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Slll's Oath

t’ssaid thatnever wasanocker born uho didi't
%have something bad tosay aboutsomething of
someone. UWell, it’s true. Spite gathers in a
nocker’s throat like deu in a rusty can, and the best
thing for her to do is spit it out before she chokes.
But this wasn’t always the way of things.

Back in the old times, nockers and goblins wete
oneand the same. Their separation is anothet fale en-
tirely, butsplitthey did. This caused allsorts of troubles
Hockers had to get used to being nockers in theit
oun right, and in many casesthis meant dealing with
courtly politics as a proper kith should, even though
theit hearts still simmetéd with bitterness.

You see, back then nockers wereso spite-filled
that their venom wiould sometimes leak out and hurt
things. Loveasn’t aliento them — many a nocker fell
inlove, or willinglglentahandto astrangerin trouble.
Butthe old goblin practicesuere hard to break. And
uhile the nockets eventually broke most of their
habits;one got wofse.

There’s néver been a human or fae who could
outsuear a nocker. Natural talent, nockers call it. And
back in theé old times, they were much better atit. A
nocker would get all frustrated, let loose a stting of
profanity, and something nearby would break ot die.
Theit bile was that potent.

Naturally, thisled to allsotts of problems with their
wotk. They wete still the best at fashioning things, be
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it toys, weapons or eastles. But one slip of the hammer
onto a nocker’s thumb, the artisan would let a curse
flupand his wotkdiould fall apart on the spot, unable
towithstand the poisonous wotd. So nockers tried to
nottogsuear around their work. They'd bottle up theit
frustrations until they couldn’t take it anymore, and
then they'd run out in the backyard and vent. This was
hatdly the solution, though; sometimes an expletive
would kill a passing songbitd or peel the paint from a
neighbor’s house.

Then the wisest artisan, Byzamedas, devised a plan.
He traveled to Kayver Cliff, where he labored in
secret for a full year. UWlhen his work was finished, he
sent out a summons to all of his kith, bidding every
nocker in the land to come to the cliff and hear uwhat
he had to say.

They all came, every nocket from the Shimmer-
ing Hills to the Fallowisles. All wondered and guessed
at what Byzamedas had made, what lay beneath the
tarpaulin at the base of the cliff. Ulhen the last among
them had arrived, Byzamedas drew aside the cloth and
revealedanivory-huedstone,carvedsmoothasan egg.

“Beholdthe BasiliskStone!”he cried.“Thave made
this thing as a vessel into which you may pour your
venom. Ifyou have something foul to scream, scream
it to the stone, which will bear it. Tell it your curses,
your black-hearted uishes, your blasphemies. Give
your foul words up to the stone, and injure your work

R Faerie Gale: Blistertongue dill's Oath
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AX and neighborsno longer!” Wlith that, Byzamedas spat a
terrible cutse atthe stone, and itdrank the epithetup
entirely — and nothing happened!
Everynockerpresentthensuore an oath (notthe
profane sott, but the binding pledge) that they would
voice their spite not into the air, but into the Basilisk
Stone. And when they'd finished, they all journeyed
back to theit homes and wotkplaces, confident that
Byzamedas’ solution was a good one.
Sonockersbuiltand crafted again, but they kept
their foulest words to themselves. It wasn’t easy at
first, but the thought of the waiting Basilisk Stone

d) gavethemstrength.Once aueekatfirst, thenonce

every two weeks, and then once a month, each
would journey to Kayver Cliff and let loose all the
invectives she had corked up. The stone drank all
their cursesgreedily, one by one. Byzamedaseven
set balefire lanterns burning on either side of the
stone, so nockers could find their way to it as easily
at night as in day.

As the Basilisk Stone collected poisonous uords
over the years, it gradually darkened in hue to a soft
pink. This wotried no one — after all, it was a wondet
that the stone could hold all the nockers#enom at
all. Ifthe onlyside effectuasaslight change of color,
it was quite a miraculous wotk indeed.

Before long, the stone uas hardly the oaly won-
drous work of nocker ingenuity. UWithout the baneful

Ny ) influence oftheirdestructive outbursts,nockerscte-

ated objectsfarmore spléndidthan any theghad made
before.Glittering clockuorkbirdsdancedbetueen
elegantly fluted mifarets, while gléaming ships raced
one another undet silvenbridges.

Of cousse, not all of these creations were
peacefulin natute. Swords wetre nou sharper, bous
more pouterfuland shiéldssturdier. Nockers crafted
great engines to hurl boulderts, massive ballistas to
fire gigantic'arrouss; and impossibly hard battering
rams'to beused against the magnificent castles that
other nockers had built. Ular machines rolled across
battlefields with the sound of gtinding wood and
steel. Afid if the nockers building these clockuork
monstrosities had to pause construction to make an
“urgent” journey every nou and then, mighty lords
granted the engineersleave. The nobility coveted
the nockers’ creations mote than anything else, and
uwere loath to anger the creatots.

6 Kithbook: ockers
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Of the lords of the age, one of the proudest and
richest was Duke Nalath Oulsbane, Lord of the Brass
Tor. Feuw could best him in personal combat, and his
uere the fiercest wyvernhounds in the realm, but he
wasn’t satisfied with that. As he watched great coppet
clockuorks do battle on field after fieldgapdesire
festered within him. “If lesser lordlings can have sueh
machinesattheirdisposal,” hemused, “thén uhyshould
I not have something even mote grand?”,And so he
suore that he would have the greatest, strongest, most
tetrifying war machine of all.

Naturally, suchi a thing €ouldn’'t be devised by just
anyengineet. Thushe soughtoutthe greatestlnseelie
artisan in the lands. Ho matter whom he referred to, all
nockersgave him the same ansuer. Only one of theit
kind fit the desctiption.

Brimstone Jill they called het, for her temper
uas ashotagahell-furnace, and her creations wete so
wickedlysharpthattheyseemedtobethe Devil'soun
handiwosK. UlheaDuke Oulsbane found het, she uas
hard atwork fashioning war-armor for the dragons of
Foulrook:Quil§bane promised Jill fine gold and pure
steéel, all if she'd build him the greatest war machine of
all.Out of pride, Jill agteed. She spat on her palm and
shookhishand,grinningtosee the haughtysidhe squirm.

Duke Outlsbane gave Jilluse of aworkshop in Brass
Tot,and he sether to work. Her workplace was a grim
lait of fire and metal that suited Brimstone Jill just fine.
She dreu up plansin a mere week, and then set to the
forges and scaffolding. She was able to work for two
months before her ill will got the better of her, and
she asked Duke Outlsbane to lethet leave for a time.
He denied her that freedom.

“Onlyuhenyourtaskiscompleted,”he said coldly.
ith that,he calledforsoldiersto guard the workshop,
and left. Jill nearly blistered the walls with a cutse
blurted outrightthen andthere, butshe caughtherself
in time. Ulith no other recourse, and with her pride at
stake, she returned to work on the war machine.

She worked for two more months, and asked to
be alloued to leave again so that she could visit the
Basilisk Stone. Oulsbane refused again. “Only when
your task is completed,” he repeated. So Jill worked
untilayear had passed, and asked to be released once
more. As before, Oulsbane’s answer was, “Only when
your taskiscompleted.” Andsoituent, with Brimstone
Jill choking back het venom for five full years.
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Finally, the machine wasdone.Brimstone Jillnamed
it the Great Jaganath, and the name suited it. It stood
fully 70 feet tall, with magsive sweeping scythe-arms
that could slice through great oaks like batley. Fire
belchedfromitsbelly,and wicked dart-throwerslined
its back. Atits very center rested a massive brass-shod
batteting ram shaped in the likeness of a mailed fist.
She brought it before Duke Oulsbane’s armies and
unveiled it. Wlhen the duke saut it, his very breath was
stolen auay by feat.

Ashamedforbeingfrightened, he turned hisanger
on Brimstone Jill. “It will suffice, engineet,” he said
coldly.“Youuere certainlylongenough aboutit. You
maygo.Iuillsendyour paymentalong presently.” With
that,hewaved herauway,notevenconcernedthatthe
furious nocker choked on her hatred.

So Duke Oulsbane commanded his armies to the
neighboring Orange Hills, and set the Great Jaganath
at the head of his column. As he marched auay, head
suimming with pride, Brimstone Jill ran with all hésr
speed to Kayver Cliff. Some say she was so filled with
venomthatherfootprintssmoldered,and thattravelets
fought to get out of her way. Only a foolish manticora
dared to cross her path, and she struck it dead with the
tiniest hiss from her clenched teeth.

She reached the stone at sunset. Horone was
therewhenshearrived, uhich provedto beagood
thing. Brimstone Jill threw her hands to the Basilisk
Stone, and pressed her lips close to'it. Then she
began to sueat.

Seelienorlnseelie, nocker,goblin norredcap
—none hasever utter@dan curse likethe one Brim-
stone Jill voiced that evening. The firstfew syllables
that slithered offiértongue were blasphemous and
profane beyond imagining, and would have brought
tears to the eyes of the foulest mucus-fanged horror
i the Witherthtoat Pits. Her first sentence would
have cracked the cornerstone of Caer Nithayin and
meltedthesiword ofthe High King. Had Jillvoiced het
first breath anguhete else, she would have shriveled
treesfor asfarasamountain’sshadou could reach. But
five years of toil and five years of Oulsbane’s abuses
cotldi’tbe absolved in a feu breaths. That evening,
Brimstone Jill uttered the foulest oath ever spoken.
Allherhatefulwishesfor Duke Oulsbane,and every-
thing he'd ever touched, coiled into a poisonous
stream of fury and loathing that wouldn’t die.
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As sunset turned into twilight, the Basilisk Stone
deepened in color from pink to ctimson. But Jill’s
eyesuere clouded uith tearsofhatred,andshenever
saut the change. At moonrise, the stone uas a tich
crimson where light from the guide-lanterns bathed
it. But still the oath was unfinished. At midaight, the
stone uas deep scarlet. In the hours that folloued,
its color cutdled to that of wine. Andstill )ill’s ©ath
was unfinished. Only when the sky lighténéd in the
east, and the stone wasalmost black, did Jill aear thé
end of her cutse.

Just as the sut peered over the ‘mountaintops,
Brimstone Jill spoke hiet final passionate words. She
lifted her head, het face slick withsueat and tears,
and sighed with fatigue. Her heart ached from carty-
ing the great curse for solong, and she was as weak as
astill-blind kitten.

Uhenthe first rays of sunlight touched the nou-
bla¢k-as-piteh Basilisk Stone, it cracked with a sound
like a thudderclap. )ill was nobody’s fool, not even
Oulsbane’s, and/leapt back. As she watched open-
mouthedythes€am lengthened. A breeze arose, and
uhere it caressed the exposed meat of the stone, it
catried away faint voices. The voices greu louder,
and the crack greu longer.

And then the Basilisk Stone exploded.

The stone bleu to bitswith arush and aroar, letting
loose a storm of spite. Every nocker’s curse that had
been whispered into it was caught up by the wind and
cartied to the far corners of the land. And wherever
the storm wind touched doun, things fell to bits.

Hou, the storm didn’'t desttoy everything it
touched. It slew many a small bitd or creature luck-
less enough to be caught in its path. It melted a small
rock or blasted a tree black hete and there. But the
devices that nockers had built were like lightning
rods for the storm; their carefully sculpted forms at-
tracted the rancorous winds. Everything crafted by
nockerssince theunveiling of the Basilisk Stone, and
even many objectsmade before then, were marred
orshattered.Trollaxessplintered in meadhalls.Sidhe
castles moaned and toppled. Redcap pain-toys pit-
ted and split. The vulgar winds even reached doun
into the worm-tunnels of the sluagh and into the
sea-palaces of the selkies, poisoning and mangling
nocker-forged geugaus.
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But the most hortific black wind whipped across
the battlefields of the Orange Hills, disintegtating
weapons and armot in its wake. It flew to the heatrt of
Brimstone Jill'sfinest creation, the Great Jaganath, and
dashed it to pieces. Cogs landed leagues away. The
massive scythe blades slashed through whole armies
befote crashing to the ground. And the brazen fist
of a batteting ram collapsed, crushing Oulsbane flat.

The storm died out quickly after that, but nockers’
troubles had only begun. Every fae, from the loftiest
sidhe lord to the humblest boggan stablehand, issued a
greathue-and-cryanddemanded an explanation. Ulhy
uaseverythingcastin ruin?Whathad happened? Butthe
confused nockerscouldn’tansuer them. Making their
hurtied excusesand apologies, the attisans flocked to
Kayver Cliff to vent theit spleen.

Ulhen they atrived, they were hotrified to see
the black shards of the Basilisk Stone. They gestured
furiously and mouthed questions to each other in a
panic, butno one dared voice a profanity fot fearOf
whatmighthappen.Naryaone noticed Brimstone Jill,
sitting still to the side of the shattered stone.

Then Byzamedas himself, nou bent and weak with
age,clamberedupontoone ofthe shardsof thestone,
and sat doun. He thought for a bit, and thed looked
out at his gathered kith. “Don’t keep yout words to
yourselves,” he said, finally. “Get them off yout chests,
and we’ll see what’s what.”

Ulith that,everynockeruhohadjourneyedtothe
stone flew into arage, shoutifigattheir neighbofs, the
broken bitsofstone, the sky — whatéver washandy. The
obscenities rattled th€ elouds, and killed every bug
within a mile. The nockessscreamed and ranted for
houts at the topsOftheir lungs:But even this seemed
as nothing indthe wake of the great storm of vulgarity
unleashed by the stone.

Ofallthose assembled, only two had nothing tosay.
Byzamedashimselfhad gfoun too old toshout,and uthat
was thepointof suearing if you couldn’thear yourself
over the din? And as for Jill, her curse had been so
potent that it had blistered het tongue. Besides, with
all her bitt€rness spent and all the waste around het,
shethad nothing left to say.

Uhen all of the nockers’ venom and spite uas ex-
hausted, theyfellsilentone byone. Asthe lastslumped
to the grass, hoarse and weary, Jill stood up. Speaking
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slouly and carefully to nutse her tender tongue, she
admitted tobreaking the stone. She told herkithmates
uhy such a thing had happened. She spoke of Duke
Nalath OQulsbane, and of the Great Jaganath, and of the
insults she’d borne. Finally, she spoke shamefaced of
the crack in the Basilisk Stone, and hou the nockers’
spite was loosed on the lands.

As she finished het tale, sonle nockefts mutteted
among themselves, arquing whatithey would and
wouldn’'thave done in Jill§place. Butmost ke ptquiet,
unutilling to let their valgarities fly onee again.

Byzamedas shogk his head andlooked at them all.
“Therewon’tbe asecond BasiliskStone,” he decreed.
“I thought the stoneatould have worked, but I didn’t
countedonsome younggitlbeingevenmore nocker
than me.”

He tapped his hammer on the stone in prelude
to 4 formdl anfouncement. “Blistertongue Jill—" (and
so she was knowin ever after) “—has proved that we
couldn'tholdout veicesforever.The consequences
uere allthe worse for the trying. The more we bottled
ourselvesup;thetiorse the flooduhenitbroke loose.
It'didn’'t go away! And if the stone couldn’t hold it
nothing ever will!

“Sospeakyour oun damn minds as quick as the urge
takes you! Perfection for a few years isn’t petfection
at all if it’s bought at the expense of our natutes. If
your work turns out sullied because you keep cutsing
— don’t stop! Who else is going to get it right? It may
take a hundred Springtimes, but we’ll hold something
flauless in our hands yet!”

With that, Byzamedas fell silent and clambered
to the ground. As he did so, the assembled nockers
grumbled. In fact, they grumbled all the way home,
and even after they began work again. Indeed, asthey
workedtorepait all the damage the storm had urought
(and ittook them many years to learn the secrets of all
their machines again), they swore and complained.

Although nockets” wotk has improved over
the centuries, despite their cursing, it still doesn’t
match the glorious petfectionitonce had. Buteach
nocker remembers, and each works doubly hatd to
achievesuchagain. Andiftheirblasphemiesstill afflict
their work with flauws and weaknesses, at least there
has never been another curse voiced like that of
Blistertongue Jill.

R Faerie Gale: Blistertongue dill's Oath

.-l'







@[rn@@[

(K’?@t@rou "

[ T

We must not look at g

Ohe fncient

Let the sidhe, trolls and r

m another dimension. Laugh if you want;
b than any other creation myth I’ve heard.

e first nockers were five pounds of shit in a 10-pound
bag, and no match for the other kith. We were the new kids on
the block, and the old kith “took us under their wing.” Transla-
tion: They beat the cuck out of us “for our own good.” The sidhe
and trolls stomped on our heads when we were “bad”, which
was often according to them. The whuppings weren’t so bad, in

Chapter One: dust Us and the fRechanical Egg
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omparison to the lectures and those damn “very disappointed
with you” looks. The redcaps were like mean older brothers —
ou know, the ones that smacks you the minute Mom’s back
s turned, etc. Lucky for us they learned early on that we taste
like mung, though I don’t know how many fits of cacafuego it
took to get that through their heads (and other parts). They
kicked us around, but we still hung out with them, which only
got us into more trouble with the sidhe and trolls (gee, and
they wonder why we cuss!). The other Kithain lorded it over
us because we were young and didn’t have teeth, then. They
bullied us because they could, and got away with it. Why? Beats
the cuck outta me. Probably because they figured we weren’t
worth anything except as punching bags.

Well, we might've been young, but we weren’t stupid. We
hit the dirt and kept on going, right into the underground. As
the seasons passed and the rest of the Kithain were whooping
it up topside, we looked for something that would make us
valuable and strong. We wandered through caves, learning
lessons from the spirits of stone and metal. We studied strange
subterranean plants and animals. We learned the resilience of
rock, the versatility and beauty of precious metals, the glitter
of gems, and the sting of iron.

[ should probably add that this was all before there were
chimera like we know them today. The fantastic critters of the
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Nocker dialogue is a strange combination of 1940s Bowery slang, Yiddish, Medieval English and Irish, Army dialogue, techni-
cal jargon and incomprehensible cursing. When nockers get going, they’re almost unintelligible. Sometimes nocker conversations
deteriorate into the worst sort of juvenile bathroom humor. In fact, this penchant for low-brow comedy is one thing that nockers
seem to have in common with redcaps and pooka.

First impressions of nocker lingo can be deceptive, though. Buried under the kith’s pungent verbal compost are pésSionate
discussions of alchemy, invention and craft. Unfortunately, nocker cant is so harsh-sounding that even pleasantries hage A’Cfcious or
lascivious timbre. One nocker might understand that another means no harm when she calls him a “gebentsht balmalgeha,” but gther
Kithain rarely bother to learn the true meaning of such statements. Nockers sound as if they are cufsingyeven when they’re not. ||

Alter Kocker: A crotchety, fussy, ineffectual old man.

Badchen: Professional fun-maker, a jester; asemi-respectful
term for pooka.

Balmalocha: Craftsperson, expert; the highest compliment
among nockers.

Batlan: A person who does nothing, a wastrel; a derogatory
term often reserved for pooka, eshu and satyrs.

Bes Din: A combination courthouse and patent office; the
highest nocker authority.

Bogey: The posterior. Synonyms include: Bom, botty, bucket,
bumbo, bummy, chuff, corybungus, crupper, dokus, droddum, duff,
fife and drum, fud, gluteus maximus, hunkers, labonza, mottob,
pod, pooper, prats, quoit, rumdadum, rumpus, toby, tocksf tekus
and over 200 other terms. - N

Bubkes: A scornful way of describing something foolish
or nonsensical. .

Cacafuego: Literally “shit-fire,” a very difficult ordewilish
person. Also, the very nasty cramps or diarrhea 4 redcap gets
if he eats a nocker. 3

Cuck: Excrement. Also: Alley apples, €a-¢a, cack, cacky,
clart, cradle custard, cut, danna, dejecta, exc*remaﬂ;/n, feculence,
fiants, fuants, gong, grunt, hockey, jankjeb, jobber, mesd, mo
lock, muck, night-soil, ordure, orts; recremen.t,‘ residuum, scharn,
scumber, sirreverence, sozzle, spraints, stercus, tad ytaunty, yackum
and over 100 other terms.

Dayan: Judge of thé Bes Din.

Dreck: Literally trlanslated, “sheep,shit”; trash, junk; a
serious insult to a nocker’s craft.
Farbissen: Embittered,dour, mean. When nockersdescribe
someone with this term, she is réally bad news.
Farblunjet Mixed up.
Figgerfurbingurbinbutbibmurbinmitzermurbin! The curse
word that even nockers have trouble saying. Legend holds that
a sidhe duke’s head melted upon hearing it.
«Flavor: The different types of monads (see Chapter Two).
H:lavolrs inglude: up, down, strange, Wyrd, charm, ana and kata.
FUBAR: Fucked Up Beyond All Recognition; a bad
mistake. Also, a will o’ the wisp (an electricity or fire chimera)

used td power nockers’ chimerical inventions. See also Glitch.

', v f' urk: Literally, to copulate; also, to cheat or swindle.
Gebentsht: Blessed with exceptional gifts, ahigh compliment.
Gematria: The use of letters as numbers. Originally Kab-

balistic numerology, now used as a mathematical language

central to nocker craft.

) i)
Glitch: A risky undertgking or ventute, or an‘unexpected
problem. Glitchesare “Unséelie” FUBARsorwillo’ the wisps;and
may be responsible for thi€flaws inkiésent to allnocker inventions.

Goblins: The Thallain race ¢

Golem: A chimericalfrobot or animated creation.

d to nockers.

Gridzheh: To complainy carp, nag.

Gurk: An audible release of intestinal'gas. Also: Backfire,
blast, blow off, borborygmus, boteh, breeze, buster, butler’s revenge,
buzz, carminate, cheezer, crepitate, dropsa rose, fart, fizzle, flatus,
hinder-blast, honk, make wind, nose closer, pass gas, pocket thunder,
poot, rdSper; wousex, scape, shoot rabbits (farting at pooka), sneeze,
tail-shot, trumps vent, wet-one, whiffer, wind and approximately
35 'tlher words.

'1qubie—]eebiesi‘ﬁight, nerves. Sluagh.
Ié!_bble: “Stuff® accumulated over a nocker’s lifetime.

\

A KCnotiel Arrogant big shot. A term of respect when ap-

[}\t& to another nocker.

Kreehtz: To complain or whine.

Mazuma: Money, dross; a just payment for hard work.

Mishegoss: Insanity, madness. Especially insanity resulting
from Bedlam.

Momzer: Bastard, both in the literal and the colloquial sense.

Monad: The nocker’s concept of a fundamental particle of
Glamour, similar to quarks in human physics.

Naar: Fool, buffoon; a derogatory term for pooka.

Newton: A plagiarist or idea-stealer, applies to any banal
scientist. Named after Isaac Newton.

Nice Nellies: Prudes who object to nockers’ cursing (almost
all other Kithain).

Ongepotchket: Slapped together; constructed without any
sense of aesthetics or planning. Also, a scornful way of describ-
ing boggan work. It is a supreme insult to call a nocker’s craft
ongepotchket.

Pisher: A young, inexperienced and often inconsequential
person; a bed-wetter. Semi-affectionate when applied to young
nockers, an insult when used in regard to boggans.

Schlock: A shoddy, cheaply made article (the best that
boggan work can be); only one step above ongepotchket.

Shtunk: A stinker, an unpleasant person; any redcap.

Tsatske: A chimerical toy, plaything, gewgaw. A useful
treasure of some sort, and often a weapon.
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First Times were real, no matter what the blurbinmurgifi seience
books and fossil records say. It was way later, after the Shatter-
ing, that these beings faded into the Dreaming. How critters
like dragons and rock beasts disappeared into the Dreaming as
chimera, while unlikely crap like the din@saurs became fossil
records is beyond me. Have you seen alBrontesatizus? Brain the
size of a friggin’ walnut in a 50-ton body!

Something obviously set thie dragons and other cteatures
apart, though. Some folks believe the fae committed atrocities
against humankind, and all human minds ever after blotted us
out as a defense mechanism. Considering some of the old stories
about how scary some.of the eatly goblins were, I wouldn’t say
no to that. All that’s left'of these oldibeings are chimera, like
echoes or gho$ts — or gravity,waves left by the Big Bang if you
want your scientific dnalogy.

Ours is the history of inyéntion. Fire, the wheel, tools, the
plow — we were thete to watch it go. Sometimes we followed
humans’déad, Sometimes they followed ours. Being able to talk
tospirits of stone'and metal helped a lot. Naturally, after the
other kith said ‘Good-bye and good riddance,” we were a little
slow about getfing back to show off what all we knew. We took
our time petfecting our knowledge before trying it out on — er,
shafing it with — the other Kithain.

Being underground so much gave us a talent for mining,
not to mention plenty of chances to practice, and we riddled
entire mountain ranges with our tunnels. We discovered great
secrets and treasures along the way. Sometimes one of our tun-
nels would intersect with a redcap’s, and our meetings resulted

in ugly fights or even uglier parties. Even today, we’re most
comfortable below ground.

We also learned to craft, and soon beautiful things of gold
andother precious materials became our trade. Our grottos gained
areputation for their treasures, and the other Kithain were soon
coming to us to buy our goods. By the time of the “metal ages”
(Silver, Bronze, Iron), we were kicking ass and taking names.
['won’t go into too many details — let’s just say that payback
was a bitch for some of our gorbinmourbin siblings. But you ask
anyone (any nocker, that is), and he’ll tell you we aren’t ones to
hold a grudge. When the other Kithain needed our help to fend
off the fomorians and all the other big critters, we were there.

Our founding fathers (and mothers) — Dana, the Dagda
and the Tuatha de Danaan — had fought the fomorians before,
and kicked them enough to convince them to stay down for a
bit. Then they took off for greener pastures, the fomorians got
frisky, and we had to pick up their blabbinfabbin mess. Now, if
you buy that crap about the fae’s war against the fo-morons as
an allegory for the earliest tribal clashes in Ireland (and who
doesn’t?), then we’re talking as long as 9,000 years ago. The
timeline gets a little fuzzy here. When you’re dealing with the
Tuatha and the sidhe, time has a way of getting all farblunjet.
The sidhe and the trolls led the war against the fomos, with
some help from the few remaining Tuatha de Danaan. We
supplied the weapons.

Ifyoulisten to the otherkith’sstoriesabout the time, trolls
were as big as mountains, the sidhe were gods, and the pooka
could actually turn into something useful. (Well, furk me!
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I guess our myths aren’t so farfetched after all!) We learned
alot; thousands of years of warfare does wonders for weapons
technology. We stuck to our subterranean freeholds where
we could hold off almost any enemy. The redcaps (many
of them, anyway) fought on the other side. They had some
connection with the fomorians and other dark powers
from before our time, something about bringing.back “the
eternal night of Fimbulwinter” and all thatgtercus-Some
Unseelie nockers played both sides, selling/weapons4o the
highest bidder.

The war got bigger the longer it went, with some folks
lobbing mountains at eachfother near the énd, or s I'veheatd.
One of our stories tells,about a nocker battlewagon the size of
a castle. Who am L£0 say it didn’tshappen? Accerding to our
history, The Chronicle of theBlack Mountain, thefae finally beat
the fomorians at the second Battle of Moytura. The fomorians
flooded our caves infthe final days of the war. They were as
good at mine-fighting as we wete, but we collapsed a few of our
tunnels and sealed them off for good. As far as [ know, they'’re
still there, may they rot in peace:

Whetithings got too hot near the end of the war, many of
us decided to 'make ourselves scarce. With skills like ours, we
could write dur own ticket in almost any part of the world. A
lot'of us have been itinerant since the Fomorian War. The eshu
travel more than we do, I'll grant that, but we have a lot of dust
on our bootsyted. I don’t know if we can lay claim to the Great
Pyramids of Egypt, but The Chronicle of the Black Mountain tells
how we helped to inspire the earliest irrigation systems.

Many of us also settled in Canaan, in the Middle East,
and we’ve been hanging around with the Jews since 1200 B.C.
Funny, that’s one piece of history that’s stuck with us. Buy one
of those new, big, fancy books on faerie lore. Look up nockers;
it'll tell you that we’re the ghosts of Jewish miners who died in
the tin mines of Cornwall.

Sunder and Shatter

The Sundering didn’t hurt us nearly as bad as it did the
other kith. It wasn’t easy to take, but we’re used to suffering.
Other Kithain — especially the sidhe and the trolls — were
talking about punishing us for “bringing Autumn to the world,”
and all that crap. Seems they thought our use of technol-
ogy was spreading Banality. The whole thing was bullshit,
of course, but it wasn’t the first time we’d heard that tune.
The sidhe passed a figgermurbin edict, called the “Doctrine
of Joy,” against us during the final days of the Shattering.
That’s what the sidhe always do if they think another kith’s
getting too powerful — hand down some imperious law and
claim special wisdom from Dana, the Dagda or the Tuatha de
Danaan. Don’t believe me? They’re pulling the same shit on
the trolls right now in the Parliament of Dreams with their
“Troll Assimilation Proclamation.” Still, the trolls backed
up the sidhe when they were tightening the screws on us, so
piss on the trolls now.

Anyway, the Doctrine of Joy claimed that Glamour was
fading because the fae (especially us) weren’t following the old
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