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ASi-NEE—DA-EED
(Fickle Fire)

Region: the Northeast, Nunnehi of the Abenaki Federation

ik

,.\._,._. ,_\,_.-

5

i

-
[
.-,

L
1

-
E .|_.""'.|

=

“Luck has a longer reach than wisdom” Seven Seventy Seven Sensations - James Lendall Basford
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Quote: I'd put that gun away; it would be a shame if it misfired and blew up in your face.
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The Ask-wee-da-eed is perhaps one of the
most mysterious of the Nunnehi Gundohgi
(Families). They are rare, one being born only
unusual cosmic events; A particularly active
meteor shower, or a comet visiting Earth.
While this may be seen as fortuitous event,
the Nunnehi of the Northeast know that it
means the coming of the Fickle-Fires. Only a
few random younglings under-go their
chrysalis when the Comet traces its
trajectories closest to the Earth. Soon after, one
only has to trace the path of destruction and misery
back to the sources.

Yes they are rare and the elders see this as no small
blessings. Their ability to warp the workings of fate and their
powers of ill luck ensure that the world around them is marked
by chaos and misfortune. While some might be able to work with
a new Youngling Ask-wee-da-eed attempt to guide them in the
ways of peace, superstition and mistrust that usually wins out.

They are forever ostracized, even by their own parents. They
are distrusted at best, hunted at worse, and their very existence
is a testament to the powers of dark-medicine. The only one who
can truly hope to understand their plight is another Ask-wee-da-
eed. However, the rarity of their emergences ensures that very
few are around, let alone finding each other.

Appearance: No matter the Dunakadv (Mien), the Ask-wee-da-
eed appears much the same. They are dark-haired and dark-eyed
Native Americans with haunting smiles, and sad eyes. In Fae
Dunakadv, their hair and eyes take on a cold-blue sheen, and
silvery specks can be seen in their eyes. In all forms, there is
something palpably foreboding about their presence.

Lifestyle: In Nunnehi society, the Ask-wee-da-eed function
different than the other families. They have a hard time joining
circles of other Nunnehi, and even then, they are forever marked
as an outsider. The best they can, as stated previously, is find
each other. But a group of orphaned children, livid at their
unfortunate lot, and sharing in each other’s abilities to cause
misfortune? That would be a horror story waiting to happen.
Such is why they inevitably find their way into the Wapsu
(Thallain Families) unwilling or no, and most of their number go
War or Winter camps.

Youngling Ask-wee-da-eed are scared and frightened of the
world, especially due to the loneliness that they must face. If one
were to be saved, it might theoretically change their outlook for
the better. One can only pray.
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Brave Ask-wee-da-eed are able to destroy the lives of

both friends and enemies if not careful. If they

haven’t found allies during their youngling years,
then during their brave years they act out their
frustrations on a cold unforgiving world.

Elder Ask-wee-da-eed have but two avenues.

They have discovered harmony with themselves

and others, or they give in to their abhorrence of
the world and become agents of pandemonium.

Glamour Ways: Ask-wee-da-eed regain Medicine by

being a part of a group that accepts them for who and what
they are. This is a slightly rare occurrence, and rarely lasts long.
Most of those familiar with the Ask-wee-da-eed instantly
distrust them, and even among mortal strangers, it is only a
matter of time before they are found out.

Unleashing: Songs of Power, when cast by the Ask-wee-da-eed
are accompanied by a blast of icy wind, a dimming of local
lighting, and small flashes of cold silvery light. In addition, little
misfortunes may befall the surrounding scene. Electronics fizzle
out, mirrors break, and little moments of bad luck run rampant.

Affinity: Time
Birthrights:

Broken Medicine Arrow: Ask-wee-da-eed can rewrite the
workings of fate and cause an otherwise successful action to fall
apart. In game terms, the Ask-wee-da-eed spends a point of
Medicine and forces another to re-roll a successful roll at -1 die
in the hopes that the re-roll fails (it is as if the original roll never
occurred). The seeming of the Ask-wee-da-eed dictates how
many times per day this can occur. Younglings can do it once,
Braves twice, and Elders three times.

Cold Comet-Fires: With a successful willpower roll, (difficulty
9) the Ask-wee-da-eed can call upon the fires of her origins, and
shine with an unearthly cold silvery light. The light does no
damage, but is enough to unnerve some superstitious folk, or at
least light up a room.

Frailties:

Bad Omen: Because the Ask-wee-da-eed’s birth was marked by
a poor omen, (the comet) and their life has been marred by it.
They are considered jinxes of the highest order, and
superstitious Nunnehi elders may blame them for even the
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smallest misfortunes. Once per session, the Storyteller will
nominate any rolls made as "unlucky” whenever the Ask-wee-
da-eed is present. On that roll, any "2s" rolled will count as "1’s";
they not only fail the roll, but they cancel out successes just as
any botch would.

Jinx: Needless to say, this causes some discrimination on the
part of other Nunnehi. The Ask-wee-da-eed is forever at a
heightened difficulty to all social rolls based on seeming. This
roll only counts with others who know the Lore concerning the
Ask-wee-da-eed’s origins. Younglings are at a +1 difficulty,
Braves a +2, and Elders a +3. Even the parents and friends of the
youngling will tread on egg-shells in fear of bad-luck. In addition
there are others sensitive to such occult mysteries (shaman
were-wolves, Mages, Etc...) and Spirits only know what their
plans are.

Ponki-mkazas, looks at the nights sky and answers your
questions from a distance. You don’t want to get too close.
Adlet: Bullies. But I'm not worried. They don’t like fire, and
that’s kind of my thing. A cold one at least.

Kooshdakhaa; No thank you, I don’t want to play.
Mekumwasuck: What?

Pukwudgie: No. I don’t want to “hang” with you. No offense,
but you're not worth it.

Qallupilluk: | hear what others say, but I still think it might be
kind of nice.

Ishigaq: So I have to ask them, If they have an IN with all our old
Sasquatch: Bigfoots not real. And Nessie isn’t a Kith.
Waawaashkeshi Kwe: The best we have. So beautiful.

Yung’a Hano: I thought I was unfortunate; at least I got the
occasional hugs as a baby.




