
 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 
Quote: Greetings there mortal, have you come to worship at our shrine? Well then, leave your weapons at the door, but bring 
your smile… we’re glad to have you. Oops, I mean, “RRAWWR!!!” 
 

The Chinthe are the very Golden Lions from whence the 
whole Dreaming Kingdom of Southeast Asia derives its 
name.  (the Halls of Golden Lions) Though Lion might be 
a misnomer, they are also equal parts, buffalo, dragon, 
and small Guardian-God of antiquity. This family of 
guardian Hantu (Kith) has been protecting, temples, 
homes, and important individuals of Myanmar 
(Burma) since time immemorial. Capable of great feat 
of physical prowess and born of ferocious justice, there 
are few who could hope to outmatch a single Chinthe in 
battle. 

Luckily for all, the majority of Chinthe are Yetkhat 
(Seelie), and don’t go looking for trouble. In fact, 
their whole existence seems to prevent trouble 
from happening at all. Even the rare Suanggi 
(Unseelie) of the Hantu encourages open 
dialogue and reasoning over blood-shed. 
And unlike their cousins the Foo from 
the 3 Kingdoms of Go, a Chinthe will 
even try to reason with someone 
unsavory- witches, vampires, 
demons, etc… However, this 
doesn’t mean that the Chinthe are 
pushovers. Far from it. While they 
may prefer to talk things over, if 
needs must, they will openly fight 
anyone, anywhere, anywhen.  Most 
times, a Chinthe will win these 
battles as well. As stated before, the 
Chinthe are Golden Lions of War, 
and fighting is part of their 
Dreaming-given mandate. 

This divine mission of 
protection, guardian-ship, or other 
role of protection allows the 
Chinthe ample opportunity to 
carve out a happy place for 
themselves in the Halls of the 
Golden Lions. Everyone 
needs protection now and 
then, and the Chinthe are 
happy to serve.    

 

Appearance:  In all forms, the 
Chinthe are googly eyed and big-

boned, with wide smiles a titch 
too big for their faces. The Bumi 
Hyang (Mortal Mien) is always 
large, not grossly so, but bigger 
than their fellows. They also 
sport naturally occurring 
blonde and gold highlights to 

their hair, regardless of the usual 
color. In Hantu Hyang (Fae Mien) 

they appear as large 
anthropomorphic beasties… 
equal parts human, water 
buffalo, crocodile, and of 
course Lion.  Their skin is 
tawny colored, they boast 
golden tusks, fangs, and 
claws, and those large bulging 
eyes glow with an animalistic 
inner-fire. Though they are 
obviously beasts in every 
sense of the word, there is an 
endearing charm about them, 
and their large tusked and 
fanged smiles are real.  
 
Lifestyle: The Life of the 
Chinthe is one of service. They 
aid their mortal community 
with the same means as the 
local Athurakal (Fae) courts.  
They choose the roles as 
guardians and security, 
soldiers and even street 

toughs (for the rare Suanggi 
Chinthe). In all these roles, they 

perform with grace, enthusiasm, 
and talent.  

 
Muda Chinthe, from the moment of 

their chrysalis are fully aware of 
what they want to do – “Help People.” 
They take to everything they do in an 



 
 

 

attempt to better themselves. They do so with an enthusiasm 
that is both inspiring and infectious.  
 
Sembrono Chinthe have chosen a role that best suits their needs. 
Even those Suanggi street toughs may be “Bad guys” sure, but 
only to keep out the real bad-guys (demons and vampires and 
angry ghosts and the like).  
 
Kawakan Chinthe lose none of their zeal, though their arm may 
not swing the axe as strong, or their roar is racked with a thick 
cough. The eldest amongst the Chinthe are an inspiration to the 
young in a cyclical appreciation of pride.  
 
Glamour Ways: Chinthe refuel their Weth by protecting 
something or someone. The more gratitude felt for their 
services, the greater the reward.  
 
Unleashing: Cantrips cast by the Chinthe are accompanied by 
the tang of spicy Incense and hot metal. There are hot flashes of 
golden light, and the roar of a distant animal that might be a 
crocodile, might be a lion, might be a water buffalo 
 
Affinity: Prop 
 
Birthrights: 
 
Heaven Lion’s Fist (Kaunggkain Hkyin Sae Eat Laatsee): The 
Chinthe were designed to protect, and the Heavens have gifted 
them with great means to do so. At character creation, each 
Chinthe gains a +1 to each physical attribute. In addition, when 
actively protecting someone or something, they gain a +1 to all 
dice pools. Lastly, their Teeth and claws inflict aggravated 
damage to everything they come across, including something 
that are insubstantial (ghosts for instance are affected 
regardless of their incorporeality).  
 
 
 
Frailties:  

 
Broken Mask (Kwal Myetnharhpone): The polite way to 
describe the Chinthe would be to reference their slipped 
seeming, which causes buggy eyes, flappy tongue, large teeth, 
pug nose, and scraggly hair. The impolite term would be that 
they are fugly bastards whose very gaze causes anxiety. At 
character creation, the Chinthe can never begin with an 
Appearance rating higher than 1. In addition, whenever the 
Chinthe gets visibly upset, all onlookers must roll willpower 
(difficulty 5 + Chinthe’s charisma rating) or be too scared to 
function. No Chinthe wants this, but such is their nature.  

 
Kanokwan raises her sword, Smiles for the camera, and 
speaks kindly concerning her fellow Hantu. 
Gerasi: Hunters? Sure. Hungry? Absolutely. Demons? Only if 
the first two aren’t met. Keep them busy, and keep them fed, 
and you’ll have a super strong ally for life.  
Jenglot: I’d like to live my life with no enemies, but these 
creepy blood-sucking toys might change that.  
Mambang Air: I can’t swim. But I still appreciate a day at the 
beach. When I do, I am always polite and pick up the beer 
cans. Problem solved    
Mariamman: Every Sunday I bring them a plate-lunch. If just 
to let them know that I care. Better safe than sorry, hey?  
Nang Tani: Beautiful but sad daughters of the moon, I envy 
their beauty, but not their unhappiness.  
Orang Bunian: Every land needs royalty. We are lucky we 
have the nicest royals around.  
Pelesit: Sometimes during battle, I wear a scarf. Not because 
I’m keeping the dust out, but because I’m afraid of these gross 
little boogers.  
 
Foos: We have cousins in the 3 Kingdoms of Go. They’re a lot 
like us, sure, but unlike them we know how to have fun.  
Harimau Akuan: No relation, but that doesn’t stop them 
from sending me a birthday card, now does it? Actually it 
does. None have ever sent me a birthday card.  

 

 

 

  


