
“Many wars have come, many have gone. Some continue even now without you ever 

even knowing. There is nothing pleasant about war, only death, only the pain of choice.” 

 

Sorrow had encased his heart for many nights. The death of ones family was a hard blow 

but he had faced death before and always managed to survive. As he stood in the cold 

downpour of the tears of Gaia, his sole living packmate came to his side. “The King has 

called for us Roger.” He said, his accent cutting through the air. He looked up to Roger to 

gauge his answer or even his acknowledgement. The small, thin black man was dwarfed 

compared to Roger who easily could reach the clouds and crumble mountains with his 

strength for he was Ahroun, it was his duty. “Then lets us continue the cycle again.” The 

ahroun said quietly and turned to look at his packmate, “Let’s go see a king.” 

 

The storm, which started as an innocent cleansing of the land, had twisted itself into a 

nightmare of black skies and freezing rain. Shards of ice swept through the air, impacting 

against their clothing, cutting their skin as they crossed into the lands of Dark Majesty. 

Even with the storm, the land of the King was perfection. The grass evenly displayed 

across its foundation. The blood of the earth, crystal and pure, sat as if frozen in time, 

never to be touched, never to be tainted. The two came down the central path which led 

to the throne of the King. As they walked, lines began to form on each side of the road, 

Garou standing side by side, judging those that would dare walk the path of the King. 

 

Made of stone, the majestic throne of Falcon’s Reckoning was before them. Ancient 

glyphs adorned the legs and arms of the throne, depicting the Kings achievements. The 

symbol of the Silverfangs was etched in the purest of silver at the back of the chair, 

showing to all just above the King’s head. His persona collided against them as they 

came before the King. They could not help themselves but to fall to a knee before the 

King and bow their mighty heads. He stood slowly from his throne, the Starkiller at his 

side as he looked to the gathered mass of Garou. Everything of the King was of silver. 

The bane of Garou and yet the highest of station of Garou society were made of it; their 

fur, their weapons, their pride and glory. 

 

As he spoke, the words where powerful, rousing, perfect as any Gallaird’s tale. The 

Ahroun Elder spoke a decree across his land. Each pack would journey forth on the wings 

of a quest in the name of the King. With the packs gone, only the two before him would 

remain as protection of the land of Dark Majesty. As the rain came crashing down the 

Bone Gnawer spoke, “I, Roger Wilco and my packmate are honored and will defend her 

with our life.” His statement cut through the thunder and rain to the King’s ears. He gave 

a quant smile, “None shall enter the lands of Dark Majesty under penalty of death until 

the packs have returned.” The King gave his final statement and then took his seat upon 

his throne, the rain almost parting around him as if even nature needed his permission to 

touch him. 

 

Many nights passed as Autumn grew late, the showers increasing. The cold, frigid air bit 

at their hides as they took their patrol around the edges of the bawn again, just like every 

morning since the packs went upon their quests. A whistle became the first evidence of 

an outsider approaching. The thin theurge ducked down low, tucked behind some of the 



low-laying brush. Roger Wilco, being an Ahroun, stood his ground on the entrance to the 

land of Dark Majesty as a woman approached, bright eyes and merry. As she arrived to 

Roger Wilco, she announced herself as Calm Before Storms, Adren Theurge of the Black 

Furies. Roger had heard the name, though knew very little to nothing in regards to the 

woman. She then stated she was here to perform her challenge of Athro within the lands 

of Dark Majesty. This came as a surprise to the mighty Ahroun who stated she would 

need to wait until word was given to the King of her arrival. His claws flexed as he stared 

down the theurge. As they stood there, one watching the other, a hand came down onto 

the shoulder of Roger Wilco. He turned his head behind him to see the King, his eyes 

wild and curious. Roger fell to a knee as the King took the hand of Calm Before Storms 

and lead her into the lands of Dark Majesty. 

 

Snow began to fall upon the ground shortly thereafter. Days and nights passed as the two 

Bone Gnawers walked the border. No others disturbed them, nor had any sight of the 

King and the theurge since her arrival. Upon the night of ice began to fall, freezing the 

ground, invisible to the naked eye, Calm Before Storms emerged from the lands of Dark 

Majesty, her challenge completed. She said nothing as she left the lands of Dark Majesty, 

swept away by powerful winds. As the two watched her dwindle, they looked back to 

each other and then the borders of the Caern. There they caught site of the King. He was 

perched at the top of the hill, looking out in the direction of the leaving Theurge. The ice 

continued to pound the earth as he watched unfazed; the clouds grew dark, nearly black 

as the storm grew. As the two watched the King, a shadow swept across the land as the 

sun was blocked by the darkest of clouds. His silver fur lost its shine as the howls began 

to echo across the lands. The packs had returned. 

 

As the winter grew to its height, so did the darkness that swept through the majestic lands 

of the Sept. The pools of pure water where frozen, the grass dead from snow and lack of 

sun. Roger and his packmate never went deeply into the Sept, knowing that something 

had gone wrong, horribly so. Packs began to disappear one by one. It would start with a 

single garou of a pack…then two, half then all of the pack would be gone, never to be 

seen from again. His packmate though, refused to allow the strangeness to continue. He 

spoke loud and hard against the strange words and actions of his fellow Sept mates. He 

continually asked for answers even when they stripped the flesh from his back during his 

punishments. Punishment allowed the theurge to get deeper within the Caern where he 

whispered to Zorak to find the cause of the chaos that reigned over them. That is when 

the theurge found the Hive that had opened. All the missing packs, all the missing Garou 

where right there, all of them were Black Spiral Dancers. 

 

As Roger took his packmate in his arms after the flaying of his flesh, he took him into the 

streets, back into their territory to heal. It was there that the theurge relayed what he had 

learned during his punishments. For a night and day Roger’s packmate rested and healed 

as he himself stirred to life the barking chain and only Bone Gnawers answered the call to 

war…Voice of the Trucker, Johnny Two-Ton, the Red Queen and many others came. The 

warfare began. It began as gathering information..how many, when, where, how. Many 

questions to be answered. 

 



The coldest night of the year came upon the city, shutting down human life completely as 

them warmed up to their fireplaces. The Garou rebels layed down their plan of attack. 

Roger shook his head slowly as he looked at the brave souls around him. So many Garou 

would die tonight and it broke his heart to condemn so many. His packmate, the theurge, 

arrived in the middle of the planning, “The King will move on Placid Datastreams 

tonight. Full attack. Their defenses will be small.” He stated, his accent giving away little 

emotion. 

 

Coldness of the rain, coldness of their hearts. As the tears of Gaia poured onto the 

ground, thoughts of the newly dead where painful to think of. Bone Gnawers, more than 

15 packs, poured into Dark Majesty, attacking everything touched by the Wyrm. 

 

Black was the clouds, black was their hearts. The King, mighty, perfect in his form, 

assaulted Placid Datastreams. The crushing power of Silverfangs and Black Spiral 

Dancers overwhelmed the Glasswalkers, shattering their defenses. 

 

Roger Wilco and his packmate fought side by side, cutting a path towards the heart of the 

royal lands. Zorak lay twisted, shivering in the coldness of winter. The theurge went to 

the spirit’s aid as Roger continued his attack on the remaining defenders, his claws coated 

in silver and blood. 

 

“The Caern has been breeched!” was the cry to Ghost in the Machine. Glasswalkers used 

their weaver weapons against the claws and teeth of the Spirals and Silverfangs. The cry 

for help was short lived as the King casually removed the head of the Garou. He looked 

at the screen in an almost curious fashion before rending it asunder. The Glass was 

broken. 

 

The theurge knelt before the great spirit Zorak, cradling it within his caring arms. “Hear 

my words caretaker of spirits.” he heard in his mind before the great Zork whispered into 

his ear.  

 

The remaining rebels gathered the dead, pulling them to safety to never be touched 

should none survival the night. The howls of victory rode upon the wind, signaling the 

arrival of the Silverfangs. The battle was renewed. 

 

The rain began again, beating down up the blood soaked earth, washing away the sins of 

the destroyer. The cold air created a fog of war. Battles could be heard but not seen. The 

sounds of the dieing washed over the ears of Roger Wilco. His fur filled with mud, blood 

and gore from the constant killing. He was tired, he could see his breath give to the ever 

increasing fog over the poisoned land. As he stepped forward, the King came into view. 

Even at his worse he was the height of everything. His silver fur staunched red, clutching 

Starkiller in his massive paw dripping the blood of his brothers and sisters. There was a 

clash of thunder and the battle of titans began. 

 

A grin formed upon the lips of the King. The ahroun he face was powerful and strong, a 

worthy adversary. It was a shame he would not dance. 



 

Roger ducked in close, scored a small cut with his silver claws against the massive body 

of the King. Blood poured into his eyes from a wound given by the Starkiller. The rain 

continued to sting at his other bleeding wounds. He gave a guttural growl, washing away 

the pain of it all and stepped into dance with the King when the sound came. 

 

A yelping sound cut through the fog and rain like a knife, reaching the ears of the King 

and his opponent. The King gave his body to the rhythm of the battle, his klaive moving 

in the purest of motions and as the sound of help came to the ears of Roger, he danced. 

 

The sound hit Roger like a thunderstone. His ears perked, he knew that sound. His 

moment of hesitation brought realization that the sound was that of his packmate long 

since dead many months back. He turns his head to see the rush of silver. 

 

Starkiller came with force of a mountain, claiming its way through the body of Roger 

Wilco. The thirst of Starkiller drank deeply as the life blood of the Ahroun spilled onto 

the earth. The broken body of another Bone Gnawer fell to the ground in two distinct 

crashes. 

 

<pause> 

 

The King raised his head and gave a howl and triumph and as he stepped forward, he 

found another bone Gnawer, trying desperately to free another trapped underneath the 

claws of the earth. He smacked his blood splattered lips and raised Starkiller yet again but 

yet, it would not come down. His head snapped back to see the clawed hands of a crow 

latched onto the crossbar of the mighty Grand Klaive. He eyes widened. 

 

The Theurge wiped away the rain from his brow as he stepped over the body of his 

packmate, “This end, tonight.” He said quietly. With the lifting of his eyes to lock with 

the King, an explosion ripped across the lands of Dark Majesty. Many were knocked to 

the ground by the force, leaving only the two Elders standing. 

 

“Naveet, Rage of Brothers. Honor me with your last dance.” The King spoke with silken 

venom. He moved cautiously across the terran. Spirits began to rise from the ground, fall 

from the sky creating a wall of rage and power. 

 

Naveet remained focused, his attention solely on the King’s advancement. When the 

barrier of spirits was broken, the King charged forward, madness in his eyes. Naveet 

smiled. With a quick flick of his hand, large hands made of stone erupted from the 

ground, taking hold of the large and powerful legs of the King, holding him fast, bringing 

him to the ground. The Theurge moved to the quick with the grace of spirit and knelt 

before the King, whispering the words spoken by Zork to the ears of the King. 

 

Starkiller fell to the ground with a soft thump. The eyes of Falcon’s Reckoning returned, 

their wise and honored vision relaxed his body. He looked to Naveet and lowered his 

head to the Bone Gnawer, his neck lay bared. Naveet took up the Grand Klaive of the 



Silverfangs with his hands and held another hand to the stars itself. The shimmering form 

of a falcon appeared appeared before them. “He will not return until his lesson is 

learned.” Naveet spoken. 

 

The Falcon screeched and took to the night sky, exploding into a starburst. The Grand 

Klaive Starkiller came down, a rush of silver through the night sky. The head of Falcon’s 

Reckoning rolled to a stop at the bottom of the hill. 


