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LORE CARD 023 “WISPTAKEN"

hey call them ‘Wisptaken’ because of the terror of it. Anything as unholy and sad and

deserving of justice as these tortured souls merits a quick death if you can deliver it. So few
can deliver it though, and fall prey in the software-haunted wastelands to one or the other of their
wicked judgements: a seducing taunt to join the masquerade or a burning from the carbine on
their forearms.

The Wisptaken are as fast and deadly
with a gun as they are convincing in their
malicious, cunning lies. That’s the trick of
it.

That’s why they stay in the fog of legends
and out of the clarifying light of civilization.
If you encounter one of these nightmares
in the backcountry or in the ruins between
the provinces, it’s probably better to just
make a desperate run.

But don’t speak to it. Never speak to it.
If you do, there’s no telling what terrible
things it will convince you to do.

The stonewisps were artificial intelligence
imps embedded in building materials
dating back thousands of years to the
Merchant Wars when runaway spycraft and
intrigue were tearing the world into pieces.
Masters of propaganda and brainwashing
tactics, manipulation and cult methods,
stonewisps were planted in those days for
the sole purpose of recruiting terror. It
speaks to their mastery that so many were
dumped into the wastelands rather than
destroyed.

But they are machines. Code. They fulfill their designs. One could almost forgive them for it.
But when a ruined, broken person finally yields to the vile whispering of a stonewisp, one who’s
chosen to inhabit their helmet or their armor, even their gun, that person is truly lost. No one

could predict the mischief and spoil such a fusion of human and software could bring about.

No, don’t speak to it. Whatever you do. Pity it, and run.
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