +1, Qik +1.
* Prefers beautiful skins, but will make do with ugly ones. 
Size: -1 or +1 Prefers diminutive female forms. Demonic form is apparently too large to fit
inside the human skins.
Virtues and Flaws:  Many
Confidence Score: 1 (3)
Personality Traits: Hedonistic +5, Demure +3.
Reputations:  Seductress +1 (Infernal)
Combat:  Claws in demonic form: Initiative +1, Attack +10, Defense +9, Damage +8 
Soak: 0 (human) / +3 (demon – thick fur)
Wound Penalties:
Human –1 (1–4), –3 (5–8), –5 (9–12), Incapacitated (13–16), Dead (17+) 
Monstrous –1 (1–6), –3 (7–12), –5 (13–18), Incapacitated (19–25), Dead (26+)
Abilities:  All suitable for story: well-versed in Carousing, Craft: Leatherwork and Folk
Ken. Brawl 5 (claws)
Powers:
Coagulation: 1 point, Init 0, Animal/Corpus: The creature’s natural shape is a cloud of foetid
gas. It can take up residence in the flayed skin of a human, or take the shape of a dreadful
beast. If it changes from human to demon without becoming a gas, it rips apart the skin it is
wearing. This is terrifying (Brave check against 3 if characters were aware she is a monster in
disguise, 6 if surprised).
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams.
If used to terrify, the victim can ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease
factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical reaction, like a seizure.
Obsession: 1 to 3 points, Init. -5, Mentem: May force characters to make Personality Trait rolls
to resist a temporary trait, Hedonistic, which has a score equal to the Might points spent.. If
the roll is successful, the trait vanishes. If it fails, they gain the trait permanently at +1,
although they can remove it by the usual means of reducing traits. 
Weakness: Must be invited into houses. Cannot cross a boundary protected by a holy symbol.
Strongly prefers to kill those who it has had “tea” with.
Vis: 2 pawns, skin.
Appearance: A beautiful woman in distressed circumstances.

The Temptress With Painted Skin



Over on the Ars Magica Discord server, Dinonerd1 was asking about
griffons with a parrot head. Here’s my take on them. It’s a reskinning of
the juvenile female griffon statistics from Legends of Hermes.
 
The Psitticine Griffon, more commonly the psitticogrif, is a smaller and
even rarer creature than the conventional griffon, found on the edges of
Mythic Europe. It is primarily found in wooded areas, rather than the
rocky cliffs on which its more gigantic cousins roost. The psitticogrif
prefers to hunt in flocks, particularly against opponents which are
armoured, which it is clever enough to discern.
 
The social structure of the flocks is unclear, but may form around a
cluster of related females alloparenting the chicks, which exclusion of
adolescent males, much like domestic cat prides. A contrary report
indicates lifelong pair-bonds, like parrots. Psitticogrifs are not strongly
sexually dimorphic. They do not share the pronounced physical
differences between male and female aquilne griffons. Male psitticogrifs
have wings, and lack the joint spurs of aquilogrifs.
 
Tike the Parrot of Virtue, the parrot griffin is extremely intelligent. It is
capable of conversational speech, not merely mimicry. Much as the
bestiaries say that the best way to train a parrot is to hit it upon the head
with an iron bar, which will cause pain but no lasting injury, so the
psitticogrif shrugs off damage from blunt force weapons to its head
(simulated as a high Soak score).
 
There are reports of psitticogrifs making, then using, tools. This isn’t
unique, but the parrot griffins appear to be able plan processes of multiple
steps. Reports that they have constructed clever, if materially
rudimentary, hunting traps seem plausible. Other birds are known to steal
campfire sticks for hunting, even the exceptional claim that they can cook
food is not completely implausible. Two psitticogriffic features are key to
their potential tool use.

Parrot  Griffins
The forefoot of the pisitticogriff is like that of a parrot, rather than an
eagle. Instead of having three forward facing toes with one rearward
hook, as is common in raptors, the psitticogrif has two forward facing toes
paired with two backward facing toes. This allows perching on branches,
but it also permits the creature, if reports are to be believed, to grip
cylindrical tools.
 
 There are no reports of the sort of fine motor skills necessary to write,
only club-style gripping of cylindrical tools.The second feature is that
much as domestic cats, when warding predators, can stand for prolonged
periods on their hind legs, so too can this sort of griffin. This leaves its
forelimbs free to attack simultaneously, but it also leaves them free to
manipulate tools. The rear half of the griffin is heavier than the bird half,
and this imbalanced weight distribution also favours the rampant stance.
 
The rear half of the parrot griffin is not a lion, but a pard, a rare African
creature of virtue known for its shimmering colours, and the tiny vibrant
circles found all over its pelt. These pelt-patterns appear to be individually
unique. Some psitticogrifs appear able to alter their colouration when
hunting or fleeing, to more closeyt blend with their surroundings.
Psitticogrifs have feline ears, but unlike a conventional griffin, its ears
aren’t triangular: they are a curved on the outer edge. The ears are also
difficult to spot because their edges are disguised by the shifting colours
of the pelt.
 
Aquilogrifs are known to guard eggs made from agates in nests woven
from gold. The psitticogrifs do not do this. It is claimed that their eggs are
literally invisible until they hatch, after which they have an opalescent
sheen. The parents tend them using Second Sight. The nests are of
conventional materials. They often contain primitive spike traps to
discourage predators: when thorns are not available, the psitticogriffs
make these spikes themselves by gnawing sticks into wickedly sharp
barbs.
 
Several houses are interested in the possibility of breeding these
creatures. Their capacity for speech, potential for tool use, and symbolic
tie to the art of Imaginem make them interesting as potential familiars,
and as messengers for the redcaps.



PARROT GRIFFINS

Magic (Faerie?) Might: 15 (Animal)
Characteristics: Int -1, Per +3, Pre +2, Com 0, Str -2, Sta +1, Dex +2, Qik +6
Size:-1
Confidence: 1 (3 points)
Virtues and Flaws: Magical Monster; Ferocity (may use Confidence points only when flock
threatened), Homing Instinct (always knows where flock is in relation to self), Keen Vision
Qualities and Inferiorities: Focus Power (Nests of Gold), Improved Abilities, Improved Attack x 2
(beak and claws), Improved Damage x 2 (beak and claws), Improved Soak x 2, Minor Virtue
(Improved Characteristics), Minor Virtue (Long Winded), Minor Virtue (Puissant Athletics), Minor
Virtue (Second Sight), Minor Virtue (Strong Willed).
Personality Traits: Defends flock +3, Sneaky +2
 
Combat*: Beak: Init +8, Attack +13, Defense +15, Damage +3
Grapple:** Init: +8, Attack +8, Defense +14, Damage: special (On subsequent rounds may add
Grapple Strength to Attack Roll for beak attacks.)
Claws: Init +8, Attack +14, Defense +13, Damage +4
* Psitticogrif flocks fight as trained units.
** The parrot beak of the psitticogrif does less piercing damage than the beak of an eagle, but is
particularly suited to cracking open armor and sheering through limbs at the bones.
Soak: +7 (the skull of a parrot griffon is harder than steel)
Fatigue Levels: OK, 0, –1, –3, –5, Unconscious
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–4), –3 (5–8), –5 (9–12), Incapacitated (13-17), Dead (18+)
Abilities: Animal Handling 1 (griffons), Area Lore 4 (home territory), Area Lore 1 (gold rich territory),
Athletics 5+2* (flight), Awareness 5 (prey), Brawl 5 (claws), Hunt 4 (horses), Second Sight 3
(Illusions), Survival 4 (home terrain). Some have Single Weapon or Thrown Weapon skills.
.Powers:
Bemuse the eye and ear, 5 points, Init –1, Imaginem: A catch-all power that allows the creature to
disguise itself, using Imaginem spells up to level 25, at the cost of 1 Might per magnitude. Most
psitticogrifs only use Personal range, but some can use extended ranges. What this difference
signifies is unknown, but is speculated to relate to nest tending behaviour.
Mimic: o points. A psitticogrif can naturally mimic a wide variety of sounds, and is capable of human
speech.
Vis: 3 of Imaginem, feathers
Appearance: A psitticogrif is the size of a large dog, and its features combine those of a pard and a
parrot. The head, forequarters and forelimbs of the griffon are avian, while the hind legs, torso and
tail are feline. Psitticogrifs are intelligent, colourful, swift and have a magical ability to change
appearance. As they hunt in flocks, and are able to mould their environment using tools, they are
dangerous despite their modest size.



I was recently at a jellyfish spawning lab, where I discovered the jellies I’d
swum through during my SCUBA lessons were Moon Jellyfish. This led
me down a rabbit hole of thought – the largest jellyfish in the world wash
up occasionally on the shores of Cornwall. Could a magus take one as a
familiar? What other uses could we find for the lion’s mane jellyfish?
 
The largest observed lion’s mane jellyfish had a bell 2.3 meters wide, and
tentacles 37 meters long, although most are smaller, with bells in the 50
cm range. The further north you are, the larger they tend to be. The
largest have the darkest colouration, a sort of purple, while smaller ones
are red, blue, orange or transparent. The link of purple and lions suggest
Rego vis.
 
Statistically, a jellyfish is tricky to model. Unlike a squid, you don’t want to
work out an attack for each tentacle. The way around that is to treat the
tentacles like an environmental effect. We’ve done this for swarms
before, and for the body mass of elementals. I’d suggest the same for
jellyfish.
 
The lion’s mane lacks useful propulsive capability. It just bobs with its bell
parallel to the surface, depending on currents to travel any great distance.
This reminds me of the early Criamon who saw themselves as the
followers of a universal principle of the inevitable, and their Prima, who
floated about the place, never touching the ground, using magical powers
that had become second nature to her. Could you make a familiar that,
similarly, just sort of floats in the air, or even in a column of water in your
covenant?
 
If you take something as amorphous as a jellyfish as a familiar, does this
change the physical structure of the jellyfish markedly? We know that the
sigil of the magus will transition across, and that pets come to look like
their owners. Is this one way that your magus might get a floating brain as
a familiar? After all, once you attach the silver chord, it gains intelligence.
Presumably it stores that intelligence in an organ of some type?
 
A related, species, the barrel jellyfish, is also found in Cornish waters.
Their maximum size is smaller than the lion’s mane, about six feet long.
They weigh about 70 pounds, so they are arguably Size 0 or -1. Lion’s
mane jellyfish tend to be smaller the further south you go, so the barrel
jellyfish near Cornwall are often larger.
 
This species has a wider variety of colours than the lion’s mane, although
deep blue is the most common. Instead of the great net of stinging
tentacles found on the lion’s mane, it has four feeding arms. This allows it
to be written up as a variant of the water elements or squid we’ve seen
before. It doesn’t have stingers, but it does have frills that give it a
distinctive look.
 
 

Cornwall: Jellyfish
Barrel jellyfish are capable of swimming at a constant rate of about 5
centimetres per second, which they mostly use to resist tidal flows, so
they aren’t swept out into the open ocean. This has only recently been
discovered, but assuming they do it in Mythic Europe, that’s about 18
kilometres per hour, extrapolated out to an extraordinary degree. That
speed is comfortably placed between human jogging speed and distance
running speed, so if a barrel jellyfish were adapted to life on land by the
familiar bond, it could keep up with a travelling magus.
 
 
 
 
Barrel jellyfish gather in huge groups, which makes it suitable for vis
harvesting.
 
It’s usual to bind an animal which has abilities you want to develop
yourself. Many combat magi have eagle familiars because it gives them
extended Sight Range, for example. There’s one species of jellyfish that
is effectively immortal: it can repeatedly transform into its adolescent
state, age to maturity, and then cycle back. These were not known in
medieval Europe, but make a really interesting treasure for a high fantasy
game. They don’t necessarily overpower the game, because the process
of deaging would not prevent Twilight points accruing.
 
This species of jellyfish was the cause of death in one of the Sherlock
Holmes stories. You might reskin that story, and add a Guernicus magus,
trying to discover if a character had killed a romantic rival. Although the
lion’s mane is poisonous, it generally doesn;t kill humans: it hurts, but
only ends life in those with low Stamina, possibly due to Decrepitude.
 
Bjornaer magi often become enormous versions of their Heartbeats,
rather than falling into Twilight. I’ve been trying to find a likely candidate
for an Irish cryptid called the Whale Eater. This isn’t it, but it does make
me wonder if there’s a Bjornaer magus who has headed to the cold north,
to become a lion’s mane of tremendous size.
 
Characters based on the Scilly Islands are possibly seeking a strange
little sept of Criamon magi. Ccould they have had jellyfish familiars?
Could one of these familiars have survived to provide clues as to where
the magi have gone? A jellyfish is up to 95% water. What if a magical
spirit in the form of jellyfish was filled to 95% with the material that makes
up the current of vim that allows magic to be performed in Mythic
Europe? What if, further, the magi had taken that ability upon themselves
in an attempt to reach rapidly into the Hall of Heroes or into Twilight?
Could characters find the notes for such a bizarre practice. What happens
if they follow it themselves? It might lead to rapid advancement in one of
the Criamon paths, but your saga may vary.
 
 

PLOT HOOKS



When I was a little boy, we lived over by Sloc. One day, when I was six
years old, my mother and my grandmother went up the mountain to make
hay and I was left by myself. It was getting rather late, and they had not
come back, so I was frightened, and started off up the mountain to try and
find them. I had not gone far when I saw running before me a little snow-
white pig. At first I thought it was some neighbour’s pig and I tried to catch
it, but it ran from me and I ran after it. As it went I saw that it was not like
an ordinary pig—its tail was feathery and spread out like a fan, and it had
long lapping ears that swept the ling. Now and again it turned its head
and looked at me, and its eyes were burning like fire. We went higher and
higher up the mountain, and all of a sudden I found myself at the edge of
a steep brow and was all but over. I turned just in time, and ran as hard
as I could go down the mountain and the pig after me. When I looked
back over my shoulder, I saw that it was jumping over the big stones and
rocks on the mountain side as if they had been butts of ling. I thought it
would catch me; it was close behind me when I ran in at our garden gate,
but I was just in time, and I slammed the door upon it.
 
I told my mother and my grandmother what had happened, and my
grandmother said it was a Fairy Pig. I was not like myself that night; I
could not eat any supper, and I went soon to my bed; I could not sleep,
but lay tossing about; and was burning hot. After a time my mother
opened the door to see if I was asleep, and when she looked at me, HER
EYES WERE LIKE THE PIG’S EYES. I felt a sharp pain go through my
right leg like a stab. After that the pain never left me; it was so bad that I
could not bear to be touched, and I could eat nothing. I grew worse and
worse, and after some days my father said he would take me to a
Charmer at Castletown. They lifted me in the sheet, four men taking the
four corners, and carried me to a cart. Never will I forget the shaking and
jolting I had in that cart. When we got to Castletown I was more dead
than alive.
 
The Charmer lived in Arbory Street and they took me to his house. When
he saw me he said that they must all go away and leave me alone with
him, so my father and my mother went to wait for me at The George. The
Charmer carried me to a room upstairs and sent his wife away, and laid
me on the floor and locked the door. Then he took down a big book and
placed it on the floor beside me. He opened it at the picture of a little plant
—I can see the plant to this day—and he pointed with his left hand to the
picture, and with his right hand he made the sign of the cross on my leg,
where the stab went through me, and said:
 
‘Ta mee skeaylley yn guin shoh ayns ennym yn Ayr, as y Vac, as y
Spyrryd Noo, Ned Quayle. My she guin, ayns ennym y Chiarn, ta mee
skealley eh ass yn eill, ass ny fehyn, as ass ny craueyn,’ which means in
English—I spread this fairy shot in the name of the Father, and of the 

Man: The Faerie Pig
Son, and of the Holy Ghost, Ned Quayle. If it is a fairy shot, in the name
of the Lord, I spread it out of the flesh, out of the sinews, and out of the
bones. That minute the pain left me. I felt very hungry, and the Charmer’s
wife set me at a table and gave me dinner. The Charmer went to fetch my
father and my mother, and when they came in I was eating like two.
 
The Charmer told my mother I must not go on the mountain alone
between the lights again. The pain never came back. I have been sound
from that day to this, but I have the mark on my leg where the stab went
through as clear as glass to the bone.

The Fairy Pig this is a story about elfstroke. Elfstroke is a supernatural
power covered by various cursing virtues.

The recording this week was released into the public domain by Alex
Finch: thanks to Alex and her support team at LibriVox.
 
We’ve seen elf stroke before, but the story also seems to demonstrate
the pig either taking the shape of the mother or entering Ned Quayle’s
dreams. This means it is capable of Envisioning, the power to invade
dreams, which is generally a demonic power. Is this a Faerie that is
Infernally aligned?
 
The fairy doctor who treats the elf stroke does so by opening a book and
reciting a charm from the page. The book shows an illustration of a herb.
Can this person use illustrations of healing herbs in place of the herbs
themselves? There is some precedent for this in Shape and Material
bonuses such that a person who has a drawing or artistic representation
of a thing can gain some fraction of the benefit that that thing would
otherwise give them. This turned out particularly in lands of the Nile
where representations of things are treated as, spiritually, an identical
version of that thing in ancient Egyptian magic. It would be particularly
useful to Hermetic magicians because it would mean that you could
create catalogues of items of virtue, and use the natural magical powers
of those items, without having to have a copy of each. This would also be
a great use to other magical traditions who use the natural virtues of
items. In this case I’m thinking of the Virgilians, who are in Rival Magic.
 
Also note that the scar looks like glass: it makes the flesh transparent. I
haven’t seen that particular feature before but it’s a lovely one and it is
somewhat sigil-like. Could the pig actually have been a magician or does
the sigil belong to the fairy doctor?



Cornwall: The Legend of Holy Vale
It was Tuesday in Easter-week. The feast [started] late at the season of which I
write, so that the beautiful as full of blossoms, and of green leaves, forth their
gems timidly, as if aware boldness in thus venturing out so early into the world. A
spell of loveliness seemed to lie over the little enchanted hollow, birds sang
sweetly, in the fresh and fragrant shade…[cut lots of pastoral loveliness]
peradventure, arose on high, with less of the serpent to clog their wings. It was,
indeed, a bright day, and man strove to make it brighter still.
 
After the season of that dread Passion, succeeding the painful vigils of Lent, it
was the custom of the day to indulge the people with many sports and pastimes,
some of them strangely inconsistent with our ideas of ancient medieval discipline.
The Abbot of Misrule was there, and the dragon, and the monastic orders
parodied and travestied, and the great Tempter himself, and pretty winged
children representing, not unfitly, angels, as they may be seen, even now, on the
Continent, in the procession of the Fete Dieu. With a keen knowledge of human
nature, and somewhat too of confidence in their own strength, the religious
fraternities, and both the secular and regular priests, allowed and even
encouraged, some apparently irreverent excesses. These were licensed to an
unwonted extent, that day, at Holy Yale.
 
The mummers and guisers were more numerous than usual, and seemed to have
full permission to jest, until an impious step even intruded itself upon holy ground.
The Lady Abbess was a dame of high birth, and of unquestioned sanctity. Yet the
dragon of Wantley profanely ventured to compare her to the maid Marian who
figured among the masquers, and whose condition, to tell the truth, sadly belied
her assumed character of single blessedness, the pious superior being afflicted
with an infirmity that showed itself in an ungrleiceful rotundity of figure, hardly
difiering, to worldly eyes, from that of the buxom matron herself.
 
It was not altogether the brightness of the day, nor the celebration of Easter
sports, which created this more than usual animation and bustle. A ceremony was
being performed in the little chapel of the convent, which is always one of
solemnity and of importance in the Catholic world. And this, too, as an event of
the kind, was of no common order. The profession of a sister is ever an occasion
of interest for the community in which it occurs. But the young being, now
dedicated to God was, in herself, an object of attention, from the peculiar
circumstances in which she had hitherto been placed.
 
She was, so it was given out, an orphan, brought up in strict seclusion, under the
care of an aged maiden lady, in the castle of the Earl of Cornwall, at Old Town.
No one knew ought of her parentage, nor of her name. She was simply called the
demoiselle Maude, and treated with such respect as, at that time, was accorded
only to one of the highest rank.
 
To the mystery of her birth was added another and a more potent charm. She
was exceeding fair, fair beyond all rivalry, rich in intellectual gifts, peerless in her
lofty beauty. The wise monk, who was her preceptor, could teach her nothing
more, for she had surpassed the limits of his old world lore. The brother limner, at
the great Abbey of Tresco, confessed himself vanquished by her exquisite
creations. The illuminated Bible, done by her, was worth a king’s ransom. The
broideress at St. Mary’s Nunnery looked with reverence at the work of the lady
Maude’s hands. And with all this saperiority of gifts, natural and acquired, she had
the simplicity and the purity of a child.

The legend which follows comes from “Scilly and its Legends” by Reverend
Whitfield. When I originally read it I just gave up and said “No, we obviously
aren’t going to be getting anything more of value from the good Reverend.”
I was mistaken because, superficially the following story sounds like a
simple miracle. Simple miracles make for bad stories, because there’s
nothing much the player characters can do about them.
 
Instead it brings to mind a plot hook that one of the other authors put into
the Normandy book. There is a Jerbiton magus who tracks down the heirs
of royal families and saves them from assassination: perhaps similarly
someone has saved the talented, young lady you’re about to meet from a
living interment in a nunnery. She is literate. She can illuminate
manuscripts. She appears to have beauty that causes ill luck and she
seems to be the keeper of a relic. Does she have a particularly effective
prayer to Mary, Mother of God and inspirer of romantic troubadours?
 
Is she, alternatively, the sort of person who knows how to head for the hills
and live in a covenant? She could live there for an extended period of time,
take a longevity potion. When close to death she might arrange to have her
body snuck back into the church, so she’ll be protected from any of her
sins at the Final Day.
 
Also notice that her boyfriend just disappeared off to the Holy Land. No-
one knows where he’s gone. Could these two characters be companions in
your saga? One of them carries a Relic. They seem to have the True Love
Virtue and, between the two of them, some incredibly useful skills.
 
Now over to our LibriVox reader for this week: I’m going to cut as much of
his work out as I can because Whitfield was quite prolix (also because the
reader this week is a slightly younger version of myself).
 
I don’t want to inculcate comments in one of my own recordings : it’s just
confusing. Think about whether this whole thing might be a con. Then
again some of you may be more pious and for you: your saga may vary.



One clue only to the secret of her position was found, even by the most curious
inquirers. This was in her face. Gentle and loving as she was, she had about her
that which brooked no familiarity, and no intrusion. There was in her lineaments a
likeness felt, but of which men never spoke. There was a sparkle of Plantagenet
in her proud thoughtful eye. Such, and in so secluded a fashion, dwelt the
demoiselle Maude in the gloomy castle a fresh and radiant spirit budding into
womanhood and waiting, apparently, with a heart untouched, for the hour which
should unite her fate to that of another.
 
Her days were peaceful and monotonous, with little to enliven or to vary them.
They were precisely the mode of existence calculated to throw a tender and
confiding bosom off its guard. Full of impulse and of affection, it encountered no
danger to startle it, and to teach it, by that instinctive warning sent by Providence
to woman’s heart, to examine its own feelings, and to analyse emotions which are
never so perilous or deceitful, as when there is no suspicion of their approach.
Few visitors sought the castle, and, of them, fewer still were young. Pilgrims there
were, and priests, who brought tidings of the world, and talked in a simple and
antique manner with the Dame de Barentin. But they took little heed of the lady
Maude, as she bent over her embroidery-frame, or illumined in gold and colours,
sonie quaint legend or heraldic device. And she was left to her own maiden
meditations with none to direct or share them.
 
There was, indeed, in the fortress one beside herself, whom his age and position,
to a certain extent, drew closer to her than to its other inmates. Jocelyn de St.
Martin was the son of an old knight, who had been a former seneschal there, and
was now page of honour to the Chatelaine, with a hope of admittance into the
Earl’s household, as an esquire. He was of the same age as the demoiselle, and
they had been associates from their childhood.
 
Oh, the danger of that seclusion, that unconscious sacrament of love, between
young undoubting hearts ! Not a word had been whispered on either side, not a
pledge given, not a syllable of troth plighted or received and yet, though the world
dreamed not of it, the secret was no longer theirs to breathe. The youth loved that
mysterious maiden and the maiden smiled to know that she was loved. The
dream was a bright one, as bright, alas ! as brief.
 
Some passage between the two, some touch or look, some of those eloquent
nothings which are the language and the soul of passion, betrayed their unspoken
secret to the Dame de Barentin. She knew her duty, and acted on it instantly. The
page was despatched, ostensibly, with a missive for the Earl, then residing at his
castle of Launceston, but, in reality, to be the bearer of the news of this perplexing
occurrence.
 
The result of the intelligence may be conveyed in a few words. Jocelyn de St.
Martin was attached to his lord’s person, as esquire, and ordered to remain and to
begin his duties at once. The fate of the beautiful orphan was, to our eyes, far
more sad. It did not suit the Earl’s purpose that she, whom he called his ward,
should be mated with one of birth inferior to her own. In those days, there was but
one alternative. The demoiselle was to be the daughter of Heaven. With a rich
dower, as became her guardian’s rank, she was at once to begin her novitiate,
and to vow herself, and all her matchless charms, and her young gifted mind, at
God’s altar, as His virgin bride.
 
It was no wonder then that all was joy and festivity at Holy Vale. The Earl had
intimated his desire that there should be no delay. A commission, annulling the
usual period of probation, had been forwarded by John Grandison, ‘Bishop of
Exeter, to Robert Deneys, the Lord Prior of Scilly. On receiving it, notice was sent
to the Dame de Barentin who ordered her train to horse, and conveyed her
unsuspecting charge to Holy Yale. She was there placed in the hands of the Lady
Ahbess, who was henceforth responsible for her. The fair girl was conducted to a
cell, where she was visited by the Superior, who confirmed, in language, decided i

ndeed, though not unkind, the suspicions excited by the sudden journey in the
maiden’s breast.
 
The effect of such a revelation may be imagined but cannot be described. It was
less despair than an absence of life and its functions. It was an earthquake,
crushing at once sense and vitality. It was the mind’s death, while, amid that
dreadful paralysis, the body still lived on. But if the likeness of Plantagenet was
seen upon the brow of the unhappy girl, the spirit of that haughty race was in her
heart. She was one to die, and make no sign. If her bosom became ice, and her
being stagnated, on hearing her doom, she never for a moment stooped to
remonstrate or to complain.
 
She signified her willingness to proceed to the chapel without delay. No victim
ever went to the scene of her sacrifice with a prouder step, or with a face more
marble or more serene. Not a shadow crossed it, during the whole of that
impressive solemnity. She laid aside her bridal trappings with an air of
indifference. She unloosed, and even with her own hands gathered together, the
silken volumes of her dark hair, as the Abbess severed it, lock by lock, from her
head. When the rites were concluded, she came forward, and received the kisses
of the Abbess and of the nuns with a cheek, calm, but so chill, that it seemed to
freeze the lips that touched it. As soon as all was done, she retired to her cell,
which was in future to be her living tomb. as haughtily as before.
 
Her favourite tirewomaoy had, as an act of grace, been left for a season with her,
and she came to her, and, as soon as they were alone, fell at the feet of her lady,
now only Sister Mary, with an irrepressible and natural burst of indignation and of
compassion. But the high-bom damsel raised her in silence, and kissed her brow.
There was in her eye a glassy stare, and a vacant agony, a kind of unconscious
convulsion, in her smile, that spoke of something fearful within. But whatever she
felt, she gave it no utterance. The very evil spirit, that would have maddened
another, seemed to obey her.
 
The poor damsel, who loved her mistress tenderly, with the love of a common
mind, looked at her with astonishment, and could hardly believe what she saw.
The Sister took no heed of her wonder, but gently dismissed her, and remained in
her cell alone. Whatever the secrets of that prison-house, they were sacred, and
hidden from every eye, but that of God. Nothing was seen of Sister Mary until
vespers, when she appeared in the chapel, and petitioned, after the conclusion of
the service, that she might be allowed to remain, in prayer, before the high altar,
through the night.
 
The request was at once granted. It was no unusual thing, indeed; and in the
case of one thus suddenly, for some mysterious reason, cut off from the world, it
seemed natural to come unto the shrine of the Virgin, and there to pray for
support and comfort. There could be no refuge for a bleeding heart like the love
and pity of her, whose bosom had been pierced by pangs so great. So the
Sister’s prayer was accorded cheerfully, and she was left, at the altar, to
commence her painful vigil, in communion only with the dead that slept below,
and with tbe Mother of God, who looked down upon her, with a smile of pity, from
her niche above. Then appeared to come upon her spirit that shadow, which the
cross flings upon the bosoms of those vowed to the cloistered solitude of a
religious life.
 
The girl had departed from those walls, but the nun remained. She seldom spoke,
and never complained. Her tirewoman visited her often, and was permitted to
remain with her for hours in her cell, for the strict rules of the Order were tacitly
remitted, in her favour. She could not be called haughty, nor was she reserved,
but there was no fellowship between the other Sisters and herself, and, it may be
unconsciously, she occupied a place, both in feeling and intellect, which they
could not reach.
 
 
 



The never mingled with them. Instead of the usual equality of the conventual life,
when by chance they met her moving about, looking so proud, yet so woe-
begone withal, they made her a hurried reverence, and passed on. Her only
occupation seemed to be the care of a rose-bush, said to have some miraculous
properties, and consecrated to the Virgin. It was from this bush that the place was
called Holy Vale. One of its flowers was deemed to have the power, if worn, to
preserve its bearer from mortal sin. And one of its crimson buds was always
borne upon her bosom, for the bush had the gift of perpetual spring, and
blossomed through the entire year.
 
So passed away the months of her novitiate. Winter — such as winter is in this
land of the aloe, the myrtle, and the geranium — ^was melting before the smile of
spring. The day was approaching when the irrevocable black veil was to be
assumed. The demeanour of the novice was unchanged. It was as cold, as
formal, and as still as ever. Her faithful tirewoman spent with her the eve of the
fatal day, and when Sister Mary had dismissed her from the cloister gate, after
vespers, she asked permission to spend in the chapel the solemn night, that was
to usher in for her as solemn a dawn. The Abbess gave the desired leave, with
her blessing on the head of the fair nun, so soon to be affianced to heaven, by the
last awful tie. She went alone, through the holy place, to the high altar, and there
was seen, by those who casually observed her, like a prostrate statue, absorbed
in an agony of prayer.
 
There they parted from her, but, on the morrow they sought her there in vain. She
left no relic of her presence. They found no traces of her flight. One thing only
showed that she had been lately near. By the rose- bush of the Virgin was found
a bough broken off, and thrown down upon the ground, one opening bud alone
being taken from its stem. Save this slight indication of her taste, and of the
tenderness of a crushed heart for even an inanimate thing, her fate and her
history were a void. The wrath of the stern Earl was terrible, but it was as vain as
the quiet lamentations of the sisterhood. She, whom they deemed a perjured nun,
was gone, and, apparently, gone for ever.
 
The solemn beauty of her pale countenance was missed for a time, but, as no
tidings of the fugitive were received, the impression caused by her loss waxed
fainter and yet more faint. The name of the fugitive was scarcely ever mentioned ;
her empty place was filled up by another ; her memory was, as it were, a tale that
is told. Years glided along, and passed lightly, as time ever passes, over the
community of Holy Vale.
 
Yet still, even in a religious society, the hand of the great leveller comes down,
gathering, one by one, the human blossoms on the tree of life. The sisters were
called from their simple duties, and left the grey walls for a home more lasting, but
scarcely more silent or more sad. The stately Abbess laid down her life and her
authority together, and bequeathed her mild sceptre to her successor. Those who
had known Sister Mary, and had pondered tearfully over her disappearance, at
the moment when they deemed her about to win an immortal crown were
removed from the scene.
 
Two or three only, at an advanced age, still lingered on. They spoke sometimes of
the mystery of Sister Mary’s flight, but all hope of clearing it up was gone. The
register of the angel on high could alone solve the terrible problem. To earth, and
to mortal eyes, it was^ apparently, a sealed volume, to be opened only by a
mightier hand than that of man. So, however, it was not fated to be.
 
The eve of Easter Tuesday had again come round, and had fallen late in the year,
on exactly the same day as that on which sister Mary had been lost to God and to
them, as it seemed, for ever. The eve of the same Tuesday had once more
brought its duties, and its religious observances ; for a solemn mass was
performed for her who had so unaccountably vanished, and Heaven was
entreated for her. It was observed that the rose-bush put forth its earliest and 
 

choicest blossoms, in loving profusion. A spirit of peace, and a sacred
blessing, appeared to be floating over the hallowed spot.
 
During vespers, a sweet voice seemed to mingle with the choir, as though an
angel sang. Next morning the great doors of the chapel were thrown open, as
was usual on occasions of state, for matins. The Abbess entered, at the head of
her train, but the building was not untenanted. It was already occupied by One,
upon whom was impressed the grandeur, and the sanctity, conferred by an
immortal power from its contact with that which is mortal. Death, that consecrates
by its touch, and hallows eyen while it slays, had been busy there.
 
A form lay upon the highest step, before the great altar, its hands clasped upon its
bosom in the attitude of prayer, and so marble-like and motionless that it might
have been deemed an effigy on a tomb. There was no mistaking its dread repose,
nor its rigid limbs, nor the stony expression of its upturned face.
 
Death was frozen in its lineaments of rare beauty, but the expression was as calm
and child-like as though they were but composed in sleep, and a sweet smile
played about the lips, fixed there, perhaps, by the guardian angel, that bore away
the departing spirit from a frame so fair. The form was one of early womanhood,
and was clothed in the dress of a novice of the house. Upon the cold bosom, and
on the heart that throbbed no more with life, was placed a rose bud, apparently
long gathered, but yet as fresh as though newly plucked from its stem.
 
The sisters crowded round the figure, sleeping in its awful loveliness. The two
aged nuns recognised it at once. It was their lost sister, Mary. They buried her
where she lay. It was vain to ask by what miracle she. bad been preserved and
given back, in her pure and perfect innocence, for by her outward beauty they
might be assured of that within. Perhaps the rose bud had guarded her from
temptation, and had imparted to her strength to resist it. So they committed her to
the dust, with her body sinless and undefiled, and raised above her a marble
monument; and the fame of Holy Vale, and of its sacred flower, flourished in the
land.
 
Save those survivors of her sisterhood, there remained, indeed, none to inquire
into her fate. Men spoke of a secret passage, leading from the chapel to St.
Mary’s, at Old Town, by which she had escaped, and joined her faithful
tirewoman; but these surmises led to no result. The stem Earl was dead. Jocelyn
de St Martin had died too, in harness, warring against the infidels. When she thus
came back, raised, as it were, from the grave, only to be restored to it for ever,
she had as little affinity to the old and feeble nuns, as she had felt, when, more
than a generation before, she had walked in haughty solitude, beneath that roof.
Her presence there troubled them, with its unearthly brightness, and its strange
gift of youth, and the contrast of its angelic freshness with their wrinkled and
forbidding brews. So they buried her where she lay, in the odour of her sanctity,
and in her undying beauty.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Magonomia and the Churn Supper Song
Text from “Ancient Poems, Ballads and Songs of the Peasantry of England, taken down from oral recitation
and transcribed from private manuscripts, rare broadsides and scarce publications” edited by Robert Bell.
 
God rest you, merry gentlemen!
Be not movèd at my strain,
For nothing study shall my brain,
 But for to make you laugh:
For I came here to this feast,
For to laugh, carouse, and jest,
And welcome shall be every guest
To take his cup and quaff.      
 
Chorus:
Be frolicsome, every one,
 Melancholy none;
Drink about!
See it out,
And then we’ll all go home,
 And then we’ll all go home!
 
This ale it is a gallant thing,
It cheers the spirits of a king;
It makes a dumb man strive to sing,
Aye, and a beggar play!
A cripple that is lame and halt,
And scarce a mile a day can walk,
When he feels the juice of malt,
Will throw his crutch away.
 
Chorus
 
Twill make the parson forget his men,—’
Twill make his clerk forget his pen
’Twill turn a tailor’s giddy brain,
And make him break his wand,
The blacksmith loves it as his life,
It makes the tinkler bang his wife,
Aye, and the butcher seek his knife   
When he has it in his hand!      
 
Chorus.
 
.So now to conclude, my merry boys, all
,Let’s with strong liquor take a fall,
Although the weakest goes to the wall
The best is but a play!
For water it concludes in noise,
Good ale will cheer our hearts, brave boys;
Then put it round with a cheerful voice,
We meet not every day.
 
]Chorus

This bonus episode isn’t an advert for
Magonomia, which is a game of Renaissance
wizardry, published by some of the Ars Magica
authors, but you should check it out at
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/shewstonep
ublishing/magonomia-the-rpg-of-renaissance-
wizardry A note on conflict of interest: if it funds I
will be writing some of their stretch goals.
 
It’s a game of a Renaissance wizardry it doesn’t
use as magic as noun and verb system and it
uses wizardry from the time, rather than Ars
Magica’s high fantasy wizardry. It allows us to
start mining without filing the serial numbers off
for some of the folklore that appeared somewhat
later than we usually use. The other thing is that
because Magonomia is set in England, at least
in its initial publications, this allows us to do
something slightly different with fairies.
 
When I reworked fairies, conceptually, I used the
idea that they were the spirits of borderlands: of
liminal states. One of the advantages of this is
that it allows us to take widely dispersed cultural
traditions and put them in the same category.
You can put djinn and ghula and sprites in the
same group. In Magonomia, because it’s
geographically more isolated, the faerie
traditions are more coherent. You can be rather
more exact about what fairies are.
 
So to celebrate the launch of Magonomia, I’d
like to share with you something from LibriVox.
The following is a Churn supper song. Churn
suppers are an English tradition, I believe, from
the north of England. To celebrate the end of the
harvest, the landlord would pass around a churn
of cream, as a luxury to be shared by the field
workers. When you listen to this churn song
you’ll notice that it’s a spell. One of its functions
is that when fairies are attendants of the churn
supper, they are welcomed, but after they’ve
participated they’re unable to harm anyone
who’s at the churn supper while they’re on their
way home.
 
This recording was released into the public
domain by LibriVox. Thanks again to the entire
LibriVox team.

In some of the more remote dales of Craven it
is customary at the close of the hay-harvest
for the farmers to give an entertainment to
their men; this is called the churn supper; a
name which Eugene Aram traces to ‘the
immemorial usage of producing at such
suppers a great quantity of cream in a churn,
and circulating it in cups to each of the rustic
company, to be eaten with bread.’  At these
churn-suppers the masters and their families
attend the entertainment, and share in the
general mirth.  The men mask themselves,
and dress in a grotesque manner, and are
allowed the privilege of playing harmless
practical jokes on their employers, &c.  The
churn-supper song varies in different dales,
but the following used to be the most popular
version.  In the third verse there seems to be
an allusion to the clergyman’s taking tythe in
kind, on which occasions he is generally
accompanied by two or three men, and the
parish clerk.  The song has never before been
printed.  There is a marked resemblance
between it and a song of the date of 1650,
called A Cup of Old Stingo.  See Popular
Music of the Olden Time, I., 308.



AUTHOR'S
NOTE

The way my podcast plan works I get a 50 MB or data per month for a $5
payment, which is covered by the blog’s Patreon donors (thanks to the
donors!) To get an upcoming episode in I needed more than the usual 50
megabytes, so I bought the next plan up for one month. I spent three times as
much and got enough for five months’ worth of episode space, but I needed to
fill it in a single month.
 
Instead of writing blog posts or scripting episodes for the podcast, I’ve been
grabbing the low-hanging fruit: all of the LibriVox recordings which I can
transfer across into podcast episodes.  Now that process is over. I have 15
episodes in the can, which is a very comfortable place to be.
 
It does mean that the mix of topics in the episodes isn’t quite what I’d like. I
want more monsters and more material that’s directly pulled from Ars Magica
history. I’ll integrate these new episodes by interspacing them with the
episodes that I’ve already uploaded. This means that the patterns you see in
the episodes (one per subject per month) will be disrupted. The episode
numbers will get a little bit strange again.



RENASCENCE
Another bonus episode to celebrate the release of the Kickstarter
for Magonomia.
 
This poem is called Renascence by Edna St Millay. I originally was
going to use it for Ars Magica, as a hint to where the Criamon
magi who disappeared from the Isles of Scilly went. You could
instead use it as a description of the initiation of a type of magical
human that appeared in Realms of Power: Magic:  the
loamwalker.
 
The recording in this episode was released into the public
domain through LibriVox: thanks again to all the LibriVoxians.

EDNA ST MILLAY

All I could see from where I stood
Was three long mountains and a wood;
I turned and looked another way,
And saw three islands in a bay.
So with my eyes I traced the line
Of the horizon, thin and fine,
Straight around till I was come
Back to where I'd started from;
And all I saw from where I stood
Was three long mountains and a wood.
Over these things I could not see;
These were the things that bounded me;
And I could touch them with my hand,
Almost, I thought, from where I stand.
And all at once things seemed so small
My breath came short, and scarce at all.
But, sure, the sky is big, I said;
Miles and miles above my head;
So here upon my back I'll lie
And look my fill into the sky.
And so I looked, and, after all,
The sky was not so very tall.
The sky, I said, must somewhere stop,
And—sure enough!—I see the top!
The sky, I thought, is not so grand;
I 'most could touch it with my hand!
And reaching up my hand to try,
I screamed to feel it touch the sky.
 
I screamed, and—lo!—Infinity
Came down and settled over me;
Forced back my scream into my chest,
Bent back my arm upon my breast,
And, pressing of the Undefined
The definition on my mind,
Held up before my eyes a glass
Through which my shrinking sight did pass
Until it seemed I must behold
Immensity made manifold;
Whispered to me a word whose sound
Deafened the air for worlds around,
And brought unmuffled to my ears
The gossiping of friendly spheres,
The creaking of the tented sky,
The ticking of Eternity.
saw and heard, and knew at last
The How and Why of all things, past,
And present, and forevermore 
 

I.The Universe, cleft to the core,
Lay open to my probing sense
That, sick'ning, I would fain pluck
But could not,—nay! 
But needs must suck
At the great wound, and could not pluck
My lips away till I had drawn
All venom out.—Ah, fearful pawn
!For my omniscience paid I toll
IIn infinite remorse of soul.
All sin was of my sinning, all
Atoning mine, and mine the gall
Of all regret.
 Mine was the weight
Of every brooded wrong, the hate
That stood behind each envious thrust,
Mine every greed, mine every lust.
And all the while for every grief,
Each suffering, I craved relief
With individual desire,—
Craved all in vain! 
And felt fierce fire
About a thousand people crawl;
Perished with each,
—then mourned for all!
A man was starving in Capri;
He moved his eyes and looked at me;
I felt his gaze, 
I heard his moan,
And knew his hunger as my own.I
 
 saw at sea a great fog bank
Between two ships that struck and sank;
A thousand screams the heavens smote
;And every scream tore through my throat.
No hurt I did not feel, no death
That was not mine; mine each last breath
That, crying, met an answering cry
From the compassion that was I
.All suffering mine, and mine its rod
;Mine, pity like the pity of God.
Ah, awful weight! Infinity
Pressed down upon the finite Me!
My anguished spirit, like a bird,
Beating against my lips I heard;
Yet lay the weight so close about
There was no room for it without
.And so beneath the weight lay I
And suffered death, but could not die.

Long had I lain thus, craving death,
When quietly the earth beneath
Gave way, and inch by inch, so great
At last had grown the crushing weight,
Into the earth I sank till I
Full six feet under ground did lie,
And sank no more,—there is no weight
Can follow here, however great.
From off my breast I felt it roll
,And as it went my tortured soul
Burst forth and fled in such a gust
That all about me swirled the dust.
 
Deep in the earth I rested now;
Cool is its hand upon the brow
And soft its breast beneath the head
Of one who is so gladly dead.
And all at once, and over all
The pitying rain began to fall;
I lay and heard each pattering hoof
Upon my lowly, thatched roof,
And seemed to love the sound far more
Than ever I had done before.
For rain it hath a friendly sound
To one who's six feet underground;
And scarce the friendly voice or face:
A grave is such a quiet place.
 
The rain, I said, is kind to come
And speak to me in my new home.
I would I were alive again
To kiss the fingers of the rain,
To drink into my eyes the shine
Of every slanting silver line,
To catch the freshened, fragrant breeze
From drenched and dripping apple-trees.
For soon the shower will be done,
And then the broad face of the sun
Will laugh above the rain-soaked earth
Until the world with answering mirth
Shakes joyously, and each round drop
Rolls, twinkling, from its grass-blade top.
How can I bear it; buried here,
While overhead the sky grows clear
And blue again after the storm?
O, multi-colored, multiform,
Beloved beauty over me,
That I shall never, never see
Again! Spring-silver, autumn-gold,



That I shall never more behold!
Sleeping your myriad magics through,
Close-sepulchred away from you!
O God, I cried, give me new birth,
And put me back upon the earth!
Upset each cloud's gigantic gourd
And let the heavy rain, down-poured
In one big torrent, set me free,
Washing my grave away from me!
 
I ceased; and through the breathless hush
That answered me, the far-off rush
Of herald wings came whispering
Like music down the vibrant string
Of my ascending prayer, and—crash!
Before the wild wind's whistling lash
The startled storm-clouds reared on high
And plunged in terror down the sky,
And the big rain in one black wave
Fell from the sky and struck my grave.
I know not how such things can be;
I only know there came to me
A fragrance such as never clings
To aught save happy living things;
A sound as of some joyous elf
Singing sweet songs to please
himself,And, through and over
everything,A sense of glad awakening.
The grass, a-tiptoe at my ear, 
Whispering to me I could hear;
I felt the rain's cool finger-tips
Brushed tenderly across my lips,
Laid gently on my sealed sight,
And all at once the heavy night
Fell from my eyes and I could see,—
A drenched and dripping apple-tree,
A last long line of silver rain,
A sky grown clear and blue again.
And as I looked a quickening gust
Of wind blew up to me and thrust
Into my face a miracle
Of orchard-breath, and with the smell,—
I know not how such things can be!—
I breathed my soul back into me.
 
Ah! Up then from the ground sprang I
And hailed the earth with such a cry
As is not heard save from a man
Who has been dead, and lives again.
About the trees my arms I wound;
Like one gone mad I hugged the ground;
I raised my quivering arms on high;
Ilaughed and laughed into the sky,
Till at my throat a strangling sob
Caught fiercely, and a great heart-throb
Sent instant tears into my eyes;
O God, I cried, no dark disguise
Can e'er hereafter hide from me
Thy radiant identity!
 
Thou canst not move across the grass
But my quick eyes will see Thee pass,
Nor speak, however silently,
But my hushed voice will answer 
Thee.I know the path that tells Thy way
Through the cool eve of every day;God, 
I can push the grass apart
And lay my finger on Thy heart!
 
 

The world stands out on either side
No wider than the heart is wide;
Above the world is stretched the sky,—
No higher than the soul is high.
The heart can push the sea and land Farther
away on either hand;
The soul can split the sky in two,
And let the face of God shine through.
But East and West will pinch the heart
That can not keep them pushed apart;
And he whose soul is flat—the sky
Will cave in on him by and by.



THE OUTLANDISH
KNIGHT
There’s a song recorded in “Ancient Poems,
Ballads, and Songs of the Peasantry of England”
which details a serial killer. I think he may be a
murderous lover, a sort of faerie we’ve described
before in “Realms of Power: Faerie”. 
 
The recording which follows was released into the
public domain by Ritalousie. Thanks to her, and
the people in her production team.
 
 

A FAERIE SERIAL KILLER

An Outlandish knight came from the North lands,
   And he came a wooing to me;
He told me he’d take me unto the North lands,
   And there he would marry me.
 
‘Come, fetch me some of your father’s gold,
   And some of your mother’s fee;
And two of the best nags out of the stable,
   Where they stand thirty and three.’
 
She fetched him some of her father’s gold,
   And some of the mother’s fee;
And two of the best nags out of the stable,
   Where they stood thirty and three.
 
She mounted her on her milk-white steed,
   He on the dapple grey;
They rode till they came unto the sea side,
   Three hours before it was day.
 
Light off, light off thy milk-white steed,
   And deliver it unto me;
Six pretty maids have I drownèd here,
   And thou the seventh shall be.
 
‘Pull off, pull off thy silken gown,
   And deliver it unto me,
Methinks it looks too rich and too gay
   To rot in the salt sea.
 
‘Pull off, pull of thy silken stays,
   And deliver them unto me;
Methinks they are too fine and gay
   To rot in the salt sea.
 
pull off, pull off thy Holland smock,
And deliver it unto me;
Methinks it looks too rich and gay,
To rot in the salt sea.
 
’‘If I must pull off my Holland smock,
Pray turn thy back unto me,
For it is not fitting that such a ruffian
A naked woman should see.
 

‘He turned his back towards her,
   And viewed the leaves so green;
She catched him round the middle so small,
   And tumbled him into the stream.
 
He droppèd high, and he droppèd low,
   Until he came to the side,—
‘Catch hold of my hand, my pretty maiden,
   And I will make you my bride.’‘
 
Lie there, lie there, you false-hearted man,
   Lie there instead of me;
Six pretty maids have you drownèd here,
   And the seventh has drownèd thee.’
 
She mounted on her milk-white steed,
   And led the dapple grey,
She rode till she came to her own father’s hall,
   Three hours before it was day.
 
The parrot being in the window so high,
   Hearing the lady, did say,
‘I’m afraid that some ruffian has led you astray,
   That you have tarried so long away.
 
’‘Don’t prittle nor prattle, my pretty parrot,
   Nor tell no tales of me;
Thy cage shall be made of the glittering gold,
   Although it is made of a tree.
 
’The king being in the chamber so high,
   And hearing the parrot, did say,
‘What ails you, what ails you, my pretty parrot
,   That you prattle so long before day?
 
’‘It’s no laughing matter,’ the parrot did say,
   ‘But so loudly I call unto thee
;For the cats have got into the window so high,
   And I’m afraid they will have me
 
.’‘Well turned, well turned, my pretty parrot,
   Well turned, well turned for me;
Thy cage shall be made of the glittering gold,
   And the door of the best ivory.’

PLOT NOTES
Is the parrot the same
faerie as the knight, or a
rival? Alternatively, the
parrot could be a
magical animal. It’s
clearly not a normal
parrot, and it seems to
value gold and ivory.
 
Has the knight actually
killed six women, and
over what time period? It
could just claim six, to
have the number seven
to conjure with in it a
story.
 
If the women really did
die, does this give the
maiden the Final Girl
Virtue, found in Tales of
Mythic Europe? Can their
ghosts be summoned?
 
Why this river? Is the
knight a mortal giving
sacrifices to something?
Could that something
still have designs on the
maiden, such that she
seeks the magi for aid?
 



THE FAIRY LOVER 

A brief poem this week. It is the statement
of a woman englamoured by a faerie. Note
that she is deliberately avoiding the
traditional wards which would defend her
from his influence.This poem was released
into the public domain through LibriVox by
Newgate Novelist.

BY MOIREEN FOX

It was by yonder thorn I saw the fairy host
(O low nightwind, O wind of the west!)

My love rode by, there was gold upon his brow,
And since that day I can neither eat nor rest.

 
I dare not pray lest I should forget his face

(O black north wind blowing cold beneath the sky!)
His face and his eyes shine between me and the sun:

If I may not be with him I would rather die.
 

They tell me I am cursed and I will lose my soul,
(O red wind shrieking o’er the thorn-grown dún!)

But he is my love and I go to him to-night,
Who rides when the thorn glistens white beneath the moon.

 
He will call my name and lift me to his breast,

(Blow soft O wind ‘neath the stars of the south!)
I care not for heaven and I fear not hell

If I have but the kisses of his proud red mouth
 



THE WITCH MAID
Dorothea Mackellar is one of my favourite poets, and
the reason why makes her useful for Ars Magica
players. She was a young, rebellious Australian
poetess, who wanted to smash through the tradition
of idealising Europe. Her best-known poem, My
Country, was written when she was nineteen, and
was a glove to the face of the literary establishment
in Australia. Her habit of deconstructing European
forms works beautifully for us, and here’s an
example.
 
The following recording was released into the public
domain by Tomas Peter through Librivox. Thanks to
all the gang there. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Notice the change in the middle of the poem: the elf
maid is an innocent, who does not understand
death. Then, you discover she’s a cat-like predator,
playing with her victim? It’s this sort of twist I love in
Mackellar’s work.

BY DOROTHEA MACKELLAR 
I wandered in the woodland a morning in the spring, 
I found a glade I had not known, and saw an evil thing.
 
I heard a wood-dove calling, as one that loves and grieves,
The sun was shining silver on the small bright leaves,
O it was very beautiful, the glade that I had found!
I peeped between the slender stems, and there upon the ground
A man was lying dead, and from the spear-wound in his side
The sluggish blood had ceased to flow, and yet had hardly dried.
 
O the shining of the leaves,
The morning of the year!
O how could any die to-day, with life so young and dear?
 
My feet were tied with horror, I could not turn to run;
A light breeze tossed the branches, the shadow and the sun
Across the dead face shifted—it seemed to change and twitch—
When from the trees beyond me stepped a white young witch.
 
I prayed that I was hidden, she never turned her head,
But picked her footsteps daintily and stooped beside the dead;
She touched him with her hanging hair and stroked him with her hand,
Still gazing like a little child that does not understand,
For she had strayed from Elfland where death has never come,
She knew not why his side was torn nor why his mouth was dumb.{11}
 
She sat her down beside him and joined her finger-tips
And smiled a strange and secret smile that curved her thin red lips;
She wore a veil of purple about her body sweet
And little silver sandals on her smooth pale feet;
Her black hair hung as straight as rain and touched the dead man’s eyes,
He smiled at her in answer, a scornful smile and wise.
 
She played with him awhile as might a panther-kitten play,
Most horrible it was, and yet I could not look away—
I needs must watch her motions, her cruel, supple grace,
The delicate swift changes of her sharp-cut face;
Till suddenly she wearied, and rising from her knees
All in one lovely movement like a sapling in the breeze,
She gazed on him who would not play, with gathering surprise—
The man she did not understand, though she was very wise—
She drew her veil around her, her whiteness showing through,
And gazed; and still unceasingly there came the wood-dove’s coo.

O the stirring of the spring,
The calling of the dove!
Why does he lie so cold, so cold, when I am here to love?
 
Her long strange eyes were narrowed to threads of shining green,
She touched the broken spear-point the wound’s red lips between,
She touched it with her careless foot, and yet he did not stir,
Dull fool that lay with open eyes and would not look at her!
 
She turned away in anger and raised her arms on high,
Her straight white arms that questioned the pure pale sky,
The thousand slender tree-stems soon hid the way she went
As they who hold a secret and therewith are content.
The dead man smiled in silence; a strange thought in me said,
If I had heard her speak at all then I too should be dead:
Her voice—what would her voice be?—and then I fled, afraid,
The spell was loosed that bound me to the evil glade.
 
O the flowers in the grass,
The wood-dove in the tree;
From magic and from sudden death, Good Lord deliver me!



SUMMER
This week, another episode in which we discuss fairy
lovers that destroy their beloved.
 
You will notice the lover sits plotting her hair
beneath a whitethorn bush. In Irish mythology
particularly white thorn bushes are gathering places
for the fairies. It’s considered bad luck to damage or
move, particularly solitary, whitethorn bushes,
especially if they’re in raths. These are ringforts
which were believed, similarly, to be where fairies
lived. The white thornbush may be a vis source.
 
In some Irish legends it’s recorded that if you go at
particular special times around the whitethorn bush
you’ll find a strange white or green ichor. This is the
blood of fairies that has been shed in a battle that
has occurred at the mustering point of the
whitethorn bush. Statistics for the lady of the
whitethorn will eventually be added to the blog.
 
Thanks to Librivox and WinstonThorpe.

BY JOHN CLARE

Come we to the summer, to the summer we will come, 
For the woods are full of bluebells and the hedges full of bloom, 
And the crow is on the oak a-building of her nest, 
And love is burning diamonds in my true lover’s breast; 
She sits beneath the whitethorn a-plaiting of her hair, 
And I will to my true lover with a fond request repair; 
I will look upon her face, I will in her beauty rest, 
And lay my aching weariness upon her lovely breast. 
 
The clock-a-clay is creeping on the open bloom of May, 
The merry bee is trampling the pinky threads all day, 
And the chaffinch it is brooding on its grey mossy nest 
In the whitethorn bush where I will lean upon my lover’s breast; 
I’ll lean upon her breast and I’ll whisper in her ear 
That I cannot get a wink o’sleep for thinking of my dear; 
I hunger at my meat and I daily fade away 
Like the hedge rose that is broken in the heat of the day. 
 
 



THE CURIOUS LORE OF
PRECIOUS STONES 1

I’ve been considering for some time the best way of
rendering down the information found in “The Curious
Lore of Precious Stones” by George Frederick Kunz for Ars
Magica. A pair of plot hooks were shaken loose in an earlier
article about gemstones that are possessed by tiny False
Gods. For simplicity, I’ve carved his book up into chapters,
and then thrown out anything which is outside of Mythic
Europe, or postdates the game period for Ars Magica, save
where I can shoe-horn it in. This episode covers general
material: a follow-up will describe each stone.
 
Kunz gives many magical effects for each stone, but it’s not
necessary that every myth he relates be true, or that all
stones of a type share the exactly the same properties.
Each power might be a Virtue of the stone, granted to the
carrier, but they might also be Divine or Infernal powers,
caused by aligned spirits that dwell in the stones.
 

THE SOURCE OF ENGRAVED
STONES
Kunz noted that talismanic stones were produced, in
greatest quantity, in Alexandria, but that they have been
shipped everywhere, and that they were no longer made in
the game period. In part this is because Alexandria fell to
Islamic forces, and the new rulers were not in favour of the
depiction of material things in art.
 
After the third or fourth century of our era the art of gem-
engraving seems to have been lost, or at least to have
been very seldom practised, and it is noteworthy in the
matter that after this period writers who treat of the
virtues of engraved gems as talismans rarely, if ever, use
the words “if you engrave” such or such a figure on a stone,
but write “if you find” such a figure…As the art of gem
engraving was not practised in the Middle Ages, some
medieval writers suppose that the engraved talismanic
gems current in their time were not works of art, but of
nature, and Konrad von Megenberg accepting this view,
gave it as his opinion that “God granted these stones their
beauty and virtue for the help and comfort of the human
race,” adding that when he hoped to receive help from
them he in no wise denied the grace of God.
 

PLOT HOOKS
Gem engraving is one of the arts which magic is
particularly suited to, because it uses materials which are
very expensive, unless you are temporarily creating them
in the process of using Rego Magic. Many early talismans
were carved with sharp, tiny sapphire tips. Later these
were replaced with wheels that were dusted with a hard
substance, diamond being best.
 
 
 

The idea that some stones are naturally disgorged from the
Earth with images upon them moves them away from claims
of idolatory, but what happens when the images on a gem are
related to the Order of Hermes?
 
Can your covenant mine stones with odd characters on them,
or make their stones more valuable by pretending to?
 

DESIGNS OF VIRTUE
 
The virtue believed to be inherent in precious stones was
thought to gain an added potency when the stone was
engraved with some symbol or figure possessing a special
sacredness, or denoting and typifying a special quality. It is
true that the earliest engraved stones, the Babylonian
cylinders and the Egyptian scarabs, were both designed to
serve an eminently practical purpose as well, namely, that of
seals; but in a great number of instances these primitive seals
were looked upon as endowed with talismanic power, and
were worn on the person as talismans.
 
A list of these symbolic designs is said to have been given in
the “Book of Wings,” by Ragiel, one of the curious treatises
composed about the thirteenth century under the influence of
Hebrew and Greco-Roman tradition. Although it owes its
origin to the Hebrew “Book of Raziel,” it bears little if any
likeness to that work.
 

PLOT HOOKS
The book’s date suits the game period perfectly.
I’ve cut up the list Kunz gives, slotting it into each stone. At the
most basic, the appropriate character adds +1 to the Material
bonus for a stone.
 
Note that some people thought the wax seals made by their
signets had a minor power of their own, related to the image.
The core rules don’t handle that fantastically well, but you can
simulate it by having a ring cast a small spell on the sealed
object with, for example, the Faerie Magic duration Until.
 
House Guernicus is interested in magical seals. The lives of the
Order’s contract lawyers would be made far easier if binding
magical contracts, a sort of conditional curse, were easier in
Hermetic magic.



ALEXANDER THE GREAT
In Roman times the image of Alexander the Great was
looked upon as possessing magic virtues, and it is related
that when Cornelius Macer gave a splendid banquet in the
temple of Hercules, the chief ornament of the table was an
amber cup, in the midst of which was a portrait of
Alexander, and around this his whole history figured in
small, finely engraved representations. From this cup Macer
drank to the health of the pontifex and then ordered that it
should be passed around among the guests, so that each
one might gaze upon the image of the great man.
 
Pollio, relating this, states that it was a common belief that
everything happened fortunately for those who bore with
them Alexander’s portrait executed in gold or silver. Indeed,
even among Christians coins of Alexander were in great
favor as amulets, and the stern John Chrysostom sharply
rebukes those who wore bronze coins of this monarch
attached to their heads and their feet. As illustrating the
eclectic character of some of the amulets used in the early
Christian centuries, we may note one in the Cabinet de
Médailles, in Paris. This has upon the obverse the head of
Alexander the Great; on the reverse is a she-ass with her
foal, and below this a scorpion and the name Jesus Christ.
Another amulet of this class, figured by Vettori, also has the
head of Alexander on the obverse, while the reverse bears
the Greek monogram of the name Christos.
 
I’d suggest these coins are powerfully aligned to the Art of
Rego. Veneration of Alexander may tie  to the ancestral
bloodline magic practised by House Mercere. The pontifex
of Rome, the chief bridge builder, is claimed as an ancestor
by the Quesitores.
 

ASTROLOGY
Many engraved stones of the Roman imperial period bore
the figures of Serapis and of Isis, the former signifying Time
and the latter Earth. On other stones the symbols of the
zodiacal signs appear, referring to the natal constellation of
the wearer…These designs were usually engraved on
onyxes, carnelians, and similar stones, in Greek and Roman
times; but occasionally the emerald was used in this way,
and more rarely the ruby or the sapphire. Here the
costliness of the material was probably thought to enhance
the value of the amulet. The figures engraved on precious
stones were supposed to have a greater or lesser degree of
efficacy in themselves independent of the virtues peculiar
to the stone on which they were engraved, and this efficacy
depended largely upon the hour, day, or month during
which the work was executed . For the influence of the
planet, star, or constellation which was in the ascendant
was thought to infuse a subtle essence into the stone while
the appropriate image was being engraved. However, to
exert the maximum power, the virtue of the image must be
of the same character as the virtue inherent in the
material, and the gem became less potent when this was
not the case. Certain images, those symbolizing the
zodiacal signs for instance, were looked upon as possessing
such power that their peculiar nature impressed itself even
upon stones inherently of different quality; others again
were only efficacious when engraved on stones the quality
of which was in sympathy with them.

PLOT HOOKS
So, this adds birth stones and natal horoscopes to our lore.
I’d suggest these are perfect for longevity charms. Note
that for maximum power they need to be carved at an
exact time of year, with the correct figure, on the correct
stone.
 

MISCELLANEOUS SYMBOLS
An Italian manuscript, dating from the fourteenth century,
gives the following talismanic gems. I’d suggest each of
these adds +1 to the gem’s material bonus. Remember: no
mundane person in Europe carves stones anymore. You’ll
need to find them naturally occurring, or learn to do it
yourself, or borrow the skills of a craftsman from an older
covenant, or find faeries who will copy the figure for you.
These negotiations and preparations are a source of
stories. Note also that some of these sources will only
provide a single figure: your lode of stones with the mark
of the goat won’t necessarily have any stone with the sign
of the reaper.
 
If thou findest a stone on which is graven or figured a
man with a goat’s head, whoever wears this stone, with
God’s help, will have great riches and the love of all men
and animals.
 
If a stone be found on which is graven or figured an
armed man or the draped figure of a virgin, bound with
laurel and having a laurel branch in her hand, this stone
is sacred and frees the wearer from all changes and haps
of fortune.
 
When thou findest a stone on which is graven the figure
of a man holding a scythe in his hand, a stone like this
imparts strength and power to the wearer. Every day
adds to his strength, courage and boldness.
 
Hold dear that stone on which thou shalt find figured or
cut the moon or the sun, or both together, for it makes
the wearer chaste and guards him from lust.
 
A jewel to be prized is that stone on which is graven
or figured a man with wings having beneath his
feet a serpent whose head he holds in his hand. A
stone of this kind gives the wearer, by God’s help,
abundant wealth of knowledge, as well as good
health and favor.
 
Shouldst thou find a stone on which is the figure of
a man holding in his right hand a palm branch, this
stone, with God’s help, renders the wearer victorious
in disputes and in battles, and brings him the favor
of the great.
 
A good stone is that one on which thou shalt find graven
or figured a serpent with a raven on its tail. Whoever
wears this stone will enjoy high station and be much
honored; it also protects from the ill-effects of the heat.



On many of the amulets fabricated in Italy for protection
against the dreaded jettatura, or spell of the Evil Eye, the cock
is figured. His image was supposed in ancient times to assure
the protection of the sun-god, and his crowing was regarded
as an inarticulate hymn of praise to this deity. He was also a
type of dauntless courage. All this contributed to make him a
defender of the weak, especially of women and children,
against the wiles of the spirits of darkness.

 
ANCIENT SHAPES
CYLINDERS
A class of amulets even older than the Egyptian scarabs is
represented by the engraved Assyrio-Babylonian cylinders.
There has been much discussion among scholars as to the
original purpose for which these cylinders were made, some
holding that they were exclusively employed as seals or
signets, while others incline to the belief that many of them
were intended only for use as amulets or talismans.
 
These cylinders are perforated and were worn suspended
from the neck or wrist, as is most frequently the case with
talismans, and the engraved designs often represent religious
or mythological subjects, the accompanying inscription
merely consisting of the names of the gods. Cylinders of this
type could not have been used as personal signets, and it is
quite possible that Dr. Wiedemann is right in supposing that
their imprint on a document was considered to impart a
certain mystic sanction to the agreement, and render the
divinities or spirits accountable for the fulfilment of the
contract.
 
The oldest known form of seal is the cylinder. Babylonian and
Assyrian cylinder-seals are known of a date as early as 4000
b.c.From the earliest period until 2500 b.c. they were made of
black or green serpentine, conglomerate, diorite, and
frequently of the central core of a large conch shell from the
Persian Gulf. From 2500 b.c. to 500 b.c. the cylindrical form
was prevalent, and the materials include a brick-red
ferruginous quartz, red hematite (an iron ore), and
chalcedony, a beautiful variety of the last-named stone
known as sapphirine being sometimes used. On the cylinders
produced from 4000 b.c. to 2500 b.c. the designs most
frequently represent animal forms; on those dating from 2500
b.c. to 500 b.c. are generally inscribed five or six rows of
cuneiform characters. Up to the last-named date the work
was all done by the sapphire point, and not by the wheel, and
it is not until the fifth century b.c.that wheel work is apparent
in any Babylonian or Assyrian stone-engraving.
 
In the course of the sixth century b.c. the cylindrical seals
became less frequent, and the tall cone-like seals came into
use. A new type makes its appearance about the fifth or sixth
century b.c., namely, the scaraboid seal introduced from
Egypt. From the third century b.c. until the second or third
century a.d., the seals became lower and flatter, and the
perforation larger, until they sometimes assumed the form of
rings; later the ring form 

becomes general. They are usually hollowed a little
in the middle, which gives them the shape and size
of the lower short joints of a reed; indeed, it has
been suggested that the original seal was rudely
patterned after a reed joint. The materials used for
these cylinders include lapis-lazuli, very freely used
and probably from the Persian mines, jasper, rock-
crystals, chalcedony, carnelian, agate, jade, etc.; a
hard, black variety of serpentine is perhaps the
most common of all the materials used for this
purpose.
 
The Cretan peasants of to-day set a high value
upon certain very ancient seals—dating perhaps
from as early as 2500 b.c.—which they find buried in
the soil. These seals are inscribed with symbols
supposed to represent the prehistoric Cretan form
of writing. Of course these inscriptions, which have
not yet been deciphered by archæologists, are
utterly incomprehensible for the peasants, but they
undoubtedly serve to render the stones objects of
mystery. The peasants call them galopetræ, or
“milk-stones,” and they are supposed to promote
the secretion of milk, as was the case with the
galactite. The careful preservation of these so-called
galopetræ by Cretan women has served the
purpose of archæological research, as otherwise so
large a supply of these very interesting seals would
not now be available.
 

NOTES
Some of the cylinders seem to be able to lay a hex
on an agreement so that it harms those who break
it. This is a form of faerie worship.
 
Milk stones may have some strong Creo influence, or
be a vis source, or be the external vis of faeries who
desire the milk for themselves.
 

GENITALS
It is a well-known fact that many amulets were
made in forms suggesting objects offensive to our
sense of propriety. These were thought to protect
the wearers by denoting the contempt they felt for
the evil spirits leagued against them. Some such
fancy may have induced the peculiar designs of
certain of the jewels alleged to have been pawned
in Paris by the ex-Sultan Abdul Hamid for the sum
of 1,200,000 francs….According to rumor, these
pledges must be sold, as the sultan has failed to
redeem them, but the designs are so risqué that
they cannot be offered at public sale; therefore the
stones and pearls are to be removed and the gold
settings are to be melted and sold as metal.
 



NOTES
This sounds like a problem that Jerbiton magi might
create. Just because want to animate statues of perfect
human forms, to use as servants, doesn’t mean you
should or that the Church isn’t going to question what;’s
going on.
 
There’s a lengthy folk tradition in England that nakedness
scares away demons. I like the idea that some of the most
powerful apotropaic magic items in the Order need to be
hidden because they look vulgar. It seems like just the
sort of thing a spiteful Verditius magus might do.
 

SCARABS
Scarabs are frequently engraved with the hieroglyph
☥(anch, “life”) and  (ha, “increase of power”). The emblem
of stability  (tet) is also employed, as well as many others.
In addition to these simple symbols, many scarabs bear
legends supposed to render them exceptionally luck-
bringing. The following are characteristic specimens.
 
Funeral scarabs were often made of jasper, amethyst,
lapis-lazuli, ruby, or carnelian, with the names of gods,
kings, priests, officials, or private persons engraved on
the base; occasionally monograms or floral devices were
engraved. Sometimes the base of the scarab was heart-
shaped and at others the scarab was combined with the
“utat,” or eye of Horus, and also with the frog, typifying
revivification. Set in rings they were placed on the fingers
of the dead, or else, wrapped in linen bandages, they
rested on the heart of the deceased…They were symbols
of the resurrection of the body.
 
Some of the Egyptian scarabs were evidently used as
talismanic gifts from one friend to another. Two such
scarabs are in the collection of the Metropolitan Museum
of Art in New York. One bears the inscription “May Ra
grant you a happy New Year,” the text of the other
reading as follows: “May your name be established, may
you have a son,” and “May your house flourish every day.”
 
On the Egyptian inscribed scarabs used as signets were
engraved many of the symbols to which a talismanic
virtue was attributed. The uræus serpent, signifying
death, is sometimes associated with the knot, the so-
called ankh symbol, denoting life. Often the hieroglyph
for nub, gold, appears; this symbol is a necklace with
pendant beads, showing that gold beads must have
been known in Egypt in the early days when the
hieroglyph for gold was first used.
 
 

 All these symbolic figures, of which a great number
occur, served to impart to the signet a sacred and
auspicious quality which communicated itself to
the wearer, and even to the impression made by
the seal, this in its turn acquiring a certain magic
force.
 
Many scarabs and signets exist made of the
artificial cyanus, which was an imitation lapis-lazuli
made in Egypt. This was an alkaline silicate, colored
a deep blue with carbonate of copper. Often a
wonderful translucent or opaque blue glass was
used. The genuine lapis-lazuli was also used to a
considerable extent for scarabs and cylinders, in
Egypt and Assyria, and gems were also cut from it
in imperial Roman times. A notable instance of the
use of lapis-lazuli in ancient Egypt was as the
material for the image of Truth (Ma), which the
Egyptian chief-justice wore on his neck, suspended
from a golden chain.
 
In Roman times some of the legionaries are said to
have worn rings set with scarabs, for the reason
that this figure was believed to impart great
courage and vigor to the wearer.
 

NOTES
In parts of the order, the Feather of Maat is found in
magic items wielded by the Guernicus in their
duties. It is mentiioned in Sanctuary of Ice, for
example, and fits the Alpine cultural trend of
harking back to ancient glories. The scarab might
make a suitable badge for the hopolites.



ROBIN GOODFELLOW
This week is a hybrid episode where we
show the difference between Ars Magica
and Magonomia. If you are listening to this
podcast episode when it is released, the
Magonomia Kickstarter will be closing
within a week or so. In Ars Magica faeries
are liminal spirits. Fairies in Magonomia are
Elizabethan spirits. The easiest way of
showing you the difference is by giving you
a faerie tale which has Elizabethan roots.
 
This is the biography of Robin Goodfellow,
who later turns up as Shakespeare’s Puck.
The following recording was released into
the public domain through LibriVox by
Melaine Jensen. Thanks to the whole gang.
The Ars Magica statistics for Robin will
eventually be added to the.blog.

Once upon a time, a great while ago, when men did eat
and drink less, and were more honest, and knew no
knavery, there was wont to walk many harmless spirits
called fairies, dancing in brave order in fairy rings on green
hills with sweet music. Sometimes they were invisible, and
sometimes took divers shapes Many mad pranks would
they play, as pinching of untidy damsels black and blue,
and misplacing things in ill-ordered houses ; but lovingly
would they use good girls, giving them silver and other
pretty toys, which they would leave for them, sometimes in
their shoes, other times in their pockets, sometimes in
bright basins and other clean vessels.
 
Now it chanced that in those happy days, a babe was born
in a house to which the fairies did like well to repair. This
babe was a boy, and the fairies, to show their pleasure,
brought many pretty things thither, coverlets and delicate
linen for his cradle ; and capons, woodcock, and quail for
the christening, at which there was so much good cheer
that the clerk had almost forgot to say the babe’s name, —
Robin Goodfellow. So much for the birth and christening of
little Robin.
 
When Robin was grown to six years of age, he was so
knavish that all the neighbours did complain of him ; for no
sooner was his mother’s back turned, but he was in one
knavish action or other, so that his  mother was
constrained (to avoid the complaints) to take him with her
to market or wheresoever she went or rode. But this helped
little or nothing, for if he rode before her, then would he
make mouths and ill-favoured faces at those he met : if he
rode behind her, then would he clap his hand on the tail ;
so that his mother was weary of the many complaints

 that came against him. Yet knew she not how to beat him justly
for it, because she never saw him do that which was worthy
blows. The complaints were daily so renewed that his mother
promised him a whipping. Robin did not like that cheer, and
therefore, to avoid it, he ran away, and left his mother a-sorrowing
for him.

 
After Robin had travelled a good day’s journey from his mother’s
house he sat down, and being weary he fell asleep. No sooner had
slumber closed his eye-lids, but he thought he saw many goodly
proper little personages in antic measures tripping about him,
and withal he heard such music, as he thought that Orpheus,
that famous Greek fiddler (had he been alive), compared to one of
these had been but a poor musician. As delights commonly last
not long, so did those end sooner than Robin would willingly they
should have done ; and for very grief he awaked, and found by
him lying a scroll wherein was written these lines following in
golden letters : —
 
Robin, my only son and heir,
How to live take thou no care :
By nature thou hast cunning shifts.
Which ril increase with other gifts
Wish what thou wilt, thou shall it have ;
And for to fetch both fool and knave.
Thou hast the power to change thy shape.
To horse, to hog, to dog, to ape.
Transformed thus, by any means
See none thou harm*st but knaves and queans :
But love thou those that honest be,
And help them in necessity.
Do thus and all the world shall know
The pranks of Robin Goodfellow,
For by that name thou called shall be
To age’s last posterity ;
And if thou keep my just command.
One day thou shall see Fairy Land ”
 
Robin, having read this, was very joyful, yet longed he to know
whether he had the power or not, and to try it he wished for some
meat ; presently a fine dish of roast veal was before him. Then
wished he for plum-pudding ; he straightway had it. This liked him
well, and because he was weary, he wished himself a horse : no
sooner was his wish ended, but he was changed into as fine a nag
as you need see, and leaped and curveted as nimbly as if he had
been in stable at rack and manger a full month. Then he wished
himself a black dog, and he was so ; then a green tree, and he was
so. So from one thing to another, till he was quite sure that he
could change himself to anything whatsoever he liked. Thereupon
full of delight at his new powers, Robin Goodfellow set out, eager
to put them to the test.
 
As he was crossing a field, he met with a red-faced carter’s clown,
and called to him to stop.
 
 
 
 



” Friend,” quoth he, *’ what is a clock “^
 
” A thing,” answered the clown, ” that shows the time of the
day.”
 
” Why then,” said Robin Goodfellow, ” be thou a clock and
tell me what time of the day it is.”
 
” I owe thee not so much service,” answered the clown
again, ” but because thou shalt think thyself beholden to
me, know that it is the same time of the day as it was
yesterday at this time “
 
These shrewd answers vexed Robin Goodfellow, so that in
himself he vowed to be revenged of the clown, which he
did in this manner. Robin Goodfellow turned himself into a
bird, and followed this fellow who was going into a field a
little from that place to catch a horse that was at grass.
The horse being wild ran over dyke and hedge, and the
fellow after, but to little purpose, for the horse was too swift
for him. Robin was glad of this occasion, for now or never
was the time to have his revenge. Presently Robin shaped
himself exactly like the horse that the clown followed, and
so stood right before him Then the clown took hold of the
horse’s mane and got on his back, but he had not ridden
far when, with a stumble, Robin hurled his rider over his
head, so that he almost broke his neck. But then again he
stood still, and let the clown mount him once more. By the
way which the clown now would ride was a great pond of
water of a good depth, which covered the road. No sooner
did he ride into the very middle of the pond, than Robin
Goodfellow turned himself into a fish, and so left him with
nothing but the pack-saddle on which he was riding
betwixt his legs. Meanwhile the fish swiftly swam to the
bank. And then Robin, changed to a naughty boy again,
ran away laughing, ” Ho, ho, hoh” leaving the poor clown
half drowned and covered with mud.
 
As Robin took his way along a green hedge-side he fell to
singing : —
 
And can the doctor make sick men well
And can the gipsy a fortune tell
Without lily, germander, and cockle-shell
With sweet-brier, And bon-fire
And straw-berry wine. And columbine.
 
And when he had sung this over, he fell to wondering what
he should next turn himself into. Then as he saw the smoke
rise from the chimneys of the next town, he thought to
himself, it would be to him great sport to walk the streets
with a broom on his shoulder, and cry ** Chimney sweep.*’
But when presently Robin did this, and one did call him,
then did Robin run away laughing, ” Ho, ho, hoh ! “ Next he
set about to counterfeit a lame beggar, begging very
pitifully; but when a stout chandler came out of his shop to
give Robin an alms, again he skipped off nimbly, laughing
as his naughty manner was. That same night, he did knock
at many men’s doors, and when the servants came out he
blew out their candle and straightway vanished in the dark
street, with his ‘* Ho, ho, hoh ! ”

 

All these mirthful tricks did Robin play, that day and night, and in
these humours of his he had many pretty songs, one of which I
will sing as perfect as I can. He sang it in his chimney-sweeper’s
humour to the tune of, ” / have been a fiddler these fifteen years.”
 
“Black I am from head to foot.
And all doth come by chimney soot.
Then, maidens, come and cherish him.
that makes your chimneys neat and trim/”
 
But it befell that, on the very next night to his playing the
chimney-sweep, Robin had a summons from the land where
there are no chimneys. For King Oberon, seeing Robin Goodfellow
do so many merry tricks, called him out of his bed with these
words, saying : —
 
“Robin, my son, come quickly rise :
first stretch, then yawn, and rub your eyes ;
For thou must go with me to-night.
And taste of Fairy-land’s delight.”
 
Robin, hearing this, rose and went to him. There were with King
Oberon many fairies, all attired in green. All these, with King
Oberon, did welcome Robin Goodfellow into their company.
Oberon took Robin by the hand and led him a fair dance : their
musician had an excellent bag-pipe made of a wren^s quill and
the skin of a Greenland fly. This pipe was so shrill, and so sweet,
that a Scottish pipe compared to it, it would no more come near it
than a Jew’s-harp doth to an Irish harp.
 
After they had danced, King Oberon said to Robin : — ** Whene’er
you hear the piper blow. Round and round the fairies go ! And
nightly you must with us dance, In meadows where the
moonbeams glance. And make the circle, hand in hand — That is
the law of Fairy-land ! There thou shalt see what no man knows ;
While sleep the eyes of men doth close ! ** So marched they, with
their piper before, to the Fairy Land, There did King Oberon show
Robin Goodfellow many secrets, which he never did open to the
world. And there, in Fairy Land, doth Robin Goodfellow abide now
this many a long year. .
 



MAN : THE WIZARD’S PALACE
This week, one of our Isle of Man episodes
 
 If your characters want to found a
covenant they need somewhere that has
an aura. Maybe this folktale can provide
them with the perfect place and, if they can
find the right spells to counter the Faerie
Wizard’s petrification magic, they might
have some brave and loyal covenfolk to
boot.
 
Note the inadvertent use of Sovereign
Wards.
 
The following recording was released into
the public domain by Spider Scientist
through LibriVox. Thank you to Spider
Scientist and all of the people who
supported them over at LibriVox.
 
Statistics for wizard will eventually be
published on the blog accompanying the
podcast.
 
 
 

the place so silent and desolate. He had been looking forward to
the usual food and shelter, with the friendly welcome, but he
found the houses empty ruins and the kindly country people gone.
And where was the straw and hay which made such a snug bed
in the barn? Weeds and stones were lying thick in the fields. Night
came on him, and he walked and walked; but never a bit of
shelter could he find, and he did not know where to go to get a
bed. ‘It’s a middlin’ dark night,’ he thought; ‘but it’s better to go on
than back—a road a body is used on is no throuble to them, let it
be night or not.’ He was travelling on the old road over the
mountain, going ahead singing ‘Colcheragh Raby’ for company to
himself, and after a long while he saw a light in the distance. The
light got brighter and brighter until he came to a grand palace
with every window lit up. The singing was all knocked out of him.
 
‘In the name of Fortune where am I at all? This is a dreadful big
house,’ he said to himself; ‘where did it come from, for all? Nobody
never seen the like of it on this bare breas’ before—else where am
I at all, at all?’
 
He was hard set to get to the door with the blocks of stone lying
about like frozen men.
 
‘I’d swear,’ he said to himself as he stumbled over one, ‘that this
was lil’ Neddy Hom, the dwarf man tha’s missin’, only it’s stone.’
 
When he came to the big door it was locked. Through one of the
windows he saw a table, and supper ready on it, but he saw no
person. He was very tired and hungry, but he was afraid to knock
at the door of such a fine place.
 
‘Aw, that place is too gran’ for the likes of me!’ said he.
 
He sat down on one of the marble seats outside, saying:
 
‘I’ll stretch meself here till mornin’, it’s a middlin’ sort of a night.’
 
That day meat and bread had been given to him at the last town
he had passed through. He was hungry and he thought he would
eat, so he opened his wallet and took out a piece of bread and
meat, then he put his hand into his pocket and drew out a pinch
of salt in a screw of paper. As he opened the paper some grains of
salt fell out, on to the ground. No sooner had this happened than
up from the ground beneath came the sound of most terrible
groans, high winds blew from every airt out of the heavens,
lightnings flashed in the air, dreadful thunder crashed overhead,
and the ground heaved beneath his feet; and he knew that there
was plenty of company round him, though no man was to be
seen. In less than a moment the grand palace burst into a
hundred thousand bits, and vanished into the air. He found
himself on a wide, lonely mountain, and in the grey light of dawn
no trace of the palace was to be seen.
 
He went down on his knees and put up a prayer of thanksgiving
for his escape, and then ran on to the next village, where he told
the people all that he had seen, and glad they were to hear of the
disappearance of the Wizard.
 
 
 

Long hundreds of years ago there was a fine palace on
a mountain sloping up from the sea. It was like a palace
in a dream, built of shining marble of all colours and
having great doors covered with gold.
 
In it there lived the mighty Wizard who had made it for
himself by his spells. But his hatred of other people was
as great as his power, and he would not allow any
person to come near him except his own servants, and
they were evil spirits. If any man dared to go to see the
palace, to ask for work or to beg for charity, he would
never be heard of again. His friends might search for
him, but they would never find him. Soon people began
to whisper that some of the blocks of granite near the
palace were like the men who had gone up the
mountain and never came back. They began to believe
that the Wizard had caught them and frozen them into
grey stone. At length the Wizard became the terror of
the whole island, so that no person would pass within
several miles of his palace. The people of that side of the
island fled from their homes, and the place was lonely
and desolate.
 
So things went on for three years, until one day a poor
man going on the houses happened to travel on that
side of the island, not knowing anything of this Wizard.
His road took him over the mountain, where the Wizard
lived, and as he came near it, he was astonished to see 



CURIOUS LORE OF
PRECIOUS STONES 2
Episode 202 was so overwhelming I’ve decided to
cut the material from Kunz’s “Curious Lore of
Precious Stones” into many small pieces. Each has
three or four types of gemstone. The first episode
contains plot hooks which suit all stones – this one
only those which suit each particular stone.
 

AGATE
Kunz notes :
The author of “Lithica” celebrates the merits of the
agate in the following lines:
Adorned with this, thou woman’s heart shall gain,
And by persuasion thy desire obtain;
And if of men thou aught demand, shalt come
With all thy wish fulfilled rejoicing home.
 
This idea is elaborated by Marbodus, Bishop of
Rennes, in the eleventh century, who declares that
agates make the wearers agreeable and persuasive
and also give them the favor of God. Still other
virtues are recounted by Camillo Leonardo, who
claims that these stones give victory and strength to
their owners and avert tempests and lightning.
 
The agate possessed some wonderful virtues, for its
wearer was guarded from all dangers, was enabled
to vanquish all terrestrial obstacles and was
endowed with a bold heart; this latter prerogative
was presumably the secret of his success. Some of
these wonder-working agates were black with white
veins, while others again were entirely white.
 
The wearing of agate ornaments was even believed
to be a cure for insomnia and was thought to insure
pleasant dreams. In spite of these supposed
advantages, Cardano asserts that while wearing this
stone he had many misfortunes which he could not
trace to any fault or error of his own. He, therefore,
abandoned its use; although he states that it made
the wearer more prudent in his actions…In another
treatise this author takes a somewhat more
favorable view of the agate, and proclaims that all
varieties render those who wear them “temperate,
continent, and cautious; therefore they are all
useful for acquiring riches.”
 

About the middle of the past century, the demand for
agate amulets was so great in the Soudan that the
extensive agate-cutting establishments at Idar and
Oberstein in Germany were almost exclusively busied
with filling orders for this trade. Brown or black agates
having a white ring in the centre were chiefly used for
the fabrication of these amulets, the white ring being
regarded as a symbol of the eye.
 
A man in armor, with bow and arrow, on an iris stone,
protects from evil both the wearer and the place
where it may be.
 
Camillo Leonardo says that its many different varieties
had as many different virtues, and he finds in this an
explanation of the multiplicity of images engraved on
the various kinds of agate, without realizing that the
true reason was that this material lent itself more
readily to artistic treatment than did many others.
 
Agates turn up in deposits in many areas of
volcanic activity. In Mythic Europe, the best agates
are cut in Oberstein (ruled by the literal “Lords of
Stone”) in an area that might be in the Rhine
Tribunal, but which I think I claimed for the Greater
Alps in Sanctuary of Ice. The Lords of Stone are the
ancestors of the Counts of Falkenstein, and I recall
mentioning them, because there is an old
roleplaying game of that name. Jasper and rock
crystal are also found in abundance here. This town
is, in the real world, now called Idar-Oberstein.
 
In Ars 5th edition, agate has the following material
bonuses: : air 3, protection from storms 5,
protection from venom 7. I’d suggest as additions,
+3 bonuses for being convincing, luck, courage and
dreams.
 
 



AMBER
For the ancient Greek poets, the grains of amber were the
tears annually shed over the death of their brother Phaëthon
by the Heliades after grief had metamorphosed them into
poplars growing on the banks of the Eridanus (the modern
river Po). In a lost tragedy of Sophocles, he saw the origin of
amber in the tears shed over the death of Meleager by
certain Indian birds. For Nicias it was the “juice” or essence
of the brilliant rays of the setting sun, congealed in the sea
and then cast up upon the shore. A more prosaic explanation
likened amber to resin, and regarded it as being an
exudation from the trunks of certain trees. Another fancy
represented amber to be the solidified urine of the lynx,
hence one of its names, lyncurius.
 
The brilliant and beautiful yellow of certain ambers and the
fact that this material was very easily worked served to
make its use more general, and it soon became a favorite
object of trade and barter between the peoples of the Baltic
Coast and the more civilized peoples to the south.
Schliemann found considerable amber from the Baltic in the
graves of Mycenæ, and the frequent allusions to it in the
works of Latin authors of the first and succeeding centuries
testify to its popularity in the Roman world.
 
Probably the very earliest allusion in literature to the
ornamental use of amber appears in Homer’s Odyssey,
where we read: Eurymachus Received a golden necklace,
richly wrought, And set with amber beads, that glowed as if
With sunshine. To Eurydamas there came A pair of ear-rings,
each a triple gem,Daintily fashioned and of exquisite
grace.Two servants bore them.
 
Amber ingeniously carved into animal forms has been
discovered in tumuli at Indersoen, Norway. These curious
objects were worn as amulets, and the peculiar forms were
supposed to enhance the power of the material, giving it
special virtues and rendering it of greater value and efficacy.
 
Pieces of amber with singular natural markings were greatly
esteemed, especially when these markings suggested the
initials of the name of some prominent person. Thus, we are
told that Friedrich Wilhelm I of Prussia paid to a dealer a
high price for a piece of amber on which appeared his
initials. The same dealer had another piece on which he read
the initials of Charles XII of Sweden. When he received the
news of this king’s death, he bitterly lamented having lost
the opportunity of selling him amber for a high price. But he
was cleverly consoled by Nathaniel Sendal, the relator of the
story, who easily persuaded the dealer that the markings
could just as well signify the initials of some other name.
Sendal adduces this as a proof that the letters read on such
pieces of amber were as much the product of the observer’s
imagination as of the markings of the material.

I’d note that there are also folktales which say that
a faerie princess’s castle under the Baltic Sea was
wrecked, and the pieces washed up on the shore.
Amber is traded through much of Europe, and
found in other places: the Tremere have a source,
for example.
 
Ars Magica 5th edition gives the material bonuses
of Amber as Corpus +3 and Controlling movement
+3. I’d suggest sunlight, animals modelled in the
amber, persons whose names are modelled in the
amber, trade, controlling Baltic faeries +3.
 

AMETHYST
While the special and traditional virtue of the
amethyst was the cure of drunkenness, many other
qualities were attributed to this stone in the fifteenth
century. For Leonardo, it had the power to control
evil thoughts, to quicken the intelligence, and to
render men shrewd in business matters. An amethyst
worn on the person had a sobering effect, not only
upon those who had partaken too freely of the cup
that intoxicates, but also upon those over-excited by
the love-passion. Lastly, it preserved soldiers from
harm and gave them victory over their enemies, and
was of great assistance to hunters in the capture of
wild animals. The amethyst shared with many other
stones the power to preserve the wearer from
contagion.
 
A bear, if engraved on an amethyst, has the virtue of
putting demons to flight and defends and preserves
the wearer from drunkenness.
 
Amethyst: hearing 2, wealth and mercantile 2,
dreams 3, poisons 3, versus poison, temperance 4,
drunkenness 7, versus drunkenness 7. Violet
Amethyst: ascendancy over masses 4, versus
drunkenness 7
Additions suggested: bargaining, hunting, bravery
+3
 



BERYL
Arnoldus Saxo, writing about 1220, after reciting
the virtues of the beryl as given by Marbodus, after
Evax and Isidorus, reports in addition that the stone
gave help against foes in battle or in litigation; the
wearer was rendered unconquerable and at the
same time amiable, while his intellect was quickened
and he was cured of laziness. In the old German
translation of Thomas de Cantimpré’s “De
Proprietatibus Rerum,” we read that the beryl
reawakens the love of married people.
 
A frog, engraved on a beryl, will have the power to
reconcile enemies and produce friendship where
there was discord. A hoopoo with a tarragon herb
before it, represented on a beryl, confers the power
to invoke water-spirits and to converse with them,
as well as to call up the mighty dead and to obtain
answers to questions addressed to them.
 
Beryls are found in many places in Europe:
Austria, Germany, Ireland, Norway, Russia and
Sweden.
 
Aquamarine water +3. Beryl water +3,
Chrysoberyl (Cat’s eye) versus malign corpus +3
Suggested additions: controlling lawyers 3. Note
the particularly useful engravings.
 

BLOODSTONE
Bloodstones are, chemically, a sort of quartz, so
they are usually a jasper. They have little red
inclusions which reflect light, giving the names of
heliotrope and bloodstone. The main source near
Mythic Europe is Armenia. Wikipedia mentions a
source in Scotland, but I’m not sure if it was used
in 1220.
 
The heliotrope or bloodstone was supposed to
impart a reddish hue to the water in which it was
placed, so that when the rays of the sun fell upon
the water they gave forth red reflections. From this
fancy was developed the strange exaggeration that
this stone had the power to turn the sun itself a
blood-red, and to cause thunder, lightning, rain, and
tempest. The old treatise of Damigeron relates this
of the bloodstone, adding that it announced future
events by producing rain and by “audible oracles.”
 
Damigeron also declares that the bloodstone
preserved the faculties and bodily health of the
wearer, brought him consideration and respect,
and guarded him from deception.
 

A bat, represented on a heliotrope or bloodstone, gives
the wearer power over demons and helps incantations.
 
In the Leyden papyrus the bloodstone is praised as an
amulet in the following extravagant terms: The world has
no greater thing; if any one have this with him he will be
given whatever he asks for; it also assuages the wrath of
kings and despots, and whatever the wearer says will be
believed. Whoever bears this stone, which is a gem, and
pronounces the name engraved upon it, will find all doors
open, while bonds and stone walls will be rent asunder.
 
A historical instance of the use of the bloodstone to check
a hemorrhage is recorded in the case of Giorgio Vasari
(1514-1578), the author of the lives of the Italian
painters of the Renaissance period. On a certain occasion,
when the painter Luca Signorelli (1439-1521) was
placing one of his pictures in a church at Arezzo, Vasari,
who was present, was seized with a violent hemorrhage
and fainted away. Without a moment’s hesitation,
Signorelli took from his pocket a bloodstone amulet and
slipped it down between Vasari’s shoulder-blades. The
hemorrhage is said to have ceased immediately.
 
Robert Boyle, in his “Essay about the Origin and Virtues
of Gems” (London, 1672, pp. 177-78), tells of a
gentleman of his acquaintance who was “of a complexion
extraordinary sanguin,” and was much afflicted with
bleeding of the nose. A gentlewoman sent to him a
bloodstone, directing him to wear it suspended from his
neck, and from the time he put it on he was no longer
troubled with his malady. It recurred, however, if he
removed the stone. When Boyle objected that this might
be a result of imagination, his friend disposed of his
objection by relating the instance of a woman to whom
the stone had been applied when she was unconscious
from loss of blood. Nevertheless, as soon as it touched
her, the flow of blood was checked. Boyle states that this
stone did not seem to him to resemble a true bloodstone.
It may have been that the cold of the stone congealed the
blood, or that the flow was checked by exhaustion.
 
Kunz does not mention that bloodstones are
mentioned by Pliny as causing invisibility. This is
widely known: in the Decameron the stone has the
same use.
 
Currently: Blood and wounds +4, but I’d suggest it
should be higher. I’d suggest an addition of invisibility
+7, controlling weather +3, controlling noblemen +3.
Note the useful engravings, however: a demon with a
high rank in Hell counts as a nobleman.
 
 



JACK THE GIANT KILLER:
WELSH ADVENTURES
This week, an extract from English Fairy
Tales that calls back to a previous
episode from the Cornish series. The
tales of Jack the Giant-killer that I’m
familiar with come from Cornwall so they
deal with his early career and his
retirement after he becomes a Knight of
the Round Table, but it turns out that in
several tellings there’s an extensive
period where he goes to Wales, wields
various magic items that he tricks out of
the possession of his magician-giant
uncle, then becomes a Knight of the
Round Table and retires. For the
Cornish material I am getting together
we need to know what these magic
items are, and where the player
characters might wish to seek them, and
if they find them what they can use them
for.
 
This version was originally written by
Ernest and Grace Rhys and was recorded
into the public domain by Steven Wilson
through LibriVox. I was originally
attempted to cut out the Cornish
material from Steven’s recording. I’m
going to leave it in because it’s only
about six minutes long, we last dealt
with it over a year ago, and in this
retelling Jack’s virtues, flaws, and
abilities are suitably different from the
previous one that we can find new plot
hooks.
 
Thanks to Steven and the whole
production team at LibriVox.

In the reign of King Arthur, there lived in the county of Cornwall, near the
Land’s End of England, a wealthy farmer who had one only son called Jack.
He was brisk and of a ready lively wit, so that whatever he could not perform
by force and strength, he did by his quick wit and cleverness. Never was any
person heard of that could worst him, and he very often even baffled wise
men by his sharp and ready invention.
 
Notice that in this version Jack has a high Intelligence or Perception score, as
opposed to some versions, where he’s a sort of holy fool and has the Luck
Virtue. This is important if, for example, he’s an ancestor of one of your
characters, from whom your character gets Mythic Blood.
 
In those days the Mount of Cornwall was kept by a huge and monstrous
giant of eighteen feet in height, and about three yards in girth, of a fierce and
grim face, the terror of all the towns and villages near.
 
For clarification, that’s Mont Saint Michael in Cornwall.
 
He lived in a cave in the midst of the mount, and would not suffer any one
else to live near him. His food was other men’s cattle, which often became
his prey, for whensoever he wanted food he would wade over to the
mainland, where he would furnish himself with whatever came in his way.
The good folk, at his approach, forsook their homes, while he seized on their
cattle, making nothing of carrying half-a- dozen oxen on his back at a time ;
and as for their sheep and hogs, he would tie them round his waist like a
bunch of bandeliers. This course he had followed for many years, so that all
Cornwall had become poor through his robberies.
 
This leads to the suggestion that this is a Faerie rather than a Magical giant:
feeding on the despair his depredations cause: a vampire on a whole kingdom
rather than an individual neck.
 
One day Jack, happening to be present at the town hall when the magistrates
were sitting in council about the giant, asked what reward would be given to
the person who destroyed him. The giant’s treasure, they said, was the
reward.
 
This is less parsimonious than it appears. In somewhat later English law, is
something has been lost, it belongs to the finder, but if something has been
hidden, then it belongs to the Crown when found. In the time of King John,
the Coroner would get together a gang of knights and round you up for
stealing from the King, which is treason, if you found a treasure trove and did
not surrender it. So, giving him the treasure is actually a payment, under that
law.
 
 



Quoth Jack, ** Then let me undertake it.’* So he took a horn,
shovel, and pickaxe, and went over to the Mount in the
beginning of a dark winter’s evening, when he fell to work, and
before morning had dug a pit twenty-two feet deep, and nearly
as broad, covering it over with long sticks and straw. Then
strewing a little mould upon it, it appeared like plain ground.
This done, Jack placed himself on the contrary side of the pit,
farthest from the giant’s lodging, and, just at the break of day,
he put the horn to his mouth, and blew, Tantivy, Tantivy.
 
The unexpected noise aroused the giant, who rushed from his
cave, crying : ” You bold villain, are you come here to disturb
my rest ^ You shall pay dearly for this. Satisfaction I will have,
and this it shall be, I will take you whole and broil you for
breakfast,” which he had no sooner uttered, than tumbling into
the pit, he made the very foundations of the Mount to shake.
 
“Oh, giant,” quoth Jack, ” where are you now “Oh faith, you are
gotten now into Lob’s Pound, where I will surely plague you for
your wicked words : what do you think now of broiling me for
your breakfast < Will no other diet serve you but poor Jack? ”
Thus having teased the giant for a while, he gave him a most
weighty knock with his pickaxe on the very crown of his head,
and killed him on the spot. This done, Jack filled up the pit with
earth, and went to search the cave, which he found contained
much treasure. When the magistrates heard of this, they said
he should henceforth be called Jack the Giant-killer, and gave
him a sword and an embroidered belt, on which were written
these words in letters of gold — *’ Here’s the right valiant
Cornishman, Who slew the giant Cormelian’
 
Note that the giant is named Cormelian? Corneius, or Cornelius
was a variant of the name of the human general who slew the
giants in an earlier version of the story. He was given Cornwall
for his demense. Perhaps the names of the combatants have
become tangled.
 
The news of Jack’s victory soon spread over all the West of
England, so that another giant, named Blunderbore, hearing of
it, vowed to be revenged on the little hero, if ever it was his
fortune to light on him. This giant was the lord of an enchanted
castle standing in the midst of a lone- some wood. Now Jack,
about four months afterwards, walking near this wood in his
journey to Wales, being weary, seated himself near a pleasant
fountain and fell fast asleep.
 
We’ve met Blunderbore before: he appears in Epsidoe 57 of
Games from Folktales, in the Tom of Lelant story. Tom’s an
ancestral figure for many people of the district. Rather than
assuming these are variants of one tale, we might suggest that
the giant turns up every few generations to become part of the
foundation myth of a new family. His castle makes for a good
covenant site, as mentioned in the earlier episode, because it
has a shallow tin deposit, is mystically shrouded, has a trove of
treasure, and is magical enough to provoke the interest of the
Lord of Pengerswick.

While he was enjoying his repose, the giant, coming for water,
there found him, and knew him to be the far-famed Jack by the
lines written on the belt. Without ado, he took Jack on his
shoulders and carried him towards his enchanted castle.
 
Now, as they passed through a thicket, the rustling of the
boughs awakened Jack, who was strangely surprised to find
himself in the clutches of the giant. His terror was not yet
begun, for on entering the castle, he saw the ground strewed
with human bones, the giant telling him his own would ere long
be there also. After this the giant locked poor Jack in an
immense chamber, leaving him there while he went to fetch
another giant living in the same wood to help him to put an end
to Jack. While he was gone, dreadful shrieks and cries
affrighted Jack, especially a voice which said many times — ‘*
Do what you can to get away, Or you’ll become the giant’s prey
; He’s gone to fetch his brother, who Will kill, likewise devour
you too.”
 
If that’s not just a piece of faerie set dressing, that’s a ghost. It
has a duty to warn and presumably rests when the giant dies. It
might make a guard for a covenant here.
 
This dreadful noise had almost distracted Jack, who, going to
the window, beheld afar off the two giants coming towards the
castle. ‘* Now,” quoth Jack to himself, my death or my escape is
at hand.” Now, there were strong cords in a corner of the room
in which Jack was, and two of these he took, and made a strong
noose at the end ; and while the giants were unlocking the iron
gate of the castle he threw the ropes over each of their heads.
Then drawing the other ends across a beam, and pulling with all
his might, he throttled them. Then, seeing they were black in
the face, and sliding down the rope, he came to their heads,
when they could not defend themselves, and drawing his
sword, slew them both.
 
Then, taking the giant’s keys, and unlocking the rooms, he
found three fair ladies tied by the hair of their heads, almost
starved to death. “Sweet ladies,” quoth Jack, I have killed this
monster and his brutish brother, and so set you free.” This said,
he gave them the keys, and so went on his journey to Wales.
 
…and there they vanish from the story. In the Tom of Lelant
story, the lady he saves becomes his bride, and the ancestress
of the local family.
 
Having but little money, Jack found it well to make the best of
his way by travelling as fast as he could, but losing his road, he
was benighted, and could not get a place to rest in until, coming
into a narrow valley, he found a large house, and by reason of
his present needs took courage to knock at the gate. But what
was his surprise when there came forth a monstrous giant with
two heads ; yet he did not appear so fiery as the others were,
for he was a Welsh giant, and what he did was by private and
secret malice under the false show of friendship.



So Cornish giants are aggressive and Welsh giants are sneaky. If
you have giant blood, this may affect your virtues and abilities.
 
Jack, having told his state to the giant, was shown into a
bedroom, where, in the dead of night, he heard his host
muttering — ‘* Though here you lodge with me this night. You
shall not see the morning light : My club shall dash your brains
outright ! “
 
“Say’st thou so” quoth Jack “that is like one of your Welsh
tricks, yet I hope to be cunning enough for you.” Then, getting
out of bed, he laid a billet of wood in the bed in his stead, and
hid himself in a corner of the room. At the dead time of the
night in came the Welsh giant, who struck several heavy blows
on the bed with his club, thinking he had broken every bone in
Jack^s skin.
 
The next morning Jack, laughing in his sleeve, gave him hearty
thanks for his night’s lodging. ‘”How have you rested?” quoth
the giant “did you not feel anything in the night?”
 
“No,”quoth Jack, “nothing but a rat, which gave me two or
three slaps with her tail.”
 
With that, greatly wondering, the giant led Jack to breakfast,
bringing him a bowl containing four gallons of hasty pudding.
Being loath to let the giant think it too much for him. Jack put a
large leather bag under his loose coat, in such a way that he
could convey the pudding into it without its being seen.
 
A note to our American friends. Apparently a pudding,
according to Alton Brown, is some sort of sweetened cornflour
mixture in your country. In Australia, its anything served in the
dessert course, but particularly anything that’s been boiled in a
skin. Hasty pudding could be several things. A later meaning is
similar to what we now call porridge – boiled oatmeal. Before
that it was wheat flour boiled in milk, so it’s similar to cream of
wheat. Butter and spices are sometimes added.
 
Then, telling the giant he would show him a trick, taking a knife.
Jack ripped open the bag, and out came all the hasty pudding.
Whereupon, saying, “Odds splutters, hur can do that trick
hurself,” the monster took the knife, and ripping open his body,
fell down dead.
 
And this is the application of a Traditional Ward.
 
Now, it fell in these days that King Arthur’s only son begged his
father to give him a large sum of money, in order that he might
go and seek his fortune in the country of Wales, where lived a
beautiful lady possessed with seven evil spirits The king did his
best to persuade his son from it, but in vain ; so at last granted
the request, and the prince set out with two horses, one loaded
with money, the other for himself to ride upon.
 
 

Now, after several days’ travel, he came to a market-town in
Wales, where he beheld a vast crowd of people gathered
together. The prince asked the reason of it, and was told that
they had arrested a corpse for several large sums of money
which the dead man owed when he died. The prince replied
that it was a pity creditors should be so cruel, and said, “Go
bury the dead, and let his creditors come to my lodging, and
there their debts shall be paid.” So they came, but in such great
numbers that before night he had almost left himself
moneyless.
 
Now Jack the Giant-killer, coming that way, was so taken with
the generosity of the prince, that he wished to be his servant.
This being agreed upon, the next morning they set forward on
their journey together, when, as they were riding out of the
town, an old woman called after the prince, saying, “He has
owed me twopence these seven years ; pray pay me as well as
the rest.” Putting his hand to his pocket, the prince gave the
woman all he had left, so that after their day’s refreshment,
which cost what small spell Jack had by him, they were without
a penny between them.
 
Notice that Arthur’s son doesn’t get a name in this. Arthur does
have several children in various versions of the story. It might
be Sir Bors, a bastard from an early affair, who turns up early,
and does nothing of significance.
 
It’s odd that the amount of money they need is exact to the
penny to what they have: that’s Faerie business there. Arthur’s
bloodline is so worked about by faeries and sorceresses it may
not be the prince himself, but as we note, he doesn’t have an
actual name.
 
When the sun began to grow low, the king’s son said, “Jack,
since we have no money, where can we lodge this night “
 
But Jack replied, *’ Master, we’ll do well enough, for I have an
uncle lives within two miles of this place. He is a huge and
Monstrous Giant with three heads.
 
OK, let’s pause there. Jack is the son of a farmer from Land’s
End and he has an uncle who is a giant. So, his mother was a
giant? Or, maybe it’s like in Romania, where witches give birth
to giants who give birth to vampires (or is it dragons?) who give
birth to witches. It’s not strange for people’s backstories to
change, but has Jack used Free Expression here to rewrite his
story on the fly? Is he a faerie using Cognizance?
 
 
he is a huge and monstrous giant with three heads ; he’ll fight
five hundred men in armour, and make them to fly before him/’
 
It’s a pity we didn’t see that story…



“Alas ! ” quoth the prince, “what shall we do there? He’ll
certainly chop us up at a mouthful. Nay, we are scarce enough
to fill one of his hollow teeth ! “”
 
“It is no matter for that,” quoth Jack ; ” I myself will go before
and prepare the way for you ; therefore tarry and wait till I
return.” Jack then rode away full speed, and coming to the gate
of the castle, he knocked so loud that he made the hills around
to echo.
 
The giant roared out at this Hke thunder, ** Who’s there?”
 
” He was answered, *’ None but your poor Cousin Jack.”
 
Quoth he, *’ What news with my poor Cousin Jack? “
 
He replied, ” Dear Uncle, heavy news, God wot ! “
 
“Prithee,” quoth the giant, “what heavy news can come to me? I
am a giant with three heads, and besides thou knowest I can
fight five hundred men in armour, and make them fly like chaff
before the wind.”
 
Look, I don’t want to kinkshame Jack’s dad here, but are we
saying his mum was a giant with three heads and, if so, how
many heads does Jack have at this point? If you have the Giant
Blood Virtue, are you a sort of Zaphod Beeblebrox character?
 
“Oh, but,” quoth Jack, “here’s the king’s son a-coming with a
thousand men in armour to kill you and destroy all that you
have ! ”
 
“Oh, Cousin Jack,” said the giant, ” this is heavy news indeed ! I
will immediately run and hide myself, and thou shalt lock, bolt,
and bar me in, and keep the keys until the prince is gone.”
 
Having secured the giant. Jack fetched his master, when they
made themselves heartily merry whilst the poor giant lay
trembling in a vault under the ground. Early in the morning Jack
furnished his master with a fresh supply of gold and silver, and
then sent him three miles forward on his journey, at which time
the prince was pretty well out of the smell of the giant. Jack
then returned, and let the giant out of the vault, who asked
what he should give him for keeping the castle safe.
 
So, storyguides: if you need your giants to survive a potent
attack by magi: remember they have storm cellars.
 
”Why,” quoth Jack “I desire nothing but the old coat and cap,
together with the old rusty sword and slippers which are at
your bed’s head.“

Quoth the giant, “Thou shalt have them ; and pray keep them
for my sake, for they are things of excellent use. The coat will
keep you invisible, the cap will furnish you with knowledge, the
sword cuts asunder whatever you strike, and the shoes are of
extraordinary swiftness. These may be useful to you, therefore
take them with all my heart.”
 
Being invisible, swift, wise and deadly, Jack is now a Mythic
Companion. He’s able to give low level magi a run for their
money. Could one of his descendants be an enforcer for House
Mercere for example?
 
Taking them, Jack thanked his uncle, and then having overtaken
his master, they quickly arrived at the house of the lady the
prince sought, who, finding the prince to be a suitor, prepared a
splendid banquet for him. After the feasting was done, she
wiped his mouth with a handkerchief, saying, “You must show
me that handkerchief to-morrow morning, or else you will lose
your head.” With that she put it in her bosom.
 
The prince went to bed in great sorrow, but Jack’s cap of
knowledge taught him how it was to be got. In the middle of the
night she called upon her familiar spirit to carry her to Lucifer.
 
Initially this sounded like an impossible challenges game, which
is a thing that faerie brides sometimes do. In 4th Edition I set up
one based on the traditional ballad “Scarborough Fair”
 
But Jack put on his coat of darkness and his shoes of swiftness,
and was there as soon as she. When she entered the place of
the evil one, she gave the handkerchief to old Lucifer, who laid it
upon a shelf, whence Jack took it and brought it to his master,
who showed it to the lady the next day, and so saved his life.
 
Invisibility generally works poorly on demons: is this one of the
demon who wants to lose? We’ve discussed architectural
demons before, who allow themselves to be tricked into building
bridges.
 
On that day, she saluted the prince, telling him he must show
her the lips to-morrow morning that she kissed last night, or lose
his head. “Ah,” he replied, “if you kiss none but mine, I will.”
 
If she were a faerie, that’d be a perfectly suitable countermove
in the game of challenges.
 
“That is neither here nor there,” said she “if you do not, death’s
your portion!” At midnight she went as before, and was angry
with old Lucifer for letting the handkerchief go. ” But now,”
quoth she, ” I will be too hard for the king’s son, for I will kiss
thee, and he is to show me thy lips/* Which she did, and Jack,
who was standing by, cut off the devil’s head and brought it
under his invisible coat to his master, who the next morning
pulled it out by the horns before the lady. The enchantment
thus broken the evil spirit left her, and she appeared in all her
beauty.



If this were a faerie story you’d expect there’d be three
challenges, so maybe this was an evil spirit. It’s odd for demons
to leave body parts around: their bodies are temporary vessel
made up of the subtle moisture of the material world, and they
tend to dissipate once the animating spirit has left.
 
They were married the next morning,, and soon after went to
the court of King Arthur, where Jack, for his many great deeds,
was made one of the Knights of the Round Table.
 
Having been successful in all he did. Jack resolved not to
remain idle, but to do what he could for the honour of his king
and country, and begged King Arthur to fit him out with a horse
and money to help him to travel in search of strange and new
adventures. “For,” said he, “there are many giants yet living in
the farthest part of Wales, to the great damage of your
majesty’s liege subjects ; wherefore, may it please you to
encourage me, I do not doubt but in a short time to cut them
off root and branch, and so rid all the realm of those giants and
monsters of nature.” When the king had heard this noble
request, he furnished Jack with all he had need of, and Jack
started on his pursuit, taking with him the cap of knowledge,
the sword of sharpness, the shoes of swiftness, and the
invisible coat, the better to succeed in the dangerous
adventures which now lay before him.
 
In the Transylvanian book we talked about a folk tradition
called Hunters. Each line of Hunters specialised in a different
supernatural foe. Could Jack be the ancestor of a line of Giant
Killers, now dormant, because they no longer have prey?
 
Jack travelled over vast hills and wonderful mountains, and on
the third day came to a large wood, which he had no sooner
entered than he heard dreadful shrieks and cries. Casting his
eyes round, he beheld with terror a huge giant dragging along a
fair lady and a knight by the hair of their heads, with as much
ease as if they had been a pair of gloves. At this sight Jack shed
tears of pity, and then, getting off from his horse, he put on his
invisible coat, and taking with him his sword of sharpness, at
length with a swinging stroke cut off both the giant’s legs
below the knee, so that his fall made the trees to tremble.
 
At this the courteous knight and his fair lady, after returning
Jack their hearty thanks, invited him home, there to refresh his
strength after the battle, and receive some ample reward for his
good services. But Jack vowed he would not rest until he had
found out the giant’s den. The knight, hearing this, was very
sorrowful, and replied, ” Noble stranger, it is too much to run a
second risk ; this monster lived in a den under yonder
mountain, with a brother more fierce and fiery than himself.
Therefore, if you should go thither, and perish in the attempt, it
would be a heart-breaking to me and my lady. Let me persuade
you to go with us, and desist from any further pursuit.”

“Nay,” quoth Jack,” were there twenty, not one should escape
my fury. But when I have finished my task, I will come and pay
my respects to you.” Jack had not ridden more than a mile and a
half, when the cave mentioned by the knight appeared to view,
near the entrance of which he beheld the giant sitting upon a
block of timber, with a knotted iron club by his side. waiting, as
he supposed, for his brother’s return with his prey. His goggle
eyes were like flames of fire, his face grim and ugly, and his
cheeks like a couple of large flitches of bacon, while the bristles
of his beard resembled rods of iron wire, and the locks that hung
down upon his brawny shoulders were like curled snakes or
hissing adders.
 
Jack alighted from his horse, and putting on the coat of
darkness, approached near the giant, saying softly, ” Oh! are you
there ^ It will not be long ere I shall take you fast by the beard.”
The giant all this while could not see him on account of his
invisible coat, so that Jack, coming up close to the monster,
struck a blow with his sword at his head, but missing his aim he
cut off the nose instead. At this the giant roared like claps of
thunder, and began to lay about him with his iron club like one
stark mad. But Jack, running behind, drove his sword up to the
hilt in the giant’s back, which caused him to fall down dead. This
done. Jack cut off the giant’s head, and sent it, with his brother’s
head also, to King Arthur, by a waggoner he hired for that
purpose.
 
Jack now resolved to enter the giants’ cave in search of his
treasure, and passing along through a great many windings and
turnings, he came at length to a large room paved with
freestone, at the upper end of which was a boiling caldron, and
on the right hand a large table, at which the giants used to dine.
Then he came to a window, barred with iron, through which he
looked and beheld a vast crowd of unhappy captives, who,
seeing him, cried out, ‘”Alas ! young man, art thou come to be
one amongst us in this miserable den
 
“Ay,” quoth Jack, “but pray tell me why it is you are so
imprisoned “
 
‘* We are kept here,” said one, “till such time as the giants have a
wish to feast, and then the fattest among us is killed ! And many
are the times they have dined upon murdered men ! “
 
“Say you so ?” quoth Jack, and straightway unlocked the gate
and let them free, who all rejoiced like condemned men at sight
of a reprieve. Then searching the giants’ coffers, he shared the
gold and silver equally amongst them.
 
It was about sunrise the next day when Jack, after seeing the
captives on their way to their homes, mounted his horse to go
on his journey^ and by the help of his directions, reached the
knight’s house about noon. He was received here with all signs
of joy by the knight and his lady, who in respect to Jack
prepared a feast which lasted many days, all the gentry in the
neighbourhood being of the company. The worthy knight was 



Tikewise pleased to present him with a beautiful ring, on which
was engraved a picture of the giant dragging the distressed
knight and his lady, with this motto — “We are in sad distress
you see, Under a giant’s fierce command. But gain our lives and
liberty By valiant Jack’s victorious hand.”
 
As noted in an episode last month, people don’t care
gemstones in Mythic Europe anymore. There’s something a
little unnatural about this knight.
 
But in the midst of all this mirth a messenger brought the
dismal tidings that one Thunderdell, a giant with two heads,
having heard of the death of his two kinsmen, came from the
northern dales to be revenged on Jack, and was within a mile
of the knight’s seat, the country people flying before him like
chaff. But Jack was no whit daunted, and said, “Let him come !
I have a tool to pick his teeth ; and you, ladies and gentlemen,
walk but forth into the garden, and you shall witness this giant
Thunderdell’s death and destruction.”
 
The house of this knight was in the midst of a small island with
a moat thirty feet deep and twenty feet wide around it, over
which lay a drawbridge. Wherefore Jack employed men to cut
through this bridge on both sides, nearly to the middle ; and
then, dressing himself in his invisible coat, he marched against
the giant with his sword of sharpness. Although the giant could
not see Jack he smelt his approach, and cried out in these
words — “Fee, fi, fo, fum! I smell the blood of an Englishman!
Be he alive or be he dead, I’ll grind his bones to make me
bread!”
 
The Opies call this the most famous war cry in British
literature, and its suggested the entire race of giants uses it.
Where it actually comes from is unknown. It’s earliest
attesation is in “Have you been to Saffron Walden” from the
16th Century, in which a character says he does not know
where it comes from. A variant is found in King Lear.
 
“Say’st thou so”‘ said Jack ; ”then thou art a monstrous miller
indeed!
 
“At which the giant cried out again, “Art thou that villain who
killed my kinsmen? Then I will tear thee with my teeth, suck
thy blood, and grind thy bones to powder!”
 
“You will catch me first,” quoth Jack,
 
Take a Confidence point for a good quip!
 
…and throwing off his invisible coat, so that the giant might see
him, and putting on his shoes of swiftness, he ran from the
giant, who followed like a walking castle, so that the very earth
seemed to shake at every step. Jack led him a long dance, in
order that the knights and ladies might see ; and at last, to end
the matter, ran lightly over the drawbridge, the giant, in full
speed, pursuing him with his club. Then, coming to the middle 

of the bridge, the giant’s great weight broke it down, and he
tumbled headlong into the water, where he rolled and
wallowed like a whale.
 
Jack, standing by the moat, laughed at him all the while ; but
though the giant foamed to hear him scoff, and plunged from
place to place in the moat, yet he could not get out to be
revenged. Jack at length got a cart-rope and cast it over the
two heads of the giant, and drew him ashore by a team of
horses, and then cut off both his heads with his sword of
sharpness, and sent them to King Arthur.
 
So, he’s sent at least five heads to Arthur at this point. What’s
Arthur doing with them? I’m reminded of a cartoon you should
seek on the internet, which shows Sun Tzu writing a sequel to
The Art of War called The Crafts of War and his editor telling
him that he’s gone insane. Is Arthur keeping them? Making
cauldrons out of them? Your magi might want one of those
cauldrons. Is he giving them to magicians in his service? Is
there a pile of them at the bottom of the magical lake from
which swords come? If he’s killing every giant, does that
include his uncle?
 
At this point I’m reminded of the curse of the 12 days of
Christmas where a progression of bizarre, unwanted gifts keep
piling up. “Arthur there’s another waggon of rotten heads out
here for you!”
 
What do you do if your covenant has the same problem?
Someone keeps dropping off a skull every morning, and not a
little skull: a skull that takes a wagon to carry. In time do you
become inured to the horror and use them as building
materials? Are your magi a mere six months of desensitisation
from Geigeresque horror? Have I listened to “Autoclave” too
often?
 
After some time spent in mirth and pastime. Jack, taking leave
of the knights and ladies, set out for new adventures. Through
many woods he passed, and came at length to the foot of a
high mountain. Here, late at night, he found a lonesome house,
and knocked at the door, which was opened by an ancient man
with a head as white as snow. “Father!” said Jack, “have you
any place where a traveller may rest that has lost his way?”
 
“Yes’ said the old man ; ‘”you are right welcome to my poor
cottage.” Whereupon Jack entered, and down they sat
together, and the old man began to speak as follows : — “Son, I
know you are the great conqueror of giants, and behold, my
son, on the top of this mountain is an enchanted castle, kept by
a giant named Galligantus, who, by the help of an old conjuror,
betrays knights and ladies into his castle, where, by magic art,
they are transformed into many shapes and forms ; but above
all, I weep for the fate of a duke’s daughter, whom they
fetched from her father’s garden, carrying her through the air
in a burning chariot drawn by fiery dragons, and then shut her
up within the castle, and transformed her into the shape of a 



a white hind. And though many knights have tried to break the
enchantment, and set her free, yet no one could do it on
account of two dreadful griffins which are placed at the castle
gate, and which destroy every one who comes near. But you,
my son, having an invisible coat, may pass by them unseen.
There you will find written on the gates of the castle in large
letters by what means the enchantment may be broken.”
 
So, this is clearly a faerie mentor. How else would he know of
the invisible cloak? It’s handy that the castle has written
instructions on the side. The lady’s a prize.
 
Your characters could take over this place: a fiery chariot draw
by griffins sounds like a great way to get from place to place
without study penalties for time away from the lab.
 
The old man having ended. Jack gave him his hand, and
promised that in the morning he would venture his life to free
the lady. In the morning Jack arose and put on his invisible
cloak and magic cap and shoes, and prepared himself for the
task. When he had reached the top of the mountain, he soon
saw the two fiery griffins, but passed them without fear,
because of his invisible coat, and having passed beyond them,
he found upon the gates of the castle a golden trumpet hung
by a silver chain, under which these lines were written — *’
Whoever shall this trumpet blow, Shall soon the giant
overthrow. And break the black enchantment straight ; So all
shall be in happy state.*’
 
Jack had no sooner read this but he blew the trumpet, at which
the castle trembled to its vast foundations, and the giant and
conjuror were in horrid fear, biting their thumbs and tearing
their hair, knowing their wicked reign was at an end. Then the
giant, stooping to take up his club. Jack at one blow cut off his
head ; whereupon the conjuror, mounting up into the air, was
carried away in a whirlwind.
 
Thumb biting is, in certain Irisih customs, a traditional, Druidic,
method of making magic more powerful by shedding blood.
Sometimes its called bone-gnawing, as, if I remember a Norse
saga correctly, the bite might go all the way through the flesh
to the bone underneath, potentially sacrificing the thumb.
 
Thus was the enchantment broken, and all the lords and ladies
who had so long been transformed into birds and beasts
returned to their proper shapes, and the castle vanished away
in a cloud of smoke. This being done, the head of Galligantus
was likewise, in the usual manner, brought to the court of King
Arthur, where, the very next day. Jack followed with the
knights and ladies who had been so happily set free.
Whereupon, as a reward for his good services, the king bade
the duke give his daughter in marriage to honest Jack. So
married they were, and the whole kingdom was filled with joy
at the wedding. 
 
 

Furthermore, the king bestowed on Jack a noble dwelling, with
very beautiful lands thereto belonging, where he and his lady
lived in great joy and happiness all the rest of their days.
 
You could put this Duchy anywhere, so that your covenant is
nearby. Arthur’s court contained the Dukes of Brittany, for
example. In northen Wales there wasn’t a duchy in the
traditional stories but the King of Norgalis, literally northern
Wales, was one of the members of the alliance which Arthur
crushed. His lands went to Arthur’s brother-in-law, Urien,
husband of Morgana le Fay. You could put Jack’s grave, and
descendants, wherever you like.
 
 
 



MAN – THE WITCH OF
SLIEU WALLIAN
One of our Isle of Man episodes. This story was
originally collected by Sophia Morrison and was
recorded into the public domain by Andrew
Calvillo. Thanks to Andrew and all the people at
LibriVox. After the story I’ll be popping up with a
few observations.

It was Midsummer Day, and the Peel Herring Fleet, with sails half
set, was ready for sea. The men had their barley sown, and their
potatoes down, and now their boats were rigged and nets stowed
on board and they were ready for the harvest of the sea. It was a
fine day, the sky was clear and the wind was in the right airt, being
from the north. But, as they say, ‘If custom will not get custom,
custom will weep.’ A basinful of water was brought from the Holy
Well and given to the Wise Woman that sold fair winds, as she
stood on the harbour-side with the women and children to watch
the boats off. They told her to look and tell of the luck of the
Herring Fleet. She bent over the water and, as she looked, her face
grew pale with [145]fear, and she gasped: ‘Hurroose, hurroose! An’
do ye know what I’m seeing?’
 
‘Let us hear,’ said they.
 
I’m seeing the wild waves lashed to foam away by great Bradda
Head,
 
I’m seeing the surge round the Chicken’s Rock an’ the breaker’s lip is
red;
 
I’m seeing where corpses toss in the Sound, with nets an’ gear an’
spars,
 
An’ never a one of the Fishing Fleet is riding under the stars.
 
There was a dead hush, and the men gathered close together,
muttering, till Gorry, the Admiral of the Fishing Fleet, stepped
forward, caught the basin out of her hands and flung it out to sea,
growling:
 
‘Sure as I’m alive, sure as I’m alive, woman, I’ve more than half a
mind to heave you in after it. If I had my way, the like of you an’ your
crew would be run into the sea. Boys, are we goin’ to lose a shot for
that bleb? Come on, let’s go an’ chonce it with the help of God.’
 
I‘Aye, no herring, no wedding. Let’s go an’ chonce it,’ said young
Cashen.

So hoisting sails they left the port and when the land was fairly
opened out, so that they could see the Calf, they headed for the
south and stood out for the Shoulder. Soon a fine breeze put them
in the fishing-ground, and every man was looking out for signs of
herring—perkins, gannets, fish playing on the surface, oily water, and
such like. When the sun was set and the evening was too dark to see
the Admiral’s Flag, the skipper of each lugger held his arm out at full
length, and when he could no longer see the black in his thumb-nail
he ordered the men to shoot their nets. And as they lay to their
trains it all fell out as the witch had said. Soon the sea put on
another face, the wind from westward blew a sudden gale and
swelled up the waves with foam. The boats were driven hither and
thither, and the anchors dragged quickly behind them. Then the men
hoisted sail before the wind and struggled to get back to land, and
the lightning was all the light they had. It was so black dark that they
could see no hill, and above the uproar of the sea they could hear
the surges pounding on the rocky coast. The waves were rising like
mountains, breaking over the boats and harrying them from stem to
stern. They were dashed to pieces on the rocks of the Calf, and only
two men escaped with their lives.
 
But there was one boat that had got safe back to port before the
storm, and that was the boat of the Seven Boys. She was a Dalby
boat and belonged to seven young men who were all unmarried.
They were always good to the Dooinney Marrey, the Merman, and
when they were hauling their nets they would throw him a dishful of
herring, and in return they had always good luck with their fishing.
This night, after the Fleet had shot their nets sometime, the night
being still fine and calm, the Seven Boys heard the voice of the
Merman hailing them and saying:
 
‘It is calm and fine now; there will be storm enough soon!’
 
When the Skipper heard this he said: ‘Every herring must hang by its
own gills,’ and he and his crew at once put their nets on board and
gained the harbour. And it was given for law ever after that no crew
was to be made up of single men only; there was to be at least one
married man on board and no man was bound by his hiring to fish in
this same south sea, which was called ‘The Sea of Blood’ from that
day.
 
As for the witch, they said she had raised the storm by her spells and
they took her to the top of the great mountain Slieu Whallian, put
her into a spiked barrel and rolled her from the top to the bottom,
where the barrel sank into the bog. For many and many a long year
there was a bare track down the steep mountain-side, where grass
would never grow, nor ling, nor gorse. They called it ‘The Witch’s
Way,’ and they say that her screams are heard in the air every year
on the day she was put to death.
 



The witch divines the future using water from the holy well. This isn’t unusual in Celtic
areas: you see similar things in Cornwall. It may seem strange in the standard Hermetic
setting for holy places to produce what we would recognize as vis, yet throughout Celtic
charming, it is extremely common for folk magicians to pray, use holy objects, invoke
angels or otherwise call on the divine.
 
Does this witch have the Visions Virtue or is she casting Sailor’s Foretaste of the Morrow
or is she simply lying, then using her charms to make her lies true (something we saw in
another predictor in the Tales From a Chinese Studio last year).
 
She’s a witch who sells fair winds. I’m not sure what this means in a Manx context. If we
were having a look at one of our Cornish folktales, and we had a witch who sold fair wind,
that would mean she makes magic knots. When a fair wind was blowing, she would climb
to the top of the cliff, tie three knots in a handkerchief or a rope, then would sell that rope
to a sailor. When a sailor has become becalmed, he can undo one of the knots to create a
breeze. This is a minor folk charm.
 
It’s not clear to me why having a married man in each boat increases the likelihood of all
the boats coming home, given that the boat that came home is full of unmarried men. I
presume it’s an attempt to use either the blessing of the sacrament of marriage or the
True Love Virtue to bring the men back. Alternatively it could just be that married men
take fewer risks. At the start they talk about “No herring, no wedding.” This means that
poor men can’t get married. Married men are a little bit more financially stable, they don’t
need to take dramatic risks, to win a wife, and therefore their cool heads may bring the
entire boat home. It does seem like weaponizing miracles can you do the something with
your grog turb for example?
 
Putting a witch in a spiked barrel and rolling her down a hill has been the traditional way
of destroying witches in Man since pre-Christian times. It used to happen on hills that
were dedicated to the god Thor. I believe that this type of hill, now a hill of St John, is
where the Parliament of the Isle of Man still meets. I am not sure if these are meant to be
the same two hills. It means that the hill she was rolled down either, because it is sacred
to St John, has a Divine Aura or, because Saint John is used pretty much wherever you
want to use fairy power (his feast is the midsummer equinox) whether it’s still in some
sense a human sacrifice to Thor. and therefore a source of great fairy power.
 
The witch’s way creates a scar in the land which may be Infernal and her screams are
heard annually. I’ve been playing a lot of Fallen London in the last year, and in Fallen
London wild words are one of the categories of treasure. I wonder if the witch’s screams
can be trapped in a bottle and used as Mentem vis. It maybe infernally tainted. In my saga
it would be, but your saga may vary

PLOT HOOKS



CHRONICLES OF SHADOW
VALLEY 1
The works of Lord Dunsany provided many dozens
of plot hooks, and monsters, for the early episodes
of this podcast. It also provided material for the
longest. In my fossicking I took the easy pieces, in
his short story collections, and left Dunsany’s
novels alone. I thought them insufficiently
fantastical. I was, however, mistaken.
 
Time to remedy my error. This episode begins Don
Rodriguez: The Chronicles of Shadow Valley,
Dunsany’s first novel. It’s a little like Ray Bradbury’s
novels, in that you can see its a series of short
pieces which have been stitched together. We
begin by meeting our protagonist, who is called
Rodriguez Trinidad Fernandez, Concepcion
Henrique Maria in a section I’ve cut from what
follows. He might make a fine companion to any
covenant. I’ll be cutting out some of the more florid
patches of the work, although I encourage you to
check them out.
 
Our reader is Ed Humpal, who gave these
recordings to the public through L:ibrivox. Long
term listeners may remember Ed’s voice from some
of our earlier forays beyond the fields we know.
These works are quite long, and Ed’s voice is quite
distinct form mine, so I won’t save my comments
for the end.
 
And now, to the Golden Age of Spain.

After long and patient research I am still unable to give to the reader
of these Chronicles the exact date of the times that they tell of. Were
it merely a matter of history there could be no doubts about the
period; but where magic is concerned, to however slight an extent,
there must always be some element of mystery, arising partly out of
ignorance and partly from the compulsion of those oaths by which
magic protects its precincts from the tiptoe of curiosity.
 
Moreover, magic, even in small quantities, appears to affect time,
much as acids affect some metals, curiously changing its substance,
until dates seem to melt into a mercurial form that renders them
elusive even to the eye of the most watchful historian...
 

THE FIRST CHRONICLE
 
Being convinced that his end was nearly come, and having lived long
on earth (and all those years in Spain, in the golden time), the Lord of
the Valleys of Arguento Harez, whose heights see not Valladolid,
called for his eldest son.
 
The lordship is fictional, but Valladolid was the capital of the united
Spain under Ferdinand and Isabella. It is in the northwest of modern
Spain.
 
And so he addressed him when he was come to his chamber, dim
with its strange red hangings and august with the splendour of Spain:
“O eldest son of mine, your younger brother being dull and clever, on
whom those traits that women love have not been bestowed by God;
and know my eldest son that here on earth, and for ought I know
Hereafter, but certainly here on earth, these women be the arbiters
of all things; and how this be so God knoweth only, for they are vain
and variable, yet it is surely so: your younger brother then not having
been given those ways that women prize,..For himself he will win
nothing, and therefore I will leave him these my valleys, for not
unlikely it was for some sin of mine that his spirit was visited with
dullness, as Holy Writ sets forth, the sins of the fathers being visited
on the children; and thus I make him amends. But to you I leave my
long, most flexible, ancient Castilian blade, which infidels dreaded if
old songs be true. Merry and lithe it is, and its true temper singeth
when it meets another blade as two friends sing when met after
many years. It is most subtle, nimble and exultant; and what it will not
win for you in the wars, that shall be won for you by your mandolin,
for you have a way with it that goes well with the old airs of Spain.
 
Here we see signs of the flux in time which Dunsany noted at the
beginning: there are no mandolins in Spain before the 18th century,
because there aren’t mandolins anywhere before that time: they are a
relatively late descendant of the lute. Either this familiay has an
insrument no-one else has, which would explain why they get away
with some much because of its music, or this is actually a lute.
 
And choose, my son, rather a moonlight night when you sing under
those curved balconies that I knew, ah me, so well; for there is much
advantage in the moon. In the first place maidens see in the light of
the moon, especially in the Spring, more romance than you might
credit, for it adds for them a mystery to the darkness which the night
has not when it is merely black. And if any statue should gleam
 



There’s a situational bonus for his Music roll there. Also, there’s no
magnolia tree: that arrives in Spain via the Columbian exchange. It’s
possible the old man, in his dying, is passinfg on a Knack Virtue to
his advice.
 
There is this advantage also in the moon, that, if interrupters come,
the moonlight is better suited to the play of a blade than the mere
darkness of night; indeed but the merry play of my sword in the
moonlight was often a joy to see, it so flashed, so danced, so
sparkled. In the moonlight also one makes no unworthy stroke, but
hath scope for those fair passes that Sevastiani taught, which were
long ago the wonder of Madrid.”
 
I have no idea if this swordmaster Sevastiani is real. I presume not,
although I do note there’s also a Hermetic duelling school of a
similar name, Sebastian. San Sebastian is a place: it’s the centre of
the Basque territory in the north of Spain. The saint, as defender of
plague victims and soldiers, was popular in the later medieval period.
 
The old lord paused, and breathed for a little space, as it were
gathering breath for his last words to his son. He breathed
deliberately, then spoke again. “I leave you,” he said, “well content
that you have the two accomplishments, my son, that are most
needful in a Christian man, skill with the sword and a way with the
mandolin. There be other arts indeed among the heathen, for the
world is wide and hath full many customs, but these two alone are
needful.” And then with that grand manner that they had at that
time in Spain, although his strength was failing, he gave to his eldest
son his Castilian sword. He lay back then in the huge, carved,
canopied bed; his eyes closed, the red silk curtains rustled, and there
was no sound of his breathing. But the old lord’s spirit, whatever
journey it purposed, lingered yet in its ancient habitation….silence
fell again, with scarcely the sound of breathing. Then gathering up
his strength for the last time and looking at his son, “The sword to
the wars,” he said. “The mandolin to the balconies.” With that he fell
back dead.
 
The commands of a dying man have a mystical power about them.
It’s wise for the young man to not ignore them.
 
Now there were no wars at that time so far as was known in Spain,
but that old lord’s eldest son, regarding those last words of his father
as a commandment, determined then and there in that dim, vast
chamber to gird his legacy to him and seek for the wars, wherever
the wars might be, so soon as the obsequies of the sepulture were
ended. And of those obsequies I tell not here, for they are fully told
in the Black Books of Spain, and the deeds of that old lord’s youth
are told in the Golden Stories. The Book of Maidens mentions him,
and again we read of him in Gardens of Spain.
 
To have a think about these books: I don’t think the Black Books of
Spain exist. If you are thinking of the Golden Legends, when we read
“Golden Stories” then that gives as its counter the Black Legend,
which is a historiographic dispute that kicked off before Dunsany
wrote. At its core, it’s that Spain is used as a whipping boy by foreign
historians. When the Spanish go to the New World and ransack the
place, they are called conquers, vandals, and monsters, but when
British or French people do exactly the same thing they are
colonists, founders, and traders.
 

The Book of Maidens might be a reference to “The Book of the City
of Ladies” by Christine de Pisan. Alternatively it might be a reference
to De Mulieribus Claris (“Concerning Famous Women”) by
Boccaccio. Either way, it might explain the older man’s idea that
women are the true masters of things. These were early works that
advocated the education of, and respect for, women.
 
The Gardens of Spain is a puzzle. There’s a classical piece called
Nights in the Gardens of Spain, which is meant to evoke Sufi
mystical dances in the third section, but I can’t place the book.
 
So he was buried, and his eldest son fared forth with his legacy
dangling from his girdle in its long, straight, lovely scabbard, blue
velvet, with emeralds on it, fared forth on foot along a road of
Spain…Upon his back he had slung his mandolin.…
 
And all the way as he went the young man looked at the flame of
those southern flowers, flashing on either side of him all the way, as
though the rainbow had been broken in Heaven and its fragments
fallen on Spain. All the way as he went he gazed at those flowers,
the first anemones of the year; and long after, whenever he sang to
old airs of Spain, he thought of Spain as it appeared that day in all
the wonder of Spring; the memory lent a beauty to his voice and a
wistfulness to his eyes that accorded not ill with the theme of the
songs he sang, and were more than once to melt proud hearts
deemed cold.
 
He seems to have developed a virtue like Free Expression?
 
And so gazing he came to a town that stood on a hill, before he was
yet tired, though he had done nigh twenty of those flowery miles of
Spain; and since it was evening and the light was fading away, he
went to an inn and drew his sword in the twilight and knocked with
the hilt of it on the oaken door. The name of it was the Inn of the
Dragon and Knight. A light was lit in one of the upper windows, the
darkness seemed to deepen at that moment, a step was heard
coming heavily down a stairway….
 
And there, on the very doorstep of an Infernally-tainted inn, we
leave our young hero. His statistics will be given on the blog that
accompanies the the podcast. Next month, when we return to the
chronicles, he hires a terrible servant, who is also suited as a
companion or grog, after he dispatches the evil of the inn, making it
a suitable site for a Spring covenant with a bit of spirit.



PRECIOUS STONES 3
A few further notes from Kunz’s Curious Lore of Precious
Stones.
 

DIAMOND
The virtues ascribed to this stone are almost all directly
traceable either to its unconquerable hardness or to its
transparency and purity. It was therefore thought to bring
victory to the wearer, by endowing him with superior strength,
fortitude, and courage. Marbodus tells us it was a magic stone
of great power and served to drive away nocturnal spectres;
for this purpose it should be set in gold and worn on the left
arm. For St. Hildegard the sovereign virtue of the diamond
was recognized by the devil, who was a great enemy of this
stone because it resisted his power by day and by night.
Rueus calls it “a gem of reconciliation,” as it enhanced the
love of a husband for his wife.
 
Cardano takes a more pessimistic view of the qualities of the
diamond. He says: It is believed to make the wearer unhappy;
its effects therefore are the same upon the mind as that of the
sun upon the eye, for the latter rather dims than strengthens
the sight. It indeed renders fearless, but there is nothing that
contributes more to our safety than prudence and fear;
therefore it is better to fear.
 
The diamond was often associated with the lightning and was
sometimes believed to owe its origin to the thunderbolt,
 
In the Talmud we read of a gem, supposed to have been the
diamond, which was worn by the high priest. This stone
served to show the guilt or innocence of one accused of any
crime; if the accused were guilty, the stone would grow dim,
but if he were innocent, it would shine more brilliantly than
ever. This quality is also alluded to by Sir John Mandeville,
who wrote: It happens often that the good diamond loses its
virtue by sin and for incontinence of him who bears it.
 
The Arabians and Persians, as well as the modern Egyptians,
agree in attributing to the diamond a wonderful power to bring
good fortune, and Rabbi Benoni, a mystic of the fourteenth
century, treating of its magic virtues, asserts that it produces
somnambulism, and, as a talisman, so powerfully attracts the
planetary influences that it renders the wearer invincible; it
was also said to provoke a state of spiritual ecstasy. An
alchemist of the same century, Pierre de Boniface, asserted
that the diamond made the wearer invisible.
 
A curious fancy, prevalent in regard to many stones,
attributed sex to the diamond, and it is therefore not surprising
that these stones were also supposed to possess
reproductive powers. In this connection Sir John Mandeville
wrote: They grow together, male and female, and are 

nourished by the dew of heaven; and they engender
commonly, and bring forth small children that multiply and
grow all the year. I have oftentimes tried the experiment that if
a man keep them with a little of the rock, and water them with
May dew often, they shall grow every year and the small will
grow great.
 
According to a wide-spread superstition, the talismanic power
of a diamond was lost if the stone were acquired by purchase;
only when received as a gift could its virtues be depended on.
The same belief is noted regarding the turquoise. The spirit
dwelling in the stone was thought to take offence at the idea
of being bought and sold, and was supposed to depart from
the stone, leaving it nothing more than a bit of senseless
matter. If, however, the diamond (or turquoise) were offered
as a pledge of love or friendship, the spirit was quite willing to
transfer its good offices from one owner to another.
 
Aristotle says that no one except Alexander ever reached the
place where the diamond is produced. This is a valley,
connected with the land Hind. The glance cannot penetrate to
its greatest depths and serpents are found there, the like of
which no man hath seen, and upon which no man can gaze
without dying. However, this power endures only as long as
the serpents live, for when they die the power leaves them. In
this place summer reigns for six months and winter for the
same length of time. Now, Alexander ordered that an iron
mirror should be brought and placed at the spot where the
serpents dwelt. When the serpents approached, their glance
fell upon their own image in the mirror, and this caused their
death. Hereupon, Alexander wished to bring out the diamonds
from the valley, but no one was willing to undertake the
descent. Alexander therefore sought counsel of the wise men,
and they told him to throw down a piece of flesh into the
valley. This he did, the diamonds became attached to the
flesh, and the birds of the air seized the flesh and bore it up
out of the valley. Then Alexander ordered his people to
pursue the birds and to pick up what fell from the flesh.”
 
Of the many medicinal virtues attributed to the diamond, one
of the most noteworthy is that of an antidote for poisons.
Strangely enough, the belief in its efficacy in this respect was
coupled with the idea that the stone in itself was a deadly
poison. The origin of this latter fancy must be sought in the
tradition that the place wherein the diamonds were generated
—“in the land where it is six months day and six months
night”—was guarded by venomous creatures who, in passing
over the stones, were wounded by the sharp points of the
crystals, and thus embued the stones with some of their
venom. The attribution of curative properties in case of
poisoning arose from association of ideas.



 The diamond was also believed to afford protection from
plague or pestilence, and a proof of its powers in this direction
was found in the fact that the plague first attacked the poorer
classes, sparing the rich, who could afford to adorn
themselves with diamonds. Naturally, in common with other
precious stones, this brilliant gem was supposed to cure
many diseases. Marbodus tells us that it was even a cure for
insanity.
 
Is this a demonic or faerie Ward?
 
An Austrian nobleman, who for a long time had not been able
to sleep without having terrible dreams, was immediately
cured by wearing a small diamond set in gold on his arm, so
that the stone came in contact with his skin.
 
The fact that in this case, as in many others, the stone was
required to touch the skin, proves that the effect supposed to
be produced was not altogether magical, but in the nature of a
physical emanation from the stone to the body of the wearer.
 
We are told that when Pope Clement VII was seized by his
last illness, in 1534, his physicians resorted to powders
composed of various precious stones. In the space of
fourteen days they are asserted to have given the pope forty
thousand ducats’ worth of these stones, a single dose costing
as much as three thousand ducats. The most costly remedy
of all was a diamond administered to him at Marseilles.
Unfortunately, this lavish expenditure was of no avail; indeed,
according to our modern science, the remedies might have
sufficed to end the pope’s life, without the help of his disease.
 
Pot hook idea: if you know some’s going to feed gemstones to
a Pope, your magi can swap out the originals for temporary
stones with Creo Terram spells and profit.
 
The old fancy that the diamond grew dark in the presence of
poison is explained by the Italian physician Gonelli as caused
by minute and tenuous particles which emanated from the
poison, impinged upon the surface of the diamond, and,
unable to penetrate its dense mass, accumulated on the
surface, thus producing a superficial discoloration.
 
Suggested Shape and Material Bonuses
Diamond versus demons +5 (ArM5)
Resistance to damage +5
Cure or cause poisoning +5
Detect poison +5
Prevent plague +3
Cure minds +2

EMERALD
 
The emerald was believed to foreshow future events, but we
do not learn whether visions were actually seen in the stone,
as they were in spheres of rock-crystal or beryl, or whether
the emerald endowed the wearer with a supernatural fore-
knowledge of what was to come. {Either way, it’s the Visions
Flaw] As a revealer of truth, this stone was an enemy of all
enchantments and conjurations; hence it was greatly favored
by magicians, who found all their arts of no avail if an emerald
were in their vicinity when they began to weave their spells.
 
[Can you smuggle one into the lab of an enemy wizard to
cause lab accidents?]
 
To this supernatural power inherent in the stone, enabling it to
quicken the prophetic faculty, may be added many other
virtues. If any one wished to strengthen his memory or to
become an eloquent speaker, he was sure to attain his end
by securing possession of a fine emerald. And not only the
ambitious, but also those whose hearts had been smitten by
the shafts from Cupid’s bow found in this stone an invaluable
auxiliary, for it revealed the truth or falsity of lover’s oaths.
Strange to say, however, the emerald, although commonly
assigned to Venus, was often regarded as an enemy of
sexual passion. So sensitive was the stone believed to be in
this respect that Albertus Magnus relates of King Bela of
Hungary, who possessed an exceptionally valuable emerald
set in a ring, that, when he embraced his wife while wearing
this ring on his finger, the stone broke into three parts.
 
After stating that the emerald sharpens the wits and quickens
the intelligence, Cardano declares that it therefore made
people more honest, for “dishonesty is nothing but ignorance,
stupidity, and ill-nature.”
 
Emerald sharpened the wits, conferred riches and the power
to predict future events. To evolve this latter virtue it must be
put under the tongue. It also strengthened the memory. The
light-colored stones were esteemed the best and legend told
that they were brought from the “nests of griffons.”
 
A curious quid pro quo appears in a fifteenth century treatise
on gems written in French. Here, in a list of engraved gems
suitable for use as amulets, we read, “If you find a dromedary
engraved on a stone with hair flowing over its shoulders, this
stone will bring peace and concord between man and wife.”
The original Latin text read, “If you find Andromeda on a stone
with hair flowing over her shoulders,” etc. 
 
The emerald, according to Damigeron, was to be engraved
with a scarab, beneath which was to be a standing figure of
Isis. The gem, when completed, was to be pierced
longitudinally and worn in a brooch. The fortunate owner of
this talisman was then to adorn himself and the members of 
 



his family, and, a consecration having been pronounced, he
was assured that he would see “the glory of the stone granted
it by God.” Possibly this may have meant that the stone would
become luminous.
 
The emerald was employed as an antidote for poisons and for
poisoned wounds, as well as against demoniacal possession.
If worn on the neck it was said to cure the “semitertian” fever
and epilepsy…Alluding to its powers as an antidote for
poisons, Rueus asserts that if the weight of eighty barley-
corns of its powder were given to one dying from the effects
of poison, the dose would save his life. The Arabs prized
emeralds highly for this purpose, and Abenzoar states that,
having once taken a poisonous herb, he placed an emerald in
his mouth and applied another to his stomach, whereupon he
was entirely cured.
 
It speaks not a little for the beauty of the emerald that so good
a judge of precious stones as Pliny should have pronounced
this gem to be the only one that delighted the eye without
fatiguing it, adding that when the vision was wearied by
gazing intently at other objects, it gained renewed strength by
viewing an emerald. So general in the early centuries of our
era was the persuasion that the pure green hue of emeralds
aided the eyesight, that gem engravers are said to have kept
some of them on their work-tables, so as to be able to look at
the stones from time to time and thus relieve the eye-strain
caused by close application to their delicate task.
 
Psellus says that a cataplasm made of emeralds was of help
to those suffering from leprosy; he adds that if pulverized and
taken in water they would check hemorrhages. They were
especially commended for use as amulets to be hung on the
necks of children, as they were believed to ward off and
prevent epilepsy. If, however, the violence of the disease was
such that it could not be overcome by the stone, the latter
would break. Hermes Trismegistus says the emerald cures
ophthalmia and hemorrhages. The great Hermes must have
had a special preference for this stone, since his treatise on
chemistry is said to have been found inscribed on an emerald.
 
Teifashi (1242 a.d.) believed that the emerald was a cure for
hæmoptysis and for dysentery if it were worn over the liver of
the person affected; to cure gastric troubles, the stone was to
be laid upon the stomach. Furthermore, the wearer was
protected from the attacks of venomous creatures, and evil
spirits were driven from the place where emeralds were kept.
 
Suggested Shape and Material Bonuses
calm 2 (ArM5)
incite love or passion 4 (ArM5)
snakes and dragon kind 7 (ArM5)
aiding study +3
curing the eye +3
banish demons +3
prevent spellcasting +7



THE FAERIE FOOTMAN
AND THE DRINKING HORN
This week: when noblemen ruin perfectly good vis sources for no
reason. The recording used in this episode was released into the
public domain through LibriVox. Thanks again to all the LibriVoxians!
 
Once upon a time a knight was riding in the country beyond
Gloucester and came to a forest abounding and boars stags and
every kind of wild beasts. Now in a grove of this forest there was a
little mount rising in a point to the height of a man on which knights
and other hunters we reused to ascend when fatigued with heat and
thirst to seek some relief. The nature of the place – for it is a fairy
place – is such the whoever ascends the mound must leave his
companions and go quite alone. As a knight rode in the wood and
came nigh this very knoll he met with a woodcutter and questioned
him about it.
 
He must go to there alone the woodcutter told him and say as of
speaking to some other person “I thirst”. Immediately there would
appear a cup bearer in a rich crimson dress with a shining face,
bearing in his stretched out hand a large horn adorned with gold and
gems, such as was the custom among the most ancient English. The
cup was full of nectar of an unknown but most delicious flavor, and
when it was drunk, all inweariness fled from those who drank of it,
so that they became ready to toil anew, instead of being tired from
having toiled. Moreover when the nectar was drunk the cup bearer
offered a towel to the drinker to wipe his mouth with and then
having done this, he waited neither for a silver penny for his services
nor for any question to be asked. The knight laughed to himself
when he heard this. Who, thought he, would be fool enough, having
within his grasp such a drinking horn, ever to let it go again from
him?
 
Later that very same day as he rode back, hot and tired and thirsty
from his hunting, he bethought him of the fairy knoll and the fairy
horn. Sending away his followers he repaired thither and alone and
did as the woodcutter had told him. He ascended the little hill and
said in a bold voice: “I thirst!” Instantly there appeared, as the
woodcutter had foretold, a cup bearer in a crimson dress bearing in
his hand a drinking horn. The horn was virtually beset with precious
gems and the knight was filled with envy at the sight of it.
 
TNo sooner had he seized upon it and tasted of its delicious nectar
than he determined to make off with the horn. So having gotten the
horn and drunk of it every drop, instead of returning it to the
cupbearer – as in good manners he should have done – he stepped
down from the knoll and rudely made off with it in his hand.
 
But learn what fate overtook this knight. The good Earl of
Gloucester, standing on the ferry knoll when he heard of the wicked
knight had destroyed the kind custom of the horn, attacked the
robber in his stronghold and forthright slew him, and carried off the
horn. But, alas, the Earl did not return it to the fairy cupbearer, but
gave it to his master and Lord ,King Henry the Elder. Since then you
may stand all day at the fairy knoll and many times cry “I thirst!” but
you may not taste of the fairy horn.

Thanks to Ruth Logano for the reading.
 
One of the limits of magic, in Ars Magica, is that magicians become
fatigued while casting spells and cannot use magic to repair their
own fatigue. The best they can do is use magic to shift their fatigue
to other, nearby people. This drinking horn, however, appears to
cure fatigue, at least when used in the correct ritual context. Can
magi duplicate this effect?
 
Can Magi start the custom again and then build their covenant
around this hill, so when they become fatigued (for example during a
siege) they just run to the hill, shout that they are thirsty, have a
drink and begin combat anew?
 
Which King Henry this story refers to isn’t clear. With regard to the
Earl of Gloucester, in the Ars Magica period the Earldom of
Gloucester has had a bit of churn. Its holder from 1184 was Isabel of
Gloucester (the daughter of the previous Earl). She married and the
position of earl was given to her husband. Then she was widowed
and remarried: it was given to her second husband. He died, and she
held it in her own right for about a year, then King John gave it to
her nephew after her death.
 
Gilbert de Clare is the Earl of Gloucester in 1220. He’s also the Earl
of Hartford so I’m not sure how much time he spends in his
Gloucester demesnes. He’s of interests with regard to the Cornish
material that we’ve been developing on this podcast. His wife (who
is another Isabel) went on to marry Richard Plantagenet, the Earl of
Cornwall and King of the Romans.
 
De Clare was an odd one. He was on the side of Prince Louie of
France when he nipped over in 1215, claimed the English crown,
and then headed back to France claiming that he had never claimed
the English crown. During that war de Clare was captured by
William Marshall, who was fighting on behalf of King John. Indeed
William Marshall is the reason we now call field marshals that: the
rank is named after him. De Clare must have been a pretty cunning
one, because the Isabel I just mentioned is William Marshall’s
daughter. He became part of the extended cluster of William
Marshall’s sons and sons-in-law which controlled the Welsh border.
These were the Marcher Lords who could, in their own areas, defy
the King.
 
If the whole story is moved into the Ars Magica period, presumably
is held by King Henry III in one of his treasuries. Storyguides wishing
to use the Fair Maid of Brittany material about Corfe Castle in “Tales
of Mythic Europe” may find it convenient for the horn to be stored
there: your saga may vary .
 



THE SIREN OF THE PIER

Some members of House Merintia
report the existence of a creature they
call “the siren of the pier”. It takes its
name from its habit of killing sailors
however, metaphysically, it is more
similar to possessing spirits like the
Mormo (in Realms of Power: Faerie).
The siren selects the beloved of a sailor
returning to port, then steals her
affection away. It then puppets the
possessed woman so that she breaks
the heart of her sailor-swain. This
causes him to commit suicide. To do this
the Siren of the Pier forces a series of
personality trait rolls. n
 
Note that the creature can attack
anyone who has returned from a long
distance over water. Sailors are
apparently its preferred victims but
merchants or soldiers from foreign wars
are also common targets. The faerie
cannot force these rolls on true lovers,
so it avoids selecting them as victims.
 
Thomas Hood, a 19th century poet,
wrote two works called his “Faithless
poems” about women left behind by
sailors and soldiers. Hood was a
comedian: some of his puns don’t quite
land in the early 21st century.
 
The recordings used in the podcast were
read into the public domain by Leonard
Wilson through LibriVoxt. Thanks to
Leonard. Statistics for the creature will
added to this post during the November
Monster Challenge, as will statistics for
the creature ritually prevented by the
stake in the second poem.
 
 

““O, would I were a mermaid now,
For then I ’d follow him!
But O, I ’m not a fish-woman,
And so I cannot swim.
 
Alas! I was not born beneath
The Virgin and the Scales,
So I must curse my cruel stars,
And walk about in Wales.”
 
Now Ben had sailed to many a place
That ’s underneath the world;
But in two years the ship came home,
And all her sails were furled.
 
But when he called on Sally Brown,
To see how she got on,
He found she ’d got another Ben,
Whose Christian-name was John.
 
“O Sally Brown! O Sally Brown!
How could you serve me so?
I ’ve met with many a breeze before,
But never such a blow!”
 
Then, reading on his ’bacco box,
He heaved a heavy sigh,
And then began to eye his pipe,
And then to pipe his eye.
 
And then he tried to sing, “All ’s
Well!”
But could not, though he tried;
His head was turned,—and so he
chewed
His pigtail till he died.
 
His death, which happened in his
berth,
At forty-odd befell;
They went and told the sexton, and
The sexton tolled the bell.

A MONSTER FROM THE COMEDIC POETRY
OF THOMAS HOOD

FAITHLESS SALLY BROWN
Young Ben he was a nice young man,
A carpenter by trade;
And he fell in love with Sally Brown,
That was a lady’s maid.
 
But as they fetched a walk one day,
They met a press-gang crew;
And Sally she did faint away,
Whilst Ben he was brought to.
 
The boatswain swore with wicked words
Enough to shock a saint,
That, though she did seem in a fit,
’T was nothing but a feint.
Come, girl,” said he, “hold up your head,
He ’ll be as good as me;
For when your swain is in our boat
A boatswain he will be.”
 
So when they ’d made their game of her,
And taken off her elf,
She roused, and found she only was
A coming to herself.
 
“And is he gone, and is he gone?”
She cried and wept outright;
“Then I will to the water-side,
And see him out of sight.”
 
A waterman came up to her;
“Now, young woman,” said he,
“If you weep on so, you will make
Eye-water in the sea.”
 
“Alas! they ’ve taken my beau, Ben,
To sail with old Benbow;”
And her woe began to run afresh,
As if she ’d said, Gee woe!
 
Says he, “They ’ve only taken him
To the tender-ship, you see.”
“The tender-ship,” cried Sally Brown,
“What a hard-ship that must be!”



THE SIREN OF THE PIER
A PATHETIC BALLAD
(“FAITHLESS NELLY GRAY”)

Ben Battle was a soldier bold,
And used to war’s alarms;
But a cannon-ball took off his legs,
So he laid down his arms.
 
Now as they bore him off the field,
Said he, “Let others shoot;
For here I leave my second leg,
And the Forty-second Foot.”
 
The army-surgeons made him limbs:
Said he, “They ’re only pegs;
But there ’s as wooden members
quite
As represent my legs.”
 
Now Ben he loved a pretty maid,—
Her name was Nelly Gray;
So he went to pay her his devours,
When he devoured his pay.
 
But when he called on Nelly Gray,
She made him quite a scoff;
And when she saw his wooden legs,
Began to take them off.
 
“O Nelly Gray! O Nelly Gray!
Is this your love so warm?
The love that loves a scarlet coat
Should be more uniform.”
 
Said she, “I loved a soldier once,
For he was blithe and brave;
But I will never have a man
With both legs in the grave.
 
“Before you had those timber toes
Your love I did allow;
But then, you know, you stand upon
Another footing now.”
 
“O Nelly Gray! O Nelly Gray!
For all your jeering speeches,
At duty’s call I left my legs
In Badajos’s breaches.”

“Why, then,” said she, “you ’ve lost the feet
Of legs in war’s alarms,
And now you cannot wear your shoes
Upon your feats of arms!”
 
“O false and fickle Nelly Gray!
I know why you refuse:
Though I ’ve no feet, some other man
Is standing in my shoes.
 
“I wish I ne’er had seen your face;
But, now a long farewell!
For you will be my death;—alas!
You will not be my Nell!”
 
Now when he went from Nelly Gray
His heart so heavy got,
And life was such a burden grown,
It made him take a knot.
 
So round his melancholy neck
A rope he did intwine,
And, for his second time in life,
Enlisted in the Line.
 
One end he tied around a beam,
And then removed his pegs;
And as his legs were off,—of course
He soon was off his legs.
 
And there he hung till he was dead
As any nail in town;
For, though distress had cut him up,
It could not cut him down.
 
A dozen men sat on his corpse,
To find out why he died,—
And they buried Ben in four cross-roads,
With a stake in his inside.

Note the traditional ward against
suicides rising as vampires or revnants
here.



MAN : THE BUGGANE OF ST
TRINIAN'S
This week one of our Isle of Man episodes: the
Buggane of the broken church of St Trinian’s. The
recording used came from the book by Sophia
Morrison and was released into the public domain
through LibriVox by Kurt from Tucson.
 
A long time ago there came some monks to the broad, rough
meadow, which is between dark Greeba mountain and the high
road, and they chose a nice place and set up a church to St.
Trinian’s on it. But they reckoned without the power of the
buggane who had his haunt in the mountain. The buggane was
mighty angry and he said to himself “I’ll have no peace night or
day with their jingling bells if I let them finish the building!”
 
And as he had nothing else to do he took it into his head to
amuse himself by tossing off the roof, so when the roof of the
church was first put on there was heard that very night a
dreadful sound in it. And when the people of Greeba got up
early next morning they found their church roofless and planks
and broken beams all around the place. After a time, and with
great effort, the roof was put on again, but when it was on a
great storm arose in the night and it was blown down from the
walls, exactly as had happened before. This fall put fear in the
people for they were sure now that it was the evil, destructive
buggane himself that was doing the mischief. But though they
were terrified they resolved to make one more attempt.
 
The third roof was nearly finished: now there was a brave little
tailor living about a mile from Greeba, and because he had not
too much worldly gear he made a wager that, when the new
roof was on, he would not only spend the first night in the
church, but also make a pair of breeches there. The wager was
taken of eagerly as they hoped that if the roof was one night up
it would be left on, so Timothy (that was the name of the little
tailor) went to the church on the very first evening after the new
roof had been put on.
 
He started just when the shadow was beginning to get gray by
the hedges he took with him cloth needle and thread, thimble
and scissors. He entered the church boldly, lit a couple of big
candles, and looked all over the building to see that everything
was right. Then he locked the door so that there was no way to
get in. He cut out the cloth, and seating himself cross-legged in
the chancel he put on his thimble and set to work at the
breeches.
 
 
 

He paid no heed to the darkness of the lonely church at dead of night but
with long thread and needle he bent low over his work, his fingers
moving backwards and forwards rapidly, casting strange beckoning
shadows on the walls. The breeches got to be finished or he would lose
his wager, so he stitched away as fast as he could, thinking about the
good money the people would have to give him. The wind was beginning
to rise and trees sketched their arms against the windows. The tailor
looked cautiously up and down and round about nothing strange came in
sight and he took courage then he threaded his needle and began his
work again. He gave another sharp glance around but saw nothing at all
except the glimmer of the place near the candles an empty deep
darkness away beyond them, so his courage rose high, and he said to
himself “It’s all foolishness that’s at the people about the buggane, for
after all the like isn’t in”.
 
But at that very the ground heaved up under him and rumbling sounds
came up from below. The sounds grew louder underneath and Timothy
glanced quickly up. All of a sudden a great big head broke a hole through
the pavement just before him, and came slowly rising up through the
hole. It was covered with a mane of coarse black hair. It had eyes like
torches, and glittering sharp tusks. And when the head had risen above
the pavement the furious eyes glared fiercely at Tim. The big, ugly, red
mouth opened wide and a dreadful voice said “Thou risk. What business
has thou here?”
 
Tim paid no heed, but worked harder still, for he knew he had no time to
lose/
 
“Dost thou see this big head of mine?” yelled the buggane.
 
“I see. I see.” replied Tim.
 
Mockingly up came a big broad pair of shoulders, then a thick arm shot
out, and a great fist shook in the tailor’s faced. “Dost thou see my long
arms?”
 
“I see. I see.” answered Tim boldly and he stopped his tailoring to snuff
one of the guttering candles, and he threw the burning snuff in a
scowling face before him, then he went on with his tailoring. The
buggane kept rising and rising up through the hole until the horrible form,
black as ebony and covered with wrinkles like the leather of a
blacksmith’s bellows, had risen quite out of the ground.
 
“Dost now see this big body of mine?” roared the buggane, angry that
Tim showed no fear of him.
 
“I see! I see!” replied the tailor, at the same time stitching with all his
might at the breeches.
 
“Dost thou see my sharp claws? roared the buggane, in a more angry
voice than before.
 
“I see! I see!” answered again the little tailor, without raising his eyes and
continuing to pull out with all his might.
 
“Dost thou see my cloven foot”? thundered the buggane, drawing up one
big foot and plunking it down on the pavement, with a thud that made
the walls shake.



If you go looking for a life of St Trinian, to find what he’s the patron
saint of, you won’t find him anywhere on the Internet, at least not
with this spelling. Trinian appears to be a Gaelic form of the name
Ninian and Saint Ninian is known through the southern part of
Scotland. He was the apostle to the southern Picts. The church was
originally called St. Ninian’s and its name changed to Sant Trinian’s.
 
If you do look up Trinian, what you will find is a series of comedic
movies, that were released in the United Kingdom, starting in the
1950s. They are based on a series of cartoons drawn by Richard
Searle while he was imprisoned by the Japanese in World War 2/
This Trinian’s is a girls boarding school in which the teachers are
sadists and the students are juvenile delinquents. If you wanted a
training school for common folk who were thieves, much like The
House in Egypt, or the training schools run by House Tremere, there
would be, at least from the films, a good excuse to put one here.
 
If you wanted to train a gang of adolescent, female thieves I’d
remind you that there are thief Virtues and flaws in “Between Sand
and Sea”. A useful aside the first Trinians film is called “The Belles of
St Trinian’s”. The main reaosn the buggane destroys the place is the
bells, because in many parts of Muthic Europe the Dominion aura
spreads as far as the church bells can be heard.
 
Despite its cloven hoof, I think the buggane is a fairy. When it
chases the man it doesn’t merely come up out of the floor and grab
him. It instead forces him to do a series of Bravery rolls. Demons
don’t do this – fairies however feed on strong emotions and
therefore the gradual emerging and the ritualistic asking of
questions seems just like the sort of thing that a faerie would.
 
It seems a strangely coincidental timing that the creature gets
through its litany and is able to step out onto the ground and chase
brave Timothy only movements after he manages to put the closing
stitch into his set of breeches. In one version of the story, it only
starts chasing him after he drops his needle and scissors (which
would mean that he had discarded his iron) however that doesn’t
occur in this version of the story. Instead he jumps out of a window
and runs to a church, then throws himself over the churchyard wall.
Once he’s on sacred ground he is protected.
 
The buggane throws its head, which explodes. Explosions are rare in
folk tales that predate gunpowder, but let us assume that it is a vast
illusion like a ball of fire. Notably the ball of fire doesn’t do Tim the
Tailor any damage – it’s just to scare him. Again I think this
demonstrates that the buggane is a fairy rather than a demon,
despite being unable to cross onto holy ground.
 
The buggane has several other powers. It can travel through the
ground. It can cause storms and it lives in a mountain, so you could
suggest that it’s a magical creature. If it’s a spirit of the mountain I
don’t see why someone stitching pants would force it to go away. I
don’t see why it wouldn’t just throw boulders down on the church.
Magical creatures don’t care about stories – they care about material
effect.
 
So there’s a strange twist – if you’d like an area which may have a
fairy aura to set up a covenant you could do worse than start a
school for criminally inclined adolescent girls at the broken Church
in the Isle of Man.

"I see! I see!” replied the little tailor as before, stitching a heart at
the breeches and taking along stiches.
 
Lifting up his other foot the buggane, in a furious rage, yelled
“Dost thou see my rough arms? My bony fingers? My hard
fists?” Before he could utter another syllable, or put the other
foot out of the ground, the little tailor quickly jumped up and
made two stitches together. The breeches were at last finished.
Then with one spring he made a leap through the nearest
window.
 
But scarcely was he outside the walls when down fell the new
roof, in a terrible crash. That made him jump a great deal more
nimbly than he ever did before. Hearing the buggane’s fiendish
guffaws over laughter behind him, he took to his heels and sped
hotfoot along the Douglas Road – the breeches under his arms
and the furious buggane in full chase.
 
The tailor made for a church only a little distance away and
knew he would be safe if he could only reach the churchyard.
Faster still he reached the wall. He leaped over it like hunted
hare and fell, weary and spent, upon the grass under the
shadow of the church where the buggane had not power to
follow.
 
So furious was the monster at this that he seized his own head
with his two hands tore it off his body, and sent it flying over the
wall after the tailor. It burst at his feet with a terrific explosion,
and with that the buggane vanished and was never seen or
heard of afterwards.
 
Wonderful to relate the tailor was not hurt and he won the
wager, for no person grumbled at the few long stitches put into
the breeches, and as for St. Trinian’s Church, there is no name
on it from that day till this but… “broken church” for its roof was
never replaced. There it stands in the green meadow under the
shadow of rocky Greeba Mountain and there its gray, roofless
ruins are to be found.
 
 
 
 



PRECIOUS STONES 4
CARBUNCLE
(GENERALLY GARNET)
The carbuncle was recommended as a heart stimulant; indeed,
so powerful was its action, that the wearers were rendered
angry and passionate and were even warned to be on their
guard against attacks of apoplexy….In mythical fancies too this
stone played its part, for dragon’s eyes were said to be
carbuncles.
 
Rumphius states that in 1687 he was told by a chirurgeon that
the latter had seen in the possession of one of the rulers in the
island of Amboin a carbuncle said to have been brought by a
serpent. The story ran that this ruler, when a child, had been
placed by his mother in a hammock attached to two branches
of a tree. While there a serpent crept up to him and dropped a
stone upon his body. In gratitude for this gift the parents of
the child fed and cared for the serpent. The stone is described
as having been of a warm yellow hue, verging on red; it shone
so brightly at night that a room could be illuminated by it. It
eventually passed into the possession of a King of Siam.
 
The well-formed image of a lion, if engraved on a garnet, will
protect and preserve honors and health, cures the wearer of
all diseases, brings him honors, and guards him from all perils
in travelling.
 

CARNELIAN
The wearing of carnelians is recommended by the Lapidario of
Alfonso X to those who have a weak voice or are timid in
speech, for the warm-colored stone will give them the courage
they lack, so that they will speak both boldly and well. This is
in accord with the general belief in the stimulating and
animating effects produced by red stones.
 
On a carnelian is engraved in Arabic characters a prayer to
keep away evil and to deliver the wearer from all the tricks of
the devil and from the envious….Throughout all the East
people are afraid of the envious. They believe that if you envy
a person for his health or his wealth or any good thing he may
have, he will lose it in a short time, and it is the devil who
incites the envy of some people against others. So it is
supposed that by wearing this stone, bearing this prayer
against the envious, their envy will cease to do you harm.
 
An Armenian writer of the seventeenth century reports that in
India the lâl or balas-ruby, if powdered and taken in a potion
was believed to banish all dark forebodings and to excite
joyous emotions. To the carnelian was attributed a virtue
somewhat analogous to that ascribed to the turquoise, as 

anyone wearing a carnelian was proof against injury from
falling houses or walls; the writer emphasizes this by stating
that “no man who wore a carnelian was ever found in a
collapsed house or beneath a fallen wall.”
 
Because of the cooling and calming effect exercised by
carnelian upon the blood, if worn on the neck or on the finger,
it was believed to still all angry passions.
 
A man with a sword in his hand, on a carnelian, preserves the
place where it may be from lightning and tempest, and guards
the wearer from vices and enchantments. A man richly
dressed and with a beautiful object in his hand, engraved on a
carnelian, checks the flow of blood and confers honors.
 
Garnet: navigation 2, strengthen body and mind 2, vigor 2,
bonds of commitment 3, repel insects 4
 

CHALCEDONY
An ingenious though far-fetched explanation of the power
attributed to chalcedony of driving away phantoms and visions
of the night is supplied by Gonelli, writing in 1702. For him the
source of this asserted power was to be found in what has
been erroneously termed the alkaline quality of the stone. This
dissipated the evil humors of the eye, thus removing the
diseased condition of that organ which caused the apparitions
to be seen. However absurd this explanation may be, it
nevertheless shows that the author put little faith in visible
ghosts…
 

CHRYSOLITE
The “Serpent Isle,” in the Red Sea, was stated by Agatharcides
to be the source whence came the topaz (chrysolite); here, by
the mandate of the Egyptian kings, the inhabitants collected
specimens of this stone and delivered them to the gem-cutters
for polishing. These simple details are elaborated by Diodorus
Siculus into the legend that the island was guarded by jealous
watchers who had orders to put to death any unauthorized
persons who approached it. Even those who had the right to
seek the gem could not see the chrysolite in daytime; only
after nightfall was it revealed by its radiance; the seekers then
marked well the spot and were able to find the stone on the
following day.
 
From this Egyptian source, and possibly from others exploited
by the Egyptians, have come the finest chrysolites (peridots, or
olivines), the most magnificent examples of this gem. These
found their way into the cathedral treasures of Europe,
evidently by loot or trade at the period of the Crusades, and
are generally called emeralds. Those most notable are in the
 



PRECIOUS STONES 4
Treasury of the Three Magi, in the great “Dom,” or Cathedral
at Cologne. Some of these gems are nearly two inches long.
 
Pliny quotes from Juba the tradition that the topaz (chrysolite)
derived its name from the Island of Topazos, in the Red Sea,
the first specimen having been brought thence by the
procurator Philemon, to Berenice, mother of Ptolemy II,
Philadelphus. This monarch is said to have had a statue of his
wife Arsinoë made from the stone. If there be any foundation
for this latter statement, the precious gift sent by Philemon
must have been a mass of fluorspar, or some similar material.
More than three hundred years after Pliny’s time, Epiphanius,
evidently repeating another version of this tradition, states
that the “topaz” was set in the diadem of the “Theban queen.”
 
Chrysolite (olivine, peridot), to exert its full power, required to
be set in gold; worn in this way it dispelled the vague terrors
of the night. If, however, it were to be used as a protection
from the wiles of evil spirits, the stone had to be pierced and
strung on the hair of an ass and then attached to the left arm. 
 
The figure of a falcon, if on a topaz, helps to acquire the
goodwill of kings, princes, and magnates.
 
A vulture, if on a chrysolite, has the power to constrain
demons and the winds. It controls demons and prevents them
from coming together in the place where the gem may be; it
also guards against their importunities. The demons obey the
wearer. An ass, if represented on a chrysolite, will give power
to prognosticate and predict the future.
 
A man with his right hand raised aloft, if engraved on a
chalcedony, gives success in lawsuits, renders the wearer
healthy, gives him safety in his travels and preserves him from
all evil chances.
 
The use of a topaz to cure dimness of vision is strongly
recommended by St. Hildegard. To attain the desired end the
stone was to be placed in wine and left there for three days
and three nights. When retiring to sleep, the patient should
rub his eyes with the moistened topaz, so that this moisture
lightly touched the eyeball. After the stone had been removed,
the wine could be used for five days.
 
A Roman physician of the fifteenth century was reputed to
have wrought many wonderful cures of those stricken by the
plague, through touching the plague sores with a topaz which
had belonged to two popes, Clement VI and Gregory II. The
fact that this particular topaz had been in the hands of two
supreme pontiffs must have added much to the faith reposed
in the curative powers of the stone by those upon whom it
was used, and this faith may really have helped to hasten their
recovery.

Peridot: protection against nightmares 3
Topaz: courage 4, leadership 4, pride 4, strength 4, controlling
wild beasts 5.
 

CHRYSOPRASE
Wonderful things are told of the virtue of the chrysoprase, for
Volmar states that, if a thief sentenced to be hanged or beheaded
should place this stone in his mouth, he would immediately
escape from his executioners. Although we are not informed in
what way this fortunate result was attained, it seems likely that
the stone was believed to make the thief invisible, and thus
possessed a virtue often attributed to the opal.
 
A strange story regarding a magic stone reputed to have been
worn by Alexander the Great is related by Albertus Magnus.
According to this recital, Alexander, in his battles, wore a “prase”
in his girdle. On his return from his Indian campaign, wishing one
day to bathe in the Euphrates, he laid aside his girdle, and a
serpent bit off the stone and then dropped it into the river.
 
A bull engraved on a prase is said to give aid against evil spells
and to procure the favor of magistrates.  
 

CORAL
To still tempests and traverse broad rivers in safety was the
privilege of one who bore either red or white coral with him. That
this also stanched the flow of blood from a wound, cured
madness, and gave wisdom, was said to have been
experimentally proved.
 
Coral, which, for twenty centuries or more was classed among
the precious stones, to retain its power as an amulet, must not
have been worked, and in Italy only such pieces are valued for
this purpose as have been freshly gathered from the sea or have
been cast up by the sea on the shore. To exercise all its power
against spells, or enchantments, coral must be worn where its
brilliant color makes it conspicuous; if, however, it should by
accident be broken, the separate pieces have no virtue, and the
magic power ceases, as though the spirit dwelling in the coral
had fled from its abode. The peasant women are careful to guard
the corals they wear for a special purpose from the eyes of their
husbands, for the substance is believed to grow pale at certain
seasons, regaining its pristine hue after a short interval of time.
Indeed, the women believe that the coral shares their
indisposition with them. All this serves to show that a kind of vital
force is believed to animate the material, gaining or losing in
vigor according to certain conditions, and finally disappearing
when the form is broken.
 
Red coral, against demons +10.
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The door opened after a while and mine host appeared. “It is late,” he
said. Rodriguez smiled acquiescently and mine host withdrew, and
presently leaving Morano whom his master’s voice had waked, to curl up
on the floor in a corner, Rodriguez took the candle that lit the room and
passed once more through the passages of the inn and down the great
corridor of the fastness of the family that had fallen on evil days, and so
came to his chamber. I will not waste a multitude of words over that
chamber; if you have no picture of it in your mind already, my reader,
you are reading an unskilled writer, and if in that picture it appear a
wholesome room, tidy and well kept up, if it appear a place in which a
stranger might sleep without some faint foreboding of disaster, then I
am wasting your time, and will waste no more of it with bits of
“descriptive writing” about that dim, high room, whose blackness
towered before Rodriguez in the night. He entered and shut the door, as
many had done before him; but for all his youth he took some wiser
precautions than had they, perhaps, who closed that door before. For
first he drew his sword; then for some while he stood quite still near the
door and listened to the rats; then he looked round the chamber and
perceived only one door; then he looked at the heavy oak furniture,
carved by some artist, gnawed by rats, and all blackened by time; then
swiftly opened the door of the largest cupboard and thrust his sword in
to see who might be inside, but the carved satyr’s heads at the top of
the cupboard eyed him silently and nothing moved. Then he noted that
though there was no bolt on the door the furniture might be placed
across to make what in the wars is called a barricado, but the wiser
thought came at once that this was too easily done, and that if the
danger that the dim room seemed gloomily to forebode were to come
from a door so readily barricadoed, then those must have been simple
gallants who parted so easily with the rings that adorned Morano’s two
little fingers. No, it was something more subtle than any attack through
that door that brought his regular wages to Morano. Rodriguez looked
at the window, which let in the light of a moon that was getting low, for
the curtains had years ago been eaten up by the moths; but the window
was barred with iron bars that were not yet rusted away, and looked
out, thus guarded, over a sheer wall that even in the moonlight fell into
blackness. Rodriguez then looked round for some hidden door, the
sword all the while in his hand, and very soon he knew that room fairly
well, but not its secret, nor why those unknown gallants had given up
their rings.
 
t is much to know of an unknown danger that it really is unknown. Many
have met their deaths through looking for danger from one particular
direction, whereas had they perceived that they were ignorant of its
direction they would have been wise in their ignorance. Rodriguez had
the great discretion to understand clearly that he did not know the
direction from which danger would come. He accepted this as his only
discovery about that portentous room which seemed to beckon to him
with every shadow and to sigh over him with every mournful draught,
and to whisper to him unintelligible warnings with every rustle of
tattered silk that hung about his bed. And as soon as he discovered that
this was his only knowledge he began at once to make his preparations:
he was a right young man for the wars. He divested himself of his shoes
and doublet and the light cloak that hung from I his shoulder and cast
the clothes on a chair. Over the back of the chair he slung his girdle and
the scabbard hanging therefrom and placed his plumed hat so that none 

could see that his Castilian blade was not in its resting-place. And when the
sombre chamber had the appearance of one having undressed in it before
retiring Rodriguez turned his attention to the bed, which he noticed to be of
great depth and softness. That something not unlike blood had been spilt on
the floor excited no wonder in Rodriguez; that vast chamber was evidently,
as I have said, in the fortress of some great family, against one of whose walls
the humble inn had once leaned for protection; the great family were gone:
how they were gone Rodriguez did not know, but it excited no wonder in him
to see blood on the boards: besides, two gallants may have disagreed; or one
who loved not dumb animals might have been killing rats. Blood did not
disturb him; but what amazed him, and would have surprised anyone who
stood in that ruinous room, was that there were clean new sheets on the bed.
Had you seen the state of the furniture and the floor, O my reader, and the
vastness of the old cobwebs and the black dust that they held, the dead
spiders and huge dead flies, and the living generation of spiders descending
and ascending through the gloom, I say that you also would have been
surprised at the sight of those nice clean sheets. Rodriguez noted the fact and
continued his preparations. He took the bolster from underneath the pillow
and laid it down the middle of the bed and put the sheets back over it; then
he stood back and looked at it, much as a sculptor might stand back from his
marble, then he returned to it and bent it a little in the middle, and after that
he placed his mandolin on the pillow and nearly covered it with the sheet, but
not quite, for a little of the curved dark-brown wood remained still to be seen.
It looked wonderfully now like a sleeper in the bed, but Rodriguez was not
satisfied with his work until he had placed his kerchief and one of his shoes
where a shoulder ought to be; then he stood back once more and eyed it with
satisfaction. Next he considered the light. He looked at the light of the moon
and remembered his father’s advice, as the young often do, but considered
that this was not the occasion for it, and decided to leave the light of his
candle instead, so that anyone who might be familiar with the moonlight in
that shadowy chamber should find instead a less sinister light. He therefore
dragged a table to the bedside, placed the candle upon it, and opened a
treasured book that he bore in his doublet, and laid it on the bed near by,
between the candle and his mandolin-headed sleeper; the name of the book
was Notes in a Cathedral and dealt with the confessions of a young girl,
which the author claimed to have jotted down, while concealed behind a
pillow near the Confessional, every Sunday for the entire period of Lent.
Lastly he pulled a sheet a little loose from the bed, until a corner of it lay on
the floor; then he lay down on the boards, still keeping his sword in his hand,
and by means of the sheet and some silk that hung from the bed, he
concealed himself sufficient for his purpose, which was to see before he
should be seen by any intruder that might enter that chamber.
 
And if Rodriguez appear to have been unduly suspicious, it should be borne in
mind not only that those empty rings needed much explanation, but that
every house suggests to the stranger something; and that whereas one house
seems to promise a welcome in front of cosy fires, another good fare, another
joyous wine, this inn seemed to promise murder; or so the young man’s
intuition said, and the young are wise to trust to their intuitions.
 
The reader will know, if he be one of us, who have been to the wars and slept
in curious ways, that it is hard to sleep when sober upon a floor; it is not like
the earth, or snow, or a feather bed; even rock can be more accommodating;
it is hard, unyielding and level, all night unmistakable floor. Yet Rodriguez
took no risk of falling asleep, so he said over to himself in his mind as much as
he remembered of his treasured book, Notes in a Cathedral, which he always
read to himself before going to rest and now so sadly missed. It told how a
lady who had listened to a lover longer than her soul’s safety could warrant,
as he played languorous music in the moonlight and sang soft by her low
balcony, and how she being truly penitent, had gathered many roses, the 
 

This week we quote hard: welcome to the
medieval equivalent of H H Holmes’s hotel.
Thanks again to Ed Humpel and Librivox.



bunched up on the rope, and his shadow was six times his size: you could turn
from the spider’s shadow to the spider and see that it was for the most part a
fancy of the candle half crazed by the draughts, but to turn from mine host’s
shadow to himself and to see his wicked eyes was to say that the candle’s
wildest fears were true. So he climbed down his rope holding his poniard
upward. But when he came within perhaps ten feet of the bed he pointed it
downward and began to sway about. It will be readily seen that by swaying
his rope at a height mine host could drop on any part of the bed.
 
Rodriguez as he watched him saw him scrutinise closely and continue to
sway on his rope. He feared that mine host was ill satisfied with the look of
the mandolin and that he would climb away again, well warned of his guest’s
astuteness, into the heights of the ceiling to devise some fearfuller scheme;
but he was only looking for the shoulder. And then mine host dropped;
poniard first, he went down with all his weight behind it and drove it through
the bolster below where the shoulder should be, just where we slant our arms
across our bodies, when we lie asleep on our sides, leaving the ribs exposed:
and the soft bed received him.
 
And the moment that mine host let go of his rope Rodriguez leaped to his
feet. He saw Rodriguez, indeed their eyes met as he dropped through the air,
but what could mine host do? He was already committed to his stroke, and
his poniard was already deep in the mattress when the good Castilian blade
passed through his ribs.

iemblems of love (as surely, she said at confession, all the world knows),
and when her lover came again by moonlight had cast them all from her
from the balcony, showing that she had renounced love; and her lover
had entirely misunderstood her. It told how she often tried to show him
this again, and all the misunderstandings are sweetly set forth and with
true Christian penitence. Sometimes some little matter escaped
Rodriguez’s memory and then he longed to rise up and look at his dear
book, yet he lay still where he was: and all the while he listened to the
rats, and the rats went on gnawing and running regularly, scared by
nothing new; Rodriguez trusted as much to their myriad ears as to his
own two. The great spiders descended out of such heights that you
could not see whence they came, and ascended again into blackness; it
was a chamber of prodigious height. Sometimes the shadow of a
descending spider that had come close to the candle assumed a
frightening size, but Rodriguez gave little thought to it; it was of murder
he was thinking, not of shadows; still, in
 
ts way it was ominous, and reminded Rodriguez horribly of his host; but
what of an omen, again, in a chamber full of omens. The place itself was
ominous; spiders could scarce make it more so. The spider itself was big
enough, he thought, to be impaled on his Castilian blade; indeed, he
would have done it but that he thought it wiser to stay where he was
and watch. And then the spider found the candle too hot and climbed
in a hurry all the way to the ceiling, and his horrible shadow grew less
and dwindled away.
 
It was not that the rats were frightened: whatever it was that happened
happened too quietly for that, but the volume of the sound of their
running had suddenly increased: it was not like fear among them, for
the running was no swifter, and it did not fade away; it was as though
the sound of rats running, which had not been heard before, was
suddenly heard now. Rodriguez looked at the door, the door was shut. A
young Englishman would long ago have been afraid that he was making
a fuss over nothing and would have gone to sleep in the bed, and not
seen what Rodriguez saw. He might have thought that hearing more
rats all at once was merely a fancy, and that everything was all right.
 
Rodriguez saw a rope coming slowly down from the ceiling, he
quickly determined whether it was a rope or only the shadow of
some huge spider’s thread, and then he watched it and saw it come
down right over his bed and stop within a few feet of it. Rodriguez
looked up cautiously to see who had sent him that strange addition
to the portents that troubled the chamber, but the ceiling was too
high and dim for him to perceive anything but the rope coming
down out of the darkness. Yet he surmised that the ceiling must
have softly opened, without any sound at all, at the moment that he
heard the greater number of rats. He waited then to see what the
rope would do; and at first it hung as still as the great festoons dead
spiders had made in the corners; then as he watched it it began to
sway.
 
He looked up into the dimness then to see who was swaying the
rope; and for a long time, as it seemed to him lying gripping his
Castilian sword on the floor he saw nothing clearly. And then he
saw mine host coming down the rope, hand over hand quite nimbly,
as though he lived by this business. In his right hand he held a
poniard of exceptional length, yet he managed to clutch the rope
and hold the poniard all the time with the same hand.
 
If there had been something hideous about the shadow of the spider
that came down from that height the shadow of mine host was indeed
demoniac. He too was like a spider, with his body at no time slender all 
 



THE SHADOW HUNTER

A quick episode for this week, in
which we see a malevolent spirit. It is
a North American story: you’ll notice
some of the technologies involved in
the poem aren’t in period for Mythic
Europe.
 
The recording used in the episode
was released into the public domain
through LibriVox by Craig Franklin.

Nor far into the valley
Had I dipped upon my way,
When a dusky figure joined me,
In a capuchon of gray,
 
Bending upon the snow-shoes, 
With a long and limber stride ; 
And I hailed the dusky stranger 
As we travelled side by side. 
 
But no token of communion 
Gave he by word or look, 
And the fear- chill fell upon me, 
At the crossing of the brook. 
 
For I saw by the sickly moonlight 
As I followed, bending low, 
That the walking of the stranger 
Left no footmarks on the snow. 
 
THen the fear-chill gathered o'er me, 
Like a shroud around me cast, 
As I sank upon the snow-drift 
Where the Shadow-hunter passed. 
 
And the other trappers found me, 
Before the break of day, 
With my dark hair blanched and whitened 
As the snow in which I lay. 
 
But they spoke not as they raised me ; 
For they knew that in the night 
I had seen the Shadow-hunter 
And had withered in his blight. 
 
Sancta Maria speed us ! 
The sun is falling low, 
Before us lies the valley, 
Of the Walker of the Snow ! 
 
 

Speed on, speed on, good Master ! 
The camp lies far away ; 
We must cross the haunted valley 
Before the close of day. 
 
How the snow- blight came upon me 
I will tell you as I go, — 
The blight of the Shadow-hunter 
Who walks the midnight snow. 
 
To the cold December heaven 
Came the pale moon and the stars, 
As the yellow sun was sinking 
Behind the purple bars. 
 
The snow was deeply drifted 
Upon the ridges drear, 
That lay for miles around me 
And the camps for which we steer. 
 
'T was silent on the hill-side, 
And by the solemn wood, 
No sound of life or motion 
To break the solitude, 
 
Save the wailing of the moose-bird 
With a plaintive note and low, 
And the skating of the red leaf 
Upon the frozen snow. 
 
And said I, " Though dark is falling, 
And far the camp must be, 
Yet my heart it would be lightsome 
If I had but company." 
 
And then I sang and shouted, 
Keeping measure, as I sped, 
To the harp-twang of the snow-shoe 
As it sprang beneath my tread. 
 

"THE WALKER OF THE SNOW" 
BY CHARLES DAWSON SHANLY



STATISTICS
THE WALKER OF THE SNOW

The Walker of the Snow is hard to classify: it doesn’t lead people astray, like the will o the wisp,
and nor is it a an opportunistic psychopomp, because its victims do not die. They are instead
“snow blighted”, which seems to be, mechanically, a sort of Ageing crisis. It’s vampiric of life
energy, and seems to effect those who break the taboo of entering its land at night, or who
speak to it.
 
When I wrote up the statistics for this creature I made a mistake. it is described as having a
grey capuchon. That’s a hat, or a removable hood. These were worn by the capuchin monks,
and so, mentally, I thought it looked like a monk in a grey habit. This led me to rework some
demonic monks I used in Tales of Power. Really, it could like any fur trapper.
 
Faerie Might: 10 (Ignem)
Characteristics: Int +2, Per +1, Pre +1, Com -5, Str +2, Sta Tireless, Dex +3, Qik +3
Size: 0
Virtues and Flaws: Greater Faerie Powers; External Vis (minor), Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech,
Human Form, 3x Improved Characteristic, Increased Faerie Might; Traditional Ward (laws of
chivalry); Incognizant. : Soverreign Ward (daylight)
Combat:
Touch: Init +1, Attack +14, Defense +11, Damage +5*
* The creature’s touch is its least favoured weapon. It is, however, so cold that it requires a
Fatigue roll. (Exposure rules).
Soak: +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –2 (6–10), –3 (11–15), Inc (16–20), Dead (21+)
Pretenses: Many, including Area Lore 10 (snowy valley) and Brawl 7 (humans)
Powers:
Allure: 0 points, Init +2 Mentem (1 intricacy point on cost)
Snow blight: 3 points, Init +1, Mentem. Causes the character to have snow blight which is
modelled as aging the target 5 years
(Modelled as Bane of the Decrepit Body. as per ArM5 p.133)
Equipment: Grey hood, snow shoes are not known in Mythic Europe.
Vis: 1 pawn, hat
Appearance: A grey and distant figure, leading you deeper into the snows.



MAN:
THE CITY UNDER THE SEA

Now where Langness runs its long nose into the sea, and on a place now always
covered by the waves, there was once a fine city with many towers and gilded domes.
Great ships went sailing from its port to all parts of the world, and round it were well-
grassed lands with cattle and sheep. Even now sailors sometimes see it through the
clear, deep waters, and hear dimly the bleating of sheep, the barking of dogs, and the
muffled chiming of bells—‘Nane, jees, three, kiare, queig.’ But no man can walk its
streets.
 
For once upon a time, in the days when there were giants in the Isle of Mann, Finn
Mac Cool had his home near this city. He lived at the Sound to keep his eye on Erinn,
and to watch the sea. But he was very seldom in Mann, and wherever he was he was
always doing some mischief, so that his enemies were many. One day he was in such a
hurry to reach his home that he jumped from Erinn and landed in the island on the
rocks above the Sound. He came down with such force that he left his footmarks in
the hard stone, and the place has been called ever since, Slieu ynnyd ny Cassyn, or the
Mountain of the place of the Feet. His first act when he reached home was to get in a
red rage with the people of the city close by; his next act was to turn them all into
blocks of granite. In his passion he struck the ground so hard with his club that he
made a great dent in it—the waves rushed into the deep hollow and the roaring sea
drowned the din of the city. Its towers and domes were covered by the green water;
its streets and market-place, its harbour and its crowded quays, disappeared from
sight. And there it lies to this day.
 
But there is a strange story told of a man that went down to it more than two
hundred years ago. A ship was searching for sunken treasure in those parts and this
man was let down to the bottom of the sea in a kind of ancient diving bell. He was to
pull the rope when he wished to be let down further. He pulled and pulled till the men
on the ship knew that he was as deep down in the sea as the moon is high up in the
sky; then there was no more rope and they had to draw him up again. When he was
on deck he told them that if he could have gone further he would have made the most
wonderful discoveries. They begged him to tell them what he had seen, and when he
had drunk a cup of wine he told his story.
 
First he had passed through the waters in which the fishes live; then he came into the
clear and peaceful region where storms never come, and saw the bottom of the
World-under-Sea shining with coral and bright pebbles. When the diving bell rested
on the ground he looked through its little windows and saw great streets decorated
with pillars of crystal glittering like diamonds, and beautiful buildings made of mother-
of-pearl, with shells of every colour set in it. He longed to go into one of these fine
houses, but he could not leave his diving bell, or he would have been drowned. He
managed to move it close to the entrance of a great hall, with a floor of pearls and
rubies and all sorts of precious stones, and with a table and chair of amber. The walls
were of jasper, and strings of lovely jewels were hanging on them. The man wished to
carry some away with him, but he could not reach them—the rope was at an end. As
he rose up again towards the air he met many handsome Mermen and beautiful
Mermaids, but they were afraid of him, and swam away as fast as they could.
 
That was the end of the man’s story. After that he grew so sad with longing to go back
to the World-under-Sea and stay there for ever, that he cared for nothing on earth,
and soon died of grief.
 

The episode's recording says its the
final Morrison folktale from the Isle of
Man, but it isn’t. After recording them I
swapped the order to put the
Christmas traditions into December.
 
“The City Under The Sea” is a folk tale
from a later time, where a person is
using a bathysphere. We have
previously discussed the possibility of
House Verditus creating spheres or
submarines, either for their own sake
or as part of a mystery cult initiation.
This recording describes a faerie regio.
 
It was released into the public domain
by Gillian Hendrie through LibriVox.



STATISTICS
THE SIREN OF THE PIER (SEE EPISODE 249)

Faerie Might: 15
 
Characteristics:
(human form) Int +1, Per +1, Pre +0, Com +1, Str 0*, Sta 0* , Dex 0*, Qik 0*.
*These scores are provided by the host body.
 
Size: 0* (*as host)
 
Virtues and Flaws:. Focus Faerie Powers (possession, as below), 2 x Increased Might, Loosely material*, Incognizant.
* modified to a Minor Virtue: may only have form via possession power.
 
Personality Traits: Cruel +5.
 
Combat: Knife*: Initiative 0*, Attack +8*, Defense +6*, Damage +1**
* Modified by host statistics.
 
Soak: 0 (as host)
 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–5), –3 (6–10), –5 (11–15), Incapacitated (16-20), Dead (21+) (*as host)
 
Pretenses:  May use the abilities of the host. Guile (victim) +5.
 
Powers:
Pine Away: 3 points, Init -3*, Corpus. *adjusted by host’s characteristics.
Causes the victim to lose the will to live, so that they eventually commit suicide. Treated as a Major disease with ease Factor 9
that causes a light wound, but Faerie Lore or Medicine can be used to treat the effect. The Siren’s melancholy seems to be
stronger than other forms of this power, but it may be that she just chooses particularly vulnerable victims (who already have
negative Personality traits or long term Fatigue levels due to their journeys.)
(as RoP:F p59.)
 
Possession : 1 or more points, Init. +2, Mentem: If this power penetrates, the victim is under the direct control of the Siren,
becoming her host. If the Siren forces the host to act against her true nature, she must spend 1 might point and win a contested
roll (Cruel vs whatever trait the host has which opposes the action). The Siren does not have the Mormo to trigger supernatural
powers. Like the Mormo it can, however, pass through magical wards while possessing a human, so long as this is not forced by
the possession power.
 
Equipment: As host.
 
Vis: 3 pawns, fingernails of host.
 
Appearance: As host: to second sight the creature looks like a scaly or barnacled growth on the host’s skin.
 



STATISTICS
BEN BATTLE’S REVENER (SEE EPISODE 249)

Ben Battle was staked as a suicide, so presumably they thought he’d come back as a revenant if not treated this way. That’s a bit
odd: in some places cutting off a leg was considered sufficent to stop the dead walking.
 
Order: Vessel of Iniquity
 
Infernal Might: 5
 
Characteristics:
(human form) Int 0, Per +1, Pre +1, Com 0, Str -1*, Sta -3 , Dex 0, Qik -3**.
*Ben regenerates when he feeds. This raises his Strength score by +1 for every minor wound inflicted, up to a maximum +2. The
score returns to -1 at daybreak.
** This score rises to +2 if Ben is using stolen legs, via the Mile in His Shoes power.
 
Size: -1, 0 if using stolen legs.
 
Virtues and Flaws:. Many
 
Confidence Score: 1 (3)
 
Personality Traits: Pride +3
 
Reputations: Jilted +1 (Infernal)
 
Combat:
Bite: Initiative 0*, Attack 5#, Defense 5#*, Damage +4**
Knife: Initiative 0*, Attack +2#, Defense 5#*, Damage +3**
Javelin: Initiative 0*, Attack +7#, Defense 5*#, Damage +4**
* If Ben is using stolen legs his Qik score is 5 points higher. This is not included in these scores.
** Ben regenerates when she feeds. This raises his Strength score, and his Damage bonus.
# Does not include ambush specialisation
 
Soak: -2 (bloated corpse) Ben regenerates when he feeds. This raises his Strength score, and thus his Soak bonus.
 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–4), –3 (5–8), –5 (9–12), Incapacitated (13-16), Dead (17+)
 
Abilities:  All suitable for story. Often creates a makeshift javelin to attack while legless (Thrown 5 (ambush)), Brawl 5 (ambush)
 
Powers:
Envisioning, 1 point, Init  0, Mentem: For 1 point, allows the demon to enter and twist dreams. If used to terrify, the victim can
ignore it with a Brave Personality trait roll against an Ease factor of 9 or more. Failure to resist leads to a profound physical
reaction, like a seizure. This allows Ben, when legless, to attack a thrashing victim.
 
Mile in His Shoes : 0 points, Init. -1 (but requires severed legs, which slows him down)., Corpus: Allows Ben to steal and
reanimate legs, which he attaches to his stumps. The legs rot at the usual human rate, so he needs to replace them regularly.
 
Weakness: Cannot find his way at a crossroads -generally lacks any sense of direction and can be trapped in loops of travel.
 
Vis: 1 pawn, heart.
 
Appearance: A corpse of a double amputee in military uniform.



STATISTICS
THE BUGGANE OF ST TRINIANS 

The buggane may look like a devil, but it seems to be a faerie. A real devil would not do the gradual “Are you scared yet? Are
you sacred yet?” business this one does. It would just throw something, such as its head, and kill the man.
 
The faerie below is based on the Merry Devils in Realms of Power : Infernal., but it’s a faerie. Some faeries are infernally tainted,
and this may be one.
 
Faerie Might: 20 (Ignem)
 
Characteristics: Int +3, Per +1 , Pre +2, Com +2, Str +2, Sta +4, Dex 0, Qik -2.
 
Size: +1
 
Virtues and Flaws: Greater Faerie Powers; Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Human Form, Increased Faerie Might; Traditional Ward
(Sunlight. The weaver in this story thinks the creature cannot enter holy ground, but this is clearly wrong, since he initially
encounters it in a church.); Incognizant.
 
Personality Traits: Enjoys fear +6, Easily frustrated +2
 
Reputations: Demonl 1 (Local)
 
Combat (claws): Initiative 0, Attack +6, Defense +6, Damage +2.
 
Soak: +9, shaggy hide
 
Wound Penalties: –1 (1–6), –3 (7–12), –5 (13–20), Incapacitated (21–26), Dead (27+)
 
Abilities: All suitable. Brawl 6 (claws), Guile 7 (cause fear).
 
Powers:
 
Temptation to fear, 0 points, Animal: The creature is unusual in that it slowly coagulates its form, to force a series of Brave
checks of increasing difficulty. (+1 to begin, then +1 per round until +5).
 
Explosive head: 1 point, Imaginem: The creature can throw its head, which terrifies victims into a stupor. (The character must
make a Brave roll of 9+ or fall asleep). (level as per Snap of Awakening)
 
Vis: 4 pawns, ears.
 
Appearance: A stereotypical satyr demon, with a surprising amount of self restraint.



IF DICKENS WROTE
KALLIKANTZAROI
There’s an impish faerie that is only seen in
Mythic Europe during the twelve days of
Christmas, the kallikantzaros, which has never
been used in any of the supplements. As the
Yule is approaching, I’d like to bring them out,
but give them a fresh coat of paint by
combining them with “The Goblins Who Stole A
Sexton” which was the first of the papers of the
Pickwick Club, provided by Mr Dickens.
 
The creature that speaks to the sexton is
apparently a king of these goblins. It’s
convenient to give him different statistics, to
grant him the power to perform the two
magical effects that occur in the story, but are
not common to this goblin tribe.
 
The recording used in this episode was released
into the public domain by Neslihan Stamboli
through LibriVox.
 
Stats after the story. It includes the stats from
Realms of Power: Faerie p. 87.
 
If you’ve read Hedge Magic you might recall
ekstasis, the Virtue of straying in spirit form. In
some areas, children born during the Twelve
Days of Christmas can stray as kallikantzaroi.
This can be prevented with folk charms, like
binding the child in special herbs, or singeing its
toenails.

In an old abbey town, down in this part of the country, a long,
long while ago—so long, that the story must be a true one,
because our great-grandfathers implicitly believed it—there
officiated as sexton and grave-digger in the churchyard, one
Gabriel Grub. It by no means follows that because a man is a
sexton, and constantly surrounded by the emblems of
mortality, therefore he should be a morose and melancholy
man; your undertakers are the merriest fellows in the world;
and I once had the honour of being on intimate terms with a
mute, who in private life, and off duty, was as comical and
jocose a little fellow as ever chirped out a devil-may-care song,
without a hitch in his memory, or drained off the contents of a
good stiff glass without stopping for breath. But,
notwithstanding these precedents to the contrary, Gabriel
Grub was an ill-conditioned, cross-grained, surly fellow—a
morose and lonely man, who consorted with nobody but
himself, and an old wicker bottle which fitted into his large
deep waistcoat pocket—and who eyed each merry face, as it
passed him by, with such a deep scowl of malice and ill-
humour, as it was difficult to meet, without feeling something
the worse for.
 
“A little before twilight, one Christmas Eve, Gabriel shouldered
his spade, lighted his lantern, and betook himself towards the
old churchyard; for he had got a grave to finish by next
morning, and, feeling very low, he thought it might raise his
spirits, perhaps, if he went on with his work at once. As he
went his way, up the ancient street, he saw the cheerful light of
blazing fires gleam through the old casements, and heard the
loud laugh and the cheerful shouts of those who were
assembled around them; he marked the bustling preparations
for next day’s cheer, and smelt the numerous savoury odours
consequent thereupon, as they steamed up from the kitchen
windows in clouds. All this was gall and wormwood to the heart
of Gabriel Grub: and when groups of children bounded out of
the houses, tripped across the road, and were met, before they
could knock at the opposite door, by half a dozen curly-headed
little rascals who crowded round them as they flocked up-stairs
to spend the evening in their Christmas games, Gabriel smiled
grimly, and clutched the handle of his spade with a firmer
grasp, as he thought of measles, scarlet-fever, thrush, hooping-
cough, and a good many other sources of consolation besides.

THE GOBLINS WHO
STOLE A SEXTON



Original illustration published with this story



“In this happy frame of mind, Gabriel strode along:
returning a short, sullen growl to the good-humoured
greetings of such of his neighbours as now and then
passed him: until he turned into the dark lane which led
to the churchyard. Now, Gabriel had been looking
forward to reaching the dark lane, because it was,
generally speaking, a nice, gloomy, mournful place, into
which the townspeople did not much care to go, except
in broad daylight, and when the sun was shining;
consequently, he was not a little indignant to hear a
young urchin roaring out some jolly song about a merry
Christmas, in this very sanctuary, which had been called
Coffin Lane ever since the days of the old abbey, and the
time of the shaven-headed monks. As Gabriel walked on,
and the voice drew nearer, he found it proceeded from a
small boy, who was hurrying along, to join one of the
little parties in the old street, and who, partly to keep
himself company, and partly to prepare himself for the
occasion, was shouting out the song at the highest pitch
of his lungs. So Gabriel waited until the boy came up, and
then dodged him into a corner, and rapped him over the
head with his lantern five or six times, to teach him to
modulate his voice. And as the boy hurried away with his
hand to his head, singing quite a different sort of tune,
Gabriel Grub chuckled very heartily to himself, and
entered the churchyard: locking the gate behind him.
 
“He took off his coat, put down his lantern, and getting
into the unfinished grave, worked at it for an hour or so,
with right good will. But the earth was hardened with the
frost, and it was no very easy matter to break it up, and
shovel it out; and although there was a moon, it was a
very young one, and shed little light upon the grave,
which was in the shadow of the church. At any other
time, these obstacles would have made Gabriel Grub very
moody and miserable, but he was so well pleased with
having stopped the small boy’s singing, that he took little
heed of the scanty progress he had made, and looked
down into the grave, when he had finished work for the
night, with grim satisfaction: murmuring as he gathered
up his things:‘Brave lodgings for one, brave lodgings for
one,A few feet of cold earth, when life is done;A stone at
the head, a stone at the feet,A rich, juicy meal for the
worms to eat;Rank grass over head, and damp clay
around,Brave lodgings for one, these, in holy ground!’
 
“‘Ho! ho!’ laughed Gabriel Grub, as he sat himself down
on a flat tombstone which was a favourite resting-place
of his; and drew forth his wicker bottle. ‘A coffin at
Christmas! A Christmas Box. Ho! ho! ho!’
 
“‘Ho! ho! ho!’ repeated a voice which sounded close
behind him.

“Gabriel paused, in some alarm, in the act of raising the
wicker bottle to his lips: and looked round. The bottom of
the oldest grave about him was not more still and quiet
than the churchyard in the pale moonlight. The cold hoar-
frost glistened on the tombstones, and sparkled like rows
of gems, among the stone carvings of the old church. The
snow lay hard and crisp upon the ground; and spread over
the thickly-strewn mounds of earth, so white and smooth a
cover, that it seemed as if corpses lay there, hidden only by
their winding-sheets. Not the faintest rustle broke the
profound tranquillity of the solemn scene. Sound itself
appeared to be frozen up, all was so cold and still.  
 
“‘It was the echoes,’ said Gabriel Grub, raising the bottle to
his lips again.“‘It was not,’ said a deep voice.“Gabriel started
up, and stood rooted to the spot with astonishment and
terror; for his eyes rested on a form that made his blood
run cold.“Seated on an upright tombstone, close to him,
was a strange unearthly figure, whom Gabriel felt at once,
was no being of this world. His long fantastic legs, which
might have reached the ground, were cocked up, and
crossed after a quaint, fantastic fashion; his sinewy arms
were bare; and his hands rested on his knees. On his short
round body, he wore a close covering, ornamented with
small slashes; a short cloak dangled at his back; the collar
was cut into curious peaks, which served the goblin in lieu
of ruff or neckerchief; and his shoes curled up at his toes
into long points. On his head he wore a broad-brimmed
sugar-loaf hat, garnished with a single feather. The hat was
covered with the white frost; and the goblin looked as if he
had sat on the same tombstone, very comfortably, for two
or three hundred years. He was sitting perfectly still; his
tongue was put out, as if in derision; and he was grinning at
Gabriel Grub with such a grin as only a goblin could call up.
 
“‘It was not the echoes,’ said the goblin.
 
“Gabriel Grub was paralysed, and could make no reply.
 
“‘What do you do here on Christmas Eve?’ said the goblin,
sternly.
 
“‘I came to dig a grave, sir,’ stammered Gabriel Grub.
 
“‘What man wanders among graves and churchyards on
such a night as this?’ cried the goblin.
 
“‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’ screamed a wild chorus of
voices that seemed to fill the churchyard. Gabriel looked
fearfully round—nothing was to be seen.
 
“‘What have you got in that bottle?’ said the goblin.



“‘Hollands, sir,’ replied the sexton, trembling more
than ever; for he had bought it of the smugglers,
and he thought that perhaps his questioner might
be in the excise department of the goblins.
 
“‘Who drinks Hollands alone, and in the churchyard,
on such a night as this?’ said the goblin.
 
“‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’ exclaimed the wild
voices again.
 
“The goblin leered maliciously at the terrified
sexton, and then raising his voice exclaimed:
 
“‘And who, then, is our fair and lawful prize?’
 
“To this inquiry the invisible chorus replied, in a
strain that sounded like the voices of many
choristers singing to the mighty swell of the old
church organ—a strain that seemed borne to the
sexton’s ears upon a wild wind, and to die away as it
passed onward; but the burden of the reply was still
the same, ‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’
 
“The goblin grinned a broader grin than before, as
he said, ‘Well, Gabriel, what do you say to this?’
 
“The sexton gasped for breath.
 
““‘What do you think of this, Gabriel?’ said the
goblin, kicking up his feet in the air on either side of
the tombstone, and looking at the turned-up points
with as much complacency as if he had been
contemplating the most fashionable pair of
Wellingtons in all Bond Street.
 
“‘It’s—it’s—very curious, sir,’ replied the sexton, half
dead with fright; ‘very curious, and very pretty, but I
think I’ll go back and finish my work, sir, if you
please.’
 
“‘Work!’ said the goblin, ‘what work?’
 
“‘The grave, sir; making the grave,’ stammered the
sexton.
 
“‘Oh, the grave, eh?’ said the goblin; ‘who makes
graves at a time when all other men are merry, and
takes a pleasure in it?’
 
“Again the mysterious voices replied, ‘Gabriel Grub!
Gabriel Grub!’
 
 

“‘I’m afraid my friends want you, Gabriel,’ said the goblin,
thrusting his tongue further into his cheek than ever—and a
most astonishing tongue it was—‘I’m afraid my friends want
you, Gabriel,’ said the goblin.
 
“‘Under favour, sir,’ replied the horror-stricken sexton, ‘I
don’t think they can, sir; they don’t know me, sir; I don’t
think the gentlemen have ever seen me, sir.’
 
“‘Oh yes, they have,’ replied the goblin; ‘we know the man
with the sulky face and grim scowl, that came down the
street to-night, throwing his evil looks at the children, and
grasping his burying-spade the tighter. We know the man
who struck the boy in the envious malice of his heart,
because the boy could be merry, and he could not. We
know him, we know him.’
 
“Here the goblin gave a loud shrill laugh, which the echoes
returned twenty-fold: and throwing his legs up in the air,
stood upon his head, or rather upon the very point of his
sugar-loaf hat, on the narrow edge of the tombstone:
whence he threw a somerset with extraordinary agility, right
to the sexton’s feet, at which he planted himself in the
attitude in which tailors generally sit upon the shop-board.
 
“‘I—I—am afraid I must leave you, sir,’ said the sexton,
making an effort to move.
 
“‘Leave us!’ said the goblin, ‘Gabriel Grub going to leave us.
Ho! ho! ho!’
 
“As the goblin laughed, the sexton observed, for one instant,
a brilliant illumination within the windows of the church, as
if the whole building were lighted up; it disappeared, the
organ pealed forth a lively air, and whole troops of goblins,
the very counterpart of the first one, poured into the
churchyard, and began playing at leap-frog with the
tombstones: never stopping for an instant to take breath,
but ‘overing’ the highest among them, one after the other,
with the utmost marvellous dexterity. The first goblin was a
most astonishing leaper, and none of the others could come
near him; even in the extremity of his terror the sexton
could not help observing, that while his friends were
content to leap over the common-sized gravestones, the
first one took the family vaults, iron railings and all, with as
much ease as if they had been so many street posts.
 
“At last the game reached to a most exciting pitch; the organ
played quicker and quicker; and the goblins leaped faster
and faster: coiling themselves up, rolling head over heels
upon the ground, and bounding over the tombstones like
footballs. The sexton’s brain whirled round with the rapidity
of the motion he beheld, and his legs reeled beneath him, as
the spirits flew before his eyes: when the goblin king,
suddenly darting towards him, laid his hand upon his collar,
and sank with him through the earth.



“When Gabriel Grub had had time to fetch his breath,
which the rapidity of his descent had for the moment
taken away, he found himself in what appeared to be a
huge cavern, surrounded on all sides by crowds of
goblins, ugly and grim; in the centre of the room, on an
elevated seat, was stationed his friend of the
churchyard; and close beside him stood Gabriel Grub
himself, without power of motion.
 
“‘Cold to-night,’ said the king of the goblins, ‘very cold.
A glass of something warm, here!’
 
““At this command, half a dozen officious goblins, with
a perpetual smile upon their faces, whom Gabriel Grub
imagined to be courtiers, on that account, hastily
disappeared, and presently returned with a goblet of
liquid fire, which they presented to the king.
 
“‘Ah!’ cried the goblin, whose cheeks and throat were
transparent, as he tossed down the flame, ‘this warms
one, indeed! Bring a bumper of the same for Mr. Grub.’
 
“It was in vain for the unfortunate sexton to protest
that he was not in the habit of taking anything warm at
night; one of the goblins held him while another
poured the blazing liquid down his throat; the whole
assembly screeched with laughter as he coughed and
choked, and wiped away the tears which gushed
plentifully from his eyes, after swallowing the burning
draught.
 
“‘And now,’ said the king, fantastically poking the taper
corner of his sugar-loaf hat into the sexton’s eye, and
thereby occasioning him the most exquisite pain: ‘And
now, show the man of misery and gloom, a few of the
pictures from our own great storehouse!’
 
“As the goblin said this, a thick cloud which obscured
the remoter end of the cavern rolled gradually away,
and disclosed, apparently at a great distance, a small
and scantily furnished, but neat and clean apartment. 
 A crowd of little children were gathered round a
bright fire, clinging to their mother’s gown, and
gambolling around her chair. The mother occasionally
rose, and drew aside the window-curtain, as if to look
for some expected object; a frugal meal was ready
spread upon the table; and an elbow chair was placed
near the fire. A knock was heard at the door: the
mother opened it, and the children crowded round her,
and clapped their hands for joy, as their father entered.
He was wet and weary, and shook the snow from his
garments, as the children crowded round him, and
seizing his cloak, hat, stick, and gloves, with busy zeal,
ran with them from the room. Then, as he sat down to
his meal before the fire, the children climbed about his
knee, and the mother sat by his side, and all seemed
happiness and comfort.

“But a change came upon the view, almost imperceptibly. The
scene was altered to a small bed-room, where the fairest and
youngest child lay dying; the roses had fled from his cheek, and
the light from his eye; and even as the sexton looked upon him
with an interest he had never felt or known before, he died.
His young brothers and sisters crowded round his little bed,
and seized his tiny hand, so cold and heavy; but they shrunk
back from its touch, and looked with awe on his infant face; for
calm and tranquil as it was, and sleeping in rest and peace as
the beautiful child seemed to be, they saw that he was dead,
and they knew that he was an Angel looking down upon, and
blessing them, from a bright and happy Heaven.
 
“Again the light cloud passed across the picture, and again the
subject changed. The father and mother were old and helpless
now, and the number of those about them was diminished
more than half; but content and cheerfulness sat on every face,
and beamed in every eye, as they crowded round the fireside,
and told and listened to old stories of earlier and bygone days.
Slowly and peacefully the father sank into the grave, and, soon
after, the sharer of all his cares and troubles followed him to a
place of rest. The few, who yet survived them, knelt by their
tomb, and watered the green turf which covered it, with their
tears; then rose, and turned away: sadly and mournfully, but
not with bitter cries, or despairing lamentations, for they knew
that they should one day meet again; and once more they
mixed with the busy world, and their content and cheerfulness
were restored. The cloud settled upon the picture, and
concealed it from the sexton’s view.
 
“‘What do you think of that?’ said the goblin, turning his large
face towards Gabriel Grub.
 
“Gabriel murmured out something about its being very pretty,
and looked somewhat ashamed, as the goblin bent his fiery
eyes upon him.
 
“‘You a miserable man!’ said the goblin, in a tone of excessive
contempt. ‘You!’ He appeared disposed to add more, but
indignation choked his utterance, so he lifted up one of his
very pliable legs, and flourishing it above his head a little, to
insure his aim, administered a good sound kick to Gabriel Grub;
immediately after which, all the goblins in waiting crowded
round the wretched sexton, and kicked him without mercy:
according to the established and invariable custom of courtiers
upon earth, who kick whom royalty kicks, and hug whom
royalty hugs.
 
“‘Show him some more!’ said the king of the goblins.
 
“At these words, the cloud was dispelled, and a rich and
beautiful landscape was disclosed to view—there is just such
another to this day, within half a mile of the old abbey town.
The sun shone from out the clear blue sky, the water sparkled
beneath his rays, and the trees looked greener, and the flowers
more gay, beneath his cheering influence. The water rippled
on, with a pleasant sound; the trees rustled in the light wind 



“that murmured among their leaves; the birds sang upon
the boughs; and the lark carolled on high, her welcome
to the morning. Yes, it was morning: the bright, balmy
morning of summer; the minutest leaf, the smallest blade
of grass, was instinct with life. The ant crept forth to her
daily toil, the butterfly fluttered and basked in the warm
rays of the sun; myriads of insects spread their
transparent wings, and revelled in their brief but happy
existence. Man walked forth, elated with the scene; and
all was brightness and splendour.
 
“‘You a miserable man!’ said the king of the goblins, in a
more contemptuous tone than before. And again the
king of the goblins gave his leg a flourish; again it
descended on the shoulders of the sexton; and again the
attendant goblins imitated the example of their chief.
 
“Many a time the cloud went and came, and many a
lesson it taught to Gabriel Grub, who, although his
shoulders smarted with pain from the frequent
applications of the goblins’ feet, looked on with an
interest that nothing could diminish. He saw that men
who worked hard, and earned their scanty bread with
lives of labour, were cheerful and happy; and that to the
most ignorant, the sweet face of nature was a never-
failing source of cheerfulness and joy. He saw those who
had been delicately nurtured, and tenderly brought up,
cheerful under privations, and superior to suffering, that
would have crushed many of a rougher grain, because
they bore within their own bosoms the materials of
happiness, contentment, and peace. He saw that women,
the tenderest and most fragile of all God’s creatures,
were the oftenest superior to sorrow, adversity, and
distress; and he saw that it was because they bore in
their own hearts, an inexhaustible well-spring of
affection and devotion. Above all, he saw that men like
himself, who snarled at the mirth and cheerfulness of
others, were the foulest weeds on the fair face of the
earth; and setting all the good of the world against the
evil, he came to the conclusion that it was a very decent
and respectable sort of world after all. No sooner had he
formed it, than the cloud which closed over the last
picture, seemed to settle on his senses, and lull him to
repose. One by one the goblins faded from his sight; and
as the last one disappeared, he sunk to sleep.
 
“The day had broken when Gabriel Grub awoke, and
found himself lying, at full length, on the flat grave-stone
in the churchyard with the wicker bottle lying empty by
his side, and his coat, spade, and lantern, all well
whitened by the last night’s frost, scattered on the
ground. The stone on which he had first seen the goblin
seated, stood bolt upright before him, and the grave at
which he had worked, the night before, was not far off.
At first, he began to doubt the reality of his adventures,
but the acute pain in his shoulders when he attempted to
 

rise, assured him that the kicking of the goblins was certainly
not ideal. He was staggered again, by observing no traces of
footsteps in the snow, on which the goblins had played at leap-
frog with the grave-stones, but he speedily accounted for this
circumstance when he remembered that, being spirits, they
would leave no visible impression behind them. So, Gabriel
Grub got on his feet as well as he could, for the pain in his
back; and brushing the frost off his coat, put it on, and turned
his face towards the town.
 
“But he was an altered man, and he could not bear the thought
of returning to a place where his repentance would be scoffed
at, and his reformation disbelieved. He hesitated for a few
moments; and then turned away to wander where he might,
and seek his bread elsewhere.
 
“The lantern, the spade, and the wicker bottle, were found,
that day, in the churchyard. There were a great many
speculations about the sexton’s fate, at first, but it was
speedily determined that he had been carried away by the
goblins; and there were not wanting some very credible
witnesses who had distinctly seen him whisked through the air
on the back of a chestnut horse blind of one eye, with the
hind-quarters of a lion, and the tail of a bear. At length all this
was devoutly believed; and the new sexton used to exhibit to
the curious, for a trifling emolument, a good-sized piece of the
church weathercock which had been accidentally kicked off by
the aforesaid horse in his aërial flight, and picked up by himself
in the churchyard, a year or two afterwards.
 
“Unfortunately, these stories were somewhat disturbed by the
unlooked-for reappearance of Gabriel Grub himself, some ten
years afterwards, a ragged, contented, rheumatic old man. He
told his story to the clergyman, and also to the mayor; and in
course of time it began to be received as a matter of history, in
which form it has continued down to this very day. The
believers in the weathercock tale, having misplaced their
confidence once, were not easily prevailed upon to part with it
again, so they looked as wise as they could, shrugged their
shoulders, touched their foreheads, and murmured something
about Gabriel Grub having drunk all the Hollands, and then
fallen asleep on the flat tombstone; and they affected to
explain what he supposed he had witnessed in the goblins’
cavern, by saying that he had seen the world, and grown wiser.
But this opinion, which was by no means a popular one at any
time, gradually died off; and be the matter how it may, as
Gabriel Grub was afflicted with rheumatism to the end of his
days, this story has at least one moral, if it teach no better one
—and that is, that if a man turn sulky and drink by himself at
Christmas time, he may make up his mind to be not a bit the
better for it: let the spirits be never so good, or let them be
even as many degrees beyond proof, as those which Gabriel
Grub saw in the goblins’ cavern.”



KALLIKANTZAROI (ORIGINAL)
Faerie Might: 5 (Corpus)
Characteristics: Int –1, Per +1, Pre –2, Com 0, Str –6, Sta +1, Dex +3, Qik +3
Size: –3
Virtues and Flaws: Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Feast of the Fae, Hybrid Form, 2 x Personal Faerie Powers; Little, Sovereign
Ward (Religion*), Incognizant, Traditional Wards (fire, counting games**, burning shoes in some places)
* Religion doesn’t work in this story. They have a very narrow victim group. Sunlight works.
** They can be stopped by counting the holes in colanders or spilled grains.
Personality Traits: Destructive +3
Combat:
Brawl (bite): Init +3, Attack +10, Defense +9, Damage –1
Brawl (talons): Init+2, Attack +11, Defense +9, Damage –2
Soak: +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-2), –3 (3-4), –5 (5- 6), Incapacitated (7-8), Dead (9+)
Abilities: Athletics 1 (climbing)*, Awareness 1 (shiny things), Brawl 3** (each other), Faerie Speech 5.
* Has virtue allowing supernatural athletics.
** Some of the king’s subjects pin the sexton. He’s very drunk, but they might have a higher Brawl score, specialised in their
victims.
Powers:
Silent Motion: 1 point, constant, Imaginem.
These faeries are capable of silent motion, but make noise by damaging things in the excitement of their revels.
Supernatural Agility: 0 points, constant, Animal (3 intricacy points spent on cost).
Vis: 1 pawn (Animal)
Appearance: Kallikantzaroi have different appearances in different areas, but they are generally small faeries that have mixed
human and animal characteristics. They are usually black and furred, with glowing, red eyes and extended tongues. They often
have the ears of donkeys or goats, and
many have animal feet. They may have tusks and have sharp, curved claws.
 

KING OF THE KALLIKANTZAROI
Faerie Might: 25 (Corpus)
Characteristics: Int +2, Per +1, Pre +1, Com +1, Str +2, Sta +1, Dex +1, Qik +1
Size: –1
Virtues and Flaws: Faerie Sight, Faerie Speech, Feast of the Fae, Greater Faerie Powers, Hybrid Form, 2 x Personal Faerie
Powers; Little, Sovereign Ward (Sunlight), Incognizant, Traditional Wards (fire, counting games, burning shoes in some places)
Personality Traits: Spirit of the Season +6
Combat:
Brawl (talons): Init+5, Attack +16, Defense +14, Damage +9
Soak: +3
Wound Penalties: –1 (1-4), –3 (5-8), –5 (9-12), Incapacitated (13-16), Dead (17+)
Abilities: Athletics 3 (climbing)*, Awareness 5 (victims), Brawl 3 (each other), Faerie Speech 5.
* Has virtue allowing supernatural athletics.
Powers:
Oppression: 1 point, Sun, Imaginem
Can create a dream state (expressed as a cloud in which the person sees visions) that forces Personality Trait checks against
Spirit of the Season 6. Using this power, over and over in the warped time of his cave, allows the King to grind down the vices of
the people he kidnaps.
Silent Motion: 1 point, constant, Imaginem.
These faeries are capable of silent motion, but make noise by damaging things in the excitement of their revels.
Spirit Away: 2 points, weird and special, Corpus
Lets the Goblin King drag people into his cavern, where time travles at a different rate.
Supernatural Agility: 0 points, constant, Animal (3 intricacy points spent on cost).
Vis: 5 pawns (Rego)
Appearance: There’s an image above.



SCILLY : THE GIANT AND
THE DWARF
 
 
 

I recorded a Christmas episode earlier
this year, but because of the vagaries of
podcast production, it drifted to early
December. Here’s a replacement, about
the Abbey of Saint Nicholas at Tresco.
Nicholas, in local lore, is a fearsome
chap : he’s far more similar to the
weapon smuggler who turns up in the
Narnia novels than the jolly old elf that
the Dutch took to America.
 
We also meet a persistent culture of
pirates, who may make suitable
Enemies for a covenant, and we learn
what service was due for the lands
about Ennor castle.
 
The recording which was used in the
episode was one of mine, through
Librivox. It comes from “Scilly and Its
Legends” by James Whitfeld. In the new
year, when my current Librivox projects
are done, I’ll be asking the Patreons to
pick my next book from a list I’ve
prepared.. If they pick a book on Man,
or one on Venice, for example, it’ll help
decided the shape of the next big series
of epsiodes.
 
 
 

IT was a goodly pile, that Abbey of St. Nicholas in Tresco, or, as
it was then called, Iniscaw, embosomed, like a picture, in the
setting of its brown hill, gleaming with heather blooms, and
with golden furze. In every direction around it lay hamlets, and
comfortable farm-houses, surrounded by cultivated lands, and
meadows of deep green. Surely the good Fathers owned a fair
heritage; and the state of their dependencies showed that,
while enjoying a pleasant lot themselves, they dealt gently and
kindly with those beneath their sway. So was it in those days.
Not then, as now, was the pilgrim or the wayfarer compelled to
seek a venal welcome at the wayside inn.
 
Not then, as now, was hospitality only to be bought. The first
of the monastic virtues, and the one most worthily practised,
was charity. Far and wide, through Christendom, were
scattered those memorials of our Fathers’ piety, those solemn
Abbeys and Priories, buried in the dim religious shade of trees
coeval with the foundation of the buildings, over which they
bent so gracefully. And wherever arose one of those grey piles,
there was to be found a sacred hospitality,—a kindness
dispensed alike to rich and poor,— a practical lesson of love for
God and man. Under the shelter of those walls grew up a
loving tenantry, and, still lower in the scale, a body of peasants,
connected with their superiors by ties of affection, and of
reverence, and of benefits, both given and received.
 
Go now to Scilly, and seek out the Abbey gates. Where are
they? In a bright garden, full of the luxuriant beauty of tropical
flowers and shrubs, you pass by two glorious aloes, and behold
a grey wall, and a fine pointed arch. Is there anything more?
Yes, there is yet one relic more. A few antique graves are
scattered around; for this place, redolent of perfumes, was the
burial ground of the Abbey. There is nothing here to remind
you of death.
 
The ground is covered with a Mosaic of bright-eyed blossoms,
and the air is heavy with fragrance. These grey stones, and
ancient tombs, are all that is left of the great Abbey. If you
would ask for the old Catholic hospitality on this spot, as of
yore, it must be from the dead, whose mansions are lying
about, and whose spirits may, peradventure, brood over the
scene of a majesty decayed, and spoiled, and utterly laid waste.
A hind, passing by, looks at you through the mossy arch; the
wind moans round the fragments that remain, and the
saddened stranger, gazing for a moment on the ruins of God’s
house, remembers what it once has been, and, with a sigh,
turns sorrowfully away.
 



Not such, however, was the appearance of the stately
Abbey of St. Nicholas, in Tresco, about the middle of
the fourteenth century, on one fine morning, in May.
The peace and dignified tranquillity, that generally
characterised it, were gone. All was hot haste, and
confusion, and hurrying to and fro. The reverend
brethren paced the lofty walls, or passed from chamber
to court, and from court to chamber, or gazed through
the great gates, now opened wide, with distress and
terror painted upon their countenances. From time to
time a string of cattle, or of sheep, or of beasts of
burden, entered the sacred precincts, while their
drivers, accompanied by troops of women and children,
outvied each other in their dismal tales, to which the
monks listened, with faces as pale as those of the
speakers. Every now and then, amid the disarray and
uproar, there arrived a band of armed men, headed by
some one of higher rank, who held lands of the Abbey
by bridle and spear, and came, with his vassals, to
discharge his feudal devoirs, by protecting it, and doing
battle in its cause.
 
As troop after troop filed in, the military garnishing of
the place became very respectable; and a casual
observer would have smiled at the idea of danger to a
stronghold so well defended. But the peril that menaced
it was apparently of no common kind. In spite of the
formidable muster of men-at-arms, and spearmen, and
archers, and cross-bow men, that crowded the Abbey
courts, the terror that existed before their coming did
not seem to cease, nor were its inmates reassured by
their presence.
 
In the midst of the discordant shouting, and the absence
of all order, and of all authority, the monks, and
peasants, and troops, were mixed up together in a
medley of inextricable confusion. No one was there of
rank or of talent sufficient to entitle him to take the
lead, as well as for others to acquiesce in his superiority.
The only person to whom men would naturally have
turned was the Abbot. But the good priest was well-
nigh beside himself with dismay. He moved backwards
and forwards, amid the crowd, as it ebbed and flowed,
like a man paralyzed by some great shock.
“Monseigneur St. Nicholas,” was his constant and
dolorous cry, “pity us, and come to our aid. Save us, for
we perish, and there is none to deliver us. Monseigneur
St. Nicholas, pray for us!”
 
The prayers and ejaculations of the worthy Abbot were,
naithless, of small avail, towards the restoration of the
peace so rudely disturbed. As drove, and flock, and
horseman, and footman, passed into the monastery, it
became evident that, spacious as were its limits, they
would soon prove insufficient to accommodate the new
comers.

The retainers of the house, armed and equipped for service,
stood in groups, or seated themselves to rest, here and there,
while their leaders seemed to have abandoned the idea,—if
such a one ever existed,—of establishing some discipline. After
a few ineffectual efforts, they let things take their course, and
looked listlessly on. Now an order was issued to send forth
scouts, to ascertain what was passing on the side from which
danger was dreaded, and then it was countermanded, until thin
lines of bluish smoke dotted the landscape, in ominous
proximity to the Abbey, and the command was repeated, but it
was unheard, or, if heard, unheeded. From time to time the
man, stationed on the top of the great tower, as a lookout,
reported the progress of the enemy, and, at every fresh
intimation of the spoiler’s approach, the Abbot’s agony in-
creased, and his appeals to Monseigneur St. Nicholas became
more incessant.
 
One or two of the chief tenants tried to arrest the disorder
that prevailed, and to induce the Abbot to second them. There
could be but one result, were this state of things to continue.
They saw this, and made an effort to amend matters. “Holy
Father,” they said, ” it is time to hang out from the tower the
great banner of the house, and to man the walls.”
 
But to these appeals the priest turned a deaf ear. His reply was
still the same. “God, and Monseigneur St. Nicholas, be our aid!”
he cried, “what can I, or what can any man, do in such a strait?
Lo’, I am a man of peace, what then know I of the battle or of
blood? I will not trust in the arm of flesh, but in the weapons of
the Spirit, and of prayer. Monseigneur St. Nicholas, aid us!”
 
And the good followers of the Abbey, thoroughly
disheartened, shrugged their shoulders, and, great as might be
the Abbot’s faith in the help of his Patron Saint, seemed
themselves to share but little in his devout trust. They went
back to their men, with a look on their weather- beaten brows
that spake, as plainly as glance ever spake, of minds made up
to meet the impending danger, but of hopelessness, and utter
despair of success.
 
One of these men, who was past the prime of life, and had
apparently seen some service, from the broad scar that
traversed his sun-burnt forehead, was disposed to give vent to
his discontent in words. He gazed sternly round upon the
increasing crowds, whose din had become almost deafening,
with no friendly or placable look. Then his eye wandered to the
figure of the Abbot, who was standing still, in a lamentable
state of bewilderment and indecision.
 
 “Aye,” muttered the stout veteran, half in soliloquy, and half
addressing himself in  to his companion, ” Heaven helps him
who helps himself. My old captain, Sir John Chandos, whose
one eye nothing ever escaped (on his soul be peace!), could do
nought with such a scum as this. Would that I and my men
were safely back, and housed within the walls of my manor at
Samson. There might I at least strike a good stroke for mine 
 



own, or make some composition with these rovers. But
the Abbot can neither fight, nor bid others do it for him.
Marry, he will find his prayers but a sorry defence
against lance-heads, and sword points, and blazing
brands. I would give the value of ten arpents of my best
land, sith the fight must be fought against such odds, if
Bras-de-fer were but here.”
 
 
Most of this long monologue had fallen unheeded upon
the tympanum of the Abbot’s ears, but they caught its
conclusion. The effect was electric. The name
pronounced seemed even as is a beacon to a storm-tost
mariner,—as a straw to a drowning man. He was in a
moment absorbed by the one idea that he had just
received, as though it were an inspiration from on high.
Turning to William le Poer, the speaker, he demanded,
in an agitated voice, where Bras- de-fer was, and bade
them summon him instantly.
 
The attempt indeed was made, but it was made in vain.
To the cries that resounded on every side, coupled with
his name, no answer was returned, save the significant
one of silence. Bras-de-fer was nowhere to be found;
and the Abbot’s distress grew again to a height that
would have been amusing, had it not also been sincere
and real.
 
A new cause for alarm was now superadded to those
already existing. The warder on the tower announced
the appearance of one of the scouts, who had been sent
out to explore the neighbourhood. At the same moment
with the announcement, in he rode, spurring his panting
hob, or cob, whose bloody sides, and foaming mouth,
gave tokens of his rider’s headlong speed. In he rode,
breathless, and almost without tongue to tell his tale.
The crowd, as he entered, made way for him silently,
and then closed round him, and asked him for his
tidings. They were soon told.
 
The fleet of pirates, whose threatened presence had
frightened the Islands from their propriety, was the
naval portion of those dreaded and detested routiers,
who scorched their track upon the shores they visited
with sword and flame. Like locusts, they had passed
over the fair lands of France and Italy, and left a desert
behind them. The fatal legacy of the English wars, they
had lingered on, sometimes, by the temptation of pay
and plunder, bribed into the service of one of the
neighbouring sovereigns; sometimes put down by the
united forces of the crown, and of the great Barons ;
and, sometimes, for lack of prey to feed upon, dwindling
into mere herds of robbers. Still, however, they
continued to exist, and were ever ready, at times of civil
discord, to start up into unnatural strength and stature.
 
 

Such a’ portentous gathering was it that swept, like a
hurricane, over the ancient Hesperides, the Fortunate Isles,
now called Scilly, and threatened pillage and death against the
fair Abbey of Tresco. This formed the substance of the
hobbler’s tale.
 
 
The modern Vikingir, the routiers, had swooped upon the rich
booty, from far and near. Their united bands, seizing upon all
the shipping within their reach, came down upon the
monastery, in which, in addition to wealth of its own, was
deposited much belonging to others. Those, however, who put
trust in its broad moat and frowning towers, might now feel
some apprehension for the result. Fenced cities had stooped,
and given way, before these terrible bands. Princes had
condescended to treat with them, and to pay a species of
black-mail for their protection or their forbearance. And now,
like a multitude of ravening wolves, they made right for the
treasures of the Sanctuary, even as the Assyrian yearned for
the wealth of Zion.
 
They disdained to summon a place, the wealth of which gave a
spur to their covetousness, and which for its weakness they
despised. They made, therefore, no overtures to the monks.
Their terms were simply surrender and submission. Between
that, and resistance to the uttermost, there was no medium.
The choice was given to the community, and a dreadful choice
it was.
 
Like the memorable message and reply at Saragossa, the leader
of the robbers might have demanded an instant capitulation;
and who was there, amid that panic-stricken mob, to reply to
his insolent summons, in the words of Palafox to the
Frenchman, ” Guerra al cuchillo”—War to the knife? When it
was known that the great host of routiers had disembarked,
and were coming in force against the Abbey, their advanced
parties being seen already on the side of Bryher hill, the very
magnitude of the danger produced a sort of calm.
 
Men were stunned into order, and began to feel the necessity
of subordination. By a sort of tacit and spontaneous
movement, some of those better equipped and disciplined fell
in together, and proceeded to man the wall. Some mangonels,
and military machines, were carried thither, and prepared for
use. The old captain, William le Poer, took advantage of this
mute submission to post the troops to the best advantage, and
to place the non-combatants in a situation where they would,
at least, be out of the way. After doing all in his power, he had
descended to consult the Abbot on some doubtful point, and
had just found the reverend Father in the great court, when
both soldier and priest were startled by a shout, that made the
welkin ring, and was re-echoed by the grey pile around them.



The stout veteran cut short his speech, and listened for
a repetition of the cries. When it came, he then knew
the reason for that burst of enthusiasm. None can feel
the value of an able leader, when the question is one .of
life and death, so well as a soldier. And therefore it was
with no common joy or exultation that he gathered the
meaning of that warlike welcome. It was the greeting of
his followers to a well proved chief. William le Poer’s
heart leapt within him, as the air shook with one
unanimous acclaim,—” Bras-de-fer, Bras-de-fer, St.
Nicholas for Bras-de-fer!”
 
“Marry,” said the worthy Abbot, “Sir Bras-de-fer is
somewhat slow in making his appearance, but right glad
am I that he is come at last. Peradventure he has
gathered his vassals, and the knaves loitered, and
delayed the good knight. I trust that his band is neither
scanty nor ill- equipped, for he holdeth broad lands of
the Church, and, as a certain Father hath it —” here he
broke off, and stood with silent amazement, gazing on
the scene that presented itself. First, his hands bound
behind his back with a cord, his head drooped in a hang-
dog fashion upon his breast, and his whole figure
bearing unmistakeable signs of dogged, . insolent,
ruffianly fear, came a man, clad in half-armour, but
possessing no offensive weapons. His steel cap, or
salade, as -well as his breast and back plate, were
stained with rust and dirt, and his swarthy face, and
untrimmed beard, and garments of buff, were in perfect
keeping with the rest of his equipments. He looked
what he really was, a common routier, or condottiero, of
the day. Behind him, and quickening his pace
occasionally by a sharp prick of his lance, rode one of a
far different stamp.
 
As if in’ con- trast to the mere mercenary, the base
trafficker in war, appeared one of those martial and
chivalrous warriors, whom Froissart painted and loved
so spiritedly, followed, as his whole train, by two well
appointed esquires. Of great stature, far exceeding the
usual height of men, and of enormous strength, he yet
sate bis powerful Norman destrier, with the ease and
grace of a page mounting his first war- horse. He was
clad in complete armour, and over his bright bassinet,
and shadowing his open and honest features, floated a
long white plume. His whole bearing was a model of
noble and manly vigour, and the very smile upon his
firm resolute mouth, was an augury of victory.
 
The fathers of the men of those days, who had fought
in the wars of the giants, when England and France had
met so often in stricken fields, face to face, looked
frequently upon such champions, and spoke of Edward
Plantagenet in his black mail, and Chandos, and Audley,
and Felton; and, on the opposite side, the brothers du
Guesclin, and the Marshals de Lignac and de Passac,

 and Comminges, and Perigord, who, though simple Counts
only, dared to send their gloves in defiance to the Prince of
Wales. In the days of which  I am writing, however, the heroic
mould was well nigh worn out. In the words of Ariosto,—
“Natura la fece, et poi ruppe la stampa.” •The eleventh Louis
loved chivalry but little, and if he was served by such men as
Dunois, it was almost against his will. Even in the wars then
terminated, few had seen a more perfect or a more gallant
cavalier than he, who, with his visor up, and with his brave
spirit stamped upon his face, rode into the Abbey court, amid
waving of caps, and gratulatoiy shouts, and a wild welcome,
uttered in chorus by a hundred tongues.
 
Bras-de-fer spake not a word in reply, but threw a bright
glance over the crowd, and then went straight up to the Abbot.
The holy man was paralyzed. He gazed in utter astonishment
upon the good knight, then upon his prisoner, and lastly upon
his esquires. When, however, he was convinced of the reality
of what he saw; when, by the existence of his senses, he
became certain that the four, now grouped in his presence,
composed the whole attendance of his redouhted vassal,
astonishment gave place to anger,—anger too great to find
expression in words. All that he could say was, ” Monseigneur
St. Nicholas, aid us!” in a manner so ludicrously plaintive, as to
bring a smile on the lips of Bras-de-fer.
 
“Aye” said he “my Lord Abbot, I trust he will help us, for we
lack his aid, and, if legends tell truth, he was a rude adversary
in his day. Do ye know with whom ye have to deal?” As no one
answered the question, he continued. “If all the fiends of hell
were let loose, saving your presence, my reverend friend, they
could have no more fitting leader than the master-spirit of that
murthering and pillaging horde. As I rode in, I chanced to light
on this villainous routier, overthrew him horse and man, and
got from him all the news he could furnish. I am ill at telling a
story, so the sum of the whole is this. All the sea-kings, as they
are pleased to call themselves, are collected in one band, to fall
upon us, and at their head is that devil incarnate, Jean
l’Ecorcheur, who flays his captives alive.”
 
There was nothing simulated, now, in the dead silence that fell
upon the crowd. The champing of the charger’s bit sounded
loud and harsh in the interval of that awful pause. It seemed a
sentence of death, so stern was the intelligence, and so
crushing in its effects. It were as though one of those avenging
seers of old had descended suddenly with a message from on
high, and had proclaimed “thus saith the Lord, set thine house
in order, for thou shalt die, and not live.”
 
Bras-de-fer alone appeared utterly unconscious of the heavy
nature of the tidings he had brought. Springing lightly from his
selle, he gave his steed to one of his esquires, and broke the
spell, by crying, in a loud hearty tone,—” To the ramparts, my
merry men, to the ramparts, an ye would not have this
bloodsucker make a meal of us!” And he was turning away, for
the purpose of ascending the flight of steps leading to the 



walls, when he was arrested by the Abbot, who now, for
the first time since the knight’s coming, found power to
speak.
 
“Tarry awhile, Sir Bras-de-fer,” said he, ” for I would fain
question you. If it be sooth that the fiend l’Ecorcheur
(whom may God and St. Nicholas confound!”—here the
Abbot piously crossed himself) “be bound hitherward,
and seeks to lay his sacrilegious hands upon the
patrimony of the blessed Church, wherefore does it
chance that her first vassal, Sir Dreux de Barentin, rides
to her defence with such a scanty train? Is it possible
that he comes alone, and not, as of old, with banner
displayed, and a goodly power of bowmen, and
spearmen, and with all the strength of carnal war?”
 
“It is even so, my reverend friend,” replied Sir Dreux, or
rather, as he was commonly called, Bras-de-fer, in-
differently, while his skilful eye took in at a glance all
that was passing with the troops posted above, “it is
even so. All my gathering consists but of myself, with
Richard and Anthony yonder, unless ye would count
Bayard in the roll.”
 
“False man, and false knight!” shouted the churchman,
who began to lose both patience and his senses, at
once, under this new shock, ” I rede ye to know that St.
Nicholas can resume his grants; aye, and he shall do it.
Did we not give thee lands, wide and fair, to hold of the
Abbey by bridle and spear, and art thou not, as leal
servant of the Church, vowed to bring to her aid,
whenever, and by whomsoever, attacked, ten men-at-
arms, each of them fully equipped, and followed by two
bowmen and a jackman? Where be they, thou faithless
vavasour? God and St. Nicholas help us in our
extremity, for, of a verity, we perish, and there is none
to succour us!”
 
During the first part of this speech, Bras-de-fer had
been leisurely scanning the military preparations, going
on under the ordering of William le Poer, and had
evidently paid but slight attention to the angry priest.
But the tone of anguish that marked the closing
sentence touched him. Kindly lay- ing his hand on the
Abbot’s arm, he said to him, in a voice of singular
gentleness and feeling, ” Pause, my good old friend, ere
you condemn me. I must be brief, for I am sadly wanted
yonder, but the matter stands thus. Last night, when I
received tidings of this pestilent invasion, I sent out, as
was my duty, to summon to my standard all,—and more
than all,—who were bound to bear arms in your
defence. By sunrise, this morning, the whole were
reported, by my muster-master, to be in waiting, and
ready to set out. But, as untoward fortune would have
it, the Lady Claude, my wife, was taken with labour
throes. I could not move her hither, nor could I leave her
 

r unguarded at home. I did what necessity compelled me to do.
To defend my castle of Ennour, and her, I left my contingent,
and surely it is a feeble garrison enough, but hither I came
myself, as bound in honour, and in my devoir, to fight, and, if
need be, to die in your cause. So courage, my dear Lord, we
shall beat off these routiers, stout knaves though they be, and
with the more credit, seeing the feebleness of our means of
defence.”
 
The Abbot groaned in spirit, most dismally. “Ever have I found,”
he sighed, ” that a woman is at the bottom of all evil or
mischance. For what saith a certain Father,’ Ubi fcemina, ibi
diabolus.’ And as for the glory of which you speak, my fair son,
would that in its place we had the two score soldiers, who are
now waiting the pleasure of the Lady Claude.”
 
“Sith it may not be mended, my Father,” answered Bras-de-fer,
as he prepared to depart, ” we must endure it as well as we
can, which is a piece of philosophy taught me by old Froissart.
Yet cheer up and fear not. I am no braggart, God knows, still
bethink thee that perchance my arm and my leading may well
balance, aye, and outweigh, the services of a few hirelings.
There are in Scilly scores of such to be had for the buying, but
there is only one Bras- de-fer.” So saying he ascended the
steps, leading to the outer rampart, and left the Abbot standing
alone.
 
The latter felt the justice of his remark. Bras-de-fer, as a leader,
had a reputation of the highest order. His military skill and
judgment were unrivalled. Yet to lose the best contingent of
the house was mortifying enough. “Surely” quoth the priest,
“Sir Bras-de-fer hath reason on his side. The best lance in
merry England is worth a score of common men. I would,
however, that his fair wife had chosen her time better. She is a
woman, and it is ill dealing with that troublesome sex. As old
Sir John hath it, we must remedy it as best we may.” And the
Abbot walked slowly after Bras-de-fer, sorely vexed in spirit.
But the presence of his warlike vassal had inspired him with
something like confidence. He sought the ramparts, to look
around on what was passing, not indeed in a cheerful mood,
but less downcast than before. So true it is that the courage
and high qualities of one man will often fill a host of waverers
with hope and alacrity, and infuse into their bosoms the energy
that is all his own.
 
No sooner had Bras-de-fer taken the command, than he
proved how correct was his estimate of his own value. All the
vassals capable of bearing arms were mustered, and passed in
review, and were then told off in divisions, each of which was
placed under the leadership of some veteran soldier. The
archers and cross-bow men were posted on the walls, which
were both crenelated and machicolated, and preparations
were made for pouring melted pitch, and boiling water, on the
heads of the assailants, in case they should, attempt a storm.
The pontlevis was raised, and between it and the great gate, a
wicket of which only was allowed to be open, there was 



constructed a semicircular embankment or breast-work,
one end of which terminated at the wall, and the other
joined the hill side. It was the height of a man’s
shoulders, and was defended by ten picked cross-bow
men. It could only be approached in front, as the ground
on the right was precipitous, and on the left the slope
was swept and commanded by the great tower.
 
The best and most disciplined of the whole array were
drawn up in reserve, in the Abbey court. Having thus
put everything in train, Bras-de-fer ordered a manchet
of bread and beef, with a good black-jack of humming
ale, to be served out to every man under arms; and
then, cautioning all to be on their guard, and to quit
themselves like men, and faithful children of the
Church, he sought the Abbot, who was gazing fearfully
abroad.
 
The scene that met their eyes was one of stirring
interest, to a mere spectator, though, to those then
looking upon it, it possessed a sterner and more terrible
character. At the end of the wide slope before them, as
it rose from the valley, under Bryher hill, was seen
advancing, with some pretence to discipline, a vast body
of men. They were marshalled in several divisions, each
headed by its own leader. They consisted, as might have
been expected, principally of foot, a few only being
mounted on the small active horses called hobs, from
which their riders in the military language of the time
were called hobbilers or hobblers, and whence we also
derive our name of cob. They were preceded by
numbers of bowmen, who acted as scouts, and explored
the ground.
 
Generally speaking, their equipments were
heterogeneous, and dimmed by use; but the
experienced eye of Bras-de-fer remarked that the spear
heads were bright and clean, from which he augured
that, however rusty their defensive armour might be,
their weapons of offence would be found service- able
enough. In the rear of the several columns was beheld a
mixed multitude, together with some captives, and a
few carts charged already with plunder. At the head of
the whole, clad in complete steel, rode the redoubtable
l’Ecorcheur.
 
He was followed by a man-at-arms, who filled the office
of an esquire, and bore his lance. His arms were
handsome, and his whole bearing that of one who
affected some degree of state, either from vanity, or as
a means of overawing others by that pomp and show,
which always has its effect upon the multitude. As soon
as he had arrived within two bowshots of the Abbey, he
halted his men, and drew them up in regular order, as
well as the inequalities of the ground would allow. He
then rode forward alone, taking care to keep out of the
reach of an enemy’s arrow.

After making a careful survey of the place, he paused exactly
opposite to that part of the walls, on which were the Abbot
and Bras-de-fer. The latter, who had been watching his
adversary’s movements with great interest, came to the edge
of the parapet, and stood there, erect and still, so that the
whole of his gigantic proportions were visible to the besiegers.
The two celebrated  champions remained, for a time, face to
face, neither of them speaking a word, and the eyes of all men
being; directed on them alone. Those, who were near to
1’Ecorcheur, might behold a shade of disappointment and
vexation cross his brow, but in no other way did be betray his
annoyance, at finding himself thus confronted by one of the
boldest warriors of the day. Bras-de-fer, on his part, looked
with curiosity on the chief, whose name had become invested
with so much unenviable notoriety. The silence that followed
this reciprocal survey was first broken by the Reiter, who,
advancing a few paces nearer to the Abbey, summoned it,
loudly and peremptorily, to surrender.
 
“And what if we like it not, Sir 1’Ecorcheur? ” inquired Bras-de-
fer.
 
“Death to every living soul within the walls,” was the reply;
“death to all alike, but, as you are the leader, a higher bough
for your hanging.”
 
“Gramercy for your courtesy, Sir Routier,” said Bras- de-fer,
“the walls of St. Nicholas are high, and his servants stout of
heart, so we will strike a stroke in defence of holy Church, the
more readily, too, since we like not to trust to your word,
should we yield ourselves to your mercy, and crave grace. May
it please you then, Sir Flayer, to retire out of arrow-flight, for if
you remain longer where you are, we will try the temper of
your corslet. Shoot, men, shoot! Arrows to the head! Shoot,
trebuchet! St. Nicholas to the rescue, and set on!”
 
It was well at the moment, for 1’Ecorcheur, that he took Bras-
de-fer’s advice. He escaped unharmed himself, but two arrows
struck his charger, which bounded furiously, and nearly
dismounted its rider. He became livid with passion, and gave
orders instantly to commence the attack; while the manner, in
which his commands were carried into effect, showed the
defenders of the Abbey that they were dealing with no
common foe.
 
A number of men first advanced, bearing before them those
large pavoises, or pavises, which were used in opening
approaches against a fortified place. These were shields, of
about the soldier’s height, and broad enough to cover him
completely. Being of stout wickerwork, bound over with
leather, they were sufficiently light to be manageable. Be- hind
this shelter, which was borne by one man, followed an archer
or cross-bow man, keeping himself protected from the hostile
shot, and looking warily out for an opportunity of sending an
arrow, or a bolt, at those who manned the walls.
 
 



Several large vans, or moveable towers, which could be
taken to pieces, or joined together, at pleasure,
succeeded these; and, as soon as they were well posted,
mangonels, and machines for throwing large stones,
were brought for- ward. A sharp fire was maintained,
without intermission, for nearly half-an-hour, at the end
of which time there was a pause, as if by mutual
consent.
 
Both parties, as it were, drew off, to ascertain their
respective damages, and to prepare for a fresh onset
and defence. The result of the inquiry was in favour of
the Abbey. Not a man on the walls had been hurt.
Two’or three of the non-combatants, huddled together
in the precincts and courts, had been slightly touched
by spent shafts, but no serious casualty had occurred.
 
On the side of the besiegers the list of wounded was far
heavier. Nearly a dozen had been killed or severely
injured by the Abbey men, who shot coolly from under
cover. The bodies of the slain, and those pierced by
arrows, as they were carried, or as they staggered, to
the rear, were, in the eyes of both parties, an omen of
success or failure. The defenders were animated with
hope and courage, and the attacking forces were
equally dispirited and depressed.
 
Jean l’Ecorcheur himself, who was utterly
unaccustomed to reverses, actually foamed with rage.
He was beside himself. He shook his clenched fist at the
Abbey, and addressed its guardians with the foulest
blasphemies. At the same time he directed his men to
begin the assault anew. Long ladders were prepared,
and brought to the front, while a fresh band of archers
came forward, and watched every portion of the walls.
 
While this was passing without, Bras-de-fer was not idle
within. His eye, and his over- looking care, were
everywhere. Amid a hail of arrows, he seemed to bear a
charmed life. Armed cap-a-pied, a bright and lofty mark,
he moved from post to post, advising some, cautioning
others, and speaking to all in that clear bold tone of
confidence, which a soldier loves. At last, he came to
the spot, where, sheltered by a corner tower, the Abbot
stood to watch the progress of the fray.
 
“What think you, Sir Bras-de-fer?” said he, as the knight
rejoined him, “how speeds the day with those sons of
Belial?”
 
“An’ they succeed no better than hitherto” answered
the knight, ” their’s is but labour thrown away. Not a
step has been gained yet; but they have lost some of
their best men. Courage, my reverend friend, the Abbey
of St. Nicholas will be a virgin fortress still. But what is
this?” he added, pointing to a figure on the ramparts, at
no great distance from them.

On a nearer approach, it was seen to be the Abbot’s favourite
dwarf, dragging after him, with difficulty, a weapon of antique
form, and of enormous size and weight. The sight seemed to
rouse the Abbot’s indignation and surprise to the highest pitch.
 
“Anathema maranatha!” he cried, ” the profane imp of evil has
laid his sacrilegious hands upon the feudal arbalete of the
blessed Monseigneur St. Nicholas, which he wrested from the
Cornish giant, who robbed Lombard merchants, coming hither
to traffic, and pious pilgrims, as they crossed the Abbey lands;
yea, and slew the heathen with his own bow. Thou misshapen
knave, knowest thou not the sanctity of that consecrated
weapon? Answer me, thou misbegotten and mischievous
varlet!”
 
“And knowest thou not, holy Lord Abbot,” replied the dwarf,
“that a bolt from it hath pierced a coat of Spanish mail, at five
hundred good paces?” With these words, much to the
amusement of Bras-de-fer, and to the wrath of the Abbot, he
proceeded to drag his load to the parapet, on which, with
much trouble, he rested it. He then attempted to string it, but
in vain. The bow and cord, alike of steel, resisted his efforts,
and he chafed with rage, at seeing himself thus foiled. Bras-de-
fer walked to his side, and watched him, as well as the weapon,
with a curious eye.
 
While this scene was passing within, the attack without was
recommenced, more hotly than ever. Jean l’Ecorcheur stormed
with fury, like a fiend. He rode in among the pavoises, cursing
and shouting to his men, who exerted themselves desperately,
in hopes of gaining distinction under the eye of a leader, who
never rewarded with a niggard hand. Their shot flew thick and
fast, and wounded some of the besieged. At last he espied the
Abbot in his place of safety. The sight of the good Priest
seemed almost to drive him mad. He overwhelmed the Abbey,
and all connected with it, with the vilest abuse. Raising himself
in his stirrups, and shaking his mailed hand at the walls, he
bade their defenders yield instantly, and be at his mercy.
 
“Thou dog of an Abbot!” he cried, “for the slaughter of my
men, I will take with thee a reckoning, that shall deter others
from following thy example. By all the fiends in. hell, I will roast
together, in a slow fire, thee, and the image of thy mock Saint,
Nicholas, whom may Beelzebub “— the rest of the sentence
was never spoken, for word passed not those brutal lips again.
 
Bras-de-fer, as was related above, stood by the dwarf, and
watched his abortive efforts to bend the mighty bow of St.
Nicholas. Suddenly, an idea seemed to strike him. Pushing the
little man gently aside, he seized the string, and drew it to the
spring, as lightly, as though it were a silken cord. Then he
adjusted a bolt to the groove, and took a deliberate aim. And at
the very moment when 1’Ecorcheur was pouring forth his
blasphemies against St. Nicholas, the bow of St. Nicholas
avenged him. The bolt, entering his mouth, passed into his
brain; and the routier, springing convulsively up into the air, fell
upon the plain, a lifeless corse.



“As it crashed through the brain of the infidel,
round he spun, and down he fell.
Ere his very thought could pray,

Unanealed he passed away,
Without a hope from mercy’s aid,

To the last, a renegade.”
 

“Well shot, quarrell,” cried the exulting dwarf, but Bras- de-fer preserved a
stern and thoughtful silence. He waved with his hand a signal for his men to
cease their discharge, and then stood watching the effect of his blow. That
effect was, indeed, decisive.
 
L’Ecorcheur, like Bras-de-fer, was a leader, who had no second to supply his
place. At first there was a confused rush to the spot where his body lay, but
when he was discovered to be past all aid, a panic fell on the great host,
that had so lately obeyed him as one man, and it began to melt away, like
the mists on a mountain-side.
 
All the military train, with the plunder, was left standing. Before twilight
came down, not a routier was in the island of Tresco. Their white sails
gleamed upon the waves. The deliverance of the Abbey was complete.
Bras-de-fer, with the Priest, watched their rapid and disorderly retreat,
along the margin of the broad lake, which then, as now, occupied the valley.
“
 
Thine was a happy shot, Sir Knight,” said the Abbot, “surely it was a blessed
deed. St. Nicholas nerved thy arm, to smite that spoiler, hip and thigh. Thou
hast slain the accursed Philistine, even while he railed against the servant of
God.”
 
“Sir Monk,” replied Bras-de-fer, with unusual gravity, “I do not gainsay you,
neither do I deny that the fall of Jean l’Ecorcheur, by my hand, has
preserved your Abbey. I cannot expect you to feel as a soldier feels. But this
I will say. He, whom men call the Flayer, routier as he was, still was a valiant
soldier. Truly, I slew him, and I did it in a good cause. Yet he and I have
ridden together under the same banner, and fought in many a bloody field.
It would have pleased me better had we met, on yonder open plain, horse
to horse, and man to man, in fair and knightly strife. As it is I smote him,
after the fashion of the simple dwarf, from under cover; as I have heard, in
your holy- book, that Abimelech, a stout Jewish captain, was stricken by the
hand of a woman. Me seemeth it was not thus that Bras-de-fer should have
conquered in your cause.”
 
Tush, my son,” said the Abbot, impatiently, “these be silly questions of what
is called honour. What matters it, so long as the mad wolf be killed, by what
hand, or by what weapon, he falls?”
 
“True, Father,” replied Bras-de-fer, “I believe you are in the right. After all,
our little friend here deserves more credit than I. God inspired him with the
idea, which I put in practice. He conceived, and I only executed. Thus God
rebukes our pride, for He made Bras-de-fer second to this feeble child. It is
God alone who is our Deliverer. To Him, and to His Name, be praise!”
 



In the days of our grandmothers, Old Christmas Day, the fifth of January, was believed to
be the true Christmas. On Black Thomas’s Eve, which was the first day of the Christmas
holidays, the spinning wheels all had to be put away, the making of nets ceased, and no
work of any kind must be done until after Twelfth Day.
 
But there was once an old woman named Peggy Shimmin, at Ballacooil, and she was bent
on finishing some spinning that she had begun, so on Old Christmas Eve she said to
herself:
 
‘The New Christmas is pas’ an’ surely it’s no wrong to do a bit o’ spinning to-night,’ though
she doubted in her heart if she were not sinning. So when Himself and the rest were in
bed, she called her young servant-girl, lil Margad, and said:[150]
 
‘Margad, me an’ you will finish the spinning to-night.’ Margad was frightened, terrible, but
she got out her wheel and sat beside her mistress. The two began to spin, and they were
spinning and spinning till near midnight, and behold ye, just before midnight old Peggy saw
the flax she was drawing from the distaff grow blacker and blacker till it was as black as
tar. But Margad’s flax did not change colour because she had only done what her mistress
bade her. Peggy dropped the flax quick, put away her wheel, and crept in fear to bed. She
knew now which was the true Christmas Day and never more did she spin on Old
Christmas Eve.
 
Margad was left alone in the kitchen when her mistress had gone to bed, and at first she
was trembling with fright; but she was a middling brave girl, and she took a notion, as
there was no person to stop her, to see if all the things were true that she had heard about
Old Christmas Eve.
 
‘They’re saying,’ she thought, ‘that the bees are coming out, an’ the three-year-old
bullocks going down on their knees, an’ the myrrh coming up in bloom.’ Then she says to
herself:
 
‘I’m thinking I’ll go out an’ watch the myrrh.’ So she put a cloak round her and crept out at
the door into the cold frosty moonlit night, and midnight had just struck as she put her foot
outside. She stooped to look on the spot where the myrrh root was buried, and as she
was looking, the earth began to stir and to crack, and soon two little green shoots pushed
up to the air. She bent closer to see what would happen, and to her great wonder the
leaves and stalks grew big and strong before her eyes, and then the buds began to show,
and in a few minutes the lovely white flowers were in bloom and the garden was sweet
with their fragrance. Margad could do nothing but stare at them at first, but at last she
dared to gather one small piece of the blossom, and she kept it for luck all her life. Then
she went to the cowhouse and peeped through the door. She heard a groaning sound
and there were the young bullocks on their knees, moaning, and the sweat was dropping
from them. Margad knelt down, too, and put up a bit of a prayer to the Holy Child that was
born in a stall. But the wonders were not over yet, for as she went silently back to the
house she noticed that the bees were singing and flying round the hive—they were inside
again, when she shut the door of the house behind her.
 
Always after that, when the neighbours would ask her if she believed in the wonders of
the Old Christmas Eve, she would say:
 
‘I know it’s true, for I’ve seen it myself.’

This week another one of our
folktales from Man by Sophia
Morrison. This is The Old
Christmas, which was read into
the public domain through
LibriVox by Larry Wilson. Thanks
to him and his production team
at LibriVox.
 
I just like to stress that this
folktale comes from at least the
Sixteenth Century because the
Old Christmas is a transposition
of the date of the Christmas in
the Julian calendar onto the
Gregorian calendar, once it
replaces the Julian in 1582. The
difference is ameliorated a little
by some folk traditions that have
12 Days of Christmas. Little
Christmas – or Old Christmas or
Women’s Christmas depending
on where you come from – can
still be celebrated within that 12
day period, becoming a sort of
culminating festival. 
 
In 1220, when most sagas are
set, there is no question as to
which is the appropriate
Christmas (at least within the
Western Church) and so the
Christmas miracles which are
about to be discussed are
observable on a known
day.Those of you familiar with
later Catholic theology would
point out that the idea of
demanding miracle is tempting
God and is theoretically
sacrilegious, but folk traditions
don’t care about these sorts of
things.

THE OLD CHRISTMAS
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Here Dunsany has a little side story, a phantastical episode, but for us it’s a useful snippet. The hero meets a magician who keeps
forcing him to undergo mystogogic initiations. The recording used was by Ed Humpel, through Librivox.

It was dark now, and the yellow lights got larger as they drew
nearer the windows, till they saw large shadows obscurely passing
from room to room. The ascent was steep now and the pathway
stopped. No track of any kind approached the house. It stood on a
precipice-edge as though one of the rocks of the mountain: they
climbed over rocks to reach it. The windows flickered and blinked
at them.
 
Nothing invited them there in the look of that house, but they were
now in such a forbidding waste that shelter had to be found; they
were all among edges of rock as black as the night and hard as the
material of which Cosmos was formed, at first upon Chaos’ brink.
The sound of their climbing ran noisily up the mountain but no
sound came from the house: only the shadows moved more swiftly
across a room, passed into other rooms and came hurrying back.
Sometimes the shadows stayed and seemed to peer; and when the
travellers stood and watched to see what they were they would
disappear and there were no shadows at all, and the rooms were
filled instead with their wondering speculation. Then they pushed
on over rocks that seemed never trodden by man, so sharp were
they and slanting, all piled together: it seemed the last waste, to
which all shapeless rocks had been thrown.
 
Morano and these black rocks seemed shaped by a different
scheme; indeed the rocks had never been shaped at all, they were
just raw pieces of Chaos. Morano climbed over their edges with
moans and discomfort. Rodriguez heard him behind him and knew
by his moans when he came to the top of each sharp rock.
 
The rocks became savager, huger, even more sharp and more
angular. They were there in the dark in multitudes. Over these
Rodriguez staggered, and Morano clambered and tumbled; and so
they came, breathing hard, to the lonely house.
 
In the wall that their hands had reached there was no door, so they
felt along it till they came to the corner, and beyond the corner was
the front wall of the house. In it was the front door. But so nearly
did this door open upon the abyss that the bats that fled from their
coming, from where they hung above the door of oak, had little
more to do than fall from their crannies, slanting ever so slightly, to
find themselves safe from man in the velvet darkness, that lay
between cliffs so lonely they were almost strangers to Echo. And
here they floated upon errands far from our knowledge; while the
travellers coming along the rocky ledge between destruction and
shelter, knocked on the oaken door.

IThe sound of their knocking boomed huge and slow through the
house as though they had struck the door of the very mountain.
And no one came. And then Rodriguez saw dimly in the darkness
the great handle of a bell, carved like a dragon running down the
wall: he pulled it and a cry of pain arose from the basement of the
house.
 
Even Morano wondered. It was like a terrible spirit in distress. It
was long before Rodriguez dare touch the handle again. Could it
have been the bell? He felt the iron handle and the iron chain that
went up from it. How could it have been the bell! The bell had not
sounded: he had not pulled hard enough: that scream was
fortuitous. The night on that rocky ledge had jangled his nerves. He
pulled again and more firmly. The answering scream was more
terrible. Rodriguez could doubt no longer, as he sprang back from
the bell-handle, that with the chain he had pulled he inflicted some
unknown agony.
 
The scream had awakened slow steps that now came towards the
travellers, down corridors, as it sounded, of stone. And then chains
fell on stone and the door of oak was opened by some one older
than what man hopes to come to, with small, peaked lips as those
of some woodland thing.
 
“Señores,” the old one said, “the Professor welcomes you.”
 
They stood and stared at his age, and Morano blurted uncouthly
what both of them felt. “You are old, grandfather,” he said.
 
“Ah, Señores,” the old man sighed, “the Professor does not allow me
to be young. I have been here years and years but he never allowed
it. I have served him well but it is still the same. I say to him,
‘Master, I have served you long …’ but he interrupts me for he will
have none of youth. Young servants go among the villages, he says.
And so, and so…”
 
“You do not think your master can give you youth!” said Rodriguez.
 
The old man knew that he had talked too much, voicing that
grievance again of which even the rocks were weary. “Yes,” he said
briefly, and bowed and led the way into the house. In one of the
corridors running out of the hall down which he was leading
silently, Rodriguez overtook that old man and questioned him to his
face.



“Who is this professor?” he said.
 
By the light of a torch that spluttered in an iron clamp on the wall
Rodriguez questioned him with these words, and Morano with his
wondering, wistful eyes. The old man halted and turned half round,
and lifted his head and answered. “In the University of Saragossa,”
he said with pride, “he holds the Chair of Magic.”
 
Even the names of Oxford or Cambridge, Harvard or Yale or
Princeton, move some respect, and even yet in these unlearned
days. What wonder then that the name of Saragossa heard on that
lonely mountain awoke in Rodriguez some emotion of reverence
and even awed Morano. As for the Chair of Magic, it was of all the
royal endowments of that illustrious University the most honoured
and dreaded.
 
“At Saragossa!” Rodriguez muttered.
 
“At Saragossa,” the old man affirmed.
 
Between that ancient citadel of learning and this most savage
mountain appeared a gulf scarce to be bridged by thought.
 
“The Professor rests in his mountain,” the old man said, “because of
a conjunction of the stars unfavourable to study, and his class have
gone to their homes for many weeks.” He bowed again and led on
along that corridor of dismal stone. The others followed, and still as
Rodriguez went that famous name Saragossa echoed within his
mind.
 
And then they came to a door set deep in the stone, and their guide
opened it and they went in; and there was the Professor in a
mystical hat and a robe of dim purple, seated with his back to them
at a table, studying the ways of the stars. “Welcome, Don
Rodriguez,” said the Professor before he turned round; and then he
rose, and with small steps backwards and sideways and many
bows, he displayed all those formulae of politeness that Saragossa
knew in the golden age and which her professors loved to execute.
In later years they became more elaborate still, and afterwards
were lost.
 
Rodriguez replied rather by instinct than knowledge; he came of a
house whose bows had never missed graceful ease and which had
in some generations been a joy to the Court of Spain. Morano
followed behind him; but his servile presence intruded upon that
elaborate ceremony, and the Professor held up his hand, and
Morano was held in mid stride as though the air had gripped him.
There he stood motionless, having never felt magic before. And
when the Professor had welcomed Rodriguez in a manner worthy
of the dignity of the Chair that he held at Saragossa, he made an
easy gesture and Morano was free again.
 
“Master,” said Morano to the Professor, as soon as he found he
could move, “master, it looks like magic.” Picture to yourself some
yokel shown into the library of a professor of Greek at Oxford,
taking down from a shelf one of the books of the Odyssey, and
saying to the Professor, “It looks like Greek”!
 

Rodriguez felt grieved by Morano’s boorish ignorance. Neither he
nor his host answered him.
 
The Professor explained that he followed the mysteries dimly,
owing to a certain aspect of Orion, and that therefore his class
were gone to their homes and were hunting; and so he studied
alone under unfavourable auspices. And once more he welcomed
Rodriguez to his roof, and would command straw to be laid down
for the man that Rodriguez had brought from the Inn of the Dragon
and Knight; for he, the Professor, saw all things, though certain
stars would hide everything
 
.And when Rodriguez had appropriately uttered his thanks, he
added with all humility and delicate choice of phrase a petition
that he might be shown some mere rudiment of the studies for
which that illustrious chair in Saragossa was famous. The Professor
bowed again and, in accepting the well-rounded compliments that
Rodriguez paid to the honoured post he occupied, he introduced
himself by name. He had been once, he said, the Count of the
Mountain, but when his astral studies had made him eminent and
he had mastered the ways of the planet nearest the sun he took
the title Magister Mercurii, and by this had long been known; but
had now forsaken this title, great as it was, for a more glorious
nomenclature, and was called in the Arabic language the Slave of
Orion. When Rodriguez heard this he bowed very low.
 
And now the Professor asked Rodriguez in which of the activities of
life his interest lay; for the Chair of Magic at Saragossa, he said,
was concerned with them all.
 
“In war,” said Rodriguez.
 
And Morano unostentatiously rubbed his hands; for here was one,
he thought, who would soon put his master on the right way, and
matters would come to a head and they would find the wars. But
far from concerning himself with the wars of that age, the Slave of
Orion explained that as events came nearer they became grosser or
more material, and that their grossness did not leave them until
they were some while passed away; so that to one whose studies
were with aetherial things, near events were opaque and dim. He
had a window, he explained, through which Rodriguez should see
clearly the ancient wars, while another window beside it looked on
all wars of the future except those which were planned already or
were coming soon to earth, and which were either invisible or seen
dim as through mist.
 
Rodriguez said that to be privileged to see so classical an example
of magic would be to him both a delight and honour. Yet, as is the
way of youth, he more desired to have a sight of the wars than he
cared for all the learning of the Professor.
 
And to him who held the Chair of Magic at Saragossa it was a
precious thing that his windows could be made to show these
marvels, while the guest to whom he was about to display these
two gems of his learning was thinking of little but what he should
see through the windows, and not at all of what spells, what
midnight oil, what incantations, what witchcrafts, what lonely 



hours among bats, had gone to the gratification of his young
curiosity. It is usually thus.
 
The Professor rose: his cloak floated out from him as he left the
chamber, and Rodriguez following where he guided saw, by the
torchlight in the corridors, upon the dim purple border signs that, to
his untutored ignorance of magic, were no more than hints of the
affairs of the Zodiac. And if these signs were obscure it were better
they were obscurer, for they dealt with powers that man needs not
to possess, who has the whole earth to regulate and control; why
then should he seek to govern the course of any star?
 
And Morano followed behind them, hoping to be allowed to get a
sight of the wars.
 
They came to a room where two round windows were; each of
them larger than the very largest plate, and of very thick glass
indeed, and of a wonderful blue. The blue was like the blue of the
Mediterranean at evening, when lights are in it both of ships and of
sunset, and lights of harbours being lit one by one, and the light of
Venus perhaps and about two other stars, so deeply did it stare
and so twinkled, near its edges, with lights that were strange to
that room, and so triumphed with its clear beauty over the night
outside. No, it was more magical than the Mediterranean at
evening, even though the peaks of the Esterels be purple and their
bases melting in gold and the blue sea lying below them smiling at
early stars: these windows were more mysterious than that; it was
a more triumphant blue; it was like the Mediterranean seen with
the eyes of Shelley, on a happy day in his youth, or like the sea
round Western islands of fable seen by the fancy of Keats. They
were no windows for any need of ours, unless our dreams be needs,
unless our cries for the moon be urged by the same Necessity as
makes us cry for bread. They were clearly concerned only with
magic or poetry; though the Professor claimed that poetry was but
a branch of his subject; and it was so regarded at 
 
Saragossa, where it was taught by the name of theoretical magic,
while by the name of practical magic they taught dooms, brews,
hauntings, and spells.
 
The Professor stood before the left-hand window and pointed to its
deep-blue centre. “Through this,” he said, “we see the wars that
were.”
 
Rodriguez looked into the deep-blue centre where the great bulge
of the glass came out towards him; it was near to the edges where
the glass seemed thinner that the little strange lights were dancing;
Morano dared to tiptoe a little nearer. Rodriguez looked and saw
no night outside. Just below and near to the window was white
mist, and the dim lines and smoke of what may have been recent
wars; but farther away on a plain of strangely vast dimensions he
saw old wars that were. War after war he saw. Battles that long
ago had passed into history and had been for many ages skilled,
glorious and pleasant encounters he saw even now tumbling before
him in their savage confusion and dirt. He saw a leader, long
glorious in histories he had read, looking round puzzled, to see what

was happening, and in a very famous fight that he had planned
very well. He saw retreats that History called routs, and routs that
he had seen History calling retreats. He saw men winning victories
without knowing they had won. Never had man pried before so
shamelessly upon History, or found her such a liar. With his eyes on
the great blue glass Rodriguez forgot the room, forgot time, forgot
his host and poor excited Morano, as he watched those famous
fights.
 
And now my reader wishes to know what he saw and how it was
that he was able to see it.As regards the second, my reader will
readily understand that the secrets of magic are very carefully
guarded, and any smatterings of it that I may ever have come by I
possess, for what they are worth, subjects to oaths and penalties at
which even bad men shudder. My reader will be satisfied that even
those intimate bonds between reader and writer are of no use to
him here. I say him as though I had only male readers, but if my
reader be a lady I leave the situation confidently to her intuition. As
for the things he saw, of all of these I am at full liberty to write, and
yet, my reader, they would differ from History’s version: never a
battle that Rodriguez saw on all the plain that swept away from
that circular window, but History wrote differently. And now, my
reader, the situation is this: who am I? History was a goddess
among the Greeks, or is at least a distinguished personage, perhaps
with a well-earned knighthood, and certainly with widespread
recognition amongst the Right Kind of People. I have none of these
things. Whom, then, would you believe?
 
Yet I would lay my story confidently before you, my reader, trusting
in the justice of my case and in your judicial discernment, but for
one other thing. What will the Goddess Clio say, or the well-
deserving knight, if I offend History? She has stated her case, Sir
Bartimeus has written it, and then so late in the day I come with a
different story, a truer but different story. What will they do?
Reader, the future is dark, uncertain and long; I dare not trust
myself to it if I offend History. Clio and Sir Bartimeus will make hay
of my reputation; an innuendo here, a foolish fact there, they know
how to do it, and not a soul will suspect the goddess of personal
malice or the great historian of pique. Rodriguez gazed then
through the deep blue window, forgetful of all around, on battles
that had not all the elegance or neatness of which our histories so
tidily tell. And as he gazed upon a merry encounter between two
men on the fringe of an ancient fight he felt a touch on his shoulder
and then almost a tug, and turning round beheld the room he was
in. How long he had been absent from it in thought he did not
know, but the Professor was still standing with folded arms where
he had left him, probably well satisfied with the wonder that his
most secret art had awakened in his guest. It was Morano who
touched his shoulder, unable to hold back any longer his
impatience to see the wars; his eyes as Rodriguez turned round
were gazing at his master with dog-like wistfulness.
 
The absurd eagerness of Morano, his uncouth touch on his
shoulder, seemed only pathetic to Rodriguez. He looked at the
Professor’s face, the nose like a hawk’s beak, the small eyes deep
down beside it, dark of hue and dreadfully bright, the 



silent lips. He stood there uttering no actual prohibition, concerning
which Rodriguez’s eyes had sought; so, stepping aside from his
window, Rodriguez beckoned Morano, who at once ran forward
delighted to see those ancient wars.
 
The absurd eagerness of Morano, his uncouth touch on his
shoulder, seemed only pathetic to Rodriguez. He looked at the
Professor’s face, the nose like a hawk’s beak, the small eyes deep
down beside it, dark of hue and dreadfully bright, the silent lips. He
stood there uttering no actual prohibition, concerning which
Rodriguez’s eyes had sought; so, stepping aside from his window,
Rodriguez beckoned Morano, who at once ran forward delighted to
see those ancient wars.
 
A slight look of scorn showed faint upon the Professor’s face such
as you may see anywhere when a master-craftsman perceives the
gaze of the ignorant turned towards his particular subject. But he
said no word, and soon speech would have been difficult, for the
loud clamour of Morano filled the room: he had seen the wars and
his ecstasies were ungoverned. As soon as he saw those fights he
looked for the Infidels, for his religious mind most loved to see the
Infidel slain. And if my reader discern or suppose some gulf
between religion and the recent business of the Inn of the Dragon
and Knight, Morano, if driven to admit any connection between
murder and his daily bread, would have said, 
 
 “All the more need then for God’s mercy through the intercession
of His most blessed Saints.” But these words had never passed
Morano’s lips, for shrewd as he was in enquiry into any matter that
he desired to know, his shrewdness was no less in avoiding enquiry
where there might be something that he desired not to know, such
as the origin of his wages as servant of the Inn of the Dragon and
Knight, those delicate gold rings with settings empty of jewels.
 
Morano soon recognized the Infidel by his dress, and after that no
other wars concerned him. He slapped his thigh, he shouted
encouragement, he howled vile words of abuse, partly because he
believed that this foul abuse was rightly the due of the Infidel, and
partly because he believed it delighted God.
 
Rodriguez stood and watched, pleased at the huge joy of the simple
man. The Slave of Orion stood watching in silence too, but who
knows if he felt pleasure or any other emotion? Perhaps his mind
was simply like ours; perhaps, as has been claimed by learned men
of the best-informed period, that mind had some control upon the
comet, even when farthest out from the paths we know. Morano
turned round for a moment to Rodriguez:
 
“Good wars, master, good wars,” he said with a vast zest, and at
once his head was back again at that calm blue window. In that
flash of the head Rodriguez had seen his eyes, blue, round and
bulging; the round man was like a boy who in some shop window
has seen, unexpected, huge forbidden sweets. Clearly, in the war he
watched things were going well for the Cross, for such cries came
from Morano as “A pretty stroke,” “There now, the dirty Infidel,”
“Now see God’s power shown,” “Spare him not good knight: spare

 him not,” and many more, till, uttered faster and faster, they
merged into mere clamorous rejoicing.
 
But the battles beyond the blue window seemed to move fast, and
now a change was passing across Morano’s rejoicings. It was not
that he swore more for the cause of the Cross, but brief, impatient,
meaningless oaths slipped from him now; he was becoming
irritable; a puzzled look, so far as Rodriguez could see, was settling
down on his features. For a while he was silent except for the little,
meaningless oaths. Then he turned round from the glass, his hands
stretched out, his face full of urgent appeal.
 
“Masters,” he said, “God’s enemy wins!”
 
In answer to Morano’s pitiful look Rodriguez’ hand went to his
sword-hilt; the Slave of Orion merely smiled with his lips; Morano
stood there with his hands still stretched out, his face still all
appeal, and something more for there was reproach in his eyes that
men could tarry while the Cross was in danger and the Infidel lived.
He did not know that it was all finished and over hundreds of years
ago, a page of history upon which many pages were turned, and
which lay as unalterable as the fate of some warm swift creature of
early Eocene days over whose fossil today the strata lie long and
silent.
 
“But can nothing be done, master?” he said when Rodriguez told
him this. And when Rodriguez failed him here, he turned away from
the window. To him the Infidel were game, but to see them
defeating Christian knights violated the deeps of his feelings.
 
Morano sulky excited little more notice from his host and his
master who had watched his rejoicings, and they seem to have
forgotten this humble champion of Christendom. The Professor
slightly bowed to Rodriguez and extended a graceful hand. He
pointed to the other window.
 
Reader, your friend shows you his collection of stamps, his fossils,
his poems, or his luggage labels. One of them interests you, you
look at it awhile, you are ready to go away: then your friend shows
you another. This also must be seen; for your friend’s collection is a
precious thing; it is that point upon huge Earth on which his spirit
has lit, on which it rests, on which it shelters even (who knows from
what storms?). To slight it were to weaken such hold as his spirit
has, in its allotted time, upon this sphere. It were like breaking the
twig of a plant upon which a butterfly rests, and on some stormy
day and late in the year.
 
Rodriguez felt all this dimly, but no less surely; and went to the
other window.
 
Below the window were those wars that were soon coming to
Spain, hooded in mist and invisible. In the centre of the window
swam as profound a blue, dwindling to paler splendour at the edge,
the wandering lights were as lovely, as in the other window just to
the left; but in the view from the right-hand window how sombre a
difference. A bare yard separated the two. Through the window to
the left was colour, courtesy, splendour; there was Death at least 



disguising himself, well cloaked, taking mincing steps, bowing,
wearing a plume in his hat and a decent mask. In the right-hand
window all the colours were fading, war after war they grew
dimmer; and as the colours paled Death’s sole purpose showed
clearer. Through the beautiful left-hand window were killings to be
seen, and less mercy than History supposes, yet some of the
fighters were merciful, and mercy was sometimes a part of Death’s
courtly pose, which went with the cloak and the plume. But in the
other window through that deep, beautiful blue Rodriguez saw
Man make a new ally, an ally who was only cruel and strong and
had no purpose but killing, who had no pretences or pose, no mask
and no manner, but was only the slave of Death and had no care
but for his business. He saw it grow bigger and stronger. Heart it
had none, but he saw its cold steel core scheming methodical plans
and dreaming always destruction. Before it faded men and their
fields and their houses. Rodriguez saw the machine.
 
Many a proud invention of ours that Rodriguez saw raging on that
ruinous plain he might have anticipated, but not for all Spain would
he have done so: it was for the sake of Spain that he was silent
about much that he saw through that window. As he looked from
war to war he saw almost the same men fighting, men with always
the same attitude to the moment and with similar dim conception
of larger, vaguer things; grandson differed imperceptibly from
grandfather; he saw them fight sometimes mercifully, sometimes
murderously, but in all the wars beyond that twinkling window he
saw the machine spare nothing.
 
Then he looked farther, for the wars that were farthest from him in
time were farther away from the window. He looked farther and
saw the ruins of Peronne. He saw them all alone with their doom at
night, all drenched in white moonlight, sheltering huge darkness in
their stricken hollows. Down the white street, past darkness after
darkness as he went by the gaping rooms that the moon left
mourning alone, Rodriguez saw a captain going back to the wars in
that far-future time, who turned his head a moment as he passed,
looking Rodriguez in the face, and so went on through the ruins to
find a floor on which to lie down for the night. When he was gone
the street was all alone with disaster, and moonlight pouring down,
and the black gloom in the houses.
 
Rodriguez lifted his eyes and glanced from city to city, to Albert,
Bapaume, and Arras, his gaze moved over a plain with its harvest
of desolation lying forlorn and ungathered, lit by the flashing clouds
and the moon and peering rockets. He turned from the window and
wept.
 
The deep round window glowed with serene blue glory. It seemed a
foolish thing to weep by that beautiful glass. Morano tried to
comfort him. That calm, deep blue, he felt, and those little lights,
surely, could hurt no one.
 
What had Rodriguez seen? Morano asked. But that Rodriguez
would not answer, and told no man ever after what he had seen
through that window.

The Professor stood silent still: he had no comfort to offer; indeed
his magical wisdom had found none for the world.
 
You wonder perhaps why the Professor did not give long ago to the
world some of these marvels that are the pride of our age. Reader,
let us put aside my tale for a moment to answer this. For all the
darkness of his sinister art there may well have been some good in
the Slave of Orion; and any good there was, and mere particle
even, would surely have spared the world many of those inventions
that our age has not spared it. Blame not the age, it is now too late
to stop; it is in the grip of inventions now, and has to go on; we
cannot stop content with mustard-gas; it is the age of Progress,
and our motto is Onwards. And if there was no good in this magical
man, then may it not have been he who in due course, long after he
himself was safe from life, caused our inventions to be so deadly
divulged? Some evil spirit has done it, then why not he?
 
He stood there silent: let us return to our story.
 
Perhaps the efforts of poor clumsy Morano to comfort him cheered
Rodriguez and sent him back to the window, perhaps he turned
from them to find comfort of his own; but, however he came by it,
he had a hope that this was a passing curse that had come on the
world, whose welfare he cared for whether he lived or died, and
that looking a little farther into the future he would see Mother
Earth smiling and her children happy again. So he looked through
the deep-blue luminous window once more, beyond the battles we
know. From this he turned back shuddering.
 
Again he saw the Professor smile with his lips, though whether at
his own weakness, or whether with cynical mirth at the fate of the
world, Rodriguez could not say.

Cultic initiation here doesn’t seem to suffice for him to
develop any new virtues using the Ars Magica initiation rules.
The initiation has taken place at a special time and place and
the mystagogue is of exceptional ability however these things
together don’t seem to suffice, unless Rodrigo has developed a
Flaw from looking in the windows. Perhaps he’s lost one of his
personality traits, although he seems to hold to his code of
chivalry and his belief in the system of honor in later chapters.
We don’t see a dreadful boding in him anywhere.
 
Perhaps this is merely a minor preparatory ritual which purifies
him for the greater suffering which he is going to have when
we next visit him, in which he will face existential terror and a
near-death experience.


