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Aliases: The Deathless, Mr. Dorian Hargrave
BACKCROUND

One of the first things taught to any changeling is that
the Others cannot abide the touch of cold-forged iron. Their
flesh recoils from its manifestly terrestrial substance, and its
very presence causes them pain and discomfort. Many dif-
ferent tales are told as to why this is, though the lore of the
Lost always agrees that the Gentry were, for whatever rea-
son, unable to reach an accord with that primitive element.
Whether they offended against the fundamental essence
of iron or were never able to come to terms with it, none
can say for certain, and most True Fae are, apparently, quite
content to leave things at that.

Most, but not all.

It’s unsurprising, really. Any such being that could
manage to cut a deal with the substance most hateful to
the Others would wield a potent — perhaps insurmount-
able — advantage in all interactions with its fellow Gentry.
Immune to the searing kiss of iron, such a Fae could ram-
page unchecked through Arcadia and establish itself as the
preeminent tyrant among Faerie’s inhuman denizens. It is
perhaps fitting, then, that one of the so-called “emperor of
beasts” is the Fae who seeks this elusive pact. Dzartimazh,
sometimes called the Deathless, is a dragon of Faerie and,
like most of his kind, a ruthless, selfish, acquisitive creature,
driven by the lust for ever-greater power.

No one quite knows when the dragon began its am-
bitious quest. Some say Dzarimazh has always walked the
mortal world in one form or another, in pursuit of the elusive
secret of cold iron. Others believe that its coming is much
more recent, inspired, perhaps, by the exploits of would-be
dragonslayers, both mortal and changeling, who thought
only of the glory of striking down one of the mightiest of
monsters, and of the rich rewards that must surely follow so
heroic an act. Whatever the case, no records of Dzar(imazh’s
search exist, in any freehold, before the middle of the 18™
century, when William the Wolf, Crimson King of Roanoke
Island, met the dragon in open challenge on Midsummer’s
Day. It was a vain effort to defend the other Lost of the free-
hold against the creature’s relentless quest to obtain the se-
cret it so desperately craved (a clue to which Dzar(imazh ap-
parently believed to rest somewhere in or around the site of
the lost colony). The dragon’s name, bellowed at the Wolf,
was later recounted by Maggie Twopence, an Autumn fae
survivor of the invasion, to a scribe of her Court in a free-
hold in the Province of Pennsylvania.

From that time onward, Dzarimazh shows up every
now and again in changeling histories. Sometimes, the
lost diary of a long-dead Wizened or the elegantly penned
scrolls of some Fairest will tell of an interaction with the
dragon, during which he sought to bargain for the esoteric
lore of cold iron. Most other times, however, there are only
panicked accounts, written in the author’s dwindling life-
blood on half-charred pages, or in letters scrawled franti-
cally into shattered and blackened stone with the tip of a
dagger, “DZARUMAZH HAS COME.” On occasion, the
Deathless has left the desolate ruins of entire freeholds in
his wake, when impertinent Lost have seen fit to withhold
some desired piece of information from him, some moronic
would-be “hero” has attempted to play dragonslayer, or even
just when a fit of pique and frustration has driven the mon-
ster to heights of rage unfathomable to mortal beings.

Still, the dragon’s sojourn is something more nuanced
and elaborate than the games typically played by the Oth-
ers, and some changelings have recollections of peaceful
— if exceedingly tense — interactions with Dzartimazh.
A handful has come away with a sense that something is
driving the dragon, something far deeper than mere avarice
or even the characteristic amoral curiosity of the True Fae.
Perhaps motivated by the strange customs of hospitality and
gratitude that govern his kind, Dzar(imazh has (generally)
treated fairly those who sincerely share their knowledge on
the subject of cold iron. Sometimes, if a piece of informa-
tion is particularly good, the dragon rewards them. Some
few have gotten away with lying to the creature, but most
would-be deceivers aren’t quite so lucky. The most fortunate
of this unhappy lot are devoured quickly. One or two of the
rest of them might still be alive, though they surely wish
otherwise.

Of course, the dragon’s various mortal and changeling
identities have also crept down through the years. With-
out any real empathy for the mayfly creatures of the hu-
man world — and little regard for the memories of such
frail-minded beings — Dzar(imazh only thinks to change
his earthly name every half century or so, and his appear-
ance among mortals or the Lost somewhat less often than
that (and then only superficially, in the latter case). Thus,
the exploits of Dorian Hargrave and his predecessors still
exist as trails of documents, ranging from hotel registries,
to bills of sale, to ship’s manifests, to the libraries of certain
freeholds. In the house passed down from Winter King to
Winter King in Budapest, Hungary, a painting of Sir [saac
Duvall hangs over the mantel, the eyes and aristocratic fea-
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tures almost identical to those possessed by Dorian Har-
grave. Kept by the chamberlain of Hong Kong’s freehold, an
embroidered tapestry depicts a similar-looking man, Gavin
Cosgrove, sipping tea with a serpentine princess. On the
innermost wall of a cave near the sea in the northwestern
United States, expertly rendered pigments reveal the image
of Gerhardt Fire-Eye engaged in trade with local change-
lings, his white hair, angular face and luminous eyes strik-
ingly familiar to anyone acquainted with Mr. Hargrave.

DESCRIPTION

While Dzartimazh may assume any human or animal
form he wishes, he tends to favor certain shapes above oth-
ers. In modern times, his commonest mortal shape is that
of Mr. Dorian Hargrave: a fit, stately, somewhat older
gentleman of nebulous extraction. Most who've seen him
tend to agree that he reflects aspects of the local domi-
nant ethnic and social divisions — whoever is in charge,
that is who Hargrave seems to be. His features are severe
but appealing and have a certain feral cast to them.
His vaguely reddish-brown eyes are forever study-
ing others, sizing them up both as pawns and
as prey, and no one truly feels comfortable in
his presence. When he stands close, his breath
smells acrid, like a deadly venom lit aflame and
left to smolder. His flawlessly manicured nails
look glassy and his teeth are too white and per-
fect for a human mouth. He is usually soft-spoken,
though his voice is unnaturally compelling and com-
manding; those in his presence are struck by the sense that
there can be no defying his wishes.

At will, the dragon may alter his manifestation as
Dorian Hargrave, affecting a mien for the purposes of
changeling perception. He may either restrict this vi-
sion to the eyes of the Lost or freely reveal it to mortals
(although he typically opts for the former when trying
to blend in among the Lost). In such a case, Hargrave’s
mouth trickles a steady stream of dark smoke when he
speaks and his eyes glint a dark crimson. His teeth are
sharp and his nails taper to talons. Tiny scales of a very
faint mottled greenish-brown frame the edges of his face
and spread down the sides and back of his neck and over
the backs of his hands, while his white hair seems longer
and wilder. Shining black horns sprout from his hairline
and curl back closely along his head, while his ears taper
to points.

When using the human form of Dorian Hargrave,
Dzar(imazh often claims to be a Draconic Fairest. If asked
for his Court, he will usually answer that he has no need of
one, or he will make claim to membership in some strange,
foreign Court. If need be, he can create small effects that
might be indicative of a potent but unknown Mantle.

Naturally, Dzarimazh may choose to adopt lesser
forms, and it sometimes does so in the pursuit of its
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