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There was once a son of Fenris who called
himself weak.

His name was Ul Brightjaws, and it was not a
name he'd eamed from his brothers and sisters. The
elders had given him the name Ui Brightjaws upon his
proving-rite, for he had been bloodied and yet re-
mained fair and unblemished of face.

Ul was a taithful warrior ta his rribe and his sepr.
When bartle came to threaten his home, Uli stood
beside his brothers and sisters to crush the invaders,
When the elders asked his pack to po hunt the bastard
spawn of the Wyrm in their dark places, Uli was as
fierce as any of his packmares. He fought many bartles,
and his claws ran with the poisonous blood of his foes,
And in no bartle were his enemies able to mar his face,
for he took no wound there that did not heal withous
scarring. His packmares lauphed ar thare, and said he
was well-named, and they praised his skill.

But when he lay beside his wife at night, Uli
Brightjaws remained awake as she slept, and he
stared upward inio the dark, and he said to himself,
“| am weak.”

This is what filled the days and nights of Uli
Brightjaws. When his pack made a kill thar brought
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them glory, Uli quierly went over the barde in his
head, and decided that his part in the victory was the
least part. When Uli's flesh was tom, he gritted his
teeth at the pain, and he thought to himself thar surely
his packmates felr their own wounds less than he did.
Every day, he saw something thar made him more
convinced that his strength was not what it should be,
and every night he lay awske, wondering how much
longer it would be before his weakness was the dearh of
his pack, or even his enrire sepr.

Finally, Uli resolved himself o do something
about it. He went before his Jarl, and he made proper
deference, and he said, “Master, [ am not a2 strong as
Grear Fenris demands of us. | feel inmy heart thae [ will
fail vou when the need is sreatest, and | cannot live
with this knowledge, | beg of you to ler me po into the
spirit world, where | can confront myself and wrestle
the weakness out of me.”

The Jarl frowned at him. “Go into the Umbra,
without your pack? Is this idea of your own making, Ul
Rrightjaws!"

“It is, With my pack | can depend on their

strength, and my weakness will hide from mie. With-
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out my pack, it will become stronger and braver, and
then | can face it and kill it."

The Jarl growled, and shifted on his seat, and then
looked over at the wise old Godi thar stood in aren-
dance. The elder Crescent Moon hummed ro herself,
and rubbed the string of runesrones thar hung aroend
her neck, and finally nodded. “So be it,” rumbled the
Jart. “You have the turn of one moon to make this thing
right within you, LUli Brightjaws, although I have only
your word thar you have as great a need as you say,
Leave on the night of the new moon, tomorrow, and
rerurm before the moon is new again.”

Uli knelt and bowed his head, and he returned
home to his family. He are with them, and he wrestled
with his children, and he did not burden them with his
news — that has never been the way of the Fenrir. In
the night, he whispered in his wife's ear, T must go
again.” And she did not reply with words, but mstead
said farewell 1o him as husband and wite do.

He made ready for his journey on the next day,
sglecring whar few things he might need but would
not find along the way, and binding them o his
spirit-form. He ate a final meal with his family, and
he stepped out the door, but his wife and children
came after him.

“Husband, where 15 your pack™ his wife asked.
“Why do they not meet you here.”

Ui felr a pain in his heart, but he answered. “[ po
without my pack. | go into the spirit world."

“Why! asked his wife in a whisper. “You have
never done this thing before, and your pack is strong
and healthy.”

“l am sorry, wife of my heart, mother of my chil-
dren, but | must leave because | am weak."

“Who said such a thing™ spat his wife. “Who
would dare lie in such & way? Husband, you should
catch the man who slanders vou and rear his skin from
his body!™

"Tt 15 no slander,” Ul told his wife. “It is no lic.
The weakness is real, and | feel ir clurching ar my
insides by day and by night. I must go into the spirit
world where all things are made solid, and if | am
lucky 1 will find it there, and [ can kill it. Then I will
ke able to come home again, and to be a husband you
can take pride in."”

Tears ran down the face of Ull's wife, and they
melted the snow where they fell. She bit her lip until
the blood ran, but she said nothing more, for it was
not the place of Kin to question Fenrir, not even their
own mates. Ul kissed his wife, and let her hot tears
remain on his cheeks while he kissed his children
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goodbye, and then he tumed and walked down the
road withour looking back. \

Perhaps Uli Brightjaws lmew exactly when he
crassed over into the spirit world; perhaps he was lost
in his thoughts and never saw the boundary. But under
the light of the moonless sky, he leapr a stream and
came down in the otherworld. He walked for a rime in
the spirit world, and then he stood on a hill and looked
off into the soft reaches of forever, and he listened.

He heard nothing.

“I have a long way to go vef, ™ said L1i Brighrjaws,
arel he starred down the hill.

Ui walked for several days, drinking from the pure
steeams of the spirit world — for his was a tme when
the pure was still strong and the pollured was not yet
ascendant — and eating whar game he could carch.
The spiric animals nourished his spirit body, and he
remained healthy, Sometimes he would stand undera
tree, or on another hill, and he would listen. And still
he heard nothing.

Then he came across a place where the paths
forked. The path that ran off to the right was bright
with Luna's light, which shone on every stone. The
path that ran off to the lefr was darker, more shadowed,
and it wound hack and forth on into the gloom, and U
could ot rell where it would end.

And Uli Brightjaws chose the left path.

He knew he had made the right choice almost
immediately. Soon he wasout of sight of the fork in the
parh, with dimness before him and after him, and he
said to himself, “Now surely my weakness will find me
on this road.” So he walked on, and he did not pause
to listen quite so often.

Bur of course, one’s inner flaws are not the only
things 1o wait for a raveler on such a road.

As Uli walked farcher along the path, the more
the green seemed to leave the trees and bushes thae
dotted the stones around him, Many were dead —not
dead of poison, or lightning strikes, but a dead from a
law, gray death as though they had simply decided to
stop living. That caughr ar Ui, and he felt doubr, for
any Ger of Fenris fears losing the love of life, and
wotse, dying uselessly.

And as Lli paused on his journey to look at one of
these trees, and wonder if he would himself die in such
a fashion, something came out from the darkness
under its roats and rried to fasten itself on Ui Brightjaws.

It was a crawling thing, shiveringand wet as if fresh
from a polluted eggshell or beneath & rotten stone. It
was a spite-grub that had yet to spin its cocoon and
hatch again, stronger than before. It could nor form
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words — only a rattling shriek that was full of stolen
._;ril'-f and pain. LIl saw it and leapt back, and in that
moment he knew it for what it was. It was here e feed
upan the dread he felt when he looked ar the orees. It
was drawn to him.

Uli tock on his war-skin, and he seized the thing
in his claws, and he tore it in two pieces. lts dearh-
shrick was choked with pain and threaded with a
faint skein of victory and release. Uli dropped the
halves of the thing and said o himself, “This puny
rl"'.||'|.E CATIMGOT :-lll‘-: E'::r'_ mvy '|'|'|.1.'|.L-T|l.-==. -'.-.-ll"' WHE OTIE
of the Enemy's parasites.”

But even the lowliest, most petty of the Wyrm's
servants can leamn the virtwes of raveling in packs
They came from benearh shadows and berween
stonies, leaping and slithering at Uli all ar once. There
wats nothing of the human or the animal in their eyes,
omly a hunger that bumed to consume Uli's suffering.
They came seeking pain, misery, fear, hatred, all
those things that feed their kind. And Uli knew that
he could not outrun so many — but more, he telt a
great revulsion for the wretched things, and knew he
could not leave these rhings whaole

Ui Brightjaws carried no weapon with him; he
had no family heirloom, and 2 mortal sword or axe
would have been less use than his own good claws
and teeth. But against so many, claws and teeth
were less than effective. So he leapt off the path o
where one of the dead rrees stood, and calling on
the might of Fenris, he tore the trec out of the
ground. Then he was well and truly armed.

Each swing of Uli's new club dashed multiple
winged-Banes o the ground; each downward strike
smashed several ground-crawlers o jelly. He ran

and leapt, the tree in his arms, swinging as he
. went. Before long, those that did not lay bro-
ken on the ground had fled. Ul took a grear
round stone and relled it back and forth over
the Banes that lay on the ground, and soon
there was nothing left of them bur bile and
smoke. Then he walked down the path
] v for a hammet's throw, and sat on a rock
and rested.
And in the quiet, he listened, and he
heard something. He heard the soft foot-
falls of something thar walked perhaps on
two legs, perhaps on four, and it was still a long
way from him ver.

He wallked on.

The stones surrounding the path grew rougher
and sharper a= Uli continued on his journey, and
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rthe rrees and bushes became fewer and farther apart.
Girear clouds obscured the light of Luna, and Uli's
wary was lit not by silver, but by a deepening gray. But
the path itself remamned smooth — it was easy o
walk, as it wound ever so slightly downward ro rhe
ploom beyond, Ul noted each landmark as he passed
it, and slept lightly, but the crawling things thar lived
in the deepest shadows did not rouble him. And
then, tn the twilight between night and moming —
or perhaps between evening and night — Ul came
upon & great tree,

The tree grew from a stone the size of a ship, its
roots burrowing deep into the gray rock. It would
have been tall, had it stood straight — but it was bent
and hunched, with not a leaf in its branches. And yet
for all that, it seemed strong as any living oak, as if i
had fed on the strength of the stone and made thar
strength its own.

I the branches of the tree sat two ravens, each as
large as a dog. Ul knew the laws of the spirit world
this was no accident. 5o he walked under the tree, and
nodded his head o the mvens in respecr.

The raven on the left spoke, and its voice was like
cracking icicles falling to stone. “Where are you going,
LT Brightjaws? You are far from home.”

*] am seeking something," Ul replied.

The raven on the right spoke, and its voice was like
brittle leaves on a cold wind. *What are you seeking,
Uli Brightjaws? [t must be something important,”

UL did not care for che tone of the ravens, but he
remembered the old pacts between Penris and Hrafn,
And more, he knew that if he did not spesk platnly
with them, they would worry at him wherever he went
until they were sarisfied they knew his business —such
is the raven's way,

“T am locking for my own weakness.”

Baoth ravens shared a cackle. “Nowonder you walk
away from your tribe, then," said the one on the left.
“Far they walk away from their weakness and roward
their strength.”

*Srill,” said che one on the right, “perhaps you are
dotng the right thing. If vou carried your weakness with
you and could not set it down in the realm of flesh,
perhaps here you can outrun "

“l am not some jackal-wolf that would run from
my weakness," Uli growled. “1 intend to find it here
and kill ie."

Both ravens laughed like cracking bones, “Dio you
think it will be thar casy!™ cackled the raven on the
left. “You are no stronger here than you were before,”
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“If you could defeat it with your strength,”
purred the raven on the righr, “you would have done
thae long ago.”

“You peed another way ro overcome yourself, Ul
Brightjaws. You need wisdom_"

“If vou are willing, Uli Brightjaws, we will share
oursecrets with you.” The ravens puffed out their coars
and shifred from foat to foot on the branches.

But Ul locked ar them, and the blood of Fenris
shone tn his gaze, “Why de you wait for my permission
ter advise me! Are you not children of Hrafn, who are
free and generous with vbursecrers™

The raven on the left murrered ro itself. The raven
om the right remained silent. Then they spoke, shamp
and soft,

“There are rules.”

“There i= a price.”

Ui said nothing.

“Hang yourself from this tree,” said the raven on
the left, its voice low and its eyes half-lidded. "Hang
yourselt here,”

“We will sit above you and pull ar your flesh,™ said
the raven on the right, serpent-woiced, “and in retum
we will eell you many things."

“Things that will make you wise,”

“Things that will make you strong.”

A green light, cold as the hortom of a forgotten
pond, glittered in their eyes, Ul Brightjaws growled,
and the Rage rose within him. “You are no ravens,”
he said.

“{¥ course we are ravens,” said the one on the left.
“We bring wisdom.”

“We must be ravens,” said the one on the right.
“We learn secrers from desd men.”

"Wotan had creatures that he called ravens, too,”
said LLi, and his voice was low and grim. *1 know you.”

“] do not think you do," said the one on the left,
and its eves glittered like emeralds caughr in ice.

“Perhaps instead you know our forefarhers’ names,”
said the one on the rght, snapping it beak.

“We are their children.”

“We are their heirs." And both ravens leaned
forward in the tree, their feathers bunching outward,
and they were nearly the size of the Hispo-waolf.

“You are abominations,” growled Uli. "You are
betruyers and corpse-splitters, the camion-wings. You
are the bastards cast out by Hrafn. You are the birds
that pick at the Serpent’s hide.”

“We are whar we are, Uli Brightjaws.”
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“We are your doom.”

They came at him our of the tree, swift as armows.
LIli was in his war-skin asquick as an eyeblink, bur they
sliced open his pelt with rakes of thelr wings, each
fearher a razor blade, He snapped and clawed at them,
but they were quick like no mortal bird, and his teeth
and talons closed on empey air. They laughed their
hone-laughs again as they circled above him, and they
laughed as they dove at him a second time, and more
blood ran down his arms and legs. They were still
laughing as they dove a third time.

Then his hand elosed around the neck of the first.
It bear at him with its wings, more powerful than the
hooves of a grear horse, and its feathers sliced his flesh
until the blood run. But Uli did not let go. It tried o
scream out to its sibling, but Uli's iron prasp strangled
its ¢y in its throat, and it could do nothing,

The second ruven dove down on Uli then like a
thunderbole falling on a mouneain. But a thunderbolt
canmot strike a mountain low, and the raven could not
strike down a Get of Fenris. Its beak sank deep into the
meat of Ul's shoulder, but Ul reached our with his
other hand, and caught the second raven by the neck.
It, ton, beat at him with its powerdful wings and slashed
him with its dagger-sharp feathers, but Ul did not lec
go. He strode over o the stone that supported the
ravens' rree, and he dashed both their heads against
the rock, breaking their skulls open and spilling out
their brains. Then he hung the bodies of the ravens in
the tree, and he hastened from that place.

And although he saw nothing, he heard the soft
pad of feet that followed him.

There were ne more trees after that) there were
no more bushes, no more animal-spirits, nothing left
that lived. LIl drank sparingly from the streams that
sometimes trickled among the rocks, bur the taste was
flat and wrong, as if it was trying to be bitter but
lacked the strengrh. Srill, he moved onward; he felt
that ifhe urned and walked back, there was a chance
that the thing that followed him would flee. Instead
walked forward, in the hope that his pursuer could
grow bolder.

Everything along the parh had lost more and more
color the farther Ul went. He was surprised, then,
when he came ro a pair of pillars that flanked the road,
and saw that two black wolves with vellow eyes were
sitting by the pillars. The rwo walves stood and re-
garded Uli, neither raising their hackles nor crouching
on their bellies. Uli first thought w placate them,
being the stranger, but the memory of the two false
ravens was fresh, and so he returned thieir stare without

giving ground.

“No man, nor woman, nor wolf, nos spiric walks
this path unless they seck their own destruction,” said
the wolves, speaking rogerher, each word a soft! lonely
howl. “Is thar why you walk this pathF”

“T seek my doom, yes,” said LI to the wolves. “Bur
I do not intend to surrender to it. | walk this path so
thar my doom can carch up to me, and then we shall
fight and see who is the stronger.”

“Brave words,” said the two. "Pechaps this path is
not for you, Beyond these gateposts nothing wairs bur
destrucrion, but the path back o the moonlit lands is
not where you will find your doom. Whart vou seek lics
along the rhird path o lead from this place.”

Uli looked to either side. *1 see no third path.”

“You would not,” laughed the wolves, and there
was the cry of the scavenger in their voices. “But we
have walked the parh aurschves, and we could show
you the way quite easily. We would be honored o do
sa, Ult Brightjaws.”

“Are vou not bound ro warch this path, and
warn travelers!™

“The path will warch irself," they replied. “We
were watting for you.”

Ui looked at the two a second time, and for a
modent the sheen of their coats was almost the gray of
the purest Fenrir blood — but then it was gone,
devoured by the darkness of their peles. And Ul knew
them for whart they were.

“There were gatekeepers who abandoned their
posts before,” he growled Uli. “There were Feniris-
wolves who fell.

The two wolves drew themselves up onto two
legs, into the war-form. “You smell of the blood of
our family, Uli Brightjzws, You left our sisters’ bones
scarrered acrnss the road, and you hung cur brothers”
corpses from their own trec. We will have payment
for that”

Ui rose up into his war-skin, and snarled his
challenge in reply.

The two struck as one. Perhaps they were truly
brothers, o pethaps they had simply managed to learn
dizcipline — bur they fought well rogether. When Ul
lunged ar one, it jumped beyond his reach, while the
other scored his back with its talons. Soon Uli's blood
was running from many wounds, and the garekeepers
were laughing, and he knew he could not win the
battle in this way.

So he leapr with all the strength he had, and he
landed on the other side of the two. As they turned o
chase him, Uli ran behind one of the pillars. One of the
wainted werewolves ran around rhe pillar to the left,
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and the otherran around the pillar to the right, inorder
that Ui would have nowhere 0o flee.

Thae was their mistake. Uli did nor flee, bue
instead lowered himself and charged directly at the
wolf that had come around o the right. By the time its
bruther had fully rounded the pillar, it was too laze; Uli
had torn its throat out, The black wolf screamed as it
saw L'l aver the corpse of its brother, and it leapt ar
him with froth-lined jaws snapping.

But now the fight was one maddened, tainted
werewolf against one Get of Fenris. The parekeeper
marked Lli several rimes, but never down to the bone
or the vitals. Then Ui took ies lower jaw in one hand
and its upper jaw in the other, and he pulled.

And with that done, Uli Brighrjaws set the skull of
each werewolf on the pillar it had guarded, and he
limped on down the parh.

And although it would nor show itself, the thing
that padded after him sounded ever closer.

Ul Brightjaws' wounds had not yer healed when
he reached the end of the parh. The mist and shadow
had grown ever deeper, unril they shut out the light of
Luna entirely. [t was not utrer blackness — it was utter
gloom. The rocks and stones Ul walked across had no
color; they were gray only because no acher word came
closer. And the only thing that was nar this same dull
shade was the rifr in the fabric of the ground, of the
spirit world irself, a chasm longer than the hortzon and
blacker than the spaces berween the sears. Ulj
Brightjaws stood on the brink of the chasm thar divides
the spirit world, and he knew thar he had reached the
end of his journey.

In the Abyss, strength fails. In the Abyss, weak-
ness and despair grow huge and can consume even the
bravest Garow. Here, Ul Brightjaws® weakness would
surely be at its most powerhul. If it could show itself ar
all, it would do =0 here.

And as Ui Brightjaws looked into the Backness
thar dropped down below the heart of the spirit world,
he heard the foorfalls behind him, now close as a
friend’s arm. He heard the breath come from an unseen
strout, und he knew it was his weakness come to carch
him in this place. And although it was the hardest
thing he had ever dune, he straightened his back and
turned o face it.

Burt ir was Great Fenris who stood behind him.

In thisworld, in the spine world, in any world there
has never been a wolf as massive, as strong, as rerrible
as Cirear Fenris, When he opens his jaws to devour his
toes, o rall man could ride a tall horse into his throar
and never have ro bow his head. His eves are vellow as
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newhorn suns, his coar gray as despair and as much
stronger thian iron as iron is stronger than glass. When
he rakes the earth ro mark his territory, his claws leave
gouges as deep as a man's middle finger in the hardest
stone. When Great Fenris howls his anger to the skies,
the stars shake in the heavens and weep from fright.
That is whar he is, He 1s Rage, he is the First Wolf, he
is the one whio catches comets in his reeth and gnaws
them unfil they bleed. And now he stood before Ul
Brightjaws. When he spoke, his voice was like ice,
each wond bitten off by a snap of his rernible jaws.

“Why are vou here, Uli™

“Great Fenris, | am here because | fear my weak-
ness. | came through these realms in search of it, 1o let
it dog my heels and then to carch it and rear it apare,
thar | might be worthy of your faver ence more.”

Urear Fenris stood there unmaving, but thunder
rolled in his throat. *You know that [ can see through
false strength to the flaws beneath.”

*“I dor, Great Penris.”

Again the great wolf rumbled. Do you want me o
show you where your weakness lives™

UL trembled with dread, but the words he spoke
came from his soul. *T do, Great Fenris."

Great Fenris' eves blazed, and his head seruck
forward, and Uli felr the pain of & thousand wounds
etupt in his chest. His ribs snapped like marchsticks,
and blood flew from his chest to water the stones of the
Abyss. Great Fenris withdrew his musgzle, all slick with
Uli'sheartsblood, and spar something onto the ground.
Though every muscle in his body begged him to fall
and die to end rhe pain, Uli remained on his feet, and
looked down at his own heart.

“THERE is your weakness, It lies in your heart, and
it is a flaw [ despise. Your weakness is Doubt — a flaw
so enfeebling it drove you to question MY judgement,
to presume that I would call a weakling my child. The
flaw in your spirit has brought shame upon your sepr,
upon your family, and upon ME.” Even in the dim light
of the Abyss, Great Fenris' teeth gleamed bright as
bloody swords. “What do you have to say for yourself,
Ui Brighrjaws!

Though his heart lay on the ground before him and
his chest was a ruin, Ul found words, “1... [ am
ashamed, Great Fenris.”

Each breath brought fresh pain, bur he continued.
“I... | measured myself by my own fears... not by my
pack... not by my rribe. [ thought the womst... of
myself. .. and 501 thought the worst. .. of all those who
called me srong. 1., [ did not have the... pride |
should. [ was not.... proud of being Fenrir.”
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Urear Fenris growled deep and low, and his eyes
still burned with fury, bur he did pot bare his reeth,
“Take up your heart, Ll Brightjaws. Eat it. Know
yourself.” And he tumned, and he was gonie, lost in che
shadows of the Abyss.

His sight fading, Uli groped blindly on the
ground in the warm wetness of his own hlood. His
fingers closed on his heart, still beating. He put it to
ies jaws, and the smell of his hearrsblood made him
borh sick and ravenous. And he bit into his heart,
and ate it in three bites, and then the strength was
iy |‘|L|'||. OnNce Mmoneg.

Uli returned to his sepr on the evening of the new
maoon. He howed hefure his Jurd and told the story ofhis

Getof Fenris

shame, and of his newfousnd pride. H:apuh.rg'i.:‘e-:l to his
pack for his lack of faith, and they beat him soundly,
and he came away from it lnughing. He went home 1o
his wife, and he gaid nothing, but nothing needed to be
saidl. The scaron his chest never lefr him, and he would
have been shamed and dishonored ro see it po,

Uli Scar-heart lived well as a warrior for the est
of his days, and died as well a3 any Fenrir could ask.
One of his children bred true. and was 3 fine Skald
and an honor to her people. When she walked AMONg
the Garou of other tribes, she was proud to say that no
werewolf ever chosen by Great Fenris was ever weak
— even if they were fual enough to think so once in
a grear while.
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I call to mind the kin of Etins

Which lomg ago did give me [ife

Ning worlds [ know, the nme abodes

(f the glorious world-tree the ground beneath

— Voluspd

There are stories, in the Northlands. There are
stories of the making of the earth and the sky. Stories
that sing of how the fathers of the gods slew the giant
Ymir and created the earth from its remains. There are
stories of the making of things, and tales of the ending
of all things.

Only a religlon born of the desert would imagine
a world ending through fire and brimstone and
sulfur and the very wrath of the heavens. In the
northlands, cold and bleak, belonging to the night
for half the year, they know, the world will end with
ice, darkness and cold.

There are other stories, too. There are stories of

gods and demons and men and witches. Old stones,
disturhing tales of wonder, glory, woe and pain, a
people’s memory of sagas and oral accounts, distorted
through the mises of time.

The humans tell that in the beginning, before
the world of men and gods existed, a spring appeared
in the greatr void, Ginnungagap. This spring,
Hvergelmir, formed a mist thar in rurn changed into

Chapter One:Voices of Thunder

‘F__-___

a frosty and glum realm known as Niflheim, which
formed the primordial dark region of existence,
From the spring of Hvergelmir in Niflheim arose
eleven tivers, the Elivagar.

As rime moved, water of the Elivagar ran across
Niflheim and poured into the nosthern part of the
Ginnungagap. The warer froze, forming vast sheets of
ice in the vold, Hot air from a tomrid, scorching realim
known as Muspell melied some of the ice. The mele
watet that appeared formed a sea, and this is where the
men of the North hold that life began,

The first being that came tw life was the Prose
Giant, Ymir. He was composed entirely of snow and
ice. The humans claim that from his body were created
Jotunm, god and man.

The Fenrir know better.

Honored as the mightiest of the thirteen rribes of
the Garou, the Fenrir's history 1= a confusing issue.
Muny a homid Garou scholar finds herself in puzzled
contemplation of how a rribe as proud and confident
as the Fenrir traces its lineage from a great foe of

i
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mankind, birthed by a half-god descending from a
Jorunn, a servant of the Grear Wyem, and seill boasts
about it. Bur they fail to realize that the history of the
Get of Fenris is so much more than simple human
folkeales and beliefs. And, more importantly, char
there may be more to Great Fenris himself than the
human tale of a destiny in chains before the Ragnarok,
at which rime he is destined to swallow Odin and be
slain by Vidar. Much more.

Listen carefully, pups, as our sept's finest skalds eell
you the history of our peaple.

THe Telbng of Fomris

As recounted by Krister Voice-Of-Alfar, Get of
Fenris Galhiard =

Hear me, o children. | améiKristesiWoice-OF.
Alfar, Skaldof the Fenrir, ard T NOWPECOUnt v thee
the ancienthistory of thi& Geeaf Penris, mighriest
sndstrongest among the sixteen tibes.of the Garou.
Farwe are the tove Wagriors of Gois, and inscecrors
of the- World, and st tale i8 notone of percy thsces
and submissions to quarrel:ome gods: Maymy pups,
for it heganse long that movbard remams wich
the exzeficcouns lf-ﬁt it came 1o be.. No doubr
you've heardseveral stories and legends onhow our
kind camé 1o be, on how Mother Gaia crested the
Garowto protect thewarld: This is not theteHing of
theCrarow, Thisis the telling of the Geraf Fenris; a
fale of glory and Strength, ‘of Lt and valor, of
adventureand conquest, of anguish and desolarion.
Let me rell you chiefale"of our tribe.

You may think Great Fenris & mighty wolf-spirit,
patron deity of our tribe, and mere servant of Gaia the
Urear Mother. Thar is not sa. The exalted Wolf
Father is none other than our own antecedent, the
forefather of our proud lineage. He was one of the
First, the sixteen man-wolf warriors created by Gaia
to protect Her crearion, to wage war on the forces of
wanton Cheos and Destruction, and bring the Wyrm
and its minions o an end. [ see some of you, bright-
eved and inquisitive, with the scholar's look about
your faces. Doubdlessly, you have heard this tale
befure, in different form. Know you thar the tale as |
tell it has been handed down, generation after gen-
cration, among the finest skalds of our tribe. Have
you doubts to the authenticiey of my tale, or intelli-
gent questions about derail, perhaps one day after
your Rite of Passage we shall meet and compare tales,
Until then, sit idly by my side and do nor interrupt my
telling, for then my anger will be fierce.

Getof Fenris

Tinois: Plofov WerenoffT7

Obwviously, not all Fenrir agree on whether or
not Fenris was truly- a Garou or “simply” the
greatest progenitor-walf of the tribe. The Fenrir,
like all other tribes, have more then one tale of
their beginning, but the tale of Great-Fenris-as-
tirst-of-his-tribe arises fairly frequently. To some
Fenrir, it is the most sensible explanation; w
others, it devalues Grear Fenris by trying ro make
him {unnecessarily) more accessible to his chil-
dren by calling him “like" them. It's a paint of
contention among several Fenrir, but not a par-
ricularly divisive one; it hardly merits the label of
heresy. Srill, the Fenrir are notable for agreeing o
settle dispures by physical means, and so this issue,
like many others, has caused its fair share of brawls.

The simplest solurion would appear to be w
ask Great Fenris himself, but not even the mighti-
est Get of Fenris Theurge has done so. For ane,
spirits of such magnitude have a way of absorbing
many lesser concepts into themselves. Grear Fenris
mighr well be "ariginal war-totem” and “progeni-
tor Giarou™ in one, just as Rat is a war totem, a
tertility goddess, a spirit of disease and u spirit of
survival among orher things. If he is both, why
waste his time asking if it's otherwise ! For another,
as 3 Tribal Totem and Incama, Great Fenris is
likely now more powerful than he ever was when
he walked the earth freely, and asking after his
“weaker” self mighr be... insulting. Finally, most
Fenrir Theurge elders achieved their high rank by
focusing on the immediate problems at hand —
genealogical mysteries might be interesting, but if
you were goihg to go to the trouble to ask some-
thing of Great Fenris, ir'd be foolish o ask him for
something erivial. After all, if it really matrered,
Grreat Fennis would surely have sertled the issuc
himself some time back.

O Mhan ard Pioff,

Great Fenris lived for the hunt, battle, and ser-
vice to Gaia. These were tasks that he held in the
highest regard. For although no Garou was ever as
filled with Rage as Grear Fenris, none that lived
thereafter was as honotable as he. As he was the
strongest warrior among those of the First Pack, he
could pick any mate he wanred from flocks of both
humans and wolves, and none would dispute his
teadership in combar with the forces of the Wyrm,
the Jorunn. He foughre with ferocity unmatched, skill
unimaginable, and strength that is as legendary as his
name alone. The other Garow of the Firsr Pack
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acknowledged him as leader of the Garou in those
times; it was much later thar the Silver Fangs should
cise o become leaders of our nation. Meny preat
battles did the First Pack engage in against the grow-
ng ammies of the Wyrm, and many spawned new
Garou to fight alongside them. Bur not Grear Fenris.
As the other members of the First Pack chose mares
and bred as they pleased, Great Fenris, although free
to choose whichever mate he pleased, felr thar a
female companion worthy of him did not exist. He
held strength and honor most dearly tn his hearr, as
his love for the Great Mother, aml he found the
humans he protected o be weak and puny, and the
wolves 1o be too sty and dishonorable for his predilec-
tion. He longed for a female so strong in will and body
and so pure of heart that she would glow so with the
radiance of the heavens that he would spot her
among a hundred of her kind.

Many years passed with Greatr Fenris living in
wlitude, and he perfected his will and his strength in
his loneliness, while the other Garou of rhe Firse
Pack shaped tribes of their offspring indiscrimi-

narely. He had but given up the hope of hinding a
mate, a like, that he had devoted all his time to
turning his spirit and the flesh to the arts of combat
His heart wepe, but his mind denied the pain

that grew within his chesr, for he knew

Ty that sadness over petty matrers such as

. longing for love would cause him o grow
weak and pitiful. He made wp his mind to not
be bothered with the pain, to shut it away
and accept that he would forever be lonety
Yet still it came to pass, in one of the mosr
glorious batrles against the Jotunn, that Great
Fenris caught a glimpse of an unnatural
I beauty leading a group in a flank atrack on
d the ]otunn. Sheshone our like a star amongs:
hundreds of her kin; she fought with a
ferocity he had never before seen
She wiclded a massive axe with
double heads as if it were the
flexible trunk of a spring sap-

Y ling; et her serong arms held
\'. *1 it firm asstone. She fended off

\ hordes of beaszz and mon-

I"n, the axe. Her long, wild,
. bright hair danced in the
- "\h wind of the barrle, and

\ v W her soft, fair skin
_— /'; shone unlike any-
!.V thing Great Fenris had

¥ seen before. He almost for-

pot his place in the batrie, and
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was near wounded by a Jorunn spearman, but regained
T e Tofaene his wits and slew his foe. Afrer that he lostsight of the

Who were they, these infamous creatures we unnatural beaury, and saw her nat again thar day.
remember as the spawn of giants and wretched For weeks Great Fenris ran as wolf in sullen desper-
monstrosities! The truth is, that no human quite ate search for this female. He had to test her; were she
knows. They do not remember. The Ger of Fenris, as honorable as she was fair she would be the mare he
on the other hand, do not forget: had longed for all his life, Four long years he searched,

“The Jotunn were an underground people, who before tracking her o her homeland. At this time most
made their homes in vast mowntain halls, They are humans lived ar the center of the Earth, bur Grear
spoken of as chaotic creatures that wore o plethora of Fenris had to go far from the cradle of humanity to find
shapes and sizes, with a cruel nature and@i@pperite her, almost to the ends of the world. To a great, frozen
fur anyshing they conid sk their teethinsn, They ofizn land he came, where the frost lay on the ground all year
e s | an the winds biw b and bting cold Here he
steal wirmets, d fthes wereatsar with the Aesir Not found her, = queen of her people, whom we remember  ~
all Jomummygiere hideous: some twere beawsifiel, and had as the Vanir. He was granted an sudience and howed
the powers o charmeathers. Wiy hamarns with befure her, He praised her and pleaded his love for her,
st bl Lived and many scill live, halfbmeeds like and asked her to be his mate. The queen, Sigun, was
L ki Sky-Walkée Bugpmo Behri Mbver g allonged |  captivated by chis great warvior, but said that she was
live with the biadd ﬂfaﬂ-lﬂi-'l:l'lﬁ B il betrothed roalord ofher people, another great warmor,

“When wiikrst came. B Nodlnds, we Cireat Fenris was infuriated, and said that he would

learned that the Jogunn hadalveady migeared there; mect this lord in combat over the love for Sigun. The
aftor all, Great PRGRBIET: do MGG ) |  Queen sgreed o wed the victor —ifthe lord wauld ke
Ulsgards They sercled in the mowntains it diole=d Fenris' challenge. The lord’s mesengers bore back
ke uﬂ[unﬂ:fu: g.ﬁ-t.';;ﬂ-élj[ of the o dinavian word thar he accepted, and the atrerndanes began their
Peninsula, and these mountains weve farever named preparations for the duel. Fenris was mo menarily
s Toeumiiksin, startled on the day of his fight, for the lord he had

“Howr the Jotunm are lmked to the Wyrm, we do challenged was & giant, an old giant of the frost icsclf

s Ttk eride: el s Pt of e But Great Fenris summoned up all his strengrh and

P _ e courage and might, and he fought until near death
which is somewhat of a paradox considering that the against the giant lord. Long and hard wasthe fight, the

Wyrm is ot the chantic aspect uf tfh'.'. Triat. However, hardest challenge Grear Fenris had hitherto faced. But
they frospered on wanion destruction and decay, and ., : b ;
? Gireat Fenris was not named the greatest warrior alive

3 A - '
‘;l:.::.l:ls amomg the Fianna clam thar the fnt:::nn alsg own, massive arms could not even reach around the
found their way o the lsles, though they call them by whole of ir. However, the fight had taken fes toll on
- e » i Grear Fenris as well, and after proving himself victort-

a different name, ome that you will surely come o ; ;
diff ; 4 S ous he fell into unconscinusness,

rec : Fomorians. There is a link, somehouw, : '

Jestusen, et what exactly it is, remains a well-hi Sigun herself. At first he was angered, because he did
bt e b S not wish to be nursed like some lowly human _child.

secTe ¥ ness knows for certam Sigun explained o him that he had saved het from &

“Some among us hold the Jotunm o be as essen- P . .
' _ _ life with a brutal giant as her mate, a giant she detested,
tial a part of Creation as birth and growth, for throwugh and that his show of might and unmatched combat

aiire through decay amd feprowth, Somedmes they Even 50, Great Fenris tested Sigun. with three tests still
PO VR iyl undeﬁmﬂdr'ug ot used by our greatest elders today to test those secking
This was probably why our people did not iry 1 renown, but privy to only a select few of the leaders of
eradicate them at once. Morve than likely, they de- our trib. Fehad fo°be cerain e e el bty
scend from some Wyrm-spaun of the ﬁrflrlagn- Hut worthy. And as he had F‘U“Hd from the mament he

: i first saw her, she was much mare than worthy. She was

our ancestars let them five. Ouar first big mistake — ideal, His heart refoiced, for he had found his mate.
ome we will not make again.

— Spefan-Jallarhom- Blower, GetofFenris Gallard
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Great Fenris lived with his queen for many years
before returning to his brothers and sisters in the Fist
Pack, and had three sons wich his mate; Ribjdm, Garm
and Frode, Each of the three possessed unmarched
ralents: Ribjden inherited his farher's battle prowess,
Garm was an unrivalled skald, and Frode was more
wise and just than any other, And so it was that the
lineage of Fentis commenced with rhree sons with the
rhree traits most important ina good warrion Strength,
honor and the bard's tongue. Why the bard’s tongue!
Why, o tell the rales of our people, you daft pup!
T S ‘

G i i

Eventually Fenris and his sons recurned wo the Firse
Pack and their descendants, apdahe sons and daugh-
vers of Fenris spawned their @wn offspring, and the
Fenrir became a tribe. About this time the humans
started expanding theis.settlements, which our people
had been guarding and watching near the centerul (he
world. P the world was changing, and thi= | do not
only mean socially, but geographically. This led 1o
humansgmyeling sway from rheir cradle, and explor-
ing and settling orher places of the world. This made it
hard forthe Garo o gu,_m:lﬂtm,._hﬁn:mm: outside the
cener of the earth rhere wete many dangers, in mary
differenz shapes and guises. So T take ir you have
Altendy heard of the Impengium? No? Irwas rule mst-
tured by the Gipow tn order £ eull and protect the
humans, both frem the outside harm, but.also from
themselves. Byso doing, we forcedthem back ro their
villages, and made ourselves their masters. We chose
freely from their peoples and cultivated pools of wor-
thy breeding stock, and killed those who opposed us,
and enslaved the rest.

Maw, the Garou of other tribes may tey to tell you
otherwise, but the Fenrir did not support the
Impergium ar first, Asdid our father, we believed that
a mate had to be worthy and equal; they may tell you
about our ancestors descending on a human settle-
ment for regular bours of slaughter and rape, but that
ts senseless ralk. Leaving aside that such things open
ane's heart o the Enemy, no rue Fenrir wants his
soms raised by a victim. He wants his sons raised by his
mate. Of course, hecause vur standards were g0 high,
we were not as numerous as the orher tribes. Yes, any
one of us was worth two equally ranked Garou of
ather tribes, but there you have it

Sa. The other tribes created the Impergum o
carefully maintain and control their selected breeding
stock, Of course, it isnot tight roonly blame the others;
once we condoned it, the Fenrir rook as much advan-

SN

rage of it as everyone else did. We were just as abusive
a5 the rest, and you can see how the world has romed
out for it. The humans we scarred have decided 1o cut
thieir own scars tn the Mother's flesh for revenge, Now
thete is no room left for recriminations and words of
sorrow — now there s only the battle against the evils
that have come of our ancient deeds.

e Wiar of Rage

There is another black stain on our history; the
War of Rage. If you do not know of ir, it was the war
our kind waged on the other Changing Breeds, the
other werefolk, if you must. For we Garou are not the
only, or were nut théionly Changing children of the
Maother. Todag very féW, if any, remain of the Fera,
the other Chianging Breeds. One of the reasons tor
this, apart framthéplain faet thar they were not as
strong as wie wene, £ thag rhe Fema disagreed with the
fact that the Garou were meant to lead them. We
were the Protectors of Gaia; Her safety was in our
hands, and we nesded ahsolute loyaley to be able
defend Her propetly. The Fera eefused tafollow us on
our canipaigns, andeonstan phpwent behind ug backs
with their actions, for Gail knows what teasons. This
angered us, of ourse, and thovgh we may ROT have
heen withinuotr rights goforce them ingo submission,
we chose to do just that It should be poimgediour chat
rhey could have responded g us differen _-ﬂ';ﬂn they
did, hut in their arroganee, anddifevery Other Fera's
awr ambition to be ruler afall, they ehose o oppose
us. War was a necessity.

And we were the strongest, of course, and we
ripped them apart. We killed so many Fera thart
we den't even have any notion of how many
there may have been. Of course, our own ranks
were greatly thinned out, but nething compared
to those we eradicared.

We can only bow our heads in shame for our
ancestars’ worst excesses, and hope the surviving Fera
do the same. It is not just to say we were the only ones
ta blame, neither are we blameless. It was not honor-
able to disperse the ranks of our allies. [t weakened us
in aur battle against the Wyrm, which 1 why he is
growing so strong today — because they would not
follow, and we chose the wrong way to lead.

Congunatt of #he North

You think the large caerns of Europe and rhe
Americas are impressive! They are nothing; nothing at
all, compared to Heimhalla. This place, this magnifi-
cent and radiating gateway to the Umbra, nestled, in

Chapter One:oices of Thewnder 17
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s valley high in the mountains thar separate Siberia
trom the lands rowards the seas, and Asia from Europe.
Urear benris led his peeple from the center of the Earth
o the northem lands of snow and ice whence his
beloved Sigun hailed, but where rhe Jomnn now
reigned. There he found thar the fonmn had destroved
his mare's long-lost kingdom — and Grear Fenris
responded in kind, He crushed the Jomnn kingdomiof
Utgard and scactered their forces, and on the site of his
victory he built a grear cacrn, Heimhballa, and made it
the home of his Ger.

Heimhalla — greatest of cacmns, the siilest caem
f war that ever was, It was so remoge and 8o well
protected that even Loki Sky-Walker himself coold
not tind it. It housed our engire tribe in thosedays; not
just a group descending from Tarjel Hardhule or
Cirjan Gothslaver or other famed Fenrie, bul every
last one of ws, Heimhalla was our homé, d rihal
Home. Many an adventurer has set forth ‘with hopes
ot finding this ancient citadel, but none have aies
ceaded. The spiritual energies alone should make it
gasy to track, but alas. Some reformist werewalves
claim that Heimhalla has never been anything but a
hoax, an insubsrantial legend. But when vou have
been part of the Great Tribal Moot in Uppsala in

Sweden, and you see how the spirit of Grear Fenris
himself enters the body of every single Garou, be they
rom Montreal or Barcelona or Copenhagen, ar the
opening of the moot, vou know, As we stand as one
and sing our praises ro Girear Fenrls, we know

Alas, preat Heimhalla fell benesth the feer of
Fenris' death-enemy. In the Norch, they called him
din, o the South Wotan. He was the Gallows-God
of the Aesir, the gods of the Norse, who the great
human skald Snomi Srurluson rells came from Asia
A likelyparable, as our people roo wandered from
Africa throngh Asia o Siberia. After the fall of
Heimhalla, Grear Fenris mainly resided in the Um-
bral aspectof Heimhalla, but was often called upon by
the Motheres do Her secret bidding deep in the spirit
world. He was often away for years at a time, some-
times bringing his most favored warriors with him
returpdite to us with news and commandments. Afrer
Fentls disappeared into the Umbra on & mission o
gapture and destroy Woran, our people migraced
westwards, oo modern-day Scandinavia. Friendlier,
thowgh still harsh climates were better suited for us,
as were the vast woods and the many mountains. We
made thowe lands our new home




T Fief of Heimbidl

Sa. You want to hear of the fall, do you!?

Many a skald has told of Great Fenris' many
great deeds. He was the first warrior; he was the
greatest warrior- All other warrlors since are but
echoes. But things were ill for our father. He had
many enemies, none of which could single-handedly
heat him, nor could they in unison, for they could
niot crush Fenris and his Ger in battle — the greatest
horde the world has ever seen.

Bur his worst enemies were still strong. Of them,
the greatest were Odin One-Eye, the Great Tricksrer
Lioki, and Urgard-Loki, lord of the Jotunn, Odin was
the Dark King of Valhalla and was at war with Utgard-
Loki and his people. Loki, for all his worthlessness, was
the living embodiment of the Ragabash, and played
bath sides against each other, always poking at the
weaknesses of allies and enemies alike. A corrupt
bastard to the core — his beloved ideals vencrated
power and might at the end of a puppet-string. A ruler
must rule with his clenched fist, not with his fingertips.
Loki was blood brother to the All-Father of Valhalla,
and he was of the kin of Urgard-Loki, and thus free to
enter both camps. Buthe was notallowed in Hetmbhalla,
for he had eamed the enmity of the Fenrir with his
deceitful ways. From hisfortress on the Top of Weather
mere days’ march from Heimhalla he spun his spider
webs of deceir and treason. He wanted revenge on
Cirear Fenris and his brood, and he wanted the power
to rule both Utgard and Valhalla. With that powet he
could casily rule the entire world, for even though the
trwe power of Urgard had been broken, the kingdom of
Utgard-Loki was a strong one, scattered across the
world, Unired, Utgard could ficld temrible hordes of
Jotummn, ready to bring agany to the world,

So Loki teok flight to his blood brother, Odin of
the Aesir, and requesred an audience with the ruler of
the kings of men. He told him a lie of how the Fenrir
were planning to conguer both Asgard and Urgard.
The tales of men tell how Odin had his memory and
thought invested in his familiar ravens, Hugin and
Munin. The rruth our skalds tell is that he kepr his
reason and memories separate so that even if he was
destroved, he could live on in a new body. But he did

rave familiars, and these birds (if true hirds they
were) flew all aver the world and saw and knew
everything they encountered, on behalf of their mas-
ter. And yet the news of the Fenrir's coming invasion
was something he had not seen. But you see, Loki
knew some sorcerous tricks, and showed Odin a far-
sight of Fenris planning his campaign with his sons.
This image was, of course, wrought by Loki, and not

NIQN S—

at all true; the Fenrir had lirtle to gain in trying o
conquer their neighbors.

Odin was livid with anger. He struck down on his
throne, and legend says thar he broke a huge chunk of
stone loose so that it fell down and killed one of his
servants instantly, He got up from his seat and strode
forth through his ancient halls, Loki False-Sayer at his
heels. He gathered all his bravest warriors before him,
and he told them they were marching for Heimhalla.
He would artack the sacred home of the Fenrir while
they hartled the Jorunn.

That part of his plan was easy enough ro enact,
The Fennr and Urgard were always at war, the Jotunn
being servants of the Wyrm and the Fenrir servants of
Gaita, Odin did not have to watt long before the Fenrir
and Jotunn were going ro war once more. And indeed
it was a glorous battle, and many a Fenrir-Wolf proved
his worth that night

But in their home of Heimhalla, Odin Glad-ON-
War's forces had advanced and besieged the foriress.
Though Loki did not know of its location, Odin
certainly did, as his thought snd memory could go
anywhere. And as 0 how he gained entry. ..

Two strong Garou, Freke and Gere, were the
protectors of the caemn, and had been disallowed o
join the fight against the Jotunn, as prorectors of the
caern were needed there ar all tmes, They found this
task unfair and redious — this was their failing. Even
the hardiest warrior knows that there are some trimes
when you have to stand guard instead of fighting, and
that it is, indeed, an important and honorable task.

An emissary from Odin's campaign spproached
them, as was honorable; and told them tosurrender. At
first they were unwilling, but the emissary, who was in
fact Loki in disguise, persuaded them to join Odin’s
forces instead. And even though Freke and CGere
would see penalty by dearh for their actions, it is well
known that even the hardiest warrior could fall prey 1o
Loks's rerrible charms,

24 it became that Freke and Gere joined the
service of Odin, whose campaign brought down the
walls of Heimhalls, raped and slaughtered the Kan of
the Penrir. Great Fenris’ mate, Sigun, foughrand kalled
more attackers than all others combined, bar fell prey
ro Odin’s might. For all of his cowardice, he was still a
poxd of war. For this Odin became the death-enemy of
Fenris. The besiegers tried to locate the Center of the
Caem, but they could not find it it was too well
hidden. But the chaos and destruction they wrought
caused the entire mountain to collapse, killing many,
many men in Odin's army, and burying Heimballa
beneath it. Great was the sormow aof the Fenrir, and
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especially our father, and he sware thae if he had w
pursue him all the way 1o Ragnarok —rhe Apocalypse

_he would swallow Odin and devour him alive for his

cowardly actions.

T Einte Aeratr a Continent

When we lost the heart of our home, we spread
across the European conrinent. With us came the
nomadic Germanic people, the humans thar accounted
for most of our Kinfolk. Or maybe you could say thatwe
reaveled with them; it makes linde difference. We
spread across the continent and ook many rerritories
for our own, and we held them. In particular, the birrer
Neorth of Scandinavia became almost exclusively our
owm — for almost no other Garou were hardy and

determined enough to call such a place home. Yoo
want to know why the others say thar the heart of our
tribe s tn Scandinavia? Because there was never any
other force, whether mortal, werewalf, Fera or even

the damnable Wyrmspawn, that was able rowrest even

a portion of those lands from us,

Many of the human tribes evenrually sertled
there with us, of course; we are no Talons, and care
nothing for maring with wolves alone. They had to
work very hard to make the most of the land there,
but they found that the soil was very fertile, as it had
been locked under the ice for many an age. Our
forefathers let them work to make the land supporr
them more than it would naturally — a failing,
perhaps, as this gave some power to the Weaver even
there. But it would take many years for our kind w
discover how those seeds would grow,

We aided in rhe creation of great caerns, and we
formed powerful septs. The mast famed of our seprs
were the Sept of the Blood Fist in Schwarzwald,
Germany, ar the place where Grear Fenris himselt
spent his last days on Earth before departing into the
Limbra, and the Sept of the Fimbul Winter Night,
our Tribal Caern in Uppsala, Sweden. Many of our
holdings were later lost, and new ones estahlished,
but the Sept of the Blood Fist remains still —rhough
it is under siege.

This is nor meant to be a history lesson, nor a
treatise on the history of the Germanic peoples.
However, there are some points of human history
that require highlighting. The most popelaryicw is
to closely associate the Geeof Fenris with the Norse,
the tribes of Germanies that lived in Scandinavia.
But the Fenrie are more accurately broadly associ-
ared with the Germanic people a5 a whole, not just
one ﬁmﬁhmdlﬁlmmrrﬂbﬁ of Germanics
migrated into Northern Eurepe about nine thou-
saﬂmmmﬂ&m end of the last lee Age,

wgether with their Fenrirguardians and Kin. As the
iceslowly retreared from these hirtherto ice-covered
lands of Scandinavea, it !'E:W:ﬂ.l:d fertile ground and
plenty of game and fish, andastghe art of cultivation
reached the nomadic tribes; they serrled, mainly on
the Scandinavian Peninsula, sround rhe Baltic Sea
and Denmark, and modern day Normhermn Germany,
It is also vital to note that singe the Fenrir ane not
necessarily associated with every rribe of Germanic
peoples, there is no point in explaming the spread of
the all the Germanic tribes and their subsequent
history. In order o avoid having o name every
people in every relevant sentence, those tribes asso-
ciared with the Ferrirwill be reterred o as Germanics,
as a simple nominator, {(And, of course, in the
modern day the Get of Fenris have no real allegiance
to any ethnic group as a whole. )

affair, Thuﬁhit:nm[-lv too many of them. The

‘the Germanie peoplé as a group split into three

spawhied many tribes, most of which differed, 3t
Airst, mainly in defty worship. Commoen for most is
an equivaleng'of ghe pantheon found in Norse
mythology (which s the best known), with differ-
‘ent namesdgthe lanouages evolved away from each

The reasen we bring this up is to both explain
that the Fenrit are more than “Viking werewolves,”
bur also to clarify that going info great depth on
peoples thazwe know very little abour is a slippery

{Germanic tribes were respansible for the popula-
tion of much of Europe, and larer cvolved as quite
diffesent peoples, becoming your modern day
Freneh,Spaniard, Czech oe, of coumse, German. As
tribes migrated southato Furopearaund 300 BCE,

smaller factions; the North-Germanics, ‘@nd che
East- and West-Germanics. Further schisms

othet. If the studen: of history finds one or rwo of
his fav osite tribes missing from this book, he needn’t
worry about it. Maybe the Fenrir never bothered
with the mibe; maybe they did. Mast likely, they
just didn’t borher to keep track of all the names of
their human relatives, any more than they've kepr
careful genealogical records of their wolf Kin thar
sereech back to the dawn of rime. It's really not thar
important in the grand scheme of things.

20 Get of Fenris

W.

A A




S\ —
_ m»\p/{ Lagendby of e Fomans

o Wherever we went we st out mark on those
' ¥ lands, the humans that followed us caught one or owo
Al rales of our rribe's former days, and thus religion was

Y bom. Sadly, much was lost bevween what little of the

H -h.-" truth the humans heard and what they wound up

_‘,,_‘:1-.-"_‘-"" telling their |".||'|nr That much you can already

b,

Ly B pather from the rales | told you of Odin and Loki. For
) -\"_ one, they held thar Loki, who was some somm of
) sorceret of the like, hirthed Great Fenris, Ha! As if his
Mother Gaia would have lain with such a snake
Mavhe the humans derived their little story from the
rale [ rold you of how the Gallows-AGod was tricked
by & false image of Fenris thar Loki ereated. Maybe
they just thought thar wolves were things of evil,
and therefore must be of Loki. If those bloody
humans could keep a story straight, maybe the
wotld wouldn't be in the state it is today,

% Mfﬂ F/ ﬂzﬂﬁff;

What | am abour ro rell vou now s briefly hinved
at in human history. The human chronicler Snor
savs that Odin came from his realm in the East

after letting his two brothers, Ve and Vilje,

have control of Asgard. | Ic brought with him
many sons, and together they first conquered
Saxia, the north of Germany, and .Ll::':.. vitjod, Scythia,
% which is the current-day Ukraine, where our Kinfolk
already had kingdoms.

He left his sons to rule hisnew kingdoms, and wenr
north, toan sland in Denmark where hie built a castle.
He sent spies to the settlements in Sweden, and made
arrapgements with the Jotunn, If he knew thar we
wete there, we do not kmow, but if he did he can’r
have been as wise as they say

One rhing is certain, Odin had become very
powerful over those thousands of years that had
passed. He could make earth or stone open, he could
hring to life the corpses of hanged men, which he
brought with him, and he could change the physical
conditions of both dead {tems and living beings. He
gl hered many earthly goods, and he amassed a group
of owelve disciples, former chieftains, thar followed
him and to whom he raught his arts. He had given up
ane of his eves for his POWETS, OT 5D |..|hLl'n_-b tell, and
he was immortal, and would come back ro life if he
were killed. He conquered many lands on the conri-
nent and in Russia, and instituted regimes in his
name while he roamed the earth in search for more
knowledge and greater powers.
When the Tribal council in Uppsala gotr word of
what was poing on, we immediately responded. The
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first thing they did was to try and send word to Grear
Fenris, who was away searching for Odin in the spirit
worlds. First we brought down the Aesir-kingdom in
Saxia. The Sons of Great Fenris were the ruling pack
ot our tribe when Grear Fenris was away. Do not be
fooled by the name; they were not all male. Arany rare,
they went and crushed the stone citadel of the Aesir by
one massive blow with each of their fists. The earth
shoolk, and the terrified Aesir that survived flew like
the cowards they were. No honor had they. The Sons
of Cireat Fenris then instituted Fenrir-rule for the time
being, and they rerumed 1o Uppsala, while we marched
on Scythia, where we foughe a bloody war with the sons
of Odin. Many a Fenrir warrior proved his worth thar
nighe, and we brought their reign to a swifr end.

Odin, retuming from travels, was infuriated, and
immediately launched an artack on the Sept of the
Fimbul Winter Nighr. His army of hanged men and
SOTCErers came across the sea in a great ship called
Skibladner, and Wotan himself aback of Sleipnir, his
surcerer-horn steed, a giant hoese with eight legs.

Girear was the battle that raged thar night, and
muny are the rales of brave warriors who met an
henorable death at the hands of a mighty opponent.
Odin Glad-of-War was renowned for never losing =
batele; in fact, many believed supermnarural forces
aided him. Nu mortal man was ever as strong as he
was, | know thar much. But he had not expected o
take on the full mass of the Fenris-tribe, especially
when we were all thirsting for revenge afrer whar he
did to our fathers

As | already told you, it was not possible to bear
Odin’s army in battle. Although we destroved them,
he made them come back to life, and he also called
upon more forces thar came out of the spirit world —
unspeakable monsters he had made deals with, buralso
more men coming from another world, presumably
Odin's own realm. We, too, called upon guardians and
friendly spirits, and we even attempted to call on the
spinit of Great Fenris himsalf,

Whar happened next, words cannor say.

The legendary Sons of Grear Fenris, our rulers,
combined their strengths, and physically merged inro
an image of Great Fenris himself. They became a=
colossal and powerful as our father was, infused with
his immortal spirit, and they walked as one wwards
Udin. The cowardly One-Eve tried to flee, bur they
struck down his flying mount, and threw Odin to the
ground. Badly mangled, he called upon all of his
pawers, and seemed o draw energies from the land
itself, and rose with an aura of might and force. Long
was the holmgang berween them, and hard was the

tight, but the Sons of Great Fenris arose victorious aver

the lifeless corpse of Odin. We quickly destroyed the
corpse to keep him from reviving, and then the many-
thar-were-One separated, and were themselves again,
But the battle had raken its toll, and several of them
died from injuries and poisoned wounds inflicted by
Odin that could not be healed.

The names of those thar fell will forever be re-
called; they were Aegir-Quick-To-Rage, homid Modi:
Vendel-Wise-Of-Many, homid Forseti; Tove-Slays-
Jotunn-With-Vengeance, lupus Madi: and Tord-
Horned-Skald-With-Voice-Of-Gaia, metis Skald. May
their names forever be sung and praised, because they
were glonious wammiors and One wirh Grear Fenris
befere they died. Hail the Sans of Great Fenris!

The forces of Odin dispersed in feat, for the one
that held the army togecher was gone, and they never
rose 1o power again. But his legacy remaimed through
the Germanic lands, and the humans worshipped
(din and has sons as gods. This we did not tolerate at
first, but when it later became clear that we needed to
hide ourselves from the eyes of the humans, it became
a good myth to uphold the Veil.

Of the many warriors who proved themselves
most worthy in the Battle for Uppsala, was a young
wolf named Beowulf, and he was made Jarl of Saxia.
You may have heard a human tale of how a man
named Beowulf slew a beast called Grendel, and
maybe other tales thar may or may nor be true. But
there was a Fenrir called Beowulf. He was & grear
warrior, and an honorable Jarl.

Another grearwarrior of thar barrle was Brynhilde-
Wings-of-Fury. She led an all-female pack, the
Valkyries, or Death-Bringers. They later traveled with
the Ostrogoths to Eastern Europe, and ruled our tribe
in those lands for a while, before disappearing out of
our chronicles. Too bad; they were some of our best
and most legendary warriors. | once heard a tale of how
they joined the Black Furies. | do not know if this is
true, but if so, that would explain how the Furies have
become such great warmiors; the Valkyries were almost
as renowned as the Sons of Great Fenris were.

K vpsars Jtsions

As recounted by Markus Silver-Mane, Get of
Fenris Galliard:

Huh! The Roman Empire. What a bunch of stuck
up, no-good, cowardly hastards, [ say they are to blame
for how this world has tumed out, how politics and
money have become the reason for humans wo live. 1
spit on their graves! And the Silver Fangs and those
wretched Warders of Men, who now call themselves
Glass Walkers, they endorsed it
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Our Kin among the Visigoth and Vandal
peoples had moved southeast, and they were the
first to encounter the Romans. They came with
their fancy machines and advanced weapons, and
still they were no match for us. We showed them
that we did nor acknowledge them, by sacking
Rome itself. This angered the Silver Fangs to no
end, and we laughed ar them.

They tried to subdue our Kinfolk as “punishment.”
First they went after the Langobards, and they fooled
s tribe of Kinfolk and Fenrir called the Cherusci to aid
them. A Roragar called Herman-Far-Runner, went
hither and thither o confuse and bewilder the Ro-
mans, and he came upon these Cheruscn in the
Teutoburger forest. He taught them a valuable lesson
ghout selling out their own to the enemy. They saw
their faules, and acked what they could do woarone and
rectify the situation. Herman took to him all Garou
pups thar had not yer fulfilled their Rites of Passage,
arel led them and the Kinfolk o vicrory against the
Romans, destroying three legions, and marking the
beginning of 8 Germanic revolt against the Ro-
mans. Herman-Far-Bunner was known to the Ro-
mans as Arminius, and earned the enmity of the
Empire, much to his satisfaction

NN s e

. “ Visigorhs, hiding among their number; they crossed
) E

extended invitations to the many Germanic peoples
to settle within the Empire. The catch was that they
had toserve the Romans as legions. However, many
human tribes accepred the offer, as did many Fenrir
Kinfolk, and this led o the first true grear schism
within the tribe. Most Fenrir saw this as the clever
plot of the Silver Fangs thar it was —a plot to subdue
us. By creating a schism, they believed they could
keep us in check by having us fight each other. Many
Fenrir came to serve as generals in the Westem
Empire, and in fact, the bulk of the Roman Army in
those lands consisted of Germanics. However, this
did not go exactly ss the Fangs had planned, and they
failed to prevent several invasions of Rome.

My% it

Whi were they, these nasty bastards who came
like a wind from the east on their tiny homes? In 372
the Huns crossed the Volga and conguered and en-
slaved the Ostrogoths, Our tribe immediately saw the
danger in this mad people with the Wyrm in their
rrowsers, and when the Silver Fangs asked us forhelp ro
fight them, we agreed. Some of us ran alongside the
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the Danube River and settled as allies inside the
Empire. However, the bastards cheated us, and they
mistreared our Kinfolk. This was the tip of the iceberg.
The Silver Fangs and their puny allies, the Warders of
Men, had gone too far, and it was ume to show them
whar stuff the Sons and Daughters of Fenris were made
of. We went on arampage, and destroyed every Roman
legion we could find.

The puny Eastern Roman emperor Valens tried w
stop us, and his successor found head of Valens on a
pole, and his army vanquished. The Bartle of
Adrianople, one of the grearest battles in the history,
completely desrroved the illusion of the Roman Emgpire's
invincibility, and cansed more than one hundred and
fifey veaars of chaos and disorder for Rome. Hah!

A great Fenrir Kinfolk, Alaric, rook command
and lead his Visigoths on a campaign of plunder and
pillage across the Empire, and sacked Rome in 410
The Empire tried to cut a deal and gave him Gaul,
or France, s a peace offering. Alaric ook ir, but also
invaded and conquered Spain without the fright-
ened Romans daring to protest. But Alaric's artack
on Tralv had been more than just a ruse: The Romans
brought everything they had down to Italy to pro-
tect Rome from Alaric, to no avail, and as a result
the unguarded frontiers were tlooded with Ger-
manic tribes. Our Kinfolk and their eribesmen liver-
ally populated the continent, and the Romans could
tiever shake them afrer rthis.

The most important shifts in the human popula-
tion for our tribe were Franks settling Gaul, and the
Angles, Saxons and Jutes invading Britain. Also, the
Vandals moved through Gaul to Spain and tried o
setrle in Africa, and the Burgundians sertled the Rhone
Valley. And where these humans wenr, we would goas
well, seeing what they saw.

A

A ropue Roman general, Bonifacius, made a pact
with the Fenrir warlord Baderic, and his brothers, the
Vandal Guntheric and Gaiseric, to creare a new do-
main on the coast of Africa. The brothers Guntheric
and Gaiseric gathered as many Vandals as they could,
and massed rhe largest sea-bome expedition ever seen.
Moare than 80,000 barbarians set out for Africa, with a
callection of Baderic's Garou following in their wake.
Baderic left on a sacred quest into the Umbraalong the
way, and his brother Guntheric died at sea, but Gaiseric,
who was one of the strongest and ablest humans in
history, remained a superb leader ro the expedition.

The Barharian horde mer little opposition, and
Carthage was the only real threat to the Vandal
nation, but constant reinforcements by Spandards

and alse Moors held the narion together. When
Carthage fell, the Vandal narion was supreme, and
struck terror through the Western Mediterranean.
The culmination was the sacking of Rome in 4533.
The Vandal nation remained for almost eighty years,
before Emperor Justinian managed to destroy it com-
plerely and utterly. It seemed a barbarian horde with
the only goal being to loot and pillage could not hold
a narion together.

Our tribe never managed o get a footheld in
Africa. It was oo warm, too dry, roo wrong. 1 we were
meant to be in Africa, we would have seayed there in
the beginning. Still, some Fenrir made deals with the
Silent Striders, and there were Fenrir on the coast of
Africa for more than a hundred years. No proper sept
was ever founded, though the caems we found were
brought under mutual control of Fenrir and Strider
forces. It was a strange union, and not a lasting one
When we left Africa, the Strider-Fenrir ties just faded
away. Still, many of our ancestors are huried in Africa,
and we would do well to remember that they died there
in the name of the good fight

g SE i

Ohur British conguest was one of the most impor-
tant rerritorial expansions in out history. Though the
Anglo-Saxan Germanics failed wo survive to this day,
the British Fenrir certainly did, and o this day they
remain one of the strongest portions of the tribe.

Our Kinfolk and a few of our eribe first hit Britain
in 407, but we clashed wirth the Silver Fangs and
Warders of Men rhar occupied ir, and no good came
our of this first expedition. In response to the hestility
of the Romans, we wenr along with a series of raids
from 410 on, and we prerty much showed them a thing
ar two abour strength, The Britons, or Romans as they
were, received no help from the Empare, but they were
too many for us to overthrow alone. Now, we had
dealings with the Fianna in the past; they had faced the
Romans the same ways that we hiad on the continent,
and those of that tribe thar called themselves the
Hounds of the Homed One had fought alongside us
against Rome hefore, But the Fianna of Britain scemed
unwilling to cooperate with us for any reasons ar all.
We were interested in exploring and settling in Brit-
ain, it was a beautiful, lush land with many powerful
caerns, and it cried out for worthy protectors.

Asltoldyouearlier, the Romans invited Germanics
to serve in their army. The same was true for the
British, and when King Vortigern, who had declared
independence from the Roman Empire, invired Saxon
mercenaries to come and sertle as mercenaries in his

army, we decided to rake the offer. A grear Fenrirhero,
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Hengest, led a portion of men and settled in Thanet.
Hengest served Vortigern well, protected him against
the marauding Pices, and helped against the threats of
Brirish rivals and Imperial invasion.

But Hengest did not trust Vortipemn, for he was a
weak leader and likely to betray them, and the British
were weak and cowardly soldiers. He would rather the
Saxons rule Britatn, because they were able warmiors
and could protect the lends. He sent to Angeln and
mvited more mercenaries, because the lands were fine
and the Brirish weak. From Jutland, Angeln, Sweden,
Morway, the Balrics and Saxony came more men. The
Germanics had come to stay.

[ dvsigenes, [Gwbiimar amclimiinctives

S0 the Saxons held a grear feast, and Hengest
offered Viortigem plenty to drink. And Vortipern took
a great fancy to Hengest's beauriful daughrer, Rowena,
and he asked for permission to marry her. Hengese did
not like cthe sound of such a match, bur he knew that
if & grandson of his came out of the union, and
Vortigemn's rivals were disposed of, the Saxon control
of Britain would be likely. So it was that Vortigem
ssked Hengest to name a price for his daugheer, and
Hengest claimed Kent, where there lay a powerful
caern. Vortigern agreed, married Rowena, and gave
Hengest the lands of Kent.

Howeyer, Vortigemn's son Vortimer, who was not
as weak and dim-witted as his father, immediarely
saw that his position as heir was threatened. He
therefore overthrew has pitiful father, and seized
power. He dishanded all agreements with the Saxons,
and tried to drive the Saxons out of Bricain, After a
few years of his misrule, his stepmorher Rowena
managed ro slay him, and Vorrigern could again
claim the throne, Vortigern, that soft, weak man,
could not give his Saxon and Fenrir allies any food or
clothing, for Vortimer had spent the treasury on wars
against the Visipoths in Gaul, and the Elders agreed
that this misrule had continued long enough. We
ravaged the country for a while, until Hengest even-
tually declared peace, and called for a meeting be-
tween Saxons and Britons on the Salisbury Plain.

To show them exactly what we thoughr of their
petty gaimes for power and foolish politicking, Henpest's
party slew all three hundred of Vortigem's soldiers.
Vortigern was captured, and held for ransom for the
lands of Essex and Sussex, where caemns also lav and
Hengest knew to claim and protect them.

Vorrigern abdicared and rried to establish astrong-
hold in Gwynnedd in Wales. However, his men could
oot manage 1o build the castle, for every moming what
they had buile fell down again. Vortizem consulted
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many sorcerers, and was told o seek a boy wich no
father raised by Fair Folk. Eventually Vortigemn's men
found a boy called Myrddin Emrys, who showed
Vorrigern thar the reason the castle could not be buile
was hecause there were two fighting dragons, ene red
and one whire, representing the Britons and the Sax-

ons, undemneath it. The white one was winning, snd
this scared Vortigern so hadly that he fled.

This display of his utrer lack of courage resulved in
the Britons rebelling against their king, and a nasty
picce of work called Ambrosius Aurelius seized power.
MNow the Romans were back in charpe, and a clear
enemy was before us. We mided the Roman Britons,
and managed to inspire the Angles to revolt with us
against the Britons. For this, the Flanna showed an
interest in us, and rogether we managed ro drive mast
of the Britons over the Channel, where they settled in
Brittany, Still, Myrddin showed Ambrosius the site of
the castle Vortigern had been building, and he rook
this as his citade]. He rallied his Britons, and gradually
pushed the Saxons hack. The thread of our wribe's
involvement in this affair drops ourt of the rale shortly
thereafter, but thar should be no real surprise. About
this time, something had started o smell awfully funny
up in the northern portion of the Isles.

T e Siicheeonti Trdlie Fals

Some of the wolves of other tribesseom us — they
fight alongside us, bur they disdain théLaw of Fenris,
that only the strong can be trusted to fight Gaia. They
preach their own virtues rather than steength — secret
knowledge, passion, even compassign— and they say
we're fools for being so “simple.” But there isn't 3 one
of them who doesn't wish dha ghe Whire Howlers had
been a lietle more like us.

The White Howlers were, in their own way, like
their Flanna cousins, onlymore so. Their passions
blazed higher, their love of warand cevelry was grearer,
their songs were lodderind more errifying — and
theirwills were evenweaker. Whenthe Wyrm came tw
their doorstep and mnneled underthe stones of their
homeland, they leapt inro hartle quicker than any
other tribe, even our own, woulddhave done. They
challenged the Enemy in its dens~and they weren't
prepared for how serong itwaschere, They didn 't have
the wisdom to foresee chat they weren's up to the task,
and they didn'chase the srength ro so much as die
cleanly when dhey were overrun.

Sometimesyouhear the other rribes singing about
the trapedy of I-,mqu the White Howlers, of the fall of
“Lien's noble teibe.” You won't hear us sing those same
songs. The only trgedy was that Gaia let those weak-
lings prosper for'as long as She did. If the others want
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to mourn the loss of 2 noble tribe, they should spend
more time lamenting the loss of rthe Croatan, who
had the strengrh to die well and honorably, and for all
the dghr reasons. Crying for the Whire Howlers
while they're still murdering and raping rtheir wa
across (Gaia's face 1s not juse pu intless, it's a damned
insult to every single fallen ancestor who was twice
the Garou the Howlers ever were,
The Uiksng E

As recounted by Martin-Cry-Of-The-Last. Gera
Fermis Galliord
Ha! Well, now, my pups, | see that Markus has
clearly bored you with his lectures on the Roman
Empire? Well, never fear. Now we move onro one of
the maore interesting parrs af our history, and L am the
tucky Skald who has been chosen o tell vou these
glorious tales. ..

It was a ime of rurmoil in Europe. Several wars
raged berween the Anglo-Saxons and the Brirons,
before evenrually it all became a mixture of peoples
l[" small kingdoms. The Roman Empire was dead ar
the hands of its own r*lu icians. The relatively
stable situation in England chaneed dramaricall v,
though, when a new scourge came like the fires of
Hell throwgh the Northern lands of Britain as
hordes of angry Vikings and Fenrir tore at the
Earth and slew thode fool enoi L1'|. LU TP ¢ them!
The Scandinavians had decided wo expand, like
their continental brothers had done, and not with-
out a righteous arse-kicking!
We of the Fenrir had more or less drawn our-
selves out of human affairs for a while, and starred
focusing solely on the war apsinst the steadily
growing torces of the Wyrm. As Markus poinred
our, a new, dark rribe had ansen, and it
P left the blighred touch of Wyrm-taint in
[ its footsteps. Although most thought of it
as & myth, those of us in P itatn knew it o
be all oo true, They were the Fallen Ones,
who had danced the Nine Spirals of the
Wyrm, and they named themselves the Black
"l'rl' | Dancers; they were Fallen Garow, ws AL
riors that ]l:-J marched seranght into wrrer corrup-
tion at the hands of the Wyrm! Since the last of the
wars against the Jorunn, we Fenrir had had
¢y few opponents worthy of our artention
— now at last we stared again into the
faces of the sort of foes we were born to
tight, bastards as cunning and nearly as
strong as ourselves. 5o we kepr our of

the humen politics of the time — but
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where our Kin went, we went as well. We had a new
peason o go hupting in new lands.
A Foky War?

Ir was not alrogether wise to stay our of human
ways; the English, as they properly were now, grew
weak and soft, and embraced the new religion; char of
the legions of White Christ and cheir crosses. When
we rerurned, we found them casting off the old, healrhy
pagan ways and worshipping anew, false pod thar made
men feeble and women piouws. We were infuriared! We
didn't wanr our Kinfolk to be patherically devour; we
wanted them o be strong and able, ready and willing
to strike down their enemies rather than “fuming the
other check!”

Maybe thar was why the still-pagan Scandina-
wians came down with fists of fury, and sacked that
monastery on the Holy [sle of Lindisfame in 793,
sparking off a new era in Northem Europe i its wake;
the Viking Era.

Almost four hundred vears of terror from the
Walves of the Sea sent the pitiful Christians fleeing in
terror and shaking in their robes! Europe trembled as
the Vikings expanded their kingdoms o England,
Scorland, Normandy, Germany, lceland, lraly, the
Balrics and Russia, and all the way to fabled Miklagard,
Constantinople: And among their ranks stond proud
Fenrir warriors, leading and guiding them.

It was'time 1o take back the nighr.

I read a book once, called the Anglo-Saxon Chromucle,
and it describes the coming of the Vikings. It reads,

793 In this year terrible portents appeared over
Northumbria, which sorely affrighted the inhabitanes:
there were exceptional flashes of lightning, and fiery
dragons were séen flyving through the air. A great
famine followed hard upom these signs; and a lictle later
i that same year, on the Bth June, the harrying of the
heathen miserably destroved God's church by rapine
and slaughter,

Quite apocalypric, don't you think, my pups! Hah!
This was the Wrath of the Fenrir! Our Kinfolk had
fallen to Christianity. It was bad enough thar they
worshipped thar false pod Woran, blood-enemy of our
tribe, but at least that pave them the respect they
should have and raught them about strength and
honot. Where is the honor in the Crusades, [ ask you!
Where is the honor in stealing money from the poor so
that they may have “absolution? " There is no glory in
that, only greed. And greed, my pups, is not a virtue
that we Get of Fenris, approve of.

S\ W—

But this was not just a time of revenge against
White Christ; it was also a troubled time for the unicy
of our tribe! You see, pups, about this time the Fianna
had starred naming the Anglo-Saxon Fennir, those
that had invaded Britain over the last few hundred
years, the Ger of Fenris, as a derogatory term. The
savage Garou from the Narth they srill referred to as
Fenrir. The Anglo-Saxons approved of this name, for
they said thar it was better to be the least favored ger
of Penris than a pampered princeling of a weaker
totem. Yet the Fenrir of the North did not care w
acknowledge a name given o their cousins by any
outsider, least of all the Flanna,

For a time, they wook the names fairly seriously —
those of our tribe who lived in Scandinavia and North-
ern Brirain refused o answer to anything hut “Fenrir,”
while those who lived farther south were happy with
“Get of Fenris.” They were almost like two rival camps.
The Fenrir blamed the Get for letting the populace
become Christianized, and the Get blamed the Fenrir
for invading their domains. The Danish Fenrir who
formed the Dunelaw in the south of England sided with
the Get, while the Norwegian and Swedish Fenrir,
who came to the islands in the north and to Scorland,
had different views. They amived in Ireland, and saw
how the Kinfolk of the Fianna had also turned to the
Whire Christ, and took from them a powerful caem,
and founded a city for their human allies. Dublhinn
they called it, and the Irish called it Baile Atha Cliath,
the town at the fence at the ditch.

This was the not the first rime the Fisnna and the
Fenrir went to war against each other. We had fought
before, on thie continent, and when we aided Vortigem,
but these Northern Fenrir were nor ar all interested in
being reminded of wars they had not been part ot ie. In
fact, they called a truce wirh the Fianna, asking them
to share the lands. After all, chey reasoned, the Fianna
had sided with the Romans in ridding Beitain of the
Picts, the Kinfolk of the White Howlers, and huad seen
their faults in this. Now was the time for rebuilding
pacts, and for Garou to cooperare with Garou!

For a while the Fianna seemed to accept this, amd
the Fenrir and the Tribe of Stag lived peacefully with
trade agresments.

W Ww

Oh, in these days Scandinavia did nor have any
clear nations, but was a land of many tribes were led by
chieftains that had a sort of agreement. Once a year
they would meet ar a huge convocation in Uppsala,
not far from where we hold our Tribal Moot. Many
chieftains had dreams of becoming kings, and some of
the kingdoms in question were important to our rribe.

Chapter One:Voices of Thunder 27

‘-‘_-—‘_.__._-%\




e

The [ g Err Coame

This is just a little introduction to the Viking
Era through the eyes of the Get of Fenris, for those
who just can't resist those dragon -prowed longships.
If the inquiring reader wishes 1o know more sbout
early medieval Scandinavia and the Vikings in the
Waorld of Darkness, we sugpest Wolves of the Sea
for Vampire: The Dark Ages: the focus 13 on
vampires, but it's useful for supernarural Vikings of
all stripes. Also, for the Europeans among us, the
Swedish role-playing game Viking might come in
handy for those who really want o load the
longboats and sail o glory.

Tl iingloww f Newsoary

One of the chiefrains | mentioned was a chiefrain
called Harald. He swote not to cur his hair or beard
before he had united Norway under him, and for that
he was named Harald-Fair-Haie. Harald foughe bravely
and fiercely, and realized his dream. He was Kin to a
Fenrir called Haakon-Silver-Claw-Rakes-At-The-
Wyrm, who was 2 member of the Sons of Penris.
However, Harald recelved no aid from his brother, nor
any other Garou, in assembling his Norwegian nation,
Yer he camed & place as loyal and worthy Kinfolk for
his efforts, he proved himself a more than able warmor
and reigned as a just king with a clenched fist, as a
proper nuler should!

The Kingdom of Svea, or Sweden, was alsofounded
during the Viking Era, though the Svea-folk were
mare interested in trading than the raiding and pillag-
ing of the Norwegians, They traded in furs and slaves
to Russia, Bymntium and the Armb caliphate at
Baghdad. However, that is not to say thar the 3vea-
Fenrir did not revel in the glory of bactle or were
weaklings! Absolutely not. They were renowned for
their combar skills, and that is why Czar Vladimir of
Russia chose the Svear to constitute the Varangian
Guard of Miklagard that the Emperor Basil Il of
Constantinople received as & gift from the Czar in 988.
Thisforce of 6000 Swedish-Russian Vikings and Fenrir
Kin scared the living hell out of many an enemy of the
Emperor, [ can tell you that.

e Sogonw of Ciarer

In parts of present-day Russia and the Ukraine lay
the Naorse kingdom Gardarike, in which the chiefrain
Rurik ruled. The Garda kingdom was sertled in the
mid-%th century, and descendants thereol ruled Russia
until 1600, The cities Novgorod and Kiev were the key

stops en toute o Persia and Byzantium. The Fennr
involved with the Gardar had quite a few difficulties
with the Silver Fangs, and gradually lefe to pursue more
smporrant mareers. Those thar remained became loyal
puardians of the Russian Empire, and were among the
proudest of our eribe until the revolution.

The Danish Kingdom was untfied some time in the
700s. It was constantly pressured by the Frankish
empire, but as that started o decline the Danes man-
aged to develop a stable nation covering most of what
is kmown as Danish territory roday. Harald Bluetooth,
san of Garm the Old, complered the unification in the
ninth century, but was also responsible for Christian-
izing Denmark. The Danes also ruled a large portion of
Britain, known as the Danelaw, a power that was not
entirely crushed unnl 1066.

Douslehfipns

We founded the city-stare Dublin to protect a
caern from the Wyrm, and we fought many a battle
to protect it from our brothers the Fianna, who
thought we had come to conguer them. For rhree
centuries, we tended o that caetn, a cagrmn our
storytellers say was builr from the bones of an Alfar
princess of an age before, taken from the Northlands
by rhe fac of Ireland.

Mo Feneir would suffer to have any intruder sully
thar place. But we were defeared, driven forth not by
the Wyrm, nor the Fianna, but by an lrish mortal
robber king. Despire what you might have heard, Brian
Boru was litcle other than an empire-building thug.
His knights set fire 1o our caem, and cast us our. We
were too few, The Norse kingdom of Dublin fell on
that day, and the pride of the Ger fell also. Drunken
Irish knights cast our treasures aside, and the bones of
that Alfar princess were cracked and broken and
driven mto the muddy earth.

e Tmith Empioe

Clovis was the name of a Frank said to descend
from the mythical hera Merovech. It has been sug-
gested thar Merovech was none other than the Fenrir
hero Mervek-Golden-Jaw who was the son of
Arminius, bur this contradicrs other legends abour
him. Lock it up if you wish, Clovis was the first
ahsolute ruler of the Germanic kingdom of the Franks.
If Clavis was really the descendant of Mervek, he
dishonored his ancestor, for he fell to White Christ
and Christianized the Franks,

In 752 the Frankish king Charlemagne conguered
Lombardy and Saxony, and established his authority
in Iraly. He conguered present-day France, Holland,
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Pelgium, and Luxembourg, parts of Spain, Germany
and Awstria, amd was crowned emperor in 800, The
First Reich was bom. Despite its Christian characrer,
the Get of Fenris supporred the Reich at first, as it was
& Uermanic empire, and counred many Kinfolk and
several Fenrir torritories under its flag. However, as
soon &5 the Warders of Men and the Silver Fangs
showed an interest, we stopped out support and tumed
somewhar hostile to it. They were sure 1o foul it up.

After a period of glorious battles and wars, an
sgreement called the Treary of Verdun, a damned
Warder achicvement, restored the peace and the
Empire was shared between three sons. The Western
Frankish Kingdom later became France, and the
Eastern became Germany and Austrin, and the Middle
Kingdom. constituted most of the lands between
France and Germany, and parts of both those furure
mations. The sear of power, however, mainly de-
pended on the Middle Kingdom. Our eribe egped
local lords in the Eastern Kingdom to claim more
power, and this resulted in the appearance of small
provisional kingdoms in Franconia, Saxony, Bavaria,
swahia and Lorraine. These duchies gained more and
more strengrh, and resulted in the extinction of
Charlemagne's Carolinian line.

Ot the Grear was the next interesting ruler. We
sy Orro was of Fenrir blood, though the Silver Fangs
also claim him as one of their Kin. He was a hard ruler,
and cracked down on other territorial dukes that
opposed his rule. He expanded the territories under his
crowmn into the Slavic terrirories of Poland and Bohemia,
and he stopped the Magyar expansion at the Battle of
Lechfeld in 955. The Magyars were a people who
emigrrated from Asta. Where exactly they came from,
we do not know, but we do know they had dealings
with the Leeches, and were thus our enemies. Orro
gained control of the Middle Kingdom as well, and was
crowned the formal king of the Romans, a title thae
would laver be Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire.

e Doy oy Nivwawly

The most interesting thing to note about the
Duchy of Normandy is thar it had nothing to do with
the Ger of Fenrls — anymore. True enough, our
Kinfolk, led by Gange-Hrolf, had been given that
land by Charles the Simple as a reward for guarding
France from other Vikings. Hrolf converted vo Chris-
tianity and dubbed himself Rollo {(can you believe
that!!), and his silly little duchy held no interest to us,
so we left it alone. However, the Silver Fangs saw o
golden opporunity for some reason, and started breed-
ing with the Normans themselves. So it was, that
when William the Bastard of Normandy invaded

SN\ -

Britain in 1066, any werewalves along for the ride
were prohably Silver Fangs, not Fenrir.

T The High Sous..

According to the tales of our Skalds, che first major
expedition by exiled Norwegians and Swedes arrived
on the banks of lceland in 874. Oh, ir was a grand
expedirion, and rhey numbered some four hundred
souls, and there were a few Fenrir Kinfolk among them.
A system of free villages centered around elecred chiefs
was institured, wich the highest authority being the
Allching, where every free man could speak his mind.
lceland remained a free, true democracy without the
meddling of anyone, be they Garou or Leech or man!
Sadly, they to, eventually chose a single peacemaker
god over the path of warfare and strength. Later, many
Fenrir traveled w the unspoiled, beauriful lands of
leeland, but the barren lands had no trees, and sad-
dened the adventurer soul of the Fenrir.

i Arepr foe Aflanitic

You probably know thar Calumbus was nos the
tirst European to sail to America; the Vikings held thar
honor. As fare would have it, there were a few of cur
own among their number — and a few of the Bone
Gnawers a3 well. Odd though it may seem. in those
days they had not become as dependent on human
cities as they are today; they offered their services to
stronger Gurou m exchange for protection. We were
glad to rake them up on the affer; though rthey were
never strong and unyielding o the high standard of
Great Fenrls, they were faithful and loval, and their
cleverness was 8 great aset. So sometimes a Fenrir
warmior woukd travel fo war with a Bone Umawer o
carry his shield, flush out his foes, and generally acr as
i SCOuUl O even sjuire.

So it was that when a Fenrir wammior and his
Cnawer scout happened ro be on the right boar at the
right time, both werewolves were surprised to find
themselves part of a greater story than they'd expecred.

The Lorecm Lovd

In 960 the chiefrain Erik the Red was banished
from Norway for several violent crimes he had com-
mitted in aneer, We like to sy he had a bit of the
Rage in him, human though he was, and could noe
control it. He set sail for lceland, a free country, and
many MNorse exiles followed to start new lives. Alas,
Erik still could not tame the beast within, and he
killed apain, and was convicted to three years in
banishment from lceland. Based on szilor’s tales and
legends about a land o the west, Erik and his crew
once again ser sail in search of new lands ro sertle. He
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discovered aland that was verymuch like Iceland and
MNorway, with large fjords and fertile green valleys.
Erik fell in love with this beautiful country, and he
returned ta lceland and spoke about this land, which
he called “the green land.” He was granted permis-
siom to lead an expedition to Greenland in 986, and
with him came 25 ships with 300 men and women on
bhourd, Many Fenrir traveled with him, as our longing
for advenmre was always great. The 14 ships thar
survived the voyage founded a colony and named it
Brattahlid, and soon built two villoges they named
Vesthypdi und Austbypdi. The lands were perfect for
the grazing of sheep, though there was not a ree as far
a= any man could see, as on leeland.

The colony eventually grew quite large, and over
three thousand farms existed at one rime, before the
colony somehow disappeared without a trace some 500
years later. Whar happened! We don't know. Chr wise
onies have sugpested theories ranging from Wyrm-
corruption to Alfar raiders, even a brief return of the
Totunn, There'd be great Renown for the one who
unrangled thar mystery.

A Naw & ordimendt

Erik’s son Leif conrinued the advenmurous life after
his father. Leif was the son of Erik and Thjddhildur-
Caprures-The-Bane, a Fenrir Forseti; a shame the blood
didn't run stronger in him. Leif was nearly disowned for

Nwsmdiogn

Many explorers in later cenruries searched for
the legendary ciry of Norumbega. Verrazano and
Champlain were bur rwo that plied the fjords of
New England where it was rumored to have lain.
It was an infamous place of great riches, and a
natural soal for any explorer worth his greed in
those davs, However, no one knew quite where it
lay; the only directions to the legendary city con-
sisted of hearsay and invented maps. They went up
Hudson River to the Penobscot with no luck,
though all with knowledge agreed with the old
legends and rales that put it somewhere up the
Charles River from Boston Harbor,

Notumbega would, of course, be the re-
mains of the Vinland colonies: three villages,
whereof one was discovered in the 1960s. Two
remain uncovered, one of them being
Norumbega, where the caem of the Fenrir do-
main lay. The riches the legends speak of were
most likely ferishes and ather artifacts, as well as
the ohligatory gold. However, no one knows
whar befell it, nor where it lay, and whether or
not anyrhing of worrh still remains.

being Christian, and even established a church on
Greenland, in the name of his late mother, wh was a
prowd Garou of many merits.

Another Kinfolk, Bjami Herjolfsson, was sent up
the coast of Greenland ro see if there was more ice-free
land to the northwest, but his expedirion strayed off
course, and before tuming back on the right course 1o
Greenland he saw 2 vast and lush land in the horizon.
But he never could make land, for angry narives chased
them off, and rthere were Garou among them, and
Bjarni knew berrer than to rake on werewolves

As he rerumned, he told his tale ro Leif, Well, that
was when Leif decided he'd lead an expedition to this
new, green land, Vinland as they called ir, mesning
lush and ferrile land in the Nogse tongue. Well, after
hearing Bjarni's story, we weren't abour o let Leif go
on this trip alone — and 5o a few Fenrir and some of
their most trusted Kin made cheirway into Leit's crew,

Now, some people say thar Leif made war on the
natives there, but the way [ heard it he made peace
with them — some of them. The Skald who taught me
rold me thar the Fenrir in Leif's band made their first
contact with the Croatan, who were strong of body,
mind und spirit. Strong enough w0 hald their own
lands, so we saw no need o interfere. They agreed thar
the Fenrir would be allowed to establish three colo-
nies. Helluland, Markland and Vinland. The ruler
instituted was Thorfinn Karlsefni, and only a few
Fenrir temained ta warch over the colony; most of us
had to po back to Norway and Iceland ro fight against
the ever-growing power of the Weaver.

Thosfinn's domain was good and prosperous; the
natives brought furs and gold, and we gave them wine
and weapons, But the natives were nomadic, and
after a while they moved on. Srill, Thorfinn's sertle-
ment grew very rich, and he patiently awaired the
return of his Fenrir patrons, but we were occupied for
a long time, and he became weary with the rule. He
announced another to rule in his place, and came
back ro Greenland.

O his way back he died at sea, and when we
came back o investigate our colony, it was nowhere
to he found. This angered us, and as we investigated
we came across another tribe of Garou — a hostile
tribe of filthy savages called the Wendigo. Brutal
where the Croatan were gentle, reckless where the
Croatan were wise, they were no good cousins of ours.
We understood that those dishonorable bastards had
destroved our domain and killed our Kinfolk, unpro-
voked, We never forgave them for that, and fought
them for a while, but they were too sly and dishonor-
able, so the conflict led nowhere.
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‘e left the Pure Lands, and did notc return for
centuries. But we remembered.

TR T Onar

Now despite our history with the Croatan and
Wendigo, the first “Pure One® [:ﬂ'u: we encountered
was the UktenadW&smet some of them among the
ic Tnuis of Greenland, and afrer a few initial
Ecetings uﬂﬂmngputwhn was who, we could live
i peace, rading wﬁ'r*ﬁmﬁ and exchanging storics

and legends. They mught os many. wise things abour
those lands and the spirits that lived chiere, and we
saught them some arts of wiir, and told them the tales
and wisdom of our ancéstars.

Some of them ex e 18 later years to live
among the Sami and__g;ﬁaﬁ: North. Though
they were much weaker than wewere, they often came
#0 offer aid 1o us in ourgkirmishes wirh those strange
Leeches that :mmvnﬁﬁuﬂagﬂ of Sami, but disap-
pear as soon as we comenear them. The Uktena are &
strange lot, they all speak ke the Ragahash, in riddles.
Don't trust them too far out of your reach, because you
never know whar they plan, bur trear them well and
feed them, and you have a '-'-:g.l.l.n.ll.'ll.t'! J.ll'r
The Croatan of "‘q_p:ﬁ. A
when coming ashoreinWimtand, ant '_ hey w
wamor pecple, not like the cowardly Wen:
alau:,]ilﬁ'ﬂw umans for no 2 \ET
Fﬂ"ﬂ: always }mnun:l.l I‘l'sl: !“Ewm&;

reatan, whecommitted the ultimasésac
the Eater-Of-Souls. Hail the Croatan, for they are
worthy of the praise of the Fenrie,

The Wendigo provided much of the reason for cur
falling-out with the peaceful Ukrena. They claim we
came to their lMllia o pillage and murder, bur char is
nat true, "i'."_ e honorable for actions like thar,

irns the: ot pe ed upon our colonies. We
ﬂﬁtm;l r them, and they scem I;p-
mﬁﬁ:at‘b}ﬂmu lies. Clirse rhern ; theware it worth
mwﬂﬂﬂd AT
T_he‘;"tm*ﬂi}wffjﬁcl:'r Asyou know, itisa lie
that'We Fenrir see p#ople differently based on skin-
color. AoNSEEHOr 15 accepred if he or she is worthy
of the three great disciplines of honor, the bard's
rongue, and most importantly, strength. The
Wendigo, on the other hand, hate all white and black
people, acknowledging only those “Pure Ones” that
they claim to be, Pah!

It 12 rold thar the glorious Viking Era ended with
the two-fold mvasion of the Anplo-Saxon kingdom

SIS\ -

Hate the Christians?

Mot as much as we once did. To be certin,
there are eldess who still harbor a grudge against
the religion for turning people away from the old
ways of respecting the spirits of land and sky. Bur
there are also Fenrir in the tribe these days who
were raised going to Christtan churches, and they
are no less children of Fenris. If they were the sort
to harbor muddle-headed deas like “anvone nor
wu-::.hjpping Christ is going to bum in hell for-
ever" or it is never right to kill," thar gets beat out
of them during their Rives of Passage.

In the old days — ves, our ancestors hated
White Christ and his priests quite a bit. When
some uppity humans come o your lands and stan
telling your Kin that everything they're doing is
wrong, do you laugh abourt ir and agree? OF course
not. And worse still was their hypocrisy. They
called Crusades to “teach heathens the proper
ways," they persecuted Jews, and who was it thar
owned most of the lands and became the richest of
stare institutions? The Church, of course. We did
not approve much of White Christ and his bloody
religion. Or ancestors saw that hatred, greed and
bigotry were the rrue Srations of the Cross,

Srill, we never waged an all-out war on the
Christians. Why, you say! Thar is a good ques-
tion. It's because our ancestors were wise enough
ta sec that for every bloody-handed or adulrerous
hypocrice, there was another Christian who re-
fused to harm orthers, who loved his family and
didn't make war on his neighbor. Those thar did
tight fought for all the wrong reasons, and those
that didn't fight showld have — bur it wasn'r
worch making war on them. They were a thorn in
our side, and many of our ancestors took persenal
revenge on them, but they were never as bad as
the true Enemy was.

in 1066. King Harold Goodwinson of England re-
ceived news of an invading force of Vikings lead by
the Norwegian king Harald Hardrada, and marched
to surprise-attack and destroy Hardrada's vast army at
the infamous Battle of Stamford Bridge. In his hubris
of almost utterly destroving the Viking army, he was
“ambushed" by the invasion of William the Bastard of
Normandy, and at the Battle of Hastings met his
defeat. Needless to say, our tribe did not participate
in this battle, or the outcome would have been
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different. We were busy elsewhere, both with temito-
rial disputes and the forces of the Wyrm. Thar bastard
Harald Hardrada, though a magnificent warrior, had
fallen to White Chnse, and we were only too glad o
be rid of him.

T Dark Agar

As recounted by Gawain-Moon-Song-Glory, Get of
Fenns Galliard

Thena time of darkness fell upon Europe. Plagues
scathed it, nations toppled, tyrants rose and fell, and
people starved. To the nations of Scandinavia it
meant uniry, and though the people of Norway suf-
fered from it, Sweden and Denmark prospered. Ger-
many grew stronger in the guise of the carrupr Holy
Roman Empire, the people of Britain were cast under
the yoke of a ruling class of different breed, and men
began 1o look across the sea for betrer times and
places. In all of these places, we were there. We saw
and remembered. !

And worst of all, Grear Eﬂ‘l{p‘ﬁmmﬁi and wad
bound until Ha,!mamk

For so it was, that h:ﬁ:.mﬁt Mﬂm: unhn:lbj. and

vile beistard Wotan, G i
was a great relief for our rﬁ_‘iﬂ wcmmmﬁ&

arguing and fighting each ‘ﬂﬁ‘. We krew thavthe
Marher had rewarded hiamurw‘r’afurlmg ﬂﬁ

raising him o the rank of Incarm®; but im
was like 10 see him walking the caphl Wi

Fenns manifesting before us, and arantiry us
powers in our bartle against el we were uniged a
never before, and cpst .;ﬁ:,*- & forced s “of
nationality. .-"'l.'I:rE'a' all vk should we biged humsn
horders! In the [?:I.ZFISLI. Nation m:_ﬂnﬂﬂh: 'n-n_

bordets, especially not within aﬂh;.
Grear Fenrls told us of his joummey throu Eu;.
wotlds, to a temible place where he found. s

dread castle. However, Woran was not there  foras you
know he was slain by the Sons of Grear Fenris, But
Uireat Fenris told us thar Woran had not been killed
that day, even though we had destroyed his corpse and
scartered the remains to the four comers of the known
wortld, For Woeen knew the powers of rising from the
grave, and that he had done. Once he stood again on
legs thar had been rebuilt with sorcery, he fled.

The first time he crossed paths with our trbe,
Waotan was a bastard, but he wasn't adirect theall of the
Wymm. Bur rhis time everything was different —
Waran had damned himself for the promise of more
power, and woe to those who stood in his parh. His skill
in arms and necromantic arts were tripled, boosted by
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returned o Earch. fr

the dark energy of the Wyrm. But the Wolf-Father was
not afraid. He alone could destroy thar wretched bemng
and send him o Malfeas where he belonged

Cireat Fenris and his sons rraveled all over the
world, a vast army of Garou, the largest since rthe
Mythic Ages, lead by one so magnificent he had
been exalted by Gain Herself! So grear was Fenris
thar the earch truly rrembled under his feet and he
creared enrire valleys and river streams when he dug
into the Earth.

But the crusade did finally find Wotan, though ir
was a long and redious journey. It was a journey well
warth it for any that ran alongside our forefather, for
Crreat Fenris taught us many things, but it was a long,
arducus undertaking. It was deep in the Ural Moun-
tains, ar the place of our original caern, thar we found
Gilad-of-War, having gathered an army of dead men
and monstersdpgf Beyvond. He had maised up this army
iy the hifpet that igWould give him a real chance
against Fenris —@nd he was almest righr. With him he
had the darksouls of the Betrayers, Freke and Gere,
and many Black Spiral Dancers, and some Fenrir thar
heshiad managed o corrupt. Chief among them was
Tyr, famed a8 aloyal and honorable warmor uneil he
wis seduced by the eneury. It made some of the young
ones sick 1o 1]1|.11L that eeemane as grear as Tyr could
ﬂl% Jow — bur-even they were true children of
F(g.!rh and they didnetback down

When the-ewo forces clashied, we ler slip our war

: -mml qur fury and rage rained over them like acid
fires from the heavens. In fact, the bartle was over s

quickly that we couldnbt even believe ie. Great Fenris
!mum the ground, ﬁﬂamwlnd at Waoran with such a
resonance thar the mowmrains did quake and grind,
andavalanches nndhﬁﬁhd{:ﬂimﬁhcd down all around
him. "Wotan sagupan his black steed, the eight-footed

: ﬁﬂE-bm'Skimﬂr,md smniled. As Great Fenris real-

{zed cherrap, hepicked up a boulder as lurge as s mead
hall, and"hurlcd it ar Woran with such immense
strength thar he was completely crushed against the
side of a mountain, his blood and bone splashed against
the wall. Bur it was roo lase! Woran's compatriors
sprung their trap, and a sorcerous whirlwind picked up
the garranuan form of Great Fenris, and pulled him o
the other side of the Gaunrler.

Every one of us that could stepped sideways ar
ence, and emerged on the other side o find Freke,
Uere and Tyr having wound Girear Fenris in 2 gigantic
chain of silver! Assoon as we passed through, a host of
Banes amtacked us! But only the Wyrm htmself s the
one possible march for the entire Fenrir-tribe. Many
great warriors died that nighe, but at last we completely
eradicared the srmy of Wotan,
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T e Blon Lake

One rale the Skalds do not repeat is the black
saga of the Blood Lake. Our Theurges claim that
the lands of Europe’s Northern Plains are tainzed
and haunred and rhe very soil is stained with
blood. Shamans claim such things, and the old sre
wise enough to listen ro magicians a lictle and
ignore a lot. However, in the fourteenth century
that sickness of the earth was found to be spread-
ing, A human sorcerer found some magical place
sacred to the pagans of the Balric lands, and
remade it in his own image, even a5 the Wyrm
remade him in its image,

The stench of the Wyrm could be scented
upon the winds even far to the west, And we of the
Fenrir called fora Grand Moot to prepare for batele
apatnst such an atrocity. Princes of the Silver
Fangs and the Shadow Lords offered their suppore
and spoke out, calling for action.

Fenrr from Russia, Sweden, Grear Brtain,
Poland, Hungary and Germany traveled o the
Balric Lands; young warriors from the Fianna, and
the Silver Fangs and the Shadow Londs followed us
into this grear hattle.

Mone retumned.

Bur there is more. In the afrermath, no word
was heard from the grear Silver Fang ranges of
Russia, or the Shadow Losd heartland. They closed
their borders to outsiders, claiming their retrear
wits 10 defend against the Wyrm.

Do you know what | chink happened? ] think
out betrers conspired to purge us from their lands.
| think our betters sent the finesr Ger of their
generation to their deaths ar the hands of the
enemy. | think they let this arrocity happen.

Gowwam-Moom-Song-Glory, Getof Fenris Galliard

Freke and Gere were guickly disposed of; they
were mockeries of their old selves, and could not fight
agminst so many. Tyr, on the other hand.., Ty lay
whimpering at the side of Grear Fenris. He had lost his
right arm in the struggle to chain Fenris; the magic
used to bind our forefather could not protect everyone
whio raised the spell from his weath, He cried out in
shame, exclaiming that he been controlled by Wotan's
terrible powers, and had acred against his own will.
The wisest of vur Forseti saw the truth in his words —
bur they also saw the weaknes: thar had allowed
Waoran into Tyr's heart.

Tyr demanded thar his life be aken in punish-
ment, but Great Fenns refused. Mo, instead he de-
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clared thar Tyr would live with the knowledge of his
treachery, and that those that followed him from thar
day pay the price of Tyr's folly. Forever known as the
Hand of Tyr, the camp thar was founded thar day
comprises some of the most aggressive and savage
Garou of our tribe.

But the damage had been done, Great Fenris was
bound in chains made of the strongest and rarest
things to be found in rthe spirit world, Though the
chain could nor restrain him completely, 1t served
two purposes. It prevented him from entering the
physical world in his full glory — only his avatar may
do s0, and then only for a short time and through
great sacrifice — and it prevented him from walking
the Near Realms. You see, Wotan wanted to keep
Great Fenns from the rwo places where the final
bartles of Ragnarok would be masr likely o be fought
— the physical world, and the Bartleground Realm
Withour Grear Fenris to fight on Gaia's side, the
Wyrm is thar much more likely to trumph.

0 it was that it became the saddest of days for our
tribe, We all rerurned o our own septs and caerns, and
every Grear Moot at the Sepr of the Fimbul Winter
Night we call upon Grear Fenris’ spirit and pay tribute
to him, delivered by the Hand of Tyr.

But ler me tell you this: The story is nor com-
pletely ended yer. Wotan was smashed wo jelly by
Grreat Fenris in that bartle, and ver the necromancer's
soul escaped. It will be reborn again, if it has not
already. And if Wotan's death was incomplete —
then so, too, may be the Binding of Fenris. Some say
that when Wotan sets foot in the physical world ora
Mear Realm again, then Fenris’ chain will snap, and
the two will fight for a third and final time. And |
have also heard that no chain is withourt flaw — that
if Fenris' children are clever enough, they can find
the weakness in the spell that binds Fenris, and so free
him to lead us ro victory in the final bartle.

There is ver hope. There is always hope, while one
of the Get of Fenris draws breath.

Finrir s Hoe Al -Ages

By now we were greatly united, The Binding of
Fenitis and Slaying of Wotan had brought us rogether
and we hsd realized we had to case aside our perty
differences based on nationalities. The lupus of our
tribe were relieved to discover this, as they had always
shaken their heads ar the pathetic bickering the homids
had just for living on two sides of an imaginary border.

This unificarion of our tribe served o focus us on
more important matters. Many of us fought as merce-
naries or warbards, many of us were explorers still, and
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many walked the low road in search of adventure.
Common to all was that we had bur one purpose: Ta
root out the forces of the Wyrm wherever they may he.
T e Hody Roman Cinpive

We have spoken much of homelands, bur not
much of the central portion of Europe thar we also
called curs. Today our fellow tribes, like s0 many
shortsighred humans, remember that we have lived in
the land now called Germany for ages, and yet they
cannot remember 3 Germany before rthe wars of the

I0th century. But we do. We remember when Ger-

many, Bohemia, and many other lands were all pare of
the so-called Holy Roman Empire,

lt was not “holy,” even from the viewpoint of the
worshippers of the Whire Cheist; the lords of that
realm were not as loyal subjects of their great Church
as they might have been. It was not “Roman”; these
were the descendants of the rribes that sacked Rome
— and rightfully, ar thar — not too long ago. Now
they lived in larger houses and used berter weapons,
but they were still Germanics. And it was not an
“empire,” ar least not one warthy of the name; the
lords did as they pleased, for they had little fear of
their weak emperor putting a stop to their various
fends and bavdes.

lt was a good place for us. A good time. The woods
strerched our so far, the game was plentiful, and the
humans knew to fear us. We did as we pleased, and the
mérchen sprang up in our wake — the so-called “fairy
tales” that have less 1o do with fairies than with blood,
sorcery, cruelty and fright. Ah ves. .. and wolves, Our
greatest rivals there were the Leeches, and they knew
berter than to leave their tiny torchlit cities and
wander our woods. Our closest neighbors were the Red
Talunsand the Shadow Lords, and one could do worse.

The northlands suited us because only the strong
could flourish there. Bur these lamds have always been
ours as well. You would do well o remember that; our
rooes go deep there, and they rap into the strength of
the land.

Jpeedng Tonard Ragnarok

As recounted by Martin-Cry-Of-The-Last

Sk To Ameriz

When the Europeans started colonizing the “New
World,” our sense of adventure led us with them onto
thetr ships. It had been more than 500 years since we
last had been ro thar continent, and many had heard
tales from our lore keepers about the paradise that was
Vinland. Bur as we arrived, we saw o our horror thar
the Wyrm had also come along, on the ships of the

Spanish and Portuguese. The narives, the so-called
“Pure Ones”, held all European Garou responsible, and
l.:a]]n:l.lm"wyrmbnnm:r.k"] spitar this; ftisall Wendigo
propaganda! Those rotren, filthy savages blame us,
while the only real reason was that they had been
growing so weak thar they could not defend them-
selves, The Uktena, however, bound many gresr Banes
andl held those thar would not die there for genera-
tions. The Croatan, praise their memory, gave their
lives to stop the Earer-Of-Souls, Bur the Wendigo!
Pah! All they did was moan and bitch and kill white
people because of their skin color.

We mainly sertled along the coast of New England
at first, trying to find our lost colomy, with no luck, As
the settlers of the New World decided to rebel against
the yoke of the Brirish, a great many of us sided with
our Kinfolk and entered the conflice. This was the
beginning of 3 new divergence within our rribe. Many
vears had passed since the Grear Reunification, and
relationships were again tense. Those of us in Europe
were angry because with an independent New World
it would be more difficult to combar the Wyrm as one
unit, but the New Worlders wouldn’t hear of it. They
claimed the Europeans only objected because they
were losing control and couldn't oppress the colonises
anymaore. The European Garou finally decided wo stay
out of the conflict, however, and thus the relationship
remained intact, though rense, for the time being.

You all know the ourcome of the American
Revolution, and you know of the Civil War, The
Civil War was the caralyst for the Divergence. Con-
federate Get fought Yankee Get, and when the war
was over, a proup of Confederare Get who had be-
come too colored in their views thanks to fighring che
Wendigo and listening ro General Lee and his crap.
They established a new camp, and called it the
Swords of Heimdall. The Swords carried the suble
stench of the Wyrm in their words and ideals. and for
many of us they would become our own worst enemy,
an enemy with our blood, especially nearly & hundred
years later, in World War 11

e Nt

Some skalds donr like mt&ﬂnuﬂiuﬁnﬂi:un
West. [t's been a raboo ropic in some circles for almos
acentury. Whar crap! Howinthe name of Gireat Fenris
are we supposed to lam from ot mistakes (Frhe elders
don't rell rqumﬁhlmm:suhs were!
At irwas like back then,
]h-cr frn:nm the movies. \-':I‘m was fighting everyunie,
Whites against Indians, Normth against South, Mexico
agamnst America, sheep ranchers againet cartle ranch-
ers — it's a wonder there was anyone leffar the end of
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it all! And yes, the reibes were fighting as well. And it
wasn't always the pobd kind of fighr, warriors killed
warriors out of haseed End revengémther than just
beatinig the hell our of cach other to clatma debr of
blood and then goingafrer the real cremys I8 tiok
beast the site ofithe StermiBacer to make everyome
wake up and realize thar they had bigeer things i do.

I'm notsaving that we weren'tjiastified in fighting:
And I'menot apologizing for the deaths of any of the
weaklings who were leeching off Gaa more than they
were defending Her. Bur wélditn'c alwoys piek our
fights well, and we lepthe dasmtFlanfaand Wendigo
buit us oo many rimesgwhenwe should have recog-
nized thei a3 benearh oornongsl.

Thete isa maral ta zll thiss The Storm Eater had
o be Iasdmmﬂwmfzﬂﬂln“h thirteen
rribeswho had  spake hothe West —wes, even the
damned Seargazers were making their presence known
back then — had to give up the [ife of one of their
greatest elders. Some ofthem whined and watled and
kept looking for other @ptions up until the very end.
Owr chosen elder, Luthes Fear-Earer, stepped forward
at once, never a second thotghesin his mind. And
thanks to his sacrifice — and the saerifice of the other
twelve elders — rhe StormiBater 9 bound.

The other tribes gall us®eaperttidie " | say tharwe
are the only ones whe knowwharis at stake, and are
rruly willing to do sométhing about it.

T e Coreaf Par

Despite the remormongering of lesserwerewolves,
our preat tibe had nodhing g8 do with eithier of the
World Wars, Why would'we influence the humans w
artack each other? We are not a tribe that profits on
war: we do not believe in wars where gaining money
and power are the only purposes. |t is not honorable,
and there is no glory in such warfare. The tribes thar
endorse such are called the Silver Fangs, the Shadow
Lords and the Glass Walkers. If any tribe of Garou were
involved in the resulting war, it would have been one
of them. War should not be dictated by economic or
political profic, it is a means of standing up for whar is
right, and fighting back against evil. World War | was
fought by sides that were equally bad, and politics was
the force that unleashed it in the first place. But
nothing is ever simple.

We Garou had to pay a heavy price for the folly of
the humans as well. Our forests bumed, our lands were
scarred, our sacred places desecrated and our Kinfolk
were slaughtered. This angered us.

The blatant destruction strengthened the Wyrm
arud itz minions. The Black Spiral Dencers involved
themselves — | personally believe that mustard gas

NN\ -

was one of their little additions. Have you ever heard
of such 2 cowardly and revolting way of waging war!
When we decided thar it had pone far enough, we ot
involved. We are Garou. We fight a haly war. There is
glory in battle if you fight a worthy encmy and your
cause is just. Our cause was now just, because our
enemy had a face and it was looking at us. We rushed
from the mountains and the forests and brought may-
hem to those that dared to oppose our right to do so

Oine Nickions Moy Noctiomaliics

Since our rribal rerritories covered countries on
both sides of the conflict, we decided that we would
not fght a war for the humans — only against the
Wyrm, no matter where it forces would emerge
However, ir was never that easy, and running with
human troops on the heels of the Wyrm seemed a good
idea ro many. This led to much confusion and frustra-
tion, and Ger artacked Ger when locals were, as they
often are, accidentally hurt, Our American brothers in
particular were artacked for having mvolved them-
selves with one side and not the other toward the end
of the war. This unfortunare rragedy weakened the
uniry of our tribe, and though our elders made great
efforts to strengthen our ties again, the War to End All
Wars ook irs roll on the tolerance and uniry of the Get
as a rribe. We had become too different, roo proud and
too nationalistic in favor of our native human lands
over the last millennium, and now the consequences
aof that diversity would weaken us.

In my youth [ mer one or two Fenrir who foughr in
the Great War, even though my own homeland of
Sweden remained neuteal in the war. Together with
our brothers in Norway and Finland we used our
strength to keep the Wyrm and its forces our insread
weakening the defense of our lands. The Get in the
lands tnvolved respecred this, because we did nor
choose a side, as the Americans did. Seill, many of us
did involve ourselves in guerrilla arracks on the Wyrm,
just not in any human bartles, Anyway, | cannot think
of any war thar can scar a good warnor like the Grear
War did. Humans fought as if the Wyrm led them —
spraying acid and gas and shrapnel around them like a
monstrosity from Malfeas. A moop of human soldiers
was as strong 2 Bane, and could do as much damage.
Where is the pride in fighting against a pack of crazed
humans who just don't know the damage they are
inflicting? They practically invired the Wyrm to enter
their homes, and even though it was finally pushed
back, it was roo lirtle, | am sure we can all agree that for
the Wyrm to wair a mere twenty years before another
equally great opportunicty appeared is a trifle as op-
pased to having waited ren thousand years.
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The Wyrm had found irs way into the hears of the
humans, manifested in hatred. Our proud Germany
wias made scapegoat for a crime thar needed a sinner to
punish. Germany wanted revenge for this obvious
political shorecur, and one man arose to lead the
MALION 1Nt prosperiry.

e Secowd Plowid e

As told by Markass Silvermane

1':{"-I: han:' TIEVEF L!:']H:'.'I:d rh:1[ |_§|_|_|:|:|a:1_: ..:.'||_||x| |;|.;- as
evil and monserows as the agenes of the Wyrm. But Gee
who fought on the side of the Nazis in WWII clajmed
that Adolph Hiter was no fomori, and no Leech. He
waiz a mere human. How can that race be 3o incredibly
tgnorant! How dave they claim our stories for rhei
murderous crusades!

As far as | know, the Holocaust and the persecus
tion and attempred u:-m_:.l.jc on many of the minori-
ries of Europe, can be attributed to human prejudice.
None of us have ever heard anything different. Bur
lying underneath che war, feedi ng on If, was some-

thing else entirely.

Hitler's rise to power was welcomed by a secret
church called the Thule Gesellschaft — Thule Soci-

ety—acoven of Woranists, They believed thar a race
called the Ubermensch — the superhumans
dwelled in the N-.':TT.IL hefore civilization. -|-|"_|_'"=I O

vinced themselves that the Germanic peoples d

scended from them. They were half- rle"nr Do you
recall how I vold you of Great Fenris’ mare, Sigun, the
Crueen of a fair warrior people high in the Northiands?
They were the Ubermensch the cultists believed in.
Hitler claimed these “supermen” for his own propa-
ganda. However it was the Fenrir who descended
from Sigun, not the “Aryans.” Sigun's people inter-
bred with us, to spawn more Fenrir, not more humans.
Waorse, these wrerched cultists stole the whale laugh.
able concept from the mad philos: apher Nietzsche,

and even gor his ideas all wrong.

Unfortunately, many Fenrir listened wo Hitler's
ravings, They felr that the time had come for our
ancestors o be worshipped and acknowledged. They
were the descendants of the Ubermensch, after all.
Thus they sided wich Hitler. The rest of us rejected the
Nazi ideologies, and refused such blasphemy. It is our
Garou legacy that we should worship, and pay our
homage to Gaia, Sigun's people are o ng gone, and
they were never meant to fight against the Wyrm. We
are. We are Garou

Heinrich Himmler was an insignificant ama-
teur occultist, Bur Himmler was also the direcror
of the Gestapo, so his fantasies were indulged
Himmler believed himself chosen i‘1!| "ereater
powers” to re-create the "Vril magic of Aclanris.”
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You cannot imagine the evils created by such an
lgnorant human. You cannot picture the things
he was capable of. He had no idea what tt was thar
he served; he never once made conract with the
other side. But the tortures, the atrocities in-
flicted on his subjects in an artempt to breed a
superior tece gave the Wyrm a feast such as no
Black Spiral Hive could ever march.

Mazi scientists and German “sorcerers™ took
lewish camp prisoners and willing German vol-
unteers, and... changed them. The best German
science worked to make strong brood mares for
the Supermen. German occulrists rarrooed ritual
symbols on the women's wombs. From rhe first
crude, halring steps of modern bioscience, they
made the women strong enough to give birth to
the next race. From the vilest false necromancy
and would-be black magic, they tried 1o draw the
“Wril spirirs" from beyond

“Be proud. You are dying for the Reich,” the
scientists said. They refused to offer any mercy. Mor-
phine would disrupt the experiments, you see. Imagine

For ten years, these atrocities continued, under
Himmler's guidance. The sorcerers and mrastorous Fenrir
whio believed in the project erected mystical defenses
against the Fenrir Theurges and Kakalistic magicians
who strove agninst thefn.

In March 1945, British bombs broke down the
defenses. The Get of Fenris did the rest.

Chur treasonous brothers foupht for the Nazis
until the end, oblivious ta the fact that the Wyrm was
asing them. They fought for what they thought was
right, and even though it is impossible to ever forgive
what they did, we can understand their convicrion,
though not their belicks. Bur the Nazi Fenrir were
made to pay for their treason.

The Second World War began in evil and hatred,
and it is an honor to hunt down evil. Unlike the Great
War, the entire tribe came together to help fight the
Nazis and the Black Spirals. The war revealed chat the
Spirals, who had come back during the First World
War, had used the two decades between the two grear
wars to infiltrate Europe, and Hives were locared and
exterminated all across the Continent,

Oh, and by the way, if any of this ever happens
upon ears not belonging to a Get of Fenris, | will
personally flay the skin off the back of the rar
responsible, and trash him into bloody pulp from
which he will not recover in a flash. This is owr
tribe's hurden, our shame.

NN\
7l Modern Age

As recoumted by Gawam-Moon-Song-Cilory, Ger of
Fenvis Gatliard

Mow, my pups, the modern age is upon us. So what
hias our tribe been up to the last fifry years? Well, the
situarion is dire, for so weak were we from the terrible
blows we took during the Worst War.

L1821 fo 2001, from Hhe Aonicds
e Adusnidh Comyaesion.

I the bleak afrermach of the Second Woeld War,
the Fenrnir were divided and broken. Despite the hero-
ism and sacrifice of a generation of Fenrir warriors, the
horrific exrremes of the few who supported the Nazis
blackened the Tribe's name, and besmirched it honor.

In the grand councils of the Garou, elders of the
Fianna, the Bone Gnawers, the Silver Fangs and the
Shadow Lords looked away as Fenrir entered. Fenrir
achievements were ignored. Fenrir fallen were left,
unmoumned. Some pointed to the Fenrir's ancient
tribal symbol, the glyph of wolf-descended-from-walf
and said: These curs sided with the Nazis.

In the private councils of the tribe, the Fennir
were riven by shame, and doubt. The Black spiral
Dancers had retumed o Europe... and the Get of
Fenris were in no position to stop them. Few Get
packs hunted the Wyrm's minions, The burned heart
of Germany festered with Banes and other, worse
things. The Get could do nothing. Great Fenrir
heroes walked into certain deaths. Vengeful warriors
of other tribes murdered others. [t was as if a stare of
tribal Harano had set in.

In 1944, a British Fenrir Ahroun, Gosdon Kent
stood before a British moot and said- “The honor of our
tribe has been blackened by a few. You name us Nazi.
You nmame us as eaters of babes and murderers of
innocenrs. You name us among those who would
murder whole races. No more, [ swear thar 1 shall
reclatm the glory of my mribe. Give me your blessing,
brothers, and [ will hunt thaose traitors of my tribe
the ends of the earth and beyond.”

Cnudgingly, the sept agreed. Kent's pack seroff on
its quest later that very night.

The pack's quest lasted close to 15 years. They
roamed the world, from Europe to the Americas, and
into the depths of Asia. And one by one, they found
the remaining Fenrir maitors. These they pur to the
npors of Garou justice.
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With each trial, ordeal and exec ution, the Ger
af Fenris recovered something of their lost pride, and
their lost glory. Across Europe, Galliards of other
tribes wrote praises of the Ger's derermination to
root out the Wyrm, At firse these praises were quiet i
but as time passed, these rributes were enough for the |
Giet of Fenris to again be invited 1o European moots,
and ta resume many of their old roles, and reclaim
much of their old renown,

Chmilcssy A

Of the original six Garou who set o it from
j’ Manchester in 1946, only two remained. Others
had been recruited, and not merely Fenrir; Kin-
folk sorcerers, Garou from orher rribes. Kent's
network of agents numbered ahour 200, Mot all
knew of the true nature of the MEission. Some
believed that they were merely asid ng British
Elll'.l.‘”:gq'ncf_' in the hunt for Wari escapees. But all
understood rhe mission's importance

In 1961, the pack captured Guseay Eriegs, a
Fenrir Philodox thar had heen instrumental in the
wark of the Ubermensch project. Of all the truirors,
only Kriegs comported himself as 3 Fenrir, He had
been expecting the Fenrir to find him. He showed no
fear, He had spent his last days w Fiting a restament,
He greeted Kenr as a brather, and presented him
with the testament. Then Eriegs took an old re-
volver loaded with silver bullets, placed ir in his
mouth end blew his own brains our.

Kent read the Testamenr, and what he read
drove him to frenzy.

The exacr nature of the text remains secrer, but
in 1991, a small porticn rurmed up on a German
university bulletin board. Despite the best effores of
the Fenrir, this portion has been used ro further
blacken the name of the tribe. Even now, when acub
undergoes his First Change, many 3 more experi-
enced Ciarou will whisper thar the Ger of Fenris are
fascists, with a racial bias.

The Testament, the public portion read as
follows:

"All True Sons of Fenris must strive 1o £nstre
that the mortals are of the purest breeding stock. All
those of lesser races must be discarded and killed, tr
ensure that aur true breed . our frue lineage of Eenmis
may be mainiained. "

fﬂw Ot fhie Appeshsr

Youhave been lecrured at length on the impor
tance of hopor Bt sumetimes we have toact 8s the

hand of justice — of vengeance. And somerimes




these rasks may seem dishonorable. Such was our war
against the sect of human cultists who named them-
selves the Seventh Generation. These monsters
sought to cotrupt the children of the earth to better

serve the Wyrm, to breed Banes... at least char was
how they told it. They hid themselves well, so thar
they could defile those weaker than themselves with-
out reprisal. But nothing can remain hidden from the
eves of the Garou forever, When word came to our
mribe of these atrocities, from tales gathered by our
own cleverest sons and daughters and verified by the
Silver Fangs of America, we had no need for discus-
ston. We knew our path.

We did not call moats. We did not seek renown.
We merehy strove to hunt down and root out the evil,
one perverted abuser at a time. The other rribes were
startled at how carefully and deliberarely we pursued
the marter. We sought alliances with other tribes —
and indeed orher creatures — and one by one, we put
the cultists ro death. Their deaths were neither easy
norfast, and Sevenrh Generation cultists died in many
unorthodox and creative ways. Some were caprured
and raken to the utter North of Norway, where adoles-
cetit lupus Garou were ler loose to hunt these vile
things down. Others were stripped, bled and allowed ro
die on the winter ice, But most died where they stood.
Bank accounts belonging to the cultists evaporated,
and proxy donarions to children's chariries increased,
We and our allies reporred the affiliares of the cult w
the press and the police. And bir by bit, the cult died.
It became a game. We toyed with our prey, savoring
the feeble, rembling terror of these most pathetic and
disgusting of the Wyrm's creatures.

While the Silver Fangs under King Albrechy
destroved the cult in North America, we cleaned
house in Burope and further afield, The last cultist we
found wus an lrish Catholic priest — can you imag-
ine? We found him in a prison in Belgium, where we
came through the Umbra 1o visic him. Five Fenrir
stood vigil on the last long, long, night of the priest
who had destroved the lives of so many. The prison
guards found him at dawn. No one guestioned whart
had happened. No investigations were made. No
mention was made in the press. We howled that
night. The horrific task was complete.

Bur was it muly dishonorable! To make those
hastards pay before we set them free! I'l] leave you to
pander that for yourself. Consider it a test,

Listen. Nor all of the enemies we rooted out were
outsiders. We had ro set our own house in order as
well. And you didn't chink thar we'd wolerate the
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damnable Swords of Heimdall polluring cur name
any further, did you? f their creed of skin color being
some sort of indicarion of true strength was all there
was to them, we'd have ler them die out on their own.
How far could they get, if they couldn't even properly
figure out what makes a man or woman strong! But we
found our something else — they weren't just an
addled pack of cubs. They were catspaws in someone
else's game. That angered us. No true son of Fenris
allows himself o be used.

Otur Theurges and some Kinfolk sorcerers searched
through the occulr underground for whatever force
was using the Swords of Heimdall. In 1998, the answer
came back: the Thule Gesellschaft. The initial assault
came in Bonn, when amidst the camage of some sort
of conflict between the Leeches, the Garou of the Get
of Fenris tore into one of the coven houses of the so-
called Thule Society.

For fully two years we tock no further action
agratnst the Thule Sociery. We had bigger problems.

In November of 1998, the Eye of Wotan opened
in the sky. For what reason we can only dread. He is
hack, he is stronger than ever, and he is watching us.
His red, gleaming eye mocks us, mocks our inabiliry
to stop him. Only Ragnarok and the third coming of
Fenris can stop him.

1n July 1999, something happened in India. Some-
thing terrible. Something woke up. Noone knows how
many Get may have died fighting thar thing.

But in October 2001, under a harvest moon sky
in the Norcth of Canada, our Tribe took the bartle
one last time to the Sons of Heimdall and the
Thule Sociery and their other catspaws, the martal
Asatru Furhark sect, The Futhark remnant had
heen gathered in (Canada, shelrered by mortal biker
gangs, awaiting a command from rhe Thule Soci-
ety. For three days, the skies over northern Labra-
dot rained blood and smoke and fire, as our great
Tribe warred against our traitorous kin, and their
magical allies. Many Fenrir fell. but when the
smoke had cleared, the Swords of Heimdall, the
Thule Society and the Asatru Futhark were no
mote. We spent that winrer huntng down the
remnants of these groups, and we do not believe
thar any survived., We were thorough.

Homecoming
On Mew Year's Eve, Uppsala in Sweden paid host
to many foreigners, present for a convention of sorts.

They were soldiers, firemen, fighter pilots, priesms,
scholars, policemen, writers, musicians, spies, docrors,
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lawyers and explorers. They came from all over the
world, from Europe, the Americas, Asia, and Africa,
They were from a dozen eaces, colors and creeds.
Curiously none stayed in their hotels that night.

Out in the black midnight, a howling could be
heard, For a brief, sharp, perfect moment, the Get of
Fenris had come home.

We stood under the Nordtc sky, under the buming
Eve of Wotan and the dance of the Narthern Lights
and the starry vault of Heaven and called to Great
Fenurts. Homid, lupus andmetis staod together in praise
of Gaia and the Great Walf Farhep,

“Hear this,” thebdusteraf the Ritecricd our sorhak
all present epuld heas, “We'are thieGer of Fenris, We
have his holy bloed fowing in our veins, in sretgeh,
and wisdom, and Tere and honoel

“Hearghis! There hmmﬂﬁpﬂwﬂ\tw
af heroes! And thar blood burne the brigheest in 65
Fenris' children, Neovmsterfetm whaedand youcome,
you are still Fenris” children!

*Ragnarok is coming, and we shall'spely fall,"
he cried, and it seemed the hideous Eve of Wotin
burned somewhat brighter. “But our passing shall
make the very sky shake, and the very earth rumble
under out foet!

“Enemies of Fenris, be you Jotunn, demon, human
or Svartalf, shiver with fear. Because ronight we fease]”

And most of our tribe, united for the first, and
perhaps the last time, told the story of our deeds, and
the deeds of our packs and the deeds of the fallen.
We spoke of the hunt for the Thule Sociery, the
Severith Generation, for the Leeches of Bonn, for
the Swords of Heimdall; we spoke of the war in
idermany, and the battles in America. We spoke of
the horrible hag Baba Yaga's fall, and the opening of
the Eve of Wotan.

And we howled. And ghe howling rose up above
the Earth and gnsettled the dreams of slecpers for
thousands of milesaround. Children slepr safely in
their beds, the broken rested, and'the evil, the
corrupty the pervested, the truly weak wouldnever
sleep sovndly agamn. We howled and our howling
schoed across the cosmos:. and-in the deep dis-
tance, samething howléd back @int and quier, but
derermined snd fearless.

And ferjustamoment, the Eve of Waoran dimmed.

At dawn, we parted ways, and went back o our
own lives, our cwmn wars, and our own nacions. Bur we
departed knowing one thing, one truth.

We are the Get of Fenris.

40 Get of Fenris
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A furore normannorum libera nos domine

(O lovd, save us from the rage of the Nordic peaple

— commaon French prayer from the 9th century

Hide-of-Irom enjoined the cub to be stll, as he looked
around, hoping to find the great white wolf that was the
parriarch of the novthermn Eseropean Fenrir. Winter's chill
hung in the air, but he wasm't worried. He knew he
wosddn't he waiting long. After all, Thender's Teeth had
agreed 0 be here, and the huge wolf wam't known for
breakmg his word. It was o moment later when the great
bewst came bounding through the forest, making hardly o
sowend for all of its great bulk. Even in wolf form, Thaunder's
Teeth wes hugge — he had toweighat least 80 kilos, and that
Wids & COMSETVAtivE estimile

He approachid the cub in Hide-of-Iron's custody, his
breath filling the air as he looked over the cub with intevest.

Then he snarled, rased his huge paw, and smacked the
youmgster in the head, sencing him sermibiing it 4 snoduhanik.
The cub recovered, facing Thunder's Teeth unth an angry
yronad, sohich Hide suspected pleased the old wolf w0 no end
Why'd you hit me?™ the cub hissed. His expression

was angry, but curious. More importandy, he wasnt
fiodish enowgh to atack, which was good

Thunder's Teeth didn't respond immediately, and
it settled dowim om his heninches as he g-'uq&'-.i the cub's
reaction. The cliath looked comfused, but put his anger
hehind him and peered at Thumder's Teeth mtenely. The old
wiolf waited a momene, and then began to speak,
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Well then. It seems thar you have learned all
you can about the history of our tribe, and now have

only to masrer its culture. That must seem an easy

rask, hmmm! But remember that the hisorpyois
have learned was written by homidsgind that we are
much more than that, We aré} indeed, much maore
than anyone gives us credit for being, Listen closely,
and [ will rell you who we are, instesd of just what
we have done g\t the core'of it all, we fighr for
purpose, for Jave, farlanghrer, for spirir, for thevery
essence of life itself. We fight for Gaia, the embadi-
ment of all that is, the Mother who gaveuslife. She
is theSoul of the world, and She jsfin every living
thingaround us. She is in the nadiral worldg 100 o
the rocks, the sky, the sea. All ofthese chings sigh
with Gaia's breath, and they too anéour reality. But
made things, constructs, autoMatons — th

into things that stind on r[mh—'wn.;qmrt from the
whole. They are corruprions, and they are cvidénce
that the world i3 being consumedsWe donor hate
rhese things, bur we fight to keep themyfrom being
made. Their existernice diminishes Gais, and hence

diminishes s all, Of course, we are not foalish aboue:

our opinions here; even the most jaded lupus sees
the use for toals, and homes, and athersuch inscru-
ments of practicality. It is the ex¢ess#o which we
rake offense, and that excess lies squarely within rhe
territory humans call home. ;

Know this: Gaia is life. You, me, the humans, the
wiilwes, every living thing. She is the sonl of sheworld,
and thiat is why we fight against the cormu We see

all around us. Anything less amounts mancapnu..r of
RIr Mudmr'ﬁ destruction.

 Giredtas She 15, Uaia does nocgxist ing vagiim.
She isthe sounce.of all life, the reasen for everything,
bur She does notoperate alone, There arethree aspects
ta Her being, three architeces which togecher shape
the world. Theyare of Her, yet separare from Her. She
gave them birth, but cven now they “ﬁrw'ﬁﬁr.r e
anvther, and hence do harm 1o Gaia. We fichrsstop
them. ro heal then, no restare theim 1o belng, They sre
knewn.as the Triat— substance, the Wyld; ercution,
the Wmm‘:, and destruction, the Wyrm.

All chings. i‘lﬂ:] nothing, that isthe Wyld. Ir is
u:aiamnﬂ ;:Iuﬂ-‘“:nlltf. shapeless, ﬁ:ltllﬂﬁa, thessruff
from which legends are made. This iswherewe come
from, cub, where our spirits are mere ephiemeta, and
ouf bodies arever tébe. Gaia vakes this stulf, breaches

life upon us, and releases us into the world. 1t is mere
spirit when She lets it fly, however; it does not
become real, & body, a thing, unril the Weaver has
piven it form and substance.

ke Wyld s more than simply being, however; it
15 possibiliey. Tt Is the potential for both great good
andwicked evilin the world, for love and hate, for lite
and death. The Wyld cares nothing for the fare of
things for it simply i5; it fecls no mercy, no remaorse,
no lust for venpeance against thase who bend it into
creation or rend it asunder. Alone among the Triar,
the Wyld is not aware; this makes it the only pure
aspect of the Triat left. unferered in ies beauty and
laesh demeanor,

A thing is not g thing until it has 3 name, and it
is the Weawerwhanames all things. It is said thar she

ese po doeked upon the infinite plain of possibility that was

longer bear Gaia's mark. They have been rwisted

the Wyld and went mad, binding everything into her
webglcreagion. Perhaps thar is so. But in so doing,
she has given form to the being thar personifies rhe
forceabdestrucrionin the universe — Jormungandr,
the Wysm. Wich her madness, this being became
rrapped im the Weawer's vision of reality, and now we
all suffer as o resulr.

‘While it lstmie thar the Weaver hindsall things in
hee parrern web, it is also true thar that web provides
form and structure to the world around us, Without ie,
the world as we understand it would not exise, All
would be the chaotic insanity of the Wyld. And s, do
not think the Weaver is the sole enemy. She is the
force for creation in the world, but she is also the force
that traps the world in stasis, It is the job of the Wyrm
to keep her in checkge@shater the toundazrions of her
web so thar i might dissolve into Wildscuft once
again, allowing her to create anew. Bur, sadly, things
did not remain so balanced for long.

O all the Triac, the Wyrm isthe one whio flgures
mast promingntly in our legends ond lore
Jormungandr; the grear world'serpent — this is the
beust meant t@ be slain duning Ragnirok, a: the end
of the world Jdn the rime before fime, the Wyrm was
the force foridestrucrion inethe world. Not the cor-
rupting force we kmow today, but rathet a foree for
balance, bent ‘on shattering stasi= and infusing the
world with a sort of dynamism, which allows for
change withour succumbing to the reckless allure of
the Wyld. Bur it was noreohe: the Weaver named the
Wyrm, and in turn gave him substance. In doing so,
she made him a being in its own rghe rather than a
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Al (pl. alfar) — faerie
Forseri — Philodox
Fostring — hreed

Godi — Theurge

Holmgang — challenge

Howv — sept

Jarl — sept leader (usually a Modi)
Jormungandr — the Wyrm

Len — hawn

Modi — Ahroun

Ragnarok — the Apocalypse
Rotagar — Ragabash

Ting — muoot

Vandring — stepping sideways
Verre (pl. vertir) — Changeling
Atlimg — Kinfolk

The Ciet of Fenis, like the Fianna, have a tradition of using special tribal terminology to denote things
peculiar ro the tribe. For example, a Fenrir might call a Get of Fenris sept a “hov,” but would be unlikely to
e the term in mixed company or to refer to a sept of a different tibe or eribes. The lexicon here is enrirely
eptional, and provided for those readers who enjoy the more exotic twms of phrase.

Giode — spiritual leader of a sept (often Master of the Rice)

Jotunn —servants of the Wyrm, historical enemies of the Get

Skald — When kapiralized, a Fenrir Galliard; when lower-case, 2 Nordic bard or talesinger

concept, or a force of nature. And when she went
mad. she drew the Wyrm into her pattern web,
erapping him within her strands for all eternity.

It is said by some thar theaw@eld would return to its
true self if the Wyrm could befreed from the binding
stranuds of the Weaver's webi We do not concernt
ourselves with this possibilicy, foririshe yund us. What
mattess tous now (s the facethar chie Wyrm deserovs all
he wuches with histhmshings, plunging the world
into chaos and shareging the web in_its entirery.
Without the Weaver, the Wyld.is chacs. Without the
Wyld, we are nothing. Nomateer how the Wyrm came

we arc to preserve order in thewerld. We canfiot free
him, and we cannot destroy him — uriil the time of
Ragnarok. Then, the world will begin anew, and all
will be in halance once again. :

Fenrir

Long ago, beftre the Sundenng, before there
were Garou, before the world needed Crarou, Greatt
Fenriz ran free in the world, glofyingin the bounty of
Gaia's presence. With the advent of the IWeqwers
madness and the Wyrm's captive agony,however,

to be in his current state, we must fight against himif

Chapter Two: Fenris’ Children
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Fenris' duties in the world changed dramatically. He
became o gawige warrior, bent on protecting (Faia
feom. shie harmful machinations of bath beings. He
sited with Heflthc Fenrir, savage spirits bound in
boslies of flesh; totally committed to wiping cut any
and allehgenrs to their Mother, Gaia,

This is what you must remember about Fenris, and
ahout voursehnisHe is not interested in protecting the

hout yoursehves,
wezk, or n healing thesik. or in righting the wrongs
_of mansHe cares nothingfarhumans, or wilves, ar any

other being onthesurface of theworld, or even in the
weld of spirie. Fenms exists solely to tear the Wyrm's
evil from theworld, o keeg Taia safe from its -

dened theashing: in the Weaver's web.

~ Fermsis aharshmaster. He does not care about us,
except in the mostdissan: possible sense, and he isnot
interested in cur owm difficulties or misglvings. He
fights for the safety ofthe world, and if we are strong
enough to do thatsghen he will give us power, anud
guidance, and resaive, I we are weak, he will cast us
aside, forwe cannof help him in his guest.

The athee tribcs do not undersrand the depths
of oureemsmitment to Fenris and, by extension,
Gaia, Thev think we are cold and harsh, and they
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are right. They are concerned with worldly things,
with power and pecple and wolves and ideals, We
care nothing for these trivialities; only (Gaia mat-
ters, and our dedicatton to Her is absolure. Other
Garou look on this and are amazed, for they cannot
comprehend such ruthless fanaticism for any cause.
They are not able to maintain the level of commit-
ment practiced by Fenris' brood, and so they call us
harsh and brutal to cover up thelr own weakness.
Bur do not be deceived: we have righteousness on
our side, and if need be we will saceiflice ourselves,
our pack, our rribe — indeed, all of humanity — to
safeguard the spiric of the world. This is & serength
the other tribes cannot possibly understand. Be
proud, child of Fenris, for yours is a greatness un-
known to any other being on Earth

Fenrir Brood

In addition ro the Fenrir, Great Penrls has many
other children who act as instruments of his will. They
vary in form and temperament, burt all have one thing
in common: They are all willing to sacrifice o serve
the ends of Fenris and, ultimately, Gaia.

Now, ler me be clear abour something here: We do
not want to die. Wesare not eager o face the Wymm in
battle, and 1o leave our friends and children behind. 1
hear us carcatured as bloodthirsty monsters at moots
all the time, and it sickens me, No, in truth we, perhaps

more than any other tribe, want to live. We enjoy the
very fact of our existence, and we value the love of our
Kin more than words can say. But if we truly love these
things. and if we are ro honor them at all, we must be
prepared to sacrifice them in the pursuit of the greater
good, We cannot live and love if the Wyrm is ¢rashing
through the gates of cur homes, We must fight, and
perhaps die, wo stop this from happening, And we must
be prepared to accepr 100% casualties if it means
making the world safe for orhers. We must do these
things, because we would be hypocrites of the highest
arder if we did not, We understand this, and so do the
spirits of Fenris' brood.

First among these spirits are the Surtur, hulking
giants of fire who exist only to fuel the rages of the
Fenrir and ro make sure we do not fall into compla-
cency in the days before Ragnarok comes, Also of
historical importance are the Noms, known as the
Fates by some and the Furies by others. These are
spirits of wisdom, and we hold them in the highest
regard. They offer guidance to few tribes, and it s
my suspicion thae the Black Furies hate us 5o in part
because we are among those chosen few, which
rurns the bitches' tirades against us into so much
useless prarele.

Also important ro us are various animal spirirs,
including the Fimbul Walves, or War Wolves, These
ice-colored, blue-eyed wolves — yes, pup, they look




yust like me — are spirits of war and revenge, and
they have claimed the icy realms of the north as
their territory. | suspect they mighr have some
connection to the lce Pack of the Silver Fangs, but
we have no way to tell.

The Hrafn are spirits of cunning, dressed as ravens
and speaking to the Ratagar in preference o all others.
It is in this way thar the new moons gain the msight
they e to torment us into becoming berter fighters.
Also, the Shadow Lords are jealous of our connections
with the Hrafn, They like to think ravens belong to
themn, and it is not 0.

The Cuckoo are amusing spirits whom PFenris has
chosen to puard, as he was smused by theirantics. They
are of little use to us, bur they are known as spinits of
cunning. We ger more mileage our of the Hrafn, but
the Cuckoo are a bit more reliable.

Some spirits are less tangible. Sturms are spirits of
war, who jealously guard secrets and‘use their great
power o test Fenrir who grow too confident in theit
own ahilities. The Shadow Lords hare us for this
wssociation as well, for it shows thar their own tofem
favors us as well as the Lonk. We do not claim
possession, of course, nor would we want to; we simply
find it amusing thar the Lords are so imtated by our
success in this regard. .

The Beagir are spirits of joy and revelry, and they
serve to remind uswhy we fight. It is always pleasant
o summon and interact with them, because they
exist only to bring us happiness. For some reason,
probably pare of their magic, we never learn to take
rhem for granted, and hence are conrinually rejoicing
in their presence.

Finally, the Acgir are spirirs of sate travel, and are
the ones most likely o teach a young cub such as
yourself how to use a moon bridge. They are humble
spirits, but useful and necessary nonetheless.

Your role in Fenrir society will be derermined
by your relationship to one of the most important
spirits in all of creation — Luna. You know her as
the moon, and the face she showed during your
birth influences rhe whale of your life. When |
was born, the moon was full and bright, and there
was not a single cloud in the sky. And thus, my
rale has always been clear, even before [ realized
who and what T was. The same, you will find, is
true with you, as it is with all Garou who bother
to listen. Here, then, are the faces of Luna, and
what they mean to us.

A w—

Admiong most tribes, CGarou borm under the new
moon seek 0 guestion, o challenge, and te incirte.
While that is true to some extent among the Ger as
well, the Rorsgar arc more ofren honored for theirnew
witys of thinking, their revolurinnary tactics, snd their
ynadulterared sncakiness when it comes o barehing
the mintons of the Wyrm. While many amongusfind
mich tactics dishonorable, Great Fenris hag made 1t
clear that we must be tolerant of such notions, 50 leng
a8 they further our struggle against the Wyrm, This is
what makes us different from, and supefiGE to, the
Shadow Lords, whio use many of the same tagtics: they
seektopdvance their own status, whenéaswe wishonly
to desittoy our enemies. A dead enetny izadead enemiv.
nio magter how he came to be 5ol

The Rotagar are valuable forather reasons as well.
The cleveramong them have leamed how toquestion
out ways without rampling on themowath disrespect.
When we prepare to fight, they ask us why we are doing
sa, and how it serves Gaia, and how it serves Fenris.
They make us think about wherher or not we truly
need tofight, or if there might not be a better way when
all is said and done. They also challenge the way we
choose rofight, and make us question our tactics; some
Fenirir are remarkably banal in the simplicity of their
approach to fighting the Wyrm, and the Rotagar help
us to fight smarter instead of just harder. This helps us
reduce casualties in the bartles weghoose to fight,
which is better for all of us in.déelong run. In shaort,
they show us the path nottsken, and make us wonder
if it might not be theparh we should have taken.

Lot Moom — Gond

The mysficsataut tribe, the Godi serve as our link
1o the spirit world, to Fenris, and to the world spirit.
Focused thowgh they are on all manner of spirineal and
arcane stisdies, they are often less proficient physically
thar are most Fentir. Nevertheless, they are forced to
hecome formidable fighters in their own right. They
have to b, singe they traffic wirh spints thar are not
forgivingwhen it eames to weakness. Some have been
known roscar themscives, best horrible minions of the
Wyrm, and even pluck out one of their own eyes just
to gain the faverolaparticular spirit which might help
them in theit quest. Most Garou will give 2 spirit gifts
and pretty words te-eary its favor, but not the Godi,
They track theif spirits down and force them o take
notice of us, to recogRiRe autworthiness in the grand
scheme of things. Thar [swhetsepagares them from the
lesser Theurges we see within the othertribes
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It is easy to underesrimate these werewolves, for
they — like the Rotagar — do not fit our preconcep-
tions of the warrlor ideal. Such assumprions are
dangerous, however, for they blind us to the Godi's
true strengths, and also make us less aware of the facr
that they, too, are fearsome warriors. The Godi who
channels his mystical talents into combat prowess is
a warrior of stagrering potentialyse do not dismiss
his ahilities.

HefMloom — Forset

The jodges of our tribe. the Forseri remember
every law, every norm, every tradition the Fenrir
hold sacred. Some Garou might be content to be
bookkeepers and lawmakers, bur Forseri are more
than thas, Theyate judges. Traditions are important
to themy but what is more important s the fact that
they think, long and hard, about what is being said
and done iy any given siruarion, and they are not
afraid o pass judgment on ir. They give our society
structure and purpose, and thev remind us of why we
are here and what itall mean:, The Skalds may
inspire us, bur itis the Farseti who chasten uz, and
temind us of who weare, Most Gee find the judges
to be harsh masrers, but they are ahways fair.

Coiionge Aoon — JRa/d

In many ways, the Skalds are even more the
epitome of Great Fenris simength.than are the Modi
They laugh, and sing, dnd love, and yerwhen the time
comes they fight like demons and never surrender.
Where the Forseti remind us of why we are, the Skalds
rell us who we are, and what it means, and why 1t o
unportant to us. They remind us of the legends of che
past, of the heroes of the furure, and of the grear
strugeles whech have plagued us in the past and
present bath.

Skalds are most ofien muosictansorsimgers, bur -3

thiey mre il poets and storyelless, loremasters _
and artists. Whatever the source of their inspi-
ration, they pass i along o the rest of us, and
use it 1o fuel their rage ar the destuction of
Crain's firmament: They give voice to the righ-
recus fury and indigharion we all feel in the
face of mragedy, and they invariably give us
thie srrength to go on when the woeld's pone
o hell. Unlike the bards of other eribes,
however, the Skaldsinspire s by example

as well as in principle. Rather than speak of

the glory of teanng the heart from the

Wyrm, the Skalds go out and do it, showing us
just how glorious it is, Who could help bur be
inspired by such acts?
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Fiif A oo — Adogé

The greatest warriors of our tribe — and hence the
world — the Modi areGaia’seage given form, the voice
of our angerandhateand fury. They areourlcaders and
our masters, the first ones into bartle and the last ones
1o leaves None can fault the grear courage of the Mod.,
nor thesr commitment t0 Gaia and the Garou whoe
scrve Her, Whale the other ouspices perform functions
within the tmibe — guestioning, arcana, judgment.
ipspiration — the Mod: buve but one msk o perform
they must fight the Wyrm with such intensiry, such
fury, that we cannot help but [ollow them inm the
breechdnd throw ourselves against curfoeswithall the
enery we can muster. While all Fennir shame the
Giaront ot ather tribes with their intensicy, the Madi
Jyow them how weak they truly are,

Mow, | must give you a word of cautions many
othet Garou, mcliding many within cur own ribe,
se¢ the Modi as nothing more than killing machines.
This is an error, for they are often much more than
that. They are fearsome, yes, burthey are also think-
ing heings, skilled in the arts of tactics and leadership
in a way rthat is difficult for non-Fenrir 1o appreciare.
This is why the plots the Silver Fangs and the Shadow
Lords make against us fail so often; they think us
simple brutes, when we are in fact stmply focused on
the real task ar hand — fighting the Wyrm. We are

more than capable of plotring against others,
should we be of a mind to do so. Such things

"J are simply beneath us,
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Thie Ze of Flerage

I have never known @ Fenrir whose First Change
sasn't raumatic. And’] have niever known one who
Sidn't find his inkroduchion toGer sadicty many times
worse. cmmyself included, Be e human arswoll. the
young Cliath {#forced romakea rransigion from a self-
absiarbed, fairly mundane expence o ome whesehe is
fighting fiog the very survival'af theworld, against an
immerse and unyielding foe. That alene weuld be
enfiugh toserid inost people tnto Harno, bur not the
Oer. Mo, we are made of sternepstuff tharychat,

Owice the cub has been idenrified and locited, he
must demonstrate his competence and resilience
his pack before he can ever hope be accepted
Fighting ahility is not imfortant at this stage; most
cubs have no clue how to fight, and we do not expect
miracles ffom them. However, he must demonstrate
resalve, and commirment, and rage. He must show

that he is

willing to

# fight the

r Wyrm,

and thart

he is will-

ing to sac-

rifice everything to

hold the beast at

bay, and rhus

keep Gaia safe

for thar much longer.

L J It is not an casy ex-

perience, and many aspiring Get die or run in termor

from the tasks we sct before them. This is as it should
be: Omly the strong are welcome here.

In addirion to passing rests of fury and resolve,
the cub must also show some glimmer of potential
related to his auspice. This may be a simple as a sense
of humor in the face of hardship for a Skald, or a
ruthlessstreak in a Roragar. Sometimes, with particu-
leely gifted candidates, the rest might be much more
difficult, such as a summoning for a Godi or a grear
battle fora Modi. All depends on the cub, and hisown
innate capabilities.

Throughout the entirery of the rite, and for a
good while thereafter, the cub is constantly tested
by his future packmares. This testing isnot pleasanc;
indeed, it often includes racial and sexual harass-
ment designed to drive the young cub our of the
tribe. We have lost several female members to the
Black Furies due to this treatment, and this, too, is
as it should be. If a cub cannot handle teasing and
harassment from his packmates, how can he possibly

Fliwer aomomar #ie T

Thunder’s Teeth ruminates:

Iy recent years, the (Ger of Fenris have been maken
tes task for their harsh outlook on life, and in particular
for their practice of excluding women from many
important tribal positions and funcrions. However, all
is mot as simple as it seems. First, the homids among us
hive been shaped mainly by human sociery, and this
sociery has told them that women were weak and
inferior. Thus, they exhibited a rendency to discrimi-
nate against females regardless of heritage. and in
Jeflance of common sense, This attirude persisted
among the tribes for another reason: homid femiles,
being products of human society, were aught thar
they were weak and inferior, and believed they were
weak and inferior, and thus were singularly unexcep-
tional as warriors. They were taught that they could
not fighe, and so by the time of thieir First Change they
believed they could not fight, and thus had nothing to
offer us. These rwo factors reinforced one another, and
although there were always females among us, for too
lomg there were too few. The lupus among us, male and
female alike, chowghr all of this was absurd, and they
were happy todemonstrate this fact o any male homid
who dared ro make an issue of it. Many lupus lefr our
tribe in disgust as this atrirude began to spiral out of
conrol, fartening the ranks of other mibes in the
process ([ am in fact convinced rhar the Black Furies
were formed as a result of a particularly large exodus,
bur few in esther tribe find the notion very plinsible).

In recent years, female homids have decided in
preater numbers thar they are no longer willing 10
accepe the human creed of female inferiority, and gond
fior them! Mow thar they believe they are capable, they
have become decent fighters once agam, and the male
hormids in the mibe are les inclined o call them
infertar. This is fortunare, as it means thar we are no
lemges in danger of losing half of our popularion to the
Furies on an annual basis. It helps thar che homid
Jominion of the rribe has weakened, which led 102
concurrent relaxarion of the absurdly sexist practices
that once plagued the tribe, The focus now is where it
always should have been: Our goal is to crush the Wyrm,
and 1o drive it back from the warld. Any warrior who
helps s to do this is welcome, no matrer the gencer.

Sophie Stoncheel retores:

I don't wan tostart an argument here, but | think
it"s worth noting that I'm not the only child of Fenris,
male or female, who's channeled the spirit of a female
ancestor famous for her serength on the battlefield and
off, “Decent fighters once again,” my as. “Diecent
fighters, like always™ would be more accurate,
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barrle the Wyrm with any hope of victory? We wane
Crarou that will stand up for themselves and strip the
hide off those who would oppress them; anything
less is just not worth our time. Once a cub proves
himself to the tribe, all of the harassment stops. We
still rest him, of course, bur it is more for his own
good than for the sake of the tribe, We need o keep
ourwarriors sharp, after all, if we are to maintain our
competence in battle,

Breeds

So. Now you know of the spirits, which form and
shape the wotld, and of those who guide our mribe.
You know how we divide our tribe, and how we
bring new members into the fold, Whar you do not
vet know is where it is we Jome from, and thar is
whar | will explain to you now. Fenrir are born of
wolf and human, and maintined by marings be-
tween Fennir and either species. Garou bom of
wolves are known as lighus, and have a view of the
world colored b'r' their canine roocs, Those bom of
humans are known as homids, and these are essen-
tially human in their outlook on life. There s
anarther breed, one which is much rarer than the
orher two, formed when a Garou chooses o mate
with another Garou. This is forbidden by the laws of
our society, but it does happen from time to time.
Such beings are much less common among the
Fenrir than they arc among other tribes, though
paradexically they are also reeated betrer here than
in perhaps any other tribe. The Fenrir have built a
harsh but truly equal society, where all have a
chance to prove their worth. No ather tribe can say
that — not even the peace-loving Children of Gaia
nor the hidebound Black Furies! Here, then, is what
you need to know abour each of the Garou breeds,

T e Wioffhorn: Lopus

Though obviously the breed closest o Great
Fenris' heamtylupug twumbers have dropped dramari-
cally inipecens years This is due entirely to the
acrivigies of hismans, which we have been unable o
halr dué to our respestfor she boundaries of other
Garou tribes; Here in Scandinavia things are pro-
ceeding apacejust fine, and we have maiy wolves to
call Kin. Iris the same inthe northern regions of
North America, though in that place the feason
srems from the general inoccessibilityofthe region as
opposed 80 any grear effort on the part.of Ganou.
Wolves are less ngw then they were [otigiago, bur
there are still many inthe wild places of theworld,
There are just very few wild places left in the world,
and this is a sign to many thar Ragnarok is upon us.
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Lupus serve many roles among the Fenrir. They
are of course closer to the will of Gaia than any homid
or metis could hope o be, and it is said that Great
Fenris prefers the company of lupus o even the
greatest homids. It is certainly said thar he will only
share his magics with lupus Godi: homids may win an
sudience wirh him, but they muse rely on his brood
for their Gifts, rather than our father himself, This,
perhaps, might be why the homids spend so much
time fighring in the human wars: they seek accep-
tance from Great Fenris, and can think of no other
way to gain it than by prowess in bartle. This is
neither here nor there, though;: Great Fenris acceprs
us all, and simply wishes that we all accepr our roles
rather than try to usurp the tasks of athers.

T e Hvwmmans-fiors: Flomisl

"Where the lupus keep their paws on the pulse of
Ciaia's destoes, the homids serve & our [inkwirh the
human world, which we are charged o police and
protect in addition to the wildemness 5o many of us
call home. Remember thar humans are Gata's chil-
dren every bit as much as are wolves, and this is why
Gaia, in Her wisdom, made us creatures of both
wotlds. Homids are of course the most papulous of
all Garou breeds, and their influence hasbeen shap-
ing the culture and structure of tribes 6 an ever-
greater extent in recent years, While this Has ivs
advantages, the end result is us gerting involved in
wars not ofeur making, politics not of gur choosing,
and societies not to our liking, It was, in facr, our
link to human societies which introduced the ri-
diculous chauvinistic streak into the wéaker-minded
of our tribe in recent years, and it is that same link
which prompted our worthless tribemates to pro-
mote fascist and aurocratic ideclogies during the
dark years of World War I1. All is uselessness, and all
is of the homid. But we should not be so harsh on
them as all thar, because they have coneributed
much to our tribe over the years.

Consider, for example, the concepr of history. It
scems elementary, | suppose, bur it is something lupus
do not comprehend, at least at first. Laws, customs,
erhics — these are human things as well, and they
have proven invaluable in giving our rribe structure,
purpose, and meaning. It is the human aspects of the
homid which make us thinking beings, capahle of
kindness and compassion, thought and foresighr.
They make us peaple, instead of mere beasts. Look at
the Red Talons: for all their rage, they are inferior
beings, because they have no humaniry in ther
blood. They think this a blessing, bur they are mis-
taken: it is a curse, and a serious one at that, They are
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doomed to extinction because they cannor see be-
vond the beast in themselves. Remember this, before
yiug curse the humans.

THe Coarov-biorsm: Mefis

The metis in the world are bornofa grievous sin on
the part of their parents: infosaking the wolf and
human within ws, they have produced o penverred
monstrosity which t+ unrelared o either, and in 0
doing have condemned themselves for all eremity.
This is not, however ghefault of the metis indeed, the
child suffers assche’ pnmhmndﬂfhndnlh*f
commuted, This is unfortunare, bur it is the way of
things. We do notpity them, and they do nor ask for
such. Rather, we give them the onlg thing we can:
opportuniry. Admetis is as capable a fighter, as potent
amy=tuc;asavidastoryteller msany homidor lupus, and
you fust always semember this, Ifthey can hold their
own with the restof us, if theyean do thetrdury by
Fenris and Gaia, vou damn well better give them the
respect they are due They argmor abominations unless
they choose that path, andthe very deformities which
plague them throughout life give them a resolve the
other breeds cannot even begin to understand.

These truisms aside, the metis are sterile, and thus
cannot contribute to Garou society in future genera-
tions. This rightly givesthem a lower social status than
the “pure” breeds — while they may be dedicared and
potent fighters, they cannot sire childeen, and hence
cannot rruly understand what it is we are fighting for
One must be a parr of life to grasp the enormity of
(aia's gift to us, and this is somerhing forever denied
them. Do not persecute them for their cursed starus; ic
is who they are, and they have no control over this.
Rather, simply accept it for what it is: an unforrunare
realicy in the world in which we live.

Kool

The value of our Kin is incalculable. They are, in
sirniplest possible rerms, rhe furure of ourmce, and the
strength of Gaia's will made manifest. They comprise
the separaté Balves of our identity, and combine with
a shard of spirit to make o8 Who wesare. We cannot
overestimare their value torus. More importantly,
however, is thefact thateheyalés represent the very
reasons we fight— they arc theones we love and
cherish, the ones that inspire wsto fight on when all
hope scems lost. Lt takes great strengrh o survive
among the Fenrir, as we are not a tolerant people. Bur
we are fiercely protective, snd we will never allow our
Kin to suffer if we can help it. Few, if any, other Garou
tribes can say this wirh as much conviction as we can.

SN\

In addition to their urilitarian value, Kinfolk are
also valuable to us in other ways. The wolves among us
expand their territory whilst we are busy fighting the
Wyrm, and leamn secrets sbout the Wyld thar we might
otherwise miss, They are clever, thoughtful beings,
and theirsense of family and dedication roone annther
is somerhing we can all leam from. Even if you are
homid, vou should invest some time in learning about
the wolves around us, Their contrbutions to our
denticy are subtle, yet highly important nonerheless.

Human Kin are every bit as important to us, and
perhaps moreso in many contexts. They rell us abour
human government and society, and teach us about
laws and ethics and values. They remind us that we are
more than just engines of destruction: we are people as
well. When we are sick or injured, they nurse us hack
to health. When we are in legal troubles with human
society, they help us out. When we are facing down
vampires or Black Spiral Dancers, they are ready o
help us with silver weapons and fiery missiles. Though
they cannot feel the rage that we feel, they are numer-
ous, passionare, and highly motivated. Without them,
the Wyrm would have crushed us long ago.

With this in mind, know thas: your Kinfolk are not
chattel o you. They are not things. They are not
currency ™ be traded, or toys o be used. They are
living, breathing, thinking beings, and youmsest honor
and respect them. If you fail todo sa, you will be killed.
A Fenrir who cannot protect his Kin is worse than
useless: he is a violanon of the furure of all we repre-
sent, and all we hope to achieve. Further, there is no
honor to be had in bullying a human or a wolf thar is
pitifully weak compared to you. You are & warmor, and
vou are expected to act accordingly. I you do not, you
deserve all the Furies will do o you in response.

Campyt

Cirrrrr. And now, with some understanding of Get
culture ro ground you, [ must tell you abowt those who
would rum thar cutture on its head. These are traitors
to our cause, one and all, and you would do well to
avoid them. 1 speak of the groups known as camps,
bands of Get wha are not coneent with our efforts, and
whio seck to take the tribe in different directions, away
from its true goal of simply fighring the Wyrm and
protecring Gaia. All of them offer pitiful rarionales for
their existence, but do not let that fool you: they are
cowards, freakish abominations that just don't under-
stand what the Ger are truly all about. This does nor
mean, however, that they arenot a part of our tribe, nor
thar you may dismiss them our of hand. You must learn
of them, and this is what we will now do.
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The existence of the camps is not surprising, since
every culture has its fringe elements. Thankfully, how-
ever, sensible Ger have little interest in them. Be thar
as it may, the role they play iscrucial, and theydomuch
to set the political tone for our inferaction with the
other tribes. Do not be dismissive of such politics! The
other tribes are our allies, like it or not, and we must be
able to mreract with them in a positive fashion if we
hope o accomplish even a fracrion of our goals,

e Lafgrsa of Frega

It's strange; in the old lands,
in the old places, where
Freva and rthe
Valkyries are
perhaps
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vencrated the most, this camp does not exist. It does
nor exist because it does not need to exist; it serves no
purpose. Here, in our ancestral home, where the blood
of wolves runs strong and the wisdom of the lupus
dominates our tribe every bit as much as does the
mythic fire of the homids, we are concerned first and
foremost with the ability of an individual o carry her
weight in our bartle against the inexorable pull of
destiny, with Jormungandr, the Wyrm. We have no
time to discriminate berween male and female, no
patience with amogance or convenrion. We are fight-
tng tor our very survival, and we will rake help from any
quarter. And so, there are no Valkyria here.

Outside our borders, however, it
is a different story. The world is o
complex place, and in many
places people place a higher
priority on changing
society thantheydo
on fighring hack the
teTTOrS which
threaten to con-
sume us, It is in
these places




thar the females of our rribe are taught that they should
fight for equality with the males, that they have a right
o be treated in exactly the same fashion. They are
taught ro expect that such things should be given m
them, rather than thar they should rake whar is
thieir birthrighe by force,
boxing the ears of any
male who does nort rrear
them with dignity and
respect. Other tribes,

particularly the

\ Black Furies
: and the
Children
of Gaia,
only en-
courage this
attitude. The females complain instead of
act, and the Jarls of these septs respond with
harsh condemnation and bigotry. The
Valkytia are the females’ response, fighting
hirches more interested in changing minds than
in crushing the power of the Wyrm,

This camp disgusts me. It takes a minor issue
among the Ger and intensifies it a thousand times,
artempting to mandate on a political level things
which should be left to the interactions of pack and
sept members, Can anyone deny the power of such
|legendary figures as Brynhyld, or Freya Troll-Breaker,
ar Qillian Fangs-First? Few among us deny the need
for vigilance among the leaders of our rribe; it is of
| course abvious that warriors of comparable ability
! should be rreated with similar amounts of respect.

Bust this is not a problem restricted 1o females alone;
rarher, it is a by-product of a warrior culture, one
where excellence and confidence are encouraged,
even mandated, by those who fight alongside you.
You cannot equalize the playing field withour emas-
culating the Get on & personal and tribal level. The
Valloyria create weaklings and dependents, and work
in opposition to everyrthing the Get stand for. Lo
not support them, and do not

deceive vyoursell into
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thinking they are necessary — what is necessary is
thar septs take responsibility for their actions, and
their members. Any problems thar arise should be
handled within the pack, not by some camp with
delusions of grandeur.

Sophie disagrees: [z pains me rospeak cut against
one so wise and honored as Thunder's Teeth, but |
cannot agree with him on this issue. He 1 quire
correct in his assertion that other tribes worsen the
very problem they seek o address; indeed, | cannot
count the number of rimes I've been forced to defend
my tribe and my honor against a delusional Black
Fury, bent on maligning our way of life. Bur that does
not mean that the Valkyria serve no true purpose.
These Fenrir show us that females do have a place
among the tribe, and that they are glorious, and that
they are worthy of standing by their male counter-
parts as equals. They serve a5 an example, and an
inspiration, to those of us who would otherwise ac-
cept the taunts of ignorant males who think women
have no place on the bartleficld. Thunder's Teeth is
a lupus; he does not understand the depths ro which
human tgnorance can descend. The Valkyria arose
because circumstances demanded their existence. It
is a mistake 1o conflare them with rhe Furies, because
they serve a fundamentally different purpose in the
war against the Wyrm.
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Among the Fenrir, there are warriors and then
there are the Hand of Tyr. To call these Garou extrem-
ists is an underscatement; they are the most fanatical,
most relentless, most savage werewolves in existence.
Let us not mince words: There are precious few mem-
bers in this camp, and all are executioners, hunters
who seek our and destroy the enemies of Giaia that
normal seprs simply do not have the tme or resources
ror deal with. Gone is the glory of fighting the Wyrm,
of fighting for Gaia; the Hand have left that behind,
and all that is left for them is vengeance.

For all their ferocity, the Hand has a relatively
understated presence among the Get. They are quiet,
watchful, and ruthiessly efficient. Do nor antagonize
them, either directly or indirectly, Do not think thar
vour status among the Ger entitles you to do as you will
among the humans, or the Garou, or indeed any of
Gaia's children — the Hand are warching, and they
will destrov vou if you forget your place.

The Hand of Tyr is a remarkably flawed camp, in
thar it has turned away from fighting the Wyrm
directly and instead focuses on the horrible results
of the heast's corruption of humaniry. Rapists,
murderers, pedophiles, and rerrorists areall thesr
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prey, and in this they have much in comman with the
extreme elements of the Black Furies, Shadow Londs,
and even the Red Talons, While hunting these rabble
may seem like 2 noble cause, do not be deceived! In
pursuing these miscreants, the Hand turns its atten-
rion away from the Wyrm, away from our true foe.
While it is good thar they remind us of our place in the
world, and that we ourselves are nor gods, the fact
remains that they scamper around like children treat-
ing the symptoms of the Wyrm's influence. and not the
Wyrm itself. They are lawed because they are wasting
their time, one victim at a rime.

i 7 Fomalr

Mijolnir's Thunder is a very old camp. It was
formed by Fenrir who had lost all of their worldly ries,
and who then rededicated themselves o destroying
the Wyrm at any cost. In modern times, it serves as an
outler for homicidal maniacs looking for an excuse to
wade into barrle with no thoughe for the COMSEYUENCES
of their actions. The ariginal purpose of the camp has
been twisted beyond recognition, and now it isa source
of shame for us all.

Tcan think of camps that are worse than Mjolnir's
Thunder, bur not by much. These warriors, thank-
tully few in number, have cur all ties to the world
around them, living only to destroy the Wyrm. This
15 well and pood, bur the problem is thar they do not
care about anyrhing, or anyone, else. They care
nothing for humans, wolves, spirits, the Veil, or
anything else. Killing is their mear and drink, their
life's blood. They are the monsters the other rribes
make us out tw be, and they are abominations.

There is nothing subtle about Mijolnir's Thun-
der. They are glorious warriors in every sense of the
word, but they are urrerly lacking in thar mose basic
of Garou virtues: common sense. Their fanaricism
serves them well, but it is inappropriate in roday's
world. When Mijolnir's Thunder rumhles, the hu-
mans hear them and respond accordingly. The Wyrm
sees them coming from miles away, and simply over-
whelms them with legions of Wyrmspawn. The Ger
are forced to cover their tracks, so that the other
tribes do not find cause to act against us and hinder
our own war against the Wyrm. Despite their passion,
Mjolnir's Thunder is extremely foolish, and voushould
keep your distance from them if you want ro truly help
us in our defense of Gaia.

Sophicagrees: | merone of these. people. .. once,
and that encounter remains the most disturbing of my
entire life. [ have never mer swmeone so cold, so
ruthless, and so urterly devoid of humanity. He was a
sociopath, a being with no regard for the lives of
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anyone beyond himself and the Ger. It is fine to want
to destroy the Wiyrm — indeed, that is why Gaia
created us ro begin with — bur the Fenrir of Mjolnir's
Thunder have forgotten and cast off the very things for
which they fight. They are a5 doomed as the freakish
legions that make up the bulk of the Wyrm's army.

Like the Children of Gaia, the Fangs of Garm seck
to heal rather than destroy, They would see us mend
the rifts thar exist between us and other Garou, so thar
we mighe stand united in our fight with the Wyrm.
They are slow to anger, quick to forgive, and adept at
dealing with the other tribes. OF all the camps, the
Fangs show the most wisdom in their methods. These
Cer think in the long term, and are relucrant to rush
pell-mell into the maw of the Wyrm if we can trim its
claws without sacrificing rhe innocent.

The Fangs are growing in strength and numbers,
particularly in the pase ten years or so. Diplomacy is
becoming the order of the day, and these Garoy might
be the wave of the future. They're highly organized,
very open in their activities, and conscientious ahout
not stepping on the toes of other Get. This is & smart
move on their part, because it means the rest of us dan't
hate them, and hence automarically dismiss them.

Hans opines: While this is true, 1l add thar
orher Fenrir wonder just how strong their commit-
ment o Gaia is; if they spend so much time helping
humans and making nice with the ather Garow, how
focused can the be on fighting? While we do not
assume they are weaklings (they are Get, after all), it
does seem that their priorities are somewhat mis-
placed. Let the humans stand on their own, and et
the Garou understand our strength by waeching our
actions. Talk is cheap, and rarely accomplishes any-
thing of lasting value,

Tl Cfordons T3t of Mok

| suppose it is inevitahle that, when fighting a foe
thar often works through the agency of humans, some
will eventually come ro hate the humans. Such is the
case with these Garou. They call themselves the Glo-
rious Fist of Wotan, and that should be reason enough
to revile them; our ballads of Wotan are of Fenris’
greatest enemy, the one who will visit evil on the tribe
for all his days. Perhaps they consider themselves
cleverly ironic, like the Hand of Tyr. Perhaps they feel
that evils of Woran's magnitude are the only way o
curb humanity's sins. Perhaps they are simply idiots,

[n any event, if the Fangs of Garm may be likened
to the Children of Gaia, the Glorous Fist may he
likened to the Red Talons. Like the Talons, they
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harbor nothing but hatred for humaniry, and seek its
destruction arevery tum. Politics, peace, and foresight
are anathema to them, and this has led them to conflict
with the rest of the tribe on numerous occasions.

The Glorious Fist is predominantly lupus, bur it
has real support only in septs whose territory overlaps
with that of the Red Talons. They are a secretive
tunch, but they're relatively easy to ferret put once
you know whar to look for. They don't like humans
one bit, and will always seck the road that coinciden-
fally destroys as many of them as possible while srill
accomplishing the sepr's poals. They are dishonor-
able because of this but, unlike the Talons. they arc
as ready to sacrifice themselves (or athers) for their
goals as any Get, This makes them extremely danger-
au, 50 use caution when you suspect they may be
UPETAting in your area;

Hide-of-Tron adds: Though | am lupus, | person-
ally tnd these Fenrir detestable. How can they not
understand the need for humaniry tn the warld? Hy-
mans are foolish crearures, who seem hell bent on
destroying rhe world around them, but they are still
necessary parts of Gaia's plan. We cannot destroy them
without destroying a part of Her. Shame these fools
into silence whentver you find them, and destrov
them if they threaten the eribe or the world we defend.

The Swordl of Heimitf

The Swords of Heimdall were an abominatian
that has been sliced from rhe tribe’s body, At least, we
believe that they have been exterminated to the st —
but we thought that of the Fera, and learned otherwise.

What you should know s thar the Swords of
Heimdall were a throwlback, an all-homid camp thar
thoughr strength was something dependent on your
gender and skin color. You see, Heimdall was a legend-
ary sentinel of the Fenrir, said wo be the child of Great
Fenris himself. As he safepuarded his caem against
artacks by the Jotunn, the Swords claimed that they
guard rthe Fenrir against weakness and COTTUPTiH.
They considered themselves the one true pace of (Gaia,
and feel that humans (parriculardy non-white, non-
male humans) were patheric weaklings who must be
discarded and beaten into submission. They wanred us
wipe out ("cleanse” is the word they'd use) the non-
European Garou, to silence the voices of e very female
in the nution, and to crush any eribe thae fails o
recognize the Fentir as the proper leaders of the Garou
Nation. They valued strength more than honor or
wisdom, and so lacked the honor or wisdom to see thar
what they worshipped wasn't strength ar all,

The extremism of this camp dragged us all closer
to the Wyrm, and led us to grear shame in the past.

SN\ —

Let their example illustrate the importance of keep-
ing your rage in check, and leaming ro play well
wirth others,

Hide-of-Iron notes: These bastards even arracked
the lupus among us, myself included. They were beings
without honor, and preferred to bushwhack opponents
using superior numbers instead of facing them one on
one, a5 any honorable Get who has anything resem-
bling a sense of self-worth would do. They were easily
as worthless as their human counterpares, and [ was
thoroughly delighred to help wipe them our of exist-
ence. They were weak and spineless beings, and their
loss can only help us.

Lonivir St

| don't know the truth of this notion, bur some Get
speak of & camp of Garow who are very strange indeed.
Essentially, they are American Get who were here
long before the Buropean Garou arrived, and who
share Native American blood and breeding stock with
the Wendigo and their extinct Croatan brethren.
While my sentiments roward the Wendigo mirror
those of most Fenrir, | nonetheless find this camp —
more of a bloodline, really — to be a fascinating hir of
specularive mythology, The theory goes thar they are
the result of the carliest Scandinavian visits to the
Americas, and that is where the story of theirexistence
is af ity wildest. Apparently, some Ger chose to stay in
America rather than retumn home with their Kin,
choosing 2 new life among the native wolves and
humans. [ suppose | can understand the appeal; the
Wendige were no doubt less revolting when they were
not complaining about the existence of other Garou in
their territory, and borh the lands and the wolves in
the north of the continent are quite striking. There's
a harsh beauty ro it all, and any Get would look on it
with a sensc of awe and wonder,

[f Ymir's Swear exists, they must be duing their
level best to keep themselves hidden from ourside
eyes. This is no surprise, for their Wendigo brethren
1o doubt embarrass chem greacly. 1 do like the idea of
Cier that intermingled with the native peoples of the
continent, though; some of them were fierce fighters,
and it is heartening to think that they mighr be
preserved in the lineage of the Get rather than wasted
on the pathetic Wendigo dogs who call themselves
Garou. As [ said, hawever, they are currently a quiet
and secretive lot, 50 I doubt you will encounter them
any rime soomn.

Lokis S

For a long time, there was talk of 3 secret cabal of
Fenrir who controlled and manipulated the tribe,
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fancying themselves leaders even though they skulked
n the shadows and acted via politicking instead of
open battle. They are as slippery now as they have
ever been, but some of us are wise to their mricks: we
know thar they are most active in Eastern Europe,
and that they prefer 1o conduct their business via
messengers of the storm rather than face to face, [t
does not marter what such creatures call themselves;
their true identity is plain for all to see, if they merely
look ar the facts before them.

Yes, | know, you've heard this all before. Shut up
and pay arrention anyway! The Litany serves as the
foundation of our culture as Garou, and it is not

something ro be taken lightly. No matter the wibe, or
the camp, or the breed, every Garou that serves Gaia

has agreed to follow these tenets, ar least in theory, I
I+ vitally important that you understand what they

mean and how they work, and that you follow them o
the lerter. Your hide is at seake if you don't.

Caarone STl Nt At JUHE Comons

This is the first of the Livany’s laws, and it is thé

most important. We Garou are not a breed unto

ourselves — we are beings of mmt,mlﬁmf
human, and thar balance must be mainmined ar all

times, Fucking other Garou is a violation of the rale

Gaia has ordained for us, and vou must NCVEE, Ever
forgee this. Failing to adhere to vour responsibilities i
this regard will result in harsh punishment, for you and

whomever you choose to lie with

Though the crime of marting with other Garou ish

quite sefious, we do not punish the progeny of thar
mating. Meris suffer enough from their parents' fool-
ishness, and we give them the same chance as anyone
else to prove themselves. Do not harass, or torment. or
taunt the metis among us, any more than you would
any orther youngling ta harden them. You will find thar
the circumstances of their birch have made them fierce
fighters, and they are as deeply committed to our cause
as anyone. Give them the chance to prove themselves,
and you will like as nor be surprised by the results.
Finally, if you are found guilty of violating this
tenet, you will be forced ro raise the child, to teach him
about the greatness of Fenrir sociery, and o instill in
him a desire to rise above the circumstances of his
birth. You will be shunned by all in the tribe, while
Four progeny is given the chance to redeem your
thoughtless and stupid actions. And [ can assure you,
if you think raising a child is difficult among humans,
vou have no idea what it is to raise one filled with Rage.

Lﬁ—-

Do noe violate this law. It is the first, the most basic, of
our laws for a very good reason.

Sophie observes: Some Garou believe thar the
operative word in this rule is “mare,” and thar merely
having sex with other Garou is all right. This is a lie.
This law exists so that we will focus our strentions on
our homid and wolf Kin, not so that we might prevent
the existence of meris. The metis are the evidence of
the law's righteousness, not the reason for its exise-
ence. Thus, having sex with another Garou is every bic
as abominable as is the production of meris,

Hide-of-Iron adds: Of course, the question arises
as to whether ar not it is acceptable to have sex with
a Crarou of the same gender as your own. Such an act
is doubly damned, for the perpetrators not only turn
away from their homid and wolf Kin, but also nurns
away from the possibility of producing offspring. We

care ar warl You must never forget thar! Sex is not
ssomething you can afford to trear as 3 recrearional

“ctivity. Forget your human upbringing! Among the
Grarou, we mate with Kin to produce offspring, not for

“pleasure. Find vour satisfacrion elsewhere, preferably

in battle againse the Wyrm.

v Hans retaliates: It's that kind of ralk that makes
N tribes think we're masochistic hasrands
pat. We should savor our bonds
withyour Kin. Love your mate; enjoy the intimacy you
have together. A loveless pairing won't help vour

“ghildren be as strong as we all need them to be.

ot e Wigrm Plhiarocer 3% Duall
ang Flhersewr Jf Brcest

This, of course, is the portion of the Litany we
most often cake to hearr, aswe seek our and destroy the
Wyrmspawn around the world. Bur rake care, pup, for
the Wyrm is not simply the father of monsters: It
burrows into the heares and minds of men, and we must
combar it on spiritual and philosophical levels as well
as physical ones. You must fight the Wyrm on every
front, and vou must never surrender.

Some would have you believe thar the Wyrm is
not tesponsible for all the evil in the world, and that
men and women do evil of their own accord. Tt docs
not matter. Whether cheir vile actions are the result
of the Defiler whispering in their ears or undertaken
of theirown accord, they must nonetheless be stamped
mro oblivien. Though the Wyrm is a physical entiry,
it is also a metaphor for the evil in the world, and you
must fight it all,

Hans warns: This does not mean, however, thar
vou should be rash and foalish in your bartles. Indeed,
to act in such a fashion will only ger you killed.

Get of Fenris
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Rather, you must act with forethought and consider-
ation, choosing your bartles wisely so that you might
tnflict maximum damage on your enemy. Sometimes,
this can lead a Ger down muly strange paths, as seen
in the case of the Fangs of Garm. While 1 do not
pretend to fully understand their motives, remember
always thar they and their kind fight the Wyrm as
fiercely as do we all.

Ragract e Tevviorsy of-dmosher

This is a hard law for us to obey, because it is in our
nature to destroy those wha threaten Gaia, even if
doing so means we must overstep the bounds of our
autharity, We can hardly be blamed for this; many of
the other tribes are weak and foolish, and we are atwar.
We do not have rime to be nice and friendly with other
Garou under such extreme circumstances, _

That said, we should at least make the attempr g
be respectful of others when it is feasible ro doso. Thene
is IO FeasOn to generate unnecessary conflict wichy
ather Garou, to say nothing of other Fera, when a”
simple howl of greeting can sidestep the entire issue.

Commaon senise and courtesy will save you many barrles; '

w0 have a care when you are in unfamiliar territoryg
And if they do not respect you after you have been
polite — none would fault you givingthem aquick
lesson in etiquerte. S :

Sophie adds: Do note that the methods vary from
place to place. A howl is sufficient in the wildemess,
but not so much in a heavily populated city. In these
places a phone call is usually more appropriate, though
it's not always feasible. Mainly, you have to wait fof
residenits to come tw you under these circumstances,.
and if they rell you to ger out do your best to accommo-
dare them. Donot let them sway you from your path if
it is righteous, though; fighting the Wyrm takes prece-
dence over any attempes ar civiliry.

Hide-of-lron speaks further: If | had been the
Forseti making this law, | would have added thar if you
can't hold a territory, it isn't yours. How many cacms
have fallen because they were “held” by weaklings too
busy playing at politics to learn to defend Gaia effec-
tively? How many could have been saved if we hadn't
had o “respect their territory?” As long as the other
Giarou remain weak, this law is flawed.

Accaps an Howewsbie Sismremgor

We Fenrir are the proudest, fiercest, most disci-
plined Garoy in the world, and as a result is it difficult
for us ro accept the capitularion of an enemy in battle.
Ohur every instinct tells us to tear him limb from limb,
and this is a good and just perspective to have in battle.
However, when the opponent is a Garou much like vs,
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oreven another Fera, we must remember that we are all
children of Gata. We cannot simply ersdicate other
champions of Her cause because they have had the
unfortunate lack of vision to challenge us in banle.
They may be foolish, bet they are still Her servitors,
and we must treat them accordingly. And so, if an
oppenent surrenders in good faith, you must honer ir.

Honor hattles are an inevitable part of our lives,
We are beings filled with rage, and we do not take
slighrs lightly. Bur we alsa have a dury to consider,
which means thar once the bartle is done, we must
let it go. The victor must move on, and the defeated
must accept his lot. Thar is the only way our sociery
can continue ta funcrion when locked in a constant
state of war.

Hide-of-lron adds: These barrles might seem
strange to the lupus among us, as we tend to deal wich
challenges via threats and intimidation rather than

gthrough actual battle. You must never forget, how-
“ever, that haring your threar to an opponent will not
fecessarily end the barrle; more often than not he

wrill vear it our, be it rght or wrong to do so. Chal-
lenges are not a matter of mere submission: the
ppponent must be defeated urterly, or he will not be
defeatedaeall. Be cautious, and mindful of your own
and your opponenits limirs.

* Sophie comments: Sometimes accidents happen,
thaugh. We have a bad reputation among the other
tribes because sometimes there was no other way w
remove a weak or flawed ally than o challenge him,
wnd then fight a lirtle more vigorously than he could
take, This law is important, bur there are those who
don't deserve its protection.

Sidamiesion fo Thag of Fighor SHaion

This law is straightforward. We are a martial
sociery, and cannot function without some sem-
blance of order within our septs and packs. Listen 1o
the woeds of elders, and do not oppose them without
extraordinary reason. Punishment for failing to do
this is severe, and you will not be able to counr on
your pack 1o help you: Lax tribes like the Black Furies
might be willing to abandon their hierarchy of com-
mand during these lax rimes, but the Fenrir will
ruthlessly punish anyone proven guilty of insubordi-
nation, We will nor allow you o disobey ordess,
because doing so endangers us all.

Sophie warns: While this is true, many among us
must be caurious, particularly the females and the
lupus of the rribe. Same homids think this law entitles
them o certain liberties among the “dogs and women”
beneath them, and that is not so. Norespectable Fenrir
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would abuse his position in such a fashion, bur remem-
ber that there are plenty of Get thar aren't exactly
respectable. We rooted a lor of them out when we
annihilared the Swords, but their sentiments persist
within the tribe in muted form even now.

Hans adds: While this may seem harsh. the reasan
for our rigorous adherence ta this law stems from the
fact thar we are, in fact, fighting » war, and musr
conduct ourselves accordingly, A hreakdown in the
command strucrure cannor be tolerared, because it
would throw the operations of our peaple into utrer
chaos. We can't have people poing off and doing their
owm things, and we cannor undermine the authority of
our elders if we expect to get anyrhing done. You are
not free ro do as your please smong the Ger: tha sticks
in the craw of many Fenrir, particularly those from
America, but that's the way it is, and that's the way it
has tw be. Never forger that.

THe Tinst Sliare of e Soff
,?fb"ﬁi" Eqvahatt dn SFhion

To the lupus, the reasoning behind this law 15
obvious — the leader of the pack must be srrong and

capable, and so he receives the greatest portion of

the spoils that he might mainrain his strength.
Among homids, the reasoning is less elear, Tothem
it is more abour greed and possession, mather than
nourishment and sustenance. In any event, Bmong

the Fenrir packs it is largely ceremonial, We donle.
actually eat the Wyrm things we kill, and any

trinkets we seize are given to thase who might make

best use of them in our battle with the Wyrm. Thosa
ot lower ranks obviously must honor the law, ands
rrust in their elders o partition wealth wisely, if not

necessarily fairly.

Hide-of-Tron cautions: Be careful, as some Fenrir
use this as an excuse to appropriate possessions from
other pack members if they were gained in the course
of normal service to the sept. This is especially true if
the Ger who discovered the item is hupus, as they are
ot suppased to “need” marerial possessions. That
might be true, but it doesn't make the theft of a choice
talen any less galling.

Sophie adds: Also, even thuugh acmual enforce-
ment of this law is typically fairly lax, be certain to
observe it at all times. If you do not, an elder who feels
his authority is threatened might use i 85 an excuse to
challenge you, whether the challenge is truly war-
ranted or not. Such despicable beasts are thankfully
tairly rare, but they do exist, wo take heed.

This is a truly hizarre law, since neither homids
nor lupus have any desire whatsoever to ear humarns
to begin with, Walves have no interest in humans,
and humans themselves have strict cultural mhoos
against canmibalistic acts. So on the face of ir, the
rationale behind rhis law is difficult to farhom. That
said, however, we must remember that Garou are
neither wolves nor humans, but rarher avenging
spirits of rage and fury dedicared to the prorection of
Craia at all costs. While in such a state a Garou does
not think rationally, and might succumb 1o the urge
to rend an opponent to pieces and consume him. This
i to be avaided ar all costs.

While the imperus for the law is unclear, the
reasoning behind it is not. While the homor the
humans feel for us gives strength to the Veil, it also

Hosters their hatred and fear of wolves, which in rum

makes life difficult for our lupus Kin. To actually hunt
dawn and consume a human only worsens the sipug-
Bon, 5oty to avoid it if possible. Most of this is

“common sense, but keep it in mind anyway,

T Bt Bomeath Lo —
A‘-‘huf’ Loy
Ie is of courséitrue rhar we arc Ciaia's grearest
défenders, but that is neither here nor there. The

essertribes, and indeed all living things, are worthy
“of your consideration and respect, and VOU st

never forger this. We do not defend Gaia for our own

gake, but for theirs, In battling the Wyrm, we serve
‘them. Show them respect and compassion, and

when appropriate mercy as well. Do not sreal from
them, ot treat them unjustly, or challenge their
abilities or aurhority without ample reason. Because
we are (aia's greatest defenders we must also dem-
oOnstrate more restraint, more wisdom, than rhe
other Garou are capable of showing, This is what it
means 0 be the greatest warriors in the world.
Remember this and act accordingly.

Sophie agrees: Thunder's Teeth might seem a
litrle over the top here, but the spirit of his words rings
true. When you see a human in danger from the Wyrm,
you must protect him if feasible, even if he is fearful or
angered by your presence. Thae is our duty, the sacred
trust (iaia has given us. Of course, sacrifices often have
to be made i we Are d-;:cnm[']l;_-h our gﬂn]s; oo one
denies this. The law simply rells us not to be arbirrary
of capricious about it

Gef of Fenris
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Hide-of-Iron laments: It is a piry we so often fail
to observe this law; if only we had remembeted itin the
Amazon, the recent tragedies there might have been
averted. The third law of the Litany and this one go
hand in hand: do not think you are entitled o ignore
a lesser's territory just because he is, in fact, your lesser,
Your greamess obliges you to act with wisdom and
restraint, not with the pettiness of a bully.

The Ui/ Shicl Not B Lifid

Long ago, we culled the ranks of the humans in
order to keep them firmly under our conerol. Cur
zealowsness in this regard came with heavy conse-
quences, especially for humanity. The merest look at
one of our kind whilst wearing the wolf shirt is enough
to make them msane, and if this occurs in a crowded
area the result is nothing less than chaos. Do not allow
this to happen; as | said before, we are here to protect
the humans as well as the rest of Gaia's children,
Failing to do =0 is bad enough, but inciting a riot in the
process is unforgivable.

More immportantly, however, i3 the fact thar our

existence must be kept secret, to the extent possibles

Humans only remember the Impergium, and as sucls
see us as nothing less than monsters, They will v wo
destrory us if they learn who and what we aresend that's
semerthing we abviously wish to svoid, [you are forced

to assume your war form with other people mu.‘ﬂ,.

deal with the threat at hand and then destray the

witnesses soon after, T his seems a barbaric lhlngmﬂl'f.
and it is, 5o make sure the situation does not present
itself to hegin with. Pick your targets carcfully, and
choose the time and place of your engagement. Any-
thing less is trresponsible, and will be dealc with in the
harshest manner possible.

Hans adds: This is especially difficulr wirh fami-
lies, presuming they are not already part of the sepr.
Owur natural instinct is to share our true nature with
them, bur remember that doing so will inevitably place
them in danger, and force them to cope with some-
thing they are not prepared to understand.

Do Nt S % Faopi
fo Tawg

We Get lead a hash life, and it shows. Few of our
elders are rruly old, as most Penrir die in battle before
they have the chance o age much. That is our lot,
though; there ts nothing more glorious than dying in
battle in defense of Gaia, and you should be proud o
be afforded such an opportumity. But sometimes, we
are crippled, or maimed, or sickened by the Wyrm, and
as such are not killed outrighe. This puts the tribe inan
unfortunate position: we are not eager to kill our own

hny Tiwme

NSO\ -

kin and packmates, but at the same time we cannat
support those who do not contribute to our war. This
makes the sick and wounded & strain on cur resources,
and it falls to you to minimize that strain if posstble.

Itisan unpleasant thought, but if pou cannor fulfill
vour disties o the tribe any longer you must bid them
to release you, that you may g0 in peace and ler us
remember your conmbutions 1o our cause. None will
do this gladly, even if they hate you in life. There is no
glory in killing a weakened ally, but it is sometimes
necessary, and merciful, and so it must be done. Be
strong, should this happen to you, and go e death
knuwing that you will continue to serve Gala in the
world beyvond our own.

Sophie adds: Remember, roo, that you may serve
the tribe in ways other than fighting. The few elders we
have who can no longer fight serve as powerful
Theurges, loremasters, or icons of our ways and wradi-
sons. Some honor the dead, even though they can
scurcely move. These asks are importane, as they
serengrhen the tribe's resolve, [f a tribe member is ill or

Infirm, yer can still contribute to the tribe, you must
allow him todo so ta the best of his abilicy until he has

“the honor to die in barrle like all the rest of our tribe.
“Weall déserve the chance to gain honor and glory in

wm:ltlrmlﬁ s donotforce this law unless
you hiave no choice bur to do 5o,

T dsdlr
?%w

We are much stricter about this rule than most
pther tribes. There's a time and a place for everything,
and in the case of challenges that place is a moots. Do
not challenge your leader during the normal course of
events; doing so is disruptive, and interrupts our ongo-
ing fighr against the Wyrm.

Hide-of-lron contributes: Thisisn'tjusta law, it's
a reminder of your duey to challenge a weak, foolish or
otherwize unfit leader. An unfit lesder is a danger w
himself, all the Garou who serve him, all the allies who
rely on him, and ultimately to Gaia Herself. As wsual,
it's mostly left to us to make the necessary challenges
while the other tribes are wringing their hands, and we
rake shit for it. Oh well

T Lo Ay Not B Chiallngod
Loiypsing FliarHiime

This rule i ronclad. You do noe challenge your
leader during battle, under any circumstances save
wotal and complete incompetence. If your leader is
taking actions which grossly violate the Litany, or
which further the cause of the Wyrm, then you should
kill him snd assume command. But vou never, ever
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challenge his commands dunng bartle. We are cx-
eremely hidebound about this particular law, so make ot Aigrations
certain you understand what it means. Sophie pltches in:

Hans observes: Do not ler this law prevent you Oy, foe -l s ol e s, et i el
from letting the leader know abour problems or something up right here and mw: Just becase there ars
misgivings you have with the way things are being atumch of German folk, or Scandinavian folk. or what.
done. It is in our narure to submit to those of higher the-hell-everfolk ina givenares doesnot mean there are
station, but our leaders command us by our will Fenurir hanging ous with them. This is an exceedingly
alone, and if they are being foolish it is our TCSPOM- popular, and amazingly stupid, misconception that's
sibility to make them aware of our displeasure, potten s into a fair hit of mouble more often than noc.
Formal challenges are one thing, but be active in the These are the guidelines for figuring out wherher or noe

Wiy your sept operates whether you intend to for- it's likely char Ciet populate any paricular area:
mally challenge the leader ot not.

Wolves. Hello, people! We need wolves 1o Tepro-

Sophie adds: This includes commentary during duce, vou know! We aren’t a bunch of fucking Cilass
battle as well. We like to keep things tuthlessly effi- Walkers, content to hode up in ciries and restrict our
cient if ar all possible, and thar means keeping rhe mating to humans. It doesn't work that way, as the
chatter to a minimum when fighting. Fighting the Walkers are finding out. We need walves, or we bose cur
Wyrm is serious business, so treat it accordingly. strengrh and viger. This means you can lommet abous
Lo SHad Tkl N AL ” . finding us in places |h:lnt HAVE NO :"L']F_"f'E."E! & ]

e Lo fo oo 1% CETTSE, ONE lIn:_Eht |:|.ru:.l'§_1r;-| ERIOTS JUsl 1ut_:1n'_mi1rn:_
Tt Cantur @ e Aot bur you won't find residents in places like Africa, South

Caern Warders rend to be very strict, and with Amersca, or freakin® Japan. There just aren't erinugh
good reason: Our caerns may be powerful, hur they wolves in these places to go arund, and we sare 2 hell
are few in number. Preserving them is essential, aren't gonna take terns fucking the local zoo animals
Obviously, we do not wanr the Wyrm defiling rhem, Humaris. Obviously, we need human Kin fust as
but this law points to more than that. Tt tells us o be much as we need wolves, ind these Kin tend to be
careful about fetishes and artifacrs, abour COtTupt Uermanic or Scandinavian in heritage, This is by no
humans and walves, abour bartles brought to our very means a necessity, however; any Get worth her sale will
shores. Keep the Wyrmspawn out, even the dead fuck an Aborigine s soon as a German ifhe's 2 strong
ones. Do not bring trophies of your kills 1o the caerm, wirrior and suitable Kin.
as they can defile it withour your knowledge. Always The Fera. This is key, In addition to wolves and
use caution with unknown people, places, and things, humans, it's imperative that other strong shifters not
and be careful to keep the stench of the Wyrm off of dominate the area. Aparr from the lack of wolves. this
vour hide. This can be trickier than it looks, so check is whar kepe us out of Africa: the Striders don't wanr us
with yrour ],'I?ICkmEEEF iJ'-'!.'l:Ju have any doubts, & Em,j there, and neither do the Basrer, arthe Mokolg, arwho
Theurge can tell you if a thing will violate  caemn, so knowswhar else. The Fern in Africa are tough bastards,
this shouldn't be an issue for you. and they don't take any lip from foreigners. North

Hans reiterates: We Ferrir value a pood death America, however, was another story aligsther. The
because we know what a had death is like. And if Wendigo were a bunch of pussies. and we bear the snar

someane violates this law, they find out just how had out of them. This sold us theirstewardship of the region
adently cih be ' was insufficient, and that we had o take over. If the

natives are dodng their job, though, we aren't RrdunG

% w}w M fuck with "em — thar runs counrer to the best intercsrs

of (iaia, and we don't want that. Ir's of Course & piven

Hans Dragonbellow takes up the thread: thar we would do the job berter than they would. bt

We Get are an adventurous lor, and because of this thar's beside the point. As long ss they're not incom.
we can be found just about any place thar has wolves and petent, we don't interfere wirh their duries,
humans in telative abundance. Travel and COMuest This is all pretry basic stuff, bur homids tend o
have always been a rradition among the Fenrir, and it's forget the importance of the wolf, so ir hears Tepearing.
a favored pastime even today. OF course, this works (et in general tend 1o forger thar there's a division of
betrer in some places than it does in others; the Ameri- labor among Gaia's children, s the lesson's doubly
cas just rolled over for us, giving us 2 second home, while important. Know your place, and don't assume that

human Kin are a free ride to dosminance in iriven are.
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places like Africa... didn't. In hindsight, we probably
deserved the thrashing we got there. Ah, well. Anyway,

here's a rundown on where we are now, how we're doing
there, and what this means 1 vou, the Cliath.

Errape

This is our ancestral home, and i prerty much
belongs o us. Our stewardship of the region has lefra lot
ra be desired; most of the old forests have been hacked
to pieces, and all the grear wild things are gone. But, this
region has been subject to more strife, and on a grearer
scale, than perhaps any other in the world. Mighty as we
are, there is only s0 much we can do to control the
activities of the humans. That sounds like a hollow
excuse, and it is. But it's also true,

7B Novstk

There's little to say about the North, really, We
stomp the hell out of Black Spiral Dancers when
they show up, and otherwise keep the humans here
in check. We do our jobs, so things seem pretty dull
to the untrained eye. Our caermns are very strong
here, and we're pretty exclusive about them; other
Garou can visit for a time, bur we make sure they
move on before they ger a chance to overstay their
welcome. In non-Garou marters, though, we've had
some heartening fews: we found evidence of several
Gurahl awakening, and after some investigation
tracked them down. They were initially verrified of
us (no surprise there), but we've mansged to calm
them down enough thar we're on speaking rerms.
They =till think we're lunatics, bur it's easy to see
how our dedication would instill thar impression
into such gentle folk. If the Apocalypse is truly on its
way, as many claim, our odds of ensuring the world's
survival just went up several notches.

Crarmmcensy

Our presence in Germany has been all-but-
unchallenged for almost the entire time that hu-
mans have lived in that portion of the world. Unril,
of course, the events of the last century, when we
had ro forcibly thin our own numbers. .. but damn it
all, I'm sick of talking about Nazi Germany, and the
Fenrir that went along with that damnasble govem-
ment. We won't ever forget, and we won't ever let it
happen again — so I'll chank the rest of the Garou
Mation to try and realize that our tribe is more than
that one black spot!

Sorry, At any rate, it's an inreresting time in
Germany. On the one hand, there's & number of
humans who are doing a pretty good job of realizing
that they have o live in the world, and are doing
something abour reducing the amount of damage

SN\ -

they're doing Gaia. On the other hand, there are
still these ugly incidences of racial unrest and even
violence, and each outbreak just feeds the local
Banes all the more. The Black Forest 13 a shadow of
its former self, and the Shadow Lords keep sniffing
around to see if we're still going to call Germany one
of our rerritories. It's going to be touch-and-go
there, believe you me.

fm

Our control here is quire firm, though we do have
ti share a number of places with ather rribes. Mostly,
we're stuck with the Flanna, which is irritating as hell.
We'd force them out if we had some place to put them,
but the only option open to us is a small, damp island
off the coast, populated by peaple who think they're
important. There's alotof conflict there already, so-we
tolerate the hastards for the tme being, The fact chac
many of cur own tribe live on that small, damp island
has nothing w do with it. Really.

Coreat Forifiatn

Plenty of Get reside here, though Gaia alone
knowswhy. I've never encountered a more perperually
dank snd dreary place. Legend says we came when the
White Howlers fell, and the Fianna fucked up the job
of protecting the place from the Wyrm. Irs occupants
eventually fell prey to delusions of grandeur, and did
their level best to take overthe world, The Silver Fangs
were close to the heart of that, as they typically are
when royalty is involved, and we did our best o carry
out their wishes. And lo, the world is conquered and
finds itself in the sorry stave it's in today. [know I'mnoe
supposed to question our leaders, but | think they got
just a little too power-hungry for their own (and
everyone else’s) good. Anyway, there are lots of Bricish
Get still in the isles, and floaring around the world.
None of ‘em are lupus, though. Too busy fucking

humans and minding bloodlites to hop a boar to the
mainland and find a worthy mate among the wolves,
Eathorn Etrvpe

To the east lies the territory of the Shadow
Lords, who have proven to be quite capable in
maintaining their hold on their ancestral lands, We
in the old land are quire familiar with their tactics,
s0 they have learned to approach us as equals instead
of pawns when seeking out our aid. With all the
vampire problems in the area, such requests have
become fairly comman, and we are happy to honor
them. Mo matter cur feelings abour the Lords, the
senctity of Gaia comes first, and we will help them
expunge the vampires that infest their lands i it
kills every one of us and takes ren thousand years.
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Willing as we are to cooperate, however, we do have our limits, In
particular, most of us are rightly skeptical of the Margrave's plans for a unified
European Garou Nation, particularly with the Shadow Loeds at the helm, They
most assuredly do not have cur best inrerests ar heart, and so we satch them wirh
caution and a terr amount of skepricism.

i J’fwﬁ'ﬁmfwgﬁa

The Black Furies dominate Greece, and are quite intent on keeping it thar way.
This gives them jumping off points into the Balkans, Eastern Europe, and Asia
Minor, areas well-suited to their mode of operation. The Furies, at least the homid

anes, don’t like us much; they say it's because we don'r treat women well, but thar
B 150 lie, and they know this. | say it i hecause they know we are more committed o
6 fighting for Gaia than they are, and this shames them. We also have access to the
" best lupine breeding stock in the world, and they are jealous of this fact. They scoff
at us when we bring this up, bur we don't care. We are the greatest, the most
A committed, of Gaia’s warriors, and that is all thar counts in the end

f‘
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Many Get have tried o sertle Africa, but it is a foclish and losing proposition.
There are no wolves there, few Kin, and plenty of Fera wha don't like us much at all
| * Our human Kin were overbearing and intolerant, and those who were remsomahle and
| fought for change have been forced cut. There is nothing for s here, no reason
|| whatseever o fight our way in. Leave it to the Silenr Seriders and their allies. Their
\ alliance, if it holds, will do more good there than we ever could.

- |

; There aren't many Ger in Asia, and thar's unfortunare, because there should be,
The western lands are left to the Shadow Lords, and the Far Easr is handled by the
o Beast Courts, but who is th ere o look after the norch! S].:::rin i |_|_-|-|_._-|.-_--|T\:|E||_|_|_i“_-._-| and

filled with wolves, but because there are 5o few Garou there thuse walves huve been
hunted nearly to extinetion. The Red Talons tight here,
and yet their courage, while admirable, cannot com-

My Pensate for the facr that they simply do not under-
stand humanity, and thus can only react m rhe
problem, rather than act 1w stop it at its source.
The Silver Fangs should have done sumething
about this, bur the problems in western s,
sia made that impossible. Now, Siberia s ar
the mercy of the Wyrm, and there's
nothing we can do about it. Sa far,
anyway. The Jarls have been giving
mwre and more thought to the issue
ot lare, and we might well choose
to make a move there soon.




Auttratia

| still wonder what the devil possessed any Garou to put down roots in Auwseralia, leralone
a Ger. There are no wolves there, just a bunch of mangy Europeans and some feral dogs.
Then rhe dumb bastards went end murdered the local Fera {which many consider a Ciarou
eribe; I'm still pondering that one, since the non-human Kin weren'reven wolves), and
now have o make peace with the Mokolé and spirits in the region. This is
why we don't go ro places that don't have wolves: no good
can come of it. We've been pulling out of the place as fast
as we can, and other tribes have been doing likewise,
Australia might be a fine place to visit, but just
make sure you don't wear out your welcome, We
don't belong there.

T e Lnihod SHbar

Let me tell you something abourt
America, something you'll never hear in
the histories: We didn't come to
America o conguer the Wendigo, orto
steal their caems, or to rape and kill
their Kinfolk. Many of the other tribes,
particularly the Wendigo, will claim @
we did rhese rhings, and | don't deny ~'{,'
it probably happened. Bur thar's nor 3
why we followed our human Kin
here. We didn't come because the
Wendigo were too weak o de-
fend their caems against the
Wyrm. Indeed, the land was well-
defended when we arrived, and in
better shape than any of Europe, no
doubt about it. No, Gaia's bounty in the
Americas didn't need protection from
the Wyrm. Rarher, it needed protection
from humanicy, and the Wendigo just weren't
up to the task of providing ir.
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While it's not fair to demonize the European
sertlers as a whole, it's nonetheless true that they did
their level best to destroy the wild places they
encountered, and the Wendigo
didn't have the experience of
resources to cope wich that, But
we Jdid. We'd dealr with these




peaple far centuries, and we knew how to stop rhem.
lerook us awhile, but stop them we did — over half the
land in North America s protected by law, and more
and more of it is being restored every day. It's an
ongoing batrle, but it’s ane we must canringe to figh,
even if it requires tactics anathema to mose of us.

Aot

The greatest wolf concentration in the 1.5, i5in
Minnesota, and there are quire naturally a fair number
of Get here. The facr that there's # stTong mix of
German and Scandinavian populations there doesn’t
hurt, either. Because of these factors, Minnesara {and
to & lesser extent, Wisconsin) is the Ger stronghold in
North America, and it's relatively free of non-Garoy
aupernatural elements 25 a resylr, Vampires avoid i
like the plague, and Wyrm clements don'r EVEN [Ty to
gain a foothold, There are plenty of human problems,
though, so the Garou there are pretey busy.

Of some note here is the island of Ide Raoyale,
which is parr of Michigan even though ir's a heckuva
lot closer to Minnesors and the Canadian side of Lake
Superior. [t's pretty small, and ir's infested with scien-
tists most of the time, but there're heurry moose and
wolf papulations there, and the gauntlet in the place is
paper-thin. Gargu involved in wolf conservarion of
one form or another love gu there, as it's ane of the
best places in the world to get in towch with the Wyld.
Despite this fact, there are no permanent Garow resi-
denrs there that [ know of Too much scrutiny from
scientist types. On the upside, though, they do keep ir
from being developed, which i quite a relief.

T Fllaot

Ger throughout the western 1.5, haven'r really
stuck o ethnic lines, since wolves can be found
throughout the northern seates and Canada, and
people are everywhere, Many have ranches in Mon-
tans and Wyoming, and they're precry fierce about
profecting Yellowstone. Get hang around the Rocky
Mountainsa lot, both because ir's the fie reest, wildest
country on the continent and because there are still
wolves to be found there, hiyman expansion notwith-
standing. The amount of land devared 1o national
forests in the western United States i staggering,
especially for a developed nation. We're working
hard to keep i that way.

Ve

| suppose it was inevirable, Wirh the larger-than-
life bravado of Texas, the sheer COFfUption associated
with the wil industry, the utter lack of any other
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Don't believe all the hype you hear ahaut
ranchers fighting aguinst wolves in Yellowstone,
Truth is, there are quite & few Get o Get Kin
ranchers, and they're secretly staunch supporrers
afenvironmental legislarion in the western Uniged
Seates. They have 1o be careful about it, though, so
that they can keep the land wild and keep the
tederal povernment from walking all over them.
S0 long as government power is decentralized, the
tand can remain wild and undeveloped, which is
better for everybody.

In the days before wolves were relocated o
Yellowstone, wolf supporrers found themselves
busily trying to determine exac tly when, and
where, and how one could kill a wolf. The iromy
of this situation was not lost on them. Similarly,
Get ranchers have to determine what legislation
must be opposed, and when, and how, if they are
to keep power in the hands of PTIvAle citizens,
and thus prevenr the absorprion of land by indus-
try and commercial interests — where it would be
lost to the Wyrm. It is a fine line they walk, bur

do not judge them too harshly. far things are not
always as they seem.

shifters in the region, and the remnant popularion of
Mexican wolves running around, some Get was bound
to et up shop as a cowboy, This sepr is primarily set
up in the Dallas ares, and shares srrang ties with a
Shadow Lords sept in Corpus Christi. | don's know
whose Bright ides thae was: there’re some really weird
goings-on down there, and | chink 'm better off nar
knowing the details.

Earmaily

(anada is relatively people-free and wolf-filled,
making it prime rerritory for Garou packs. The Fenrir
don't tend to settle here, th ough, as they find it ro be
soimewhat boring. The lack of pecple means the
Wyrm and its minions are hard-pressed to find a
foothold in any but the most populated areas, and the
Wyld can safely be lefr ro the remnants of the Red
Talons, who have several caems throughout rhe
country. That said, there are some Get caermns in anud
around Quebec and Ontario, and 1o & lesser exgent
Alberta and British Columbis. Many Ger rravel
through the northern territories to drink i the besuty
of the Wyld, but they rarely stay for long. The Wyrm's
talons fester elsewhere.




Aw, man. What a mess. Golgol Fangs-First leads
the war against Pentex in the Amazon rainforess, and
| think the collateral damage from that conflict was
almost s bad as the damage Pentex was inflicting on
the region itself. There were just too many people who
wanred robe in charge, and that led to disaster. Golgol
managed to force the Garou to get inline, but the other
shifters just wouldn't submit to him. They had their
own allegiances, and pretry much fele invaded by the
people who were supposed ro be helping them. The
whole mess was going nowhere fast. Well, a couple
months age some Silent Striders showed up from some
place in Africa, and rold the Garou about the pact
they'd formed with the other shifters in there. There
was sume pretty bad blood between them, bur they
managed to work it out for the greater good of Gaia
MNow, thete was no way in hell Golgol was gonna
fallow up on that example. Too much had happened
in the Amazon for that, But, the same didn't spply to
the other tribal representatives in the forest. No one
challenged Golgol, but they made their feelings on
the subject known: they had to make peace with the
other shifters, and they had to do it quickly. Golgol
didn't have t give in — in face, lefr to his own
devices, he wouldn't have. Bur he's a leader, first and

Chapter Two: Fenris’ Children

'w.—-_—-l-

foremast, and a leader has to listen to the desires of his
followers. He didn't like the Baster, or the Mokolé, or
whatever the hell else was skulking around down
there, but his people were relling him that the war
was going to fail ifhe didn't do something o bring the
orther shifters into the fold on the side of the Garou.
And, with much reflection, he saw that they were
right. He had to do something. If the cost of winning
the war was his own pride, if the alternative was
destruction, and the annihilation of the rainforesr,
then so be it. No matter his failings, he was a leader,
and he would do what he had to do.

S0, he did the only thing thar he could do. He
sacrificed his own pride for the sake of the greater
oo, and of Gaia. He racked down the leader of the
Bastet, and apologized to him for invading his tem-
tory, and binding the spirits of the forest without
permission, and killing his people when they fought
against him. He asked the Baster tw join the war
effort, and to aid the Garou in bringing the Mokolé
onto their side as well

Well, the Garou who heard of this were aston-
tched, to say nothing of the Baster. Toms out the
Baster were praying for something like rhis to happen.
and eagerly accepted Golgel's proposal. Most didn't
even rub his face in it, they were so relieved. Sadly, not
all of their followers agreed. There have been ar least
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three attempts an Goleol's life since then, and uncon-
firmed reports claim that one of these was successful. If
50 it's & grear loss, but his final act might well have
turned the war in the Amazon around. Pentex is
hurting bad from recent strikes, and the Giroy show
no sign of lerring up soon. | wouldn't call the sceord
between the Garou and the Emre[analliim:,cxmrly.

but rthey don't seem o be fighting one anorher ALY

more. Ir mighr be 4 case of too little, roo lLate, though;

the forest is all but gone, and if they don't crack Pentex

soon there'll be nothing left to protecr,

THe Cpier Tiiar

Thunder's Teeth picks up the narration once more:

Here is where we come to a significans partof vour
education, pup, We Fenrir are noe alone in the world,
and while our rage is vast it is nor endless. We nead
allies if we are to prevail over the threars Gaia faces,
and those allies come in the form of ather Garou.
Opinions on their relative worth vary depending an
whom you choose to believe; whar follows is some
general commentary, followed by my own reflecrions

on the rribes gleaned from two decades of interacting
with the Garou Nation_

T e Blask Timvias

Sophie: Black FuriesDamn chose stupid birches!
Every time I go o a maot they launch into endless
tirades about how e¥il snd fiseise rhe Fenrir are. how
hoerible they are @wamen, s lhew | should leave the
tribe and join ug:#_ﬁf&;u,._ll'@#:rhw have betrer
things to do then haras ust[f Ut as much encrgy
nto fightipg.che Wyem as they did in woprying about
weaklings, we'd lﬁ be a lothetrerolf, s

Thunder's Teeth: Youranger iginderscandable,

Sophie, but you should narbe s# quick to judge. The
Black Furies are 2 tribe of fiercely vigilane Garou,
easily worthy of our respect. Some of them do indeed
hold nothing but contempt for human and Garoy
males alike, but among the more dedicated individu-
als of the tribe this isnor the case. Indeed, the Fury
elders I have mer over the yvears have seemed ta be
rather embarrassed by their tribe's more radical fringe
elemenr, even if they do consider gur own dedication
to our cause 10 be a bit extreme. It is not surprising
that the younger Furles artack us; our strength and
passion show them their own weakness, and they lash
out ar us because we intimidate them, The wiser
Furies accept us as superior combatants, and choose
to delve into the mysticism that is the tribe's hall-
mark rather than compete with us in bartle. Irisapity
thar so few of them know their place,
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Some {imanens

Hans: What a stupid bunch of filthy mongrels.
How can they call themselvesGiarou? Theydon't even
care about fighting rheWyrm, oréven incrushing the
vampires which infest the cities! We should tear them
0 pieces, fair punishiment fossqusndeting their hen-
mgewnd thelrpifs. /

Thunder’s Teeth: Mmm. In theory, the Bone
Umnawers are in a position e be » great asset ro the
Garou Nation in its war aginst the Weem, They
live among the refuse of humanity, and chus are
among the first to learn of the Wyrm's infectious
presence therein. If they were diligenr in their
duties, they would surcly make the greatest scours
we could possibly hope to have in the cities, Sadly,

however, they are far from diligent; most are unmo-
rivated and interested anly in their own comgort and
survival, and those few who tike it upon themselves
to act do s only to comfort the humans who live in
the same sorry state as themselves. This is unforru-
nate, but you should not dismiss them enrirely; |
kenow of ar least one Bone Grawer who has proven
to be a capable battle master in our war apainst the
Wyrm in South America, and this alone shows thar
we cannot be too hasty in our judgments.

Hibioen of Gake

Sophie: Children of Gaia my ass! Children of the
drug generation is more like ir. Runch of fucking
hippies, always whmuﬁﬂmm and acceprance
and never actuallyipurting any buekbone into Aty -
thing, Hell, lookahat happened nRussia! They and
the Bone Gnawers are embarrassments to the Garou!

Thunder's Teeth: Though easy to dismiss, the
Children of Gaigare in fact a divided tribe. | know
of many who ate utter pacifists, living“in denial of
the dangers we#8e8eT do not pretend fsunderstand
how they can mairteinsuch an IEnoTant atkitude,
but we.gin peverumderestimareithe power ofamind
beneon idigey. There are orhers within the tribe,
however, wiil cry Ot in agody atthe divisiveness

among the Garou, amd want énlyfo bridge the £aps
between the tribes so that we mighr better fight the
Wyrm and ies minions. While this is a laudable goal,
mere words cannot heal the wounds plaguing us. We
need leadership, and the Children will only aceom-
plish their goals if they work to make that leade rship
a reality. It will take great strengrh to make their
ideals work. A shame none of them have demon-
strated such strength ro date.




Hieespuer

Thunder's Teeth: Ah, sl ﬂﬂl have
likely never enc Dun[EH.‘d‘Hﬂ l'ﬁ.!n:.h of frivolous
asses in my entire lifed They are so eager 1o play, o
revel, o fight, und 1@ lace; and they care nothing for
principle and :wryﬂﬂ:n.g for the frice and ephemeral.
The way they etk ritt'irmd;l is abominable and
stupid, and the w £y tﬁtﬁtﬁmﬂn makes the
et look good. v Slﬂunﬁmﬁm they
put their minds 0 it, and enrerraining enough at
parties and suchy but useless in nearly every other
respect. | would nét rely on one 1o save my life, and I
recommend you never take them seriously.

Hans objects: Pwouldn 't be so hard on the Fianna
as Thunider's Teeth 9 hat you have to keep in mind
is thar, like us, they plage great value on life, and on
living. They, gesswhat Tt i8gwe re fighting for, 1o an
extent nope of the other tribes do, and that’s great.
The prﬁtm is that they lauﬁ:ﬂm.:plme and they let
their etdtivns dietare the course of their life — which
makes them contemprible. Jﬁﬁtt had thar discipline,
we'd call ﬂmhmﬂ'wns. ﬂril is, they're just a pack of
shapechanging hedés aren't worth much. You
see them ar theirbestwhen they're drinking ina baror
dancing around a fire, and what does thar say about a
tribe of Gaia's warriors!

Cakaty lalors

Hide-of-1ron: They stink of the worst excesses of
humans. How can they not be tainted? They always
live in houses and drive cars, stinking up the planet and
wrecking the wild places. Why does no one see thar
they are corrupt!

Thunder's Teetht At one time, the Glass Walk-
ers were 2 noble expefiment When humans lived in
towns and villages, .:I.I'I.I.i._ﬂ'uﬁ:lrﬂ-?ﬂ of civilization was an
oversized hamlet, M’ﬁl’a{&rs certainly had their
place. We cannot admmh‘mhﬁf humans from

without, so sometie had to ke it upori themselves to
watch them from within. .. particularly since our rela-

tions with the Fenshdve beefso dismal for the bulk of
huaman history. ‘&h'ﬁg-f’!m:.EtﬁtTrﬂuqmal Revolu-

tion... It was ar thig time ﬂ:!.:l.l.' the Glass Walkers
became swallowed by something mych larger than
themsslves, ; ot it was tao lare for them

to escape. Now Liw_gtk theirhest to fight the Weaver
from within, secking @ way o slow the progress of the
Wyrm's corniptian Jﬁ&ﬁ af Tife that binds all
creation. Bt 'I'F'IE]!"E!TII'LD'E passibly win, and ir is only
a matter of time before they Bl to cormuption. The
Whire Howlersigould nor hold gut in the belly of the
Wyrm, and &:.gg'_ﬂ.gﬂ"l_'ahms hawhﬁ: themselves in the
chaos of the WTH &lft ﬂ‘mt]h!ﬁhss Walkers will
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become trapped within the web of the Weaver, and
lost to us forever.

T Terfonss

Hans: Garm's reeth, where did they get so much
hate? They' re.gnn:]t:ghtrr'-. but theywaneto kill marny
of the very things we're supposedin protect. Humans
are part of Gaia, too, and just geing onthe warpath like
they do 15 a good way to get kilked: Frabably why the
poor bastards are going eXEnEr

Thunder's Teetht The Red Talon:! There i
nothing we can daffar themiexcept offer sympathy
for their pain. Theytre awash in unfocused mge,
doomed sect wairing paidie, Theisharred for human-
ity has consdved chém,and nawthey elaw franrically
at the hdmansdbuilding,#failing sbour wildly in
hopes ghat thigir talons#night'do some good. Honor
thent, for ghey are willing'to serve the leaders of the
Garou, Bit be warned, for they are usually unable to
diregf'their rage oward any constructive ends. Stay
ouf of theirmmy, offer them assistance if they have a
gual thagseems realistic, but otherwise just leave
them be. It's the least we can do.

SHBeaow Lol

Sophie: Never trust a Shadow Lord, 1 say.
They're a bunch of backstabbing politicians, ea-
ger to play the Garou off against one another to
advance their own private agendas. They lost
their way long age, and they’ll destroy us if we
don't put an end to their scheming,

Thunder’s Teeth: Many of us Fenrir hate the
Shadow Lords with a passion, and with good reason —
the children of Thunder are a vicious, backstabbing
lot, historically fameous for being quire willing to sacri-
fice & pack of Garou eo further their own ends, Those
ends, however, afe mm:rhmg most Garou do not
vnderstand; and 5@ esult they see oply treachery
instead of theteasons behind it. In my€xperience, itis
onlythe inexperienced Lords whamenipulatefor their
own F“-‘M’ﬂ*m whill $trvises those who
gain Renown -&Wﬁﬂiﬂﬁ; and.chey fight
rht%ﬂhh#ﬁ“ﬂtﬁﬂlﬂwaﬁ Like
us, they dn:;uti]lﬂm sacrifice muchotadefesr the
Wyrme Hﬂh-ﬂl‘m Showeyerotheir notion of
accepratile lasfes does not begin with themselves —ir
begins with those they manipulare: They think of
themselves as racticians, mure important than mere
footsoldiers in the war against the Wyrm and hence
less expendable. Listen o their words carefully, and
remember rhar they do not lead, and they do not fight
directly. They are not cowards, and they are not
corrupt s0 often as you might guess — but that does not
mean they ate trustworthy. If you convinee them
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view you as essential allies, they can be enormously
valuable, and quire helpful. Otherwise, however, you
will likely find yourself sacrificed on the altar of vie-
tory, regardless of your rrue value, Tread carefully.
SEewst SFrvidirs

Hide-of-Iron: The Silent Striders are exsily the
mosggbizarre Garou tribe in existence. All they do is
rrack dewsinews on current eventiamong the Garou
and spifead it toche other wibes. Tisupposethis is o
valiimble cickibuc itisstirely 2 parhenic existencifor a
tribe of Wt They are piriful beings, Hefle herrer
than the Corax who flit from sept to sept.

Thunder's Teeth: Stripped of land and purpase,
the Silent Striders serve as lirtle more than glorified
messenyzers within the Garou Nadon. This is unfortu-
nate, for they are our only foothold in the continent of
Africa, which represents some of the grearest Wyld
elements left in the world today. Even withour thar
responsibility, however, the loss of the Striders’ lands
seems to have left them bereft of purpose and potency.
Unril recently, their use to us was purely utilitarian:
you use them to ger a job done, and ignore them
otherwise. This has changed a bit in recent years,
however. The Striders in Africa have apparently made
peace with the othgr shifters there, and this has dra-
matically changed their role in the international poli-
tics of the Garou Nation. As if this were not envugh,
they also appear to be on the warpath, attacking all
manner of Wyrm foe in fits of righteous fury, aided and
abetted by their newfound allics. The Silent Striders
are not mere messenger boysany longer; now they fight
with & purpose, and you can bet that if they show up
asking for help we'll be the first o give it to them. Give
them respect, and listen to what they have to say.

Sophie: Well, they're the leaders of the Garou, so
we naturally have o support them. They have a
mighty totem, the ancestral honor, the right of sil-
Vet d just wish they'd get on with doing some thing,
+0s that we'd have sumething ro supporr. :

Thunder's Teeth: Grerrr. I grew riced of walting
for the leaders of the GarouiNation t take action.
New, the elder Shadow Lordsofrhe Carparhiangiave
beeome the majoppower in Eutope, while theSilver
Fangs lieblpodicd snd broken asaresulr of the disssters
in Rimgia. Poswerful thoughewe are, we Fenrir are not
suited tirlead; we are warriors, and need a worthy lond
to guide us. Try as we might, we could not make the
Silver Fangs into thar lord, nor even maintain the
illusion of such. They have fallen, ar least here in
Europe. In America, however... thar is a different
matter. | have heard that some among them have
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begun ro rake action against the Wyrm thar ERAWS At
the heart of their country, and [ wish them good luck.
Thar does us no good in the old country, though; here,
the Silver Fangs are has-beens and idiots, snd we
cannot bow before them any longer.

L bt

Hide-of-Iron: The Ukrendare unclean, and they
disturb me. The spirits of the Wy siust be rorn apart
in glorious bagseley notbaynd 1o the earch with magic
and riruals. Do pot rruse these Girodsthey are corrupt,
and they will deseroy anyene they touch.

Thunder's Teeth: | find indifficult to trust a mrike
which mraffics in the souls of Wyrnspawn, even if they do
it to bined them and render dhettt pawerless. | cannoe
helieve aGarou can mainginhis spirit’s purity undersuch
circumstances, at least ni forlongiAnd yet, the Ukrena
provide a valuable and freplaceable service, and must be
homared for such, 'I'hl:_l'rﬁl;ﬂ'.'lh e strong, and we must pive
rhem what support we catt, albeit anly with the greatese
caurion. Never rustthegdmplicity, and always watch for
signs of cormuprion. Buedoas they say, for their easks are
of great import to the Nation at Lirge.

Ny
Thunder's Teeth: It is hard for me o find any
compassion in my heart for the Wendige. They are 4
worthless ribe of whining savages, unwilling to put the
past behind them and accepr their responsibilities as
Garou. The past is irrelevant: the Wyrm threarens us all
in the here end now, and any Garou who will noe
recognize that fact and confrone the challenge it pre-
sents is worseethan useless. | understand thar the
Wendiga's homid Kin-have been oppressed. T under-
stand that they hold Emrk'.m responsible. T understand
that there mav be rmuth wsuch claims. Bur with allof
rhat said 4 can only reply with this Sker#80. The past
is behind us; and the futue 8 now. You cannot regain
what, you have lost. 50 ler us focus on the present
sttuntiom instead of dwelling on the past.” lgnore the
Wendiga, Thy are roo bitter to be usehul, and o few
ro seriously threaten ws. Let them wallow in their
resentment while we do the work thar needs to be done.
Hans: [ find it hard o disagree entirely, bur there's
somerthing that we should all remember. When the
rhree tribes of the Amencas came under ateack, they
each responded in keeping with their torems. The
Croatan chose the path of honor and respect, and they
died to the last one — chey succeeded at their rask, but
they're not around any more to help us. The Uktena
chose the path of wisdom, and starred quietly reaching
around for anyrhing that would help them regain rheir
strength — new breeding stock, new opportunities,
forbidden rituals, The Wendigo chose the path of war




and glory, and they're still walking it. They may not be
strong enough to accomplish thar much, but [ at least
can't faulr their loyalty to their warrior nature and their
totem — cannibal bastard thut Great Wendigo may be.

Tle Breedr
Aifia

Sophie: Who! Oh yeah, the werehyenas. Hmmm.
Mever met one. All 1 know about them {2 thar they
have something 1o do with the Sedder movement in
Africa. Oh, and they hate the Bastet, Seems the cats
ANMOY EVETYOne.

g #

Hans: | don't care whio they say they are or whom
they serve —spider freaks wh drink blood and prey on
humans just nead to be hunted down and killed. 1 don't
think the War of Rage was a good ided, mind, bur come
on — with shifrers like chis ronning ssound, maybe the
herd necded to be chinngd out abir. Asbid these things
when possible, and kill them if chey interfere with your
dutics. It will be fio grear loss to Gaia, of that ['m certain.

Bkt

Thunder's Teeth: I'know limhe abour the Baster,
save for the fact that they are gomplex and moody,
fearsome and secretive; and generally useless when you
need them, just like any car, | cannor believe thar all
Bastet are quite o fiwelous, buz ghe few encounrers I've
had with them have done nathing to challenge the
sterentype. Pweheard thar someGarou packs haye found
them useful, 37 keep that i mind if yowencatinter one.

ﬁ-:m

Hide-of-1roms Talk, talk, ralkeThat's all the Corax
seem to do. They pry intd evéyene's business, blab
every bir of gossip they uncover to all of creation, and
irritate the hell our of évervane sround them in the
process. They are dedigated beasts, I'll give them thar,
and our pacts of friendehip go fargfar back. But | just can't
help snapping archeir heels whenever | run into themy;
it's the old game ofwelf and raven at its finest, and [ bet
they love it a5 mueh as [ do. Listen to whar these pests
have to say, but don'Loutghem too much slack. They'd
stop coming around ifthey thought we were getting soft.
Cainmahf

Thunder's Teeths | hawe never seen a living
Gurahl, though | hear there are some waking up in
Scandinavia. Weneedtheirkingd, desperarcly; they are
Ciata's healers, theaneswho beingsolace ro the wounded
and who protecr the very land around them. Their
passing was what convineed us how wrong we were to
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persecute the other Fera, no matver how the Bastet and
the Ananasi and the orhers might have provoked us, |
am heartened by the fact that some survived, and are
teturning o the world even now.

Adokeke

Hans: It is said that the Mokolé were the ones who
prompted the Garou o uiﬂlu: wargh the Fera, on
accourtbiof their mere ce Pnd rhis somewhat
difficulcanbelicve Since when dé crocodileslive any-
where near the Garou? 1 must admit, however, rhar they
do look gnawhul Tor like the Wyrm, and thar's enough
1o make anyone nervos, Their ways are alien oo, and
if yous happen to engoungerone brccommend just giving
them a wide herth snd going an abour your business.

Sophie: All | ever heagdabour rhese beasts is thar
they were figrce fighres peerless hunters of other

shifters, and ultimarely eradicated during the War of

Rage. | know it's gemible that so many breeds died
during the War of Rage, most by our own hands, bur
I'm not sure the passing of the Nagah was such a bad
thing. The few smofies we have make them out o be
some kind of dancersor something; why exactly did

(Gaia need dancing snakes, soyway!
Ninwsdohir

Hans: Most Get have neverscen a Nuwisha,
which s fopthe best ﬂinﬂ: thar have rend o think
they're an infuriacing lot. A far as [ can gell, they don't
take anyrhing seriously, and legends abound of rhem
playing curte licgle*jokes™ on those they deem lacking
in wisdom. | gwess youeould say. they filled the same
general rolefas dhe fox didin an mythology.
Whether that'sttue or nor, Fden't thinleae lost much
with their passing, Tricksrers who'mre like the Rotagar
but less useful are something I think we can do without.

Rt

H:idl:rﬂﬁ_éll'ﬂ_lil_h"l.‘H several Bone Gnawers tell
me that rhn_]"_.ﬁil_:i are still apoiind, and important in
the cities o boot. I've never seen onc of the lirtle
vermin, s bwonidn't know. Bubas for asl can peell, the
hest way. b0 deséfibe them pies somerhing like this:
take the fﬂfﬂmnﬁr of the Bone Grawers and
combine it with the ruthless backstabbing of the
Shadow Lords, and Wi it up in a scrawny, diseased
little package wirh na regied for anyone @tsnything,
and vou'll have a Rarkin, These are vile beasts \n'h
downright despicable habitgand | recommend avoud-
ing them if at all possible. You'lthetempted to staugh-
ter them orherwise,
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Sophie: When | fifst eard abour che weresharks,
| think my ficst redetion went something like this:
“Wha... ™ That sull sums up'my opinion of them
pretzy wel, | jusr donlt et the paing the shiffers exic
eoveemeral himaricy end o pritect the world from the
Wyrm. But... thereare pahumans beneath the sea, so
what purpose can the Rokea possible serve! Perhaps i
is because | am a lupus, but I just don't see the point.

Sirgizarns

Thundet’s Teeth: The Stargazers have always
been Garowwho afe not Garou. They are strange,
contemplative, philoscphical folk, never temibly keen
on fighttiny dhe wilt Gais has set before us, lwouldmeum
theifgagsing, if pot for the facr thar they neverdid
anything while they were with us. Perhaps theywill find
a destinybe ter stiited tothem among the BeastCourts,
THe B oyt

Thunder's Teeth: It seems discussiof anthoop-
eratioh are Becoming the order of the dayin dur new
world: the Beast Coures i apparently ancalliance iof
sarts among the shifters of the Bast, towhich the
Stargazers defected last year. These shifrers are nof Hlir
enemies, buf they are not our allies, effier, Whe find
they are like oil and water; we do not miksand domot
interact much. We simply operate in different worlds:
and leave it at thar.

Tle Cffers

Hide-of-lron eloses the lesson:

Cub, you're going to learn thar more monsters live
in the world than sll the fairy tales of your childhood
combined could prepare you for. Our Rotagar and
Godi will teach you about the fomori, the Black Spiral
Dancers, the Banes from the lowest Scrag 1o the
Maeljin Incamna, and even the Jotunn. You'll find our
about beasts like Skull Pigs and Thunderwyrms. You']]
hear legends that you swear can't be real, like the fmei,
and stories that none of us can prove are real. like the
Vhujunka. And you'll leamn the best ways we've found
of tracking those beasts down, isolating them, and
killing them as brutally and efficiently as possible, Bur
first  want to warn you: some of the monsters out there
used 1o be human, and were changed by something
other than Wyrm-spitits. Always keep your eyes open.

Lt
The vampires — the old lepends use the word
draugr, and it's a good one — all bur own the world,
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infesting the human cisesfith.their vile touch and
bending the human/inasses 1o thein will. The Class
Walkers seek o fighe them “on theirown terms," but
they will fail. Pentex emperes with them, bur even
that evil entiry isdikelysubject o the Leeches' machi-
nations. Do naggive these vile beastsquarrer, ever —
they are the enemics of the Garow, of humaniry, of
everything that lives Tn the world. Destroy them ue-
terly, and alwape'semind'shem that for all of their
unholy power there gl beings inthe world thar
can make them wish they'd newer been born,

Adagar

Fsuppose | should be open-minded. | suppase | should
acknowledge the face thar these warlocks are not bom
corrupe, and that they can work o serve the ends of Gaia,
I suppase I should remember that they are part spirir, as we
are, and thar some have deep ties to the Umbra, 25 we do,
I suppose the fact that they are adiverse lot isrelevant and
that I should noe judge them so haseily

| suppose the lot of them should rot in kell. Wipe
them out. All of them. Humans are stupid, foolish
beasts, and rhey should not be wielding the POWeT mages
hold within them. Thar is for the spirits of Gaia alone.

Fllnaitiiy

Don'’t fuck with ghosts. If you encounter one, it
means that the poor basrard can'e rest for some reason.
Fix that. Drop whatever you're doing and maks things
right, so that the honored dead can rese. The Get dan't
care much abour things outside the tribe, but this is an
exception to that rule. Now, thar sid, some ghosts
come from people who really deserved to die, and who
don't deserve peace. But that is not for us ro decide, so
just make sure the dead stay dead, and gpowhere they're
supposed 1o go, Keeps them our from undedoot.

Now, with that in mind, you should know that
there are apparently ghosts running sround snd ani-
mating physical bodies. This, in simplest terms, is just
unacceptahle. These beings are as bad as vampires, and
must be destroyed whenever passible.

Hae

| know next to nothing ahout the Alfar. They
associate with the Fianna, and have been the cause of
much mischicf, but they are neither numercus enough
nor dangerous enough to be worth our natice. Perhaps
it is because they have always known better than o
cause trouble in our temitories. In any event, they are
no concern of ours. Kill them if they prove to be an
annoyance, bur otherwise just ignore them.

i
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Faresdors of the rumors paint them as strong. More of a patheric
It — but they have the resources of humanity ar their
disposal, and thus they could prove quire dangerous.
Just be careful; an idior with & silver buller can claim
the life of the finest warrior of Gaia, if he's lucky and

Rumor has it that there is a new force on the scene,
humans with limired supernatural ahilities who have
raken it upen themselves to hunt and kill non-human

heings st every opportunity. Unforrunately, this - 2 ; : 3
cludes Garou. The tales place their first sightings the warrior doesn't see him coming, Better m presume
shortly after the Eve of Wotan opened in the sky; I'm the rumor is true and be ready for false adversaries than

not inclined o call it coincidence, Thankfully, none 10 PISSUME it's false and be caught napping. l
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The Gert of Fenris' fiocus on becoming the stron-
gest of Gaia's warriors isn't 2 simple philosophy of
bodybuilding and martial training: Strength is where
you find it — an iron will, a clever mind and the
swiftness of a hare are all strengths worthy of praise.
Although the stereotype is that all Fennir characters
spend the majority of their dots in Physical Arrribures
and combat skills, that tsn't the case ar all. A Godi
without the wit and insight to wrangle a spirit o his
will is a5 useless as a warrior who gets vired easily and
can't cutfight a weak human without shifring form.

Thar said, strength is defined in how you use ir.
The Get of Fenris who has cultivated speed and agility
over strength and endurance is praised if he uses his
speed to great effect in battle — he is reviled if he uses
t to run from fights, A shaman needn't be as powerful
a warrior as a skald or Modi, but if he isn't even rying
te fight well, there's & weakness in him. Grear Fenris
accepts that his children have flaws, and can be forgiv-
ing — so long as those flaws don't rule them.

Backgroy ol
A

It's a popular Get adage thar a friend who won't
warch your back tn the worst places isn't a friend ar all.
The Get of Fenris, if they make mortal friends ar all, ery

for Allies. The stereotype is that of military connec-
tions, but Get of Fenris can have allies in all sorts of
places; if there’s s common connection ar all, it's that
the Fenrir rend to respect stubborn, principled humans
more than their colleagues. Thus, a Get with an ally
defined as “lawver” is far more likely to befriend a
crusading district attorney than a gold-hearted crimi-
nal laaryer

Supernatural allies are considerably rare among the
(et of Fenris. The Fenrir hate vampires with all the
millenniz-old passion their ancestral feud can bring to
bear, and have litele better to say abour wraiths or mages
Few Get are willing to trust a supemnatural ally; the other
supernarural beings have much less reason to pur their
lives on the line for the Mother, so what use can they be!

Amcwrfors
The classic temptation is 1o decide thar a Get of
Fenris character’s ancestor-spinits are largely Viking
murauders. However, this doesn’t do justice 1o the full
range of Fenrir roots. Famous ancestors might hail
from the Holy Roman Empire, from Germania around
the time of the Roman Empire (or its fall), from Saxon
England, and even from farther removed splinter blood-
lines. And not all of them will be warrlors first and
foremaost, of course; skalds, seers, Jarls, tricksters, hunt-
ers and crafers will all run in a charscter’s blood.
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Selecting a group of ancestor-spirits is 3 wonderful way
to showcase the tribe's diversity, to say nothing of a
character's storied hetitage.
£ omfarte

For the most parr, the Fenrir cannor maintain the
sort of casual relationship thar qualifies as a Conract.
Ger of Fenris are nor particularly friendly people, and
aren’t the best at inspiring trust and friendship from
normal humans. Some can't be bothered with the
ume and effort atall; almost none of them find a loose
acquaintanceship worth pursuing. However, a player
may, with Storyreller permission, purchase the Gre-
garlous Merir (page 86) to offser this limitation ar
lesst a lirtle.

Tk

The Ger of Fenris make their fair share of fetishes,
as do the members of other tribes, but it's generally
considered poor form to rely on fetishes rather than
one's own innare strengths. OF course, the ability to
craft fetishes is one of the strengths given ro the Garou
— bur the Get who goes into hartle dripping with
terishes of all shapes and sizes nms a real risk of being
derided by his allies for needing all those “roys."

Fetish weapons are nonetheless popular among the
Fenrir, who treat such jrems with grear reverence. To
the Fenrir philosophy, a fetish weapon is in a way your
harrle-brother; the weapon that serves you as well as
yourownclaws and fangs deserves your respect. The Get
are particularly harsh on tribe members who lose their
fetish weapons without exceptionally extenuating cir-
cumstances; such an act is not as dire as leaving an acnual
packmate behind on the field of battle, but it is the mark
of a poor or untrustworthy warrior all the same.

Lokt

The Get of Fenris are one of the tribes with a maore
proactive interest in thetr Kin's welfare, This doesn'’t
mean they're inclined s pamper or spoil their Kin—far
from ir. A Geulin' marriage l}ﬂhﬂ cold to most
vutsiders’ eyes, with few displays of public affecrion and
le3s gomance. In truth, mast Ger are very render and
mﬂ'mlr A O T . thnﬂm
sivelyso. The realities of s lifetime at war demand that,

shiotuld the Getfll in bartle ghe familybe able to carry
on without himer her. No Get of Femtris has ever had
anything good sasay aboutdcadepéndent relationship,

While a lliglr"fiﬁfo'[kﬁﬁttnn usually mean
conract with Kin wh aren'talPBlood relations, most
of the Kin a Ger can call on will be family. Blood runs
thicker than warer, after all, and a Fenrir tends to
trust @ small, intimate group more readily than he

does a large one.

Adeafr

The Fenrir approsch to mentoring reflects the
tribe’s philosaphy — for a cub to become strong, he
canmnot be coddled. Menror is a rareBackground among
Ger of Peniris — most cubs are taughr by the commu-
nity — and when an elder does take a cub under his
wing, it's not a genrle experience. Ger of Fenris char-
BCIETs Can expect o receive harsher words and less
overt assistance from their Mentor Background than
ather characters might receive. It may be unfair, bur ir
builds charscter.

Dhorw Borcer

The Get of Fenrisare very conscious of Pure Breed,
bath of their own tribe and of others. Even if they
viclently disagree with a Black Fury from strong stock,
they will respect her for her Pure Breed. Some say thar
their respect for proper bloodlines is the only thing
that keeps them loval to the Silver Fangs. However,
the Get do not rate Pure Breed as an effective measire
of a werewolf’s worth, As always, strengrh comes fizst.
Az a result, in modern times many Ger of Fenris come
from ethnic groups very far removed from the Scandi-
navian and Germanic tribal homelands, or from very
different wolf stock.

Those Get of Fenris with high Pure Breed tend o
be lesser shadows of their totem; gray-furred, and builr
raller and stronger than the wolves around them. The
purest-bred Fenrir may have blond, red or black hair
and their features are most frequently European

Al srv

Fenrirare not necessarily bomn disadvantaged, and
their strong Kin networks can often ensure that even
awarrior who spends most ofhis time on the hattlefield
has a crash space waiting for him. At the same time,
though, the Fenrir care litctle for luxuries, and have
never bothered trying to eseablish ries with the wealthy
— too much wealth makes one soft. It's rypical for 2
Get of Fenris character to have between one and three
dots of Resources, although far more have no Re-
sources &t all than have four or more dots,

Ay

The Get of Fenris often stifprise outsiders with
their wealth of ritual lore; they are as spiritual as any
other tribe, even if they spepdsmae time making
bloud-gfferings to their tarems thas they dovconten.
plating their navels. Fenipl tend to practice their rires
in slightly more vigorougfbrm, however; a ritemaster
may make an offering of Bl own blood, down several
tankards of alcohol, andhowl until his throat goes
hoarse all in the same sights Group rituals are just as
physical, which is oftemi@n unpleasant surprise for

Get of Fenris
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guests ar 2 Ger sepr. Theurges are of course the mastets
of titual amung rhe tribe, but each suspice is expected
to know ar least one or two rites; ignorance is another
manifestation of the hated rrait of weakness.

Terem

The sterectypeiwontld seem 'r.ntullncnn: thar Fenrir
prefer totems of Witr, but most Fenirte are just as happy
to vencrate torems of Wisdom or Respect. Those
totemns friendly robenris’ brood are preferred, of course,
and Pegasus refuses 16 take Sy Gek of Fenris as his
children (not tiiat the'Giet really care). Bisapart from
that, the Fenrir will follosany topem :hef'iimwnrd't
their while — a Caiteriofi that eliminates many of the
more gentle and H.Iclﬁ!ﬂi.‘- witetns, boe thar leaves
plenty of poom farghoice. ™

Whena packhas chosen = tatem, it wstially 2 sure
bet thar the Get of the pack. 'ﬁhﬂﬂ?ﬂﬂ the
totem strongly, beitwith u’ptnmﬁinﬂ-ﬂ‘ﬂumght
service, A tobemn & family, and dﬁaen‘utih consider-
ation thapother family members receive. A Fenrir's
relationship wich his pack torem reflects well on him
in Great Fenris’ eyes, and thar’s all the motivation
most heed.

(o

* Safe Haven (Level One) — Few Garou are as
terriorial as the Ger of Fenris. This Gift ensbles a
Fenrir to keep a close supematural warch on his terri-
oy, becoming inseantly sware of any trespassers marked
by the Wyrm, Owl-spirits teach this Gift.

System: The player must spend one Gnosis to
esrablish this early waming system, and one Gnosis per
day to maintain it. Whenever a Wyrm-tainted person
ar creatute crosses into the Fenrir's territory, if the
werewolf is at home or within & mile, the player may
roll Perception + Occult {(difficulty 7) to detect the
intrusion. The more successes, the more accurately the
werewolf pimpoints the intruder’s location. Note that
this Gift may be used to protect only that territory that
the Fenrit can rightfully call his own; this Gift cannor,
for instance, protect a shared caern unless used by the
caern Warder {who can be considered o "own” the
recritory for the purpose of this Gift).

MET: Spend one Onosis ro create the barrier, and
ome Gnosts per day to maintain it. I something Wyrm-
rainted crosses the barrier, the Fenrir makes a Mental
Challenge with a Narrator (retest with Occult) o
recelve the warning. Safe Haven does not identify the
creature, only that it s Wynm-tainted. This Gift is only
applicable (o the Fenrir's own territory, such as a
single-family house and the surrounding lands. Terri-
rory may only be as large as a single Fenrir can pamol
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in one night, and must be established as his own
(through a land deed, rerricorial marking, comhat,
etc.). Apartment buildings or condos may not be
protected with this unless the Fenrir owns the build-
ing. This Gift may be used at a Fenrir-only caemn, but
few Fenrir can agree on who “owns” the land.

* Snow Running (Level One) — The Fenrir have
spread far and wide, but their home is in the North.
This Gift has served them well in their homelands,
allowing them to run over snow or ice as if it were solid
ground without sinking in or leaving footprings,

System: The player spends a Gnosis point. The
effecrs last for a day.

MET: Spend aCnosis Trait towalk on top of snow
or ice without leaving foorprints or sinking. The «f-
fects last for one session/day.

* Sense Guilt (Level Two) — This Gift is par-
ricularly popular among the Hand of Tyr camp, but is
by no means limited to them alone. By staring inrm the
eves of his chosen target, the Get can sense any deep-
seated guilt that she might harbor for past offenses.
The more perceptive the Fenrir, the mare detail he's
able to discern. This Gifr is taught by a crow-spirit.

System: The player rolls Perception + Empathy,
difficulty 8, One success derects the presence or ab-
sence of regrer. Three successes reveal general facts
about the offense in question; an adulterer mighe
project a sense of "betraying my wife” into the Get's
mind. Five successes reveal specific facts about the
matrer; the Ger could pick out the adulterer’s partner’s
name, the time and place of the indiscretion, and
possthly even more intimate facts.

Mote, however, that this Gift requires personal
feelings of guilr to work. If a Fenrir were to use this Gifr
om g vampire thar regularly feeds on young children
and kills them afrerward, the Gift would work anly if
the vampire feels guilty about its sins. [f the Leech fel
that it was perfectly justified in its actions, the Fenrir
would be able to detect nothing, Similarly, the Gift
might lead its user 1o believe & person's crimes are
waorse than they are, if the subject feels guiltiet than the
offenses merit — although with enough successes, the
Fenrir might be able to discern thar the subject’s shame
is misplaced.

MET: Make a Mentul Challenge (retest with
Empathy). Success reveals the presence or absence of
guilr or regret with an incident. To discover more,
spend Mental Traits on a one-for-one ratio to dig into
the subject’s feelings. The Garou may use this Gift to
derect feelings regarding a specific incident by bring-
ing the incident up tn comversarion of interrogarnon,
but beware a rush tojudgment — this Gift only reveals
the presence {or lack ) of guilt or regret, not whether the
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suspect actually commirred the deed. Further, this Gife
only works if the subject feels guilty shout the deed in
question; someone who felr justified in his action
would nor be affecred by this Gir.

* Troll Skin (Level Two) — This Gift allows the
Fenrir todraw on the power of earth for protecrion, just
as the legendary trollsand even Jotumn were able po da.
When the Ger activares this Gsift, her skins grow rough
and thick, covered with warty knots of hard, armored
flesh. This Gift is eaught by an earth elemental,

System: The player spends one Gnosis paint and
rolls Sramina + Primal-Urge (difficulty 7). For each
success, the character receives one exera die on her saak
rutll. These extra soak dice cannot he used to soak silver
damage; the Gifr lasts for ane scene, or ungil the et
chooses todismiss it. Trall Skinis, alas, quite disconcere-
ing and unpleasantly pungent. While the Gift's effecrs
lase, che difficulty of all Sacial rolls is increased by 1.

MET: Spend a Gnosis Trait and make a Physical
Lhallenge (retest with Pri mal-Urge). For the rest of
the scene (oruntil the Ger dismisses it}, the characrer’s
hide is thick and warty {nor 1o mention sIrange-
looking and smelly), and the character receives three
bonus Healthy health levels, The character also suffers
a one-Trat penalty on all Social Challenges (excepr
those relating 1o inrimidarion ),

* Wearing the Bear Shirt (Level Two) — Fearis
for cowards; Rage is for warriors. The Fenrir whao learns
this Gift hardens himself against fear, even un an
instincrual level. This Gift is taught by s bear-spirir.

System: No roll is required; once this Gift is
learned, the effecrs are automatic. The Fenrir who
fearns this Gifr never enters fox frenzy; instead, he
enters a bemerk frency, regardless of the seimuli, [n
addition, the player can make a Willpower roll ro resise
any Gifts or orher supernatural powers that ineipe fear,
even if a resistance roll is normally not allowed.

MET: Once leamed, the Gift's effeces are auto-
matic. The Garou with this Gifr never enrers fox
trenzy, bur always goes into berserk frenzy, regardless of
circumstances. The Ger also receives a single rerese
against Ciifts or supemarural powers thar incire fear
{the results of the retest must srand),

* Loki's Touch (Level Three) —This Gif is rare
amaong the Get of Fenris, although the Rotagar find it an
appropriate weapon in battle. With just 2 touch, the

Garou may cause a target to go into uncontrolizhle fies of
laughter, In peacetime situarions, the Gife may also be
used eodefuse adangerous sivuation. This Cift is taught by
any trickster-spirit (most often Ratatosk, the Squirrel).

System: The Garou must touch an oppotwent and
roll Manipulation + Empathy (difficulty equal to the
Rage plus the Rank of the target; maximum difficulry

76 Get of Fenris

el o PE—— A

of 10). The fits of laughrer will last for one round per
success, during which rime the ragwer may not take any
affensive action, although he may defend himself if
artacked. The laughter is penuine in ar lease one
respect — if no harm comes to the target as a resulr of
the Gift's use, he is likely 1o appreciate the laugh just
as if the Giift-user had told him an excellent juke.

MET: To invoke this Gift, the Garou touches her
opponent {or makes an appropriate Physical Chal-
lenge to do so), and makes a Static Social Challenge
against a difficuley of the target’s Rage + Rank (retest
with Empathy). With success, the target spends the
next three rounds in fits of roaring laughrer, during
which time he may nor rake offensive acrion bur My
defend himself if arracked.

* Glory-Scars (Level Four) - - Fenrir are proud of
their scars, even those that have maimed them perma-
nently. This Gift allows a werewolf to overcome hor
old injuries for a brief perind of rime, acting as though
her body was never injured, The Fenrir's scars hlaze
with silver light, and any Missing extremities are
replaced with temporary substitures made of the same
cold, bright encrgy. Any war-spirit of Fenris® brood
may teach this Gift.

System: The player spends a Rage pomt and rolls
Rage, difficulty 5 + the number of Bawtle Scass her
Garou has acquired. The Gift's effects last for rwo tums
Pet success. As long as the Gift is in effect, the Garoy
may ignore wound penalties and the debilitaring of-
fects of her Battle Scars; even those thar have lost a
limb may fight as if whole. Extremiries tempararily
restored by Glory-Scars funcrion as normal, causing no
extra damage. This Gift cannot restore lost abilities in
any other sense but that of combat; a Fenrir who has
received the Battle Scar: Gelded cannor wse this Gift
to sire offspring, for instance.

MET:; Spend a Rage Trait to activate the Gift, plus
one for each Battle Scar. The Gift lasts for four nupne.
While the Gift is active, you suffer no wound pettaltics
ar debilitations from your Pattle Scars, including miss-
ing limbs {which function normally while the Gift is
active ). This Gifr only restores combar-relared abilities.

* Strengthof the Ancestors (Level Five) — This
Crifr allows a Fenrir to call upon his greatest ancestral
heroes for assistance. It is only used in dire situarions,
when the lives of more than one Garoy are endan-
gered. Callingon the strengrh of one's ancesors allows
a Cet to increase his physical might, wisdom or even
sense acuity substantially, albeir for & limired time.
These ancestral heroes come to the aid of a Gee only in
times of grear peril, and punish any Fenrir who at-
tempts to call on them without need. This Gift is
taught by an ancestor-spirir.

L
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System: Only Gerwith at leastone dotin
the Ancestors Background may learn this
Gifr. The player spends one Rage point and
rolls Charisma + Riruals (difficulty 10); he
. may subrract one from the difficulty for every
dot he has in Ancestars, During the casting of
this Gift, he must carve the specific runes of
his ancestors into his flesh. For each success, he
may add one dot to any Artribure; these dots
may be split among different Arcributes, o all

applied to the same one.
_ If the Storyteller believes this Gift has been
« ysed inappropriately, his hero-ancesors still
give assistance, but then turm on their descen-
danr, permanently removing a number of
' Arrribute dots equal to those they granted.
+ There is no appeal.
MET: The Garou must have at least one
level of Ancestors to learn this Gift. Spend a
Rage Trait and make a Static Social Challenge
(difficulry of 10 Teaits minus one for each levelofche
Ancestors Background possessed). The Garou must
carve the runes of his ancestoes into his flesh while
invoking this Gift CUCOess BTANLS 35 Mmany cxtra
Arcribute Traits as he has in the Ancestors Bac k-
ground. These Traits may be splir up among the
Aptribute categories or applied to the same one.
Oince the crisis has passed, the Traits depart. Using
this Gift frivolously rouses the Fenrir's ancestors'
enmity, and they will strip the same amount of
Traits granted from their foulish descendant.

# The Good Death (Level Five) — No true
Get of Fenrisfears death— only dying poorly. 1 his
) Gift is Great Fenris® final blessing to his children;
the Fenrir who activates this Gift intends to die
arith her foe's heartsblood on her claws. The
werewolf calls on Great Fenris to aid her and sets
herself against her foe. The Fenrir continues fighe-
ing long after she should be dead, and doesn't falluntil
het enemy (or enemies) dies with her. The avatar of
Cireat Fenris himself reaches this Gifr.

Svstem: The Fenrir concenfrates for one full
rurn and spends all her Gnosis in calling for Fenns
favar. Once the Gift has been activated, the Garou
suffers no wound penalties whatsoever, and will not
fall until her foe is dead, at which point she dies
o ediarely. This Gift works only if the named
enemy is already on the hattlefield with the Penrir;
it cannot be used to hunt down an absent encmy
Once the battle is won, an avatar of Fenris
escends on the hattlefield o devour what's
left of the hero and her worldly possession.

d
—
'ﬁ For ohvious reasons, this Gift can be used
S

el — 7}

) 1Y 77




e rt

only once, most likely when the characrer is out aff all
other options. Improper use of this Gift (such as
attempring to use the Gift to slay an old rival mther
than a *true enemy of (Gaia") angers Fenris, who strikes
the unworthy Get dead on the PO

MET: Spend a full tum in concentration and spend
all Gnosis in calling on Fenris' aid against the foe she
NmEs | Fou May Not name an entire army — pick one)
When the Good Death is activared, the Garou suffers no
wound penalties and will noe fall unril her foe is dead.
whereupon she dies immediately, This Ciife can only be
used against an enemy that is on the field of bartle. This
Gift is considered a last resort, as an avatar of Fenis will
devaur what is left of the hero after her death,

* Call Great Fenris (Level Six) — As the ulsi-
mare expression of the pact berween tribe and totem,
the greatest Get heroes may summon the war-avarar of
their tribal votem to aid them in their hour of need.
The avatar joins in combat, slaying all that sre nat Ges
of Fenris or under their protection. However, Grear
Fentis demands a sacrifice for his intervention —
usually the left hand of the summoner. It's said thar if
the war-avatar is called for no good resson, it will
devour the summoner entirely before departing — but
there are no concrete tales of any Ger of Fenris wise
and mighty enough to artain this Gift ver foolich
enough to abuse it. This Gift is taught by a wolf-spirir.

System: The player spends one Gnasis point and
rolls Sramina + Oceule (difficulty 6). Success sum.
mans the war-avatar of Great Fenris, who will fight ar
the Fenrir's side for the duration of the scene. Ar the
combat's end, the summoner automatically geins the
Battle Scar: Maimed Limb {Werewolf. pe. 190) as the
war-avatar claims Fenris' due; even if the Garou al-
ready possessed that Battle Scar, he gains it a second
time as Fenris devours another limb,

MET: Spend a Gnosis Trait and make a Physical
Challenge (rerest with Occult). Success summans the
avatar of Fenris, At the end of combar, the avarar
devours the summoner's lefr hand in payment (or
devours a second limb if the Garou's lefe hand is
already maimed), and the Garou gains a Bartle Scar,

Camp G

Thuose accepted into a Get of Fenris camip, thanks
ta blood or fervent belief in the camp philosophy, may
sometimes leamn certain Gifts as if they were tribal
Gifes. These camp Gifts are not shared immediarely
after joining a camp, and are not advertised: no camp
wants members who have joined only 1o learn a special
trick. The following camp Gifts may be leamed ar the
usual in-tribe cost of 3 x che Gift level.

* Valkyria of Freya: Coup de Grace (Level Three
Black Furies).
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Few spirits short of Incarnae themselves are as
frightening and dangerous as the war-avarar of Grear
Fenris. The avatar of Fenrie Wolf BPPEALs as &n
enarmous wolf, 10 feet tall at the shoulder, His eves
bum with rage and his jaws drip with the blood of
countless enemies. His coat is a deepgriey that seems
toshimmegfrom black to red andeven aafhite s the
light shifts8eross it. The watsavatargfFenris is noc as
pawerful # the Incamahimselfwould be, but it st
ilefics the ﬂﬁm&ﬂﬂqmﬂm Trairs
£ver Maore Fq&h.*e.rﬁ_d MM_{:mMEH.

Willpuwer 15, Rage 20, Griosis 10, Essence B0

Charms: Airr Sénse, Armiot, Blast ( thurider-
bedt), Dreadful Presence®, Materialize, Re-form,
Savage*, Swift Rurning (28 Swifr Flight), Tracking

" D:HEEHJI F‘rwe*'[hu Charmy §& avail-
ableionly to Incatna avarams, and is copstantly in
effect: Allspiritshostile gothe Incarni avarar lose
two dice fogm’ all their dice poels while they
remain in the avagarswiciniry. (MET: Any spirits
hostile to the avarassuffer 3 two- Trait penalty in
all challenges while in the avatar's presence. )

* Savage: By spending one Essence, the spiric
adds two dice to all damage rolls for the remainder
of the scene, (MET: The spirit spends an Essence
and gains a Simple Test. With any successful
serike, the spirit makes a Simple Tesrt: with SUCCRSS,

e inflices another wound, )

® Hand of Tyrt Sense of the Prey (Level Two
Ragabash).

* Mjolnir's Thunder: Clenched Jaw (Level Four
.ﬁhml.d‘t‘.'-

* Fangs of Garm: Strength of Purpose (Level Twa
Philodox).

* Glorious Fist of Wotan: Beastmind (Level Twa
Bed Talons),

* Ymir's Sweat: Call of the Early Frost (Level
Three Wendigo),

MET: See the appropriate Gift entry in Laws of
the Wild.

AHfar

The rites of the Ger of Fenris are bloody, savage
affairs; few are ever performed without resribution or
punishment in mind. Fenrir are prone tshed their own
blood in rites as 2 sacrifice to the spirirs and an example
of their duty (and willingness) to shed bload in the
Morher's defense, Undoubredly much of the “Get as

masochist” stereotype has arisen from visitors ar Fenrir
moots mistaking the Fenrir's devorion for pleasure
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Level One

This genealogical rite is a favorire of Skalds and
Forseti alike, albeit for slighely different reasons. Some
Fenrir use it toverify the identity of a hero's descendants
before passing an an inheritance; othersuse icto identify
the father of a metis cub if none is forthcoming, The
ritemaster draws the blood of the subject with a stlver
knife and singsa long pacan to the ancestor-spirits of his
tribe and any others thar might be warching over the
subject, As he completes the song, the ancestor-spirits
whisper the subject’s heritage into his ears.

System: The ritemaster rolls Wies + Rituals, diffi-
culty 7, 25 normal. Success reveals the subject’s true
heritage for one generation back per success {for ex-
ample, wo successes would reveal the subject’s heritage
asfar back as his grandparents). Inaddition, the riremester
receives the answer to one specific question about the
subject’s heritage per success; e.g., “What was this cub's
parernal grandfather's profession” or “Does the blood of
any other tribe run in this cub'’s veins ™ The answer will
be sccurate, as long as the answer can be found within
the number of generations revealed; if the riremaster
gained four suctesses, for example, he could nor ask "1s

AN N e

this child descended from Frode!”, but he could accu-
rately tell if the child's great-great-grandtather claimed
descent from Frode or not.

The Rite of Heritage works just as well with humans
or wolves (although wolves, lacking names, are harder
o accurarely identify), even non-Kin or magt. [t does
not, however, work on the undead or on fac.

MET: Make the standard challenge for a ritual
Success reveals the subject’s heritage for one generation
(his mother and father), plus grants a single answer
relaring ro the subject’s heritage. Further Mental Trairs
can be spentona one-for-one basis, with each Trait gomg
back one generation. This rite works on humans and
wolves, whether they are Kinfolk or niot, oreven magi, but
not on vampires or changelings {their transformations
change their heritage too much for accurate answers).

e of Rhwnse Lartonng

Lewvel One

Get of Fenris Crescent Moons learn early on to
respect and appreciate the power of the written rune,
whether it takes the form of Garou glyphs or of runes
of human origin. This rite is a prerequisire to the Rite
of Rune Casting (below); it is with this rire that the
rune-seer creares her talismans. The runes must be
carved into the hones of enemies slamn in bartle, but
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may take whatever form is most spirirually relevant to
the ritemaster. Most Fenrir choose Garou glyphs or the
Futhark runes of the Norse, but a few Ger have been
able 10 make nine-bones carved with the Cherokee
alphabet and even | Ching trigrams funcrion.

System: Standard rall; the rire lases for eight hours
of carving and ritual empowerment. At the rite's
completion, the Garou must spend a Gnosis point o
"charge” the runes. The runes arc commonly stored in
a bag, and drawn forth just one to three ar a time.

MET: Standard challenge for rinmls. Due o the
tength of time required to carve and empower the runes,
this is best run during downtime berween sessions, A
Crnwosts Trait must be spenr o charge the runes with
successful completion of the tite. Players are encouraged
toy ereate and use their own rune sets if they wish.

Level Three

The Fenrir are well aware of the dangers of letring
their tempers pet out of hand, Alrthough a visitor orrival
might deserve to be ripped limb from limb, it is neither
haonorable nor prudent to slay other Gaian werewolves
in & fit of frenzy. Fenrir often bolster their self-control ar
formal maots with this rite, which soothes the Rage of
participants so that they can avoid "diplomaric events. "

To enacr this rite, the Ger nust be inside a Fromase
pleasing to the spirits in some respect; the budge-houses,
longhalls or other strucrures within a Ger caermn are
deal, but any building that has heen marked as open 1o
the spiritsof Gaia will suffice. The riternasrer opens each
door and window in tum, inviting in the spirits of
wisdom and granting the spirits of Rage permission to
leave if they see fit. If the rite is performed correctly,
those within the lodge are much less likely to lose
conrrol of their Rage unil the meeting ends.

System: Standard roll; f successful, the riee's
effects last until the fist person leaves the lodge.

While the rite’s effects are in place, any shapeshifters
within the lodge are calmer than usual; the difficul tyof
any Rage roll made within the lodge has 3 difheulry of
9 {although Rage may be spent withour restriction ),

MET: Wirh a successful standard challenge, the
rite lasts until the first person leaves the lodge, Any
shapeshifters in the lodge gain three Trairs t resise
frenzy, although they may spend Rage (such as for Gifes
or to shift forms),

Level Three

This prophetic rite enables the rune-caster to see
hints of the future in the parrerns the runes form s
they fall. At the climax of the rite, the ritemaster casts
afew runes from het personal rune-hag onto s hide skin
orather sacred cloth, sadying the patterns there to see
what the spirits mean o tell her.

System: The rune-caster must use her personal
set of runes, created by the Rite of Bune Carving
(above); the roll is Wits + Rituals, diffic uley 8. Sug-
cess reveals an accurate, but vague prophecy; the
ritemaster may roll Ineelligence + Enigmas {difficulry
8) o make more sense of the casting, bur prophecy is
by nature never crystal-clear. The Storveeller is en-
couraged to use symbolic language to create rhe
runes’ warnings; “you will encounter an obstscle” is
rather bland, but “warrior-rune reversed, Against ice-
rune — Ymir's prison walls may sap your strengeh™ is
considerably more interesting,

MET: The caster must create her own set of nunes
with Rite of Rume Carving, then make a Static Menral
Challenge against eight Traits {rerest with Rimals). A
second Meneal Challenge (retest with Entgmas) may
grant some further insight into the casting, but proph-
ecy is rarely clear, and the Storyteller is encouraged 1o
¢ouch the reading in symbolism.
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Level Three

The Get of Fenris have very little use for cowards.
Where other tribes are content to use punishment rites
to punish cowards gocially, the Get often do so physi-
cally. This rite is used to punish those whose cowardice
endangered their packmares or Kin withour acrually
causing their deaths (those cravens whose cowardice
killed 3 packmute are more often subject to the Hunt,

or worse). Although the Ger primarily use rhasmeeis;

punish other Fenrir — werewolves of other tribes arc
not expected to live up to the Fenrit's high standards

they have been known to give the Coward's Brand
tar Garou of other tribes whose cowardice endangered
several Get of Fenns.

As the rite begins, the ricemaster repeats a litany
of names, names of Garou who lost cheir lives from
being abandoned by cowardly packmares. She then
rityally names each packmate o Kinfolk that the
accused werewolf abandoned; and sneints the accused
with blood drawn ﬁmeu:h- ﬂ.tdll:_l;clnﬂusmﬂ of the
rite, the riremaster brands the sole of the offender’s
foot with a heared silver brand. The brand is perma-
nent, an encouragement for the offender 10 neves
show his heels to his loved cnes again.

System: Standard roll. At the culminarion of the
rite, the offender takes two levels of aggravated dame
age, and loses five Glory and five Honor Rencwn, The
hrand cannot be temoved by healing Gifts, even those
thar remove Battle Scars. Legend holds that a Fenge
who received the Coward's Brand managed later &
atone with deeds of greas valoe. His rewsrd came when
Grear Fenris appeared and bit off the branded foof;
leaving him crippled but his honor fully restored,

MET: Standard challenge for rites. When branded,
the offender suffers two levels of aggravared damage,
and the loss of five temporary Glory and five remporary
Honor. The brand cannot be removed by supernatural
healing abiliries,

swonm S,
e of War

Level Two

Alrhough the Ger are not, as some werewalves
joke, “a tribe of Ahroun,” it's frue that the Ger's Full
Moons are held o an exacting standard, This rire is
a clear illustration of the Fenrir's lofty expectations.
Afrer 2 Modi has successfully challenged for Rank
Two, but hefore she has been formally awarded that
rank. she must undergo riteal combat with two fellow
Ahroun. She may use no weapons but her narural

SN\

body, while her arrackers are allowed to wse weapons
if they choose (die-hard traditionalist seprs always
arm the attackers with silver). If for some reason,
there aren't two Get Ahroun available to fighe with
the aspiring Fostern, the ritemaster may substitute
Get of orher auspices, or Ahroun of other tribes if no
other Ger are available. (If no other Ahroun or Get
can be found, the rite is waived; combart against non-
Ahroun of other tribes is simply not considered suffi-
ciently impressive. )

The young Ahroun need not win against her rwo
combarants {if the other two are of higher rank, she's
not even expected tostand a chance); she must merely
pismp a good fight. The ritemaster paints the wounds
achiewed during the rite with dyes made from various
plarts, and the seass become permanent reminders of
the Ahroun's success,

System: Standard roll. If the challenger actually
wins against two Get Ahroun, even if they are bath
Rank One, she gains three Glary for her ourstanding
performance. =

MET: Standard challenge fos rites. If the
challenger wins against her opponents;:he gains
three Gloeg. -

T of Heflengi

Level Three

This rite is the most formal of challenges, mose
often: the challenge for leadership of an entire sept.
Althoueh 2 would-be Jarl need not know this rite to
challense the current sept leader, this rite is accepted
as the most formal and proper way to do so. Proper
performance of this rite marks the challenger as one
wellswersed in Fenrir ways and worthy of facing the
Jarlin challenge, and therefore adds extra weight to
his claim 1o the posiion. Ger of Fenris may also
perferm this rire to formally challenge rivals of other
rribes or positions; the rite has less binding power in
such occasions, but still {if performed properly) car-
ries grear weight.

The challenger must be the one to perform this
rite. He must confront his opponent and formally
recite his lineage, deeds and strengrhs, cach one a
ritual declaration of his worthiness. He then calls our
cach of the reasons for his challenge — which must be
carcfully done, as the accusations must be strong
enough to win the onlookers support, yet not so bold
as o provoke the challenged party to frenzy. With the
final accusation, he formalizes the challenge. If the rite
ie performed properly, the challenged party must ac-
cept or lose significant Rencwn.

System: Standard roll of Charisma + Rutuals. If
the rite is failed, the challenged party may refuse 10
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meet the challenger (and if barh were Fenrir, ir would
be a disgrace to acknowledge 3 challenge so poarly
made). If the rite is successful, the challenged parry
cannot refuse the challenge without losing Renown
{1 Glory for non-Fenrir, 2 Glory for Ger of Fenris, §
Gilory if a Jarl).

The ensuing combat may be 1o first blood. subtnis-
siom, of even to the death, at the Master of the
Challenge’s decision; the moge successes, the maore
likely the Master of the Challenge is to choose duel
rerms in kéeping with the challe nger'’s wishes, Mo
weapons may be used during the combat.

If the Fenrir uses this riee o challenge someone
who is clearly not his equal in baele, he prompely loses
| Glory and 2 Honor, and the challenged party may
decline without fear of Renown loss no matter the
resulr of the roll. The only exception is if the chal-
lenged party is a Jarl; a Jarl who is clearly inferior to his
challenger is an affront, and should be replaced as
quickly as possible.

MET: Stundard Rituals challenge is made. Only a
successful rite cannot be refused withour Renown loss,
A failed rite need nor be answered. The Rite of Chal-

is followed by the wsual combar for leadership,
overseen by the Master of the Challenge. Using this
rite to challenge someone wha is clearly an inferior foe
causes Renown loss 1o the challenger, and the chal-
lenged party may decline without loss of Renown. no
matter what the results of the rite. I thar inferior foe
t5 a Jarl, however, most see it as a sign that he should
be replaced and quickly.

Level Five

This is une of the rarest of Fenrir rites, performed
whenever a Jarl has gained his rank by slaying his
predecessor in fair combat. The rite was more popular
in olden tmes, but in these davs the Ger of Fenris don's
have the numbers to permir many lethal challengesfor
the post of Jarl,

The rite acknowledges the history of both the
tallen sepr leader and the new Jarl, The ritemaster
guides the new Jarl through the steps of establishing
his new rank. The new Jarl must devour the hearr of
hes predecessor, thus symbolically gaining the wis-
dom ro rule his sepr properly. The fallen leader's
possessions are turned over o the new Jarl in accor-
dance with the Licany, but relarives with a claim an
wespons or fetishes are allowed ro challenge the new
Jarl for their passession.

System: Seandard roll. If successful, the new Jarl
gauns instant knowledge of one of the fallen leader's

Giifes (Storyteller's choice; higher-level Gifts are mare
likely, even if the new Jael is still not yer of the rank
to use them).

MET: This titual is performed afeer a successfyl
challenge for the post of Jar, using & standard test for
enactingarite. Withsuccess, the new Jarl gains knowl-
edge of one of the old Jarl's Gifes {Storyreller’s choice;
higher-level Gifts will “wait in truse” if the new |arl is
not yet of the Rank ro use them, )

VoAemy
Tefem of Rugpect

Soow Guos (S

Background Cost: 4
The et of Fenris recognize man ¥ winter-spirits

as their allies, 80l find themselves ar odds with many
more (those 88 Wendigo's Brood). One of the mosr
peculiar of theif@llies is the Snow Queengdin embadi.
ment of the mﬁ' lent winter 1 s, She favors
Fenrir who edncarmy ¢ o hves it Eractas well as
strengghy Whe are hardyenough ro sleep ourdosron
a long, freezing winternight andsuill be chesrul fn
Emomingsl /' 8 |

Traits: Mm %lrt_hes herchildren ro
moveas ill&ﬂf.i;i Amﬂﬂ{ﬂﬁ'ﬁ;hﬂ;ﬁenw[mi
o5 segally 48 nobillty, Her-packs gain three dice of
Stealth and two d iF Exiquerte, and may call an
e oSdisional Willpowes porspr sy,

Bans Childten ofrhe Seiw Quren otk e ot
teous 1o thefr hostsyso 1ong as their hosts 4o not hreak
the laws of hospitality. -

MET: Snow Queen's childsen gain Swealth 3
Eriguerte x 2 and an extra Willpower Trait per session.
Firerbln

Background Cost: 6

Firedrake isan aspect of the flery narure of Dragon;
he is & potent, if not over-mighy, spirit of flame and
battle. He is largely a European torem, and is allied ro
Girear Fenris thanks to theit common zeal for devour-
ing their enemies. He is a puardian of hidden treasures,
a manifestation of the fire that deseroys and renews,
and a parron of destructive battle, He gladly serves as
patron to packs who swear to leave theit foes’ houses in
ruins, and is particularly sought after by Fenrir who
make a habit of fighting Leeches.

Traits: Firedrake's packs can call on an additional

four Rage points per story, and receive two extra dice
of Brawl, Firedrake teaches each of his children rhe

82 Getof Fenrls
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Gift: Master of Fire, and each pack member gains an
extra die ro Crafts rolls thar involve shaping metal.
Ban: Firedrake, like many draconic spirits, 1s ava-
riciows; his children must sacrifice gold o him each
month by hurling it intoa potent fire such as a furnace.
MET: Firedrake's children gain an extra Rage
Trait per session, two levels of Braw! and a level of
Crafts: Metadwork. They also leam Master of Five.

S

Background Cost: 7

Seadrake is the cold, cruel sister of Firedrake. She
catches het foes in her coils and crushes them to death,
or drags them decp beneath the waves to drown. She
is the patron spirit of seas yet uncharted, and the
manifestarion of the ocean's ability to kill. She loves
Gaia and the majesty of the sea, but is a wrathful spirit,
and therefore one of Fenris' favorite allies.

Traits: Each member of Seadrake's pack gains two
extra dots of Stamina whenever immersed in the
ocean, and one extra die o Athlerics rolls. Her packs
may use the Gife: Spiritof the Figh, and can call on five
extra Willpower points per story. Ukrena Garou react
well to Seadrake's children, bur followers of compas-
stonate torems like Unicorn might be less enthusiastic
abour their presence.

Ban: Seadrake demands the offering of living foes
bound and hurled into the ocean o drown. Her packs
must sacrifice a foe 1o her in this way once each season
at the least.

MET: Seadrake's children gain the Physical Traits
Robust x 2 whenever immersed in the ocean. They gain
one level of Athledics, the Gift: Spirit of the Fish and an
extra Willpower Trait each session.

Tehome of Widom
Hrghs, foe Rator

Background Cost: 5

Hrafn is the aspect of Raven known to the Ger; he
is a trickster-spiric and spirit of wisdom, and many
lupus honor him. Hrafn plays with cubs, teases adults
ard] mocks the over-proud. He is always hungry; in
fact, he isthe hungriest of all the rotem crearures. In his
aspect as @ (atem of prosperity, Hrafn often leads
wolves o prey, though he lacks the soength o kill the
animal himself, and contents hunself with whar is lefr
of the carcass after the wolves finish earing. He makes
sure rhe wolves want for nothing and always have the
resoutces they need

Traits: Hrafn teaches his packs Survival 3, Sub-
terfuge 2 and Enigmas 2. Bach pack member gains a
bonus of one emporary Wisdom. The Corax, the
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raven-shifrers who sometimes associate with the Ger,
favar Hrafn's children.

Ban: Hrafn asks that its Children carry no wealth,
tnstead trusting tn Hrafn to provide.

MET: Hrafn's children gain Survival x 3, Subter-
fuge x 2 and Enipmus x 2, plus 3 remporary 'Wisdom.

T hfrt

Background Cost: 4

Ratatask, the clever squirrel, sees and hears all
from his secret pacthways up and down the rrunk of the
World Tree. While he is small and puny, he knows
much and teaches his Children craftiness.

Traits: All children of Ratatosk leam Subterfuge
2 and two dots in any Knowledges of their choice
Lupuz children of Raratosk can even choose
Knowledges normally restricred to them upon charac-
ter creation, Children of Ratarosk will abways gain one
fewer Homor Renown point than usual ( they must gain
at least two paints anany occasion rogetone ), bur they
get an extra pointof Wisdom Renown every time they
earn ‘'Wisdom.

Ban: Children of Ratatosk become skirrish and
jumpy. They will always enter fox frenzy rather thun a
berserk, and they may not learn the Gift: Wearing the
Bear Shirt.

MET: Ratarask’s children gain Subrevfuge x 1 and
two levels in one of the following: Academics, Com-
puter, Enigmas, Inwestigation, Low, Lguisocs, Love,
Medicine, Occult, Rituals or Science. They gain one
fewer of any Honor Renown award, bur always gain an
extra Trait of Wisdom Renown when they earn Wis-
dom. They always enter fox frenzy, and may not leam
Wearing the Bear Shars,

Fefites
Llagger gf Repwiogfion

Level Two, Grosis 5

This particular fetish, an ugly iron dagger, was
devised asa means of rracking down stolen possessions
and the thieves responsible. The wercwoll concen-
trates on the lost item while halding rhe daggen; the
weapon genfly mugsin the direction of the ttem until
the Garoureclaims it i ghe Terizh's oumer knows the
face ot name of the thief, W& may use the dapger 1o
locate the thief as well. The fetish is treated a= a knife
in combat { Strength damage, difficulty 4); the damage
may be lethal or aggravared, ar che Garou's discretion.

To create such a dageer, a werewolf must bind a
vengeance-spirit inside.
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MET: With successful activation and a turn of
concentration on the lost item or the thiefs name ar
face, the dagger genty pulls the werewolf toward the
item of the rthief. Only one thing ar & time may be
sought. The dagger inflicrs lethal damage in combat
St

Level Three, Gnosis 6

Uhne of the more unusual possessions of the Get of
Fenris, this fetish appears to be the cured hide of
large boar. Those septs with a spearskin in their
possession typically use it wo fortify their sepes in times
of rouble. To activate it, the owner must shake it out
% if it were a rug or blanket. As he does 5o, a number
of stout caken spears equal to the number of successes
on the activation check rumble our. The SPCATS [y
appear with or without iron heads; those without are
quite effective for fighting vampires. The skin may he
used a5 often as the owner likes, although if the
activation roll s botched, rthe skin cesses
function for a week. Spears created by this fetish
vamish ar the nexr sunrise.

A werewolf must bind a spirit of war, iron or
ok into the skin of a boar to create such a fetish.
MET: Shake out the spearskin and make the
usual challenge o activare it, With success. the
spearskin produces as many spears as the awner his
permanent Gnosis. The owner may spend Gnosis (ar
a one-for-one ratio) to produce spears with iron
spearneads. Spearskin can produce up o 20 spears
per session,

Aot

Level Four, Grosis 5

Lesser versions of the mighry Jarlhammers, these
one-handed hammers are potent war fetishes in
their own right. They are forped of silver-laced
iron, with spirits of war bound within. An
lronhammer inflicts Screneth <2 damage, and the
damage is aggravated: Garou can soak these wounds,
as the silver content is overwhelmed by the iron. A
Get may hurl an Ironhammer up 1o 10 vards for
every point of Strength; the hammer returns 1o its
rightful owner after each tuss.

MET: lronhammers inflict one aggravated wound
with each serike; Garou may soak this damaie 55 usyal
A Fenrir can accurately throw an Ironhammer for ten
vards per Strength-related Trair.

TewmSrcrmmmer

Level Five, Gnasis 6

These mighty two-handed hammers are the
pinnacle of Get craftsmanship. Like the lesser
[ronhammers, they are forged from silver-laced




iron and cooled in the blood of freshly slain en-
emies; however, the Get bind spirits of war and
silver alike within, Each hammer inflicts Strength
+3 damage and causes aggravated wounds; the dam-
age counts as silver damage, and is thus unsoakable
to Garouw. Only a Garou can throw such a weapon
avcurarely, and only vo a distance of 5 vards for every
dot of Strengrh. Whenever a blow from a JarThammer
slays its targer, the hammer resounds with a power-
ful thunderclap; this has no game effect, but an-
nounces to friend and foe alike that another enemy
of the Ger of Fenris has fallen,

There are seven of these hammers: some are wiclded
by powerful Jarls, while at least one has been lost. Each
one has its own name and secondary power:

* Forge-Crusher blazes with fire when activared,
and inflicrs an additional health level of fire damage
with each blow. (MET: Vampires must make a Cour-
ape Tesr as for fire when confronting Forge-Crusher
Forpe-Crusher {nflices two aggravared wounds wich
each successful strike. )

* Grinding-Tooth can smash any stone into pow-
der, oblirerating a cubic foot of rock or concrete with
every strike.

® Spear-Chaser {lies three times a5 far as its siblings
when thrown, and the thrower never suffers any pen-
aleies for range.

® Trall-Eater pulverizes bone and smashes armor;
apponents lose one die from all suak pools to resist its
damage. (MET: Powers thar allow for reduced damage
suffer a one-Trair penalry for any related rests.)

* Bright-Arm shines with the light of sun and
moon alike; opponents who rely on sight to targer
opponents lose two dice from their dice pools when
attacking s wiclder, (MET: Bright-Amm does not
channel actual sumlight, but vampires must make a
Courage Test against five Traits when they first see che
hammer. If they succeed, they can resist the urge 1o flec
for 10 minures; fatlure means they enter Rotschreck, 2
vampire equivalent of fox-freney, and must immedi-
ately flee the area. Any opponent targering by sight or
in direct combar with Bright-Anmn's suffers a two-Trait
pernalty due to the extremely bright light.)

* Hag.Talon is fortified against the magic of

enemies, granting its wielder three additional dice to
any Willpower roll made to resist mind-manipulating
powers, (MET: Hag-Talon grants the wielder three
extra Willpower Traits 1o spend or use in ties ro resist
powets thar affect the mind, such as the vampiric
Discipline of Dominate or mage Sphete magic, Thishas
no effect on emotion-affecting powers like Presence. )
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* Pain-Eagle leaves wounds that throb wich
agony; those wounded by the hammer suffer double
the usual dice pool penalties for their wounds. (MET:
Pain-Eagle inflicts double any Trair penalties suf-
fered for damage. )

MET: Jarfhammers inflict two aggravared wounds
with each sirike; Garow suffer this damage like silver.
Cinly & Garou in Crinos can accurately throw a
Jarlhammez, for five yards per Strengrh-related Trair,
Foes slain by JarThammers are announced wich a re-
sounding thunderclap,

Alarre SR

Level 5, Grosis 8

This small wooden token, shaped like a shield, is
worn around the neck. When activated, the shield
adds five dice to the wearer's soak roll, but only against
cowardly artacks. Only one opponent per round will
have a direct shot ar the wearer; for all other atcacks,
from behind or from cover, the wearer receives the
extra five soak dice.

To create such a fetish, the crafter must bind a
turtle-spirit or spiric of vigilance within,

MET: This fetish protects the Garou from cow-
ardly attacks from behind or from a foe behind cover.
When activared, the ferish grants one of the following
— five bonus Traits to defend agamst acracks from
behind or made from cover, or five Traits chat can
remove an attacker’s bonus Traits (such as Traits for
cover) on atcacks from behind or under cover. Froneal
artacks are effective a3 normal.

Aersite ard Flnit

The following Merits and Flaws are intended to
showcase aspects of the Get of Fenrts as a whaole, and
to offer interesting variant options for character cre-
arton. Ar the Storyreller's discretion, players may take
tribal Merits or Flaws for their characters even if their
characters are not of the appropriate tribe; however, as
with the base concept of Merits and Flaws themselves,
Storyreller permission is absolutely necessary.

Afchof Teshoance (1 point Mari)

The Fianna pride themselves on their brewing, but
thie Get are still able to show the Fianna a thing or twa
abour drinking. With a successful Stamina roll {diffi-
culty 7}, a Garou with chis Merit can shake off the
effects of intoxication, suffering no coordination pen-
alrics that might normally affect a drunken fighter.
This Merit works against all natural intoxicants, though
not against poisons, Narurally, a werewolf with this

Chapter Three: Blood-Magie and Stone-Might 85
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level of rolerance has a much more difficule time
getting drunk, which may spoil her fun a kir.
MET: Spend a Stamina-related Phystcal Trair to

shake off intoxication.

Although most Get of Fenris cannot purchase the
Contacrs Background, you are somewhat more CUTED-
ing than your tribemates, and have managed ro make
a few connections and acquaintances here and there.
You have a small number of miner contacts, as de-
scribed in the Werewolf rulebook (pg. 121 ); whenever
you need o get in touch with one, vou may roll three
dice, difficulry 7, to locare the persan you need. T his
Merit does not, however, provide any major conracts,

MET: When secking out these minor conracrs,
make a Social Challenge to determine if you can locate

B6 Get of Fenris
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your person of choice. On a win, you find exactly who
you were lnoking for. With a tie, you find someone, but
not necessarily the person you wanted.

Alekans Cinese (2 povint Fiow,)

The curse of Woran has fallen on vour Hoodline,

and has unluckily manifested itself in you. You are

vulnerable to the powers of the walking dead, the
servants of One-Eye. Whenever a vampire, wraith or
other undead entiry attempts to affect vou with one of
their supernarural powers, the difficulty ro do so is
reduced by one. This curse makes vou somewhat of 3
lisbility in many operarions, which may affect VO
standing among fellow Fenrir,

MET: Wraiths, vampires, Risen and walking dead
gain asingle free retest when attempting to use & power
that targets you. The second test's results must stand.
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The Ger of Fenris share a common confidence

that borders on arrogance. However, they have a
valid reason for cheir confidence
pride that the Fenrir are, one and all, strong —not a
statement of opinion, a statement of fact. Great
Fenris would no more accept a weakling into has rribe
than Griffin would accept a homid or Faleon a mon-
grel, end so the Fenrir know beyond a shadow af &

d '~'||'-||: that they are SETOnNE, Can any other tribe boast

It’s a poing of tribal

the same standard!
Of course, there is a difference berween being
strong and being st r’-ngr_-mu.zl- to resisteverything the
warld (and the W yrm) has to throw at a young Ger.
Sume Get of Fenris succumb to tempration and fall ro
the Enemy. Others push themselves farther than they
should, and break when their serength, however great,
runs out, The strength of the Get of Fenris is not
perfection — if it was, then the world would not be in
the shape it's in today.
In spite of their flaws, the Get of Penris persevere
They see the final barrle of the Apocalypse as one that

the Garou are not likely to survive — and yet they fight
on, in the hope that their strength will be enough to
make the difference. In their own way, they may be the
arearest herves the World of Darkness has ever seen —
they are the only ones willing to accept 100% casual-
ties in the name of the greater good, of saving the
"'.1. ther Gaia so that She may create anew. No other
living tribe is as intimately familiar with rhe prospect
of sacrificing themselves tosave r the Mother —and the
example of the one other tribe o accept thar burden
proves that it can work. When the F Final Bartle comes,
it just might be the Ger of Fenris that save the world
itself hy spending their lives for the greater victory
The following templates and heroes are just few
examples of the Fenrir warrior spirit, and the many
forms it takes. Some of these children of Fenris are
already underaoing the preatest test of their character
others have faced all odds and won. Whether allies or
rivals, the Get of Fenris always prove themse|lves
strong and worthy, Grear Fenris asks nothing less.

Chapter Faur: Warriors Born
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Quote: Don’t el me you have answers. There me no

of
T ENgis

E £k 1 Dierads Hotwd Pack Mae
EMSAEETS, 0N JuesRons Hssepicr: Rogabncs Pack Tirbemes
Prelude: Your brocher was 4 famaous Fenrir Mhroum, b Sy TR S g
f ¥ _4’
v - L, R — a—
he was mach more than thar to you. He was yonar 1ol your T "";!:ml ke i
Ereatest imepiration; your hero. You wanred to gronw up and - el e —rivzhaiy i
become like him, ro be a hero and & warrior, Yo didn't really P B AT £ e v

know everything about Garou sociery, but you picked up birs { ._T'-_-f";‘m&” PR ’

and pleces eavesdropping on b
your parents mlking ahou
sept business.

Finally, your wish
came true; youdid Chimge!
You hadn't seen your
brother for many vesrs, and
vom kmew chai VO T would
have the chance w fight
beside him, g

7 be with him,

" - Fumnd ¥

| tpodooGgon TEENAoDDO s 3

and he like R3O Ogpoon 992000gan o a

h : o ——— e e R ;|
M A e b e e e ll::ﬂllll"-l.l-:h i e l"
g on L JO00oQQ00 : b 2
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longer & mere L L At e e i il

g k SQARDOWDIT0 . o

.!"-'l:_lfCIL |.|'|||‘E.'I Yo .§ ettt il

i =[=Hu Ja el Tl fu e b
started leaming the l £ !
real stuffl abour the - - B ———
(et of Fenrs and the
Ciarou. You were blown away by the immensity of what vou besrnied — there was o whole
world of changes for you, especially vour eTspecTive.
Bur that was another thing: neo ome seemed to know where vour brother was
; anymore, and L1'E|Ll. didn't seerm b0 want to malk abour him either. Mot pven W
parents. You rrained valiantdy und masrered the Rite of Passage, and eventually
approached the sept leaders asking for answers. Theywoukdn'ctell youanyrhing, and
when you continued to ask, you were punished for pour insolence.
Hurr and angered, You ran away to search for your brother. You had
leamned afew tricks asa Ragabush, and rricked a tribemare inro telling you
where your brother hid lase been heard from
Your search eventually bore fruit when you encountered the
wake of your brother's actions. You soon leamed that he had
tallen to the Wyrm and was waging his own private war agamst
the Garou, You were devastazed. Your brother. vour iudol, your hero, your everything!
Whar were you 1o do now?

Concept: Hearthroken and devastared, Fou've been left in the bigpest moral
quandary of your entire life: Follow in vour brother's footsteps and be like him as you
always wanred to be, or figh him and 0 against the anly hero and role model you ever
had! In one way, the ultimate test has been thruse o vou, even thowgh vow are the
one whe is supposed o test others.

Roleplaying Notes: Your sept and pack aren's the comfart ti you thar they shoukd
be. You are mdecisive and rroubled, and have e mose of your ability to trust othiers —
a flaw that must be corrected for the goaod of your pack, You are constantly wrapped up
n private thoughts and have difficulty focusing. You're on 2 OnE-wiry TTRIN 1o premarure
Harano and you den’t know how to get alf i
Equipment: Packpack, flash light, map, a lirtle money, bowie kmife, combat boors,
picture of your family including your brodher.
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Quote: Come on, it's nat dangerous. They il show you
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things and teach you pleasures you didn'e think possible. amal Angint Theorge Pach Torums
i - whrarich: C Tomeegm: Sygirtl Junlie

Prelude: Ever since vour First Change you have fele G _:," AR =
- e ﬁm
the presence of the spirits. When three older boys am- Py s W

z=m g Pescapiion_ L1
ool b} | LS

bushed vou on your way home from soccer practice, you
knew that you didn't have much chance of escaping them
— hur you tried anyway, And it worked.

As they grabbed you, the spirit of Great Fenris mani-
fested in your blood, and you underwent your First Change
an the spot. Although your first instiney was to feill,
somerhing else took precedence. You suddenly found — - - _
yourself in a strange new place. You had unknowingly  § _._me_.__—ﬂf
srepped sideways, even though you were completely igno- ; : -
rant of rthe spirit world at the time-

Yiour walked around, exploring all you saw, taking in - S p—
all the srrange sensations and feelings for hours. Ar first e e o P
L # . - T
what vou saw was terrifving and hostile, bur when you Cifary e D S

1 i E i T OO D (SRR
found vour way 1o a small park you foundawhollydifferent | 53335usa03 9899243333

raemom ————] T ——

world within the otherworld, You were so wrapped up in CLOBBBBOEN oo oae
these new impressions that you failed to see the huge woll s B, Jua00aa9
sitring on & tree stump before almost walking info it. ohobes i e—

- OO0 o0

P .
The wolf spoke to you, and caught you off guard, but 5 — i@ ELdIaa

it told vou where you were. What you were. Ir told you of
your tribe, the Ger of Fenuis, of your herieage, the Apoca-
lypse, and your role in it all. Even if you had actually had a choice,
you wirild never have hesitated a second before dlil;?.rlfil'lﬂ

Concept: You are every inch asconfident as other Fennir,
and constantly seek to test and increase your own strengrh.
However, where they seek to improve their cormbar skills, you
test your strength in the spirit world. You pride yourself on
heing able to wrangle even hostile spirits into doing your
bidding, through chiminage or outright dominarion. If a spiric
demands a blood-price, so be it; you have plenty of blood. Bur
everything has a price; by bargaining with spirits so frequently you
|-.'|:“|::"p];ﬁ_‘mg'_-ﬂuml:uh.lnlu.'r.1n|:|1:unl1::f:[LI.'"I'|E'irliEh'[-'I'-.:-urTFIb:mat-:':- I
are heginning to worry about your obsession, and for pood reasomn. ||

Roleplaying Notes: Never hesitate to step sideways; youknow  J
thaat anything can be acquired in the Umbra, and you know where
to find it. Carry yourself with the courage of your convicrions;
vou love the spirit world, and love getting it to work for you
gven more. Someday, you hope o contact
Grear Fenris and even Gaia Herself, o
that you ¢an thank them for making
vt WhaL you afe. Sometimes Vol won-
der if your deteriorating relationships
with cther Garou and vour Kintolk are too
much of a price to pay — bur the feeling
always passes,

Equipmenit: Staff, incense, rune stones,
pack of talens-under-construction, bag of
hones, knife
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Harbinger of He Apocafipe

{QJuote: The end is migh. Night @5 heve — but sull young

e Fonws™

: - Brawdi Pack Mumm
Prelude: In the dark, wild and hosrile woods you were A Tom

berry, lase of o Diever of seven, snd the only one with the Blood 4
of Cireat Fenris in your veins. Only one of your siblings 71
survived to adulthiood lomg with you; vou suspeceed all ooo

early char your pack was roo anall, that there were too few .-"':-:"_,!'",.-r.f i H-—-—-—-——-ﬁ;—". i =
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of wour kind in the world. When the Get of Fenris came to o e i
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collect you, you found our bow right you wers

Inv a world where most lupus Garou have disappeared
through human arrogance, you find yourself ar somewhan
il i juncture o the fight against the Apocalypse. It ks
coming, no matter how hard one fights againsg in, 50 why
not embrace it and make the best our of it

Yo hovimed the road you must take painfully obvious
| he declime of the wolf population is the clearesy sign of
the Apocalypse approaching rapidly;
Feniris want this! As a Forseri, it & your tisk to even the
scales. The penocide char the Red Talons advocate is not

| 1] i
W coiod Lrread

LB DL

the way — bur there are ways to hinder human expansion B N
5 . : - QDD D DD T Hblaite
wirhowur resorting to mass murder. When the Apocalypse pppdggaan TYYeenan @ plal -
[ o o Jm Jw Jon o u o o —

comes they will be the first 1o fall anyway P
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Concept: You are both an advocare of lupus and
wirlves and a harbinger of the End Times for humanity,
W hensver you can, vou put your skills to wark ar redres-
ing the imbalance berween wolf and man, s bestasa
young Forseti such as yourself can. In your briefl 4
time &= a-cliath, you have saboraged laboratories
producing human ferrility drugs, sent what
maney you could make (or take) to-wolf con-
SETVALION ETOUpE, and argued for the merits
of slaying homid and metis Black Spiral
Dancers while taking their all-too-pre-
cacais hupus to Erebus to be cleansed, As
so0n @ you can find the time, you
inrend 1o do your part by bearing a
licter of wolf cubs yourself — bur ome
i5 in short supply, and it is always ensier
o tear down whar humans have built
than o build for the wolves anew

J
|
|

Roleplaving Motes: Carry yourself
with astern, serious, proud bearing. Care-
fully evaluate your every action, speaking /
only when you need o, bur saying the
right thing every time you do, You
appear wise bevond your vears, angd
dangeroas for that very reason.
hnsr whisper babimd vour back

r

thar yows are an extremist, but they ust
don't understanul
Equipment: Srolen human waller, scavenged
human cloches, |l.|-::n: full of whatever tools mav be i 1.--’
useful fior vour batese ermand. {/
L
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(Juoter Ome frbe, ome fak
Prelude: Your parents knew nothing of the Ler ol
and the War, and you knew
nothing of those things, either. You grew up on a block in
the middle-clas part of downtown
and here you lived all vour life, mlll
(Ul ever seeing mhe .u'-.!.-ll.l...l\.  the
wildermess, only teading of it in
hoaks. And his you di .J 0 @ great
extent: Yo o lowved
I ||~|..|.|--| wiskc, you loved oo write
poetry. The kids ar school mocked
you and =aid vou were guy
didn't pay hiem any at-
rention. ¥ ouhad the sorong

of gn artist

Fenris or the (arow, o of Craia
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, You smarted writing
about the things yousaw
ol you. Y ower Earm-
ily, vour neighbor-
hood, your schoal
Yo s how ek
atschool weredivided
mibi iz and clioees
and factions dependent
onwhether they belonged
TN §e ific race or creed,
their mberests, or Smply
breedimg. Yousaw all this,
and vou theaghn thear this
Was VEIY, WET} WIong
You saw

ORI

e kuls

how same
g s
onother, preferably
weaker groups (even if it was
just schoobyard games and poli-
tics ), and vousaw howthe other
weak groups stood by and
watched instead ofhelping and
teaming up against a larger
foe." Un the small scale of the
world of the

newscast — it was gl

school oF the larges
thesme
You starved writing more
and more sbout bow unity
minkes strerust b and togerher e
weak are mor weak, Your poetry
was quite remerkable, containing
ideals and philosophies unhearnd
af foot a keid. Unforrunately, no one
ever oot oo read them.
When you Changed, it was a
homifying expenience for you. B
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luckily, they were there, They called themselves the Get of
Fenris, and they siid you were one of them. They trained
and raughe you of their culoere, and they showed you b
put your talents a3 3 Skald w use.
Wy Highring
Your tribe

Bur wouldn't you know it — the schau
was just the same in '|'u- sociery of the Garoa,
splintered. Ir needs o be united as one to better f
Wyrm. And once that has been achieved, all '|1r'|-'l"-r- FiLeEt
be uniced a5 one

Then and only then can the Wyrm e bemen

Concept: You are a crusader hor pribal uniy and wark 1
strengthen the ties berween all Ger of Fenris in hopes that one
day all the rribes will follow their example, You have gotres
off 1o a good start; you attended the Upgsila srital moot, 2
s0 larpe & portion of the trbe wis gathered there ri.'. AL
foumed many people willing o listen. Unived we stand, d
we fall; that is honar, thar is glory, and together you will be d
ek scounge ever m ravage the forces of Darkmess.
ro convince enowsh others to do sa....

Milve
Ruoleplaving Motes: Lead by example,
ticns where yvou aren't the leader. Trys
and fellow Garow what they have incommaon, and how tf
stremths complement each other, Inspire your packs
with rales and anccdotes that show
You have something
nd allinnce isn't weakness, bur the greatest strengih

EVED N &

' W PLILD Pl

the strengrt

impurtEnl b prove: it GO

Bquipment: Rimal dagger, harmony flute

pen, notebook

Cheapter Fawr:Warriars Barn 9%
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ﬂ“ﬁd call tha mascle? THIS i wha T cull muscle! ; "GET Kﬁf"E

7 S . . A 1 ] i N Ternl: MeTia
Prelude: You were bom mm the mibe of ultimate warriors, Pl e i

wheere strengrh s the first and foremost Llifurtunarely, you weten't
bleseid by noture with the full power of Fenris, Mo, vour fate was
awich crueler. You wene boen with o fragile body, and had tonshmic
in any conflicrs for fear of your life. This made vou very small in the
eyes of the others, they had no respect for you, and thooghs vou o
wieak coward. Mot only were youmetis, bur you had 3 cowand's hearr.
Yoou tried to train your body, vou renlly did! You were borm under the
Full Moon, and thensfore you weren't pesmitted to rin in other t
disciplines — they wanted you 3 wartior or they wanted you dead

Tou suffiemed abuse, hearings and worse., You Juist basedy susiived vour
Ruate of Passage, and still they spat on you for being @ weakling, for juse

squeaking by racher than excelling

Tou couldn't mke v anymoee, @n
youl fled 1o Live on the sreets of
the city. OF conrse, there was no ‘
hemor in that and vou'd he

2
thoroughly punished if you L.
Glore ) g "
sRooaoAacan TERARBEOGO Lo B
} DoGoOuocuyy SS92A03T3000 [ 5
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® evel fefumed. 5.-'r|-|'..'|'."|}"|.'|:=|m_'| Bar |_'\-|_:]|,.\,|_:': vou could come back a
[ hern, the warrior Fentls had imtended you o be? Dut how!
Your hopes increased when you sow an ad for o
proutidbeeaking mimcle program, conststing af visamin
trentments and nuritional supplements, Yo were des-
perate enough w give it 3 oy — snd w youe delight, &
wasastonsshinghyeffective. Ananoesing thivty dayslane
youa were suddiendy thoree tirnes the man, vou were esslier!
Mooy were you muscled like a lirtle Sherman mnk, bur
you were dead cormatn that you were more handsome s
@ areractive 1o boot! Courage flowed in vou like a foeceful stream
& aned you felt grest. Cirear! Mow ip s time bojges oot there, Eick
ass, snud show the ohers thar you could be os strong gs anyone!
g ' You decided o wair for 3 spell 1o go back: afver all, even

E you condd see thar becoming o bulk in thirey davs coubd notbe

-

o
right, But it feeds 50 pood! Can anything thas feels this good

> possibly be wrong,..7
& Conceptr Years of moniml abuse and beasings lefr vou an emoticasd
qpamnge, snad vou cinbraced evervthing thar made you feel e, But with the
shrusgs you ook, vou earmed o false securioy and & toeling of comiml. As long
88 You continued midng them. And it was ligal, so it couldn't be wrong
tight? Yo fight oo prove yourself o hem, and you waon't ler atyone stop -y
now!] [ he drugs howve left vou with 8 bicof Wyrm-ine, which vourcanniorsense
vourselt, but others cermainby can. Snll. they hove manswer o VO o [sts first. .
Boleplaying Motes You are shighdy off balance, thanks o die sl penice of
the far-too-eficorive dnugs you've heen mking. Your grestest ambition s r reoum
ber yeursepr i gl bt wou kesow thar your new body will cause o maich suspichon — o you
gef inro fghs whenever possible, in hopes that vour reputasion will prow so that the1] b
accept you. I you ever besen of your mismbke, the quest foe sedemgrtion mey become your
new obeession — but firse somesme has 1o get through toyon and showvou the trath,
: Equipment: The clathes you walk and sleep in, a workour manual, 2 jar of
special Magadon “ruerirional supplesents,” and a slip for crdeting more pills

Get of Fenris
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The Fianna claim thar all the finest Galliards
who ever lived were of their tribe. The Fenrir, how-
ever, scoff ar that claim. In answer, they point ro the
tales of the most legendary Fenrir Galliard of all rime,
the Sky-Throat.

The Sky-Throar lived some time before the Com-
mon Era, just aftet the Germanics had expanded o the
continent from Scandinavia, among the Gothic tribes
af humans. Nobody knows what name she had before
she earned her great deed-name. But the Sky-Throat is
a legend for all skalds, not just Fenrir. Her voice was
said to echo like the gentle mickling of a brook, and
crash like the powerful thunder of a cascade. She issad
o have sung bad kings into tuming good, and a
particularly harsh and lingering winter into pleasant
spring. Bur her greatest achievement is undoubredly
how she brought Luna down to the Earth.

The Fenrir had been fighting the Fianna for some
time over tights toa caemn. At firsc it had been a matter
of simple challenges, bur as each challenge was made,
each side accused the other of cheating, The first blood
had already been spilled, and it looked as though the
rwo rribes would all but exterminate each other in this
area. But before the fighring could erupt into total war,
a prear Fignna Galliard made one final challenge: a
contest of the voice, instead of a battle to the death.

The Ger of Fenris claim that the Fianna were
afraid of the superior Fenrir warriors, and that the
(alliand’s challenge was their last-ditch attempt to
fight the Fenrir on their own terms. The legend holds
thar the Fianna even taunted the Fenrir recklessly, to
artempl o Infuriane the Fenrir into accepting a chal-
lenuze that they couldn't win. But they did not reckon
on the Sky-Throat, who accepred the challenge with
the blessing of her elders

The two Galliards were grear indeed. The chal-
lenge was not o craft the sweeter song, but o achieve
the more wondrous fear chrough the power of their
voice alone. As the Fianna began, his enchanting song
rolled through the valleys and seeped into the earth.
And everywhere his voice could be heard, a grear forest
grew out of the ground, covering the caern. It was a

magnificent accomplishment indeed, and the Ahroun
of the Fenrir grew even mare dubtous of the wisdom of
accepting the challenge.

But then the Sky-Throat stepped forward, and she
sang the most beautiful song ever heard. All who
listered were sure from the very first note that this was
the voice used by Gaia when she creared the wordd. But
the Sky-Throat's deed was not yvet done. She called 2
great mountain to rise up sround the caermn and the

Chapter Four: Warriars Born

w_-

forest, And then she called to the moon, and Luna in
all her glory descended from the skies and bathed every
Garou present in her blessed light. Whar mortals
witnessed on that day, was that the moon actually sank
out of the skies and landed somewhere deep in the
mountaing, and later rose up again.

The Fianna awarded the Sky-Throat vicrory with
all respect, but because of Luna's influence, the Fenrir
affered to share the caem with the Fianna. To this day,
the Sept of Luna's Forest Glory is the strongest tic
berween the Fianna and the Get of Fenris, all thanks
to the songs of two Galliards.

In 235 a terrifving omen broke the skies over
Germania: The crescent moon rose red as blood
Under this omen a Fenrir cub was born, son to a
local warchief.

The Fenrir feared thar this omen would lead the
cub into the hands of the Wyrm, for the elder Godi
swore that Luna’s hue was blood from the bite of the
Wyrm, and that this surely must have poisoned the
soul and spiritof the cub. Only in the most dire of times
did the moon mun red with blood, and all agreed that

ereat peril lay in the future of the land, and in particula
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the fate of the boy. And so there was many a heated
debate of whether the child be killed or broughr up, for
after all, some argued, it could mean rthar he would
become a valuahle rool against the Wyrm instead of a
minion of it

Stefan was the child's name, and he was abducted
by the Fenrir and brought up in the safery of the inner
grounds of the Sept of the Harrowing Sky in the west
of modern day France,

As he Changed, the young Godi proved ro have
a coat the same hue as the blood-red moon of his
birth. Another bad omen, thought the skeprics, and
they petitioned again for the destroying of the cub
The leaders would not have it, and insread they chose
te bring the young Godi into isolation on a high
maountain top until he one day would be tested and
his fate decided.

Ten years passed. When Stefan returned o the
sept, the Elders tested the youngling as dgorously as
Fenris tested his own wife. Passing all teses with grace,
Stephan underwent his Rite of Passage. The Elders
congratulated him and subely showed signs of appre-
ciation of his achievements, but others were not as
convinced. Wards-the-Dead, an Adren Rotagar, was
certain that Stefan was an agent of the Wyrm, and

) Get of Fenris
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although he could not voice such accusarions without
severe reprimands and punishments, he made it his
sole purpose to test the Blood-Moon-Child in particu-
larly cruel ways.

Much to the dismay of the Rotagar, Srefan instead
proved to be an incredible asset o the sepr, an honor
able and wise shaman with a remarkable affinity for
dealing with the spiritual, His renown spread far, and
it is likely that he was one of the mostspirit-wise Fenrir
ever. He traveled far into the spirit world on many a
sacred quest, and even discovered Realms and Zones
that are now important to the Ger of Fenns,

Alas, Wards-the-Dead remaned hatehul, and even
tually this hatred and mistrust in his fellow Fenrir
drove him mad; ironic as it was, he opened his mind o
the machinarions of the Urge-Wyrm of Hatred sagents,
and became what he himself suspected of his tribes-
man. For years the tumor of hatred grew in his mind,
SCresiming out ever stronger for the destruction of the
Blood-Moon-Child. The seasonal Great Hune ser rthe
stage for the manipulations of the cunning Rotagar,
and Stefan was lured intoa rap, slain together with the
quarry of the Humt,

Girear sorrow overtook the sept. Consumed in his
madness and hatred channeled from Abhorra, Wards-
the-Dead was unable to conceal his misdeeds. Friendly
spiries affiliated with the Blood-Moon-Child pointed
him out to be the offender, and the sept slew him for
his treache IV, :iETI_“r'._E out wond that both & wise
tribemate and a traitor had been killed in the War
against Jormungandr,

Unforumarely, the Wyrm subsumed Wards-the-
Dead's spirit, and he became a powerful servigor of the
Maeljin Incarna of hatred. In this guise, his avatar led
a great alliance of Black Spiral Dancers in a vendetta
HERITESL I.JII: :'_':l:_:"t of the ”.‘:I'I-.'l'.'.illl__-' ',‘_:]-:_'. l'.i;-' goal to
eventually destroy the enrire Tribe of Fenris

Many moons later, the sept was in grave and dire
times. Then a young Changer-raven approached the
sept with rumars thar a powerful wolf-spirit had been
spotted in the mountains where the Blood-Moon-
Child had been living in solitude. A pack was sent to
investigate, and were astounded o find the Blood-
Moon-Child himself there. Due to his devout connec-
tions with the spiric world and the Earth Mother, he
had been allowed to walk the earth s an ancestor-
spirit. He taught the members of his former tribe many
great Gifts. He guarded the sept against the fiendish
hive of Wards-the-Dead. During 2 final stand against
them, the Blood-Moon-Child himself disappeared ro-
gether with his nemesis. Most of the sept perished, and
with them the knowledge that the Blood-Moon-Child
had given them. However, the hive of Spirals was now
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obliterated and the remainder of the sepe, and its
furure, was finally safe.

To this day the Sept of the Harrowing Sky in
France celebrates Srefan Blood-Moon-Child as, in
their eves, the greatest Fenris-child thar ever lived. A
festival to his honor is held annually, though constant
artempts to call on his spirit have failed.

Tarres Haraone

Tarjei lived just prior to the Viking Era, and was
one of the greatest Norwegian Fenrir of that ime. Born
of a poor family of the valleys of the eastern parts of the
country, Tarjei saw his kin slain by a large band of
forcign raiders taking advantage of the polirical tur-
moil of Scandinavia, He Changed at the unheard-of
age of five to lay down his wrath on the murderers,
tracking them across half a continent before he had
extracted his vengeance, Three years it rook him,
without the guidance or aid of any other Garou, nor
the knowledge of any other of his kind. When he
returned to Morway, he was met by other Fenrir, who
had followed his progress snd welcomed him as though
he had passed a resrt.

The next ten years saw the Rage-filled young
Garou becoming a fearsome warrior, a child prodigy of
combat and vengeance, and other, much older Garou
treated him as an equal. He soon became leader of his
pack, and joined his brethren in claiming caems in
Britain. The mighty Forseti became the youngest Jarl
of several hundreds of years, Jarl of the Sepr of the
Valiant Hammer of Vengeance on the Faeroe Islands.

Tarjei was an extremely strict leader, and laid out
severe punishments for any crime or failure, no matter
how triffe. No one dared oppose his leadership our of
fear for the reprisals should their challenge fail. His
extreme discipline soon became his undoing, as his
sept was constantly filled with wounded warriors,
victims of Tarjei's harsh judgements. In 803, his sept
was destroved and his caemn taken by a different con-
tingent of Fenrir; the barrered sept was unable mw
deferd themselves effectively. Tarjei himself killed
more attackers than any other in the battle, but was
overcome as his own packmates and subjects chose o
side with the artackers.

However, even though the defectors were wel-
comed, they lost all their Renown and Rank. In
dearh, Tarjei rerained the glory he'd eamned as a
legendary hero and warrior, unmatched in combat.
It was said that even as he lost his limbs in the battle
he continued atracking until all he could do was
sprawl on the ground snapping and biting off his
enemies’ legs with his powerful jaws, his arms and
legs severed from his body.

Chapter Four: Warriars Born
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His head was placed on a stake until ravens had
picked it clean, and then crafted into a pawerful fetish,
the Head of Hardrule, a helm that grants the wearer
unmatched discipline in combat and resistance to
pain. To this day, it is a sacred relic of the Fenrir, proof
that whatever else a warrior's faults, his strength will
make him immortal.

Caoked Famnge-F71f

If there is one Get of Fenris alive today so legend-
ary that his nume alone inspires awe, it is Golgol Fangs-
First, His mother was a mighty Fenrir warrior who
fought her foes even as she carried him; Golgol was
bom on a World War I1 barrlefield, and orphaned
hefore his firse drink of his mother's milk.

Golgol grew up among the Get who stood against
Germany in the conflict. He learned thar war was the
way of the warrior, and he found that the glory of bactle
and the annihilarion of an enemy were the only ways
ra sate his taste for blood. He fought for noother reason
than for the pleasure of it in the years thar followed, in
Vietnam, the Balkans and Afghanistan. But despite
his taste for hattle, he never let his bloodlus: master
him; he learned tactics and strategy, and a cold disci-
pline unmarched by any Ahroun.




Despire all his previous achievements, Golgal's
real renown stems from his time spent fighting the war
for the Amazon. When he arrived 1o join the Garou
effort there, he challenged for the leadership of the war
effort almost immediately — and won. Although he
made few friends in his fimt weeks commanding rhe
struggle, the other Garou quickly leamed ta Tespect
the mighry Modi's skills. Afrer his first few offensives,
even the birrerest Black Furies found themselves £runlsr
ingly wondesing how they'd gotten along without him

The most recent tales to come out of the Amazon
are more surpnising than any, and they frequently
disagree. “Golgol has made peace with the Pera thar
still live there.” “Golgol has been siain by the Fera.”
“Giolgol has handed his command to an underling, and
is coming home to die," “Golgol has made a pact wirth
the other rribes, and will be rak ing command of 3 new
war." No matter how far apart they may be, each Get
of Fentis sept awairs the latest word of their great hern
with bated breath. His legend grows more and more
with exch year; even now he is rumored to bea 13-foot
giant in Crinos from, with grear fists of tron that smash
trees to tonthpicks with a thunderous crash. He is the
pride of the Get of Fenris, and some even say that
Golgol will be the one 1o lead the final charge when
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the last battle begins. Skeptics point out thar he mighe
NGl survive thar ||_'-|',!T'. but the TESPONse 18 usually
laughter — if there’s anything in the world that could
kill Golgol Fangs-First, ir must be chained up and
wairing to slip its bonds ar Ragnarok, or else it would
have wiped out entire tribes already

T Hrrmgerr Tachh

[nn the wastes of Northern Scandinavia and Fin-
land there are rumars of a giane, snow-white wolf-god,
son of the Fenris-wolf, who roams the wildemess in
search of his prey. They say he is huge and ferocious,
capable of devouting a whole man in asingle mouthful.
He i5 a myth, a legend — and he is also very real.

Thunder’s Teeth 15 the informal leader of the
Finnish Get of Fenris. Informal because he has never
been chosen, has never challenged anvone for leader-
ship, and has no real interest in politics. But he has
always been there, always been respected and feared,
and never questioned

He abhors infighting among the Garou, some-
thing he sees as the heighr of absurdity, Those Gerwho
xnow af him are well aware that they had berrer have
a very good reason to challenge Thunder's Teeth; che
old lupus leoks very poorly on young warriors wiksring
theirenergy on barrles ro massage their egos rather thar
fighring the good fight. He makes this perfectly — and
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brurally — clear whenever someone does work up the
courage {or foolishness) to challenge him; the beatings
his challengers have taken are all but legendary.

Image: Thunder's Teeth is immense; the mag-
nificent old lupus might even pass for a small polar
bear in dim lighting. His white fur is full of braids
and other marks of his valor, his eyes are old and
wise, and his stance is that of ever-present alertness,
as if ready to spring into action at the break of a twig
ot the blink of an eye.

Roleplaying Notes: You have nothing to prove;
vou've earned your rank fairly and held onto it honor-
ahly, so there's really no puint to swaggering or boast -
ing. Your deeds speak for you, which is as it should be.
You typically remain quiet, preferring to listen, but you
aren't above offering advice to a cub if the young one
shows enough porential to make it worth your time.
Breed: Lupus
Auspice: Forseri (Philodox)

Rank: 5 (Elder)

Physical: Strength 4 (6/8/7/5), Dexrerity 4 {4/3/6/6),
Stamina 5 {7/&8/8/7)

Social: Charisma 2, Manipularion 3 (2/0/3/0),
Appearance 3 (2/1/3/3)

Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 4, Wits 3
Talents: Alertness 4, Athlerics 2, Brawl 3,
Dodge 4, Expression 3, Intimidarion 4, Primal-
Utrge 4, Subterfuge 2

Skills: Animal Ken 3, Leadership 4, Melee 2,
Stealth 4, Survival 5

Knowledges: Enigmas 3, Occult 4, Riruals 5
Backgrounds: Pure Breed 4, Ancestors 3

Rage: 6; Gnosis: 7; Willpower: 8

Gifts: (1) Hare's Leap, Heightened Senses, Razor
Claws, Resist Pain, Sense Prey, Scent of the True
Form, Spirit Speech, Truth of Gaia, Visage of Fenris;
() Halr the Coward's Flight, King of Beasts, Scent of
Sighe, Sense rhe Unnatural, Snarl of the Predaror,
Srrength of Purpose; (3) Cadeer, Mighr of Thor,
Wisdom of the Ancient Ways; (4) Beast Lite, Umnaw,
Roll Over, Hero's Stand, Seream of Gaia; (5) Song of
the Grear Beast, Horde of Valhalls, Fenris® Bite
Rites: Thunder's Teeth is a rank five Philodox
who has seen many years come and go. If he
doesn't know a rite, he can most likely find some-
one to teach it to him.

Fetishes: Thunder's Teeth carries no fetishes, prefer-
ring 1o ler them go to the hands ot those who have
need of them.
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The name of Kartn Jarlsdoreir has recently spread
among the Get of Fenris of America and Europe alike,
and for good reason. She is the most remarkable Jarl ro
arise among the Fenrir in many cenruries; the stereo-
typical Jarl is a vereran with cubs of his own, not 3
young woman not yer out of her twenties. And yer, in
a tribe where only the strong can lead, she has led for
a year, and shows no sign of weakening.

Karin is the firstborn and only Garou child of
Magni Mounmin-breaker, Jarl of one of the srronger
Fenrir septs in Narthern Europe, the Sept of Anvil-
Klaiven. Magni clearly favored her as hus successor
from the moment that it was derermined she'd bred
true — afact that disturbed some members of the sept.
Magni had repulsed all challengers to the post of Jarl,
and it was clear thar if he endorsed a particular claim-
ant to the post, many of his loyal followers would back
his decision. So the would-be Jarls began to hate Karin
for het status, and as their jealousy became disturbingly
evident, Magni grew concerned for his daughrer's
safery. So while Karin was still a young gitl, he sent her
and her mother to the United States ro keep them safe.

Karin grew up surrounded by American Get,
who respected her father's deeds but were unwilling
1o cut her any slack for them. She grew strong and
hardy under their care, and upon her Rite of Passage,
she was given the Garou name “Jarlsdotie.” She
oroved herself a capable Forseti and a narural leader,
excelling even under the considerable pressure placed
on her by her tribemates,

Nor long after her 23th birthday, Karin received
word that her facher had died, and thar it was his final
wish that she recurn home, w the Sepe of the Anvil-
Klaiven. Dutiful 1o the last, she did so — only to find
upon her arrival the second part of his dying request.
Her father had demanded that she challenge for the
rank of Jarl, and lead the Anvil-Klaiven Garou us he
felt she should. Somewhar overwhelmed by the ides,
she nonetheless issued her challenge — and won.

Today, Karin Jarlsdortir is a controversial figure
among the Ger of Fenris, She is a link berween the
American and Furopean Fenrir, but some argue that
she is not “truly of” cither one. She has proven herself
a capable and vital leader o dare, bur some fear that
her youth is 2 potential flaw (and a few harbor preju-
dives against female leaders). Sull, Karin has yet w
show the flaws rhat would prompe her removal. Even
today, she continues to wear the name “Jarlsdoreir”
with hanor, afthl_'-ugh now all but her detractoss call
her “Jarl™ instead.
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Image: Karin is in many ways the archerypal
daughrer of Fenris — tall, strong-featured, and ath-
letic. She wears her ash-blond hair in a long braid, and
is in phenomenal physical condition. She favors infor-
mal clothing, usually jeans or other outdoor wear,
along with an American leather jacket that reminds
her of home. She also wears a small “Thor's hammer”
pendant, more from a sense of humor than anything
else. Her demeanor is sterm but not suthoritarian; as @
Forseri, she sets faimess before lewser concerns such as
VENEeance or mercy.

Roleplaying Notes: You've been in a very danger-
u1$ pUsItiON cVer since you retumned o the Sept of the
Anvil-Klaiven, and you know ir. Any show of weak-
ness brings on an inevitable challenge, although vou
alsohave to be careful not ro be unjust — a cruel leader
is just a3 unworthy as a weak one. Stll, you're derer-
mined to see your task through to the end, and pare of
you is secretly deligheed to find that you've been up o
every challenge thus far. You know that as a Get of
Feniris, you are obligated ro be the best; it’s vindicaring
to do just that.

Breed: Homid

Auspicer Forseti ( Philodox)

Rank: 4 (Adhro)

Physical: Strength 3 (5/7/6/4), Dexrerity 3 (3/4/5/5),

Stamina 4 (6/7/7/6)

Social: Charisma 4, Manipulation 2 (1/0/0/0),

Appearance 3 (2/0/3/3)

Mental: Perceprion 4, Intelligence 3, Wits 3

Talents: Alermess 1, Athletics 3, Brawl 3, Dodge 2,

Expressiom 2, Inrimidate 3, Primal-Urge 2

Skills: Drive 2, Eriquerte 2, Firearms 1, Leadership 4,

Melee 4, Stealth 1, Survival 3

Knowledpes: |nvestigarion 1, Law 3, Linguisrics 3

(English, German, Norwegian, French), Medicine 1,

Politics 3, Riruals 3, Science 1

Backgrounds: Allies 2, Pure Breed 3

Rage: 5; Gnosis: 4; Willpower: 7

Gifts: (1) Aura of Confidence, Persuasion, Resist
ain, Truth of Gaia, Visage of Fenris; {2) Call vo Duty,

Snurl of the Predator, Staredown, Strength of Purpase:

(3} Might of Thor, Wisdom of the Ancient Ways; (4)

Hern's Stand

Rites: Greer the Moon, Rite of Cleansing, Rire of

Ustracism, Rite of Summoning, Rite of the Opened

Caern, Rite of Wounding, Scone of Scomn, The Grear

Hunr, Voice of the Jackal

Fetishes: The Jarthammer Troll-Eater (see page 85);

assonred talens as needed.

1DD et of Fenris

//'ﬂllu-.-._—-_:l-——-_-—r




I"I-III-I-Hll‘HI‘I-"l-I.-UI-HINH'.IIIIHII“SQF-N-.V

"",szc ox fenwis ™~

Name: Breed: Pack Name:
Player: Auspice: Pack Totem:
Chronicle: Camp: Concept:
Physical Social Mental
Strength @0000 Charisma @0000 Perception ®0000
Dexterity @0000 Manipulation, ®0000 Intelligence. 0000
Stamina 0000 Appearance__ @000O0 Wits ©0000
_r/4// Abllltles mwm
Talents ills Knowledge
Alertness 00000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics 00000 Drive 00000 Enigmas 00000
Brawl 00000 Etiquette. 00000 Investigation_____ 00000
Dodge 00000 Freams______ _ooooo [law 00000
Empathy 00000  Melee 00000  Linguistics 00000
Expression 00000  Leadership 00000 Medicine 00000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal~Urge 00000 Repair 00000 Politics 00000
Streetwise 00000 Stealth 00000 Rituals 00000
Subterfuge 0 O O 0 O Survival 0 o O 0 o Science O 0 o O 0
Backgrounds Gifts Gifts
00000
Q0000
00000
00000
Q0000
Glory Bruised O
00000000OO 000000OO0OO0OO0OO0 - -
OOodoogOoooo  boOobodooddo e {D
njurt -1
Honor m_r// ’ n—un/,‘inv
00000000O0O0 # Grosis Wounded -ZS
0000000000 0000000000 ga“ﬁdd e
ripple 5
OOOJ%% OOoOOoOoOodOodnd Incapacitated O
DDDDDDDDDD e Willpower == Weakness -t
INTOLERANCE:

st Rtk smsm—toims 0 0 0 000 00 OO
OOoOoooodnodn

Attributes: 7/5/3 Abilities: 13/9/5 Gifts: 1 Level One from breed, auspice and tribe; Backgrounds: 5; Freebie Points: 15 (7/5/2/1)
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Strength (+2)

No
Change

Difficulty: 6

Stamina (+2)

Appearance (-1)___
Manipulation (-1)__

Difficulty: 7

e CF 1110 mertlios
Strength (+4)

Dexterity (+1)

Appearance 0

Stamina (+3)

Manipulation (-3)__
Difficulty: 6

INCITE DELIRIUM

IN HUMANS

siarrmarmim Ot her @Crait s mtos

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

00000

v s ot s s e i et

[tem:

‘-IJ

m-nHispoﬂlﬂ#‘W mnﬁupuslﬂm
Strength (+3) Strength (+1)
Dexterity (+2) Dexterity (+2)

Stamina (+3)

Stamina (+2)

Manipulation (-3)__ Manipulation (-3)__

Difficulty: 7 Difficulty: 6
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[ODedicated Level Gnosis

Power

[tem:

[ODedicated Level Gnosis

Power

[tem:

[ODedicated Level Gnosis

Power

Item:

[ODedicated Level Gnosis

Power

i v ek C 11t e e st

Maneuver/Weapon

Roll

Difficulty

Damage

Range

Rate

Clip Brawling Chart

Maneuver Roll Difficulty Damage

Bite Dex + Brawl 5 Strength +1+
Body Slam  Dex + Brawl Special

Claw Dex + Brawl Strength +2

1

6
Grapple  Dex +Brawl 6 Strength
Kick Dex + Brawl 7 Strength +1
Punch Dex + Brawl 6 Strength

T These maneuvers do aggravated damage.

Armor:
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Level Type
Totem
Leader
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Nature: Demeanor: L
27 Werit Type Cost Flaw Type Bonus
wn EXPanded O3 ackgrounb ot ortinnr
Allies Pure Breed
Kinfolk Past Life
I Resources Pack Totem
m—u//, Possessions A—n--/ﬁinv m_u/.é {xpengncgn—n--//ﬁv
Gear (Carried) TOTAL:
Equipment (Owned)
Gained From:
Name TOTAL SPENT:
Caern Location Spent On:
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Neran

Age
Hair

Eyes

Race

Nationality

Sex

Homid
Glabro

Height

Weight
QBattle Scars

Crinos

Hispo

Lupus

Wetis (Deformity
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Pack Chart Character Sketch
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