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“Of all modern notions, the worst is this: that domesticity is dull. Inside the home, they say, is dead decorum and routine;
outside is adventure and variety. But the truth is that the home is the only place of liberty, the only spot on earth where a
man can alter arrangements suddenly, make an experiment or indulge in a whim. The home is not the one tame place in a
world of adventure; it is the one wild place in a world of rules and set tasks.” — G.K. Chesterton

Quote: No, No, don’t thank me, this is just a little gift between friends yes?

Brunnies are wild and crazy, yet helpful and
benevolent Cottage Faerie from the rural
Scottish -Country-side. Also called Brownies
by  those with more  High-Brow
Pronunciations (the more rustic of the Scot-
folk still prefer the proper pronunciation of
Brunnie) they appear as small frenzied
looking creatures, somewhere between a
Pooka, Piskie and Boggan. Often times
young, female, and cute as a button, there is
no wonder why a certain branch of Girl-
scouts is named after them.

While the Boggans may be known as the chief
caretakers of free-holds, castles, and keeps, Brunnies
are the real power behind a places’ looking-after. A
Brunnie gets immense pleasure in making sure a house-hold is
clean, maintained and more than anything efficient. They are
notorious for doing chores, and helping a house, often without
being asked, and sometimes when their help isn’t even wanted.
Washing dishes and doing laundry, bigger and harder jobs like
harvesting and reaping crops, or even odd jobs like fixing
someone’s shoes (much like a proverbial shoe-maker’s lucky
ordeal).

However, as much as they live to help out a House-Hold,
they will in no circumstance serve as staff. A Brunnie would
rather eat a cold-iron knife than serve someone as a Butler or
Maid. This may stem from their Frailty of never being able to
accept Payment for their services. While food-left out for them
overnight is grand or even a new pair of shoes will delight
them, these things have to be set up as gifts. A Brunnie cannot
accept any form of payment, and even an utterance of “Thank
You” will drive them from a domicile. Any Brunnie who does
accept one of these things finds themselves wracked with
conflicting emotions and may go Unseelie using their powers to
harangue their House-Mates. This also may happen if someone
in the Household should brag about living with a Brunnie.
Brunnies will not suffer living with a braggart, and will either
leave, or go Unseelie.

ASLAAIA A Al

s

A A

s

-
:.-l.

-
FY

Appearance: In Mortal Mien, Brunnies are small, smaller than
they should be- they tallest of them always just shy of a meter
and a half. They have perpetually messy hair, and odd
expressions with wide smiling eyes. In fae mien, they are even
shorter, usually less than a meter high. (This plays no factor in
their strength however). They have bright colorful eyes with no
white visible, and shaggy dark hair that falls haphazardly
around their head. The most obvious sign of their otherness
however is their smile.

It seems too large in comparison to the rest of their body,
and their teeth are just a bit too prominent. This gives them a
somewhat feral look that is wunnerving to anyone
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unaccustomed. This in addition to their unnatural
speed and dexterity and their long nimble
fingers that are always twitching, it is easy
to see why someone would be afraid of

them going unseelie.

Lifestyle: At one time the Brunnies

were known and celebrated across

Albion, but time and Pride in their

Nation (the Sun never Set on England,

and the English were the first to point

that out) left them fewer and fewer

places to call home. Now they make do

where they can, often settling in old-world

places, helping out Older-folks who still know

the proper protocol, or apprenticing to a Boggan
who knows what’s-What.

However, most of those in the know live farther and farther
North, and why Scotland has such room for them now. The Fae
are held in higher esteem by Caledonian Mortals; at least that’s
what the Brunnies are told by the Households that claim them.

Oga Brunnies throw themselves into house-work with a wild
and frantic Gusto that dizzies the eye and makes every Mother
weep with Joy. Often turning mundane chores into fun and
exciting games, they can have even the laziest of Redcap
curmudgeons, or stuffiest of Sidhe nobility eager to join in the
festivities.

Ghaisgich Brunnies still enjoy their work, but now it is more a
mind-set than a game. They have grown more into their roles,
and have discovered, quite unfortunately, that the world
outside their home-stead might not be as fun as they imagined.

Ard Brunnies have found themselves a new lot in life. By this
time they have gone as far as to find their own-place to live and
spend their days enjoying the quiet things that they feel they
didn’t have enough time to do in their younger years:
Rearranging books, shucking peas, or alphabetizing junk-
drawer contents. While others might see this as exceptionally
Banal (and many other Wichts [Kith] do take banality from it)
The Brunnies take great comfort in such orderly pursuits.

Revelry: Brunnies gain Glainnead from a well-to-do house, and
the wonderful mortals who can enjoy it. By basking in the
appreciation of a job-well-done, a Brunnie refuels her magic.

Unleashing: Cantrips cast by Brunnies are accompanied by a
wave of contentment that leaves one feeling warm and cozy.
Sometimes there is the soft smell of furniture polish and
lemons, or a whiff of fresh-brewed tea.




Affinity: Scene
Birthrights

Seelie by Nature (Seilie A Réir Nadair): The innate charm of a
Brunnie, and their infectious good-nature softens the hearts of
even the most stalwart of villians. When a Brunnie is good, he’s
just nice, real nice. Any-body angered by a Brunnie must roll
willpower at a difficulty of 7 to stay that way. In addition, a
Brunnie may never botch an Empathy or Subterfuge roll.

Tireless House-work (Obair-Taighe Gun Fheum): Much like
the Boggans, Brunnies have a reputation for being swift and
superior in their chosen endeavors. If unobserved they can
accomplish any house-hold task involving simple physical labor
in one third the normal time. In addition, a Brunnie can go
roughly 36 hours without feeling the slightest bit fatigued.
Though they prefer to do it at Night, when others are asleep,
this leaves them plenty of time for day-time activities.

Frailties

Workman’s Wage (Tuarastal An Luchd-Obrach): A Brunnie
can never accept payment for their actions. That includes
monetary allowances, or even a thank-you. While gifts can be
provided (they have to be gifts) any time someone does
something that can be misconstrued as recompense due for
services rendered, the Brunnie must roll his willpower
difficulty 9, or shift his nature to a destructive Unseelie force of
chaos.  Chairs break, plumbing leaks, house-hold items
disappear. (Once it is rumored, a roof caved in on a Sidhe noble.)

Pride Goeth (Tha Moit Air Falbh): Much like saying thanks,
there are some things you just don’t do around a Brunnie. One
of these is bragging about your house-hold. While it is fine to
thank someone who mentions that you maintain a clean house,
it is another entirely to show off how immaculately shiny your
kitchen tile is. Humility and Modesty go a long way with the
Brunnies, and this goes doubly so for anyone who would even
think about mentioning that there is a Brunnie in the Home. If
any of a Brunnie’s House-mates ever boasts within earshot of
the Brunnie, then the Brunnie must make a willpower roll
difficulty 7 to not go Unseelie.
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tales of the North Caledonian Gentry.
Annis Hags: There’s something to be said about such grim
determination, but I won’t be the one saying it.
Brollachans: Well if I ever met one, I'd decide based on that
interaction. But how would I know if I even met one I
wonder?
Ceasg: Well then, we all can’t be kittens and ponies, can we?
Kirkgrims: Oh the dears, loyal to a fault, and so honest and
reverent. May their God watch over them all the days of their
life.
Pechs: [ hear they're kings in their own right, but they act
more like good friends than royal-folk.
Shellycoats: On Halloween they’re a hoot, but then again,
every day is Halloween for them.
Spunchie: Well at least they’re productive, we all need a
hobby, now don’t we?
Tod Loweries: I plead to opt the old adage about not saying
atall if I can’t say something... well, you know.
Trows: If we were to go to war, and that's a big IF, then I
guess we’'d want these ruffians leading the way.
Urisks: Uhm. They have nice houses I suppose. I've never
been mind, but I hear things.

Wulvers: Never,g ymore loy
Gods keep‘em. | \'T I
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