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Everybody knows about sluagh. They're the
skulkers in the dark, the whisperers in the night, the
clammy hands reaching out to shock your fevered,
nightmarish brow. They're the ones who, once upon a
time, would creep out of the shadows, into the houses
of the fibbers and falsifiers, the candy-stealers and the
cookie-snatchers, the hair-pullers and the tantrum-
throwers. They'd slide in through the open windows,
creepalong floors under half-opened doors, and slither
down chimneys when unwatchful parents had let pro-
tective fires cool. Then, on feet colder and softer than
melting snow, they'd tiptoe into the rooms where the
bad children lay, sleeping uneasy sleeps. Quicker than
a spilled secret, the sluagh would ever so genrtly roll
hack the covers and lift the sleeping children. On
spidery tiptoes they'd carry the sleeping liars and
cheaters, nags and scolds, whiners and bullies out into

the cold, cold night, and when they were far, far from

home and any grownups who might hear, the

frichtenings would commence.

Oh, the frightenings. You see, the sluagh weren’t
interested in just punishing bad little boys and girls, not
in those days. No, what they were after was something
else. They wanted to frighten the naughty children —
E'1'i;_:']1'[i:-1!_ ll1-.:-m LI1L0 |1.L_-i[i}_"_l_{-'.‘.un.\]- Thn;":.' wanted to _5_’_i".'5.' l|1L‘
children shocks of white hair thar stayed with them for
life. They'd bind children to branches with ropes of
human hair and let spiders spin webs over their eyes,
encourage nasty creepy crawlies to wander into ears and
noses and tender fibbing mouths, and make the shadows
dance and stretch until even the wickedest children
were sobbing for their poor, maltreated mothers. Bur
most of all the sluagh would shout and scream and
cibber, and it was the sheer terror of their voices that
frichtened many a recalcitrant little boy into obeying
his mother. There wasn't a child from the Black Sea to
the Isle of Skye whom the sluagh couldn’t creep, cajole
or frighten into being good.

And so it went, for many, many years. There was
even a sort of agreement between parents and the
sluagh, one that no one talked about but everyone
knew. Oh, ves, mothers and fathers would swear up
and down that the sluagh would never come tor their
children, that their sons and daughters didn't need
the frichtenings to shock them into behaving. But
late at night, after one too many broken dishes or
shirked chores, a decision would sometimes be made.
After the candles had burned low, a father would put
aut a loaf of bread (baked with insects and rocks and
moldy wheat) and a bowl of sour milk as a signal to
the sluagh that they were welcome under that roof,
at least for that night.




One day, though, there came into the world the
wickedest boy who ever lived. When he was born,
even the ravens scattered from the eaves of his town,
and the king of the rats bade his people hide far from
where their tails could be pulled. Even the worst tears
that were i1:‘|;3gim*a{, l']'mus_,-'lh could not match the
truth of the little boy named Michael.

As a child, he refused to eat what was given him,
and then screamed like a bean sidhe from hunger. He
pulled the fur of the cat, and poked the eye of the dog,
and knocked over candles with glee when he thought
no one was looking. When he got older, he caught
butterflies and pulled off their wings, then put the
shreds of beaury on his mother’s pillow in hopes of
making her cry. When the faithful cat, who had moused
|L1':,';1|l%_,- for a decade, had his paws forced into the fire,
it was Michael who laughed at the scent of singed fur.
[t was Michael who smashed the pots, spoiled the food,
and terrorized the servants, until one day his father
could take no more.

“I'm calling the sluagh tonight,” he told his wife
that night, mere minutes after Michael had crawled
into bed to dream wicked dreams.

“But dear, he's just a boy,” Michael's mother said.
“Give him some time, and he’ll grow out of it.”

And sighing, Michael’s father agreed.

The next day, Michael pur out the fire in the
hearth, dunked the dog in the kettle, and tossed all the

nails down the well.

“I'm calling the sluagh tonight,” Michael’s father
said, later that evening. “It’s hopeless to go on like this.”

And Michael’s mother just nodded, and baked the
bread for the sluagh herself.

Now all of the sluagh far and wide had heard of
Michael. In the same way that knights spoke of famed
dragons and discussed ways in which the beasts might
be slain, so did the sluagh of the day sip their High
Tea solemnly and trade tales of the worst children in
the world.

“He needs spiders in hiseyes and icicles in his ears,”
was the opinion of Aleksei of the 13 Toes, one of the
greatest of the sluagh scarers of children.

“No, no, no, Aleksei — the boy is simply screaming
for an attack of the vicious creepy crawlies, and quick-
sand oozies scuttling up his legs,” said Owain ap Gwyn,
who was accounted by some the fiercest child-frightener
of them all.

“I disagree,” said a third voice. “Michael is simply

the worst child who has ever lived, and as such no
tawdry tricks that we have used betore will cow him. |

fear,” and Agnes of the Grayteeth shook her head
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sorrowfully, “that ere we break Michael, something of
us will be broken as well.” There was the stink of
prophecy in her words, and the power of Soothsaying
wound itself through the room like a fog or a cat. The
sluagh drank their tea and shivered.

Now the moon peeked itself out from behind the
roofs of the village, and the smoke of the corrages
strayed like prayers into the night sky, Michael's mother
placed the loaf she had baked with her own hands —
hurriedly doused with water to make it soft for sluagh
mouths — on the ground. Michael’s father lowered a
bowl — cracked, of course, like everything Michael
touched — full of curdled milk beside the loaf. To-
gether they uttered a prayer for mercy on their souls,
and fled back to the safety of their cotrage.

[ do not know if anyone else heard that prayer, but
the sluagh did. By the 10s and 20s they came, to sup on
the bread and sip of the milk. Only then, when the last
crumb had been devoured and the last drop flicked by
ereedy tongues did the sluagh clamber down the chim-
ney and through the window that Michael had broken
a fortnight ago.

Michael heard the rustling as the sluagh came for
him. He saw the tide of shadows ];h;':lurin]_{ T_hmugh the
windows, heard the spiders spinning the webs that
would be woven into ropes to bind him. And ar the last
moment, just before the sluagh fell upon him to bear
him away into the wild wood and the hands of the
scarers of children, he did something that no other
child seized by the sluagh had ever done.

He laughed.

Troubled, they bore him away. When the rainfall

sound of pattering sluagh feet had faded, Michael's

mother and father gazed upon each other, then blew out
their last candle and smiled.

When Michael awoke, he was bound hand and foor
on the floorhoards of an old mill. Ropes of spiders’ silk
and human hair bound him, snaking through knotholes
in the rotting floor to hold him fast. All around him the
shadows rustled and jostled. The sluagh had come to see
their greatest prey brought to heel.

And so, under a full moon that shone fat and round
through the rotted beams of the mill, the sluagh's
greatest terrorizers and child-scarers went to work on
the boy named Michael. They drew forth their cloaks of
living centipedes and their gloves made from living
tarantulas, the slow-rasping slugs and scuttling hand-
tuls ot scorpions, and set their tricks on Michael.

The boy just laughed.

Frustrated, Aleksei took Michael's shadow and
bent it to his will like a horrible marionette. A praying
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mantis of shadow, it loomed over Michael with razored
claws of blackness.

Michael just smiled.

In a rape, Owain cast caution to the winds, and
summoned astorm, commanding the lightning ro dance
all around the boy. The bolts licked at Michael’s ears
and burned his hair, and Saint Elmo’s fire in the shape
of long-dead ghosts danced before his eyes.

Michael spat in his scorn.

Slowly, the roar of the crowd started to get louder.
The howlings and moanings, the roarings and shoutings
of the gathered sluagh grew louder and louder until the
sound solidified and poured across the moon as a cloud
of bats. Down upon the town where Michael’s parents
lived swooped the bats, beating at windows with thun-
dering wings and shrill cries.

All the while, the greatest among the sluagh cast
about them for the tricks that had put streaks of white
into the hair of the wickedest children they'd seen.
They conjured giant footsteps to make the very earth
shake and beasts to lick serpent tongues across Michael’s
feet. But the boy just shouted and raved his disdain.

For he knew the sluagh’s secret: They could never
hurt any of the children they had taken away. This was
a solemn compact, made (or so Michael had heard)
with the angels of the air, and that should the sluagh
ever break it, the angels would smite them. So he
l;—luglted and shouted, for he knew that the SII.IE'!..L_ﬂ"lI.‘:'-
show was but a sham, a Punch and Judy with himself as
the audience.

Meanwhile, the sluagh’s voices rose even higher
and wilder. Michael's mother, huddled under her blan-
kets as the sounds overwhelmed the village, swore that
it was God's vengeance for what she'd done to her sweet
Michael. Michael's father went forth from the door
with a torch to drive the bats off, but they seized him in
their claws and carried him off, never to be seen again.

The sluagh had sworn not to harm children, you see.

But even as the cloud of shours and winged things
swirled higher, Michael judeed the strength of his bonds
and the will of his captors. Soon, he knew, their sport
would end. It was then, he decided, that his would begin.

At least, that is what he thought until Agnes strode
forward, a stone dagger in her hand. There was no pity
in her eyes, nor was there mercy in the cruel set of her
mouth. Her black weeds dragged around her like the
funeral shroud of a drowned woman, still tangled in the
reeds of her watery grave.

Michael, for the first time, was afraid.

Agnes raised high the dagper.

“The oath!” shouted Aleksei.
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“Worthless now, for this boy will spread our secret,
and we shall be ruined,” replied Agnes.

“The words we swore to the others!” cried Owain.

“Do you see any of the others here?” demanded
Agnes.

Terrible and swift, the knife came down.

Michael screamed.

And the knife stopped, its point a tickle in the
hollow of a screaming hoy’s throat. But Agnes had
honed her knife too well, and it drew forth a single drop
of blood from Michael’s vein.

There was a great tolling, as of a bell sunken
beneath the sea for centuries. And elsewhere, the
knights of the Tuatha de Danaan knew that an oath
sworn to them had been broken. They saddled and
mounted, and rose to punish the offenders. Like angels
they rode in the upper air, or so would the townsfolk
have said had any been blessed with enough of a
dreaming spirit to see them. Rising like the moon over
the roofs of the town, the knights of the Tuatha de
Danaan on their winged steeds came across the swarm-
ing voices of the sluagh, and slew them. As each bat
fell to the ground, cleft by asilvery blade, a sluagh grew
silent. Shouts crashed to whispers, even as the sidhe
rook their prey.

At last, not a single sluagh’s voice was left aloft.
The last, old Agnes’ itself, had tried to flee but had
been pierced by a black arrow with a silver head. Then
would the Tuatha have ridden against the host of
sluagh, but the one who led them held up a single
argent gauntlet. “The oath has been avenged!” he
cried. “I declare the price of betrayal to have been
paid.” His voice carried like a trumpet to where the
sluagh massed in terror and rage, their thin swords and
terrible shadowy servants held ready for battle. Then.
as the knights turned to ride for home, the sluagh
raised their voices in a cry of rage and hate. ..

...thatwas but a whisper. Horrified, they tried again.

Again, there was but a hint of sound in the
silence.

There was stillness for a second, then the pathered
host of the sluagh turned their eyes to Michael. It was
tor him that they had lost their voices, for his pride and
venom. The oath lay shattered, and none now would
gainsay their right for vengeance on this boy. A single
drop of blood yet glistened at this throat, and fear was
in his eyes. And his hair?

White as snow.

Again, Agnes raised the knife. Again, she brought
it down, but only to cut the ropes that bound Michael.
“Run home, little boy,” she hissed. “Run as if all the
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devils ever born were at your heels, and never, ever
make us come for you again.” Her voice was like the
wind through dried weeds, like the clacking of the
bones of weeping willow branches.

Michael stumbled to his feet and ran. Behind him,
the sluagh raised the wreckage of their voices in a dirge
like a wind carrying sand through ancient stone ruins.
Down by the millpond, the washer at the ford heard
the song and raised her voice in it, and so it spread,

until every commoner and beast of the woods joined in
the dirge for what the sluagh had lost. All of the others
had to sing it, though, for the sluagh could not.

As for Michael, well, at daybreak he found himself
on his mother’s doorstep. Bruised and bloody, his hair
shocked whirte, he stumbled into her arms the second
she opened the door. And from thar day forward, he
was the perfecr child.

He had to be. The sluagh were warching.
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All the things that you've learned this far
Could not prepare you for where you are

So take your compass anc

ace the East

To the ruins of the Temple and the wrath of the Beast

— Peter Himmelman, “"Crushed”

As long as sluagh have known enough to name
themselves, they have walked with the dead and in the
shadows. This is as much a part of what they are as it is
of who they are. Sluagh and death, sluagh and fear,

sluagh and pain — they are all bound up in a knot of

vears and darkness.
Thus, it is ltrlr-msaif'-lu to tell the history of this kith
without delivering, in some sense, an obituary.

No other kith is so obsessed with the truth of its

origins as the sluagh. While the sidhe search their

bloodlines for proot of ever more raretied breeding, and
the trolls content themselves with the L;fh_ﬁ'-.'lﬂd}.’.t‘- that

once they were kings, the sluagh relentlessly probe their
collective past. They search, some say, for the moment
and the place where the first sluagh raised up her head
to the star-filled Russian night and said, “I am.” For, vou
see, the sluagh do not lie to themselves about what they
are, or where they came from. There are no comforting
myths about glories gone among the crawling folk, nor
are there sunny prophecies of future triumphs. Instead,
the sluagh have a fascination for discovering exactly
what was, and what that history means for the future.
While they may use illusions to frighten others, sluagh

have precious few of their own.

Craerer Ong: A Niear's Wortn oF Ristory




The sluagh were born from fear, and on this they all
agree. Every time a crone of a grandmother gave a name to
the creaking of a floorboard or the groaning of a contracting
stone, a sluagh was born. In the primal forests of Eastern
Europe, the shadows and the noises came alive when they
were given names, and they knew their purposes.

They were the terrors in the night, and that was all
they knew. Born from the sounds and images that distilled
fear from disquiet, they intrinsically knew that they were
to continue with more of the same. Tappers on windows
continued their furtive scurtlings; creatures born from
night noises made more of the same. In this way the
numbers of sluagh grew rapidly, for the more noises the
crawlers made, the more names were assiened to them, and
the more awoke from shadows and whispers. In some ways
it was a golden rime to be a sluagh; as the stories about them
erew more complex, they themselves grew more compli-
cated. Their minds grew clearer, their purposes sharper,
their cunning deeper. Tales ascribed servants to them, and
creatures like the vodvanot emerged to fill these roles.

But the one thing the sluagh did not know was why,
and this gnawed at them. Why must they inspire fear night
after night? Why did they receive more pleasure from a
scream than from a smile! Why was slithering beneath a
floorboard more enjoyable than crafting a delicate work of
art, or plying a less disreputable trade!

OERVANTS OF THE SLURGH

Old wives' tales have always held a host of
creatures designed to frighten children into be-
ing good. Most of these beasties have been
overly horrific in an almost cartoonish way; the
fearsome giant caterpillar called Awd Goggie
wholived in pantry cabinetsisa perfecrexample
of this sort of over-the-top outlandishness.

However, an awful lotof fear and imagina-
tion was put into these behavioral modifiers, so
it was no surprise to the sluagh when chimerical
versions of Awd Goggie and his ilk began to
skulk around sluagh haunts. Most of this spe-
ciesofchimeraare surprisingly pliable tosluagh
wishes, and many will actively work with sluagh
to fulfill their original function. Indeed, all but
torgotten by the children of the world, a grear
many chimera of this type cling desperately to
the companionship of the crawlers in hopes of
 fueling their existences a while longer.

Kitneoon: Suoaer

RecoanizANCE

The instant of self-realization, when it finally came,
was the decisive moment for the sluagh, even more so than
their initial awakening. The second when the kith as a
whole somehow decided that they were to put fear to good
use created the sluagh as we know them today. No more
were they a collection of ragtag spirits, each haunting a
specific area or house. Instead, they had purpose. Fear was
now their tool, not their master.

For countless centuries, sluagh researchers have
worked feverishly to pin down the momenr when this
revelation was reached simultaneously by every sluagh in
existence. None have succeeded vet.

In essence, what happened was that in one crystalliz-
ing moment, every sluagh became aware of what fear could
be used for, and suddenly knew that he was nor alone. At
that Instant, each slu'.]_a?-,l'] chose to use fear, not as an end
unto itself, but as a means to an end.

And so they came, slithering and gibbering, o a grear
stone ring that they all somehow knew how to find. Deep
in the Russian forest, far from any human habitation, rhe
far-flung children of nightmare met their brothers and
sisters for the first time. All night they danced around the
twisted gray pillars that had called to them, indulging for
the first and last time in the sort of bacchanalia the other
kith regularly subscribe to them.

At the height of the festivities, the gathered sluagh
received a visitor. Nameless and crowned with an antlered
casque, he rode forth from the blackest part of the wood on
a white stallion. The horse's eyes and ears were the red of
blood, and its hooves seemed to touch the earth bur
lightly. All around him, the sluagh fell silent, sensing the
import of this intruder's visit.

He spoke to the assembled crawlers briefly, bestowing
a blessing upon them and extracting a promise. The
blessing none among the sluagh will relate; the promise
was that no child everbe truly harmed in their frichtenings.
The sluagh, one and all, agreed to this compact. The
knight, in turn, agreed that the promise should be kept
secret for a number of years equal to 13 times 13 penera-
tions. Then, his business concluded, the knight of the
Tuatha de Danaan rode back into the primal forest.
Behind him, the festivities rose again under the silvery
lighr of the moon. At sunrise, the sluagh dispersed almost
magically to theirhomes across the face of Eastern Europe.

No one has ever succeeded in finding that stone ring
again, which is not surprising. It was not a part of the
world, and was given to the sluagh for that night only.
Many among them still do not realize this, and search for
that ring fruitlessly. Others, wiser in the lore of their kind,
merely treasure the legends.




Tne Gounen fae

With the discovery of their purpose, the sluagh be-
came a much more formal kith. They arrogated the role of
the last guardians of virtue, choosing to punish evildoers
(especially children ) with fear. Sluagh justice was ruled to
be better than no justice at all, and so a clandestine
alliance between parents and sluagh was scruck.

Simply put, the sluagh became secret allies of parents
all over Eastern Europe in the never-ending war to make
children behave. Whenever a child grew too unruly or
disrespecrtul or vicious, the parents might well summon
the ""'\-l.'li'H"._'_:!:-l to enforce the ||:=-*ﬁ n that 1]h_"} could not. ]ﬁﬁ-‘:.'
sipns and portents the crawlers let it be known what
offerings pleased them as means of attracting their atten-
rion, and before long the cracked bowl of sour milk and the
loat of bread (burned, moldy or baked with inedibles like
insects) became staples for harried parents across the
breadth of a continent.

The sluagh were more than happy to enter into this
arrangement, and receiving parental sanctions for their
actions motivated the kith to new heights of creativity.
Soon sluagh became artistes of fear, with legendary
fright-spinners striving to outdo each other in achiev-
ing epic terrors. At this time the sluagh also began
moving westward, scuttling down Finland and along
the shores of the Baltic into the lands of the trolls, who
at tirst did not know whar to make of these creatures.

Initial meetings were cool, to put it mildly, and rela-

Tre Stavine of The Voiczs

There is little known about the night when
the sluagh suddenly lost their voices. Persistent
rumor blames the influence of the Tuatha de
Danaan who, displeased with the way in which
the sluagh were conducting business, took the
matter of discipline into their own hands.

This rumor, twisted and distorted, has
made its way into the ears of the other kith,
who regard the whole affair with a sort of self-
satisfied smirk. After all, they’ve never been
punished that way by the Tuatha — it just
proves that the sluagh are as degenerate as
everyone always said they were.

The old sluagh legend about a frighten-
ing that went horribly wrong is discounted by
the majority of serious scholars. To quote the
noted sidhe historian, Lord Enoch of
Brandywine, “Sounds too damned much like
a fairy tale for me to believe a word of it.”
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tions never improved that much. However, it was the
trolls, who, regardless of their disdain for sluagh tech-
niques, inducted the new arrivals into the Seelie Court.

However, back in the forests of the East, disaster
brewed. One glorious Highsummer Night, the worst hap-
pened. For unaccountable reasons, the sluagh lost their
voices. There are legends among the sluagh as o what
happened that night, but such tales are always kept away
from outsiders. Some secrets are for the sluagh alone.

The sudden inability of the sluagh to speak above
a whisper unfortunately confirmed certain scurrilous
rumors about the kith in the minds of many trolls and
other fae. One by one, the other Seelie kith turned their
hacks on the crawlers. Still, the sluagh kept to their
original purpose. Fear had been their friend for long
years before the first meetings with other fae; it would
still be their friend now.

And so the sluagh continued to spread, boldly ignor-
ing the contempt of trolls and others. From Scandinavia
they journeyed ro England, tucked in the hidden dark
places of longhoats and knorrs. Through German forests
and mountains, up the Danube and across Northern
Europe they slithered. Soon the children of the entire
continent slept a good deal less soundly — those who had
something to fear, anyway.

Resey Liossers aun BurTery SeiRiTs

During the Middle Ages, certain of the sluagh in
northern Europe, and especially the British Isles, took it
upon themselves to punish a particular subsect of wrongdo-
ers. Specifically, these changelings looked upon the corrupt
innkeepers and monks of the world as fair game. Human
histories from the time are full of tales of monks growing far
on worldly pleasures (and wines purchased with tax-free
tithe money), not to mention asides about innkeepers who
put sand in horses’ feedbags and water in their best wines.
Fae historians speculate, therefore, that because these two
species of humans were explicitly breaking promises by this
sort of behavior, they held a special attraction for vengetul
sluagh. The fact that these falsifiers were adults, and thus
could not claim the protection of the sluagh’s secret oath,
may also have helped to make them easy targets.




Thus was created the order of sluagh alternately
called by mortals Abbey Lubbers, Buttery Spirits and
other, less complimentary things. While no different
from other sluagh in any real way, Abbey Lubbers found
themselves irresistibly drawn toward performing their
tricks on particular subsections of the mortal popula-
tion. Furthermore, these sluagh also discovered a
hitherto unknown urge to show off, and became rather
noisy in their efforts to correct mortal behavior. After
some initial reservations, other sluagh had no problem
with this; the extreme antics of the Buttery Spirits
provided a distraction for the activities of sluagh who
preferred a lower profile.

Regardless of motivation, Abbey Lubbers and But-
tery Spirits functioned according to similar methods.
They infested debauched monasteries (though never
convents, for some reason ) and inns where travelers were
cheated, and set to work. All tainted foodstuffs, whether
it was the overly rich fare of supposedly poor monks or the
substandard victuals offered by cheap innkeepers, were
alternately destroyed or devoured by the insatiable sluagh.
Furthermore, the sluagh responsible for the outrages
made certain to have reputable witnesses to their ac-
tions, the better to spread the word. Thus began a
self-perpetuating cycle: Sluagh assaulted the holdings of
the corrupt and sought out reliable witnesses, while these
witnesses in turn attributed the sluagh’s actions to the
corruption of their targets. Soon, even the rumor of an
Abbey Lubber was enough to tar the reputation of an
entire monastery, while the crash of a plate a Buttery
Spirit had licked clean could ruin an inn’s name from
Calais to Whitby.

These sluagh also paid special attention to those
individual humans responsible for drawing the sluagh’s
notice to tainted pantries. Monks who overindulged in
victuals were forced to swallow mouthful after mouthful
of their ill-gotten goodies; others had sand or animal
food stuffed down their throats. A rare few incorrigibles
were drowned in runs of wine; the murderous sluagh
made certain to spoil the best in the cellar this way.
Innkeepers who shortchanged their customers could
frequently be found in the stables come morning,
feedbags full of dirt strapped to their faces.

There were two major repercussions of the days of
the Buttery Spirits. First of all, it became popular belief
that the sluagh actually devoured the cheap victuals
provided by dishonest tavern hosts; soon enough this
perception became the reality. While the bowl of sour
milk and loaf of inedible bread had always been a token
offering to sluagh before, prior to the advent of the
Buttery Spirits, sluagh could take or leave that sort of
fare. However, now the choice was disappearing. Even

those sluagh who had feasted on the best food the
monasteries could offer found themselves increasingly
drawn to watered wine, stale bread and sour milk. Even-
tually this foul fare was all that sluagh could subsist on.

The second change this period in sluagh history
wrought was perhaps more devastating. For the first time,
sluagh began defecting in large numbers to the Unseelie
Court. The apparent ineffectiveness of the kith's cam-
paign to frighten others into proper behavior wore down
the patience of many sluagh, particularly when corruption
was so evident from the top to the bottom of society. [t may
have been the greed and sensuality of the monasteries that
finally pushed many sluagh over the edge. Efforts to
frighten wrongdoers into reform transformed into puni-
tive expeditions against the worst culprits. The reputation
of sluagh among humans began, correspondingly, todarken
at this time, and matters have continued apace ever since.
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Dweuting Amone Tre DEAD

Sluagh have had a long association with ghosts;
their very name links them to the Restless Dead. Alone
among the kith, the sluagh are able to see and converse
with the spirits of the dead. Nor is this a recent develop-
ment, as the crawlers have been talking to the dead for as
long as they can remember.

The first recorded conversations between sluagh
and ghosts date back to the days before the sluagh had
encountered even the trolls, and still restricted their
mutterings and slitherings to the forests of Eastern
Europe. Supposedly Aleksei of the 13 Toes was the first
sluagh to actually speak to a ghost; previously sluagh
had ignored the hovering wraiths as harbingers of bad
luck. Aleksei, however, recognized in these ghosts tre-
mendous potential for bringing fear to new heights, and
chose a respectable-looking ghost with whom to open
lines of communication.

As the empire of Stygia had not yet reached out its
iron claws to “organize” this region of the Shadowlands,
the wraiths of the Slavic lands were at that point
disorganized, chaotic and more or less friendless. Happy
to cling to any structure at all, the native ghosts were
olad to converse and work with these strange, pale
creatures who seemed half-dead themselves. The rough
organization the alliance with the sluagh generated also
enabled these wraiths to meet the advancing Stygian
armies on reasonably equal terms; no wars of conquest
among the dead were fought here. Furthermore, while
the ghosts whom the sluagh had originally dealt with
kept their mouths more or less shut regarding their
relationship with these fae (having such reliable
Skinlands allies gave them a solid advantage), word
thar certain among the fae could actually see and speak
to wraiths spread from ghost to ghost. While communi-
cation with the sluagh was never officially sanctioned
by Stygia, the fact that certain wraiths were speaking
with the crawlers remained an open secret.

Henceforth, wherever the sluagh spread, they found
garrulous ghosts waiting for them. The problem was
particularly bad in the British Isles, especially in Ireland
and Scotland. In many cases sluagh were actually driven
out of freeholds in these countries by the sheer numbers
of wraiths looking to speak with them.

However, some of the sluagh did manage to reap
benefits from this omnipresence of friendly ghosts. As
the lines between wraiths and faeries were already
somewhat blurred in Celtic Europe, sluagh looking for
camouflage deliberately obscured them even further.
Before long the line between sluagh and ghosts was
essentially nonexistent in the minds of the mortal
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populace, and ghosts of the recent dead were thought to
dwell in local sids. As mortals liked interfering with the
dead even less than they liked bothering the fae, this
kept mortal distractions of the sluagh to a minimum.
Faeries might be cozened into bhestowing favors or
rreasure, but only fools sought boons from the dead. So,
hiding behind a graveyard mask, the sluagh separated
themselves from human culture while remaining close
enough to continue to affect it. [t was not coincidence
that most fairy mounds thought to hold the newly dead
were located close to towns; it was these sids thar the
sluagh took for their own so that they might yet con-
rinue to confound those who needed a good scare.

As the years passed, however, and as the Shroud and
the laws of the dead forbade commerce berween wraith and
sluagh, the alliance between the two groups of lost souls
grew strained. What had been almost formalized all those
centuries ago grew informal and sporadic; the odd ghost
would talk to the odder sluagh, but discourse was limited.




The closing of the gates to Arcadia was both good
and bad for the sluagh. While they had as difficult a time
as everyone else adjusting to changeling, rather than fae,
existence, the crawlers had a few additional complica-
tions todeal with. The sidhe’s absenting themselves from
Earth meant that the courts’ institutionalized discrimi-
nation against sluagh was a thing of the past, but the new
era ushered in a more chaotic brand of discrimination
from other kith. Without the sidhe present to control the
worst impulses of some of the other fae, sluagh became
convenient targets for the resentment, fear and panic
that set in following the Shatrering.

And so, the inevitable happened. Other change-
lings, looking for scapegoats, settled on the crawlers.
And as few sluagh were foolish enough to expose them-
selves to the scorn of the other fae, those rare sluagh
who did received more than their fair share of abuse.
They suffered the insults (not to mention the slings,
arrows, bottles, stones and rotten vegetables) hurled at
them by their so-called kin — not to mention all of the
Glamour-spawned malice they could stand. Occasion-
:-l[h.-'. the violence would get out of hand and as a result,
an unfortunate sluagh could find herself the recipient of
a physical assault — or worse.

Eventually, an equilibrium was reached. The angry
mobs didn’t notice any real improvement in their status even
after hanging every sluagh they could get their hands on
(admittedly, a difficult proposition) and found other amuse-
ments and arguments. Suddenly, there was a power vacuum
at the top of fae society, and the scramble to fill it became
more pressing than assigning blame for past catastrophes,
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The sluagh wisely stayed out of the other kith's
maneuverings, at least publicly. As changeling society
settled into a sort of bizarre cross between feudalism and
socialism, former petty nobles and commoners adopted
into noble houses struggled to keep their places atop a
much-reduced pile. Some freeholds carried on as pale
imitations of the glory days of the fae, complete with
b{fdraggled COUrts overseen h‘i,f knightﬁ. and baronets
instead kings and dukes. In other places, rule by strength
was all that mattered, as commoner motleys vigorously
settled fonts of Glamour and evolved their own forms of
local government.

And the crawlers! They got the hell out of the way,
preferring to funnel clandestine support to those few
leaders whom they felt deserved assistance. It wasn't
until long afrer the new political paradigm had settled
in comfortably (and the memories of the pogroms had
grown cold) that the sluagh felt comfortable re-emerg-
ing into fae society.

RerarIAN RErORM

Country sluagh became fewer and fewer as the
mills sprang up and the railway brought every sleepy
rural town days closer to the cities. Rural crawlers were
in general virulently anti-technology; not a few could
be found among the followers of the mythical Ned
Ludd. Their fear, one which would soon be realized,
was that industrialization would turn laborers from
artisans to automatons, thus draining the world of
even more Glamour.

While the possible benefits of technology — nota-
bly improved medical treatments — were lauded by
sluagh, most refused to trust that these advances would
be used for the good, rather than for the sake of profit.
Time, unfortunately, proved them right.

Two Taues or Cimies.
Tre 197w CenTURY

For the sluagh, it was the best of times and it was
the worst of times. It was a time of the first great
migration into the cities and across the Atlantic, but
it was the time of the sweatshops and the huddled
masses in the tenements. The era of the Industrial
Revolution, Dickens and the explosion of the cities
had a profound effect on the fae as a whole. The
sluagh, however, bore the brunt of the changes.

Cities are havens for secrets of all sorts, filled with
hiding places and unexpected treasures. It is hardly
surprising, then, that as soon as sluagh woke up and
started skulking about, they flowed into the cities in
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(relative) droves. Of course, the cities of even the late
Middle Ages and colonial periods were relatively puny
things, with rigid population ceilings enforced by the
harsh laws of economics and sanitation. Rome and
Paris, while massive when compared to the hamlets
around them, really didn't house that many people —or
that many places to hide.

Once industrialization kicked in, however, the
equation of the great cities changed. Suddenly there
was work for millions in the factories and mills, and
those millions needed somewhere to live. More to the
point, they needed somewhere to live close to work. As
the factories tended to grow near shipping centers (i.e.,
major cities), those cities grew exponentially. Land,
people, money — the cities swallowed them all.

At the same time that the cities were in the process
of metamorphosing, railway men were pinning down
the land with wooden ties and iron rails. Ley lines were
irreparably damaged by this cavalier treatment, and
slowly but surely the living countryside found itself
vivisected by time-tables and steel.

Nor did the new metropolises take care of what
they had devoured. The new factories belched smoke
and spewed filth day and night. The new tenements and
company “villages” were overcrowded, filthy and rat-
infested. And the new inhabitants of these cities! They
were underpaid, overworked, desperate and poor.

In such horrid conditions as these, dreams died.
Many things killed them — choking fumes from smoke-
stacks, the slow cancer of poverty that reduced visions
of glory to hopes of having enough for another meal,
foul water and insufficient food, and most of all, despair
at a dead-end existence that seemed to stretch out for
the generations of the future.

For the cities had devoured the children as well.

Mikes AND SWERTSROPS

The garment and mining industries were the par-
ticular culprits in this instance. Small hands meant
delicate stitchery on fancy ladies' garments, for which
factory owners could charge more. Small bodies could
squeeze into smaller tunnels, saving mine owners the
expense of blasting out full-sized shafts. Most of all,
small hands took home small paychecks, and small
voices raised in protest could easily be drowned out.
And if a child's hand were mangled into a mess of
bones and flesh by a piece of machinery, or a few small
boys coughed their lungs into bloody scraps from
overwork in the mines, well, there were always more
children eager for any work, so as to help put food on
their families’ rables.
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Under conditions like this, is it any surprise that
generations of children found themselves brutally
stripped of their senses of wonder? Is it any shock that
many of these sweatshop children, hollow-eyed or-
phans of the industrial age, slept dreamlessly when
finally allowed to totter home from the factories? A
great many dreams went out of the world during rhose
vears, because those who should have been dreaming
them were otherwise engaged.

Many sluagh, particularly in England, the United
States and the more industrialized German states, sim-
ply gave up the ghost at this point, surrendering sadly to
Banality. As these sluagh saw it, their role as punishers
of bad children had been usurped, permanently, by the
factories and coal mines. What punishment could the
sluagh threaten, what terror could they present that
could be any worse than what so many children had to
face every day of their lives!

Other, less defeatist sluagh changed tactics. These
crawlers focused on the children of the rich, their logic
being that if these youngsters benefitted from the tor-
ment of so many other children, they deserved some

torment as well. However, this prnmi:h got out of

hand (as any good idea is wont to do) and somewhere
along the line, the intent of the punishing sluagh
changed. Where originally these crawlers had intended
to use the children of the rich as object lessons, to
impress upon their wealthy targets the horror of what
the factories were doing to other children, the lessons
devolved into simply missions of punishment, guilt or
innocence be damned.

Little wonder, then, that so many scions of the
robber barons and manufacturing tycoons were mad.
Even centuries removed from their halcyon days, the
sluagh had forgotten none of their tricks.

foon TrINGS

Even as changelings everywhere reeled trom the
loss of Glamour, some benefits did accrue from the
changes of the age. While the cities might have
recome rats’ warrens of filth and poverty, the number
of phlc:f:..a to hide and secrets to learn — gFrew
exponentially. With the rapid expansion of the cit-
ies, there came rapid construction, which afforded

enterprising sluagh the opportunity to create their

own mazes and hidey-holes.

More importantly,
literacy. Magazines and penny dreadfuls were every-
"n-’n-"l'lL*Tﬁ".'., H!l[f f'l{_]".-"i:'.]f'i came 1intdg vogue as an :.":CCEF"iLEhiI:"
literary form. With everyone reading, the demand tor
reading material (mostly in the form of periodicals)

there came an explosion of

erew by leaps, bounds and slithers, and the sluagh made
themselves impressive players in the publishing indus-
try. Newspaper reporters, magazine editors, publishers
— trom the lowest print setter to the mighriest publish-
ing tycoon, the industry was rotten with sluagh
(figuratively speaking, of course). After all, the more
magazines and newspapers, books and dime novels were
Ot 1|1'L'E'l._‘, the more sources of information there wWere,

and to the sluagh, that was always a good thing.

Five Seerers o7 191h CenTury
SLUAGH

1 — Poe was not a sluagh. Mind you, he
should have been, but that's neither here
nor there,

1 — Charles Dickens wasn't a sluagh,
either, though he knew several. Dickens did
have the rare privilege of sitting in on High
Tea, though he monopolized the conversa-
tion so thoroughly that he was never invited
back again.

3 — Contrary to the propaganda perpe-
trated by other kith, many sluagh were
instrumental in the movement to enact child
labor laws. A great deal of the money poured
anonymously into the coffers of the move-
ment came from sluagh purses.

4 — One of the great conundrums of
sluagh existence is that while they adore
water, they hate sea travel. Apparently, it's
something about not havingabolt-hole when
vou're in the middle of the ocean, but in any
case, the result of this sort of thing is simple.
While any majorcity's dockside district posi-
tively drips with sluagh (and other, less
identifiable things), the number of sluagh
who actually go to sea can generally be
numbered on the fingers of one’s foot. De-
spite the wellsprings of Glamour to be had
from the sea-dreams of sailors, a sluagh on
shipboard was an oddity ranking up with a
quiet pooka.

5 — Despite rumors to the contrary,
sluagh despise pollution, and found the stink-
ing Thames and killing fogs of Old London
Town to be abhorrent. There's a fine line
between rot and petrochemical disaster, and
the sluagh stand firmly on one side of it.




Sluagh also played fast and loose with their own rules
by cultivating the careers of some of their favorite authors.
Dickens, Scott, Le Fanu and Maturin all received boosts
from crawler publishers at one time or another. A few
slaugh were also active in the theater, though never
onstage. Rather, they patronized playwrights, brought
worthy scripts to the attention of theater managers and,
most importantly, thronged to the backs of theaters, well
out of range of the footlights’ illuminacion. For example,
while it may have been Lord Byron who agreed to produce
Maturin's excessively Gothic Bertram for the Drury Lane
Theater, it was sluagh word of mouth (and influence at
major newspapers) that made Bertram a hit.

Spiritualism was also a boon to the sluagh. The sluagh’s
innate ability to see the wraiths of the dead made the
rigmarole of séances unnecessary (and sometimes
embarassing ), but the spirit of inquiry that serious spiritualists
possessed impressed some of the more socially minded sluagh.
One of the most comfortable livings that asluagh could make
in a city like London was that of spiritual advisor. Reading
cards, palms and tea leaves, gazing into crystal balls and
occasionally facilitating a real contact with the dead, sluagh
fortune tellers lived well off of the belief in the spirit world.

Furthermore, the manners of the era struck a chord
with the sluagh. The stiff formality of the Victorian era,
the emphasis placed on dignity and reserve, the strict rules
of courtship and social interaction, and most ot all, the

importance placed on embarassing secrets — all of these
resonated deeply with the highly formal sluagh, particu-
larly those of the Seelie Court. And if these rules of
conduct were honored as often in the breach as in the
observance, it didn't really matter — the perception was
more important to the sluagh than the reality.

And so the crawlers threw themselves into the spirit
of the age, socially at least. They even ventured into social
circles where they'd never before ventured. Certain daring
souls even went so far as to learn how to dance, and threw
balls that attracted the creme de la crveme of both mortal and
fae society. The Gothic sensibility of the early 19th
century in particular also lent a sort of chic to sluagh-ish
affairs; readers who shuddered their way through Udolpho
or The Monk had wonderfully vivid imaginations, and
produced flavors of Glamour that sluagh found delighttul,

As avid observers of the human and fae conditions,
however, the sluagh knew that rhis glorious period of
manners would soon pass. Certain more enterprising
members of the kith, however, set about to do something
about that inevitability. While rumors of sluagh involve-
ment in Victoria'sabnormally long reign can be dismissed
as pure fantasy, there is no denying the effectiveness of
the concerted sluagh effort ro codify and immortalize the
glories of the Victorian period.




Foes

Think of London during the Victorian era, and
one thinks of fog. Deep, pea-soup blankets of vellow
and white, the legendary fogs of London were initially
a godsend to the city’s sluagh. Augmenting the crawl-
ers’ already legendary powers of concealment, the
nightly fogs enabled sluagh to vanish with ease,
confounding foes and policemen alike. On a more
sinister note, slaugh assassins funcrioned virtually
unhindered by the thick clouds billowing along city
streets; a cantrip (now supposedly lost) made the fog
clear as day. Indeed, Unseelie sluagh frequently in-
dulged in sadistic games of cat-and-mouse with targets
or even innocent bystanders. A favorite pastime in-
volved harrying rtravelers through foggy mazes into
inhospitable neighborhoods, then watching the vic-
tims attempt to find a way home with life and purse
intact. A variation involved silently descending on
unsuspecting coachmen, removing them, and hijack-
ing the carriages into the fogey depths of night.

Other kith said that the sluagh owned the fogs,
even going so far as to ¢laim the crawlers could conjure
them. While this latter was an exaggeration (in truth,
the fogs were an increasingly unbalanced combination
of precipitation and toxic industrial byproduct), sluagh
certainly did take full advantage of the opportunities
the fog offered. Nightmare chimera born of people’s
fear of the fog quickly became the sluagh’s servants,
prowling the dark streets to deliver messages of more or
less sinister stripe. Other sluagh supposedly did learn to
modify the fogs to some extent, thickening them or
slowing their progress as it suited the sluagh's needs.

It wasn't until the industrial fogs grew to absurd
levels of toxicity that the sluagh realized that their
plaything had turned on them. Sluagh constitutions,
rarely robust, suffered from all the respiratory ailments
the choking fogs brought with them. The chimera of
the fog grew twisted and feral, and many broke free from
sluagh reins. As the fogs grew to legendary status, the
sluagh’s mastery of them faded into the realm of legend.

In the end, the sluagh were as glad as anyone else
to see the air cleaned up and the worst of the fogs
scrubbed away.

[MMIGRATION

Despite the bone-deep hatred of sea travel all
sluagh possess, a hardy few did manage to emigrate to
the brave new world of the Americas. Most of those who
did come across were independently wealthy from their
human endeavors and could afford private cabins; the
rest came as stowaways. The 5|ngh who could stand the

psychological horrors (specifically, the crowding) of
traveling steerage has not yet been born.

Initially, the sluagh were at something of a disad-
vantage in the New World. While other kith were
migrating (sometimes literally) by the boatload to the
boundless treasures of America as well as being born
there, the sluagh mostly huddled in the Old Country,
unwilling to dare the trans- Atlantic voyage. True, sluagh
were born in the New World as in the old, burt precious
few crawlers emigrated. As such, members of other kith
drastically outnumbered the slaugh in the Americas.
This state of affairs continued until well atter the turn
of the 20th century, by which time seagoing
accomodations had improved to the point where more
sluagh actually felt comfortable on board.

Slightly more curious is the fact that from the
middle of the 19th century until the 1930s, a dispropor-
tionate number of sluagh underwent the Chrysalis.
Essentially, the American “birth" rate for sluagh for
that period of 80 years was higher than for any other
kith. That imbalance ended roughly about the time the
sluagh population became equivalent to that of the
other kith. This coincidence had certain more religious
fae making dire commentaries about how the Tuatha de
Danaan must be interfering somehow with the cvcle of
changeling souls, holding some up in their souls’ great
journey to “even things out” in the mortal world.

(Qddly enough, five years after the Accordance
War ended, the numbers of new sluagh started rising
again, and no one has an explanarion for that.

Yet.

Tre Rerury

Unlike the other kith, the sluagh were prepared
for the consequences of the lunar landing in 1969.
The space program and print media were both riddled
with sluagh; they knew whart was ahead and what the
results might be. Emerging from centuries of minimal
contact with the other commoner kith, the sluagh
attempted to warn the others of the imminent
changes. To no sluagh's surprise, they were ignored
ordismissed. Others deemed it more likely the progress
of science to the moon would usher in a new era of
Banality, and rudely told the sluagh to crawl back
into their holes and die.

This slight was not forgotten. Sluagh projections
and prophecies were kept among the kith. Sluagh
efforts to minimize the coming disaster were re-
stricted to helping other sluagh. Texts that might
have prepared other changelings for the return of the
sidhe were kept locked away in moldering cabinets.
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And when the gates of Arcadia reopened, and the
sidhe came pouring out, the sluagh warched from be-
hind locked doors, cantrips readied and needle-thin
swords in hand. The tyrants had come home, and the
crawlers knew better than anyone what was coming.

Tre War ann Wrar Came Rrren

Some few token sluagh, mostly Seelie, responded
to the sidhe’s impudent call for vassalage. The rest
remained hidden, waiting for events to develop. De-
velop they did, sadly along the lines many sluagh had
predicted. Sidhe arrogance clashed with commoner
independence, The growing independent streak of the
earthly Unseelie Court added to the friction, and rela-
tions between nobles and commoners steadily
deteriorated. However, the Night of the Iron Knives
was a shock even to the sluagh. No one had expected
anything this sudden, this bloody, this foul. The murder
of rivals was one thing, but the use of iron! When
several influential sluagh were immediately contacted
by the wraiths of those Kithain slaughtered by the
sidhe, demanding justice and vengeance from beyond
the grave, sluagh attempts to resist the tide of history
seemed as futile as Canute's.

For once the Unseelie sluagh took the lead in
dictating kith policy. As loathsome as the actions of the
nobles had been, the insult that the other Kithain had
levied against the sluagh had not been forgotten. The
sluagh would put no battalions of troops in the tield; to
the sluagh it mattered not a whit if the trolls were cut
down in ranks. Instead, the crawlers would do as they
always had: They would bring fear to the enemy. This
time, though, the enemy was not a gaggle of mishehav-
ing children. This time the enemy was fair game. In
other words, it was time for the sidhe to know fear.

Whisper-thin swords were blooded in the nighrt.

Slings and blowguns claimed victim after victim. Todd

the Gray, greatest of the sluagh assassins to emerge from
the conflict, made Lord Dafyll’s general staff his per-
sonal project, and being assigned to Dafyll's camp became
a death warrant. To this day, there are still quesrions as
to who actually did take Dafyll ar the last. Not one
sluagh would be surprised if it were Todd the Gray.

Some sluagh did join the more conventional
struggle. Eleanor Dell and her fellow couriers granted
the commoner armies what information from sluagh
sources she could, and carried their messages across
enemy lines. Other sluagh actually fought in ranks,
although pitifully ill-prepared for the sort of stand-up
fight the troll generals insisted upon. A few clandes-
tinely supported the movements of regular troops,
springing traps on pursuing sidhe forces.
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[t was not enough. Perhaps if the sluagh had pooled
their efforts from the beginning.... But no, the insult
had bitten too deeply, and the trolls could never bend
enough to ask the sluagh for help. And so pride and
vanity doomed the commoner alliance.

Rex Revenr

The emergence of the Lion of Tara did not catch
the sluagh entirely by surprise, By the time Dafyll
forced the 4th Troll Commons back to Manhattan,
the sluagh knew the war was lost and had begun
looking around for contingencies. It was ar this point
that certain wild prophecies among the sidhe about
the coming of a new king filtered back to the elders of
the kith. Evidence was weighed, the truth sifted out,
and long before Queen Mab recognized David Ardry,
the sluagh knew his name and his remper.

As soon as Ardry was positively identified as the
new king the prophecies spoke of, the sluagh set to
work learning as much of him as they could. The
results were moderately promising, and so when the
redcaps mutter that their sluagh-carried request for
reinforcements to take True Thomas in Times Square
was “mysteriously” lost, they speak with perhaps more
truth than they know.

The ascent of David Ardry to the throne was
anticlimactic, at least from a sluagh perspective. With
the immediate crisis of the war gone, many fae chose
to let any ties they had with the sluagh lapse. Trolls
placed themselves at the forefront of commoner nego-
tiation teams; Unseelie sluagh muttered that they
could hardly lose as badly at the table as they had in
the field. Some wise nobles and commoners, particu-
latly those with some grasp of tactics or strategy,
cultivated sluagh allies. But generally the political
process ground on without sluagh input, save when
the trollish negotiators needed the odd fact verified.
When peace was finally achieved, the evenr was less
momentous for the sluagh than it was for some. Afrer
all, it was the peace of the commoner army — and
many members of that army were ashamed to admit
that they'd needed sluagh aid.

Monern Davs

Curiously enough, despite their gloomy demean-
ors (and exceedingly glum reputations) most sluagh
are secretly of the faction that holds thata new Spring
will supersede the coming Winter. This explains their
frantic quest for knowledge; by capturing and weav-
ing secrets, they are ensuring that the old stories and
tales survive the coming storm. When the new Spring
comes, the grimoires and diaries of the sluagh will hold




the secrets that the fae of this new age will need, and in
some way the memories of the sluagh will live on.

The flip side of this desperate rush roward poster-
ity is, however, the ingrained sluagh belief that few, if
any, of their kind will survive this approaching Win-
ter. The days ahead promise to be ruled by brute

strength, not subtlety, and as such most sluagh dis-
count their chances of surviving to see the new Spring.
[t is regarded as the absolute worst manners possible
to discuss the promise of the new Winter with sluagh,
and even among themselves members of the kith
mention it only in passing, or through euphemisms.

_ Crnaerar One: A Rignr's WorTn or fistony
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I'll hang with the guilty

I know where to stand
You've really done nothing
And I lie when | can

—Peter Kingsberry, “Real Blood Anger”

Suuaer, TremseLves ann OTRERS

Everyone knows who the sluagh are. They're the
nasty, smelly, slimy, creepy weirdos who know everything
about everyone. They spy on all the other kith, hold
forbidden revels in cavernous mazes deep beneath the
earth, and occasionally sacrifice childlings to whatever
dark things they worship. They also eat spiders and toads,
hate sunlight and all the other kith, and can’t be trusted as
far as a boggan can throw an overweight troll.

Of course, no one has ever seen one of these
orgiastic rites (or, for that matter, a labyrinth of tunnels
with a sign reading “sluagh made this”). No one has ever
seen sluagh perform any sacrifice, human or fae. Most
sluagh, even their detractors admit, are impeccably, if
somewhat morbidly, groomed. While their taste in
wine and tea is abominable, sluagh treasure spiders far
too much ever to devour them, save as part of a cantrip’s
workings, and as for the toads, well, frogs’ legs suppos-
edly raste like chicken.

So what does that leave! Not much. In fact, if one
carefully examines the multitude of charges laid at the
sluagh's feet over the years, one finds almost no evidence
to support any of them.

What is left! Thar they're weird. They're strange.
Standoffish. Secretive.

The otherkith fear that, and perhaps with good reason.
But, lacking a skeleton upon which to build their fears, they
constructed one from phantasms and half-remembered
nightmares. Before too long, the image of sluagh as foulness
incarnate had stuck, at least in the minds of the other kith.
(The essence of sluagh-hood had long since been formed in
the minds of humanity, and no slander from the mouths of
aossipy sidhe would ever change that.)

So there it is. The iconic sluagh is untrustworthy,
predatory, foul and terrifying. That's the lie they all believe.

And you know something?
The sluagh don't care.

Crarrzn Tho. Ao Wno fine We?




Suuaar FAsRION

Very, veryfewsluagh everdress inbond-
age gear or other such apparel. Those whodo
are almost all Unseelie, and do so for the
shock value more than anything else. What's
the point of a sluagh wearing a bondage
outfit if she can just slither out of it, anyway!

Instead, most sluagh go for conservative
and even formal dress, with a tendency to-
ward the Victorian. Tophats, lace, embroidery,
clawhammer coatsand the like are more often
seen among sluagh, who found the stilted
formality of that era much to their liking.

fmong Tre KiTn

Asawhole, the sluagh occupy a well-defined place on
the fringes of Kithain society. At least, the place that they
are supposed to occupy has been well-defined. They are
the equivalent of the witch-woman in the wood, or the
unkempr Kabbalist emerging from his basement to receive
the surreptitious petitioner. Everyone goes to the sluagh
when they need help, but no one admits it.

Of course, one does not simply drop in on the local
sluagh. While you may know where the local Cold Fish (a
nickname lovingly bestowed by the pooka) dwells, it is a
bad idea to simply barge in and demand artention. Even
the crassest rtdn’:ﬂp, the lustiest satyr knows better than
that. Those who do intrude so rudely often live to regret it.

The rest don't.

In truth, an elaborate series of social rituals, almost a
courtship, has grown up between the sluagh and those who
would seek their assistance. The petitioner must make the
proper inquiries, and make them politely. It is not neces-
sary to express one's interest to a sluagh directly, however
— simply drop enough hints and the local sluagh will
become aware of the potential transaction to be made.
Indeed, the more artful the indirection associated with the
inquiry, the more amenable the sluagh is likely to be to her
Incipient visitor.

Of course, not all requests are heard. It's a seller’s
market for good information among the fae, and this
means that the blLlL‘l;ﬂ_h can afford to be selective in their
customers. If the object of a potential client’s interest is
ﬁu:mm['hing that the r‘.-luﬂ;[h cannot hcip her with, or if the
information requested is not something the sluagh wishes
toshare, or if the prospective client simply rubs the sluagh the
WTONY way, then there is no EH[L‘, and that's the end of ir.

Kirreoox: SLOAGR

Once a sluagh has decided to take a client, however,
things proceed rapidly. The client, once accepred, re-
ceives an invitation — written, verbal or chimerical — to
meet with the sluagh, usually during twilight hours. Slu-
agh value punctuality in their clients, and should one be
late without a very pressing reason, it is likely the entire
arrangement will be canceled.

Wreenines ann DERLInGS

Business is never conducted over High Tea. Instead,
the matter is usually discussed in a lounge or drawing room
(in the case of wealthy sluagh). Business is business, but
High Tea isfor sluagh eyes only, and even the most trusted
clients are not privy to some secrets.

When setting the terms of a deal, sluagh are first and
foremaost after information of their own. The latest politi-
cal maneuverings at court, the rumblings among the
Unseelie gangs, whether Lady Gossamer has ended her
dalliance with Lord Bluster — all of these are of tremen-
dous interest to sluagh. While any given piece of
information may seem trivial, in context even the lightest
piece of apparent fluff can carry great weight.

Take, for example, the news of the end of Lord Bluster’s
romance. While that in and of itself may not signify much,
other factors can come into play. If one sluagh had heard
that Lady Gossamer was suspected of having gone Unseelie
(with rumors of even darker ties), and if another knew that
Lord Bluster himself had been making distinct noises about
switching his allegiances, things get interesting. If a third
sluagh adds the tidbit that it was only about the time that
Lord Bluster's politics had started getting unsavory that
Lady Gossamer had expressed an interest in him, when
previously she had referred to him as “Lord Blunderbuss,”
suddenly what had been news of a standard bir of sidhe
flirtation takes on a whole new meaning. With the addition
of the darum thar Lady Gossamer had abandoned Lord
Bluster, a clever sluagh can put the pieces together, scratch-
ing the surtace of a romance and uncovering a failed
rectuitment on the part of the Shadow Court.

No information is worthless to the sluagh. [t's simply
a matter of putting the news in its proper context.

Other trade goods that sluagh find acceprable are books
(particularly hand-set ones), woodcut prints, particularly
clever treasures ( though nockers had best be careful not to tell
sluagh just how clever their creations are), and of course
Glamour in any way, shape or torm. Coin is not something
most sluagh are interested in, above and beyvond what is
required for them to maintain a reasonably ascetic existence.

W hart any given sluagh is willing to trade, however, is a
different story, Usually a Kithain comes to a sluagh for a very
specific reason, wanting a very specific bit of information, and
odds are that's exactly what she'll pet. No more, no less.




That doesn't mean that sluagh don't like to wheel and deal,
however, and even the youngest sluagh manages to acquire a
fascinating collection of junk that might prove irresistible toa
visitor. Old books whose secrets have been plumbed, pointless
treasures, bottles of wine too good to drink — all of these are
things that an enterprisingsluagh will attempt to unload on an
unwary visitor. Mind you, it's not that these things are
worthless; it's that they're worthless to any given sluagh.

Of course, there’s a matter of what all of these things
get traded for. After all, most visitors come prepared only
to pay for the specific things they're after.

The answer, inevitably, is information. Gossip. Sto-
ries. Not by skulking and chimera alone do the crawlers
gather their knowledge. In exchange for a rare book here,
one sluagh acquires a promise to be updated on the
developments surrounding the unusual circumstances in
Count Elias’ court. For a chimerical dagger there, another
earns the trust of a member of the local pookafagin’s band,
and suddenly gains an information conduit on the street.

And so the merry dance goes, and suddenly one looks
around to find that there's barely anyone who isn't ralking to,
listening to, in debt to or on the enemy list of the local sluagh.

Frichtening, isn't it?

Stuusen foarns

What yvou will find in a sluagh’s home:

Books, scrolls, maps, blueprints, suspi-
ciously sharp letter openers, candles, wax
drippings, animal skulls, stuffed creatures of
all shapes and sizes, pets that make no sounds,
spiderwebs, candelabras, brass and silver fur-
nishings, overstuffed furniture that's gotten
frayed, vinyl LPs and 8-track tapes, expen-
sive rugs hidden under layers of paper, rolltop
desks, crystal wine glasses, brandy snifters
that have been turned into ant farms and
flags from countries long gone.

What yvou will not find in a sluagh's home:

Shiny electronics; two-handed edged
weapons (chimerical or otherwise); suits of
armor (ditto); friendly puppies; Persian cats;
gleaming hardwood floors; skylights; books
abour self-actualization, winning friends or
influencing people; trendy magazines; cute
stuffed animals; mugs that say “Kiss Me, I'm
aChangeling;" mint-condition comic books;
much of anything with a licensed character
on it; bortled water and welcome mats.
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Orner Proressions

Sluagh do have other vital niches in Kithain society besides
justservingas information brokers. Somesluagh get the urge toact,
the itch todo, and many even acton it. Truth be told, it isn't hard
— the very nature of the sluagh seeming makes a crawler ideal for
all sorts of missions shunned by more savory changelings (who
somehow don’t seem to feel that they've been quire so sullied by
paying for the dirty deeds that the sluagh perform in their names).

Rssassins

It’s a dirty job, and one for which many sluagh (especially
Unseelie) are particularly well-suited. Most sluagh assassins are
male, though a few of the most (dis Jreputable are women, with
the occasional childling thrown in to make things interesting.

Most assassination contracts are for chimerical hirsonly,
whichare usually performed with blowguns, stilettos, poignards
or poison. Very few sluagh will take cold iron contracts; those
who do are unsavory even by sluagh standards.

TERRORIZERS

Once, the sluagh's purpose was to instill fear, and that
calling has not been entirely lost. There are still many sluagh
who make it either their profession or their hobby to cause
fear in mortal and changeling alike. An elite few are profes-
sionals (King David supposedly keeps one on staff); the rest
are ralented and enthusiastic amateurs.

[t is believed that terrorizers are responsible for the hallu-
cinogenic drug known as Enchanter, which brings mortalsinto
the Dreaming. While sluagh are adept at causing fear withour
the help of chimera, no true artist works without her best tools.

CourizRrs

While the shortest distance berween points A and B may be
astraight line, that doesn'thelpmuch if thereare a bunch of redcaps
sitting on that stmight line with dining utensils and growling
stomachs. On the other hand, a sluagh may go by way of points C,
D, E, Q, ; and Z, but he'll get the message there in good time and
perfect confidence. Being able to slither through pipes and down
sewer gratings does have its advantages in the messenger business.

SriEs

Sluagh make superb spies. They're hard to spot, excel at
creating chimera for the purposes of information gathering,
and have a natural flair for sneakiness. A sluagh informantalso
has the advantage of being plugged into the sluagh gossip
network, which s a tormidable clearinghouse of information.

On the other hand, sluagh make terrible infil rators. Noone
trusts sluagh to begin with, so attempting to win the confidence
of the enemy is a battle that is last before it is begun. Crawler spies
senerally restrict themselves to surveillance and the changeling
equivalentof wiretapping; it'swhat they're best suited foranyway.




Hign TeA

Sluagh don't po in for secret societies and hidden conspira-
cies, per se. In a manner of speaking, the entire kith is one giant
secret society, and as for conspiracies, well, the sluagh have more
than they have spiders. Instead, there is only one social ritual that
all sluagh, even the most rebellious Unseelie wilder, take part in.

High Tea.

The procedure is simple. A sluagh decides that she's
hosting High Tea. She sends invitations to up to a dozen
other sluagh, who respond. On the appointed day, the guests
arrive, each bearing a story and something to add to the feast.
Now, bearing in mind that in fae mien sluagh subsist on weak
tea, sour wine, stale cakes and the like, it's just as well that
members of other kith aren’t um;i]h' invited to attend.

Once the gathering officially commences, the refresh-
ments are served in cracked cups and chipped plates. It's not
that the sluagh are cheap; indeed, the glasses and settings
used for High Tea were usually quite expensive at one time.
Rather, High Tea makes a statement about decay, and what
the sluagh themselves once were. For that reason, the
crystal goblets have spiderweb cracks, and the hand-tired
pottery plates all have cracked edges and flaking glaze.

Prematurely aging one's dishes is déclassé.

Gross Muneries

Thesubsistence of sluagh on things generally
considered inedible by normal humans is a rela-
tively recent development. Sluagh have always
been capable of obtaining nourishment from un-
pleasant foodstuffs — the food for the ritual
summoning of the crawlers was not entirely sym-
bolic — but in the past their palates accepted a
wider range of tastes. [twasn tuntil the late Middle
Ages and the rise of the Abbey Lubbers that
public perception drastically altered sluagh diet.
By the time Buttery Spirits and such had become
well-established, sluagh in theirfaeseeming could
eat nothing but the rotten victuals that they'd
only picked at previously. To date, the change
has shown no sign of reversing, and there's no
evidence that such a development is imminent.

Don't feel too bad for the sluagh, though.
Part and parcel with the notion that they eat
revolting things is the idea that they enjoy doing
s0. To asluagh, a bottle of vinegary burgundy is
as delicious as Dom Perignon might be to you or
me — and much, much less expensive.

Tale-relling, ormoreaccurarely, swapping information, is the
primary activity at a High Tea. The secondary purpose of the
gathering is to reaffirm the local sluagh pecking order — it'sa way
to check up on who's talking too much, who doesn't know how to
set a High Tea mble, and so on. Finally, High Tea enables sluagh
to perform a sort of census of their own kind. Antisocial at the
best of times, sluagh often go months without seeing another
of theirkind. A High Teainvitation, evenif it isrefused, isaway
to inquire of another sluagh's well-being without intruding.

From TrE Notes or
DR, Goinuaome Arrrins, Cain

Psyeron0aIsT

. Iswear, Dr. Harkins, Mary wassittingat her
table in the basement with her toy tea set playing
pretend, and | looked over tosee howsshe wasdoing,
and suddenly there were these. . . these thigssitting
at the table with her. The creatures with herwereall
pale with dead eyes, and smelled like fish or garbage,
Iswear they did. | blinked and they were gone, but
then Mary tumed to me and gave me such a look,
doctor — it frightened me. 've taken her tea set
away, but now she just sits up in her room with the

doar closed, and sometimes | swear | hear her
talking up there. | just don'rt hear anyone answer.

[I0VE AND THE DINGLE DLURGH

Sluagh are solitary creatures for the most part. They accrue
their own libraries, fumish their own lairs, groom their own

chimera, and live their own lives. Only High Tea or a rare group
terrorizingwill serve todrawsluagh together in large groups. Even
when the kith asawhole isseeking vengeance on some offender,
it is a community of individuals that is mobilized, not a mob.
That being said, occasionally love thaws even a sluagh's
clammy heart. Most wilder sluagh do have a strong romantic
streak, though it is tinged with nihilism, desperation and a
oood strong dose of Gothic selt-deprecation. ("He'll never
look at me, so I shall be content to pine away and write poetry
that he will read upon my death. Only then will he realize that
it was | who should have been his soul’s partner...." is typical,
though even sluagh get ted up with the more melodramatic
of their kind eventually.) However, such sluagh are likely to
shy away from any real connection to another. They find that
the angst-ridden loneliness they are used to is infinitely

preferable to the messiness of real relationships.

Crarter Two: Ann Wno ez We?




There is a small subgrouping of sluagh who can best be
described as detached sensualists. These crawlers also shy
away from relationships, but doseek outdecadence foritsown
sake. Such sluagh are commonly invelved in things like the
music industry, comic-book publishing and the world of fine
art, all of which provide a maximum of exposure to creativity
with a minimal expectation of long-term attachment.

Sometimes, though, Cupid fires off multiple rounds, and
asluagh managestofind himselfinarelationship. Whensluagh
wed, they remain completely monogamous, and tend to have
whirlwind courtships followed by appallinglvsentimental wed-
dings. Hamal of Goldengate once remarked atasluagh wedding
that he preferred the crawlers morose; it was when they got

happy that they really scared him. [n any case, a mated pair of

sluagh (gender preference not withstanding) usually settles
into one or the other's warren, blissfully increasing the clutter.

TrRuTH

When you consider that they are a kith with a reputa-
tion asslanderers and liars, the sluagh are almost obsessively
concerned with the notion of truth. Much of this concern
relates, predictably, not to the notion of sluagh themselves
as p;ﬂhﬂlﬂgically truthful, but rather to the nature of truth
and the sluagh'’s ability to garner accurate information.

An informant or trading partner who brings information
that is verifiably true will win respect and favors from the sluagh
with which she deals, and is likely to be gifted with pertinent
information that sluagh themselves cannot make use of (such
as the location of certain interesting chimera, a rumor from
court that just might be relevant, and so on). On the other
hand, should someone knowingly attempt to pass false infor-
mation off on a crawler, the repercussions will be swift. The
most common response is to make absolutely everything that
is known about the offender publicly known, and the more
embarrassing details that are spilled this way, the better.

Should, incidentally, a non-sluagh infer that a sluagh is
a liar, nothing will happen. However, should that same
inference be made about a sluagh who has given his word that
he is being truthful, then the pillars of Heaven will shake with
the severity of the sluagh response.

While most sluagh have little or nothing to do with the
antiquated ideas of honor that hamstring the trolls, all regard
their word as sacrosanct — if given properly. Sluagh have no
problem with lying, shading the truth, making painful
crypticisims or flat-out refusing to answer even the most
pointed questions, but if a sluagh states something is a fact —
and gives her word that this is so — then that's that.

On one level this is an economic proposition: If sluagh
information were regarded as untrustworthy, then no one
would seek it out. On a more metaphysical level, however,
what a sluagh does is what a sluagh is, and should a sluagh
sully his work, he sullies himself
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Even Unseelie sluagh hold fast to this notion of sworn
truth as inviolate. Should a sluagh ever give his word and
then promulgate a falsehood, he will be reprimanded,
ostracized, and — in rare cases — silenced by having his
tongue cut out. Usually this is done with a chimerical
blade. Extreme cases, however, call for extreme measures.
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Tne Courts

Unfortunately (from a sluagh perspective), the fact is
that there is no such thing as neutrality between the Courts.
One is either Seelie or Unseelie; there is no middle ground.
However, the sluagh try to distance themselves from the
formal incamations of the Courts. Rather, each sluagh’s
allegiance isa personal thing, reflected in action and thought.

Tre Unseeuiz Court

Unseelie sluagh are, at the very least, more sociable than
their Seelie cousins. Making the occasional appearance at
court and on the club scene, Unseelie sluagh have cozed into
the social life of the Kithain, but they do so for their own ends,
not out of any allegiance to the Court’s so-called higher ideals.
Seelie sluagh have the undying contempt of their Unseelie
kith, who refer to them as “shut-ins,” “moles and trolls” and the
like. Occasionally Unseelie sluagh will indulge in a game of
*Whack-a-mole,” in which they take tums trying to chivvy a
Seelie sluagh out of his den, then harrying him back inside.
Pretty much anything goes in these games: chimera, prank
calls, breaking windows, ete. Setting the rarget’s domicile on
fire is considered to be cheating. The only caveat as regards this
sort of behavior is a simple one: Not in front of the other kith.
As brutal as the game can get, it's a sluagh thing. When
confronted with the presence of an outsider of any stripe, the
sluagh instinctively close ranks, regardless of Court affiliation.

Some things belong in the family.

Unseelie wilders are the only sluagh who actively move
in groups. Even among the relatively extroverted crawlers of
the Unseelie Court, childlings and grumps rarely seek com-
pany other than their own kith.

Asfor the tenets of the Unseelie code, most pass right by the
sluagh. Change doesn’t matter to themone way oranother, as long
as they’re kept informed as to what those changes are. Glamour
may be free, but Unseelie sluagh prefer to slither into someone
else’s stash of dross and liberate it. Passion may come before duty,
but when your passion and your duty — causing fear — are one
and the same, this pronouncement doesn’t carry much weight.

[tisonly the last point in the Unseelie code—“Honor isa lie”
—thatmatterstothesesluagh, With thistheywholeheartedlyagree.
For honor's sake sluagh take abuse from drunken trolls and
arrogant sidhe, and say nothing. For honor's sake the sluagh lost
their voiceseven while honoring theirpromises. Forhonor'ssake
sluagh are spat upon by the fine and upright dwellers of Seelie
courts, all of whom then sneak off to beg the local sluagh for
blackmail on arival or news of a paramour’snoctumal whereabouts.

The hell with that, the Unseelie say. Honor's gotten the
sluagh kicked in the place where their teeth used to be, and
they've had it. Sonow let the mad dance of terrorbegin. Let the
shadows crawl from the walls and remind the fat little kiddies




that they should be afraid of the dark, even with a million dolls
to protect themn. Let the sidhe lords tremble at what the sluagh
know about them, and the trolls be undone by their antiquared
ethics. [t's time forsluagh to stand up for sluagh, todrag the kith
out of the Middle Ages and into a place of respect.

And even if the other kith don’t respect them in the
end, the Unseelie say that the others will at least fear them.
That, in their opinion, is just as good.

Tne Seeuie Courr

Seelie sluagh are of the Court, but not with it. They do
hold to the Seelie code as tightly as the most honorbound troll;
it’s just that they don't advertise that they're doing so. Sluagh
tend places of Glamour quietly and unobtrusively, trusting that
only the people who deserve to find such wellsprings will do so.
While the sluagh appreciation forbeauty is not toall tastes, who
is to say a dew-spangled spiderweb is less a thing of beauty than
a Monet! While sluagh may not engage in public romances,
they certainly do have their moments. As for never forgetting
a debr, well, the sluagh never do — one way or the other.

Seelie sluagh try very hard to avoid their Unseelie
cousins, well-aware of the damage these miscreants cause the
reputation of the kith as a whole. However, Seelie sluagh just
take the high road, ignoring the antics of their Unseclie
counterparts and continuing to exist as they always have.

A certain number of Seelie sluagh do ply the Unseelie
professions: spy, terrorizer, assassin. These few are wrapped in
a fierce shadow war with the Unseelie sluagh engaged in the
same fields. The bones of contention are many: pride, prestige,
treasures and so on, and the fighting is vicious. The battles are
brief and hidden, taking place in sewer tunnels, libraries,
computer rooms, ventilation ducts and any other places where
two sluagh at cross-purposes might find themselves.




Tre Seanow Court

The third player in the game, the Shadow Court, holds a
perverse fascination for the sluagh. On one hand, the Shadow

Court’s aims and intentions run counter to the vast majority of

sluagh's own — such apocalypric politicizing issomething thar
most crawlers want nothing to do with. On the other hand, the
fact that the Shadow Court deals in such an astounding
amount of unrepentant sneakery holds a strong appeal for
sluagh. Some, recruited by the Shadow Court for other reasons,
get involved while relling themselves that they're not really
interested in the politics, just the secrets. Slowly burt surely this
apolitical stance changes, however, and long-time sluagh
agents are among the Shadow Court’s most tanatical followers.

The sluagh ot the Shadow Courr themselves can best be
described as like Unseelie sluagh, only mare so. A dispropor-
rionate number of assassins and spies are numbered among the
Court’ssluagh adherents—stay-at-home rypes need not apply.
Among the projects that Shadow sluagh are currently rumored
tor be working on are an increase in the potency of Enchanter,
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a doppelganger program targeting sluagh advisors to Seelie
nobles, and the creation of working pacts with the twisted
wraiths called Spectres. Of course, this all could be hearsay, or
it cauld be true, or it could be a series of rumors spread by the
Shadow Court to see how the other Courts react. . ..
Nonaffiliared sluagh who interact with the Shadow Court
often find themselves falling into its orbit. As the sluagh and
the Court both deal insecrets, sometimes conract is inevitable.
However, it's not always the sluagh who initiate meetings.
More than one Shadow Court member has actively pursued
sluagh contacts, and the odd crawler hasa profitable sideline in
the form of an information pipeline to the Shadow Court.
Thenagain, those who deal with the Shadow Court are
often blackmailed with that fact. Subsequently, they find
themselves forced to deal with the Court again, and again,
and again. Such sluagh usually end up in the Shadow
Court's employ full-time — after a few months of blackmail-
inspired cooperation, it’s hard to tell the difference, anyway.

Seeing TRE OTHERS

Sluagh have a distinet disadvantage when it comes to
forming the communal opinion on the other kith, namely,
that they know too much. Ignorance breeds charity, but
when you know not only what your neighbor has done, but
where he's hidden the bodies and why he did it, suddenly
acceptance can be a great deal harder to come by.

This is not to say that the sluagh are disdainful of the
other kith. Rather, the crawlers have no illusions about their
fellow exiles from Arcadia, seeing their peccadillos and
shortcomings in a light both harsh and unblinking, It is the
tact that, from time to time, some sluagh share these observa-
tions, unmodified by romance or wishful thinking, that has
done more than anything else to blacken the kith's name.

Pookaand sidhe, bogeans and nockers, redcaps, satyrs, eshu
and trolls — they don't want to hear the truth, you see. Why!
Because theyrecognize itinstinctively, and thatmeanstheycan't
hide from it any more. So, instead they hlame the messenger.

Boseans

As far as the sluagh are concemned, bogegans put on a
remarkable facade of industrious altruism. Need something to
getdone inahurry?Call a boggan—she’lldo the job in nothing
flat and rell you she was happy enough just to be of service.

Of course, that's the facade. Sluagh know better. Just because
the bogeansdon'task for praise and rewards doesn'tmean that they
don'texpect to be drowned in themafter every good deed. Indeed,
behind closed doors there's an awful lot of bitching that goes on as
to how boggans feel they're mistreated, taken for granted, and so
on. Sluagh, through very little fault of their own, become privy to
these conversations rather often, and as such have less regard for
boggan “services freely rendered” than some might.
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Recognizing in boggans a valuable source of informa-
tion (though the signal-to-noise ratio is appalling), Seelie
sluagh tend to be more patient with boggans wriggling for
praise than they might be otherwise. They do recognize that
most boggans are. .. insecure, rather than egotistical, and as
such are not worth contempt, per se. Few boggan crafts are
of much use to asluagh — most sluagh weapons are assassins’
tools, and armor on a sluagh is a fantasy — but the odd bit
of heartfelr craftsmanship offered can win a boggan quite a
few points in the eyes of her sluagh acquaintance.

Unseelie sluagh, on the other hand, see boggans as the
equivalent of wells: pump them until they're dry, then toss
garbage down the hole you've made. A boggan who gets
drawn into the web of an Unseelie crawler will be Ravaged of
any useful information, patted on the head, given some
useless gossip to repeat that in all probability will make him
look like a fool, and then sent on his way with a Wayfare
cantrip to make sure he never, ever finds his way back again.
A favorite Unseelie sport is called Tobogganing. In the game,
each sluagh picks a local boggan and feeds her a bit of false
information that's too juicy to keep a secret. A fortnightorso
later, the sluagh gather over tea to see how far each of their
rumors has gotten; the one who spawned the rumor that the
most other sluagh have heard is declared the winner.

il

There isadifference betweenaliar (likeapooka) andateller
of tales, like an eshu. Sluagh have nothing but respect for these
nomads, tinged perhaps by a bit of envy. The ultimate stay-at-
homes, sluagh wonder every so often what it would be like to
travel the world, to sleep beneath the open sky, and to be free.
Then, inevitably, they retreat to their books and studies, dismiss-
ing the idle fantasies as counterproductive. Eshu bring those
longings scurrying to the surface, even if it is only for a moment,

Eshu stories are something that sluagh enjoy. In theirown
way, eshu have as much dignity and regard for propriety as the
sluagh do, and this endears the eshu to their night-walking
cousins. In addition, the eshu method of tale-telling — paint-
ing a rich verbal tapestry, replete with the smallest details —
plays directly to what the sluagh want to hear. Far more
information can be gleaned from an eshu’s five-minute anec-
dote than can be taken from an hour's pooka-spawned ramblings.

Thus, there exists a cautious respect between the eshu and
sluagh. Most sluagh suspect that the eshu have no idea why the
Cold Fish like them, but simply dislike having enemies for no
oood reason. So the eshu take the proffered goodwill, politely
refuse invitations to High Tea, and make their dealings with
sluaghaspleasantaspossible (though they prefernot tovisitcrawlers
on theirhome territory, Somethingabout claustrophobia.... ).

Unseelie sluagh do like playing upon the eshu’s rather
obvious pride in their tale-telling abilities. While a single
eshu story is a good source of information, two are better.
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If a sluagh can get an eshu talking all night, he’s hit the
jackpot. The way the sluagh encourages this is through a
subtle program of flattery and other plays on an eshu’s ego.
(“Funny, I heard a story just like that, from a nocker of all
people, last week. Mind you, you tell it much better than
she did, but you don’t have anything original, do you?")

Seelie sluagh take a somewhat more respectful rack.
They'll milk a conversation forall it's worth, even going so far
as to offer hospitality to the odd eshu whose tales are particu-
larly enthralling. On the other hand, too much time in the
company of an eshu starts those faint stirrings of wanderlust,
and nothing makes a sluagh more uncomfortable.

NoerEeRs

The sluagh term for nockers is “busybodies.” The impli-
cation, of course, is that it’s the nockers’ bodies that are busy,
not their minds. While the incredible creative energy that
oozes from nockers is impressive, sluagh regard the inevitably
flawed products of grandiose nocker high concepts as waste-
ful, unpleasant vanity pieces. If a sluagh does something, she
does it carefully and does it right. In contrast, the nocker
predilection for diving right in just to see what the end result
looks like can hit all the wrong buttons on a sluagh.

Furthermore, the nocker tendency to spout profanity like
longshoremen on amphetamines — frequently, loudly and
with little regard for bystanders — is anathema to sluagh
sensibilities. Even the most vicious Unseelie sluagh assassin has
some measure of couth, which is something that seems lost on
the ruck and run of nockers.

Seelie sluagh do often have grudging appreciation for
whar nockers create, even if they have no appreciation for the
process itself. If a sluagh needs something from a nocker, the
request is generally transmitted by courier, phone or fax; sluagh
find the nocker insistence on face-to-face dealing unpleasant.
It isoften possible to find some wheat amidst the chaff of nocker
conversation, but few Seelie sluagh are willing to invest the
time and energy necessary to cultivate nocker contacts.

Unseelie sluagh have a much closer relationship with
nockers, particularly with their Unseelie counterparts. Flawed
asnockerwork can be, the kith can frequently cook up the most
fascinating devices for jimmying locks, cracking safes, and
causing pain in new and interesting ways. Such unholy smiths
will have a steady stream of sluagh clients, and even the odd
Seelie crawler will wander by — just to be prepared, of course.

Pooxs

As one might expect, the kith that raises falsehood to
an art form does not enjoy the warm regard of the sluagh.
The random dispersal of truth and fiction, fact and lie
throughout any given pooka’s narrative sends weak-willed
sluagh into hysterics. Tougher crawlers would simply grind
their teeth, if they had any.




What bothers the sluagh so much is that pooka have no
idea of the value of words. To a pooka telling a story, one
word is as good as another, provided it makes for a good
story. As they are incapable of understanding how impor-
tant the precise choice of words is (“Did the duke make
obeisance, or did he just nod!”) in conveying to the listener
exactly what happened, pooka drive sluagh batty trying to
extricate pertinent details from hyperextended jokes. (Pic-
ture the response a comedian specializing in sexual humor
and redneck jokes is likely to get performing at a convention
of Chasidic rabbis, and you'll begin to get the idea.)

The fact that no pooka ever born knows the meaning
of the term “linear narrative” doesn’t help matters, either.
So, at the end of telling a long, rambling story filled with
inaccuracies and outright falsehoods, all of which lead to
a punchline that isn’t particularly amusing, a pooka with
an audience of sluagh can expect some rough treatment.

Unseelie sluagh most often deal with pooka when they need
a lie spread. In instances like this, the sluagh will tell the pooka the
exact truth of the situation. Then, he'll sit back to watch the fun
as the pooka runs off to spread distortions all over town. The fact
that there inevitably will be some truth in the stories being spread
is the icing on the cake; a little bit of veracity simply lends
credence towhatever inanities the pooka dreams up asaddenda.

On theSeelieside of things, there'sprecious little patience
for pooka eccentricity. A sluagh knows that whatever a pooka
tells her will be untrustworthy. Still, the pooka’s way of relating
unadulterated bullshit thar sounds juicy, or likewise tossing off
a pertinent detail like so much trash, is enough to send the
sluagh scurrying for her contacts to see if any of it makes sense.

Of course, none of it does, and the sluagh ends up feeling
both put-out and rather vengeful. This is why pooka are atraid of
sluagh; they have good reason to be. If feeling generous, a
cranked-off sluagh merely interrupts a pooka’s tale and matter-
of-factly dissects it for fertilizer content; at worst, things get ugly.

REDCAPS

[t is a truism among sluagh that the only secrets redcaps
have relate to who's on the menu that night. While asizeable
minority of sluagh are quite aware of the supremacist myths
the redcaps spin one another of the good old days of Winter,
they doubt the beasts have the talent or strength left to them
to regain that right, should Winter even come again.

Whar sluagh dislike most about redcaps is their utter lack of
subtlety. While recaps can be cunning or sneaky, they almost
always act in the most direct manner possible. This cuts through
the decorum and ritual so near and dear to asluagh’s heart, leaving
rattered shreds in its wake. Furthermore, the redcap approach is
almost inevitably wasteful and noisy, and both concepts are
anathema to the crawlers. The fact that redeaps seem to enjoy
making as much noise as possible (and will use a depth charge to
catch a minnow) makes their company exceedingly unpleasant.
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Only the redcaps earn more hatred from Seelie sluagh
than from Unseelie. While redcaps enjoy instilling sheer
visceral terror, sluagh take unholy pleasure in showing
redcaps who offend them the meaning of fear. Redecaps are
creatures of the tangible world, and as the sluagh are masters
of the intangible — the noise in the corner, the shadow on
the wall, the sudden chill in the air — they have the rare
ability to render redcaps helpless and quivering.

The odd Seelie redcap is most likely respected by the
local sluagh, particularly for his disregard for appearances.
However, such beings are filed under rara avis; there really
aren't enough to consider.

Unseeliesluagh and redcapshave an uneasy sortof truce.
Each side is quite aware of what the other can do, and neither
wants to risk losing a squabble. Even the winner of such a
conflict would probably spend a long time licking his meta-
physical wounds, and so the two parties do a slow dance
around each other. Unseelie sluagh certainly respect redcaps’
sheer power, but do their best to make certain that they're
never in a situation where raw power is all that matters.

SATYRS

Satyrs are all about sensuality. Sluagh have evolved to

a point where they represent a certain sort of icy intellec-
tual detachment. With thatin mind, the interplay berween
satyrs and sluagh is generally anything but dull.

Younger satyrs, particularly wilders drowning in their
hormonal torrents, regard sluagh as the “unartainahle score.”
In other words, they're worth pursuing simply because no
one ever catches one without employing a hefty dose of
Glamour, and maybe the Giftof Pan. There are even certain
sexual predators among the furry-legged folk who claim that
once a sluagh warms up, Cold Fish is the best thing on the
menu. After all, there's all sorts of things you can do with a
body thar bends in such interesting ways (and that’s before
the issue of prehensile tongues comes up. .. ).

So much for pruriency. In truth, sluagh and satyrs
have a great deal to talk about, and the comparison
between ascetic and Epicurean often yields remarkable
insights. Older and more restrained satyrs are among the
few outsiders ever welcomed at High Teas, and their
knowledge of the stranger passions can lend new perspec-
tive on bits of information that have been evading sluagh
understanding. Besides, pillow talk can produce some
fascinating secrets, and wise satyrs know who are their best
customers for that sort of thing.

When it comes to satyrs, Unseelie sluagh often regard
them as tools for loosening lips that are tightly sealed. “I'll bet
youcan'tget Lady Hermione into bed,” is thesortof challenge
that few satyrs can resist, and once the poor lady has been
rumbled, all sorts of interesting revelations are likely to
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follow. Perhaps she'll whisper secrets into her lover's ear, or
mavybe the scandal of sleeping with a satyr will be enough to
weaken her in court for months, Whatever the result, an
Unseelie sluagh will be quick to pounce on the advantage.

Seelie sluagh, on the other hand, tend to avoid satyrs
if possible, unless there’s a certain maturity level that's been
reached on both sides. Sluagh don't want the hassle of
fending off a saryr's advances, and a constant stream of
innuendo makes for unpleasant conversation. Once con-
versation moves above waist level, discourse between sluagh
and satyrs becomes both more common and more pleasant.

SIDAE

Sluagh don't like most sidhe. There are a variety of reasons
for this sort of blanket statement, but the upshot is thart sluagh
know too much about the sidhe to be able to like them. A sluagh
can measure, to the last decimal point, the precise amount of
disdain any given sidhe has for the “lesser kith” — why else do
theystrugple sohard nottobe reincarnated asanything butsidhe!

Acmrdingly, most HIL]:-]:J‘['[ take a perverse ph:a:iu re in
making sidhe uncomfortable. Around the self-proclaimed
aristocracy, crawlers will deliberately play to stereotype,
drawing out their sibilantssssssss and distorting their
bodies in unpleasant ways. The idea behind the game is
ta make rhe sidhe audience for this performance squirm
as much as possible without driving him off. As it’s
enough of a reach for most sidhe to even consider talking
to a sluagh, the game also serves as an accurate measure
of how desperately any given sidhe needs sluagh help.

Still, the game is juvenile, and is most often practiced hy
childlings and wilders. More learned sluagh have other, more
serious reasons for despising sidhe, which they are loath to
reveal. The current theory among younger crawlers 1s that the
greatsecretof the sidhe hassomething todo with precisely how
the sidhe gained ascendancy over the other kith, and more
than one reference has been made by a cryptic grump to the
now-vanished kith, the tachan.

Seelie sluagh do have some appreciation for order, and
thus do have an understanding of the post-Accordance War
system implemented by the sidhe. While it is rare for sluagh
to actually become part of noble courts, some sluagh have
been granted posts in absentia. Very lucky nobles have sluagh
advisors, though this invariably generates backlash from
more snobbish sidhe in attendance. More often, the local
sluagh will decide which of a noble'scourtiersare trustworthy,
and then select one to serve asa contact. Such sidhe are often
richly rewarded in information and treasures by both sides,
but for the most part the sidhe whom the sluagh pick as
trustworthy are not necessarily the most popular at court.

Unseelie sluagh, however, are far more interested in taking
an active role in the political life of the Kithain. Such sluagh
frequently hire themselves out ro Unseelie courts — some say

the infamous Shadow Court is teeming with Unseelie sluagh —
andare an integral partof the functioning of such organizations.
It is well-known that Unseelie sluagh rake great delight in
tormenting the more pompous Seelie sidhe, but even Unseelie
nobles are not safe from their sluagh employees’ dislike.

The stereotype of the toadying sluagh, doing his best
Peter Lorre impression at an Unseelie lord’s booted feet, is
exactly that: a stereotype. No sluagh worth his salt would
waste the time necessary to wait in attendance on a lord, not
when there are secrets to find and mischief to make. Even
those sluagh whoare part of a court are rarely at court. More
often they're off doingthe will of the local lord, orfreelancing.

TROLLS

Trolls have it on good authority that sluagh are honor-
less, blackmailing creatures who dwell in labyrinthine caves
beneath the Earth's surface. No troll who has ever ventured
into one of these cavern complexes, troll elders tell their
childlings with wagging beards, has ever returned.

Sluagh, on the other hand, wonder how troll knights
could have vanished in these massive mazes, because they
simply don’t exist. The sewage and public transportation
warrens beneath major cities, home to all sorts of unpleasant
Prodigals, rather preclude the notion of hidden broods of
sluagh tunneling busily away beneath the surface. Besides,
underneath it all, sluagh like trolls. They've just given up on
getting the trolls themselves to recognize that.

The sluagh and trolls have known each other from time
immemorial. When the sluagh first emerged from the Slavic
forests into the cold light of Scandinavia, the trolls were
there. Indeed, it was the trolls who initially aligned the sluagh
with the Seelie Court.

That was a long time ago, however, and much has
changed since. Betrayed many times, trollshave come to look
upon sluagh as their betrayers. Differing conceptions of honor
and truth have taken their toll, and now rrollish hatred has
become nigh-implacable.

Sluagh who know the truth of the trolls” history (and
there are many) find themselves in an interesting quandary.
Just as the trolls chafe in silence as regards the elevation of the
sidhe, so, too, do the sluagh put up with trollish calumny.
However, with an understanding of the indignities the trolls
have suffered, most sluagh accept this slander without mak-
ing an effort to correct it. The trolls have endured enough; let
them cling to their illusions. Besides, should the giants ever
direct their anger properly (say, at the sidhe) instead of at the
elusive sluagh, it would shake Kithain society to its founda-
rions. It is far better that the sluagh endure drunken insults,
most of them not terribly cutting.

Unseelie sluagh take a lesson from the djinni, and are
oftenexperts at manipulating honorbound trolls to theirown
benefit. After all, if a sluagh can trick a troll into swearing an
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oath that rebounds to the sluagh's benefit, well, it's always
good to have the eight-foot-tall, blue killing machine on your
side, isn'rit? Sadly, the accusations of blackmail are often true,
as the combination of touchy honor and access to the great
and mighty makes trolls irresistible targets of particularly
curious sluagh. Trolls wear their Frailty on their sleeve;
Unseelie sluagh are quick to take advantage of it.

Seelie sluagh tend to give trolls distance, and that is the
extent of their interaction. Even during the darkest hours of
the Accordance War, many troll generals balked at using
information from sluagh sources, and now that the crisis has
ended, it makes the trolls much happier to be left alone.
Accordingly, Seelie sluagh generally respect their wishes.

GRLLAIY
Nunnzar

Few nunnehi dwell in the cities; fewer sluagh take to the
country. While an individual sluagh may have a wealth of
information on the behaviors and powers of a given nunnehi
kith out of an abiding personal interest, by and large the
nunnehi are ignored by the sluagh. In truth, they really have
little to talk about with one another, and what other reason
does a sluagh have for spending time with anyone!

[RANIMAE

Sluagh have more dealings with the Inanimae than
perhaps the rest of the kith put together. The stone faces of the
golems see much, and are always willing to speak to those who
can hear them. Foobars are less welcomed, as more and more
sluagh turn to the computer as a method of communication,
but even so, the sluagh know how to contact them in need.

PRODIGALS

VampIRes

On rare occasions (rarer than the trolls would sup-
pose), sluagh and Nosferatu vampires come in contact.
Nosferatu are far less banal than one might suppose; their
weird underground wonderlands can sometimes be as
inspiring as terrifying. On rare occasions a sluagh has been
taken to see the fungus gardens and other Nosferatu
treasures, but generally the two races have a professional
respect for each other, and nothing else. As sluagh are
sometimes in positions of importance when it comes to the
gatheting and storage of information, from time to time
they are pulled willy-nilly into vampiric politics by some
Ventrue or Tremere looking to ghoul a convenient librar-
ian. Otherwise, sluagh tend to travel beneath vampiric
radar, and are just as happy to do so. After all, they know
what the vampires are up to.
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WerewoLves

More sluagh meet Garou (primarily Glass Walkers)
online than in the flesh. Sluagh tend to see werewolves as
variations on the troll theme (big, strong, honorbound
and bad toannoy), and assuch steer clear. [t is only the rare
Silent Strider or Stargazer who attempts to talk to a sluagh
in person, and the crawlers like it this way.

Mrees

Only the Restless Dead have more contact with sluagh
than do the workers of magick. As gatherers of esoteric
knowledge of all sorts, sluagh have libraries and shops that are
veritable beacons to hermetic mages and others interested in
learning the secrets of the old powers. While the mages who
come shopping at a sluagh's used bookstore may be unaware
of the true nature of the proprietor, rest assured that the sluagh
knows exactly who — and what — she's selling to. On the
other hand, sluagh find the Hollow Ones rather amusing; the
reactions of many so-called “children of the night” to the
most innocuous window-tapping leave sluagh snickering all
the way home. The rare Hollower who earns asluagh's respect
is welcome to drop by for a visit and perhaps to share a cup of
tea — assuming fair warning has been given.




Wrsiths

Blessed, or cursed, with the ability to see wraiths,
sluagh spend a great deal of time in conversation with
them. Indeed, a favorite sluagh trick for getting rid of
unwanted company involves striking up a conversation
with the wraith hovering just over the interloper’s left
shoulder. Pracrical _i'. ikes .|:~'ix|r. [1-.*:-1.1.'1."'.-':_'1', wraithsand H‘]l];:_}jh
have a thriving commerce in information and ftavors. As
ghosts can walk through walls and go places even sluagh
have a hard time slithering into, they have accesstosecrets
that normally would evade crawler ears. On the other

hand, wraiths have difficulty in dealing with the real
world, and often ask sluagh for favors relating to physical
reality. These favors usually involve helping to protect a
given wraith’s Fetters, those objects and people that bind
him to the lands of the living, and any sluagh who doesn’t
want to lose a good informant will hurry to comply with
this sort of request.

Occasionally, a sluagh will ask for ghostly help in
perpetrating a good scare. The combination of Arts and
Arcanoi can be a potent one, pm'ri{:ui:irl}' when the target

is a particularly recalcitrant redcap or stiff-necked sidhe.

Tne Suuasr Rimuau o ThE DEAd

The actual name for this rite is unpronounceable to any but sluagh, but the Shadow Court insists on
tagging it with a banal moniker. On Samhain, the Shroud between the worlds drops precipitously, and
communication with the Restless Dead becomes even easier for sluagh. At this time, many bargains are
struck between living and dead, all of which have a duration of precisely a year and a day. These deals
involve secrets for ghosts to ferret out, arrangements to haunt specific sites and the like for ghosts, and
Skinlands errands to be performed by the sluagh. More than one wraith has agreed to help a sluagh in
exchange for having his Fetters carefully gathered and protected by the crawler in question.

The dealmaking is exquisirely formal, as befits any bargain involving the sluagh. Terms are discussed
with painstaking precision, the witnessing of deals is a solemn responsibility, and all pacts are sealed with
oaths of stunning potence.

Many sluagh and wraiths renew their working agreements year after year. In these cases, the Ritual of
the Dead is a reaffirmation and formalization of what the two parties already know. It's just thar the respect
implied in the formal dealmaking is important to both sides.
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