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Louise always knew she was meant for great things. Not because she was 
inherently better than anyone else. It’s just that her mother was a strict advocate of 

the idea that those who worked were those who won. Talent got you 
only so far — it was hard work that made someone great.

Still, it helped that Lou was really talented at just about 
everything she tried her hand at. She excelled academically 

with hardly any effort whatsoever. She split her time between the 
gymnastics floor and the stage, loving both of them dearly. When she 

was sixteen, she competed in the Olympics for the United States, and 
only the sudden death of her mother prevented her from going all the way 

to the gold (something she still regrets to this day).
The exposure from the Olympics still did her quite a lot of good, however. 

By the time she was eighteen, she’d been in multiple commercials, and when her 
talent agent discovered her singing voice, he quickly flipped that into a record deal. 

She was well on her way to a life of fame and fortune when Cooshie found her.
At first, the big dog scared her a little, but when she saw how nervous he 

made everyone else, she was determined to be the one to approach and befriend 
him. It was a point of pride that he took to her as immediately as he did. Things 

grew stranger, though, when he led her to the odd fellow practicing alone in the 
stadium at night. Fortunately, the gorgeous man there turned out to be shining Lugh, 

her father. He told her of her legacy, and that she was, in fact, inherently better than 
most. How could she not be, with the blood of a God in her veins?

Her life is certainly more difficult of late, what with battling fomorians 
and meeting others like her. Still, Lou knows that she’s up to the task — 

after all, she’s never met a challenge she couldn’t overcome, and this 
whole Scion thing is just one more challenge. Right?

Roleplaying Hints: Lou is bright and cheerful, though she’s not naïve or vapid. She 
is just happy to meet any challenge head-on and tackle it to the best of her ability. Though 
she would never admit such, she loves the adoration that others give her and does her 
best to show off without seeming to show off. On some level, though, her Visitation has 

shaken her. She can’t get rid of the nagging suspicion that all of her victories 
up until now have simply been because she is better than other people. 
They weren’t her victories — they were her father’s. She also finds being 

around other Scions somewhat disconcerting; it’s difficult to shine when 
those around can do everything with as much ease as she can.

Birthrights: Lou is always accompanied by Cooshie, her pure 
white Irish wolfhound with red ears (its coloration a sure sign 
of otherworldliness to those who know their Irish mythology). 
She always wears her bronze cloak pin depicting a vertical spear 

behind the head of a dog, usually either at her waist or on 
her lapel. This pin grants her access to the Animal, Health 
and Magic Purviews. Her spear is the Spear of Lugh (see 
pp. 30-31 for more details).

Geasa: The Bard’s Geas. Louise is bound by a 
Legendary Skill Geas, associated with her Art (Singing) 
Ability. She acquired it when she took the Hero’s Geas 
(the second power in the Enech Pantheon Purview). Lou 

regains Legend at double the normal rate, and additionally 
regains a single point of Legend each time her dedication to 

improving her singing skills makes her life difficult.

louIse “lou” maceThan
scIon of luGh
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Superstar Tuatha Dé Danaan

Competitor Lugh

Courage
Expression
Intellect
Piety

Creature (Cooshie — large Irish wolfhound) 2 
Relic (Spear of Lugh) 3 
Relic (Cloak Pin –Animal Health and Magic 
Purview) 3

Animal Communication (Dog), 
Assess Health, Brehon’s Eye, 
Hero’s Geas, Magic 1

Spells: The Unlidded Eye

9

2 3

Spear of Lugh – Acc 7, Dmg 5L, Parry DV 4, Sp 5;  
Spear of Lugh, thrown – Acc 7, Dmg 5L-P, Rng 10,  
Spd 6

Louise “Lou” MacEthan

Blessing of Importance, Cat’s 
Grace, Center of Attention, 
Inspirational Figure, Social 
Chameleon, Untouchable Opponent

None

(Acting)
(Singing)
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Z h e n g  T a n
sCion of nüwa
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Zheng Tan had almost completed his Master’s in electrical engineering at 
UCLA and looked forward to going home to Taiwan when he received his 
Visitation from Nüwa. The mender of the sky explained that a minor God 
in the Ministry of Thunder had taken the place of Tan’s father for a time. 
Nüwa was adopting him as her foster-son because Tan’s talents lay more in 
her direction. The Celestial Bureaucracy needed agents and Nüwa hoped Tan 
would see the value in not letting the Titans destroy the World. He did. The 
Goddess briefed him on the Overworld War, made a few adjustments to his 
notebook computer, introduced him to an ancestral spirit and told him that 
other shen and Scions would be in touch. To them he would be T’ien Sheng, 
the Lightning Sage.

Tan quickly figured out that far from being called to fight mighty battles 
against dread monsters, Nüwa recruited him as tech support for other Scions. 

A bit later, he found that tech support often meant field work, which was 
not safe at all. Tan has not settled into a Band, but he’s already assisted 

several Scions and lesser immortals.
Although Tan’s nascent powers focus on information, he is also 

a highly skilled engineer. Given time, he can prepare a battleground 
with a variety of electrical, incendiary and mechanical death-traps. 
(His usual strategy is for an ally to lure cultists or titanspawn 
into a trapped location, while Tan stands ready to throw the 
switch.) Since the forces of evil do not always obligingly fall 
for Tan’s schemes or give Tan a chance to learn their goals 
and weaknesses, he also carries a Glock pistol and has become 

moderately good at using it. Tan also discovered a talent for 
Taiyi by approaching the Purview as a scientific study of forces. 
He has become quite skilled at boosting other Scions’ Boons or 

countering the Boons of others.
The Lightning Sage is short, slight and quick, with black 

hair worn short. He fidgets, rapidly walks back and forth while 
thinking, and tends to speak in rapid technobabble. (Sometimes 

he makes it up just to see if anyone can tell the difference.) While 
he prefers to dress in a suit and tie as befits a serious-minded professional, 
he dons a gorgeously embroidered silk robe and hat when he must speak to 
his great-great-great-grandfather, or when dealing with particularly formal 
and old-fashioned spirits.

Roleplaying Hints: You exemplify the Celestial Bureaucracy’s tradition 
of intellect and invention, carried into the twenty-first century. You try 
to research every situation, using any natural or supernatural sources of 
information available, from your ancestor to the World Wide Web: The 

better you know what the bad guys are up to, the better your chance of 
defeating them and saving the lives of your fellows and innocent bystanders. 
Most of all, though, you want to prove that technology is the key to defeating 
the Titans — especially when you encounter Scions of oafish Gods who think 

it’s all about huge muscles and magic weapons. You carry a 
gun for occasions when plans don’t work quite right, 
and might carry pepper spray or a taser for cases where 
enemies must be captured alive or you must get past 

people who don’t actually deserve to die.
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Birthrights: Nüwa gave the Lightning Sage’s notebook a special chip made from the same paste of five-colored 
stones she used to mend the sky. It enables Tan to channel Magic, Moon, Mystery and Psychopomp Boons. He casts 
spells, for instance, by writing calligraphy on the touch-sensitive screen, while Mystery involves a simulated I Ching. 
Tan doesn’t know any Moon Boons, but Nüwa thinks he might want to learn them someday.

Nüwa also gave Tan the embroidered robe of an ancestor who was a corrupt court official in the later Manchu 
dynasty. Said ancestor, Zheng Gongquan, recently completed his sentence in Di Yu and seeks to gain posthumous 
merit by helping his descendant. Gongquan has the social and political savvy that Tan largely lacks; his advice 
sometimes prevents Tan from making serious social gaffes. The old ghost also knows a great deal about demons and 
the Chinese Underworld, though painful experience. To summon Gongquan, Tan must wear his ancestor’s robe 
and burn an offering of hell-money and gold paper. Z
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Tech Support The Celestial Bureaucracy

Visionary Nüwa

Duty
Harmony
Intellect
Valor

Guide (ancestral ghost) 3, Relic (Notebook 
Computer — Magic, Moon, Mystery, Psychopomp) 4,  
Relic (Court Robe) 1

Five-Cycle Augmentation, Magic 1,  
Mystery 1, Where Are You?, 
Yin-Yang Destruction
Spells: The Unlidded Eye

9

1 4 5

Glock: Acc 8, Dmg 3L-P, Rng 20, Clip 15, 
Speed 4

Zheng Tan

Damage Conversion, Know-It-All, 
Math Genius, Trick Shooter

2 2
Bulletproof Vest

(Mechanical Engineering)

(Incendiaries)
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sarojin primal
sCion of Ganesha

Some people are just born lucky. At least, that’s what Sarojin Primal keeps 
telling himself. He never truly believed in luck as he grew up, especially since 
he wasn’t one of the lucky ones. While he watched his mother struggle through 
the ranks of mediocre jobs in the outskirts of Detroit, Sarojin busied himself 
with the only distraction he knew: information. From the time he could read 
(which was surprisingly early), Sarojin was not without a book in his hand, 
the television turned to some infotainment channel or the radio blaring 
NPR (sometimes all three at once). 

When these distractions got too much for his mother, he went to 
the park to people-watch or play chess with the elderly. When that 
failed to entertain him sufficiently, Sarojin took to another hobby of 
his: amateur sleuthing. His keen eye and sharp wit allowed him to track 
his neighbors undetected, noting their character tics and other minutiae. 
He could talk himself out of most situations, and those he followed never 
seemed to get too upset when they caught him snooping. Sarojin figured that 
was because of his natural talents; his mother just thought he was lucky not 
to get assaulted.

Sarojin was a confident child, excelling with ease in his scholastic endeavors. 
Despite his talents, his mother constantly worried about his direction in 
life. A constant overachiever, Sarojin was eminently successful, but 
he lacked passion for any single subject. At least, that 
was the case until towards the end of high school. 
During his senior year, he talked his way into a 
local poker tournament. Even though he was new 
to the game, he cleaned house and would have 
advanced to the next round if his mother hadn’t 
discovered his deceit and forced him to give the 
money back. Nonetheless, he finally found his 
passion in life: poker. 

After high school, he went to college and medical 
school at the University of Nevada in Las Vegas, a deal he 
brokered with his mother: He would still get a top notch 
medical degree while indulging in his new-found obsession. S a ro j i n 
alternated his time between his intensive studies and the poker tables, 
graduating with honors and completing two years of medical school. 
But the cards and the chips continued to call to him, and as he spent 
more time at the casinos, he spent less time studying. Even though he 
was the top of his class, he dropped out of school entirely to join the 
professional poker circuit. 

Poker came naturally to Sarojin, and he quickly rose in the ranks, 
making it to the final table of the World Series of Poker in his first 
year on the circuit. When asked about his run, he attributed it purely 
to skill; others on the tour considered him the luckiest rookie they’ve 
ever seen. Either way, he continued to press his luck (or skill) in the Las 
Vegas nightlife.
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Halfway through last season, Sarojin’s mother passed away. He was at a tournament when it happened and 
was not notified until after he ran the final table. The next week for him was a blur: His normally even demeanor 
broke down, and he embarked an unprecedented bender, fueled by drugs, booze and gambling. While he normally 
avoided the seedier tables, his binge brought him to a high stakes game among the most ruthless criminals in Vegas. 
Despite his inebriated state, he swept through the competitors. 

As the men left the room swearing revenge on Sarojin, a new opponent emerged from the darkness with a 
briefcase full of cash and a white lotus pinned to his lapel. Sarojin challenged him to a game, unusually cocky 
about his chances. The man sat without saying a word, drawing a deck of cards made of ivory from his jacket. They 
played poker until sunrise, and Sarojin lost soundly to the mysterious man. His luck had finally run out. Broke 
and depressed, Sarojin wept for the first time since his mother died. The mysterious man put a reassuring arm on 
his shoulder, then another and then two more, telling Sarojin that he was his father and that his mother had been 
brought to live with him for the time being. Ganesha gave his son the King of Spades from his ivory deck, as well as 
his noose and chakra (a sharp, round disc that can be thrown or used as a melee weapon). The God left the room, 
warning Sarojin of the impending ambush by the Mafiosi outside. Sarojin stepped out of the room with his new 
Birthrights and beat the mobsters for the second time that night. 

Roleplaying Hints: Sarojin’s abundant self-confidence borders on arrogant. He is a decisive leader with a wealth 
of knowledge, and prefers information and intellect over gut instinct in nearly every situation. While he is known 
for his poker playing, he is not a gambler by nature: He views poker as a mental exercise more than a game of 
chance – although the fact that he inherited his father’s good fortune certainly doesn’t hurt his game. Sarojin very 
much resembles his father’s countenance, from the big ears and nose to his potbelly. He is slightly sensitive to this 
fact, but uses any jabs at his appearance as an opportunity to challenge the offender to a battle of wits that they will 
(undoubtedly) lose.

Birthrights: The ivory playing card that Ganesha left with Sarojin is constructed from part of the God’s broken 
tusk. Sarojin shaves a bit of dust off it while casting spells from the Magic Purview. He uses the Pasa (Ganesha’s 
noose) as a belt as well as a Clinch. The chakra left to Sarojin is his main weapon; He keeps it in his pocket as a 
coin, and by spending a point of Legend, it will grow to full size instantaneously.
Spells: The Unlidded Eye
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Professional poker player Devas

Competitor Ganesha

Endurance 
Harmony 
Intellect
Order

Relic (Pasa, Guardian Purview) 2, Relic (Ivory 
playing card, Magic Purview) 1, Relic (Chakra, 
Mystery, Prophecy Purview) 3

Vigil Brand, Mystery 1, Prophecy 1,  
Magic 1, Kriya 9

2 4 6

Chakra: Acc 7/5 (thrown/melee), Dmg 4L, 
Parry DV 3, Sp 6/4 (thrown/melee), Rng 10

Sarojin Primal

Damage Conversion, Holy 
Fortitude, Perfect Memory, 
Math Genius, Opening Gambit

(Biology)
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Cyrus Takhti
Scion of Mithra

Cyrus grew up privileged and he knows it. His parents 
left Iran just before the collapse of the monarchy and 
the rise of the Islamic Republic. His father managed 
to escape with most of his fortune intact, bringing it 
overseas through various channels. Once in the US, 
Cyrus’s father wasted little time building himself a new 
fortune so that he didn’t have to rely on the old.

Cyrus grew up around celebrities, musicians, and 
Fortune 500 CEOs. From early on in his life, he knew 
he’d move in circles of wealth and influence for the 
rest of his days. Focused and determined, and with 
his parents weighing down on him, Cyrus committed 
himself to school, emerging after several years with 
a degree in finance, summa cum laude. Not content 
with that, Cyrus picked up a day job and dove into law 
school at night.

Cyrus had a long-term vision of himself at the top 
of the corporate ladder, and pursued it relentlessly. But 
all of that changed early one morning.

Cyrus woke up groggily from the early stages of 
a hangover, slowly realizing that the light that had 
woken him was increasing far too quickly to be sunrise. 
The God of contracts, robed in the light of day, had 
come to reveal his true paternity to his favored son. 
After the initial period of confusion and panic, Cyrus 
started to really listen to what Mithra had to say.

The people of the world were in dire need of help, 
and only a few could answer the call. By the end of 
their conversation, Cyrus found himself not only 
agreeing to help, but swearing to do his best to save the 
people of the world.

The next week, Cyrus found himself across the 
country in the company of people he’d never met 
before, trying to figure out how to stop a mechanized 
hydra. His life hasn’t slowed down since. Cyrus 
increasingly enjoys saving actual people, instead of 
saving some distant and detached company’s money. 
There is a greater purpose to his actions, and Cyrus 
feels it motivating him every moment.

Description: Cyrus stands around six feet tall, 
leanly muscled, with broad shoulders and a narrow 
waist. His bronzed skin, brown eyes and well-
groomed black hair and beard (not to mention 
his expertly tailored suits) give him the air of a 
cosmopolitan Mediterranean businessman. Cyrus’ 
birthright Relic, Bizan, looks like an elegant cane 
with the Faravahar symbol of Zoroastrianism 
adorning its top. When necessary, Bizan can also 
appear as an expensive pen.

Roleplaying Hints: You are a modern day Paladin, 
or Pahlevan if you prefer the Persian equivalent. You 
used to be self-centered and blindly ambitious, but 
the night your father threw you for a loop changed 
you, and you haven’t looked back since. People need 
saving, and even if they don’t deserve to be saved, it’s 
not your place to judge. You’ll rest easy knowing that 
at every opportunity, you worked to ensure the safety 
of others. While you have a brilliant mind and plenty 
of education to fuel it, you find yourself relying more 
on your raw physicality to save others. You like the 
visceral feel of battling titanspawn head-on. When 
that’s not an option, you use your lawyer’s talents for 
persuasion to ensure things go the “right way.”

Birthrights: Cyrus bears the somewhat jokingly 
named weapon, Bizan (roughly translated, “Hit it!”) 
which grants him access to the War purview. The 
club also turns into a pen that never seems to run out 
of ink.

He also wears a Faravahar necklace, the most 
ubiquitous symbol of the Yazata and of Zoroastrianism. 
The pendant grants access to the Justice and Sun 
purviews.

The Deev-e Sorkh acts as Cyrus’s guide: Mithra 
transferred its service to Cyrus as a gift. The Deev-e 
Sorkh (or Red Deev) is an ancient and knowledgeable 
creature that always seems happy to talk to Cyrus and 
share information regarding the other titanspawn. 
While Cyrus knows the Red Deev can’t specifically lie, 
due to the terms of his service, the demon can omit or 
stretch the truth, forcing Cyrus to constantly evaluate 
the advice he receives. Sometimes, Cyrus wonders if 
the Red Deev isn’t more of a test than a guide, to see 
how much faith he puts in a captured enemy.
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Legend Pts

BIRTHRIGHTSBIRTHRIGHTS WEAPONSWEAPONS

KNACKSKNACKS
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Valor
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Relic (Bizan - War) 1, 
Relic (Farahavar - Sun) 2, 
Guide (Deev-e Sorkh) 3 
 

Blessing of Bravery, Hukhta,
Humata, Judgement
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1 3 5

Bizan: Spd 4, Acc 6, Dmg 9B, Def 3
  

 

Benefit of the Doubt, Holy Rampage,
Never Say Die, Perfect Memory,
Self-Healing, Uplifting Might 
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