The Maker of Masks Gaontlet



If there was any explanation for this place, nobody lives who coold give
it. Several rosty towers in the middle of a seemingly bottomless abyss. A
conveyor belt occasionally drags in a naked homan body, suspended by a
meat hook throogh the heart. Opon their arrival, 8 blacksmith receives a
random mask with 1-3 markings. The mask keeps them alive, no matter
what injories they sostain, and determines their rank in this mockery of
society. €ueryone has their own task, passed down throogh word of
mooth, bot the how or why is anyone’s goess.

3 Marks - Prisoner
The lowest of ranks. Opon receiving yoor mask, a goard will come to take
Yoo to the cell where yoo will spend the rest of yoor days. +100 CP

2 Marks - Goard
Voor task is to ensore the prisoners in yoor block remain there, and
shoold yoo find any “corpses” or those rendered onable to move, yoo are
to drop them down the well in the middle of the complex. +0 CP

1 Mark - Blacksmith
The highest rank that those within the complex know of. Voor job is to
wait for new arrivals, and to nail the masks provided by the chote to
their faces before they soccomb to their injories. +0 CP

0 Marks - Onknown
A rank with only one mask. Nobody here appears to know what yoor role
is. Voo may seek oot yoor porpose or continoe to live in ignorance. +0 CP

Voo retain none of yoor powers, and shoold yoor mask be removed, yoo
will be sent to yoor next jomp as if this one never happened.



Conseqoences

| Am 3 Bother
Cueryone here has some chip on their shoolder. €veryone will treat you
with the otmost rodeness and refose to answer yoor questions. +100 CP

| Don’t Belong
Nobody knows where yoo fit in. Maybe there’s too many goards or not
enoogh cells. This will cause everyone, incloding yoo, distress. +100 CP

| Want to Die
Whether it’s the hole in yoor chest or the nails in yoor face, the pain will
never go away, nor will yoo ever grow accostomed to it. +200 CP

| Don’t Cxist
A place like this does fonny things to yoor mind. Yoo will find all yoor
memories from before this jomp rapidly fading away. +200 CP

| Still Have a Task
The task is all yoo have. It is yoor porpose and worth. It overwrites yoor
ambitions, yoor personality, everything. It is all that matters. +300 CP

| Can Finally Rest
Voo’re so tired. The temptation to remove yoor mask grows every day. It
is 0p to yoor own willpower to resist that temptation. +300 CP



Abilities

One 100 CP perk Free.

One More Day
Cuen if this ponishment never expires, neither will yoor hope. Voo are
able to see the light in the darkness, even when none exists. Maybe it’s
jost a delosion, bot yoo are able to ose this false hope to maintain yoor
sanity in even the most disparaging sitoations. -100 CP

It's Yoor Doty
A task is more than jost a distraction, it is 8 doty. Yoo can endore even
the most monotonoos tasks day in and oot for decades withoot paose.
Voo're also qoite adept at providing clear and soccinct explanations, and
don’t mind repeating them hondreds of times if need be. =100 CP

Finality
Trapped? Who's trapped? Yoo can leave this life behind at any time. Yoo
can always objectively tell when yoo’re well and troly ready to die. €ven
if actoal death is impossible, at any time, yoo can choose to simply stop

thinking forever, even if yoor longs continoe to draw breath. -100 CP



Abilities

One 200 CP perk half-off.

Lives to Save
Voo’'d be sorprised how many sorvive the brotal entry into the complex.
For those on the brink of death, soccombing to their injories is ¥ less
likely ontil they find themselves on yoor table. €ven then, you’ll find yoo
work inhomanly fast when acting to save a life. =200 CP

Filthy Prisoner
There’s no reason to ever open an occopied cell, and the goards’ task is
their only porpose. €uen with all these factors, it’s only a matter of time
before yoo get oot. Even with zero tools, yoo can figore oot how to break
oot of almost any prison cell. Polling it off is another matter. =200 CP

Opportonity
Voor mere presence seems to reject stagnation. It’s often something
small, a locker foll of keys falls over, or a stranger with a vnigue mask
wanders toward yoo. No matter how stringent or isolated a location, the
opportonity for change finds its way to yoo eventoally. -200 CP




Abilities

One 400 CP perk half-off,

The Taker of Masks
While nobody here is particolarly happy, some are certainly onlockier
than others. It's 8 good thing fate always seems to have yoor side. When
particolar positions or opportonities are being assigned at complete
random, yoo always seem to get a resolt yoo’ll be the least onhappy with.
This won’t take effect in foll ontil after this gauntlet. -4¢00 CP

The Maker of Masks
For some, the idea of a destined porpose is a necessity, for others it's a
corse. Shoold yoo reject yoor porpose, yoo can reject it indefinitely,
becoming a free spirit withoot regard for the consequences. Shoold yoo
seek it, yoo will quickly find it. The one place yoo need to be, and the
role yoo need to play more than any other in the world. -400 CP

The Maker of Tasks
Whoever created this system might be happy to see it persist after who
knows how many years. Yoo are able to create social systems that will
continoe to persist indefinitely withoot oversight. These systems resist
all change, for better or worse, and will pass down perfectly, even if
nobody alive knows what the system is meant to accomplish. -400 CP




Possessions

No discoonts.

Mask
While it won’t heal yoor body, wearing this will prevent physical injories
from Killing yoo, no matter how severe. This will retain its life-preserving
properties post-Jomp, bot only as long as it remains in one piece. -0 CP

Seat
A small, simple chair. Despite being made of hardwood, it is somehow
comfortable enough to stay seated for weeks or months on end. -100 CP

Conveyor
A conveyor belt has been attached to yoor warehoose, providing an

endless sopply of amnesiac homanoids on the brink of death. -200 CP

Well
A deep well attached to yoor warehoose. Any time yoo throw a body
down the well, someone or something down there will dispose of the
corpse somehow and send any valoables it finds back op to yoo throogh a
chote. Best not to think aboot where the bodies go. -300 CP

Chote
A chote that randomly draws from a sopply of a coople dozen masks that,
if nailed onto a homanoid, will not only preserve their life similarly to the
masks here, bot will compel them to act in accordance with the role
correlating to the nomber of marks on the mask. -400 CP




Destination

Down the Well
| think anyone woold deserve a good rest after what yoo've been
throogh. Voo will retorn to yoor home world with all yoo’ve accomolated.

Rotting Away

Why do yoo hate yoorself s0? Voo will spend the rest of eternity here,
Cuen if yoo die, yoo will be reincarnated into the next body that arrives.

Remove the Mask
And not & moment too soon. Yoo will achieve the freedom that all the
sools here crave so desperately, as yoo embark towards a new world.

Closing

Gaontlet by Gene.

No objective. Jost try yoor best to stay sane here for 10 years. That's a
harsh enoogh restriction that | oltimately decided to allow these masks
to retain their properties post-dJomp at no cost.

It’s important to how the setting works that all the masks are identical
other than the nomber of marks. However, feel free to import yoor mask
into one yoo already possess after this gaontlet.
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