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Toply asongofloe and 0 dance beneath che moon, dhese re
ourinheritance. We lay from our
dras hidden passions from our audience. Thz tale of hnw we satyrs
acaquired the Gif of Pan begins on a sunny day in ancient Greece.
Pan looked down from Mount Olympus. His witch-hazel
Ioamedand hie il 1 i

woman, She arose from the mercury waters of Thoas Lake and
stepped out onto the shore, glorious in her nakedness. Water
streamed like shimmering silver down her body, pooling at her
feet. The sun embraced her, danced in her seaweed hairand slid
across her olive-toned shoulders. She stretched up to meet its
light, her back arching with pleasure at the sun’s all-encompass-
ing touch. Pan’s fingers itched.
ee

On the shore of Thoas Lake, a cool breeze swept down from
Mount Olympus. Syrinx shivered as she opened her eyes and
turned her g o the surrounding hlk. The luffy whiteness of
andinthe
distance, at the edge of the forest, a doe snuffled s nose gently
into the undermeck ofis faun. A sense of peace engulfed Syrinx
as she gazed upon the green rolling hills and the calm surface of
the lak

itting on the s k- i

from her hair and ran her oak comb through the long locks with
easy strokes. She let the sun dry her as she lounged leisurely —
eyes again closed and face lfted to the heavens. A tiny mouse
peered out from under a leaf to see what Syrinx was doing, and
several bees came by to taste the sweet nectar of her sweat.

YRINX AND-PAN

AWAGGLING FASRISTAIL

Syrin paid no attention. She lay down and dozed, wrapped in
warmt]

A soft rustling in the trees awoke Syrinx and
around. Her sheep still grazed happily. The trees swayed in the
breeze. She sighed heavily and arose to dress. As Syrinx slipped
her robe down over her body, an answering sigh sounded from
behind a nearby rosemary bush.

“Is someone there?” Syrinx ventured, peering toward the
bush. A crane called to its mate from the marshes and sheep
bleared in the distance. A frogsplashed into the lake and Syrinx,
startled, took an unintentional step backward.

he looked

“Frog/ d. Her

her new tension. She shook her head and smiled to herself, and
then she bent to pick up her staff. With one last look out across
the lake, she turned toward her sheep.

“Don'tgo,"a hurried whisper came from the rosemary bush.

Syrinx cried out, her fingers clutched tighely around the
staff, and she whirled to face the hidden voice. “Who's there?”
she demanded.

“Onlya poor, lonely soul who has fallen in love with you,”
the voice replied sofely. Its deep timbre carried seduction with
each syllable.

The wind changed direction suddenly, Warm and moiss,
like mortal breath, i¢ brought a scent so ripe with desire that it
frightened the girl

“I am but a shepherdess,” Syrinx murmured, her voice was
nearly lost to her. She stumbled backward from the bushes
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“Wait! Don't leave just nov....” A dark figure stepped into
view, with one hand raised o stop her departure. The figure’s
ves blazed with amber heat beneath the heaviness of his
eyebrows. A great mane coursed from his head to pool upon bare
dacarpet of sses-colored curl: d across hi:
broad chest and down his belly. Just below his waist, the hair
became a solid covering, animal-like in its thickness — almost
like fur. Indeed, he was not human. Where human legs would
normally have been, this monster was deformed. Goat legs grew
in their stead, hairy and finishing in obsidian hooves

Syrin froze asshe stared at this creature, her eyes large and
wildwithdisbelief. Herbreath came in soft ga h parted
lips and her heart beat madly to be free of her chest

The goat-man smileds his hand was still rised, “Do not be
aftaid. Your beauty is beyond compare. Tell me your name.” He
took a step forward and his hoof sunk slightly into the soft

ground

“Syrinx,” the girl replied without a thought; again she
moved slowly backward, one small step at a time. She did not
take her eyes off the satyr. His powerful masculinity disturbed
her in a manner she had never before experienced. Her limbs
then began o tremble

“Syriny,” the satyr repeated, “Ssssss
he said it made her name sound like a love song— intimate and
deeply personal

“W-W-What doyou want?” Syrinx choked. A strand of her
long hair blew across her face and caught between herlips. She

inxsssss...." The way
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brushed it away quickly and took yet another step back. The
satyrs gaze followed the movement to her mouth and stayed
there, then he finally replied, “To love you.”

Wide-eyed, Syrinx stared at this goat-man. She began to
shake her head and the word “No” formed soundlessly on her
lips. She turned and bolred toward her sheep in a sudden panic.
The sound of hooves galloping toward her in pursuit urged
Syrinx to run even faster. She didn't stop until she reached her
father's house and secured the door behind her. Taking decp
breaths, she leaned against the table. A white-hot fire burned in
her side from the exertion. Her worried mother came forth and
tended to her, but when she asked what had frightened Syrinx
s0 horribly, her daughter would not say; she told herself it was
from fear that her parents would think her insane. That night,
her father beat her for leaving the flock and sent her to bed
without supper. She lay awake all night, listening for the sound
of hooves...{or the love song

e

Pan lay on his back in the grass and looked up at the sea of
stars. He thought of Syrinx and visualized the dark pools of her
eyes, the warm blush of her cheeks and the unkissed curve of her
lips. He remembered the tremor in her voice and the way her
gaze had seemed to swallow his soul.

“Syrin, sun-child,” he whispered into the night, “Syrinx of
Thoas Lake, whose beauty rivals that of Lady Aphrodite. I will
have you for my own even if it means the stars must lose their
sparkle and the wine loses its warming. 1 will have you




Syrinxssss....” Soft, like a lullaby, Pan sang the words. His eyes
tumedslowly toward her room’s darkened window. From inside,
asigh, sweet and forlorn, reached his ears. Pan smiled.

The nextday, Syrinx took the sheep outas usual. As the sun
tose over the horizon and spread its first pink across the sky, she
sat on the hillside and tried not to think of the goat-man. His
image returned again and again to trip across her mind, bringing
color to her cheeks. And she pushed him back into the recesses
each time with thoughts of he father, her mother, the chickens
in the yard, the newborn lamb, the color of the sky, a fresh blade
of grass. And each time, he slipped back in her thoughts.

Then suddenly he was there —appearing beside her as ifhe
had risen from the land itself. The goat-man towered over her,
blocking out the sunlight and casting a shadow of himself upon
her. Syrinx cried out, falling back to look up at him.

yrins,” he purred, “did you dream of me last night as you
lay in your bed?”

The gl didn't reply. Finally, the satyr crouched down and
looked her in the eyes. He said nothing but studied her with a
serious expression.

“No," Syrinx said at last. "I dreamt of my.

She lied.

The goat-man’s laugh rumbled up from deep within his
chest and his eyes crinkled because of it. “Your sheep,” he
commented, nodding his head in mock defeat. “Well, while you
were dreaming of your sheep, I was dreaming of you. Would you
like to hear about it?” He gave Syrinx a quick wink

sheep.”

Syrin's eyes grew wider than before and she shook her
head vigorously. Her hair moved around her shoulders.

“No.”

Pan grinned as he seated himself on the ground to face her.
His breath was warm as he spoke. “It was a beautiful dream. We
were dancing beneath the stars rogether.”

Pan picked up a fallen leaf and began to roll it between his
fingers. “Our hands touched and I felt your delicious warmth.”

“Stop.”

Pan looked up. “Are you not lonely out here, every day,
with yoursheep? Do younot long for someone to talk toand. .to
give youroses?” Pan reached up and drew forth a perfect red rose
from the air. He offered it to Syrinx.

She stared at the exquisite flower. “My father would kill you
if he knew you had spoken to me.”

Tossing his head back, Pan laughed aloud until he had to
hold his bels The rse dropped 10 the ground. *ill me?” he
askedonceh breath. “D
Tam™

Startled, the girl cringed at the satyr's exuberance. 1
know,” she replied hesitantly. “You are the great goat god, Pan.
Seducer of women and killer of men.”

A surprised, bemused look crossed Pan's face. He raised an
eyebrow, “Is that what you've heard” He thought about that

before chuckling again. “Well, I suppose you're partially right.
Lam of the fae, Syrinx. lmmortal as you are not. So, your father
cannotkill me. Noman can kill me.” He leaned forward to touch
his fingertip to the girl’s ankle, tracing slowly down its curve
“Though, I would most definitely like to seduce you.”

Syrin quickly pulled her foot up inside her robe, tucking it
under her. She said nothing and just stared at the goat-man.

The satyr rose easily to stand over Syrinx again. He gazed
downather, his brow creased in thought. Pan finally murmured,
“You are worch the wait, sweet Syrinx. I will not force myself
upon you unwanted. First, [ shall make you want me more than
life itself” Wih that, he turned and walked off, disappearing
over the hill

Without moving, nearly withoutbreathing, Syrins watched
him go. When it became apparent that he was not rerurning,she
looked down at the consummate rose and picked it up gingerly.

Pan visired Syrinx every day upon the emerald hills, in the
shadow of Mount Olympus. He pursued her gently, as he had
never done with any other woman. The tale of his patience
spread throughout the court and all the facties soon knew of the
satyr's love. Apollo encouraged him with friendly words, but not

allthe e were assupportive. Queen Hera ofthe Olympians il

dnever forgiven Zeus
for fathering Dionysus, and her animosity toward Dionysus
extended to his kit

On a rainy Auturn day, Queen Hera went to Syrinx's
father, Glaucus, n the guise of an old woman and told him of his
daughter's trysts with the goat-man. Of course, she made them
sound much less innocent than they were. Syrinx's father did
not believe the old woman a first.

“Iknow my daughter's heart,” Glaucustold her. “She would
not harm her family in such a way.”

The disguised Hera worked harder to convince the man.
And, to prove her wrong, Glaucus agreed to travel out into the
hills in search of his daughter. As he topped the last rise, he saw
Syrinxin thedistance, seated in the shelterof an olive tree, with
Pan. As he heard Syrinx’s gay laughter echo across the land,
joined a moment later by the deepness of Pan’s, Glaucusfell to
his knees. The old woman had been right.

“What shall I do?” Syrinx's facher later asked Hera. “Her
mother and I have already arranged her marriage to Acacus.”

Hiding her smile in a grimace, the old woman shook her
head. “This Aeacus will not want her once he learns that she is
1o longer a maiden. Once Pan has tired of her, she will be cast
aside, back onto your hearth, with no husband o care for her
Everyone will know what wrong Syrinx has done.”

Glaucuslamented, “Allis lost. My good name s soiled.” He
then weeped.

“There, there,” the old woman soothed, “perhaps you will
find a way to save yourself, though it s too late to save Syrinx.”
Just then, she batted away a butcerfly tha had flown too close.
Tts wings broke and the butterfly fell o the ground. Queen Hera
crushed it under her foot
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“How?” Glaucus moancd.
“Kill her.”
Syrin’s father looked up at the decrepit woman in horror.
“Kill..”
Hera nodded. “Then no one need ever know what she has

done.”
00

Night-quiet lay upon the land in the early hours before
dawn. Syrinx slept gently. Her dreams rose and drifted out
through the window to where Pan awaited. He caught them in
his heart and held them tenderly

Neither heard Glaucus creep to his daughter's bed. The
kaife in his hand caught the moonlight and glinted coldly. His
bare feet made only the slightest sound upon the stone floor. He
approached slowly and watched carefully for any movement
from Syrinx.

The old woman s right, Glaucus thought. It s oo late for her.
She s already lost...I do this for her mother and her brother. She s
alreadsy lost.... Already lost...He raised the knife over his sleep-
ing daughter while looking down at her.

Syrinx stirred slightly as her dreams moved her.

Glaucus stopped then. His daughter looked so innocent, so
beautifully innocent, a she had when she was achild. His hand
began to tremble.

Oh, Syrinx, he thought, why did you do it? You force my
hand...and for what? One fat tear ran down his cheek and he
tightened hisshaky erip around the knife. Thisis your fauls..your

faul
From thy
into Glaucus’ thoughts, “Do it now!”

dark harsh voi d

Syrinx awoke.

Glaucus blinked, doubly surprised by the voice and by the
sight of his daughter suddenly opening her eyes

“Father?” Syrinx muttered slecpily.

“Do it now! Do it now!” the familiar voice ordered.

“What are you doing, Father?”

Glaucus looked up at his raised hand, holding its shining
blade, then down ac his daughter again. “I¢’s your fault,” was all
he could think to say. The comer of his eye twitched violently.

“Why?" Syrinx breathed as a tremor crept into her voice.
“Why, Father?” She didn’t move, her gaze was locked on the

nife.

“Doit now!”

Glaucus tuned his eyes away from his child. “You have
brought shame on our house!” he answered. “You are no longer
amaiden!” He cringed in pain as his daughter gasped

“Doit now!”

Aflash of rage surged through Glaucus and he didn’t hear
his daughter’s denal of the charge. The knife descended hard
and fast into the mattress right next to Syrinx’s head. She
screamed.

“No! No!” the enraged voice of Herascreamed in the man's
head, “you fool?”

KITHBOOK: SATYRS.




Glaucus regretted his near misdeed immediately. “Old
woman!” he yelled out, covering his face with his hands. His
knees gave out and he slumped to the floor. “Old woman! You

have bewitched me!”
eee

With sudden violence, Pan had felt Syrin’s dreams being
severed from him. A moment later, her scream had ripped
through the night. The satyr jerked up from his repose, eyes wild,
heart beating wildly, “Syrinx!”

Ashe screeched her name, she emerged from the house and
fled toward the hills, with her hair and nightgown streaming out
behind her. The wake of sorrow and pain that she left behind hit
Pan like a h.\nJ blow. He stumbled under its force. By the ume
herecovered, Syrin b

“Old woman!” Glaucus shouted again from Syrinx's room
Pan glanced toward the house and saw a tendril of familiar
Glamour slip through the doorway and disappear into the
shadows. The satyr gritted his teeth and tumned to gallop after
Syrinx.

He caught up with her on the shore of Thoas Lake. She
stood amidst the reeds, silhouetted against the black waters, The
wind whipped through her long hair. Pan approached Syrinx
carefully: Her stillness disturbed him.

“My love," he ventured forward until he was a step behind
her. “What has happened””

Syrinx did not reply yet. Even the frogs and cicadas had
quieted, listening, This silence alone allowed her whisper to be
heard. “Myfather} deokillme. Th my family.”
Her voice was devoid of emotion, though the moonlight glim-
mered on the tears that ran slowly down her cheeks.

Pan frowned deeply. “I will kill him,” he stated. His fists
clenched tighely and his whole being shook with rage.

Afish jumped up just then, creating rippling circlets upon
the black surface of the water. Syrinx focused on the ever-
widening rings. “No. He is right.

Pan took a step forward and reached out his hand, though
he dared not to touch her. “Come live with me,” he proposed.
“[ will care for you. I will love you as no man or mortal can.”

“No," Syrinx said withaheavysigh. “Youarea god. Youwill
tire of me soon enough.”

A cloud moved across the moon obscuring its light. “How
could I ever grow tired of you, my love? I have pursued you for
many months. | will love you no less once you belong to me.”

The wind breathed across the world, a sigh heavy with
sorrow. It moved through the reeds in Thoas Lake and they
brushed gently against Syrin’s legs.

“No,” Syrinx stated softly. She turned to look at Pan one
Jast time, her eyes tenebrous and resigned. Then, she walked
straight into the water.

“No!” Pan yelled. He followed her to the water's edge and

yelled her name repeatedly. “Syrinx! Syrinx!”

o0

Pan watched and waited by the shore of Thoas Lake for
days. It gave him no comfort that Glaucus had cursed himself to
wander,insane, across Greece. Pan felt no atisfaction that Hera
had et the sing ofsarye vengeance —raped and ossd back 10
hercourt dwith dung. H

for Syrin, his true love, fo return to him, as he knew she would.

Syrinx's body eventually washed up on the shore to lie
amidst the reeds. Her seaweed hair spread out among the plants
and her pale limbs sunk into the mud. The crows and the worms
came to taste the sweetness of her flesh. The reeds grew up
through her, pushing aside her bones, and drew their strength
from her essence.

Pan watched and waited with immortal patience. In the
Spring, when the reeds had grown fully, he cut them down. His
seythe sliced hrough them easly and paiplesiy. Thereeds el

dathisfeet. Pan frosize,
each just slightly shorter than the orher, and then bound them
together with strings of sheep gut to make an instrument. A
flock of sparrows watched Pan from the tops of trees, chirping
their encouragement and singing a song of reawakening

At last, when Pan’s pipe was done, he turned it over in his
hands and studied it. "Syrinx,” he muttered to himself, her
memory filling him and sending a tear down his check. He blew
onceacross the top of the instrument and, in the soft fluting, he
heard her voice. He closed his eyes and blew again. Her memory
caressed him.

Pressing his lips more fully to the flute, Pan took the kiss for
b he hadwaitedsolone. I hismind aud hears

hic!
was Syrinx. He could feel the soft press of her lips and body
against his. Her aroma swirled around him. Pan made love to his
Syrinx and the music he produced was imbued with his ardor for
her. He played for days on end and the sound carried across the
land. It lfted the hearts of all who heard it, inspiring love and
passionamongthe people of Greece. The facon Mount Olympus
reveled, danced and sang, though they could only guess why.
The distant fluting pulled at everyone’s hearts, fac and human
alike. Indeed, it gave them a taste of Pan’s love, intoxicating in
its fierce purity.
There, on the shores of Thoas Lake, Pan and Syrinx consum-
‘mated their ove and the magic that thir joining produced blssed his
children — the satyrs — with the Gift of Pan for the vest of eternity.
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Pan, whose name is usually derived from paein., “to pasture,” stands for the “decil”
or “upright man” of the Arcadian ferdilty cult, which closely resembled the witch cult of
northivestern Europe. This man, dressed in a goat-skin, was the chosen lover of the
Maenads diering their drunken orgies on the high mountains, and sooner or later paid for

his privilege with death.

— Robert Graves, “The Greek Myths: 1"

Living on the edge of tomorrow, most satyrs care litle for
stories of how the world used to be. They prefer to seek out their
own adventures rather than hear what wondrous things others
did “once upon a time.” Nevertheless, satyrs cannot deny that

\ they are as much a product of their own history as any other

| changeling kith. Born of the myths and legends of ancient

: Greece, they have a unique heritage that colors their outlook on
the world. The same civilization that brought us the glory of the
Olympic games, the magic of the mythic gods, and the sexual
freedom of Lesbos and Athens, also created satyrs.

FORSPLAY
ANKIENT HISTORY

Long, long ago, faeries and humans walked side by side —
their realms co-existing in perfect balance. Mortals knew be-
yond ashadow of a doubt that magic was a natural part of their
world. They accepted facies, monsters, and mythical creatures
as readily as they did trees, earch and sky. Arcadia’s political
systems had yet to develop into a feudal structure the fae lived
amuch more primal existence. During this time, the Tuatha de

Danann ruled the facries in the same manner asthe great mortal
chieftains of the British Isles oversaw their peoples. Strength
and wisdom were revered

Nothing restricted travel between Arcadia and Earth. The
Mists had not yet developed, since mortals still believed in the
fantastic. Faeries visited the mortal realm and some even chose
o reside there. Mortals brought into Arcadia by their lovers or
enemies lived there for a year and a day. Wars, as well as
commerce, occurred regularly:fae with mortal fae with fae, and
mortal with mortal. There was nothing unusual about this; it
was just the way of the world

In those distant days, Simon Frost prepared to take the
Arcadian throne for the Unseelie Winter. An Unseelie sidhe
named Zeus, who was filled with jealousy, proclaimed that the
throne should be his instead. With devious skill, he tricked
Simon into murdering a Seelic sidhe. The ensuing upheaval
nearly cost Simon his life. However, Zeus plans didn’™ quie
unfold a he had hoped: His plot was discovered and, as his

hment, the Tuathade D
world forever, along with all those loyal to him. Simon Frost
took the throne as destined and Zeus was forbidden to ever
reurn to Arcadia.
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Zeus didn’t mourn for long, for the loss was not as painfl
then as it would be in modern times. Earth held just as many
opportunities as Arcadia, and Zeus began to build his own
kingdom immediately in the lands of Hellas. Zeus constructed
acastle of sunshine on Mount Olympus and made no attempt to
hide hisgolden k fir tal eyes, though

climb the mountain’s steep cliffs

In time, Zeus gathered his own Unseclie Court around him
and took a queen, Hera, from among his fellow sidhe. He spied
on mortals by disguising himself in various forms, sometimes
human, sometimes animal, revealing his true nature only when
it suited his purpose. Mortals spread word of his magic and
poer. Before long, Zeus had built a reputation for himself and
his court. The people of Hellas bowed to him and called him
King of the Gods. Out ofspite, Zeus named the heart of his new
kingdom “Arcadia” so that he could say without lying that he
ruled over all of Arcadia and more, as had been his dream.

LOVE, GREEK-STYLE
‘The people of ancient Greece valued freedom and
love. They worked hard, but they also played hard. In
the carlydaysof the Greek polis,a minority of the upper
S i i oy Br e

the fields, harvested grapes and olives from the rolling
hillsides, and they traveled the sea on ships carrying
exports to exotic locations. The temperate climate
made light clothing more appropriate, and only the
most civilized wore shoes.

Few taboos marred the Greek view of sex and love.
They were, historically, the peaple to look upon homo-
sexuality with no prejudice whatsoever. The Greeks
didn't know they had embraced a revolutionary con-
cept, they just accepted it completely because, in their
philosophy, nature made o distinction between ho-
mosexual and heterosexual love. They believed that a
person could find equal pleasure in the arms of either a
man or a woman.

With regard to sex, the Greeks’ collective open
mind permitted them to advance more quickly than
any previous civilization. They accepted a different
lifestyle more readily than they rejected one. Their
mythology expressed their willingness to discuss all
aspects of love, marriage and sex openly. In the Greeks’

it 3 i

recurring. Even incest appears, though it was generally
viewed as  crime and punished ultimately through the
workings of the Fates.

1) 5% TN 0@

AROLISAL
THELYRK A6

Sometime between 1000 and 500 BCE., in the land
known as Hellas or Greece, superstitious mortals began to
spread legends about a race of gods that lived on Mount
Olympus. Over a millennium of dreams and beliefs, tales told
again and again, brought these gods to life and lent them
it s with! i

all of Greece; Hera, the queen of the gods, with herall-seeing eye
and y,watchedover Hermes,
who moved with the speed of light, served as messenger to the
gods; Apollo could play the lyre better than any other in the
land; Ares, the god of war, conquered vast armies in Zeus' name;
and Aphrodite’s beauty was well-known throughout Hellas. All
these and other sidhe made up Zeus' Unseelie Court, whose
ruthless politics became renowned. Squabbles and plotting
among these facries raged constantly.

To the simple shepherds and farmers of Greece, the facries
were gods, and the fae found no reason to correct them. Rather,
they reveled i the power they had over the mortals of that time;
they lived on the dreams formed in temples dedicated to them
and savored the ability to wreak havoc fueled by the strength of
mortal belief.

The exiled fae were unable to return to the facrie realm, so
they amused themselves with the lives and hearts of the mortals
over whom they ruled. They played rug-of-war with whole
armies and tried to outdo each other with treacherous ravaging
Many unwilling morcals became the vietims of their cruel

SATYR

games.
(FROM GREEK SATLROS)
The term “satyr” came o be used eventuallyas the

name of the kith born half-fac and half-goat. Unlike
pooka, satyrs never leamed the art of shapeshifting,
but they seemed caught somewhere in-berween one
form and another. Several relared faerie kith fall into
this category, including satyrs themselves (half-goat),
minotaurs (half-bull), centaurs (half-horse), and hem
(half-stag). Only the goat-fae remain relatively com-
mon today. Minotaurs, centaurs, and hern have all
virtually disappeared. Unsubstantiated reports of
sightings keep the hope alive that they still exist,
hidden away; though, many facrie scholars claim that
these mythical beings left the mortal world long ago
and may be found only in Arcadia when the gates re-
open...if the gates re-open.
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DIONYSLIS

Among the Unseelie sidhe who lived with Zeus on Mount
Olympus, Dionysus expressed an irreverence born of a love for
chaos and freedom. From the moment he arrived in the mortal
realm, he created havoc in the Olympian court. Dionysus spoke
his mind and did as he pleased, no matter whom it angered. And
with utter impudence, he refused to adhere to court etiquette.
The other faeries laughed with him until his sharp tongue
turned on them. Even Zeus seemed tolike Dionysus, seekingout
the other sdhe’s company when he wanted to throw aside
courdy all D he bad
boy of the Olympians. Some Appreuuted his wit and naughti-
ness; others did not

Almost immediately, Dionysus earned Hera's enmity. He
made nosecret of the fact that he cared litele for hereither. Most
of his political maneuverings involved finding ways to under-
mine her schemes and authority. The two exchanged harsh
insults on a regular basis and, when they were in the same room,

the tension hung thickly in the air. Hera began to plot Dionysus’
death.

She tried and failed. Everyone suspected Hera was behind
this attempt on Dionysus’life, but no one could prove it. Her
position and cunning protected her. Zeus, unable to either
punish his oathmate or protect his friend, decided i was best if
Dionysus left Olympus for a while.

Hermes, who had grown quite fond of Dionysus, accompa-
nied him to the mortal court of King Athamas of Orchomenus,
where Dionysus hid in the women’s quarters by disguising
himself as a girl. He lived there for some time and learned the
secrets of mortal women. However, Hera discovered the ruse
eventually. She spotted Dionysus as he was romping naked with
aservant girlin the garden one afternoon. The sidhe fled again.
This time, Zeus instructed Hermes to deliver Dionysus into the
care of the Hyades nymphs (Macris, Nysa, Erato, Bromie, and
Bacche).

Dionysus lived with the Hyades nymphs for many years on
Mount Nysa in Hellan Arcadia, where they tended to him ina
cave, pampered him and fed him honey. While on Mount Nysa,
Dionysus invented wine, one of his most acclaimed achieve-
ments. His resentment toward both Zeus and Hera grew as the
years passed. He attempted repeatedly to contact Zeus, bu King
of the Gods dodged the missives and tried to blame his distance
on Hera's lingering anger. Dionysus saw through the shallow
excuses and realized that Zeus was embarrassed by him. He
began to understand the true reason for why he had been sent
away: It was not for his own protection, bu to case the tensions
in Zeus' court.

Dionysus, feeling used and betrayed, gave himself over to
self-grarification. He adopted a devil-may-care attitude and
immersed himself in physical pleasure. Everywhere he went, he
hosted gatherings steeped in wine that ended in rousing orgies.
Tales of these celebrations spread throughout the land. Often,
in direct parody of Zeus, Dionysus visited his lovers or danced in

the moonlight wearing goat pelts. This reference to Zeus’

tendency to visic his lovers disguised as an animal to avoid




Hera's wrath did not go unnoticed by the faeries of Olymp
they whispered of it behind Zeus' and Hera's backs, snickering
and pointing

Many mortals joined Dionysus in his prolonged revelry.
They traveled with him, caught in the perpetual dance. Music
andsex, laughter and wine filled their days and nighs. For years,
they did nothing more than revel in the countryside around
Mount Nysa. Dionysus and his followers drew women from
surrounding farms into their orgiastic celebrations with beauti-
ful music and promises of divine ecstasy. Many of these mortal
women, called macnads, left their families to join Dionysus and
s growing vine cult. Hs popularity grw qmcu\ among the
area’s dth
in exchange for (he knowledge of how to make wine. Of course,
not many of the young maenads complained about their new
lifestyle. They served Dionysus of their own free wills when they
chose to leave, no one stopped them.

<LIMAX
PAN, THE FIRST SATYR

Men and women danced around the bonfire, naked, arms
raised to the stars. Eventually, they wandered off with lovers
into the darkness or joined the writhing pile of bodies in the red-
orange light of the fire. Dionysus reigned supreme over it all in
hisgoat-skin cape. He wore the preserved skull of amale goaton
his head, its horns sharply silhouetred against the flickering
flames.

Dionysus wore the animal skin as a tongue-in-cheek emu-
lation of Zeus. He had little respect for the self-proclaimed King
of the Gods. This small bit of irreverence had become a not-so-
private joke among Dionysus’ followers. It gave him a certain
personal satisfaction to snub his nose at both Zeus and Hera.

E\eruhmg Dmnysus dxd he did bx" He threw himself

hy dl ding more often than
not. Eccentric to a fault, he pursued his desires with little care
for what others thought of him. As a leader, Dionysus was larger
than life. His talent for exaggeration and showmanship earned
him many followers, and he had a charisma that was hard to
resist. Thus, Dionysus built his legend.

Parents, simple and superstitious, whispered in the somber
hours of night about the horny god with goat’s legs that might
come for their daughters. They told their neighbors of Dionysus'
vine cult and embellished the tale as they spread it across
bonfires and mugs of honey mead. Young women and men
fantasized about a steamy visit from the goat-god. Before long,
many people had heard of Dionysus and their beliefs solidified.
The dreams of the simple folk began to dance to a debauched
tune. There were images of great feasts, satisfying drink, and
flushed nakedness. Erotic music encouraged a dream-dance
with the goat-legged men and women that beckoned the farmers
and their wives from their normal dreams of the harvest.

In this way, the legends of the goat-god and his vine cule
affected the Dreaming and produced a new kith. The first satyr
was born in Arcadia, and he called himself Pan.
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SARTHLY PLEASLIRSS

Pan, the first saryr to appear in Arcadia, eventually made
his way to Earch to seek more primal pleasures. Others followed
his lead. Pan soon heard the stories about Dionysus and his vine
cult. Out of curiosity, he and several of his fellow satyrs joined
Dionysus, who was ecstatic to find others in philosophical
agreement with him. Thus, Dionysus welcomed the satyrs o his
side. Although Pan remained reticentand unwilling to trust the
sidhe fora while, the two became partners of asort and, in time,
shared the Oath of Clasped Hands.

Dionysus later developed a certain wanderlusc and left
Hellan Arcadia, satyrs.
He traveled across Hellas in search of new experiences, Bvery-
where he went, Dionysus left his mark. He helped those he
encountered on the way to fight their enemies, and he taught
anyone who wanted to learn how to make wine, mead and beer.
Dionysus took his philosophy of intoxication and freedom
actoss the peninsula, spreading his seed, gaining followers and
building his legend as he went. Celebrations involving large
quantities o wine and great oriesbecame incresingly populae
ashisvine asNorth Africa, E dAsia.
The wine orgies of Asia Minor and Palestine (the Canaanite
Feast of Tabernacles was originally a Dionysian orgy) strongly
resembled the beer orgies of Thrace and Phrygia, all of which
Dionysus inspired. He became the acknowledged hero of all
satyrs and the closest thing to a leader they ever had.

When Dionysus finally returned to Mount Olympus, the
faeries of Zeus' court honored his accomplishments and wel-
comed the satyrs into their midst. Having seen the strength and
number of Dionysus’ followers, they dared do nothing else.
Dionysus had left Olympus in shame but returned a hero and a
valued courtier among the Unseclie “gods.”

LINS$SLIS PAN

The facties of Arcadia ridiculed and abused Pan and the
other satyrs when they first appeared there. They didn'c like the
base nature of these odd faeries and did not accept that these
creatures were anything more than animals. Pan’s Unseclie
Legacy did little to help his cause. His laziness and less than
sophisticated manners helped build Pan a reputation.

Pan loved nothing more than to cat, drink and screw. He
lounged about in the verdant forests of Arcadia and seduced
other facries with his animal magnetism. The sidhe found
themselves simultaneously attracted and repulsed by him. One
woman sidhe in particular, Echo, returned time and again to
Pan’s side, though she had proclaimed loudly in court that she
hated him and would rather tear her heart out from her own
chest than feel his touch. Of course, everyone discovered the
truth when Pan left Arcadia for the mortal realm and Echo
consequently mourned for years. She later followed him there,
though she never found him. Instead, Echo fell deeply in fove
with a handsome mortal named Narcissus, but that came to a
tragic end

Pan’sbittemessat the facries’rejection of him haunted him
throughout his days. He developed a careless attitude that

seeded future saryr philosophy. Caring litelefor honor, which he
felt meant nothing to the hypocritical fac who had tumed
against him, Pan adoped a posture of self-gratification and
unhindered pursuit of his passions. He romped through the
forests and across the hills of Greece, cating when he was
hungry, sleeping when he was tired, and taking a woman when
he felt the urge. Why nor? Afcer all, he had no place in faerie
society nor place in moral sociery. Mortals and fae alike called
him a monster and, perhaps, they were righ.

Unbeknownst to many, however, Pan had a quick mind
and many talents, one of which was the ability to divine the
future. He loved witty conversation nearly as much as he loved
sweaty sex, but few ever took the time totalk to him. When Pan
got lonely, he taunted the herdsmen and farmers just for the
mockery that they yelled at him. He often developed a senti-
mental attachment to the more quick-witted among these
mortals and returned regularly to share clever insults and sharp
repartee with them.

T I d din Dionysu:

The sidhe had been abused, but not nearly as painfully as Pan
had. Dionysus still had some hope that he would retur to
Olympus someday. Pan laughed at his friend’s idealism, but he
remained at his side just to see what happened. Dionysus taught
Pan that their passions had a place in the world. As the maenads
and other mortals flocked o join the vine cults to spread the
philosophy of passion throughout the world, Pan had to finally
admit Dionysus’ victory. However, only when the facries of
Olympus accepted Dionysus and the satyrs into their court did
Pan truly understand what his friend had accomplished.

AFTERGLOW
THEBEGINNING OF THS END

Time passed and Alexander the Great conquered Greece
and the lands to the east. Grecian philosophers and scientists
asked questions and found answers that had nothing to do wich
magic or wonder. Zeus and his court of gods held less and less
sway with the people. The Mists swallowed the golden castle at
the summitof Mount Olympus and spirited it away from the eyes
of mortals. Only those of facrie blood could find it. By the year
330 BCE., belief in the old gods had been superseded by a
growing interest in philosophy and science. The people no
longer needed sodk” 0 xplan nature's mysteis, Dionysis
and the saryrsat ed Zeus and Mount Ol

and migrated nnrrl\ into the land of the druids.

THE CELTIC CONVERSION

It didn't take Dionysus and the satyrs long to establish
themselves among the tribal peoples of Western Europe: Ger-
many, France and the British sles. Stories of them chasing
young women through the forests and participating in Beltaine
festivals spread rapidly. Legends of the horned god were abun-
dantand satyrs began to feel at home. The land was still unpaved
and the people sill had no fear of the urges that drove them
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Raiders from the north bombarded the British Isles con-
tinually. The satyrs had leamed to fight beside Dionysus during
his travels, but they had never before experienced the brutality
displayed by these northern tribes. The satyrs’ love of physical
competition, which wasfostered among the Greeks, tumed info
a frenzied bloodlust when faced with opponents who took no
prisoners and pulled no punches. Side by side with the people of
Britain, the satyrs fought to preserve their new homeland. Tales
of their heroism and fervor in battle reached Arcadia, where
they then reacquired the respect of the nobility and camed the
boon of a return to the land of the fae.

Some satyrs chose to travel to Arcadia. Others, however,
remembered the ridicule they had suffered, the stuffiness of the
nobilicy that had originally exiled them to Earth, and the long
boring hours of pompous discourse in court. Most chose to stay
in the mortal realm.

sed and the Greek pantheons
into memory, satyrs fed the dreams of the Celts. They perse-
vered. Even Dionysus remained, though he changed and forgot
his origins. Some deemed him Hern the Horned God. Early
Chrisianscame tocall him Satan n thir attempt o stampout
anyrempancof ligion. Eventually,
dbecamealegend,

APOLLO

One of the few Olympian fae who did not suffer exile from
Arcadia, Apollo had chosen to join Zeus and Hera's court
several decades after it was established. An adventurerat heart,
Apollo took great pleasure in exploring the mortal realm and
tinkering with the lives of mortals. He enjoyed a challenge and
engaged in contests of wits or skill with those brave enough to
stand against him. When he lost, Apollo magnanimously ac-
ceped the consequences, though he was known for skisting the
edge of cheating and unfaimess in order to win. And when he
won, he showed little mercy

Apollo had known Pan for many years. They shared a
respect and love for one another that Apollo had with few
others. Despite the many times that Pan lost in their friendly
challenges and games, Apollo never caused Pan any direct
harm. Pan never judged Apollo for his deeds and even accepted
his near-cheating with a hearcy laugh. The challenges became
aloved game between the two, and they sought each other out
with a new one all throughout their lives

Apollo allegedly coaxed the art of prophesy from the goat-
legeed Arcadian, and Pan later challenged Apollo to regain
satyr honor after Apollo bested Marsyas, a satyr, in a contest of
music. With the Musesas theit judges, Apollo and Marsyas had
agreed that the winner could do whatever he pleased to the
loser. And so they began to play their instruments. At first, the
Muses could not decide and claimed a tie. Apollo, frustrated,
bade Marsyas to play upside-down and sing at the same time as
he did. Apollo’s instrument was a lyre, so he performed the
challenge with no trouble; on his flute, however, Marsyas tried

and failed. Apollo won and preserved his repuration as god of

music, cheating satyrs out of their one great honor. Despite his
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pretended sweetness to his opponent, Unseelie Apollo claimed
his winner's rights by flaying poor Marsyas and nailing his skin
t0 a pine tree near the source of the river that now bears his
name.

Pan tried many times to regain the title of “god of music,”
but he never managed to succeed. Some fae believe that this
explains why satyrs practice their music so fervently and why
they seem obsessed with it; they seek perfection so that they
might some day challenge Apollo again and, this time, regain
their itle. Others claim that satyrs did so long ago and they
continue to practice only so Apollo cannot return and steal it
back again.

XHALISTION
THESLNDERING

Reason and science had taken the upper hand in Greece.
The people there were sed o centriesof far broughe on by

world, scared the satyrs as much as any other kith. Although
satyrs historically had more of a love for the mortal world than
for other faeries, they knew what the Shatering meant to both
realms: ldeverbe Id feel
heireoron loves lipping iy fon et id nto thegray.
They could hear the tinny tones creeping into their beloved
music. And they could feel the weight of Banality sitting upon
their shoulders and knew the golden days had passed.

Prior to the Interregnum, the sidhe hurried to retum to
Arcadia, stepping on commoners to get through the gates in
time. Most satyrs merely sat back and watched this panicked
rush with bitter amusement. The Shattering had already begun
o affect these satyrs, planting a small gray seed deep in their
souls. They remembered how the mortal world had welcomed
them where Arcadiaand the sidhe had rejected their love o life

andthe living of it. Now the sidhe, rather than stay and fight the

homelands and, in doing so, they were damning those who
stayed behind t0 lfe among the dead. Many saryrs found thi

uncaring and “gods,” so they chose
and putan end to the threat. Many of the mythical creatures of
Greek origin hegan to disappear, one by one. Not all became
extinet, though even those that did not fade entirely remained
very fragile and rare. Several elativesof the satyrkith, including
minotaurs and mermaids, removed themselves from faerie soci-
ety and may have disappeared altogether, though periodic
rumors suggest that they stll exist somewhere.

With the introduction of Christianity, satyrs took a hard
hit. Though their migration to the British Isles had saved them
from the same fate as their Olympian cousins, the satyts could
already feel the waves of disbelief rippling across the land from
the south. Christ had been born and his miracles up-staged the
magic of the facries. Christian soldiers carried their beliefs up
from Rome and France and, thus, spread a new religion through-
out the sles.

Dates held sacrd by the Celes became Chrstian holidays,
ngth dintoone. iage of the
w0 led many pcupl:‘ from [hclr pagan beliefs and into Chris-
tianity. Those who refused to convert found themselves faced
with the Inquisition in the mid-13th century. The Sundering
Jitsheight, the Church dthe

facries of the Brirish Isles watched their world crumble.

THE SHATTERING

Hidden in their groves and glens, satyrs attempted to ride
thewave thatfollowed in the wake of the Sundering. They clung
to the hope that someone was going to find a way to reverse it.
They danced, played, sang and made love in an attempt to
continue on as usual. They built their bonfires and aeduced t}m
peasants, and tt
best beer and wine. The satyrs inspired passion in the murtals
around them and tried to forget the growing Mists that meant
that fewer and fewer humans knew them.

The vens that made up the Shartering the years that saw

particularly ironic. Most wh
They knew that Arcadia was not safe from the dark cloud
shadowing the mortal realm. Banality’s influence in mortal
dreams would filter into Arcadia and taint the sidhe’s existence
as well. The satyrs’ connection to the realm of the flesh had
given them a special insight into just how intertwined Arcadia
and Earth are. They knew that no one was safe from the
onslaught of Banality, not even those faeries who made it back
to Arcadia before the gates closed

Despite the vacuum of power left behind by the exodus of
the sidhe, little changed for satyrs. They had no interest in
courts or kingdoms. They sought out their oak trees and faerie
circles, visiting frecholds only when absolutely necessary for
their own protection. Satyrs wanted to maintain their rituals,
habits, glens and groves, and they saw no need to rely on the

bility bility, for theis

Few satyrs held any interest in politics, so most had no desire to
become courtesans in the new courts. Independence let them
cling to the old ways for a little while longer, thus, the satyrs
managed to hide from the fires, the priests and the sheriffs —
keeping to th d o the rural people hey could
still find a grain of belief in the old ways. These satyrs fostered
and thrived on superstition left over from an earlier time. The
grandmothers had heard the tales and still shared them with
their children’s children. Flickering deep in their breasts, a bic
of belief sill burned and sparked the ever-important dreams

THE INDLISTRIAL REVOLUITION

Factories and mills began to throng the Bricish Isles. Log-
gers cut down forests and farmers cultivated meadows. Satyrs
looked up from their dalliances into the face of Progress. They
did the only thing they could think to do: They migrated yet
again, to America.

EllisIsland in New York sparkled with cffervescent dreams

the closing of th

ofprosperity. A Iplace, itsenta glow of Glamourinto the
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BELTAINS FESTIVALS @

On May 2nd every year, changelings celebrate the
arcival of Spring. The Beltaine festival has traditionally
been a celebration of love and life, which makes it espe-
cially sentimental for satyrs, whose entire lives are dedi-
cated to these ideals. On this night, satyrs put aside all
animosity, jealousy and vengeance.

Mostsatyrs prefer to hold their Beltaine gatherings in
the open ai, in a glen or field, although they will go
wherever the party is. Rarely do they gather alone as they
prefer the company of the fae, noble and commoner. They
often bring along enchanted mortals for the fun of watch-
ing their wide-eyed wonder. Satyrs host the event each
year, which has become a tradition that works well, con-
sidering the satyr ability to entertain.

No Beltaine festival would be the same without the
satyr band; its music creates an atmosphere of love and
amicability. As a result, rifts mend between enemies and
new loves are born. Passions run high and many noble-

fevel ‘

anything goes, the satyr who has pursued his lady-love to
no avail finds that his chance of success rises. Many
childlingsare conceived on Beltaineas, near theendof the
night, couples and threesomes drift off arm-in-arm for a
more private setting. It is a magical night.

All the
shattered

sky that could be s
lewithth

een from everywhere in the city.
de-evedk

peop y y
didn't mind the squalor of the camp or the pallor of the soup
lines. They looked at New York from their seaside vantage point
and saw a place for future glory for themselves and their
children.

Onceaway EllisIsland, both d It the
immediate claustrophobia of the smells and sounds of industri-
alization. Banality lurked at the edge of Manhattan like a dark
creature waited for its chance to destroy. Within the city,
sweatshops sucked the life from those same people that had
stared with hopeful eyes at a welcoming America only weeks
before. Poverty pulled the very breath from babies’ lips. Chil-
dren left their homes to work seven days a week in the factories
and mills of the city. Wives and mothers sold their clothing,
theirhair, and their bodies tofeed their families. Yet, evenin the
dimlightof the work places, their hope refused todie. These new
Americans clung to their dreams, perhaps out of pure stubborn
survival instinct. And the wealthy climbed to the top upon the
backs of their new idealistic neighbors.

Never ones to be daunted bya bad tum of events, satyrs left
the cities of the east quickly and headed west with all the other
adventure-seckers. The Wild West hosted many six-gun-toting
satyrs with catchy one-liners for every occasion. They ran
brothels and robbed banks just for the fun of it. Unseelie satyrs
built the biggest legends in the Wild West, where a reputation
for being mean and rotten went a long way. In this untamed
land, satyrsstretched their legs and let their hair down. They fed




on men’s dreams of gold and land, monsters and miracles
Cowboys still told tales of a cowgirl that could ride tornadoes

and m ant lumberjack that taveled with a blue ox named
Iobel e

and that provided erile ground for satys o work their magic

Satyrsfirst came into contact with the Nunnehi during this
time. They treaded carefully, for they learned about being the
new person on the block when they moved from Greece to the
British Isles, and the satyrs gently made their presence known.
Fortunately for the satyrs, they were among the first facries to
travel into the West; no others had come before to give them a
bad reputation. Later, when the others did arrive, they com-
pletely destroyed the burgeoning friendship the satyrs had
begun to build with the Nunnehi. Sidhe and troll, redcaps and
nockers blew in and took over without so much as an “excuse
me.”Only by the hairof their tails were satyrs able tosalvage any
amount of Nunnehi respect. They took an open stance of
neutrality in the growing tensions between the Native Ameri-
can changelings and the European invaders.

As time passed, opportunities for adventure and excite-
ment seldom presenred themselves. The tum of the century
carried withits that
while WWI made everyone serious and reserved. The concept
of sin had followed the satyrs from Europe and moral judgments
were suddenly flying everywhere. The Wild West was losing its
wildsde as more and more people seutled the land and as steel
tracks madeth

cities during this time, fighting alongside mortals to improve
conditions and retum a sense of wonder to the world. They
refused to give up, even as they watched people’s hopes grow
dimmer and dimmer. Children were forced to grow up more
quickly. Young boys and men flew offto fight a war in a foreign
land. Women worked day and night to build bombs in the
factories. But the one savinggrace (for the Unseelie at least) was
the horror of it all. Nightmares grew out of the ravages of war,
Evil romped through the streets of Europe. Propaganda showed
the death camps and the Monster — Hitler. The Unseclie
thrived.

Satyrs eked out a living, the Unseelie fed on the night
harrors and the Seelie survived on the dreams of a mother or
lover or child for the safe return of their loved one. The human
spirit held firm, though the faeries of the world shivered in the
cold shadow of doom.

Inthe 19505 thethreatofuclear wardampened everyone's
The Joneses
and the Cleavers ll had their picket fences, iceboxes, and one-
car garages, their 2.5 children and family dog. The Great
American Dream had reached fruition as the descendants of
those tired immigrants moved to the suburbs. Television made
the world smaller and launched its insidious campaign against
free thought and diversity. Satyrs began to disappear.

THE AG< OF AGLARILIS

hecame known and tanished by the foorprintsof so many, the
wonder of the Wild West slipped away. Civilization had once
again destroyed the magic. Satyrs sat by the railroad tracks and
mourned

REAWAKENINGS
ANEW KA

Only the arrival of the Roaring ‘20s brought satyrs out of a
slump that could have been disastrous. With the advent of jazz,
flappers, and a more open outlook on sex and fun, satyrs perked
up their cars and their tails and slipped into the cities — just to
take a peck — or so they said.

Prohibition offended the satyrs’ basic principles and many
opened speakeasies and private clubs that served beer, wine and
whiskey made at sayr-run stills hidden in the countryside. Al
Capone reportedly had a satyr right-hand man, as did many of
the Maia kingpins of the day. The 1920s were a dangerous time
when many satyrs died defending their right to drink and be
merry. However, even police raids and the ensuing shoot-outs
didn't borher the saryes as much as the pickedines of devout
Isof liquor and sin. The ech
this morality were heard throughout America for the next 30
years or so.

The stock market crash finished off the gay, Roaring 205,
anddespair descended upon America. Surprisingly, icwas WWII
that brought an end to the Great Depression and lifted the
shroud from America’s collective face. Satyrs remained in the

T happened h i
daughters of those suburbanites. On college campuses across the
country, flower children emerged from their cocoons of com-
fortable shoes, high collars and station wagons. They rejected
the dreams of their parents and formed their own. Oh, how
satyrs rejoiced and rushed to join in the dance! A new age, the
Age of Aquarius, was bom and the concepts of free love,
expanding consciousness, harmony, understanding, sympathy,
empathy and trust spread among the youth of the day. Living
dreams splattered color over the gray of the past.

In equal and opposite reaction to the Age of Aquarius,

Banality sur&ed up s the result of the Vietam War. The war
o I kbutanger
2 pits, s ke the edgs .»( the new age and reminded
people that the world was cruel and unforgiving. Banality
destroyed dreams.

The moon landingin 1969 released a wave of Glamour that
gave a needed boost to the heroic forces. Satyrs celebrated as
gates reopened berween Earth and Arcadia. Assidhe came back
actoss, those changelings who had been here all along played
host to the nobles who found the world changed beyond
recognition. Suddenly, Earth-bound fae had the upper hand;
they already knew how to survive here. The sidhe of five noble
houses of Arcadia stumbled like lost children in the moral
realm of 1969. They needed help and the satyrs, more than any
other kith, came to their aid. By this time, those facries of the
mortal realm had learned that chances for survival improved
when changelings worked together. They could not or would
not abandon the fragile sidhe in the face of overwhelming
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) betrayed. Politics between nobles and

Banality. Satyrs put aside their grudges and welcomed the sidhe
into their flock

Before long, however, the sidhe had regained their footing
and gathered themselves into mortley courts around recaptured
frecholds. Despite their original dependence on the commoner
Kithain, the sidhe never had any intention of treating them as
equals. It never even occurred to the majority of them that the
commoner fae were doing any more than was their duty to the
nobility. This fact became increasingly clear to satyrs who
experienced a feeling of decp resentment that their efforts to
help the sidhe had gone completely unapplcclated Sarvrs felt

@ THE BATTLE OF THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE @

One of the most renowned battles of the Accordance
War stands out in facie legend. A combined force of the
satyr Freedom Tragos, the troll 6th Legion, and a motley
group of redcaps had managed to push back the sidhe Red
| Brigade to the Brooklyn Bridge. The sidhe crossed the bridge
| and barricaded themselves in at the other end, which coun-
| tered atempts o flicker-flash across.

The situation worsened when the commoner force

Over time, the satyr love of freedom and mdcpcndcnct
builtarift between them and the haughty nobility. Satyrs spoke
out loudly, without fear, against the sidhe belief of their superi-

| from behind. The sidhe could pick off anyone easily who
| crossed the bridge, and attacks launched from all sides kept
them from retreating. The troll general-in-charge, Krolt

ority. De i th the halls of

stopped the advance before losses grew too

the frecholds. Some say that the Night of Iron Knives came
about because a satyr had verbally bested a noble in heated
discourse over the outdated feudal system. Frustrated and furi-
ous, the sidhe plotted and carried out a massacre.

BLIMPING AND ¢RINDING
THE ACORDANCE WAR

Many satyrs fell during the Accordance War, though more
camed the respect of their fellow commoner kith. They proved
that their t ded beyond music, making
love. Battle after battle, satyrs stood bravely beside trolls and
redcaps and wielded chimerical sword and iron blade. The
bitterness of their betrayal burned in their eyes and the nobility
learned that there was no more frightening sight than that of a
satyr who was enraged with righteous indignation, charging
down on them with glowing sword that was poised to strike.

high. He pulled his force back into a fortified building to
consider their strategy.

Krolt thought long and hard, listened to his advisors,
and considered his options. The only hope was if he could
send for reinforcements, but Krolt knew that none were
available. Alcacus of the Freedom Tragos overheard his
musings and approached the general; he offered to break
through the enemy lines and take a message to General
Grenfern, whose troops fought to the East. Krolt refused,
| claiming that the danger was too great, but Alcacus had a
| stubborn streak and could debate honey from a bee. Finally,
| the general agreed to let him try.

Late that night, Alcacus took his flute out and played a
gentle and soothing tune. It sang of home and family. The
commaner troops all fell silent, to listen. Their hearts broke
and they then each expressed their sorrow in their own way.
Alcaeus began to walk across the bridge. He played with all
the strength his heart could muster.

Satyrsdid not fight with the tactical savvy of the sidhe, but what
they lacked in organization, they more than made up for in
passion.

THE SATYR GIFT OF PROPHESY @

In ancien imes,all styrs were born with the abiliy

Krolt held his breath, ing th ung satyr
who crossed the bridge so bravely. Krolt waited for the cold
iron arrow that would undoubtedly plunge into Alcaeus’
chest and put an end to the music and to his life. Yet, to
Krolt' surprise, Alcacus reached the other side of the bridge
and walked straight into the midst of the sidhe troops

He continued to play hisfluce a he passed hrough the

The nobl de for him, weep-

tosoothsay. Pan taught the art o Apoll
Olympians, including Athena. Bur, this ability became a
heavy burden for satyrs. Mortals and facries hounded the
satyrs fora peck at their futures. Everyone wanted to know
how they would die, who they would love and when they
would get titled.

Satyrs preferred not to know. As their philosophies
developed, prophesy became less appealing to them. They |
wanted to live for the moment, not for the future. By the |
time satyrs migrated to the British sles, they had all but
abandoned this arc. Some satyrs still practice it, but they
keep their abilities secret. They have heard how people
crowded around their ancestors looking for some relief
from the unknown.

ingat the beauty o his tune. None dared t harm him. The
ofth leftbehind. Tt ic made th
wish for an end to the war. Alcaeus disappeared into the
darkness, with the sound of his flute stil llting in the
distance for some time afterward.

General Grenfern’s troops arrived the next morning.
Krolt and his force fought courageously. They crossed the
bridge with minimal losses, while the reinforcements at-
tacked the sidhe on their flank. Alcacus disappeared, and
some satyrstheorize that the pain of having o se is Gift of
Paninsuchat 1 ds h er
been seen again.
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Satyrs faced a dilemma as a result of the Accordance War:
Tofight and kill other changelings contradicted their live-and-
let-live philosophy. Thus, the wa deeper than the
more war-like, violent kith. If they hadn’t lost loved ones n the
Night of Iron Knives, perhaps they wouldn't have taken as firm
astance in the war.

The Accordance War saw the development of hat[l:‘~

satyrs with ease, a he inspired feelings of peace, love and loyalty
in their hearts with his speech. Melizein stood first, as everyone
else sat in quiet shock. He applauded David

Before any kind of fealty was promised, however, Melizein
went back to his fellow satyrs and called for a meeting in the
town of Greece, New York. Satyrs came from around the world
tohearhis tale of the meeting with High King David: afterward,

the first time in
together, lcared weapon skills and fighting (echmqu:s, then
foughtside by side with the other commoner kith. Many of these
tragos still exist, focusing their talents on the enemies of e fae.

ARETURN TO LIFE

Satyrs can fight with strength and hardiness, though most
of them prefer peaceful times. When High King David called for
a meeting of commoner and sidhe to discuss an end to the
Accordance War, satyrs rejoiced. Their hunger for peace made
it casier for them than for any other commoner kith to trust the
new High King. The satyrs sent Melizein the Singer to carry the
olive branch for them. And he took several of his fellow satyrs
to meet with David and a council of commoner Kithain.
Melizein was not a fool and, though he wanted desperately
to believe that the king was sincere, he feared another ambush
by thesidhe. Tohis joy, nosuch thing occurred. David talked of
a Parliament of Dreams instead and spoke many words that no
one expected from a noble sidhe. David won the hearts of the

to supporc him. Memories of the
subsequent celebration kept tails wagging for years.

they voted

Melizein became the first satyr lord, granted the title by
King David himself. Lord Melizein served David for many years
as his personal advisor and confidant. The kingjoined the satyrs
in mourning when Lord Melizein died — assassinated by cold
iron at a mid-winter festival.

MODERN TIMES

Satyrs have changed little over the centuries. Although
they recognize the danger of the coming Winter, most prefer to
ignore italtogether. Many satyrs feel that only through livingas
if it weren't going to happen will it be possible to avoid it. Thus,
chey drink, dance and engage n sex ke they alway did. The
d gloomy procl otherkith hold
novalidity w\rh satyrs, who see this pessimism as detrimental to
their cause, so they instinctively try to cheer up these sour fac
Satyrs corrupt the innocent,lft spirits and provide an outlet for
frustration — all with enthusiasm. They live for today.







CHAPTERTW O
PASSION

Passion flows.

scars. Leave it to run free and it may kill you.

— Anonymous satyr

“Passion.” The word means a great deal to all satyrs. They
murmur it to themselves like a mantra when the world's Banal-
ity weighs t00 heavily upon them. They call italoud to the sars
like a joyous hallelujah when they manage

parallel her particular talents and she concentrates her pursuit

of experience and passion in a clearer direction. Not surpris-

mgly, the satyrs call this individual focus a satyr's “Pa
dance,aritual, wine-making

those brief, perfect moments of living that make it all worth-
while. They whisper it to one another like the sweetest procla-
mation of love. “Passion.”

ManyKith i L b
carousing, pranking ne‘er-do-wells who live off the generous
nature of the court or sleep their way into titles. These Kithain
don't understand the fact that a satyr's sex life, drinking habits
and apparent irreverence for personal space and etiquette are
not evidence of his lack of integiy, rather, they are a measure
of his dedication to the satyr philosophy of personal freedom,
courage and...“passion.”

SATYR PASSIONS

Satyrs have a reputation for this excess, sensuality and
musing, Indeed, these changelings parey like fra boys, pour their
heartsintotheirmusicand make love cach timeasif it were their
last. However, thoughasatyr neverentirely gives upany of these
things, she begins to focus eventually on one specific interest.
This focus develops naturally; the satyr does not consciously
decide what it will be. As the changeling marures, her interests

or any number of other hobbies. Every satyr’s Passion differs
from the next and i defined by the changeling’s unique person-
ality.

A PASSION FOR ROMANCE

One moment of e love is worth a lfetime of pain

— Anonymous satyr

Some satyrs have a romantic streak a mile wide. They love
Wooing even more than screwing. Experts at courting, they
wield long-stem roses, candlelight dinners and soft music like
well-honed swords. It's the thrill of the chase that turns satyrs
on, and often they find that once they have won, the thrill goes
limp. For this reason, the satyr with a Passion for romance
acquires a reputation for extreme fickleness. He leaves his lover
as soon as he has succeeded in winning her heart.

Satyrs believe in love atfirst sight and true love. They have
a saying: One moment of rue love is worth a feim of pain
Despite the call
hisgoaliso find e love nglcally, he bellcvcs thatonemust

derto

CHAPTER TWO: PASSION B




eam true love‘ (I\ere(ore love e.mly won must nm be rrue lovc

behind closed d

Ther

tionof their

dch

toever return his a«m.un ‘Aferall if the sarye could ha»e h.,
lover without working for her, then it is not a challenge,
therefore, it s ot tue love.
1L

sirice e will spend the majortey of i days chasing hi love of
the moment. He appears quite unhappy most of the time,
though this visage is mislcading. Beneath the facade of bemoan-
inghis love’s uncaring attitude, he is rejoicing in the whirls and
dips of the proverbial dance of romance. A glance, a wink, a
word given to him by the object of his affections sends him
spinning among the clouds. Then, the next moment, when his
future lover smiles at another, he crashes down into the mire of
mournful rejection. Ies all a part of the dance.

THE FRONT-LINS MLISES

Respected grump troll, Forrhek Oakrod, once re-

ferred to the satyr kith as “the Front-Line Muses.” He
had noticed the satyr tendency to focus so much atten-
tion on mortals — inspiring them and coaxing them
from their shells. Even in ancient times, satyrs have

always had a closer connection to mortals than any
other kith. They have lived and loved with mortals all

far from mortal desires, perhaps because they adore the
physical so much. Satyrs have had a direct hand in
mortal Reveric more than any other facrie kith. After
all, the satyrs are in there: partying, picking fights,
sendingflowersand makinglove. They don'clurkinthe
freeholds like sidh h it like
trollsor hide in the shadows like sluagh. Satyrs rush the
front line in the war against Banality.

APASSION FOR $¢X

Sexis ke  succulent orange-chicken enrée, tender and sweet,
melting in your mouth uncil @ bie of hot pepper surprises you and
ditillaes your senses. Oh, and you can order it XXX-tra spicy, if you
like

— Anonymous satyr

Satyrs go with sex like peanut butter goes with jelly. Those
who have a Passion for sex take this relationship one step
further. Sex, to them, becomes an avenue to the soul. They seek
fulfillmentand understanding throughsex, whetheritbe enthu-
siastic, sweaty rompings ot slow, erotic explorations of the
sensual. Some satyrs adventure into these intimate relations to
better grasp its link to Glamour and the Dreaming. Chimera
sometimes manifest from fantasies and shared love-dreams
when fueled with sexual energy. These are no small events

During sex, mortals step closer to their uninhibited, free

h: ther tim d wh b i

moderation and temperance, sexual intimacy grants explora-
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of hissuit

canletdownh
more comfortable — whatever turns him on.

Sexual satyrs approach it with open minds. Not all of their
escapades, however, are fanciful tumblings in lace sheets or
gigely ticklings on pine needles. They understand that sex has
many faces, including the rough, the selfish, the sadistic and the

otallsatyrsex, the resembles
the light-hearted romp one would normally imagine satyrs to
prefer. A satyr whose Passion is sex seeks a vehicle to the larger
thanlife through the prismatic potential of physical intercourse.

Asa general rule, the sexual satyr has few taboos, though
through her own experimentation, she learns quickly what
works best for her and what doesn’t. Without hesitation, she
eliminates the methods and partners that don't satisfy her. No
sense wasting time on dead-ends. She expands her exploration
along avenues that trigger her curiosity instead. If she finds a
situation that she particularly likes, she could stay with it for
some time. Because of this method, i’s not uncommon for her
to remain with the same partner for an extended period of time.
M ever, d her. Hercuriosity
and innate sense of adventure can get her into compromising
situations. Rarely does e sexual satyr takean Oath of Truchearts
without stating specifically that the commitment is emotional
and not sexual.

Some satyrs have leamed how to muse Glamour from
mortals by inspiring them to ever-greater plateaus of sexual
prowess and fulfillment. This form of Reverie, however, is still
not widely understood. Unpredictable at best, this type of
musing often requires an even greater time and energy commit-
ment than inspiring an artist or musician does. Generations of
moral education have taught mortals that to enjoy sex is  sin.
Though this is no longer as accepted a standard as it once was,
th h ik man

Toend the moratorium on sexual enjoyment sanctioned by the
majority of religions, satyrs must choose their steps carefully.
One false move and the mortal could slip into remorse, fear or,
worse, guilt.




A SATYR OATH OF TRLISHEARTS

Let the moon and the stars be my witness as I pledge youmy love. T shall hold you in my heart with the passion of @ thousand
suns. Roam though [ may, I shall aways retun to you and let no other remove yoter memory from me. You are my true love and
50 shall you stay, no matter where my destiny takes me.

Thisspecial version of the Oath of Truchearts used by satyrs. Th Csfree-
spirited nature and does not bind her to anything that interferes with the pursuit of her Passion. Most satyrs find the
standard Oath of T d it. This one, while still deepd
does not limit freedom of action.

‘The oath is spoken either alone or in conjunction with another, depending on the situation. If a satyr has fallen
passionately in love, she might take the oath alone, merely out of a need to show the depth of her feelings. When taken
alone, the satyr usesa point of Glamour h Lring that sh Once the oath has been taken,
the ring can never be removed. It shines brilliantly, visible only to her and her true love. If she ever breaks the oath,
however, the ring appears blackly tarnished o all fae, and her finger tums green. Furthermore, she gains a point of

! I I rwh heroath famour point from

any Rapture she participates in.

If taken with another, the oath works exactly like the standard Oath of Truehearts. Both lovers use a point of
Glamour to craft a songbird. The bird appears only to the lovers until the oath is broken, at which point, the bird ceases
to sing and becomes visible to all fac. In addition, both lovers acquire a point of Banality as a result of the betrayal
However, the oath faithfully upheld grants an extra Glamour point to each of the lovers from any Rapture they have a
hand in




APASSION FOR MLISK

Music cures al il

— Anonymous satyr

Music is a satyr's trump suit. The majority can play an
instrument, but even those who never lear have voices that
inspire the deepest emotions when raised in song. For some,
even in the act of speaking, their voices reach into the souls of

THESATYR'S <ODEFOR 600D LIVIN(:AQ

Satyrs have a code that they say brings happiness
andharmony to the life of anyone who adheres toit. No
one knows exactly who put the code together, but
mentors have taught its basics to fosterlings since
ancient times, Although Seclie sayrs embrace the

ode’s Iy than theirdarker cous-

theirl thannor, hohave
a Passion for song,

Music bumns in every satye’s soul. For the satyr whose
Passion is music, however, it’ a never-ending inferno. The
notesof starsang, the moon’s lullaby, and the sun’s trumpet call-
to-run reverberate in his heart. The ebb and flow of his blood
sets the beat and his emorions drive the harmony, This satyr is
nothing without his music. It gives him an avenue of self-
expression that he needs to help him keep from exploding. The
satyr feels through it and others share his feelings with him. He
uses his music to touch upon the hidden soft spots of mortal
emotions.

Mortalsand

learned to hide their feelings
deep in the soul’s dark comers. The musical satyr brings these
emotions out into the open and allows the lstenera chance for
catharsis. Sometimes these instances produce dangerous situa-
tions. One never knows how a mortal will react to the emer-
gence of hate, anger, fear, guilr, remorse, melancholy, sorrow,
despair, love, joy or any of the multitude of other possible
emotions that a satyr could summon. The musical satyr lives o
find out.

APASSION FOR ATHLETKS

1 we were meant tosic seill, we would have been created with
hueman legs and sidhe minds

— Anonymous satyr

The ancient Greeks placed a great deal of importance on
having a srong, healchy body. Everyone from arblets o phi-
d regularly, and mical discoveries
mmd[ed from the Grecks. Satyrs have natural dexterity,
strength and stamina. Their goat legs, designed for jumping and
limt andflexible. Most relatively
good physical shape as a result of the lfestyles they lead, though
some make it their Passion to strive for athletic prowess and
physical perfection.

Running attracts many satyrs, for obvious reasons. Already
one step ahead of the game, an achletic satyr can push himself
o incredible speeds and distances. Satyrs with a Passion for
athletics often cross-train to become proficient in many sports
or other corporal activities. Some pursue dancing for artistic
expression, while others prefer the more competitive aspects of
team and individual sports. The need to uphold the Escheat
keeps most satyrs from setting world records every week, but
more than one Olympic gold medalist has been a satyr.

Some satyrs study martial arts, although finding a master
willing to teach the physical without the moral can be difficult.
Nosatyr can stand someone telling her how to lead her life, and
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ins, even the Unseelie seem to revere them in some
form or other.

Live and let live.

Be yourself.

Listen to your instincs.

Seize the day.

. Perfection is possible; go for it.
Look for love in all things.
Runfree.

Don't be affaid.

Don't hesitate.

10. Don’t look back.

e

© o~ e

even the most satyr-friendly of the Eastern religions grates on
her nerves from time to time. Nevertheless, the physical chal-
lenge of a matial ax appeas 0 some atericist sty

Many of
themselves and (akt i (oac}ung professional teams, college
track, high-sch 1 They

ducati dth mortals—

preaching the ethics of team-play and personal ambition,
including setting goals and how to achieve them. They show
losers how to be winners and foster the dreams of young people.

APASSION FOR POSTRY

Visions born on the wind...

Kiss and kissed

in a tattered shroud of mist...

my forlom thoughts retaen to you.

— Anonymous satyr

Contrary to popular opinion, 99.9% of all satyrs can read
and write. Being creatures of passion and emotion, satyrs
understand nd many take
great pleasure in a well-tumed phrase. They know that a well-
witten love poem wins a heart and a stark description of death
by cold iron errifies.

The lyrics of asong create an image in the heart and mind.
Words, so sterile when taken one at a time, breathe and come
to life when arranged properly. The poetic satyr makes it her
quest to write something of lasting energy that bridges the gap
between people and draws emotions from the shadowy places
where people keep them hidden. She reads the works of others,
learning, but more often, she writes. Like any good satyr, she
believes that lfe is about living, so she doesn't hide away in an




She writes at the bar, on the
bus, by the lake. She writes after making love, while drunk,

office somewhere with a typewriter.

before taking up her sword to combat. A satyr with a Passion for
poetry always carries a pen, pencil, or crayon and has bits of
paper everywhere, cocktail napkins and matchbooks covered
with lines of verse.

The poetic satyr writes self-indulgently. She doesn’t try to
teach or share wisdom — she writes to express herself. When
sharing what she’s done, she expects a reaction and gets one.
The depth of her sincerity is conveyed through her words and
the strength of her emotion leaps from the page into the reader’s
mind, calling to ts counterpart there. Over the centuries, many
satyr poets have encouraged readers to seek adventure, break
free of theirprisons, or pursue true love, all through meticulously
arranged words.

APASSION FOR DEBATE

If you want to feel your heart race and your adrenaline flow,
argue with a satyr. It s stimudating and fun. Then, you lose

— Anonymous satyr

As much as satyrs love physical and social competition,
they adore the mental challenge of debate 10 times more
Nothing gets their tails wagging f
argument. The satyr with a Passion for debate finds it difficult to

ster than a good, rowdy

stay out of discussions, for he always wants to give his own two
i

cents. H h et it

The rhetorical satyr ses alllife mirrored in the push-and-
pull of the debate. He has learned that position is only a matter
of perspective. Thus, he can take any side of the issue and argue
for or against it. Mental flexibility, eloguence and open-
mindedness impress him. The satyr whose Passion is debate
forces others to defend or reconsider their position. He ruth-
lessly pulls out all the stops once he has taken a position. These
changelings end up with black eyesor split lips regularly because
they can push the argument too far. Invariably, however,
anyone who debates a satyr comes away having learned some-
thing important.

A satyr never holds a grudge against his opponent, even if
he loses the debate. Always the first to offer a hand and smile
after a heated discussion, a satyr puts aside his anger and
frustration easily once the debate is over. In many ways, it's all
a game to him; though he may become distraught during the
course of the argument, he steps away with complete calm and
free of reproach once it's over. More often than not, he thanks
his opponent for the challenge and amusement. This thank-
you, of course, doesn't always st well with an antagonist who
doesn't understand this satyr's sincerity

A PASSION FOR BREWING

h d for , lips

and legs

or plays devil's advocate, even if he agrees with his opponent

satyr




AMBROSIA

Ambrosia, the drink of the gods in ancient Greece,
e e e :

that it imparts immortality to the drinker. Satyrs alone
have the recipe for it. They guard it like a family secret
that is handed down through the generations, Unfortu-
nately, no one has succeeded at duplicating Ambrosia;
perhaps the recipe is wrong, perhaps the ingredients no
longer have the qualities they once did. Many satyr

b ied th \brosia, the h

asfaras anyone knows, all have failed. A few of them have
made it their life’s work to find out why their recipe
doesn’t work.

Satyrs have a natural affnity for wine, beer and liquor. At
every satyr gathering, a broad variety of each tempts the palate.
Some satyrs do not drink commercial beers or wines, and they
rudely insult even the most renowned of intemational bever-
ages. All of them choose their home-brew every time, if given
the choice. Satyrs are acclaimed for their ability to make the
most succulent wines and premium beers. Those who have a
Passion for it become legends quickly.

Satyrs have a definite code of echics governing their wine-
making and brewing: They never use artificial ingredients and
nosatyreversells his liquor, which doesn't mean that there is no
cost for it. Satyrs take great pride in their brewing skills and
anyone who does not openly enjoy it and exaggerate his praise
forit,d ’s ie. Praise goes along wan
the satyr with a Passion for brewing and wine-making,

Tradition dictates that the recipient of satyr-brew must
toast the satyr who made it with the first drink from the bottle.
If the saryrs identity is unknown, then one should toast satyrs
as a whole. According to superstition, bad luck befalls anyone
whoforgets todoso. Thiskind of toast has developed and is now
habitual among changelings who don't want torisk the bad luck
of satyr wrath. They murmur it under their breaths even when
drinking mortal alcohol — just in case — “Three cheers for
satyr-brew.” Sometimes the toast is shortened in public, and
humans have picked up this habit of toasting as well, “Cheers!”™

LINS$ELIS PASSIONS

Unseelie Passions are inclined to be more deviant than
those of their Seel ome Unseeli
into sadomasochism, fetishism, dark performance art, torture,
the art of assassination, cults and violent crime. Their Passions
varyas greatly as those of the Seelie among their kith. Unseelie
satyrs have extremely fruitful and active imaginations. Some-
times sunshine satyrs find the dark, nightmarish aspect of
Unseelie Passionsdistasteful; however, a moon satyr takes pride
in her work and art and explores her Passion with as much zeal
and energy as her sunnier cousins. Yet, satyrs denounce one
another's Passion rarely, especially in public. They toe the line
between Seelie and Unseelie by choice, so it behooves them to
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nevercriticizeorjudgeanothersatyr's Passion. They understand
the need for diversity and acceptance. And, a satyr slips from
light to dark, and vice versa, because experimentation with her
Passion has drawn her in that direction.

THELIVING TIMS

themsel into their

Passion, they risk going overboard. Some experience intervals
when they become so obsessed with learning all they can about
their Passion, that they practice it night and day, to the exclu-
sion of all other activities. Satyrs call this period of obsession
“The Living Time,” and they watch one another carefully for
signs ofit. The Living Time is dangerous for obvious reasons. A
satyr may be too preoccupied to even eat, drink or bathe. After
a while, as the satyr becomes more and more isolated from
mortal society, she risks Bedlam. Ifa sayr entersinto the Living
Timeand doesn’t come out of it within a week or two, her tragos
or attempt herb heroutintothe
world fora night on the town or an eveningat court. Usually, a
couple of hours with other satyrs, away from her Passion, gives
her enough of a jerk to draw her out of her Living Time;
however, her tragos should still keep an eye on her, just in case

she needs another dose of outside stimuli.

SLINSHINS SATYR, MOON SATYR

Satyrs have adopted a unique terminology for the
Seelie and Unseelie among them. They relate the Seclie

Courtwithsunshine, brightand golden, and the Unseelie
with the moon, sharp and mysterious. Sunshine satyrs
follow the Seelie Code. Their bright personalities and
fun-loving ways light the way for other fae and serve to
remind people of the importance of keeping a positive
i S bt o
dishonor. They believe in true love and the possibility of
perfection.

Moon satyrs, on the other hand, follow the Unseelic
Code. Their legacies tend to be more obscured and their
Passions darker. These satyrs roam the night and take
what they want. They lend twisted definitions to both
honor and beauty, preferring a more chaotic approach to
life and the living of it. Love, to them, is as changing and
fleeting as the glimmers of silver-blue moonlight upon
the surface of a lake.







CHAPTSRTHRES:
EXPOSING,
QURSELVES

Carry on with your bad self, Joe. You've fuckin' got it goin’ on. I can
see in your eyes that you've known love.

— Marty Sanderson, “A Satyr in My Soup”

LIFE CKLES

Satyrs believe in the ancient concept of cycles. Like the
Greeks, wh the first satyrs, they phil
thatalllfe i a conglomeration of circles and that allthings are.
connected in some way. Each person lives her life, traveling
around the circle until she reaches the beginning again and
starts anew. Other people’ circles may intersect with hers,like
the rings of the Olympic symbol, but none mirror it exactly.

From Cheysalistodeath o
experimentation and learning. Inthe heart of every satyr bums
the need to know. Whecher they ralize it or o, they seck

Jifeandl

\)Vhen viewed in this manner, the sarye lfeeyle seems less
bohemian.
From their heavens and hells, thy look out at he world and
dare us to join them.

FALINS

Given over to fun and games, childling satyrs amuse and

inspire affection from other changelings. Even sour redcaps,
fussy boggans, and grumpy nockers find themselves laughing at
these light-hearted, playful creatures. Perhaps the most magical
time in any satyr's life, the childling years overflow with new
st love,
first broken heart). Fauns, as satyrs call their childlings, trip
through the world on a wave of awe and wonder. The Dreaming

rises once more before them and their gray world suddenly fills
with color and light.

A Secli faun, in particular, bubbles over with enthusiasm
and a joy for life that can be quite contagious. His mischief
doesn't cause too much harm, most of the time, and when he's
not pouting about being put to bed or being kept from court, he
spreads good will all around. An Unseelie faun is a wild,
untamed creature who runs with his whims and blows with the
winter winds. Malicious and hurtful, he has litle respect for his
fellow changelings and few boundaries to keep him in line. He
takes great pleasure in dark games and often inspires older moon
satyrs with his ingenuity and twisted creativity. An Unseclie
faun is the bad boy of the Dreaming. He carries frogs in his
pocket and situates himself so he can look up ladies’ dresses. He
takes great pleasure in being the first o ks the sidhe childling
and make her cry.

The childling years are a dangerous time, because a faun’s
natural curiosity and daring haven’t felt wisdom’s tempering
touch. This inquisitive facrie gets info trouble at every tum,
often dragging his elders in to rescue him. He doesn’t take well
to rules and sometimes, quite innocently, forgets that he's
forbidden to do something. A faun’s mentor spends a good deal
of time chasing after the errant childling and corralling him
back to the fold where he'll be safe.

CHAPTSR THREE: EXPOSING OLIRSELVES




“Honest to a fault” — that’s what other faeries say

pursues her Passion with fervor and takes every opportunity to
have fun.

An Unseclie wilder lives lie with the same libertine
hilosophy, excepthe delve Hi

aboutsatyrs. In truth, il 1 like
everyone else, and they don’t have any moral bans
against it. They just usually don't see any reason to tell
anything but the blatant truth. Satyrs tell it like it is.
Often accused of callousness, they lack tact and rarely
bother with saving a person's feelings. Childlings, espe-
cally, blurt out their thoughts without restraint, as the
young do. Though, by the time their beards have grayed,
they have leamed to exercise more control over their
tongues.

they're actively trying, the target definitely fecls the
sting Rather, satyrs just say what they're thinking when
they're thinking it, without inhibition, which means
that when they like something, they say so and when
they don't, they say so. Satyrs point out

Satyrs don't insult everyone deliberately. Yet, when @

inner-most urges have a more primal or deviant nature. He
oftenurtsothers,boh physialyand emrionally,wihout
constercflife. Veryselfindulgent, the Un>eel|eadl)r.]oe~ not

hat many Seelie
dtheurge
to manipulate others. A moon satyr hates the pomposity of
courtly life and the tedium of politics for politics’sake, but he
holds his own when it comes fo manipulation.

LO$S, PAIN AND DSATH g
In the World of Darkness, tragedy touches every-
one. All beings experiencethe pain oflos. Satyrs hurt

truths and ask the most pertinent questions. Most satyrs
have a terminal case of hoof-in-mouth disease.

Many noble courts tolerate the presence of at least
one satyr for this very reason. What more valuable asser
is there than a member of the court who calls atention
o others when they are lying or being manipulative?
And, if the noble knows the sarye’s loyalty, he then
cherishes his courtier even more.

Unfortunately for satyrs, however, this factor also
means that few people other than their most trusted
friends come to them in confidence. To say that satyrs
have a hard time keeping asecret is an understatement.
Th

They e Fusonon:
Do il Tnegutiod, e Sl e A
mercury. Creatures of extreme, they perceive every-
thing with intensity. Their moody narures result from
the depth of their feeling, not from some superfcial
crankiness. To mistake a satyr's mood as inconsequen-
tial does these sensitive fac a disservice.

Peogi he s e riTs

mourning, love or hate, and think this means that the
feelings have no substance. They accuse satyrs of cal-
Tousness, falseness, and even outright dishonesty. This
allegation hurts satyrs decply. When a love dies or a

hated softens, these changelings s o point i con-

are always the first to give away the surprise party or tell
what's in the shiny, neatly wrapped present, so other
Kithain tend to keep satyrs out of the loop. Satyrs don’t
mind — they love being surprised as much as they love
knowing secrets.

WILD ON$$

Satyrs insist that they are the ones who put the “wild” in
wilder. Their middle years overflow with excess as they push
themselves to live as fast and hard as possible. The wonder years
of youth have passed and, with maturity, comes the need tosow
e o

her from some secret place inside her subconscious. Ever-
questing, she is never satisfied with second-best.

Among Seelie satyrs, this yearning manifests as light-
hearted play, melancholy and heart-felt romance. A sunshine
satyr, as Seelie satyrs call themselves, embraces life with all its
hills and valleys. She hures just like any other being, but she
never loses her hope entirely for the next moment’s happiness.
Asshe jumps from one great adventure to another, she doesn’t
look back or take the time to regret her past choices. This satyr
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tinuingic
that the emorion was never genuine fo begin with —
rarely the case.

The same applies to a satyr’s method for dealing
with death and loss. For a short time, they mourn with
real tears and anger. Rather than retreat into a cocoon
of their own suffering, they act out; a rowdy party ora
drinking binge, an all-night roll in the hay or a mara-
dhon unal s e medhods sy ave s s
T waly honoe th dead, pne ik c ebmte 12




GRUMPS

These crusty old satyrs have had their wild days and feel
Banality breathing down their necks. A sayr gmmrhzs leamed
d

from her n st "

th

adventure. Shestill loves to do ll the things she always did, she
just doesn’ do them as often.

A satyr grump mentors the fauns and wild children of her
kith. She has the authority and wisdom to teach these youths
how to survive; she advises changelings of all kinds on many
different topics, everything from matters of the heart to combat
skills. A grump satyr has as many anecdotes and sayings to
illustrate her points as any boggan or eshu. And like everything
clse, she shares these snippets of wisdom without restraint.
Seelie and Unseelie grumps differ in much the same way
that satyr wilders of the different courts do. Their lives have
brought thema it urther though,and o hey have matured in

U

SATYR FASHION

Like other changelings, a satyr’s Glamour natu-
rally creates a voile for her when she experiences her
Chrysalis. Her garb tends toward flowing silks in the
colors of the forests, lakes and gardens. Freedom of
movement is very important to satyrs, so she rarely
wears anything on her legs and prefers to adom her
upper body only in scarves, vests and jewelry. Satyrs
can, however, dress with beautiful creativity. Some
love the feel of leather and chains, while others favor
amore uncontrived approach by decorating their hair
with chimerical pine cones and ivy vines.

More than anything, however, most satyrs prefer
to be naked, which, unfortunately, limits their ability

down Lincoln Avenue definitely draws unwanted at-
tencion.

theirownway. An dher razor-sharp edges
dulled somewhat by time and Banality.

Every satyr grump wakes up one morning and realizes that
her glory days are over. Satyrs call this “getting clocked.” It can
occur late in their grump years, or early. The “getting clocked”
phenomenon marks the beginning of the end for a satyr and is
usually accompanied by a period of manic-depressive behavior
beyond the norm, even for a satyr. Though some satyrs find
remission from this depression, none ever recovers entirely.

Trapped in a body saturated in Banality, a satyr grump
resents her human shell for i inherent weaknesses and mortal-
ity. When she gets clocked by the realization that her youth is
spent, her whole understanding of the world changes: growing
a lite darker, a lite less sweet. Each sayr deals with this

inherownwa d
she hyans e i eral s s b fsamacin o0 ther.
Or, she throws herself completely into her Passion in one last
attempt to glean all that she can from life, risking a slide into
Bedlam. Another grump may become depressed and renounce
her Passion for a while, thus, cutting herself off from one of the
things that keeps her Glamour strong.

No matter how a satyr approaches her grump years, a deep
sadness hangs over her wherever she goes, like a cloud gray-
tinting every song, every dance, every moment of love-making.
It may not always be evident in her laughter or in her kiss, but
it's at the edge of all she does, and it waits to overtake her and
put an end to her Passion.

THETRAGOIDIA: A PANCE OF DEATH

Death, a part of the cycle of life, comes to everyone
eventually. Satyrs all know and accept this fact. Yet, their
greatest fear is to become decrepit. With old age comes a
weakening of the body. Strength dissipates, desire lessens,
abilities wane and the Mists eclipse the soul.

Satyrs live hard and fast. Ever since the Shattering, when
all changelings took mortal bodies in order to survive, satyrs,
like the other kith, have had to learn to live with death. Many
‘grump satyrs, who teeter at the edge of the Mists, prefer to take
charge of their own destiny. These satyrs don’t want toslip away
into darkness by gradually forgerting their friends and memo-
ties. They choose instead to end their changeling existence
among loved ones, with their faculties sill intact. They want
everyone to remember them as they were — in their prime, not
as withered, pruny satyrs

Changelings keep the Mists back with pure determination
and willpower. By refusing to release their connection to the
wondrous, they keep their hold on the Dreaming. When a satyr
has determined that the time has come for her tragoidia, she
loses her will to live and lets herselflip into the Mists, but only
after she has had the most raucous party of her lif

When a satyr's Banality reaches critical mass, she may
request the calephetos. This wordless dirge carries in its notesall
the sorrow ever known by the sty kith. It demands a choice

thenand there. The mere
sound of this song draws tears from all those who hear it. One
satyr starts it and all others join in gradually with their own
instruments until the grump’s own chordsare added. The notes
come instincrually to saryrs, for they are bom from the very
depths of their souls. As each satyr takes a tum in the sporlight,
he orshereaffirms her dedication to life until, finally, the grump
takes her tum and must choose between living or dying. Often,
by the time she calls for the calephetos, the grump has already
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decided. Ifshe chooses life, she then bleats her joy and renewed
commitment;if not, she chants her fondest memories in thyme.
The party begins.

The tragoidia bears weighty significance tosatyrs: Afterall,
it marks the end of a life. At a tragoidia, satyrs celebrate their
own lives, remember and toast the life of the dying one, and
reaffirm their loyalty to the Dreaming. Usually held after dark,
outdoors in a forest or field, these clamorous events begin with
atorch-lit procession into the festival clearing. Everyone dresses
inlaered silks and leathers that cover their bodies from neck to
hoof. The dying satyr is at the end of the procession. As she
entes the clearing, the other satyr decorae her hair with

dance. Mortals whoare withina few miles, with Banality ratings
of 5 or lower, may sense the primal energy of the tragoidia and
find themselves aroused to dancing, sex, or love without even
realizing why.

Laughter and words of love punctuate the music as the
evening unfolds. Fine satyr-brew quenches thirsts and feeds the
flames of passion. Childlings run and play, dance and laugh.
Wilders flirt and grope, dance and tease. Grumps mostly share
tales from the guest of honor's life, taste the many beverages
offered, and exchange witticisms among themselves

the guestof honor finds herselfpresented
with every indulgence she could possibly wan. She may ke

strings of i her neck—symbolsoflife
m physical pleasure. They others draw designs on her face with
berry-juice dyesand putclover rings on her fingers. Once shehas
been adorned, all the other: crowd i
her on her long, wonderful life. They kiss and embrace her,
cheering all the while, pat her on the back and slap her on the
bottom. During this merrymaking, the music begins and all
there break into dance or song.

Everyone puts on their brightest face for this event, despite
the tragic occasion. They play and sing the calephetos or “Dance
of Death,” a song traditional to the tragoidia. Its many move-
ments last the entire night and eventually build the mood into
a fre on clothing begins to fall away, and the dances
become more erotic. Before long, many silken garments cover
the ground with a rainbow of color. The satyrs step upon them
or pick them up to swirl them and wrap one another as they

zy. S

any orall of them. Beautiful satyrs, both male and
femle, cesiehestwith caresse, nipsand whispéred woeds: Pralse

runs high for her and no one may criticize the dying one. The
others focus their attention on getting her to a peak of arousal
and keeping her there. She may choose someone or several
someones for a more intimate dance, which they perform in the
middle of the clearing. The event then becomes an uninhibited
orgy in honor of life and the satyr way of living it

As the sun begins to rise over the horizon, its gentle light
hits the sleeping bodies of the satyrs where they have collapsed
from real or pretended exhaustion. From among the entangled
limbs, the dying one emerges. She looks over her sleeping
friends, many of whom only feign to sleep as tradition dictates,
then she turnsand walks eastward into the rising sun. She never

returns. In this way, the grump can leave her life with one last
memory of s glory and passion.




SALEPHETOS:

DANKE OF DEATH, DANCE OF LIFE
The traditional music played at a tragoidia may not
sound like all one song, but it is. It begins with the
sorrowful dirge that calls for a Banality-ridden grump to
hoose b lifeanddeath. Th h 4

frustrating. An Unseelie satyr is treated like the black sheep of
the family in a Seelie tragos, and vice versa

A tragos usually has one central place where its members
meet and hang out. This locle could be somcone’s home, a

Idorapublic bar. Satyrsknowthat they can

find help, drink, fun or empathy at their home base.

The membership of some tragos is based on geographic
those satyrs living in a certain area o city belong

I

and is the most memorable, for it comes from the very
are passions. Throughout th

ments of this extended and diverse song, one chorus

repeats overand over. The actual verses of the calephetos

vary greatly, changing regularly as new ones get added

and old ones get forgotten, but the chorus remains the

to the tragos. Others are based on ideology or mission. These
tragos have members scattered about — around the world in
extreme cases — and usually work toward a common goal,
support one another and keep in regular contact despite the
distance.
Tragos-mates may fght and cary lfe-longgrudgesagais
but

of them,

same year after year: [t advises the satyrs to celebrate life
for soon the cycle will end. Shouts of encouragement,
usually accompanied with the raising of a glass in toast,
puncruate the lines.
The satyrs sing:
Cast off your shell.
Dance beneath the moon.
(Let's dance!)
Sing hi-dee-hi-dee-ho
and play a lively tune.
(Let's sing!)
Hear your heart pump
and feel your blood flow.
We're alive. We're in love
and dawn is coming soon.
(Let’s fuck!)

TRAGOS

In the dark time of the Inquisition, satyrs found safety in
numbers. They banded togetherand formed troupes of traveling
musicians and actors. In those days, as they continue to o, they
bounty hunters. These
groups became known as tragos. The word “tragos” comes from
remony associated with satyr-

protected one another from Banalicy

tragoidia,a form of Greek choric
plays, and the name given to the death-dance of a satyr.
Loosely organized and overseen by one or more w
grumps, tragos work like extended families, although family
members come and go on a regular basis. Each has its own
method of decision-making, thoug
democracy. Embracing an open-door policy, tragos welcome all
new sty nto theirfold without prejudic orjudgmenr. This
policyincl licand
tend to .\vm up into Seelie and Unseelie tragos, due to basic
philosophical differences, few ever turn away one of their own
kit merely because of her courtaffliation. They realize that the
protection oftheir ellow fae outweighs he ivaly hat exits
e two.. b , majority tend: a
and s satye In the minority finds geoup T more than  lile

ned

y use a version of

they stand together. Satyrs have an innate sense of loyalty to
their tragos, perhaps because tragos have historically been
crucial to satyr survival. Only under the most extreme circum-
satyr betray a tragos-mate in a life-or-death
situation. Whenever someone attacks, kills or severely injuresa
satyr, the perpetrator can expect a visit from the other tragos
members. And it won't be pretty.

The membersofa Jagreatdeal of
They have parties and make music. They have long deb |
make love. Sometimes, it seems that only a satyr can truly
understand the philosophy and feelings of another satyr. Since
these changelings get into trouble regularly and make enemies
tight and left among the other Kithain, they need the under-
standing shoulders of their fellow satyrs to cry on.

NIKOS OF THE NORTH
AND HIS TRAGOS

In the mi

stances will a

70, when people began to visit their shrinks
almost as often as they visited the bathroom, psychiatrists and
psychologists acquired a power that they did not have previ-
ously: trendiness. Housewives with addictions, businessmen

“abnormal” taking their places on the proverbial couch to
discuss their mothers and the dreams they never even shared
with their husbands, wives, or best friends. If you didn't have a
weekly appointment with the foremaost psychologist in town,
then you were a nobody.

A goodnumberof people were committed toasylums in the
705, and many of these doomed souls were there because they
spoke openly about their pre-Chrysalis visions and sensations.
More sane than the Banality-ridden doctors who committed
them, many mortals were incarcerated for relaying conversa-
tions with rabbits, visitations by unicorns, or other fantastic
events that they knew had happened yet refused to deny

During this time, a particularly remarkable satyr named
Nikos of the North noticed what was happening. Nikos' lover
died when he couldn’t rescue him from an asylum in time. This
 to swear that he would do all that
similar fate. He fought his way

incident gave Nikos a ca
he could to save others from a
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through school to earn a doctorate in psychiatry. No small task
— he had to combat the Banality that accompanied his studies
constandly. At night, Nikos lived like a wild man in order to
offset the insidious darkness that stalked him during the day. He
finally succeeded in finishing and took a job at the local mental
hospital

Nikos then founded a unique tragos known as Hippocrates’
Dream Warriors, or Hippies for shore. Many of the satyrs in the
tragos follow in Nikos' steps with his guidance and aid, though
notall have the strength and courage to endure. Those who get
t00 close to slipping into the Mists during their training with-
draw from the program and become supportersfor those who do
make it through

Hippies have taken positions in more than 30 mental
hospitals,institutions for the eriminally insane, and rest homes
across North America. They serve as guardians in some of the
most dangerous and horrific places, warching for those who
have been committed wrongfully. They search for people who
are not erazy, but who have merely glimpsed a bit of the world's
wonder and been misunderstood.

The hardest part of a Hippie's quest involves determining
whether a patient is truly insane or not. This process is not
always as cut-and-dry as one might imagine, especially consid-
ering that a few weeks in a mental institution itself could drive
a perfectly sane person mad. Once a patient’s sanity has been
confirmed s veritable, the guardian attempts to free her, De-
pending on a Hippie's position at the institute, this “freeing”
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might involve filling out some forms or staging a break-out.
Many Hippies go to outer limits and take extreme risks to save
people.

THE SAN FRANKISCO TRAGO$

Near the San Francisco wharf, a row of converted ware-
houses line a side street. A black-walled Goth bar lurks inside
one of them, behind an unmarked door. People hear about it by
word-of-mouth, and they come in droves on the weekends to
writhe on the dance floot and drink themselves into an altered
state of cognizance. The bar is known only as “that Goth club
down by the wharf,” since it has no name of its own.

The unisex bathrooms in “that Goth club” have large,
privatestalls and machines that dispense French ticklers. In the
hallway, a bondage X hangs on the wall
ankle straps worn with regular use. As the patrons enter, they

its leather wrist and

pass along counter where a Goth-child sells massage oils, body
paint, leather collars and harnesses, latex clothing and accesso-
ries, organic stimulants and fashionable condoms,

The club has evolved from a disco den in the ‘705 to a lair
of iniquity today. It houses a tragos of Unseelie satyrs who revel
in the dark creatures that their clubattracts. These satyrs inspire
the pretentious young Goths in their black leather and lace to
explore avenues of pleasure and pain that they didn’t know
existed. These moon satyrs have developed a rather hard-core

S&M crowd with whom they test their own limitations.
The club has its own house band, called Deviance, that




plays everyweekend
set the mood with hard-edged techno and industrial music
scooped up from the dark recesses of their souls. Deviance has
toleave the

hadseveral
club. Partying there every weekend has got to be more fun than
recording and rouring

THE DN TRAGOS

Nestled in the Florida Keys, a beach resort/nudist colony
provides a home for the largest tragos in the world. Known as
Eden, satyrs come from all around for vacation or to live there
permanently. The resort covers 10 square miles and offers
something for every taste.

Eden has its own economy, with retail and service shops of
all sorts run by residents. The Eden police and fire departments,
both volunteer forces of mortal and Kithain, keep the island
secure, and a small hospital handles emergencies. Eden has
temporaryand permanent housing and an hourlyshutcle o the
mainland. Unless health or safety
anyone can perform their duties nude, and many do.

Nudity at Eden is the norm rather than the exception.
Although no one is required to take off his clothing, the option
is there. And Eden residents don’t make a big deal of it either
way. Once a newcomer has been at the resort for a couple of
hours, the shock of seeing so many naked bodies performing
everyday activities wears off. People play nude volleyball, get
massages at the gym, and take mud-baths in the unisex spa.

This tropical paradise has all the standard attractions of an
island in the Caribbean: palm trees, white beaches, blue water,
coral reefs, and lots of sunshine. Large sections of the land
remain natural and undeveloped for those guests who wish to
“rough it.” One of the main attractions s Soliloquy Falls on the
south end of the island. It drops over 150 feet from the top of a
rockycliffintoadeep, wide lagoon. Satyrssun themselveson the
rocks and swim in the clear water, breathing in the heady
perfume of tropical flowers and watching the rainbows created
inthe mist rsing from the watetall.

InEd llasotherKithain.
Most of the mortals livmg here or visiting Eden are dreamers
who come at the invitation of their faerie muse. A large artist’s
colony occupies the northeastern corner of the island. No one
s excluded for any reason other than Banality. The arrival of

SPIDERWSB TEA ROOM

Deena Wanna, a sluagh originally from New York,
came to Eden in the early 90s on a short vacation and
she never left. She opened the Spiderweb Tea Room a
year later. Sluagh can share secrets while they drink
their rose-petal ea at the Spiderweb. Sayes visitthe
TeaR: e, though

not many returnasecond time. In the spiritof diversity,
the Eden Tragos gives Deena free reign over her estab-
lishment. All they ask is that she not harm anyone
without their permission.

SOCIAL ¢RACES

Because of their very natures, most satyrs don't blend well
in the stiff-necked facic courts. Their gritty sense of humor and
irreverent behavior offend noble sensibilities. Pinching the
baron's butt and peering into the countess’ cleavage doesn't
customarily earn them any brownie points either. Court politi
bore satyrs, and a bored satyr can alwaysfind something to liven
things up, whichis to the chagrin of those who take such courtly

opportunity toscope out potential lovers and to meddle in the
romantic business of others.

MAKHMAKER, MAT(HMAKik

he Cyranos of ey
thelr advice on matters of love as rcndlly as they lifta
draught of satyr-brew to their lips. These feisty change-
lings are consummate matchmakers and always on the
lookout for love-lom changelings and mortals. With
the intent of advancing the cause, they take on projects.
Many young changelings become indebted to satyrs
who ghost-write love poetry for them or whao cleverly
amange a coincidental meeting at the right place and
time. A satyr’

comedy as he drops well-placed rumors and carefully
manipulates affections.

|
[

U 1 but they maystayas long
they d ha Indeed, 1 1
ey donotcaselamtouyone ndedsevnl el ¢ <) [ (OLIRT

tric of the faeries.

Defenders of !he romamlc, Seelie satyrs cling to lhc

treat
and cowards with the utmost contempt. Although they do not
proclaim their honor as loudly as the sidhe or the trolls, their
philosophies parallel the Seelie Code. The preservation of
Glamour is as important to these sunshine satyrs as are their

lives.

Seclie satyrs have a unique perspective of honor. They
don't care for the pomposity of chivalrous codes and knighly
ethics, but they do embrace a philosophy of respect for other
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beings. Oaths and promises are even more sacred to them than
to most other kith. For this reason, they rarely swear them. For
asatyr to promise fealty or swear an oath, she must truly mean
it. Other Kithain may stand by an oath out of a sense of honor,
but they don'talways abide by it because they ruly mean it in
their hearts. Sunsh theirword h
deep inside themselves, truly want the oath, and stand by it to
the end.

Many of the other kith claim that satyrs are untrustworthy
because they refuse to join oatheircles regularly. Others don’t
understand the honor in the refusal and don't always appreciate
the importance when a satyr does swear an oath. Satyrs them-

when the object of their ire has fragile sensibilities.

Of course, all satyrs are individuals and their personalities
vary greatly. Knightly saryrs exist, as do those interested in
courtly politics. They may each express them in their own ways,
but when it comes down to bare bones, Seelie satyrs all follow
the same principles of respect, freedom and honesty.

THE LINS$ELIS COLIRT

Moon satyrs have chosen the dark path that leads to the
exploration of their passions. Much more deviant than their
Seelie cousins, they do not prescribe to manners, tact, or
resraing Unseclle satyes can be quite dangerous due o theic

selves rarely request an oath from another changeling, be it the
Oath of Clasped Hands, the Oath of Truchearts, or any other.
Tragos are never bound togeher by such o of loyalty.
Satyrs feel thar b part
of thei freedom, which they love more than anything, taken
away. Repudiation s the more honorable choice.

Love is a motivating force for these Kithain. They believe
in true love with utmost sincerity and spend most of their lives
secking it and encouraging it i others. Satyrs may go through
many lovers in a very brief time in their quest for their one true
love. Any wrong can be forgiven when commitred for true love.
Where satyr love goes, sex follows close behind, although this
correlation is not always the case. Despite what other kith say
about them, many Seelie satyrs prefer the surge of love to the
rush of sex and oftentimes have the most passionate platonic
relationships.

Each of e faerie kith has its own definition of beauty. The
same applies to satyrs. Whereas the sidhe may find beauty in the
curve of an ear or the crystalline structure of a freehold, and a
nocker may gaze in wonder at a chimerical canon, a satyr tends
to seek beauty in more carchly places. The glimmer of sweat
between his lover's breasts may drawa sigh the creamy head on
a fesh glas of satyr-brew may make him smile. The skipping
dance of musical notes s they flow from his flute may carry him
away and the laugher of a faun may make him pause in his
conversation. Satyrs revere these things. Though their defini-
tion of beauty may differ from that of the other kith, satyrs are
n0 less dedicated to its protection and appreciation.

Long in memory and honest gratitude, satyrs never forget a
debt. Though they interpret the Seclic Codea bit more liberally
than some of the other kith do, they always return a favor with
a favor. Satyrs do not do this, however, out of a sense of
responsibility, but out of a good-natured desire to return a
Kindness. A satyr very seldom repays a debt with the same gifc
that was given. They donotfeel obligated to speak an oath that
they did not request, however, they find some other way to
acknowledge and reciprocate the act.

By the same token, satyrs return aslight with aslighe. Their
vengeance is immediate and poignant. They don’t bother with
grudges that last: Life is too short. Seelie satyrs instead enact
their revenge and then their anger is put aside. Creative and
without inhibition, satyr counter-strikes usually involve the
humiliation of their target and hit very close to home, especially
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ywant, they take itand
mhellw\thanyonewhﬂgetshumn the process. Driven by urges
that rise up from deep within them, they exercise lttle control
over their impulses and let their passions move them. The
heyseckonly power
and personal gatifcation. The Dreaming has urned s ack on
them and now it every satyr for himself. Glamour, to these
Kithain, holds no special significance except as a means to an
end, the goals being survival and power.

Unseeliesatyrsdon't givea damn about the Unseelie Code,
though they naturally follow the philosophies behind it. With-
out actually claiming any form of allegiance to the code, they
uphold and propagate it. They believe that the ability to adapt
and change is crucial to their survival. Abhorring weakness and
cowardice of any sort, Unseelie satyrs often inject chaos where
it does not exist normally. They gain enormous pleasure from
watching other changelings fail to rise to the challenge. Al-
though they don't put it into words, they seem to feel that it is
their duty to test and teach their fellow facries about adversity,
danger and loss. Moon satyrs know that nothing lasts forever
and enjoy making sure that others find this out as well.

As long as there are mortals, there will be Glamour galore.
Unseclie satyrs have acquired an attitude of superiority with
regard to mortals. They view mortals like mortals view cows,
nothing more than a source of the sweetest cream for their
consumption. They tip them over in the fields when bored and
steal their Glamour when they feel the urge.

Unseelie contempt for the concept of honor is strong
among these satyrs. They have no need for rules or chivalric
codes to know how to act. They scorn honor, which they view
5. attempt by the Secle nobiliy o contol thei behavior,
dbythe
Scellc Kithain. Independent to the extreme, Unseelie satyrs
listen only to their instincts and keep self-preservation at the
top of their list of goals. Moon satyrs are even less likely to take
an oath than Seelic saryrs. Although more than honor binds a
changeling to her oath, these promises are founded on a prin-
ciple of giving. Compromise is unacceptable. For this reason,
few Unseelie satyrs stay with Seclie tragos for long. Their own
tragos form out of the need for protection from Banality. Even
Unseelie satyrs, who are basically social crearures, need the
company of their fellow fae to hold back the dark tide that is
spreading across the world.




Free spirits, these satyrs live via their passions. Thus, they
take each momentata time and follow their instincts no matter
what the consequences. Philosophically, they believe that todo
otherwise s to deny their very being. To live by rules imposed
on them is to betray themselves. Unseelie satyrs claim that the
only true guide down the right path is their primal instinct and
allelse i a lie. Freedom comes with the release of all inhibition,
fear and conscience. Death, so unpredictable, cuts life short no
matter when it comes, so Unseelie satyrs try to cram as much as
s hatlictle time they dexpect Is
to do the same. Nothing else matters. They have no sympathy
for those who do not play by the same rules.

- THESHADOW <OLIRT

Most Unseelie satyrs who know that the Shadow Court
exists see it as just another group of nobles trying to tell them
how to behave. They discount this court as just another feeble
attempt to take over the fac and rule them with regulations
designed to suit the courts needs. Unseclie satyrs ignore the

Shadow Court as they go about their own concem of self-
gratification.

Afew satyrs, however, have become involved in the politi-
cal maneuverings of the Shadow Court. They participate only
because it allows them to pursue their particular dark passions
more easily — with a chaotic cause to sweeten the pot. Moon
satyrs with a penchant for assassination, thievery, and black
intrigue join the Shadow Courtfor the opportunity it gives them

to explore their passions. Many are drawn in by the secretive
nature of the court,like moths toa flame. They enjoy being part
of such a sinister, subversive group.

Contraty to what i critics say, the Shadow Court encour-
ages its satyrs to push the limits of their passions. Thus, court
satyrs follow their instincts with total abandon, often on the
verge on the lossof reason and living in a perpetual Living Time.
These changelings are among the most dangerous of all the fae,
forthey abide by no rulesand donot know the meaning of mercy
or restraint. Some of the more blatant breaches of the Escheat
are often traced back to these wild creatures.

OPINIONS, TAKS "¢M OR LEAVE "M

Satyrs freely offer their opinions about everything. They
are among the most opinionated of all the changeling kith.
Satyrs judge their fellow fae by physical attractiveness, sense of
humor, wit, and tolerance. Their live-and-et-liveatitudes lead
them to ignore those kith who annoy them or fall short in their
eyes. Why bother with the throw-backs when there are so many
beautiful catches to be had?

BOGGANS

Industrious to a faul, boggans have little patience for play,
a fact that satyrs find somewhat disturbing. Satyrs sit back and
watch as the chubby little homebodies flit here and there getting
things done. Whenever a boggan passes by, satyrs cross their

fingers and whisper a tongue-in-check protection against the




contagion that causes these changelings to work so diligently,
“No cooties. I'm safe.”

Nevertheless, satyrs realize the utility of the boggan gossip
network; they use it on a regular basis to spread rumors to aid in
their romantic maneuverings. Unbeknownst to them, boggans
often serve as tools to encourage lovers to unite. A well-placed
word reaches its target eventually and furthers the cause of
romance.

Unseelie satyrs, surprisingly, have even less respect for
these fae than their Seelie cousins do. They find no redeeming
qualities in boggans other than asa source of amusement. There
is nothing quite as satisfying as disturbing a boggan’s work with
rude comments, gestures and advances. Moon satyrs take great
pleasure in tormenting them, and to seduce a Seelie boggan into
bed isamajor coup. Unseelie boggans don't offer much to satyrs
either; they deal in information and other contraband, but their
1 ke it barels sotiate with them,

£HU

Seelie satyrs and eshu make interesting bed-fellows. When
these two kith meet, sparks fly. The eshu’s love of travel,
adventure and excitement blends perfectly with the satyr's love
of fun. As traveling partners, these two kith invariably spawn.
tales that resound for years. Satyts have somewhat of a fascina-
tion for eshu and will often follow them around in search of
excitement. In addition, satyrs enjoy the eshu’s storyeelling
ability, though they can rarely sic still long enough to hear the
whole thing.

Eshu and satyrs share a common love: freedom. It draws
them together more effectively than any other aspect of their
personalities. The eshu understand satyr phil
any other kith, a fact that has endeared them to the saryrs
Furthermore, the eshu's faith in their destiny and their willing-
ness to follow their instincts gives them another bond with
satyrs. Though they both differ in many ways,the eshu andsatyrs
have a great deal in common.

ophybetrerthan

Nor do Unseelie satyrs find much fault with these exotic
fae. Although they claim that Seelie eshu only pretend to
embrace freedom while coveting the noble s
admire the Unseelie eshu for their complete abandon of all
conscience and pretense.

NOCKERS

Satyrs find little redeeming value in machines and the
nockers'fascination with gadgetsis lost on them. Although they
can appreciate good craftsmanship and they realize that there is
passion inanocker's creations, they feel that nockers waste their
time with things when they should be paying more attention to
people. Sunshine satyrs have given up on nockers and don’t
bothertotry tobringthemoutof theiranal-retentiveshells. The
flack they get when they attempt to distract a nocker with fun
or romance only makes them angry. Even a nocker’s indepen-
dent spirit doesn't raise satyr opinion of him, since he seeks to
be different merely for the sake of being different and not out of
any desire for adventure or experience.

ats in court, they




Only onething redeems nockers inthe eyes of sayrs: their

undls:emmg Sublety is lost on the mumbv.rs of this knh .md a

ability o
own a nocker-made lyre, drum or pipe is a thing of pride.
Instruments created by facries of this kith can take whatever
punishment a satyr inflicts upon it and still retain its perfect
tone. A satyr does nearly anything in order to possess such a
treasure.
Among moon satyrs, nockers have a reputation as stodgy
b T

been turned off by nocker reactions to their torment, but rather
find encouragement in how easily they can rile one up. Seclic
nockers seem particularly easy to anger with their pretentious
pride and styling, whereas Unseelie nockers sometimes enjoy
the games satyrs play with them. Teasing an Unseelie nocker
can prove to be dangerous, though few satyrs pass up the
opportunity.

POOKA

Satyrs have an odd love-hate relationship with pooka.
They appreciate a pooka’s carefree atitude and love of fun,
however, they find pooka speech confusing and annoying.
Trying tofigure out what a pooka means every time he opens his
mouth frustrates satyrs. They don’t want to work that hard.
With ach pasing momeer, bis atience dwindles Pooka sense

d, thus Most

atyr
nal suggestions. I takes all the fun out of the game when you
have to hit your target over the head with a mallet to get them
to realize that you're trying to help them become fulfilled
romantically.

There is partying, and then there is partying with a redcap.
Unseelie satyrs, unlike their sunshine cousins, appreciate the
redcaps’ violent streak. Their interest in members of this kith
often verges on obsession as they try to emulate the abandon
with which redcaps act. They wonder what it would be like o
bite the top off a bottle beer and swallow the glass, though few
dare to attempt it.

SIDHE

The beauty of the sidhe calls to satyr hearts like sweet
pollen artracts a bee. Despite themselves, Seelie satyrs find it
difficult to resist sidhe nobility, grace and physical perfection.
‘The chemistry between these two kith could ignite a whole city
As different as they are in philosophy and goals, or perhaps
because of that, they find themselves magnetically attracted to
one another.

i B

understand th
sidhe understand satyrs. Many sayes spend thir livs ying o

satyrs and pooka alike find it best to just avoid one another.
Though satyrs never admit it, they have always been
somewhat jealous of the pooka ability o shapechange. Caught
between forms, satyrs have often theorized that, in the most
ancient days, they may have had the abilit but lost it some-
the way. Among th thereare
those who claim that the pooka sole the satyrs’ shapechanging
magie Of course, most satyrs thinks his s gost crp.
The Unseelie view pook 1d

I Mickey Finn, tonoavail; they cannot
comprehend the noble responsibilicy that weighs so heavily
upon thesidhe —nor,dothey really care to. All saryrs ruly want
is to be allowed to look at them and maybe slecp in their beds
from time to time.

Fromthe U
whose affections are there for the manipulating. Even moon
satyrs very seldom take advantage of the attraction berween
theirown Kithand the sidhe inorder o conrol courly poliics,

their own amusement, especially the cute and cuddly Seelie
ones. To pluck the whiskers from a rabbit pooka, or introduce a
cat pooka to the joys of tail-swinging....Now, thats fun. Moon
satyrs don't even care for Unseelie pooka. These dark change-
lings have a cruel sense of humor, yes, but they haven’t mastered
theartof violence for the sake of violence. The sorrow that lurks
just under the pookaskin disgusts Unseelie satyrs. They sce itas
aform of weakness that this changeling kith never quite breaks
free of their sadness in order to openly experience joy

REDCAPS

These violent changelings unnerve sunshine satyrs. They
belong to the only kith whose passions run deeper and more
primal than the satyrs’ own. Because of his, they hold a certain
fascination for satyrs. When partying, saryrs keep a wary eye on
redcaps, especially when the Gift of Pan sings through their
masic. Only Zeus knows what effect it has on them.

Although they give redcaps a wide berch, satyr eyes often
stray to these enigmatic Kithain. Many Seelie satyrs wish
secretly that they could live as freely, without care for the
opinions of others, and yet they view redcaps as crass and

however. Poli 4 toth fmaking
asidhe cry; those crystalline tears sparkle as they run down that
perfect cheek. In Unseelie sidhe, on the other hand, dark satyrs
find their match. These facries cannot be broken as casily as the
others. Rather, they can dish it out asreadilyas theirsatyr lovers

SLUAGH

Sty especially o he Seclie variey, havelle in con-
mon luagh lurk
awarped deflnltmn of fun. Rarely do satyrs set their romantic
sights on a sluagh, though it has been known to happen. Some
patient satyrs can bring the sluagh from their hiding places o
share in excellent conversation, though this is very uncomman.
More often than not, the satyr has some information that the
sluagh wants and the friendship ends once she gets it

Because these two kith remain so removed from one an-
other, satyrs feel litele antagonism toward sluagh. Only in rare
instances, when they have butted heads or inadvertently aided
oneanother, do these changelings even give the othera second
thought. Satyrs avoid tuming their pranks and fun-loving ways
on the sluagh, not because they fear repercussions, rather,
because they get such unsatisfactory responses from the creepy
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changelings. Every once in a while, a satyr finds herself fascs
nated by the font of knowledge that sluagh seem to have.
Unfortunately, she is usually sorely disappointed when the
sluagh doesn't share his secretsas readily as the satyr would like.

Unseeliesatyrsrevel in theirextroversion, whereas Unseclie
sluagh revel in their isolation. This difference creates a basic
conflict between the two. Moon satyrs find the sluagh revolting,
although their revulsion, in and of itself, has the effect of
drawing satyr attention to the sluagh. They watch these shad-
owy Kithain from a distance, never daring to get too close, but
fascinated to see what the sluagh pulls out of their sleeves nex.

TROLLS

The unyielding nature of trolls offends satyr sensibilities.
Seelie satyrs find troll self-righteousness distasteful. Honor is
one thing, but when a changeling goes around with her nose in
theair because herideals are higher than everyone else’s, there’s
a problem. The one saving grace is that trolls deserve the right
to act mightier-than-thou, because they are. Despite their
tightness, their lack of emotion and their superior attitudes,
trolls have earned the respect of the saryr kith.

Satyrs actually place trolls above all other kith aside from
their own. They know better than to press their luck when
teasing a troll and, out of respect, keep their fun at the expense
of these great warriors to a minimum. They attempt to emulate
the trolls’ courage and followa troll into battle withouta second

thought. If only the big lugs loosened up a bit and learned to
have some fun, they might find that they could leam something
from satyrs as well.

Unseclie satyrs cannot see past the stuffy exterior to the
passion that boils inside Seelie trolls. They don’t even appreci-
ate a troll's lack of fear because, as they say, it's only another
symptom of their emptiness and lack of emotion. To them, a
Seelie troll is nothing more than a lackey for whatever noble she
elie trolls.

serves. The same holds true for Uns

GALLAIN

Satyr opinions vary severely — between individuals and
depending on what day it is. The only constant is the satyr's
willingness to express them at every opportunity, sometimes
without being asked and certainly without filtering. As a satyr
enters her grump years, her feelings become tempered by knowl-

edge and wisdom. For this reason, the opinions expressed below
are from a Seelie grump perspective. Wilders and childlings
bredly judge these arshly, as Uns

do.

NLNNgHI

From the beginning, satyrs have always preferred the forests
and open spaces to cities. This propensity has brought them in

contact with the Nunnehi on many occasions. Fortunately for

them, several factors haveallowed them to remain at peace with
the Native American changelings. Primary among these factors
is the satyr connection to nature. Their love of the land and its
creatures forged a link between them and the Nunnehi that the




other kith have never shared. Satyrs always work hard to
preserve the natural landscape rather than tear it down to build
scandalous structures. Naked and primal, satyrs live as the
Nunnehi themselves do, in harmony with the wild

Because satyrs prefer to live in groups also contributed to
the ease of their relations with the Nunnehi. They didn't take
up much space. Although they often moved in and squatted on
Nunnehi territory, they rarely took more than one small grove
in the forest, which went a long way toward smoothing ruffled
feathers. Satyrs have always understood that they are the iner-
lopers. When they moved from Greece to the British Isles, it was

the same. Asiving in the west, they advanced slowly and
lyandsl

pped into th
sively as possible.
stly,

remain neutral in the war with the Nunnehi. They fight only to

protec themselves and even fose up n supportofthe naive
Jevidence of oppression by th

European invaders. All creatures, in their opinions, deserve to

live freely as they please. At times, this belief created tension

between hemmselves andthe cours, buttheysuck by their .

Still, they tread afine | own relations

PRODIGALS
VAMPIRES

These vile creatures drink blood, and as if that weren't
enough, they e dead. Sayes avoid the Kindred likethe plague
rhcy are. Anyth

political bastard Iy b
of ‘e nes eating awy at the world. Even the worst of the
| compare in foul

(ha( feed on mortals. Satyrs find no redeeming quality in
vampires whatsoever. They take any opportunity to disgrace,
harm or even destroy them, though they understand the danger
in doing so. Vampires are an affront to all that satyrs believe in
and hold dear.

WEREWOLVES

Satyrs have long been aware of the existence of the Garou
and work in concert with them to protect the wilds, that which
the werewolves call Gaia. In particular, satyrs have a special
connection with the Fianna they learned of them shortly afcer
their move from Grecce tothe Britich ses. Saryrs undersand

with the Nunnehi neutral so that they offend neither side.

$ELKIES

Satyrs, beingfirmland-lubbers, have had litcle contact with
selkies. From time o time, however, these enigmatic Gallain
pull a drenched and drowning satyr from the ocean, thus,
indebting the satyr to them. These incidents have instilled a
deep respect in satyrs for these water-loving fae. An unspoken
agreement exists between them and most satyrs aid the selkies
whenever the situation arises.

Although the two kith have few things in common, they do
share a love for nature. More often than not, they run into one
another at the shore while esponding o an ecological disaster.

of Garou betrer than an of the ocher kith and
thus understand the danger that an enraged werewolf presents
tall in its path. They treat these prodigals with the utmost
respect, unless they are partying together, in which case, all bets
ate off

MAGES

As with the Garou, satyrs first met the Verbena among the
rolling hills of the British Isles, though for a long time, they did
not understand that these mages represented more than just
high priests and priestesses of the mortal tribes. Magick means
nothing to satyrs, since they define it as cantrips that mortals
have learned to cast. It gives them hope that such people have
learned to use Glamour, rather than denying it out of existence.

atyrsfind o the way onefinds
3 tger engaging Satyrs not only recognize the szength and
wisdom of he selkies, but they al: hat th

that make them attractive t the same time make them danger-
ous

INANIMAS

Satyrs have a long history with nymphs, dryads and other
Inanimae. For centuries, satyrs have mingled with these beauri-
ful creatures of nature, making friends and enemics, in the hills
of Greece and in the forests of the British Isles. They share a
certain fondness for one another and indubitably rise up to the
other's defense.

With this history, however, also comes some issues. More
than one tale tells of how a satyr rejected a nymph or dryad's
advances. The Inanimae, if nothing else, never forget a slight
and never miss an opportunity for revenge. A satyr who runs
acrossanymph, forexample, mustremainalert or signs that the
Other-

wise, she might find herself hanging from a giant oak tree or
drawn into the murky waters of a lake,

atyr relatively ignorant of mages and their ways, since
even the most friendly of the Verbena spend far too much time

in their chantries.

WRAITHS

Some poor souls never move on to where they should, and
theyfind themselves wandering the mortal realm looking for the
lfe they lost and now regret. Satyrs don't find it erribly
surprising

the factthat satyes Lve el v ives sl Lgens the
changelings that someone died without having finished their
life’s goals, but their own helplessness makes them put it out of
their mindsand move on. Besides, they don’t mind an audience

indif the gh vicariously livingbeing, the

who better o choose than a satyr?

considering
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SATYRS. OF

B ReNOWN

Retum, Limplore thee, clad in thy milk-white tunic. Ah, what intense
desire attends thy beauteous form. No woman could not but tremble at its
seduction.

— Sappho, Grecian poctess, called “The Tenth Muse” by her

GUILE GENTRY

Throughout the ages, many satyrs have left their mark on
the world, both figuratively and lterally, but few have had their
tales spread as widelyas Guile Gentry. This rambunctious wilder
lives by a rather ribald code of ethics that lands him in some
interesting situations with the most unexpected partners. Guile
has broken hears in every court he has ever visited, including
that of (or so it is rumored) the famous troll warrior Déanna ap
Guwydion, the feared Unseclie sluagh Cora Crankiss, and even
the snooty Sir Prime, who is High King David's special sidhe
emissary to the Kingdom of the White Sands.

Guile’s Casanova-esque ways have eamed him the nick-
name “Firestarter,” for wherever he goes, he ignites desire and
the situation usually tums ugly. He bears the nickname with
prideand endeavors tolive up to it whenever possible. Guile has
honed theart of courting toa azor-sharp edge and wieldsic with

With this talent, heslicesopen
the target of his affscuons © (hn e can play with thir inner-

Guile'sper distic, but Guile
believes in it purely He is convinced that in ordr for a person
perience loss. Thus, hewoos

his pa.mmunul they have a deep and needy love for him, then
{5€°98  without warning or sympathy, he leaves them outright
Guile insists that he is providing a great service to his fellow fae.
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The eshu tell the story of a young satyr who fell so deeply in
love that his heart broke completely in two when his lover left
him. In the tale, the satyr mourned for a year and a day — the
time he would have been with his lover had they married.
During this sorrowful time, he refused o let his heart improve,
50 it healed wrong — in two pieces. On the next day, the satyr
left home with a mission conceived in a heart divided by lost
love. Many eshu claim that thissatyr is Firestarter, though Guile
refuses to acknowledge or refute these assertions. If this s true,
then it must be the lingering pain that makes each of his new
adventures so wonderfully bittersweer.

NIKO$ OF THE NORTH

Born to a Native American family in the northern reaches

of Nova Scotia, Nikos grew up in poverty. He was the child of
i 1

have suffered greatly in his youth if it had not been for his four
brothersand twosisters,all older than he. The eldest was nearly
11 years older than Nikos. Al of his siblings helped around the

house, raised the younger children, went to school and worked
jobstokeep food in theirstomachs. Nikos loved his brothersand
sisters dearly. He learned from them the porential power of
working together as a team and the imporc of being there forone
another. This positivity eventually gave Nikos the foundation
he needed to form his tragos.

Through puberty, the high Banality of his surroundings
continued to delay Nikos’ Chrysalis. During his senior year,
Nikos wona scholarship to a prestigious medical college, where

heard the purest, most magical sound as he was walking by an
open window where Lucien was playing piano and singing; he
stood outside the window for an hour, just listening in wonder-
ment. When the music stopped, Nikos felt the los
physical wound. He turned to go, dejected.

Fortunately, he had been spotted by a pooka friend of
Lucien’s. Lucien, the satyr, left his apartment building just in

Nikos. Their

inseparable from that moment on. In short, Nikos awakened to
his fae mien and Lucien guided him through his Chrysalis. The
story of the two, their romance, and the love they shared has
spread throughout the facrie kingdom. Unfortunately, it ends
with the tragic death of Lucien at the hands of a Dauntain.

The victim of a cruel trap, Lucien was kidnapped and
Iocked up in an insane asylum. He stayed there for three weeks
before any of his tragos-mates could find him. By the time they
reached him, he had slipped into the Mists and into mortal
insanity far beyond rerieval. His faerie soul passed on shortly
thereafter.

The loss of his lover wounded Nikos decply and, thus,
changed his life forever. Horrified that he couldn't find or help

like a

Lucien in time, Nikos vowed to make it his goal to free any
others who might become |nsmununal|~=d accndenmll\ or
b

otherwise. Nikos

was amazed at the conditions, the nervosa, and the number of
changelings trapped there because they didn'tfit into “normal®
society. He got his degree finally and accepted a job working in
the local asylum, and over time, Nikos formed his own tragos —
Hippocrates’ Dream Wiarriors — of satyrs whao shared his vision
and goals.

DOCSAMHAINTHA

Sam experienced her Chrysalis later than normal, while in
high school. Unfortunately, the trauma and her subsequent
reaction landed her in a drug rehabilitation program at the area
mental hospital. Yet fortunately, Sam’s new psychologis diag-
nosed her “problem” more accurately than her previous doctor
had. He was also a satyr, Nikos of the North. Nikos became
Sam's mentor and she followed in his footsteps eventually to
become the most prominent of Hippocrates’ Dream Warriors.

Sam studied psychology at Stanford Universicy along with
several other members of her tragos. Evenings and weekend:
when she wasn't studying, she romped and played with her
mates in a never-ending stream of sensuality that kept her
Glamour in tact, dg;p,u the banal subject matter of her course

hechose tostudy the field of psychology because of the p
his mother and father mffcnd A strong desire to change the

load. After
failed through inattention, Sam graduated finally with her

heb through his cours The Banality
of the subject matter f.m}m put off his Chrysalis, almost
indefinitely, until Nikos met someone who tumed his life
around: He fell in love with Lucien Montreaux, an attractive
young man from Lucerne, France. Lucien had come to the
United States to study music, for he had talent and a beautiful
voice to match. Nikos swore for many ears that his love for
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psychology. And she then left her tragos to workin
a Seattle mental institution; her misery was lightened only by
the knowledge that she was a warrior of the Dreaming

In the years since, Sam has rescued berof
changelings and mortal dreamers from a fate worse than death.
She, like her fellow Hippocratians, or Hippics, braves the
frightening dreams of the truly insane and the dangerous theo-



through his park late at night. Then he met Giselle.

Giselle, elie satyr, stole Rabid Frank’s heart. He fol-
lowed her unseen for months and her beauty tamed the be:
him. When he gathered the courage to finally approach Giselle,
the adoration in his eyes won her over. She, attracted by his pure
raw energy, allowed him to court her and, on one cold, starry
night in the park, they became lovers. Still, he and Giselle had
too many differences. She dressed in silks and played courtier to
the baron. Frank lived in an abandoned sewer entry tunnel,
didn’tdressatalland never lost the beast inside him entirely. He
turned his violentattacks onto drug dealers and other criminals,

trying to ease his fruseration in a manner that pleased Giselle —
but the stories of his rages and uncontrollable urges continued
to spread

Now in his grump years, Rabid F
what, though he and Giselle stll lead separate lives. They meet
every Friday at midnight under the giant oak in the park. They
rompand talk and play until dawn, neither one mentioning

nk has calmed some-

creaks in Frank’s joints and bones nor the distance that some-
times slips across his eyes. They both know
that, someday soon,

iselle will wait alone

beneath the giant oak.

ries of the psychiatrists in order to rescue those like herself,
whose only crime i tosense the world’s more magical aspects.
Sam takes her responsibilities very seriously, including that
she must pursue her own passions all the more actively in
order to stave of the Banality that threatens her continu-
ously. She lives on the edge, fighting nervosa by day and
dancing, singing and making love by night. The legends
of Sam's deeds continue to expand and inspire others to
greatness

RABI> FRANK

On chill Autumn nights, childlings gather
around the balefires to hear spooky stories that
make them gasp, shrick and gigele with

nervous tension and fear. Fewof these
stories make them glance over their
shoulders like the ones about Rabid
Frank do. His legend has spread far
and wide

In a park in New York, Rabid
Frank supposedly scalks the night looking for vic-
tims. f the tales are correct, he eats children, tears
joggers limb from limb and rapes at least one
woman each night. Of course, the stories exagger-
ate a bit, though they succeed in their goal of
warning childlings away from the dan-

gerous places in the city
It i true that, in his prime,

the Unseelie satyr took bestial

pleasute in terrorizing lone run-

ners, frightening secretaries who chose short-

cuts to get home, and harassing anyone else wandering




JASON "WALKIN" CAMSRON

One remarkable grump satyr oversees the Eden Tragos. He
got his nickname from a phrase he uses to describe himself; he
saysthat he's a“walkin, falkin’, jive-talkin’ bad-ass.” His fellow
tragos-mates respect him enormously and go to the wire for him
withoutasecond thought. Walkin proposed the ideaof the Eden
resort in 1976 and funded the purchase of the island later that
decade. Ever since, he has been the motivating force behind
Eden. Residents of Eden attribute the origin of the phrase
“Edenistic philosophy” to Walkin. It means toalways live lifeon
the edge, to push for perfection, without fear and without
inhibition. An important aspect of the Edenistic philosophy,
however, involves mutual consent. Walkin may try anything
once, but he does nothing against the will of another. He says
that this one distinction separates the philosophy from hedo-
nism.

Walkin celebrated his 55th birthday recently. For some
time, he has felt his grump years weighing on him. Only his
tesidence in Eden has kept him from slipping ino the Mists

den was his Titkeensh gfromslippin

away. Many of his tragos-mates eye him with worry, however,
they know that before long, the old graybeard will call for his
tragoidia.

SIR $TA SLINBSAM,
THE GIANT SLAYSR

Eta grew up in a small, rural town in the Midwest and
experienced her Chrysalis at eight-years old. She came from a
family of strong women and, encouraged by her mortal mother,
adopted a feminist philosophy before she was even old enough
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o date. Especially talented in athletics and armed melee, Exa
learned quickly from her mentor and was soon teaching wilders
older than herself how to fight with a sword. Her changeling
friends and the other satyrs in her tragos praised her abilities
constantly. Eta could hold her own in a wrestling match with
Krok the troll and could best Quasar the nocker at sword-play
Her passion was her body and the strength she felt coursing
through her when she fought, or ran, or just exercised.
Ealefthert her 18th birthday tosee the world
and to find a quest worthy of her skills. She traveled all over the
country, making a name for herself by combating chimera,

She offered her ser-

Dauntain and unruly Unseelie criminals.
vices to whichever baron whose lands she was traversing, and
they nearly always had some minor quest that required her
attention.

Several years later, Eta found herself standing before High
King David. She had single-handedly killed the giant, Maul,
who was a chimera of incredible power. Because of this fear, the
High King deemed her worthy of knighthood. The story of that
day still graces many courtly gatherings, drawing laughter and
cheers from those who hear the tale. And, after the ceremony
and the oathi

One young sidhe approached Exa, “Dearest Lady Exa, would
you honor me with this dance?”

Eta had joined everyone in celebration.

Eta would have agreed without hesitation normally. This
time, however, she drew back herfistand punched th !
in the face. As the young sidhe sat there on the floor, blinking

up at Eta in disbelief, she explained to him calmly that she was
not “Lady Eta,” but “Sir Eta.
dared tocall her anything other than that and, thus, she opened
the way for other female knights to bear the title *Sir” with
pride.

From that day forward, no one




ASPHALT J0¢Y

Legend has it that Asphalt Joey's first cradle was a guitar
Bornand raised in th

of Kentucky, Joey learned to play and sing from his grandfather,
afamous blues man called Booker T. Black. Joey's soulful songs
have made him famous throughout the world, for they inspire

case lined withababy bla

intense emotion in whomever hears them

Asphalt Joey earned his nickname when he hitchhiked
across the country, sowing his wild oats. He wanted to experi-
ence the real, gritty world and learn about life first-hand. The
story of his trip read like that Jack Kerouac novel. And many of
these experiences found their way into his music, and his songs
tell the tales of the many people he met, the places he saw and
the adventures he had

In recent years, on the edge of grumphood, Joey has settled
down in Chicago. With the proceeds from his last record
contract, he bought a club in the downtown area that he aptly
calls“Joey’s.” A plaque on the wall near the entrance proclaims
the club motto: “At Joey's, the drinks are cheap, the women are
easy and the music makes you want both.”

RED CHARLOTTE

Red bears a striking resemblance to Mae West, with her
feminine curves and sexy moves. Her voice, low and deep,
strokes one’s ears. Dressed in hersilkenlingerie, Red sits behind
her desk at Fantasies Inc. and talks unreservelly on the phone

with potential clients.

Some call her a high-class madame. Others call her a
purveyor of dreams. Red prefers to think of what she does as
fulfilling fantasies. Her company, Fantasies Inc., advertises on

late-night cable with, “When was the last time you talked to.a
hot, beautiful woman? Call now and share your wildest dreams
with one of the hot ladies of Fantasy Inc. We're waiting to talk
toyou.” Many of Red's clients get no further than steamy phone
sexwith the women in her employ; from time to time, however,
a caller catches Red's attention with a particularly enticing
fantasy. Th

Red, along with several other satyrs that work with her,
choose “projects” from among the lonely souls that call the
hotline. Each one requires unique attention, but Red's goal is
always to fulfill his fantasies and draw him from his cocoon of
fear, loneliness and guilt. Like a well-trained team of spies, Red
and her colleagues move in, scout the target, and set up their
plan. Then, when the time is right, they strike,

Previous g man from Ohio whofeared
women because he thought himselfas ugly. By the time Red was
nightof the
week. And a recently divorced man from Arkansas, who had

 lucky customers win a prize

done with him, he had a woman on each arm eve

already resigned himself to a life alone, found love in the arms
of his secretary after Red worked her magic. And the manager
of a convenience store in LA. gained a new career when Red
“inspired” him to bring his cross-dressing “out of the closet” and
onto the stage, becoming the hottest new sensation on the club
scene

Red's clients never knew what hit them. She approaches
each case differently; sometimes she sends in one of her team to
seduce the client, using chimera to produce a specal effect and
teach a lesson; or Red encourages events to go in a certain
direction withcleveruse ofcantrips. The 900 numbermore than
funds her work and she takes an average of two cases per month.
The joy of bringing newfound freedom to a client makes it all
worchwhile for Red and her team
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O all the majestic, mythical creatures in the world, none has touched owr
heartsin quite the same ribald way as satyrs. Their sories inspire us o tear down
our inner walls and advance, without fear, into candid living. Their legends tell
us it’s okay to feel, to share and to adventure into vealms of the unknown

— Jason Fleckman, “A Faerie Primer”
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INCURABLE ROMANTK

There the

Quote: I'min love! I'min love! I'min love.
hellam I going o get o dozen roses thislate n the day
I don’t imagine the duke will miss a few from his
garden...taken in the name of love, of course

Background: When you were a kid, ev-
eryone loved you. You were the one who had
all the adults wrapped around your little fin-
ger. Your mama called you her little sweet-
heart and your daddy called you his litele
angel. Gregarious to a fault, you hated being

Through all the romantic interludes, you have
managed to keep your sense of wonder with regard to
love. You do what you must to survive, but nothing
satisfies you like the thrill of a new romance,

Concept: You spend your life in pursuit of love. A
-hard romantic, you find little time for anything

other than your social obligations and chasing
after that elusive happy ending. Fortunately,
you realize that the process is just as impor-
tant as the outcome. Without trials an
tribulations in the beginning, it means
nothing to you to live happily-ever-af-

ter. The greater the sacrifice, ironically,
the more idyllic i is.

ignored and always managed to put yourself
at the center of atrention. Your birchday

parties attracted all the other children
from school. You were popular. Youknew
how to bat those big eyelashes and stick
out that pouty lip in just the right way

The yellow flowers you gave your teacher
on her birthday made her cry

Books, playsand movies ignited your Not only do you want this for
imagination. Youpreferred adventure sto-
ties where the hero gets the girl and lives
happily-ever-afier. Sadendings bored you,

after all, what was the point of telling a

yourself, but you also adore seeing it
happen to others. You go out of your
way to encourage romance, to teach
others how to woo their love, and to
story that ended with everyone dying? listen with rapt attention to narra-
tives of star-crossed lovers coming
together in the end. This actribute
seeps into your mortal lfestyle often.

Or, where love was unrequited? You
didn't understand why anyone wanted
togettothe end andfeel like crap about
it. The rush of adrenaline when it all
warks out was a heady drug for you

You remember distinctly the first
time you noticed the opposite sex. It hit
youlikeananvilon the head,and youfell
deep in love. Though this infatuation lasted
only a few weeks, until that marmy, fourth

You might be a poet, a writer, or the
owner of a computer-dating service.
Roleplaying Hints: You wear your
emotions on your leeve, especially when
it comes to love. Anything even remotely
romantic catchesyourattention and, some-
times, the things you think are romantic
grade teacher separated you two, but you will make other people cringe. Dating isn't an op-
tion — you hate the mere mention of it because
it's an implication of a certain lack of emotion.
Instead, you fall head-over-heels and court your
beloved with words, gifts and actions. Though
your love may fade in time, it burns white-hot
while it lasts. Love is not a game to you. It's your
life-blood and your very breath.

never forget that first pure love. Of course, you
won't forget any of the others either.

First kisses stay with us forever. For you,
that gentle touching of lips, awkward, yet so
sweet, did more than make you feel like a grown-
up: Youchanged. In the instant when your lips felt
the warm, wet softness of another’s, you had
found your place in the world
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BILLY <7<>AT GRUFF

Quotes Just you wait, kid. Someday your parents are gonna
die. Poof. Gone. Just like that. And then, you'll b all alome in the
world. Nobods to love you or take care of you. When that day
comes, you'll have to get tough. There's no room for babies out in
the real world. Aw, jeez.... Quit crying before I give you something
o cry abou,

Background: Early childhood brought you all the joy and
excitement any child could want. Your parents loved you and
treated you well. They bought you all the best toys and even
played them with you; they gave you your first guitar for
Christmas. Then they died. You had your first lesson in pain at
the age of 10.

Noneofyour relatives wanted to take you inand youfound
yourself shuffled off to foster home. The couple that adopted
you loved getting the monthly paychecks,
buttheydidn'treally care inherentlyabout
youone way or another. The two pushed
you toward the television as often as
possible. Youdidn'tunderstand why they
wouldn't play with you like your real par-
ents, but you leamed quickly just how
unimportant you were to them. For a
while, you tried to win them over to
make them love you, but they
yelled for you to leave them alone
or just ignored you. You finally
gave up. It worked out best for
both parties when you made
friends with the older kids at
school and started staying away
from home more and more. Your
foster parents didn't care what
youdid, orwhom youdid it with,
as long as you were there when
thesocial workercameby tocheck
on you and how you were living.
Your friends had a gang and let
youjoin. With them, you learned how

to fight and how to party. Your gang
didn't mind that you were younger,
though they poked fun at you a lot. You
didn't care, you were used to it. As long
as you belonged to something, you were
happy. Besides, following the gang
around kept you out of that house.

Streetwars occurred regularly and
you shot your first rival right after your
12th birthday. As you stood over his dead
body, the blood pooled at your feet, and
Youfelea power like none you'd ever expe- Lelf.
ienced. It boiled up from deep inside ,mﬁ",,
and made you stronger. You remenl
yourfaeriesoul. Noone helpedyou through
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your Chrysalis
“Tha gang orbers yorcwold sbowedhae (I\ought you had taken
heavy drugs, repeatedly, or else, lost your mind. You learned to
keep your mouth shut about that.

toyou.

Later, during your wilder days, you found a different group
of friends — other satyrs. They weaned you from your gang and
made you a part of their tragos. Unseelie, they had their own
codessimilar to those of the gang. You understood the violence;
you understood the revelry. Only the faces had changed. Like
while in the gang, you comited atrocices with thes tragos.

itastheirduef dtrusting

when (h:y shoulda’t have. You earned substantial money sell-
ing drugs and taking hit contracts. Nothing was too vile or
dangerous for you. In all your years, you had learned that only

the strong survive and you were determined to come out alive,
if not on top.
Grumphoo has it you hard: You're ot sur where you
‘chave
the stamina torun with the wild boysanymore. Al the ugliness
of your youth has left a ragged scar upon your soul. Now that
you're a grump, yourealize that not only did life hand youa raw
deal, but that you're too old to enjoy passing along the wealth.
Violence doesn’t appeal to you anymore because you've done
it all. Sex holds no enticement because you've been there,
done that. You feel like the old horse that should be put our
topasture, but you'd prefer it if they just shot you and sent you

to the glue factory.
Concept: You're a biter old grump. No longer young
orspry, you have seen your prime pass you by, and you're
not even sure why it was called your prime. The only
thing pleasurable to you s the fact that you can make
others just as miserable as you are yourself. So you
can'tfight as well as you once could, you can still
berate others and let them know how you got the
short end of the stick because complaining and
mere whining make you feel betcer. Besides, a least
when you're mean to people, they don’t let you get
close, so you don’t have to love them. Al that
matters istragos and self. Everyone else just hurts you,
and always will, if you let them.
Roleplaying Hints: You don't give a damn about
anyone but yourselfand your tragos. Everyone has their
complaints,sure, butno one had itas bad as you did. Life

Unfortunately, there’s nothing you really want. You had
it all (family, friends, money and power) and it was
crudely taken away from you by old age. You wish you
could take your frustrations out on someone, but you're
not as strong as you once were and now you have to pick
your targets carefully for their weaknesses. Resentment
eats you up from the inside and you tum your ire onto the

test of the world. Damn the frolicking fauns, damn the

freedom of the wilders and damn the grumps for even
existing. You wish you had died young. But, since you didn't,
you might as well see what you can do to make everyone aware
of how much living sucks
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Quote: Eenie meenie, miny, mo! Catcha tiger by the oe. Ifhe
hollers, let ‘im go. Eenie meenie, miry, mo. You'reit! Bet you can't
catchme!

Background: Snakes and snails and puppy-dog tails, those
are the things that little boys are made of. In your short life,
you've certainly lived up to the reputation. You were bom to.a
kind, middle-class family —a slice of Americana. Your parents
own a farm with chickens and cows and cats and spiders and
frogs. And before you could walk, you were entertaining your
family with the silly and senseless things you did, smearing jam
all over your face or tugging on the cat’s tail to see it hiss.

You experienced your Chrysalis early, when you were
seven-yearsold, and you have had much fun eversince. The old
satye that lives down the lane babysits for you in theafternoons
She can't run fast anymore, which works in your favor
You love nothing more than to bring hera slithery
green snake or a huge toad and see her yell and
jump up and down. She makes you laugh a lot

Never one to sit still for long, you hate
watching television. Its much better o be outin
ding a
trechouse, or catching crawdads in the stream.
Carefree and life-affirming, you run wherever
you go and are always the first to get up
and dance whenever there’s music.
You don't care if you look dumb.
People laughat you and that's better
than a scolding

the sunshine, exploring the forest, b

Strangers don’t intimidate
you. Rather, they are just more
people to play with, even if they
don't realize that they are going
to play with you. You can con-
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stantly find a way to get a new person to pay atrention to you.
A joker at hear, you love making people smile. Your pranks
remain quite innocent, but you definitely like to play harmless
that you meet.

jokes, especially on the stodgy fae and mortals
: Youth fits you well. You run and play and joke
every minute of the day. And your charming personality wins
friends for you wherever you go. Few actually get mad at you
You have a way of lookingat them that incenses them to crack
up. You convey a combination of innocence and exuberance
that makes it difficult for people not to be amused by your
antics. Indeed, you lighten everyone's mood. Even the old

Concep

boggan finds a smidgen of patience in his heart, though he still

insists on following you around and picking up after you. Of

course, you take full advantage of this fact. But it's all right,
because it makes the boggan feel wanted.

Roleplaying Hints: Youloveagoodjoke, though
nothing you dois ever crass or crude; it all quite
innocent. It doesn’t matter that no one wants
to play with you because you play with

them anyway. All the world is wondrous,
an adventure waiting to happen, a rea-
sure wating to be discovered. You flt

from one brilliant flower to the nextand
sip the nectar of life. When you find
something especially fascinating, you
must, of course, share it with everyone
else around you. You spend a lot of time
tugging on sleeves and saying, “Come
see what I found.” Most people under-
stand that the trip is worth it if they
indeed go with you. Yet, being the
center of attention can be tiring, so
you sleep well at night
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SEASONED SCHOLAR

Quote: That chap Homer gave it a good try, but he was too
mich of a prude to tll ur ale properly. I recommend that
youread Littell or Graves. They weren't afraid
of the truth

Background: An alcoholic father
and meek mother sent you flecing into

reading books at an early age. You
read everything you could get your
handson toescape the turmoilat home
Your interests gradually gravitated to
mythology and fairy tales. Your father
called you a loser, a bookworm and a
raging nerd. Your mother warned you
aboutbecominganoldspinster. Now,
looking back, you see that they felt
threatened by your ever-growing
superior inellect.

The older you gor, the more
yourmortal family turned on you.
They pushed you perpetually with
hureful, insulting words, and you

always responded with haughey
indifference. This reaction tech-

nique only spurred them on; your

arrogance made them feel small
Your facher lost his temper one
daywhenyourefused toputdown
the thick book you were reading
and meet some of his co-work-
ers. He hit you then and there.
You had just started high school
and the promise of a new challenge

and of what you would leam there
gave you confidence. When your
father's hand struck you, the blow trig-
geredall the anger that had built up over
the years. With a flash that verged on
madness, you struck him back, repeat-
edly. As you hit him, you spouted off
Hanlet

“I prithee, take thy fingers from my
throat;

For, though I am not splenitive and rash,

Yet have I something in me dangerous,

Which let thy wiseness fear:
thy hand.”

The surge of it all brought on your Chrysalis

Your father recovered, physically at least. Emotionally, he
wasnever quite the same. An unspoken truce later developed
between you two. Once you discovered your facrie self, your
whole life changed for the better: A group of satyrs, like
yourself, felt the rush of Glamour from your Chrysalis and
camefor you. Though youslept in your father'shouse, the rest
of the time you spent with your new tragos. For a while, you
putaside your books and reveled in your new life. It felt good

Eventually, however, the wisdom of the ages called to
youand you returned to your studies. In the years since, you
have covered many subjects. Grumphood suits you,
though you feel the weight of the approaching Mists
Overstuffed armchairs, hot chocolate and any good
book excite you. You try to cram as much infor-
mation into your brain as you can and share it
with any who want to learn,
Concept: At one time, the acquisition of
knowledge fed your self-esteem, which is no
longer the case. Asagrump, you have learned
to appreciate knowledge for knowledge’s
ke. The years have mellowed your per-
spectiveand increased yourself-confidence

You recognize the need for teachers and see
yourselfeasily in that role. Faerie lore s your
particular passion, but your interests don't
stopthere. You continue toread voraciously
and take any opportunity to master some-
thing new by listening and watching oth-
ers.

Roleplaying Hints: Curiosity may
have killed the car, but it drives you. If it
weren't for the fact that people tell such inter-
esting tales and share such useful information, you
would become a hermit with your books. Fortu-

nately, you leam as much, if not more, from your
fellow Kithainand from mrtalsas you do from the
tomes. Your reputation has evolved as the person
to g0 to for advice or information. Although your
storytelling abilities could never compare with
those of the eshu, you know so many interesting
facts that you too often find yourselfsurrounded by
an attentive crowd
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OLYMPIC ATHLETE

Quote: A half-second short of the world
vecord...huff... Damn....puff... Get out of my way...huff....I'm
going to give it another iry

Background: Before your birth, you rolled and kicked and
punched inside your mother's womb, unable to remainssill even
then. You were a child prodigy, so you even leamed to walk
earlier than most. Activity came as natural to you as breathing
does. You had to keep moving, walking, climbing. This
incessantness kept your mother, in turn, chasing after you and
pulling you down off the furniture. In grade school, you played
in the girl’s litcle league and pee-wee football. Your parents
enrolled you in karate, ice skating and tap-dancing classes.
You became a Brownie, then a Girl Scout, and earned the
badges in a short time. Every day of the week, you had
something to do and somewhere to go.

You played basketball and soccer in high school. The
coaches loved you for your dedication and determination
to win. While all the other girls were vying for dates and
spending Saturdays at the mall, you were practicin
neverstopped to figure out why you adored athletics
so much. All you knew was that you loved
feeling strong. The competitive nature of
high school sports pushed you to ex-

You

cel. Youdidn't necessarily want to be
better than everyone else, rather,
the joy of knowing you were good
was enough for you.
You pushed your
by s limits aoe
afternoon while run-
ningerack. Youhad just
made the cut for the
junior girl's basketball
team and you wanted
to get a head start on
your training. As you
circled the track for the
fourth time, arunner in front
of you tripped and fell. You
didn't have time to stop or
leap over her. You crashed
to the ground and twisted
yourankle badly. The pain
of that moment triggered
your Chrysalis. The expe-
rienceof feeling yourankle
bone tear out of your skin
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and then looking down to see th, leg
and hoof sent you into downright hysterics. A quick trip to the
nurse’s office brought you into contac with the new physical
education teacher, a Ms. Mulberry. She had funny legs, too.
After hletic scholarships poured in from college
across the country. You could essentially pick and choose. Fora
while, youweren't sure f you even wanted togo to college. Better
o0 stay with the tragos, you told yourself. What could the mortal
world possibly offer you? Ms. Mulberry, however, encouraged
youtoattend. So, you wentofftostudy — what else? — physical
education.

Concept: The thrill of pushing your
body to its limits, and feeling it go even
after you felt sure you would collapse,
intoxicates you. You go for that ex-
hausted high. Although the general
competitive nature of sports entices

sonlyatool

you use to push yourself harder. Win-

ning isn't everything and your only
true competitor is yourself. You
willalwaysbeanathleteandwhen
you can no longer compete, you
will coach others, and you will
coach them to greatness. That is
your destiny

you, that competitivene

RoleplayingHints: Youlove
sports. Track, basketball, foot-
ball, soccer, rugby, andeven wres-
ding all excite you. Nothing is
morefun than workingupa good

sweatonthefield. Thewind
in your hair, the sun on
your face, and the bum
in your muscles are aph-

rodisiacs like no others.
Youapproachyourtrain-
ing with utmost serious-
and the members of
your teams are like family to
oNe S you. You know that you eventually
1117 )

won'tbeable toexert to this degree, and

nes:

when that day comes, you will rurn your
talents to helping and furthering oth-
ers. Already, you coach your team-
mates and they truly look up to you
You have a hunger for that feeling.
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The scent of goat drifted i
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her spine. Such a lusty musk surely came from the devil himself.
—Sarah McClannaugh, “The Devil Walked the Night”

MERITS AND FLAWS

Satyrs have a philosophical streak that few other kith
share. They cherishth domand embrace life with exubx
ance. Although there are othersamong the Kithain who adhere
0 the same ideals, none has the same exact actributes as these
hearty fae. Satyrs have not changed much throughout the
centuries. They have strengehs and weaknesses that make them
unique and special; a sample of some of the more common ones
follows.

VOKE OF A SONGBIRD (1 POINT MRIT)

Allsatyrssing, but notall of them have  voice that charms
the apples from the trees. You do. The Gift of Pan carries
through your voice and inspires passion without the use of a
musical instrument. You have perfect pitch and cansingacappella
without missing  single note or going off-key. Even when only
speaking, your voice has a seducrive quality that attracts people
t0 you. This trait can be especially useful when trying to
persuade others or when attempting to win over a potential
lover. Whenever you make a Social roll that involves speaking
or singing, add 1 to the dice pool.

FLEXIBLE HEART (2 POINT MERIT)

Satyrs are the most tender-hearted of the Kithain. They

bruise easily and bounce from one extreme of emotion to

another. In such a dark world, people work hard to hurt one

another, and goats feel the blows most acutely. They do not
ook

do they have the haughty self-confidence that allows sidhe to
believe it couldn’t have been their fault. Satyrs bleed

You,on the otherhand, have learned to let these things roll
off your back. You indeed feel the blows, but they don't knock
you down. Supersonic emotional healing lets you avoid the
moodiness that cripples other satyrs. You love just as deeply as
theydo, butwhen your love leaves you, you can tell yourself that
there are plenty of other opportunities for devotion, and you
believe it. If you have a Flexible Heart, you gain the use of one
extra Willpower to control yourself in a situation, where an-
other goat might over-react emotionally. Of course, even you
realize that you may not be able to control your being forever if
the situation continues, so youdoall you can to extract yourself
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PASSION (2 POINT MERIT)

Over the centuries, satyrs have lost some of their original
passion. The goat with the Passion Merit has retained it in full.
You pursue your interests with the utmost intensity and usually
succeed at them. Life holds many fascinating chances for you
and you don’t want to miss out on them. You grab them up
greedily. Mundanities, such as money, mean nothing to you
except when they result from the pursuit of your Passion. And,
because you focus your attention so completely on experience
and self-improvement, you do achieve greatness. The Living
Time does not '\ffeu you because you have the innate abiley to

dle your Pass permits you
‘® lvarce more: quld(l\ (The difficulty for all roll related to
yout Passion are reduced by 2.)

INTIMIDATING STANKE (3 POINT MERIT)

You talk a mean talk and walk a mean walk. And there is
bite to match your bark. Whenever you enter a room, everyone
turns around to look at you. For satyrs, this presence isn't so
unusual, but when others look at you, they appear concerned.
Those who know you understand that you're just a sheep in
wolves' clothing, but even they don’t want to irritate or anger
you. Something about you screams, Dangeros!

You can exaggerate this effect whenever you want and,
thus, actively increase your chances of intimidating someone.
With a look or a gesture, you intimate what you wish to do with
theirbodies once you get hold of them, and they actually believe
that you would. (The player must make a Charisma + Intimida-
tion roll, though the difficulty is reduced by 2.)

Note: This ability only works on other changelings, since
mortals cannot see all the suble signals in the satyr's demeanor.
Humans naturally avoid this goat, but they won't be intimidated
by him any more than they normally would be.

$EXAPPEAL (3 POINT MERIT)

The sy of you hips and the poutofyou isgive you a

: atattract| likeflies

© )mm\ Pechaps it's your pheromones. Whatever the cause,

you are sex incarnate. You are irresistible. When you flrt, you

find many willing minions. This characteristic makes you the

center of attention at any gathering, since they all want to
wholeheartedly please you

With alook, aword, ora wave of your hand, you can make

or break hearts. Even the most cold-hearted are not immune to

your power. Though this does draw unwanted attention some-

times, you almost always manage to extricate yourself from
unwanted situations. (The player makes all rolls related to
either Charisma or Appearance at a -2 difficulty.)

INSPIRATION (4 POINT MERIT)

The Gift of Pan lets allsatyrs inspire lust in those who hear
their music, which lowers inhibitions and strengthens resolve.
When you play your instrument, however, you can inspire
whatever emotion the song relas. A tender lullaby, when you
play it, causes those listening to fall asleep. More rousing tunes
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getpeople’ feel llabl
to dance. When you play a soulful dirge, your audience weeps.
As with the Gift of Pan, only those who fail a Willpower roll
(difficulty 7) feel the effects of your music.

SEXLIAL REVERIE (4 POINT MERIT)

Asarule, Reverie requires the slow and careful cultivation
of a Dreaner. The changeling inspies a mortal to achieve
lamour-
filled work. Some satyrs, how:ver, have the ability to bring

actual act
of having sex produces Glamour that the goat can then harvest.
This process takes more than one session sually, though in
certain cases, the intensity of a one-night stand is enough

For these epiphanies to work, it must be more than just a
literal bumping in the night: The satyr must establish a special
connection between herself and the mortal, which could be a
smoldering desire that has built up over time and finally come
to fruition, or a fulfillment of the mortal's fantasies, or some
similarly magical circumstance. Finding the right time and
place generally makes a huge difference, and the satyr may
prepare for months, trying to ser up the perfect siruation. For a
satyr to achieve epiphany through sex, the player must roll
Manipularion + Empathy (difficulty 4). The number of suc-

ber of Glamour dby

the changeling,

GUT INSTINGTS (5 POINT MERIT)

When you've got a direct line into the more primal of your
instincts, you benefit from the ability to act without thinking

firsc. 1 erygood

thing. Youmay
butonce thedusthascleared, yoifealizpsiasflie ascmnve
This\ outoact
normally, though you may not attack, only defend. In cases
where you are not surprised, you may pre-empt your opponent’s
action. (The difficulty for all Wits + Alertness rolls are rechuced
by 1)

$WARTHYH POINT FLAW)

h he! Well,you ke.Notonly
do you have hair on your legs and hips, but it grows profusely
over your whole body. Your chest is a thick carpet of curls. Dark
waves of this hair cover your arms. A pelt covers your belly and
even your back. Many find this revolting — especially on
women.

permit

Yet, femal o't h For
male goats, however, your beard grows so quickly that you've
given up shaving; because by the time you get to the lefeside of
your face, the right side has a five-o'clock shadow. But, at least
you never have to worry about male-pattern baldness.

Onlyin the rarest of cases does this Flaw extend completely
toasatyr's mortal seeming. You may have monkey arms or a full
chest of hair, but only in the most extreme of instances does the
hair growth seem abnormal. Satyrs with this Flaw make all rolls
related to Appearance at an increased difficulty of +1.

y about their fag

BROKEN VOIKKE (2 POINT FLAW)

Dogs howl when they hear you sing, and babies cry at the
very sound of your speaking voice. You were blessed with a
. Like thesound : )

your voice hurts people’s sensibilities. Although you can stll
play an instrument with no problem, most people want you o
not sing. It makes them eringe.

Abroken voice makes it difficult to woo your love. No one
is going to fall for someone who sounds like fingernails scratch-
ing down a blackboard or a pencil trying to erase with no eraser.
And the worse part is that you don't seem to notice what you
sound like or view the reactions of people toward you. Anyone
who tries to tell you that you have a disgusting voice draws your
immediate ire. After all, it sounds perfectly fine to you. (The
difficultyofall Ct Il dby-+1 for $)

WISHY-WASHY WAYS (3 POINT FLAW)

The satyr lifestyle involves making snap decisions on a
regular basis. When you're given an opportunity, you'd berter
act quickly or it just might pass you by. Yet, you can’t seem to
make up your mind fast enough; it takes you a while to sorc
through all your options, examine the pros and cons, and then
decide which s the best decision. You are indecisive to a fault,

and you want to discuss the problem with someone more
intelligent before you commit. Intense siruations, where the
action is fast-paced, confuse you and the result is you usually
scanding in the middle, with a lost look on your face. This
attribute frustrates your fellows and sometimes lands you in
dangerous situations. (You must make a Willpower roll when-
ever your character must make a decision, otherwise your
character remains undecided about what to do.)

PROCRASTINATION (3 POINT FLAW)

Distraction comes in many forms and saryrs often want o
do everything all at once. Unfortunately, there is only one of
you. You've never heard of the concept of time management, so
youskipfrom one project to the next as your fancy dictates. And
when an important obligation comes along, you it off o have
fun rather than perform your duty. That party at your friend's
place seems so much more ineresting than polishing your
mentor's sword — you can do that tomomow. There will be
plenty of time for that tomorrow. But that clusive tomorrow
never comes and the task goes shoddily unfinished. Yer, to your
credit, you had a damn good time at the party. (You must make
a Willpower roll any time your character must choose between
duty or fun to see which she chooses.)

PARFLIM DS GOAT (4 POINT FLAW)

The goat musk is a unique, horific scent that makes the
eyes water. You are a walking, breathing sachet of smelly goat.
You're not sure if it's glandular, but you do know that it’s not
because you never bathe. You know plenty of satyrs who never
wash themselves and they don’t smell like you do. Actually,
you've grown so accustomed to your own odor that you never
even notice it. Unfortunately, everyone else does, and they let
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youknow about it. Only the most socially anal-retentive of the
sidhe can pretend that it doesn’t bother them, although most
don’t care whether they hurt your feelings or not

Satyrs themselvesare not bothered by your musk. However,
allthe other kith, with the exception of redcaps, whoare equally
offensive themselves, refuse to stay in the same room with you.
This banishment of a sort hinders greatly your chances for
romance, for acquiring a title, or even just chatting with the
other changelings. Your stinky goat is at a +2 difficulty on all
Social rolls involving kith other than satyrs

1$5L1¢S (4 POINT FLAW)

You have issues. Whether you're insecure, repressed or
slighely neurotic, or all three, your issues affect your life nega-
tively. You haven't rejected the ideal of freedom, you just can't
seem to live up to it. No matter how loudly you proclaim your
dedication to the pursuit of happiness, you are too afraid to
actually act on . This fear can be crippling to a satyr. You are
the poor love-lorn soul who can never find the courage to tell
the person you love how you feel about her. You keep your
emotions pent-up inside and let no one know what you need or
want. Perhaps your parents taught you that you didn't deserve
love or maybe you feel that others are entitled to that la
of cake more than you are. Whatever the reason, these detri-
mental feclings keep you from what you most desire. You alwa
letothers have the sporlight first and take only what scraps they
give you. Player, roll Willpower to see if this satyr can assert
himself and express his needs and desires.

SEXLAL HANG-LIP (5 POINT FLAW)

The other satyrs are out in the weeds romping on Beltaine,
but you're sttingalone by the fire because you can't seem to get
over your aversion to sex. This repugnance can manifest in
several ways. It may not be every aspect of sex that bothers you,
butbecause certain standard acts really turn youoff,you're afraid
to even ignite something. You may find a partner willing to
accommadate your “special” needs, but even then, you never
quite get over the fear that she i telling everyone about your
hang-ups and that they are all secretly laughing at you. Some-
times its just casier to remain celibate.

"To your horror, your tragos-mates will ty to fix you if they
discover your problem. Explaining that you don't want their
help can be disconcerting, at best. If your inhibition is severe
enough, you may eventually find yourself ostracized. The tragos
won't kick you out, but they Il quit inviting you to their parties
and gatherings. After all, why would they want a party-pooper
like you around?
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PLAY THINGS

Satyrs love toys as much as everyone, and they have a few
that were designed specifically for them. Although anyone
could technically wield them, only the satyr kith fully under-
stand theirs. Other changelings know that if they discover one
of these items, a satyr cannot be far away

THYRSLS

From ancient times, a thyrsus has been the standard satyr

weapon. This ivy-twined staff is tipped with a pine-cone har-
vested from the forests at the foot of Mount Olympus. Dionysus
and his satyr army were the first to carry thyrsi into battle,
defeating many enemies with them in hand. They resemble
shepherd's staffs, but with a hook at the end. Satyrs sometimes
customize their thyrsi with steel blades sunk into the hook to
make the weapons more lethal. The giant pine-cone at the tip
swings on a short cord to distract the enemy. It also packs a
severe whollup when slammed against an opponent's head
When in battle-stance, a goat holds his thyrsus with both hands
and uses it o block and attack.

Tradition dictates that a satyr make his own
thyrsus from British oak and then make a pilgrim-
age to Greece for the pine-cone. A satyr often
makes this trip with his mentor. Throughout
his life, the goat uses thesame thyrsus,
yet he makes another
ifhelosesorbreaks
theone he has. At
the end of his life,
the satyr buries
the thyrsus at his
tragoidia. This
burialsymbolizeshis
own break with life

Difficulty: 7

Damage: 1

Concealability: none

THEGRAPES OF WRATH (LEVL 1 TREASLIRS)

Dirty tricks appeal to satyrs rarely, except when someone
has earned their vengeance. The Grapes of Wrath grow from a
special vine located in the Dreaming. Finding them requires
patience, determination and excellent combat skills. Chimera
autracted to the sweet Grapes guard them well

The Grapes of Wrath are perfect and a deep, rich purple.
They gleam invitingly and flicker with Glamour to any who
look closely enough. Anyone who eats a Grape feels slightly
intoxicated and begins o lose their inhibitions. The more a
changeling eats, the less inhibited he becomes. The Grapes
contain no actual alcohol, however, so motor skills are not
impaired.

Satyrs call this Treasure the Grapes of Wrath because they
use them regularly to loosen up their enemies, either with the
intent of coaxing information from them, or more likely, to get

them to make fools of themselves. Goats love nothing more
than seeing a stuffy sidhe get wild and crazy in the middle of
court.

HORN OF HERMES (LEVEL 2 TREASLIRS)

Made of brass, this tarnished Treasure looks like a helicon,
or a large tuba. Its surface has pock-marks and the insignia of
winged boots, Hermes' sigil. Hermes served as the messenger of
the Unseelie fae of Olympus and was known among mortals as
the patron of travelers. He and Dionysus developed a friendship
when the satyr was still young. After Hera’s second attempt on
Dionysus’ life, Hermes gave him the horn.

The Homn of Hermes is carried with one arm through the
circle and rests on the shoulder. When blown, it lets the bearer
travel with incredible speed. Anyone who sees this action

ly ablur and a flash of bronze, though he does hear the
resounding “oompah-pah” of the tuba receding into the dis-
tance.

The bearer doesn’t need to know how to make beautiful
music on the Horn of Hermes, but she must be able to blow hard
enough into it to make a sound. It does not work otherwise. The
Horn weighs about 15 pounds but its size and shape make it
somewhat cumbersome.

THE HALKYON HALTER (LEVEL 3 TREASLIRS)

The halcyon was a bird, identified with the kingfisher, that

had the ability to soothe the winds and waves when it nested
upon the sea during the winter solstice. The bird's legend
originated in Greece, where sailors threw sweet biscuits into the
Mediterranean todraw it, and then in the calmer seas, near their
ports.

Halcyon have been extinct in Arcadia since before the
Shattering. They died with their legend. The last few haleyon
todie in the faerie realm were used to make Halcyon Halters so
that their memory was preserved. Decorated with the bird’s
feathers, this halter makes an “X” across the chest of its wearer.
The crossing of the “X” sits right over the heart where the
brightest feathers stand out.

‘The Haleyon Halter soothes the wearer's pain. It wipes the
memory of sorrow temporarily from the wearer's mind and heart,
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allowing her relief for however long she wears the Halter. As
soon as she removes the Halter, however, her emorions return,
along with the remembrance of why she mourns. This Treasure

ofGla , though an trigger t,

not just the wearer

MINOAN MOSAK (LEVSL 4 TREASLIRS)

The ancient art of mosaics was developed in ancient
Greece. It involves setting small pieces of colored tile in mortar
to form a picture or decorative design. The Minoan Mosaic
originated on Crete, during the reign of King Minos. According
to legend, this Treasure shows the image of  faceless person
until a changeling gazes into it for an extended period of time.
With the investment of Glamour (one point), the faerie begins
to see the face of her one true love appearing amidst the iles.

Everyone has heard the tale of Narcissus and how, upon
seeing his own reflection in the smooth surface of a lake, he fell
madly in love with himself. He could not break away and died
where e sat, gazingat his own image. The Narcissus flower grew
where he had been and was named after him. What few people
know is that several years prior, he peered into the Minoan
Mosaic, but was disappointed when the only image he found
there was his own. He proclaimed the Mosaic to be a fake,
though later, he was proven wrong.

THE SANDS OF TIME (LEVEL 5 TREASURS)

Gathered one grain at a time from the shores of the
Cyelades —a band of about 200 Greek islands in the Acgean
Sea — this sand holds special healing powers. Some satyr
scholars claim that this sand s actually tiny pieces of Adlantis
that have washed up on the shore. As the centuries pass, the
Sands of Time become more and more rare. It takes a strong
Kenning ability to find such tiny fragments

A pinch of the Sands of Time, blown
into the face of an injurcd change-
ling, heals all her wounds an
illnesscs. One might even sus-
pect that time reverses itself
to @ moment when she was
wholeand healthy because
the Sands often have a
rejuvenating effect.
Yet, the Sandsdonot
removeaccumulated g
Banality
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SYRINX, PAN'S PIP$ (LEGENDARY TREASLIRS)

The story of Pan and Syrinx has spread far and wide. It
temains one of the most loved of all the Greek fairy tales. The
word “syrinx” became the Greek word for “pipe” and is used
synonymously with the term “pan pipes.” A syrinx has five
hollow reeds, cut to graduated lengths and bound together with
string or leather. It produces a sweet, high-pitched music that
lilts across great distances. Shepherds in the hills of Greece play
them still and the sound of the pipes echoes across the country-
side.

The one and only Syrinx was the fist pipe ever made. Pan
himself created it and kepe it with him always. Its current
location remains unknown and many satyrs have undertaken
questsin the hope offinding . Other kith think that the satyrs
have itand are keeping it in safe-keeping, but if that's rue, it's
ek hal %
righ.

tyrseverhad. cah,
Many of the Kithain have heard of this Treasure
and fear its appearance, for it has the ability to
inspire incredible passion in those who
hear its song. Because it was born of
true love, however, it does not
rigger generic passions in the
same way that the Gift of
Pan does. It instead
makes those who
mourn a lost love
feel the bitter-
sweet  pain
moreacutely,
and it urges
thosewhodo
love toacton
theiremotions
with the target
of their affec-
tions. This mu-
sic intensifies all
of these feclings
and solidifies them
forevermore. He
who loves when he
hears the music of Syrinx will
love chat person forever.
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SONGS OF PASSION

To play a song of love and to dance beneath the moon,
these are the satyr’s inheritance. They play from their
hearts, and their songs delve deep to draw hidden
passions from their audience. Herein, you will
find the tale of the satyrs — from their
treasured romances to their fiery passions;
from their great successes to their dismal
failures. Join in the song and know what it

is to be one of the wild ones....

KITHBOOK: SATYRS FEATLIRES:

@ A complete history of satyrs, from
their origins in ancient Greece to the

modern day;

@ An in-depth look at the society and

culture of the satyrs;

@ New Merits, Flaws and Treasures
available only to satyr characters.
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