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The Weakness of Ui Brightjaws

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

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

Uli was a faithful warrior to his rribe and his sepr.
When battle came to threaten his home, Uli stood
beside his brothers and sisters to crush the invaders.
When the elders asked his pack to go hunt the bastard
spawn of the Wymm in their dark places, Uli was as
fierce as any of his packmares. He fought many battles,
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 without
scarring. His packmares laughed at thar, 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 slepr, and he
stared upward inio the dark, and he said to himself,
“l am weak."

This is what filled the days and nights of Uli
Brightjaws. When his pack made a kill thar brought

them glory, Uli quietly went over the bartle 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 that surely
his packmates felt 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 awake, wondering how much
longer it would be before his weakness was the death of
his pack, or even his entire sepr.

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

The Jarl frowmed at him. “Go into the Umbra,
without your pack! Is this idea of your own making, Ul
Brightjams ™

“Ie is. With my pack | can depend on their
strength, and my weakness will hide from me. 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 thart stood in atten-
dance. The elder Crescent Moon hummed o herself,
and rubbed the string of runestones thar hung around
her neck, and finally nodded. “So be it,” rumbled the
Jarl. “You have the turn of one moon to make this thing
right within you, Uli Brightjaws, although [ have only
your word thar you have as grear a need as you say,
Leave on the night of the new moon, tomotrow, and
rerurn 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, “I must go
again.” And she did not reply with words, but instead
said farewell to him as husband and wife do.

He made ready for his journey on the next day,
selecring whar few things he might need but would
not find along the way, and binding them to 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 is your pack!™ his wife asked.
“Why do they not meet you here.”

Uli felr a pain in his heart, but he answered. “[ go
withour 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.”

“T 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 a way? Husband, you should
catch the man who slanders vou and tear his skin from
his body!™

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

Tears ran down the face of Uli'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. Uli kissed his wife, and let her hot tears
remain on his cheeks while he kissed his children

ST T Pl
: =k i

e s BT

goodbye, and then he umed and walked down the
road withour looking back. \

Perhaps Uli Brightjaws knew exactly when he
crossed 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 other world. 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 Uli Brighrjaws,
and he started down the hill.

Ui walked for several days, drinking from the pure
srreams of the spirit world — for his was a time when
the pure was still strong and the polluted was not yet
ascendant — and earing what game he could carch.
The spirit animals nourished his spirit body, and he
remained healthy. Sometimes he would stand under a
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 left was darker, more shadowed,
and it wound hack and forth on into the gloom, and Ulj
could not rell where it would end.

And Uli Brightjaws chose the left path.

He knew he had made the righe choice almost
immediately. Soon he was out of sight of the fork in the
path, with dimness before him and afrer 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 to wait for a traveler on such a road.

As Uli walked farcher along che path, the more
the green seemed to leave the trees and bushes thar
dotted the stones around him, Many were dead —not
dead of poison, or lightning strikes, but a dead from a
low, gray dearh as though rthey had simply decided ro
stop living. That caughr ar Ui, and he felt doubr, for
any Ger of Fenris fears losing the love of life, and
worse, 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 roots and tried to fasten itself on Ui Brightjaws.

It was a crawling thing, shivering and wet as if fresh
from a polluted egpshell or beneath a rotten stone. It
was a spite-grub that had yet to spin its cocoon and
harch again, stronger than before. Ir could not form
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words — only a rattling shrick that was full of stolen
grief and pain. Ul saw it and leapt back, and in that
moment he knew it for what it was. It was here toffeed
upan the dread he felt when he looked at the trees. It
was drawn 1o him.

Uli took on his war-skin, and he seized the thing
in his claws, and he tore it in two pieces. Its death-
shrick was choked with pain and threaded with a
faint skein of victory and release. Uli dropped the
halves of the thing and said to himself, “This puny
thing cannot have been my weakness. This was one
of the Enemy's parasites.”

But even the lowliest, most petty of the Wyrm's
servants can leamn the virtues of traveling in packs.

They came from benearh shadows and berween
stones, leaping and slithering at Uli all ar once. There
was nothing of the human or the animal in their eyes,
only a hunger that burmed to consume Uli's suffering.
They came seeking pain, misery, fear, hatred, all
those things that feed their kind. And Uli knew thar
he could not ourrun so many — but more, he felt a
great revulsion for the wretched things, and knew he
could not leave these things whole.

Uli Brightjaws carried no weapon with him; he
had no family heirloom, and a mortal sword or axe
would have been less use than his own good claws
and teeth. Bur against so many, claws and teeth

were less than effecrive. So he leapt off the path to
where one of the dead trees stood, and calling on
the might of Fenris, he tore the tree out of the
ground. Then he was well and truly armed.

Each swing of Uli's new club dashed mu|tl|:'le:
winged-Banes to the ground; each downward serike
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. Uli ook a great
round stone and rolled 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
] 3 for a hammet's throw, and sat on a rock

and rested.
oF A And in the quict, 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

F way from him yer.

He walked on.
LI I
The stones surrounding the path grew rougher
and sharper as Uli continued on his journey, and
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the rrees and bushes became fewer and farther apart.
Grear clouds obscured the light of Luna, and Uli's
way was lit not by silver, but by a deepening gray. But
the path itself remained smooth — it was easy o
walk, as it wound ever so slightly downward ro the
gloom beyond, Uli noted each landmark as he passed
it, and slept lightly, but the crawling things thar lived
in the deepest shadows did not rrouble him. And
then, in the twilight between naght and moming —
or perhaps between evening and night — Uli 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
tor all thar, 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 sar two ravens, each as
large as a dog. Uli knew the laws of the spirit world
this was no accident. 5o he walked under the tree, and
niodded his head o the ravens in respecr.

The raven on the left spoke, and its voice was like
cracking icicles falling to stome. “Where are you going,
Uli 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. *Whart are you seeking,
Uili Brightjaws? It must be something important.”

Ul did not care for the tone of the ravens, but he
remembered the old paces between Fenris and Hrafn.
And more, he knew that if he did not speak plainly
with them, they would worry at him wherever he went
until they were satisfied they knew his business —such
is the raven’s way,

“I am locking for my cwn weakness.”

Both ravens shared a cackle. “Mowonder you walk
away from your tribe, then,” said the one on the left.
“For they walk away from their weakness and roward
their strength.”

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

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

Both ravens laughed like cracking bones, “Do you
think it will be that easy!™ 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 right, “you would have done
that long ago.”

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

“If you are willing, Uli Brightjaws, we will share
our secrets with you." The ravens puffed our their coars
and shifred from foot to foot on the branches.

But Uli locked at them, and the blood of Fenris
shone in his gaze, “Why do youw wait for my permission
to advise me? Are you not children of Hrafn, who are
free and generous with vbur-secrers™

The raven on the left mutrered ta itself. The raven
on the right remained silent. Then they spoke, shamp
and soft.

“There are rules."

“There is a price.”

Ul said nothing.

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

We will sit above you and pull at your flesh,” said
the raven on the right, serpent-voiced, “and in return
we will eell you many things."

“Things that will make you wise.”

“Things that will make you strong.”

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

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

“We must be ravens,” said the one on the righr.
“We learn secrets from dead men.”

"Wotan had creatures that he called ravens, too,”
said Uli, and his voice was low and grim. “] know you.”

“1 do not think you do,” said the one on the left,
and its eyes glittered like emeralds caughr in ice.

“Perhaps instead you know our forefathers’ names,”
said the one on the right, snapping its beak.

“We are their children.”

“We are their heis." And both ravens leaned
forward in the rree, their feathers bunching outward,
anul they were nearly the size of the Hispo-wolf.

“You are abominations,” growled UlL. “You are
betrayers and corpse-splitrers, 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 Brighrjaws."
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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 as quick as an eyeblink, but they
sliced open his pelt with rakes of their wings, each
fearher a razor blade. He snapped and clawed at them,
but they were quick like no mortal bird, and his teeth
and ralons closed om empty air. They laughed their
bone-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 chird time.

Then his hand ¢losed 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 ran. But Uli did not let go. It tried wo
scream out to its sibling, but Uli's iron grasp seeangled
its ¢y in its throat, and it could do nothing,

The second raven dove down on Uli then like a
thunderbaolt falling on a mountain. But a thunderbolt
cannot strike a mountain low, and the raven could not
strike down a Get of Fenris. Its beak sank deep into the
meat of Uli's shoulder, but Ul reached our with his
other hand, and caught the second raven by the neck.
It, too, beat at him with its powerful wings and slashed
him with its dagger-sharp feathers, but Ul did not lex
go. He strode over to the stone that supported the
ravens' rree, and he dashed both their heads against
the rock, breaking their skulls open and spl!ling put
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 saft
pad of feet that followed him.

LI

There were no more trees after that; there were
no more bushes, no more animal-spirirs, nothing left
that lived. Uli 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 strength. Srill, he moved onward; he felt
that if he urned and walked back, there was a chance
that the thing that followed him would flee. Instead
walked forward, in the hope thar his pursuer could
grow holder.

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

giving ground.
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“No man, nor woman, nor wolf, nor spirit walks
this path unless they seck their own d:stn.u..tu}n. said
the wolves, speakmg togerher, each word asoft! lonely
howl. “Is that why you walk this path™

“T seek my doom, yes," said Ui 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. “Pethaps this path is
not for you. Beyond these gateposts nothing wairs bur
destruction, but the path back ro the moonlir lands is
not where you will find your doom. What you seek lies
along the third path o lead from this place.”

Uli looked to either side. *] 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 path ourselves, and we could show
you the way quite easily. We would be honored to do
sa, Uli Brightjaws.”

“Are you not bound ro warch this path, and
warn travelers!”

“The path will warch itself,” they replied. *We
were waiting for you."

Uli locked at the two a second time, and for a
moment 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 sbandoned their
posts before,” he prowled Uli. “There were Fenris-
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 Brightjaws. You left our sisters’ bones
scarrered across the road, and you hung our brothers®
corpses from their own tree. 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, or perhaps they had simply managed to learn
discipline — bur they fought well together. 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 gatekeepers
were laughing, and he knew he could not win the
battle in this way.

So he leapt 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
tainted werewolves ran around the pillar to the left,
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and the other ran around the pillar to the right, inorder
that Uli would have nowhere to flee.

That was their mistake. Uli did not flee, but
instead lowered himself and charged directly ar the
wolt that had come around o the right. By the time its
brother had fully rounded the pillar, it was too late; Uli
had torn its throat cut. The black wolf screamed as it
saw Uli over the corpse of its brother, and it leapt at
him with froth-lined jaws snapping.

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

Andwith that done, Uli Brighrjaws set the skull of
each werewolf on the pillar it had gusrded, and he
limped on down the path.

And although it would not 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, until they shut out the light of
Luna entirely. It was not urrer blackness — it was utter
gloom. The rocks and stones Uli walked across had no
color; they were gray only because no ocher word came
closer. And the only thing that was nor this same dull
shade was the rifr in the fabric of the ground, of the
spirit world irself, a chasm longer than the horizon and
blacker than the spaces berween the stars. Uli
Brightjaws stood on the brink of the chasm char divides
the spirit world, and he knew that 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 Garou. Here, Uli Brightjaws’ weakness would
surely be at its most powerhul. If it could show itself ar
all, it would do s0 here.

And as Uli Brightjaws looked into the blackness
that dropped down below the heart of the spirit world,
he heard the footfalls behind him, now close as a
friend’s arm. He heard the breath come from an unseen
strput, and he knew it was his weakness come to carch
him in this place. And although it was the hardest
thing he had ever done, he straightened his back and
turned to face it.

But it was Great Fenris who stood behind him.

In this world, in the spirie world, in any world there
has never been a wolf as massive, as strong, as terrible

newborn suns, his coat gray as despair and as much
stronger than iron as iron is stronger than glass. When
he rakes the earth ro mark his territory, his claws leave
gouges a5 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 is Rage, he is the First Wolf, he
is the one who catches comets in his teeth and gnaws
them until they bleed. And now he stood before Ul
Brightjaws. When he spoke, his voice was like ice,
each word bitten off by a snap of his terrible jaws.

“Why are vou here, Uli™

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

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

“I do, Great Fenris.”

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

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

Great Fenris” eyes blazed, and his head struck
forward, and Uli felr the pain of a thousand wounds
erupt in his chest. His ribs snapped like marchsticks,
and blood flew from his chest to water the stones of the
Abyss. Grear Fenris withdrew his muzzle, 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 | 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 Brightjams!

Though hisheart lay on the ground hefore him and
his chest was a ruin, Uli found words, *L... I am
ashamed, Great Fenris.”

Each breath brought fresh pain, bur he continued.
“1... I measured myself by my own fears... not by my
pack... not by my tribe. [ thought the worse... of
myself... and so I thought the worst. .. of all those who

as Creat Fenris, When he opens his jaws todevourhis  called me strong. 1... | did not have the... pride [
foes, a rall man could ride a tall horse into his throat  should. I was not.... proud of being Fenrir.”
and never have to how his head. His eyes are yellow as
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Grear Fenris growled deep and low. and his oyes
still burned with fury, bur he did not bare his reeth.
“Take up your heart, Ll Brightjaws. Ear it. Know
yourself." And he tumned, and he was gone, lost in the
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 hearr, still beating. He pur it to
ies jaws, and the smell of his heartsblood made him
both sick and ravenous. And he bit into his heart,
and ate it in three bites, and then the strengeh was
in him once more.

Uli returned to his sept on the evening of the new
moon. He howed before his Jar and rold the story ofhis

shame, and of his newfound pride, He apologized to his
pack for his lack of faith, and they beat him soundly,
and he came away from it laughing. He went home o
his wife, and he said nothing, but nothing needed o he
said. The scaron his chest never lefr him, and he would
have been shamed and dishonored o see it o,

Uli Scar-heart lived well as a warrior for the rest
of his days, and died as well as any Fenrir could ask.
One of his children bred true, and was a fine Skald
and an honor to her people. When she walked among
the Garou of other tribes, she was proud to say thar no
werewolf ever chosen by Great Fenris was ever weak
— even if they were foal enough to think so once in
a great while.
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I call to mind the kin of Etins
Which lomg ago did give me life.
Nine worlds [ know, the nme abodes

O the glorious world

— 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 rales of the ending
of all things.

Only a religion 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 mists of time.

The humans tell that in the beginning, before
the world of men and gods existed, a spring appeared
in the grear void, Ginnungagap. This spring,
Hvergelmir, formed a mist that in turn changed into
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~tree the grosnd beneath.

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 rivers, the Elivagar.

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

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

The Fenrir know better.

Honored as the mightiest of the thirteen tribes of
the Garou, the Fenrir's history 15 a confusing issue.
Muny a homid Garou scholar finds herself in puzzled
contemplation of how a tribe as proud and confident
as the Fenrir traces its lineage from a great foe of
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mankind, birthed by a half-god descending from a
Jotunn, a servanr of the Grear Wyrm, 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, thar
there may be more to Great Fenris himself than the
human rale of a destiny in chains before the Ragnarok,
at which rime he is destined to swallow Odin and he
slain by Vidar, Much more.

Listen carefully, pups, as our sept’s finest skalds tell
you the history of our people.

THe Telbng of Fimnis

As vecounted by Krister Voice-Of-Alfar, Get of
Fenris Galliard

Hear me, o children. | améKristens¥oice-Of-

Alfar, Skaldof the Fenrir, and T nowsecount to thee
the ancienthistory of rhie Gl:l:_ﬂchnri,:'., mightiest
and stron gest among the sixteen tribes of the Garou.
Forwe are the rrwe Wagriors of Gaia, and frocectors
of the World, and our tale is not vne of perty thilces
and submissions to quarrelsome gods. Nopmy pups,
for it began o long g0 that nevhard. remains Wich
the exaet accoune@f how it came o be. No doubr
you've heardseveral starics and legends anthow our
kind cagpé eo'be, or how Mother Gaia ereased the
Garawo protect the world: This is not the teling of
the'Garou. Thisis the Ifl:]l;'ugﬁf the GegafPenris; a
fale of glory and strength, of hignsr and valor, of
advenrureand congquiest, of anguish and desolarion.
Let me rell you chie gale of cur tribe.

You may think Great Fenris a mighty wolf-spirit,
patron deity of cur rribe, and mere servant of Gaia the
Grear Mother. Thar is not so. 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-walf warriors created by Gaia
to protect Her creation, to wage war on the forces of
wanton Chaos and Destruction, and bring the Wyrm
and its minions o an end. | see some of you, bright-
eyed and inquisirive, with the scholar's look about
your faces. Doubtlessly, you have heard this rale
before, in different form. Know you thar the tale as |
tell it has been handed down, generation after gen-
eration, among the finest skalds of our tribe. Have
you doubts to the authenticity 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, sitidly by my side and do not interrupe my
telling, for then my anger will be fierce.
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Get of Fenris

Finee Woffor Warewoff?
Obviously, not all Fenrir agree on whether ar
not Fenris was truly a Garou or “simply” the
greatest progenitor-wolf of the tribe. The Fenrir,
like all other wribes, have more than one rale of
their hﬁgi]lmng. but the tale of Cirear-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 o make
him (unnecessarily) more accessible to his chil-
dren by calling him “like" them. It's a point 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 ro
settle dispures by physical means, and so this issue,
like many others, has caused its fair share of brawls.
The simplest solution would appear to be o
ask Cireat Fenris himself, but not even the mighti-
est Get of Fenris Theurge has done so. For one,
spirits of such magnitude have a way of absorbing
many lesser concepts into themselves. Great Fenris
might well be “original war-totem” and “progeni-
tor Garou” in one, just as Rar is a war rotem, a
tertility goddess, a spirit of disease and a 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 might be... insulting. Finally, most
Fenrir Theurge elders achieved their high rank by
focusing on the immediate problems at hand —
genealogical mysteries might be interesting, bur if
you were going to go to the trouble to ask some-
thing of Great Fenris, it'd be foolish to ask him for
something trivial. Afrer all, if it really marrered,
Crreat Fenris would surely have sertled the issue
himself some time back.

M iars andd Woff

Gireat 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 honorable as he. As he was the
strongest warrior among those of the First Pack, he
could pick any mate he wanted from flocks of both
humans and wolves, and none would dispute his
leadership in combat with the forces of the Wyrm,
the Jotunn, He foughe with ferocity unmatched, skill
unimaginable, and strength thar is as legendary as his
name alone. The other Garou of the First Pack
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acknowledged him as leader of the Garou in those
rimes; it was much later that the Silver Fangs should
rise o become leaders of our nation. Many preat
battles did the First Pack engage in against the grow-
ing armies of the Wyrm, and many spawned new
Garou to fight alongside them. But not Grear Fenris.
As the other members of the First Pack chose mates
and bred as they pleased, Great Fenris, although free
to choose whichever mate he pleased, felt that a
female companion worthy of him did not exist. He
held strength and honor most dearly in his hearr, as
his love for the Great Mother, and he found the
humans he protected to be weak and puny, and the
wolves to be too sly 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 Great Fenris living in
solitude, and he perfected his will and his strength in
his loneliness, while the other Garou of the Firse
Pack shaped tribes of their offspring indiscrimi-
narely. He had but given up the hope of finding a
mate, a like, that he had devoted all his time to
tuning his spirit and the flesh to the arts of combat
His heart wept, but his mind denied the pain
that grew within his chest, for he knew
that sadness over petty matters such as
longing for love would cause him o grow
weak and pitiful. He made up his mind ro not
be bothered with the pain, to shut it away
and accept thar he would forever be lonely
Yet still it came to pass, in one of the most
gloriows batrles against the Jotunn, thar Grear
Fenris caught a glimpse of an unnatural
% beaury leading a group in a flank attack on
d the Jorunn. Sheshone our like a staramongst
hundreds of her kin; she fought with a
ferocity he had never before seen.
Zhe wiclded a massive axe with
double heads as if it were the
flexible rrunk of a spring sap-
ling; yer her strong arms held
II"', 1 i firm assrone. She fended off
\ hordes of beasts and mon-
| sters with resolute swings of
the axe. Her long, wild,
/ . bright hair danced in the
\‘a winid of the kartle, and

;

v W her soft, fair skin
LB T, shone unlike any-
% i - 3 Ry
g thing Great Fenris had
seen before. He almost for-
4

ot his place in the bartle, and
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was near wounded by a Jorunn spearman, but regained
T e Tefureses his wits and slew his foe. Afrer that he lost sight of the

Who were they, these infamous creatures we unnatural beauty, and saw her not again that day.
remember as the spawn of glants 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 y
knows. They do not remember. The Get of Fenrs, 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 hefore tracking her to her homeland. At this time most

made their homes in vast mowntain halls. They are humans lived at the center of the Earth, but Great
spoken of as chaotic creatsres that wore a plethora of Fenris had to go far from the cradle of humanity to find
shapes and sizes, with a cruel nature and @ @ppetite her, almust to the ends of the world. T a great, frozen
o amvyshing they eould sink their teething. They often land he came, where the frost lay on the ground all year
came down from the mosntains to raid villages and and the winds blew harsh and biting cold. Here he
steal wirmet, and thes sere atwar with the Aesir. Not found her, a queen of her people, whom we remember
all Jotsenrytvere Rideous: some wergbecifi, and had as the Vanir. He was granted an audience and bowed
the powers fo charmsthers. Wy humans with before her. He praised her and pleaded his love for her,
Jotunn blood livedi@nd many srill live, halfbreeds like and asked her to be his mate. The queen, Sigun, was
S ikl Bugmo Betrir hasever besn allwed | captivated by this great warrior, but said that she was -
live with the bload of dtenn i his veing, betrothed toa lord of her people, another great warrior,
“When, iilirst came 3 B Nolllind: we Cireat Fenris was infuriated, and said that he would

learned that the Joguwnn hadalready migrated there; meet this lord in combat over the _lm': for Sigun. The
afiet oll, et lei:!hﬂugfmdm;mﬂ.ﬂ'wtchﬂd .:|u-ear.nfqg-n:n:|jm'a.r-ed the victor —if the lord would take
Ul ngiars Th:jﬂlﬂdhﬂemmﬂmﬁmdﬂd Fenris' challenge. The lord’s messengers bore back
the west and the east coast of the Seandinavian word that he accepted, and the attendants began their

Peninsula, and these mountains were farever named preparations for the duel. Fenris was momentarily
the Jotunnheim. startled on the day of his fight, for the lord he had

“How the Jotunn are linked to the Wyrm, we do challenged was a giant, an old giant of the frost itself

: i But Grear Fenris summoned up all his strengrh and
E;wﬁﬁmﬁiﬁ ﬁmﬂ:ﬂ F'm_-tlu.ﬁ‘r [%mhmg; courage and migh'r._and he fought until near death
Whyrmn & ant the chaotic asect of the Triaz. However against the giant lord. L-rm;.:andhard.wm the fight, the
they prospered on wanton destruction and decay ﬂnr] }E.“rdﬁr challenge Great Fenris had hitherro faced. But
emeckoidhapwoc by 1hé e o the W, afien b;m:-tg Great Fenris was not named the greatest warrior alive
B e T rr,’rl' ~ e in vain, and so he broke the giant’s neck although his
Shkalds among the Fianna claim that the Jonunn also own, massive arms could not even reach around the
found their wary w0 the lsles Tnl';.ﬂ"hl‘[_:h they call them by lilmle of it. Homevet, the fight hiad taken, it toll o
a different name, one t.h.:::l you will 51}1-'.-3!1- come 1o Great Fenris as well, and after proving himself victori-
recognize: Fomorians, There is a link, somehow ous he fell into unconsciousness.
hetween the Wyrm-spawm we call fomori and r.hfl' When hn_-_ awoke, he found himself being nursed by
Jotunn, bur what exactly it is, remains a well-hidden Sigun herself. At first he was angered, because he did
et it the DibToness kiiuss R not wish ro be nursed like some lowly human _child.

Some among it hold the Jossimn to be as exsen- Sigun explained to him that he had saved her from a

_ _ : : life with a brutal giant as her mare, a giant she detested,

irj_u ﬁ:‘tﬂf?’r’&ﬂﬂﬂﬂ .::hl':ur:h !:Eniinum. j;-::&rhr-;lr:gh and that his show of might and unmatched combat

r_Jrr '-H:j,_nmﬁ Jrey still _qmrmm[:: .u-“ kTl uad whienier Rasier andl thiat b Soved bim fiow.

even showed signs of at lfﬂ-r.gtrun.i'eﬁnlndéﬂg J;-:-fuw:ll used by our greatest elders today o test thase secking

R T ; : renown, but privy to only a select few of the leaders of
probably why our people did not try tw

eradicate them ar once. More than likely, they de- our tribe. He had to be certain that she was truly
scend from some Wyrm-spawn of the ﬁmlﬂge.; But worthy. And as e had guessed from the moment he
oner ancestors let them live. Oner first bt'g.rrﬁsmke — e ]'u:r. Sl TR tha.n_wc-rthyr. e
ome we will not make again.” ideal. His heart rejoiced, for he had found his mate.

— Spefan-Jallarhom- Blower, GetofFenrs Gallard
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Great Fenris lived with his queen for many years
before returning to his brothers and sisters in the First
Pack, and had three sons with his mate: Ribjém, Gam
and Frode. Each of the three possessed unmarched
ralents: Rabjden inherited his father'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 Fenris commenced with rhree sons with the
three traits most important in a good warrior: Strengrh,
honor and the bard's tongue. Why the bard’s tongue-
Why. to tell the rales of our people, you daft pup!
TFe Inpergs

& s diad

Eventually Fenris and his sons recurned o the Firse
Pack and their descendants, anduhe sons and daugh-
rers of Fenris spawned their owm offspring, and the
Fenrir became a tribe. About this time the humans
started expanding their settlements, which our people
had been guarding and watching near the center ol the
world. Pur the warld was changing, and this | do not
only mean socially, bur geographically. Thisded. 1o
humanseraveling away from their cradle, and explor-
ing and settling crher places ofthe world. This magde it
hard for the Garcu o guard then, because outside the
center of theearth there were many dangers, in many
different shapes and guises. So I rake it you have
already heard of the Impergium? Ne? It was rule insti-
rured by the Gapow in order o eull and protect the
humans, both fiom the cutside hamm, bug.also from
themselves. By so doing, we forced ghem back to 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.

Mow, the Garou of other tribes may try to rell you
otherwise, hut the Fenrir did not support the
lmpergium ar first. As did our father, we believed that
a mate had ro be worthy and equal; they may tell you
about our ancestors descending on a human settle-
ment for regular bouts of slaughter and rape, but that
is senseless talk. Leaving aside that such things open
one's heart to the Enemy, no true Fenrir wants his
sons raised by a victim. He wants his sons raised by his
mate. Of course, because our standards were so high,
we were not as numerous as the other tribes. Yes, any
one of us was worth two equally ranked Garou of
other tribes, but there you have it.

Sa. The other tribes created the Impergium to
carefully maintain and control their selected breeding
stock, Of course, it isnot right roonly blame the others;
once we condoned it, the Fenrir took as much advan-
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tage of it as everyone else did. We were just as abusive
as the rest, and you can see how the world has rumed
out for it. The humans we scarred have decided o cut
their own scars in the Mother's flesh for revenge. Now
there is no room left for recriminarions and words of
sormaw — now there is only the battle against the evils
that have come of our ancient deeds.

T e War 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 nutth@only Changing children of the
Mother. Todag wery few, if any, remain of the Fera,
the other Changing Breeds. One of the reasons for
this, apart fram the:plain fack thar they were not as
strong as we were, is that the Fera disagreed with the
fact thar the Garou were meant to lead them. We
were the Pratectors of Gaia: Her safety was in our
hands, and we needed absolute loyalty to beable to
Jefend Her propegly. The Fera cefused to follow us on
our canipaigns, andeonstanhpaent behined our backs
with their acrions, for Gaia knows what reasons. This
angered us, of oursé, and though we may ROt have
heen withiruour rights g0 force them invosubmission,
we chose to do just that. It should be pointed our thar
they could have respendedia us diffesently than they
did, but in their armogance, andiil every other Fera's
own ambition to be ruler ofall, they ehose to oppose
us. War was a necessity.

And we were the strongest, of course, and we
ripped them apart. We killed so many Fera thar
we don't even have any notion of how many
there may have been. Of course, our own ranks
were greatly thinned out, but nothing compared
to those we eradicared.

We can only bow our heads in shame for our
ancestors’ worst excesses, and hope the surviving Fera
do the same. It is not just to say we were the only ones
ror blame, neither are we blameless. [t was not honor-
able to disperse the ranks of our allies. It weakened us
in cur battle against the Wyrm, which 15 why he is
arowing so strong today — because they would not
follow, and we chose the wrong way to lead.

Conguatt of Hhe Nowth

You think the large caemns of Europe and the
Americas are impressive! They are nothing; nothingat
all, compared ro Heimhalla. This place, this magnifi-
cent and radiating gateway to the Umbra, nestled, in
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a valley high in the mountains that separate Siberia
from the lands rowards the seas, and Asia from Europe.
Ureat Penris led his pecple from the center of the Earth
to the morthem lands of snow and ice whence his
beloved Sigun hailed, but where the Jounn now
reigned. There he found that the Jorunn had destroyved
his mare's long-lost kingdom — and Grear Fenris
responded in kind, He crushed the Jonunn kingdomiof
Urgard and scartered their forces, and on the sice of his
victory he built a grear caern, Heimhalla, and made it
the home of his Ger.

Heimhalla — greatest of caerns, the silest caern
of war rthat ever was. [t was so remote and so well
protected that even Loki Sky-Walker himself coold
not find it. [t housed our engire tribe in thosedays: not
just a group descending from Tarjei Hardtule or
COrrjan Gothslayer or other famed Fenrie, but every
last one of us. Heimhalla was our home, Owr Tribal
Home. Many an adventurer has set forth 'with hopes
of finding rhis ancient citadel, but none have suge
ceeded. The spiritual energies alone should make it
easy to track, but alas. Some reformist werewolves
claim that Heimhalla has never been anything but a
hoax, an insubstanrial legend. But when you have
been part of the Grear Tribal Moot in Uppsala in

Sweden, and vou see how the spirit of Great Fenris
himself enters the body of every single Garou, be they
from Montreal or Barcelona or Copenhagen, ar the
opening of the moot, you know. As we stand as one
and sing our praises to Crear Fenris, we konow,

Alas, great Heimhalla fell benearh the feer of
Fenris' death-enemy. In the Norch, they called him
Odin, in the South Wotan. He was the Gallows-God
of the Aesir, the gods of the Norse, who the great
human skald Snorri Srurlusen rells came from Asia,
A likelgparable, as cur people roo wandered from
Africa through Asia to Siberia. After the fall of
Heimhalla, Grear Fenris mainly resided in the Um-
bral aspectof Heimhalla, bur was often called upon by
the Motherts 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,
returpifle to us with news and commandments. Afrer
Fenris disappeared into the Umbra on & mission o
gapture and destroy Wotan, our people migrared
westwards, to modern-day Scandinavia. Friendlier,
thowgh still harsh climates were better suited for us,
a3 were the vast woods and the many mountains. We
made thowe lands our new home.




T Fif of Haimbils

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 warriors since are but
echoes. Bur things were ill for our father. He had
many enemies, none of which could single-handedly
beat him, nor could they in unison, for they could
not crush Fenris and his Ger in battle — the greatest
horde the world has ever seen.

Bur his warst enemies were still strong. Of them,
the greatest were Odin One-Eye, the Great Trickster
Loki, and Urgard-Loki, lord of the Jotunn, Odin was
the Dark King of Valhalla and was at war with Utgard-
Lokiand his people. Lok, 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 corrupr
bastard to the core — his beloved ideals venerated
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 Utgard-Loki, and thus free to
enter both camps. Buthe was not allowed in Heimbhalla,
for he had eamed the enmity of the Fenrir with his
deceitful ways. From his fortress on the Top of Weather
mere days’ march from Heimbhalla he spun his spider
webs of deceir and treason. He wanted revenge on
Cirear Feniris and his brood, and he wanted the power
to rule both Urgard and Valhalla. With chae powert he
could easily rule the entire world, for even though the
rrue power of Utgard had been broken, the kingdom of
Utgard-Loki was a strong one, scattered across the
world. Unired, Urgard could field temible hordes of
Jotunn, ready to bring agony to the world,

So Loki took 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 conquer both Asgard and Utgard.
The rales of men tell how Odin had his memory and
thought invested in his familiar ravens, Hugin and
Munin. The truch our skalds tell is thar he kept his
reason and memories separate so that even if he was
destroyed, he could live on in a new body, But he did
have familiars, and these birds (if true hirds they
were) flew all over 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 fat-
sight of Fenris planning his campaign with his sons.
This image was, of course, wrought by Loki, and not
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at all true; the Fenrir had little to gain in oying w
condquer their neighbors.

Odin was livid with anger. He struck down on his
throne, and legend says thar he broke a huge chunk of
stone loase so that it fell down and killed one of his
servants instantly, He gor up from his seat and strode
farth 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 battled the Jotunn.

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

But in their home of Heimhalla, Odin Glad-OH-
War's forces had advanced and besieged the fortress.
Though Loki did not know of its location, Odin
certainly did, as his thought and memory could go
anywhere, And as to 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 protectors of the
caern were needed there at all times. They found this
task unfair and redious — this was their failing. Even
the hardiest warrior knows that there are some rimes
when you have to stand guard instead of fighting, and
that it is, indeed, an important and honorable task.

An emissary from Cdin's campaign approached
them, as was honorable, and told them to surrender. 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 Gere
would see penalty by death for their actions, it is well
known that even the hardiest warrior could fall prey wo
Loki's rerrible charms.

%o it hecame that Freke and Gere joined the
service of Odin, whose campaign brought down the
walls of Heimhalla, raped and slaughrered the Kin of
the Fenrir. Grear Fenris’ mate, Sigun, fought and killed
more attackers than all others combined, bar fell prey
ro Odin’s might. For all of his cowardice, he was srill a
goxd of war. For this Odin became the death-enemy of
Fenris. The besiegers tried to locare the Center of the
Caern, but they could not find i it was too well
hidden. But the chacs and destruction they wrought
caused the entire mounrain to collapse, killing many,
many men in Odin's army, and burying Heimballa
beneath it. Great was the sorrow of the Fenrir, and

Chapter One:Voices of Thunder
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especially our father, and he swore that if he had w
pursue him all the way 1o Ragnarok — the Apocalypse

— he would swallow Odin and devour him alive for his
cowardly acrions.

Lo Ehrte Aeragr a Eonifiment

When we lost the heart of our home, we spread
across the European continent. With us came the
nomadic Germanic people, the humans that accounted
for most of our Kinfolk. Or maybe you could say thatwe
rraveled with them; it makes liode difference. We
spread across the continent and ook many rerritories
for our own, and we held them. In particular, the birrer
Morth of Scandinavia became almost exclusively our
own — for almost no other Garou were hardy and
derermined enough to call such a place home. You
want to know why the others say thar the heart of our
tribe is in Scandinavia! Because there was never any
ather force, whether mortal, werewolf, Fera or even
the damnable Wyrmspawn, that was able rowrest cven
a portion of those lands from us,

Many of the human tribes eventually settled
there wirth 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 thar the soil was very fertile, as ir had
been locked under the ice for many an age. Our
forefathers ler them work to make the land support
them more than it would naturally — a failing,
r-f:rha'rlﬁ, a5 thm EAVE 30ME POWET Lo I.'|'|.|: Weaver even
there. But it would take many years for our kind o
discover how those seeds would grow.

We aided in rhe creation of great caerns, and we
formed powerful septs. The most famed of our seprs
were the Sept of the Blood Fist in Schwarzwald,
Germany, at the place where Grear Fenris himself
spent his last days on Earth before departing into the
Umbra, and the Sept of the Fimbul Winter Nighr,
our Trihal Caern in Uppsala, Sweden. Many of our
holdings were later lost, and new ones established,
but the Sepr of the Blood Fist remains still —rthough
it is under siepe.

This is not 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 popularview is
to closely associate the Gegot Fenrls with the Norse,
the tribes of Germanics that lived in Scandinavia.
But the Fenrir are more accurately broadly associ-
ared with the Germanic people as a whole, not just
one small branch of a langer tree, Tribes of Germanics
migrated into Northern Eurcpe about nine thou-
surud years ago, around the end of che last fee Age,
rogether with their Fenrieguardians and Kin. As the
ice slawly retreared from these hitherto ice-covered
lands of Scandinavia, it revealed fertile ground and
plenty of game and fish, and as the art of cultivation
reached the nomadic tribes, they setrled, mainly on
the Scandinavian Peninsula, around the Baltic Sea
and Denmark, and modern day Morthern Germany,
It is also vital to note that since the Fensir aré not
necessarily associated with every rribe of Germanic
peoples, there is no point in explamning the spread of
the all the Germanic tribes and their subsequent
history. In order to avoid having to name every
people in every relevant sentence, those tribes asso-
ciared with the Fenrirwill be referred to 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.)

The reason we bring this up is to both explain
that the Fenrir are more than "Viking werewolves,”
bur also to clarify that going into great depth on
peoples thagwe know very little about is a slippery
affair, There were simply too many of them. The
Ciermanic tribes were respansible for the popula-
tion of much of Europe, and larer evolved as quite
diffezent peoples, hecoming your modern day
French, Spaniard, Czech or, of course, German. As
eribes migrared southgro Europearound 700 BCE,
the Germamierpeoplé as a group split ingo three
smaller factions; the North-Germanics, and the
East- and West-Germanics. Further schisms
spawned many tbes, most of which differed, at
first, mainly in deity worship. Common for most is
an equivaleng'of the pantheon found in Norse
mythology (which s the best known), with differ-
ent names@sthe languapes evolved away from each
other. If the student of history finds one or two of
his favaotie tribes missing from this book, he needn’t
worry about it. Maybe the Fenrir never bothered
wirh the tribe; maybe they did. Most likely, they
just didn’t bother 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
stretch back to the dawn of rime. 1t's really not char
important in the grand scheme of things.

20 Get of Fenris
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Wherever we went we set our mark on those
lands, the humans that followed us caught one or two
tales of our rribe's former days, and thus religion was
born, Sadly, much was lost between what lictle of the
truth the humans heard and what they wound up
Lh'_]u-_u their children. That much you can already

pather from the rales | told you of Odin and Loki. For
one, they held that Loki, who was some sorr of
sorceret of the like, birthed Great Fenris, Ha! As ifhis
"-Lmrl-.:r :1'_u. "-.:'-|_||_‘| hawe 'ﬁir'. with ﬂu;l' a ~JL.LL~:

ld]é [ r'~|'| vou of how the 'JEI”.L' n'hu;d was tricked
by a false image of Fenris that Loki ereated. Mayhbs
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
world wouldn't be in the state it is today.

What [ am about to rell you now is briefly hinved
at in human history. The human cl".m.-m:l:r Snaeri
saws that Odin came from his realm in the Ease

after letting his two brothers, Ve and Vilje,

have control of Asgard. He brought with him
many sons, and together they first conguered
Saxia, the north of Germany, and then Svirjod, Scythia,
which is the current-day Ukraine, where our Kinfolk
already had kingdoms.

He left his sons torule his new kingdoms, and went

north, to anisland in Denmark where he built a castle.
He sent spies to the settlements in Sweden, and made
arrangements with the Jotunn, If he knew that we
were there, we do not know, but if he did he can’t
have been as wise as they say
One thing is certain. Odin had become wvery
powerful over rhose thousands of years that had
passed. He could make earth or stone open, he could
bring to life the corpses of hanged men, which he
brought wich him, and he could change the physical
condirions of both dead items and living beings. He
gathered many earthly goods, and he amassed a group
of owelve disciples, former chiefrains, thar followed
him and to whom he raught his arts. He had given up
one of his eyes for his powers, or so legends tell, and
he was immortal, and would come back ro life if he
were killed. He conquered many lands on the coni-
nent and in Russia, and instituced regimes in his
name while he roamed the earth in search for more
knowledge and greater powers.

When the Tribal council in Uppsala got word of
what was going on, we immediately responded. The
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tirst 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 Grear Fenris were the ruling pack
af our tribe when Grear Fenris was away. Do not be
fooled by the name; they were not all male. Arany race,
they wentand crushed the stone citadel of the Aesir by
one massive blow with each of their fists. The earth
shook, and the terrified Aesir that survived flew like
the cowards they were. No honor had they. The Sons
of Great Fenris then instituted Fenrir-rule for the time
being, and they returmed to Uppsala, while we marched
on Scythia, where we fought a bloody war with the sons
of Odin. Many a Fenrir warrior proved his worth thar
nighe, and we brought their reign to a swift end.

Odin, returning from travels, was infuriated, and
immediately launched an artack on the Sept of the
Fimbul Winter MNighr. His army of hanged men and
sOFCerers came across the sea in a grear ship called
Skibladner, and Wotan himself aback of Sleipnir, his
sorcerer-horn steed, a giant horse with eighr less.

Great was the battle that raged thar night, and
many are the rales of brave warriors who met an
honorable death at the hands of a mighty opponent.
Odin Glad-of-War was renowned for never losing a
batele; in fact, many believed supemarural forces
aided him. No mortal man was ever as strong as he
was, | know that 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 whart he
did to our fathers

As | already told you, it was not possible to beat
Oddin'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, bur also
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
spirit of Cireat Fenris himself,

Whar happened next, words cannat say.

The legendary Sons of Grear Fenris, our rulers,
combined their strengths, and physically merged into
an image of Great Fenris himself. They hecame as
colossal and powerful as our father was, infused with
his immortal spirit, and they walked as one towards
Odin. The cowardly One-Eye tried to flee, but they
struck down his flying mount, and threw Odin to the
ground. Badly mangled, he called upon all of his
powers, and seemed to draw energies from the land
itself, and rose with an aura of might and foree. Long
was the holmgang berween them, and hard was the
fight, but the Sons of Great Fenris arose victorious over

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 Modi: and Tord-
Horned-Skald-With-Voice-Of-Gaia, metis Skald. May
their names forever be sung and praised, because they
were glorious warriors and One with Grear Fenris
before they died. Hail the Sons of Great Fenris!

The forces of Odin dispersed in fear, for the one
that held the army together was gone, and they never
rose 1o power again. But his legacy remained through
the Germanic lands, and the humans worshipped
Odin and his sons as gods, This we did not tolerate ar
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 that may or may not be true. But
there was a Fenrir called Beowulf. He was 2 grear
warrior, and an honorable Jarl.

Another great warrior of that battle 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 chronieles. 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 s, that would explain how the Furies have
become such great warriors; the Valkyries were almost
as renowned as the Sons of Grear Fenris were.

Lo Jntasions

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

Huh! The Roman Empire. What a bunch of stuck
up, no-good, cowardly bastards., I say they are to blame
for how this world has tumed out, how politics and
money have become the reason for humans o 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
atill they were no match for us. We showed them
thatr we did not acknowledpge them, by sacking
Rome itself. This angered rhe 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
a 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 Chemusci in the
Teutoburger forest. He raught them a valuable lesson
about selling out their own o the enemy. They saw
their faults, and asked whart they could do o atone and
rectify the situation. Herman took to him all Garou
pups that had not yet fulfilled their Rites of Passage,
ard led them and the Kinfolk to victory against the
Romans, destroying three legions, and marking the
beginning of a Germanic revolt against the Ro-
mans. Herman-Far-Bunner wag known to the Ro-
mans as Arminius, and earned the enmity of the
Empire, much to his satisfaction

P iy

In the third century of our time the Romans
extended invitarions to the many Germanic peoples
to settle within the Empire. The catch was that they
had o serve the Romans as legions. However, many
human tribes accepred the offer, as did many Fenrir
Kinfolk, and this led o the first true great schism
within the tribe. Most Fenrir saw rhis 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 Western
Empire, and in fact, the bulk of the Roman Army in
those lands consisted of Germanics. However, this
did not go exactly as the Fangs had planned, and they
failed ro prevent several invasions of Rome.
Shrwoslog Hhs T4

[reasing He ‘7 it

Who were they, these nasty bastards who came
like a wind from the east on their tiny homses? [n 3712
the Huns crossed the Volga and conquered and en-
slaved the Ostrogoths, Our tribe immediarely saw the
danger in this mad people with the Wyrm in their
rrousers, and when the Silver Fangs asked us for help ro
fight them, we agreed. Some of us ran alongside the
Visigorhs, hiding among their number; they crossed
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the Danube River and settled as allies inside the
Ermpire. However, the bastards cheated s, 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 time to show them
what stuff the Sons and Daughters of Fenris were made
of. We went on a rampage, and destroyed every Roman
legion we could find.

The puny Eastern Roman emperor Valens tried to
stop us, and his successor found head of Valens on a
pole, and his army vanquished. The Bartle of
Adrianople, one of the greatest battles in the history,
completely destroyed the illusion of the Roman Emgpire’s
invincibility, and caused more than one hundred and
fifty years 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, as a peace offering. Alaric took it, butalso
invaded and conguered Spain withour rhe fright-
enied Romans daring to protest. But Alaric’s areack
on Iraly 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 flooded with Ger-
manic tribes. Our Kinfolk and their eribesmen liter-
ally populated the continent, and the Romans could
never shake them afrer this.

The most important shifts in the human popula-
tion for our tribe were Franks seutling Gaul, and the
Angles, Saxons and Jutes invading Britain. Also, the
Vandals moved through Gaul to Spain and tried o
settle in Africa, and the Burgundians settled the Rhone
Valley. And where these humans went, we would goas
well, seeing whar 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 create 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.
More than 80,000 barbarians set out for Africa, with a
collection of Baderic's Garou following in their wake.
Baderic left on a sacred quest into the Umbra along 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 Barbarian horde met little opposition, and
Carthage was the only real threat to the Vandal
nation, but constant reinforcements by Spaniards

/#m-

and also Moors held the nation together. When
Carthage fell, the Vandal nation was supreme, and
struck terror through the Western Mediterranean.
The culmination was the sacking of Rome in 435.
The Vandal nation remained for almost eighry 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 nation together.

Our tribe never managed to get a footheld in
Africa. [t was too warm, too dry, toa wrong. [f we were
meant to be in Africa, we would have stayed 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 caemns 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 buried in Africa,
and we would do well to remember that they died there
in the name of the good fight.

Bt

Ohur British congquest was one of the most impor-
rant rerritorial expansions in our history. Though the
Anglo-Saxon Germanics failed to survive to this day,
the British Fenrir certainly did, and to this day they
remain one of the strongest portions of the tribe.

Owur Kinfolk and a few of our tribe first hit Britain
in 407, but we clashed with the Silver Fangs and
Warders of Men rhar occupied it, and no good came
our of this first expedition. In response to the hostility
of the Romans, we went along with a series of raids
from 410 on, and we prerty much showed them a thing
ar two abour strength, The PBritons, or Romans as they
were, received no help from the Empire, bur 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 had 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.

As] told you earlier, the Romans invired Cermanics
to serve in their army. The same was true for the
British, and when King Vortigern, who had declared
independence from the Roman Empire, invited Saxon
mercenaries to come and settle as mercenaries in his
army, we decided to take the offer. A great Fenrir hero,

Get of Fenris

_“7




-—-—m-m—

Hengest, led a portion of men and settled in Thanet.
Hengest served Vortigern well, protected him against
the marauding Picts, and helped against the threats of
Brirish rivals and Imperial invasion.

But Hengest did not trust Vortigemn, 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 Britain, because they were able warriors
and could protect the lands. He sent to Angeln and
invited more mercenaries, because the lands were fine
and the British weak. From Jutland, Angeln, Sweden,
Morway, the Baltics and Saxony came more men. The
Germanics had come to stay.

[ dwesigares, [iwtimer o climincstivgs

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

Howeyer, Vortigern's son Vortimer, who was not
as weak and dim-witted as his father, immediarely
saw thar his position as heir was threarened. He
therefore overthrew his pitiful father, and seized
power. He disbanded 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 1o slay him, and Vorrigern could again
claim the throne. Vortipern, thar 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 Visigoths in Gaul, and the Elders agreed
that this misrule had continued long enough. We
ravaged the country for a while, unril Hengest even-
tually declared peace, and called for a meeting be-
tween Saxons and Britons on the Salisbury Plain.

To show them exactly whar we thoughr of cheir
petty games 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 caerns also lav and
Hengest knew to claim and protect them.

Vorrigern abdicared and rried to esrablish a strong-
hold in Gwynnedd in Wales. However, his men could
not manage to build the castle, for every moming whar
they had built fell down again. Vortigem consulted

many sorcerers, and was told to seek a boy with no
tather raised by Fair Folk, Eventually Vortigern's men
found a boy called Myrddin Emrys, who showed
Vortigern that the reason the castle could not be built
was hecause there were two fighting dragons, one red
and one whire, representing the Britons and the Sax-
ons, undemneath it. The white one was winning, and
this scared Vortigern so badly that he fled.

This display of his uteer lack of courage resulred in
the Britons rebelling against their king, and a nascy
picce of work called Ambrosius Aurelius seized power.
Now the Romans were back in charpe, and a clear
enemy was before us. We raided the Roman Britons,
and managed to inspire the Angles ro revolt with us
against the Britons. For this, the Flanna showed an
interest in us, and rogether we managed to drive most
of the Brirons over the Channel, where they settled in
Britrany. Still, Myrddin showed Ambrosius the site of
the castle Vortipern had been building, and he rook
this as his citadel. He rallied his Britons, and gradually
pushed the Saxons hack. The thread of our tribe’s
involvement in this affair drops out of the tale shortly
thereafter, but thar should be no real surprise. About
this rime, something had starred ro smell awfully funny
up in the northern portion of the Isles.

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

The White Howlers were, in their own way, like
their Flanna cousing, only mere so. Their passions
blazed higher, their love of war and revelry was grearer,
their songs were lodder and more terrifying — and
theirwills were evenweaker. When the Wyrm came to
their doorstep and runneled under the stones of their
homeland, they leapt inro hartle guicker than any
other tribe, even our own, wouldthave done. They
challenged the Enemy in its dens == and they weren't
prepared for how strong it wasehere, They didn't have
the wisdom o foresee that they weren 't up to the task,
and they didn'vhawe the strength ro so much as die
cleanly when they were overrun,

Sometimesyouhear the other rribes singing about
the tragedy of losing the Whire Howlers, of the fall of
“Lien's noble eribe.” You won't hear us sing those same
songs. The only tmagedy was thag Gaia ler those weak-
lings prosper for as long as She did. [f the others want
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to mourn the loss of a noble tribe, they should spend
more time lamenting the loss of the Croatan, wha
had the strengrh o die well and honorably, and forall
the right reasons. Crying for the White Howlers
while they're still murdering and raping their wa
acruss (aia's face is not just pointless, it's a damned
insult to every single fallen ancestor who was twice
the Garou the Howlers ever were.

Tl Uiking Emv

As recounted By Martin-Cry-Of-The-Last, Get of
Fensis Galbiard

Ha! Well, now, my pups, | see thar Markus has
clearly bored you with his lecrures on the Roman
Empire? Well, never fear. Now we move onto one of
the more interesting parts af our history, and [ am the
tucky Skald who has been chosen 1o tell you these
glorious tales. ..

It was a time of rurmoil in Europe. Several wars
raged between the Anglo-Saxons and the Brirons,
before eventually it all became a mixture of peoples
in small kingdoms. The Roman Empire was dead at
the hands of its own politicians. The relativels
stable situation in England changed dramarically,
though, when a new scourge came like the fires of
Hell rl"-rl:lLi.!,'.."l the Morthern lands of Britain zs
hordes of angry Vikings and Fenrir tore at the
Earth and slew those fool enough wo oppose them!
The Scandinavians had decided to 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 against the steadily
Ly growing forces of the Wyrm. As Markus pointed
; out, 2 new, dark tribe had arisen, and it
left the blighred touch of Wyrm-taint in
| its footsteps. Although most thought of it
as 8 myth, those of us in Brirain knew it to
be all roo true. They were the Fallen Ones,
who had danced the Nine Spirals of the
Wyrm, and they named themselves the Black
Spiral Dancers; they were Fallen Garou, war-
riors that had marched straight into urrer corrup-
tion at the hands of the Wyrm! Since the last of the
wars against the Jatunn, we Fenrir had had
few opponents worthy of our arrention

— now at last we stared again into the
faces of the sort of foes we were bom to
tight, hastards as cunning and nearly =5
strong as ourselves. So we kepe our of

the human politics of the time — but
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where our Kin went, we went as well. We had a new
peason 1o ga hunting in new lands.

A Hofy War?

It was not altogether wise to stay out of human
ways; the English, as they properly were now, grew
weak and soft, and embraced the new religion; thar of
the legions of White Christ and their crosses. When
we rerurned, we found them casting off the old, healthy
pagan ways and worshipping a new, false god that made
men feeble and women pious. We were infuriared! We
didn't wanr our Kinfolk to be pathetically devour; we
wanted them o be strong and able, ready and willing
to strike down their enemies rather than “tuming the
other check!”

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

Almost four hundred years 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, ltaly, the
Balrics and Russia, and all the way tofabled Miklagard,
Constantinople. And among their ranks stood proud
Fenrir warriors, leading and guiding them.

It was'time to take back the nighr.

Te Sritir O it

I read abook once, called the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle,
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 lighming, and fiery
dragons were seen flving through the air. A great
famine followed hard wpon these signs; and a Litele later
in that same year, on the Bth June, the harrying of the
heathen miserably destroyed God's church by rapine
and slaughter,

Quire apocalyptic, don't you think, my pups! Hah!
This was the Wrath of cthe 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 gave them the respect they
should have and taught them about strength and
honor. 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.

But this was not just a time of revenge against
White Christ; it was also a troubled time for the unity
of our tribe! You sce, pups, about this time the Flanna
had started naming the Anglo-Saxon Fenrir, those
that had invaded Britain over the last few hundred
vears, the Get of Fenris, as a derogatory term. The
savage Garou from the North they still referred to as
Fenrir. The Anglo-Saxons approved of this name, for
they said thar it was berter to be rhe least favored get
of Fenris than a pampered princeling of a weaker
totem. Yet the Fenrir of the North did not care wo
acknowledge a name given o their cousins by any
outsider, least of all the Fianna.

For a time, they took the names fairly seriously —
those of our tribe who lived in Scandinavia and North-
ern Britain refused ro answer to anything but *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 Danelaw in the south of England sided with
the Get, while the Norwegian and Swedish Fenrir,
who came to the islands in the north and wo Scorland,
had different views, They arrived in Ireland, and saw
how the Kinfolk of the Fianna had also turned to the
Whire Christ, and took from them a powerful caemn,
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 Fianna and the
Fenrir went to war against each other. We had fought
before, on the continent, and when we aided Vortigemn,
but these Northern Fenrir were not ar all interested in
being reminded of wars they had not heen part of it. In
fact, they called a truce wirth the Fianna, asking them
to share the lands, Afrer all, they reasoned, the Fianna
had sided with the Romans in ridding Britain of the
Picts, the Kinfolk of the White Howlers, and had seen
their faults in this. Now was the time for rebuilding
paces, and for Garou to cooperate with Garou!

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

Soandinatian Sopgdoms

Oh, in these days Scandinavia did not 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 at 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 tribe.
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T U iting Ebvr Comme

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

%M af Nevway

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

T Kinglon of Siwson

The Kingdom of Svea, or Sweden, was also founded
during the Viking Era, though the Svea-folk were
maore interested in trading than the raiding and pillag-
ing of the Norwegians, They traded in furs and slaves
to Russia, Byzantium and the Arab caliphate at
Baghdad. However, that is not to say that the Svea-
Fenrir did not revel in the glory of bartle or were
weaklings! Absolutely not. They were renowned for
their combat skills, and that is why Czar Vladimir of
Bussia chose the Svear to constitute the Varangian
Guard of Miklagard that the Emperor Basil 1l of
Constantinople received as a gift from the Czar in 985.
Thisforce of 8000 Swedish-Russian Vikings and Fenrir
Kin scared the living hell out of many an enemy of the
Emperor, [ can tell you that.
7o Sl of Giarsir

In parts of present-day Russia and the Ukraine lay
the Norse kingdom Gardarike, in which the chieftain
Rurik ruled. The Garda kingdom was settled in the
mid-%th century, and descendants thereof ruled Russia
until 1600, The cities Novgorod and Kiev were the key
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stops en route (0 Persia and Bymntium. The Fenrir
involved with the Gardar had quite a few difficulties
with the Silver Fangs, and gradually lefe to pursue more
imporrant mareers. Those that remained became loyal
puardians of the Russian Empire, and were among the
proudest of our eribe until the revolurion.

7 e Songom of Denmark

The Danish Kingdom was unified some time in the
700s. It was constantly pressured by the Frankish
empire, but as thar scarted to decline the Danes man.-
aged to develop a stable nation covering most of what
is kmown as Danish territory roday. Harald Bluercoth,
son of Garm the Old, complered the unification in the
ninth cenrury, 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 until 1066,

Douniehifbs

We founded the city-state 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 conquer them. For three
centuries, we tended o that caern, a caern our
storytellers SAY WS builr from the bones of an Alfar
ltrincc_ns.n:l' an age 'IJt':l-q_:re, rﬂkcnﬁnm the Morthlands
by rhe fae of Ireland.

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

T Fbvesfih Empire

Clovis was the name of a Frank said ro descend
from the mythical hero Merovech. It has been sug-
gested thar Merovech was none other than the Fenrir
hera Mervek-Golden-Jaw who was the son of
Arminius, but this contradicts other legends abour
him. Lock it up if you wish, Clovis was the first
absolute ruler of the Germanic kingdom of the Franks.
If Clovis 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 authoriry
in Iraly. He conguered present-day France, Holland,

Gef of Fenris
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Belgium, 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 ar first, as it was
a Germanic empire, and counred many Kinfolk and
several Fenrir territories under its flag. However, as
soon as the Warders of Men and the Silver Fangs
showed an interest, we stopped our support and turned
somewhat hostile to ir. They were sure to foul it up.

After a period of glorious battles and wars, an
sgreement called the Treaty of Verdun, a damned
Warder achievement, restored the peace and the
Empire was shared between three sons. The Western
Frankish Kingdom larer became France, and the
Eastern became Germany and Austria, and the Middle
Kingdom, constituted most of the lands between
France and Germany, and parts of both those furure
pations. The sear of power, however, mainly de-
pended on the Middle Kingdom. Our eribe egged
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 strength, and resulted in the extinction of
Charlemagne's Carolinian line.

Ohto the Great was the next interesting ruler. We
say Orto 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
crown into the Slavic territories of Poland and Bohemia,
and he stopped the Magyar expansion at the Bartle of
Lechfeld in 955. The Magyars were a people who
emigrated from Asia, Where exactly they came from,
we do not know, but we do know they had dealings
with the Leeches, and were thus our enemies. Otto
gained control of the Middle Kingdom as well, and was
crowmed the formal king of the Romans, a title thae
would laver be Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire.

The most interesting thing to note about the
Duchy of Normandy is thar it had nothing to do with
the Ger of Fenris — 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 to Chris-
tianity and dubbed himself Rollo {can you believe
that!!), and his silly little duchy held no interest rous,
so we left it alone. However, the Silver Fangs saw a
golden opportunity for some reason, and started breed-
ing with the Normans themselves. So it was, that
when William the Bastard of Normandy invaded
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Britain in 1066, any werewolves along for the ride
were probably Silver Fangs, not Fenrir.

T The High Joas..

According to the tales of our Skalds, the first major
expedition by exiled Norwegians and Swedes arrived
on the banks of lceland in 874. Oh, ir was a grand
expedition, and they numbered some four hundred
souls, and there were a few Fenrir Kinfolk among them.
A system of free villages centered around elecred chiefs
was instituted, with the highest authority being the
Allrhing, 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 too, eventually chose a single peacemaker
god over the path of warfare and strength. Later, many
Fenrir traveled o the unspoiled, beautiful lands of
leeland, but the barren lands had no trees, and sad-
dened the adventurer soul of the Fenrir.

i Acrepr fhe At

You probably know that Columbus was not the
first European to sail to America; the Vikings held thar
honor. As fare would have it, there were a few of our
own among their number — and a few of the Bone
Gnawers as 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 Garou in exchange for protection. We were
glad to rake them up on the affer; though they were
never scrong and unvielding ro the high standard of
Great Fenris, they were faithful and loval, and their
cleverness was a preat asset. So sometimes a Fenrir
warrior would travel to war with a Bone Unawer to
carry his shield, flush out his foes, and generally act as
& 00U OF eVen squire.

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

Tl Coreon Lave

In 960 the chiefrain Erik the Red was banished
from MNorway for several violent crimes he had com-
mitted in anger, We like to say he had a bit of the
Rage in him, human though he was, and could not
contral it. He set sail for [celand, a free country, and
many Norse exiles followed ro start new lives. Alas,
Erik still could not tame the beast within, and he
killed again, and was convicted to three years in
banishment from lceland. Based on sailor’s tales and
legends about a land to 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 to lceland and spoke about this land, which
he called “the green land.” He was granted permis-
sion to lead an expedition to Greenland in 986, and
with him came 25 ships with 300 men and women on
board. Many Fenrir traveled with him, as our longing
for advenrure was always great. The 14 ships thar
survived the voyage founded a colony and named it
Brattahlid, and soon built two villages they named
Vesthygdi and Austbygdi. The lands were perfect for
the grazing of sheep, though there wasnot a tree as far
as any man could see, as on leeland.

The colony evenrually grew quite large, and over
three thousand farms existed at one time, before the
colony somehow disappeared without a trace some 500
years later. What happened! We don'tknow. Our wise
ones have suggested theories ranging from Wyrm-
corruption to Alfar raiders, even a brief return of the
Jotunn., There'd be grear Renown for the one who
untangled that mystery.

A Neaw Eovfimandt

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

Nowssmbioga

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

Motumbega 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 caemn of the Fenrir do-
main lay. The riches the legends speak of were
most likely fetishes and other artifacts, as well as
the obligatory gold. However, no one knows
whar befell it, nor where it lay, and whether or
not anything of worth still remains.

heing Christian, and even established a church on
Gireenland, in the name of his late mother, wha was a
prowd Garou of many metits.

Another Kinfolk, Bjami Herjolfsson, was sent up
the coast of Greenland o 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 to
Greenland he saw 2 vast and hush land in the horizon.
But he never could make land, for angry natives chased
them off, and there were Garou among them, and
Bjarni knew betrer than to take on werewolves.

As he returned, he rold 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 fertile land in the Norse tongue. Well, after
hearing Bjami's stary, we weren't abour to let Leif go
on this trip alone — and so a few Fenrir and some of
their most trusted Kin made their way into Leif's crew.

Mow, some people say that Leif made war on the
natives there, bur the way | heard it he made peace
with them — some of them. The Skald who taught me
told me thar the Fenrir in Leif's band made cheir first
contact with the Croaran, who were strong of body,
mind and spirit. Strong enough o hold their own
lands, so we saw no need to interfere. They agreed thar
the Fenrir would be allowed to establish three colo-
nies, Helluland, Markland and Vinland. The ruler
instituted was Thorfinn Karlseni, and only a few
Fenrir remained to watch over the colony; most of us
had to go back to Norway and Ieeland to fight against
the ever-growing power of the Weaver.

Thoefinn’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 settle-
ment grew very rich, and he patiently awaited 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 to investigate our colony, it was nowhere
to he found. This angered us, and as we investigared
we came across ancther 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 thuse dishonorable bastands had
destroved our domain and killed our Kinfolk, vnpro-
voked. We never forgave them for that, and fought
them far a while, bur they were too sly and dishonor-
able, so the conflict led nowhere.
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'e left the Pure Lands, and did not return for
v centuries, But we remembered.

TEe Diere Oy

Mow despite our history with the Croatan and
Wendigo, the first “Pure One® ibe we encountered
was the I-ﬂ“‘amr Tg mer jome of them among the
pomadic Inuis of Greenland, and after a few initial
ectings and Sorting.out whowas whe,we could live
I peace, rrading with them and exchanging stories
and legends. The§ taught us many. wise things abour
those lands and the spirits thar lived there, and we
taught them some arts of wair, and told them the vales
and wisdom of our ancestars.

Some of them even E8ne #8 later years to live
among the Sami and Fianfolkafthe North. Though
they were much weaker than wewere, they often came
o offer aid to us in‘our'skirmishes with those strange
Leeches that enslave whele villages of Sami, but disap-
pear as soon as we come near them. The Uktena are a
strange lot, they all speakike the Ragabash, in riddles.
Don't erust them oo far our of your reach, because you

never know what they plan, bur trear them well and
feed them, and you have a valuable ally.

The Croaran of North America we encountered
when coming ashorgin Wintand, arid theyere = great

warrior people, mlh'hmm wio

......

Wt‘rc alw: ays gu:-.nﬂ'y- henored the J:lEﬂIﬂ' “of the
Croatan, whocommitted the ultimasésscrificeSgainst
the Earer-OfeSocils-"Hail the Croatany.for they are
worthy of the praise of the Fenrir.

The Wendigo provided much of the reason for our
falling-out with the peaceful Ukrena. They claim we
came to their lands ro pillage and murder, bur thar is
not true, thﬁm]wnamble for acrions like char,
acricns they in fact p ed upon our colonies, We
Hﬂlﬂlﬂl M‘ﬁr them, and they seem fo
stand Fast bytheir lies. Curse rhem rl'wmm'twnrrhv
pmmn_md,'.l:ima g

They are alsovery pacist. As you know, it is a lie
thatwe Fenrir see péople rllﬁ'ercnri'!.- hased on skin-
color. AnyREERor 15 accepred if he or she is worthy
of the three grear disciplines of honor, the bard's
tongue, 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!

Bt A, The Evd of am Em

Ie is vold thar the glorious Viking Era ended with
the two-fold invasion of the Anglo-Saxon kingdom

SN —

Hate the Christians?

Mot as much as we once did. To be certain,
there are elders who still harbor a grudge against
the religion for tuming 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 Christian churches, and they
are no less children of Fenris. If they were the sorr
to harbor muddle-headed ideas like “anyone nor
worshipping Christ is going to bum in hell fos-
ever" or it is never right ro kill," thar gets beat out
af them during their Rites of Passage.

In the old days — yes, our ancestors hated
White Christ and his priests quite a bit. When
some uppity humans come to your lands and start
telling your Kin that everything they're doing is
wrong, do you laugh abour it 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. Our ancestors saw that hatred, greed and
bigorry were the true Srarions of the Cross,

Still, we never waged an all-out war on the
Christians, Why, you say! That is a good ques-
tion. It's because our ancestors were wise enough
to see that for every bloody-handed or adulterous
hypocrite, there was another Christian who re-
fused to harm orthers, who loved his family and
didn't make war on his neighbor. Those that did
fight fought for all the wrong reasons, and those
that didn't fight showld have — bur it wasn't
worth making war on them, They were a thorn in
our side, and many of our ancestars took personal
revenge on therm, 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 destroying the Viking army, he was
“ambushed" by the invasion of William the Bastard of
MNormandy, and at the Battle of Hastings met his
defeat. Needless to say, our tribe did not participare
in this battle, or the ourcome would have been

Chapter One:\oices of Thusnder 31

w-__‘_.'—_.-m\




different. We were busy elsewhere, both with territo-
rial dispures and the forces of the Wyrm. Thar bastard
Harald Hardrada, though a magnificent warrior, had
fallen to White Christ, and we were only too glad o

be rid of him.

T lhe Dok Ager

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

Then a 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 unity, and though the people of Norway suf-
fered from it, Sweden and Denmark prospered. Ger-
many grew stronger in the guise of the corrupt 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, Great Fﬂﬂi.s rerurned and was
bound until Ragnarok.

T o Bivalhny ot Tomile

For so it was, that tn_—"sfl_iaq_utst forthat unholy and
vile bastard Wotan, G
was a great relief for our tﬂhﬁﬁl we were consrantly

arguing and fighring each ‘other, We knew that d:u{.
Marher had rewarded his murqnmﬂwturlnngs,phf.
raising him to the rank of Incarn®, but im it__

was like to see him walking the Eltthl‘

Fenris manifesting before us, amimnthg us EI'H
powers in our battle against edily we were unigéd 8
never hefore, and cast agidethe forced shackles of
naticnality. ﬁﬁer all by should wedbiged human
borders! In the G:Ln:lu Mation there should ke no
borders, especially not within atr'ﬁm. e

Grear Fenris told us of his jeusmey through's Eur.
worlds, to a terrible place where he found MNotan's”

dread castle. However, Woran was not there, foras you
know he was slain by the Sons of Grear Fenrls. Bur
Great Fenris told us thar Woran had not been kalled
that day, even though we had destroyed his corpse and
scarrered the remains to the four comers of the known
world. For Woean 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 tribe,
Wotan was a bastard, but he wasn'ta direct thrall of the
Wyrm. Butr this time everything was different —
Woran 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 to Barth. It

the dark energy of the Wyrm. Bur the Wolf-Father was
nof afraid. He alone could destroy that wrerched being
and send him to Malfeas where he belonged.

Ureat Fenris and his sans traveled all over the
world, a vast army of Garou, the largest since the
Mythic Ages, lead by one so magnificent he had
been exalted by Gaia Herself! So grear was Fenris
thart the earth truly rrembled under his feer and he
creared entire valleys and river streams when he dug
into the Earth.

But the crusade did finally find Wotan, though it
was a long and tedious journey. It was a journey well
warth it for any thar ran alongside our forefather, for
Girear Fenris raught us many things, but it was a long,
arduous undertaking. It was deep in the Ural Moun-
tains, at the place of our original caern, that we found
Glad-of-%War, having gathered an army of dead men
and monstersdedf Bevond. He had raised up this army
in the hépes that igwould give him a real chance
agginst Fenris —&nd he was almost right. With him he
had the dadk souls of the Betravers, Freke and Gere,
and many Black Spiral Dancers, and some Fenrir that
héshiad managed o cormupt. Chief among them was
Tyr, famed a8 adoyal and honorable warrior until he
was seduced by the enemy, It made some of the young
omnes sick 1o think that evenone as grear as Tyr could

~ fall so low — but even they were true children of

Fenris, and they didnothack down.

~ When thiegwo forces clashied, we ler slip our war
cries and our fury and rage rained over them like acid
fires from the heavens. In facrt, the banle was over so
quickly thar we touldnent even believe it. Great Fenris
gore At the ground, and growled at Woran with such a
resonance thar the mownrains did quake and grind,
andavalanches andlandslides crashied down all arcund
him. "Wotan sacupon his black steed, the eight-footed
fable-beast Sleipnir, and smiled. As Grear Fenris real-
ized che teap, he picked up a boulder as large as 3 mead
hall, and"hurled it ar Wotan 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 too lare! Woran's comparriors
sprung their rrap, and a sorcerous whirlwind picked up
the garganmuan form of Great Fenris, and pulled him o
the other side of the Gauntler.

Every one of us that could stepped sideways ar
once, and emerged on the other side to find Freke,
Gere and Tyr having wound Grear Fenris in a giganric
chain of silver! As soon as we passed through, a host of
Banes artacked us! Bur only the Wyrm himself is the
one possible march for the entire Fenrir-tribe, Many
great warriors died that nighe, but at last we completely
eradicated the army of Wotan.
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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 tainred
and haunred and rthe very soil is stained with
blood. Shamans claim such things, and the old are
wise enough to listen ro magicians a lictle and
ignore a lot. However, in the fourteenth century
that sickness of the earth was found o be spread-
ing. A human sorcerer found some magical place
sacred to the pagans of the Baltic lands, and
remade it in his own image, even as the Wyrm
remade him in its image,

The stench of the Wyrm could be scented
upon the winds even far o the west, And we of the
Fentir called fora Grand Moat to prepare for battle
against such an atrocity. Princes of the Silver
Fangs and the Shadow Lords offered their support
and spoke out, calling for action.

Fenrir from Russia, Sweden, Great Britain,
Poland, Hungary and Germany traveled to the
Balric Lands; young warriors from the Fianna, and
the Silver Fangs and the Shadow Lords followed us
into this great hattle.

Mone returned.

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

Do you know what | think happened? I think
our betters conspired to purge us from their lands.
| think our berters sent the finest Get of their
generation to their deaths ar the hands of the
enemy. | think they let this atrocity happen.

Gawain-Moom-Song-Glory, Getof Fenis Galliard

Freke and Gere were quickly disposed of; they
were mockeries of their old selves, and could not fight
against 50 many. Tyr, on the other hand... Tyr 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 wrath, He cried our in
shame, exclaiming that he been controlled by Wotan's
terrible powers, and had acted against his own will.
The wisest of vur Forseti saw the truth in his words —
bur they also saw the weakness thar had allowed
Wotan into Tyr's heart.

Tyr demanded that his life be raken in punish-
ment, hut Great Fenris refused. No, instead he de-
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clared thatr Tyr would live with the knowledge of his
treachery, and that those that followed him from that
day pay the price of Tyr's folly. Forever known as the
Hand of Tyr, the camp thar was founded that day
comprises some of the most aggressive and savage
Garou of our tribe.

Bur the damage had been done, Grear Fenris was
bound in chains made of the strongest and rarest
things to be found in the spirit world. Though the
chain could nor restrain him completely, it served
two purposes. [t 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 Fenris from the two places where the final
battles of Ragnarok would be mast likely to be fought
— the physical world, and the Bartleground Realm.
Without Great Fenris to fight on Gaia's side, the
Wyrm is thar much more likely to triumph.

S0 it was that it became the saddest of days for cur
tribe. We all returned o our own septs and caemns, and
every Grear Moot at the Sepr of the Fimbul Winter
Night we call upon Grear Fenris’ spirit and pay tribute
ta him, delivered by the Hand of Tyr.

Bur 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 yer 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 or a
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 withour flaw — that
if Fenris' children are clever enough, they can find
the weakness in the spell that binds Fenris, and so free
him te lead us to victory in the final bartle.

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

Firpir s e AisiafleAgas

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

This unification of our tribe served o focus us on
more important matters. Many of us fought as merce-
naries or warbareds, many of us were explorers still, and
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many walked the low road in search of adventure.
Common to all was thar we had bur one purpose: To
root out the forces of the Wyrm wherever they may be.
T e Hogy Roman Cimpive

We have spoken much of homelands, bur not
much of the central portion of Europe thar we also
called curs. Today our fellow eribes, like so many
shortsighted humans, remember that we have lived in
the land now called Germany for ages, and yet they
cannot remember a Germany before the wars of the
20th century. Bur we do. We remember when Ger-
many, Bohemia, and many other lands were all pare of
the so-called Holy Roman Empire.

It was not "holy,” even from the viewpoint of the
worshippers of the Whire Christ; the lords of thar
realm were not as loyal subjects of their grear Church
as they might have been. It was nor “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 berrer weapons,
but they were still Germanics. And it was not an
“empire,” at least not one worthy of the name; the
lords did as they pleased, for they had little fear of
their weak emperor putting a stop to their various
feuds and bartles

It was 2 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
marchen sprang up in our wake — the so-called “fairy
tales” that have less to do with fairies than with blood,
sorcery, cruelty and frght. Ah ves. .. and wolves, Our
greatest rivals there were the Leeches, and they knew
better than to leave their tiny torchlic cities and
wander our woods. Our closest neighbars were the Red
Talons and the Shadow Lords, and one could do worse.

The northlands suired us because only the strong
could flourish there. Bur these lands have always been
ours as well. You would do well to remember that; our
roots go deep there, and they tap into the strength of
the land.

As recounted by Martin-Cry-Of-The-Last
Bk Tp Apmeri

When the Europeans searted colonizing the “New
World,” our sense of adventure led us with them onra
their ships. It had been more than 500 years since we
last had been to that 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 natives, the so-called
“Pure Ones”, held all European Garou responsible, and
called ws “Wyrmbringers.” I spivar this; it isall Wendigo
propaganda! Thaose rotten, 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 grear Banes
and held those that would not die there for genera-
tions. The Croaran, 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 colony, with no luck. As
the settlers of the New World decided o rebel against
the yoke of the British, a great many of us sided with
our Kinfolk and entered the conflice. This was the
beginning of a new divergence within our rribe. Many
yvears 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 combat the Wyrm as one
unit, but the New Worlders wouldn’t hear of it. They
claimed the Europeans only objecred because they
were losing control and couldn't oppress the colonists
anymore. The European Garou finally decided to stay
out of the conflict, however, and thus the relationship
remained intact, though tense, for the time being.

You all know the outcome 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 Ger, and when the war
was over, a proup of Confederare Ger who had be-
come too colored in their views thanks to fighting the
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 subrle
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 a hundred
years later, in World War 11

T le Alarf

Some skalds don’t like so ralk about the American
West. It's been a taboo tapic i some circles for almos:
acentury. Whar crap! How inthe name ofCreat Fenris
are we supposed to léamfrom ourmistakes ifthe elders
don't tell the ytng ones what our mistakes were!

You can probe pss wehat ir was like back then,
just from the movies, Everyone was fighting everyune,
Whires against Indians, Nomth against South, Mexico
against America, sheep ranchers against castle ranch-
ers — it's a wonder there was anyone left ar the end of

Get of Fenris

#_-____-7




it all! And yes, the tibes were fighting as well. And it
wasn't always the pded kind of fighr; warriors killed
warriors out of haeéd and revengérarher than juse
beating the hell our of cach other to claim a debr of
blood and then going after the real enemy. It took a
beast the site of the Storm Eater to make everyone
wake up and realize thar they had bigger things o de.

I'm notsaying that we weren'Cjustified in fightng,
And I'menct apologising for the deaths of apy. of the
weaklings who were leeching off Gaia more than they
were defending Her. But we didn'c always piek our
fights well, and we legthe dadin Flanmaand Wendigo
bair us too many rimesgwhen we should have recog-
nized them as benearh ournotiges

Thers is'a moral to all this: The Stonm Earer had
to be laidéto rese though sacrifice. Eachiof the thirteen
rribesarho hiad @ spake inothe West —ges, even the
damned Seargazers were making their presehce known
back then — had to give up the [ife of one of their
greatest elders. Some of them whined and wailed and
kept looking for other @ptions up until the very end.
Owur chosen elder, Luther FeagEarer, stepped forward
at once, never a second thaughesin his mind. And
thanks ro his sacrifice — and thesagrifice of the other
rwelve elders — rhe StarmiBacer wés bound.

The other tribes dall usSeapertaidie.” | say that we
are the only ones whe know what i3 ar stake, and are
truly willing ro d& sométhing about 1t

T e Coreaf Flar

Dlespite the rumormongering of lesserwerewolves,
our great tribe had noching 88 do with cither of the
World Wars, Why would we influence the humans tw
attack each other? We are not a tribe that prafits on
war; we do not believe in wars where gaining money
arud power are the only purposes. It is not honorable,
and there is no glory in such warfare. The tribes thar
endorse auch 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 profix, it is a means of standing up for whar is
right, and fighting back against evil. World War | was
fought by sides thar 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 bumned, our lands were
scarred, our sacred places desecrated and our Kinfolk
were slaughtered. This angered us.

The blarant destruction strengthened the Wyrm
and its minions. The Black Spiral Dancers involved
themselves — [ personally believe that mustard gas
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was one of their little additions. Have you ever heard
of such a cowardly and revolting way of waging war!
When we decided thar it had pone far enough, we pot
involved. We are Garou. We fight a holy war. There is
glory in battle if you fight a worthy enemy 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 broughe may-

hem to thase that dared to oppose our right to do s,

Since our rribal territories covered countries on
both sides of the conflict, we decided that we would
not fight a war for the humans — only against the
Wyrm, no matter where its forces would emerge
However, it was never that easy, and running with
human troops on the heels of the Wynm seemed a good
idea to many. This led to much confusion and frustra-
rion, and Get attacked Get when locals were, as they
often are, accidentally hurt, Our American brothers in
particular were artacked for having involved them-
selves with one side and not the other roward the end
of the war. This unfortunare rragedy weakened the
uniry of our tribe, and though our elders made great
efforrs to strengrhen our ties again, the War o End All
Wars took its toll on the tolerance and uniry of the Get
as a eribe. 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
of that diversity would weaken us.

In my youth [ met one or bwo Fenrir whe fought in
the Great War, even though my own homeland of
Sweden remained neureal 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 Ger in the
lands involved respecred this, because we did not
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 warrior like the Great
War did. Humans fought as if the Wyrm led them —
spraying acid and gas and shrapnel around them like a
monstrosity from Malfeas. A roop of human soldiers
was as strong a 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 invited the Wyrm to enter
their homes, and even though it was finally pushed
back, it was oo lirtle. | am sure we can all agree that for
the Wyrm to wair a mere twenty years before another
equally grear opportunity appeared is a trifle as op-
posed to having waired ren thousand years.
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The Wyrm had found its way into the hearts of the
humans, manifested in hatred. Our proud Germany
was made scapegoat for a crime that needed a sinner to
punish. Germany wanted revenge for this obvious
political shortcur, and one man arose to lead the
narion inte prospericy.

7 e Secong Wersd Plar

As told by Markas Silvermane:

We had never believed rthat humans could be as
evil and monstrows as the agents of the Wyrm. Bur Get
who fought on the side of the Nazis in WWII claimed
that Adolph Hitler was no fomori, and no Leech. He
was a mere human, How can that race be so incredihly
gnorant! How dare they claim our stories for their
murderous crusades!

As far as | know, the Holocaust and the persecu-
tion and actempred penocide 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 the war, feeding on it, was some-
thing else entirely.

Hitler's rise to power was welcomed by a secrer
church called the Thule Gesellscha ft — Thule Soci-

ety—acovenof Woranists, They believed that a race
called the Ubermensch — the superhumans
dwelled in the North before civilization. They con-

vinced themselves that the Germanic peoples de-
scended from them. They were half-right. Do you
recall how [ vold you of Great Fenris’ mare, Sigun, the
{ueenof afairwarrior people high in the Northlands?
They were the Ubermensch the culrists 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.
Worse, these wrerched cultists stale the whole laugh-
able concept from the mad philosopher Nietzsche,
and even gort his ideas all wrong.

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

Heinrich Himmler was an insignificant ama-
teur occultist. Bue Himmler was also the director
of the Gestapo, so his fantasies were indulged.
Himmler believed himself chosen by “greater
pawers" to re-create the *Vril magic of Atlancis.”




You cannot imagine the evils creaved by such an
ignorant human. You cannot picture the things
he was capable of. He had no idea what it was thar
he served; he never once made conract with the
other side. But the tortures, the arrocities in-
flicted on his subjects in an attempt to breed a
superior tace gave the Wyrm a feast such as no
Black Spiral Hive could ever march.

Mazi scientists and German “sorcerers™ took
Jewish 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 rartooed ritual
symbols on the women's wombs. From rhe first
crude, halting steps of modern bioscience, they
made the women strong enough to give birth tw
the next race. From the vilesr false necromancy
and would-be black magic, they tried to draw the
“Wril spirits" from beyond.

“Be proud. You are dying for the Reich," the
scientises 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 traitorous Fenrir
who believed in the project erected mystical defenses
against the Fenrir Theurges and Kabalistic magicians
who strove against themn.

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

Owir treasonous brothers fought for the Nazis
until the end, ohlivious to the fact that the Wyrm was
using 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 belicfs. But the Nazi Fenrir were
made to pay for their treason.

The Second World War began in evil and hatred,
angd it is an honor to hunt down evil. Unlike the Grear
War, the entire tribe came together to help fight the
Marzis and the Black Spirals. The war revealed that the
Spirals, who had come back during the First World
War, had used the two decades berween 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, 1 will
personally flay the skin off the back of the rat
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 S
Tl Moderss Age

As reconnted by Gawain-Maoon-Song-Glory, Ger of
Fenris Galligrd

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

1991 fo 2001, from Hhe Mnidhi
Conflassion fo (hory Regamed,

The Mymich Comflcsion

Iru the bleak aftermach of the Second World War,
the Fenrir were divided and broken. Despite the hero-
ism and sacrifice of a generation of Fenrir warriors, the
horrific extremes of the few who supported the Nazis
blackened the Tribe's name, and besmirched its 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 gnored. Fenrir fallen were left,
unmourned. Some pointed to the Fenrir's ancient
tribal symbol, the glyph of wolf-descended-from-wolf
and said: These curs sided with the Nazis.

In the private councils of the tribe, the Fenrir
were riven by shame, and doubt. The Black spiral
Dancers had retumed to Burope... 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 ser in.

In 1946, a Brirish Fennr 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 name us as caters of babes and murderers of
innocents. You name us among those who would
murder whole races. No more. [ swear thar 1 shall
reclaim the glory of my mribe. Give me your blessing,
brothers, and I will hunt those traitors of my tribe
the ends of the earth and beyond.™

Grudgingly, the sept agreed. Kent's pack ser off on
its quest later that very night.

The pack's quest lasted close to 15 years. They
roamed the world, from Europe o the Americas, and
inta the depths of Asia. And one by one, they found
the remaining Fenrir traitors. These they put to the
rigors of Garou justice.
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With each trial, ordeal and execution. the Ger
of Fenris recovered something of their lst pride, and
their lost glory. Acrass Europe, Galliards of arher
tnbes wrote praises of the Get's derermination to |
root our the Wyrm. Ar first these praises were quiet, 4
but as time passed, these tribures were enough for the |
Giet of Fenris to again be invited to European moots,
and to resume many of their old roles, and reclaim
much of their old renown,

Chmiibnssy Afmess

Of the original six Garou who set out from
Manchester in 1946, only two remained. Others
had been recruited, and not merely Fenrir; Kin-
folk sorcerers, Garou from other rribes, Kent's
network of agents numbered ahaur 200, Noe all
knew of the true nature of the mission. Some
believed thar they were merely aiding Brirish
Intelligence in the hunt for Nazi escs pees. Burt all
understood rhe mission's importance

In 1961, the pack captured Guseay Kriegs, a
Fenrir Philodox thar had heen instrumental in the
work of the Ubermensch project. Of all the rraitors.
only Kriegs comported himself as a Fenrir. He had
been expecting the Fenrir to find him. He showed no
fear. He had spent his lasr days writing a restament,
He greeted Kenr as a brather, and presented him
with the testament. Then Kriegs took an old re-
volver loaded with silver bullets. placed it in his
mouth and blew his own hrains our.

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

The exacr nature of the text remains secret, but
in 1991, a small portion rurned up on a German
university bulletin board. Despite the best effores of
the Fenrir, this portion has been used to further
blacken the name of the tribe. Even now, when acub
undergoes his First Change, many a more experi-
enced Garou 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 to ETSHTE
that the mortals are of the purest breeding stock. All
those of lesser races must be discarded and killed, to
ensure that our true breed, our true lineage of Fenris
may be maintained. "

Seowssping Ovf #e Monstors

You have been lectured at length on the impoe-
tance of honor. But sometimes we have toact as the

hand of justice — of vengeance. And sometimes




these tasks 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 beteer
serve the Wyrm, o breed Banes. .. at least that 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
mibe of these atrocities, from tales gathered by our
own cleverest sons and daughrers and verified by the
Silver Fangs of America, we had no need for discus-
sion. We knew our path.

We did not call moots. We did not seek renown.
We merely strove to hunt down and root out the evil,
one perverted abuser at a time. The other tribes were
startled at how carefully and deliberarely we pursued
the marter. We sought alliances with other tribes —
and indeed other creatures — and one by one, we put
the culrists to death. Their deaths were neither easy
norfast, and Seventh Generation cultists died in many
unorthodox and creative ways. Some were caprured
and taken to the utter North of Norway, where adoles-
cent 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 culrists evaporated,
and proxy donarions to children's chariries increased.
We and our allies reported the affiliares of the cult o
the press and the police. And bit by bit, the cult died.
It became a game. We toyed with our prey, savoring
the feeble, rrembling terror of these most pathetic and
disgrustinng of the Wyrm's creatures.

While the Silver Fangs under King Albrechr
destroyed the culr in North America, we cleaned
house in Burope and further afield. The last cultist we
found was an Irish Catholic priest — can you imag-
ine? We found him in a prison in Belgium, where we
came through the Umbra to 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
auards found him at dawn. No one gquestioned what
had happened. No investigations were made. No
mention was made in the press. We howled thar
night. The horrific task was complete.

Bur was it truly dishonorable! To make those
bhastards pay before we set them free! ['l] leave you to
ponder that for yourself. Consider it a test,

Listen. Nor all of the enemies we rooted out were
outsiders. We had to ser our own house in order as
well. And you didn't think thar we'd olerate the
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damnable Swords of Heimdall polluring our name
any further, did you? If their creed of skin color being
some sort of indicarion of true strengrth 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 out 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 to be used.

Olur Theurges and some Kinfolk sorcerers searched
through the occult underground for wharever force
was using the Swords of Heimdall. In 1998, the answer
came back: the Thule Gesellschaft. The inirial 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 took no further action
agrainst the Thule Sociery. We had bigger problems.

In November of 1998, the Eve of Wotan opened
in the sky. For what reason we can only dread. He is
back, he is scronger than ever, and he is watching us.
His red, gleaming eye mocks us, mocks our inability
to stop him. Only Ragnarck and the rhird coming of
Fenris can stop him.

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

But in Ocrober 2001, under a harvest moon sky
in the North of Canada, our Tribe took the battle
one last time to the Sons of Heimdall and the
Thule Society and their other catspaws, the mortal
Asarru Futhark sect. The Futhark remnant had
heen gathered in Canada, shelrered by mortal biker
gangs, awaiting a command from the Thule Soci-
ery. For three days, the skies over northern Labra-
Jur fained 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 winter hunting down the
remnants of these groups, and we do not believe
that any survived. We were thorough.

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

They were soldiers, firemen, fighter pilots, priests,
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 races, colors and creeds.
Curiously none stayed in their hotels thar night.

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

We stood under the Nordic sky, under the burning
Eye of Wotan and the dance of the Northern Lights
and the starry vault of Heaven and called to Greak
Fenris. Homid, lupus andmetis staod together in praise
of Gaia and the Great Walf Facher.

“Hear this,” the Muster of the Riteeried out sothat
all present eguld hear, “We are theaGer of Fenris, We
have his holy bload flawing in ourveins, in strength,
and wisdom, and Tere and honor!

*Hearthis! There isno purer blood than the blood
af heroes! And thiat blood burnethe brigheest in us;
Fenris' children. Ne'matter from whaeland youcome,
you are still Fenris' children! :

“Ragnarok is coming, and we shall siirely f2l1,"
he cried, and it seemed the hideous Eye of Wotin
burned somewhat brighter. “Bur our passing shall
make the very sky shake, and the very earth rumble
under out feet!

“Enemies of Fenris, be you Jotunn, demon, human
or Svartalf, shiver with fear. Because tonight we feast!"

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
@ermany, 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 the howling rose up abave
the Earth and unsettled the dreaéms of sleepers for
thousands of milesaround. Children slept safely in
their-béds, the broken rested, andithe evil, the
corrupt, the pervented, the truly weak would never
sleep soundly again. We howlced and our howling
echocd acrass the cosmos... andidin the deep dis-
tance, something howléd backfaint and quiet, but
derermined and fearless.

And ferjustamoment, the Eve of Woran dimmed.

At dawmn, we parted ways, and went back to our
own lives, our cam wars, and our cean nations. Bur we
departed knowing one thing, one truth.

We are the Get of Fenris.

40 Get of Fenris
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A furore ngrmannTLm Libera nos domine

(O lowd, sawe ws from the vage of the Nordic people]

— common French prayer from the 9th century

Hide-of-Irom enjoined the cub to be 'i‘"'i.'. as he looked
arowend, ||._,;--~1rr to find the grear white wolf that was the
patriarch of the '."rr'Ll'L-“‘H Euere spean Fenrir. Winter's chill
I‘“‘-L‘ in the air, but he wasn't worried. He knew he
wouldn't he waiting lomg. Afterall, T hemder's Teeth had
agreed 1o be here, and the huge wolf wasn't known for
|".r'¢'54;¢|'1||___ his word. It was  moment later when the great
beast came ho *.:ru_mg through the forest, making hardly a
sound for all of its great bulk. Even inwolf form,, 1 Thunder's
Teeth was |'.|..|.‘E'E—_l'|q_ had toweighat least 80 kilos, and that
WS d CONSETVative estimale.

Then he snavled, vaised his huge pow, and smacked the
youmgster in the head, sending him .:'nl"Ll'\LIEI"I:-":-!.'u'II.'Hl.'-.ITﬂ‘L'-J
The cub recovered, facing Thunder's Teeth with an angry
gronal, which Hide suspected pleased the old wolf o no end

“Why'd vou hit me?” the cub hissed. His expression
was angry, but curious. More importantdy, he wasn't
foodish enough to arack, which was good.

Thunder’s Teeth didn't vespond immediately, and
instead settlad down on his haunches as he gavged the cub’s
reaction. The cliath looked comfused, but put his anger
hehind him.and peeved ar Thunder's Teethinteruly. Theold

He :"'i"“"-.:ulr.."lu.' the cub in Hide-of-Tron's custody, his  wolf waited a moment, and then began to speak.
breath filling the air as he looked over the cub with intevest.
Chapter Two: Fenris’ Children 43
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Well then. It seems thar you have learned all
you can about the history of pur tribe, and now have
only to master its culture. That must seem an easy
task, hmmm! But remember that the hissorpyois
have learned was written by homidsjand that we are
much more than that. We aré] indeed, much more
than anyone gives us credit for being. Liseen closely,
and | will tell you who we are, inspesd of just what
we have done 8 ghe gareof it all, we fight for
purpose, for love, for langhter, for spirir, for thevery
essence of life igself. We fight for Gaia, the embodi-
ment ofallthat is, the Mother who paveastiife. She
is the®soeul of the world, and She jsfin every living
thing around us. She is in the natoral worldgtog —
the rocks, the sky, the sea. All of these chings sigh
with (iaia's breath, and they too aréour reality. But
made things, constructs, autofatons — these no

longer bear Gaia's mark. They have been rwisted

into things thar stind on theifown, apart from the
whole. They are corruprions, and ey are evidence
that the world is being consumedsWe Jo'nor hate
these things, bur we fight 1o keep themifrom being
made. Their existence diminishes Gaia, and hence
diminishes us all, Of course, we arg notfoolish aboue
our opinions here; even the most jaded lupus sees
the use for tools, and homes, and other such inscru-
ments of practicaliry. It is the ex¢&88#o which we
rake offense, and thar excess lies squarely within the
territory humans call home.

Know this: Gaia is life, You, me, the humans, the
wolwves, every living thing. She is the soul of theworld,
and that is why we fight against the corruption we see
all appund us. Anything less amounts roacceptanee of
cur Mather's destruction.

Cireat as She is, Gaia does notexist ind vacuinm.
She isthc source.of all life, the reasen foreverything,
bur Shedoes notoperate alone, There are three aspects
ta Her being, three grchiteces which togechershape
the world. Theyare of Her, yet scparate from Her. She
gave them birth, but even now they war against one
ancther, and hence do harm to G=ia. We fighcedStop
them, o heal them, o restare them to being, They are
knoam a5 the Triar — substance, the W vld; crearion,
the Weaver; and destruction, the Wyrm.

T e Nt

All ghingsand nothing, that is the Wyld. It is
untamed possibilicy, shapeless, formless, rhelsouff
from which legends arg made. This iswherewe come
from, cub, where our spirits are tiere ephemera, and
ouf bodies are Ver té be. Gaia vakes this stuff, breathes

| RS

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

The Wyld is more than simply being, however; it
15 possibiliey. It is the porential for both great pood
and wicked evil in the world, for love and hate, for life
and death. The Wyld cares nothing tor the fate of
thinge, for it simply is; it feels no mercy, no remorse,
no lust for vengeance against those 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 Triar left, unfererad in its beauty and
harsh demeanor,

e Pleater

A thing is not 8 thing unril it has a name, and it
is the Weaverwhamames all things. [t is said char she
HAaieked upor the infinite plain of possibilicy that was
the W'yld and went mad, binding everything into her
web of creation. Perhaps that is so. Bur in 50 doing,
she has given form ga the being thar personifies rhe
forcé af destrucrion in the universe — Jormungandr,
the Whymm. Wich her madness, this being became
rrapped im the Weaver's vision of realicy, and now we
all sutfer as a result.

While it istrue that the Weaver hinds all things in
hee parrern web, it is also true thar that web provides
form and structure to the world around us. Without it,
the world 2z we understand it would not exise. All
would be the chaotic insanity of the Wyld. And so, 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 foundarions of her
web so thag'ie might dissolve into Wildscuft once
again, allowing her to create anew. Bur, sadly, hings
did not remain so balanced for long.

Tle Wy

Of all the Triae, the Wyrm is the one who figures
most prominantly in our legends and lore.
Jormungandr, the grear world serpent — this is the
beast meant o be slain duning Ragnarok, at the end
of the world dn the time before rime, the Wyrm was
the force for destrucrion incthe world. Nat the cor-
rupting force we know oday, bar rather & force for
balance, bent ‘on shattering stasis and ‘infusing the
world with a sort of dynamism, which allows for
change without succumbing to the reckless zllure of
the Wyld. Bur it was notro he: the Weaver named the
Wyrm, and in turn gave himsubstance. In doing so,
she made him a being in its own right rather than a

Get of Fenris
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Alf (pl. alfar) — faetie
Forseti — Philodox
Fostring — breed

Godi — Theurge

Holmgang — challenge

How — sept

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

Leny — bawn

Modi — Ahroun

Ragnarok — the Apocalypse
Rotagar — Ragabash

Ting — moot

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

The Giet 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 o

e the rerm in mixed company or to refer to a sept of a different ribe or tribes. The lexicon here is entirely

optional, and provided for those readers who enjoy the more exotic fums of phrase.

Gode — spiritual leader of a sept (often Master of the Rite)

Jotunn —servants of the Wymm, 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 that thes@tld would return to its
true self if the Wyrm could befreed from the binding
stranids of the Weaver's webl We do not concer
ourselves with this possibility, forit isbe yondus. What
matters to us now is the face thar the Wiyrm deswoys all
he touches with his thrashings, plunging the world
into chaos and shattefing the web in_its entirery.
Without the Weaver, the Wiyld is chacs. Without the
Wyld, we are nothing. Nomatter fiow the Wyrm came

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

Fenrir

Long ago, befre the Sundering, before there
were Garou, before the world needed Grarou, Great
Fenris ran free in the world, glogyingin the bounty of
Gaia's presence. With the advent of the Weaver's
madness and the Wyrm's captive agony, however,

to he in his current state, we must fight against him il

Fenris' duties in the world changed dramatically. He
hecame a.savape wartier, bent on protecting Gaia
from.chil harmfulailichinations of both beings. He
sifed with Heflthe Fenrir, savage spirits bound in
bhexlics of fléshy totally commirted to wiping out any
and all theeats to their Mother, Gaia.

This is what you must remember about Fenris, and
about yourselvessHe is not interested in protecting the
weak, or in healing thesick, or in righting the wrongs

- ofmansHe cares nothing farhumans, or wolves, or any

other being oni thesurface of thewvorld, oreven in the
warld of spinit. Ferris exises solely to tear the Wyrm's
evil foii theworld, ro keep Gaia safe from its mad-
dened thrashing in the Weaver's web,

Ferwisis ahagsh master. He does nor care about us,
except in the mbstdistant possible sense, amd he is not
interested in our own difficulties or misgivings. He
fights for the safety of the world, and if we are strong
enough to do thagsthen he will give us power, arud
guidance, and gesalve. If we are weak, he will cast us
aside, for we canmot help him in his quest.

The ather tribcs do not understand the depths
of our eommitment 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 people and wolves and ideals, We
care nothing for these trivialities; only (Gaia mat-
ters, and our dedication to Her is absolute. Other
Garou look on this and are amazed, for they cannot
comprehend such ruthless fanaricism for any cause.
They arg not able to maintain the level of commit-
ment practiced by Fenris' brood, and so chey call us
harsh and brutal to cover up their own weakness.
Bur do not be deceived: we have righteousness on
our side, and if need be we will sacrifice ourselves,
our pack, our rribe — indeed, all of humanity — to
safeguard the spirir of the world. This is a serengeh
the other tribes cannot possibly underseand. Be
proud, child of Fenris, for yours is a greatness un-
known o any other being on Earth

Fenrir Brood

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

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

mare than any other tribe, wanr o 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 crashing
through the gates of our homes. We must fight, and
perhaps die, to stop this from happening. And we must
be prepared o accepr 100% casualties if it means
making the world safe for others. 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
siants of fire who exist only to fuel the rages of the
Fenrir and to 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 is
my suspicion that the Black Furies hate us so in part
because we are among those chosen few, which
rurns the bitches' tirades against us into so much
useless prattle.

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




just like me — are spirits of war and revenge, and
they have claimed the icy realms of the north as
their rerritory. | suspect they might have some
connection to the lee 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 ro all others.
It is in this way thar the new moons gain the msight
they use 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
them, and it is not so.

The Cuckoo are amusing spirits whom Fenris has
chosen to puard, as he was amused by theirantics. They
are of lirtle use to us, bur they are known as spirits of
cunning. We get more mileage our of the Hrafn, bt
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 to test Fenrir who grow too confident in their
own abiliries. The Shadow Lords hare us for this
association as well, for it shows that their own totem
favors us as well as the Lords. We do not claim
possession, of course, nor would we want to; we smnply
find it amusing thar the Lords are so irmitated by our
success in this regard.

The Bragir are spirits of joy and revelry, and they
serve to remind pswhy we fight. It is always pleasant
to summon and interact with them, because they
exist only to bring us happiness. For some reason,
probably part of their magic, we never learn to take
them for granred, and hence are continually rejoicing
in their presence.

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

Auppvoes

Your role in Fenrir society will be determined
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 the whole of your life. When 1
was born, the moon was full and bright, and there
was not a single cloud in the sky. And thus, my
role has always been clear, even before | realized
who and what 1 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.

m_

Affiong most tribes, Garou bom under the new
moon seek to question, o challenge, and to incire.
While that is tmie to some extent among the Get as
well, the Rogagar are more often honored for theirnew
wiiys of thinking, their revolutionary tactics, and their
unadulterated sncakiness when it comes 1 batthing
the mintons of the Wyrm, While many amongus find
such tactics dishonorable, Grear Fenris has made it
clear thiat we must be tolerant of such notions, 56 long
a6 they further our struggle against the Wyrm. This is
what makes us different from, and superior to, the
Shadow Lords, who use many of the same taggies: they
seek to advance their own status, whepeas we wishonly
to destroy our enemies. A dead enciiiy is adead enemy,
no magter how he came to be sof

The Rotagar are valuable forather reasons as well.
The cleveramong them have leamed how tequestion
our ways without rampling on themownth disrespect.
When we prepare to fight, they ask us why we are doing
s0, and how it serves Gaia, and how it serves Fenris.
They make us think about whether 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 o fight, 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 barrles wesehoose to fight,
which is better for all of us in g ¥ong run. In short,
they show us the path noftaken, and make us wonder
if it might nat be thepath we should have taken.
Casiont Moow — Gior

The mysticsat our tribe, the Godi serve as our link
to the spirit world, to Fenris, and to the waorld spirit.
Focused thowgh they are on all manner of spirinual and
arcane stdies, they are often less proficient physically
than are most Fentir. Nevertheless, they are forced to
hecome formidable fighrers in their own right. They
have to be, since they traffic with spirits that are not
forgivingwhen it games to weakness. Some have been
known tascar themsc lves, best horrible minions of the
Wyrm, and even phick out one of their own eyes just
to gain the faverofaparticular spirit which might help
them in their quest. Most Garou will give a spirit gifts
and pretty words g8 gurty its favor, but not the Giodi.,
They rrack theif spirits down and force them ro take
notice of us, to recognize outworthiness in the grand
scheme of things. Thar (swhatsepagares them from the
lesser Theurges we see within the otherribes
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It is easy to underestimate these werewolves, for
they — like the Rotagar — do not fit our preconcep-
tions of the warrior ideal. Such assumptions 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 combar prowess is
a warrior of staggering potentialpse.do nor dismiss
his abilities.

Heaf-Aloom — Forsehi

The judges 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 Forseti are more
than this, They are judge:. Traditions are important
to them, but what is more important is the fact that
they think, long and hard, about what is being said
and done ity 20y given siruarion, and they are not
afraid vo pass judgment on it. They give our society
structure and purpose, and they remind us of why we
are here and what it'all means, The Skalds may
inspire us, bur it'is the Farseti who chasten us, and
remind us of who we are. Most Get findthe judges
to be harsh masrers, but they are always fair.

Coitbonss Adoon — STk

In many ways, the Skalds are even more the
epitome of Great Fenris. simength.than are the Mod:.
They laugh, and sifg, and love, and yecwhen the tfime
comes they fight like demons and never surrender.
Whore che Forseti remind us of why we are, the Skalds
rell ug who we are, and what it means, and why it 1
unportant to us. They remind us of the legends of the
past, of the heroes of the furure, and of the grear
strupgles which have plagued us in the past and
present bath.

Skalds are most often muosicians or simgers, bus
they are also poets und storyrellers, loremasters
and artists. Whatever the source of their inspi-
ration, they pass it along to the rest of us, and
use it oo fuel their rage at the destruction of
Gaia's firmament. They give voice to the righ-
reous fury and indignarion we all feel in the £,
face of tragedy, and they invariably give us !fl.’
thie srrength to go on when the world's pone
to hell. Unlike the bards of other eribes,
however, the Skaldsinspire us by example :
aswell as in principle. Rather than speak of 1
the glory of tearing the heart from the
Wyrm, the Skalds po out and do ir, showing us
just how glorious it is. Who could help but be
inspired by such acts?

_r
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Fiif A oon — Adogé

The greatest warriors of our rribe — and hence the
world — the Modi areGaialssage given form, the voice
of our anger andhate and fury. They are our leaders and
our masters, the first ones into barrle and the last cnes
tor leave, None can fault the grear courage of the Mo,
nor their commitment to Gaia and the Garou who
scrve Her, Whale the othet auspices perform functions
within the tribe — guestioning, arcana, judgmen:.
inspiration — the Maod: have but one task to perform:
they muse fight the Wyrm with such intensity, such
fury, that we cannot help but {ollow them into the
breech and throw curselves against curfoeswith all the

we can ruster. While all Fenrir shame the
CGaron of other tribes with their intensiry, the Madi
show them how weak they tmuly are,

Mow, | must give you a word of caurion: many
othet Garou, including many within ouf own tribe,
se¢ the Modi as nothing more than killing machines.
This is an error, for they are often much more than
thar. They arce fearsome, yes, bur they are also think-
ing beings, skilled in the arts of ractics and leadership
in a way that is difficult for non-Fenrir to appreciate.
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 simply 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

i.’ are simply beneath us,

]




THhie e of “lrage

I have never known @ Fenrir whose First Change
wasn't rraumatic. AndT haye never known one who
didn't find his infraduction red5er sacicty many times
worse, omyself included, Be hie human orwolf, the
young Cliath igforced romakea rransition from a self-
absorbed, fairly mundane existence toone whesehe is
fighting for the very survival of the world, against an
immense and-wnyielding foe. That. alone would be
eptugh toserid most peaple into Harano, bur not the
Oer. Mo, we are made of sternepstuff tharvchat.,

Owice the cub hias been idenrified and lociited, he
must demonstrate his comperence and resilience to
his pack before he can ever hope to /be accepted.
Fighting ahility is not imfortant at this stage; most
cubs have no clue how to fight, and we do not expect
miracles from them. However, he must demonstrare
resolve, and commirment, and rage. He must show

thar he is

willing to

# fight the

S Wyrm,

and thar

he is will-

iTL ton 580

rifice evervthmg to

hold the beast at

bay, and thus

keep Gaia safe

: for that much longer.

L It is not an casy ex-

perience, and many aspiring Get die or run in terror

from the rasks we set before them. This is as it should
be: Omnly the strong are welcome here.

In addition to passing tests 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-
larly gifted candidates, the rest might be much more
difficulr, such as a summoning for a Godi or a great
battle fora Modi. All depends on the cub, and his own
innate capabilities.

Throughout the entirety of the rite, and for a
good while thereafter, the cub is constantly tesred
by his future packmares. This testing is not pleasan;
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 trearment, and this, too, is
as it should be. If a cub cannot handle teasing and
harassment from his packmates, how can he possibly
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Thunder’s Teeth ruminates:

In recent years, the Ger of Fenris have been taken
tos task for their harsh outlook on life, and in particular
for their practice of excluding women from many
important tribal positions and functions. However, all
is mot s simple as it seems. First, the homids among us
have been shaped mainly by human sociery, and this
sociery has told them that women were weak and
inferior. Thus, they exhibited a rendency to diserimi-
nate against females regardless of heritage, and in
Jefiance of common sense. This attitude persisted
among the tribes for another reason: homid females,
heing products of human society, were taught that
they were weak and inferior, and helieved they were
weak and inferior, and thus were singularly unexcep-
tional as warriors. They were taught that they could
not fight, and so by the time of their First Change they
believed they could not fighe, and thus had nothing to
offer us. These two factors reinforced ome another, and
although there were always females among us, for toc
lomg there were too few. The lupus among us, male and
female alike, thoughr all of this was absurd, and they
were happy todemonstrate this fact roany male homid
who dared 1o make an issue af ir. HEJ‘L'!;' ]I.J].'\-I.:h lefr cur
tribe in disgust as this arrirede began to spiral out of
control, fartening the ranks of other tribes in the
process (] am in fact convinced rhar the Black Furies
were formed as a result of a parricularly large exodus,
but few in either rribe find the notion very plausible).

In recent vears. female homids have decided in
greater numbers that they are no longer willing 1o
accepe the human creed of female inferiority, and good
for them! Mow thar they believe they are capable, rhey
have become decent fighters once again, and the male
homids in the oibe are less inclined to call them
inferior. This is fortunare, as it means that we are no
lemger in danger of losing half of our population to the
Furies on an snnual basis. It helps that the homid
dominion of the rribe has weakened, which led 1o a
concurrent relaxarion of the absurdly sexist practices
that once plagued the tribe, The focus now is where it
alwaysshould have been: Our goal is tocresh the Wyrm,
and 1o drive it back from the world. Any warrior who
helps us to do this is welcome, no matter the gender.

Sophie Stoncheel retorgs:

I don't want rostare an argument here, but [ think
ir's worth noting that I'm not the only child of Fenris,
male or female, wha's channeled the spirit of a female
ancestor famaous for her strength on the battlefield and
aff, “Decent fighters once again,” my as. “Decent
fighters, like always™ would be more accurate.
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barrle the Wyrm with any hope of victory? We want
Garou 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
our warriors 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 world, and of those whe guide our tribe.
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 I will explain to you now. Fenrir are born of
wolf and human, and maintained by marings be-
tween Fenrir and either species. Garou bom of
wolves are known as lupus, and have a view of the
wurld colored by their canine roots, Those born of
l'l'llmﬁl'l'i- are known as hmnid.s, atd these are ES581 -
tially human in their outlock on life. There is
another breed, one which is much rarer than the
other two, formed when a Garou chooses ro mate
with another Garou. This is forbidden by the laws of
our society, but it does happen from rime to time.
Such beings are much less common among the
Fenrir than they are among other tribes, though
paradoxically they are also treated 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 other 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.

THe Wogborm: Lupus

Though obviously the breed closest to Great
Fenris' heart) bupuig fwambers have dropped dramati-
cally in recentyears. This is due entirely to the
activigies of hiwmans, which we have been unable 1o
halt due to our respestsfor. the boundaries of other
Garow tribes. Here in Scandinavia things are pro-
ceeding apace just fine, and we have may wolves ro
call Kin. Iris the same in the northern regions of
North America, though in that place the reason
stems from the gencral inaccessibility of the region as
opposed ‘e0 any grear effort on the pare of Ganou.
Wolves are less now then they were [omg ago, 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.

J//./hﬂ“-

Lupus serve many roles among the Fenrir. They
are of course closer to the will of Gaia than any homid
or metis could hope to be, and it is said thar Great
Fenris prefers the company of lupus to even the
greatest homids. Ir is certainly said thar he will only
share his magics with lupus Godi; homids may win an
audience wirh him, but they must 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 battle. 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 others.

% ffmﬂ-ﬁwx‘ W

Where the lupus keep their paws on the pulse of
Ciaia's desires, the homids serve a5 our link with the
human world, which we are charged rapalice and
protect in addition to the wilderness sa many of us
call home. Remember that humans are Gada's chil-
dren every bit as much as are wolves, and this is why
Giaia, in Her wisdom, made us creatures of both
worlds. Homids are of course the most papulous of
all Garou breeds, and rheir influence hds been sh ap-
ing the culture and structure of tribes to an eve-
greater extent in recent years, While this has its
advantages, the end resuit is us getting involved in
wars not ofourmalkng, polirics not of ger 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 weaker-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 rthe
dark years of World War 1. 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 concept of history. It
scems elementary, | suppose, bur it is something lupus
do not comprehend, at least ar first, Laws, customs,
ethics — these are human things as well, and they
have proven invaluable in giving our tribe structure,
purpose, and meaning. It is the human aspects of the
homid which make us thinking beings, capable 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 their
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-
yond the beast in themselves, Remember this, before
v curse the humans.

THie Coarov-biorsm: Mefiy

The metis in the world are bornobagrievous sinon
the part of their parents in fotsaking the wolf and
human within us, they have prodeced o perverted
monstrosity which is unifelared to either, and in so
doing have condemned themselves for all eremniry.
This is not, however ghe fault of the metis; indeed, the
child suffers as the parents never will, for a sin they
commutted. This is unforrunare, bur it is the way of
things. We do not pity them, and they do not ask for
such. Rather, we give them the only thing we can:
opportuniry. Admetis is as capable a fighter, as potent
amystw; asavid astoryreller ss any homid or lopus, and
you must always remember this, Ifthey can hold their
cwn with the rest of us, if theyean do theirdury by
Fenris and Gaia, you damn well betrer give them the
respect they are dué. They are mot abominations unless
they choose that path, and the very deformities which
plague them throughout life give them a resolve the
other breeds cannot ever begin to understand.

These rruisms aside, the metis are sterile, and thus
cannot contribute to Garou society in future genera-
tions. This rightly gives them a lower social status than
the “pure” breeds — while they may be dedicated and
potent fighters, they cannot sire children, and hence
cannot truly understand what it is we are fighting for.
One must be a part 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; it
is who they are, and they have no control over this.
Rather, simply accept it for what it is: an unfortunate
realicy in the world in which we live.

W

The value of our Kin is incalculable. They are, in
simplest possible rerms, the future of our mace, and the
strength of Gaia's will made manifest. They comprise
the separaté halves of our identity, and combine with
a shard of spifit to make o8 who wesare. We cannot
overesrimare their value toous. Mote imporrantly,
however, is the fact that.they alsé represent the very
reasons we fight— they arc the ones we love and
cherish, the ones that inspite wsto fight on when all
hope scems lost. It takes grear stremgrh o survive
among the Fenrir, as we are not a tolerant people. But
we are fiercely protective, and 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 utilitarian value, Kinfolk are
also valuable to us in other ways. The wolves among us
expand their terrivory whilst we are busy fighting the
Wyrm, and leam secrets about the Wyld thar we might
otherwise miss. They are clever, thoughtful beings,
and their sense of family and dedicarion ro one another
is somerhing we can all leam from. Even if you are
homid, you should invest some time in learning about
the wolves around us. Their contributions to our
idenricy are subtle, yet highly important nonerheless.

Human Kin are every bit as important to us, and
perhaps moreso in many contexts. They rell us about
human government and society, and teach us abour
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 to
help us with silver weapons and fiery missiles. Though
they cannot feel the rage that we feel, they are numer-
ous, passionate, and highly motivated, Withour them,
the Wyrm would have crushed us long ago.

With this in mind, know this: your Kinfolk are not
chartel to you. They are not things. They are not
currency to be traded, or toys 1o be used. They are
living, brearhing, thinking beings, and youmsest honor
and respect them. If you fail to do so, you will be killed.
A Fenrir who cannot protect his Kin is worse than
useless: he is a violation of the furure of all we repre-
sent, and all we hope to achieve. Further, there is no
honor to be had in bullying 2 human or a wolf thar is
pitifully weak compared to you. You are a warnor, and
vou are expected to act accordingly. If you do not, you
deserve all the Furies will do to you in respunse.

Campy

Grrerr. And now, with some understanding of Ger
culrure to ground you, [ must rell you about those who
would rurn that culture on its head. These are traitors
to our cause, one and all, and you would do well to
avoid them. | speak of the groups known as camps,
bands of Ger who are not content with our efforts, and
who seek to take the tribe in different directions, away
from its true goal of simply fighting the Wyrm and
protecting 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 not
mean, however, that they are not a part of our tribe, nor
that you may dismiss them out 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 Get have lintdle interest in them. Be thar
as it may, the role they play is crucial, and they do much
to set the polirical tone for our inreraction 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 interact with them in 2 positive fashion if we
hope to accomplish even a fraction of our goals.

The Lafgria of Trega

It's strange; in the old lands,
in the old places, where
Freva and rthe
Valkyries are
perhaps

n///ﬁ-m“-

venerated the most, this camp does not exist. It does
not exist because it does not need to exist; it serves no
purpase. 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 to carry her
weight in our battle against the inexorable pull of
destiny, with Jormungandr, the Wyrm. We have no
time to discriminate between male and female, no
patience with ammogance or convenrion. We are fight-
ing for our very survival, and we will rake help from any
quarter. And so, there are no Valkyria here.

Chutside our borders, however, it
is a different story. The world is a
complex place, and in many
places people place a higher
priority on changing
society than theydo
on fighring back the
LeTTOrS which
threaten to con-
sutme us. It is in
these places




thar the females of our eribe are taught that they should

fight for equality with the males, thar they have aright

o be treated in exactly the same fashion. They are

taught to expect that such things should be given to

them, rather than that they should take whar is
their hirthright by force,
howing the ears of any
male who does nor treat
them with dignirty and
respect. Other tribes,

. particulatly rthe

-i'f\ Black Furies

= '

j by, 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

7 Valkyria are the females' response, figheing

WY hirches more interested in changing minds than

in crushing the power of the W'yrm.

This camp disgusts me. It takes a minor issue
among the Ger and intensifies it a thousand times,
arrempting 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 Gillian Fangs-First? Few among us deny the need
for vigilance among the leaders of our tribe; it is of
course obvious thar warriors of comparable ability
should be treated with similar amounts of respecr.
But this is not a problem restricted to females alone;
rather, 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 a personal and tribal level. The
Vallyria create weaklings and dependents, and work
in opposition to everything the Get stand for. Lo
not support them, and do not
deceive yourself into
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thinking they are necessary — what is necessary is
that septs take rc;.pr:.nml:ulilg,- 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: Lt pains me ro speak out against
one so wise and honored as Thunder's Teeth, but |
cannot agree with him on this issue. He 15 quire
correct in his assertion that other tribes worsen the
very problem they seek to address; indeed, | cannot
count the number of times I've been forced to defend
my tribe and my honor against a delusional Black
Futy, 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 thart
they are worthy of standing by their male counter-
parts as equals. They serve as an example, and an
inspiration, to those of us who would otherwise ac-
cepr the taunts of ignorant males who think women
have no place on the barrlefield. Thunder's Teeth is
2 lupus; he does not understand the depths to which
human ignorance can descend. The Valkyria arose
because circumstances demanded rheir existence. Ir
is a mistake to conflace them with the Furies, because
they serve a fundamentally different purpose in the
war against the Wyrm.

Tle Havdd of 757

Among the Fenrir, there are warriors and then
there are the Hand of Tyr. To call these Garou extrem-
ists is an understatement; they are the most fanatical,
maost relentless, most savage werewolves in existence.
Ler us not mince words: There are precious few mem-
bers in this camp, and all are executioners, hunters
who seek out and destroy the enemies of Gaia that
normal seprs simply do not have the ume of resources
tor deal with. Gone is the glory of fighring the Wyrm,
of fighting for Gaia; the Hand have lefr that behind,
and all that is left for them is vengeance.

For all their ferocity, the Hand has a relatively
understared presence amang the Get. They are quiet,
watchful, and ruthlessly efficient. Do not antagenize
themn, either directly or indirectly. Do not think thar
your starus amang the Get entitles you to doas you will
among the humans, or the Garou, or indeed any of
Gaia's children — the Hand are watching, and they
will destrov you 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 are all their
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prey, and in this they have much in commaon with the
extreme elements of the Black Furies, Shadow Lords,
and even the Red Talons, While hunting these rabble
may seem like a noble cause, do not be deceived! |n
pursuing these miscreants, the Hand turns its arren-
tion 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 not gods, the face
remains that they scamper around like children rreat-
ing the symptoms of the Wyrm’s influence, and not the
Wyrm itself. They are flawed because they are wasting
their time, one victim at a rime.

Ajotoivs 7 B

Mjolnir'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 Eimes, it serves as an
outler for homicidal maniacs looking for an excuse o
wade into battle with no thoughe for the CONSEqUENCEs
of their actions. The ariginal purpose of the camp has
been twisted beyond recognition, and now it is a source
of shame for us all.

Tcan think of camps that are worse than Mjoalnir’s
Thunder, but 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
is well and pood, bur the problem is thar they do not
care about anything, or anyone, else. They care
nothing for humans, wolves, spirits, the Veil or
anything else. Killing is their meat and drink, their
life's blood. They are the monsters the other tribes
make us our to be, and they are ahominations.

There is nothing subtle about Mjolnir's Thun-
der. They are glorious warriors in every sense of the
word, but they are urterly lacking in thar most basic
of Garou virtues: common sense. Their fanaricism
serves them well, bur it is inappropriate in today's
world. When Mijolnir's Thunder rumbles, 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 Get
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 extremelyfoolish, and you should
keep your distance from them if youwant to truly help
us in our defense of Gaia.

Sophic agrees: | merone of these. .| people. .. once,
and that encounter remains the tost disturbing of my
entire life. | have never met someone so cold, so
ruthless, and so urrerly 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 Wyrm — indeed, that is why Gaia
created us to begin with — bur the Fenrir of Mjolnir's
Thunder have forgotten and cast off the very things for
which they fight. They are as doomed as the freakish
legions thar 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 might stand united in our fight with the Wyrm.
They are slow to anger, quick to forgive, and adept at
dealing with the other tribes. OFf all the camps, the
Fangs show the most wisdom in their methods. These
Ger think in the long rerm, 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 past ten years or so. Diplomacy is
becoming the order of the day, and these Garou right
be the wave of the future, They're highly organized,
very open in their activities, and conscientious about
not stepping on the toes of other Get. This is a smarr
move on their part, because it means the rest of us don't
hate them, and hence automarically dismiss them.

Hans opines: While this is rrue, I'll add thar
other Fenrir wonder just how strong their commit-
ment to Gaia is; if they spend s0 much rime helping
humans and making nice with the ather Garou, how
focused can the be on fighting? While we do not
assume they are weaklings (they are Ger, afrer all), ir
does seem that their priorities are somawhat mis-
placed. Let the humans stand on their own, and let
the Garou understand our strength by watching our
actions. Talk is cheap, and rarely accomplishes any-
thing of lasting value.

THe Corions Tt of Wekm

| suppose it is inevitable that, when fighring a foe
that often works through the agency of humans, some
will evenrually come o hate the humans. Such is the
case with these Garou. They call themselves the Cla-
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 Wotan'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 Glorious Fist may be
likened o the Red Talons. Like the Talons, they




harbor nothing burt hatred for humaniry, and seek its
destruction at every turn. Politics, peace, and foresi ghr
are anathema to them, and this has led them toconflict
with the rest of the tribe on numerous occasions.

The Glorious Fist is predominantly lupus, but it
has real support only in septs whiose territory overlaps
with that of the Red Talons. They are 2 secretive
bunch, but they're relatively easy to ferret vut once
you know whar to look for. They don't like humans
one bit, and will always seek the road that coinciden-
tally destroys as many of them as possible while srill
accomplishing the sept’s goals. They are dishonor-
able because of this bur, unlike the Talons, they arc
as ready to sacrifice themselves (or others) for their
goals as any Get. This makes them extremely danger-
ous, 50 use caution when you suspect they may be
OpeTating in your area,

Hide-of-Tron adds: Though | am lupus, | petson-
ally find these Fenrir detestable. How can they not
understand the need for humanity in the world? Hy-
mans arc foolish crearures, who seem hell bent on
destroying rhe world around them, bt they are stll
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 destroy
them if they threaten the eribe or the world we defend.

e Sicorsls of Hesmdef

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

What you should know is thar the Swords of
Heimdall were a throwback, an all-homid camp that
thoughe strength was something dependent on your
gender and skin color. You see, Heimdall was a legend-
ary sentinel of the Fenrir, said to be the child of Grear
Fenris himself. As he safeguarded his caemn against
attacks by the Jormn, the Swords claimed thar they
guard the Fenrir against weakness and COTTUption.
They considered themselves the one true race of Gaig,
and feel that humans (particularly 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 nation, and to crush any tribe that fails o
recognize the Fenrir as the proper leaders of the Garou
Mation. They valued strength more than honor or
wisdom, and so lacked the honor or wisdom to see thar
what they worshipped wasn't strength st all,

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

S\ _—

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

Hide-of-Iron notes: These bastards even arracked
the lupus among us, myself included. They were beings
withour 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 delighted o help wipe them our of exist-
ence. They were weak and spineless beings, and their
loss can only help us.

Vi Soeaf

I don'tknow the truth of this notion, bur some Get
speak of a camp of Garou wha are very strange indeed.
Essentially, they are American Get who were here
long before the European Garou arrived, and who
share Native American blood and breeding seock with
the Wendigo and their extinet Croatan brethren.
While my sentiments roward the Wendigo mirror
thase of most Fenrir, | nonetheless find this camp —
more of 2 bloodline, really — to be a fascinating hir of
specularive mythology. The theory goes thar they are
the result of the earliest Scandinavian visits ro the
Americas, and that is where the story of theirexistence
isat its wildest. Apparently, some Get chose to stay in
America rather than return home with their Kin,
choosing 2 new life among the native wolves and
humans. | suppose | can understand the appeal; the
Wendigo 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 lock on it
with a sense of awe and wonder,

If Ymir's Sweat exists, they must be doing their
level best to keep themselves hidden from ourside
eyes. This is no surprise, for their Wendigo brethren
no doubt embarrass them greatly. 1 do like the idea of
Get that intermingled with the narive 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, however, they are currently a quiet
and secretive lor, so [ doubt you will encounter them
any time soon.

Lokis St

For a long time, there was talk of a secret cabal of
Fenrir who controlled and manipulated the tribe,
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fancying themselves leaders even though they skulked
in 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 tricks: we
know thar they are most active in Eastern Europe,
and that they prefer to 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 1o see, if they merely
lock ar the facts before them.
L

Yes, | know, you've heard this all before. Shurt up
and pay arrention anyway! The Litany serves as the
foundation of our culture as Garou, and it is not
something to be taken lightly. No matter the tribe, of
the camp, or the breed, every Garou that serves Gaig
has agreed ro follow these tenets, ar least in theory. [k
is vitally important that you understand what they
mean and how they work, and that you follow them o
the letter. Your hide is at stake if you don't.

nrone STl Nt Al FUSSE crres

This is the firsr of the Litany’s laws, and it is the
mast important. We Garou are not a breed unto
ourselves — we are beings of spirit, andiol Wo liTERda
human, and that balance must be maingained ar all
times, Fucking other Garou is a violation of the role
Gaia has ordained for us, and you must never, ever
forget this. Failing ro adhere to your responsibilities in
this regard will result in harsh punishment, for you and
whomever you choose to lie with

Though the crime of maring with other Garou is
quire 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, ar
taunt the metis among us, any more than you would
any other youngling to 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 not be surprised by the resulys.

Finally, i you are found guilty of violating rhis
tenet, you will be forced ro raise the child, to teach him
about the greatness of Fenrir saciery, 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
your 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,
you have no idea what ir is to raise one filled with Fage.

Do not 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 attentions 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, nor the reason for its exist-
ence. Thus, having sex with another Garou is every bit
as ahominable as is the production of metis.

Hide-of-Iron adds: Of course, the question arises
as to whether or not it is acceptable to have sex with
a Garou of the same gender as your own. Such an act
i5 doubly damned, for the perpetrators not anly mrn
away from their homid and wolf Kin, but also turns
away from the possibility of producing offspring. We

Sare at war! You must never forget that! Sex is not
something you can afford to treat as a recreational

“activity. Forget your human upbringing! Among the

Giarou, we mate with Kin to produce offspring, not for

“pleasure. Find your satisfaction elsewhere, preferably
in bartle against the Wyrm.

Hans retaliates: It's that kind of talk that makes

" therest of @iBitcibes think we're masochistic bastards

whose anly joy is ¢ t. We should savor our bonds
withyour Kin. Love your mate; enjoy the intimacy you
hawe together. A loveless pairing won't help your

" ehildren be as strong as we all need them to be.
. Mﬁ%%ﬂm
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This, of course, is the portion of the Litany we
most often take to heart, as we seek our and destroy the
Wyrmspawn around the world, But rake care, pup, for
the Wyrm is not simply the father of monsters: It
burrows into the hearts 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 you must never surrender.

Some would have you believe thar the Wyrm is
not responsible for all the evil in the world, and that
men and women do evil of their own accord. It does
not matter. Whether their vile acrions are the result
of the Defiler whispering in their ears or undertaken
of theirown accord, they must nonetheless be stamped
mto oblivien. Though the Wyrm is a physical entity,
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
you 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-
arion, choosing your battles wisely so that you might
inflict maximumn damage on your enemy. Sometimes,
this can lead a Ger down truly strange paths, as seen
in the case of the Fangs of Garm. While 1 do not
pretend to fully understand their motives, temember
always thar they and their kind fight the Wyrm as
fiercely as do we all.

Tugbct fhe Tarestory of Anether

This is a hard law for us to obey, because it i in out
nature to destroy those who threaren Gaia, even if
doing 0 means we HUSE OVErstep the bounds of our
authority, We can hardly be blamed for this; many of
the other tribes are weak and foolish, and we are at war.
We do not have time to be nice and friendly with other
Giarou under such extreme circumstances.

Tha said, we should at least make the attempt td
be respectful of others when itis feasible todoso. Thene

ather Garou, to say nothing of other Fera, when a
simple howl of greeting can sidestep the entire issue.
Common sense and courtesy will save you many barrles,
a0 have a care when you are in unfamiliar rerritorye
And if they do not respect you after you have been
polite — none would fault you giving.them a guick
lesson in etiquette. FER e

Sophie adds: Do note that the methods vary from
place to place. A howl is sufficient in the wilderness,
but pot so much in a heavily populated city. In these
places a phone call is usually more appropriate, though
ir's not always feasible. Mainly, you have to wait foe
sesidents to come to you under these circumstances,
and if they tell you to get out do your best to accomma-
dare them. Do not ket them sway you from your path if
it is righteous, thoughs fighting the Wyrm takes prece-
dence over any attempts at civility.

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

Acceps an Homorable Simrrenser

We Fenrir are the proudest, fiercest, maost disci-
plined Garou in the world, and as a result is it difficulr
for us 1o accept the capitulation of an enemy in bartle.
Ohur every instince tells us to tear him limb from limb,
and thisisa good and just perspective tohave in battle.
However, when the opponent is a Garou much like us,

i§ N0 TEAsON o EENErale unneccssary conflict witle
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or even another Fera, we must remember thatwearcall
children of Gaia. We cannot simply eradicate other
champions of Her cause because they have had the
unfortunate lack of vision to challenge us in battle.
They may be foolish, but they are still Her servitors,
and we must treat them accordingly. And so, if an
OppUTEEnt surrenders in good faith, you must homor it
Homnor hattles are an inevitable part of our lives.
We are beings filled with rage, and we do not take
slights lightly. Bur we also have a duty to consider,
which means thar once the kartle is done, we must
let it go. The victor must move on, and the defeared
must accept his lot. That is the only way our sociery
can continue to funcrion when locked in a constant
state of war.
Hide-of-Iron adds: These battles might seem
. strange to the lupus among us, as we tend to deal with
3 challenges via threats and intimidarion rather than
through actual battle. You must never forget, how-
" ever. that baring your throat to an opponéent will not
fecessarily end the battle; more often than not he
Swill tear it our, be it right or wrong o do s0. Chal-
% lenges are not a matter of mere submission: the
ppponent must be defeared utterly, or he will not be
defearedaeall. Be cautious, and mindful of your own
and your opponent's limits.

e commentst Sometimes accidents happen,
dhough. We have a bad reputation amoni the ather
erihes because sometimes there was no other way o
semove a weak or flawed ally than © challenge him,

sund then fight a little maore vigorously than he could
" take. This law is important, but there are those who
don't deserve its protection.

 Sidomission s Tase of Higher Siahion

This law is scraightforward. We are 2 martial
soctery, and cannot function without some em-
blance of order within our septs and packs. Listen to
the words of elders, and do not oppose them without
exrraordinary reason. Punishment for failing to do
this is severe, and you will not be able to count on
your pack to 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 not allow you tw disobey orders,
because doing so endangers us all.

Sophie warns: While this is true, many among us
must be cautious, particularly the females and the
lupus of the rribe. Some homids think this law entitles
them to certain liberties among the “dogs and wome n"
henearh them, and that is not so. Morespectable Fenrir
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would abuse his position in such a fashion. but remem-
ber that there are plenty of Ger thar aren't exactly
respectable. We rooted a lot of them out when we
annihilated the Swards, but their sentiments persist
within the tribe in muted form even now,

Hans adds: While this may seem harsh. the reason
for our rigorous adherence to this law stems from the
fact thar we are, in fact, fighting & war, and musr
conduct ourselves accordingly. A breakdown in the
command structure cannor be tolerared, because it
would throw the operations of cur people into urrer
chaos. We can't have people going off and doing rheir
owm things, and we cannot undermine the authority of
our elders if we expect to get anything 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, bur that's the way it is, and that's the way it
has to be. Never forget thae.

e Tieet SHare of e Kol
Jor e Cirvafatt o SHihhon

To the lupus, the reasoning behind this law is
obvious — the leader of the pack must be strong and
capable, and so he receives the greatest portion of
the spoils that he might mainain his strength.
Among homids, the reasoning is lesselear. Tothem
it is more about greed and possession, rather than
nourishment and sustenance, In any event, among
the Fenrir packs it is largely ceremonial. We don'e
actually eat the Wyrm things we kill, and any
trinkets we seize are given to thaose wha might make
best use of them in our battle with the Wyrm, Those
of lower ranks obvicusly must honor the law, and
rrust in their elders to partition wealth wisely, if not
necessarily fairly.

Hide-of-Iron cautions: Be carcful, a5 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
not supposed to “need” material possessions. Thar
might be true, but it doesn't make the theft of a choice
talen any less galling.

Sophie adds: Also, even though acrual 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 it 25 an excuse o
challenge you, whether the challenge is truly war-
ranted or not. Such despicable beasts are thankfully
fairly rare, but they do exist, so take heed.

R /A ——
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This is a truly bizarre law, since neither homids
nor lupus have any desire whatsoever to eat humans
te begin with, Walves have no interest in humans,
and humans themselves have stricr cultural raboas
against cannibalistic acts. So on the face of ir, the
rationale behind this law is difficult to fathom, That
said, however, we must remember thar Garou are
neither wolves nor humans, but rather avenging
spirits of rage and fury dedicared to the pratection of
Craia ar all costs. While in such a state a Garou does
not think rationally, and might succumb to the urge
to rend an opponent to pieces and consume him. This
is to be avoided ar all costs.

While the impetus 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
fosters their harred and fear of wolves, which in rum
makes life difficult for our lupus Kin. To actually hunt
down and consume 3 human only worsens the sipua-
tion, 50 try to avoid it if possible. Most of this is
“comman sense, but keep it in mind anyway.

v Tt Bemeattt U —
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Iu is of coursetruc rhat we are Gaia's grearest
deéfenders, bur that is neither here nor there. The
lessertribes, and indeed all living things, are worthy

Sk your consideration and respect, and you must

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

wsake, but for theirs, In bartling the Wyrm, we serve

them. Show them respect and compassion, and
when appropriate mercy as well. Do not steal from
them, o treat them unjustly, or challenge their
abilities or authority without ample reason. Because
we are (aia’s greatest defenders we must also dem-
onstrate more restraint, more wisdom, than the
other Garou are capable of showing. This is whar it
means o be the greatest warriors in the world.
Remember this and ace accordingly.

Sophie agrees: Thunder's Teeth might seem a
litle 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. That is our duty, the sacred
trust Uizia has given us. Of course, sacrifices often have
to be made if we are to accomplish our goals; no one
denies this. The law simply tells us not to be arbirrary
of capricious about it.
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Hide-of-Iron laments: It is a pity we so often fail
to observe this law; if only we had remembered 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 to ignore
a lesser's rerritory just because he is, in fact, your lesser,
Your greatness obliges you to act with wisdom and
restraine, not with the pettiness of a bully.

T Vid/ S Nt B L

Long ago, we culled the ranks of the humans in
order to keep them firmly under our conerol. Cur
zealousness 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 insane, and if this occurs in a crowded
arca 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 so is bad enough, bur inciting a riot in the
process is unforgivable,

More importantly, however, is the fact thar our
existence must be kept secret, to the extent possibles
Humans only remember the Impergium, and as suchs
see us as nothing less than monsters, They will try o
destroy us if they learn who and what we aregand that's
something we obviously wish to sveid, Ifyou are forced
to assume your war form with other people ‘anound;
deal with the threar ar hand and then destroy the
witniesses soon after, This seems a barbaric thing roda,
and it is, so make sure the situation does not present
irself to begin with. Pick your targets carcfully, and
choose the time and place of your engagement. Any-
thing less is irresponsible, and will be dealr with in the
harshest manner possible.

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

Do Nt Sy Q Fhople
fo Tang”

We Get lead a harsh life, and it shows. Few of our
elders are rruly old, as most Fenrir die in battle before
they have the chance to age much. That is our lot,
though; there is nothing more glorious than dying in
kattle in defense of Gaia, and you should be proud o
be afforded such an opportunity. But sometimes, we
are crippled, or maimed, or sickened by the Wyrm, and
as such are not killed outright. This puts the tribe inan
unfortunare position: we are not eager to kill our own
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kin and packmates, but at the same time we cannot
support those who do not contribute to our war. This
makes the sick and wounded a strain on cur resources,
and it falls to you to minimize that strain if possible,

It is an unpleasant thought, but if you cannot fulfill
your duties to the tribe any longer you must bid them
to release you, that you may go in peace and let us
remember your contributions to 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 inw death
knowing that you will continue to serve Gaia in the
world beyond 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 radi-
tions, Some honor the dead, even though they can
gcarcely move. These tasks are important, as
strengrhen the tribe's resolve, Ifa tribe member is ill or
infirm, yer can still contribute to the tribe, you must
allow him to do so to the best of his ability until he has
the honor o die in battle like all the rest of our tribe.
Weall deservethe chance to gain honor and glory in
WA aga lnst our enemies, so do not force this law unless
yoir have no choice bur to do so.

e Lvgior Ay S

We are much stricter about this rule than most
other 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
evenrs; doing so is disruptive, and internupts our ongo-
ing fight against the Wyrm.

Hide-of-lron contributes: Thisisn't justa law, it's
a reminder of your duty 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
take shit for it. Oh well

T Laasler Ay Nt Be Chaflonged
Loypsing Fliarime

This rule is ironclad. You do not 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 and assume command. But vou never, ever
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challenge his commands during bartle. We are ex-
tremely hidebound abour this particular law, o make ot Aigratsiomys
certain you understand what it means. Boghie pltches in:

Hans observes: Do not ler this law prevent you Okcay, for all you homids out there, let me clear

from letting the leader know about problems or something up right here and now: Just becass there are
misgivings you have with the way things are being a# lunch n?': rerman folk, or Scandinavian folk, or what-
done. It is in our nature to submit to thase of higher the-hell-ever folk ina given area docsnot mean there are
station, but our leaders command us by our will Fenrir hanging our with them. This is an exceedingly
alone, and if they are being foolish it is our TESPOn- popular, and amazingly stupid, misconception that's
sibility to make them aware of our displeasure, potten us into a fair bit of mouble more often than not.
Formal challenges are one thing, but be active in rhe These are the guidelines for figuring out whether or not
way your sept operates whether you intend to for- ir's likely thar Get populate any particular area:
mally challenge the leader or not. Waolves, Hello, people! We need wolves ro TepIo-
Sophie adds: This includes commentary during duce, you know? We aren't a bunch of fucking Cilass

battle as well. We like to keep things ruthlessly effi- Walkers, content to hode up in ciries and restrict our
cient if ar all possible, and that means keeping the 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 wolves, or we bnse cur
Wyrm is serious business, so rreat it accordingly. strengrh and vigor. This means you can forgret abour
Lo SHll Toabie N oot !’:.n-:[ing us in places 'hi't 1-]_&\.-"F..3‘~.‘L'_'I WOLVES! OF
cousrse, one might find Ger esiors just about anywhere,
T Eat Caits 7 Eaerw fo Ba [ it bur you won't find residents in places like Africa, South
Caern Warders tend to be very strict, and with America, or freakin’ Japan. There juss aren't enough
good reason: Our caerns may be powerful, bur they wolves in these places to go around, and we sure as hell
are few in number. Preserving them is essential, aren't gonna take ourns fucking the local zoo animals,
Obviously, we do not want the Wyrm defiling them, Humans. Obviously, we need human Kin juse as
but this law points o more than that. It rells us o be much as we need wolves, and these Kin tend to be
careful about ferishes and artitacrs, about cotrupt Uermanic or Scandinavian in heritage. This is by no
humans and wolves, abour battles brought to our very means a necessity, however; any Get worth her sals will
shores, Keep the Wyrmspawn out, even the dead fuck an Aborigine as soon as 3 German ifhe's a strong
ones. Do not bring rophies of your kills 1o the caermn, warrior and suitable Kin.
as they can defile it withourt your knowledge. Always The Fera. This is key. In addition o 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. Apare from the lack of wolves, this
vour hide. This can be trickier than it looks, so check is what kepe us out of Africa: the Striders don't wanr us
with your packmares if you have any doubts. A good there, and neither do the Baster, or the Mokolé, ar who
Theurge can tell you if a thing will vialate a caern, so knuwswhar else. The Fera in Africa are tough bastards,
this shouldn't be an issue for vou, and they don't take any lip from foreigners. North

Hans reiterates: We Fenrir value a good death America, however, was another story altogether. The
because we know what 2 had death is like. And i Wendigo were a bunch of pussies, and we bear the snor
someane violares this law, they find out just how had out of them. This told us theirstewardship of the i
a death can be was insufficient, and thar we had 1o take over. If the
5 % natives are doing their job, though, we aren't gosna

TP Gt Aromm o Wiony | ssmiven—imoscamcs i e

of Ciaia, and we don't want that. I's of course 2 iven
e

Hans Dragonbellow takes up the thread: thar we would do the job berter than they would, but

We Ger are an adventurous lor, and because of this thar's beside the point. As long as they're not incom-
we can be found just about any place that has wolves and petent, we don't interfere with their duries.
humans in relative abundance. Travel and Comduest This is all pretey basic stuff, bur homids rend to
have always been a tradition among the Fenrir, and it's forget the importance of the wolf, so it bears repearing.
a favored pastime even roday. OF course, this works Get in general tend 1o forget thar there's a division of
betrer in some places than it does in others: the Ameri- labor among Gaia's chikiren, so the lesson's doubly
cas just rolled over for us, giving us a second home, while important. Know your place, and don’t assume that

human Kin are a free ride to dominance in a given area.
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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 wo vou, the Cliath.

This is our ancestral home, and it precty much
belomgs ro us. Our stewardship of the region has lefta lot
to be desired: most of the old forests have been hacked
to pieces, and all the great 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 i 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.

7 e Newohtt

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 caemns are very strong
here, and we're pretry exclusive about them; other
Garou can visit for a time, but we make sure they
move on before they get a chance to overstay their
welcome, In non-Garou marters, though, we've had
some heartening news: we found evidence of several
Gurahl awakening, and afrer some investigarion
tracked them down. They were initially verrified of
us (no surprise there), but we've managed to calm
them down enough thar we're on speaking terms.
They still think we're lunarics, burt it's easy to see
how our dedication would instill char 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.

Crarmrssy

Our presence in Germany has been all-but-
unchallenged for almost the entire time that hu-
mans have lived in thar portion of the world. Unril,
of course, the events of the last century, when we
had o 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 damnable govemn-
ment. We won't ever forget, and we won't ever let it
happen again — so I'll thank che rest of the Garou
Mation to try and realize that our tribe is more than
thar one black spot!

Sorry. At any rate, it's an interesting time in
Germany. On the one hand, there's a number of
humans who are doing a pretty pood job of realizing
that they have to 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 i3 a shadow of
its former self, and the Shadow Lords keep sniffing
around o see if we're still going to call Germany one
of our territories. It's going to be touch-and-go
there, believe you me.

g

Our conerol here s quire firm, though we do have
to share a number of places with other rribes. Mostly,
we're stuck with the Fianna, which is irritating as hell.
We'd force them out if we had some place to purt them,
but the only option open to us is a small, damp island
off the coast, populated by people who think they're
important. There's alotof contlict there already, sowe
tolerate the hastards for the time being, The fact char
many of cur own rribe live on that small, damp island
has nothing w do with it. Really.

Loreat Forifitn

Plenty of Get reside here, though Gaia alone
knows why. I've never encountered a more perperually
dank and 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. [rs occupants
eventually fell prey to delusions of grandeur, and did
their level best to taklee over the world, The Silver Fangs
were close to the heart of that, as they typically are
when royalty is involved, and we did our best to carry
out their wishes. And lo, the world is conguered and
finds itself in the sorry state it's in today. [ know 'm not
supposed to question our leaders, but [ think they gor
just a lictde oo 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 bloodlines 1o hop a boar o the
mainland and find a worthy mate among the wolves.

Eathorn Exmrope

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 quite familiar with their tactics,
so they have learned to approach us as equals instead
of pawns when seeking our our aid. With all the
vampire problems in the area, such requests have
become fairly common, and we are happy to honor
them. Mo matter our feelings about the Lords, the
sanctity of Gaia comes first, and we will help them
expunge the vampires thar infest their lands if 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 Lords at the helm, They
mst assuredly do not have our best interests ar heart, and so we watch them wirh
caution and a fair amount of skepticiem.

M St Edmrrti

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 o their mode of operation. The Furies, ar least the homid

ones, don’t like us much; they say it's because we don't treat women well, hut thar
B 15 a lie, and they know this. [ say it i because they know we are more commirted o
Y fighting for Gaia than they are, and rthis 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, but we don’t care. We are the greatest, the most
committed, of Gaia's warriors, and that is all thar counts in the end.

'/f?ﬁw

Many Get have tried to sertle Africa, but it is a foolish and losing proposition.
There are no wolves there, few Kin, and plenty of Fera who don't like us much ar all.
Our hurnan Kin were overbearing and intolerant, and those wha were reasonable and
fought for change have been forced out. There is nothing for us here, no reason
whatsoever to 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.

A

There aren't many Get in Asia, and that's unfortunate, because there should be.
The western lands are left to the Shadow Lords, and the Far East is handled by the
Beast Courts, but who is there to look after the norch? Siberia is underpopulated and
filled with wolves, but because there are so few Garou there those wolves have been
hunted nearly to extinction. The Red Talons fight here,

and yet their courage, while admirable, cannot com-
My Densate for the facr thar they simply do not under-
stand humanity, and thus can only react to rthe
problem, rather than acr to stop it ar its source.
The Silver Fangs should have done sumething

about this, but the problems in western Rus.
sia made that impossible. Now, Siberia is az
the mercy of the Wyrm, and there's
nothing we can do abourt it. Sa far,
anyway. The Jarls have been giving
more and more thought to the issue
of lare, and we might well choose
to make & move there soon,

A
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Austfrfia

| still wonder what the devil possessed any Garou ro put down roots in Auwseralia, ler alone
a Ger. There are no wolves there, just a bunch of mangy Europeans and some feral dogs.
Then the dumb bastards went and murdered the local Fera {which many consider a Uarou
eribe; I'm still pondering that one, since the non-human Kin weren'r even wolves), and
now have to make peace with the Mokolé and spirits in the region. This is
why we don't go to 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 vou don't wear out your welcome, We 28
don't belong there. '

The (Hpifed Shofar

Let me tell yvou something about
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 things, 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 caerns 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. Rather, it needed protection
from humaniry, and the Wendigo just weren't
up to the task of providing ir.

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
resQurces to cope with that. But
we Jdid. We'd dealt with these
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people for centuries, and we knew how to stop them.
It ook us awhile, but stop them we did — over halfthe
land in North America is protected by law, and more
and more of it is being restored every day. It's an
ongoing battle, but it%s one we must conrinye to fighr,
even if it requires tactics anathema to most of us.

Ao

The greatest wolf concentration i the U5 isin
Minnesota, and there are quire naturally a fair number
of Get here. The fact that there’s a strong mix of
German and Scandinavian populations there doesn't
hurt, either. Because of these factors, Minnesoea (and
to a lesser extent, Wisconsin) is the Ger stronghold in
North America, and it's relatively free of non-Garoy
supernatural elements as a resyls, Vampires avoid it
like the plague, and Wyrm clements don'teven rry o
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 Lsle Rayale,
which is part of Michigen even though it's a heckuva
lot closer to Minnesors and the Canadian side of Lake
Superior. It's pretty small, and ir's infested with scien-
tists most of the time, but there'ne hearty moose and
wolf populations there, and the gauntlet in the place is
paper-thin. Gargu involved in wolf conservarion of
one form or another love to go there, as it's one of the
best places in the world to get in towch with the Wyld.
Despite this fact, there are no permanent Garow resj-
dents there that | know of Too much scruting from
scientist types. On the upside, though, they do keep it
from being developed, which is quite a relief.

Ve Fllagt

Gert throughour the western 1.5, haven't really
stuck to ethnic lines, since wolves can be found
throughout the northemn srares and Canada, and
people are everywhere, Many have ranches in Mon-
tana and Wyoming, and they're precry fierce ahouyt
protecting Yellowstone. Get hang around the Rocky
Mountainsa lor, both because ir’s the fiercest, wildesr
country on the continent and because there are still
wolves to be found there, human expansion notwith-
standing. The amount of land devored to national
forests in the western United States is staggering,
especially for a developed nation. We're working
hard to keep it that way.

Ve

lsuppose it was inevirable, Wirh the larger-than-
life bravado of Texas, the sheer COFTUption associated
with the oil industry, the utter lack of any other
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Karehiens ane ot

Don't believe all the hype vou hear about
ranchers fighting against wolves in Yellowstone,
Truth is, there are quite a few Get or Get Kin
ranchers, and they're secretly staunch supporrers
of environmental legislarion in the western United
Seates. They have to be careful about it, though, so
that they can keep the land wild and keep the
federal government from walking all over them.
S long as government power is decentralized, the
land can remain wild and undeveloped, which is
better for everybody.

In the days before wolves were relocared to
Yellowstone, wolf supporrers found themselves
busily trying to determine exactly when, and
where, and how one could kill a walf The irony
of this situation was nor lost on them. Similarly,
Get ranchers have to determine whar legislation
must be opposed, and when, and how, if they are
to keep power in the hands of privare citizens,
and thus prevent the absorprion of land by indus-
try and commercial interests - where it would be
lost to the Wyrm, It is a fine line th ey walk, bur

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

shifters in the region, and the remnant population of
Mexican wolves runmning around, some Get was bound
to set up shop as a cowboy, This sepr is primarily ser
up in the Dallas area, and shares strong ties with a
Shadow Lords sept in Corpus Christi. | don't know
whose bright idea that was: there're some really weird
goings-on down there, and I think I'm beteer off not
knowing the details,

Carsni

Canada is relarively people-free and wolf-filled,
making it prime retritory for Garou packs. The Fenrir
don't tend to sertle here, though, a5 they find it ro be
somewhat boring. The lack of people means the
Wyrm and its minions are hard-pressed to find a

othold in any but the mast populated areas, and the
Wyld can safely be left to the remnan ts of the Red
Talons, who have several caermns throughout rhe
country. That said, there are some Ger caerns in and
around Quebec and Ontario, and 1o 3 lesser EXtent
Alberta and British Columbia. Many Ger rravel
through the northern territories to drink in the beaury
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 rainforest, and
| think the collateral damage from that conflict was
almost as bad as the damage Pentex was inflicting on
the region itself, There were just too many people who
wanted o be in charge, and thar led to disaster. Golgol
managed to force the Garou to get in line, 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 to 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 told the Garou about the pact
they'd formed with the other shifters in there. There
was some pretty bad blood between them, bur they
managed to work it out for the greater good of Gaia.

MNow, there was no way in hell Golgol was gonna
follow up on thar example. Too much had happened
in the Amazon for that. Bur, the same didn't zpply to
the orher 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 to give in — in face, left to his own
devices, he wouldn't have. But he's a leader, first and
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foremaost, and a leader has to listen to the desires of his
followers. He didn't like the Bastet, or the Mokolé, o
whatever the hell else was skulking around down
there, but his people were telling him that the war
was going to fail if he didn't do something to bring the
other 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 rainforest,
then so be it. Mo matrer his failings, he was a leader,
and he would do what he had ro do.

Sa, he did the only thing that he could do. He
sacrificed his own pride for the sake of the grearer
good, and of Gaia. He tracked down the leader of the
Bastet, and apologized to him for invading his terri-
tory, and binding the spirits of the forest without
permission, and killing his people when they fought
against him. He asked the Bastet to 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-
ished, to say nothing of the Baster. Tums out the
Baster were praying for something like this to happen,
anul eagerly accepted Golgol'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




three attempts on Golgol's life since then, and uncon-
firmed repores claim that one of these was successful. If
50 it's a great loss, but his final act might well have
tumed the war in the Amazon around. Penrex is
hurting bad from recenr strikes, and the Garou show

no sign of lerting up soon. | wouldn't call the accord
between the Garou and the Basteran alliance, exactly,

but they don't seem to be fighting one another ary

maore. It mighe be a case of too littde, toa late, though;

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

soon there'll be nothing left to protecr.

The Cfer Thifar

Thunder's Teeth picks up the narration once more:

Here is where we come to a significant part of your
education, pup. We Fenrir are not alone in the world,
and while our rage is vast it is not endless. We need
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 on
whom you choose to believe; whar follows is some
general commencary, followed by my own reflecrions

on the tribes gleaned from two decades of interacting
with the Garou Nation.

e Bk Firrsiay

Sophie: Black Furies) Damin those stupid bitches!
Every time [ go to 2 maeeghey launch into endless
tirades about how evil and faseisy rhe Fenrir are, how
horrible they are @ women, snd how | should leave the
tribe and join up with them. Den'tichey have betrer
things toda than harass us? If they por as much energy
into fightingthe Wyrm as they did in worgying about
weaklings, we'd all be a lgr betrer off.

Thunder's Teeth: ‘ﬁﬂ&aru;qilﬂdéﬁrandahle,

Sophie, but you'should aarbe sa quick o judge. The
Black Furies are al tribeof fiercely vigilant Garou,
easily worthy of our respect. Some of them do indeed
hold nothing but conémpe for human snd Garou
males alike, but amongthe more dedicated individy.
als of the rribe this ishot the case, Indeed, the Fury
elders | have mer over the years have seemed to be
rather embarrassed by their tribe's more radical fringe
element, even if they do consider gur own dedication
Lo our cause 10 be a bit extreme. It is not surprising
thar the vounger Furies attack us; out strength and
passion show them their own weakness, and they lash
out at us because we intimidate them. The wiser
Furies accept us as superior combatants, and choose
ta delve into the mysticism that is the tribe's hall-
mark rather than compete with us in bartle., It isa pity
thar so few of them know their place.

L T ———
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o {imaniens
Hans: What & srupid bunch of filthy mongrels.
How can they call themselves@arou? Theydon't even
care about fighting theWhrm, or éver in crushing the
vampires which infest the ciries! We should tear fhem
fa pieces, fair punishment for squandering their heri-
rageurd thelr pifes
Thunder’s Teeth: Mmm. In theory, the Bone

Gnawers are in a position o he 4 grear asset to the
Garow Nation in its war against. the Whyem, They
live among the refuse of humaniey, and thus are
among the first to learn of the Wyrm's infectious
presence therein. If they were diligent in their
duties, they would surely make rhe greatest scours
we could possibly hope to have in the citjes, Sadly,
however, they are far from diligent; most'are unmo-
tivated and interested only in their own comfort and
survival, and those few who take it upon themselves
to act do so only to comfort the humans who live in
the same sorry state as themselves. This is un fortu-
nate, but you should not dismiss them entirely; |
know of ar least one Bone Gnawer who has proven
to be a capable battle master in our war against the
Wyrm in South America, and this alone shows that
we cannot be too hasty in our judgments.

CHillbon of Cooke
Sophie: Children of Gaia my ass! Children of the
drug generation is more like it. Bunch of fucking
hippies, always whining about peace and acceprance
and never actually putting any backbone inso any-
thing. Hell, lookswhat happened in Russia! They and
the Bone Gnawers are embarrassments o the Garou!
Thunder’s Teeth: Though easy ro dismiss, the
Children of Gailare in fact a divided tribe. | know
of many who #te uttec pacifists, living“in denial of
the dangers wedageT do not pretend feunderstand
how they g maintaifisuchysi’ ienorant ateicude.
but we.gan neverunde restimare the pawer of a mind
bent'on idigey. There are orhérs within the tribe,
however, whll cry Ot in agody at'the divisiveness
among the Garou, and want énlyto bridge the gaps
hetween the tribes so that we mighr better fight the
Wyrm and its minions. While this is a laudable goal,
mere words cannot heal the wounds plaguing us. We
need leadership, and the Children will only accom-
plish their goals if they work to make that leadership
a reality. It will take great strengrh to make their
ideals work. A shame none of them have demon-
strated such strength ro date.
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Hieessuer

Thunder's Teeth: AhsheFianna. I think | have
likely never encountered such 8 Bunch of frivolous
asses in my entire lifedThiey are so cager 1o play, to
revel, to fight, and wdhare; and they care nothing for
principle and everything fior the frite and ephemeral.
The way they tre@t their mefis.is abominable and
stupid, and the wagthey ln‘ﬂtﬂ.‘#ﬁ'mm:n makes the
Ger look good. They're S[’lur‘rﬂ:m when they
put their minds & it, and enrerraining enough at
parries and such, but useless in nearly every other
respect. | would net rely on one to save my life, and [
recommend you never take them seriously.

Hans objects: Iwouldn't be so hard on the Fianna
as Thunder's Teeth i8-8 hat you have to keep in mind
is that, like us, they plage great value on life, and on
living. They gezswhar Tt iSwe're fighting for, o an
exrens ngng_-:iﬂ:ltndwr gribes do, and that's great.
The prdblem isthat they lagkdiscipline, and they let
their cmotions dictare the coumse of their life — which
makes them contemprible. ifehey had thar discipline,
we'd call thetmbrothers. A8 if is, they're just a pack of
shapechanging hedanists who aren't worth much. You
see them ar theirbestwhen they're drinking ina baror
dancing around a fire, and what does that say about a

tribe of Gaia's warriors!

okt Mlafors

Hide-of-Iron: 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 commupt!

Thunder's Teeths At one time, the Glass Walk-
ers were a noble -:xperimenn-“'-l-"hcn humans lived in
rowns and villages, andtheir idea of civilization was an
oversized hamlet, the Wani;eu certainly had their
place. We cannot adegquately warehighe humans from
without, s sometine had totake it upor themselves ro
warch them from withif. .. particularly since our rela-
tions with the Ferahave been sa dismal for the bulk of
hutnan history. But ever since the Tndustrial Revolu-
Hom... It was at this time that the Glass Walkers
became swallowed by something much larger than
themselves, anddythat paing it was too late for them
to escape. Now thegdo thejebest to fight the Weaver
from within, seeking @ way t@slow the progress of the
Wyrm's cornipitisn of the web of Tife that binds all
creation. But they cannot passibly win, and it is only

a matter of time before theyfall to cormuption. The
":'-’.-"I':.Jn: Howlerseould not holdgut in the belly of the
Wyrm, and the Red Talons have st themselves inthe
chaos of the Wld. Enri'l: 15 H‘L-:l.t-'ﬂ:ef.:hss Walkers will

become trapped within the web of the Weaver, and
lost to us forever.

Ko Terons

Hans: Garm's teeth, where did shey get so much
hate? They're good fighters, bur théypwangtokill many
of the very things we're supposed o protect. Humans
are part of Gaia, t0o, and just geing on the warpath like
they do 15 a pood way to get killed. Probably why the
poor bastards are going extinct.

Thunder's Teetht The Red Talons! There is
nothing we can dudfor themy/except otter sympathy
for their pain. Theyare awash in unfocused mage, »
doomed sect wairing roidie, Theiphatred for human-
ity has consdimed thém, and nowthey elaw frantically
at the himansidbuildings#lailing abour wildly in
hopes ghat thieir talonsamight'do some good. Honor
thent, for ghey are willing'to serve the leaders of the
Garou,But be warnied, for they are usually unable to
direct'their ragé poward any constructive ends. Stay
ouf of theirgay, offer them assistance if they have a
goal thagd@eems realistic, bur otherwise just leave
them be! It's the least we can do.

SHeaow Lowgl

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 ago, 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 famous for being quite willing to sacri-
fice a pack of Garou to further their own ends. Those
ends, however, afe somethang most Garou do not
understandyand 28°8 pesult they see only treachery
instead of the geasons behind it. In my#xperience, itis
onlishe inexperieneed Lords whamanipulatefor their
own persofiabgain. Thise whidd suryives— those who
gain Renown’ — have grander designs, and they fight
rthﬂﬂﬂiheb;heGﬂﬂuhMquyﬁ Like
us, they areowilling to sacrifice much ta.defear the
WyrmUnlike the Ger, howeverheir norion of
acceprable losfes does not begin with themselves — it
begins with those they manipulate. They think of
themselves a3 racricians, more important than mere
footsoldiers in the war against the Wyrm and hence
less expendable. Listen to their words carefully, and
remember thar they do not lead, and they do not fight
directly. They are not cowards, and they are not
corrupt 50 often as you might guess — but that does nor
mean they are trustworthy. If you convince them o
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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 true value, Tread carefully.
St S Frignr

Hide-of-Iron: The Silent Striders are easily the
mosihbizarre Garou tribe in existence. All they do s
rrack dewninews on currentetents ameong the Garou
ardl spread it to.rhe other wibes. Daupposathis is a
valuable task but itissurely a parhenic cxistencedor a
tribe of warsigns They are pitiful beings, Tittle herrer
than the Corax who flit from sept to sept.

Thunder's Teeth: Stripped of land and purpose,
the Silent Striders serve as little more than glorified
messengers within the Garou Nation. This is unfortu-
nate, for they are our only foothold in the continent of
Africa, which represents some of the greatest 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.
Until 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 intermnational poli-
tics of the Garou Nation. As if this were not enough,
they also appear to be on the warpath, artacking all
manner of Wyrm foe in fits of righteous fury, aided and
aberred by their newfound allies. The Silent Striders
are not mere messenger boys any longer; now they fight
with a purpose, and you can ber that if they show up
asking for help we'll be the first to 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 to support them. They have a
mighty totem, the ancestral honor, the right of sil-
el d just wish they'd get on wirl, doing some thing,
s that we'd have sumerthing 1o support.

Thunder’s Teeth: Grrrrr. | grow tired of waiting
for the leaders of the Garouw Narion to teke action.
Now, the elder Shadow Lordsefrhe Carpathianghave
become the major power in Bugope, while theSilver
Fangs liebloodicd and brdken asaresult of the disasters
in Rissia. Powerful thoughewe arc, we Fenmr are not
suited tilead; we are warriors, and need a warthy lord
to guide us. Try as we might, we could not make the
Silver Fangs into that 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 that gnaws at
the heart of their country, and I wish them good luck.
Thar does us no good in the old country, though; here,
the Silver Fangs are has-beens and idiots, and we
cannot bow before them any longer.

Lo

Hide-of-Iron: The Ukrend are unclean, and they
disturb me. The spirits of the Wit fiust be rorn apart
in glorious bagehe, not baund 1o the earch with magic
and rituals. Donot rustthese Garousthey are cormupt,
and they will destroy amwene they touch.

Thunder’s Teeth: | find igddifficult to trust = rribe
which oraffics in the souls of Wyrmspawn, even if they do
it to bind them and render them powerless. [ cannot
believe aGarou can maintainthis spirit’s purity undersuch
circumstances, at least not forlong@And yet, the Uktena
provide a valuable and imeplaceable Service, and must be
honaored for such, Their sals are strong, and we rust pive
them what support we cati, albeit only with the greatess
caution. Never rustthemimplicity, and always watch for
signs of cormuption. Buede as they say, for their tasks are
of grear import to the Nation at Large.

HFllewailizr

Thunder's Teeth: It is hard for me to find any
compassion in my heart for the Wendigo. They are a
worthless tribe of whining savages, unwilling to pur the
past behind them and accepr their responsibilities as
Garou. The past is irrelevant: the Wyrm threarens us all
in the here and now, and any Garou who will nor
recognize that fact and confrone the challenge it pre-
sents is worsesthan useless. | understand that the
Wendiga's homid Kin have been oppressed. [ under-
stand that they hold our Kin responsible. T understand
that there mav be rmuth o such claims. Bur with all of
that said, 4 can only reply with chis “keriff. The past
is'behind us; and the fumre i now. You cannot regain
what you have Jeet, =0 ler us focus on the present
situatiom instead of dwelling on the past.” Ignore the
Wendiga. Théy are too bitter to be useful, and too few
to seriously threaren ws. Let them wallow in their
resentment while we do the work thar needs to be done.

Hans: [ find it hard to disagree entirely, bur there's
something that we should all remember. When the
three tribes of the Americas came under attack, they
each responded in keeping with their totems. The
Croatan chose the path of honor and respect, and they
died 1o the last one — rhey succeeded ar their rask, but
they're not around any more to help vs. The Uktena
chose the path of wisdom, and starred quietly reaching
around for anyrhing that would help them regain their
strength — new beeeding 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 fault their lovalty to their warrior nature and their
totem — cannibal bastard that Grear Wendigo may be.

Ainbix

Sophie: Who! Oh yeah, the werehyenas. Hmmm.
Mever met one. All T know about them is that they
have something to do with the Serider movement in
Africa. Oh, and they hate the Bastet. Seems the cats
ANNOY evVeryone,

oy’

Hans: | don'e care who they say they are or whom
they serve —spider freaks who drink blood and prey on
humans just nead to be hunted down and killed. | don't
think the War of R age was 2 good ided, mind, bur come
on — with shifters like this runming assend, maybe the
herd needed to be thinned out abir. Awbid these things
when possible, and kill them if they interfere with your
duties. It will be no grear boss to Gaia, 8f thar ['m certain.

Bk

Thunder's Teeth: I'know listhe about the Baster,
save for the face that they are complex and moody,
fearsome and secoetive, and genegally useless when you
need them, just like any car. | gannor believe thar all
Bastet are quite o fFiwelous, but ghefew encounters I've
had with them have done nothing to challenge the
stereatype. Pwe heard thar someGiaroupacks have found
thern useful, 50 keep that in mind if yowensetmter one.

£omax

Hide-of -Trom: Talk, talk, alksThat's all the Corax
seem to do. They pry intd evéryone's business, blab
every bir of gossip they uncover 1o all of creation, and
irritate the hell our of évervane around them in the
process. They are dedigated beasts, I'll give them that,
and our pacrs of friendiship go faryfar back. But [ just can't
help snapping archeir heels whenever | run into them;
it's the old game ofwelf and raven at its finest, and | bet
they love it as mueh as [ do. Listen o whar these pests
have to say, but don'teutthem too much slack. They'd
stop coming arpunid ifthey thought we were getting soft.
(o)

Thunder's Teeths | hawe never seen a living
Gurahl, though Lhear there are some waking up in
Scandinavia. Weneedtheirkind, desperarcly; they are
Caia'shealers, theoneswho brimgsolace ro the wounded
and who protect the wery land around them. Their
passing was what convineed us how wrong we were to
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persccute the other Fera, no matver how the Bastet and
the Ananasi and the others might have provoked us, [
am heartened by the fact that some survived, and are
rerurning to the world even now.

Aok

Hans;: It is said that the Mokolé were the ones who
prompted the Garou to make waronh the Fera, on
accountinl their mere appearance. Tind this somewhat
difficulcso believe since when do crocodiles live any-
where near the Garou ! T must admit, howewer, rhar they
do look g awhl Tor like the Wyrm, and that's cnough
to make anyone nervaits, Their ways are alien rous, and
if yous happen to engoungerone Lrecommend just giving
them a wide berth and poing on about your business.

Nk

Sophie: All | ever heasdabour these beasts is thar
they were fierce fighters] peerless hunrers of other
shifters, and ultimately eradicated during the War of
Rage. | kniow it's gemtible that so many breeds died
during the War of Régre, most by our own hands, hut
I'm not sure the passing of the Nagah was such a bad
thing. The few stories we have make them out to be
some kind of dancers or something: why exactly did

(Gaia need dancing snakes, dnyway?
Ninlohia

Hans: Most. Get have neversscen a Nuwisha,
which is fogihe bests thase thar have rend o think
they're an infuriacifg bot. As far s [ can ell, they don't
take anyrhing sericusly, and legends abound of them
playing cute licele*jokes™ an those they deem lacking
in wisdom. | guessyou could say rhey filled the same
general rolgfas the fox didin Butepean mythalogy.
Whether that'situe or not, Fden't thitlewe lost much
with their passing. Tricksters who'ame like the Rotagar
bur less useful are something | think we can do without.
K

Hide-of-lron: I've had several Bone Gnawers rell
me that the Rackin are <11l arotind, and important in
the cities to boot. I've never seen one of the lile
vermin, 401 wossldn't know. Butas far as [ can tell, the
best way to deséfibe them goes somerhing like ths:
rake the filthy demeanor of the Bone Grawers and
combine it with the. ruthless backstabbing of the
Shadow Lords, and wrap,.it up in g scrawny, diseased
little package with nia regard for anyone aranything,
and you'll have a Rarkin. These are vile beasts with
downright despicable habitspand | recommend avoud-
ing them if at all possible. You'lPhetempted to slaugh-

ter them otherwise,
649 I
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Sophie: When | fifée heard about the weresharks,
I think my first redetion wenr something like this:
Wha. . ™ That sull sums upfiy Bpinion of them
prettywell, | just m&gﬂmwﬂ_ﬂmi&'ﬂiﬂ
cocontral humanivy,end to postece the world from the
Wyrm. But... thete are novhumans beneath rhe sed, 50
whar purpose can the Rokea possible serve! Perhaps it
is because [ am a lupus, but I just don't see the point.

SHrgizans

Thundet’s Teeth: The Stargazers have always
been Garowwho afe not Garou. They are strange,
contemplative, philosophical folk, never temibly keen
o fighting dhe war Gait has set before us, Lwosldsnm
theifpassing, if nét for the facr char théy neverdid
anything while they were with us. Perhaps cheyrwill find
adesting betrer sited tovthem among the Beast Courts,

T e Bt Comrte

Thunder’s Teeth: [t seems discussion and £oop-
eration are Becoming the order of the dayin gur new
world: the Beast Courts is apparently an allisnce of
sorts among the shifters of the East, towhich the
Stargazers defected last year. These shifrersaze mot i
enemics, buf they are not our allies, cither, We 8fid
they are like oil and water; we do not mixpand dogot
interact much. We simply operate in diffeferr worlds;
and leave it at thar, '

Thie Cery

Hide-of-Iron closes the lesson:

Cub, you're going to learn thar more monsters live
in the world than all the fairy rales 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 to the
Maeljin Incamna, and even the Jetunn. You'll find cur
about beasts like Skull Figs and Thunderwyrms. You'l]
hear legends that you swear can't be real. [ike the Zmei,
and stories that none of us can prove are real, like the
Vhujunka. And you'll leam the best ways we've found
of tracking those beasts down, isolating them, and
killing them as brually and efficien tly as possible, Bur
first | want to warn you: some of the monsters aut there
used to be human, and were changed by something
other than Wyrm-spirits. Always keep your eyes open.

Lty

The vampires — the old legends use the word
draugr, and it’s a good one — all but own the waorld,
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infesting the human cisigith.their vile touch and
bending the human/inasses to their will. The Glass
Walkers seck to fight them “on their own terms,” but
they will fail. Péntex coifiipeses with them, bur even
that evil entiry'iglikelpsubfect sathe Lecches' machi-
nations. Do notgive these vilébeasts quarter, ever —
they are the enemies of the Garow, of humanity, of
everything that lives i the warld. Destrov them ut-
terly, and always'eemind'them that for all of their
unholy power there @@l beings insthe world thar
can make them wish rhey'd newer been horn,

Aagis

Isuppose | should be open-minded. [ suppose [ should
acknowledge the fact that these warlocks are not bam
corrupt, and that they can work to serve the ends of Gaia,
[ suppose [ should remermber thar they are part spirir, as we
are, and that some have deep ties to the Umbra, as we do.
[ suppose the fact that they are adiverse lot isrelevant, and
that I should not judge them so hastily.

| suppose the lot of them should rot in hell. Wipe
them out. All of them. Humens are stupid, foolish
beasts, and they should not be wielding the POWer mages
hald within them. Thar is for the spirits of Gaia alone.

Fllnaitiy

Don't fuck with ghosts. If you encounter one, it
means that the poor bastard can’t rest for some reason.
Fix that. Drop whatever you're daing and make things
right, so thar the honored dead can rese. The Get don't
care much abour things cutside the tribe, but this is an
exception to that rule. Now, that said, some ghosts
come from people who really deserved to die, and who
don't deserve peace. But that is not for us to decide, 5o
just make sure the dead stay dead, and go where they're
supposed o go. Keeps them our from undedioot.

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

e

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

.




Fornstors

Rumor has it thar there is a new force on the scene,
humnans with limired supernatural abilities who have
raken it upon themselves to hunt and kill non-human
heings at every opportunity. Unforrunately, this in-
cludes Garou, The tales place their first sightings
shartly after the Eye of Wotan opened in the sky; I'm
not inclined o call it coincidence. Thankfully, none

—m-m-

of the rumors paint them as strong. More of a patheric
lot — but they have the resources of humanity at their
disposal, and thus they could prove quite dangerous.
Just be careful; an idior with a silver bullet can claim
the life of the finest warrior of Gaia, if he's lucky and
the warrior doesn't see him coming, Betver ro presume
the rutnor is true and be ready for false adversarics than

to presume it's false and be caught napping. i
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The Gert of Fenris' focus on becoming the stron-
gest of Gaia's warriors isn't a 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 thar all Fenrir characters
spend the majority of their dots in Physical Arributes
and combat skills, that tsn't the case ar all. A Godi
without the wit and insight to wrangle a spirit to his
will is as useless as a warrior who gets tired easily and
can't cutfight a weak human without shifting form.

Thar said, strength is defined in how you use ir.
The Ger 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
it to run from fights, A shaman needn't be as powerful
a warrior a5 a skald or Modi, but if he isn't even eryimg
to fight well, there's a 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.

Backgrovnsl
M

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

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

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

Amerrtors
The classic remptation is 1o decide that a Get of
Fenris character's ancestor-spirits are largely Viking
marauders, However, this doesn't do justice to 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 splinrer blood-
lines, And not all of them will be warrioes first and
foremost, of course; skalds, seers, Jarls, tricksters, hunt-
ers and crafters will all run in a character’s blood.
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Selecting a proup of ancestor-spirits is a wonderful way
to showcase the tribe's diversity, to say nothing of a
character’s storied heritage.
Eomflasls

For the most part, the Fenrir cannot maintain rhe
sort of casual relarionship that qualifies as a Contact.
Uerof Fenris are not particularly friendly people, and
aren’t the best at inspiring trust and friendship from
normal humans. Some can't be borthered with the
time and effort at all; almost none of them find a logse
acquaintanceship worth pursuing. However, a player
may, with Storyreller permission, purchase the Gre-
garious Merit (page 86) ro offser this limitation at
least a lirrle.

="

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

Ferish weapons are nonetheless popular among the
Fenrir, who treat such irems with grear reverence. To
the Fenrir philosophy, a fetish weapon is in a Way your
hartle-brother; the weapon that serves you as well as
your own.claws 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.

oy

The Get of Fenris are one of the tribes with a maore
proactive interest in their Kin's welfare, This doesn't
mean they're inclined to pamper or spoil their Kin — far
from ir. A Geylin' marriage i 8ften_cold o mosr
wutsiders' eyes, with few displays of public aftecrion and
less romance. In truch, mast Ger are very fender and
lowing with their spouses and children, but neverexees-
sively so. The realities of a lifetime at war demand char,
should the Getfall in battle) the familybe able to carry
un without himer her. No Get of Fentris has ever had
anything good sasay aboutacodependent relarionship.

While a lugh Kinfolk fadng can usually mean
contact with Kin who aren’taltblood relations, most
of the Kin a Ger can call on will be family. Blood runs
thicker than warter, after all, and a Fenrir rends to
trust a small, intimate group more readily than he
does a large one.

Getof Fenrls

. /ﬂlla-..—l—r-—-l_-—-'_y

Adarfow

The Fenrir approach to mentoring reflects the
tribe’s philosophy — for a cub to become strong, he
cannot be coddled. Menror isa rare Background among
Ger of Penrls — most cubs are taughr by the commu-
nity — and when an elder does take a cub under his
wing, it's not a gentle experience. Ger of Fenris char-
BCrers can expect to receive harsher words and less
overt assistance from their Mentor Background than
ather characters might receive. It may be unfair, bur ir
builds character.

Dhore Birver’

The Get of Fenris are very conscious of Pure Breed,
hoth of their own tribe and of others. Even if they
violently 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 loyal to the Silver Fangs. However,
the Get do not rate Pure Breed as an effective measure
of a werewolf’s worth. As always, strength comes first.
As a resulr, in modemn 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.

Thaose Get of Fenris with high Pure Breed tend to
be lesser shadows of their totem; gray-furred, and builr
taller 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.

A

Fenrir are not necessarily born disadvantaged, and
their strong Kin networks can often ensure that even
awarrior who spends most ofhis time on the battleficld
has a crash space waiting for him. At the same time,
though, the Fenrir care little for luxuries, and have
never bothered trying to establish ties with the wealthy
— too much wealth makes one soft. It's typical for a
Giet of Fenris character to have between one and three
dots of Resources, although far more have no Re-
sources at all than have four or more dots.

A

The Get of Fenris often sufprise outsiders wich
their wealth of ritual lore; they are as spiritual as any
other tribe, even if they spendumare. time making
blood-gfferings o their trems than they décontem-
plating their navels. Fenmir tend to practice their rites
in slightly more vigorougferm, however; a ritemaster
may make an offering ofhig own blood, down several
tankards of alcohol, apd howl until his throat goes
hoarse all in the same aights Group rituals are just as
physical, which is ofteni@n unpleasant surprise for




guests at a Ger sept. Theurges arc of course the masters
of ritual among the tribe, but each auspice 1 expected
to know ar least one or two Tites; ignorance is another
manifestation of the hated trait of weakness.

The sterectypemauld seem toindicate that Fenrit
prefer totems of WaE, but most Fenrir are just as happy
to venerate totems of Wisdom vr Respect. Those
toremns friendly toBenris’ brood are preferred, of course,
and Pegasus refuses 1 take any Get of Fenris as his
children (not that <he et really care). Buraparr from
that, the Fenirie will followany wogem they deemiworth
their whille — a criteriof that eliminates many of the
more gentle and pacifistie goretns, bot chat leaves
plenty of réom far choice. :

W/ hen a pack hos chosen s taem, it's ustally a sure
het thar the Get bf the packuwill be supporting the
totem strongly, beiewich cxpetience pointsorourright
service. A tatemn 5 family, and deserves the consider-
arion thapother family mefibers receive. A Fenrir's
relarionship with his pack totem reflects well on him
in Gireat Fenris' eyes, and that's all the motivation
meost need.

(e

e Safe Haven (Level One) — Few Garou are as
verritonial as the Get of Fenris. This Gift enables a
Fenrir to keep a close supernatural watch on his terri-
tory, becoming instantly aware of any trespassers marked
by the Wyrm. Owl-spirits reach this Gift.

System: The player must spend one Gnosis to
esrablish this early wamning system, and one Gnosis per
day to maintain it. W henever a Wyrm-tainted person
of creature crosses into the Fenrir's territory, if the
werewolf is at home or within a mile, the player may
rall Perception + Occult (difficulty 7) to detect the
intrusion. The more successes, the more accurately the
werewolf pinpoints the intruder’s location. Mote that
this CGift may be used to protect only that territory that
the Fenrir can rightfully call his own; this Gifr cannot,
for instance, protecr a shared caern unless used by the
caern Warder (who can be considered to “own” the
serritory for the purpose of this Gift).

MET: Spend one Gnuosis to create the barrier, and
one Gnosis perday to maintain it. If something Whyrm-
cainted crosses the barrier, the Fenrir makes a Mental
Challenge with a Marrator (retest with Qccult) o
receive the warning. Safe Haven does not identify the
crearure, only that it is Wyrm-tainted. This Giftis omnly
applicable to the Fenrir's own territory, such as a
single-family house and the surrounding lands. Termi-
rory may only be as large as a single Penrir can patrol
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in one night, and must be established as his own
(through a land deed, territorial marking, combat,
erc.). Apartment buildings or condos may not be
protected with this unless the Fenrir owns the build-
ing. This Gift may be used at a Fenrit-only caem, but
few Fenrir can agree on who “owns” the larud.

+ 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 £o Tun OVET SHOW OT ice a5 if it were solid
ground without sinking in or leaving footprints.

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

MET: Spend a (nosis Trait towalk on top of smow
or ice without leaving foorprints or sinking. The ef-
fects last for one session/day.

+ Senge Guilt (Level Two) — This Gift is par-
ricularly popular smong the Hand of Tyr camp, but is
by no means limited to them alane. By staring into the
eyes of his chosen target, the (et can sense any deep-
scated guilt that she might harbor for past offenses.
The more perceptive the Fenrir, the mare detail he's
able to discern. This Gift is taught by a crow-spint.

System: The player rolls Perceprion * Empathy,
difficulry 8. One success detects the presence ot ab-
sence of regrer. Three successes reveal general facts
2hout the offense in question; an adulterer might
project a sense of “betraying my wife” into the Giet's
mind. Five successes reveal specific facts about the
marrer: the Get could pick out the adulrerer’s partmer’s
name, the time and place of the indiscretion, and
possibly even more intimate facts.

Mote, however, that this Gift requires personal
feelings of guilt to work. If a Fenrir were to use this Gift
on a vampire that regularly feeds on young children
and kills them afterward, the Gift would work only if
the varnpire feels guilty about its sins. If the Leech felt
thar it was perfectly justified in its actions, the Fenrir
would be able to detect nothing, Similarly, the Gift
might lead its user o believe 2 person’s Crimes are
worse than they are, if the subject feels guiltier 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 Mental Challenge (retest with
Empathy). Success reveals the presence or absence of
guilr or regrer 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 usc this Gift to
detect feelings regarding a specific incident by bring-
ing the incident up in conversation of interrogation,
bur beware a rush to judgment — this Gift only reveals
the presence (or lack ) of guilr or regret, not whether the

5
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suspect actually commitred the deed. Further, this Gif
only works if the subject feels guilty ahout the deed in
question; somecne who felt justified in his action
would nor be affecred by this Gitr.

* Troll Skin (Level Two) — This Gift allaws the
Fenrir o draw on the power of earth for protection, just
as the legendary trolls and even Jotunn were able po da.
When the Ger activares this Gift, her skins grow rough
and rthick, covered with warty knots of hard, armored
flesh. This Gift is eaught by an earth elemenral,

System: The player spends one Gnaosis point and
rolls Stamina + Primal-Ugge (difficulty 7). For each
success, the character receives one exera die on her soak
roll. These extra soak dice cannot he used to soak silver
damage; the Gift lasts for one scene, or until the Get
chooses to dismiss it. Trall Skinis, alas, quire disconcere-
ing and unpleasantly pungent. While the Gift's effects

ast, the difficulty of all Social rolls is increased by 1.

MET: Spend a Grosis Trait and make a Physical
Challenge {retest with Primal-Urge). For the rest of
the scene (oruntil the Ger dismisses it), the characrer’s
hide is thick and warty {not to mention strange-
looking and smelly), and the character receives three
bonus Healthy health levels. The character also suffers
a one-Trait penalty on all Social Challenges (except
those relating to intimidation),

* Wearing the Bear Shirt (Level Two) — Fear is
for cowards; Rage is for warriors. The Fenrir who learns
this Gift hardens himself against fear, even on an
instinctual level. This Gift is taughe by a bear-spirit.

System: No roll is required; once this Gift is
learned, the effects are sutomatic. The Fenirir who
learns this Gift never enters fox frenzy; instead, he
enters a berserk frenzy, regardless of the stimyli, In
addition, the player can make a Willpower rall ro resist
any Gifts or other supernatural powers that incie fear,
even if a resistance roll is normally nor allowed,

MET: Once leamed, the Gift's effects are auto-
matic. The Garou with this Gifr never enrers fox
frenzy, but always goes into berserk frenzy, regardless of
circumstances. The Ger also receives a sitigle retest
against Giifes or supemnarural powers thar incite fear
{the results of the retest must starud ).

* Loki's Touch (Level Three) —This Gift is rare
among the Ger of Fenris, although the Rotagar find it an
appropriate weapon in battle. With just a touch, the
Garou may cause a target to go into uncontrollable fits of
laughter. In peacetime situarions, the Gife may also be
used to defuse a dangerous situation. This Gift is eaught by
any trickster-spirit (most often Ratatosk, the Squirrel).

System: The Garou must touch an opponent and
roll Manipulation + Empathy (difficulty equal to the

Get of Fenris

Rage plus the Rank of the target; maximum difficulry
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of 10). The firs of laughrer will last for one round per
success, during which rime the ragwer may not take any
offensive action, although he may defend himself if
attacked. The laughter is genuine in ar least 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 Gift-user had told him an excellent joke.

MET: To invoke this Gift, the Garoy touches her
opponent (or makes an appropriate Physical Chal-
lenge to do s0), and makes a Static Social Challenge
against a difficuley of the target’s Rage + Rank (retest
with Empathy). With success, the rarget spends the
next three rounds in fits of ruaring laughrer, during
which rime he may not rake offensive acrion but Mmay
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 her
old injuries for a brief period of time, 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 energy. Any war-spiric of Fenris’ brood
may teach this Gift.

System: The player spends a Rage point and rolls
Rage, difficulty 5 + the number of Bartle Scars her
Garou has acquired. The Gift's effects last for rwo turms
pet success. As long as the Gift is in effect, the Garoy
may ignore wound penalties and the debilitaring ef-
fects of her Bartle Scars; even those thar have lost a
limb may fight as i whole. Extremiries temporarily
restored by Glory-Scars funcrion as normal, causing no
extra damage. This Gift cannot restore lost abiliies 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 murns,
While the Gift is active, you suffer no wound penaltics
or debilitations from your Batele Scars. including miss-
ing limhs (which function normally while the Gife is
active). This Gifr only restores combar-relared abilities.

* Strength of the Ancestors (Level Five) — This
Giifr allows a Fenrir to call upon his greatest ancestral
heroes for assistance, It is only used in dire situations,
when the lives of more than one Garoy are endan-
gered. Callingon the strength of one's ancestors allows
a Get to increase his physical might, wisdom or even
sense aclity substantially, albeir for a limired time.
These ancestral heroes come o the aid of 2 Getonlyin
times of grear peril, and punish any Fenrir who at-
tempes to call on them without need. This Gift s
taughe by an ancestor-spirie.
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System: Only Get withat leastone dotin
the Ancestors Background may learmn this
Gifr. The player spends one Rage point and
rolls Charisma + Rituals (difficulty 10); he

. may subtract one from the difficulty for every
dot he has in Ancestors, During the casting of
chis Gift, he must carve the specific runes of

his anwcestors into his flesh. Eoreach success, he

mav add one dot to any Auribute; these dots
may be split among different Arcributes, or all
applied to the same one.

: If the Storyteller believes this Gift has been
» ysed tnappropriately, his hero-ancestors still

give assistance, but then turn on their descen-
dant, 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 leamn this Gift. Spend a
Rage Trait and make a Seatic Social Challenge
{difficulry of 10 Teaits minus one for each level of the
Ancestors Background possessed). The Garou must
carve the runes of his ancestors into his flesh while
b invoking this Gift. Success grants &s many extra
Arrribute Traits as he has in the Ancestors Back-
ground. These Traits may be split up among the
Aprribute categories or applied 1o the same one.
Ohnce the crisis has passed, the Trairs depart. Using
this Gift frivolously rouses the Fenrir's ANCESTOrS
enmity, and they will strip the same amount of
Traits granted from their foolish descendant.
* The Good Death (Level Five) — No true
Ger of Fenris fears death— only dying poorly. This
} Gifr is Great Fenris' final blessing to his children;
the Fenrir who activates this Gift intends to die
with 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 fight-
ing long after she should be dead, and doesn 't falluntil
her enemy (or enemies) dies with her. The avatar of
(sreat Fenris himself reaches this Gift.
Svstem: The Fenrir concentrates for one full
turn 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
immediately. This Gift works only if the named
enemy is already on the battlefield with rthe Fenzir;
it canmnot be used to hunt down an absent encmy
Once the bartle is won, an avatar of Fenris
Jescends on the battlefield to devour what's

i
% left of the hero and her worldly possession.

For ohvious reasons, this Gift can be used
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only once, most likely when the characrer is our of all
other options. Improper use of this Gift (such as
attempring to use the Gift to slay an old rival rather
than a “true enemy of Gaia") angers Fenris, who strikes
the unworthy Get dead on the SpOL.

MET: Spend a full tum in concentration and spend
all Gnosis in calling on Fenris' aid against the foe she
MEAIMES {VOu [May NOC [Ame 20 entire army — pick one)
When the Good Death is activated, the Garou suffers no
wound penalties and will not fall until her foe is dead.
whereupon she dies immediately. This Gift can only be
used against an enemy that is on the field of bartle. This
Giift is considered a last resort, as an avatar of Fenis will
devour what is left of the hero after her death,

* Call Great Fenris (Level Six) — As the ulti-
mate expression of the pact berween tribe and totem,
the greatest Get heroes may summon the war-avarar of
their tribal totem to aid them in their hour of need.
The avarar joins in combat, slaying all that are not Get
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 reason, it will
devour the summaner entirely before departing — but
there are no concrete tales of any Ger of Fenris wise
and mighty enough to artain this Gif vet foolish
enough to abuse it, This Gift is taught by a wolf-spirir.

System: The player spends one Gnasis point and
rolls Sramina + Oceult (difficulty 6). Success sum-
mons the war-avatar of Great Fenris, who will fight at
the Fenrir's side for the duration of the scene. At the
combat's end, the summoner automatically gains 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 pains it a second
time as Fenris devours another limb,

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

Camp ot

Those accepted into a Ger of Fenris camp, thanks
to blood or fervent belief in the camp philosophy, may
sometimes leamn certain Gifts as if they were tribal
Gifts. These camp Gifts are not shared immediately
afrer joining a camp, and are not advertised; no camp
wants members who have joined only o learn aspecial
trick. The following camp Gifts may be leamned 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 Incamae themselves are as
frightening and dangerous as the war-avarar of Grear
Fenris. The avatar of Fenrie Wolf SPPEArs as an
enormous wolf, 10 feet tall ar the shoulder. His eyes
burn with rage and his jaws drip with the blood of
countless enemies. His coat is 3 deepgfiy thar seems
toshimmesfrom black tored andéven tahite as the
light shife$aeross ir. The wal-avararéf Penris is noc as
powerful a8 the Incamahimself would be, but it srill
defies the usual limitetions of spirits, snd bas Trairs
even mere powerful than Nexus Crawlers.

Willpower 15, Rage 20, Griosis 10; Esserce 50

Charme: Airr Senser Armior, Blast ( thurider-
bolt), Dreadful Présence®, Materialize: Re-form,
Savage*, Swift Running (23 Swif: Flight), Tracking

* Dieadiul Présences This Charm i avail-
ablgionly to Incafha avarars, and is copstantly in
effect: Allspirieshostile o the Incarsl avatar lose
two dice feom all g dice pocls while they
remain in the avagr's wicinity. (MET: Any spirits
hostile to the avaraesuffer a two-Trait penalty in
all challenges while in the avatar's presence.)

* Savage: By spending one Essence, the spirie
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 Test: with SUCCESS,

he inflicts another wound. )

* Hand of Tyr: Sense of the Prey (Level Two
Ragabash).

* Mjolnir's Thunder: Clenched Jaw (Level Four
Ahroyn).

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

* Glorious Fist of Wotan: Beastmind (Level Two
Bed Talons).

* Ymir's Sweat: Call of the Early Frost (Level
Three Wendiga).

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

The rites of the Ger of Fenris are bloody, savage
affairs; few are ever performed without retribution or
punishment in mind. Fenrir are prone to shed their own
blood in rites as a sacrifice to the spirits and an example
of their duty (and willingness) to shed blood in the
Mather’s defense, Undoubredly much of the “Get a=

masochist” stereotype has arisen from visitors ar Fenrir
moots mistaking the Fenrir’s devotion for pleasure.
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Level One

This genealogical rite is a favorite of Skalds and
Forseti alike, albeit for slightly different reasons. Some
Fenrir use it to verify the identity of a hero's descendants
before passingon an inheritance; others use it toidentify
the father of a metis cub if none is forthcoming. The
ritemiaster draws the blood of the subject with a silver
knife and sings a long paean to the ancestor-spirits of his
tribe and amy 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 Waies + Rituals, diffi-
culty 7, as normal. Success reveals the subject’s true
heritage for one generation back per success {for ex-
ample, two successes would reveal the subject’s heritage
asfar back as his grandparents). Inaddition, the ritemaster
receives the answer to one specific gquestion 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 rribe run in this cub’s veins!™ The answer will
be soourate, as long as the answer can be found within
the number of generations revealed; if the ritemaster
gained four suctesses, for example, he could not ask "ls
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this child descended from Frode!™, but he could accu-
rately tell if the child's great-grear-grandfather claimed
descent from Frode or not.

The Rite of Heritage works just s well with humans
or wolves {although wolves, lacking names, are harder
to accurately identify), even non-Kin or magi. It does
not, however, work on the undead or on fae.

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
relating to the subject’s heritage. Further Mental Traits
can be spent on aone-for-one basis, with each Trait gomg
back one generation. This rite works on humans and
wolves, whether they are Kinfolk or not, oreven magi, but
not on vampires or changelings (their rransformations
change their heritage too much for accurate answers).
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Lewvel One

Giet of Fenris Crescent Moons learn early on to
respect and appreciate the power of the wrirten rune,
whether it takes the form of Garou glyphs of of runes
of hurman origin. This rite is a prerequisite ro the Rire
of Rune Casting (below); it is with this rite that the
rune-seer creates her talismans. The runes must be
carved into the hones of enemies slain in battle, but
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may take whatever form is most spiritually relevant to
the ritemaster. Most Fenrir choose Garou glyphs or the
Futhark runes of the Norse, but a few Ger have been
able ro make rune-banes carved with the Cherokes
alphabet and even | Ching trigrams funcrion.

System: Standard roll; the rite lases for eight hours
of carving and ritual empowerment. At the rite’s
completion, the Garou must spend a Gnasis point o
“tharge” the runes. The runes are commonly stored in
a bag, and drawn fiorth just one to three at a time.

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

Level Three

The Fenrir are well aware of the dangers of letting
their tempers get out of hand, Alrthough a visitor orrival
might deserve to be ripped limb from limb, it is neirher
honorable nor prudent to slay other Gaian werewolves
in a fit of frenzy. Fenrir often bolseer their self-control ar
formal moots with this rite, which soothes the Rage of
participants so that they can avoid “diplomatic evenrs."

To enacr this rite, the Ger must be inside a house
pleasing to the spirits in some respect; the lodge-houses,
lenghalls or other strucrures within a Ger caem are
ideal, but any building that has been marked as open o
the spirits of 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 until the meeting ends,

System: Standard roll; if successful, the rite's
effects last until the first person leaves the lodge.

While the rite’s effects are in place, any shapeshifters
within the lodge are calmer than usual; thedifficulty of
any Rage roll made within the lodge has a difficulty of
% (although Rage may be spent withour restric ricm ),

MET: With a successful standard challenge, the
rite lasts until the first person leaves the lodge. Any
shapeshifters in the lodge gain three Traits 1o resise
frenzy, although they may spend Rage (such as for Gifrs
or to shift forms ),

Level Three

This prophetic rite enables the rune-caster to see
hints of the future in the parterns the runes form as
they fall. Ar the climax of the rite, the ritemaster casts
afew runes from her personal rune-bag onto a hide skin
or other sacred cloth, studying the parterns 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 Rune Carving
(above); the roll is Wits + Rituals, difficulty 8. Suc-
cess reveals an accurate, but vague prophecy; the
nitemaster may roll Intelligence + Enigmas (4 ifficulry
8) to make more sense of the casting, but prophecy is
by narure never crystal-clear. The Storyreller is en-
couraged to use symbolic language o create rhe
runes’ warnings; “you will encounter an obstacle” is
rather bland, but “warrior-rune reversed, against ice-
rune — Ymir's prison walls may sap your strengrh” is
considerably more interesting.

MET: The caster must create her own set of runes
with Rite of Rene Carving, then make a Staric Menral
Challenge against eight Traits {retest with Rials). A
second Meneal Challenge (retest with Enigmas) may
grant some further insight into the casting, but proph-
&cy is rarely clear, and the Storyreller is encouraged o
couch 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 socially, the Get often do so physi-
cally. This rite is used to punish thase whose cowardice
endangered their packmares or Kin withour acrually
causing their deaths (those cravens whose cowardice
killed a packmate are more often subject to the Hunt,
or worse ). Alchough the Ger primarily use rhismiseis
punish other Fenrir — werewolves of athertribes are
not expected to live up to the Fenrir's highistandards

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

As rthe rite begins, the ritemaster repeats a litany
of names, names of Garou who lost their lives from
heing abandoned by cowardly packmares. She then
ritually names each packmate ogKinfolk that the
accused werewolf abandoned; and anoins the accused
with blood drawn froin each. At the conelusion of the
rite, the riremaster brands the sole of the offender’s
foot with a heated silver brand. The brand is perma-
nent, an encouragement for the offender 1o nevér
show his heels ro his loved cnes again.

System: Standard roll. At the culminarion of the
rite, the offender rakes two levels of aggravated dam-
age, and loses five Glory and five Honor Renown, The
brand cannot be removed by healing Gifts, even those
that remove Battle Scars. Legend holds thar a Fenne
who received the Coward's Brand managed later ta
atone with deeds of greaz valor. His reward 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 aggravated damage,
and the loss of five temporary Glory and five temporary
Honor. The brand cannot be removed by supernatural
healing abiliries.

Feronn Fas
e of Wi

Level Two

Alrhough the Ger are not, as some werewalves
joke, “a tribe of Ahroun,” it's rrue that the Get's Full
Moons are held to an exacting standard. This rite is
a clear illustration of the Fenrir's lofty expectations.
Afrer a Modi has successfully challenged for Rank
Two, but hefore she has heen formally awarded that
rank, she must undergo riteal combat with two fellow
Ahroun. She may use no weapons but her natural
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body, while her arrackers are allowed to use weapons
if they choose (die-hard traditionalist septs always
arm the attackers with silver). If for some reason,
there aren’t two Get Ahroun available to fight with
the aspiring Fostern, the ritemaster may substitute
Giet of other 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; combat against non-
Ahroun of other tribes is simply not considered suffi-
ciently impressive.)

The young Ahroun need not win against her rwo
cotmbarants (if the other two are of higher rank, she's
not even expected to stand a chance); she must merely
pitup a good fight. The ritemaster paints the wounds
achieved during the rice with dyes made from various
plants, 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 both
Rank One, she gains three Glory for her ourstanding
performanges :

MET: Standard challenge for rites. If the
challenger wins against her opponents; she gains
three Glary. ;

S of CHafingi

Level Three

This rite is the most formal of challenges, most
often: the challenge for leadership of an entire sept.
Although 2 would-be Jarl need not know this rite to
challenge the current sept leader, thisrite is accepted
a8 the most formal and proper way to do so. Proper
performance of this rite marks the challenger as one
wiellsversed in Fenrir ways and worthy of facing the
Jarl it challenge, and therefore adds extra weight to
his claim to the position. Ger of Fenris may also
perform this rite to formally challenge rivals of other
tribes or positions; the rite has less binding power in
such occasions, but still (if performed properly) car-
ries great weight.

The challenger must be the one to perform this
rite. He must confront his opponent and formally
recite his lineage, deeds and strengrhs, each one a
ritual declaration of his worthiness. He then calls our
each of the reasons for his challenge — which must be
carefully done, as the accusations must be strong
enough to win the onlookers” support, yet not 5o bold
as to provoke the challenged party to frenzy. With the
final accusarion, he formalizes the challenge. If the rite
iz performed properly, the challenged party must ac-
cept or lose significant Benown.

System: Standard roll of Charisma + Riruals. If
the rite is failed, the challenged party may refuse to
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meet the challenger (and if both were Fenrir, it would
be a disgrace to acknowledge a challenge so poorly
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, §
Glory if a Jarl).

The ensuing combat may be to firse blood, submis-
sion, of even to the death, at the Master of the
Challenge’s decision; the more successes, the more
likely the Master of the Challenge is to chaose duel
ferms in keeping with the challenger's wishes, No
weapons may be used during the combat.

If the Fenrir uses this rite ro challenge someone
who is clearly not his equal in battle, he promptly loses
| Glory and 2 Honor, and the challenged party may
decline withour fear of Renown loss no mateer the
result 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: Standard Riruals challenge is made. Only 3
successful rite cannot be refused withour Renown loss,
A failed rite need nat be answered, The Riee of Chal-
lenge is followed by the wsual combar for leadership,
overseen by the Master of the Challenge. Using this
rite to challenge someone wha is clea rly 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. If thar inferior foe
18 a Jarl, however, most see it as a sign thar he should
be replaced and quickly.

Leve] Five

This is one 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
inolden times, but in these days the Ger of Fenris don's
have the numbers to permir many lethal challenges for
the post of Jarl,

The rite acknowledges the history of both the
tallen sept 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 heart of
his predecessor, thus symbolically gaining the wis-
dom to rule his sept properly. The fallen leader's
possessions are turned over to the new Jarl in accor-
dance with the Litany, but relatives with a claim on
weapons or fetishes are allowed ro challenge the new
Jarl for their possession.

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

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

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

Totemy
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The Get of Fenris recognize many winter-spirits
as their allies, 8 find themselves ar odds with many
more (those 88 Wendigo's Brood). One of the most
peculiar of theieallies is the Snow Queenyén embodi-
ment of the cﬂﬂ;‘jllm:n!hmm i She favors
Fenrir who eén Carry themselves with sraceias well as
strengthyWhe are hardy enough ro sleep ourdoorsan
a long, freezifg winternight andistill be cheerful in
it morning. _ o= '

Traits: The Snow Queen teaches hedehildren o
moveas silently as a snowfall, and to hold themselves
o regally as nobility. Her packs gain three dice of
SL:aithmﬂmdlarafEﬂqum, and may call an
three additional Willpower p iNES per story.

Ban: Children of the Snow Queen must be cour-
teous to their hostSsa long as their hosts do not hreak
the laws of hospitality. .

MET: Snow Queen's children gain Stealth x 3,
Etiguette x 2 and an extra Willpower Trait per session.

Verems of Plar
Firrbale

Background Costs 6

Firedrake isan aspect of the fiery narure of Dragon;
he is a potent, if not over-mighty, spirit of flame and
battle. He is largely a European torem, and is allied to
Great Fenris thanks to their common zeal for devour-
ing their enemies. He is a guardian of hidden Treasures,
a manifestation of the fire that destroys and renews,
and a patran of destructive hartle. He gladly serves as
patron to packs who swear to leave their 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 reaches each of his children the
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Gift: Master of Fire, and each pack member gains an
extra die ro Crafts rolls that involve shaping metal.
Ban: Firedrake, like many draconic spirits, is ava-
ricious; his children must sacrifice gold to him each
month by hurling it into a potent fire such a8 a furnace.
MET: Firedrake's children gain an extra Rage
Trait per session, two levels of Browl and a level of

Crafts: Metalwork. They also leam Master of Fire.
Sl

Background Cost: 7

Seadrake is the cold, cruel sister of Firedrake. She
carches het foes in her coils and crushes them to death,
or drags them deep beneath the waves ta drown. She
is the parron spirit of seas yet uncharted, and the
manifestation of the ocean's ability to kill. She loves
Ciain and the majesty of the sea, butisa wrathful spirit,
and therefore ane of Fenris' favorite allies.

Traits: Each member of Seadrake's pack gains two
extra dats of Stamina whenever immersed in the
ocean, and one extra die to Athlerics rolls. Her packs
may use the Gift: Spirit of the Fish, and can call onfive
exrra Willpower points per story. Ukrena Garou react
well to Seadrake's children, but followers of compas-
sionate torems like Unicorn might be less enthusiastic
about 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 gam
ane level of Athletics, the Gift: Spirit of the Fish and an
extra Willpower Trait each session.
ey, e Fireww

Background Cost: 5

Hrafn is the aspect of Raven known to the Get; he
is a trickster-spirit and spirit of wisdom, and many
lupus honor him. Hrafn plays with cubs, teases adults
and mocks the over-proud. He is always hungry; in
fact, he isthe hungriest of all the totem crearures. [n his
aspect as a torem of prosperiry, Hrafn often leads
wolves to prey, though he lacks the strength to kill the
animal himself, and contents himself with what is lefr
of the carcass after the wolves finish earing. He makes
cure the wolves want for nothing and always have the
resources they need.

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

Ban: Hrafn asks that its Children carry no wealth,
instead trusting in Hrafn o provide.

MET: Hrafi's children gain Survival x 3, Suhter-
fuge x 2 and Enigmas x 2, plus a remporary Wisdom

Rfaferk

Background Cost: 4

Raratoek, the clever squirrel, sees and hears all
from his secret pathways 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
7 and rwo dots in any Knowledges of their choice.
Lupus children of Raratosk can even choose
Knowledges normally restricted to them upon charac-
rer creation, Children of Ratatosk will always gain one
fewer Honor Renown point than usual (they must gain
at least two points on any occasion to gerone), but they
ger an exra point of Wisdom Renown every time rhey
earn Wisdom.

Ban: Children of Ratatosk become skirrish anvd
jumpy. They will always enter fux frenzy rather than a
berserk, and they may not learn the Gift: Wearing the
Bear Shist.

MET: Ratatosk’s children gain Subterfuge x 1 and
rwo levels in one of the following: Academics, Com-
puter, Enigmas, Investigarion, Law, Linguistics, Love,
Medicine, Occuls, Rituals ot Science. They gain one
fewer of any Honor Renown award, but always gain an
oxtra Trait of Wisdom Renown when they earn Wis-
dom. They always enter fox frenzy, and may not leam
Wearing the Bear Shist,

Fefibes
Diggger of Retrilpion

Level Two, Gnosis 3

This particular fetish, =n ugly iron dagger, was
devised asa means of tracking down stolen possessions
and the thieves responsible. The wercwoll concen-
trares on the Jost item while halding the dagger; the
weapon genftly ugsin the direction of the item unil
the Garowreclaims it the fetish's owner knows the
face or name of the thief, B may use the dagger to
locate the rhief as well. The fetish is treated asa knife
it combat { Strength damage, difficulry 4); the damage
may be lethal or aggravared, ar the Garou's discretion.

To create such a dagser, a werewolf must bind a
vengeance-spirit inside.

Chapter Three: Blaad-Magle and Stone-Might #3




MET: With successful activation and a turn of
concentration on the lost item or the thief's name o
face, the dagger gently pulls the werewolf roward the
item of the thief. Only one thing ar a time may be
sought. The dagger inflices lethal damage in combar.
Shsarnin

Level Three, Gnosis 6

One of the more unusual possessions of the Get of
Fenris, this fetish appears to be the cured hide of 3
large boar. Those septs with a spearskin in their
possession typically use it wo fortify their sepes in times
of trouble. To activate it, the owner must shake it out
as if it were a rug or blanket. As he does 5o, a number
of stout oaken spears equal to the number of successes
on the activation check mumble our. The SPEArs may
appear with or without iron heads; those without are
quite effective for fighting vampires. The skin may be
used as often as the owner likes, although if the
activation roll is botched, the skin ceases o
function for a week. Spears created by this fetish
vanish ar the next sunrise.

A werewolf must bind a spirit of war, iron or
oak into the skin of a boar o create such a fetish.
MET: Shake out the spearskin and make the
usual challenge to activate it. With success, the
spearskin produces as many spears as the owner has
permanent Gnosis. The owner may spend Gnosis (ar
a one-for-one ratio) to produce spears with iron
spearheads. Spearskin can produce up o 20 spears
PEr S£55100.
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Level Four, Gnosis 5

Lesser versions of the mighty 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
Ironhammer inflicts Streneth +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 to 10 yards for
every puint of Strength; the hammer returns o its
rightful owner after each ross.

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

s i

Level Five, Gnosis f

These mighty two-handed hammers are the
pinnacle of Get craftsmanship. Like the lesser
[ronhammers, they are forged from silver-laced
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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 Garou. Only a Garou can throw such a weapon
accurately, and only to a distance of 3 yards for every
dot of Strength. Whenever a blow from 2 Jarlhammer
slays its tarer, 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 sevenof these haminers; some are wiclded
by powerful Jatls, while at least one has been lost. Each
one has its own name and secondary power:

¢ Forge-Crusher blazes with fire when activared,
and inflics an additional health level of fire damage
with each blow. (MET: Vampires must make a Cour-
age Test as for fire when confronting Forge-Crusher.
Forge-Crusher inflicts two aggravared wounds with
each successful strike.)

# Grinding-Tooth can smiash any stone inko pow-
der, obliterating a cubic foot of rock or concrete wirh
every strike.

» Spear-Chaser flies three times as faras s siblings
when thrown, and the thrower never suffers any pen-
alties for range.

s Troll-Eater pulverizes hone and smashes armor;
opponents lose one die from all soak pools ta resist its
damage. (MET: Powers that allow for reduced damage
suffer 2 one-Trait penalty for any relared rests.)

* Bright-Arm shines with rhe light of sun and
moon alike; opponents who rely on sight ro target
opponents lose two dice from their dice pools when
attacking its wielder, (MET: Bright-Arm does not
channel actual sunlight, but vampires must make a
Courage Test against five Traits when they first see the
hammer. If they succeed, they can resist the urge to flec
for 10 minures; failure means they enter Rotschreck, a
vampire equivalent of fox-frenzy, and must immedi-
ately flee the area. Any opponent targering by sight or
in direct combar with Brighr- Arm's suffers a two-Trait
penalty due to the extremely bright lighrt.)

o Hag.-Talon is forrified against the magic of
enemies, granting its wielder three additional dice to
any Willpower roll made to resist mind-manipularing
powers. (MET: Hag-Talon grants the wielder three
extra Willpower Traits ro spend or use in ties o resist
powers thar affect the mind, such as the vampiric
Discipline of Dominate or mage Sphere magic. This has
no effect on emotion-affecting powers like Presence. )

Chapter Three: Blood-Magie Gl anherF_n}ﬁf'
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s Pain-Eagle leaves wounds thar rhrob with
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: Jarlhammers inflict two aggravared wounds
with each strike; Garou suffer this damage like silver.
Only a Garou in Crinos can accurately throw a
Jarlhammer, for five yards per Strength-relared Trait.
Foes slain by Jarlhammers are announced with a re-
sounding thunderclap.

Alaertiers S Hdesd”

Level 5, Gnosis 8

This small wooden token, shaped like 2 shield, is
worn around the neck. When activated, the shield
adds five dice to the wearer's soak roll, but only against
cowardly arcacks. Only one opponent per round will
have a direct shot at the wearer; for all other arcacks,
from behind or from cover, the weares receives the
estrra five soak dice.

To create such a fetish, the crafter must bind a
rurtle-spirit or spirit of vigilance wirhim.

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 against artacks from
behind or made from cover, or five Traits that can
remove an attacker’s bonus Traits (such as Traits for
cover) on attacks from behind or under cover. Froneal
arracks are effective as normal.

Aerite anrd Flanit

The following Merits and Flaws are intended to
showease aspects of the Get of Fenrisas a whole, and
tar offer interesting variant options for character cre-
arion. At the Storyteller's discretion, players may take
eribal Merits or Flaws for their characters even if theit
characters are not of the appropriate tribe; however, as
with the base concept of Merits and Flaws themselves,
Seoryteller permission is absolutely necessary.

ey Tl £ J,WM
The Fianna pride themselves on their brewing, but
the Get are still able to show the Fianna a thing or rwa
abour drinking. With a successful Stamina roll {diffi-
culty 7), a Garou with this Merit can shake off the
effects of intoxication, suffering no coordmation pen-
alries that might normally affect a drunken fighter.
This Merit works against all natural intexicants, though
not against poisons. Naturally, a werewolf with this
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level of rolerance has a much more difficult time
getting drunk, which may spoil her fun a hit.
MET: Spend a Seamina-related Physical Trait to

shake oft intoxication.

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

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

86 Get of Fenris
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your person of choice. On a win, you find exactly who
you were looking for. With a tie, you find someone, bur
not necessarily the person you wanred.
&

Hletans Clmse (2 posint Bl

The curse of Woran has fallen on your bloodline,
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 you with one of
their supernarural powers, the difficulty o do so is
reduced by one. This curse makes vou somewhat of a
liability in many operarions, which may affect your
standing among fellow Fenrir,

MET: Wraiths, vampires, Risen and walking dead
gain asingle free retest when anempting o use 1 power
that eargets 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 their confidence. It's a point of tribal
pride that the Fenrir are, one and all, strong —nat a
statement of opinion, a statement of fact. Great
Fenris would no more accept a weakling into his tribe
than Griffin would accepr a homid or Falcon a mon-
grel, and so the Fenrir know beyond a shadow of a
doubt that they are strong, Can any other tribe boast
the same standard?

Of course, there is a difference berween being
srrong and being strong enoug sh to resist everything the
world (and the Wyrm) has to throw at a young Ger.
Some Cret of Penris succumb to tempiarion and fall to
the Enemy. Others push themselves farcher than they
should, and break when their strength, 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 roday.

In spite of their flaws, the Get of Penris persevere.
They see the final bartle of the Apocalypse as one that

the Garou are not likely ro 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 heroes 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
Mother Gaia so that She may create anew. No other
living tribe is as intimately familiar with the prospect
of sacrificing themselves tosave the Mother — and the
example of the one other tribe to accept that burden
proves that it can wark. When the Final Bartle comes,
it just might be the Ger of Fenris that save the world
irself by spending their lives for the greater victory
The following templares and heroes are just a few
examples of the Fenrir warrior spirit, and the many
forms it takes. Some of these children ot Fenris are
already undergoing the greatest test of their character;
others have faced all odds and won. Whether allies or
rivals, the Get of Fenris always prove themselves
serong and worthy, Great Fenris asks nothing less.

Chapter Fawr: Warriors Born =9
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Trosed 7 rikecher

Quote: Don't tell me you have answers. There ave iy
OTEAEETS, oNly Juestions.

Prelude: Your brother was 4 famous Fenrir Ahroun, but %
he was mach more than thar to you. He was your idal, your
greatest inspiration: your hero. You wanted to grow up and
become like him, ro be a hero and a warrior, You didn't really
know everything aboust Garou sociery, but vou picked up birs {

and pieces cavesdropping on
vour parents talking abou
sept business.

L

Finally, your wish
came trues youdid Change!
You hadn't seen your
brother for many years, an_d e b == e
vou knew chat you now would Bare Bged  socon Besetfos X
have the chance t fighe W o = e
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; beside him, ke
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Chet oof Fenris and the
Ciarow. You were blown away by the immensity of what you learned — there was whaole
workl of changes for you, especially VOUr perspective.

Bur that was another thing: no one seemed to know where vour brather was
anymore, and they didn't seem to wane to talk about him either. Mot even Yo
parents. You trained valiantly and mastered the Rite of Passage, and eventually
approached the sept leaders asking foranswers. They wouldn'trell youanything, and
when you continued o ask, vou were punished for your insolence.

Hurt and angered, you ran away o search for vour brother. You had
learned a few tricks asa Ragabash, and rricked a tribemare intg telling you
where your brother had last been heard from

Yoursearch evenrually bare fruit when youencountered the
wake of your brother's actions. You soon learned that he bad
fallen ro the Wyrm and was waging his own private war against
the Garou. You were devastated. Your brother. vour idol, your hero, your everything!

Whar were you 1o do now?

Concept: Hearthroken and devastated, you've been left in the bippest moral
quandsry of your entire life: Follow in vour brocher's footsteps and be like him as Yo
always wanted to be, or fight him and govagainst the only hero and role model you ever
had? In one way, the ultimare rest has hean thrust upon you, even thowgh you are the
one who is supposed to rest others,

- Roleplaying Notes: Your sept and pack aren't the comfart tio you that they shoukd

‘;' be. You are indecisive and trcasbled, and have lost mose o vour ability to trust others —

1% aflaw that must be corrected for the good of your pack. You are conerantly wrapped up

; in private thoughts and have difficuley focusing. You're on a OnE-wiry train o premature

¢ Harano and you don't know how to ger aff it

Equipment: Backpack, flash light, map, a lirtle money, bowie knife, combat boors,
picture of your family including your brather.




Quote: Come on, it's nat dangerous. They Il show you
chings and teach you pleassres you didn’t think possible.

Prelude: Ever since your First Change you have fele
the presence of the spirits. When three older boys am-
bushed you on your way home from soccer practice, you
knew that you didn't have much chance of escaping them
— hut you tried anyway, And it worked.

As they grabbed you, the spirit of Grear Fenris mani-
fested in your blood, and you underwent your First Change
on the spor. Although your first instiner was to ki,
somerhing else ook precedence. You suddenly found
yourself in a strange new place. You had unknowingly
srepped sideways, even though you were completely igno-
rant of rthe spirit world at the time-

You walked around, exploring all you saw, raking in
all the srrange sensations and feelings for hours. Ar first
what you saw was terrifying and hostile, but when you
found your way toa small park you found a wholly different
world within the otherworld. You were so wrapped up in
these new impressions that you failed to see the huge wolf
sitring on a tree stump before almost walking info it.

The wolf spoke to you, and caught you off guard, but
it rold you where vou were. What you were. It rold you of
vour tribe, the Ger of Fenris, of your heritage, the Apoca-

lypse, and your role in it all. Even if you had actually had 2 choice,
vou would never have hesitated a second before accepring
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Concept: You are every inch as confident as other Fenrir,
and constanrly seck to test and increase your own strengrh.
However, where they seck to improve their combat skills, you
test your strength in the spirit world. You pride yourself on
being able 1o wrangle even hostile spirits into doing your

bidding, through chiminage or outright dominarion. If a spirir
demands a blood-price, so be it; you have plenty of blood. Bur
everything has a price; by bargaining with spirits so frequently you
keep placing yourself further and further in their debt. Your rribemates
are heginning to worry about your obsession, and for good reason.

Roleplaying Notes: Mever hesitate to step sideways, you know
that anything can be acquired in the Umbra, and you know where
ro find it. Carry yourself with the courage of your convicrions;
vou love the spirit world, and love getting it to work for you

even more. Someday, you hope to contact
{Great Fenris and even Gaia Herself, s0
that you can thank them for making
vl whiat you are. Sometines you won-
der if your deteriorating relationships
with other Garou and your Kinfolk are roo
much of a price 1o pay — bur rhe feeling
always passes,

Equipment: Sraff, incense, rune stones,
pack of talens-under-construction, bag of
hones, knife
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Harbinger of He Apoclype

Quote: The end is nigh. Nighe is here — bar saill young

Prelude: In the dark, wild and hestile woods you were
born, lase of a lirver of seven, and the only one wich the Blood
of Great Penris in your veins. Only one of your siblings
survived o adulrhood alomg with vou; vou suspeceed all coo
arly chat your pack was roo small, thar thers were too few
of your kind in the world. When the Get of Fenris came to
collect you, you found our how right you were,

In & world where most lupus Garou have disappeared
through human arrogance, you find yourself ar somewhar
af @ juncture in the fight against the Apocalypse. Ir is
coming, no matter how hard one fighes againsr i, &
not embrace it and make the best o

»why
if oo ig?

Tou founed the road you must take painfully obvious.
The decline of the wolf population is rhe
the Apocalypse approaching rapidly; how could Great
Fenris want this! As a Forseri, it is your task to even the
scales. The genocide thar the Fed Talons advocate is not
the way — bur there are ways to hinder human expansion
wirhour resofring to mass murder. When the Apocalypse
comes they will be the first to fall anyeray

Concept: You are both an advocare of lupus and
wirlves and a harbinger of the End Times for humanity.
Whenever you can, you put your skills oo work ar redress-
ing the imbalance beoween wolf and man, 2 best asa
young Forseti such as yourself can. In your brief 4/
time a5 & cliath, you have saboraged laborarories
producing human ferrility drugs, sent what
maoney you could make (or take) o wolf con-
servarion groups, and atgued for the merits
af slaying homid and metis Black Spiral
Dancers while taking their all-too-pre-
cious lupus to Erebus to be cleansed. As
soon as you can find the time, you
intend to do your part by bearing a
licter of wolf cubs yourself — but time
is im short supply, and it is abways easier
to tear down what humans have bauilt
than to build for the wolves anew.

clearest sign of

Roleplaving Motes: Carry yourself
with astern, serious, proud bearing. Care-
fully evaluate your every acrion, speaking
only when you need o, bur saying the
right thing every rime you do. You
appear wise beyvond your vears, and
dangeroas for thar very reason.
Most -.-.'!||5|'lE'r behind your back
that you are an exrremist, but they Just
don't understaml.

Equipment: Srolen human waller, scavenged
human cloches, |1:'|-:';c full of wharever tools may bn:

usetul for your Baresr errand.
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Ths) Roesrmsonief
uoter One tribe,
Prelude: Your parents knew nothing of the Crer ol

or af Gaia and the War, and you knew

nothing of those things, either. You grew up on a BHock ir
the middle-class part of downtown,
and hete you li
(Ul eVEr SeRing '||l.' !u-'.". green of the
\ wildermess, only reading of it in
& ':;'f ks "ul-.' thiz you did to a great
'f'_\‘ L I."il."_ll:
F i lisren romusic, you loved vowrice
poey. The kids at school mocked
1_.'-~u .4..'11 said vou were gay
y didin't pay them any at-
rention. Tou had the sorong
soul of an artist,

i IJ:..:l'.

Fenris or the {arou,

ved amll vour life, with-

Vo boweesc ro readd, wou loved

You scarted writing
about the things you saw
arcwmch you. Yoner B

ily, vour neighbor-
hood, your schoal.
o ssrwe hioear ebwe kicls
atschool weredivided
imito gz aned cligues
and facrions dependent
onwhethier they belomged
tova specific race or creed,
their mberests, or simply
breedimg. Yousawall this,
amd you thoughe dhar this
5 VETY, VLIV WIOng,

hiow soame

You saw

Eroups

waged war™
on other, preferably
weaker groups [even if it was
yard garnes and poli

tics), amd vousaw howthe other
weak
watched instead ofhelping and
teaming uwp against a larger
Hfoe." On the small scale of the
schvool o the larger world of the
niewscast — it was all

jusst sz

:
ETOUPS Stoos by and

thesame

You started writing more
and more about bow umity
miakes stremeth and togerher the
weak are not weak, Your poetry
was quite remarkable, containing
ideals and phil
of for a kid. Unformunacely, no one
ever got to read them.

msophiies unheand

When you Changed, it was a
homifying experience for you. B

Chaptfer Fawur: Warriars Barn
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luckily, they were there. They called themse Ives the Ger of
Feniris, amd they said you were one of them. They trained y
and caught you of their culoure, and they showed you |u--- i
put your talents as a Skald to use.
Bur wouldn't you know it — the schoolyard highring
was just the same in the sociery of the Garow. Your tribe is
splintered. It needs ro be united as one to better fight the
Wyrm. And once that has been achieved, all the tribes musy I

[ER=]

be united as one

Then and only the

Concept: Yousreac
strengthen the ties berween all Ger of Fenris in hopes that one
day all the rribes will follow their example, You have gormes
off to a good start; you attended the Lippsala rribal oo, and
50 lam a p,rlrm of the tribe was gar hered there [|.1l: ;
e willing to lister. United we stand, d
we fall: L'l.‘T.".Ehl.'.'.J[- that is plory, and together you will |
preatest scourge ever o ravage the forces of Darkness. You
have o convinoe enough others to do so...

i can the Wherm be bearen

rusader (o tritsal unioy, and work ©

MRS I1 BRI R

Ruoleplaving Motes: Lead by example, even in
ticns where you aren't the leader. Try toshs
and fellow Garou cormmon, and how
unplement each other. Inspire your pa
rales and anccdotes that show
You have something
isn't weakness, but the greatest strengt!

T youE prack
what I:"r"-. e im
strengths
with the 'tlrrll'\;'l 1
important w prove: that compe
i alliance

Equipment: Rimual dagger, harmony flute, i

pen, notebook.

.m\\\\g



#‘/
T e By Bind — #ﬁ: -
Qﬂi call than mascle? THIS is whae T call muscle! k. ) GET Kﬁ?jg :

Prehader You wese .:\.:"l'l'l. mitar the mibe of wltimare warmiors, Pl ',:u'l_::'":_'fw_ R T
wheere srrengrh is the first amd foremease Ulnlurtunacely, you weren't Cheanicls Camp

blesend by nasture wich the full power of Fenris. Mo, your fate was
much crueler. You were bom with o fragile hody, and had to sehmis
in any conflices for fear of your life. This made vou very small in the
eyes of the others, they had no pespect for you, and thoughn vou a
wieak coward. Mot onby were you metis, bur you had 3 coward's heart.
You tried to train yous body, you really did! You were bom under the
Full Moon, and therefore vou weren's permiitted b rraim i ocher ‘
disciplines — they wanted you 3 warrior or they wanred you dead

You suffered abuse, hearings and wiorse. You just harely susvived your
Rite of Passage, and still they spat on you for being a weakling, for just

syueaking by rather than excelling

You couldn't take ir anyrmore, and
v fled v L o the streets of
the city. OF course, there was no
honor in char, and you'd be
thoroughly punished if vou

Glary Tamra d
n B O
sR00ooooan TRRAeRADAL s a
OoOQDooouyy 2920000000 Lymiml a
ooy e L S — 3"' = 4
" e 1 T
!:'Eiﬂﬂn-\.'lul.u T T I “rigplad . o
A0 D300 WY o e E )
[T e — S = = Ju e fu fula ] e =
DO OO O 00 PP i o, T g e il
R e L FEFRFODS DD STIY
# e b [ ——

=hu fwjuln [wiuyuIETE]

¥

& ever petumed. Probably killed. Bur perhaps vou could come back a
hero, the warrior Feneis had intended you to be? But how!
Your hopes increased when you saw an ad for a
groundbeeaking miracke program, consisting of visamin
treatments and nustritional supplements. Youwere des-
perate enough to give it 8 my — and o yous delight, i
f was astonishinghy effective. A amering thivty days lager
b you were suddenly three times the meam you were eardier!
Movondy were youmuscled like a lirtle Sherman mnk, bur
you were dead cermain that you were more handsome nd
@ arcracrive 1 boot! Counge flowed invou like a forceful stream,
and you fele great. Cirear! Moo inwes time toget ot there, kick
asg, anud show the others thar you could be as strong ss anypone!
You decided o wait for a spell w go back: afver all, even

you coubd see char becoming a bk in thiry davs could aot ke

@I right. But it feels 5o good! Can anything thas feels this good
posibly be wrong, .7
Conceptr Years of menal abuse and beatings lefr vou an emotion]
spomge, and you eimbraced everything thar made you feel e, But with the
elruugs you took, pou earmed a false securiny and a feeling of comitral. As long
85 You continued taking them. And it was legal, s it couldn't be wrong
right? Yo fighr to prove yourself o hem, and you won't ler anyone stop you
nerw! Thee drugs have left vou wirh a bicof Woyrm-taint, which you cannor sense
yourself, but others cerminby can, Seill. they have o amewer oo vour o Gests fist.
Baoleplaying Motes: You ane slighdy of-halance, thanks o the sfluence of

the far-ton-eficorive dnugs you've heen mking. Your greatest ambition is ro renum
b your s=pt iy plory, but you know thar vour new body will cause oo mach SUBPICHOn — 50 you
ger innn fights whenever possible, in hopes that vour reputstion will grow so dhat they'll have to
acoept you. 1Fyou ever beam of your mistalkee, the quest foe redemption may become your
new obeession — but firse srmecme has 1o ger through toyou and showyou the trath,
¢ Equipment: The clothes you walk and sleep in, a workour marual, a jar of
special Magadon “nurritional supplements,” and a slip for ordering more pills
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The Fianna claim that all the finest Galliards
who ever lived were of their tribe. The Fenrir, how-
ever, scoff at that claim. In answer, they point to the
tales of the most legendary Fenrir Galliard of all time,
the Sky-Throat.

The Sky-Throat lived some time before the Com-
maon Era, just after the Germanics had expanded to the
continent from Scandinavia, among the Gothic tribes
of humans. Nobody knows what name she had betore
she earned her great deed-name. But the Sky-Throat is
a legend for all skalds, mot just Fenrir. Her voice was
said to echo like the gentle trickling of a brook, and
crash like the powerful thunder of a cascade. She 1s sand
to have sung bad kings into tuming good, and a
particularly harsh and lingering winter into pleasant
spring. Bur her greatest achievement is undoubtedly
how she brought Luna down to the Earth.

The Fenrir had been fighting the Fianna for some
time over rights to a caermn. At first it had been a matrer
of ;im]‘:]c CJ‘I.H.”I:'[]EE"E-: but as each El‘.l'd]].r;.']ﬂé W5 made,
each side accused the other of cheating, The first blood
had already been spilled, and it looked as though the
rwo tribes would all bur exterminare each other in this
area. But before the fighring could erupt into total war,
a great Fianna Galliard made one final challenge: a
contest of the voice, instead of a battle to the death.

The Get of Fenris claim that the Fianna were
afraid of the superior Fenrir warriors, and that the
(alliard’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
atrempr to infuriate the Fenrir into accepting a chal-
lenge thart 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 to craft the sweeter song, but to achieve
the mare wondrous feat through 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, agrear forest
grew our of the ground, covering the caem. It was a
magnificent accomplishment indeed, and the Ahroun
of the Fenrir grew even more dubious of the wisdom of
accepting the challenge.

Rut then the Sky-Throat stepped forward, and she
sang the most beautiful song ever heard. All who
listened were sure from the very first note that this was
the voice used by Gaia when she created the world. But
the Sky-Throat's deed was not yet done. She called a
great mounitain to rise up around the caem and the
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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 blesed light. Whar morals
witnessed on that day, was that the moon acrually sank
out of the skies and landed somewhere deep in the
mountaing, and later rose up again.

The Fianna awarded the Sky-Throat victory 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
herween the Fianna and the Get of Fenris, all thanks
to the songs of two Galliards.

Sisfon Bloor Moon-CHi

In 235 a rerrifying 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
sware that Luna'’s hue was blood from the bite of the
Wyrm, and that this surely must have poisoned the
soul and spirit of the cub. Only in the most dire of times
did the moon run red with blood, and all agreed thar
great peril lay in the future of the land, and in particular
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the fate of the boy. And so there was many a heated
debate of whether the child be killed or hru:':ugh[l__g-l for
after all, some argued, it could mean thar he would
become a valuable tool 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 safety 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 to 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 instead they chose
to bring the young Godi into isolation on a high
mountain top until he one day would be tested and
his fare decided.

Ten years passed. When Stefan retumed wo the
sept, the Elders tested the youngling as rigorously as
Fenris tested his own wife. Passing all teses with grace,
Stephan underwent his Rite of Passage. The Elders
congratulated him and subtly showed signs of appre-
ciation of his achievements, but others were not as
convinced. Wards-the-Dead, an Adren Rotagar, was
certain thar Stefan was an agent of the Wyrm, and

T Get of Fenris
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although he could not voice such accusations 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 to the sepr, an honot-
able and wise shaman with a remarkable affinity for
dealing with the spirtual. His rencwn spread far, and
it i5 likely that he was one of the most spirit-wise Fenrir
ever. He traveled far into the spirit world on many a
sacred quest, and even discovered Realms and Zones
thar are now important to the Ger of Fenris,

Alas, Wards-the-Dead remained hateful, and even-
tually this hatred and mistrust in his fellow Fenrir
drove him mad; ironic as it was, he opened his mind to
the machinations of the Urge-Wyrm of Hatred sagents,
and became what he himself suspecred of his rribes-
man. For years the tumor of hatred grew in his mind,
screaming out ever stronger for the destruction of the
Blood-Moon-Child. The seasonal Great Hunr set the
stage for the manipulations of the cunning Rotagar,
anv Stefan was lured into & trap, slain together with the
quarry of the Hune.

Uirear sorrow overtook the sept. Consumed in his
madness and hatred channeled from Abhorra, Wards-
the-Dead was unable to conceal his misdeeds. Friendly
spirits affiliated with the Blood-Moon-Child pointed
him out to be the offender, and the sept slew him for
his treachery, sending out word that both a wise
tribemate and a traitor had been killed in the War
against Jormungandr.

Unfortunately, the Wyrm subsumed Wards-the-
Dead's spirit, and he became a powerful servitor of the
Maeljin Incarna of hatred. In this guise, his avatar led
a great alliance of Black Spiral Dancers in a vendetta
against the Sept of the Harrowing Sky, his goal to
eventually destrov 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 rumors 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 to find the Blood-
Moon-Child himself there. Due to his devout connec-
tions with the spirit world and the Earth Mother, he
had been allowed to walk the earth as an ancestor-
spirit. He taught the members of his former tribe many
grear Gifts. He guarded the sepr against the fiendish
hive of Wards-the-Dead. During a final stand against
them, the Blood-Moon-Child himself disappeared ra-
gether with his nemesis. Mast 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 Stefan Blood-Moon-Child as, in
their eyes, the greatest Fenris-child thar ever lived. A
festival to his honor is held annually, though constant
arrempts to call on his spirit have failed.

Tapred Hargoke

Tarjei lived just prior to the Viking Era, and was
one of the greatest Norwegian Fenrir of that time. Born
of a poor family of the valleys of the eastern parts of the
country, Tatjei saw his kin slain by a large band of
foreign raiders taking advantage of the political 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 took him,
without the puidance 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 and welcomed him as though
he had passed a resrt.

The next ten years saw the Rage-filled young
Crarou 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 caerns in
Britain. The mighty Forseti became the youngest Jarl
of several hundreds of years, Jarl of the Sept 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 trifle. No one dared oppaose his leadership out of
fear for the reprisals should their challenge fail. His
extreme discipline socon became his undoing, as his
sept was constantly filled with wounded warriors,
victims of Tarjei's harsh judgements. In 803, his sept
was destroyed and his caem taken by a different con-
tingent of Fenrir; the barrered sept was unable
defend themselves effectively. Tarjei himself killed
more attackers than any other in the battle, but was
overcome as his own packmates and subjects chose to
side with the arrackers.

However, even though the defectors were wel-
comed, they lost all their Renown and Rank. In
dearh, Tarjei retained the glory he'd earned as a
legendary hero and warrior, unmatched in combat.
It was said that even as he lost his limbs in the battle
he continued attacking 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.
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His head was placed on a stake until ravens had
picked it clean, and then crafted into a powerful 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, proaof
thar whatever else a warrior’s faults, his strength will
make him immortal.

Giokes Fangr-Firsf

If there is one Get of Fenris alive today so legend-
ary that his name 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 II battlefield, and orphaned
before his first 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 baztle
and the annihilation of an enemy were the only ways
ro sate his taste for blood. He fought for no other reason
than for the pleasure of it in the years that followed, in
Vietnam, the Balkans and Afghanistan. Bur despite
his taste for battle, he never let his bloodlust master
him; he learned tactics and strategy, and a cold disci-
pline unmarched by any Ahroun.




Despite all his previous achievements, Golgol's
real renown stems from his rime spent fighting the war
for the Amazon. When he arrived to join the Garou
etfart there, he challenged for the leadership of the war
effort almost immediately — and won. Although he
made few friends in his fist weeks commanding the

lru:%h the other Garou quickly learmned to Tespect
the mighry Modi's skills. After his first few offensives,
even the bitrerest Black Furies found themselves grude-
ingly wondering how they'd gotren along without him.

The mast recent tales ro come out of the Amazon
are more surprising than any, and they frequently
disagree. "Golgol has made peace with the Fera that
still live there.” “Golgol has been slain by the Fera.”
"Golgol has handed his command to an underling, and
is coming home to die," “Golgol has made a pact with
the other tribes, and will be taking command of a new
war." No matter how far apart they may be, each Get
of Fenris sept awairs the latest word of their great hero
with bated breath. His legend grows more and more
with each year; even now he is rumored to be a 13 -foot
giant in Crinos from, with grear fists of iron thar smash
trees to toothpicks with a thunderous crash. He is che
pride of the Get of Fenris, and some even say that
(iolgol will be the one 1o lead the final charge when
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thee st bactle begins. Skeptics point out thart he might
not survive that long, but the response is usually
laughter — if there’s anything in the world that could
kill Golgol Fangs-First, it must be chained up and
waiting o slip its bonds ar Ragnarok, or else it would
have wiped out entire tribes already.

T humglrr Tachh

I the wastes of Northern Scandinavia and Fin-
land there are rumors of a giant, snow-white wolf-god,
sont of the Fenris-wolf, who roams the wildemness in
search of his prey. They say he is huge and ferocious,
capable of devouring a whole man in asingle mouthful.
He is & myth, a legend — and he is also very real.

Thunder’s Teeth is the informal leader of the
Finnish Get of Fenris. Informal because he has never
been chosen, has never challenged anyone for leader-
ship, and has no real interest in palirics. But he has
always been rhere, always been respecred and feared,
and never questioned

He abhors infighting among the Garou, some-
thing he sees as the height of absurdity. Those Gerwho
know of him are well aware that they had berrer have
a very good reason to challenge Thunder's Teeth; rhe
old lupus looks very poorly on young warriors WSLingE
theirenergy on battles ro massage their egos rather that
tighring the pood ’r'll.:h:. ]11: makes this |.‘.l|."|'f-|.".‘-'.'.r|‘. — 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 hlink of an eye.

Roleplaying Notes: You have nothing to prove;
you've earned your rank fairly and held oneo it honor-
ahly, so there's really no point w swaggering ot 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 encugh potential to make it worth your time.
Breed: Lupus
Auspice: Forseti (Philodox)

Rank: 5 (Elder)

Physical: Strength 4 (6/8(7/5), Dexrerity 4 (4/5/6/8],
Stamina 5 (7/8/8/7)

Social: Charisma 2, Manipulation 3 (2/0/Q/0),
Appearance 3 (2/1/3{3)

Mental: Perception 4, Intelligence 4, Wits 3
Talents: Alertness 4, Athletics 2, Brawl 5,
Dodge 4, Expression 3, Intimidarion 4, Primal-
Urge 4, Subterfuge 2

Skills: Animal Ken 3, Leadership 4, Melee 2,
Srealth 4, Survival 5

Knowledges: Enigmas 3, Occult 4, Rituals 5
Backgrounds: Pure Breed 4, Ancestors 3

Rage: 6; Gnosis: 7; Willpower: 5

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;
(1) Halr the Coward's Flighr, King of Beasts, Scent of
Sight, Sense the Unnatural, Snarl of the Predaror,
Srrength of Purpose; (3) Catfeer, Might of Thor,
Wisdom of the Ancient Ways; (4) Beast Life, Unaw,
Roll Over, Hero's Stand, Scream of Gaia; (5) Song of
the Grear Beast, Horde of Valhalla, 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 reach it to him.

Fetishes: Thunder’s Teeth carries no fetishes, prefer-
ring to ler them go to the hands of those who have
need of them.

\‘\\\l-
Kirrn Tarkedottir

The name of Karin Jarlsdotrir 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 centuries; the stereo-
typical Jarl is a vereran with cubs of his own, not a
young woman not yer out of het 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 Mounrain-breaker, Jarl of one of the sronger
Fenrir septs in Northern Europe, the Sept of Anvil-
Klaiven. Magni clearly favored her as his successor
from the moment that it was determined she'd bred
true — a fact 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 daughter's
safery. So while Karin was stll a young girl, he sent her
and her mother to the United States ro keep them safe.

Karin grew up surrounded by American Get,
wha respected her father's deeds but were unwilling
to 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 “Jarlsdottir.” She
proved herself a capable Forseti and a narural leader,
excelling even under the considerable pressure placed
on her by her tribemates.

Not long after her 23th birthday, Karin received
word that her father had died, and that it was his final
wish that she recumn home, to the Sepr of the Anvil-
Klaiven. Dutiful to 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 as he
felt she should. Somewhat overwhelmed by the ides,
she nonetheless issued her challenge — and won.

Today, Karin Jarlsdorrir is a controversial figure
among the Ger of Fenris. She is a link berween the
American and European Fenrir, but some argue that
she is not “truly of cither one. She has proven herself
a capable and viral leader to dare, but some fear that
her youth is a potential flaw (and a few harbor preju-
dices against female leaders). Sull, Karin has yet o
show the flaws that would prompe her removal. Even
today, she continues to wear the name “Jarlsdotrir”
with honor, although now all but her detractors 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 cutdoor wear,
along with an American leather jacket that reminds
her of home. She also wears a small “Thor's hammet”
pendant, more from a sense of humor than anything
else. Her demeanor is stern but not suthoritarian; as a
Forseri, she sets faimess before lesser concerns such as
VENBEance OF METCy.

Roleplaying Notes: You've been in a very danger-
Ous position ever since you returmed to the Seprof the
Anvil-Klziven, and you know it. Any show of weak-
ness brings on an inevitable challenge, although you
also have to be careful not ro be unjust — a cruel leader
is just a3 unworthy as a weak one. Still, vou're derer-
mined to see your task through to the end, and pare of
you is secretly delighted to find dhat you've been up to
every challenge thus far. You know that as a Get of
Fenris, you are obligated ro be the best; it’s vindicaring
to do just that.
Breed: Homid
Auspice: Forseti (Philodox)
Rank: 4 [ Achro)
Physical: Strength 3 (5/7/6/4), Dexterity 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: Perception 4, Intelligence 3, Wits 3
Talents: Alertness 1, Athletics 3, Brawl 3, Dodge 2,
Expression 2, Intimidate 3, Primal-Urge 2
Skills: Drive 2, Etiquerte 2, Firearms 1, Leadership 4,
Melee 4, Stealth 1, Survival 3
Knowledges: Investigation 1, Law 3, Linguistics 3
(English, German, Norwegian, French), Medicine 1,
Falitics 3, Rituals 3, Science 1
Backgrounds: Allies 2, Pure Breed 3
Rage: 5; Gnosis: 4; Willpower: 7
Gifts: (1) Awra of Confidence, Persuasion, Resist
Pain, Truth of Gaia, Visage of Fenris; (2) Call to Duty,
Snarl of the Predaror, Staredown, Strength of Purpose:
(3) Might of Thor, Wisdom of the Ancient Ways; (4)
Hero's Stand
Rites: Greer the Moon, Rite of Cleansing, Rite of
Ustracism, Rite of Summoning, Rite of the Opened
Caemn, Rire of Wounding, Stone of Scom, The Grear
Hunr, Vioice of the Jackal
Fetishes: The Jarlhammer Troll-Eater (see page 85);
assorred talens as needed.
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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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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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