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THE MOON 1S FULL TONIGHT. AN AHRCUN'S MOON, THE MOON
OF WAR. WAR. . . AND DEATH. TONIGHT, THE FACK'S GOING TO
ATTACK THE GOLDEN LION, A PROTESTANT PUB IN BELFAST.
THEY AREN'T WORRIED ABOUT THE CEASE-FIRE OR THE
PEACE. THEY WANT VENGEANCE.

THEY'LL KILL SOVME BROTHERHOOD
OF HERNE KINFOLK, FIANNA KINFOLK.
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UST LIKE SHE WAS. . .
JUST LIKE. . .

... GABRIELLE




IT'S EITHER OUR CAERN OR
THE BROTHERHOOD'S, WE
SHOW THEM NO MERCY.

WHAT'S WRONG, CUBS? _ - ;
SCARED TO FACE THE : R
REAL FIANNAYT '




GABRIELLE?! NO! |
CION'T MEAN . . .
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| SHE'S DEAD BEING KINFOLK M“ﬂ

] DIDN'T SAVE HER FROM MY R

'l cLAWS. THIS HAS TO END. JESSSEEEESIEE
e . .




200 THEY WON'T BE
OING ANY THING MUCH
INGER. REMEMBER THE

I "|L,,-..'.r .F.I:__.! : TW i__-1 E YES F-.._ 4

Al ETE

YO DON'T HAVE
TO WAIT, BRIGIT




NOT GOING TO LET PEOPLE DOWN TH A
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YOuU sHOULD HAVE
BEEN HERE EARLIER,
CONALL. WE'RE A FACK,
WE OO THINGS
TOGETHER,

NOT TONIGHT. I'M PPHEY! IN CASE YOU F G
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STOP IT! THERE'LL BE
NO BLOODSHED
BETWEEN FACKMATES
TONIGHT!




WHY NOT? WE ALLOW . . ARE YOUu

BLOODSHED BETWEEN ‘ X FEY-STRUCK” &

TRIBEMATES EVERY THEY RE NOT
NIGHT. S e e N REAL FlANNA!

—ar NEITHER ARE

THEIR KIN.

WE'RE MURDERERS,
EAMON, JUST LIKE
THEY ARE. WE CAN'T
KEEP FIGHTING
FOREVER. THEY DON'T
BLEED ORANGE, AND
WE DON'T BLEED
GREEN. ALL THE DAMN
BLOODS RED ...

‘E HAVE THE COURAGE TO
FIGHT, B8UT DO WE HAVE THE
COURAGE TO STOF? YOURE
NOT BREAKING THE FEACE

LUINLESS YOURE STARTING

f WITH ME.

FINE, CONALL, WE
WON'T ATTACK
TOMNIGHT.
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EVERYONE HEAR THAT
CLEAR OUT, AND GE )
BACK TO THE CAERN. 8
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LISTEN TO ME. WEVE MADE . . | UNDERSTAN
FROMISES AND TRIED FEACE : : : WE'VE HEARD |
BEFORE. EVERYTIME WE'VE BEFORE. | F
GOTTEN BURNED I'LL GIVE YOU ]
FEACE TONIGHT, BUT IF THEY
KILL ANY OF OUR KINFOLK . . .
THE BLOODS ON YOUR CLAWS.
LUNDER E-'T-‘Q M :
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| LOOK ACROSS AT THE FUB,

WHERE THE LOYALISTS ARE

Sl ARGUING AND STRUGGLING WITH
| THEIR FEARS. | WONDER IF WE

THE END
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reetings and welcome!

Sit your arse down here and relax. Get

a drink if you'd like. I've got a long story to

tell you. It's the story of our tribe, the epic of

the Fianna. But before | begin, [ want you to

do something. Close your eyes and listen.
Listen carefully.

What do you hear! Silence!

If that's all, then you aren't listening. There's always
something to hear, if you young cubs would stop talking long
enough to listen for it. That's what my uncle used to tell me.

The damn rumble of traffic and the buzz of streetlights are
the sounds of the Weaver. The background noise humans
spend their lives ignoring... that's the Song of Gaia. The
sounds of the land. The buzz of the insects, the soft burbling
of water, these are the sounds of life, the sounds of Gaia.
When the cold rhythms of the Weaver drown out the Song
of Gaia, then you know the land’s hurting.

Most Garou, even members of our tribe, don't understand
our tribal name: Fianna. A few think it has to do with faerie,

‘Frail crescent Moon, seven times I bow my head,
Since of the night you are the mystic queen:
May your sweet influence in her dews be shed!’
So ran by heart the rune in secret said:
Relic of heathen forebears centuries dead!
Or just a child's, in play with the Unseen!?

— Woalter de la Mare, “Benighted”
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but fewer still know that it was the name of the followers of
Fionn mac Cumbhail. You see, Fionn mac Cumbhail, besides
being a great hero and Kinfolk, was the protector of the land.

Now, the Irish Garou will tell you that's the whole story.
They say our tribe exists to protect the Emerald Isle, and
there you are. However, not all Fianna are Irish. We're more
than the protectors of Erin. We're the guardians of Gaia. We
take care of the lakes and streams. We watch over the
ancient sites and the hollow hills. We not only protect the
physical land, but the spirit of the world as well. That's why
even the Brotherhood of Herne are Fianna.

Back to the tale I'll weave for you this evening... It's the
story of our tribe, who we are and where we're going. But I'm
only going to tell you part of it. The rest you'll have to
discover for yourself. Our history is everywhere, even in the
legends, moots and songs of all the other tribes. Half of their
stories are just versions of ours. Don't worry, you'll have an
uncle to help you sort it all out.

So, get a drink and listen well. All too soon this will be
your story to tell...
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Time is a train

Makes the future the past

Leaves you standing in the station

Your face pressed up against the glass
— U2, “Zoo Station”

”f' et's start with who you are and how you got here. as much as we say we do? Do you want to know how! Of course

0 =!=' They're really the same thing. If youknowwhoyou  you do. I'll tell you: the songs are alive. That's right, they've
‘b"“l are, then you know how you got here. And if you transformed over the years of their own accord.

J‘»“ know how you got here, then you know who you are. How's this? you ask. How can a song change on its own

[t's a matter of history and family. Any Garou—or without the singer changing it? Because the singerdon’t create

human for that matter — who doesn’t know her the song, the song creates itself, and a good singer knows that,
family or her history can never completely  The bestsingersknow that theydon’t tell the stories, they find
know herself. Since you're aFianna, there’sa lot them. Aye, changing songs for the Changing Breed.

1
1

of history behind you, andmost of it you'llnever Surely you've heard many famous authors and poets say
knowas wellasyoushould. Butdon’tgetupset,  the same thing, that they don’t write the story, it writes itself.
that's just the way things are. That's Awen, the Muse. She's the one that doles out our
We keep the most complete histories ofall the inspiration and keeps the songs alive. Aye, there are some
tribes. Some Fianna Galliards can take one look at you and among us who say that songs are spirits, alt hnu;:;h these are
recite your lineage back to the days of the Romans. Our the mad ones and don't get much listened to.

R Songkeepers know enough poems and stories to fill all the You see, all our stories about history and such, they're
' librariesin the world. Even the other tribesrespect ourknowl-  trye. Truer than any facts you can find in some damn
edge. If the Silver Fangs have a question about breeding or  encyclopedia. That's ‘cause our tales get to the core, the real
lineage, they come to one of our caerns for an answer. We've  ryth behind the story. History is scraped away to reveal the

resolved many disputesabout bloodlinesand pastlivesatGrand ~ ¢1,th beneath. History's an accident; truth is for real.

Moots, although not always for the best. The truth can hurt. Oh, sure, our Galliards have been fighting for years over

Illstart this off by lettingyouin on asecrer: wearen'thalfas 5 faw lines in a story, arguing over who's right and who's
good as we say we are. | mean, how could we really remember wrong. But it don't matter. It’s the story that's right, and if
Chapter One: The Song of Our Tribe 15
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you listen with your heart, you'll know when you hear it
talking to you.

We're not the tellers of tales, we're their vessels, the
mouths through which they are given life and form. This is
our great secret and our strength.

For instance, you've heard of King Arthur and the Knights
of the Round Table? Well, you won't find any two septs of
Fianna who tell the story the same way. The knights' names
are changed, the parts about which of Arthur's warriors were
Kinfolk and which were Garou and which were mere hu-
mans are changed. The characters change from heroes to
villains, and the entire story is almost completely different
coming from every different Galliard. It’s truly amazing.

Some Fianna tell the story that Arthur and hisknights were
members of the Brotherhood of Herne. You may have heard
some bad thingsabout the Brotherhood, and I may tell youabit
worse, but that's mostly out of jealousy. Of all the branches of
our tribe, they're the mostsuccessful, and all the evidence from
our ancestor spiritsshows that some of the Knights of the Round
Table were indeed part of the Brotherhood.

But, you see, it doesn’t matter so much which words you
choose to tell a tale. Oh, there’s a few elders would skin me
for telling you this, but the important part of any story isn't
the words. The important part is the inspiration that you feel
when you hear the tale. It's what's at the heart of the story
that really counts. Remember that as [ start, because my
words aren't the best, but the tales I share with you are...

The Early Times

< reeting to you, gem of the night!
SSaw/ T Beauty of the skies, gem of the night!
"'"f Mother of the stars, gem of the night!
Foster-child of the sun, gem of the night!
Majesty of the stars, gem of the night!

— Scottish Gaelic traditional folk prayer,
“To the Moon”

We were the second tribe. I'll say it proudly and thrash any
Garouwho says otherwise. We descend from the first wolf who
was so enthralled with the majesty of life that she threw her
head back and gave a song to her passions. Yeah, the Silver
Fangs came first, but it was an ancestor of the Fianna who let
loose the first howl. That's why, unlike some of the other tribes,
all of our oldest tales and legends use the wolf-tongue.

Our ancestor taught her wolf-brothers and sisters to sing.
Many joined in, kenning the joy of life up to Luna, Gaia's
sister. Our part in the chorus of the Song of Gaia echoed
across the land and through the heavens.

And our voices were heard. ..

The Fey, the spirits of the land and the dream, heard our cries
of joy, of love, of the hunt. We awakened them, drawing them
out with our emotions. They came to us in a glimmer of
moonbeams, from the shadows of the deep woods, in the sparkle
of moonshine, from the magic inside mushrooms. They danced

16 Fianna
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to our songs, and they joined their voices with our own, inspiring
us to greater harmonies. Can you imagine such times!

But the Fey were being pushed back by the migrations of
humans. They beckoned us to join them, and we did. We left
the other Garou and traveled with our Kinfolk to the lands
of the Fey, far to the West. The Fey drew us away from the
primal fires of our People, so dazzled were we by their beauty.
We knew we had to go. Once we'd seen the Fey, our world
grew too small. We had to follow.

But our departure was also sad. We sang for the other
Garou for the last time, and they listened. A few responded
with songs of their own, songs of loss and leave-taking. We
took our pick of the flocks of Kinfolk, those with the strength
of mind to face the Change, the strength of body to defeat our
opponents, and the strength of spirit to help enforce the
Impergium and protect Gaia. Faerie guides led us through
the darkling woods and toward our destiny as a tribe.

How did we stray from our fellow Garou? Well, let your
imagination carry you back to that primal time... Dream of
the songs, the call of the Wyld, the dancing, the moonlight,
the whirling bodies, the cries of passion. .. Imagine one of the
sons of the moonlight, a Fey Prince, and a daughter of Gaia
meeting eyes... each wondering what joys and secrets the
other held. Ah, it must have been quite an age to be alive!

We are more than allies to the taeries: their blood courses
through our veins. It's slight, and mixed with our own potent
Garou blood, but it's there nonetheless. Some will tell you that
we are the disinherited princes of Arcadia, the Kingdom of the
Fey, while others deny our faerie heritage entirely. As myuncle
always told me, when you hear two different sides toatale, then
the truth is probably somewhere in between. We are cousins to
the Fey. You can see the touch of magic in the eyes of every
Fianna, in the sparkle of blue or the flash of green.

You may have heard the tale of Brutus, the Trojan warrior
who discovered Britain. That story symbolizes our journey
across Europe, following the Fey as they were pushed further
back by humans. As with most odysseys, not all our tribe
completed the journey. Many settled with their Kinfolk in
Brittany. Others decided to explore an ancient wood, far to
the east. The descendants of these Fianna became the
Wandering Rovers, the Celts of Europe.

After generations of wandering, our weary tribe finally splin-
tered in Albion, or Britain, Many of our Kinfolk wished to stay
in Britain, instead of traveling further. The Fianna who re-
mained with them became the ancestors of the Brotherhood of
Herne and the Dryn a drowd yn flaidd, the Welsh Garou.

But we weren’t the first Garou to reach Albion. A strange
tribe, the White Howlers, were there before us. At first, we
fought, and fought hard, pushing them and their Kin to the
north, into the highlands. Burt later, we made our peace and
became fast friends, even interbreeding with them. We still
mourn their passing.

[f you have one duty as a Fianna, it is this: eradicate all
Black Spiral Dancers. Every damn one of them! No parley
and no mercy! Damn twisted black dogs! They disgrace the




memory of the White Howlers with every foul breath they
take! There is no greater glory than covering your claws with
their accursed blood!

Wait, I need another drink. Ah! A word of warning to you:
we're a moody lot. Our passions burn hotter than those of other
tribes. Be careful of them, or else they’ll govern youand strip you
of your senses. You can feel more love and joy than others can
imagine, but you can also know pain and sadness that push the
limits of the heart and anger and rage that know no end.

Sorry about the aside. The thought of Black Spirals raises
my Ire.

Erin

We finally reached Erin at the edge of the world. Ah, so
beautiful a land it was — and still is, mind you. There we
rejoiced to meet the Fey again, the Tuatha de Danaan, the
tribe of Dana. There we found days of blessings and beaury.

Asthe Fey folk listened to our wolf-songs, we listened to their
words. The faeries taught us of the power of names. When a
thing gains aname, itsspiritual strength grows. A place orobject
with aname becomesasource of inspiration. To protect things,
places and people, from the Wyrm, we set about giving them
names. When our warriors today call by name each ancient tree
that witnessed the passions of our fathers and mothers, when
they know each rock and stream as a brother, they fight to
protect the land with all their hearts, and they are invincible.

We sing songs to remember these places, to strengthen
(Gaia. These are the Dindsenchas, the place name stories.
They preserve the ancient song lines of the land.

Names hold the keys to power; that's why every Fianna has
three names. The first is the name she is born with, the second
is the name she receives from her sept as part of her Rite of
Passage, and the third is a secret name, which she learns from
Stag after her Rite of Passage. This last name you keep to
yourselfand tell no one except those you trust or love the most.
For that name has power over you, and some will abuse it.

The Time of the
Impergium
When your hand is in the dog's mouth, draw it out gently.
— Irish proverb

The swell of our people was a burden to Erin. There wasn’t
enough food to feed the humans and all the animals. We
increased our enforcement of the Impergium to maintain
control of the population. We also promoted battles be-
tween tribes of our Kinfolk. These wars made them strong.
When other Garou learned of our wisdom, they did the same
with their flocks to help protect the Mother.

Many werewolves will tell you the Impergium was cruel,
especially the Children of Gaia. That may be so, but looking
at the world now, all the d:—unﬂgf_‘ that the Weaver's children
— humans — have done, all the lives they've taken and the
land they've claimed, perhaps the Impergium was a lesser
cruelty. Just something to think about.
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Ogham

Just like a name, a written word holds great power.
When we first learned about the magic of writing, we used
Ogham, aset of runes created by Druids. Those Druids were
said to be mages. But we know they had help from the Fey
increating the runes. On the rare occasions when we write
something down, even today, we still use the ancient
Ogham. Warnings and secrets found at ruins and aban-
doned caerns are written in this secret language.

All Fianna who master our rites learn Ogham as part
of their studies. When you get a chance to learn the
runes, pay attention, because we rarely write something
down unless it's too dangerous to say it.

The Secret
Language of the
Dinosenchas

We have a secret language we use from ancient times
to describe our lands. It's not a language of its own, but
a poetic tongue of kennings.

I'll give you an example from an old favorite of mine,
the Irish poem, “The Wooing of Emer.” Here Cuchulainn
describes a travel route: “From the cover of the sea, over
the great Secret of the Tuatha de Danann, and the Foam
of the Two Steeds of Emain Macha; over the Morrigu's
Garden...,” etc., etc.

Now, someone versed in the Dindsenchas’ poet lan-
guage would be able to follow the itenarary. If you learn
yourrites well, and pay attention to the land, you can learn
this language. And let me tell you, youcan't getanywhere
among the eldersif youdon't know it. | mean, howcan you
ward a caern if you can’t find it when an elder says to you:
“Travel over the Breasts of Deirdre, past the Grear Deed of
Aengus and over the Shaming of Mac Og"?

Unlike other Garou, we did not hide ourselves from our
Kinfolk. We told them the truth, hiding only dangerous
knowledge of the Wyrm from them. Our Kin knew of our
shapechanging.

We founded our caerns in sacred groves, where we wor-
shipped Gaia, Many of the legends attributed to Druids are
based on the sacrifices we made to enforce the Impergium. A
few humans learned the lessons of nature even better than
we did. These witchy men and women called themselves
Verbena. We knew they were thinking right, and so we
allowed them to conduct the Impergium with us. Gaia
blessed us and our people. Blood was spilled to maintain the
[mpergium, renew the land and give magick to the Verbena.

We mert other shapechangers, the Corax, the children of
the raven, and they became our allies. Many of our Kin were
theirs as well, and many heroes would choose between the
blood of the wolf and the blood of the raven. These were the

18 Fianna
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Blessed Times. We were all allies, the Fey, the raven and the
wolf, bound by the strongest tie of all, the tie of blood.

Of all Garou, the Wyrm feared us most, and to this day, it
still does. Only the Children of Gaia have more friends than
our tribe, and only the Bone Gnawers have suffered more
than we. The Beast-of-War attacked our strongholds with its |
monsters, but we easily repelled them from the land. The
Eater-of-Souls tried to crush our spirits, but we prevailed. |
We protected the body and the soul of the land.

The Fomori Wars

D3 8 the other faces of the Wyrm met us on. thefield .u{ 5 \
'_‘\

battle, the Defiler Wmn with its twisted cunsing, | >
watched us and our alliances. It pl::ﬂ;ti:d and X
WﬂltEd.ThEﬂ it concocted a terrible Ethcme /
(? The Defiler khew thatno force cnuld defeatour” / i
people/ ex¢ept ourselves. So the desplmhie
monster turned ourown Kinfolk and their tribes dgainst us. |

The Defiler created thE fﬂmnri Some ltgends say that the
fomori dwelled on Erin hefure we arrived, but thesestorigs are
tales made to hide the truth. SL‘!I‘EE of our septs l:efube to admit™
that our own Kinfolk could hate tushed’ dgainst us, ‘butthe—
fomori were amongus: They were Kin to faerie and Garouw: In..
the legends, theveinsof many, herﬂes FUn w;l;h the blu@d -‘.Jfbuth
the fomor afd thie Tuatha de.Danaan. Thesewarriors had | o
struggle totesist the sefigofthe Wyrm, When ThE‘f couldresist,
and chose the path ef Gaia, theystood as an inspirationto ally,

Some of ur best Kinfolk watriors-Suecumbed-to the *
promises of the Defilér. My uncle-always said, that the.path
to corrupfion starts with thedesiréito d6 good, and-he'd feed
me the line about the road to Hell. Ajfew humans were|
jealous of dur prowess against the spawirof the Beast-of- War
and wished to have the Change: Qthers-were imperfect in
some way; they had a weaknessiwhich bﬂpﬂIﬂtEd thent from /-
the beauty,of the land. These Were easy prey for the Wymm/, ]

A few Garon, not leastthe Children of Gaia, will say thavif
we had treatedthe infirm as equats; theDefiler could not have |
corrupted them. I'doubt it. If the body is'corrupt; it reflects a
weakness in the soul. Fhis ts-why we treat cur metis ciibs.s0 |
badly, because we know the weakbodyofthie metis hides a weak
heart, easily preyed upon by the Wyrm. The Wyrm whispered|
to the weak ones in the darkness, haunting their dreams. The \ '\
Wyrm even afflicted the Fey, twisting some of their number. %%
Some faeries tried to resist the Wyrm by plunging deeper into
the Wyld, perhaps past the point of no return.

The Fomori Wars were the greatest struggle our tribe has
ever fought. We almost lost. Our Ahrouns perished, our
warrior Kin littered the land with their broken bodies, and
we soaked the earth with our blood. The fomori had a
powerful leader, a monster named Balor, with such great
magic that he could kill with his gaze. Time and again peace
was made as both sides tried to recover from the devastation,
The fomori made us many promises, but broke every one.

We could defeat their magics with our spirit, and we could
trade blows with their best. But we could not overcome our




own hearts. It was horrible to battle members of our own
family who had fallen under the spell of the Wyrm. And
even death could not stop our enemies. The Wyrm’s forces
would gather bodies from the field, both fomor and fallen
Garou, and animate them to return to fight again and again.

Ifthere’sa lesson to be learned from these wars, it's this: Show
nomercy to the Wyrm. Don't let the Defileruse your love or pity
against you, If you love someone who's tainted, then kill her, for
(Uaia'ssake, so that whatever part of her soul remains pure can
return to the Mother before she's lost entirely.
~ The Celtic leaders learned to distrust outsiders during the

Fomori Wars. Even an unknown kinsman had to prove
himself before he could-attend the war councils. The Celts
- Started 1o test their leaders térmake certain that they had no
blemishes ‘ormarks “of corruption. We did the same, ever
“ready with our claws if a member of Gur sept showed the signs
* of Wyrm-taint, Slowly, the traitorous, fomori in our camps
vanished. The same was not true.of the Tuatha de Danaan,
who struggled with treason throughout the wars.

Wesrriick the headsfrom the bodies of our dead enemies, so
et they would return tothéland, instead of rising from the bogs
toattackusagain and again. We buried our own fallen in mounds
orhid their badiesdeepin the bogswhere the spirits of the land
could Q:ru'rect them. Wecontinue these practices even today.
~ Our greatest allies in the Fomori: Wars were the Corax.
g e, ravens wattied us of the fomoril armies’ movements.
Theyspied an'the camps of the enemy. Lo mging tempest, in
Elai;k;.:st night, they always flew before s, warning us of evil.
We remember, their courage.

/'Nuada of the

| Sillver Arm
ano Lugh of €the
. long Arm

— Still, the days grew dark for us. Nuada, king of the land
| and leader of the de Danaan; lest his arm in battle, and the
8\ people would né- longer follow him. Instead, Breas the
4 ' 3 _utifuL sort-of a fomor, became king. Breas submitted to

| Balor's demands fortribute, and he would have given up the

land if it weren't for the words of the renowned bard Cairbre,
a Galliard of our tribe, who continually spoke out against
Breas. Finally, after a dream (some say sent by our Galliards),
Nuada had a silver arm forged to replace his lost one.

Aye, asilver arm. Sounds pretty dangerous, huh? A Garou
at least would think twice about doubting the potency of a
guy with a silver arm.

Nuada resumed the throne, but Balor had taken Breas’
reign as an opportunity to strengthen his armies. Balor
planned to attack and sweep our people from the land.
What's more, the Beast-of-War sent a creature spawned in
the depths of Malfeas to Balor's side. This was the Cromh-
Cruach, one of the foulest monsters to ever sully the breast
of Gaia. Were it not for the hero Lugh, all might have been
lost..

Lugh was the grandson of Balor, but unlike his grandfather,
he wasuntainted by the Wyrm's evil. He had to pass many tests
ro enter the halls of Nuada, so great was the fear of our [ﬁeuplt'..
Yet, afterundergoing such testing, none could doubt his skills.
Lugh was learned in many disciplines and a warrior without par.
Nuada had the young herolead his men in the final battle of the
Fomori Wars, the Second Battle of Moy Tura.

The Secono Battle
of Moy Tura

There has never been another battle to equal the Second
Bartle of Moy Tura, save possibly the legendary Bartle of Camlann.
Nuadahimselffaced the dread Cromh-Cruach in single combat.
Although Nuada slew the monster, he himself was slain by the
Wyrm-beast. But the Cromh-Cruach did not triumph, forNuada
died in glory, untainted by the Wyrm's touch.

And then Lugh faced Balor, with the fate of Erin hanging
in the balance. As the fomor turned to cast his gaze of death
on Lugh, the hero tock spear, the Lightning Spear, and
hurled it with all his mighr ar Balor’s eye, The spear pierced
Balor's eye, and down he went. Dead for good.

Then Lugh took out Balor's evil eye and claimed it as his
own. But no more would it serve the Wyrm, for Lugh bathed
it in the pure waters of Gaia and tamed it. Its power is ours
now, thanks to him, and the Wyrm cringes whenever we
deliver Balor’s Gaze unto his minions.

With Balor vanquished and the Cromh-Cruach destroyed,
the day went to the Tuatha de Danaan and our people. The
wars against the fomori were over. We hunted them to the
edge of the land and cast their remnants into the sea. Good
riddance to them, the whole sorry lot of them.

The Promise

After the Fomori Wars, the land was safe from the Wyrm.
However, while we had fought with all our strength against
the great foe, the Weaver kept spinning her web, unchecked.
Qhr victory was short-lived. We could feel the land tear, as
her webs separated the spirit from the world.

The Fey and the Tuatha de Danaan sadly departed Gaia.
They said that the time of the human was upon the world.
While fighting the fomori, we had failed to uphold the
Impergium, because we needed warriors for our armies, and
the ranks of the humans had swelled. As the Tuatha de
Danaan left, they swore a promise to us under the light of the
Crescent Moon. Listen well:

“Though we are both spirits of the Wyld, the Changelings
and the Changing Breed, our alliance, our friendship, will
never change. We will ever regard you as our cousins and
never treat you differently. The bond of blood between us
will remain as eternal and constant as the land, so long as our
stories are told.”

That is the Promise. To this day, the faerie folk may be
fickle in how they appear to others and how they treat other
beings, even other Garou, but with us, they remain the same.
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They hold to the oldest traditions, and we treat them the
same. And we keep their stories alive.

If you wish to show respect to our cousins, learn the Silver
Record and the ancient ways. Never forget our heritage. We
are like the Fey. Our bodies are ever-changing, but our spirit
remains ever constant.

The Whit€te
Howilers

he White Howlers followed differ-
ent ways, but we lived mostly in
peace. When their songs joined with
ours, there was never a sound more
beautiful. We still warred with them at
times, but it was for just and noble reasons.

Now, the Howlers, although they had a magic of their
own, were afraid of the Fey and the Umbra, even though
they wouldn't admit it. But in all other ways, they were a bold
and confident tribe; they were our brothers and sisters.

Because we had destroyed the fomori in Erin, the Wyrm
had but few shadows left in Britannia. We defeated them
with the help of the White Howlers, and the Howlers grew
confident in their abilities to best the Wyrm. But we grew
worried when those of us who stayed on the continent, the
Rovers, sent word of a new threat from the Wyrm, a greater
threat than even the fomori. But the White Howlers re-
mained confident, unfazed. Bloody cocky bastards, weren't
they!

The Lion of €the
White Howlers

The Lion was the most powerful totem of the White
Howlers. Did you know that there were once lions
across Europe! There were. But the Romans hunted
them to extinction, just as evil swallowed the Howlers.
Still, some of our packs take the Howlers' Lion as their
totem, for Lion is the totem of Lugh, the sleeping hero,
who will rise again when the Apocalypse comes.

he Romans came to Albion, bear-
ing the standard of the Wyrm.
Vampiric centurions, fomori legion-
naires and the war tactics of the
Weaver decimated all who stood be-
fore them.

The old magics failed to stop the Romans from corrupting
and changing the land. The Wyrm's legions left their roads
like scars across the face of the Mother. They built fortresses
to ward off the spirits of Gaia. We drove them away once,
back across the sea, but they returned in greater numbers
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with darker powers. Much to our shame, we failed to stem
their foul tide.

Although our tribe never fell in battle, our people, our
families could not hold against the Roman might. We
retreated with our wounded and dying Kinfolk to our hidden
caerns, determined to carry on the struggle from the forests
and the fells. But the war was lost for us.

Many of the Fianna who lived in Albion refused to leave
their homes and caerns, as did the wolves of Wales. Instead,
the British wolves hid themselves and dedicated themselves
to the great huntsman, Herne, to hide them in the night and
keep them eternally vigilant against the Wyrm. They be-
came the Brotherhood of Herne and dedicated themselves
to hunting the Wyrm and defending the interests of Britain
from its raint.

Most Fianna kept ready to protect the Emerald Isle. Our
tribal leaders wanted to defend the land entrusted to us by
the Fey, the land that was our home. The Brotherhood
practiced guerrilla tactics, but could not stop Rome's le-
gions. We could only pray to Gaia that the White Howlers
had the strength to protect their peoples and homelands.

Up from €the Pit

The Howlers fought long and hard alongside the Picts,
and our songs give them their due, but they did not have the
strength to stop the Romans. The arms and machines of the
Weaver were too much for their spirit allies and mystical
runes. But they did not give up or retreat and hide, as we did.
They entered the darkness of the Wyrm itself to continue
the battle. And from that darkness none of them returned.

The White Howlers were consumed by their Rage and
anger, by their hate for the Romans and their hate for the
Wyrm and all that it meant. All was as the Wyrm desired.
Those who returned from the pits beneath the hills were no
longer singers of Gaia. They were the Black Spiral Dancers,
a foul corruption of what they once had been. Even the
thought of these creatures sickens me.

The Resis€tance

The Brotherhood of Herne and the Welsh Fianna contin-
ued the struggle against the Roman invaders. The Scottish
Fianna managed to hold the highlands against the Romans,
even as they fought against the Black Spirals. We developed
our first guerrilla tactics in this war — little must our
ancestors have realized how much we would have to use
those methods in the future. Time and again, we raised the
banner of rebellion, only to be crushed beneath the legions
and their dark allies. We paid in blood for our lessons in that
war.

The Romans won many victories. They massacred our
Kinfolk and raped the land. They tore roads through our
forests, and built the cankers they called cities. They con-
structed walls from one side of the isle to the other to divide
the conquered people from the free. We might have lost, but
as in the Fomori Wars, we had allies.
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Bouodicca

When the King of the Iceni tribe died, he left his
kingdom to the Romans. The legions stole everything
they could from the Iceni. They tortured the land,
driving out the old nobility who had cherished it.
Boudicca, widow to the king, was stripped of her lands
and goods, flogged and forced to watch as a cohort of
legionnaires raped her daughters. As her daughters were
raped before her eyes, the queen experienced her First
Change — she was Fianna.

Boudicca raised an army and captured the Roman
1 city of Camulodonum, now called Colchester. When a
i Roman legion faced her forces in battle, she destroyed
them. She marched on Londinium, now London, and
she massacred seventy thousand Romans in righreous
I anger. A massive Roman army, supported by the Wyrm,
finally came to Albion and crushed Boudicca's forces.
Boudicca took her own life after the defeat, bur she
remained an inspiration to the Brotherhood of Herne in
their fight against the Romans. Even rtoday, she is
revered by the Black Furies.

Two Garou tribes joined us in the battle against the
Roman invaders: the Black Furies and the Get of Fenris.
Now let me tell you, the Furies and the Get don't like each
other much. The Get think the Furies are a pack of uppity
bitches who don't know their place, and the ladies have
never taken well to that sort of attitude. So, if they can agree
to fight together against a common foe, you know the enemy
has to be dangerous. The leaders of the Brotherhood of
Heme made alliances with these tribes.

Now, while the Romans were dealing with all three
groups, the Scottish Fianna up north had help from the Get
of Fenris, whose Kinfolk had moved into the Orkneys.
Together, they walloped the Black Spiral Dancers. Nort that
the Scottish Fianna needed the Get's help, mind you. No
one who values his hide ever says a Scot isn’t tough. But they
won that war together, driving the Spirals out of the land or
into hiding beneath the Roman cities.

Slowly, the raiders of Herne, along with the Get and
Furies, took back Britannia. The Roman eagle never tasted
Irish soil. Soon, barbarian Kinfolk led by the Get joined with
some of our Kin to sweep down and bring the battle to the
Romans.

The empire built on the ways of the Wyrm could not
stand. The Romans finally fell apart. The Get of Fenris,
along their Kinfolk armies and their flocks, spread south to
destroy the empire. We praised the Get in our songs, little
knowing that we would soon wage war against them.

Chapter One: The Song of Our Tribe

The Coming
op the Get

s the Roman influence faded in Britain, our tribe
. retook the West and North. When the Saxons
1 t / A came to eastern Britannia, we were content to
(AT

) D livein peace with them and with the Get of
A) ‘»(3

Fenris who came with them. We welcomed
) the Get to our caerns as our sisters and
brothers.

But those bastards — the Get and their Saxon Kin — took
our hospitality and spat in our faces! The leaders of the Get
called us weak for falling to the Romans, unworthy to protect
the land. They pointed to the defilement of the White
Howlers and blamed us for the coming of the dark dancers.

They called us cowards and said we welcomed them to our
feasts out of fear and weakness.

Why, if one of them were here right now, I'd show him
some hospitality! I'd introduce him to my fist! And if he
didn't have the courtesy to thank me for it, he'd meet my
claws next! Damn bloody Get bastards, don’t know their
arses from their own heads! I'd say they were always thinking
with their balls if they had any!

The bards say that nosong can convey the rage of the Righs
and the Councils of Song at the Get. Even worse, the Get were
insulting members of the Brotherhood of Herne, the children
and grandchildren of those who had stayed in Albion to wage
war against the Romans through the longcenturies. They were
strong and proud, with ideals and inspiration, the descendants
of those who had survived the occupation.

We fought the Saxon dogs and their Viking Kin for
centuries. I'll give the Get this: They're too stupid to stop
fighting. Of course, we weren't about to let them walk all
over us. The problem we had wasn't the Get — although, let
me tell you the Get can fight, even if we taught them a few
lessons on the way — it was that our people and Kinfolk
spent too much of their time fighting among themselves.
Different tribes of humans warred with each other while we
tried to unite them against the Get menace. A few times we
arranged for a High King to rise up to unite the people, and
more than a few times, the people found a High King all their
own. But it wasn't enough to hold the heart of Britain.

We kept Wales in the south and west of Albion, and the
Scottish highlands, and, of course, the Emerald Isle. But the
tribes of men called the Angles and the Saxons, with their Gert
allies, took Britain from us, defeating the Brotherhood of Herne.

But they didn't have time to get cocky over their victory.
After ourstruggles, we were both beaten down like two wolves
chasing after the same hare in a blizzard, fighting with each
other the entire time. The Get heard that there was some
trouble back on the continent, and a few of our Whispering
Rovers also said big things were about to happen. ..



The Reign of
the Silver Fangs

M—qﬂ:_“_fﬂ__f he Get and their flock, who had

=G called us rtoo weak to deserve the

= :’2 land, got their arses handed to them by

5 the Silver Fangs and William the Con-
queror. Though their flocks didn't
leave, after the Norman Congquest, you
couldn’t have found one of the Get on the Isles if you lifred
every stone. They'd keep raiding in their damned dragon-
ships, but they'd never get another chance to rule. It was the
Roman invasion all over again, except there were Silver
Fangs instead of Spirals and French-speaking Normans in-
stead of Latin-speaking Romans.

The Silver Fangs wanted the best breeding stock for their
Kinfolk and felt they had the right to claim the Isles. The
Fangs say Gaia gave them the right to rule, and rule they will,
regardless of what the other tribes want. And I think we
believed it, almost as much as they did. | mean, they were the
most pure of the Garou, weren't they!

No matter whart the Fangs are today, they had their act
together then. They were lean and hungry to rule — not lazy,
overconfident and at least half-mad. We fought them, but
the strugele with the Get had drained us. The Brotherhood
of Herne made a deal with the Silver Fangs and offered to
share breeding stock if they'd help us expel the Get. The
Fangs were smart as well as tough, and they agreed.

Oh, I've got some good jokes about the Silver Fangs, 1 do.
But [ can’t repeat them here, not in this company. Look me
up later, at the board, and maybe I'll tell ‘em.

Where was 17 Oh, yeah. Although the Fangs were ascen-
dant in England, they couldn't take the Scottish highlands
from our Kin. The Dryn a drowd yn flaidd, the wolves of
Wales, held lands in the West and the South against the
Norman forces, although they paid tribute to the Fangs to

keep their power. Eventually, the Welsh Garou started toy

let their Kinfolk mix with the English. In later years, the Kin
of the Welsh Fianna would ascend to the throne of England,
breaking a string of Fang Kinfolk rulers. One of the most
famous of these would be known as Henry V.

Meanwhile, the Irish Fianna had spent their time fighting
to hold Erin. The Get and their Viking Kinfolk had attacked
her shores relentlessly. But in 1014, at the Battle of Clontarf,
they settled the score with the Get and showed them whose
land Erin really was. Our Irish packs grew confident in their
battle prowess and that of their Kinfolk. A few of them
mocked the Welsh and British Fianna for losing their lands
to the Silver Fangs. Maybe they hoped to goad them into
overthrowing the Fangs. Instead, it just made them angry.

The Taking o
Irelano g of

When the deposed lrish king Diarmaid Macmurchada
asked King Henry 1l of England to help him regain his
kingdom of Leinster, the eastern Fianna saw a chance to
regain some pride. They recruited some Silver Fangs, who,
unlike the Get, enjoyed good story and drink. In 1169, two
years before Henry officially invaded, they went over with
their Kinfolk and did what no one had ever done before...
they conquered Erin.

The English nobles seized sections of the island and
declared them fiefs of the crown. When Henry arrived in
1171, victory was all but complete. Of course, it helped that
our Kinfolk didn't resist but so much, since the church had
made Henry “Lord of Ireland” in 1155.

Despite the loss, it wasn't a tragedy from the Fianna
perspective. If you have to lose, it’s best to lose to your own
tribe. The eastern Fianna treated their Irish cousins with
respect and honor. Even the Silver Fangs were decent
victors, and British Kinfolk of all tribes intermarried with
Irish. Within a few years, the invaders were more Irish than
anything, and even the English weren't so bad in those
times. The Welsh even started the Eisteddfod festival for
bards, a damn good talespinning event.

But while England certainly couldn’t dictate the affairs of
the nobles in Ireland, our Righs couldn’t know how much
pain and suffering would come of this conquest. Many
songmasters will tell you that some few Fianna had visions of
tragedy when they built Belfast, only six years after the
invasion, but I don't believe them. Our tribe is full of
visionaries who don't understand the difference between
hindsight and foresight.

The Mioole Ages

o=

L7 hings got messy in the Isles for a few
== centuries. There were so many rebel-
lions and wars that it would take a life-
[y time to sort them all out. The same
things happened over and over again.
The English conquered Scotland. The Scots
rebelled and asserted their independence. Wales fell to
England, but a king of Welsh blood took the English throne.
Ireland rebelled, parts of the island became independent,
and then fell back under the English yoke.

Throughout it all, England battled constantly with the
French, and the people slowly lost their Celtic culture. |
guess the Magna Carta is the most important thing that
happened, but let me tell you, it depended on the king as to
whether it was just a piece of paper or the law of the land.

The Fangs started inbreeding with the European naobility
and went a bit crazy — along with most European leaders.
We Fianna defended our lands and traditions as best we
could, but the real threats that we faced had less to do with
politics than religion.



of England. The Irish parliament, which got its orders
from England, severed the Church of Ireland from
Rome and declared the King of England the
ultimate religious authority, right up there
next to God himself. If you became Protes-
tant, you were loyal ro the English, and if you
stayed Catholic, you were an Irish nationalist.

Catholics were robbed and ['ll.'_"il‘l-it_"t_'LI:lt‘-LL and Protestants
and English Loyalists reaped the benefits. We're still living
with the results of this today, over four hundred and fifty
years later. Henry VIII and his bastard daughter Elizabeth |
did their best to stamp out Catholicism on the Emerald Isle,
which just made the people cling to the Church all the
harder. After all, we Fianna and our Kin have always had a
reputation for hf:mg stubborn.

James | of England decided to settle the matter by sending
English and Scottish Protestants to Ulster. With them came
more than a few British Fianna. Things didn't go well. All it
took was a few words, a few drinks, and emotions boiled over
into violence. Thousands of Protestants were slaughtered,
and the Catholics rebelled against England.

&
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A curse upon you Oliver Cromuwell

Who raped our mother land

[ hope you're rotting down in hell for the horrors that you sent

On our misfortune forefathers whom yourobbed of their birthright

To Hell or Connaught!

May you burn in Hell tonight!

— The Pogues, “Ned of the Hill”

Oliver Cromwell was one of the most Wyrm-ridden men in
history. Some may jump to defend him, but none of our tribe.
We know the truth. He overthrew a weak monarchy, and he
used Protestant religious fervor to inspire his Wyrm-tainted
followers. Afterassuming power in place of the king in England,
the Lord Protector turned his attention to Ireland.

He had no mercy for Catholics. Hisattacks on the Irish people
were unimaginable. He spitted infants on pikes. He massacred
thousands. He let the people starve. He burned their homes. He
stole their money and locked them in prison. Everywhere, he
sowed the seeds of anger and pain, tempting people with the
Wyrm. [ won'tdescribe the details of all of hisatrocities, but let's
just say that Malfeas can’t be much worse than Ireland under
Cromwell. When that man died, Gaia wept in relief.

Yeah, he's another one 1'd like to get my hands on. | hear
there are rumors that his ghost don't rest easy, and thar it’s
wandering about haunting some places. And I've known Fianna
that've waited up all nightat the Parliament House just waiting
for hisrestlessspirit toshow itsface. God help him if we ever find
a way to track him down in the lands of the dead. ..

Chapter One: The Song of Our Tribe .
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The Webs of
the Weavenr

and without rent to you.
— Irish toast

Though religion tore our people apart, it was
nothing compared to the suffering we endured
during the Industrial Revolution, when the Weaver

started destroying the forests. Now, we knew
that we had been losing forest, but it vanished
overnight when industry came. In Ireland
too, all the hardwood forests were decimated.
Our howls of mourning echoed across the
Isles. We had failed as caretakers of Gaia.
The Fangs couldn't do anything, although they claimed
to have influence. We were all powerless before the masses
of humanity. Railroad tracks, like badly stitched wounds,
were laid through the remains of ancient groves where we
had enforced the Impergium. The face of Britain changed.

When Scotland officially joined England in 1707, the
British Empire blossomed. Explorers traveled around the
world, trading and conquering, adding colonies to the Brit-
ish crown. Many of our Kin went to work in factories and
textile mills. We labored next to the Kin of the Bone
Gnawers, while the Silver Fangs and the Glass Walkers took
advantage of it all. As industry advanced in Britain, life grew
immeasurably worse in [reland.

Qur Kinfolk in Ireland didn’t fall so deeply under the spell
of the Weaver. Instead, they tried to keep the spider’s webs
away, but the people suffered all the same. The Wyrm made
an insidious attempt to destroy us. By the end of the 1700s,
rich British citizens had bought almost all the land in
Ireland. The Irish were renters who build peat moss huts and
orew potatoes to survive. Qut of desperation for extra hands
and a desire for happiness, people married early and had
many children. The population boomed, just as power was
concentrated in the hands of fewer and fewer people.

The British landlords brutally exploited our Kin to feed
the growing British Empire. The Brotherhood of Herne
supported the growth of the Empire, as did the Dryn a drowd
yn flaidd. The Brotherhood believed they had a duty to hunt
the ends of the earth to drive out the Wyrm and felr that the
situation in Ireland was the fault of the Irish Fianna.

Bastards! I've not yet forgiven them for that, and that's
why you'll hear me spill a few unkind words for the Brother-
hood of Herne. Some Irish Fianna appealed to the Silver
Fangs, but they pled in vain. Neither they nor their Kin
cared to help Ireland. They were far too concerned with
their twisted dreams of empire and the sweet taste of their
own power. Bloody pogues!

But the Silver Fangs were at a loss when it came to the
early Glass Walkers and their Kin. The Walkers took advan-
tage of the great merchant houses and trading companies.

The Silver Fangs were desperate to retain any control they
could, so they boosted their egos by helping the Walkers. As
for the Glass Walkers, they cared about nothing save their
profits. To this day, we have little respect for those servants
of the Weaver who call themselves Garou.

The Gneat Flight

he poverty of the Irish peasantry is on
the extreme verge of human misery;
NHO) their cottages would scarce serve for pig
o sties even in Scotland; and their rags seem
the very refuse of a sheep, and are spread
over their bodies with such an ingenious vari-
ety of wretchedness that you would think nothing but some sort of
perverted taste could have assembled so many shreds together.

— Sir Walter Scott

God put the blight on the potato, but England put the hunger

upon Ireland
— Irish saying

Life in Ireland was terrible for our Kin — we couldn’t
blame them for wanting to leave. They fled in droves to
America and Australia. Many traveled to England and
Scotland in search of work. Nothing did much good. A few
were successful in America and Australia, but most ended up
working under conditions that were only marginally better
than those they had found at home.

Many urban workers in Scotland were Irish. They suffered
terribly as our councils debated the plight of our Kin, not
realizing that the worst tragedy was yet to come. It was a
shameful time, let me tell you.

We had thought things couldn’t get much worse for
ourselves and our Kinfolk. But then, the Eater-of-Souls
lashed out. You see, all of our people in Ireland lived off of
one plant: the potato. The Wyrm let the land swell with the
masses of humanity — then it took the potato away. In 1845
and 1846, we suffered the first of the blights. Then, there was
another in 1848, and yet another in 1851.

Unless youexperienced the blight in the Irish countryside in
apastlife, youcan’t imagine the horror that ensued. Thousands
starved to death. Disease spread through communities. The
Eater-of-Souls opened the peoples’ heart to corruption. There
were incidents of cannibalism. Villages fed off the rotting
carcasses of starved animals. Bodies lay on the hills with grass
stuffed in their mouths, a testament to their desperation. One
person in four died during the famine.

Oh, it was terrible! Breaks my heart even now to talk of it!
Ah, and youcan believe we suffered with every one of them. But
many of us turned to the Wyrm. Fianna fought Fianna for food.
Caerns withered away because we no longer had the numbers
to care for them. The Wyrm tormented us relentlessly. The
Silver Fangs and Glass Walkers turned a blind eye to our plight.
While our people died of want, they grew yet fatter on the fruits
of our labor. So, we did the only thing we could. We fled the
Emerald Isle with our Kinfolk. Most who left knew they would
never see her shores again.

24 Fianna
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[t makes me shake with rage to this day, thinking back on
itall. Curse the damn Wyrm and all its works! Oh, if | could
travel back in time, | would be splitting the heads of many
a money-grubbing landowner!

Ah, but what's past is past, right? Wrong! Don’t ever
forget our past. Ever. Even if there's no revenge to be had,
there are souls who died that deserve to be remembered.

Like all the atrempts before to destroy us, the blight only
strengthened our spirit. The Wyrm forced many of us from
our homes, but it couldn’t take our homes out of our hearts.

America
Thousands are sailing

Across the western ocean
To a land of opportunity
That some of them will never see
— The Pogues, “Thousands are Sailing”

America opened its doors to us. We swelled the ranks of
the urban poor, but we found the paws of the Bone Gnawers
open to us. They helped us survive in the cities. The
Children of Gaia gave us aid wherever they could. The Black
Furies took care of our mothers and daughters, even if they
dealt harshly with a few of our merrier lads in the process. We
were survivors, and we slowly clawed our way out of the pit
of despair that the Wyrm had dug for us.

A toast to all them that helped us! May you never lack for
a song on a cold night. Just call us, we'll be there for you.

We found ourselves fighting in America, on both sides of
the law. Ever hear about Irish gangsters! Well, the Glass
Walkers learned abour them the hard way.

The Struggles
Regin g9

Si‘b' ou can only kick a dog so long before it bites
b‘{# back. And wolves take to being kicked far less
(\NF—7 thandogs. The Irish Fiannadid what they could
tocure the country’sills. People stopped harvest-
ing potatoes and started turning land into pasture.
/7 Early marriage stopped, and the population slowly
~ came under control. But the British taxes and rents
neverstopped. When a countryman couldn't pay his taxes, his
family was evicted and his house burned to the ground. We and
our Kin couldn’t take it; we lashed out. The Grandchildren of
Fionn led the way, and guerrilla warfare started in Ireland.

The British Fianna and their Kin weren't happy about our
little war, though even the Brotherhood of Herne admitted that
thingswere bad in the Emerald Isle. They blamed us, blamed our
Irish patriotism and stubbornness. They wanted the Irish to hail
the Union Jack. They claimed the flag represented all Fianna
and our Celtic Kinfolk. As the humans fought, so did we.

Theelders tried to bring peace, but our packs just developed
fiercer and fiercer rivalries. The best efforts to make peace
within our tribe came from an alliance of the Silver Fangs and

the Children of Gaia. The Fangs were tired of dealing with us,
I guess. They wanted the fighting to stop so they could devore
more time to the rest of their crumbling empire. The Children
just wanted peace for its own sake. Unfortunately, they made
the situation worse before they made it better.

A movement started in England to give Ireland home
rule. But the Lovalists and Protestants in Ulster refused to
submit to the rule of the mostly Catholic majority. They
started to arm themselves. By December of 1913, the
Ulsterites had an army of volunteers that may have num-
bered as many as 100,000.

The Parliament in London passed the Irish Home Rule
bill in 1914. The Protestants refused to accept Catholic rule.
Full civil war might have broken out right then and there,

except for one thing. World War [ broke out in Europe, and
the British suspended the Irish Home Rule Bill.

Tbe Great War

any Garou believed the

Great War heralded the
Apocalypse. The Wyrm-in-
spired gas weapons, the
trench warfare, itall reeked
of corruption. Theseeds the
Wyrm had sown across Europe finally sprouted. Many members
of our tribe fought in the war, one or two flew biplanes. We even
hadafew heroes. [don'tknowif you've heard of T.E. Lawrence,
but we claim him as our Kin.

Many of our elders were thankful for the war. Bad as it was,
it got our packs’ minds off killing each other and back to
killing members of the Get and whoever else was fighting on
the other side. I'm not saying we should be proud of killing
the Get. A lot of Fianna died in the war, and the Silver Fangs
lost their European hegemony. On the other hand, we did
win...

Easter Revolution

Then, on Easter 1916, a group of Irish nationalists rose up
in Dublin. They thought the time to strike was right,
believing that the U.K. was too busy with the Great War to
bother with Erin. The rising started in the Dublin General
Post Office.

After British gunboats shelled Dublin for a week, our
elders gave up on hopes that things would settle down at the
end of the war. The British executed all the leaders of the
Easter revolution; it’s said that their ghosts still haunt the
Post Office. My packmate swears she saw one of them once.

Afrer the Great War, the British ignored the question of
Irish home rule. Instead, they left our Irish kin to settle
things, which they started to do in a bloody guerrilla war. A
few years later, in 1922, the British Parliament finally
granted southern Ireland home rule, dividing the Emerald
Isle into a Catholic Ireland and a mostly Protestant North-
ern Ireland.
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frer the resolution of the Irish question — as
unsatisfactory as it was — and the end of the
Great War, our tribe was bone-weary of armed
conflict. The questions of the day became
questions of money and living conditions.
Working conditions were still horrible for
many of our Kin, both in Europe and America. We hailed
Bone Gnawer efforts to improve working conditions and did
our best to improve things.

Times were rough. And then the Great Depression hit.
Strangely, it didn’t bother us as much as some other tribes.
| mean, some Glass Walkers even leapt out of buildings at
the thought of poverty. As bad as the Depression was, it
wasn't any worse than what we had endured over the last
century. Our Kin were tough as nails.

Then, we heard a stirring in the protectorates of the Get.
Rumors spread of visions of a coming darkness seen by the
Theurges. A Grand Council of Song came together to
debate these premonitions, but no one could convince the
Sept of Tara of the danger.

We didn’t want war. We were tired of fighting. Our tribe
didn’t want to see it coming, so we ignored most of the signs.
A few screamed Apocalypse. But you know what! [ think at
least half of our tribe had decided thar if it was the Apoca-

lypse, then damn it, we were ready. If the Apocalypse was
coming, then let it come so we can finish fighting and get
around to the “Goodbye, Wyrm!” party! It's not a good
attitude, but it's very Fianna.

Hitler came to power in Germany, and Stalin held the reins
of the Soviet Union. Evil rose like astorm in the east. We started
to prepare for war, because we knew that war wasn’t far off. No
Fianna, Irish, Scots, Welsh, English, or American thought
Hitlerwasn’tevil. Some of our Kin were fooled, but notus. Even
the Silver Fangs warned other Garou about the short madman
with the mustache. But lirtle did anyone know how many Get
would fall into line behind the swastika.

Now, even though the Nazis wooed us Irish and rold us how
we could break British rule, we stood on the side of the British
in World War 1I. Oh, it was bloody hard for some of the
Grandchildren of Fionn to take, all right. Nonetheless, the Irish
Fiannadidn't fight enthusiastically until late in the war, when
they could no longer ignore the stench of the Wyrm.,

However, by then, most Fianna didn’t live in Ireland.
More Fianna lived in the U.K. than the Emerald Isle, and
nearly as many lived in America. And that's not counting
the Fianna in Australia and South Africa who were itching
for a fight. The descendants of the transported Fianna are
rough customers, and even a Shadow Lord'll think twice
before shouting orders around one.

Our tribe operated in the Underground, sabotaging Nazi
supplies behind the lines, supporting the Resistance in
France and the Netherlands, even going over to help matters
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in Eastern Europe and Russia. At times, even the Silver
Fangs appreciated our aid in defending their protectorates.
They say the best way to talk to a Fang is in a foxhole when
neither of you thinks you'll get out alive. Those in-bred
aristocrats even knew how to drink then.

The worst part of the war was the Blitz. How terrified do
you think the average British citizen would have been if he
could have seen what was lurking in the Umbra in those
bomb shelters? On the homefront, we fought claw-to-claw
against the Black Spirals, who had developed a nasty ten-
dency to prey on unsuspecting humans hiding in the tunnels
beneath London. Wyrm-spawn sought out fear and hate in
our Kin, and fomori again walked the isles. Many caerns were
destroyed, especially those in the cities.

Finally, the Blitzkrieg stalled. The tide of war turned. The
Get turned on their Nazi masters as the other tribes re-
doubled their efforts against the foe.

When the war finally ended, Gaia had paid a terrible cost.
Many Garou were dead, and of those few left, most had lost
their caerns. Unexploded shells covered the land. The
British Empire had collapsed during the war, but except for
the most ardent members of the Brotherhood of Herne, we
didn't care. We realized that in our own way, we had been as
arrogant as the Get, claiming protectorates that belonged to
the Bone Gnawers, the Silent Striders or the Stargazers.
After the war we realized that we, just like our cousins across
the empire, had been used by the Silver Fangs to realize their
dreams of wealth and power.

The Shadow
ol.‘ tbe Wyrm

he most terrifying legacy of the Sec-
ond World War is the nuclear bomb.

A few Old Ones have told me they think
thf: whole reason the Wyrm started
Wurld War I was so humanity would
create the bomb. [ personally don’t believe
it. I think Hitler started World War II for his own mad
reasons. The Wyrm doesn't cause all of the wrongs in the
world. Nonetheless, nuclear terror was the order of the day
in the Cold War.

Now, we come to Jack Kennedy. JFK. Most Garou will tell
you that President Kennedy was just'a man, not Kinfolk in
the slightest. Well, no matter what the others say, the
American Fianna claim him as their own, and if you dare
suggest otherwise, you will get tossed from any Fianna caern

in the U.S. Of course, they don't always like to claim the rest
of the Kennedy clan, and they certainly don't count “Ah-
nold” among their own.

But the Wyrm's minions killed President Kennedy. I

don't know how, but they did. There are a lot of theories, but
[ haven't heard any that contain enough truth for my taste.

Tbe Tnoubl.es

On our brothers in arms
— Dire Straits, "Brother in Arms”

During the Cold War, Ireland seceded from the British
Commonwealth. On April 18, 1949, the Republic of Ireland
was established. After a few bitter decades, the Republic
chose to recognize British rule in Northern Ireland, on the
condition that the majority agreed.

In the 1970s, the Troubles, as we call the conflict between
Catholics and Protestants, got worse in Northern Ireland.
The Irish Republican Army and Protestant paramilitaries
were at each other's throats. The Grandchildren of Fionn
and the Brotherhood of Herne were fools enough to let
themselves be drawn into the conflict. It’s been a long,
bloody fight that's torn all Fianna down. [ don’t care if your
blood comes from a Welsh, Scottish, or English line and
you've lived all your life in America, Australia, or some-
where else a world away. The Troubles have hurt our entire
tribe. Brother fighting sister, pack against pack, it's hard to
understand and even harder to bear.

Finally, today, there may be a chance for peace. | just
hope, no matter how many times they fail to make peace in
Northern Ireland, that they keep trying. And they will.

If you learn only one thing from the long and muddled
history of our tribe, it's this: We're tied to the land and the
people who live there. We are the caretakers of Gaia. If we
fail ourselves, we fail Gaia, and the Wyrm wins. But if we stay
true to ourselves, it'll all work out for the best. Never give up
your love or your hope.

Encumbered forever by desire and ambition

There’s a hunger sull unsatisfied

Our weary eyes stll stray to the horizon

Though down this road we've been so many times

— Pink Floyd, “High Hopes"
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May you have the hindsight to know where you've been, the
foresight to know where you're going, and the insight to know

when you're going too far.
— Irish toast

e have the oldest culture of any
Garou, except for maybe the Star-
gazers and of course, the Red
Talons. We all trace back to the
Celts. Some of us are Welsh, oth-
ers Scottish. We're English, and
we're Irish. Most of us are Americans or Aussies. A few are
even Spanish, German and Czech. But we're all Fianna. We
all trace our culture back to the first Celtic peoples, the Fey
and a few wolves howling at the moon. We argue over bits
of our history, but we remember our roots.

Kinfolk Ties

’3" oving each other like sister and brother,
VLY Sister and brother, sister and brother,

o)
\ )
‘%“" Loving each other like sister and brother,
)

About the merry-ma-tanzie.

— Anonymous folk song, “The Merry-
ma- T anzie”

We Fianna have a special relationship
with our Kinfolk. We are much more open
with our Kin than most tribes. Our Kin are
our family. Our parents are Kinfolk, so are our
brothers and sisters. We take lovers and mates

2
7

part of our septs, and a few Kin have even joined packs. You
can't break the Veil by talking to your Kinfolk, at least if
you're Fianna. We need Kin we can trust, and we invite Kin
LD OUr moots.

Now, having said that, we do exercise a bit of discretion.
We don't invite our crazy aunts to visit caerns, or change
into Crinos in front of small children. We also know we have
a problem controlling our emotions. Don’t stay around Kin
if you're upset. Letting loose the Beast and ripping open your
relatives is a good way to ruin a fine party. Treasure your
family, and protect them, from yourself and anything else
that comes along.
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from our Kin. They're part of our tribe. We defend them as [
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here are some things that hold true

for all Fianna. We share the same
basic beliefs about what brings a Garou
renown. This system of values, which
we developed, holds true for all Garou.
Here's what it means to us.

Honor

The most important part of any Fianna's renown is
Honor. A Fianna without Honor is nothing. Honor reflects
not only on the individual, but on her pack, her sept, and her
Kin, including her uncle. There are two ways to gain Honor
in our society. First, obey the Litany. Second, do good for
others, and if someone does good for you, return that good
twofold. By the same token, we've long believed that if
someone does you wrong, you return that wrong twice over.
That last part is changing, though. If the Troubles have
taught us anything, it’s that sometimes it's better to return
good for ill.

Give all that you can to the land, to your Kin, to your
pack, and your Righ or packleader, and make sure that when
you die, all your debts are paid. If your packmate dishonors
another, then it's your responsibility to make it right, just as
much as it is his; you are tied to your pack.

Glory

Our idea of Glory is simple. Destroy your enemies, and
vou will win renown. Despite the Litany, it’s a tradition
among our tribe to give the first part of the kill to the slayer
in recognition of his victory. However, it's also honorable for
the slayer to offer the first part back to his Righ or pack
leader. Sometimes, making the offer to one’s love is accept-
able as well.

Wisoom

As loremasters to all Garou, we Fianna prize wisdom. For
a cub, wisdom is memorizing the tales of the ancient heroes,
learning the Silver Record, knowing your lineage and that of
your packmates, and exploring the mysteries of the Umbra.
We particularly honor those who discover new knowledge
about the Fey, or those who uncover the truths about
ancient legends. '

Humor

know if you've heard about the Galliards who
act out past events and get so caught up in
their roles that when it's time for opponents
to fight in the play, they start ripping into
each other? No? Well, it happens, and | hope you never have
to see it, but if you live long enough, you will.

We can't control our passions, and frankly, we don’t want
to. If you start shutting off your feelings, then you lose a bit
of yourself and the wonder of life. You can't experience the
sood things if you close yourself off from the bad. On the
other hand, we sure as hell can't go berserk when we see a
movie we don't like or listen to a speaker we disagree with.
If you live life like that, it'll be violent — and short. Just try
going up to an Ahroun who ticks you off and tell her what
you really think of her. You'll get the message real quick.

Instead, we use humor to express ourselves without blood-
shed. There's nothing sharper than a good wit. If you don't
like something or someone, make fun of it or him. Get a good
laugh, and maybe the jerk will see the absurdity of his
position. We laugh in the face of danger, and joke in the grip
of fear. We make fun of ourselves when we're depressed and
sinking into Harano. And when most of us lack the patience
or will to use humor, thank the Mother for Ragabash!

I've seen more fights between Ahrouns stopped by a quick
Ragabash than anything else. Learn to laugh out your
feelings, it's the best way to go. Black humor, sarcasm,
riddles, puns, light jokes — it all has its place. Don't feel self-
conscious either. A bad joke’s better than none at all, and
vou'll never tell good jokes until you've told your share of
stinkers.

Humor puts a damper on our wild tempers and wakes us
up when we're about to do something stupid. Of course, it
sometimes makes us do stupid things, when jokes are raken
too far. But that’s the price you pay, I suppose.

Camps

(P77 ivisions in our tribe go back to ancient days, when

(83
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clans fought each other, counties warred against each
other, and our tribe split to watch over different
flocks of Kinfolk. Time may have helped bring
our Kinfolk together — though you can’t tell
with the Troubles sometimes — but it's

J done nothing but break our tribe apart.
We Fianna always find something to
cleave to, and when we make up our minds,
there’s no way to change them. If there were naught but two

| The Song

I'm going to get a bit sappy for a moment, so brace
yourself.

We are tied, body and spirit, to the Song of Life. Gaia
sings out Her joy to all of existence, and Her singing
gives us life. In these days, the Weaver tries to control
Her Song and weaken its intensity. The Wyrm wants
naught but silence — or worse yet, discord.

The Song of Life is in our passions. We hear it in our
lover's voice, taste it in our brews, and see the Snng In

the morning sunrise. It’s our Song, because we are all
part of Gaia, and each one of us has a voice to add to the
chorus.
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Fianna left in the world, one of them would take one
position, and the other would take the opposite out of sheer
perversity. That's the way we are.

Let me tell you a bit about some of the bigger camps, so you
don'r fall in with the wrong crowd.

Granochiloren
of Fionn

You'll hear the legends of Fionn Mac Cumhail, the
ancient hero of Erin, if you haven't already. Well, some of us
aren't content just to listen to legends. They hear the story
of the Fianna, the warrior band of Fionn, and want to live the
myth. So, they sign up with the Grandchildren of Fionn.

You won't meet many more rugged lads and lasses than
the Grandchildren. They travel around looking for a cause
and a good scrap. They don't care about politics, they just
like the fight. You can see it in their eyes. Sometimes they
work for favors or funds, but half the time, they're simply
looking for trouble to rear its ugly head so they can take turns
trying to tear it off. | don't know what's more frightening,
watching those blokes in action, with their guns and Klaives,
or watching the sparkle in the eyes of a Grandchild Galliard
when she sings about their latest victory.

Lucky for us, between the British army and the paras, the
Grandchildren don't have to go far for a good fight. There
are a couple of Grandchildren who've gotten a bit rabid
about the whole thing. And to make matters more entertain-
ing, a few of our other camps — like the Brotherhood of
Herne— have their own political beliefs.

The Voice of a
Granochild of Fionn

You have a problem, friend? Well, me and my mates here,
we'll handle whatever it is. .. We've been a bit bored of late. Got
some drink? Good stuff? Well, maybe we can make this a freebie.
After all, it’s been a week or two since we saw any real action.
We're getting a bit restless. And we have a rep to protect. It's all
part of tradition. Except for the machine guns, of course.

Eire
Funodamentalists

Tell your Kinfolk to lock their doors at night if you ever
cross a member of the Eire Fundamentalists. They're more
than a bit crazed. They believe the world should go back to
the Impergium, starting with Ireland. They want to control
the human population. They say human babies are scream-
ing loud enough to drown out the Song of Gaia. So, the first
thing they think needs to be done is to cull the human
population to prehistorical levels. In their minds, there's a
lot of killing to be done.

Don't get it stuck in your head that you can talk them out
of what they're planning to do. They're all too mad for that.
They let their hate for humanity eat them up inside. And I'll
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let you in on a little secret. Quite a few of them end up going
down the same road the Howlers followed.

The biggest headache for the rest of us is that the Funda-
mentalists don't believe in keeping the Veil. You know, if it
weren't for this camp of ours, a good third of all so-called
tetrorist attack reports would vanish.

If you're wondering why we put up with them, the answer
is we usually don't. However, at big moots with other tribes,
they love to crawl out of the woodwork, to the cheers of the
Get of Fenris and the Red Talons, who agree with them just
for the pleasure of starting a fight.

Wor0Os with an Eire
Funoament€alist

Can't you feel it? They're everywhere. You look at the sky at
night — you can't see the stars because of their cities. You take
a breath of air and their pollutants choke you. I'm not saying that
all humans have to die. Just 90% or so of them. It’s past time to
take Ireland and Gaia back. And I'm going to do it... or die
trying. Let the humans fear. When will you join us. .. and rage?

Chiloren of Dire

Now, despite the fact that there aren't any Fianna who
can't fight, some few of us can really get down and dirty. The
Children of Dire are the most vicious warriors you'll ever
meet. They're all lupus, and not many wolves live in Ireland
and the United Kingdom these days. Even in the U.S,,
wolves are scarce. But they've survived. Aye, and the survi-
vors are tougher than spit.

The Children of Dire prefer to hunt in Hispo form. Butdon'’t
underestimate them. Dires have tremendous cunning. They'll
get theirenemies, one way or the other. No mercy, no coward-
ice. They'lldo ordie. Neverirritate one or letany friend of yours
annoy a Child of Dire, even a Ragabash. They only understand
violence. They're what becomes of a humorless Fianna. A
warning to you — always keep a laugh at your side.

The other thing that the Children of Dire do well is howl.
They make some of the best songs — rich and pure as only
a song in the wolf-tongue can be. Their cries for the lost
wolves of Europe will shatter your heart.

The Howl o
A Chilo of Dire

Gaia, give our pack strength. Make our enemies weak, and
send fear into their hearts. Weaken their flesh, and protect the
throats of our backmates. We will not fail you, Mother. Tonight,
the fallen wolves are avenged!

W hispering
Rovers

These Fianna are descended primarily from Celts in ancient
Gaul, otherwise known as France. They claim no land as their
own and travel eastern and central Europe in bands they call

bundles. They depend greatly on one another forsurvival. Like
gypsies, these Garou are forever mobile, never staying in one
place for more than a week or so.

The Rovers maintain an intimate knowledge of the
European continent and are sought when such knowledge is
need by other Fianna or even other tribes. They-are-also
employed as scouts in Fianna war parties, dueto-their innate
understanding of both woodland and urban environments.

A Chat with a
Whispering Rover

What do you want to know? I'can draw up a quick map of all
the caerns between herve and the Polish-border if you néed them.
Look, no matter what it is, ]’ vebeen there and domeé that, If it's
a scouting job against the Get you want. .- well, Fve emly got ome
question. What are we waiting for?

Brotherhooo®
of Herne

The Brotherhood of Herne consists almost entirely of
(Garou of British descent. [t's really more a bloodline than a
camp. However, these Garou stand as allies to the Provin-
cial Army and are thus enemy to many Irish Fianna, espe-
cially members of the Grandchildren of Fionn. In facg, the
war between the Brothérhood of Herne and the Grandchil-
dren of Fionn has been the greatest threat to Fianna security
for over a hundred years, despite the Council of-Song
|‘|1t;*m‘|'ﬂ‘|g for peace and unity withifithe tribe.

The Brotherhood of Herne tends to be very loyal to the
British ideals of imperialism, no matter how outdated-and
absurd they might be. Most of them are ready to see the
Troubles in Northern Ireland.get a bit worse, so they can
step in and take over inthe name of peace.

However, there's much more to the Brotherhood than the
conflict with the Irish Fianna. They believe in protecting
Britain and hunting the Wyrm wherever it lives and breeds.
British imperialism let the Brotherhooddestroy Wyrm strong-
holds all over the world. Although few admit it, many former
colonies are better off afrer British rule than they were before.

Like other Fianna, the Brotherhood of Herne consider
their land sacred. They wete the firstguerrilla warfare
experts in the tribe, waging war against the Romans. Many
heroes of English history were membets of the Brotherhood
or their Kin. Several members of this camp are Welsh and
Scottish as well as English.

The Speech or a
Bnoszfz of Hgnne

If the Grandchildven of Fionn would stop fighting with us and
work together a bit, we could get on with the real problems of our
tribe, like fighting the Wyrm. If we give the Wyrm a chance to
take hold anywhere in the world, then one day we'll face yet
another Reich, another Roman Empire. [ don’t think that's such
a good idea in this nuclear age.
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The Tuatha oe Fionn
(The Childoren of Finn)

The Tuatha de Fionn consider themselves distant rela-
tives-of the faeries. They make pilgrimages to the Arcadia
Gatewdy-in-the Umbra every seven years, where they meet
with representatives of the lords and ladies of the Fey. The
Tuatha de Fionn are-the best-loved of all the Fianna by the
facrie court.. They-know many secrets of the Changelings,
and some Garou say they have the power to use faerie magic.
This camp also holds to some of the oldest Celtic traditions,
including many long forgotten by most Fianna.

- The Worods of a
\ Tuatha oe Fionn

If we wish to remain strong, we must revere oy faerie heritage.
We are cousins of the Fey, and together, with therr magics and our
strength, neither Weaver machine nor. Wyrm monster can stand

} H against us. Respect the old ways; they will serve you best.

. The Songkeepers

Dedicated to music in all its forms, the Songkeépers are a

loose-knit camp made up mostly of Fianna Galliards, but all

\ tribes and auspices are'invited to join them. The Songkeepers

| travel between ederns in thé fashion of ancient bards and add

1o the/Silver Record with songsiabout what they see. They

are universally respected, and no one refuses them: hospital-
/ity, especially in exchange for a good drinking song.

" The Tale of a
oongkeeper

Well, this4s a nice caern youw have, steeped in tradition. It
reminds me 0f a story first told by thelegendary Amergin. Eh? You
haven't heard any of Amergin's poecry? I'd tell you some, if I just

\ /Chad something to-wet my throae. You have' few brews here!
N\ Wonderful . AR, well, you're in for quite a réat tonight. ..

. The Totem:
. otag

ur totem is Stag. He is the strength of the land,
masterof fertility, lord of the eycle of life and
the mate of Gaia. The secrets of the Stag are
many, and his powers are great. When he

'r..,n._..ﬁ.

dies, his blood fertilizes the land, and a new
stag rises up to take his place. Although he
lives and dies, he is reborn anew in each passing generation,
and possesses an eternal spirit.

Stag most often appears to us in the form of the Wild
Huntsman, who leads us against the minions of the Wyrm.
When the Wild Hunrt calls, we gladly answer with howls to

rend the nighi as we race to 1-(::::1‘* up with the Huntsman.

Stag guides us to wisdom as well. As the white hart, he is
elusive; none can catch him save the wind. We give chase,
and he always escapes, but he leads us to the miracles.
Sometimes we discover a lost cub, other times a forgotten
caern. We know that when the white stag appears to us, we
must give chase.

Stag is our own inner strength. He is the passion which
hides within our hearts, the part of us that remains unknow-
able until it is tested. Stag has ties to the Fey; our bards claim
that the faeries revered Stag as their totem before he chose
us as his children.

Breeods
% .1
)
(/!\.7 Those of lupus stock are cherished for their
,’ \~ rare wolf blood, the homids govern our tribe,
~ and the metis... they do their part as best
NN

o
"“ they can. We make certain that the metis

cubs contribute as much as they are able.

Lupus

Unlike many tribes, we do not suffer a rift between homid

o much of our view of Gaia depends on our
breed. Blood means much to our people.

and lupus. Lupus members of our tribe are precious, and we
try to protect wolves whenever we can. The lupus have
much to teach their homid brethren, and many of our most
ancient songs and rites are in the wolf-tongue.

Homio

Like most other tribes, Garou of homid stock dominate.
Homids are the best known among the Fianna, the ones
most likely to have their tales told in our songs simply
because there are so many of them. However, the homid
Fianna also create the most strife for the tribe. If we were all
lupus, would the Troubles have affected us at all? It is the
duty of the homids to atone for the crimes of humanity
against Gaia.

Metis

Our tribe takes a dim view of metis. If a body is corrupt or
twisted, then the same is true of the spirit. Many tribes go soft
on their metis cubs, especially in this day and age. They don’t
understand that they weaken themselves by doing this.
Berter to have a fir Kin in a pack than a metis.

A metis may never become a Righ or serve on a Council
of Song. A Righ may never appoint a metis as Tanaiste, heir
and second, because the metis doesn’t have the physical
purity to serve. Many of our septs let the young cubs tease
their metis brothers and sisters in order to strengthen the
spirits of the misshapen Garou. One thing's for certain: If a
cub can survive being a metis of our tribe, he'll be able to
endure the worst temptations of the Wyrm.
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ejoice n the sunrise
Dance to the moonlight
Dance to the storm

Y — Hothouse Flowers, "Dance to the
Storm”

We Fianna are at our best during our moots.
Ah, the dances, the songs, the companionship,
and of course, the drink. Makes me thirsty just
thinking about it.

Some tribes don't know how to hold a
good moot, but we've mastered the practice over the ages.
We hold moots often, gathering our packs together and even
bringing our Kinfolk with us. We're more open than most
tribes and allow our Kinfolk to attend our moots often. It's
the job of the Council of Song, the attendants to our Righs,
to organize the moots.

Every sept of Fianna holds moots differently. It depends
on the camp and the tradition they follow. A moot held by
Fianna in Wales is different from one held in Australia. But
there are three basic aspects to our moots.

First, a moot is a time for our people to gather and choose
leaders. The moot provides an opportunity for grievances to
be settled and for renown to be measured. It serves as a time
for us to retell the old stories and share new ones. It keeps the
tribe together.

Second, the moot gives us a time to pay our respects to
Gaia and the spirits that guide us. It gives us time to
commune with our cousins, the Fey. It helps us renew our
SPIrit.

Finally, and most importantly, the moot lets us relax and
enjoy life. We are a passionate tribe. We need our parties!
Life is tough. Struggling against the Wyrm is hard enough,
if you don’t remember why life’s worth living, then you can’t
fight to defend it. We love to drink, fight and love (that’s
why we invite our Kinfolk along).

[t is at moot that we compete for the highest positions of
honor in our tribe, the Chair of Poetry, the Chair of Song
and the Chair of Stories. It's one thing to be a famous Righ
and all, but to hold one of the Chairs — now that's an honor.
Every year, at the Grand Moot at Tara, the Chairs go up for
contest. Now, most of the time, the previous winner is good
enough to keep his chair for a few years going, although the
greatest keep it for life. But when a young rival wins the
Chair — now that’s an occasion for a party!

Other tribes always try to get into our moots. We have a
certain rep. | think the worst of the lot, when it comes to
getting in without an invite, are the Bone Gnawers. But,
hey, if they enjoy themselves, the more the merrier. It's rare
we have a moot with anything so secret that none can see.
On those few occasions that we do, we protect our caerns
well enough to keep visitors away. The Fey have an amazing
talent for getting potential intruders lost in the woods.
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Fionn Mac Cumbhail’s
Tests of the Fianna

We've long had an initiation test which we used in
ancient times to discover early on which of our Kin was
born true and would become Garou. These tests assured
that an applicant to the Fianna fighting band of Fionn
Mac Cumhail would live up to Garou heritage, whether
he was Garou or Kinfolk. We often use these tests today
as part of a cub’s Rite of Passage.

* The applicant must be versed in the 12 Books of
Poetry. Yep, that's right, book learning! You can't just
be a warrior — you got to carry the wisdom of the people
with you.

* The applicant is buried to her mid-section in the
earth. She must then defend herself with but a shield
and a hazel stick against nine warriors who cast spears at
her. If she is wounded, she fails.

¢ The applicant’s hair is woven into braids, and he is
then chased through the woods. If he is caught, a braid
of his hair is disturbed, or a stick snaps underfoot, he
fails.

¢ The applicant must be able to pull a thorn from her
foot while running without slackening her pace.

* And many more nigh-impossible feats at the choice
of the ritemaster. Their severity depends, of course, on
| whether he likes you or not.

Fianna Calenoar

These are the days of the endless summer
These are the days, the time is now

There's no past, there's only future
There's only here, there's only now

— Van the Man, “These are the Days”

| Our Councils of Song set the dates of our great moots
according to the changing seasons of the ancient Celtic
calendar. Solstice moots occur on the longest and shortest
nights of the year. Equinox moots take place whenever the
length of the night equals the length of the day before it.

g | Other, more festive moots are called whenever a Council
of Song feels the sept needs spiritual and physical renewal.
All our moots occur between sundown and sunrise. All septs
have their own variations on moots, and I'd advise you to
VISIL 85 many as you can.

Clur moots all require special rites to get things going. If
you want to be a ritemaster someday, | recommend you pay
attention and learn them when you're at moot.

The Changin
Seasons g

Everything within my dwelling or in my possession,
All kine and crops, all flocks and com,
From Hallow Eve to Beltane Ewve,
With goodly progress and gentle blessing,
From sea to sea, and every river mouth,
— Anonymous folk song, “The Beltane Blessing”

These are the four greatest moots of the Fianna calendar.
Of them, Imbolc is considered the most important. All
Fianna are expected to show up at their local seasonal moot
and participate.

Imbolc (Feb 1 - Feb 2): The most widely and rigidly
practiced of the Fianna moots, we use this ceremony to drink
faerie brew and travel to the Umbra, where the Fey show us
signs and clues about the year to come. Imbolc marks the
change from Winrter to Spring.

Beltane (May 1 - May 2): Srill widely celebrated in
different forms throughout Europe as May Day, Beltane is a
fertility rite. Great fires are lit at night, and the Fianna salute
Gaia and all Her glory. The Fey come and dance with the
Garou around the Beltane fires, and it is a time for lovers to
meet. More violarions of the Litany occur on this night than
any other, so the elders maintain a constant eye on the cubs.
Many Fianna bring their Kinfolk to Beltane celebrations.
Beltane marks the transition from Spring to Summer.

Lughnassa (August 1-2): This night celebrates Lugh
and his victory over the first fomori. It is a night for telling
tales of glory and a time to recover from the wounds of the
year. It marks the end of Summer and the beginning of Fall.

Samhain (Oct 31-Nov 1): This marks the end of the
Fianna calendar. During the night of Samhain, we believe
that it becomes easier for spirits to enter the material world.
We spend this moort reciting the Silver Record and paying
homage to the spirits of our ancestors. Usually we hold a
great feast on this night to celebrate life as well.

Solstice Ceremonies

Winter Solstice: At Winter Solstice, the Fianna gather
and have a festival of light, somerimes with candles, other
times with bonfires. This is a time for poetry and song. Many
septs follow the tradition of calling the Wild Hunr on the
first Full Moon after the Winter Solstice to drive the Wyrm
from the land.

Summer Solstice: The Summer Solstice marks the peak
of faerie magic during the year. This moot is often a solemn
affair (compared to most Fianna moots) where great rites are
performed to aid the septs and packs. Many elders create
fetishes at Summer Solstice.
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Equinox Ceremonies

Spring Equinox: In spring, we celebrate the reawakening
of the land. For most Fianna, it is a time of feasting as the
influence of the Wyrm wanes. Spring Equinox is a victory
party in honor of the defear of winter and the return of life.

Autumn Equinox: The Autumn Equinox is a time of rest
after the harvests of the land. Like the Spring equinox, it
rends to be a glorious party.

The Litany

Garou Shall No¢€
Mate With Garou

Ahem. This part of the Litany has gotten more of us in
trouble than any other. The body is sacred. Gaia creates us
to be perfect. We test our bodies and our minds, and strive
to take care of ourselves. And a metis can't ever achieve that
natural perfection of the body.

Now, it's natural for two young pups who play together,
fight together, drink together, and dance together to feel
desire, passion, even love for one another. But it is wrong to
bring a metis into the world. That's the way it is. Look, when
you must slake your passions, then find one of our Kinfolk,
stare into his eyes for a while, and just do what comes
naturally.

Combat the Wyrm
Wherever € Dwells
Ano Whenevenr It

BreeoOs

We were the first tribe the Wyrm tried to destroy, and
we'll be the loudest at his wake when the Apocalypse comes.
The Wyrm declared war on us, and we don't run from a fight.
The fomori aren’t gone; they live in every person the Wyrm
corrupts. The Defiler made our Kinfolk suffer so it could
break their spirits and enter their hearts. The Wyrm twisted
the White Howlers, our brothers, into the Black Spiral
Dancers. But did we let that get to us? Hell, yes!

Destroy the Wyrm wherever you find it and show no
mercy to the tainted.

Respect the Territory
of Another

Land is important to us. The body of our Mother gives us
strength and nourishment, and she takes us back when we die. All
Garou should respect the territory of others. We take this part of
the Litany even further. Not only must you respect the territory of
another, but you must respect your own territory. We are caretakers
of Gaia. We must care for the land, just as she cares for us. Remain
ever vigilant against the predations of the Weaver or Wyrm.,
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Languages

We use our own languages when we hold moots. We
also speak in our own tongues to protect our secrets from
outsiders. But we Fianna use many different languages.
After all, most tales are best told in a tongue that suits
their mood.

Irish Gaelic: We consider this our most traditional
language, and many Fianna like to hold their moots in
Irish. Even American-born Fianna often take the time
to learn Irish Gaelic so they can drop a few words and
impress others.

Scots Gaelic: The Fianna of Scotland and their
descendants use this language. They take as much pride
in using Scots Gaelic as the Irish do in using their
language. Speakers of Scots and Irish Gaelic can some-
times understand bits of the other language, but they are
almost two separate tongues.

Welsh: The Fianna of Wales have always been a
little distant from their cousins. The Welsh spoken by
the Dryn a drowd yn flaidd is very different from the
Gaelic tongues, though it springs from the same Celtic
mother-tongue.

English: Virtually all Fianna speak at least a little
English. Although common English ruins some of the
mystery and atmosphere of a rite, at least all our young
cubs can understand it. English is commonly used for
moots in England and her former colonies. We also use
English to communicate with Fianna around the world.

Fianna elders sometimes cultivate an archaic style of
Anglo-Irish with Gaelic syntax. For instance, you might
say, “I've got a bad feeling about this,” while an elder
might instead say, “It is a bad feelin that is on me now.”
Or you'd say, “You piss me off,” and the elder would say,
“It is anger that you have on me.” Instead of, “Do you
speak Irish!" an elder might ask, “Do you have the
Gaelic!” Yeah, it’s weird to hear ‘em talk like that at
first, but it's natural after a while, and you might start
picking it up yourself.

Garou: The Garou tongue is used in many caerns as
a common tongue. More septs have started holding
moots using the Garou tongue as so many caerns are
now shared by members of several tribes.

The Fianna gave the Garou many of the words in the
Garou tongue, such as airt and caern. We call the Garou
tongue Amharm (pronounced ah-run), which is Irish
Gaelic for “song.” Some other Garou have adopted this
term, but most use the traditional name, which is more
wolt howl than word, and means “speak.”

Wolf: The most ancient songs of the Fianna are sung
in the wolf tongue. A few older septs use the wolf rongue
for traditional reasons, claiming it's the purest all lan-
guages.
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Accept an Honorable
Surrenoer

There are too few Garou left, and each one we lose is another
the Wyrm doesn't have to fight. This part of the Litany is
especially important to us, because we have so long made a habit
fighting amongst ourselves. [t'sanancient Celtic tradition. To
compensate, not only do we accept surrender, but we treatour

vanquished foe as honored guests. We tell many stories of

lasting friendships that came from fights. Alsoremember, there
isnoshame in surrender. Fight the good fight, but if you lose, do
it with dignity, and buy the victor a round at the board.

Submission €to Those
of Higher Station

We'vealwaysrespected our leaders. If youwon't give the other

members of your sept — your leaders and peers alike — the

respect they're due, then youdon't deserve theirrespect. It'sthat
simple. But remember, nobody’sabove a good jibe now and then.

The Firs€t Share of

the Kill for €the
Greatest in Station

Now. | know [ said earlier that we Fianna have a tradition
of giving the first part of the kill to the slayer. But you can
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expect a good beating if you tear in to your kill without
waiting for your elders to offer it to you. Pups who don’t show
proper respect for their elders grow up with tattered ears.

Ye Shall Not Eat
the Flesh of Humans

We are human and wolf. Both are our Kinfolk. We don'teat
our own flesh, and we don't eat theirs, either. To eat the flesh
of a human or a wolf is a sign of madness and Wyrm taint, and
it tastes lousy besides — at least, that’s what I've heard.

Respect for Those
Beneath Ye - All
are of Gaia

Everything is part of a cycle. Spring turns to summer, and
summer turns to winter. We grow old. We die. All that matters
are our deeds and how othersremember us. lf youspend your time
cuffing cubs and puffing yourself up, then when those cubs meet
: oy . - ¥ " - .
in a Council of Song, and you're a pile of moldering bones, you
won't be remembered well. And who'll toast you at your wake!




The Veil Shall Not
be Lifted

Unlike many tribes, we're fairly open with our Kinfolk.
Nonetheless, we've seen too many caerns destroyed or
desecrated by archaeologists and historians. If anyone finds

out about werewolves, then it's over for us. Just as the wolf

was hunted from the Isles, so will humans hunt us across the
globe. And then Gaia will have no defenders. If you violate
this part of the Litany, your own packmates will tear out your
throat.

Do Not Suffer Thy
People €to Teno Thy
Sickness

There's a time for everything, and when a warrior's too
old to serve his tribe, then it's time for him to return to the
Well of Life. It’s better to die in battle, fighting for some-
thing you believe in, than to rot slowly into a shameful grave.
Most of our heroes head into the Umbra when their time
comes. Perhaps you will as well.

The Leader May Be
Challenged at Any
Time During Peace

We believe that strong leaders make a strong tribe. No
one can become leader without winning a challenge. In
peacetime, any member of the tribe may challenge the
leader. But I'll warn you right now: Garou who spend their
time making challenges instead of winning renown don't
stay leaders for long, even if they do manage to win a
challenge or two.

The Leader May
No€ Be Challengeo
During Wartime

In rime of war, no pack may stand divided and yet triumph
over the Wyrm. This part of the Litany is critical. We don'’t
have time to settle affairs among ourselves when we're busy
settling them with our enemies, If something happens to our
Righ, then the Tanaiste takes over, so that in wartime at
least, our prowess is not hampered by the loss of our leader

38 Fianna

//ﬂ".-—_'_.l__.—w




Ye Shall Take No
Action That Causes
a Caern €o Be

Violateo

It is the sacred duty of every Fianna to protect the land.
Caerns are the most hallowed places of Gaia, and we must be
willing to give our lives to protect them. Never allow a caern
to be violated, through action or inaction. You'd just as soon
piss in your beer. Again, should you betray a caern, your
brothers and sisters will slay you as you stand.

Leadership

ur system of leadership is based on ancient
rraditions. A Righ, or warleader, commands
each sept. Each Righ has a Council of Song
made up of Philodox and Galliards who
.7 speak to her of the ancient legends and
advise her on important matters. Members of
the Council of Song serve as the officers of a sept, and the
Council organizes rites and moots.

Righs lead their septs, but the Righs in turn recognize the
watleaders of more powerful septs as their betters. This spiral
of leadership continues up to the most important sept at
Tara, which is led by the Ar-Righ, nominally the leader of
the entire tribe. However, his claim doesn’t carry much
weight outside Ireland anymore.

All Righs,
select a Taniaste. If the Righ falls, then the Taniaste serves
as her successor, if she can pass the tests of the Council of
Song. This prevents conflicts within a sept during time of
war. Sometimes, the Taniaste of one sept is Righ of a smaller
sept.

with the approval of their Council of Song,

A new Righ must pass a number of arduous tests, both
mental and physical. He must prove himself to be in the peak
of physical health. He must know the Silver Record and the
legends of our tribe. He must be quick-witted to jest and
answer riddles. He must endure pain and show strength and
speed enough to defeat the mightiest enemies. We test our
leaders to make sure that they are the best among us —
strong, quick and wise — and capable of protecting the sept.

Fostering

hen a young cub comes to the
attention of the seprt, he is fos-
tered to an older Garou. In an-
cient times, fostering occurred
between different septs. While
this is still the case in some areas,
most fostering today happens within a single sept. The
fostered cub refers to her surrogate parent as aunt or uncle.

Fostering is an ancient Celtic practice, and it lives on in
the Fianna traditions of the uncle. The uncle has a respon-

sibility to the tribe to make certain that the young Garou
grows up well and honors his pack and sept. The behavior of
the young Garou reflects on her uncle — her Honor affects
his renown. For all practical purposes, the tribe sees the
young Garou as the child of her uncle.

The uncle must do his best to strengthen and reach the
voung Fianna, so that the young one will become an asset to
the tribe. But the young Garou is not required or expected to
return the good done to her by her uncle; instead, she is
expected to give of herself to the next generation.

A fosterling’s uncle is usually the cub's closest blood
relative at the sept. If a cub has no blood relatives, then the
Council of Song chooses an uncle. Most Fianna consider it
an honor to be asked to foster a cub. Elders who have never
fostered a cub are not as respected as those who have.

Metis cubs are rarely fostered. Instead, they are solely the
responsibility of their blood parents. If a metis’ parents fail to
care for their child, we send the cub to a caern of the
Children of Gaia.

The Apocalypse

hese are the last 'Ll.rl"l.h [t is the Time
of the Wyrm. With each day that
passes, the Apmcal}-'pmf draws closer.
Unlike many tribes, we don't look on
the Apocalypse as the end of the world
or even the end of the Garou.

In all of our legends and myths there are cycles; cycles of
life and cycles of death. The Apocalypse is just the end of one
cycle and the beginning of another. Gaia will not die as long
as one Garou can raise a claw in her defense. It is like the
death of the Stag. When the Stag dies, he gives up his blood
to renew the world. So, then, the blood of the Garou who fall
in the Final Days will renew the spirit of the world.

The Wyrm cannot destroy us as long as we have hope in
our hearts. The key to surviving the Apocalypse is to prepare
ourselves and believe in our hearts that we will triumph.
This is why we celebrate life — in revels, in dance and in
song — because we know that we must keep our spirits
strong. As our lerltw stay strong, sO do we Hln.iw{lh. n the
spirit of Gaia.

When the final hour draws nigh, our fallen ancestors -
Garou and Kinfolk — will rise from the land. Lugh, who slew
Balor, will return. The banner of King Arthur will fly again.
The warriors of legend will join with us at the last battle
against the Wyrm. With our ancestors at our side, we cannot
fail. We’'ll all sing and dance over the corpse of the Wyrm.
For Auld Lang Synge.

Do not fear the Apocalypse. Prepare yourself, and live
every moment to the fullest. When the end comes, with it
comes a new beginning.

May you have warm words on a cold evening, a full moon on
a dark night, and a smooth road all the way to your door.

— Irish roast
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My Lord, this is our first offense but not our last. If you will
be easy with us this once, we promise, on our word, as gentlemen,
to try to do better next time, and next time — sure we won't be
fools to get caught.

— attributed to the [rish prisoner Thomas Meagher,
future governor of Montana, before he was sentenced to
transportation for treason against the British crown

the beginning of time. We wandered
across Europe from Greece — maybe
even India, some say — before we got to
Britannia and Erin. Some of our people
kept traveling. We've spread across the globe
with the British Empire. We've gone for different reasons.
Some went for glory, others to serve our sentences, others

because of wanderlust, but most for the hopes and dreams of

a better life. Everywhere our Kin have traveled, we've
followed.

Where are
the Fianna?

Irelano

‘.'5!1' n a land so beautiful
(.%"‘J You just can’t ever leave
\/“"'—' Like a lover, she's so wonderful
N [/ .
q But she only makes you grieve
— Grayson Hughes, “Hard Life"

Most Fianna consider Ireland their true home.

B 1 The history and magic of the land is in every tree
#(:\J and every river. Fianna around the world know
& ko that when they set foot on Irish soil, they've
come home. There's not a hill or plain or bog in Ireland that
isn't part of a Fianna bawn.
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The Dying Times |

[n the past, forests blanketed the British Isles. As the
number of humans on the islands increased, they cut
the forests down to build houses, roads and ships. These
forests were the homes of many creatures, including the
great Irish deer and the wolves.

As the woods vanished, so did the animals. Shep-
herds, farmers and noblemen alike hunted and killed
the wolves. They used the Irish wolfhound to help
exterminate our wolf brothers. We protected our hu-

man flocks, but could not save the wolf packs.

To this day, we aid wolves wherever possible. A
number of Fianna have traveled to Alaska to try to stop
the shooting of wolves from the air. Other members of
our tribe work with the Red Talons to guard wolf
populations around the world. Many Fianna work with
environmental organizations to stop the slaughrer of
wolves and defend Gaia through peaceful means.

Wales

The wolves of Wales, the Dryn a drowd yn flaidd, are a
strange branch of the Fianna. Descended from Cymric
Kinfolk, they keep to themselves, fighting their own battles
against the Black Spiral Dancers and the Weaver. Some say
the Welsh Garou have a bit too much faerie blood in their
veins for their own good.

The Dryn a drowd yn flaidd have strong ties to the
Brotherhood of Herne, and they tend ro side with the British
Fianna against the Irish in most disputes. Many Welsh
Galliards feel the Irish abandoned them during the Roman
invasion, and they haven’t forgiven them vyet.

Scotlano

The Scottish Fianna are some of the toughest Garou who
have ever lived. Descended from the wolves and Irish Fianna
who took the Pictlands from the Black Spirals, with a heavy
mix of Irish workers who came to work in the mills, the
Scottish Fianna have potent blood and powerful traditions.
Rivalries between Scottish Garou tend to form along a line
north and south of the Firth.

Scottish Fianna are renowned for their swordsmanship and
fetish smithing. One of the greatest heroes of the Scottish
Fianna 1s William Wallace, who, with Robert the Bruce,
rebelled against the English crown and liberated Scotland.

They're a very clannish folk, and get along better with the
Get of Fenris than the rest of us. The Get found out early on
that you just don't piss a Scot off.

Englano

The English Fianna are the wealthiest and most influential
members of our tribe. Theyall have relations to old families, and
many have bred with Silver Fang Kin. Theyalsoare some of the

most fervent hunters of the Wyrm. Members of the Brother-
hood of Herne, the dominant English Fianna camp, have
tracked the Wyrm to the far edges of the earth.

The United S€tates

There may be as many Fianna in the United States as in
the United Kingdom. Since the 1800s, many Kin have
migrated to the United States in hope of a better life, and the
Fianna have gone with them. Most European Fianna think
of the Americans as poor cousins who don’t understand their
own history and legends. However, the American Fianna
have shown strengths of their own.

They actually have a more romantic view of our history
than many Irish Fianna, and have taught them a thing or two
when it comes to songs about longing for Erin. Not a dry eye
in the house, if you know what [ mean.

Few Garou have gotten along so well with their fellow
tribes as the New World Fianna. The American Fianna have
strong alliances with the Bone Gnawers. They usually cel-
ebrate Super Bowl Sunday — the biggest American feast day
of the year — together, and share the general American love
of sport. Oh, yeah, we’ve gotten into scraps with them over
it — | mean, who hasn’t tumbled for their team? But we've
come out pals in the end.

Boston,
Massachusetts

This city in the northeastern United States has become a
center for Fianna activity. It's no accident that some of the
best microbreweries on the continent started in the area.
Several Boston pubs are fronts for Fianna meeting sites. It's
rumored that one even stands above a caern where everyone
knows your name. Most of the Fianna around Boston are
proud of their Irish descent. They tend to support the
Grandchildren of Fionn and more than a few have done
their part to aid in the Troubles. Very little goes on in Boston
that doesn't come to the attention of the Fianna. In fact, one
tale suggests that the vampire lords of Boston were Fey-
struck and driven mad when they tried to attack the Garou.

Australia

The Australian Fianna have little liking for the Silver
Fangs and their English cousins, who they feel condemned
their ancestors. They've adapted well to the land down
under, and the Dreamtime has shown their Galliards and
Theurges many mysteries.

The Cont€tinent

Ifawerewolf travels toall the caerns in Europe, he'll discover
anumber of Fianna who seem very different from their relarives
in the United Kingdom and Ireland, These are the descendants
of the Whispering Rovers and earlier Celtic peoples. Some of
them are sodifferent that they can barely be considered Fianna,
but instead belong to their own unique cultures.




The Rest of the
Worlo

Wherever there was a British colony, there are Fianna
today. Cyprus, India, Canada, South Africa, Zimbabwe,
Belize and many, many other countries are inhabited by
Fianna. These Fianna have very different perspectives from
those who live on the Isles, but they still share the Fianna
heritage and remember their past lives.

Beyono the Worlo

Many Fianna travel to our Umbral homeland, a reposi-
tory of Celtic spirit, where they find renewal. A pack of
Tuatha de Fionn have even established a permanent caern
there, But the most important part of the Umbra for the
Fianna is the Arcadia Gateway.

Arcaodia Gateway

Protected by strange twisting Moon Paths, the Arcadia
Gateway is an Umbral Realm that contains the gate to the
land of the Fey. The faeries hold two ancient castles in their
realm, the bright castle of Lord Lysander of the Seelie Court,
and a dark castle rumored to be controlled by an exiled faerie
princess of the Unseelie court. Most of the realm is a thick
forest, where pixies and brownies play tricks on any who
enter, We believe the Gateway holds many secrets about the
Fey and our own Fey-natures.

A¢eticuoes Towaro
Othen Tribes

ell, wearen't the only Garouin the
world, thank Gaia. We get along
betrer than most with the other
tribes. Ifonly we could getalongas
wellamongst ourselves. Generally,
if you meet someone, give her the

benefitof the doubt. If she does well by you, do well by her. And

if she screws you over, make sure she can’t do it again.

Black Furies

The Furies have a lot of the right attitudes about things,
but there are more than a few messed-up lassies in that
bunch. They're tough — that you have to admire — and
they keep the worship of the Mother alive, but it doesn’t take
much to know that men and women both have their own
types of magic, and one without the other can't do half as
much as they can together.

Fellas who want to dance with a Fury — and many get that
thought in their head — ought to do so with caution, or else
they're liable to go missing their manhood.

-

Bone Gnawenrs

Let me tell you something: these blokes have a bad rap
they just don't deserve. They understand loyalty and friend-
ship as well as we do, and somehow — I don't pretend to
understand it — they manage to find Gaia even in the heart

of the Weaver.

Let me tell you this: you know what the best thing is about
cities? You can almost always find a Gnawer around when you
need one. Make friends with the Bone Gnawers, and you'll
never need fear entering even the worst urban wasreland.

Chiloren of Gaia

Peace-loving, wonderful mates, they understand what
love is about, although they can take it a bit too far. Their
problem is that they're a bit too nice. | mean, if it smells like
a snake, looks like a snake, and sounds like a snake, you don't
reach down to pet it — you bash its head in right good. Then
you bloody well can look at it.

The Children of Gaia aren’t willing to fight with fire,
unless you can get them riled up. Still, we try and look out
for them, ‘cause we'd rather drink with them than with the
damn Get. But they don’t always get a good ethnic joke.

Get of Fenris

Speaking of the Get, did you know they once called
themselves the Cubs of Fenris? We named them the Get
cause they weren’t worthy of anything else. ‘Course, they
liked thar better, sick sado-masochistic macho Nazi lot. |
mean, there just isn't much worse than the Gert.

We have a lot of history with them, and you can some-
times find one or two worth sitting down and drinking with,
for they do know how to drink, and some few can even tell
a good story. One Get by himself may be okay, but together
they're a nasty lot. And they think the harp is a sissy
instrument — screw ‘em. They can't grasp beauty.

One of the Get once told me that the best way to die is to
leap down the throat of the enemy and choke the Wyrm-
beastie. Well, if any of them want to volunteer, I'll be glad
to help stuff ‘em in. That way we can be rid of the Wyrm and

the Get at once, and the world’ll be a much nicer place.

Glass Walkenrs

Here's another that we're better off without. Most Glass
Walkers are into crime or anything else that makes a profit.
Big business never did us any favors, and the Glass Walkers’
sense of capitalism and love of cities is something [ don't
think we'll ever understand...

As far as crime goes, well, some may not be proud of it, but
our Kin and more than a few Fianna packs have set up their
own criminal organizations.
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Reo Talons

These wolves need ro lichten up. Killine people won't solve
g I g peoj

anything, it'll just stain the soil with more innocent blood. Gaia
knows all our claws have more than enough blood on them. You
have tofeel sorry for the Talons, though. They've lost everything
they believed in. [fwe lost all our Kin, well, we don't have to look
any farther than the Eire Fundamentalists to see what could
happen. For the Talons, the Apocalypse has already come.

Shadoow LoroOs

These tight-arses tried to take over Europe during the
Dark Ages. And you know what! They fell flat on their faces.
The Shadow Lords are no more than a bunch of irritating
whelps. If the Silver Fangs or anyone else ever ask us to help
put them in their place, we’ll be more than happy to oblige.

Silen€t Strioers

A strange lot, the Striders... The Rovers like them, and
I've been to a few parties where they dropped in all myste-
rious and unannounced. Some of ‘em are like the gypsies,
and they're worth sharing a good drink with. Keep an eye on
your things, though. Some Striders are just weird. It's hard
to explain. They ask a lot of questions and keep trying to
look into old burial mounds. The secret to the Striders is
keep on their good side — and keep your good eye on them.

Silver Fangs

The poor Silver Fangs, you've got to wonder how they
managed to survive all these years. Some say they are all just
prematurely gray. The Mother knows I'd go bald if | were one of
them, what with the other tribes looking to me for help or
resenting the hell out of me. Some are more than a bit mad, but
[ wonder sometimes. . . ['ve spoken to many who seemed a bit off,
and it bothers me. [ don't think it’s just thin blood. Anyhow,
they know their history, respect our knowledge of the Silver
Record, and make wonderful drunks if you can get them to rake
off those pompous stuffed shirts of theirs.

Stargazers

The Stargazers are afunny set of blokes. They practice their
asceticismand look for the world outside, when all the time life
surrounds them, waiting for them to experience it. But theyare
reliable sorts, with unusual wisdom and experience. Like usand
the Fangs, they are aware of history, although their view of the
cycles of life doesn’t always mesh with our own. Get them to

loosen up, and pay attention to what [h:_"?' say.

Uk€ena

Creepy fellas, the Uktena. Constantly puttering around
in magical things that any smart wolf should keep his snout
clear of. They seem jealous of our relationship with the Fey,
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and you know they'd love to learn the secrets of our Gifts.
We have a lot in common with them, though. Both our
peoples have suffered oppression, and we've both lost a
brother tribe. They could be strong allies against the Black
Spiral Dancers.

Wenoigo

Well, if they want to fight about the New World, they
shouldn't start with us. It was conquered long before we
started coming across the ocean. We understand how they
feel — the Brits conquered Erin and have dominated her for
700 years! But, if they want to scrap, let’s do it.

Other
Shapeshifters

The Corax are our allies and our brethren. As for the rest,
we keep our distance. The Moloké are the spitting image of
the Wyrm. And no one can trust the Bastet, or anyone else
so afraid of getting dirty, for that matter.

Vampires

Few things in this world are as vile and twisted as the
Leeches. These creatures run the cities. They literally sap
the life blood from their victims. Some are a pathetic,
miserable lot, but they'll often as not tear your heart out if
you open it to them. The best way to deal with a Leech is to
shred him to pieces, and let Gaia sort out the mess.

Mages

We have strong ties to the Verbena. We shared our secrets
of spirituality and Gaia with them, and they took that

A
lv/-u-_.-

knowledge to levels beyond even the wisest Garou. They
helped us practice the Impergium through human sacrifice,
and sadly, they've gotten a poor rap for it. We consider the
Verbena among our strongest allies.

As for other mages, be wary. There are some who worship
the Weaver and its devices. Fear them. Others are pawns of
the Wyrm itself. A few seem inspired by the Fey — they're
called Marauders — but they do not care for the precious
magicks of the land. Instead, they abuse them. Many mages
covet caerns, so keep your eyes open when you're around
them. Most of their ilk are best left alone.

Whraiths

Listen, as far as ghosts go... avoid them. There are some
out there, and they have a nasty tendency to appear in front
of our leaders during times of crisis — at least that's how the
bards tell it. Be warned. Let the dead have their peace. And
if you ever hear a thin wail echo across the night, beware.
That's the call of the Banshee, and someone's going to die.

Faeries

The faeries are our distant cousins, and some of them, those
with human blood, are trapped here. They are the Changelings,
and they are in some ways like us. If you ever meet a faerie,
remember you owe him, and he owes you. Stand by and protect
them, but be warned, not all faeries are safe to be around. Beware
the Unseelie courts and their dark minions.

riverrun, past Eve and Adam’s, from swerve of shove to bend

of bay, brings us by a commodius wvicus of recirculation back to
Howth Castle and Environs.

— James Joyce, Finnegan's Wake
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,Ji he Fianna have many secrets and spe-
* D

m*{-\j cial powers unknown to other tribes.

\ g Thz-_*lrlnngtl'mhnnnﬁ and association with
i ]..' [/ other supernatural beings, such as the Fey
N —" and the Verbena, have taught them much.

Tnﬁx:l Weakness
(Optional)

An optional rule was introduced in the first Werewolf
Tribebook: tribal weaknesses. These are quirks each member of
a particular tribe possesses, usually due to the social or even
genetic nature of the tribe. Weaknesses should not always be
enforced. There are some situations where a Bone Gnawer may
not suffer a higher difficulty on Social rolls. These situations
maybe rare, but they can occur. For instance, Black Furies suffer
from inborn anger against men, but a Black Fury may not feel
anger toward a man whom she trusts.

[t is up to the Storyteller to enforce these rules when an
appropriate situation occurs in the game. After all, a player
may be unwilling to remind the Storyteller that her Uktena’s

curiosity will get her into trouble.

Appendix One: Powers
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Good they are at man-slaying,
Melodious in the ale house,
Masterly at making songs,
Skilled at playing fidchell.
— Anonymous folk rhyme, “The Hosts of Faery”

Fianna Weakness

Low Self-Control: +1 difficulty for Willpower rolls

The Fianna often find it hard to rule their passions. They
ride the emotional waves of anger, joy and melancholia.
Most find it hard to govern themselves enough to shake off
their moods.

Fianna players may roleplay this tribal weakness by hav-
ing their characters feel everything intensely, turning the
character into a frothing, boiling cauldron of emotion.

Merits ano Flaws

Voice of the Songbiro
(3 point Merit)

Fianna with this Merit possesses a beautiful voice that
haunts his listeners. On any Social rolls involving speaking
or singing, he gains one automatic success. Wildlife also
respond to his voice, and his songs will inspire most animals
to join the singing.
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Pain of the Past
(4 point Flaw)

You suffered terribly in a Past Life. Flashbacks haunt you
continually, especially when you are in pain. Whenever a
Fianna with this Flaw takes damage, he must make a Willpower
roll (difficulty 6) to avoid collapsing from Past Life flashbacks
of starvation or torture. This collapse only lasts for a turn, but on
abotch, it may last much longer. The Fianna must have the Past
Lite Background to purchase this Flaw.

Geas (1-7 point Flaw)

A Fianna may take a Geas, or prohibition, as a Flaw. If she
violates this prohibition, she loses the ability to shift forms or
suffers some other penalty, such as -1 to all combat Dice Pools
forastory. The level of the Flaw depends on how common the
Ceas is and the nature of the penalty. The players and Story-
teller should feel free to create their own Geases.

* May not enter a city (2-3 pts, depending on the
chronicle).

* May notslayafellow Garou, save for Black Spirals (2 pt.).

¢ May not harm a fellow Garou, save for Black Spirals (3-4 pt.).

Abilities

Faerie Lore
(Knowleoge)

You possess information pertaining to faeries. You know
something about the Seelie and Unseelie courts and the
great kingdom of Arcadia. You also have a good chance of
identifying faerie spirits.

s Novice: Your knowledge is largely specu-
lation and hearsay.

.o Practiced: You know some facts.

soe Competent: You possess a general knowledge

of faerie ways.

seee Expert: You possess extensive knowledge of
the Fey.
eeees  Master: You truly understand how little you

know of these creatures.
Possessed by: Faeries, Fianna, Occultists, Vampires,
Mages, Witch-Hunters
Specialties: Enchanting Music, Faerie Food, Spirit Al-
lies, Arcadia, Arcadia Gateway, Changelings

Poet’s Language

The Fianna language of kennings is used in almost all
their great songs and their Dindsechas, or place name songs.
These kennings can be used in any language, but there are
accepted conventions for using them. The Rituals Knowl-
edge is useful for composing songs using accepted kennings,
but it is Expression or Performance that determines how well
they are used.

New Fianna
ew Fi
Gifts

ire

Faerie Light (Level One) — With this Gift, a Fianna can
create awisp of ghostly light, usually white, green, or faint blue
in color. She can direct the glow to move, but the light isn’t
strong enough to illuminate more than three feet around the
Garou. Some Fianna like to use this Gift to make theireyesflash
green or blue. Ragabash love to create tricks with Faerie Light.
This Gift is taught by marsh spirits and faeries.

System: The Garou rolls Wits + Enigmas against a
difficulty of 6. The light appears anywhere the Fianna
chooses, as long as it is within line of sight. It may float slowly
at about 10 yards per turn. The Gift lasts for one turn per
success, unless a Gnosis point is spent, in which case, the
Faerie Light remains in effect for an entire scene.

* Ceridwen’s Blood (Level Two) — Blood has a power
within it. With this Gift, a Fianna can tap the life-force
within her own blood to restore a fallen ally. However, by
doing so, she must suffer the wounds she heals. This Gift is
taught by spirits allied to Stag.

System: The Garou can heal an injured target by spilling
her own blood (a small cut will do) and rolling Stamina +
Medicine against a difficulty of 8. One wound level is healed
per success. However, the Gift-user suffers a number of
wounds equal to the amount healed — she cannor soak this
damage. The Fianna can heal aggravated wounds by spend-
ing a Gnosis point, although she will only take non-aggra-
vated wounds in exchange.

* Howl of the Unseen (Level Two) — The Fianna have
strong ties to the Umbra. A member of the tribe with this
Gift may howl in the Umbra or in the Realm and have her
kenning echo on the other side of the Gauntlet. This Gift is
taught by the spirits of animals that make loud noises but
remain unseen, such as crickets and frogs.

System: The Garou must spend a Gnosis point to activate
this Gift. He may speak or howl for a full turn, and his voice
will be heard on both sides of the Gauntler. The Storyteller
is free to determine how much the Garou can say in one turn.
Consider timing the player as he speaks for five seconds (if
he speaks too fast and you can't understand what he says,
then neither can anyone listening).

® Luck of the Irish (Level Two) — This Gift gives the
Fianna a supernatural streak of luck. Mundane effects include
tinding four leaf clovers, bills lying on the sidewalk, plump
sleeping rabbits waiting to be caught for supper and minor
fortunate coincidences. This Gift is taught by a faerie spirit.

System: The Garou spends one Gnosis point. She may
then reroll any failed or botched roll. This Gift is usable only
once per scene. Other minimal, although beneficial, effects
may occur at the Storyteller’s whim.

* Warp Spasm (Level Four) — Many tales of Cuchulain
state he would glow in combat, radiating a great heat. At the
end of a battle, women would dump water over his body to
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cool him down. This Gift causes the user to radiate a
rremendous heat, igniting nearby flammable items and melt-
ing metal. The aura only works while the Fianna is in a
herserk frenzy. At the end of the frenzy, the Fianna cools oft.
This Gift is raught by Fianna ancestor spirits.

System: The Garou spends one point of Rage to activate
this Gift, after which she will automarically go into a Berserk
Frenzy. All flammable material she touches bursts into
flame. Her hand to hand attacks do two aggravated wounds
of damage in addition to regular attack damage.

* Sleep of the Hero (Level Six) — This powerful Gift has
been invoked many times in Fianna history. Whenagreat hero
(Rank 5 or higher) dies in battle, the Fianna take the body and
dedicate it to the land. This Gift forms a bond between the
Fianna and the land and the spirit of the hero. The champion’s
life returns, but he remains in adeep sleep, not toawaken until
the Apocalypse. The target must be placed somewhere in the
earth, such as a cave, or within a burial mound. During this
sleep, the hero isunaffected by the elements and does not need
tobreathe. This Gift is taught by Fianna ancestor spirits.

System: The Garou spends two points of Gnosis and rolls
Intelligence + Rituals against a difficulty of 9. If she suc-
ceeds, the life comes back into the hero and he falls into a
deep sleep, usually after having a chance to say a few last
words. If the wielder of this Gift receives five or more
successes, then the hero may awaken and return to the caern
at any time of great crisis, at the Storyteller's option.

Tuatha oe Fionn Gif€

* Sense the Unnatural (Level Three) — As the Lupus
level two Gift in Werewolf: The Apocalypse. The Tuatha
de Fionn have long delved into magic and have gained the
ability ro sense its presence.

Songkeeper Gif€

* Cairbre’s Tongue (Level Three) — This Gift was used by
the ancient songmaster Galliard Cairbre to show his people the
corruption of Breas the Beautiful. By speaking out harshly
against or satirize someone who is Wyrm-tainted, the possessor
of this Gift will cause the Wyrm-taint toappear assplotches on
his target's face, lowering the target’s Appearance. This Giftis
taught by faeries and Fianna ancestor spirits.

System: The Garou using this Gift must spend a Gnosis
point, then roll Manipulation + Performance against a ditti-
culty of the opponent’s Willpower. If the roll succeeds, and the
target is Wyrm-tainted, then she loses a point of Appearance for
every success as incriminating blotches spread across her face
and body. These marks last for a scene. If the roll fails, or the

Rites

Rite of Inspiration,
or ‘Awen’s Blessi’ngl“
(Level One Mystical)

This rite is used by a Fianna who is seeking inspiration for
a poem, song, story or any artistic endeavor. The Garou must
eat boiled pork while lying down in a dark room with his eyes
covered and a stone on his stomach. If successful, he will be
granted an idea or some solution to a problem he was facing
in his art.

Rite of €the Solstice
(Level One Caern Rite)

This moot rite must be learned to conduct a solstice rite
(at the Winter or Summer solstice). More information on
solstice moots can be found in Chapter Two.

Rite of €the Equinox
(Level One Caern Rite)

This must be learned to conduct an equinox rite (at the
Spring or Autumn cquinmx}. More information on these
equinox moots can be found in Chapter Two.

Rites of the

Changing Seasons
each Level Three
aern Rite)

Each major moot on the Fianna calendar, is distin-
guished by a specialized rite. There is a Rite of Samhain, a
Rite of Imbolc, etc. For more derails on the moots, see
Chapter Two of the Fianna Tribebook and the example of
Imbole in the Werewolf Storytellers Handbook.

Sacreod Directions

The Fianna recognize five sacred directions in their rites.
Each direction, besides having a quality associated with it,
has a part of Ireland it governs also. Fianna caerns are often
divided into representations of these areas. For example,
when the Theurges gather, it is in the western part of the
caern.

Direction Qualities Irish Province

. West Knowledge, Druidic wisdom (Theurge) Connacht
target is not Wyrm corrupted, nothing happens. Nseh War-(Ahroun) Ulster
East Money, Wealth (Ragabash)  Leinster
South Music, Song (Galliard) Munster
Center Sovereignty, Kingship (Philodox) Tara
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Fetishes

The Fianna have many legends about powerful magical
items that transcended the limits of most fetishes. Fetishes
like Excaliber, the Spear of Destiny and the Holy Grail (or
Cauldron of Life) are artifacts and cannot be purchased by
player characters; they must be found through adventure. It
is up to the Storyteller to decide whether or not these items
can be obtained and their powers within her chronicle.

Below are listed some more common, although still quite
unusual, fetishes known to the Fianna.

The Lightning Spear
Level 5, Gnosis 6
This ancient spear transforms into a bolt of lightning
when activated and thrown at an enemy. It does four dice of

aggravated damage if it hits and automatically returns to the
hand of its possessor, turning back into a solid spear.

Pipes of Terror

Level 4, Gnosis 6

This is a finely woven bag and set of well-crafted pipes.
When the bagpipes are played and successtully activated (they
do not have to played well), all Wyrm spirits within hearing
range must check their Willpower (difficulty 6) orflee in terror.

Torc of Wisdoom

Level 3, Gnosis 5

When activated, this torc increases a Garou's permanent
Willpower, Rage or Gnosis (choose only one) by one point
(one dot on the character sheet) until the end of the scene.
Multiple torcs do not have cumulative effects.

Knotwork

The Fianna have created many types of knots for binding
spirits. Each of these knots can hold a different type of spirit
(for a look at the vast array of Celtic knotwork, visit a library
or bookstore). If a Garou botches when activating the
knotwork, the knot unravels and the spirit is freed.

Knot of Protection

Level 3, Gnosis 7

When activated, this knot automatically soaks the first
wound level of damage taken by a Fianna in any given turn.
This knot contains a turtle or stone spirit.

Tat€oos

Much like Knotwork, Fianna may give themselves tat-
toos of woad and bind spirits within them.

Tattoo of Protection

Level 3, Gnosis 7

See Knot of Protection, above. If the Garou botches her
activation roll, the tattoo flares and vanishes from her skin.

Talens

The Fianna have learned many lessons about magic and
spirit. They can tap into the power of the land to create
numerous talens.

Brews are the most common talens among the Fianna.
Here are a few of the more popular Fianna draughts.

Gaia’s Best

Gnosis 7

The absolute peak of Fianna brewing. Only a master brewer
can make Gaia's Best. The ingredients are kept secret, and an
apprentice brewer must pass many arduous tests before she
learns the ancient methods of brewing. All that most Fianna
know is that it takes years of work to make Gaia's Best.

The drinker must make a Stamina roll against the Gnosis of
the brew. If he fails, he immediately falls into a deep sleep, filled
with wonderful dreams of happy childhood memories and faeries.

[f he botches, he stays asleep for a full day and doesn’t rise
under any circumstances.

If the drinker succeeds, he regains all his Willpower and
Rage points, and becomes very happy. All his physical
attributes rise by one for the next 24 hours. The effects of
multiple draughts of Gaia's Best aren’t cumulative. In any
event, a few mouthfuls of this will send even the most hardy
Ahroun reeling, regardless of her Stamina.

Unicorn’s Milk

Gnosis 6

This drink is passed around during tense meetings to help
the assembly relax. The drinker must make a Willpower roll
against the Unosis of the drink. If the drinker is successful,
this elixir raises the difficulties of all Rage rolls by two.

If a drinker fails his roll, he loses a Rage point. If he
botches, then he loses all but one of his Rage points, and he
becomes a happy, philosophical drunk. The Fianna refer to
this state as being comfortably numb.

In order to make Unicorn’s Milk, the brewer must find a
piece of hair from a unicorn’s mane, usually gotten by
traveling to the Children of Gaia homeland.

Faerie Fyre

Gnosis 7

This drink is especially favored by Fianna, because it gives
a hot rush and makes the eyes of the drinker glow slightly.

A Garou who drinks Faerie Fyre must make a Willpower
roll against the Gnosis of the draught. Failure means thar all
Willpower rolls increase in difficulty by one (+2 if the
Storyteller is using the Fianna Tribal Weakness; see above).
A botch means the drinker gets completely drunk and wild,
acting on her basic passions, completely uninhibited. Faerie
Fyre is called Wyld Wine by some Fianna.
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War Whiskey

Gnosis 6

War whiskey is a harsh drink that explodes in the throat
and burns all the way down. Some Fianna packs like to take
a few shots before battle.

The imbiber rolls Willpower against the Gnosis of the
drink. If successful, she can ignore the first wound level of
damage she suffers in combat. If she fails the roll, then all
Rage roll difficulties are reduced by one for the rest of the
scene. If she botches, then she frenzies immediately.

Totems

Totem of Respect
Lion

(see also Werewolf Player’s Guide, pg. 130)

Background Cost: 4

Proud and strong, Lion is the master of all he surveys,
remaining ever vigilant of the Wyrm. He is the beast of
Lugh, the slayer of Balor. Lion seeks vengeance on those who
slew his children, and he saves a special anger for the Black
Spirals who turned from him. Children of the Lion are
especially hated by Black Spiral Dancers, but they are liked
by the Bastet, most Fianna and Silver Fangs.

Traits: Lion’s packs gain three points of Honor and
Animal Ken 3. They also receive -1 to their difficulties when
impressing elders.

Ban: Children of the Lion must protect helpless animals
from danger.

Totems of War
Boar

Background Cost: 5

The savage and powerful boar is feared by many hunters.
With its ferocity and anger, it will fight long after weaker
warriors fall in battle. Many combative young packs chose
Boar as their totem.

Traits: Boar gives his Children an extra point of Stamina
and Brawl 2.

Ban: Children of Boar must never hunt or eat boars.

Herne the Hunter
Background Cost: 4

Herne is the horned master of the hunt. He stalks the
Wyrm across the land and unleashes his packs to destroy it.
Herne is the favored totem of many British Fianna, who see
him as an aggressive version of Stag.

Traits: Herne gives his Children an extra point of Stealth
and Survival and the Gift Sense Wyrm.

Ban: Herne's packs must always attack minions of the
Wyrm, no matter what the odds.

Totems of Wisoom

The American
Dream

Background Cost: 8

Only those born in the 1950s or 1960s can become Children
of the American Dream. Prior to the ‘50s, the Dream was not
strong enough to mark children asitsown, and after the ‘60s, the
A child of the
American Dream gains the following benefits: so long as he is
in the United States of America, he never becomes lost. In
addition, even if he is abroad, Americans make an extra effort
to help him. The Storyteller may have Ma and Pa America
show up just as the character is about to be thrown in jail, pay
his bail, and give him money to buy a bus ticket back home.
Difficulties involving interactions with public officials, govern-
ment officials, or police — anyone who has sworn an oath to
uphold and defend the Constitution of the United States of

American Dream lost much of its power .

America— are decreased by three.

The downside to this totem is that devotees must make a
Stamina + Survival roll (difficulty 7) each month to avoid
becoming instantly addicted to something of the Storyteller’s
choosing (television, beer, cigarettes, etc.). Theyalso beginto
adopt aswaggering demeanor, tell other people what rodo, and
often cheat at cards, taxes and games. Ifadevotee ever leaves the
U.S., thiseffect increases, and a Child of the American Dream
living overseas only requires three successes to frenzy.

American Fianna, as well as Silver Fangs, Glass Walkers
and Bone Gnawers receive five points of Honor renown
when they ally with this totem. Non-American Garou,
especially Silver Fangs, Black Furies and Shadow Lords, lose
three points of Honor for making such an alliance, and will
be marked by their own tribes as potential problems.

Many Fianna who came to the U.S. shared the Bone Gnawer
tribe’s vision of the American Dream. They believed in hope
and opportunity, a chance to better themselves and their
station. There are stilla large number of American Fianna packs
who still place their faith in the American Dream.

Merlin

Background Cost: 5

A merlin is a small bird of prey, a miniature hawk. Sharp-
witted and dangerous, Merlin knows many secrets. Merlin
understands magic, and, despite her small size, Merlin hunts
the Wyrm with enormous ferocity and courage.

Traits: Merlin gives her children an extra point of Oc-
cult, Rituals, Enigmas and Primal-Urge.

Ban: Merlin commands her packs never todestroy knowledge.

Rooster

Background Cost: 3

The loud, echoing crow of the Rooster announces the
sunrise and warns of the coming of the Wyrm. He watches
for danger and uses his bright plumage to scare off threats.
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Rooster is a proud totem, though his reputation suffers
because most Garou only think of him as a barnyard animal.
He is more popular among British and continental Fianna.
Gifts: Rooster gives all his Children the Gift Sense Wyrm.
Ban: None of his children may eat domesticated animals.

Fianna Renown
Rules (Optional)

Honor

The Celts have long held that the status of the individual
reflects on the status of the group. If a Fianna gains or loses
3 or more temporary points of Honor, then her Fianna
packmates may also gain or lose a point of Honor. This gives
Fianna characters lots of reasons to make sure every member
of the group stays honorable.

Wisoom

Fianna who learn the Faerie Lore Knowledge (see above),
or who discover something of significance to the Silver
Record, may gain an extra point of Wisdom renown in
addition to any other awards, at the Storyteller’s discretion.

Legenos o
fhg Flcmncf

To learn more about the legends of the Fianna, go to your
local library. There are several sources of Celtic legends

which, with a little adaptation, can easily become true tales
of the Fianna. Remember, each Fianna sept tells the stories
a bit differently. Feel free to make your own interpretations.
The history presented in this book takes liberties with Celtic
myth to work it into the World of Darkness. Here are some
of the oldest sources for Celtic myths:

Irish Sources

There are three main Irish cycles of legends. The first is
the epic of the Tuatha De Danaan (the people of the goddess
Dana), which is part of the Book of Invasions or the Book of
Congquests. It describes the invasions of Ireland by different
peoples and includes a different version of the Fomori Wars
than that presented in this book.

The second cycle focuses on Cuchulain. It describes his
life, including his tutelage by the warrior woman Scathatch
and his love for Emer. His legend provides a great deal of
useful material for Werewolf chronicles. Part of this cycle is
covered in the Tain Bo Cuailnge, or the Cattle-Raid of Cooley.

To the Fianna, the most important cycle of legends is the
Fenian cycle, which details the life of Fionn mac Cumhail.
In this legend, Fionn, an Irish king, gathers together a band
of warriors known as the Fianna.

Welsh Sources

The Mabinogion contains many stories from Welsh legend
and myth. This includes some early tales of King Arthur. [t
is the best source of Welsh mythology, although it was
written in the Middle Ages, although some of the tales can
he traced to Roman times or earlier.




O warlike man, rise that you might be great.
— “The Wasting Sickness of Cuchulain”

he Fianna share a common Celtic heritage, whether they are Irish, Scottish or Welsh. But they have
split into all types of camps and individuals: modern Druids, street punks, aristocrats, vagabonds and
gangsters. Here are five ready-to-play character templates.
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Rovuing
Ragabash

Quote: If | haven't been there, it ain’t there.

Prelude: Both your parents died when you were
young. After you went through a series of guardians and
finally got access to your trust fund, life was going
nowhere. You traveled around the world, looking for
excitement, adventure, spontaneity, but nothing kept
your attention. You had passions, but no goals. Then
you had your First Change. You stopped exploring and
started running. Luckily, you met a young man with
bright green eyes who explained the Fianna to you.
Overnight, you changed from a little girl with too much
money to a woman with goals and a reason for living.

Concept: You still jetset and love to travel, and you
enjoy bankrolling your pack’s vacations. You leave the
investments to the accountants; you dedicate yourself
to whatever cause seems best at the time. You want
desperately to explore all of creation, and you
have a tendency to poke your nose where it
doesn’t belong. Some might consider your 7§
attitude toward life hedonistic, but you know i B
that most people are afraid to really live. \
You've seen almost everything, and you still ! i \
want to see more. Life is short, and there’s too
much time spent fighting the Wyrm not to =\
have a good time while you can. b e

Roleplaying Hints: You are well-versed in | '
all sorts of trivia. You know just enough to get
yourself in trouble, but that's fun, isn’tit! You
love to spend money on people you care
about, but not if it makes them feel uncom-
tortable. You've had lots of acquaintances,
but few friends in your life. Your
packmates are very dear to you, and you'd
do almost anything for them.

Equipment: Cellular phone, yacht,
credit cards galore, lots of clothes
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Name: Breed: Homid Pack Name:

Player: Auspice: Ragabash Pack Totem:

Chronicle: Ca/mj Whispering Rover Concept: Roving Ragabash
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Fey-Struck
Garou

Quote: They are among us, my brothers and sisters. We
must join their dances with our songs.

[T
=
Ji
g .

2 etk
Prelude: You still remember the first time you saw _—c H"‘ﬂfiﬁ%—fﬁ" R
the lights bobbing in the forest. You were angry when
everyone told you that you had a wonderful imagina-
tion, but didn't believe you, so one night, you snuck out

on your own.

Ty,

You discovered something wonderful: you saw the
Fey. At least, you're sure you did. They were entrancing
and frightening all at once. Somehow, you fell asleep in
the woods. The next day, when your parents found you,
they weren't amused. They didn’t even notice the
circle of mushrooms. You never saw the lights again as
a child, except in your dreams. You always dreamed
about them. You even dreamed about distant Arcadia,
land of the Fey.

Still, you kept waiting for the magic to come
back. Finally, as you entered your teenage years,
you saw the lights again. You snuck out again,
and unlike when you were little, you had a
key to get back inside. Except this time,
instead of faeries in the woods, there
were huge wolves.

Concept: You are a perpetual
dreamer. When you look around,
you notice things others don't,
like the shapes of sky berween the
leaves of the trees. You've been to
the Arcadia Gateway once, and you
long to go back again. You want to be Peter 'R
Pan and never ever grow up. However, you
aren't completely impractical. The magic of the
Fey will also give the land and your pack the
power to defeat the Wyrm and the Weaver. At least,
you believe it will.

Roleplaying Hints: You only pay attention about
half the time when people talk to you. Usually some-
thing important is on your mind. You look for the
magic hidden everywhere in the world, and you
assume magical, faerie reasons for things a bit too
often. You are spontaneous and outspoken. [y -

Equipment: Four leaf clover (for luck), map of il
local ley lines, tattered copy of A Midsummer Night's {i#
Dream.

:




Z)

C__Jﬁ;l Y

Name: Breed: Homid Pack Name:
Player: Auspice: Theurge Pack Totem:

Chronicle: Camp: Tuatha de Fionn Concept: Fey-Struck Garou
e = o= AL ST M
% Attributes st
A Physical Social Wlental
Strength ®@0000 Charisma Y'Y Tols Perception ®9000
Dexterity 0000 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000
Stamina @0000 Appearance 00000 Wits @0000
| - /j b 1 n-a-,/é\‘-w
== s
A [ :izt:es
Talents ills Knowledges
Alertness ®@9000 Animal Ken ®0000 Computer 00000
Athletics ®@0000 Drive 00000 Enigmas Y1118
Brawl 0000 Etiquette 00000 ln\FEStigﬂtinn 0000
Dodge e0000  Firearms 00000  Law 00000
Empathy 00000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics ®9000
Expression ®0000 Melee 00000 Medicine 00000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 0000 Occule ®9000
Primal-Urge 00000  Repair ooooo  [Tolitics 00000
Streetwise 00000 Stealth 00000 Rituals 00000
S‘Ubterfl.'lge 00000 SLlr‘Li‘v'Ell 0000 SCIE“E‘E 00000
cﬂﬂckgraunbs Gifts Gifts
Fast L 00000 Fersuasion

Rite of the Gua&tm@ otone ¢ 0000 Spirit Speech
Rite of Talisman Dedication 0000~ Faerie Light

00000
00000
i-muif:ﬁ;ﬂﬁau-lunit-n-u.l-u-n-nu.uu..!&g;-i-n.r-
il (R0 QYD 1) b S R mmmirar  sraremememt ? [ ] et
Glory Bruised O
I%GEQ]UOODOT%IQ' ® ® OO0 0O0O0O0O0O0 Hulr{ _]|:|
N Injured 9 [
onor il 1 -_-éd-ur
0000000000 ? Grosis E;jﬂejed 2 g
mimiw ©000000000 | e
idom Crippled 5
E’l h ﬁ lg_l [Q| 1% |Q| 00 O Incapacitated [l
= TWillpower ==ssrs ~Weakness wtboine

+1 DIFFICULTY FOR
_. WILLPOWER ROLLS

Atteibutes: 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)

W-——-—_.‘-—-——.—y




H

AR

N

AN, .

Black Rose

Quote: Centuries of suffering make a tribe strong. Even
the Wyrm cannot make us endure anything we have not
already survived.

Prelude: You are the child of a Fianna and another
Garou. A few members of the sept tease you and say that
your father was a Bone Gnawer. You don’t really care.
You know your mother and father loved each other,
and your mother loves you. She taught you the Litany
and the Silver Record. She taught you the names of
things, and most importantly, she taught you how to

sing and howl. Your deformity haunts you every day,
although you've learned to compensate. You are

blind.

Concept: You have a strong sense of who you are
and where you come from, and powerful Past Lives.
Your blindness makes a fun joke. This way, you

can't see all the suffering in the world. You travel

and sing like many Songkeepers, and you cling to

the hope that one day, like your mother, you’ll truly

fall in love. Your favorite story is that of Cuchulain
and Emer.

Roleplaying Hints: You carry yourself with confi-
dence, probably to hide your insecurity about being a
blind metis. You love being a Songkeeper. You find a
beauty in songs and poetry that nothing can take away.

Special: Due to your blindness, you automatically
fail all rolls involving vision. You often use your wolf
senses to compensate, and the Storyteller may allow
you to make smell rolls (Perception + Primal-Urge)
even when you are in Homid form. Note: the character
sheet lists the Blindness Flaw from the Werewolf
Players Guide.

Equipment: Flute, rose-colored glasses
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Warrior’s
Inspiration

Quote: If you need to know why you fight, I've got plenty
of answers.

Prelude: You grew up in a rough neighborhood. The
people around you were poor and disillusioned. You
knew orphans, and you fell asleep to the sounds of
gunfire. The world was a bleak, unforgiving place.

Then the Fianna kidnapped you. You were free. A
new world opened up for you, although you resisted at
first. Still, there was a magic in the world and some-
thing lasting. There were stories of battles and the
eternal struggle against the Wyrm. You listened
with open ears as the Galliards described ancient
wars and love stories and recited epic poetry.
You tried to hold everything in your
memory, but you don't remember the de-
tails of most of the tales. However, youdo
remember the spirit of what you've been
told. If you can recapture your brutal-

ized childhood spirit, then those
- i
around you can find the strength to ~ / f
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relive those legends. Youdon'tjust ¢ | Il
want to hear stories of honor and /’ Tige \
glory. You want to live them. ¥ G \

1 T ;W. 2
3

Concept: You see yourself as
the emotional guardian of your
pack. If spirits ever flag, you're
responsible for raising them again.
Your tongue can be sharp or soft,
and you aren't afraid to speak up.
Part of you wants to be an Ahroun,
but you know that in your own way,
the fighting you do to preserve the = W S
hearts of your packmates is just as im- X TR
portant, especiallysince yourpackmates S8 SUIEIRY '
are Fianna. You love moots, where you
get a chance to dance and sing to your
heart's content. Your greatest tri-
umphs come from inspiring others.

=

Roleplaying Hints: You are con-
fident and friendly, always willing
to work with others. You like your
human form best and enjoy wear-
ing sexy clothes, although you hardly
want others to get the wrong impres-
s10n.

Equipment: Leather jacket, ripped T-shirt, knife,
small pistol
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Breed: Homid Pack Name:
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Player: Auspice: Galliard Pack Totem:
Chronicle: Camp: Grandchildren of Fionn Concept: Warrior's Inspiration
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Reo Wolr

Quote: All blood is red.

Prelude: You were
born behind bars in a
zo00. You had an easy
life; people fed you
and made sure you ¢4
got all your shots.
You grew bigger
than most of the
ﬂlrhﬁ'r \\'l?["‘a"ﬁ'l‘i, Hnl_i
although the
Alpha put you
in your place
a few times,

he knew his days as pack leader would soon end. The Alpha
female was already afraid of you, although she tried to hide
it. You knew that she would be your mate soon. You fought
the Alpha, and he fell beneath your teeth. It was his time, he

was old. Then, you felt a stinging pain in your
side, then another and another. Soon, the world
swam around you and you collapsed.

When youawoke, you were in a separate cage. You
didn't understand. You had beaten the Alpha, the pack
was yours. The humans shouldn't get involved. Then, a
human unlocked the door to your cage. You snarled and
lunged. If a human wanted your pack, he would have toearn
it. The huge red-haired man caught you in mid-air, and you
could tell by his scent that there was something different
about him. He tossed you aside as though you were acub. You
were about to attack again, but he changed fromamantoa
large cross between man and wolf, and suddenly you
wanted to be a cub again. You paused, and he cuffed you
with a huge claw. You felt anger burn up in you, then
something strange happened. Your bones cracked, and
suddenly, your muscles felt more powerful. The huge wolf
looked smaller, but there were more wolf-things. They
swarmed you and brought you to the caern.

Concept: At the caern, you learned of your Fianna
heritage. You also learned the truth about wolves and men.
Man had all but exterminated the packs. You were kept alive
to amuse humans, not out of fear, You want to end the shame
and suffering of your fellow wolves and open all the cages.
The day will come when the call of the wolf instills terror in
humans again, when no one will mistake a wolf for a dog. But
first, you must defeat the true enemies, the Wyrm and the
Weaver. The hunting grounds are much wider now.

Roleplaying Hints: You tend to answer questions with
grunts and growls and prefer your wolf forms over your human
ones. You don't hate individual humans, but you despise
humanity as a whole. You want to be pack Alpha, but you
understand that the Alphas of Fianna packs aren’t like
the Alpha from the zoo. This frustrates you, and
the songs and legends intimidate you, al-
though you'd never admit it.

Equipment: You don't need
anything
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The Legeno of
the Houno of
Ulster

f you know no other legends of the Fianna, save
et 4 { of course the tales of Fionn mac Cumbhail, then
(J!!i‘) learn this one, and learn it well, young cub, because
) -7 il this day, there's never been a man alive. who
could best the Hound of Ulster, Cuchulain.

It was a time long ago, when King Conchubar
ruled Ulster from his court in the palace of Emain
Macha. One night, after a great feastto celebrate the
wedding of his sister Dectire tg'Saultim mac Roig,
Dectire fell into an enchanted sleep. During the
night as she slept, she was carried off by a Kami spirit who

served Lugh.

%
)Li’//m_-.

A year later, during another feast, a flock of birds led by
the Corax came to Emain Macha and devoured all the food,
inciting the men of Ulster to anger. They pursued the birds
across the land. Finally, night fell, and the men encountered
a cottage, where a young man offered them his hospitality.
He was the Kami of Lugh. During the night, the men heard
the screams of a woman. In the morning, they discovered
Dectire and her newborn son. She told them that she had
sent the birds to call them so that they would return her and
her child to Emain Macha. After they returned, King
Conchubardecided that the child would remain with Dectire
and her husband Saultim until he was of age. Dectire named
her son Setanta.

Fianna
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One day, as Conchubar was setting out to attend the feast
of the great smith, Culain, he saw a group of boys playing on
the green of Emain Macha. One boy played against “three
fifties of boys,” and the boys could not stop him. Conchubar
asked about this boy and discovered that the boy was
Setanta, his nephew. The king asked the boy to come with
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him to the feast, but Setanta wanted to finish playing.
Setanta told the king that he would follow the chariot tracks
later. Conchubar laughed and set out for the house of
Culain.

Adfter the king arrived, Culain the smith asked him if any
more were to follow. Conchubar answered no, forgetting
Seranta. Culain let loose his great hound, one of the last dire

wolves of Ireland, and renowned throughour the land for its
savagery and cruelty.

Young Setanta finished playing and followed the chariot
tracks to Culain's home. The wolf heard him approach, and
rushed to attack the intruder, howling loudly. It leaped upon
Seranta and tried to devour him.

According to the human stories, Setanta threw his game
ball with enough force that it entered the wolf's mouth and
passed through its body. What really happened was that
Setanta underwent his First Change as the wolf leaped upon
him. Suddenly, Setanta was a Crinos, filled with Rage. He
tore into the wolf, splitting the beast open and smashing it
to the ground.

Hearing the sounds of the savage combat, the feasters
came running. King Conchubar and his men found the boy,
seemingly unhurt, next to the bloody body of the wolt. The
men asked Setanta what had happened, but he wasn't sure.
He told the men that he only remembered throwing the ball
at the beast. Luckily for Seranta, one of the guests, a druid
named Cathbad, was a Fianna himself and quickly recog-
nized the potential of the young Ahroun.

When Culain the smith saw his hound dead, he exploded
with anger. He ordered Setanta to leave his house. Setanta
quickly promised Culain that he would find a pup to replace
the dead hound, and until he did, he would guard Culain’s

home himsell

Conchubar and his men agreed that the youth’s promise
was fair. Before anyone else could speak, Cathbad the Druid
named the boy Cuchulain, the Hound of Culain. And that
was how the great hero received his name.

Cathbad secretly took Cuchulain to his sept, and there
taught the boy the ways of the Fianna. Cuchulain went on
to become one of the greatest heroes ever seen by man or

Garou, feared by all on the battlefield for his transformations
and Rage. This is but the beginning of the tales of the hero
of the Red Branch, the Hound of Ulster.
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— W.B. Yeats, “Song of Wandering Aengus”
The man who would take the name Cuin
was always a strange one, even for a Garou. He was born in
America, somewhere near Massachusetts. They say Cuinused to
wander, exploring the deep woods, investigating the old houses
and churches. Unlike most Garou, Cuin wasnever kidnapped by
hisown kind. The young lad just wandered one day into acaern,
passing the warders, and asked where he belonged. The sept
leader saw the sign of the Crescent Moon in the boy's eyes.

When Cuin first ventured into the Umbra, the lad found
the Moon Paths to the Fianna Homeland withour a guide.
He traveled to the Arcadia Gateway, and may have ventured
beyond to the courts of the Fey. A few believe the lad was part
Changeling, part Garou, but 1 wouldn't say that.

He travels out in the Umbra, a wanderer withouta caern tocall
home. Storiesabout Cuin have grown over the years. A few believe
he saw the hearr of the Wyld. Others claim he ventured beyond
into the Lands of Death and returned. They say he searches for

something, but what, no one knows. If you ever see him, you'll

know Cuin. He has a wolf-coat of the darkest black and eyes that
blaze with an emerald light, even in the deepest pits of the Wyrm.

ind the cost of freedom
Burted in the ground

Mother Earth will swallow you
Lay your body doun

— Crosby, Stills, Nash, and Young, “Find
the Cost of Freedom”

One of the most dangerous members of the Grandchildren
of Fionn is Emira, a woman with flashing green eyes, beauriful
red hair and possibly the best demolirions skills of any Garou.
Emira hasspent herentire life learning the art of terrorism. She
could take apart a car before most people know how to drive.

After she was taken for her Rite of Passage, Emira was tormn
between her human lover and her Fianna pack. Then, soldiers
killed her lover as he reached for his wallet, which they thought
might be a gun. He died in herarms. Her Rage knew nobounds.
She swore vengeance on the British and convinced her

packmates to do the same. Burt the assaults her pack made in
retaliation drew the attention of the Wyrm. Black Spiral
Dancers and corrupt fomori attacked her caern. Her pack
scattered to the four winds.

Now, Emira travels, working asamercenary forany cause she

believes in. Any time bombs go off outside adictator’s residence
oramilitary target is mysteriously attacked, the Grandchildren
know it's Emira, trying to make them pay for her lost love.

/-—-—-_
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Pa€tricia
McKinnon

hen Patricia was young, her
mother fled Northern [reland
to settle in Salisbury, England.
Patricia always knew she was
different from the other girls.
She enjoyed visiting the White
I'-IHT."E-L‘ Hl'l'i.i FtHI'il‘.]:'IL'HgL'. E.:'ili_' E'l].ﬂ-'::l":.'h
heard voices and had dreams afrer she visited them.

After her Change, Patricia quickly gained renown as a
Galliard. Her songs were among the most beautiful ever
heard in England. When the Troubles in Northern Ireland
escalated, Patricia felt the call of her home. She went back
to try to stop the violence and bloodshed.

Patricia McKinnon wages a war in Northern Ireland to
protect the innocent, Catholic and Protestant alike. Her
songs have gathered werewolves from many tribes together,
including members of the Children of Gaia, the Silver
Fangs, and the Black Furies. Several terrorist attacks planned
by loyalists and IRA members alike have ended on the tips
of her claws. Both the Brotherhood of Heme and the
Grandchildren of Fionn have tried to stop her, but to no
avail.

One story abourt her claims that she was surrounded by
members of the Grandchildren of Fionn, who planned ro kill
her. She made a last request for them to listen to her song.
She sang about the atrocities of the Troubles, about the
violence, and about the young children withourt fathers, the
wives without hushands and the pain in all their hearts. Her
voice moved even these hardened terrorists to weeping, and
they left her in peace.
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A fighter is one who fights simply for the pleasure of fighting.
A warrior is one who fights because he must.

—Japanese saying

The Saga of the Get of Fentis, as told
by Erik-Westfal-Wisetongue-Speaks-
With-Truth, Thunder of Wjolnir,
Skald of the Get of Fenris

Listen up, you morons! There’s @ lot todearn, and only a
short time left to learn it. There are other tribes of Garou,
and most of them think we're mad, that we fight simply for
the pleasure of feeling a foe's bones crack benedth our fists,
Don't listen to their foolish drivel! They'don't understand
the glory and honor of being a Get of Fenris, nor do théy truly
comprehend Ragnarok. There are a few whogome close —
the Black Furies, and even, Gaia help us all, the Children of
Gaia — but most of them are mewling kittens, waiting for
the Wyrm'’s teeth to come to them instead of reaching into
Jormangundr’s mouth to pluck away his fangs.

Let them believesas they will. Let them call us by any
names they choose. They are weak. Their opinions are
useless. They haven't realized that we are all going to die,
that we are going to be buried in the stench of the 1'»"1-"'-_.-‘!'!11 and
suffer pains unlike anything we could ever hope to escape.
Do not be afraid of death. Do not cower at the thought of
pain. Revel in these things! Live for the moment when we
can face the Wyrm in final combat and know that in our
dying, we will destroy the Great Devourer. Only then can
Gaia be at peace. Only then will the weaker Garou under-
stand all that we have done for them.

Introduction: Sturm und Dom 13
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That was early in the beginning times, when the gods had not yet

created Midgard and built Valhalla.

— The Edda of Snorri Sturluson (trans, by Keith Winkler)

The Fimbul Winter — the Final Winter — comes. The
Fenris Winter is almost here. Learn yvour lessons well, know
the faces of your enemies and know their weaknesses. Know
the feel of fomori fangs in your flesh, and the touch of a
Leech's fangs in your throat. Know the mages for what they
are and how they can twist the world to do their bidding.
Seek your enemies and fight them well, for only in facing
your foes can you understand the truth about their lies.

Find combat where others would flee, and feel the Rage burn
brightly, for the Fenris Winter will be cold, and you will need
your Rage to warm you. Learn the soft spots of the Wyrmlings
and be ready to use those secrets to your advantage, for the time
of the Final Winter is near. Some have seen it in the Spirit
World: their breath mists over in the coming cold. The proph-
ecies will be fulfilled. Great Fenris will be free, and with him we
will paint the world red with the blood of our enemies.

Che (Distant Past

Where do we come from! We come from Germany, from
Scandinavia, from lceland, and from a dozen other parts of
the world. The history of our roving is as much a part of our
heritage as anything the humans write about our Kinfolk in
their history books.

\We were not the first Garou, but we will be the last. Some say
that we are merely a branch that evolved from the Silver Fangs.
Few have said thisto the face of any Get and lived to bragabout
the insult. We know better. Agesago, Great Fenriscreated us as
a favor to Gaia. Gaia was displeased by the humans who
slaughtered her wolf children, wearing their skins for warmth
and leaving the meat to rot or feed the carrion crows. The
humans rarely slaughtered the wolves for food or survival.
Instead, they killed for sport and to prove their paltry valor,

Fenris called us his Gert, and demanded that we serve as
(Gaia'’s Claws, destroying the weak and feeding on the
corrupt. In those days, Fenris still roamed free and often led
his children in glorious bloody battles. From him, we learned
how best to cull the weak from the flocks of humans.
Humans fell before us, victims of the Impergium.

Bur we were both wolf and human. We learned many of the
ways of the Nordic people, those who were the strongest and
fiercest, those whoresisted the Impergium well. We learned to
live among them, tofight with them, and we chose from them
the Kinfolk we deemed worthy. Does this sound arrogant to
you![tshould, for we are the Get of Fenris and our destiny is to
kill Jormangundr in the time of Ragnarok.

Chapter One: Dreyrugr Spor 15
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From the first days, the Ahrouns have led us, for theyare the
strongest and the most savage. There are many who feel this is
wrong, that others should be allowed to lead the tribe. I say to
youwhat has always been said to the whiners: If youcan take the
leader down in honorable combat, than you can lead us.

The greatest heroes of Viking lore were actually Get of
Fenris. We have tolerated the dilution of the truth among the
humans only for the sake of the Concord. I can see it in your
eves... you feel that the Concord was a mistake. Many agree
with you, but the decision was made before our time of power.

Butl am getting ahead of myself. The Getof Fenris have been
around longereven than the Vikings. The tales are a great deal
older than youmight imagine. They go much farther back than
human archaeologists believe. They say the Norsemen were not
really a cohesive people until 200 B.C., but this is wrong. We
kept the Weaver from our Kinfolk longer than most tribes
protected their flocks, and thus our people left no writing or
proof of theirways until later. We are proud that we are thusable
to hide the oldest secrets from the human scientists.

We walked the earth and roamed the barren wastes of the
Northlands hundreds of years before the Iron Age. We have
changed a lot along the way. In those times, we were simply
called the Sons of the Wolf, or the Fenrir.

When our tribe arrived in the north, they discovered weak
humans. If these humans were to be part of our flocks, they had
to be hardened. Thus we began our lessons. We taught them to
coat their hearts with ice, and let only the fires of their own
hearths melt it. For dangers lurked everywhere, and a weak
heart asked for death. Only among family and pack can one
relax. All others are to be distrusted.

There were afew Garou in the area, but they were weak, like the
humans, and we destroyed them. No one is certain, but many
believe they were leftovers from the so called Pure Ones. Back in
those days, when the Northlands were still in the gripof the Ice Age,
the lands were harsh and food washard tofind. The Garou inthe
areahad even given up on hunting properly, and kept their herds
pennedin, destroying the balance that Gaiahad created. The Fenrir
took the ways of the local Garou as signs of the Wyrm, and
slaughtered many, driving othersfar from the landswe had claimed
as our own. Some of the elders in the tribe say there were White
Howlersamong those we drove away. More likely, they were Fianna.
[fthey were Howlers, then itisgood we were rid of them before they
could corrupt ourchosen home.

Che (Demands

of Fenris

Now you're messing with a son of a bitch.
— Nazareth, “Hair of the Dog”

Not long after we settled in the north, Fenris came to make
afew demands. He called for weapons made of metal, and so we
learned to smelt bronze. He demanded that we improve our
fightingskills, and, to keep Fenris happy, we did just that. There
was no one who could match us, but that did not matter. The
Wyrmstarted playing dirty around the same time and, as Banes
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and other creatures started creeping around in the woods, we got
our first taste of the Wyrm's blood. Leeches lurked in the area,
fleeing from other parts of Europe, and we taught them that they
did not belong here.

The Bronze Age was hard on the Fenrir, but that was to
be expected. Those who fell in battle were remembered in
song and poem, and great moots were held in their honor.
Those who died a coward's death were stricken from all of
our records, the oral and the rare written ones as well. There
is no place in the tribe for cowards. This much has nor
changed since those ancient times.

Qurancestors followed Gaia's plan as well, cultivating forests
in areas that had been all but barren, making certain that the
Wyld had achance to grow strong again after the lce Age —the
punishment Gaia had to use to stave off the Wyrm'’s foul
advances. In those days the Weaver was almost unknown.

The faeries grew strong in the area, and we became friends
with some of them, and enemies with others. Around the
same time, we were getting familiar with iron weapons, a
trick that the Dvergar — the Dwarves
made bitter enemies among the Trolls and the Jotunn — the
Giants. Both groups felt they were better than us, more
qualified to watch over the land and willing to smash our
Kinfolk in the process. Most of you already understand how
important our Kinfolk are these days. They were just as
important back then. So when the Jotunn came in raids to
steal our women, we smashed them back down.

taught us well. We




In the Iron Age, we perfected our ways as the true warriors
of Gaia. Everything before that was just a game in compari-
son. The Wyrm's minions came in force, this time working
in unison, often ruled by Leeches. They brought iron of their
own, and silver as well. For a few centuries, it was uncertain
who would hold the land. But in the end, we held out, and
put the Wyrm in retreat. For a short time...

The Roman Jnvasions

The Romans tried to conquer our southern lands. We had
a Rotagar — a Ragabash — who ran around from place ro
place, never staying where he belonged. He came to the aid
of Arminius when the Romans started getting nasty. There
was a tribe of humans, called the Cherusci, that the Rotagar
watched over. While they were good Kinfolk, both savage
and remorseless in combat, they had no Get with them at the
time the Romans came. They lived in the nasty, rough
terrain of the Teutoburg Forest.

Well, Publius Quinctillius Varus, a pompous general with
a snotty name, came to the area with three full legions under
his command, and got ready to march right over the people
in the area. When the New Moon learned of the attack, he
decided to give the people a little help.

He called on the leaders of the area septs and asked for any
pups in need of the Rite of Passage. He found seven total. The
pups were joined together in combat in order to help the
Cherusci. That was the first time a Rite of Passage among the
Get was a joint challenge instead of a solitary quest, but it
wouldn’t be the last. None of the legions survived.

Arminius pointed out to the seven rankless Garou a narrow
canyon through which the Roman soldiers had to pass in order
to reach his tribe’s land: the perfect site for an ambush. The
human tribesmen, lining the walls above the canyon, watched
over the Gert of Fenris as they met the approaching legions,
prepared to pick off the survivors of the pups' fury. The legends
say Arminius’ tribe had only a few dozen to worry about.

The Fall

The Roman Empire fell hard because the Ger of Fenris,
along with the Black Furies and the Fianna, brought the
Wyrm-ridden empire to its knees. A long series of battles
against the Romans unified our tribes for the first time in
centuries. We had found others who were enraged by the
foul, crushing weight of the Wyrm's personal army.

I see | need to explain myself here; I can see the confusion
in your eyes. We have always been aware of the other tribes,
and we have been allied with some; but we seldom bothered
with the others in those distant times. We were busy estab-
lishing ourselves as a power in the Northlands. There were
Get in other parts of the world — in Russia and Gaul — but
they were emissaries, not leaders.

The Fianna and the Black Furies fought well, and fora time
we were close allies. But the relationship ended after we crushed
the Wyrm's Empire, and the other tribes attempted to force

their own beliefs upon us. We were too set in our ways, and they
were tooset in theirs. There could never have been a long-time
alliance, for the other tribes refused to acknowledge our supe-
riority. We had too many problems tosettle in our own lands to
teach them the error of their ways.

The End of
the Wlythic Age

Just when things seemed their worst, the first of our tribe
to call himself a Get of Fenris came around to set things
right. He was favored by Fenris, there is no doubt about that.
When the Roman Legions were trying to force their way into
our lands, along with the Leeches and the Wyrmlings, a
brave Garou was chosen by Fenris to lead us in glorious
bloody combat.

He came from Denmark, bringing with him everlasting
honor and glory that are examples to us all. His full Garou
name was Get-of-Fenris-Slays-Grendel. In the human leg-
ends, he is known simply as Beowulf.

No one can say for certain what Grendel was, but the nasty
creature served the Wyrm and worked with the Leeches. [teven
worked with mages, and supposedly could call upon the dead to
doits bidding. Some say Beowulf actually faced Grendel alone,
after his entire pack was torn apart by the Wyrmling. Otherssay
he was the only one tosurvive the battle against Grendel. Noone
knows forsure. But he did tear the monster apart, and killed the
foul thing's mother, too. With Beowulf leading the way, there
was no doubt that our time had come.

[t was in this time that the Fey fled their homes all over
the world. Only a few still remain. Do not harm them unless
they stink of the Wyrm. They were our allies once, and the
time will come when we shall join with them again.

The forces of Jormangundr were driven back, and the Gert
learned to fight together in those rimes, learned to understand
the importance of military strategy and to appreciate the feel of
agood weapon inablood-stained paw. However, some Leeches
stillremained deep in the woods; they are still there today. That
will change in time. They will soon know the fury of the Get,
and learn the meaning of fear.

Get-of-Fenris-Slays-Grendel’s most importantaccomplish-
ment was to drive the mages out of the Black Forest. There was
aplace of mage power in the Schwarzwald, where they used the
blood of Kinfolk and Garou alike to hide their secrets and to
steal power from our kind. Beowulf learned of the Verbena
witches. He traveled to Germany from his native home in
Denmark. By that point, he was the leader of both his pack and
the entire tribe. Beowulf ordered the witches to flee. They
scoffed at his threats, casting fires from the sky with the aim to
destroy him. He was grievously wounded, but this did not stop
him from calling the Get toarms and leading the battle todrive
the witches away from the Black Forest.

Many years later, Beowulf died ahero’s death. The humans
say he battled the Fire Dragon to save the Geats, his human
tribe. They are right. Get-of-Fenris-Slays-Grendel died tosave
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the Fenrir from one of the Great Zmei, the Forgotten Dragon
Who is Nameless. The Silver Fang of Russia claim it was bura
baby that Beowulfkilled, but we know it was the greatest of all
the Zmei yet, more powerful than the Silver Fang can imagine.
If Beowulf had not killed the monster, it would have carved its
name across the world. But Beowulf was triumphant. The
creature was destroyed and its name with it, as our Godi had
bidden for reasons of their own.

To honor this greatest of heroes, the Fenrir changed the
name of their tribe to the Get of Fenris. When Get-of-Fenris-
Slays-Grendel died, the newly-named Get of Fenris found
themselves without a leader, and so Great Fenris called upon
the Ahrouns to do battle. Each pack, each sept, selected a
champion from among their numbers. The combatants met
beneath a harvest moon, and all fought as fiercely as any Get
ever. When the struggle was finished, only one champion was
left standing. He earned the right to lead us all, and was called
Blood-Rage from that day forward. His Great-Grandson, Erik
Thorvaldson, called Eric the Red, later discovered Greenland,
and claimed it for the Get of Fenris.

The Diking éra
(750-1050 AD)

When the Vikings came into power, we were there with them.
Theother tribesignored the Get of Fenrisup until that point, butno
longer would we be treated asalesser tribe. Once again, Fenris made
himselfknown tous. He demanded that we begin culling the weak
of other lands, for the other tribeshad become lax in this purpose. By
then, the Get were physically superior tomost other Garou: we were
stronger, and our life in the north had prepared ustosurvive even the
harshest living conditions.
We moved into all parts of Europe, testing the strength of
other Garou, slaying those too weak to hold their caerns, and
celebrating with the ones who matched us in ferocity. We
traveled with our Viking Kinfolk, using their raids to cover
our own retributions. Meanwhile, we culled the weak from
the lands we raided.
Leif Eriksson, son of Eric the Red, went as far as America
in those times. Many claim he was lost, and landed there by
mistake, but the Get know better. Leif knew where America
was because a Kinfolk of his, Bjarni Herjolfsson, had actually
gotten lost, and had come upon this land of the “Pure Ones.”
The Pure Ones took offense to the Kinfolk of the Get, and
chased them away.

Leif took the insult personally, as all good Get are of-
fended by artacks against their Kinfolk. Fenris had de-

manded that we cull the weak from all the lands, and so

Leif took this opportunity to challenge the naive Native

Americans. Leif and his pack swept into the Pure Lands.

They remained there for three years, smashing down all
attackers until they were certain their point had been made.
You'll hear that the Vikings were driven away from America,
fearing for their lives, but that is not the case. They stayed
only long enough to track down and destroy all the fools who
had assaulted their Kinfolk.




Orther Vikings came to the Americas, but they left of their
own volition when they realized the lands held nothing of
great value. The Skraelings, the ones who called themselves
the Pure Ones, were filthy little savages who had nothing
better to offer than a few furs in trade. No Get or Viking ever
needed to trade for a fur, so we left.

We made friends and enemies alike in Europe. We joined
with those of our tribe who had never settled in the
Northlands, and reaffirmed our alliance with the Silver
Fangs, who by virtue of their pure breeding had traditionally
been the leaders over even our tribe in intra-tribal marters.
They were weaker than us by then, but they were also wise
and noble, well prepared to lead the other tribes.

We reintroduced ourselves to the Romans — or what
remained of them —and avenged ourselves against their earlier
attempts to conquer our lands. We would have overwhelmed
them completely, if not for the Black Furies. There wasno love
lost between our tribes, for they had grown proud and foolhardy
since the fall of the Roman Empire. They deny it now, but it was
only because we felt sorry for the bitch-wolves that we spared
them the worst of our wrath. I've heard talk about how we
supposedly helped the humans burn Black Furies as witches,
and | can tell you matter-of-factly that those tales are nothing
but lies; the Get of Fenris are warriors, and even the craftiest
Rotagar would never stoop that low.

The Red Talons met our standards as warriors, but had to
be forced to leave our Kinfolk alone. There were a few bloody
battles between our tribes, but in the long run we came to an
understanding. We have much in common with the Red
Talons: we both know how to use our Rage as a tool for
combat, and we both understand the need for slowing the
humans' expansion.

Britain and the Get of Fenris

Eventually we made our way to the British Isles, and it wasa
damned good thing we arrived when we did. Nosooner had we
smashed down the humanresistance in the area, claiming land as
our own and rescuing several caerns, then the Wyrm made its
presence known in the worst possible way. The Wyrm-corrupted
Black Spiral Dancers were attempting to expand their Scottish
stronghold, forcing the Fianna away from theirown caernsand
bringing every foul creature they could with them. Ifithad notbeen
forour presence, the Fiannawould have fallen before them.

Now, | need toexplain alittle here. The White Howlers were
brave warrioss, and they had done many great deeds in their
time. They and the Fianna had much in common. We have
always respected the Fiannaas worthy enemies—weaker than
us, certainly, but worthy enough opponents. They believe, as we
do, that the only way to win a war is to actually fight the battles.
They drink too much, and they spend too much time singing
happy songs and sleeping with whatever will have them, but
theyare almost capable warriors when the need arises. And [ say
almost because they didn't manage todrive the Romansaway,
but instead were forced intosubjugartion.
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Rather than suffer this fate, the Howlers sent their best
forward to fight the Wyrm in a battle to the finish. They
failed. All either died or surrendered to the Wyrm. The
White Howlers were gone when we arrived in Britain, their
Kinfolk stunted and warped by the Wyrm. They were weak.
We remember the Howlers no longer. Their name is as dirt.

The Fianna proved themselves to us in those days. De-
spite their love of song and drink, they exchanged their
harps for weapons when the rime came to drive the Dancers
back into the Wyrm pits from which they had come. Since
then, however, the Fianna have repeatedly proven them-
selves to be drunkards and fools.

Many Get and Fiannadied in those battles, but theirdeaths
were necessary tostop the Black Spiral Dancers from destroying
all of Britain. Most Ger, and I, myself, included, believe thatif
we had not been sent by Fenris to cull the weaklings of other
tribes, if we had not moved outward from Scandinavia, the
Fianna would have been forced into the service of Jormangundr.
They let themselves fall too often to the vices the Wyrm has set
forth. They still need watching over.

The time of the Vikings was glorious, but all things, both
good and bad alike, must eventually come to an end. The
Vikings were not prepared for the world at large. They spread
themselves too thin. In time, they lost control of many of the
lands they had held so strongly, and so were forced to leave
them. [n some cases the Get left with them, returning to the
Northlands, but in others, we stayed behind to maintain our
vigil against the Wyrm. Many Get live in Britain even today.
Theyare adeadly lot indeed. They must be, for the Wyrm isstill
strong in many parts of the British Isles.

There are still parts of Europe where people are primarily
blond-haired and blue-eyed, and in those areas where our
Kinfolk live we are still strong. Despite what many have said
about us, we do not seek war with the other tribes. We simply
make certain they are strong enough to face the final battle that
lies ahead. Also, we do not tolerate insults from lesser tribes.
There are too many who are willing to throw insults our way:.

The Binding of Fenris

No one can give an exact date, bur at some time during
the reign of the Vikings, Great Fenris was barred from
returning to the Gaia-Realm. He was forced to stay in the
Umbra and guide us from afar. While he could send Avatars
to our aid, he could no longer come himself to reach us.

Most agree that this was a result of the Wyrm's foul opera-
tions, a plan that worked too well. Few of the Incarna are free
towalk here anymore; instead, they are forced to use us as their
physical warriors. Do not view as a sign of weakness; instead,
think of it as a sign of the Wyrm's power. Many claim that the
mages had something todo with the division of the worlds, and
with the imprisonment of Fenris and the other totems. [ donot
believe this. They are only humans, and most do not understand
the mysteries of the separated worlds.




Fenris was bound through treachery. The legends say that
when Great Fenriscame and told us to cull the weak from other
lands, one among us, called Tyr, stood and said that we had no
right to do so. He claimed that the time for war was over, and
threw down his sword. Fenris contemplated Tyr's words, and
then asked him if he would prefer to live without his puidance.
Tyr imagined how life without Great Fenris would be, and
begged forgiveness for hisactions. | should explain that he had
help in his decision: many of the Ger offered to make an
example of him by way of apology to the Wolf-Father.

Fenris demanded a sacrifice, and Tyr offered to give his
hand. Fenris then bit the hand off, and by that allowed that
Tyr was forgiven. But Tyr went on whining about his paw
long after, bearing resentment in his heart. For this reason,
he was seduced to the Wyrm’s ways. Later, begging to speak
with Great Fenris, he led the Wyrm’s minions into Fenris’
lair, and they bound the Wolf-Father in chains, thus pre-
venting him from entering Gaia’s realm again.

The Delirium fear has caused the humans to warp the
truth of this tale. To them, Great Fenris is a monster,
righteously bound by the simpering, so-called gods. This act
was led by Tyr, who is supposedly a hero for losing his hand
in the process. It never ceases to surprise me how foolish
humans are, how their fear leads them to create all sorts of
false truths. Only weaklings could believe Fenris was a
monster, rather than our great leader.

[ have seen Garou torn to pieces for daring to call another of
the Get by Tyr's name, and if you ever want to commit suicide,
that's probably one of the best ways todo it. From that day forth,
Fenris has demanded that those he chooses must continue to
pay the price for Tyr’sfolly. The Hand of Tyrare the mostsavage
of all Get of Fenris. They concentrate on fighting against the
Wyrm in the foulest places. Never doubt that the Hand of Tyr
is fearless; they must be toovercome the name they have chosen
for themselves.

CThe Rifts

[ heard screamin’ and bullwhips

Cracking

How long? How Long?

— Neil Young, “Southern Man”

Thefirstsplitinrelationsbetween the Get of Fenriscame when
the settlers in Americabroke away from Great Britain. There were
agood number of the Get in the Colonies, some from Germanyand
Scandinaviaand some from Britain. We hadlittle trouble recogniz-
ing each other. We settled in areas where we could live in the
climateswe were used to. The area that would laterbecome the New
Englandstates wasidealforus, anddespiteafew arguments with the
Wendigo tribe—we won, for they had grown soft over the centuries
—we were happy.

But when our American Kinfolk decided they needed towar
against Britain, we did as we have always done and stood ready
to fight with them. This did not make the Get of Fenris in

Britain happy, but there was little they could dofrom across the
ocean. A few came with the reinforcement troops sent over by
the humans, and attempted to explain their position to us in
traditional Get fashion. You canstill find the places where they
are buried, but you have to look closely.

The arguments lasted sometime, and feelings were hurt.
No surprise; the Get hate to lose more than just about
anything. But eventually the rift was repaired and commu-
nications started again. Besides, we were still too damned
busy dealing with the “Pure Ones" to hold grudges, and the
British Gert still had the Dancers to worry about.

Asaresult, when the Fangs of Garm arose to stop the more
determined Get from wiping out the Native American tribes, we
were divided once more. The Fangs of Garm were strongest in
Michigan and the Midwest,and the camp would have been very
short-lived had they not reminded us of the Croatan tribe’s great
sacrifice. Though forsome Get the idea of listening toreason is
almost foreign, we do understand the need toremember the valiant,
even if theyare fromweaker tribes. For the sake of the Croatan, the
Get permitted the Wendigo and Uktena to live. We did not,
however, make their lives easier asaresult of thisdecision. Great
Fenris gave usamission, and we will continue with that mission until
Ragnarok isnothingbutadistant memory.

The Get of Fenris also played their part in the shaping of
the United States and Canada, though our involvement in
Canadian affairs was rather limited. Canada suits the Get of
Fenris. The land is often harsh and the winters are brutal, so
much like the Northlands we came from. Also, the wolf
population still permits us a fair number of wolf Kinfolk.

The second fracture in Get relations came after the Civil
War, The war was primarily a human conflict; the Get
joined in the conflict whenever their Kinfolk needed pro-
tection or as a cover in fighting the Wyrm.

[t wasafter the war that yet another division occurred. After
the abolition of slavery, a few Get decided they were tired of
having todeal with the lesserraces. They formed a camp called
the Swords of Heimdall. Many of this camp bore the taint of the
Wyrm in many cases, though others were simply confused, and
willing to follow the fools who cried for blood.

Be sure of this: The Get of Fenris are warriors. We thrive
on combat and live to crush our foes. But there are those
among us who believe that combat is everything. They are
the ones who give us a bad name. Certainly, we should not
tolerate the cowardly, nor should we tolerate the minions of
the Wyrm. But there are some who will find any excuse for
combat, and if no valid excuses are available, they will
invent tales to justify their actions.

Idonotsee thisasafault so much asa part of our nature. The
blood of heroes runs in our veins, and as times change and the
world becomes more civilized, with more conveniences and
fewer direct threats, the Get of Fenris must start looking for
fights. This mentality has faded some over the years, but there
are still afew who would see battle simply for the sake of battle.
At the time of the Civil War, there were simply not enough
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enemies in the south to make some Get happy. The Wyrm was
learning new tricks, and hiding itself better: The Pure Ones had
fled to the west to escape our attempts to make them stronger,
and the humans slaves had been broken by chains and whips,
fodder for the Wyrm's worst temptations. How can a man be
made strong when he is broken? There was simply not enough
violence to satisfy the Rage of some Ger.

Foratime, the Get were forced tofight one another, for many
Getsaw the taint of the Swords of Heimdall. It was the westward
expansion, more than anything else, that halted this rivalry.
There was simply too much else to do, too many other impor-
tant tasks awaiting us. Many of the Get took to the west and
fought against the Wendigo and Uktena again. The lands were
harsh and suited well our need tostruggle. Here, we could setup
our holdings and raise strong families.

In time, the wounds of our inner division healed and again
the Get spoke to one another with words instead of claws. But
the scar caused by Heimdall’s Sword remains, and is still in
danger of infection from Jormangundr's poisons.

World War )

The American Get decided nor to fight in this war.
What's this, vou say? A Get ignoring a war! But to the
American Get, it was a human problem. Their Kinfolk were
not involved — ar least, not at first — and so there was no
reason for them to be.

However, Scandinavia and Germany fought against each
other, and the Ger in both these lands believed their Kinfolk
were right. They allowed themselves to be drawn into
human affairs, and that is always a mistake.

The American Get chose not to make matters worse,
even when our own Kinfolk were sent to fight in the war.
There were matters to deal with here, especially toward the
west, where Leeches were trying to swarm into the conti-
nent. In Mexico, the Uktena called for help and we gave
what we could. The people in the United States were trying
to decide too many things about themselves, and we opted
tostay in the country and make certain that no one went too
far down the trackless path of the Wyrm.

Besides, the war soon became an excuse to reinstitute the
Impergium in Europe. The American Gert knew this experi~
ment would be short-lived. But another chance would come..

World War 1)

There's somethin’ Wrcmg with the world today
[ don’t know what it is
Something’s wrong with our eyes

— Aerosmith, “Livin’ On The Edge”

A final rift broke the Get of Fenris into many camps
during the Second World War. For the first time, the

division between Get went beyond mere skirmishes and
evolved into a full-scale conflict. Times had been very
difficult for the Get in Germany before the war started. The
Get of Europe were torn apart, for many believed the
propaganda of Adolf Hitler, and joined his conquest to see
an end to all races that were not pure.

Let's get this straight: The Get are not racial bigots; we just
don't like to see our Kinfolk spread too thinly. We kept
ourselves separated from others for a long time, for we wanted
our Kinfolk to be strong as well. Perhaps too strong. Some Get
dobelieve that genocide isarational way to protect our Kinfolk,
but they are only a small portion of our tribe. Genocide is
cowardly and pathetic. Our duty is not to destroy the weak, but
to make the weak stronger. Jormangundr is not picky; he will
find allies anywhere, even among our own. We are superior
because we strive for perfection, not for the skin color or the
religious beliefs of our Kinfolk.

While a few Ger fell to the Wyrm, sucked in by stupid
human propaganda, none can argue that their methods were
so cowardly as to fall below the likes of even the most
conniving Shadow Lords. Great Fenris had long ago charged
us to cull the weakest from all tribes, and hone the survivors
to become as great as we are. What Hitler and the Get who
joined him wanted was nothing less than the extermination
of entire races, both Garou and human alike.

The Get of Germany who did not follow the little mad-
man called to the American Get and even traveled by Moon
Bridge to plead their case. | will note, however, that they did
not call on the U.S. and British Gert until they realized that
they were losing the battle against Hitler's great army. We
then joined with other tribes as seldom before, and marched
upon our homelands with the weight of our Rage burning in
our hearts.

Of course, there were practical reasons why we had tostopour
own, for if we did not, the retribution of the other tribes would
have been terrible. Itisfoolish to believe that we could have killed
so many of their flock and not seen a reaction from them. The
Silver Fangs were once more a paragon of their former glory,
rallying the Garou about them to stop our German brethren.
Even the Shadow Lords were to be feared, for they had lost more
of their Kinfolk to Hitler's marches than any of us, and the desire
for revenge seethed within them. And some of the tribes used the
war toonce again wage the Impergium. Woe to any troops caught
in the no-man’s land where the Red Talons hunted.

The Get who followed Hitler were many, but far more
opposed him . The war was brutal, and the loss to both sides was
almost too much for the tribe to handle, but in the end, we made
most of the Get see their mistake. Once the German Get
learned of the concentration camps and the terrors performed
on Garou by the Nazi’s scientists, they turned away from the
mouth of Jormangundr and returned to the proper ways.
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CThe Get Today

Brothers will fight and they will kill each other,
Cousins will commit incest,

The battles will be hard for heroes,

and great whoredom will abound,

Age of the battle axe, age of the sword,

Shields split by violence.

Age of the storm, age of the wolf

All of this shall come to pass before the world falls into ruin

— The Edda of Snorri Sturluson (trans. by Keith
Winkler)

The mission set before us by Great Fenris is not easy, nor
should it be. We have made our lives into a conquest of any tribe
too weak to stop us, and our brutal ways have made us strong.
While other tribes ran and hid, we always stood ready to face the
enemies of Gaia, and we have watched those enemies fall. We
have challenged all of the other tribes, and we have seen the
ones that are weak: the Wendigo, the Black Spiral Dancers, the
Glass Walkers and Bone Gnawers. They fear us because we are
strong. They accuse us of brutality because they are unprepared
for the challenges we set before them, because we alone refuse
to hide from combat when the time comes for bloodshed.

The othertribesclaim that we are mindless killing machines,
but they spend too much time scheming in dark rooms and
trying to sneak past the Wyrm instead of simply tearing
Jormangundr's putrid heart from his chest! The Warriors of
(Gaia must never be weak. Even as we long for peace we must call
for war. Let the other tribes play their foolish political games, let
them thrive like cockroaches in the hearts of the Scabs, growing
soft because they no longer understand the need to huntand to
kill. Let them breed with weaker races and raise their young as
“civilized people.” In the end they will understand that we are
right, that there can be no peace without sacrifice, that there
can be no pleasure without pain.

We will lead them in battle and they will follow us as they
always have, fearing the threats we know are commonplace
because they have neversought the Wyrm in its own foul nest.

We will bring the war to them. We will call them forth for
Ragnarok and show them the ways of combat. We will watch
them run and hide, fearing for their worthless hides while we
bathe in the blood of the Wyrm and feast on the entrails of
Jormangundr’s followers. Those few who are worthy will
fight with us, and we will accept them as family. Those who
die a coward’s death shall lay unburied in the fields of battle,
reviled and despised as weaklings.

Ragnarok is upon us, and the time for friendship is past.
Those who would flee from us must be destroyed, for surely
they would fall to Jormangundr's wiles. Those that would
fight us must be taught the error of their ways, and those who
ignore us must be made to remember that we are here, no
matter the cost. Those who would be our leaders must prove
themselves in honorable combat.

Have no fear of death, for beyond death there is Valhalla.
Valhalla, where Fenris waits for us, calling to his Get and

sharpening the weapons that will help us in the final con-
flict. For each of us that falls, Ragnarok comes one moment
closer. Do not fear Ragnarok. Instead, prepare for it. Know
that Ragnarok is your destiny and the final time when
Jormangundr will fall before our might.

The Getare divided; they fight among themselves as well as
among the other Garou. Some demand the Impergium be
brought back; some have even started enforcing it again. This
is the firstsign of Ragnarok. The metis population among Garou
increases. Perhaps this increase is brought about by too long a
time away from Kinfolk and too much time with packs of mixed
heritage. This too is asign of Ragnarok. The Garou must fight
against greater odds than ever before, and they must fight
Pentex, the greatest whore to capitalism that has ever existed.
These too are signs. So far as the Get of Fenris is concerned,
Ragnarok is coming.

[t would be presumptuous to say that we are the only ones
who have seen the signs, for most Garou openly admit that the
Apocalypse is here. Are we simply following the majority in this
case and drawing upon facts from our own beliefs to find support
for our fears! [ don't think so. [ believe that the tinal times are
indeed upon us. The human Vikings had many legends about
Ragnarok, and in many ways they coincide with our own. Both
agree that, in the final days, Great Fenris will be released from
his bonds, although the Vikings considered thisa bad thing. No
one can honestly blame them for their fear: the genetic memory
of the Impergium is still strong.

Ragnarok is when Great Fenris will finally be freed from
the chains that hold him back, where the Wolf will again
know the taste of raw meat and the feel of bones shattering
beneath his awesome fangs. We are the Get of Fenris, the

children of the Dire Wolf.

Fenris will be released, and as our own sayings tell, he will call
forth the Fenris Winter, called the Fimbul Winter by the
humans, and he will slay Wotan, the greatest of the Viking gods.
But let us not forget that the Vikings, despite their many
admirable qualities, were only human. Because they did not
understand the meaning of Wotan, they could not understand
the necessity for his destruction. He was the greatest of their
gods, but he isalso the bringer of death. Wotan isanother name
for Man. He is a god of the humans. The prophecies say simply
that Fenris will destroy the humans. The most likely means for
this destruction is, of course, the Get of Fenris.

In last few decades, almost all signs from the Rite of the Three
Wells have revealed the same image again and again. This image
scares some of the Get, but not all of us are frightened by it. The
image shows Fenris consuming Wotan. Both comprise countless
thousands of beings: Fenris is an amalgamation of our tribe, and
Wotan contains the sum of humanity. The death of Wotan does
not necessarily mean the literal death of all humans. [t could just
as well mean the end of the domination of the human race on
Gaia. Only time will tell which interpretation is correct.

But enough of that. The Get are separated, and the time
of Ragnarok is near. Some fools in the Get believe we will be
reunited as one tribe after Ragnarok. This new tribe will
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allegedly lead us ourt of danger and into safety, destroying the
Wyrm along the way.

These same dreamers claim that the Get as a whole have
refused women the right to fight as Modi — Ahroun — tfor the
tribe. | will make clear to you right now what has always been
clear to the Get who follow their traditions properly: The
females among our tribe have the same rights as the males. Just
like the males, they must prove themselves worthy of any title
they fight for. Auspice is auspice; if a woman is born under the
full moon and is not called an Ahroun, that is her choice. It is
not something thatany self-respecting Get would force on her.
Regardless of auspice, we are all warriors first. Even the Ragabash
are warriors; they just don't always fight the same way.

There are rumors of acamp within our ranks, the Valkyria of
Freya, which allegedly fights against us, working in secret with
the Black Furies to gain equal rights. If they have joined
together to oppose the perceived chauvinism of the Get, then
they are fools. The only women among the Get who have
anything to complain about are those will not fight for their
rights. Life in our tribe isnot meant to be pleasurable. It is meant
to be harsh, in preparation for the Fenris Winter.

@agnarok

The sun will grow black, the earth sinks into the sea.

High in the heavens, stars disappear,

Smoke and nourisher of life rage,

Tall flames lick against heaven itself.

Here it is said: At the field called Vigrithr, a battle takes place.

Surtur and Jormangundr battle against the gods,

Vigrithr is 600 miles on each side,

A field is set aside for this purpose.

— The Edda of Snorri Sturluson (trans. by Keith
Winkler)

Ragnarok is soon upon us — has already starred. Know the
following things to be true, and know that they are what the
Get of Fenris have strived for all along: Valhalla is real. It
waits for us in the Umbra. Also waiting for us is Vigrithr, the
field where we shall fight and defear the Midgard Serpent,
Jormangundr, the Wyrm.

Vigrithr is afield of battle prepared by Fenris, a place in the
Spirit World where we will fight our final battle against the
Wyrm, and break the foul embrace ithas upon Gaia. Weare not
likely to survive this greatest of battles, but Gaia will be saved.
Manybelieve the Fimbul Winter will come asaresultof nuclear
war. The fires will indeed reach the heavens, and many stars will
be extinguished. But that isnot the end of Gaia. She will sleep,
She will have a time of rest, a time to recover from Her great
wounds, and She will come back again, as strong as ever, and
freed from the Wyrm’s poisons.
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The time of the humans will end, and Gaia will again
find a way to flourish and to grow. The Garou will have
peace. We will all be born into the world again, for even in

times of peace, Gaia will always need her defenders.

Ragnarok is not to be feared, but rather to be revered.
Ragnarok is the end of the Wyrm's dominion, the time
when balance will be restored and the Umbra and the Gaia
Realm will once more be as one, as it was before the Wyrm
went mad. The Weaver will be put right, and the Wyld
shall again be strong and healthy.

| say this to you one more time: Do not fear death, for
death is only the first step on the way to Valhalla and the
great battle at Vigrithr, where all will be put right for Gaia.
Do not fear combat, for we must train as few ever have to
earn the right to serve Great Fenris and Gaia in the final
war and to reap the rewards that will come thereafter. The
time is soon. Be strong. Be brave. And know that we shall
have peace when Ragnarok is ended.
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Be Aggressive,
B-E Aggressive

B-E-A-G-G-R-E-S-S-I-V-E!
— Faith No More, “Be Aggressive”

There is no such thing as peace. Peace is a fool’s dream
that serves no purpose but to lull us into false relaxation, so
that the Wyrm can catch us napping. Throw any stupid ideas
about a carefree life away before your Rite of Passage. Fenris
did not create the Fenrir to live a soft life. He created us to
fight for Gaia, and that is what we do. We have never had it

EES}K

Battle Scars

No Get of Fenris is considered worthy until he bears scars.
Battle scars are a sign of prowess; you must earn them in the
only way possible — by risking everything to prove your
worth as a warrior against a true threat. Most of the Get
receive their first battle scars during their Rite of Passage, for
our rite is dangerous: it would kill members of lesser tribes.
Get never back down from a fight, and as a result most Get
manage to earn more scars than other tribes' warriors. Some
even gain their scars during informal moots, playing the
games. We do not play nicely.

Dirtues

You've heard of the American Dream? Well forger about
it] It's a load of crap! A wet dream for the weak. If you want
something, then you work for it. That means if you want a
new house, you build it with your own hands, because when
that house is finished, it is something to be proud of. When
vou get a job, you don't sit behind a desk for eight hours a day
groveling at the feet of your boss in the hopes of a promotion.
You work the fields. You plant and tend your harvest,
because when you are done no bread will ever taste as sweet
as the bread made from wheat you planted and protected. If
you can't own it outright, then you don't need it!

| know many Get who work in construction and raise
skyscrapers for the humans. But even that is all right,
because they own the companies, and you'd better goddamned
well believe those buildings meet every possible require-
ment to keep Gaia as unscathed as possible. Better the Get
than some pissant human out to make a quick buck and
cutting corners whenever possible!
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If the Gert of Fenris uphold an American Dream — and
you can believe this, you little whelps — it is the idea that
e ¥ - - | - - 1
people will actually rake the time to do things right. We're
not the corporate raiders or generals of the world, we're the
ditch diggers and drill sergeants. We don't demand respect,
we command it. When I'm taking you through your paces
and teaching you the art of war, vou'd best remember thart,
yecause | will gladly peel the fur off your worthless hides the

| | will gladly peel the tur oftf hless hides tl

/ first time you forget. We had a saying in the Army that still
stands true today: “Don’t call me ‘Sir,” goddamit. I work for
a living!”

No Get of Fenris ever took governmental kickbacks or
robbed banks for a living. No Get ever battled the Wyrm and
then checked in to work another shift at O'Tolley's. No self-
respecting Get would think of dealing drugs, or taking them,
either, because that leads to the Wyrm. No worthwhile Get
ever started drinking and allowed himself to go beyond the
point where he could fight — at least, not away from a moot.

Dependency on anything, on anyone except your tribe and
your pack, is a sign of weakness. And we don't like sissies in
[hirj I'lLTIL'L’. Uf Ih-;:' WE]LJL]:-:.!

Leave the nine-to-five jobs and the whining to the other
tribes; we've got better things to do with our time. We're
above that sort of sniveling. You'll meet the other tribes
S0007, l_'ht_‘ ONes 11'[:,1[ L,:il” LS ['!l!‘i-‘g.'k::'ll'.'l""::l[l'lh 1111Li WodD [‘JEHCE .“?EHIL":
around their necks. But we'll ralk about them later; right
now, it's time to let you know a few l'hl;I‘I.E_‘{.‘: about the

&
camps, and to give you some warnings as well. In order ¢ ;
] ; " ; 1 ; I'.' F,
to be fair about this, I'll tell you the facts, and then you ; \\‘ :
can ask the Garou around you what they think of my UT:*-J

opinion. All I can tell you is what they were willing to tell

me.

The Valkyria of Freya

The Valkyria exist; I've met them. They are as fierce as
any Get — don't even think of believing otherwise. The

camp is made up of women. Ideally, the Valkyria have no
reason to exist, but as I'm sure many of you know, the Get
are a battle tribe, and that means that sometimes the
bullshit level around here climbs a little too high. There are
a few Jarls around who do not believe that women have any

riﬁl"l{.i- Pﬁ‘l'hi_]]_'lﬁ II'IiLll 15 [t_‘it" Waly it ll:h:f'l.] Lo l"t‘, l"'ll1 I]lt':'i-t' LIH"}'S we

need every warrior we can get.

*

The world isn't ideal. Now and then, the tempers of the
Jarls are a bit intimidating. | don't believe the drivel about
the Valkyria leaving to be with the Black Furies, and you
shouldn’t either. Just remember to treat your family, male
and female alike, with a little respect. Sex doesn't make a
difference; only physical prowess matters.

You might have trouble believing this, but there are two
separate accounts of bitch-Jarls, Freya-Troll-Breaker and
Brynhyld-Broken-Sword. I won't lie and tell you that either
lasted long as Jarls; there were too many other Get willing to
challenge them. But in both cases, they led for their spans

because they formally challenged the Jarl and won. Never let
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anyone tell you the crap about females being lesser warriors
or lesser citizens, because it just isn’t true. They can fight and
they can challenge just like any other member of the Garou.
In times long past, they could only be considered Modi if
their families were killed, and then it was their duty to fight.
But in America, at least, that's not the case. I've heard of a
few hard-asses back in the Old Country who disagree with
this philosophy, but only a few.

The Valkyria Speaks

Despite the words of a few males, the general belief is that the
female Get of Fenris should have no duties save to serve as
scullery maids. We must work twice as hard to prove ourselves,
and we must constantly watch our backs. There are those males
who feel they can attack a female without honor and suffer no
consequences, because they say she was not acting with honor
herself. I will not lie, the idea of joining with the Black Furies has
arisen on several occasions. No decision has been made.. ..

The Hand of Tyr

The Hand do not believe in surrender. They fight until
they die, and they never accept the surrender of an enemy
who has challenged them. They might let one of their
challengers survive, but only if he was a truly worthy oppo-
nent. A Get of the Hand of Tyr is the closest thing you'll ever
know to an executioner. They do not forgive or forget a sin
committed in their sight. If they are afraid of anything, I've
yet to hear about it.

The Hand have been known to hunt down enemies for
decades, never resting until their prey is destroyed. There
were a lot of Nazi leaders after the war who were never
captured, whom even Mossad, Israel’s elite special forces,
could not find. | know of at least three cases in which there
was nothing left to find after the Hand of Tyr had finished
making the bastards pay.

You know those stories that go around from time to time
about Bigfoot cruising into a campsite and tearing the hell
out of some nice little camper? Well, often as not the
“camper” was not a nice person but a murderer, and “Bigfoot”
had stalked him for a couple hundred miles.

If you ever get any ideas about raping or murdering an
innocent, unprovoked, you can just chuck those ideas away.
The Hand will find you, and they will destroy you. Do not
play games with the Hand; they do not play games. They are
the closest thing you'll find to perfect killing machines.
They have given their lives to Fenris, just as Tyr sacrificed up

his hand.

Words from the Hand

There is no honor in attacking the innocent. There is no glory
in molesting a five-year-old or forcing yourself on a woman.
These are the acts of the Wyrm, and they must be punished. Cold-
blooded murders are not allowed, and the drugs that the humans
sell must be stopped. From time to time, the smallest offenders can
give you the names of the Wyrmling behind their crimes. The

Wyrm's roots are many and they run deep; too deep. They must
be torn from Gaia! For even the smallest roots can grow agam....

Wolnir's T hunder

The Thunder do not just rumble, they kill. These guys are
the ultimate killing monsters. They do not bother with
humans and they couldn’t care less if someone gets murdered
in front of them. They stroll into places where no sane Garou
would walk alone. And they come back out again. These
guys are monkeywrenchers often as not, only they don't try
to be subtle. They walk into Wyrm-nests and just cut loose.
It is no surprise they rarely live long enough to rule a sept.

The Thunder Growls

The Wyrm is everywhere, and must be destroyed at any cost.
What use is a life if Jormangundr still surrounds Midgard?
Ragnarok is coming soon, and the only hope we have is to weaken
the Wyrm now, before the Fimbul Winter settles upon Gaia's
back. We cannot wait for the Wyrm to come to us; instead we
must seek out the minions of Jormangundr, destroy them wher-
ever they may hide. Their nests could hold the eggs of others like

them.

The Fangs of Garm

The Hand of Tyr believes in avenging the innocent, but
the Fangs of Garm believe in preventing the crime. They are
much like the Children of Gaia, though stronger of will and
shorter of fuse: they are still Get, after all, and do not take
insults well. Still, of all the Get, the Fangs are the best suited
to the task of negotiating with the other tribes. They have
founded a few organizations to help protect others from the
agents of the Wyrm; they organize neighborhood watches,
and even work as counselors in halfway houses from time to
time. Of all our camps, the Fangs of Garm show the most
wisdom. They look out for wolves and humans alike, pro-
tecting them from the more subtle of the Wyrm's threats.

Legends tell us of Garm, the hound of hell, who will one
day avenge Tyr's wrong to Fenris. Garm, too, was bound by
the Wyrm's plot, but his chains are in Niffleheim, the land
of the dead. According to human legend, Garm was the most
horrible beast imaginable, so bad that he was bound in order
to prevent the destruction of the world. Little do the humans
understand that Garm teaches us a great lesson: that our
Rage must be controlled or it will haunt us after death. This
lesson the Fangs have learned well, but woe to those who
stand in their way when their Rage is unfettered.

The Fangs Speak

Do not believe that the Wyrm's only threat comes in the form
of Banes or fomori. The Wyrm can be very devious, and can hide
in places that seem perfectly harmonious with Gaia. The tribes
must work together if we are to defeat the Wyrm; Gaia did not
intend for us to fight each other, only to stop Her illness from

growmg stronger.
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Our most dangerous enemy is ourselves, our imner Rage. Our Rage
was given to us by Fennis toaid him in his battles, but he isnow bound,
and canno longer help us control our anger. Garm guides us, though,
by way of waming of our dire fate should we fail and lose control.

The Glorious Fist of Wotan

The Fists do not follow with a good number of the Get’s
philosophies. They donot leave the humans in peace, they do
not involve themselves in human politics, and they do not work
in jobs that could benefit the humans. The Fist doesnot tolerate
human expansion, and will go out of their way to ensure that
new development isstopped. The Fist has battled with the rest
of the Get of Fenris on several occasions, particularly with those
among our tribe who work in construction.

The Fist of Wortan is a radical group, and shares more
beliefs with the Red Talons than is healthy. I've seen
members of this camp stalk and kill humans for no greater
crime than dropping a candy bar wrapper in the woods. The
Fist is primarily, but not entirely, made up of lupus. Warch
out for this camp of the Get of Fenris.

The Fist Howls

The humans have done too much already to harm Gaia. Most of
Jormangundr's agents are humans. Have you ever seen araven spill
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oilon the sea? Do bears pour toxic waste into the air and water? The
time has come to stop the monkeys from growing any stronger. We
will let them have their Scabs, but we willno longer allow them to take
more from Gaia and the Wyld than they have already.

Yes, Wotan is Man, but he is also Death. That is what we
reprresent: the death of the humans and their foolish weays. Donot think
that we are murderers. We are defenders of Gaia, fighting the most
vile of the Wyrm’s minions: the humans who have raped our mother.

The Swords of Heimdall

The Swords hold that the only humans who survive are
the Kinfolk of the Garou. Some of their more radical
members do not believe even that the weaker Garou have
their uses, instead insisting that the weakness of the other
tribes is an open invitation to the Wyrm. They have joined
with human groups like the Ku Klux Klan and the neo-Nazis,
praising the belief that all others must die simply because we
are the strong and they are weak.

Many Get agree with the general sentiment, but not with
the actions of these punks. This mentality has led to rifts in
our tribe, and it cannot be permirtted to grow any stronger.

The Swords are mistaken. The only way toend the problems
with the other tribes is to make them understand that we are the
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their front yards and pound them into their graves for merely
existing. They have limited theirsights too much, and now are
as close to the Wyrm as any Get has ever been.

What's more, they have perverted our legends in taking
their namesake. Heimdall was the watchman, the guardian
of Bifrost, the Rainbow Bridge. His name means “world
radiance,” and he was called “the whitest of the gods.” The
foolish Swords have taken this literally. Heimdall will blow
the Gallerhorn to warn of Ragnarok; the Swords claim they
blow it now, to warn of the dangers of weaker races. Fools.

A Sword (Decries

The other races are weak! The time for helping the other tribes
grow strongis long past. Ragnarok is upon us and still the lesser tribes
whimper and whine about treating the humans carefully. We have
superior breeding — our flock is stronger, smarter, and better
prepared to survive the final days. We cannot allow our careful
breeding to be diluted by inferior races of humans or wolves.

You do not hear our Kinfolk crying out for aid from the human
government, nor do our Kinfolk cry foul because of the way our
ancestors were treated. Nomercy! If they slink around where we live,
we destroy them. The Ku Klux Klan are morally defunct and
pathetically stupid, butatleast they make for good tools in keeping our
tribe safe from perversity and mixed breeding with the lesser races.

The so called “Pure Ones” spend their ime drinking firewater and
living off the land granted to them by liberal wimps; and then they cry
about the horrible sins we have committed against them! If their lives

are too difficult for them to function as meaningful members of

society, | say we end their suffering for them. And another thing. ..

Allegations of Secret Camps

Vmir's Sweat

[ have told you of Leif Eriksson, and how he came to the
American shores to teach the Pure Ones what it meant to
harm the Kinfolk of the Get. There are rumors — and mind

you they are only rumors — that Leif and his pack left behind
* a little more than hurt feelings. There are some who claim
that a group of Gert stayed behind when Eriksson left, and
mated with the savages that occupied these shores.

] have never met one, and | personally do not believe that
they exist, but I know Get who say they have seen the pale-
haired but swarthy-skinned Garou that call themselves
Ymir's Sweat and run with the Wendigo and the Uktena. |
have heard the legends that tell of white humans who ran
with the Indians. I have even heard that they can call the
winter winds, just as the Wendigo do. If they indeed exist,
what a weak and useless pack of mutts they must be.

Loki's Smile

| have heard of a select few in the Get of Fenris who claim
to be the secret rulers of us all. This is obviously a lie, for any
such group would be destroyed at the first sign of a back-
stabbing, cloak-and-dagger mentality. The Get are nothing
if not warriors, and warriors handle their problems with

honor and lead their troops through example. They do not
act with the same treachery as do the Shadow Lords. Should
[ ever meet one of this Loki’s Smile camp, I will call for his
head and teach him the error of his ways. Obviously, such a
cowardly lot has been sleeping with Jormangundr.

Totems — Allies of
Great Fenris

All Get must pay fealty to Great Fenris, for he is our
creator. But we may also choose to follow his allies, others
who have aided Fenris in our times of scruggle. Learn of them
and know that they are friends.

Fenris Whlf

Our greatest ally is the Fenris Wolf, he who called us into
being. He is a harsh master, make no mistake about that, but
he is fair, and he teaches us the secrets of survival. From him
we gain the determination to live our lives in the proper way,
like the warriors we are. He tells us that we must be strong,
and we must be honorable. He personifies the goal for which
we all must strive.

Alone, he is already powerful beyond measure. With us as
his extended pack, he is unstoppable. Fenris did not create
us to have an easy life; he created us to lead the way, to show
through example whar is truly required of all Garou if they
would survive the Fimbul Winter and the Apocalypse. You
must show respect to Fenris, even if you follow another
totem, for he is the father of us all, as surely as Gaia is our
mother and Luna our teacher.

doar

Great Boar is a powerful totem, one that teaches us the
ways of survival. He is set in his ways, for his ways are all that
he knows. He roots through the soil and lives off the land,
but he also gives to the land. Boar is thick-skinned, tougher
than steel and twice as mean as a rabid bear. Boar teaches us
how to tolerate the pain of our wounds and continue fighting
our enemy. He teaches us wisdom as well: when to run from
a fight — not out of fear, but because it is strategically useful
— and where best to continue the fight. From Boar we learn
to find our enemies’ weak spots and to use those weaknesses
against them.

Hrafn, the Raven

Hrafn teaches us to see, for he is the raven who knows the
ways of the Wyrm and points to the secrets that can keep
Jormangundr away from us. Hrafn reminds us to laugh,
because without the Trickster's ways, we would be too grim
to stomach, even to ourselves. Raven helps us pick away the
dead things that would add to Gaia’s discomfort, and cause
Her grief. Neither the Raven nor the Crow must ever be
hurt, for to do so limits the eyes of Hrafn. For all his noise and
laughter, Raven is still a trusted ally.
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Ratatosk, the Squirrel

There are many Get who disdain to follow Ratatosk. What
strength can a squirvel give? they ask. But Ratatosk is no
ordinary squirrel. He is the World Tree squirrel, running up
and down the trunk of Yggdrassil, from the leafy boughs at
the top to the mn’rh}' roots at the bottom. He sees all and
hears all. He is the messenger of Fenris: he bears the Wolf-
Father’s words to all the totems. For this reason, he is favored
by many of our Rotagar and Gaodi.

Ratatosk teaches us quiet wisdom. Yes, he is a coward, but
he must be. He was not granted the mighty thews of the wolf,
and so he must flee instead. But he flees to get aid, to deliver
the cries of our lost and injured packmates to us. Know that
to follow Ratatosk is to lose Honor, but to gain in Wisdom.

The Get of the Get

We are warriors, and proud of it, but we are also a family.
We continue on because we must - and we find mates because
without offspring, our memory would die. But do not think
that we do not care for our mates. A hero’s death is a fine
thing, but a hero’s life is important as well. We must keep the
family strong. We must do our best to continue the ways of
the Viking.
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Fenris demands that we raise our pups in the ways of his
chosen people, and that is what we shall do. We must ensure
that the Kinfolk and children of the Get are strong and able
to handle themselves in dangerous situations. Too often we
fight against overwhelming odds, for Fenris demands that we
never run from a battle. We must prove ourselves in combat
in order to earn the right to fight alongside Great Fenris,
when the Ragnarok is truly here and the last days are no
longer on the horizon.

Discipline is the key to making the family as strong as
possible, but you must try to curb your temper when dealing
with your children. You have an obligation to teach them
well, but you also have an obligation to leave them unscarred.
[ have heard the ralk of fools, moaning and bitching because
their children did not breed true. What they fail to see is that
their children’s children might be Garou. There is great
honor in having a child that can join in our battles, but there
is no dishonor in having children that can mate with our
kind and produce fertile Get.

If we have a fault, it is that we try too hard to make
warriors of our Kinfolk, even knowing that they cannot heal
themselves as we can. Be stern. Make certain that vour
children are raised with the proper values, but do not break
their arms to make a point. That way is the downfall of our
tribe. Teach them well to love combat, but do not make
them fear violence when they are too young to know better.
To spare the rod is indeed to spoil the child, but crushing the
blossom also destroys the fruit. Remember this if nothing
else: A battered child is an open target for the Wyrm.

Remember also that Kinfolk do not fear the touch of
silver. To put it another way: you have to sleep sometime,
and better to have allies with you when you sleep, than an
angry child who wants revenge. As famed Einar said to
Gunnar: “Bare is the back that has no brother.”

dSreeos
Homid

Do not believe that the homids among us are the only
ones able to fight and to lead. There are more leaders from
the lupus than you believe. The homid's advanrage is that
they can blend in with the humans and make certain the
Wyrm does not manipulate them too easily.

Do not segregate yourselves by breed; that is a trick of
Jormangundr. Homids are better able to see the tricks of the
Wyrm in the city, better able to read and write than lupus,
but they are not better Get simply by virtue of their birth.

Wetis

A metis is a sad thing,

times. Too many Garou believe that the unnatural attrac-
tion they feel for a brother or sister is acceptable. In olden

an unfortunate product of the




times, we killed metis outright, rather than dealing with the
embarrassment of them. Now we let them live — most of the
rime. Take a lesson from the lupus: Euthanasia is not always
a bad thing. Would you want to live in this world if you were
born unable to walk, or even use your hands? What good is
a warrior who cannot fight? If a metis can look after itself,
then we are obligated to let it live. If a metis is born without
eyes, or unable to even crawl, then do the merciful thing and
end its life. Better still, make the incestuous parents do the
deed, for surely they must answer for their own mistakes as
well.

There is a natural and understandable bias against the
metis. They are impure, and can never create more children
to keep our tribe strong. But, as with the Kinfolk, do not
punish them for what they cannot help. Teach them the
ways of the warrior, do not beat into them the ways of the
coward. They, too, are Get, even for all their flaws, and they
deserve the right to live and fight and die with honor and

glory.

Lupus

The lupus are our greatest treasure, especially in these last
days, when the Fenris Winter comes and we need to have as
many Garou as possible to fight in the final battle. They are
brave, and they are proud. Do not condemn them for their
birth on four legs, but do not revere them for it either, All
races must be equal, for without the man and without the
wolf, we would not be Garou. You may condemn the weaker
tribes, but do not condemn the breeds; that is not the way to
Valhalla. Remember always that Fenris created us to protect
the wolves, and that he himself is the greatest of wolves.

Rituals

The rites of the Get teach us tradition, and give us the
sense of community that is so crucial if we are to prevail. Do
not scoff at the rites, and never stop learning of our past, for
there is wisdom in the experiences of our elders. More
importantly, our rituals are also our testing ground. Here we
learn whether those who participate are worthy of our tribe.

We are a brural lot, and the tests we offer in our Rite of
Passage are surely the truest test of our combative nature. All
Get must face danger in the Rite of Passage, for only through
honorable combat can any Get prove worthy of Great
Fenris. Some other tribes claim that our ways are too violent.
Bullshit. While the death of any Garou is a tragedy, we have
our ways and they have theirs. Most of them could not
survive our way of life, and most of us would be bored to tears
by the tranquil existence they must endure.

The most important thing to remember about our ways is
that they are violent. Do not expect mercy if you have
offered or accepted a challenge; do not expect forgiveness if
you screw up during a ceremony. We are warriors first:
everything else must be second to that single fact of our lives.
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Woots

Moots are more than just political, they are celebratory.
During the moots, we can be ourselves. We celebrate life,
victory and conquest over the enemies we have crushed
beneath our bloody paws. There are two types of moots: the
informal and the formal. Never make the mistake of confus-
ing the two.
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Informal moots are for fun and relaxation. They give us a
chance to know each other away from the field of combat
and to settle disputes that had been remporarily set aside. As
with our human Kinfolk ancestors, we are a lusty lot. At
these moots, you may drink yourself into a stupor, or you may
join in the songs of our ancestors.

You may also join in the games of the Get — but be
warned: these games are very dangerous. Do not join in an
arm wrestling match over silver blades if vou cannot take the
pain of losing a few fingers. Bloodshed is always a part of the
games. When you perform the Razor Dance, your feet will be
cut to shreds. When you join in a tug-of-war using barbed
wire for a rope and balancing at the edge of a fire pit, you are
going to get burned and bloodied. Our games test physical
prowess. If the players — winners or losers — suffer pain as
a result, that is the way it should be. No loss should be
without suffering, and conquest is always sweeter with the
smell of fresh blood to savor after the victory.

My favorite game is Claw Tag. Trust me, you learn well
how to dodge an attack after someone's claws rip hide off
your back for the third time. You learn to use more than your
eyes when you are blindfolded against a non-blindfolded
stalker. What's that? No, you moron, the idea isn't just to
avoid getting tagged, the idea is to see how many cuts you can
take before you finally surrender!

These moots are sometimes open to Garou from other
caerns, especially in the case of unresolved conflicts. | know
a Get, Jurgi Hautala, who must be commended for his
amazing patience with the lesser tribes. He once invited 17
Garou from other tribes to one informal moot, and fought
each of them one after another. He won most of the battles,
but that milk cow Black Fury, Hera-Moon-Bow, kicked him
three times in the balls. When he had finally recovered, |
asked him why he had invited so many battles upon himself.
Jurgi laughed at me, spit the remains of his front tooth from
his mouth, and replied: “They all offended me, but | could
not fight them and fight the Wyrm at the same time. A Get
has to have priorities.”

There is truth to his words! You should never turn from
your true enemies to make a point with other Garou. That
is what an informal moot is for,

The formal moots are a different story. They take place in
a great Lodge House. Understand and take my words to
heart, because your life may depend it. Never, under any
circumstances less than the Wyrm’s invasion, fight in the
Lodge Houses. In earlier times, when there were no conve-
niences, the houses were the only places where one could
find warmth. The Vikings forbade fighting in their lodge
houses, and we continue this tradition. There must be places
of peace, even among the Get of Fenris.

You may bring your weapons, and you may hang them on
the walls, but you must never attempt to use them within the
Lodge House. These places are for discussions of tribal law,
for our greatest celebrations and our deepest moments of
sorrow. There is no place for violence. Three times in our

Kennings
The kenning is logically (though not always in“artistic
effect) ametaphor; the térmiis dérived from theverb kerina

which meéans ‘to express or describe one thing by means of |

aniather!, The skalds aweve éxrraprdiarily lavish in cheir use
of kenningar, outdoing the most ornate of the Anglo-
Saxen poets.

— E, V. Gordon, An Introduction to Old
Norse

We Garou have.carried our Kinfolk's .traditions
with usiin our travels, keeping the best of them alive
into. medern: imes.; While humanshave forgotren
what is good in their past, we remember. ‘A’ poetic
tradition we still use is' the kenning, developed by
Norwegian poets long ago.

Some examples of kennings: the sea could be re-
ferred to as “whales’ pathways” or “enclosure of ships.”
Bjarni Herjolfsson's account of thediscovery of America
has the following prayer, which serves as an excellent
example of the use of kennings:

[ pray the sinless tester of monks may assist my journey,
Maiy the'lord of high earth and the hall hold his haswks peveh
ouer amex

“The “sinless tester of monks™ 1s°God, and'“*hawk’s
perch’is his arm.

Kennings are an innovative and creative poetic
technique, one that cannat be fully appreciated unless
heard in its original skaldic verse. Nonetheless, | give
here some of our more papular Fenrir kennings, frans-
lated into English.

Song of hearth and home = Gaia

Wearingthe wolf-shirt =
form

The pathfinder = the Litany

Jewel of the sward = caern

Crinos, Hispo or Lupus

Fleshléss friend = a spirit
Singers of the song of hearth and home = ancestors
Baneé of straw = fire
One wholis his own kith and kin = ronin
Wearing the ice shirt = Harano

Trackless path = the'way of the Wyrm

Jarl of cathbreakers = the Wyrm

Breaket 'of swords; piercer of armor; killer of erops;
stealer of deerr= the Wyrm (bad:luck)

Shield brother of addets = Black Spiral Dancer

When we sing of our hetoes, we ofren give them
well-known kennings. Just as the Norsemen knew that
“goat-driver” often referred to Thor, we know that
“lighter of pyres” refers to Gunnar Draugrbane, for the
many foes he killed. Perhaps one day, if you. become
great, you.shall have a kenning to note your deeds,

Get of Fenris
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Get Lexicon
Auspices

Qug names. for Lunals.chosen are different than the
other tribes’. We refuse ro honor the names used by the
Fianna, for ours are older and just as good,

Ragabash =/ Rotagar
Theurge = Godi
Philodox = Forseti
Galljard = Skald
Ahroun = Modi

Wors

When speaking human tongues, even English, we still
use. many Old Norse words, inherited from our great homid
heroes of old.

Ancestors (Past Lives) = forseldra
Bane = skripi

Battle = dolg

Battle Scar = bana-sar

Eln Jud - }‘.ril.‘.nth

Bone Gnawer (worthless wretch) = auvirthi
Caemn =varthi

Challenge = ein-vigi

Déadh = bani

Death-blow = bana-hogg

Dearh day = duatha-dagr

Dwarf = dvergr (dwarves = dvergar)
Earth = fold

Ferishes = raufr

Fire = Il

Frenzy = jotun-mothr, (1o rage [verb] = geisa)
(Giant. = jotunn

Gift = for-mali

Gnosis (soul ) = sal

Human-= mensks

Lore = froth-leikr

Luck = gecfa, erhamingja

Mage = (Gandwere

Monster (Wym creatore) = forath
Nobility, courage' = dreng=skapr
Poetry = hrag-thattr

Poison = eitr

Rage (beast’s heart).= dyrs-hjarta
Renown = vegr

Riddle = pita

Sacrifice = blot

Shame = hneykja

Spirit = andi (spirits = andar)
Spirit summoning = varth-lokur
Vampire = draugr (vampires = draugar)
Wicked: (Wytm corrupt) = vandr
Wolt = ulfr

Wiaith = haug-bui

history, someone has broken this law. Three times in our
history, someone has died for being so foolish.

There is an arena, outside the Lodge House, where all
formal combat is handled and all challenges to Jarldom are
met. These battles are never to first blood, or until someone
screams for surrender. There is only one survivor in these
battles, for they are always to the death. Do not make
challenges at the formal moots if you are not prepared to pay
the price.

The Litany

F*ck the law! I want meat!
— Peloquin, from Clive Barker’s Nightbreed

The Litany was developed to establish stability among the
tribes. This is a good thing. However, there are many ways
in which the words of the Litany can be misunderstood.
Some other tribes have different ways of handling the
Litany, as is their right. The Get of Fenris try to make certain
that the rules are followed carefully, and that there isa means
by which a Garou may attempt to prove his innocence,
should he be wrongly accused.

Garou Shall Uot Wlate with

Garou

Do not litter your own den, especially in such a vulgar
way. There are enough metis already, but worse still, you
bring shame upon our tribe by showing that you cannot
control your lust.

Despite what others believe, we do not take liberties with the
weaker female Garou we conquer. There is no honor in such
actions, only degradation to both parties. One Black Fury claimed
that she had been raped by a Get, and when her claim was proved,
she was permitted to take from the rapist the offending weapon.
Do notattempt to find loopholes within the Litany.

The standard punishment for breaching this part of the
Litany is toraise the child and teach him or her the ways of the
(Get. You must care for your children in all cases, tor even metis
have the right to a family. If you choose not to care for your
child, orif your child should accidentally come to harm, then
you must dispose of the evidence in the old ways. You must
consume the flesh of your offspring, allowing the child to live
within you forever. That is the formal punishment for mating
with vour own family and causing harm to your own flesh.

Combat the Wyrm
Wherever it (Dwells and
Whenever )t Breeds

Do not suffer a Wyrmling to live. Every creature that is
touched by the Wyrm has the potential to create more like itself.
Destroy them. If you find a nest of Wyrmlings, make certain the
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creatures and their nest are both destroyed. Cleanse the land of
the Wyrm's foul taint, or find someone who can. Never flee from
a Wyrmling, no matter how powerful. Better todieahero than to
live a coward, for Fenris does not forgive. Nor do his Get.

Respect the Territory of
Another

[f you find a place that suits your needs, and you can defeat
the owner of this territory in rightful combat, then, and only
then, may you claim the land as your own. These challenges
must be made publicly, and should your opponent refuse you
the right of challenge, you may not retaliate. We do not
wantonly kill our own kind over a few feet of land. We must
not waste the blood of the other Garou.

Accept an Honorable
Surrender

If your opponent has called for first blood, you may let him
live. If he has called for a life-duel, you are honor bound to kill
him, regardless of his pleas. This is our way. Know also that
honorable surrender is impossible for those without honor. Kill
all Wyrmlings, even if tormally challenged. In wartime, and
against the Wyrm's minions, this rule does not hold.

Submission to Those of
Higher Station

Never question a war leader's commands. Never insult
those of higher rank, unless you are willing to suffer the
consequences.

The First Share of the Kill
for the Greatest in Station

Give the elders their due, or they will kill you. Do not take
this lightly. I have seen pups torn limb from limb for their
stupidity.

Ve Shall Uot Eat the Flesh of

Humans

The blood-lust is great within the Get of Fenris, and this
may be overlocked from time to time. Do not, however,
leave any sign of human consumption.

Respect for Those Beneath
Ve— All Are of Gaia

All are beneath us. Do not play with your food, and do not
kill without just reason. You may test other Garou, for that

3

is one part of our duty, but you must not insult the other
tribes without justifiable provocation. Do not falsely accuse
another of a crime; this is not the honorable way to provoke
confrontation. You may certainly challenge the heritage of
another, but know the facts before you make the challenge.

The Veil Shall Mot Be Lifted

If the humans see you change, you must stalk them and
destroy them. You must leave no evidence. Be aware of your
surroundings, and avoid changing shapes in public places. If
the Crinos is your only resort, make certain that any wit-
nesses never have the chance to speak of the matter.

(Do Not Suffer Thy People
to Cend Chy Weakyness

There are three honorable ways in which to grow old. You
may barter with pups for food and care in exchange for
wisdom. You may challenge your Jarl, knowing that you
cannot win, and pray that he is merciful. You may fight the
Wyrm until you fall in battle. Suicide is not acceptable, and
brings dishonor to you and your tribe.

The Leader Wlay Be
Challenged at Any Time
(During Peace

You may only challenge for leadership during formal
moots. You may challenge for renown at any time of peace.

The Leader Wlay Not Be
Challenged (During Wartime

Unless your leader is grossly incompetent, and you can
prove the accusation, do not argue during war or combat.
Obey this rule at all times.

Ve Shall Take o Action
Chat Causes a Caernto Be
Diolated

There is no forgiveness. You will be destroyed. Your name
shall be unsung, and your deeds shall be unremembered.
Your Kinfolk will know only shame.

Never Refuse a Challenge

The Get of Fenris are the followers of Fenris. We do not
turn away from a fight. Ever. If a Garou insults your heritage
and the insult is not just, rip flesh and drink deep of your
enemy's blood. That is our way. But never turn from the true

Get of Fenris
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enemy to settle an insult argument — if the Wyrm is near,
kill the Wyrmling first, and then destroy the bastard who
insulted you.

Now listen to me: if some five-year-old human brat spits
on your shoe, you don't rip him limb from limb. There’s no
honor in damaging whelps. Instead, find his parent and
calmly explain that Junior was a bad boy, then reach his
parent a lesson that Junior will never forget. Children
cannot be held responsible for their own stupidity, but their
parents can.

Leadership

There are no councils, save the Council of War. The
Council of War meets once a year, and at this time the
battles for supremacy between the Jarls are held. From the
victors, we choose the five greatest warriors to lead the
Council. There can be no questions about their right to lead.
They are the strongest and the greatest in combat. Do not
question their motives; that is not for you to know. If you are
called to war, be prepared to die, for we shall all meet again
come the Ragnarok.







People talking in movie shows,

People smoking in bed,

People voting Republican,

Give them all a boot 1o the head!
— The Frantics, “Ti-Kwan-Leap/Boot to the Head”

Let me explain a little something to you about the world
at large. There are forces at work you have yet to run across,
forces that are vile examples of what we are fighting against.
| have spoken of the Wyrm, but I have not told you about
how the Wyrm works its foul tricks. Jormangundr has many
powerful allies in its schemes, and you will run across some
of them sooner or later. We have allies, too, but, for the most
part, they are weaker than we are.

We are not well-loved by the other tribes. Oh, they care
for us when the time for war approaches and they realize
once again that they need us to pull their hides from the fire.
This is just as well, because we do not need the love of other
Garou to see us through our troubles. We have each other,
and we have Gaia. We have Luna and we have Fenris. We
are complete.

Our history of forced expansion is brief, but the impact
from those times has been substantial. The Get of Fenris are
no longer isolated in the forests of the northlands. Now there
are Get on every continent of Gaia, though in some places
we are still limited in number.

Humans are everywhere, trying to decide what to build
next when they haven't any need for what they've already
built. The humans need to be remembered, but because so
few of them are warriors any longer, they choose to build
memorials to themselves. Rockefeller Plaza, Trump Towers

buildings named for those with money enough to have
their names inscribed onto edifices; or, worse still, the
endless roads named after endless lists of paper pushers who
somehow feel they have contributed to the well-being of
others.

Do not fall into this kind of trap. This is false glory at best,
a shallow honor that means nothing. The humans long for
any acknowledgment that they are the superior race. In
order to prove this to themselves, they rebuild Gaia in their
own image. No other animal on Gaia is so amazingly self-
righteous, so vain. The closest rival in pride is the Garou,
and we know better than to mar Gaia's flesh. Instead, we
record our deeds in songs and ask that our descendants
remember us as well. The Get have common sense
something that is lacking in our two-legged cousins.
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The World

The Get of Fenris are everywhere. Qur tribe has expanded
far from our homelands, just as Fenris commanded. We have
made countless enemies along the way and few friends of any
notice. We are warriors first. In whatever land we came to,
we took up sword and shield to fight the taint of the Wyrm
before we settled down, many times angering the natives in
the process, as in the case of the Wendigo. Never ignore the
resentment of others, for not all believe in honorable com-
bat as a means to settle disputes. There are too many who
would poison a meal before they would offer you a chance to
explain your actions.

Asia

There are very few Get of Fenris in the Far East. We have
little need for lands so overpopulated by humans that the
Wyld cannot even hope to grow. Most in the East follow
philosophies that are simply too bizarre; they would rather
live in peace and study the way water falls from a tree’s leaves
than know the sarisfaction of a well-fought battle. These
places we leave to the Shadow Lords and the Stargazers.

There are many half-breeds in Asia, children of Get
heritage, but tainted, mating with the Kinfolk of the lesser
tribes. We will claim them if we must, but they are not true

Get. These are the children of the Apocalypse. Pity them,
for they will never know our glory.

The Widdle East

There has never been a better place for us to hone our
combat skills. The people of the Middle East claim to hold
with the Asian philosophies, but they do not follow these
beliefs in the same way. They believe in settling disputes
with weapons and bloodshed. Unfortunately, their weapons
are often bombs, and they would shed the blood of innocents
on the street rather than meet their true enemy face-to-face.
They are much like the Fianna in this way: they aim to create
an example of their enemies, and often make claim to
actions that were not their own.

If you must go to the Middle East, do not take your Kinfolk
with you. Your enemies would use your family as a shield
while they attempt to stab you in the back. Better that you
train your Kinfolk well and trust them to defend themselves
in your homeland.

Australia

A few of our tribe live in Australia, but the land ishostile, and
the Bunyip Garou — those weaklings who once held the
continent — are said to haunt the Umbra, troubling our
brethren in the Land Down Under with their vile mind games.
Do not bother trying to help this wasteland. It is not worth the
trouble, for the land is far beyond our aid.

Get of Fenris
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Europe

This is our Homeland, and there are many Get who live
in the Old World still. All throughout Europe we have made
homes for ourselves and taught the weak to fear us. The
Black Forest, the hills, the valleys — all is ours. We could
rule the continent if we felt it necessary. But we must allow
other Garou here as well, for they would have no other place
if we did not tolerate their inept ways. Even so, we continue
to teach them lessons.

The northern parts of Italy still come into our territories,
despite the humans and their foolish border skirmishes. The
Black Furies loathe our existence on territory they claim
should belong to them, but the silly cows haven't the
strength to take the land away from us. We have let them
keep some part of their homeland, for we are not completely
without heart.

Great Britain

The British Isles have known us for a long time; to many,
the Isles are as much our Homeland as are the northern parts
of the continent. We share these lands with the Fianna, and
we often war with them. They call us usurpers. They are not
quite the warriors we are, nor are they worthy as comrades.
From time to time, it is a true pleasure to provoke them in
their constant cries for freedom from England. Still, their
Kinfolk take human politics too seriously. And they often
rebel against the rulers of their nation, the Kin of the Silver
Fangs. The Fianna would do well to listen to their superiors
for a change.

South America

This land reeks of the Wyrm's taint. The countries clash
constantly, and the lush forests of Gaia suffer as a result. The
humans have gotten out of control; Pentex rules the land,
stealing what should belong only ro Gaia and converting
wonders of nature into more farmlands where they can raise
cattle. The Amazon Basin suffers while we continue to lead
the way in the war against Pentex, and we continue to lose
ground in this war. Surely this, as no other sign, indicates
that the final days are upon us.

You will likely be called upon to fight in the Amazon, and
you should feel honored if asked. You may expect glorious
battles indeed should you accept the offer.

Africa

The only good to come from the Second World War is
that our numbers in Africa were strengthened once again.
We are now a force in South Africa. But there are places here
where the lesser races starve to death, and the bounty of Gaia
is only a remembered dream. The land dies; the deserts grow
stronger and devour the savannas and forests. This land is
both proud and sad, for the death of so many different species
is never a joyful event.




In the past, we often
joined the hunters,
downing an elephant or
facing off againstarhino. That
time is long gone, and now we must defend these weakened
species. Poachers, should you find them, must be hunted

duwn :-I!'l'Ll l.Il:"'i1]'H“.,'l:"Ll.

America

The Great American Melting Pot is over-full and reeks
with the scent of unwashed masses. Too many come from
other lands, far to the east, far to the south, trying to find a
better life. If they would concentrate on bettering their
stations in their own lands, perhaps ours would not be so
filthy.

The liberal-minded h: he criminals back onto

the streets. Never hHh ANy land so0 L]ﬁpv[';ltrh{ m::_'d::l.] tht‘
Get of Fenris. The Pure Ones have failed to keep their lands
pure, and so we have come to cut away the diseased flesh of
Gaia, and thus permit Her to regain Her strength.

There are many Garou from around the world here. They
will need us to teach them properly. Watch carefully for the
(Garou who cannot hold their caerns, for they are many.
Already we have been forced to take control of several

caerns to ensure that they do not fall to the Wyrm. This has

-

made us enemies in several tribes — but that is a part of life
over which we have no control.

Che Other Cribes
The Black Furies

The Furies are a proud tribe, and they have accomplished many
feats of which they should be proud. They fight almost as well as
men, and they base their lives upon the pursuit of Gaia's happiness.
But they are confused. They fight against us when they should
submit tous. There is no honor in denying the rights of men torule
over women. Women need the leadership of men to keep them

strong in these last days. We have battled the Furies many times in
the past, and I suspect we shall continue to struggle against them.

Che Bone Gnawers

There is a rumor that the Gnawers once had Garou stock.
These days, they mate with dogs. That does not say much for
their heritage, and it says even less for their characrer. If there
were no humansavailable, would they mate with gorillas? Then
again, if they mated with gorillas, perhaps they would have
backbones. l understand they lay claim to several members who
once were among the Get of Fenris; | do not believe that
nameless outcasts qualify for any other tribe. They may have
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them. | have never seen a more cowardly lot in my life, and I
would sooner see them slaughtered than sit by and watch them
mate with the Wyrm. They have no pride, no honor, and no
COommaon sense.

The Children of Gaia

They still insist on peace, when the final days are here. |
understand what the Children of Gaia are after, but I do not
believe all of the tribes can be united until they finally realize
that we are right, and that, with the Apocalypse soclose at hand,
few otherscould even hope to lead the 13 tribes as well as we can.
Bur they cry for peace and insist that we allow the humans to
take what they need and do as they please, though itis obviously
the humans who need to be culled back the most. If the time for
peace is ever going to come, the war must be taken care of first.

Che Fianna

Why can't the Fianna understand that songs are only a
small part of our great heritage? They sing, they drink, they
fight and they mate. All the while, the Black Spiral Dancers
breathe down their necks and we must constantly protect
them from the threat of the Wyrm-Garou. Surely we could
just let them die, but the Isles are a part of our heritage, too,
and must be defended. The time for harps is long past. Let
them taste the savagery and pleasure of war. Then they shall
be worthy to fight alongside us.

The Glass Walkers

Asbest ] can figure, the Glass Walkers believe in fighting fire
with fire. They believe that by conquering the cities, they can
somehow make the cities a partof nature again. This isstupidiry.
They stare into the Wyrm’s mouth and call for bargains and
business proposals. The Glass Walkers are only steps away from
amerger with Pentex. If that should ever happen, they will be
destroyed. We have our sacred duties to perform, and if those
duties require us to kill the Glass Walkers before they can join
with the Black Spiral Dancers, then that is what we shall do.
There is no excuse for worshipping the Scabs. The only differ-
ence berween the Walkersand the Gnawers is that the Gnawers
are more honest about their self-serving ways.

Red Calons

The Talonsare powerful warriors, and worthy of our respect.
Irsaddens me to think that we must eventually sing their funeral
dirge, for they are surely the least in number of all the tribes, and
the most set in their ways. Still, I believe they could make a
difference, if only the Concord were not in their way. Acknowl-
edge that the Talonsare ourallies, and help them when youcan,
but know that they are secondary to us. They are too stubborn
and foolish to realize that if they would simply join forces with
us, we could rule the 13 tribes with ease.

Shadow Lords

Do not trust the Lords, for they are back-stabbers and
moneylenders. There are many among the Get who claim
that the Shadow Lords will offer aid only if there will be a
greater profit for themselves in the long run. Be wary of the
Lords; always remember that they would sooner see you dead
and buried than allow you the right to speak your mind. They
would battle the Wyrm with words, while they manipulate
others to do their fighting for them. Beneath their pompous
airs and manipulative schemes, the Shadow Lords are cow-
ards. The Gert of Fenris have no need for cowardly allies.

TChe Silent Striders

The Striders came from the deserts and bear many fea-
tures in common with the jackal. They are wanderers and
vagabonds, and almost as solitary as the ronin. What is it
they seek? What is it they run from? I do not feel that they
can be trusted. Fight with them, but do not live with them.
They come from all races of humans, and they are indiscrimi-
nate in their mating habits. How can they be trusted when
they have no true heritage’

The Silver Fangs

The Silver Fangs were once almost as great as we are, but
they no longer recognize the urgency of the war. Do as the
Fangs request, for only by watching them carefully can we
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determine when they are no longer fit to rule the tribes. They
have attempted to lead the humans over the centuries, and
we can see how poorly they have handled that situation.
Watch them carefully, for the Silver Fangs are going mad,
and must not be allowed to I‘Jring us to our knees. The Garou
deserve berter.

Many of the Get in Europe do not see that the Silver Fangs
are insane. They want only to believe that the Fangs are their
natural leaders. Do not fall into this pit of folly. The Get
must be the ones who lead the Garou. Let the Fangs play
their tricks with the humans and leave the Get to handle the
war that must be fought.

We shall follow the Silver Fangs, we shall listen to their
commands and obey their orders for now. But we will make
certain that they do not lead us ro the Wyrm.

Che Stargazers

What do they seek in the night? The Stargazers look into
the depths of the stars for answers that do not exist. They
spend too much time staring into space and trying to solve
meaningless puzzles, thus managing little in the war against
the Wyrm. While [ have seen a few who could fight, most
look as if they are three ~(quarters axlEEp, and all too rL‘ad'g,' Lo
ask questions of the Jormangundr Itself if they believe the
Wyrm can answer their petry riddles.

e

Evaluate each of the Stargazers individually — much as
with the Silent Striders — for they are very independent,
and each one follows his own beliefs. They can fight, and |
wish they would, because we cannot do everything.

The Uktena

[ do not trust the Pure Ones, and | especially do not trust
these shamans. They are both secretive and paranoid; they
look for the Wyrm in places where the rocks are set just so,
or where the wind blows too cold. They try to placate the
Wyrm rather than doing battle against it. Also, they whine
too much, crying that their lands would still be pure if not for
our coming here. They would rather smoke their sacred pot
and eat their sacred peyote than fight in our sacred war
against Gaia's enemies. Medicine men have their place, but
a whole tribe of them? No, they are weak and try to hide their
weakness behind ceremonies that are ineffectual ar best.

The Wendigo

There are too many of these slovenly near-warriors. They
dress themselves in feathers and claim thart they kept the
Pure Lands free ufn:n;'rtl["rinn. but | notice th“:.-' fell L!I.I]L'l'-'.l‘:.-'
enough when real Garou showed up. They sit on their
reservations, drinking whiskey and whining about how
poorly they've been treated, all the while swearing ven-
geance against us all. We have nothing to fear from these
fools; they have already lost the war. Like the rednecks in the
Southern states, they insist in their pride that they have only
lost a battle. But it is not the Get of Fenris who now live in
the deserts, feeding off lizards.

These Wendigo crawl with their rails between their legs
and whine at the government, claiming that we have taken
away what is theirs by right. [ say let them take it back if they
can; I have long grown tired of their sniveling. The only
difference between the Bone Gnawers and the Wendigo is
that the Bone Gnawers will upt:nlj,' confess to their coward-
ice. The Wendigo claim to mourn the loss of the Croatan
tribe, and 1 believe they do. But at least the Croatan died
with honor. The Wendigo no longer have any dignity.

Enemies

The wails of a lifetime were gathered in that train whistle from
other nights in other slumbering years; the howls of moon-
dreamed dogs, the sleep of river-cold winds through January porch
screens which stopped the blood, a thousand five-sirens weeping,
or worse! the out-gone shreds of breath, the protests of a hillion
peaple dead or dying, not wanting to be dead, their groans, their
sighing, burst over the earth!

- Ray Bradbury, Something Wicked This Way Comes

There are other creatures just as proud as the humans, and
almost as deadly in their ways. They, like us, do their best to
hide their existence, and like us, they do this to maintain
security. They do not fear the humans, just as we do not fear
them. Instead, they respect the weapons the humans have
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created, and acknowledge that mankind must have his false
pride, or he will surely burn off the very flesh of Gaia. They
are a sad lot, but they are also deadly. You should know
something of these creatures, for you will surely meet them.
Their goals often come into conflict with our own. Above all
else, know your enemy.

The (Draugar — Undead

Vampires are real. They come out at night to feed upon
the blood of the innocent. They have the power to confuse
their victims, to make their victims believe they enjoy being
fed upon. Should you meet one of the undead, do not be
misled by its weak appearance, for many vampires are often
older than the United States Government, and in some
cases older than the Church. Do not trust them.

You may run across one whom you feel is trustworthy, for
she will not smell of the Wyrm and she will tell you of the
horrible life she leads, forever banished from the sunlight.
She may even look like someone you once knew, and she
may share with you her memories of easier times. Itisall a lie.

If you must deal with these creatures in times of war, then
do so, but be prepared to rip the hearts from their lifeless
bodies when the time comes.

Vampires have family units. When they come across a
human who suits their needs, they force him to join with
them in their mockery of life. There are dozens of these
family units, each answering ultimately to the greatest of
vampires. You would think that with such a system, they
could have taken over the world by now. In truth, they are
divided by petty conflicts, stabbing each other in the back
and stealing blood from one another.

There are a few, called the Gangrel, whom you may trust
briefly. Never give them the location of a caern, or let them
know where you live among the humans, but you may rely on
them in times of war. They are much like the Shadow Lords:
truly trustworthy only when they are asleep. Still, they have
their uses. If given a choice, however, kill them on sight.

Gandwere — Wl ages

Mages are humans who have learned the secrets of magic.
Though, most work with the Weaver, some will ally them-
selves with the Wyld, and others with the Wyrm. A few of
the mages could potentially become our allies, but most are
a threat to Gaia and to our way of life, There are many who
try to make themselves into machines and then hide this fact
with false skins; they are much like the Glass Walkers. Gears
and wires do not make a better Garou, nor do they make a
better human. It was the Weaver's capture of the Wyrm that
started this whole mess in the first place.

Stay away from the mages. Work with them if you must,
but do not trust them. They must each earn your trust
individually, for they have no true heritage or lineage on

and kill the ones who in league with the Wyrm.

/ which to rely. Do not trust those who work for the Weaver,
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Haug-Bui — Wraiths

Everyone dies. Sometimes, they come back from death.
Do not be afraid of the wraiths, for they are only wretched
souls who have lost their way, or were not worthy of a place
in the afterlife. Many Vikings fell in fields of battle. Those
who were strong and worthy went to Valhalla. Those who
were weak became ghosts who still haunt the world.

We believe that it is those humans who are weak in will
and determination who become wraiths. We cannot hope to
kill the wraiths, for they are already dead. Instead, leave
them to their own. They suffer as few have suffered, for they
cannot find Valhalla.

Che Faerie

We have a long history with the faerie. To some, we have
sworn oaths of alliance. The Dvergar — the Dwarves — are
our friends. The Jotunns — the Giants — and the Trolls are
our sworn enemies. Do not take any action against a faerie
until you know for certain that he intends to do you harm.
Most of them share our love of Gaia, and for that reason
alone, they should be treated with respect. While you may
work with the changelings, do not expect straight answers to
any questions you may ask. They are like the spirits; their
motives are too alien for us to understand.
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Tribal Weaknesses
(Optional)

An optional rule was introduced in the first of the
Werewolf Tribebooks: tribal weaknesses. These are quirks
each member of a particular tribe possesses, usually due to
the social or even genetic nature of a tribe. Weaknesses
should not always be enforced. There are some situations
where a Bone Gnawer may not suffer a higher difficulty on
Social rolls. These situations may be rare, but they can occur.
For instance, Black Furies suffer from an inborn anger
against men, but a Black Fury may not feel anger towards a
man with whom she has a trusting relationship.

It is up to the Storyteller to enforce these rules when an
appropriate situation occurs in the game. A player may be
unwilling to remind a Storyteller that her Ukrena’s curiosity
will get her into trouble.

Get of Fenris Weakness

Intolerance

Each Get of Fenris has one thing that she will not tolerate.
[f a situation arises in which this object of contempt is near,
she will be unable to endure its presence and will do every-
thing in her power to rid herself of the annoyance. If this
object of intolerance is a fellow Garou, then woe unto
him....

4
L-’/-m.-.

The player may either define a specific Intolerance for her
character (with the Storyteller's approval) or choose from
the list below. Wyrm creatures may not be chosen — all Get
are expected to hate such monstrosities as a matter of course.

o Cowardice — You hate cowardice in all its forms,
whether it is fear of the battlefield or fear to stand up to
others in social situations. You openly scorn those you deem
cowardly. If you ever go into a fox frenzy, you will turn your
hate inward, and must do everything possible to make up for
your act of cowardice, becoming quite reckless in the pro-
cess.

* Compromise — You hate to compromise; you view this
as a tactic for those who are not strong enough to get their
way. You scorn those who use compromise as a means to
settle disputes (such as the Glass Walkers and the Children
of Gaia), and you }rnur:ﬂ:” will never compromise In a
situation. Your way must be enforced. If a leader forces you
to compromise, that is acceptable, but you will begin to
doubrt that leader’s ability to rule.

* Lower Animals — You have only contempt tor crea-
tures lower than you on the food chain. Such creatures are
meant to be kicked around by your kind. This includes
humans and even wolves. While you believe it is your duty
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to defend them to a degree (such is Gaia's will), you will not
accept condescension or insubordination from them. A
grave insult from a human is enough to drive you to frenzy.

e Peaceniks — You despise those who speak of peace
when war is the proper response. War tempers the warrior
and prepares him to fight against the Wyrm as the Apoca-
lypse approaches. Yes, there are times for peace, but when
attacked, you must strike back. Never turn the other cheek.

e Weakness — You hate weakness in others, whether it
is a lack of physical strength or a lack of backbone. You will
openly scorn those you deem weak and will never tolerate
such qualities in yourself. You can only be merciful when
there is a risk involved, a chance that it could lead to danger;
otherwise, mercy is the hallmark of those too weak to punish
criminals (whether they are servants of the Wyrm or Garou).

o Weaver Stuff — You hate all things of the Weaver,
especially rechnology. You may even feel that Klaives bear
too much of her taint; only claws and fangs would then be
pure enough. You especially despise the Glass Walkers and
all Urrah. You must never willingly use technology when
more traditional means will do.

Werits and Flaws

Alcohol Tolerance (1 pt. Physical
Werit)

With a successful Stamina roll (difficuley 5), a Garou with
this Merit can shake off the effects of intoxication, suffering
no coordination penalties that might normally affect a
drunken fighter. This Merit also works against all natural
intoxicants, though not against poisons. It will also rake a
Garou with this Tolerance longer to get drunk.

Wixed Heritage (1to 2 pt. Social
Flaw)

Get of obviously mixed heritage are scorned by others.
They are less likely to be accepted, must work harder to gain
Renown (at the Storyteller’s discretion) and are often treated

as poorly as metis by the more militant members of their
tribe. The Get suffers penalties on all Social rolls with Get
of Fenris (+1 difficulty with 1 pt. Flaw; -1 die with £ pt.
Flaw). Note: This Flaw does not affect the Pure Breed
Background.




CPhysically Jmpressive (2 pt. Physical
Wlerit)

A Garou with this Merit can add one die to all Social rolls
that involve intimidation. The Get appears dangerous both
in outward demeanor and in physical bearing, and exudes a
confidence that assists in impressing opponents.

Gifts

® Troll Skin (Level Two) — With this Gift, a Garou can
make her skin grow tough and thick, covered with warty
knots of hard, armored flesh. This Gift is taught by an Earth
Elemental.

System: The Garou spends one Gnosis point and rolls
Stamina + Primal-Urge (difficulty 7). For each success, the
Garou receives one extra die on her soak roll. This Gift does
not protect against fire or silver, and lasts for one scene.
However, when embued with Troll Skin, the Garou is +1
difficulty on Social rolls due to the ugly skin and its accom-
panying smell.

¢ Wearing the Bear Shirt (Level Two) — When a Garou
with this Gift frenzies, he will always enter a berserk frenzy,
never a fox frenzy. This Gift is taught by a Bear-spirit.

System: No roll is required; once this Gift is learned, the
effects are automatic. In addition, the Garou can make a

Willpower roll to resist any Gifts, Disciplines, Arcanos or
other powers that incite fear, even if a resistance roll is
normally not allowed.

* Endurance of Heimdall (Level Five) — This powerful
Gift grants the Garou great endurance and hardiness for a
rime. This Gift is taught by a Boar-spirit.

System: The Garou spends one Gnosis point and rolls
Willpower (difficulty 6). If successful, the Garou's Stamina
rating is doubled for the duration of the scene. This will aid
Stamina and Soak rolls.

¢ Strength of the Einherjar (Level Five) — This Gift
allows a Get to call upon his greatest ancestors, the heroes of
WValhalla, the Einherjar, for assistance. It is only used in dire
situations, when the lives of more than one Garou are
endangered. Calling on the strength of the Einherjar allows
a Get to increase his Attributes substantially for a limited
time. The Einherjar come to the aid of a Get only in times
of great peril, and punish any Get who attempts to call on
them without need. This Gift is taught by an Ancestor-
Spirit.

System: Only Ger with at least one dot in the Past Life
Background may learn this Gift. The Get spends one Rage
point and rolls Charisma + Rituals (difficulty 10); she may
subtract one from the difficulty for every dot she has in Past
Life. During the casting of this Gift, she must carve the
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specific runes of her ancestors into her flesh. For each
success, she may add one dot to any Attribute, or distribute
the dots to different Artributes.

If the Storyteller believes this Gift has been used inappro-
priately, the Einherjar will still give assistance, but then turn
on their descendant, permanently removing a number of
Attribute dots equal to those they granted. They will show
no mercy.

* Call Great Fenris (Level Six) — The Get may
summon a spirit avatar of Fenris Wolf. The avatar will assist
in combat, slaying all who are not Get of Fenris or under
their protection. There is always a sacrifice demanded in
return, traditionally the right hand of the summoner. Once
Fenris has claimed the hand, it does not regenerate. If there
is not a good reason for calling the avatar, or the summoner
will be devoured whole. This Gift is taught by a wolf spirit.

System: The Garou spends one Gnosis point and rolls
Stamina + Occult (difficulty 6). The summoner perma-
nently loses one Health Level as his right hand is bitten oft
by Fenris in return for daring to summon him. See the sidebar
for the Fenris avatar's Traits.

Che Spirit Avatar of Fenris
Wolf

The avatar. of Grear Fenris appears as an enormous
wolf, 10feet tall at theshoulder. His eyes burn with rage"
and his jaws drip with the blood of ¢ountless 'enenies.
His fur is brown with red and black markings. The avatar
of Fenris an run at up to 100 miles per hour, and never
seems to tire,

Willpower 10, Rage 10, Gnosis 8, Power 75

Charms: Airt Sense, Materialize (Power cost 40;
Strength 10; Dexterity 7, Stamina 10, Brawl 5, Dodge 3;
Claws:'Str '+ 3, Fangs: Str + 4, Health 15), Reform,
Tracking

Get of Fenris Ragabash ( Rotagar)

e Loki’s Touch (Level Three) — This Gift is rare among
the Get of Fenris, but the Rotagar often find it necessary to
cool the rages of their comrades. With just a rouch, the
Garou may cause a target to go into uncontrollable fits of
laughter or simply to have a better sense of humor. This Gift
is taught by any Trickster spirit (most often Ratatosk, the
Squirrel).

System: The Garou must touch an opponent and roll
Manipulation + Empathy (difficulty equal to the Rage plus
the Rank of the rarget; maximum difficulty of 10). The fits
of laughter will last for one round per success, during which
time the target may not take any offensive action, although

he may defend himself if attacked.

/-n-.

Get of Fenris

Vmir's Sweat Gift

o Call of the Early Frost (Level Three) — Per the Level
Three Wendigo Gift. Only members of the Ymir's Sweat
bloodline (if they truly exist) may learn this Gift.

Rites

The rites of the Get of Fenris are bloody, savage affairs;
few are ever performed without retribution or punishment in
mind.

Rite of Heritage ( Level One Renown)

This rite reveals the lineage of a Get, often allowing
rival’s numerous claims of poor breeding to be disproved
without resulting in a bloodbath.

Rite of Rune Carving ( Level One
Wystical)

The Theurges (Godi) of the Gert of Fenris are taught early
on to respect and appreciate the power of runes. This rite
allows them to carve the runes that they can later cast. The
runes must be carved into the bones of enemies slain in
battle and, once dedicated, may never be lost by the Get.
(See the Rite of Rune Casting, below.)

QRite of War ( Level Two Kenown)

An Ahroun must successfully complete a vigorous series of
trials before she is allowed to become Rank Two, regardless of
what she may already have accomplished. During thisrite, she
may use no weapons except her natural body, and she must
battle with two more Ahroun, both of whom are armed with
silver. The scarsachieved during the rite are then painted with
dyes made from various plants, and become permanent remind-
ers of the Ahroun’s success. This rite is ceremonial in nature,
and simply marks the successes of the Get as a warrior.

Rite of Challenge ( Level Three
Renown)

This longrite isaformal challenge for leadership of the sept
and may only be performed at formal moots. The challenger
must step forward and recite his full lineage, announcing the
proud heredity that permits him to call for battle. He mustalso
call out the reasons for his challenge, and make a formal
accusation against the present Jarl. The Jarl may not refuse this
challenge. No weapons may be used in the ensuing combat.

Rite of the Lodge House ( Level Three
Wystical)

Thispowerful rite is performed at all formal moots, and works
to soothe the Rage within all Get of Fenris. Once this rite has
been performed, any Ger within the lodge are supernaturally
calm, and all Rage rolls have a difficulty of 9. They are thus
capable of rational thought and reasonable discourse.




Rite of Rune Casting ( Level Three
Wystical)

The Theurges use this rite to cast and understand the
meaning runes. 1 he Storyteller is encouraged to come up
with exactly how much or how little of the future can be
jmt'rpretfrd 1‘:'!,' the casting of the runes. The answers should
always be vague, but accurate enough to give hints.

Rite of Conquest ( Level Five By | 51)
Wystical) . = o .

. e gi T
This rite is performed whenever one Jarl has defeated an- = ltdlelin "‘r"’mff'
other. The rite acknowledges the history of both the fallen Jarl '
and the new Jarl, and isactually more ceremonial than mystical.
The heart of the slain Jarl must be consumed by the new Jarl,
who symbolically gains the wisdom to rule hissept properly. In
the case of the World-]arl, the leader of all the Get of Fenris, the
symbolic act is accompanied by the actual knowledge of the
predecessor's Gifts. Thisrite ensures that Get of Fenris leaders
will always be strong. The possessions of Jarls defeared in
combat are turned over to the new Jarl, but any relatives who
have a claim on the fetishes and weapons may challenge the

new Jarl for the right to keep them.

1 Fetishes

‘ (’Daggfr of Retribution Hammer of Thor

Level 2, Gnosis 5

This fetish allows a Garou to know who has stolen a prized
possession. While concentratingon thestolen item, the Garoumust
hold the ornate dagger forward and follow the gentle tugs it gives
untilitreachesitsmark. Thefetish inflicts Strength damage, but the
difficulty tohitisonly 5.

Level 5, Gnosis 5
These hammers are foreed from silver-laced iron and cooled

in the blood of freshly-slain enemies. Each hammer inflicts
Strength +3 damage and causes aggravated wounds. As with

Thor's hammer, Mjolnir, ahammeralways returns to its rightful
owner. There are seven of these hammers, and most are in the
hands of the Jarls of various powerful septs. Killing blows from

The runes (Futhark):
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these weapons send out a powerful thunderclap; this does no
damage, butannounces toeveryone in the vicinity thatafoe has
fallen.

Shield of Heimall

Level 5, Gnosis 8

This small wooden token, shaped like a shield, is worn
around the neck. When activated, the shield adds +5 dice to the
wearer's soak roll, but only against cowardly attacks. Only one
opponent per round will have adirect shot at the wearer; forall
other attacks, from behind or from cover, the wearer receives
the +5 soak dice.

Wotan's Spear ( Gungnir)

Level 5, Gnosis 7

This powerful spear causes aggravated damage, and will only
harm minions of the Wyrm. The bearer of this spear may use the
Gift: Sense Wyrm. If afoe can be seen, it can be hit, for the spear
suffers norange penalties. The speardoes Strength + 5 damage.
There are two known in existence.

Cotems

(See also Chapter Two)

Cotems of War
dSoar

Background Cost: 5

The savage and powerful boar is feared by many hunters.
With its ferocity and anger, it will fight long after weaker
warriors fall in battle. Many combative young packs choose
Boar as their totem.

Traits: Boar gives his Children an extra point of Stamina
and Brawl 2.

Ban: Children of Boar must never hunt or eat boars.

Fenris Wolf

See Werewolf: The Apocalypse Second Edition rulebook,
p. 262.

Cotems of Wisdom
Hrafn, the Raven

Background Cost: 5

Hrafn is a Trickster-spirit favored by many lupus. He plays
with theircubs and teases the yearlings and adults. He is always
hungry; in fact, he is the hungriest of all the totem creatures.
Hrafn often leads wolves to prey, but lacks the strength to kill

Get of Fenris
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the animal himself. He feeds upon what is left after the wolves
are finished with the carcass. He is also a totem of wealth. He
makes sure the wolves want for nothing and always have the
resources they need.

Traits: Hrafn reaches his Children Survival 3, Subter-
fuge 1 and Enigmas 1. Each pack member gains a bonus of
one temporary Wisdom point. Children of the Raven are
tavored by the Corax wereravens.

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

cﬁfﬂtutask

Background Cost: 4
Ratatosk sees and hears all from his secret pathways up
and down the trunk of the World Tree. While he is small and

puny, he knows much and teaches his Children craftiness.

Traits: Children of Ratatosk learn Subterfuge 2 and three
dots in any Knowledges of their choice (Lupus characters
can even choose Knowledges normally restricted to them).
Children of Ratatosk will always gain one fewer Honor
Renown point than usual (they must gain at least two points
on any occasion to get one), but they get an extra point of
Wisdom Renown every time they earn Wisdom (Storyteller's
discretion.)

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




... The Old Norse word for wolf, vargr, being also the legal
term for outlaw.
—Adam Douglas, The Beast Within: A _History of the

Werewolf

To the last human or wolfamong themytheGetarétough ~ many ifidividual beliefs. Get can be warriors, wise thanes,
and mean/as hell. Bur while they may seem culturally and ~ stern shamans or crafy (and cruel) tricksters.
behaviorally homogenous to outsiders, they actually hold

)
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Judge, Jury and
Executioner

Quote: Excuse me, I think you left this noose behind when
you murdered that little girl. (Snarl) I thought you might like it
back, you twisted sonova. ..

Prelude: You grew up in the city, more often than not left
ro your own devices, as both of your parents were forced to
work. By the time you were 10, you had been in trouble with
the law several times for boosting cars and even for shoplift-
ing. You tried dealing drugs once, for the easy money, but the
desperate look on the junkies’ faces led you to change your
mind. It just wasn't worth the fast cash to do that to
someone. Instead, you drifted into the neighborhood protec-
tion group as you grew older. Your First Change happened
when you were 15. By that time, you had developed a
reputation for reporting crimes to the cops. They no
longer thought of you as a threat, but as an
ally.

After your Rite of Passage, you took
the action to a new level. Now, you
locate the criminals who prey upon
your neighbors and teach them a
harsh lesson about civic respon-
sibility. Your prey rarely
lives long enough to
forget the experi-
ence.

Concept: You are
now a beat cop, work-
ing the worst parts of
the city to hunt down ;
the sleaziest individuals
and the most corrupt
pangs. Tou try to avoid
being seen too often in
action; if vou are seen, this
Il'lllH!'][ OIS hHL'L( Lo [‘1:-111111.'
your Kinfolk.

Roleplaying Hints: You
know the lanpuage and the
rituals of the streets. You also
know where you can get informa-
tion with little more than a veiled
threat. Youalways play by the book
when on duty, and you lead by
example as a responsible mem-
ber of the community. But when
night falls, the game begins. You
love the smell of fear on your
victims and you love the taste
of blood on your fangs. You are
a friendly, cheerful man, and a
savage, merciless Garou.

52
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Equipment: Ratry street clothes, various confiscated weap-
ons, used to hide the true cause of death, handcuffs, nonde-
script car, donuts and cof-

fee
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Name: Breed: Homid Pack Name:
Player: Auspice: Ragabash Pack Totem:
Chronicle: Camp: Ha Hd of Tyr Concept: Judge, Juz& Executioner ‘g
Physical Social Wental
Strength 90800 Charisma @09000 Perception 020000
Dexterity 00000 Manipulation @0000 Intelligence 0000
Stamina 00000  Appearance ee000 Wit ®90000
L] L -
TCalents Skills Knowledges
Alertness ®9000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer ®0000
Athletics 9000 Drive_ ®0000 Enigmas 00000
Brawl @e000 Etiquette ®0000 Invesrigation ®e000
Dodge 00000 Firearms ®0000 Law ®0000
Empathy 00000 Leadership 0000 Linguistics 00000
Expression 00000 Melee e0000 Medicine ®0000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 0000 Politics 00000
Streetwise eoe00  Stealth 0000  Ritals 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival ®0000 Science 00000
fﬁfnckgraunbs Gifts Gifts
Allies 0000 Blur of the Milky Eve
Kinfolk 00000 Resist Pain
Resources @0000 Persuasion
00000
Q0000
Glory Bruised u
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0000000000 229280 Hurt 4 B
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® 000000000 Mouled s
mimis 0000000000 2
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e Willporwer ==bime s TWeakiess =oim
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Attributes: 7/5/3 Abilities: 13/9/5 Gifts: | Level One from breed, auspice and tribe; Backgrounds: 5. Freebie Points: 15 (7/5/2/1)
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Caern ( ;uar bian Roleplaying Hints: You seldom lose your temper, but you
never back down from an argument with some city fool who

wants to give you grief, You try to be friendly, but

Quote: Little far from home, aren’t you? Looks like the
park’s pretty full up today. Why don’t you get back in
vour car and leave before things get ugly?

are also very firm in the rules you set down. If a
potential troublemaker comes to the park,
you ask him to leave, and if he declines, you
teach him the error of his ways.
Metis Deformity: Club
foot. You can nn]'i,-' run at half
the normal speed.

Prelude: You were born different from others,
less than perfect in the eyes of your
people. Despite your deformity, S
your people still gave you affec- |
tion as a child and helped you
to overcome your physical limi-
tations. While it's true they often made life hard
for you, never letting you favor your club foort,
they instilled in you a sense of pride in your
worth, and gave you the chance to prove your-
self. You have always lived in the country,
surrounded bﬂ}‘ the sounds of the natu-
ral world. As time went on, you
moved closer to the periphery of
the human world. Now you work

Equipment: Jeep,
ranger’'s uniform,
two-way radio, por-
table fire exrin-
guisher

as a park ranger and make certain
that no one defiles the haven of
Gaia. You take your duties seriously,
as you are also the first defense of the
caern in times of danger.

Concept: Your love of the Wyld is
strong, and when it is mistreated your
anger is ferocious. You still live near
the woods, working as a park ranger
and as a guardian of the caern. Youdo
not ask questions more than once,

and you enforce the rules
about campsite safety
with an iron fist.
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Pack Name:
Pack Totem:

Breed: Metis
Auspice: Theurge

Name:
Player:
Chronicle:

Camp: Concept: Caern (Guardian

Physical Social Wental
Strength 09000 Charisma @0000 Perception 00000
Dexterity 9800 Manipulation ®9000 IﬂFﬂlligﬂnﬁ‘f ®e 000
Stamina @99 00 Appearance 000 Wits ®9000
[ ] L} -
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness ®0000 Animal Ken @e 000 Computer 00000
Athletics ®0000 Drive ®0000 Enigmas 00000
Brawl 89000 Etiquette 00000 [nvestigation e0000
Dodge ©0000 Firearms 00000 Law @0000
Empathy 00000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics 00000
EEPTE.‘S&iHﬂ O0000 ME]EE OO000 Mﬂdlflﬂf’ @0000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge ®0000 Repair 0000 Politics 00000
Streetwise 00000 Stealth 0000 Rituals 9000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival 00000 Science 00000
ﬁ?ackgraunbs Gifts Gifts
Totem 00000  Sense Wyrm
Past Life ©@000 Spirit Speech
00000 Razor Claws
00000
Q0000
Glory Bruised O
e 90000 0O0O0
00 00 0 008000 ot 4 O
ElEIE .
v Injured q
o] 2  § s Wounded » O
0000000000 Gnosis M-mll:ﬂ 5 :
L0 000000000 i 2
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.iiﬂ%%%%DD L
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INTOLERANCE:
| G?nnk 000000000 |
| / Tourists

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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Protector

Quote: Who the hell do you think you are? Don't feed me
that line of crap, I know you're lying!

Prelude: You were born and raised in a small town, where
traditional American values still held strong. You have
never wanted to live anywhere else. You have never really
experienced anything else. While you were growing up, life
was good and your problems were few. Your hardest task was
to make your siblings see reason when they started to fight
among themselves. When the time came for your First
Change, your aunt led you away from the town to explain
what you were about to go through. She talked you through
the Change, and then informed you of your new duties and
responsibilities.

i

Wil

|
F

Concept: You live much the same way that you did before
the Change. You have a job in a local furniture company,
one of the good ones that still makes all of their furniture by
hand, and you have finally come to the decision that the
small town is where you want to be forever. You are still
settling disputes, always trying to stop some fool from
smashing another fool’s head in. The only thing your pack

ever seems to agree on is that the time has come to end the
reign of Jormangundr.

#I;‘p _r? .lI }l

ek

o

Roleplaying Hints: Speak loudly, but only when
necessary. You know that your words carry weight, but
you try not to abuse your position as a Keeper of the
Ways. Still, you absolutely hate liars and will go out of
your way to make them confess to their crimes, even if
you have to smash their skulls in to do it.

Equipment: Jeans, T-shirt, hand-made baseball bat,
warkman’s boots, and three six-packs every week
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Name: Breed: Homid Pack Name:
Player: Auspice: Philodox Pack Totem:
Chronicle: ?p* Concept: Frﬂtﬂa or
Physical Social MEntﬂf
Strength 00000 Charisma ®@9000 Perception 00000
Dexterity 00000 Manipulation 00000 Intelligence 00000
Stamina 00000 Appearance ®0000 Wits ' T I Tele]
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 00000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics 00000 Drive ®0000 Enigmas @e000
Brawl 00000 Etiquette 00000 Investigation 00000
Dodge ee000  Firearms e0000  lLaw 9000
Empathy 00000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics 00000
Expression 00000 Melee 0000 Medicine 00000
[ntimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 00000 Politics ©0000
Streetwise 00000 Stealth 00000 Rituals 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival 00000 Science 00000
M Abvantages _—__.JZ-‘—.,
ABackgrounds Gifts Gifts
Kinfolk ®9000 Persuasioh
Past Life ®0000 Truth of Gaia
Resources 00000  Resist pain
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w rm Hunter You were content for a time. But then the foul things
y came, the Wyrmlings in their false human skins. They tore
up the woods and killed your family, and they would have
killed you, too, had not others like yourself shown up -
others who could change their shapes. Severely wounded,
you watched as the first other Garou you had ever seen
attacked and destroyed the Banes. Afterward, the Garou
patiently taught you their heritage, although you had no
desire to learn. When you became too aggressive toward your
teachers, they tore your fur to make their point. Eventually,
you learned your place in the pack, and were taught more
about the humans. You soon learned how to imirtate
humans, and to like the taste of their flesh...
Concept: You spend your time in the woods near
the big Scab, and you hunt and kill those who
would destroy your home. You know the humans
have foul weapons that can hurt Gaia, and you
are determined to stop them before they put

Quote: Grrr... You stink like a corpse. Now you'll look like
one, too. ..

Prelude: Your life among the wolves was easy until the
humans started cutting down the forest where your family
had made their den. Three times you were forced to move
because of the foul scent that brought the felling of the trees
— the odor of diesel fuel and machine oil.
When yousaw the
great metal-

them to use.
Roleplaying Hints: If it’s human, kill
it. If it is of Gaia, respect it. You do not
like the city, and you avoid it when
ever possible.
Equipment: Claws, fangs and a
serious attitude problem. You keep
human clothes hidden away for
the times when you must go to
the city to hunt Wyrm crea-

lic beast that tore the
land apart, your First Change
assaulted you and you fell into a tit
of lunatic Rage. The humans with
their machines fell before your fury as easily
as the trees had fallen to their chain saws.
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Name: Breed: Lupus Pack Name:
Player: Auspice: Galliard Pack Totem:
Chronicle: Camp: Glorious Fist of Wotan Concept: Wyrm Hunter
Physical Social Wental
Strength 20000 Charisma ®@9000 Perception 20000
Dexterity 00000  Manipulation e0000  Intelligence ©e000
Stamina 09000 Appearance 00000 Wits ®9000
s et K Abzl:tzes B 2
TCalents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 20000 Animal Ken @000 Computer 00000
Athletics 00000 Drive 00000 Enigmas @0000
Brawl 00000 Etiquette 00000 [nvestigation 00000
Dodge ee000  Firearms 00000 Law 00000
Empathy 0000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics 00000
Expression 00000 Melee 0000 Medicine 00000
[ntimidation 0000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 00000 Politics 00000
Streetwise 00000 Stealth @000 Rituals 09000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival 00000 Science 00000
Backgrounds Gifts Gifts

Kinfolk #0000  Heightened Senses
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War Wlonger °

Quote: Are you talkin’ to
me? Come here, you little

to Golden Gloves Regional Champi-
onship. All while you were learn-
ing the ways of the Get.
Concept: You still strive to be
shit! I've got something to the best, and you're pretty
tell vou. Hey, come back
here! I'm not done kill-

mg you yet!

sure there aren't many who
can beat you in a fair fight.
{_-‘jf COLTSE, [ '.'.'"'.-"l:.'r'j'li.]l':IL'
fichts fairly, so you've
started learning a few

Prelude: You
were  never
happy with
ﬁt!a:mnl l‘.lt:.'-il.

All through
Little League,
you had to outdo the

new tricks along those
lines, too....

Roleplaying
Hints: You are ag-
eressive and unstop-
others around you. If pable — at least in
YOUr OwWn eyes. You
always meet the en-
emies who face you on
their terms, whether you like
those terms or not. You prefer to

someone could run
faster, you practiced
until you could beat

o —

them. If someone
could take pain bet-
ter, you toughened

o

use your hands in combat; use of
P2 weapons almost seems like cheat-
ing. You live for the challenge

yourself and learned

ML R T T T L L L
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to thrive on pain. If = AL 4]
and the thrill of t{t*!t':inng yOour en-

emies. Nothing pleases you more than
to hear your foes, crying for mercy

someone was a bet-
ter fighter, you
learned how to
break bones to make which you will not deliver.

Equipment: Shit-kicker boots,
Harley Davidson motorcycle, leather
jacket, chain, .357 Magnum with
spare clips, brass knuckles, big pig-
sticker knife, attitude

your point. Then the

First Change came,
and everything just got
better. You could outrun
them all. You made star
quarterback in high
school. You even made it

e
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Name: Breed: Homid Pack Name:

Player: Auspice: Ahroun Pack Totem:

Chronicle: Camp: Concept: War Monger y
] s 7 [t triblites it et
' Physical Social Wental

Strength 00000 Charisma 00000 Perception 09000

Dexterity 11 180, Manipulation 90000 II‘llIE"iHEHﬂL‘ 0000

Stamina @9000  Appearance ee000 Wit 00000
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Talents Skills Knowledges

Alertness 00000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer 00000 '

Athletics 99000 Drive 00000 Enigmas 00000
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E}Ipl'f:bisi{.}t'l 00000 MEIE’E "Y1 Jel8 Mﬂdi‘:iﬂﬁ e@O0000

Inttmi{lﬂtiﬂn ®®000 Performance 00000 OCCLI.][ 0000

Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 0000 Politics 00000

Streetwise 00000 | Stealth 0ooooo  Rituals ®0000

Subterfuge 00000 Survival 00000 Science 00000
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Many Get of Fenris have had songs sung about them. In the future, many more will be so remembered. The Gerdo not
long tolerate cowards, nor do they permit the weak or honorless to walk among them. The following figuresare examples for
all Get to follow, examples of the goeals toward which all Ger of Fenris must strive.

? Chose Who Will Fight at R agnirok i

Get of Fenris
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Brynhild-Blood-Avenger

Brynhild lived in Scandinavia in the early 800s AD. Brynhild-
Blood-Avenger changed late in life. For a time, no one even
knew that she had bred true. Brynhild was married to Jon, son
of Halthar, and she gave him three strong sons and two healthy
daughters. Their marriage was blessed.

When Brynhild’s mother grew ill, she left her husband’s
village and made her way to the town where her mother
lived: because her father had been killed in battle, there was
no one else to care for her. While she was away, the Trolls
came to her husband’s village; when Brynhild returned
home after her mother's death, she found her husband and
sons dead, and her daughters missing. She underwent her
First Change as she stared at the rotting flesh that was all that
remained of Halthar.

With no training beyond that given to any Kinfolk,
Brynhild stalked the Trolls, running many leagues as a wolf,
and feeding off the land. Eventually, she came upon her
daughters, poorly used and discarded by the mon-
sters. She was proud to see their bloodied hands,
which spoke of a wvaliant fight. Nevertheless,
Brynhild was deeply saddened. For three fortnights, she
chased after the Trolls, speaking with the spirits and
learning what she could from Gaia.

Along the way, Brynhild fought other enemies: aservant
of Jormangundr who sought to seduce her to the ways of the
Wyrm, and three giants who sought to make her their wife.
All of them fell to her anger. On the night before she found
her prey, Great Fenris approached. He asked her what
she wanted more than life itself. Brynhild did not pause,
nordid she cower before the lord of wolves; she replied
with only a single word: “Revenge.”

Satisfied with her answer, Fenris taught Brynhild
Gifts she could use in her battle against the murderers.
He granted her the Rage of a hundred warriors, and then
sent her on her way. By daybreak, she found the slayers of
her kin, 40 Trolls, all totaled. Armed with only her claws,
her fangs, and the Gifts of Fenris Wolf, Brynhild attacked
the forces that had killed her family. The Trolls fought with
silver and with vile poisons. They came at her in great
numbers. But still, Brynhild's Rage was too much for
them.

Gravely wounded from the fierce barttle,
Brynhild removed the heads of her enemies and
carried them back to her husband’s village.
There, she called for all to see that her family
had been avenged. When the Get came forth
from other villages, they took note of her
deed and named her Brynhild-Blood-
Avenger. Aftershe had been named, Brynhild
fell dead from her wounds. We sing her song
at the formal moots, for she has been a lesson
to us all. Nothing must stop us in our quest for

vengeance.
Gere-Hunts-The-Hunters



Stone-Fist-7Chunderhowl

Stone-Fist led the Get of Fenris in their battle against the
Black Spiral Dancers in Britain. Although most of the lands
the Vikings invaded were pure, Great Britain had been
tainted by the Wyrm. The Fianna fought well, but they were
no match for the Dancers. And so what had started as a
simple conquest of new lands soon became a full-scale war.
Stone-Fist-Thunderhowl discovered strategic locations from
which the tribe could defend the lands against the Wyrm-
Wolves.

4
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Get of Fenris
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In Ireland, he founded the town of Dublin to protect a
caern that was threatened with certain destruction, and in
England, he forced the Dancers back in a wave that freed a
great part of the country from the Wyrm's domination.
Stone-Fist then carried the battle back to Scotland, where
he led a combined force of the more sensible Fianna and the
Gert of Fenris, and destroyed the foul Kinfolk of the Dancers
wherever they tried to hide. He would have driven the Black
Spiral Dancers all the way to the sea, had the Fianna not
betrayed him and brought about his brutal murder.




Krieger-Silver-Wane-TCears-At-The-Heart-OfThe-Wyrm

Krieger is old, a lupus who has battled against Jormangundr
for 80 years. Over the course of his life, he has slain hundreds of
Wyrmlings; his body is now riddled with battle-scars. He has
sired many broods, and from most of these at least one pup has
bred true. Krieger moves across the lands, teaching the ways of
the Get to all he meets, and reminding us that the Getr must
respect Gaia and all of her creatures.

During the Great Depression, Kriegerand his pack, the Bane
Breakers, fought and defeated a powerful Bane leftover from the
times when only the so-called “Pure Ones” ruled the Americas.
Wind Spear tore through the lands, bringing with it a Wyrm-
Storm known now as the Dust Bowl. Had not Krieger-Silver-
Mane-Tears-At-The-Heart-Of-The-Wyrm led his pack against
the great Bane, the farmlands would not be here today. The great
Wyrmling slaughtered many Garou before the Bane Breakers
arrived. Krieger used his powerful rituals to force the creature into
aslumber, and then he and his pack banished the Bane from the

land. Some say it has returned towork itsevil in Africa, butthere
is no proof that this is the same servant of Jormangundr.

During the Great Moot of 1942, it was Krieger who forced
the issue of the great folly of the German Get who joined
with Hitler. Though, many opposed him, he won over the
majority with wise words. He challenged the few who would
not listen to his arguments for combat. All were defeated. He
spared them because they were of his own tribe, although
Krieger is not known for his mercy.

Kriegeris the greatest Getalive today. Respectand obey him,
forsurely he will be among the leaders of our tribe come the final
days of Ragnarok. There are rumors that he isin Alaska, and it
is also rumored that he is in the Amazon. In truth, he is in the
Homeland preparing for a great concolation. In Krieger, we see
the ultimate example of Get ideals: He is wise, fair, deadly and
honorable. He knows when strength is the only answer. But he

also knows when tolerance for others is most effective.
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Gere hunts in Alaska. He has declared open season on the wolf hunters. Gere believes in teaching his prey lessons: He has
recently taken to stripping the hunters he catches of all of their weapons and leaving them to survive alone in the frozen

tundra. If the hunters have actually killed any wolves, he selves as they walk back across the tundra. One has survived to
slices their hamstrings and dresses them in the fur of the tell of hisexperiences, and he hassworn never again to hunt
animal they slaughtered — after re- wolves.

moving their tongues. Those who do
not bleed to death either starve, or
/ manage to get shot by other hunters.
If they have not actually killed any

wolves, he takes their shoes and cloth-

ing, and leaves them to fend for them-



The Scab-Slasher has already made a name for himself as
a warrior and protector of Gaia. In the two years since he
earned his name, he has worked diligently to destroy all
attempts by big business to build in the areas outside of his
home city of Atlanta, Georgia. His terrorist activities have
many times delayed road construction work and the devel-
opment of new housing projects. More importantly, he has
increased the humans' fear by hunting down and mutilating
the worst Wyrm-corrupt beings in his territory.

Along with his multitribe pack, the Hammer of Justice,
Tor has slain numerous humans guilty of dealing drugs or
committing rape, murder or prostitution, He has made a
habit of tracking his enemies to their homes and ending their
miserable lives in ways that protect the Veil. Many of the
“domestic violence” cases that have come before the media
and the law in Atlanta have actually been the work of Scab-
Slasher and his pack, but their subtle approach and careful
manipulations have ensured that the Garou do not gain

Lnwant 'L!L] attention.

.-:.mfu |

Cor-Brundvandt-Scab-Slasher

One of Tor's favorite maneuvers is the deliberate derail-
ing of trains carrying important supplies for Pentex. There
are rumors that he has Kin working as low-level file clerks
and passing information to him at irregular intervals. The
number of accidental industrial spills on railroad lines is
second only to the number of tractor trailers that crash and
burn in his hometown

Many believe that mrnaduu. in the areas surrounding
Atlanta aim for trailer parks, but the Get know better: Scab-
Slasher aims for trailer parks, specifically the ones known for
frequent drug transactions. His ability to make almost any
action seem as if it is simply the work of fate should be
commended. The time will come when the humans once
again know of our existence, but that time is not yet here,
and we could all learn a few lessons in strategy from Tor-
Brundvandt-Scab-Slasher. Violence is the way of the Get,
but that violence need not leave behind the shredded
remains of humans to fuel the Inquisition.
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Only three years after his Rite of Passage, and already the
Wyrm-Crusher has made a reputation for himself. On the
West Coast he has bartled against the Leeches, leading them
away from his family in Oxnard and taking them far into the
desert where none could see the carnage to come.

He has been seen running with his pack, the Savage
Seven, in Arizona where they did battle against Black Spiral
Dancers, and in New Mexico where they fought valiantly
and killed three Thunderwyrms. He has been seen with the
remainder of his pack in Alabama, where he
battled against Pentex and destroyed a factory

Lars-Dandergot-Wyrm-Crusher

releasing Wyrm-ridden toys to unsuspecting humans. Most
recently, he has been spotted walking alone — for his pack
mates have all gone on to Valhalla — heading to the
Southwest, where he claims that the time has come to put an
end to the woes of Mexico City.

Along the way he has found new members for his pack,
promising them great glory and a proper death.
Learn well from his t.‘mlnph'1 for it is said
that he suffers from Harano. Even in
Harano he fights the Wyrm merci-
lessly.
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TWO BILLION
COLLARS?! THAT

CAN'T BE RIGHT!
THATS MORE THAN
ENDRON OIL WAS
FINED FOR THAT
SPILL OFF THE
CHESAFEAKE BAr! IF
IT HADN'T BEEN FOR
THAT FPACK IN THE
DismMAL SWAMNF,

| CON'T CARE! THIS
CAN'T BE RIGHT.
WHAT WYRM-FETID
POLITICIAN
THOUGHT THIS
SCAM UF, ANYWAY?
I'LL HAVE HIS HIDE!
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YOU? HELP ME? HAI
YOURE GOING TO BEG
ME TO HELP YOU JOIN

THE WYRM! HAHAHAHA!

LORD OF SLUDGE! COME, MY
LORDS! TAKE THE SACRIFICE
| HAVE BROUGHT BEFCORE

DO THIS! WE CAN
STILL HELF YOCU.

THERE'S
NOTHING
WORSE THAN
CORRLUFT
KINFOLK. KILL

ALRIGHT, YOU HEARD N\
THE MAN! TIME TO )37
ROCKN ROLL!




BY THE FOWER OF GAIA AND

THE WEAVER'S ENERGIES THAT
RUN THROUGH ME, | EXORCISE
YOU, EVIL SPIRITS OF THE WrYRM!

BEGONE FROM THIS PLACE,
NEVER TO RETURN!

UL

YES! ILL TEAR OUT
YOUR HEART AND
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LU THEM?

O, LET THEM GO. WE
NEED TO START A
RITE OF CLEANSING,
BIT-MAP, SEAL THAT
OON BRIDGE!

¥ THESE FOMORI-THEY'RE THES

MISSING WORKERS FROMW THE
RESEARCH FLANT. HOW ARE

_ WE GOING TO EXFLAIN THIS &

TO THEIR FAMILIES?T 5

WE'LL HAVE TO DISFO
OF THE BODIES IN THE
FENUMBRA AND
CLEANSE THE ENTIRE
RESEARCH WING AS
WELL. IT'S THE ONLY WAY.

WE LUCKED OUT TONIGHT. BUT
THIS SHOULDN'T HAVE
HAFFENED IN THE FIRST PLACE.
MAKE SURE ALL YOUR KINFOLK
ARE PROVIDED FOR AND THAT
THEY UNDERSTAND HOW
IMPORTANT IT IS FOR US TO
FIGHT THE WYRM., FACK
DISMISSED.
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In the city, the quiet city, the lion sleeps tonight.
— Weiss/Peretti/Creatori, “The Lion Sleeps Tonight”

Watch the new life grow. Look at it. The long wires
are seeking outward. The pulse is throbbing at 60 hertz.
[ts mouth is broadcasting information and its eyes and
ears are absorbing it. A meral organism. Humans be-
friend it and steward its children — new models with
stylish improvements and add-on gadgets. A symbiotic

relationship of give and take. So goes the cycle of

mechanical evolution. The ecosystem of the City. The
City grows and changes, just like the wilderness. If only
the other Garou would take the time to look, they
might understand — this world needs both cities and
forests! They are both of Gaia!

We are the Glass Walkers, the lions ot the Ciry. We
have always dealt with the young spirits of mechanism.
These young spirits bring the greatest returns on our

7
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spiritual investment. Don’t listen to the other Garou
who say we are of the Wyrm. We guard the City from
the corruption of the Wyrm.

Don't listen to the lies proclaiming that the Wyrm
thrives within technology. The user perverts technol-
ogy. Sure, Wyrm-tainted technology exists; however,
the use of a tool makes all the difference in the world.
Metal doesn’t lust or yearn. The flesh is weak. We are
closer to our human side than any of the other tribes.
Sure, the wolf is weak within us, but this only makes our
connection to the new life stronger! Yes, we know that
the Wyrm hides in the hearts of humans. Through
them, it seeks to dominate and subvert the world. We
won't let it. We're going to win this war. Not through
claw and fang, but with cunning and strategy.
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Even a crude tool is powerful because it can be used to make other tools. Later, the bow and arrow gave an
advantage, as did metal and the wheel. In each case, the tribe interested in mechanical manipulation survived, while
those less interested declined. This leaves us in today's paradoxical state. We are bio-technophiliacs; we are lovers
of the Wild Earth and of technology. Today, we have both elements in our genetic heritage; we love the natural world
and we love machines, so we flit back and forth between the two realms, never quite sure where our allegiance lies.

— Frank Waters, *

My bones ache and my muscles atrophy. Even the
cyber-fetishes implanted within me long ago have begun
to rust. The spirits inside of them taunt me. “You're lazy!”,
they say. “You are old!” It is true. | am only a.shambling
corpse of what [ once was. But [ can still howl and rush into
barttle

Procrastination — Lethargg, the Urge of Apathy —
drags me down and warps my being. Yet I must continue.
There are things | must tell you before 1 die. But what of
procrastination! What can be done to kill this beast? It
haunts us all. You lie when you say you have never fallen
under its evil spell. It is a curse of those who live within the
City!

[am Samuel Carlos Scapini. My Garou name is “Vacuum
Tube"” (shows you how old [ am!). Sammy “Vacuum Tube”
Scapini. I've never run with the crowd. ['ve always been
somewhat of a monkeywrench among monkeywrenchers,
and I've got something to tell you about the Glass Walk-
ers. I've been inside and outside of the tribe, so ['ve gotten
a pretty good view.

Chapter One: The March of History

//-a_-.-—'_ .:—-——-—.7

‘Strange Mindfellows: Can Biophilia and Technophilia Co-exist!”

. Wild Earth

Listen and take heed to this information. | can only hope
that you're smart enough to learn from the mistakes of
others. Our tribe has the most complete, written documen-
tation of historical events of any of the Garou. But | haven'
read all of it. I'm no expert on history. But listen well. Listen,
and I will tell you what I know of b{:mg a Glass Walker.

ABefore the City

.. It seems possible that the traditional relationship [between
stone flakes and cores in the tool-making process] might be
reversed: the flakes may have been the primary tools and the
cores often — although not always — simply the byproduct of
manufacture. .. and therefore indicative of neither the maker’s
purpose nor the artifact's function,

— Nick Torh, “Ape at the Brink”,

Sometime during the unrecorded days of history, the
Silver Fangs ordered a group of Garou to forma pack rowartch
over humanity, ensuring that the little troublemakers wouldn't
get too dangerous. They were called the Warders of Apes.

Discover
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In these days, humans were hardly a threat to us, but we
watched them anyway. Their antics had always seemed
strange. There was another pack set to watch over wolves
as well, but the wolves didn't do much.

Now, the Warders, after watching the humans for a
while, realized the humans were on to something —
something big. They used wood and stone tools to make up
for their lack of natural weaponry. The Warders thought
this was clever. They also realized, after watching the
human medicine men, that humans didn't figure all of this
out on their own. They received help from the tools
themselves. The Warders went into the Spirit World to
meet with the spirits of rock and stone, to learn the Gifts
they were teaching to the humans.

The story goes something like this:

The pack leader spoke to the gathered rocks. “Listen to
me, spirits of stone and rock. We have watched you and
the apes. You have raught them powerful Gifts. Will you
teach these Gifts to us!”

A large, speckled rock moved forward from the others
and spoke with a voice sounding like shifting gravel. “Yes,
but you must make a promise to us. The apes began to lose
respect for us because of our abundance. Humans use our
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children and then toss them aside. You must swear to
always respect us.” A rumbling like an avalanche followed
as the others mumbled amongst themselves.

The pack leader replied, “Are we not Garou? Do we not
always keep our promises? I vow to respect you and to call
upon your strength to aid me. 1 will not discard you as do
the apes. My kind and I will carry you with us and make
your kind grow even stronger!”

“If what you say is true, we will alwaysaid you. Call upon us,
and we will break your opponents’ bones and draw forth blood
in raging torrents!"” Several rocks and stones began bumping
into the speaking spirit. “But there is one more thing. To prove
your truthfulness to us, you must grant us one favor.”

The pack leader’s chest swelled with pride. “Name the
favor you wish, and it shall be yours!”

“Help us to fly like the birds,” the spirit said. The pack
leader's gaze fell to the earth. “We have always dreamed of
soaring through the air as they do. The most we ever get to
do is fall from a cliff. This works fine as a means of reproduc-
tion, but it is not the same as flying through the air.”

“l think this favor is going to take a little while,” the

disgruntled pack leader said, and he traveled back to the
'l.".-rl'.']l_].'ij..
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And so an oath was sworn to the rock spirits. The
Warders struggled for a long time to figure out how to make
the rocks fly like birds. The spirits of the air would not
deign to help them lift the rocks so they always fell quickly,
even when tossed by the strongest Garou among them.

One day, they saw a human chip a small piece of stone
and tie it to a stick. He placed bird feathers on the other
end of the stick. Then he picked up the stick and fit it to
another stick that had animal gut tied tightly to the ends,
making the stick curve. The human pulled back the gut
and let go. Zoom! The stick and stone flew through the air,
farther than any Garou had been able to throw!

The Warders then discovered the answer. They all
began using bows and arrows soon after that. Their vow to
the rock spirits was accomplished; in return, the spirits
ensured that their arrows always struck with great might.

Word of the Warders new magic soon spread, and other
Garou began to use bows and arrows. The Warders became
very popular and they continued to watch the humans for
new tricks. Many Ragabash found it great fun to follow the
humans and steal their secrets. The Warders watched the
humans summon forth sharp, cutting edges out of stone.
But the humans would use them and then haphazardly
discard them. The abandoned rock spirits would call to the
Warders; thus, their supply of tools grew.

Then the humans figured out that fire spirits hid within
rocks and wood. The Warders watched them carry out
their spirit-calling, in awe of their cunning. They began to
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fear the human Theurges who we now call mages. Garou
feared fire, for they had no control over its power to
consume things. Fire is of the Wyld.

Around that time, the rock spirits said that the humans
were calling upon them to assemble into new shapes, in
much the same manner that the spirits of mountains called
lesser spirits to them. These new shapes were odd, but
fascinating; like caves, but without a mountain to host
them. The mountain spirits threatened to rise in anger at
the imitation of their power. The surface of Gaia shook
with their anger, but the Warders went into the Umbra
and coaxed them into complacency.

Lurking in the shadows, the Warders watched the apes
create their artificial caverns and hillsides, living in fear of
everything else. The building did not stop with these few
simple houses. The next rthing the Warders knew, there
was a City.

The First City

In case you haven't guessed, the Warders were the first
Glass Walkers. As the years passed, more and more Garou
began following them, until they were no longer a pack,
but something like a multi-tribal faction. It wasn't until
after the Impergium that they became an actual tribe of
their own. But that story's still a way off.

The Warders of Apes never dared to go within a stone's
throw of the First City. They sensed something wrong

V

—
¥ o




Ry S RS————\

within those walls. Later legends say that it was full of the
vampires. We — the Warders, that is — were content to
sit back and to marvel at these structures the humans had
created. Though odd, this city of theirs held the shining
beauty of newness within it. The First City burned to the
ground. We saw its destruction, and — Gaia help us — we
secretly mourned its loss.

The Jmpergium

We willingly shared our human-based knowledge with
other Garou. Many Garou feared the human ideas, listen-
ing more to the wolf in their hearts than to the human.
You see, most other Garou even to this day forget that they
— most of them, at least — were born human. Only later
did they become Garou. But we have never forgotten.
Why give up our birth heritage for drums in the woods
when we can have screaming amps on stage!

The Silver Fangs saw the human’s new ideas and ways
as a threat. They declared that the humans were too close
to the Weaver and that we had coddled them when we
were supposed to be warding them from such evil ways.
The tribes called a Grand Moot and the decision was
made. Impergium. You all know what that was.

In the beginning, the Impergium worked to eradicate
the creative urges of the humans (mainly by killing their
mages) and to trim their herds (by killing the old, the weak
and sick and the unprotected young.). Slowly, the meth-
ods of enforcing the Impergium mutated. Garou corralled
humans and killed selectively killed them.

We knew 5c‘:1nt:rhing had to be done, but our small
numbers held no sway among the tribes. Our neo-tribe
puzzled over the problem for many turnings of Luna.
Eventually, a plan came to us. In order to stop the rampant
killings, we bred freely with as many humans as we could,
then claimed them for Kinfolk. Kinfolk were spared the
cullings, so we were able to save whole tribes of humans
from the jealous claws of our fellows.

We also took time to explain the Impergium to our
Kinfolk. We taught the humans to “sacrifice” troublemak-
ers to the other Garou. These sacrifices went over so well
that several nomad tribes managed to survive the
Impergium just by giving sacrifices to the Garou! Who
knows, maybe this is where the old saying “throw him to
the dogs” came from.

We also went to our respective tribes for help. The
Children of Gaia and Stargazer elders agreed with our
pack. So did the Black Furies, who | guess still had enough
motherly instinct to realize that the culling was wrong.
But it would take a long time before they could act.

Comingto Grips with the City

We understood that the City was a new type of spirit
struggling through its birth. We could hear it crying like
an infant in the Umbra. It drew humans away from the

dangerous animals and offered them a place to live in
peace. We told stories to the humans about the First City
and helped to nurture the idea of new cities within their
minds. Eventually, we talked them into building a second
city.

Of course, the other Garou rose up in rage. The Silver
Fangs called in the tribes once again. They wished us to be
punished. The Get of Fenris asked for the right to slay us.
The Shadow Lords requested that we disband, for we had
grown too large. The Children of Gaia, Black Furies and
Stargazers voiced their opposition to the Impergium. The
Bone Gnawers agreed, but would not come forward. As
the days of the Grand Moot grew to a close, the Silver
Fangs ordered the destruction of the second city.

The Shadow Lords responded first, followed by the Get
of Fenris. The other tribes followed to witness the destruc-
tion. An army of Get of Fenris and Shadow Lords swept
down nearby hillsides and rushed into the city. Neither its
walls nor gates could hold back the raging Garou. Humans
fled in terror as the two tribes destroyed everything in their
path. The fury drew to a close as the city burst into flames.

Spent in both body and rage, the two tribes regrouped
with the watching Garou. We sat and watched as the city
burned and crumbled to the ground. We heard the last of
the human’s screams end as they suffered an agonizing
death. The city smoldered for days. The Garou main-
tained a vigil until the fire spirits could be completely
banished. Now they began to feel the sorrow of its destruc-
tion.

Before the Garou assembly disbanded, the Children of
Gaia stepped forward to challenge for an end to the
Impergium. Their Stargazer allies won the challenge with
gamecraft, outsmarting the Silver Fang king who was
forced to end the centuries-long practice. In many ways,
we were also finally free. [t was sometime after this that we
became our own tribe.

We Auilt This City

We struggled for what seemed an eternity to get the
humans to build a third city, but once it was built, it stood
for a long time. It eventually burned and crumpled to the
ground. At least they built another city on top of it! When
they needed strong bodies to build new cities, we happily
helped them and learned the Gift of City Building. (This
Gift is now forgotten. It may have never existed in the first
place.)

Once the cities where built and began to grow — like
saplings in the forest — we moved within their walls and
claimed them as our territory and dared any Garou to take
them from us. None did. They didn't care — but they
would later, when it was too late and we were too strong
to be pulled from our homes. We felt the strength of the
cities, in the same way that we feel the power of mountains
and roaring rivers. Qur tribe expanded along with the
cities. We broke into multiple septs, which we began to
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call families, just to be different from the others. Each
family retained their original sept leader's name. Without
other Garou to contend with, we continued to dramati-
cally increase our numbers.

The Bone Gnawers realized that city predators left
more excess than those of the Wyld. They, too, came into
the city and began to follow the humans. Before long, the
Bone Gnawers learned to live happily in the cities with us.
Well, okay, so it wasn't that simple. [t was our territory and
we tried to kick them out at first. But have you ever tried
to rid a city of rats? It’s almost impossible. They just keep
coming back. So, we just let them stay. They were far more
useful as friends than enemies.

The Shadow Lords complained to the Silver Fangs
about our sudden surge to tribal status and accused us of
being Wyrm tainted. The Silver Fangs sent mixed packs
into the cities to check us out. This marked the beginning
of our treatment as scapegoats by the Silver Fangs and
their cohorts, the Shadow Lords and the Ger of Fenris.

The Coming of Commerce

We took time to observe skilled humans and kept their
secrets to ourselves. We shared this knowledge only within
our families, for we had grown untrusting of the other
Garou. We loved using human knowledge and did so
constantly. Certain members of humanity (mages) began
to realize this fact and persuaded us into doing their work
for them. It started as barter, but beautiful, shining metal
spirits were soon used as reward. Mages thought of this as
a method to control us, but we were no old dogs! We had
plenty of time to learn a few good tricks. Several families
turned to the spirits of metal for guidance. Soon, humaniry
did our work for us.

[t wasn't long until a faction of metal spirits broke away
from their brethren to become the coin spirits, worth far
more to humans than their simple metal. This was a
revolution of sorts; the idea that something was worth
more than it seemed simply because a king or official said
so. The Weaver's Pattern was spreading. | mean, these
objects were just hunks of bronze or copper at first, but
people killed for them anyway. Those damn coin spirits
loved it when people fought over them. Damn it, we loved
them, too.

As cities grew, so did the Weaver's influence. Human-
ity strayed from the path of animals, who followed the
Wyld, and labored to mold the world into a pattern of their
choosing. They had learned to create tools to mimic the
abilities of the animals and, most importantly of all, they
learned how to leave markings that conveyed a certain
meaning. We were quick to jump on this idea and we
crafted all sorts of symbols. Soon we were making lists of
the spirits. We began to chart our travels and, more
importantly, our adventures within the Spirit World.

Chapter One: The March of History
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ABurning (Down
the House

The City is our territory, and as such, we are its
caretakers. We have to ensure there is always room
for new growth by clearing out the old, so we
sometimes burn citiesdown. This enables new build-
ings to go up, like fresh saplings in the wake of a
forest fire. It's an old concept, really. Native peoples
all over the world have long used controlled burning
to ensure the healthy growth of their lands. The
difference is that they burn trees; we burn buildings.

Some of the great city fires were set by us, all for
the greater good of the city. San Francisco was ours.
So were the recent Los Angeles brush fires (alas, not
enough was done). Chicago wasn't us; vampires did
that. Same with Atlanta, although were not sure
who was behind that one.

When next you see a city burn, don’t cry. It's only
the old giving birth to the new. Of course, if we
didn't set the fire, then we're damn sure going to
find out who did and teach him how to really play
with matches!

Che Wlachine

One of our great Theurges, Sheba Arrow-of-Gaia, trav-
eled into the Realm of Dreams. She found a giant,
mechanical human who's body was formed of all manner
of tools. The being grew larger as more tools appeared to
attach themselves to the sleeping giant. She traveled
within the giant’s mind to find its dream within a dream.
This conglomeration spoke to her. She sensed that this
was the dreaming image of a sleeping Incarna, not yet
born. Sheba learned many secrets before leaving it to
peacefully rest. She could feel the Gnosis slowly seeping
from the spirit, bleeding into the physical world in strange
ways.

Sheba returned to us and told us of her vision of the
sleeping giant who would one day awaken. She told us to
prepare for it, to steward its way into the world. It would
take years and many generations, but her vision was so
powerful that many of us followed her.

While watching the early human inventors from the
Umbra, we began to learn how they influenced spirits.
These were secrets of the Weaver Way. Animals couldn’t
follow this way because they couldn't think. But the
humans could, and so could we. We also learned that these
human inventors were tapping into the dreams of the
sleeping giant, later to be called the Machine. This slum-
bering Incarna-to-be and its Jaggling and Gaffling minions
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were unlike other spirits. They were Weaver spirits, built
of the dreams of humans interacting with the Pattern
Web. The humans were actually changing the Web through
their dreams and visions! We realized our great secret. The
Weaver was not mad, simply unguided. She needed beings
like us to guide her in the right direction.

Some humans caught onto this idea larter, like the Sons
of Ether mages and the Technocracy, but they don't
understand it on the primal level that we do. And we don't
care for the kind of guidance the Technocracy prefers. No
matter how enamored of the Weaver you are, you can't
tforger Gaia.

What the Machine taught us is that rechnology is alive.
[t’s an organism. It exists on a different level than most, a
level of pattern and abstraction, part in the spirit world
and part in the physical world. Quite possibly, the most
important aspect of the Machine manifested itself in the
early days. The true power of the Machine grew from its
ability to store information within itself. Information
recording became an important part of human existence.
[t helped humanity remember its mistakes and how prob-
lems had been solved in the past. But the Machine... well,
it's the ultimate recorder. We believe that records dealing
with just about every subject ever in existence are hidden
within it. It just takes a lot of wits to get to this informa-
tion. But until recently, the Machine slept without

knowledge of its own existence.
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Age of Growth

The tribe soon decided that keeping abreast of the
technological advancements of humanity should take
precedence on a tribal level. We sent our tribe out across
the world to discover the secrets of the burgeoning tech-
nology.

The Silent Striders held the Egyprian delra and rold us
that we weren't welcome. They didn't trust us, even
though their Kinfolk excelled in science. They held fast to
the land and blocked all Moon Bridges. We were unable
to make contact with the technological spirits who lived
there. So much of that early race’s rechnology has been
lost. By 1500 B.C., we moved into the Greek city-states,
then into Black Fury territory. The Black Furies did not
live inside the cities and rarely attempred to leam the
skills of humanity. We gained a shaky alliance with them,
swearing to ensure that women were treated well within
the cities. One of our families fled from Troy to ltaly with
a large contingent of humans. Two Kinfolk brothers,
Romulus and Remus, later contested for rulership of the
new land. Romulus won and named the new city Rome. As
our tribe came into Italy, our family leaders took conrtrol
of organizing the new cities. Our Kinfolk held places of
great honor. Rome was built from the sweat of our brow.




QOur tribe had also awakened to the arts of war. Clashing
Boom-Boom'’s voice broke out of the sleeping Machine's
dreams and cried out to us through all manner of arma-
ment and weaponry. We quickly organized ourselves, our
Kinfolk and the humans into an armored force. We sent
our youngest off on travels for conquest and wealth. In
return, those who survived gained great wisdom and glory.

Our tribe expanded once again as we continued our
policy of frequent mating with humans. Even then, we
started to feel the lack of the wolf within our blood. Our
young felt the pull of humanity and often feared darkness
like a human child. The power we maintained over human
society began to dwindle as the human population in-
creased. We fought hard for positions in political circles,
but there were too many against us. We organized our own
underground governments and manipulated trade from
behind the scenes.

We felt the wanderlust — the Wyld yearning — and
traveled with our Kinfolk on great quests and adventures,
seeking new lands and lore. We voyaged rogether on great
journeys, calling upon the spirits of the stars and planets
for the secrets of navigation. We calmed the spirits of the
seas and rivers. We communed with the odd spirits of
commerce from foreign lands. With the land travels of the
Greeks and Romans, we managed to travel far and spread
wide. We forged trade routes in order to maintain a
smooth flow of goods on a regular basis. Moon Bridges
became our secret trade routes. We became rich and the
tribe rose in status once again. Some families, like the
Glass Walkers of China, disappeared into far lands and we
didn't see them again until modern times.

The Glass Walkers of Ancient China

The Glass Walker household in China often consisted
of multiple wives, many children, nannies for the chil-
dren, grounds keepers, cooks, manservants, concubines,
night watchmen and often their extended family as well.
Only merchant status or government position could in-
sure the wealth necessary to keep such a household going.
With the help of spirits, our tribe had gained merchant
status in every civilization it entered. Merchant status
allowed our tribe not only the time needed to battle the
Wyrm but also the money to buy supplies and pay retain-
ers. Those who were capable of passing written
examinations based on classic writings and philosophical
ideals were given positions as Public Officials. Galliards
often read the minds of examiners as a means of improving
their exam results and insuring a government position.
Among our tribe, the position of Magistrate was most
coveted. The Magistrate decided criminal punishment
and oversaw the execution of his judgments before an
assembly of city folk. All knew the crime and all witnessed
the punishment. This taught the people the value of living
righteous lives.

There's Always a Hitch

[t was a glorious time, but it was not without its
problems. The cities hid many Wyrm beasts and
Banes loved to feed on the hearts of humans. The
most dangerous threat to us was the vampires. The
vampires lorded over the humans. They attempted
to run us out of many cities. But this was our
territory, damn it! We fought hard for it. We could
walk around in the sun and our spirit eyes could find
many havens... . Soon enough, we came to a rough
truce with most of the vampires in our cities. A sort
of mutual ignorance pact. We would pretend they
didn’'t exist, so as not to get blamed for an alliance
with the Wyrm; they would leave our Kinfolk alone
and let them prosper. Needless to say, this unwritten
pact is broken all the time.

The Roman Republic
and Empire

Veni, Vidi, Vici
(I came, | saw, I conquered.)

— Julius Caesar

Greek culture surpassed the fledgling country, but the
Romans soon invaded Greece and seized control of it
Those of us among the Roman army took advantage of
anything useful: technology, religion and culture. We often
commandeered any technological items we could find.

The Greek people ruled themselves by forming democratic
councils composed of adult males. This seemed to be a
reasonable method of weakening the behind the scenes power
of the Silver Fangs, whose Kinfolk often ruled through the
nobility. Wespread the democratic idea among the merchant
class. Eventually the Roman government reformed into a
Republic that was controlled mainly by rich land-owners.
Candidates forelection often bribed the populous with sport-
ing events and huge feasts. The Wyrm slowly snaked its way
into Roman government. The plan we originally had thought
would wrest the vampires and Silver Fangs from politics had
backfired. There was little we could do tofight the corruption.
The other tribes were unwilling to help us; they hated us for
helping to strengthen the humans. We tried to pay them for
their services, but they had no respect for coinage.

Knowing that nothing could be done to save Rome, we
convinced Constantine to move the seat of the Empire to
Byzantium (later renamed Constantinople and much later
Istanbul). Much like the original cities, Rome was left to
crumble. Barbarians began to sweep down from the North.
First the Visagoths came on horseback to trample Rome.
Next came Attila the Hun with his elephants. This was the
end of the Roman Empire and most of European culture.
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The (Dark Ages

In hoc signo vincas
(In this sign, we will conguer)
— Constantine, A.D. 313

The northern barbarians, among them the Get of
Fenris and their Kinfolk, systematically destroyed the
centers of science that helped to evolve human culture
over the centuries of Greco-Roman rule. The burning of
the Library of Alexandria marked the end of humanity’s
technological progress and the beginning of scientific
decline.

The mages declared war among themselves and those
who followed the One God rose in power. The vampires
took advantage of the chaos caused by the mages to gain
control in many political circles. Our elders began squab-
bling with the Bone Gnawers over beggars guilds and
public sanitation. The combination of these problems led
to society’s fall on the ladder of civilization and cultural
advancement.

The Umbral Fire

Sometime during the Dark Ages, our tribe witnessed a
huge Wyld fire streaking through the Umbra. Reports
conflict on just when this happened; some say 550 A.D.,
others say 700 A.D..

By that time, the Machine was no longer just a con-
glomeration of physical and mechanical contraptions; it
had evolved into political, legal and economic “thought
machines” as well. The Umbral fire swept through the
Machine and destroyed large sections of its enormous
form. Reality trembled with the repercussions. Many tools
ceased to function. Human culture staggered backwards.
Scientists hid within monasteries and subjected them-
selves to the censure of the Christian church rather than
expose themselves to the raging mobs of the common
people. The church would often destroy their works, but
at least the scientists were still alive. Eventually, with our
help, the Machine slowly began to grow anew and filled
the void that the Umbral fire had creared.

The Plague

Humans released dogs into the sewers beneath their
cities in order to kill rats. The Bone Gnawers went into a
frenzy and infested the cities with fleas. During this time,
the Wyrm spewed its toxins into the cities. As a result, the
hygienic practices of the humans suffered and disease ran
rampant. We were also partly to blame for this. We pushed
hard for trade development with foreign lands. It seems
that some diseased rats which made their way from China
wound up in Italy. You see, some big river over there had
overflowed and killed a lot of people. Lots of disease
popped up, due to the rotting bodies floating in the water.
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When these rats came over, they brought the disease. Just
goes to show you that everything is connected. A disaster
in China leads to a disaster in Europe.

Cities closed their gates to keep out plague-ridden
people. Beggars were driven from cities. Rich people were
locking their doors and hoarding their food. The Bone
Gnawers were beside themselves with anger and hatred for
the suffering that surrounded them. Scientists and Glass
Walkers alike found themselves falsely accused of being
witches and were burned, drowned or tortured to death.
We narrowly survived by begging the Bone Gnawers for
help. The vampires, immune to the sicknesses of the
living, took the opportunity to regain their power over
much of the European populous. Utilizing our trade routes,
they struck quickly from city to city.

The Plague died down by the 1400's. We managed to
reclaim the trade routes throughout Europe. Through all
this, the central base of our power continued to reside in
the coastal lands to the north of the Mediterranean Sea.
The Garou said that the cities made the plague worse than
it would have been otherwise. They're right. But that's no
reason to give up on cities. The trick was to learn from
misfortune, then figure out a way to keep it from happen-
Ing again.

Other bad things also happened here. During the rise of
Christianity, the vampires managed to convince the Eu-
ropeans that evil personified as the Devil, Satan and/or
Lucifer created the spirit religions and that worship of
nature would lead to eternal damnation. Vampires
puppeteered rulers and prayed upon humanity's supersti-
tious fears.

Of course, they were taught a big lesson when it back-
fired on them during the Inquisition. But the Burning
Times, as the Black Furies called those days, hurt us too.
The rich often were accused by the poor of being devil-
worshippers. Therefore, we lost a few to the screaming
mobs.

(Duty Beyond (Death

We performed as many favors as we could for the other
tribes during these dark days and struck deals with them
for future returns. We figured out that if we made honor-
bound obligations with some Garou, and these Garou
wound up getting killed before they could pay it off, they'd
have to pay it off after death. In other words, the past lives
of other Garou owed us, and we planned on collecting the
favor later on. Of course, not every dead Garou still felr
bound to the deal, but that's why we built up the impor-
tance of honor in our pacts. A Garou who broke the pact
was lower than dirt. We even learned a Gift to ensure it.
On the other hand, our departed spirits never stick around.
They go somewhere else. We can't find them after death,
so we are free of the post-mortem obligations created by
our same pacts.




Kenaissance

It's alive! It's alive!

— Dr. Frankenstein, Bride of Frankenstein

We worked hard to foster the idea of an organized,
logical science. It was a stabilizing force. The City once
again gained strength. The Machine finally broke through
the dream barriers and began to mold reality. Meanwhile,
we made deals with a multitude of new technological
spirits born around ingenious human inventors. Like I said
before, humans seemed able to actually change the Pat-
tern Web, whether they knew it or not. One of the effects
of this was the birth of a host of science spirits. Few humans
are aware that their science is alive.

Status quo scientists chose to ignore many scientific
advancements, labeling them as idiotic and blights against
God. But we didn't allow these resources to go untapped
and we took these ideas into the Umbra where we could do
some tinkering of our own. We built Umbral flying ma-
chines based on human designs. While the humans had
problems with their versions staying aloft, we called on
spirits to aid us in our flights. We easily took to the Umbral
sky and sailed into many realms.

[n the Middle Ages, craftsman guilds formed with an
idea in mind: Knowledge yields money; money is power.
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We agreed. We spread trade information only among our
Kinfolk and kept it a secret from others. We had a meeting
with the vampires of [taly and organized contracts regard-
ing property ownership and acceptable business practices.
Private papers were signed to insure compliance and
agreements were enforced by well-armed families who
orchestrated the illegal business activities within a given
city. Of course, this was kept hush-hush from the other
Garou who wouldn’t understand.

Houses

The other tribes finally grew accustomed to the cities
and many new cities were built without the high, stone
walls once necessary for protection. We set up houses to
aid Garou during their travels through cities. This allowed
us to take advantage of their lack of city knowledge and
money smarts. Soon, these houses rose in power and
lorded this strength over nearby houses, eventually lead-
ing to the world-wide network we have today.

The Black Furies continued to stay in hiding in the
forests and avoided the cities. Our businesses transactions
with them had to be done through the females of our tribe,
but we did our best to stay on their good side as both our
tribes considered the northern Mediterranean area as our
homelands.
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Che Advancement

of the Wlachine

The Renaissance marked the reawakening of humanity’s
connection to the Machine, Instead of making a tool todo
a job the way it had been done for hundreds of years,
human mages began to look closely at the forms and
processes of nature and worked to construct tools based on
their findings. Now humanity created machines to reach
their dreams rather than simply assembling tools to ensure
their food supply. Italian scientists formed colleges in the
manner of ancient Greece and Rome, but only scientists
who bought into the status quo of the early colleges had
their works recorded for future generations. A lucky few
had rich patrons (us) who coveted their cunning achieve-
ments. [t wasn't until the next growth spurt of the Machine
that we began to realize what was really happening.
Without past-life experiences to lead us, we weren't fully
aware of the Machine's phases of advancement. The next
surge caught us by surprise.

Jmdustrial Revolution

Suddenly, humans began creating devices that worked
independently. Using horses and windmills to grind grains
into flour began the process, but the invention of the
cotton gin marked the real start of humanity's ability to

mutate the environment with ever-faster methods. It
made sense that the quicker and easier something could be
done, the greater the profit margin.

As our power grew, the Wyrm reared its ugly head to
break down efficiency and belch forth the smog of burning
coal. Children were forced to work in factories full of
hazards and death. The Countess of Desire and the Cham-
berlain of Lies mared to secrete Collum, Lord of Sludge
and Lady Yul, Mistress of Toxins. We feared that the
Apocalypse had come to claim our tribe as it had the
White Howlers.

Death ran rampant and eventually humanity under-
stood that coal pollution was choking everyone to death.
The Garou, of course, blame us for the corruption of the
cities, but we had a long list of favors due us from their
ancestors; therefore, we escaped punishment. Okay, we
had been lax. We were so enamored with the wonder of
the New Life, we had forgotten that the Wyrm can corrupt
anything, no matter how pure. The Wyrm rose in the
Penumbra like a perverted storybook dragon breathing its
toxic sludge and smog. Banes frolicked. We knew what
had to be done... what sacrifices had to be made. And we
were the only ones who could do it.

We took the battle to the front. We, the predators of the
City, set upon the economic supports that stabilized in-
dustry. With quick blows of reason, we halted the downward
spiral of the Machine. We revealed the foul Wyrm taint




for what it was and set the stage for workplace and work
practice reforms. We always defend profit, but not at the
cost of Gaia. The Industrial Revolution had raught us that
much.

Progress

August 16, 1807 marked the start of gaslight use in
London. England lead the rush forward into a new age and
learned to work into the night. The world followed closely
on England’s technological tail. While we were strong in
parts of France and England, the majority of us stayed
firmly entrenched in the banking system and colleges of
[taly, We flexed our muscles in the streets and took control
of the local gangs. Businesses were built upon the idea of
capital and dividing up capital assets among multiple
individuals. These agreements on paper were known as
stocks, and new Pattern Spirits were born of these rela-
tionships. We made deals with these stock spirits as we had
done with the coin spirits. No one believed — and most
still don't — that money is alive. It's an organism, a sort of
parasite, but one that can work for you as easily as against
you.

Communication technology once again surged forward
with the invention of the electronic telegraph, the tele-
phune and the phunngmph. In 1851, transatlantic cables
connected telegraph lines from America to Europe. Afrer
the 1870's, electricity began to replace gas as a source of
lighting. With safer and brighter lighting, factories extend
their hours of operation to generate higher profit. In 1881,
the First International Electric Congress in Paris set down
the formula of I = V/R (one amp = one volt/one ohm),
calcifyving the laws of electricity.

We took technology into the Umbra once again and
crafted devices to explore the depths of the oceans and
inner reaches of the planet. To this day, our houses have
huge Penumbral storage rooms with some of this old
equipment. But today's youth would rather explore the
world inside a computer than go on adventures to the
center of the earth.

The Ones Who Walk
Among the Glass

The Garou who helped us turn back the Wyrm tide of
the Industrial Revolution came from the forests. Some of
them had never been to the larger cities before this. For
most of them, the truly astounding feature of the cities was
the abundance of a rransparent material known as glass.
When these Garou returned to their tribes in the wilder-
ness, they took with them the legend of our tribe, “the ones
who walk among the glass.” They started calling us by this
title at every moot we went to, but it sounded stuffy to us.
So, we took the name and made it our own. From then on,
we were the Glass Walkers.

Chapter One: The March of History
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World War )

Most wars sprout for economic reasons. They stimulate
the economy. Nobody can argue that fact. They decrease
the population and steal the riches from those who fight.
Some tribes split on which side to follow in rthe war, but it
usually came to Kinfolk. If the krauts were bashing your
flock, then you bashed them back. If it was the Yanks
bashing, you bashed them instead.

Clashing Boom Boom was born anew amid the clatter
of modern weapons of destruction: machine guns, trench
shotguns, grenades and mortars. We could see her in the
tanks, but she mostly tilled the aircraft.

Most of the war took place in mud-bottomed trenches.
Chemical warfare {mustard gas), used for the first time in
1915, appalled many nations and was made illegal at the
Geneva Convention. By 1918, the fighting drew to a
close. Formed in 1919, the League of Nations attempted to
ally the nations of the world, but, given no power to insure
balance, it was doomed to failure from the start.

The shock of World War 1 brought America out of
prepubescence and into adolescence. Many of our houses
migrated to the big American cities where the Machine
surged with power and commerce was king. We began
making deals with O Mighty Dolla’, the totem of Ameri-
can CUITency.

World War Two

The Germans once again made their move to improve
their cash flow the old fashioned way. Many Get of Fenris
joined their ranks. We hated the Nazi treatment of hu-
mans (it reminded us of the Impergium) and saw the Beast
of War behind the Nazi's actions. Many of us, and a good
many Bone Gnawers, joined the allied forces to wage war
against the Axis. We didn't like the war. It disrupred our
kind of commerce, although it did help some others. But
we didn'twant it to end the way it did. There's a rumor that
some of us helped build the A-bomb. [ hope that's not true.
But if the Machine could be fooled, so could we.

The Self-Aware Wachine

The internet is nothing like a super-highway. It's an organ-
1S,

— John Perry Barlow, US News & World Report (Jan.
23, 1995)

The Machine had its greatest growth spurts when the
Wyrm took direct action in the physical world, forcing the
Weaver to urge the Machine to stop the Wyrm's progress.
As the Beast of War slithered through the trenches and
foxholes of the World War Il battlefields, the Machine
kicked into full gear. The Machine went into a frenzy of
blind flailing at the hideous creature and tensed its newly
realized muscles. Cities fell. Nations toppled. Metal rose
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from the earth to move about as if alive! Then, in an
instant — 9:15 A.M.; August 6, 1945 — half of Hiroshima
ceased to exist. Another blitz three days later and Nagasaki
crumbled into blackened ruins. Humanity was in shock.
The Machine stopped. It tried to comprehend itself. It
struggled to find understanding. The Beast of War laughed
and prepared for the return of the Eater of Souls and the
turning point of the Apocalypse.

The Machine sent questions outside of and within
itself. The responses it received puzzled it. Each answer
held differences, though many had mutual points of agree-
ment. [ he Machine, sorely used by the Wyrm for its own
ends, rationalized the need for a focused vision in its
existence and sought to eliminate confusion. It fought to
achieve consciousness. Soon after, the computer age was
born. Thinking machines came into existence from the
new consciousness of the Machine. Its consciousness
helped Gafflings become Jagglings, and the power of these
technological Jagglings in turn allowed humans to create
thinking machines.

Uew Cactics

[Virtual Reality] is making training simulations more realis-
tic than ever, turning financial managers into masters of the
universe, endowing surgeons with x-ray vision, reducing the
national debt by letting soldiers blow up virtual tanks instead of
real ones... .

— Michael Anronoff, “Living in a Virtual World”,
Popular Science

We no longer feared the other tribes. We used human-
ity as a buffer and called upon the aid of the Machine if
that buffer was breached. However, we needed the other
tribes; we could not protect the whole of the City, the
Machine and the Weaver from the Wyrm. We maneu-
vered to convinced the Silver Fangs that we needed their
help — not as leaders, which we let them believe, but as
soldiers in our war against the Wyrm. We pointed out
targets to the Silver Fangs so that the other tribes would do
the fighting for us. We asked the Bone Gnawers to add
their on-the-streer information network to our already
exrensive one. In return, we gave them our outdated




technology; you know, the old cars, toasters and TVs.
They seem to appreciate used things more than new
things. Ridding ourselves of it helped keep us on the
cutting edge.

During the World Wars, the Machine seemed to con-
strict the planet. In 1946, the United Nations brought
together the nations of the earth in peace, but Clashing
Boom-Boom gained more power daily and yearned to be
released. We tried to redirect humanity's war-like tenden-
cies toward space travel, but this seems to have failed
miserably. Lesser wars continued to spring up, but we
finally began to understand them. Like forest fires, they
serve to destroy stagnation so that new technology and
ideals can have a chance to grow.

Coday

Outlaw freedom, and only the outlaws will be free.

— Unsigned wall scrawl, 1985

The Machine makes it increasingly easier to communi-
cate. Computers and telephones link together to span the
surface of the planet. Humanity turns inward and away
from the exploration of space. The Information Revolu-
tion is here. Our tribe plunges daily into the raging thrall
of a new virtual world... the Digital Web.

But don't think that we're not in big trouble. Yeah, this
is the Apocalypse. Pollution is increasing everyday; use-
less junk filling our mail boxesand ever-increasing numbers
of toxic chemicals are being created. Gaia's tortured soul
screams in pain! You can't let it get to you like it has the
other tribes. We have a purpose. We've got progress on our
side. The upper hand of evolution is ours! The trick is to
guide the Weaver, not fight her. Never forget that every-
thing is alive. The trees, the rocks and the toasters. It’s all
of Gaia. It's one giant ecosystem. And it’s our responsibil-
ity to run it. For Her sake.

Nature's voice can also be heard in the city, on the highway,
in airports and in slums, in hospitals and schools, in Disneyland
and shopping malls. The weave of nature excludes nothing
from its fabric, not even the crazy and destructive, creative and
inspiring ideas of human beings

— Joan Halifax, The Fruitful Darkness
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Obsessed with technology, especially technology that is just

beyond their reach. ..

the cyberpunks are future-oriented to a

fault. They already have one foot in the 2 st century and time
is on their side. In the long run, we will all be cyberpunks.

— Philip Elmer-Dewitt,

If you've seen one city werewolf, you've seen ‘em all.
Yeah, and | own some Mokolé-guarded swampland in
Florida, too. Ya wanna buy some! Sure, many of us follow
the standards of our tribe, but a lot of us have different
agendas. Glass Walkers are known by their pack, family,
house and by the camp they claim to follow (if they follow
any at all). We also have our totems. [, myself, follow the
Totem of Freedom — and [ don’t fit into
I am Glass Walker and Garou;
these titles alone do | need to be forever linked to Gaia.
We build our own cages, but we gotra make sure that our
cages are big and that we've got the key. There are enough
cages built around us by others; let’s not lock ourselves in
hl'.}::-L U:I' OLIr OWTI TI’l.lk”'lfr
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any of these categories.

Chapter Two: High Society
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“Cyberpunk!” Time

Che Prime (Directive:

Co-existence

Even in the L|a1,-'5 of the ]mpt?rj_{imu, we strove to live
with humans in order to protect Gaia as best we could.
Now humans are in control of Gaia's delicate balance and
we must direct them into battle against the Wyrm. The
humans’ strength rises from their numbers and their abil-
ity to cooperate. Their cunning, like ours, gives them
power over many of Gaia’s creatures. But, unlike our-
selves, they must link with the Machine to gain any
physical advantage, using tools because they don't have
fangs, or clothes because they don't have fur.
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Except the outright ravages of the Wyrm, humankind’s
abuse of the Machine threatens Gaia more than anything
else roday. Humans unknowingly allow the Wyrm to enter
their machines and then use them for corrupt causes. They
must learn to love the Machine; too many of them hate
and fear it. We don't have the strength to destroy the
Wyrm completely. We must learn to co-exist with many
evils, great and small. Everything has its place. Once the
Garou battled the Wyrm in nature, but now the Wyrm
gathers strength and festers within the City. Most Garou
hate the City and hatred gives the Wyrm great power,

The City has become too big for only two tribes to
protect. The Bone Gnawers guard the streets and wastes
and we watch over the buildings and technology. But in
addition to this, we've got to barttle the other Garou just
to get anything done outside the City. If we can’t co-exist
with our own, how can we save Gaia!

The Camps

MOBILE, Ala. —A howling, snarling werewolf escaped
from a foreign freighter, savagely bit seven cops and turned a
police cruiser over before he was captured in a darkened alley
near the docks.

— Weekly World News

Long before the Industrial Revolution, we knew that we
could accomplish more through specializing than by trying
to learn all of Gaia’s Gifts, Luna taught us this with the five
Auspices. Why shouldn’t we take advantage ot this prin-
ciple? Camps help us find our area of expertise and link us to
others with similar interests. To us, they're sort of like guilds.

Wise Guys

These guys are Sicilian throwbacks with an attitude and,
unfortunately, they pull the strings of our tribe. It you want
guns and people who can use them, who you gonna call!
They're gun totin’ maniacs who want to rule as much as the
Silver Fangs, but at least the Silver Fangs haven't figured out
that money is king. That's right. Money is power and the
Wise Guys take the cake and eat it when it comes to
controlling the flow of money. Th’it’“ why they're still in
command of the Glass Walkers. Money talks; bullshit walks.

When the whole banking system got started way back
yesteryear, people were already manipulating its flow. Ot
course, members of our tribe were onto the idea like
debutantes on caviar. The various organized crime fami-
lies of the world grew from that seed. The Wise Guys still
lock into that power base today, but they can see the
corruption that runs rampant within those organizations.
They know that the control and manipulation of society
in order to increase money-making potential can easily
become a Wyrm-tainted activity. Wise Guys strive hard
not to fall prey to the Urge Wyrms who pursue them, but
they've been skating on thin ice for a long time. Thisisa
lesson that all city Garou should pay heed to.
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A Wise Guy Spills the Beans

I have to admit, I like the set-up Lefty had rollin’ with the
gambling casino. Lure the Banes in to taunt the humans and
then nix ‘em out — the Banes, | mean. What I love most is
getting paid by one Wyrm-fetid jerk to assassinate another
Wyrm flunky. Now that makes my day! And ya just can't beat
the money. Oh yeah, sure, some of the money is Wyrm-tainted.
What did you think the Rite of Cleansing was for anyway?

City Farmers

The City Farmers can make plants grow in the city as if it
were wilderness. Nobody else can do that; most people can't
get anything to grow. The Farmers think plant life should
take over the city from within and live in peaceful co-
existence. Or maybe they're just trying to protect the green
parts of Gaia within the hard, protective shell of the City.

[t doesn't make sense. If you don't want to live outside,
then why drag nature inside? It's retro and pointless. I
mean, plants don’t exist in the Cyber Realm, do they!

City Farmer Spiel

Let us bring the Wyld into the City. Face it: We will always
be dependent upon nature as long as we are animals — even the
humans are animals. The best defense of Gaia is for us to go on
the attack. What once was natwre is now the Machine. [ do not
wish to destroy the Machine; I merely believe that we should
bring nature into our lives and our homes. Here in the city, we
can protect nature from humanity by buying into their system
and using it for our own means. The rest of our tribe is too
concerned with the Machine. Nature is the important thing.
This is the lesson we were meant to teach.

Urban Primitives

These guys believe that Gaia has allowed the forest to
erow into a new form of life — the City. The Urban Primi-
tives struggle to unlock the feral side of the City and to gain
power from the technological spirits. A lot of them pierce
their bodies, tattoo themselves and sport weird hairstyles in
order to remind themselves of their dedication to Gaia.

Urban Primitive Rant

We must strive to connect deeper into the beat of the City.
We are here to defend Gaia, not solely to destroy the Wyrm.
[t is also our part to nurture and study the world abowt us. Our
connection to the spirits of technology will give us the power we
need to thwart the Wyrm.

Late at night, when I'm in my artificial cave, I hear the voice
of the Machine through its whining hum. I feel the pulse of the
electrical and water spirits rushing through the walls. Every-
thing about me is alive, and I'm at peace. What surrounds me
is not my enemy, but my ally. I vevel in the power that surges
and wishes to be free. | want to run wild with them in the
Umbra, and I do — every chance I get!

Chapter Two: High Society
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Random Interrupts

Some would call them Luddites for their wanron de-
struction of machinery, but they're really working to free
the Machine of Wyrm-taint and for the freedom of infor-
mation. If you want to get in tight with the Cyberwolves,
these guys are the way to go. They know the ins and outs
of the Net here, in the Penumbra and beyond. Computer
access codes and security cameras mean nothing to them.
They're beyond all that. I, however, think these guys
spend too much time with the Machine and not enough
time interfacing with flesh and blood beings.

R andom Interrupt E-mail

Information wants to be free; the Wyrm is stagnation. We
must learn better methods to disseminate information among
our race. We take too much pride in hoarding it. We as a people
must learn to share with one another.

Enough of that.

Tomorrow night we hit the toy factory on 8th and Parson.
Last Wednesday's excursion into the Penumbra was fruitful.
We've got some info on the Wyrm-generator they're using to
inject Banes into an action figure toy line. This info is courtesy
of Wonder Hacker, Hexachrome and their House OO Wyld
cards! Same deal as usual. The Clean-Cuts go in as janitors,
security guards and temporary workers. The Wyld Boys hit the
systems through the Penumbra. Coordinate and send me back
info — pronto.

Corporate Wolves

This is some kind of cabal of big business types, the
Gilass Walkers who really go for the suits and stocks line of
work. A bunch of them are owners and CEOs of environ-
mentally aware corporations. They tend to get involved in
caern politics as well, serving in caern positions.

A Corporate Wolves Weeting

[ have found it necessary to call a central operations meeting
with the board of trustees. I need your help preparing for this.
It seems that a financing group trying to buy stock in one of our
corporate arms is tainted with the Wyrm. As of yet, we are
unsure if they realize that Garou oun enough stock to manipu-
late the company. We will need several charts and graphs on
how a buy-in might affect us if we allow them to go through with
it. | donot see this as being a major problem, and we do not need
an intensive stock analysis at the present time. Of course, any
buy-in on their part would simply bring them into our trap.

['ve already begun the process of jugeling the internal
paperwork and employees. Nothing has been done on the
corporate level that can be traced through the computer net-
works or banking transactions. By the time they sign the
contract, we will have already begun restructuring for bank-
ruptey. Please take time to duplicate copies of all keys used in
that branch’s facilities. Make sure that our techs wire in
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security bypass systems that we can control through spirits. |
don't want any traces of our tampering left. All this information
should be stored at the local caern until we need it or we are ready
to begin Phase A of our counter-seizure.

Umbral Pilots

These freaks are hyped on exploration of the farthest
fringes. They're always off on jaunts to the Umbral Hollow
Earth or the dangerous void of the Deep Umbra. | think
they've got some allies among the Sons of Ether, some
like-minded mages. It's hard to say much about them
because a lot of them never come back from their journeys.

An Umbral Pilot Orates

While exploring one of the back rooms in the warehouse, |
discovered the drilling device our ancestors had modified from
the designs of an early Renaissance inventor. It seemed in good
condition but for the lack of several Gafflings and Jagglings
necessary to operate it properly. I must say that our ancestors
did quite a good job crafting these devices and making sure they
were stored properly for our future use.

At any rate, [ am interested in bringing this device back-up to
full potential and using it to explore the earth's crust, thereby
locating Black Spiral hives. I have already pulled several of the
guidance and sensing fetishes out of the atom rocket we used to
travel into the Deep Umbra two years ago — [ can only hope that
the disasters associated with that journey will not dissuade you
from joining me on this expedition. We'll need help moving the
craft about once we're inside the warehouse. It seems that part
of it has begun to meld with the fins of a diving craft. [ am unsure
of how common this state is, but the books [ found in the debris
of an abandoned storage building mentioned the effects generated
by exposure to Wyld winds. More and more curious, [ dare say.

Che Wechanical Awakening

I'm not sure what these guys want. They're a bunch of
ranters. | think they're fighting for the independence of
the Machine from humankind. But I'm not sure that's the
Weaver Way. It seems like this would break the pattern to
me, but these guys claim otherwise.

The Wechanical Awakening Shouts

How can we bear to sit back and watch humanity force our spirit
brethren into servitude? Must the Machine awaken only to find it
is chained? What will happen when it breaks free? The Machine
will fall back, for it is locked into humanity and humanity into1t.
They clingto one another for survival and we stumble into the same
trap. We must break the cycle of dependence!

E

Once we hunted and killed animals for food. Now we pay
others to make machines to do our hunting for us. The media
tells us how to act and what is expected of us, but the media
sleepwalks in its responsibility. Humans can't burp or fart

/ without shame; they don't want to be regarded as animals. They

think they have transcended nature to become one with the
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sterility of the machine. Is this what the machime wants? What
is enjoyable to a machine? Surely not to be broken to pieces by
abuse or driven into the ground by lack of maintenance!

Cotems of the City

Humans rely on the power of the City and the Machine,
but they neglect both. Humans run from one feeding
ground to the next like sheep lead by a ram. Look at the
sorry state of the city! Urban decay and collapse of the
infrastructure are the result. We are Garou. We can feel
the pull of the spirits, and we know their power. We know
why it takes money to make money — it takes the respect
of one spirit to gain the support of another. Do not torget
the totem vou follow, or it will forget you. And as you are
forgotten, so will your Gifts dissolve away, your spirit will
become insubstantial and your life will become dull and
dreary until your final days are done.

Cockroach

The cockroach knows a good thing when it sees it. When
humans began to store food, the cockroach was there to
take part in the abundance. Let it not be said that its earthly
children don't know how to evolve. Cockroaches can feel
the hum of the Machine and know that where the Machine
exists, so do humans and their food supply. This is how the
cockroach became linked to the Machine. Humans have
left offerings for the cockroach for countless centuries
without even realizing it. This has given the Cockroach
great power. As Glass Walkers, it was only natural for us to
link our efforts toward co-existence with such a hearty and
resilient force of nature as cockroach.

Clashing Boom-Boom

| like anchor sandwich

Served on aluminum side

I like rusty fences

Locomative pie

— Pete Townshend, “l Eat Heavy Metal”

Clashing Boom-Boom is a weird totem of the Weaver
and the Wyld. She rules over weapons of all types, from
simple axes to mortar shells. No one knows where she came
from, but some Theurges say she's a dream sprung forth
from the interaction of human anger and the Machine’s
productivity. She was once raw and ugly in her primal form
of animalistic tendancies. Look at her now, embodying the
strong graceful beauty of a stealth bomber — wow. She's
not my totem, but | saw her once while [ was in WW!IL. She
came screaming out of the sky, her long metal wings swept
back. The earth rumbled as she raced over it. Her lips cried
out with metal resonance, “Fall before me!” Human bodies
flew like flies. The field glowed with the fiery glory of her
after-presence. I'll never forget that day. I'll never forget
how I trembled in awe of her power.

Chapter Two: High Society

| could understand why some of the other Garou in the
squad prayed to her every night. She prevented their rifles
from jamming and kept their aim true. She even fouled up
the enemy’s tools of destruction from time to time. If
you're a warrior or a Wise Guy, she'’s a good one to have on
your side. If she’s against you, your goose is as good as
basting in the pan.

Wonkey King

Who is that splendid young ape that ridicules both Heaven
and Earth?

— Mile Manara and Silverio Pisu, The Ape

Born a mortal child of Gaia, the Monkey King struggled
and studied until he refined his being and rose above this
plane of existence to become a Totem Spirit. He respects
the hairy primates most of all. He doesn't hold much
compassion for humans. He's a totem of freedom and
knowledge as well as being a trickster.

The legend holds that he went around beating up older,
lazy Incarna to steal their powers for himself. He has some
items of power: the staff used to level out the Milky Way,
which can become any length and any weight; a pair of
boots for cloud treading; a hat of invisibility and a jacket
of invulnerability. He isa master of the 108 Taoist magicks
— the 72 transformations and 36 form changes. What can
| say? Whenever I've been in a tight spot, he's always
gotten me out in one piece... well, more or less.

O Wighty (Dolla

When you were broke you would come to me
And [ would always pull you ‘round

Now I call your office on the telephone

And your secretary tells me that she's sorry,

But you've gone out of toun.

— The Kinks, “Catch Me Now, 'm Falling.”

The Glass Walkers began their dealings with this totem
after World War 1. O' Mighty Dolla’ existed before then
but possessed only limited power. He was once a coin
spirit, but grew from a little Gaffling (a nickel’s worth)
into a Jageling (a whole quarter) and finally into the big,
bruisin' totem spirit he is today — the all-mighty dollar.

When we first met him, he took the form of a hefty man
with a 10 gallon hat, expensive suit and a big, smoke-
belching cigar full of Banes. I'm told that he constantly
complains of aches and pains and that his bum knee is
infested with Wyrm cancer. He called upon our aid to cut
the Wyrm-taint from him and his children have been
struggling to do so ever since. O' Mighty Dolla' used to
hang out with the Bone Gnawer totem, the American
Dream, but O' Mighty Dolla’s left him behind to pursue
other goals.




There are other totems like him overseas, but they don't
get along with each other too well. They're always trying
to one up the other. | guess when they learn to get along,
we'll finally have a one-world economy. Yikes! Who
wants that? Keep fighting, O' Mighty Dolla’!

Sex and Cubs inthe
Wlodern World

... Lycanthropes are actually genetic variants of basic
human stock. The genes that make you a werewolf are scat-
teved throughout the human species. Not everyone has them, of
course — fewer than one in thirty thousand these days,
accovding to computer analyses.

— PBrad Strickland, “And the Moon Shines Full and
Bright”

It's not like the old days. Child support puts a damper
on the old “love ‘em and leave ‘em.” Media hype stops a/lot
of Kinfolk women from mating and losing their girlish
ficures. Daycare centers, run by humans, insist that we
medicare our children because they're hyperactive.

If we continue with our current rate of reproduction,
the Garou will die out as a race within the next few
decades. One fact becomes increasingly clear: Although
few of our children turn out to be Garou, the rest possess
our blood and understand our plight. This resource must
not be forgotten. I've heard it said that we have too much
human in our bloodline and not enough wolf. We smell so
much like humans that wolves don't want to be around us.
But we don't like mating with wolves anyway. The wolves
in the City are mostly dog. The bottom line is this:
Humans make better sexual partners.

Che Breeds

Do your best to bring about the birth of as many Garou
as you possibly can. That means breeding with Kinfolk.
I'm not saying don’t mate with non-Kinfolk, but they're
less likely ro understand why you need to fight for Gaia.

Homid

We're 98% human stock. Being homid Garou allows us
to travel the City without revealing ourselves to lesser
Wyrm minions. [t also makes it easier to gain the support
of human allies. Without their help, we fight a futile battle
against the Wyrm.

As homid Garou, we sometimes find ourselves bound
by the values of human society. We strictly adhere to
schedules controlled by calendars and mechanical time
pieces. We undeniably rely upon money for our existence.
Even though we fight against it, the media quietly seduces
and sedares us until we follow the hype. We like to dress
well and we like to have the newest, coolest things. Deal
with ir.

Wetis

Nature curses us. We should be able to breed with one
another. It’s not right that the Litany holds us back from
breeding with our own and forces us to take mates from
races that do not and cannot understand what we are.
Maybe this part of the Litany has been Wyrm rtainted all
along. The Wyrm must laugh art this cruel joke. Maybe the
Wyrm tainted us long ago — corrupted our line so that we
must breed with humans and wolves.

Listen to me! Metis are Garou, maybe more so than any
of us. Isn't their natural form Crinos! Keep them in your
care. Hold them close and show them love and truth. Let
them live in the Garou community, since they must be
kept separate from humans and wolves until they can
control the change. They must not be lost to the Wyrm.
We must help them to be strong.

Lupus

We love our lupus Kin with all our being. They don't
know the pressures of city life. What a joy it is to introduce
them to technology; to show them that the box with
flashing pictures is actually a television and that it does
makes sense!

To wolves, we often stink of the City and humanity.
They disdain that. They're right, of course. Wherever we
go, the spirits of the City follow us, even in the wilderness.
Our lupus Kinfolk tend to be overly docile and they have
a hard time gripping the Rage that should be instinctual to
them. More often then not, they grow-up in captivity in
azoo or live as pets in someone’s home. We need them, for
they are very strong in the spirit. Soon, humans will kill
the remaining wolves, just as they have eradicated so
many other races. When they vanish, we might quickly
follow.

Organization: The Four
Houses

Qur tribe has astructure composed of four main “houses.”
Houses only take up part of our position in the tribe. We
usually join together in houses independent of these
groups as well, but we are all duty bound to join or lend aid
to the appropriate house as requested by the local Don. In
each locality, there is a Don who runs the local houses and
a bunch of leaders in each house. But each house also has
a Head House; the one house to which all of the local
houses are answerable. The leader of the Head House
(there is one for each of the four houses) is called the Lord
or sometimes Godfather.

34 Glass Walkers
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Che Central House

The elders of our tribe all hold a seat within the Central
House, as do all house leaders. The Central House forms
the primary leadership of our tribe on a city level. The
Central House votes upon the position of Don. He usually
controls the biggest hunk of turf, runs the most action and
takes the local City Father as a totem. Anyone who wishes
to ch :-l]lrsng{: the Don’s Hurhuritﬁ.' must do so at a moot held
at the Central House. The Don heads the Central House
and sets the status quo of all the houses within his city,
Those who break the Don's mandates will find punish-
ment swift and harsh, while those who follow him tind
their needs fulfilled.

The Central House's major purpose is to keep track of
Wyrm-taint within the city by use of Gifts and investiga-
rions through both the physical world and rhe Umbra.
Since this house has traditionally been run by Wise Guys,
the Head House is in Italy. It tends to shift with different

elections to either Venice or Rome.

House of Technological
Advancement

As we depend upon new spirits for our source of future
allies, the House of Technological Advancement is im-
portant in every city. It tends to be populated by Corporate
Wolves, Random Interrupts and the tribe’s Theurges. Its
functions include: handling initial contact with newly
birthed U:L;]‘Ll‘LLJh_]_s_;iL:;tl spirits, maintaining the awakened
state of technological spirits within a city and monitoring
scientists who are responsible for the potential birth of
technological spirits. The Head House tends to shift
location with each successive Lord, but it is currently in
San Jose (Silicon Valley), California.

House of Urban (Defense

The Theurges and ( salliards of our tribe meet wu;‘kh' al
the House of Urban Defense to teach and perform the
rituals and rites of our forebears. This work house is open
to anyone who wants to learn the secret ways of our tribe.
The applicant must swear loyalty to a Garou mentor of this
house, who will then lead the applicant down the path of
spiritual development. In addition, this house works in a
preventative manner to cleanse and maintain the city and
keep the Wyrm at bay. The Head House is in Rome, where
it has been for many vyears.

House of Rightful Justice

The Central House appoints and removes individuals
from the ranks of the House of Rightful Justice as it sees fit.
Once the Central House has chosen a Wyrm-tainted
target to be removed, they devise a plan of attack and then
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issue orders to the House of Rightful Justice. The house
takes responsibility for the eradication of the targered
Wyrm infestation. Members of this work house rely upon
their combart abilities and street smarts in order to survive.
The local caern warder is also the chairperson of the
House of Rightful Justice. Ahrouns see placement in this
house as either a chance for immense glory or a death
sentence. The Head House is in New York, where many
worldwide Glass Walker assassinations are contracted.

W oots:
ABig Throwdowns

By electronic culture, I suppose we mean a certain cyber-
netic swipe at metaphysics. To a large extent, cybernetics have
been superseded by the more sophisticated discipline of artficial
intelligence.

— Gary Wolf, “Avital Ronell on Hallucinogenres,”
Mondo 2000

We follow the Weaver Way, yvet the wolf still resides
within us. Our allegiance ro the Weaver must not over-
shadow our duty to protect Gaia. This dichotomy of our
existence is clear to those who know us. Our moots and
rituals tell the tale. They define our existence and focus
our everyday lives. They align our spirits so that we
become aware and stay true [o our cause.

Most moots occur on the 23rd of each month. The
location can change, depending upon the state of the sept,
but conventions start exactly at 12:37 A.M. by the sept
leader's watch. However, rigidly upholding this stance,
has lead ro stagnation within our tribe. Even the staunch-
est of elders agrees that half of our moots should be held as
raves in order to maintain our link to the wolt.

Conventions:

The Weaver's Rules of Order

We must be calm and resolute. We can’t lose our heads
when we battle the Wyrm. We can’t give in to the raging
beast and fly down its gaping maw. We find peace in
structure, as do humans. Organization allows us to ma-
nipulate humans into battling the Wyrm for us. As we age,
we tend to want everything to fall neatly into place. It
makes things easier. | want to say it's wisdom, but I think
laziness makes us think this way. | know that I don't have
the strength in these old bones that I had as a pup —
maybe that’s part of it as well. Our meetings, presided over
by the Philodox, might seem overly rigid, but the elders
must use order to formulate plans insuring the safety of the
City for today and tomorrow. We must have forethought
in our planning. Once a course of action has been formal-
ized, Theurges call upon the aid of the necessary spirits and
the local Don assigns each house with its individual goals
for the following two month period.

36

f_-——-n—-




Follow the rules of order. Each house must select a
single spokesperson. In moot, each spokesperson has a
chance to express his or her viewpoint. House members
are sometimes allowed to speak at open forums after
requesting time via paperwork, If the elders don’t want
someone to speak, they make him travel a route of red tape
to get permission, such as filling forms out in triplicate and
getting certain signatures, etc. It’s better to present your
ideas to a sympathetic elder who can then use her influ-
ence to lend credibility to the idea.

Appeasing and gaining the aid of Weaver spirits takes
precedent at our moots... expect rigid formality.

Raves: Reaffirming the Wyld

The wolf rages within us. The City cages us. The Wyrm
tries to enshroud us.

Calling upon the power of the Wyld, the roaring music
fills us with electronically augmented pulses of surging
sound. Multicolored tlashes of lighting shoot within our
minds. Howling and screaming, bodies contort and change
form as they slam into me, and | into them. The Galliards
fill our minds with ancient tales and we fall into our roles.
Forgotten beasts rise from the boiling steam of the past.
The armies of corruption fall before our cleansing path as
we tear through the City. Our souls scream pure with
renewal. In the end, we collapse in piles about the dance
floor. We are at peace, for the wolf has been sated and we
have reaffirmed our bond to the Wyld. The night is done.

Elder’s often find themselves standing back and trying
to make sense out of these raging parties. Music and
adrenaline take control. Between songs, the younger Garou,
and often all Ahrouns present, are expected to make
meaningful statements over the PA system.

Organization is secondary to the thrill of the moment.
One slip of the tongue in drunken banter can often mean
a jump in logic that would never come out otherwise.
Everyone knows to ignore insult and to promote well
being.

Seasonal Rites
AllMachines (Day

Many spirits are often rejected and ignored, but the
servant spirits of machinery find themselves performing
redundant labor on a daily basis forced upon them by
humans. The humans drive them until they break or
dissipate for lack of Gnosis. But we respect the spirits who
thrive within technology.

All Machines Day celebrates our dependence on the
Machine and our reverence toward technological spirits.
The festival begins with Vulcans Day on the preceding
Friday and ends with Sister Science Day on the following
Saturday, although the moot itself takes place on the Ides
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of March, the 15th, each year. On this day, we clean and
repair our machinery from the early morning until the
evening. This includes the cleansing of both home and
office with rites and rituals. As the sun sets, we power up
our machinery and invite the spirits to frolic with us
through a festival of light and sound. The festivities go
into the Penumbra where we commune with the techno-
logical spirits who aid us in our daily lives. When the
celebration finally dies down, a peaceful calm settles
within both the structure that houses the main festivities
and the Penumbra that surrounds it.

All hail the Machine!
Promethean (Daze

Filled with eating and communing, this week-long
celebration, occurring between Christmas and New Year's
Day, falls into two distinct parts.

The first phase clears the mind of delusional, self-
imposed boundaries that were constructed during the
course of the previous year. The individual seeks to break
down her own boundaries, while the houses work to break
down repressive structures they have erected. When this
event occurs on a tribal level, the whole tribe works to
remove the previous order and leave a clean slare for
reorganization. The second stage works to predict the
events of the new year. Drumming is used to call upon the
harmony of the past and to welcome new spirits into
existence. We hope to find the new spirits birthed from
(Gaia's womb and promise our allegiance to them. In turn
for protection, we ask the spirits to aid us in future rimes.
We try to expand our minds and find new direction and
insight.

Che Litany

[ once helped catch a Shadow Lord who was trying to
infiltrate our tribe and report breaches of the Litany to the
Silver Fang hierarchy. We held him down and tattooed
“Fink” on his chest. We made it clear that his treachery
was not appreciated. We stare right at the Wyrm while the
other tribes run around the woods having a good ol’ time.
Who are they to judge our battle against the Wyrm!

Enough of that. You need to know the Litany the way we
see it. Straying from it could mean death. Pay attention.

Garou Shall ot Wlate with Garou

Sometimes | wonder if this part of the Litany wasn'’t
originally “It is the duty of all Garou to breed with another
(Garou at least twice during their lifetime in order to insure
the existence of Garou in this generation, lest the Wyrm
take advantage of our dwindled numbers (due to the fate
of recessive genes) in any one generation or another.”
Makes too much sense, doesn’t it? But don't tell the Silver
Fangs this. They'll come after us with their flunky tribes.
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Bionics — Mechanical devices designed
to replicate the functions of biological
organisms. Sometimes called “six million
dollar ware.”

Cipherware — Computer software that
appears to be something other than what
it actually does.

Conferencing — The linking of several
different users to one another through any
two-way communications device.

Cracking code — 1] Writing or breaking
into another person’s computer programs,
2] Writing programs in machine language.

Crowbar — Prying into something by use
of something else. “l crowbarred my way
into Pentex by dummuying up to a couple of
Black Dog Games execs.”

Cyberfetish — A technplogical fetish,
usually implanted into a Garou’s body.

Cyberpunk — Someone who carts tech-
nology around with them and integrates it
into as many aspects of her life as pos-
sible.

Cyberware — Hardware that links di-
rectly to a living organism.

Family — A Glass Walker sept.

Flushing — 1] Removing evergthing from
a computer system or IC chip, 2] Turning on
all the fire sprinklers in a building, 3] Filling
a given location with noise, smoke, water,
etc. in order to force something out.

Hacker — One who hacks.

Hacking — 1] Breaking into computer
systems, 2) Working through things by
trial and error, 3] Programming [archaic].

interface — 1) Setting up an equal con-
nection between two parties, 2] Trading
information, 3] Joining two things together.

House — The organizational structure of
the tribe. There are four main houses and
many sub houses.

Jack-in — 1] Plugging Into a system, 2]
Gaining control of a piece of machinery.

Lamer — 1] A computer user who does
not program, 2) Someone who doesn’t help
out.

Linking-up — Sending and receiving in-
formation from another computer system
or person.

[.i;go of the Techno Wolf

Lurking — 1) Linking into other people’s
communications and not letting them know
you're there, 2] Sneaking around in the
Penumbra to observe people in the phusi-
cal world.

Managing — 1] Getting other people to do
your work, 2] Being the brains behind a
plan.

Monkeywrench — To sabotage.

On-line — Being in a situation where one
can send and receive information from an
outside source.

Power out — 1] Getting out of a situation
as fast as possible, 2) Temporarily banish-
ing electrical spirits from a certain area.

Set date — 1] Planning an activity that is
to occur at a certain time, 2) Synchroniza-
tion of watches.

Spook — Coined off the nickname for CIA
agents. 11 Someone who watches people
fram the Penumbra, 2) Someone who lis-
tens or looks into other places through
mechanical means, 3] Someone who pulls
information out of communications net-
works or computers from the Penumbra.

Spoon-bending — 1) Using electromag-
netic spirits to destroy magnetic media, 2]
Making a solid object take another shape.

Trojan horse — Making something ap-
pear to be something else, especially if it
is where the other thing should be and it is
used to trick people into a false sense of
security.

Liplink — 1) Sending information from a
communication’s satellite, 2] Sending in-
formation to a larger computer system, 3]
Sending and receiving information from an
outside source with more information.

User — Someone who utilizes a piece of
machinery.

Virtual reality — An artificially con-
structed environment.

Workaholic — A person who falls into

work so deeply that she does not know
when to stop working and feels she cannot
rest until everything is done.

Other words for that piece of machin-
ery over there: doo-hicky, gadget,
gizmo, thing-a-ma-doodle, thing-a-ma-jig,
what-cha-ma-call-it and widget

Glass Walkers
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Combat the Wyrm Wherever Jt
(Dwells and Whenever Jt Breeds

The Wyrm fills the City with its stench. If we raged out
at every Wyrm scent we smelled, we'd be in constant
frenzy. Don't worry about the litctle Wyrm things unless
they get in your way. If you do, the little ones'll wear you
down until you're easy pickings for a big one. Select your
targets Cilr{:f.l]“‘:r’. Take time to pt;m all attacks. Take no
prisoners. Destroy all Wyrm-tainted machinery.

Respect the Territory of Another

Follow this rule for land and property. Be caretul; some
Garoustill mark what's theirs the old fashion way. Take time
to make sure that you're not going to step on any toes when
you make business dealings. Inside the Machine, nothingcan
truly be owned. Information wants to be free. No one owns the
Cyber Realm. Data held prisoner should be freed if possible.

Accept an Honorable Surrender

There’s too much killing among our race. Accept any
surrender — except, of course, from the Black Spiral
Dancers, who should be killed and the Shadow Lords, who
should be made to grovel if at all possible. In any case,

I'['IE-]LCL! SUTC YOu g{!l' :'i-l;}II“.‘!ThI.T'tg L'I.'J{Jl Out Hf 1L.

Submission to Those
of Higher Station

Look... you're going to go through your phases, but it's
best to respect and to listen to those above you in any
situation. Sometimes, if vou have a good idea, you're going
to have to speak up even if it is against the views of the
elders. Just remember, if you are told to hold your tongue
and don't, you're liable to get shot a time or two for
speaking out of turn.

The First Share of the Kill
for the Greatest in Station

Don't let the Wyrm get a hold of you if you're the “top
dog.” Remember, what you might want, someone else
might need or know how to use better than you do.

Ve Shall Uot Eat
the Flesh of Humans

Chomping on someone is one thing, ripping a hunk out
and swallowing it is another! If we carch you doing ir,
and you can

we're gonna skin you alive with our klaives
post that on the BBS!




Respect for Those Beneath Ye —
All Are of Gaia

Don’t shove people around. Ask them to do things for
you and explain to them why it's necessary if time allows.
We ensure that our people, our allies and those individuals
who we protect have their needs fulfilled. No one should
go without food, shelter or decent enterrainment (hey, it's
a priority these days!).

The Veil Shall Mot Be Lifted

Don’t even joke about telling the tabloids about us.
We'd be atracked both by Garou and humans. [ know you
could make a lot of money, but get a life! Take a hint from
the vampires. If you have to say something about the
Garou's existence, blow it out of proportion so no one will
believe it.

(Do Not Suffer Thy People
to Tend Thy Sickness

Medical science can help people live far longer than
they should. Death’s a natural process. Holding onto life
too long is Wyrm fetid and withour honor. When your
rime comes, turn to the woods. Live your final days as a
tribute to the Wyld. I'm on my way there soon. Don't
mourn me when ['m gone; I'll be back!

The Leader May Be Challenged
at Any Cime (During Peace

Che Leader WMay Uot Be
Challenged (During Wartime

Do we really need to repeat ourselves in the Litany!
Come on, make some sense already. Do we ever see peace
in the City? Bottom line... don't fight among yourselves
while fighting the Wyrm. Don’t quarrel as a house in front
of other houses. Don't defy our tribe in front of other




tribes. Do your fighting for leadership in private. Try to
solve things logically before regressing to tooth and ralon.
Save your strength for battling the Wyrm.

Ve Shall Take Yo Action
that Causes a Caernto Be Diolated

Be very careful with our secrets. Mages and Wyrm
followers want to steal or destroy what we hold dear. If you
violate this part of the Litany, you'd best just kill yourself.
Your death will be long and painful if we have to do it for

YOLL.

Punishment

Asa tribe, we understand that we're animals. We like to
treat our kind justly, but when they have done wrong, it’s
necessary to punish them in a way that will have a lasting
impact. Firearms have become the first line of punishment for
the Glass Walker pups. Everyone knows what they dotoa
human. Garou in Crinos form will feel the pain, but they'll
heal rapidly withour lasting scars. Greater offenses usually
lead a house to abandon a Garou deep in the wilderness
withoutany technology: no television, noradio, no matches
and of course, noclothing. The harsh environment and the
lack of suitable entertainment usually lead to reform. Once
vou've been through it, | promise you won't forget it.

A repeat offender will find his money becoming
useless. Any transaction, other than bartering, be-
comes unattainable. In addition, information about the
offender will be removed from as many sources of
documentation as the house or tribe can manage. Non-
Garou will often become unable ro verity his identity.
These punishments will continue until the Garou has
learned the error of his ways.

When a Glass Walker goes to the Wyrm, the tribe
must do whart is necessary. Death of the Garou takes
precedence over all other actions. We leave no remains
and purify the site of the Garou's dearh.
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Walking on
Walking on
Broken glass

— Annie Lenox, “Walking on Broken Glass”

Friends will help you better than any sidearm or weird
doo-dilly-bob that you happen to find. You're hearing me
right. Friends are better than money, too. Listen to what
I'm saying. Make an ally of the spirit within the machines
YOU use. Talk to the programimer who runs your database.
Know who you can trust. Even better, know who you can't.

So I'm cynical. I've seen young punks come and go. I'll
tell you right now, I've been throated by better than the
likes of you. So you have a lot of raw power — [ did too. So
what's the big deal? Prove it to the Wyrm. | don't have
time to fight with my own people. I'm too old to be wasting
my time. Claw me up if you have to, then | can get on with
my life. If you want my help, I'll give you something that
you don't have: my knowledge. | have more in this
chrome-plated skull then you'll ever get if you keep acting
like a reckless cub.

/
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The City

The City has been our shelter and provider since our
tribe's beginnings. In return for maintaining urban caerns,
the Weaver has been nice enough to help us make allies
with the City spirits. This should be more than enough
proof that the City fills an important niche in the whole
of Gaia. For some reason, the other tribes insist on arguing
against us and labeling us as Wyrm tainted. However, if we
weren't here to fight against corruption, then every city
would have been a hellhole long ago.

[ know the other Garou find theirroots in the Wyld while
we have followed the Weaver. Maybe Gaia has reasons
behind what she does. We fillaniche, helping toretain what
remains of the fragile balance of the Trat. It is general
practice for at least one house in a city to select the City
Father or Mother as its totem. City totems are of little orno
power once you are outside of their limits, but while you are
within their domain, their power reigns supreme. Houses




must take care to tend to the local City spirit or risk having
the whole City turn to the Wyrm and then against them.

[t may seem hopeless, but we must fight ‘til the end.
Even through death, we return to protect the City. Just
because we can't look into our past lives like other Garou
doesn't mean that we don't reincarnate just as often.

The Wachine

The human body will not evolve beyond its present state.
Their mission is to give birth to the new life form that will replace
them. That is why we cyberdroids have come into being. But
humans are unwilling to turn the world over to us and so they
have locked up our souls.

— Tony Takezaki, A.D. Police

Technology, like everything else, is a part of Gaia . How
can the others be so blind? They look at nature and say
“Nature is Gaia." How can their view be so narrow! There
are spirits within the machines just as there are spirits
within animals and plants. No matter. We are who we are
and we know who we are. We know what we believe in and
we will do our part to retain the Balance of Gaia.

The Weaver spawned the Machine justasshe did the City.
There'snoquestion that parts of itsmell like the Wyrm. But
parts of nature stink of the Wyrm, too, but the Garou aren’t
trying to destroy nature, are they! Of course not! Almost
every piece of machinery has its own spirit. I've seen comput-

erswith several spirits. A majority of technological spiritsare
of the Weaver, but there are a few of the Wyld as well.

The CyberRealm

The creation of technology begins in the CyberRealm.
Those new spirits who need our help slowly grow to
strength here, knowing that we will protect them.

Up there is the Computer Web. It networks the thinking
machines together as no other machines have been able to
link up before. The strata of mechanical networks lies below.
All machinery is connected — each wheel and gear works
together. Beneath this, things become dank with the dark-
ness and ooze of the Wyrm. Slimy, bestial forms of sludge and
goop lurk just behind the pristine surfaces of Umbral office
walls. There are no roads beneath the skyscrapers anymore;
just a dank emptiness that stretches ever downward.

We've got gargoyles; local spirits who defend our gleam-
ing penthouse offices. Still, the Wyrm extends its grasping
tentacles. It reaches out, unnoticed, until its tentacles are
large enough to drag us from the skyscrapers into the soot
and grime of that which waits below.

We are friends of the Machine. You will be permitted
access through this realm. Do not panic. The Weaver is
our friend. But that doesn’t mean thar the Weaver always
knows what she is doing. She needs guidance. I think it's
the Wyld creeping in and maligning her patterns, but the
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others insist that it is the Wyrm and that the Weaver
herself is out of control. We know better, don't we!

The Rest of Qur Race

The Bone Gnawersand Children of Gaia always look out for
us. Give your junk to the Bone Gnawers and they will forever
love you for it. The Children of Gaia ralk peace first in every
situation, but don’t let them talk you into becoming a martyr.
The Fianna and Silent Striders will follow our lead and helpus
out of ajam. Both tribes know whart it’s like to be outcasts. The
Fianna tend to be entrapped by the cultural heritage of their
Kinfolk, but  hear they can communicate with fairiesand other
mystical creatures. The Silent Striders can travel really fast, but
they keep secret what ideas they deem dangerous. I trust both
tribes only as long as we're making a profit.

The three mystic tribes like to remain separate from us.
Thisdoesn't mean they hate us, they just like doing theirown
thing by themselves. The Black Furies hate men, so let the
females among us do the talking — and stay away from their
fetishes! The Uktenadelve into occult lore constantly; if you
have questions about spirits, they're the ones to politely ask.
The Stargazers study the mysteries of the Umbra through
theirown minds. If you think that's cryptic, try talking roone!
Don't try tomanipulare any of these three tribes or they won’t
deal with you again in this life. Treat them with respectand
they'll at least keep vou from gerting killed.
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The ruling tribes have always hated us. The Silver Fangs
fearusfor the power we have in human society. Most Shadow
Lords are cunning and hateful and all too often they try to
muscle in on our corporate territory. The Getof Fenrisarea
bunch of thugs who fight anyone they can. Placate these
tribes and stay away from them as best you can. Many of them
hold their status in Garou society because of their breeding
and connection to their previous incarnations. [ think thar
this tends to hold them in the past and blind them to new
ways of life. ['m not even going to go into the inbreeding part
— and they're the ones so adamantly against metis!

The Wendigo and Red Talons would kill us assoon as they
would a Black Spiral Dancer. To them, we are the enemy. Both
tribes fill themselves with the Wyld and run free in the
wilderness. The Red Talons form our opposite among the
(Garou because their tribe consists of only lupus. The Wendigo
are as bloodthirsty as the Get of Fenrisand have no one to help
hold their rage in check. Don't run into either of these tribes
in the wilderness. [t's a good thing for us they hate the ciries.

cveryone and

Everything Else

But... but they changed the original design! They cut doun
on building materials. Cut comers; used a lot of cheap substi-
tutes! The psychotecture was ruined! God knows what effects
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the actual city is having on all our minds! Why did Simon allow
it, knowing the consequences’

— Los Bros Hernandez, Mister X

We're not the only supernatural creatures running
around. I'm sure | haven't heard of all the mystic weirdness
that exists, but ['ll tell you what I can.

AWonkeywrencher's Guide
to Battling the Wyrm

A lot of Glass Walkers are Monkeywrenchers; It's
a loose-knit gang of trouble-makers — trouble for
Pentex, that is. These are their tenants for Wyrm
smashing, starting with the unstated but obvious:
Ki-L{.'.I'Ur' }'11ur l'.J.rgt'[.

1) Always plan in advance including an escape route.
2) Trick the Wyrm into attacking itself.

3) Crowbar, whenever possible.

4) Use surprise and distraction to your advantage.

5) Destroy communication and power networks around
your target just before you go in for the kill.

6) Always targer the greatest enemy.

7) Never strike at a target twice in the same manner.

Dampires

Yes, vampires! Undead, immortal parasites that subsist
off the blood of the living. For some reason, they don't all
smell of the Wyrm — but be careful; this doesn’t mean
they aren't evil. Some vampires are too useful to kill,
Uﬂl.EES Tht"il' W'}Tm sCent hEE‘.[}ﬂ"IHH LOO ."'i['!'{‘fll'lg or lhl:_'"}.‘
become treacherous. Remember, we have bigger Wyrm
fiends to fry. Don't provoke the old vampires; they're
usually too busy fighting their own undead offspring to
bother us and they're highly dangerous if riled.

Dampire Cliques

There thrives a secret society known as the Ventrue.
They, like our tribe, manipulate the business world and
economy. 1ry not to bring the wrath of the Ventrue upon
yourself; these vampires are the most organized of Wyrm
minions. They might seem like good allies in business deals,
but don’t try it. It's not worth the hassle. However, you
might want to let them know if you're going to make any
power plays. No need to step on any toes and cause a
corporate war to snowball into a supernatural one. 1 hear
they have rules like we do and they respect other people's
property. Keep this in mind if they try to take over anything
you own. Point any transgressions out to them sensibly.

46 Glass Walkers
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Anotherclique isthe Giovanni. While they don't number as
many as the Ventrue, we've had better dealings with them, since
our mutual homebase is in Iraly. We fought a lot at first, but
eventually came to some mutual understandings. Legends say
that the Wise Guys have an ancient pact with them. The
contingent known as the Nosferatu isfilled with mostly gentle
beings whocame into their immortality malformed. This makes
them look the most Wyrm-fetid of the nightstalkers, but most
of the time they’re actually the least tainted. I find thisespecially
odd when the other vampires treat them in the same manner as
metisare treated among our tribes. Oh, andstay out of the sewers

—it'stheir home. Let the Bone Gnawer Rat Finks take care of

any transactions you might want to make with the Nosferatu.

Wages

[t's legend that the mages like to find our caerns and
drain them. Everything else in legend seems true, so don’t
disregard anything you might have heard. I've heard elders
talk about making deals with some mages for weird rech-
nology or to trace the presence of new technological
spirits — which some mages apparently don’t believe in or
ignore. 1, myself, don't want to have anything to do with
them. They don't seem to be trying to protect Gaia and
magick doesn't have anything rto do with technology.

If you see what you think is a mage, clear the hell out of
the area and contact the nearest Uktena. They don't like
mages and they'll do your battling for you. The Uktena'll

leave all the technology spirits behind, because they don't
like them either. No reason getting our hands dirty if we
don't have to; that's the first sign of a good manager.

Wraiths: Trapped Souls

Ghosts. I've heard the same stuff that you have. They're
trapped to haunt the world of the living until they find a way to
right a wrong or stop the evil that killed them. Your guess is as
goodasmineand | don’tknowwho'sside theyare on, sodon'task.

[ think it’s best to hold places of the dead as holy. |
always tell business colleagues not to build on graveyards,
but sometimes they don't listen. Something weird always
happens.

Exploring the World
at the S peeb of Sound

I tried to get another Glass Walker to tell you this, but he
was too set on talking about how great a surfer he isand where
all the best wavesare. Most of youaren'tsurfersand youdon't
really have time for all that nonsense. I'm trying to sort out
what he told me, but I don't know what he's trying to say half
the time... damn surfer lingo. It's like talking to a banker
about currency. He's sort of famous, though. He's the guy who
the spirits first taught the Gift of Phone Travel to. Since he
learned it, he'sbeen traveling around the world surfing. It'san
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abuse of Gaia's power, but I'm going to make something good
out of it by compiling this.

Uorth America and Europe

Most of our tribe lives in North America and Europe
and stays linked together by the ever-increasing simplicity
of the telephone and computer nets. Soon it won't make
a difference where we are; we'll still be able to talk to each
other like we're next door.

Unfortunately, the cities are getting old. The Wyrm is
starting to corrupt them with its smog and sludge and human
neuroses. I've been in the wilderness once ortwice, The sky
is blue out there, not gray like in the cities. The air tastesfresh
— not like the junk we cough out of our lungs.

Japan

Technology pulses with youth in Japan. There is neon
and glass covering everything in sight. Recycling is impor-
tant because the country has few natural resources, but the
Wyrm's power causes industry to pollute the ocean and
destroy sea life.

Quite a few new types of technological spirits have been
found in the Penumbra around Japan. Rumor has it that
Japan's Gauntlet is thin and has many holes in it, The local
Shadow Lords have most of them mapped out, but theydon't
want to give up their secrets to those of our tribe who live there.

What I'm worried about is that recurrent, waking dream
the Japanese keep putting into their films about giant
Wyrm creatures coming out of the polluted Pacific Ocean
and befriending the children of Japan. It all smacks too
much of the Apocalypse to me. A Wyrm-joke created to
lure children into summoning a Nexus Crawler into
existence with what limited spiritual power they possess.
Unfortunately, as | said before, the Gauntlet tends to be
thin in many places.

Coastal Asia

If you want to get something and you can’t get it any
place else, the trade centers of the Orient are the places to
check. Coastal Asia’s full of open air markets and money
exchanging. There's even some technology here and there,
but most of it is shoddy. Go for trade only; not many of our
kind around those parts — from any tribe.

I've heard rumors that Ratkin live in these regions. The
few native Bone Gnawers would know if this is true, but
their lips are sealed.

W ainland Asia

My surfer pal didn’t go inland... no waves. He heard
that weird stuff goes on in the jungles and said that he felt
bad mojo rising out of them whenever he was near. Stories
abound of different breeds of shapeshifters and armies of
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fomori gathering for a giant battle. It all seems like a bunch
of bunk aimed at getting us nervous and stopping technol-
ogy from moving into that area of the world.

Che Amazon

We've backed none of the development in the Amazon,
but working in political circles to stop deforestation only
does so much. Some of us have found that the best way to
stop the Wyrm from devouring these primal lands is to buy
it and stop all industrial expansion. Though this seems
somewhat backward to us, we alone among the tribes have
the monetary means to execute this kind of counter-attack.

You want a war, young pup? Well, there ya go! You got
a hot one. Kill them all and hopefully only the good ones'll
reincarnate. Pentex-controlled money is tilting toward
75%+ of the Amazon market, or so my sources claim.
Don’t worry about destroying the City or the Machine
down there; it's all pretty much corrupted by the Wyrm.

Whatever you do down there, keep your eyes open! The
natives think that we're the enemy! I'm including the
other changing breeds in with the whole lot of them, as
they still have a grudge from the old days when the Garou
declared the War of Rage.

The Third World

As a policy, the Glass Walkers have vowed not to aid in
the development of any new city or the expansion of
technology outside of already existing cities. This was part
of our plea to bring about the end of the Impergium and to
stop the others from trying to commit genocide on us.
Breaking this policy will lead the Red Talons down our
throats. I'm sure the Silver Fangs and their two side-kick
tribes, Shadow Lords and Get of Fenris, would be more
than happy to help those savages do us in, so don't tempt
them!

Remember: Only use the technology that is available to
you. Do not front the expansion of cities. It is acceptable
to rebuild areas inside of a city as long as they are built to
match their surroundings. Let humanity do the footwork
and “buy in" later. In doing this, we can shift the blame
from us to the humans for the cities increasing in size.

It's sad. The media talks about the suffering in these
countries all the time. We could help the Third World so
easily with so very little effort if the rest of the Garou
would free us of our ancient promise.
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knesses

Cribal Wea
(Optional)

An optional rule was introduced in the first of the Werewolt
Tribebooks: tribal weaknesses. These are quirks each member of a
particular tribe possesses, usually due to the social or even genetic
nature of a tribe. Weaknessesshould not always be enforced. There are
somesituations where a Bone Gnawer may notsuffera higherdifficulry
on Social rolls. These situations may be rare, but they can occur. For
instance, Black Furies suffer from an inborn anger against men, buta
Black Fury may not feel anger towards a man with whom she hasa
rrusting relationship.

[tisuptothe Storyteller to enforce these rules when an appropriate
situation occurs in the game. A player may be unwilling ro remind a
Storyteller that her Uktena's curiosity will get her into trouble.

Glass Walker Weakness

Weaver Affinity: Cannot regain Gnosis in wilderness.

The Glass Walkers are ried closely with their cities, their city
spirits and the spiritual life unique to the city, with its mishmash of
ryrannical Weaverand tempered Wyld. Because of this, they lackan
inherent connection with the Wyld and may not regain Gnosis
pointswhen in the wilderness. The exception tothis iswhen they are
atacaern; they may regain Gnosis as they normally do at these sacred

SILCS.

Werits and Flaws
Jinx(3-4pt.S upernatural Flaw)

Probably due to your actions in a previous life, technological
spirits tend toavoid you. You cannot learn Gifts from technological

Appendix One: Powers of the City
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spirits (including Net and Pattern Spiders), and you cannot use
technological fetishes or talens. In addition, these spirits may cause
technological devices you use to malfunction — you're just a jinx.

Fortunately for vou, there is one technological spirit that does
believe in you. It likes you and thinks that you have been unjustly
accused of whatever annoys the other spirits. This spirit livesinside
of apiece of machinery, although itis notafetish, and youmust have
it present when dealing with technology spiritsor you will be ignored.
Withitsaid, you can use any technological fetishes or talen and learn
tech Gifts. If this spirit is ever killed, you are out of luck in dealing
with technology. A dangerous quest into the CyberRealm may yield
vou a new ally, at the Storyreller’s discretion. If you purchase the 4
point version of this Flaw, then your spirit ally does not exist and you
suffer all the drawbacks listed above.

Wachine Affinity
(4 pt. Supernatural Werit)

Working and repairing equipment has always come easy to you.
Your connection to machinery spontaneously awakens rechnologi-
cal spirits in your presence and allows you toadd one toall dice pools
when dealing with them.

Gifts

e Pennies From Heaven (Level Two) — The Garou can
convince money spirits to improve the value of his money by
changing the denominations of the coinage or currency. This Gift is
taught by money spirits.
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System: The Garouspends one Gnosis pointand rolls Charisma
+ Politics. The difficulty depends on the final desired denomination.
It doesn't matter what the money already is, although few Garou will
change dollars into pennies at a loss. The amount of money changed
depends on the number of successes. (Storytellers of non-U.S,
chronicles should adjust the following chart to the closest equivalent
foreign currency.)

Denﬂmmatmn ::hanged to:

Ditficulty

Any other currency

Successes Amount (in coins or bills)

-.- L ’ b LI ; W ik v IDD

(Glass Walker financial managers frown on the blatant use of this
Giife, since it tends to attract the artention of other supernaturals who
are concerned with money (such as the mage Syndicate ). If toomuch
of this mutant money hits the market too quickly, there will surely
be supernatural retribution from other parties,

* Steel Fur (Level Two) — Garou with this Giftcan temporarily
convert their fur into steel. This Gift is taught by metal or earth
elementals.

System: The Garou must spend one Willpower point and roll
Stamina + Science (difficulty 7). Each success adds one to the
Garou’s soak dice pool. The effect lasts for one scene or until the
Garou decides to convert the metal back into fur, While this Gift is
active, the Garou suffers a +1 difficulty to all Social rolls (except
among Glass Walkers) and Dexterity rolls.

® Tech Speak (Level Four) — By mentally interfacing with the
Machine, the Garou can send communications through any techrno-
logical device. By concentrating her will upon the individual(s) whom
she wishes tocommunicate with, communication devices will project
the information at the intended individuals: telephones shout, stereos
blare and printers print out the message. If no communicationdevice
is present, otherdevicescan be activared: alarms will gooff, lightsflash
or plumbing turns on. This Gift is taught by Pattern Spiders.

System: The Garou spends a Gnosis point and rolls Manipula-
tion + Science. The difficulty depends on the distance to the target:
the next room is 4, the same building is 5, one block away is 6, one
mile away is 7, one time-zone away {from Eastern to Central
Standard Time ) is 8, anywhere in the world (as long as there isa
technological device present at the location) is9. The clarity of the
message depends on the number of successes. One success may only
communicate one word, such as “run,” while five successes may allow
a reading of the Gettysburg Address.

® Tractor Beam (Level Four) — The Garou can transport non-
dedicated objects with her to the Umbra when she stepssideways.
She may not take living creatures, only objects. This Gift is taught
by Weaverspirits.

y

System: The Garou spends one Willpower point for each object
brought over to the Umbra. It must be something she can carryand it
must weigh nomore than herown body weight. However, twoor more
Garouwith this Giftcan team up and carry larger items into the Spirit
World. Despite it's name, the user of this Gift does not emit a beam.

City Farmer Gift

* Agro Culture (Level One) — The Garou can cause plants to
take rootand grow in places where it isusually impossible for plants to
grow. ThisGift does notmake plants prow supernarurally fast; icsimply
gives them achance for life where none existed before. The plants must
still be rended toand watered. However, the plants can use artificial
substancessuch as concrete and plastic for soil. They dig theirroots in
and grow. Plants can even be coaxed togrow ourof walls, aslongas they
are nurtured during the process. This Gift is taught by plant spirits.

System: The Garou must plant seeds in the area to be fertilized.
If this is a concrete wall, he must place the seeds in cracks within the
surface. He then rolls Charisma + Science (or Herbology ) against a
difficulty dependent on the toxicity of the area. An abandoned lot
mightbe 5, a typical city building bathed in the smog of passing cars
might be 6 or 7, while an oil spill site might be 9.

Central House Gift

Only Dons of the Central House may learn this Gift, for theyare
the caretakers of the tribal debt and favors poal.

* Family Debt (Level Five) — The Garou can call upon the past
lives of ather Garou to return a favor owed ro the Glass Walker tribe,
even if the debt was made centuries ago. Using this Gift will cause
another Garou with the Past Life Background to become possessed
by the ancestor whom the Glass Walker summons. The living Garou
must be of the same tribe as the ancestor who iscalled (a Glass Walker
cannot make a Bone Gnawer summon a Silver Fang ancestor). This
Gift is taught by any long-lived spirit, such asa wurtle oran elephant,
and the Glass Walkers often have such spirits witness any business
rransactions they make with other Garou,

System: The Garouspendsone Willpower pointand rolls Gnosis
against a difficulty of 10 minus the target’s Past Lite Background
rating. [f there s no Garou with Past Life present, this Gift will not
work; it requires a Garou with deep connecrions to her ancestors to
act as a conduit. If successful, the desired ancestor issummoned and
possesses the target. This ancestor will then perform a duty to make
up for a favor the Glass Walkers did for him in his lifetime.

TheCentral House keeps vast records of every debt owed the tribe.
It usually requires a committee vote to summon one of their debtors
and thususe up the favor owed. However, Dons who leamn this Giftare
considered to have the power to use it whenever desired, although
Donswhoabuse it may wind up being voted off the board, so to speak.

The player should be allowed to create the original debt condirion
and the debtor. "Grom Wyrmfoe of the Silver Fangs owes the Glass
Walkers big, because they helped him root out vampires in Moscow
in the late 1600s. Well, my character feels it’s about time he repaid
the favor by helping me kill that damn Gangrel.” The Storyteller,
however, is the ultimate arbiter of this Gife. It should be used ro
enhance a story, never tosimply power game. If the Storyteller feels
the player is asking a greater favor than what was originally given to
the ancestor, he is free to have the ancestor deny the call.

Glass Walker characters should also realize that most Garou do
not like being puppets for their Past Lives simply ar the whim of some
damn city Urrah. They will usually try to get revenge at some later
date — to do so immediately is to insult the ancestor.

Glass Walkers
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successful. The pack has threeflight sertings: scenic (4 mph), touring
(40 mphy), and fast (400 mph).

Tc- eatea Flight Pack, onemust bind a technology, wind orbird
spirit int® the fetish.

Jnf primation Absorber

See Chapter Two for more information on this rite.
Level 2, Gnosis 6

H ouse ﬁﬂﬂﬂai h 9 G?Itf (GTEHHHJH) Informarion Absorber drains computers and information

Level Two i 7 storagedevices of their information. The device isnotselective and
all information will be drained from the device. This works onbooks
as well, leaving the pages blank. However, equipment protected by
anotheespirit (such asa computer guarded by a Net Spider) will not
be affeeted. This fetish often looks like a remote control unit or
computerstorage media decorated with trinkets to attract spirits.

AllMachines (Day (Seasonal)

Level Three

This ritual sets up a permanent bond between the members
house. They will, from that point forward, have an innate 3
when their fellow local house membersare in trouble. I[f oné
dies, the house members will feel the loss. Garou may only he j'-.f fec
to one house. This rite is only performed on those whi
consistently proven their loyalty to the house; itisa great Ronora
the recipient receives 2 temporary points of Honor Renown:

djrome thfﬂﬂ (Dﬂ ze (5 USCHIH Ay B | nga wallet or purse, this fetish can sense the presence of
Level Two - th tainr on money. Once money is placed within the activated
See Chapter Two for more information on this popul will direct the Garou to the last Wyrm minion whoused the

winservice to the Wyrm.
Reconstitution of the Will ( W[y

jereate a Money Tracer, one must bind a technology or money
Level Two

This week-long rite usually takes place@e
as Promethean Daze. When completed;
the rite regain their full Willpower points

Running With the Wyfb ( HfIys

Level Two

Called upon at Raves, the rite starts off at a low tgne
escalates intoafrenzied pitch. Galliards draw down t
Wyld and imbue those assembled with its mighgaf

pating in the rite regain thei

Fetishes
(Duct Tape of Bonding

Level 1, Gnosis 7

This limitless roll of duct tapéica
bond together orseal virtually;
scene. The bonding can be fo
barring such willful destruc i

Tocreatea Duct Tape of Bonding ferish, an
is etched with specific glyphs to identify the
and the name of the technological or Wea

Level 2, Gnosis 7
! Erlmked as a child's toy, this multi-colored cube has
jally crafted to record the sound and a three-dimensional
an of activities ina five foot by five foot area forone hour.
ysets the device to activate at a certain time. Once the
zen retrieved, the Garou can replay the events in an

TR ey e

1, \Gnosis 5
tish, usuallyasmall boxortube witha single switch, allows

0 _' mand streetlights to change; it affects all the lights at
s C OO,

Streetilght Changer, one or more of the following
ust bebaund teeRneleey spirit, electricity elemental or

| 5 Aot I ﬂg”ft

awel 2, Gnosis 7
A Usshaped device attached to a handle, this fetish produces an
electromagnietic field that can erase magnetic mediaor magnetically
lock metal pare: tngf:ther Someone attempting to break apart this

ghght @ﬂfk - AtTraction mt tpit their Strength against the fetish’s Gnosis rating

Level 4, Gnosis 8 in a resisted ol (difficulty 6). This will notwork on technology that

Various exhaust ports and snakin@/tu has beerispeci
this assembly. When a Garou gl
shoulders, he can soar high g
Anchorheads when flying wi

The Flight Pack allowsth o
on the activation roll. Ho
point while trying to acti
destination of choice, regard

ly created to be magnetically resistant.

Dersuasion

{s tietack adds twodice to the user’s dice pool
tivities. The fetish's power last for one scene or

y to a transaction.

Appendix One: Powers of the City 53

;———.-7

/M.-




Web (Drive Interface

Level 4, Gnosis 6

Thisfetish, usually a clunky box adorned with aspider and a web-
like pattern, connects directly into the CyberRealm and links into
the myriad of information sources held within it. A Garou can use it
to raise a particular Knowledge by one dot per success on the
activation roll (not to exceed five dotsrotal ). Thisextra know-how
only lasts for one scene,

Calens

Jmplant Dirus

Gnosis 7

When this talen, usually a plastic bug, is placed upon a piece of

machinery and activated, the talen will dissolve and the spirit within
it will infest the machinery.

These talens come in various types. Some seek out computer files
containing certain key words or phrases and erase those files. Others
wait until a certain situation occurs before taking control of the
machine's output devices.

To create an Implant Virus, one must bind a Net Spider.

Slagger

Gnosis 6

Most slaggers have a small flame icon drawn on them. When
activated, it consumes itself in an intense fire capable of burning
through almost anything. The slagger melts virtually everything
withina 2 x 3 foor area.

To create a slagger, one must bind a fire elemental.

Cotems

Totem of Wisdom
T he Wlonkey King

Background Cost: 7

The Monkey King hatched from a stone egg. Most noted for his
wit and ability ro evade capture, he has always stood as a symbol of
liberty and intellectual advancement.

Traits: The Monkey King grants his children the Gift of Blur of
the Milky Eve and Open Seal. Each of his children also has his
difficulties for any evasion or escape rolls reduced by two. His

children can purchase Abilities with experience pointsatone point
cheaper than the usual cost (the minimum cost is still one).

Ban: Children of the Monkey King should never constrict
another's freedom. This does not include Wyrm minions but does
include: talens, fetishes, dedicated items, etc.. If spirits freely wish to
give their service to a Garou, then the possession of such an item 1s
permissible.

Monkey King children lose Honor renown if they abandon those
whom they have befriended or who are within their care (Storyteller's
discretion).

Cotems of War

Clashing Boom-Boom

Background Cost: 8

Clashing Boom-Boom takes on the form of astealth bomber and
makes her presence known within all machinery of warfare. How-
ever, she tends to recklessly fall into the path of the Wyrm, because
her limited vision focuses upon destruction alone. She has called
upon the Glass Walkers to help rid herself of its corruption.

Traits: Her children each add one to their Firearms and Melee
Skills. Inaddition, their maximum difficulty with weapons is 9, even
if it would normally be 10. She requests that her children name all
their weaponry and omament them insome fashion. Garouusing the
Rite of Binding have -1 to their difficulties when binding spirits into
weaponry. She insures that her children's weapons never malfunc-
tion or jam.

Ban: Clashing Boom-Boom expects that her powers will only be
called upon by the righteous to dispense justice. Those who follow
herand call upon her to do otherwise risk having the multitude of her
forms turn against them.

O Wighty (Dolla
Background Cost: 4

O" Mighty Dolla’ manifests in any denomination of the little
green pieces of paperknownas U.S. dollars. Caerns dedicated to him
lie within banks, mints and large stockpiles of currency.

Traits: O’ Mighty Dolla’ can reduce by three the difficulty of any
roll that could be influenced by cash changing hands. His Children
each gain Resources 2.

Ban: Outside of the United States, O" Mighty Dolla’s powers
should only be called upon in order to make a profit. Hischildren are
asked never touse any other type of currency. He has begun to request
that his children abstain from the use of plastic money ( credit cards)
aswell.

54 Glass Walkers
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it did not belong only to them It was vast: It was universal.
— Yoshiyuki Tomine, Mebile Swit Gundam, Volume 1: Awakening

Surrounded by the corruption of the Wyrm, we stare beast's stomach explodes with the shock of a concussion
down its black thﬁ:m[, past 1IfS venoImous 'I:angs anﬂ lﬂugh g],‘EIleE ':.‘}f. COurse, we could have called upon the wreck-
at the heinous stench of its breath. Techfiology is onour - ing ball above its head to fall....
side. With the pull of a pin and the flip of 2 wrist, the The City is the battleground. The Machine is our

weapon. What are you waiting for? Go get 'em!

But the fused awareness he had shqrdd-.ul,rﬁc_h Lalaawas not a dream. They
had seen a future and the fusiire was one of promise. It was real. It burned
! into Amuro’s mind. He knew that although only he and Lala had seen it,

Appendix Two: Residents of the Naked City 55
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Cyberphreak

Quote: Hey...You know what this is? It's Black Dog Game's bank account
PIN and a dupe of thetr ATM mag strip on a pseudo card. Just remember to spray
paint over the camera before you put the card in.

Prelude: In high school, you jammed as many science and computer
classes as possible into your schedule. You managed to talk teachers
into letting you stay after school to work with what little technology
the school system had to offer.

You started hacking on the net and found out that there was
a lot of informarion and power to be had. You couldn’t believe
how careless some people were with their programming and how
corrupt some people could be.

The Change came on you suddenly, bur luckily, members of
your tribe tracked you down before you managed to cause too much
destruction in suburbia. After all the trouble that went down, it
only made sense to leave home with them and go to the big
city. Maybe after a couple of years you can figure out a story
to tell your dad about the hole in the side of the house and
the destruction of his sports car. On second thought, that
might not be long enough to let his hot temper cool
down about the whole thing.

Concept: You're the little brainy guy that didn’t &
get enough sunlight. You still aren’t good at sports, ’f.
but that doesn’t make any difference when you can
turn into Crinos form now. You can make a line-
backer piss in his pants. Every new technological
trick you learn makes you feel great to be alive. More
than anything, you love using your knowledge to jam
a big wrench down into the cogs of the tyrannical,
Wyrm-fetid corporations that abuse technology and
destroy nature.

Roleplaying Hints: You're sneaky and proud of fi#fd = |
it. Don’t tip your hand and try to blend in with ' )
the normals. Take notes and steal anything that
might be useful. Work for a temp service and
get jobs at Wyrm-tainted corporations so you
can leave viruses in their computer systems
and misfile important documents. Bug
people’s telephones and play the conversa-
tions back to just the right people.

Equipment: Home-base computer with
mega memory, programs, modem, scanner, video digitizer, printer
and universal connections in and out; virus-protection programs;
laptop computer for field work, black box (daemon) dialers, electron- §
ics tool kit, deadly-virus-on-a-disk in various formats, blank diskettes, § R
power-strip with surge protector, compact car with hatchback. :
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Name:
Player:
Chronicle:

N3

Breed: Homid
Auspice: Ragabash
Camp: Random Interrupts

i Winr—==

Pack Name:
Pack Totem:

Concept: Cyberghreak
m_r—////lttrlbutes _-__J,ég\‘—w

Physical Social Wental
Strﬁngth 0000 Charisma @9000 Perceptiun 1 181818
Dexterity #0000 Manipulation 00000 [ntelligence (T T X J¢)
Stamina 20800 Appearance ®e 000 Wits 20000

i e A Abilities i s e

Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 00000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer 'YIXX.
Athletics 00000 Drive @900 Enigmas ee000
Brawl_ 00000 Etiquertte 00000 Investigation 00000
Dodge 00000 Firearms 00000 Law @0000
Empathy. 00000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics _@8000
Expression 00000 Melee 00000 Medicine 00000
Intimidation 00000 Performance 80000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 00000 Politics 0000
Streetwise ®8 000 Stealth 0000 Rituals 00000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival 0000 Science 20000
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é&'ﬂck rounds

Contacts 0000
Fetish 0000
Kinfolk @0000
Resources ®0000
Totem 80000

Gifts

Fersuasion

Open Seal

Control Simple Machines

Gifts
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Mauled o 0O
Crippled 5 0L
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Urban Primitive

Quote: Spirits of Wires, reach for out me in the night. Let me see through your endless
spinning paths and web-like structure. You are within me as I am within you. [ am the
veins of the city; you are the arteries within me. Awaken and feel our kinship!

Prelude: Born of two Garou, you were deformed at birth, and
trapped in Crinos form until your First Change. Obviously,
Concept: You've learned to connect with the spiritu-

you could not be taken before the public eye. X
Living at the caern wasn't so bad. You were harassed by -
some, but others always came to your aid and defended you
when necessary. You learned more about spirits and the g~
Umbra than any of the others. They were enamored with
the physical beauty of technology and had to struggle to _
look past the glossy covering and meshed wiring within.
The insight came easy to you. R
MNow that you can shapeshift and blend in with human
ality ot the Machine. You know of its Wyrm-tainted
side — a huge monstrosity with clashing iron jaws,

people’s spiritual path. You are the techno-shaman and
protector of tomorrow!

society, you have found how corrupt and pure the City can

be. You understand your purpose; you were sent to guide your
'! Er""t

blaring sirens and spotlight eyes — and of its

clean, shining side as well.

You learned long ago that appearances are ”+=.;:
important to spirits and you dress accordingly to Y&
attract their attention. You have become accus-
tomed to other members of your house complaining
about your clothing selection and you always snap
back with witty remarks or insults. You don’t work at
containing the Wyld within you as other Glass
Walkers do. You work to free that energy from
yourself and try to summon more. You have tried
to teach yourself how to ride on the very peak of
the Wyld without being swept under by its fury. }“

Roleplaying Hints: Take time to acquaint
yourself to new environments. Look for spirit
activity and check for possible problems. Take
time to free abused spirits. It is your position to
guide others to understand the spirituality
of the City and the Machine, for much
of this has become lost. Garou are
spiritual creatures and you have
been born a spiritual leader
among the Garou. Live up
to your birthright,

Metis Disfigurement:

Hairless

Equipment: Skin

piercings, tattoos, indus- -
trial jewelry, torn jeans, .

. : " = - T +
used clothing, boots, CD | '

boom box, tool kit, spray paint, large ; IS
// magic markers, duct tape, weird underground

magazines, motorcycle.
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Capitalist

Quotes: [t does seem to be a good deal. The profit margin would be quite high. But [ think
it's best we check to see how much the Wyrm is involved in this. Its going way too smoothly.
Prelude: You loved playing Corporate Barons (Black Dog Game Factory,
1957) so much when you where you a kid that you decided you wanted to

be a CEO when you grew up. Your parents didn't have a lot of money, but
that wasn't going to hold you back. You had the knowledge and looks —
and, more importantly, a driving desire to possess a huge bank account.

You went through high school and college with flying colors. You majored
in business and business law. Your quest for financial freedom was ensured. Your
first business venture was an overnight success.You didn't count on someone
trying to forcefully buy you out. They didn’t expect for you to turn into an eight
foot tall killing machine either.

Concept: You like money and more money. You like the things that you own,
but you like the raw power of money more than anything. You like to dress sharp
as well as influence other people. You're going to make sure that businesses
are run the right way and not as corrupt, worker-raping machines. As a

businessperson, you constantly search for deals. Don’t ever forget the
profit margin even in the midst of battle.

Roleplaying Hints: You dress to show you have money. Hold

yourself with an air of superiority, because you can get away with it.
Be polite to people, especially those people who are good workers.
Show disgust for people who try to get one over on you,

your business or the little people.
: Always remember to help protect the balance: the
'/ balance of trade, the balance of power, the balance of
knowledge, etc.. By watching these balances you know
= how to detect the tipping of commerce’s scales. Betting
e on economic unbalances always produces the greatest

£ 3 vield.
. 1 Equipment: Mega Card, black suit, power tie, lap-

(= : :
__‘-.-"‘ top computer with printer and fax/modem, company

@) car, expense account, cellular phone, penthouse apart-
ment.
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Heavy Wetal Guitarist

Quote: I hear an echo of her cry through the night [ It is our mother —
screaming out in pain / I hear your call, my Mother Gai-yah! | Your tears,
they fall from the sky with the rain | [ know my place [ I know it's time | I'll
do my best [ To save you, Mother Gai-yah!

Prelude: You've loved music since you can remember. Finally, your
parents let you own an electric guitar. You and your friends practiced
in the garage for hours on end. You could feel the music in your soul.
You learned to use your music to release your tensions and to
relieve the tensions of others as well. Somewhere along the
way, you had your First Change while playing. You wrecked
all the band's equipment. No one is exactly sure what
happened, but it was one hell of a show and people are still
talking about it. Now you use your music to teach people
about the City and the Machine. You try to let them
know about the corruption that surrounds them and what
they can do to fight against it.

Concept: You try to be quiet. Inside you is a raging
force that wants to be constantly released. You try to only
allow the “beast” out when you are playing, so it doesn't
hurt anyone. Your statements are often very rebellious, but

they are meant to wake people up, not to hurt them. Try
to remember that — about a day or two later. If the
offended party is still around, apologize. If not, then just
blow it off. Stick to your guns and don't sell out.

Roleplaying Hints: It is important to you to have a

cool look. After all, you are a rocker dude. Practice makes
perfect and playing the guitar helps you link into the beat

of the City. Sitting around playing your guitar, even when
it is unplugged, is enough to bring you satisfaction.

N Equipment: Guitar, portable, battery backed-up am-
v e plifier, sunglasses, leather jacket, jack boots, boot knife, 9mm
pistol, tattoos, condoms, duct tape, fingerless gloves, big hair,
ratty old van.
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Hit Wlan

Qume' Tell me who this gy is you want me to kill. Don't worry; the
pay you're offering me is good e*ﬂﬂugh I'm just discriminating on the

kinds of jobs I take. I'm sure you've heard that my kind is a r.F

superstitious lot.

*’“1

Prelude: You loved to sneak around the neighborhood ¢
when you were a kid. You liked playing army and hide-and- glza e
go-seek. You made complex systems of hidden bridges across :
the apartment building rooftops. Your parents wanted you to
stay inside and study more, but school work was boring to you.

Later, as the Change came, you learned to indulge in the
hunt. Once the feeling of tracking prey was in your blood,
yvou wanted to do it more and more. You started
searching out evil and tearing it to shreds. Eventu-
ally you learned that you could not only use your
sneaking and tracking abilities to assassinate
Wyrm-minions, but vou also make good money
doing it, thanks to Mario and his brothers.
They brought you into a whole different

the corner lurks a world of gambling, money
laundering and protection rackets.

You hire yourself out to kill people.
You try your best to make sure that your
target’s are Wyrm-fetid. On the other
hand, you have taken some jobs because
it seemed like the right thing to do.

Concept: You're smooth and levelheaded...
yeah, right. You try to do your best to be calm, but
it always breaks down into a frenzy of gunfire and
dodging bullets. You dress to tone down the look of
vour killer instincts and to blend in with the sur-
roundings around your “marks.” When you aren’t
after someone, take time to clean your weapons
and make sure to plan things out for when the time
strikes. You grew up eating spaghetti with “the
boys” in Uncle Luigi’s restaurant. Now these are
real friends. These are the type of friends you can
trust to watch your back.

Roleplaying Hints: Laugh everything off. Life's
a joke. You know you're going to die sooner or later
— probably sooner. Besides, you'll reincarnate any-
way, right! Enjoy your life and your money when
vou aren’t on assignment. Frequent night clubs and
talk to the “local boys.” After all, they're all friends
of yours.

Equipment: Sniper rifle with an infrared scope
and laser sight, several disposable handguns, ex- < &
tra clips for weapons, silencers and E A
flash-suppresser, combat knife, black leather ,ﬁ .
gloves, sunglasses, disguise kit, soft-soled shoes, .
well-tailored clothing allowing free movement =~
and concealment of weapons, fake ID, sports car. g3
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What remains unpredictable. .. are the sudden and sporadic
bursts of large amounts of excess heat. These bursts were what
prompted Pons and Fleischmann to make their oviginal claims
[about cold fusion] and they have since been seen in other
experiments. The bursts in the SRI experiments may run for
hours and produce excess heat equaling as much as 300 percent

of the input power.

— Jerry E. Bishop, “Cold Fusion,” Popular Science

Cenderfoot

Long ago in our tribal past, two Garou birthed a metis
cub with feet so soft that he could barely walk. They named
him Tenderfoot. Tenderfoot had to rely upon the hunting
skills of others in order to eat. Young Garou despised him
and taunted him relentlessly. Tenderfoot made up for his
physical deformity with mental aptitude. He looked into
the spirit world and studied humans constantly.

One day, he realized how to solve his problems. Humarns

had been wearing clothing for sometime and Glass Walkers
had begun to do likewise. Taking strips of hide, Tenderfoot
covered the bottom of his feet and bound the covering
together with sinews. At first, his creations were awkward.
The other Garou harangued him relentlessly. However, the
humans soon caught onto the idea and began developing it
themselves. They, in turn, taught Tenderfoot how to im-
prove upon the initial design. Soon, it was the other Garou
who looked stupid as Tenderfoot rose in respect among the
humans for his ingenuity in creating the first pair of shoes.

Han “Skin O’ Steel”

JanKins

Hard work forges the body and molds the soul. The heatof
an iron foundry and glowing molten iron team with spirits.
Many humans have crafted metal and forged it into forms, but
none so well or asspiritual as Skin O’ Steel. A great Theurge,
though many wanted to call him Ahroun for his size, Skin(’
Steel worked in a German iron foundry for most of his life.
Children and all manner of Gaia's animals loved his calm and
._L{L*ﬁtlf: nature. Known best for his construction ot techno-
fetishes, Skin O’ Steel understood the true nature of his job.
Gazing into the Penumbra, he called upon spirits to aid his
labors and to “calcify” his completed creations.

Unfortunately, Skin O’ Steel lived in the dark days of
World War 1. Forced to work in a Nazi arms factory, he called
upon hisspirit allies toundermine the Axis war machine. The
Nazis had no idea that many of the spirits within in the
Penumbral shadow of the iron foundry had “grown up” with

66 Glass Walkers
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Skin O’ Steel. He crafted gasoline tanks that leaked into the The CEO of NIR, Johnny Yin, allows Xiao Xianan unlim-
Penumbra and increased the density of steel in order w weigh ~  ited budget for research and development. He has had pressure
down transportation vehicles. His use of spirits lead h etof  from Ardus Enterprises to stop the manufacturing of the
Fenris within the Military Inspector’s branch to realizé th personalcomputer line. He believes that Xiao Xian's work will
was a powerful Glass Walker. Especially excited ab lead theworld of computing away from the antiquated Ardus
increased density of the steel that he had managed hard
struct, they began to threaten him. Then they threa his  emp
family and Kinfolk. Lastly, they began the killings. Skin that
Steelhad nochoice and gave in. The Get of Fenris wa prod

that requires constant repairs by Ardus trained ’
s. Mr. Yin's belief in the system stems from the fact
Enterprises, one of the world's leading video game
, s, is very interested in buying the rights to Xiao Xian's
to produce machines of war, and so he called upon hi | hardware design for use as the “brains” of their updared 128
allies' wisdom to formulate a plan. y megé video game system.
Early in the cold morning of February 23, 1943, a pack il ’”
Get of Fenris dressed in finest SS blacks and a gro ) o {/ e r l Ck 4)’, “ , IIS
ranking Germanscientistsassembled toreview Ski : .- SET ) h
work. The metals that he had molded and hammered ke - U6 ;_' bk '-':‘-:;' ) LY :-'z_ , t
nothing they had seen before. As thElr eyes el S e e S R el W
with the glow of the Urge Wyrm, Skin ledupon AT <PaulLeo wasn'toverh urprlsed atthe revelation

Thatday, Germany lost many of its top munitiof
ists and weapons designers. The Getd

hand-picked best. But we, the Glass W , I | - hen mong -Jy- ‘d,ﬁd within so many different
.:.a,_, : A 1d banks around the werld that it would take

all, for we lost a great Theurge.

Clashing Boom-Boom. Clashing Boom-Boom pul bunature. He'd felt the -.':all of the planet throughout
XI a0 x l an ma 1 ne : works hard ro focus himself to the primary goal of

lied squadron out of its designated flight path and id his anger at many a construction site. His loud
to protect Gaia. He uses hismoney todojust that.

transportation, food and lodgingfor less fortunate
‘owns a sizable chunk of South American rain

As a child, Xiao Xian wanted to communicate
chines and she treated her favorites like pets. As
older, she began to worry about her feelings unti
Change. |

Her house realized l:hal: she was
taught her to communicatewithe %
Xiao Xian wasgreatly diaheartened at their limite
cationability. After several years of adjusting to
she returned to human society and found a jo
International Robortics (NIR). By talking toth
machinery, she could easily dEtermmE ho
rapidly rose through the ra

el, he attempts to buy out
re them into environmen-

simultaneously attacked several of his mansions.
pires, claimingrightful ownership, covertly bought
nchofhiscorporate holdings. Bombs destroyed
private limos and sports cars. Rumors pointed to
ination attempts by an undercover branch of the
5 government, though sources were unable to
asoning behind such planning. He'sstill around,
ining his comeback.

Xiao Xian secretly hop ""-;gl
technological spirits in o cre:
ability of physical machinemy. Xiao Xian {8
spirits hard to train because amajority of ther
aspecific purpose and virtually nofree willk:
human scientists, she researched the Gla
humanity's link to the Weaver is similaj

Garoulink tothe Wyld and thathurg
to manipulate the structure of th

aputational di
hrological  tho

e Ciatflings with !
ienworking with £

eoriesthat

ringe 4

§50 mtthingclicks withinaperson's mind. They
just inherently feel something deep wn:hm
rns them into a rebel once and for all

Though the major computer-€om entified government agents atta::ker:] his

her work, Xiao Xian has manag
with an interactive envirghme
creativity of its users. She féel

nicate with machineryo
computers don'tsell as pers

/ stands togain through theiru

manipulation.

//-u—-.-.

g his fourth birthday party, Lost Fringe 4's
s out. No one knows his real name; if he
lnng with every other trace of his
_ tal Existence, a pack of Random
: Interrupts, 1 that he was at least Kinfolk and they took
#dvideo  him in, Lost e 4 knew about the Wyrm before he was
seven and coded his first “practical joke” virus by the time he

Appendix Three: If We Built Statues 67
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was rwelve. During a mission to destroy strip mining equip-
ment, the Fractal Existence were ambushed by fomori and
Banes. Lost Fringe 4 went berserk, turned into Crinos, and
demolished most of the mining site by himself. [t wasn't until
later that the Garou elders found the link between the small
mining company and its parent company Harold & Harold
Mining, Inc. The Random Interrupt elders took Lost Fringe 4
into their inner circle and taught him the secrets of the Garou.
For the first time in his memory, he feltat peace. Deciding that
he'd best serve Gaiaby traveling, he scouted out new recruits
and gained the aid of many grear allies. He managed to find
enough ronin Garou to form his own pack by '94.

Computer failures, mechanical malfunction and general
mayhem plague the cities thart his pack enters. Their tacrics
involve quick scouting missions, telephone searches, watch-
g ]{_'.I{:.E':Il EE[L’:\-’IEL[_‘JH :,'t]"ll;] ]ﬂflilrrl;ltiﬂg ET‘[\'ITI'.IHHLIT]EHHIII }_;_:r{‘.-up:’-i.
Once the pack determines their targets, they strike quickly and
leave to assault the Wyrm minions of yet another city.

S pooky Tooth

Members of this pack make little effort to hide their Garou
natures. T heirhitalbumsoffall 1991 and summerof 1993 have
brought them great cult status and a considerable amount of
money. Spooky Tooth is known for their hard, metal edge and

68 Glass Walkers
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lyrical rants on politicsand the decline of family morals. They
warn the world of the impending fate of Gaia in their loud,

aggressive style.

The band utilizes the standard, four piece rock and roll
arrangement. Luke Pine jams on lead guitar. Roger Wolfe
playsrhythm guitar and sings lead vocals. Dennis Kidd runsthe
band from behind his drum kit. Kay Eight kicked out the bass
line until he was killed in a duel with another Garou in Hong
Kongacouple of yearsago. Wendy Summer hassince filled in
on bass; she has a different style than Kay Eight did, butshe’s
rood in herownright. She's not even a Glass Walker. She'sof
the Children of Gaia.

~Spooky Tooth has been known to turn into Crinos on stage
(you may have heard of their Halloween show in '92) and
totally destroy their inscruments (almost every show atexactly
11:23 P.M.). Once the human audience has been separated
from the Garou, Spooky Tooth requests that the Garou go
with them to an isolated location for an imprompru Rave.
Raging in the moonlight as they play, Spooky Tooth is fully
able to pertorm concerts in Crinos form.

A small house has been formed by their Garou groupies.
This house often allies with local houses to raid the known
Wyrm holdings. The band itself rarely gets involved due to
their position in the media and their importance to the Glass

Walkers on a tribal level.




Pack Name:
Pack Totem:
Concept:

Breed:
Auspice:
Camp:

Chronicle:

%:ﬂ _:9 A5 W/{?/f__,/;..

m_#/ Att”butes _-__J,Zﬁnw
Physical Social Wental
Strength 0000 Charisma 0000 Perception 0000
Dexterity @0000 Manipulation ®0000 Intelligence 0000
Stamina €0000 Appearance ®0000 Wits ®0000
m_#/j{ Ab‘i’tffs m_-‘m
Talents Skills Knowledges
Alertness 00000 Animal Ken 00000 Computer 00000
Athletics 00000 Drive 00000 Enigmas 00000
Brawl 00000 Etiquette 00000 [nvestigation 00000
Dudge Q0000 Firearms 00000 Lﬂw 00000
Empathy 00000 Leadership 00000 Linguistics 00000
Expression 00000 Melee 00000 Medicine 00000
[Intimidation 00000 Performance 00000 Occult 00000
Primal-Urge 00000 Repair 00000 Politics 00000
Strﬁﬂt“’iﬁﬁ 00000 StEﬂlth 00000 erllﬁli Q0000
Subterfuge 00000 Survival 00000 Science 00000
cﬂﬂckgruunbs Gifts Gifts
Q0000
00000
00000
Q0000
00000
“ RN = L R st 7 Health s
Glory Bruised O
O 000000000 9000 000080 Hhitt | O
] 5
Injured g O
0000 gmg 0000 5 (GNOSIS wmenemretlaboss Wounded » O
ooooooon 0000000000 Maled 5 O
Crippled 5 U
s Incapecitated [
0..0.0.0.0.0 00 ncapacitatec
DoopotoudU ~TWillpower ==osm ~Weakness rtoteu
(Rﬂﬂk 0000000O0O0O WEAVER AFFINITY:

CANNOT REGAIN GNOSIS
IN WILDERNESS




# Wiy —

wemGlabr o=t wemee Crings =i wemmmeHis oot smemf 1 ps st
:'f Strength (+3) Strength (+1) ' a
Joadc unt

Strength, (+2)
i ¥ g i
Xyl = Dexterity (+2) Dexterity (+

Stdmm&{HZ;L_
! :

) " Appearance(-1) Stamina (+3) Stamina (+2)
Cl:xange pp,; 555( PR ENE L i, bl

: Mampgi;_aﬁﬁﬂ{-l}_ Appearance 0 Manipulation (-3)
hicyha Ctn ot S

, Manipiiladionié-8) - =0 LR '

Manipulation {-;})

=

00000 [tem: [JDedicated Level Gnosis
00000 Power

O0000 [rem: [ 1Dedicated Level  Gnosis
00000 Power

O0000 [tem: [JDedicated Level Gnosis
O0000 Power

00000

[tem: [ODedicated Level Gnosis

Power

00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000
00000

00000
00000

SR> Y S———

Maneuver/Weapon Roll Difficulty | Damage | Range | Rate | Clip Brawling Chart l,

Maneuver Roll Diff Damage

Bire Dex + Brawl 5 Strength + 11
Body Slam  Dex + Brawl 7 Special

Claw Dex + Brawl 6 Strength + 1F

Grapple  Dex + Brawl 6 Strength

Eick Dex + Brawl 7 Steeneth + |
Punch Dex + Brawl 6 Strength
t These maneuvers do aggravated damage.
| Armor:
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Werit Type Cost  Flaw Type Bonus

e EXPANOEO O3 ackgrounb N

Allies KResources

Contacts Kinfolk

Past Life Pack Totem

N /70 PP TP/ — Experience e rbosss

Gear (Carried) TOTAL.:
Equipment (Owned)

Gained From:
Name TOTAL SPENT:
Caern Location Spent On:
Level Type
Totem
Leader
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Prelude

Glass Walker House Membership:

Age

Hair

Eves
Race

Nationality

Sex

Height
Homid

Weight

Battle Scars

Glabro

Crinos

Hispo

Wetis (Deformity

Lupus
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Werewolves Unite

Garou has warred with Garou since the dawn of time. Breed
has slaughtered breed, tribe has slaughtered tribe, all in the
name of power or the right to be Gaia’s chosen one. The Garou
have a common enemy, though — the Wyrm — and dissension
has made it strong. Now werewolves must unite or they will
all be destroyed — and the world will soon follow.

For Comorrow We (Die

The War of Apocalypse is rejoined as the tribes are finally
brought together in Litany of the Tribes. Volume 2. This book
unites the three previously out-of-print Fianna, Get of Fenris
and Glass Walkers Tribebooks. Here is.your chance to take the
war to the Wyrm — in the name of breed, tribe and Gaia.

Litany of the Tribes Dolume 2 féatures:

* Long-lost Tribebooks made available again
¢ Secret information about these three tribes, both in the modern

world and as background to Werewolf: The Wild West
e Additional rules, Merits and Flaws, Rites and fetishes

ISBN  1-56504-303-0

WW3381 $20.00 U.S.
5200
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