
Castaway 
Character Creation Guide 

 
Character creation takes time. It is highly advised that you start brainstorming your 
character early on. You’ll be doing yourself a huge favor by taking time early on to 
ensure your creation is something that you're able to grow to love. Characters that 

people find difficult to roleplay or boring to play are typically ones that were made at the 
last second! 

 
 

 

Considerations 
 
 
Information about the Multiverse 

 
●​ This game takes place in a multi-verse consisting of a non-specified number of 

universes. These universes vary greatly in size, laws, and age. 
●​ While the multiverse may be home to several extremes it is important to note that 

all existences are plausible within their own explanations. The laws and rules that 
govern those explanations are up to player interpretation, but may be denied by the GM. 

●​ There’s nothing wrong with making your homeworld in the multiverse a fairly normal 
Earth, as long as you can make a compelling character. 

 
 
Character Guidelines 
 

●​ Character backstories explicitly set in the worlds of other games are not allowed. 
This game is set in a completely separate multiverse than any other previous House of 
Fun game, and is not part of any continuity. Characters hailing from previous games 
have no place here. 

●​ Your character must be limited in terms of powers and abilities. Your character can 
still use magic or be powerful relative to a normal human being, but you cannot play a 
crazy powerful god that can destroy a planet in one quick snap of their fingers. Being 
able to demolish a small house with magic is fine, destroying a whole city is not. Use 



your judgment and tell me your ideas sooner rather than later so they can be given the 
green light. 

●​ Your character does not need to have a lot of depth to their story and background. 
But it certainly helps and makes the game more fun. Just try not to go for too long.  

●​ Your character must be either humanoid or at least be easy to communicate with. 
To improve everyone’s experience, please limit yourself to characters that don’t create 
incomprehensibly alien situations. The intent of the game is communication between 
players. 

●​ Joke characters are ‘allowed’. But they must be taken seriously to some degree so as 
not to affect the enjoyment of others playing the game more seriously than you. 

●​ You must stay in character and actively work towards your character’s goals. It is 
possible that your goals may change mid-game, but whatever your character sets out to 
do you must ensure that they stick to those aspirations. Always stay in character.  

●​ No child characters. A level of childlike behavior can be allowed depending on the 
character, but your character should generally be an adult, and look like them. Tragically, 
child characters are too strong.   

 
 
Things that are OK 
 

●​ Well executed and thought out characters with seemingly ridiculous themes and 
backstories. As long as you can flesh it out properly and the idea isn’t just a joke your 
character idea is likely to be accepted. 

●​ Unorthodox approaches to your character’s presentation or situation. You are not 
restricted to vanilla human characters. Let your creativity flow, but be sure that any 
extreme choices you make in character creation serve a purpose. 

●​ Impossible goals and motives. Your character’s motivations need to be grounded in 
that character’s reality. As long as this is met your character idea is likely to be accepted. 

 
 
Things that are not OK 
 

●​ Characters need to have some ability to react to the events around them. This is 
not a story-based game, but roleplaying with other characters is one of the focuses. 
Characters that have difficulty in reacting to events and others may be less fun for you 
and other players. 

●​ Incongruent character details. Your character, regardless of how serious or silly they 
may be, must have both character details that are consistent with one another and be 
believable within its own context. Everything must tie in together, culminating into a 
coherent character.  

●​ Ridiculousness for the sake of being ridiculous. While over the top character details 
are permissible, these must be the byproduct of a bigger idea and not the idea itself. 



●​ Characters that have no chance to evolve, grow, or change. Your character does not 
need to become a better or stronger person as the game develops, but it is imperative 
that you do not make a character that is locked into a narrow narrative route. 

 
 
Character Building Advice 
 

●​ Find a starting point. Character creation typically starts with an idea and then the 
expansion upon that idea. Here are a list of good starting points: 

○​ An overarching theme. 
○​ A storyline. 
○​ A specific physical design. 
○​ A reference to some other media. 
○​ Building around specific certain traits or weapon ideas. 

●​ Take your time, but also throw lots of ideas out there. It is likely that your first, 
second, and maybe even third idea won’t pan out as well as you had hoped. Keep 
coming up with ideas and developing them until you end up with a character that works. 

●​ Make a character that can walk many paths. A common mistake people make is 
creating characters that have rigid locked narrative options. To ensure the game is 
enjoyable for its entire duration it is advised that your character be capable of changing 
plans if need be. Ask yourself what your character would do in many common House of 
Fun scenarios and if the answer is “I don’t know”, “no one will talk to me”, or “I don’t think 
I can roleplay this character in that situation” then you might need to go back to the 
drawing board. Here are a list of common scenarios in House of Fun games: 

○​ Killing another player or almost being killed. 
○​ Backstabbing somebody or getting backstabbed. 
○​ Paranoia from not knowing who to trust. 
○​ Fear of others who may be stronger. 
○​ The high of victory and battle. 
○​ Finding characters that your character becomes close friends or lovers with. 
○​ Finding characters that your character loathes or wants to kill. 
○​ Finding friends and camaraderie. 
○​ Working together with other people in a serious environment. 
○​ Encountering strange, foreign creatures and people. 

●​ Sit on your character idea for at least a few hours before committing. It is an often 
occurrence that a player comes up with a character idea, loves it, but then later comes 
up with another idea that they’d much rather play. This is a big reason why I advocate for 
planning early so that you have the luxury of having a few days to sit on your idea before 
committing to it. 

●​ Just because you’re allowed to make unique and weird characters doesn’t mean 
you should. Sometimes the better option is the simpler one. It is also important to 
realize that the craziest, wackiest, most outlandish ideas people come up with are often 
the hardest to roleplay as and with. On top of that, many of these super unique 



characters rely on some sort of gimmick that outshines the rest of their character. Always 
prioritize making a well rounded character with appreciable depth and detail. 

 
 



Character Form Template 
 

Copy+paste the form below into your own google document. Delete  
all the text in italics before writing your responses. ​

​
NOTE: The requirements in each field are moderately strict. Please abide by them.  

Communicate with your GM if something ends up being too short or too long. 
 

 
 

Public Profile (Player Card) 
 

[1] Name: If you provide multiple names be sure to specify which one is your public name. 
 
Lamb 
 
 
[2] Physique: Minimum of 2-3 sentences. 370 character limit. 
 
Standing at 146 cm (4’8) the lamb towers over her………….  
Pale white fur covers her entire body with legs like a lamb with cloven hooves and  an upper 
body that is more human… 
 
[3] Attire: Minimum 1-2 sentences (if applicable). 370 character limit. 
 
“A simple mask…. Made from what?... And why…..”  
 
[4] Homeworld: Minimum of 1-2 sentences. 370 character limit. 
 
“I do not know….. Not here…”  
 
[5] More Info.: Minimum 1-2 sentences. 370 character limit. 
 
“Why am I lonely? I wish to always have a friend….”  
 
[6] Character Image(s): URL or file upload required. 
 



 
 

 
Private Profile (Character & Universe) 

 
[7] Rough Background: 2-12 sentences. 
 
a pale man with dark hair' who was very lonely, as all things would have to meet this man at the 
hour of their death. For this the people shunned him, so the lonely man took an axe and split 
himself in two so he 'would always have a friend'.  
But when the pale man split himself in two Lamb saw Wolf her counter for a moment before 
appearing in the game. Only a faint memory remains of Wolf but she knows Wolf is joined to 
her. 
 
[8] Important Moments: Keep it short, bullet point list is best. 
 
The pale man taking an axe and splitting himself in two  
 
[9] Character Relationships: Keep it short, bullet point list is best. 
 
None.  
Well wolf but wolf is not their and Lamb has forgotten who they are  
 
 
 



 
[10] Motives: Keep it short, bullet point list is best. 
 
To kill and find her eternal companion, Lamb does not know why. Only that she must 
 
Lamb doesn’t know but she knows that death is her task. But why? She wants to find out. But 
while she does she has to see people to the end of their lives.  
 
[11] Homeworld: Minimum of 2-8 sentences. 
 
It is said the pale man lived in the spirit world but would travel into the world of Runeterra when 
people met their end  to see them. The world is filled with magic, war, jungles, and disasters.  

 
 

Private Profile (Backstory) 
 

[12] Backstory: Minimum of 0.5 page, maximum of 15 pages. 2-5 pages heavily advised. 
 

TERP NOTE: EVERYTHING DOWN TO 
THE HORIZONTAL LINE IS TAKEN 
DIRECTLY FROM HERE: 
https://universe.leagueoflegends.com/en_U
S/story/finishing-soates/  
 
Arnold knew the performance was doomed when all his playwright’s tricks were exhausted. His 
players were lost to performance jitters. Perhaps the text was to blame, or the superstitions 
surrounding the performance of a dead scribe’s unfinished work, but each mummer had 
succumbed to one form of unprofessionalism or another. 

Artlo, who played a character known only as the Philosopher, wouldn’t stop dying. Each time he 
pantomimed his last breath in the company of that kindred pair of macabre spirits known as the  
Lamb and the Wolf, he prolonged his death rattles to the point of absurdity. This time, Nenni had 
laughed so hard her Lamb’s mask fell off her face. It landed on the ground with a loud crack. 
Emile removed his Wolf’s mask. Its sharp, jagged edges were chafing his jowls to pulp. He 
winced in pain—Tarnold knew he was about to ask for the poultice again. 

https://universe.leagueoflegends.com/en_US/story/finishing-soates/
https://universe.leagueoflegends.com/en_US/story/finishing-soates/
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/Universe:Kindred
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/Universe:Kindred
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/Universe:Kindred


“Stop!” Tarnold said. He did not need to yell. The Mummers’ Round’s renowned acoustics 
ensured even the eaves-perchers, with their half-copper admission, could hear the softest sigh 
with clarity. 

The old theater rested near the lord castellan’s hillfort and provided a nice glimpse of the dark 
forest. On banquet nights like tonight, nobles descended from the castellan’s manse to 
drunkenly take in the mummers’ theatrics. A displeased crowd of drunken nobles was worse 
than the humiliation of a failed play. 

The actors released their poses and turned to face their chief dramatist. 

Tarnold rubbed the bridge of his nose with his fingers and looked to the wings, where a 
mustachioed man, dressed in black finery, leaned against one of the story stones. 

“Duarte,” Tarnold said to the well-dressed man. “Buy me as much time as you can.” 

Duarte nodded in understanding. “I’ll hold the audience until I hear your sign.” 

“Do not disturb us, even if Lady Erhyn herself shakes off her malaise and demands a preview. 
We are on the verge, Duarte. We must fall together to rise together!” 

“Rise we shall, Tarnold. With the gust of life.” Duarte kissed the palm of his hand and placed it 
on the story stone for good luck. He disappeared from the stage and exited the theater. Silence 
pervaded while everyone waited on the sound of the heavy bolt sliding shut. 

Once they were sealed within the Mummers’ Round’s walls, with the sun dipping closer to the 
evening, Tarnold unleashed his temper. 

“Ask a Great City boy for water, and a Great City boy will bring you fire. There is to be one 
death, and one death alone, Artlo.” He turned to Nenni. “Stop laughing at Artlo’s nincompoopery, 
you daughter of Skaggorn. Shake off your provincial humors and exude the cold menace of 
death.” Finally, he pointed to Emile. “I can see your blood dribbling down your cheek. Dab your 
cheeks.” 

“Please, let me fix some padding to the inside of this accursed wolf mask.” 

“Project through the pain! Did Soates complain while writing her Kindred Fables on her 
deathbed? No. Be honored! One of her own heirlooms chafes your cheek.” 

“This one doesn’t fit me,” Nenni said. She had picked her lamb mask up off the stage floor. “It 
keeps sliding off.” 

“Then use straps!” Tarnold said, pulling off his own belt to throw it at Nenni’s feet. 

Endless hours of rehearsals had done nothing to prepare the troupe for the performance of 
Soates’ final, unfinished story. Part of that, Tarnold had accepted as his own fault. As the chief 



dramatist of Alderburg’s greatest—and only—theater, the grim task of finishing her story fell to 
him. 

“Lambs in the Orchard was Soates’ final gush of madness. The very last of her spark is here, in 
our hands... and you all choose to desecrate her memory, picking at it for your own vanity and 
comfort. She spent her final moments coaxing truths from the impending nevermore. Had death 
not stilled her hand while writing this very scene, perhaps we would all have a far greater 
understanding of our own brief and tragic existence!” 

The actors remained silent, chastened even, until Artlo cleared his throat and spoke up. 

“With respect,” the gangly Demacian started. Tarnold knew Artlo meant the opposite, and rolled 
his eyes to show it. “Perhaps an unfinished work is simply not meant to be finished by another.” 

Tarnold sensed an attack on his integrity. They had had this argument over and again. “Are you 
suggesting that this production is a work of sacrilege?” 

“We seem unable to replicate the emotions of a master writing against time.” 

“Are you mad? We are out of time!” Tarnold pointed to the dwindling rays of sunlight piercing the 
wooden walls of the theater. A chilly sensation swept through him. 

“Perhaps, we perform the bits we know and leave the unfinished unperformed. Is that not a 
better way to honor Soates? You must acknowledge, Tarnold, this,” Artlo said, pointing around 
himself, “does not work!” 

Artlo was right. They had failed to recreate the spark found in the prolific bard’s other fables. 
Their ailing patron, a Soates devotee, expected the impossible—an ending to an unfinished 
work. In desperation, Tarnold had authorized Duarte to travel to King Jarvan II’s Great City to 
the west, and hunt down the bard’s original masks. They were ancient and therefore costly. 

Tarnold’s head slumped, his shoulders followed, and then he was on his back, struggling to 
breathe. His heart raced against the quickening hour. 

“We have to cancel the performance.” He rubbed his forehead, trying to eke out some last shred 
of luck, but finding only sweat. “Worse, we’ll be forced to offer refunds.” He gasped out. “We 
already spent the gold!” 

“It’s probably not a good time to mention that the lamb mask is broken.” 

The color drained from Tarnold’s face. “What?” 

“When it fell off my face, it broke. It was an accident!” Nenni held the pieces of the mask in her 
hand. One of the wooden ears had snapped off. “I think I can strap it back together.” 

“This is utterly majestic.” Tarnold almost laughed. “That’s what we spent the gold on. They were 
Soates’ original masks. They’re on loan!” 



“She said it was an accident,” said Emile. 

“Let me think.” Tarnold stood up to take in the theater. Its storied round had existed for 
centuries. The story stones were the foundation of the Mummers’ Round. The circle of towering 
flagstones had stood in the theater’s location long before anyone settled the Nockmirch. Over 
the years, wooden viewing platforms were erected to allow more a better view of the theatrics 
and rituals performed inside the round. Performers and singers notched the pillars with their 
sigils, leaving their mark upon hallowed grounds. 

The theater had been home to Tarnold during many difficult times. Now, under his stewardship, 
it was the source of all his sorrows. 

“A broken mask tells two stories,” said a voice from the middle balcony, reserved for the 
wealthiest nobles. Even in his loneliest moments, Tarnold dared not rest his head on those fine 
cushions. “Three, if you consider the tale of the  

 maskmaker... Alas, no one wishes to hear that story.” 

“We agreed for no visitors during rehearsals!” Tarnold said to his performers. 

“She’s been here all night,” Nenni said. “We thought she was with you.” 

Had she? It was possible. Tarnold had battled insomnia for weeks. His attention snapped to the 
woman in the golden seats, which were reserved for the Lady Erhyn herself. Two summers ago, 
King Jarvan II’s  little heir had sat upon those velvet cushions to enjoy Tarnold’s rendition of The 
King of All Fishes. The boy had clapped loudest as the final curtain fell. 

“Who are you?” Tarnold said. “Step into the light.” 

The woman came forward, but the light illuminated little of her mystery. Her eyes were distant 
stars shining through mist. She wore a ghostly half-mask with a curious twirl of a twig sprouting 
off the top. Upon that sprig was a single dark leaf. Her elegant gait sang of nobility, and Tarnold 
finally recognized the crest on her gown. 

It was their patron, recovered from her malaise. 

“My lady Erhyn, I did not recognize you! Please forgive me.” Tarnold offered a respectable bow. 
“Tell me, what mask is this that graces your face? It is familiar yet beyond memory.” 

“It is made of eldlock.” She spoke in a calm voice. Her words were clear, even as she 
whispered. “The stories tell that any wood removed from an eldlock will continue to blossom and 
flower in season with its mothertree, as long as it still stands. No distance may sever their bond.” 

“It is exquisite, my lady.” 

“I have interrupted,” Lady Erhyn said, gesturing to the actors. “Perhaps I could suggest a 
change.” 

https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:Mask_Mother
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:Mask_Mother
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:King_Jarvan_III
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:King_Jarvan_III


“Why, of course!” Tarnold fidgeted with his hands. He looked to the wings, and to the stage. The 
mummers were keeping their mouths shut, for once. “Advice from our favorite patron is always 
welcome.” 

“All actors were masked in Soates’ day—perhaps all must don masks to channel the strange 
spirits she saw at death’s door, as she scribbled furiously into the night’s embrace.” 

“I like that!” Artlo said. “Where is the casket of masks? There were others in that trunk,” he 
called as he vanished behind the stage. 

“Now, wait, let’s talk this—” 

Tarnold was silenced by the sight of the gaunt lady with the eldlock mask clasping her hands 
together. There was something off about their benefactor. 

Before Tarnold could put his finger on it, Artlo returned onstage, dragging a trunk that was as 
long as he was tall. The name Q. W. Soates was engraved on its long side. Suddenly, it struck 
Tarnold how much the old trunk resembled a coffin. 

Artlo lifted open the heavy trunk’s lid. “Smells like dead poets,” he said. 

The man really has no taste, Tarnold thought. 

A heavy creak of rusted hinges reverberated through the round like the howl of a starving dog. 
The other two actors craned their necks to peer inside. 

“Before you choose,” the woman in the eldlock mask said. “Please heed these next words 
wisely. The hour is late, the show waits to play, and tonight can be truly memorable if all choose 
the mask that is right for them, for the spirits we become...” 

“...Inhabit us,” Emile completed. 

“The mummers’ tenet,” Nenni said. 

“Whatever flavor of madness this is,” Artlo said, a grin spreading on his face, “I want to be a part 
of it. Come, Tarnold. Even you must agree that at this late stage, we must perform with the gust 
of life.” 

“Intrepid,” the lady said. 

Tarnold heard the hint of a strange smile on her face. He couldn’t remember... had the nobles’ 
balcony not been empty when Duarte left? The whole theater was empty... Lady Erhyn struck 
him as different now, too. She seemed gaunt and haunted. Perhaps the noble lady Erhyn hadn’t 
entirely shaken off her affliction. The evening chill was settling in. 

“My lady, I am most pleased at your recovery. Perhaps I can fetch you a cloak?” 



“Now, this is the mask to honor a forgotten poet,” Artlo said. 

Lady Erhyn waved off Tarnold’s offer, turning to Artlo. “An ominous choice. The  

 Vulture picks at what remains, and when nothing is left... it flies on to perches far removed from 
here and waits for the next meal.” 

“Pecking at Soates’ legacy sounds like a feast.” Artlo turned around and showed off his guise: a 
bone-white mask with a long, hooked beak. The gangly man resembled a carrion bird. 

The gaunt lady approached the stage. She seemed so ancient, yet hale and graceful in her 
moves. Her skin did not look like flesh. It reminded Tarnold of plaster, after it had been set and 
smoothed. Her hair was the very night itself, radiating outward in a wavering embrace. He felt as 
if the breath were stabbed out of his lungs. How could he have ever mistaken the two? 

“You’re not Lady Erhyn.” 

The actors were oblivious to Tarnold’s epiphany. A chilling swoon descended upon his heart. Its 
beating pulsed loudly in his ears, nearly drowning out the actors’ words. 

“Switch masks with me,” Nenni said to Emile. “Your soft skin can’t wear such a handsome mask. 
My skin’s weathered worse, I’ll reckon.” 

“If you want to wear that agonizing thing...” Emile offered the wolf mask to his stage partner. “I 
mourn for your lovely cheekbones.” 

The two slipped on their swapped masks. 

The walls whispered as a gust of wind swept over the Mummers’ Round. Shutters clacked shut. 
Tarnold heard voices in that swift and swirling breeze. 

“Heartbeats, Lamb. Here,” a deep voice growled. 

Tarnold looked for the source, but could only see his mummers. They seemed to have forgotten 
all about him. Then, in his left ear, sang another voice. 

“Bits of light, 

Dancing in the dark, 

Playing on, playing on, playing on...” 

The words flew through Tarnold with a jolt. On the stage, he saw Nenni and Emile, hand in 
hand, wearing each other’s masks. Then he saw the otherwordly words were coming from the 
actors’ mouths. 

https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:The_Etherfiend
https://wiki.leagueoflegends.com/en-us/LoR:The_Etherfiend


“Yes,” Emile said, shifting his voice up to a lilting and haunted falsetto. “I see my darlingest 
Wolf now.” 

“Ahhh.” Nenni let out a relieved growl, her voice guttural and deep. “That feels better, little 
Lamb.” The actor dropped down on all fours, and stretched lower than a human should be able 
to. “Is it time to play chase?” 

“When the veil lifts, 

You shall claw and bite, 

My arrow swift, and on to the next act we go.” 

Tarnold crossed the round, keeping his eyes fixed on the gaunt lady. “What trickery is this? 
Please, leave us be!” 

The woman turned to Tarnold. “I am not your patron,” she said. 

Tarnold looked to his masked actors. “All of you, clear the stage. Go home. The performance is 
over.” He raised his voice, shouting toward the barred entrance. “Duarte!” 

“Tarnold...” The woman who was not Lady Erhyn turned and looked at him with the enormity of 
her vast, glimmering eyes. Even behind the eldlock mask, they shone with a light born of 
darkness. Their eerie sheen pulled Tarnold’s attention out of his body. Whoever this was, he 
knew her and did not; feared her and sought her. Running from her felt foolish, and reasonable. 
Without deciding to, he walked toward the stage. 

“Take the masks off,” he said. “Now. This is madness... This play is cursed! Don’t you see? 
What if, in the conjuring, Soates did not happen to die while writing the play, the act of writing 
Lambs in the Orchard was itself what killed her... The narrative itself is a curse!”It was not the 
gaunt lady, Nenni’s wolf nor Emile’s lamb that replied. Artlo, or whatever spoke through Artlo, 
answered in a screeching voice. He spread his arms high and stood upon one leg, like a carrion 
bird. 

“The author waits for my beak,” he said. The corners of his lips cracked and split open. “Soates 
is truly dead... as none remember her now as she once was.” Tears ran down Artlo’s stretched 
cheeks. The voice stilled Tarnold’s heart and stopped him in his stride. “Soates flies in my wake, 
soon lost and forgotten. Words on a page. A name on the wind. Shreds... nothing more.” 

“Shreds of Soates is still Soates,” said the gaunt lady. 

“He ceased the performance...” Whatever spoke through poor Artlo didn’t care how much pain it 
caused the man’s body. The actor’s arm violently wrenched forward and stretched, its bony 
hand pointing an accusatory finger at Tarnold. “And he wears no mask...” 



“You are so close to Soates,” the woman said to the dramatist. “Choose a mask, and see her 
final scene come alive.” 

He thought about running from the Mummers’ Round. He pictured himself fleeing up to the lord 
castellan’s fort on the hill, or into town. What would he find in Lady Erhyn’s house? He looked to 
the gaunt woman. The sun had almost set. The evening cacophony of insects and night birds 
chirped out their greetings to the coming night. How many nights had he dreamt of Soates’ final 
moments, of the final scene... 

“Everyone must wear a mask,” the woman said. 

Mouth agape, Tarnold nodded in agreement with the woman in the eldlock mask, that dark leaf 
dancing in an unfelt breeze. 

“If I must choose a mask, then I confess, I know the one I would select is not in that trunk, nor is 
it on the stage.” He felt life return to his limbs. His bones were stiff and unwieldy... but that was a 
temporary condition. 

The gaunt woman smiled. “You wish to wear my mask? That is a most excellent decision, dear 
Tarnold, a man of creativity and curiosity. Come and remove it from my face.” 

“I shall take your mask, and become you. May the spirits we become...” 

“...Inhabit us deeply and truly,” she finished. 

When Tarnold did, and placed the living eldlock mask on his face, he saw, finally, the true ending 
of Soates’ play. It was flawless and terrible, life-giving and breathtaking. 

“Places, my friends and fellows,” he said. “Our tale waits for no one. Let us fall together to rise 
as one, and sing our harmonies with the gust of life.” 

“One last gust,” replied Lamb, Wolf, and Vulture. 

And together, they played. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Duarte had kept the news about Lady Erhyn hidden from Tarnold all day, even though the truth 
of her passing threatened to burst forth from his lips. Her malaise carried her off in kindred 
company before dawn, or so the new lady of House Erhyn had said. The news could break the 
morale of the entire troupe. Tarnold, he knew, would take it exceptionally hard. 



But just as sorrow weighed down Duarte’s heart, there was a brightness, an exciting turn of 
good fortune beyond the tragedy. Lady Erhyn, on her deathbed, bade her estate to fund the 
Mummers’ Round, and Tarnold specifically, in perpetuity. 

However, as the hour drew later, the inebriated nobles grew weary of the wait. Belligerent and 
insulted nobility often led to lashings, mockings, and worse: sanctions against future endeavors. 

As Duarte was about to address the amassed watchers, daubed with ashes and charcoal in 
mourning of Lady Erhyn, he heard Tarnold’s signal to open the doors. 

He rushed to the gate and removed the heavy deadbolt. The audience rushed in and stopped 
short as they found the actors posed upon a stage covered in wilted black-stemmed roses. 
Their buzzing anticipation was hushed by the macabre tableau. They quickly and quietly found 
their seats. Lady Erhyn’s seat of honor was the only empty spot in the house. 

The actors held their strenuous positions while the noble audience waited for Soates’ long-lost 
and unfinished masterpiece to finally begin. 

Duarte saw no sign of Tarnold. It was unusual for the dramatist to desert his cast on opening 
night—normally he would greet the audience before watching from the wings with a bottle of 
wine. 

He turned to inspect the opening stance. Nenni and Emile were locked in a mortal embrace. 
Nenni, wearing the wolf mask, Nenni’s hands were wrapped around Emile’s throat. Emily leaned 
stiffly backwards with arms  limp. Her body being held up by Nenni’s hands. 

Artlo, who was supposed to be playing a philosopher, now inexplicably wore a mask that 
resembled a dirge crow. He perched atop a prop tree, suspended over the other pair, his arms 
outstretched like great wings. Dead flowers hung from his arms like feathers. 

They weren’t even breathing... 

The audience stayed silent, eagerly awaiting action, but Duarte realized something was amiss. 
Backstage, Duarte checked the dramatist’s favorite perch. There was no bottle of wine, and no 
Tarnold, either. 

Instead there was the last surviving copy of Lambs in the Orchard. 

He thumbed to the last page. The story remained unfinished, but there was a new line written in 
Tarnold’s steady hand. 

The end is not for those who wear no masks. She showed me, and it was beautiful.  
 

 
 



She told me of the gray man. “All things must meet the gray man” she said “And when there is 
no one left to meet him the vulture gets his next meal.”  
 
She told me the gray man became lonely as all things shunned him because they were afraid of 
him. So he took an axe and split himself in two so that he would always have a friend. The lamb 
and wolf, eternal hunters. 
 
But when the axe was swung only wolf appeared to see the vultures claws bearing down on him 
to claim its next meal.  

 
 
If you have additional character information that you want to include (such as short stories or 
more details about their backstory/homeworld) feel free to post them in their own separate 
google document and then link that document here.  
 
 

 
 

 



Public Profile (Character Card) 
 
[1] Name 
 

●​ Your character requires a name. You are able to hide your character’s real name, 
instead opting to have other players know you publicly by an alias. 

 
 
[2] Physique 
 

●​ Describe what your character looks like. If you have any planned appearance changes 
or transformations that will take place during the common room you must describe those 
as well. 

●​ Your character’s physique should be a few sentences and not a bullet point list. Try to 
include: 

○​ Sex/Gender (REQUIRED) 
■​ Male, Female, Other, Unknown, etc. 

○​ Height (REQUIRED) 
■​ List in feet and centimeters. 
■​ Character height can be within a range. 

○​ Age (HEAVILY ADVISED) 
■​ This can be exact, vague, within a range, or left up to interpretation. 

○​ Weight 
■​ This is only relevant if your character’s weight is something noteworthy. 

○​ Special features 
■​ These can include things like horns, claws, fur, etc. 

●​ If your character is a non-humanoid most of your visual 
descriptions would fall under “special features”. 

○​ Additional Information regarding your physique goes here. 
 
 
[3] Attire 
 

●​ Attire (if they have any). Whatever clothes, armor, jewelry, etc. that covers or is around 
your character’s body. 

○​ The player is free to describe their attire exactly or roughly. 
 
 

 



[4] Homeworld 
 

●​ Roughly describe the world your character lives on. Provide what you believe is 
necessary to give basic context to your character. 

 
 
[5] More Information 
 

●​ Any additional information about your character goes here. This includes unique quirks, 
habits, tics, smells, auras, etc. 

 
 
[6] Character Image 
 

●​ A character image is required for both your player card and your reddit flair. Ideally these 
two are the same picture, but you are allowed different pictures if it is easy to identify 
that both pictures are of the same character. 

○​ Your image must be, at the bare minimum, 200x300 resolution. 
 
 

 
 
 

Private Profile (Character & Universe) 
 
[7] Rough Background 
 

●​ A quick, generalized overview of your character’s background. A generalized description 
of what kind of life they’ve led and what kind of situations they’ve been in. 

 
 
[8] Important Moments (optional, but advised) 
 

●​ Whether they’re included in your backstory or not, jot down a summary of the important 
moments in your character’s life that give context to their decisions and actions. 

 
 
[9] Character Relationships (optional, but advised) 
 

●​ Go into detail about any important relationships your character has. 
○​ These can be family, friends, lovers, rivals, enemies, etc. 



 
 
[10] Motives 
 

●​ What drives your character? What motivates them to accomplish their goals? 
○​ Motives don’t need to be grand, but your character must have them nonetheless. 

 
 
[11] Homeworld 
 

●​ Describe your character’s world or universe in greater detail. Feel free to expand on a 
town, city, state, country, world, galaxy, universe, etc. Whatever you feel is necessary to 
expand upon. Don’t hesitate to get creative. 

 
 

 
 
 

Private Profile (Backstory) 
 
[12] Backstory 
 

●​ This is where you get a chance to write your “backstory.” Include anything and 
everything that you want. 

○​ Your backstory should be a minimum of 0.5 pages and no more than 15. 
○​ It is heavily suggested that you keep your backstory between 2 and 5 pages. 
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