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The Waters of Lethe

By Bill Bridges

Doctor Murry F. Bruckner scribbled more notes onto his pad, put his pen down, and looked over at his patient. The man was lying on the couch looking uncomfortable and nervous. It was only the patient’s second therapy, and he was still unsure of the process. Doctor Bruckner cleared his throat.

“Ahem. Are you ready, Mr. Barnes?” he asked.

Mr. Barnes breathed deeply. “Yes. Go ahead. We might as well start now.”

“All right. It really is for the best, Mr. Barnes. I’m sorry: Charles.”

“That’s not my real name, you know. I just pulled it from a phone book.”

“Yes, I know. But let’s use it for now, as if it had meaning. All right?”

Mr. Barnes was silent for a moment, then responded in a low voice. “Okay.”

“Charles, have you thought more about your dream from last time?”

“Yes. But I’ve had another, stranger, dream.”

“Oh? Does this one seem more important to you than the last one ?”

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“Then let’s talk about it. What happened in this dream? I—I was standing on the street, outside the hospital. The hospital was dark, evil. There was no light. I… knew that … things moved in there. I had to get away. SoI ran. I ran all the way here, to your office. But this building was dark also. I was worried. Something was behind the door. I didn’t want to go in.”

“Something? What kind of thing?”

“I don’t know. It was evil.”

“Was it an animal? A lizard or mammal? A person?”

“It was all three, I don’t know.”

“Did any of it seem familiar to you?”

“Yes. The things. I’ve met them before.”

“In other dreams? You remember these dreams?”

“No, not in dreams. In real life.”

“Hmm. I think perhaps your memories of dreams and actual events is somewhat confused. But it’s a good sign. At least some memories are coming back.”

“No. I’m sure it was real. It wasn’t a dream before.”

“Charles, dreams can have an amazing pull on our psyches, especially upon a wounded psyche such as yours. You’re suffering an advanced case of amnesia. You are desperate to have your memories—your life, your identity—back. In such an instance, I’m not surprised fantastic dreams seem so real, as if they actually happened.”

“Then how do you explain the weird shit in every dream I’ve had for the past three weeks?!”

“Calm down. As I said before, it’s either a reaction to whatever caused your traumatic amnesia, the psyche’s attempt to make you deal with it by veiling it in symbols and mythic images, or perhaps you were a science fiction writer, and these images are things from your stories.”

“Wait—that seems close. I almost remembered something when you said stories. Maybe that’s it. Maybe I do write stories.”

“You see. No cause for alarm. Our session is almost over. I want to see you again this Friday. Realize that our task in these sessions is to awaken the memory. You’ve drunk from the waters of Lethe, to use a classical metaphor for amnesia. But nothing is ever really forgotten; it’s all in there somewhere.” Bruckner tapped his head as he said this. “In the meantime, I recommend you go to the library or bookstore, to see if anything seems familiar. Who knows? Maybe you’ll find a book or two you wrote.”

Charles tried to fake a smile, but Bruckner wasn’t fooled.
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“Now,” said the psychologist. “Tell me what happened in your dream last night.”

Charles stared up at the ceiling as he spoke. “They’re killing me: the dreams. I wake up every night sweating and shaking. I swear they’re real—or at least they seem to be.”

“Have you seen the ‘things’ yet, or do they still lurk outside your vision?”

“No. I haven’t seen them. But I heard something new: a bark—a dog barking somewhere in the distance.”

“From what direction?”

“Huh? I don’t know. It was just far off.”

Bruckner wrote something down on his pad. “Anything else?”

“No, just the same dream for a week now—except for the bark.”

“Yes, the bark. Interesting. Do you recall ever owning a dog?”

“I don’t remember. Maybe I did. I do like dogs.”

“Oh? How do you know?”

“Well, I pet them when I see them. They seem to like me too.”

“Good. Good. I like them too. I have a few myself. A setter and a beagle. What about the fiction? Have you looked in any stores to see if you recognize any books?”

“Yes. But I don’t recognize anything. I don’t think I’ve read anything in those stores.”

“Really? Not even Huck Finn?”

“What?”

“The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn by Mark Twain. Ring any bells?”

“No. Is it a bestseller?”

“Sort off. Just about all American schoolboys are required to read it sometime in their education. So, either you did not have conventional schooling, or your memory loss is still chronic.”

“I guess so. I still don’t remember anything.”

“Well, just try those exercises I gave you; the memory tests. Perhaps by next week we’ll have seen some progress.”

“Okay. Thanks.” Charles rose from the couch and headed for the door.

“Goodbye, Mr. Barnes,” Bruckner said.
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“Oh, God. I don’t know what’s going on anymore!” Charles cried.

“Get ahold of yourself,” Bruckner said, sitting Charles on the couch. “Let me get you some water. Just sit down and tell me what happened.”

Charles buried his head in his hands as Bruckner poured some water from a decanter into a glass and brought it over to him. He looked up and accepted the water. “Thanks.”

“All right. From the beginning,” Bruckner said, sitting in his chair and arranging his notebook.

“One of those things attacked me. And it wasn’t a dream.”

“What?! When was this? Where?”

“Outside the hospital. Last night. I was walking to the market when it jumped out of the bushes. God, it had huge teeth and claws, like a bear’s. It was dripping pus and screaming at me! Oh, God, I—”

“Stop it! Don’t let yourself get carried away by this. It was obviously a hallucination. Brought on, perhaps, by the stress of your situation. Maybe you shouldn’t go near the hospital any—”

“Doctor, it wasn’t a hallucination! Look … “ Charles pulled back his right sleeve, revealing three huge, closely spaced gashes across his arm. They appeared to be infected.

“Good God! Have you seen a doctor about this!”

“No. I was afraid. I just ran. I couldn’t go back there. It’s waiting for me.”

Bruckner got out of his chair, moving over to look at the arm more closely. The injury appeared to be claw marks from some animal. The wound was too jagged, too irregular for a knife injury.

“I’ve got to get you some help,” Bruckner said.

“Doctor, it’s not my arm I need help with. It’s my sanity. What’s happening to me! You said the thing was just a dream, but it attacked me.”

“Nonsense! Don’t fall into that pit! You’ve been attacked by a wild animal, perhaps escaped from the zoo. Certainly not by a creature from your dreams!”

“But, it was so real.”

“Of course it was. You’re in the grip of an archetypal image, perhaps even your shadow. We must change our tactics somewhat. I hadn’t thought your condition was so severe. I think we should try hypnotism.”

“Will that world I thought that was just hocus pocus.”

“It can be a very effective cool when used with skill and understanding. It is a tool of discovery, not control. May we try it?”

“I’ve got nothing to lose. Why not? When should we start?”

“Right away. I see no reason to delay. If it can help calm you and release you from the grip of whatever unconscious content holds you in its sway, it can only help us now. Now, lie back and breathe deeply.”

Charles did as Bruckner told him and immediately calmed down. Bruckner pulled his watch and chain from his vest—an old, but effective standard in hypnotism.

“All right. Stare closely at the watch. As it swings, you will be getting very sleepy.”

Bruckner went through the whole routine. In minutes,

Charles was in a deep, hypnotic state. “Now, Charles, when I snap my fingers, you will awaken. You will remember only what is good from our talk, not what is bad. Only what is good, what you want to remember, not what is bad, not what hurts to remember. Nod if you understand.”

Charles nodded.

“Good. Now, let’s go into your memories, your deep memories, the ones you have not been able to access recently.

Can you do that? Nod if you can.”

Charles nodded.

“Good. Now, Charles, what is your real name?”

Charles thrashed on the couch, but then calmed down. “Holds-Their-Songs,” he replied.

“Holds-Their-Songs? Is that your name, Charles, or what you were told to do?”

“My name,” Charles said. “And what I was told to do.”

Bruckner looked perplexed and wrote some things down on his pad.

“Let’s go farther back to your childhood. Do you remember your name then?”

“Yes.”

“What was it?”

“Daniel.”

“Daniel? Was that your full name! Did you have a last name also?”

“Robertson.”

“Did you have a happy childhood, Daniel?”

“No.”

“Oh? Why not? What was bad about it?”

Daniel began to thrash about on the couch again, still hypnotized. He began to growl low and menacing.

“Why are you growling, Daniel?”

“Angry! Like a dog!”

“Why like a dog, Daniel?”

“I am a dog!”

“I thought you were a boy?”

Charles wrinkled his brow in confusion and squirmed on the couch.

“Aren’t you a boy, Daniel, not a dog, but a boy?”

Silence for a moment. “Yes.”

“What made you angry?”

“Hurt. Pain. Nobody understands.”

“How old are you now, Daniel, when you feel this pain?”

“Thirteen.”

“Don’t the other kids feel the same, Daniel? Why is your pain special?”

“They don’t! They don’t understand! They hate me!”

“Why? Why do they hate you? Tell me why, Daniel.”

Charles began swinging his arms about, contorting his face into a mask. of animal menace. He growled loud and angrily.

“Stop! You are no longer Daniel but Charles, who does not remember the pain.”

Charles was immediately still.

“All right, Charles. When did you get the name Holds-Their-Songs? How old were you then?”

“Twenty.”

“Who gave you this name?”

“Celeste.”

“Who is she? Your girlfriend?”

Charles growled threateningly.

“Stop. Be calm. Who was she?”

“Leader. Sept leader.”

“Sept? What is that?”

“All of us.”

“Who do you mean by us?”

“The other wolves.”

“Wolves? Are you a wolf now?”

“Yes. No.”

Bruckner scribbled more notes. “Why did Celeste give you this name?”

“So I would remember.”

Bruckner was silent for a moment. “But you didn’t remember. You don’t remember their songs.”

A tear ran down Charles’s face, and he began crying.

“Why not? Why did you forget?” Bruckner asked.

“They are dead! All of them dead!”

“Who? Who are dead?”

“My pack. My pack.”

“Your fellow wolves?”

“My fellow Garou.”

“Garou? What does that mean?”

“The People.”

“What kind of people?”

“Werewolves.”

Bruckner didn’t say anything for a while. He looked down at his notes and over at his patient. He snapped his fingers. Charles blinked and looked around, as if coming out of a nap. He craned his neck around to look at the psychologist.

“Well? Did you find out anything?” Charles asked.

“Yes,” Bruckner replied, looking out the window, not meeting Charles’ eyes. “But … I need to think about it. Would you please come back at your usual time!”

“All right. Thank you, doctor,” Charles said and headed for the door.

“Oh, Charles?” Bruckner said, not looking away from the window.

“Yes?”

“Get that wound looked at, will you? It’s very bad. You never know what type of infection could get into it.”
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“Charles, I want to hypnotize you again. Is that all right?” Bruckner said.

“If you feel it’s best, all right. But what did I say last time?” Charles asked, sitting in the couch again.

“Why don’t we talk about that at the end of the session? I still have some unanswered questions.”

Charles shrugged.

“Let’s begin then.”

In a few minutes, Bruckner had Charles in a deep trance. He sat back in his chair and reached into his pocket, pulling out a small tape recorder. He pushed the record button and set it down with the microphone facing Charles.

“You are not Charles now, but Holds-Their-Songs. Who am I speaking to?”

“Holds-Their-Songs,” Charles replied woodenly.

“Good. You said your pack was dead. How did they die?”

“The Wyrm killed them.”

“Wyrm? What is that?”

“Dragon. Corruption.”

Bruckner smiled and wrote something down on his pad. “What do you mean by corruption? Have you done something corrupt?”

“No. The Wyrm is corrupt. I fight the corruption. Protect Gaia.”

“Who is Gaia ?”

“The Mother.”

Bruckner smiled again. He wrote a small note in his pad. “This Wyrm. It tries to harm the Mother?”

“Yes. It tries to destroy Her.”

“And you stand against it! You alone?”

“No. All Garou fight. My pack fought.”

“They died in the fight. Where did they die?”

“Near oil factory. Gasoline smell. Foulness.”

Bruckner wrinkled his brow. “When did they die?”

“One moon ago.”

“One moon? One month?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you die also?”

“Last standing. Escaped to spirit.”

“What do you mean, ‘escaped to spirit?”‘

“Reached. Step sideways into spirit world.”

Bruckner smiled once more. “So, you retreated to a spirit world where they couldn’t get you?”

“No. Retreated and ran. They are there also. Blights.”

“So, the corruption is in the spirit world also?”

“Yes.”

“I want you to go back farther in your memories, to your childhood. I’m speaking to Daniel now. Daniel?”

“Yes?” Charles said, in a childish voice.

“When did your mother die, Daniel?”

“She’s not dead.”

“What about your father?”

“He’s not dead.”

“Daniel, did your father ever hit your mother?”

“No.”

“Are your sure?”

“Yes. Why?”

Bruckner looked a bit annoyed. “Never mind. Daniel, have you ever done anything bad? Anything you wanted to forget and never remember?”

“Yes.”

“What is that? Can you tell me?”

“I let my pack die,” Charles said, in a deeper voice.

Bruckner looked annoyed again. “ls this Holds-Their-Songs now? Can you think of anything else? Any other bad things?”

“No.”

“Tell me about the spirit world. Have you been there recently?”

“Yes, in my dreams.”

“What about now, under hypnosis?”

“Yes. I’m here now. You are too.”

“I am? Where am I? Where are we?”

“In a Chimera. A dream realm.”

“Why? Why are we here? Why am I here with you?”

“You created it. The hypnosis.”

“But I thought you went here in your dreams? They happened before I hypnotized you.”

“Those were different places.”

“Is there anything else here with us?”

Charles was quiet for a moment, as if thinking. Then he let out a low growl. “‘Yes—it’s here. It followed me.”

“Here? In the dream realm with us? Can you see it!”

“No. Sense it. Smell of Wyrm.” Charles’ voice was deeper, more menacing.

Bruckner squinted and stared at the couch and reached over to the lamp on his desk, which he pivoted and pointed toward Charles. Bruckner’s eyes widened; Charles had grown larger. He was bulking his muscles up, stretching out, his feet hanging over the edge of the couch. Bruckner had seen contortionists before, but never this convincing. Charles was growling and thrashing his head about.

Bruckner began writing notes. He stopped for a moment, confused when a shadow moved across the wall. A shadow cast from behind him. He turned around and barely suppressed a scream.

Shuffling across the room on all fours, toward the couch, was a hideous beast, a slimy thing with spiked fur and huge fangs. Its fingers were razor sharp talons and it eyes gleamed with a greenish light. It ignored Bruckner and appeared to be sneaking up on Charles.

Bruckner stared in shock and dismay. As it got closer to Charles it drew back, about to strike. Bruckner shook his head, trying to clear it, and snapped his fingers.

Instantly, Charles woke up—but the thing was still there. It leapt at him, screaming. Bruckner yelled in horror as it landed on Charles and began to claw chunks of flesh from his torso. Charles screamed—and the scream became an animal howl of rage as his body instantly grew to almost twice its size, now covered in fur. His head was that of a wolf.

Bruckner sunk low in his chair, trying not to be noticed.

The werewolf and the shambling thing tore into each other. The thing seemed at a disadvantage now, no match for the towering werewolf and its jaws. In seconds, it screamed and disappeared, like wisps of smoke in a breezy room.

Charles—Holds-Their-Songs—stood panting and catching his breath. He turned to look at Bruckner; the psychologist was whimpering in the chair, curled up in a fetal position. Holds-Their-Songs shifted back into human form and walked over to him. Bruckner didn’t seem to notice him; he just stared at the wall.

“I’m sorry,” Holds-Their-Songs said. “But thank you. I know who I am now. I had forgotten. The pain of my loss drove me to forsake my birthright. But I am a Galliard, and it is my duty to remember the songs of those who fall in the battle against the Wyrm. You have helped me remember them today.”

Bruckner showed no response whatsoever.

“Don’t worry; I know you won’t remember this yourself. The Chimera is gone now. It was only a temporary creation. The Banes won’t bother you anymore. It was me they wanted.”

Bruckner began to slowly rock back and forth in the chair, still not responding.

Holds-Their-Songs took the tape recorder and removed the tape, putting it into his pocket. He took the doctor’s notepad and tore out the pages with the session’s notes. He looked at them for a moment and shook his head.

“Possible Oedipus Complex? Is that all the Wyrm is?”

I’m afraid not, doctor.” He crumpled the notes, putting them in his pocket, then walked out the door, closing it quietly behind him.

Five hours passed, and it was dark before Bruckner finally came to his senses. He looked about, confused, stood up and stretched. He looked at his notepad for a clue as to why he fell asleep so early, but there were no notes for today; only the last notes he had taken when his patient, Charles, had claimed to be a werewolf.

Bruckner couldn’t suppress a strange shudder. He shook his head and walked over to his desk.

He should probably go ahead and file commitment papers for Charles, just in case. His problem was obviously deeper than amnesia. Any fool who thought he was a werewolf certainly had bigger troubles than a smalltime psychoanalyst like Murry Bruckner could fix. Perhaps Edward Gorrel , over in Utah, could handle this.

Bruckner recalled he had mentioned a case with a supposed “wolfman” once.

Christ, Bruckner thought, what if this was becoming a common psychosis? What could possibly trigger such a wide-scale derangement in modem society? It doesn’t matter, Bruckner decided. That’s for the experts to determine.

I’ll just take the small cases, thank you.

He walked over to the window and looked out. On the street below, a man was walking a large dog, which began barking as it passed the building. Bruckner shuddered again. He hated dogs.

Damned smelly, dangerous brutes.


Coyote Full Moon

By Sam Chupp

The howl echoed through Muir Woods, caught and dampened in tone and volume by the cloaking, surrounding fog. It was high, pure-voiced, and true, filled with hope and tinged with sadness. In the center of the caern, around young redwoods, a small, carefully tended fire blazed, and the moot of the Sept of the Western Eye was in progress.

“This is a good time, a time when the veil between worlds are thin, when our dead come to us and whisper secrets, when we honor those who have passed in the year past.” Celeste Snowtop said quietly, her strong alto voice piercing the darkness. She was dressed as a Shining One, as the fog-totem Aeolus, having Opened the Sky to the four winds and the totem of the caern. She shook her braids. “For our Uktena friends, it is a time for change, for among them is a long-lost kin. I welcome Andraste Deathshadow, Ahroun, to our sept.”

Able Hean, guardian of the sept, smiled as he looked at his charge. As he stood next to the tall, yellour-haired Andraste, her skin pale white and her eyes piercingly blue, he could hardly believe that just four weeks ago she had come to the sept claiming to be a lost cub of the Uktena.

She was clearly not a Native American (she was Germanic in face and form), but she was heartily accepted by the Uktena at the caern, especially Silent-Fist-That-Wins, the Master of the Challenge, and Sharon, who was the Keeper of the Land. It was amazing to him how easily she had learned the Ahroun Gifts he had taught her, how hungry for wisdom she was. She saw things from a spiritual perspective, which was not at all strange for the Uktena, but was very strange for an Ahroun.

The Howl of Welcome surrounded Andraste. Normally quiet and totally controlled in her emotions, Andraste bowed her head at this to accept the accord. She did not let them see her private tears. She wet the ground with them.

Suddenly, a brilliant, blue-white light filled the glade, shining through the young redwoods. Able Heart moved to the caern’s center and stood in Crinos form next to

Hot Eye, the Gatekeeper of the sept. Hot Eye said aloud, “I did not open this moon bridge. It is a Rite of Luna’s Spear. They are breaking through uninvited.”

At this, Able Heart directed the other Ahrouns to quickly take up their weapons and stand at the ready. There was silence in the glade as the moon Bridge formed its exit arch.

Hot Eye stood with his staff resting in both hands, contemplating the newcomers as the pale azure light from the bridge died away. Able Heart stood next to the Gatekeeper with his hand resting on the hilt of his great klaive.

Andraste stood in the rear with the other Ahrouns and watched the caern center. Standing in the clearing were three Garou wearing armor, chains, and leather. Two of them seemed identical even in the half-light of the fire: both of them carried huge battle-axes slung across their shoulders. The third was either in Glabro form, or was immense as a human, though shorter than the towering Crinos. He wore a large leather robe with a single, iron chain belt. The figure was bald with thick, immense arms, legs, and fingers. Andraste’s breath caught as she saw the huge raven on the smaller one’s shoulder and new, immediately, who they were: Tyr’s Garou. The Patriarchy had found her.

The huge man spoke, his voice booming through the clearing. “Guten nucht. I am Jarg, Claw of Maug, Forseti of the Hand of Tyr, servant of the Get of Fenris. These are my honor guards Jeti and Geti. I apologize for our haste, but we have urgent business here. If you’ll give us leave, we’ll be off with no further interruption.”

“Your business will await the Cracking of the Bone. We have opened the sky, and welcome you to revel in it with us,” Celeste said, her no-nonsense tone clear and plain, even to Andraste’s ears. Andraste smiled to herself as she realized the Sept Warder’s attitude toward the Get: she was not pleased with their interruption. With no further words, the immense Philodox bowed and indicated to his guard to join the circle. They did so with a clanking of armor and chains, and stood silent as well with their master.

Andraste was filled with both fear and curiosity. She wanted to run far, away from the ironclad figures, for she knew what their presence here would mean. And yet, she needed to know for sure. She stood quietly, hoping that her traditional dress and the large full-moon symbol on her forehead would provide some camouflage.

Andraste watched as the raven was released from the Jarg’s shoulder. It flapped up to a nearby redwood and stood, peering down at her. She fought the urge to growl at it.

Celeste finished the Opening of the Sky, holding her gourd rattle high in the air, closing her eyes and praying to Gaia for peace and strength. Then she brought the rattle down with a crack, and the entire moot changed suddenly. She was all business. She held the rattle up and in her sharp clear voice said, “The Cracking of the Bone! Now we come to the business at hand in our sept. We have visitors from far away. What do you wish of the Garou gathered here?”

“We have come seeking a fugitive from our justice. Her name is Andraste, also called Deathshadow. She has befouled her name, the honor of her tribe, and her pack has disowned her. Do you have her among your sept?” Jarg’s voice was as harsh as rusted metal wind chimes.

There was a general commotion among the Garou assembled, until Celeste said, “Silence! We have that one among us. She stands there with her Uktena kin, among the other Ahrouns.”

Jarg smiled quietly, showing tombstone teeth, and turned with the rest of the gathering toward Andraste.

“You have blasphemed Femis’ ways! You have broken with the Sacred Path! You will be taken with us back to the Patriarchy and dealt with most severely, Theurge!” he said, an accusing finger pointing at her.

Jarg’s guards moved two steps and positioned themselves in front of him, growling. They held silver shackles in their claws. Sharon, her Ragabash friend, had moved to her side, silently tending her strength. Andraste’s eyes narrowed, and her rage boiled within her. She could not help but speak the truth to all those assembled.

“You are the ones who dishonored me! First lie to me about my birth, lead me to believe that I am something I’m not, then you—my fine Tribe—you repudiate me for trying to learn the secrets of my true moon!”

Jarg turned to Celeste briefly, in explanation. “She was a failure as a Theurge, Leader. The spirits would not come to her call, for they were frightened of her. She never meditated, never spent time with the wise elders. It is her own fault that she has failed. She was born under the crescent moon, but there are those among us who lied to her grievously, and this caused her to believe other than the truth.”

Celeste put out her hand. “Wait! I am Truthcatcher here. This is going too fast for me. I call for a formal trial, here and now. I wish to know the root of this problem. Both of you, come over here and stand—and be still. Andraste, calm yourself, or I shall do it for you. On this full moon night, we cannot afford war in our own sept. Jarg, put your bodyguards over there with the rest of the Ahrouns. This is no time for fighting, nor is it time for chains. Our Master of the Challenge will see to your security.”

With that, Silent Fist-that-Wins and two of his Ahrouns escorted the visiting Get to their warrior’s circle, where they began to grumble and discuss the situation among themselves. Andraste stood to the side of them, quietly defying their claims even now.

The whole gathering relaxed a little as the trial was arranged in traditional formal style: the Truthcatcher in the center, the Defender, Andraste, to the left, and the Accuser, Jarg, to the right.

“Now, then, the trial is arranged. I’d like to ask Andraste a few questions. Realize that Gaia’s truth is evident to me, and I will know if you lie.”

“Wait, Madrone! I have a request. I am asking that I be allowed to stand up for Andraste. She is my wolf-sister and I wish to speak for her. “Sharon turned to Jarg, by way of introduction: I am Sharon Morning Cloud, the Keeper of the Land and a Ragabash.”

Celeste turned to Andraste. “Do you wish her representation?”

Andraste took a long look at Sharon, then looked back to Celeste. “Yes, she is my friend and knows my story.”

Jarg shook his head slowly. “This is a strange trial, Madam Leader. A Ragabash Advocate? Certainly, you understand the authority of the Get in this instance. There needn’t be any trial.”

Celeste turned sharply to Jarg. “We have not yet established that she is a Get, Jarg. She claims Uktena. Please be silent and let me ask the questions. Now, Andraste, when you came to us you claimed the Uktena as your tribe. Is this your true tribe?”

Sharon looked briefly at Andraste, nodding that she should answer. “No, Snowtop-rhya. I had hoped to become accepted by them eventually, but—”

“—but she chose to hide her true tribe. Did she also tell you she was Ahroun? That too, is a lie.”

“Silence, Jarg! I will speak. You will listen. If you speak again, I will have to silence you.”

Jarg bowed slowly.

“So, child, what is your true tribe? The tribe you were born in.”

“I am a Valkyrie of Freya, of the Get.”

Jarg growled low under his breath, but said nothing.

“So, you lied to us. Very well, that is for your own soul to deal with. What’s this business about your auspice?

Are you a Theurge? Or are you Ahroun, as you say?”

Celeste asked, her irritation beginning to show.

Sharon spoke up. “I will speak for her. Snowtop-rhya, I believe firmly that Andraste is an Ahroun. Although she has been taught many of the Theurge Gihs, the crescent moon holds nothing for her.”

Jarg’s eyes got large. He spoke quietly, however.

“Leader. Truthcatcher. I request that I be allowed to speak on this.”

Celeste looked first to Sharon and then to Andraste and finally to Jarg. Quietly, she said, “You may speak, but speak to me. I catch the Truth. Confine your comments to peaceful words, if you can manage such.”

Jarg strained visibly as he spoke. “One thing that many Garou do not know about the Get of Fenris is our ways concerning births. Although we have many

Ahrouns, Fenris who is our Father does not see fit to make the bitches of the tribe warriors. This is part of the natural order—they must breed future Sons of Fenris. Our mothers cannot make war in this manner, or so Fenris has decreed. It is impossible that this one was born under the full moon, for Fenris does not allow that to occur. As we have said, she was born under the crescent moon, and there are elders who will swear to this fact.”

Celeste nodded slowly. “Andraste has served as Ahroun to this sept, learning the Ahroun’s Gifts. She seems well suited to it. Like you Sharon, I sense there is a deeper Rage within her. However, it is known that Theurges among the Get seem to have a greater Rage than most of their kind. It is their way, being war-shamans.”

Celeste looked again to Jarg. “You said that some among the Get lied to her about her auspice. Who were these?”

Jarg growled low. “These Valkyries that Deathshadow-yuf spoke of. They convinced her that she was Ahroun, and she grew discontent with her true Auspice. When she was not allowed to learn the Gifts of the Ahroun from our tribe, she fled. We have traced her here, and request that we be allowed to take her back to our sept for judgment. Only the Wyrm loves a coward, and the Get do not tolerate cowardice, for whatever reason.”

“Pardon me, gentle warriors all. I speak to you as Theurge, for that is what I am. My name is March Lion. You talk as if Auspice is what you can change. But a wolf, she is born under the moon, and it is only in one phase, not two. This human idea, that you can change your moon, it is foolishness.”

Jarg smiled and bowed. “Indeed.”

“So, then, it should be no trouble to ask Grandfather WoIf what moon shone in the sky of her birth, and thereby prove her to be Theurge or Ahroun. I will summon him, if the sept asks it,” March Lion said, smiling a ragged smile.

Jarg looked uncomfortable. “I would not ask that of you, great Theurge. The Get merely wish to have our own returned to us. This is nothing to involve the Uktena with.”

Able Heart spoke up, his low rumble echoing through the clearing. “The Uktena were involved when Andraste claimed to be of them. Now they will aid in resolving this question. I say let March Lion summon Wolf.”

Celeste looked around the clearing, then back to the Get. “You will accept the judgment of the spirit of Grandfather Wolf?”

Jarg looked to his brothers and sketched a bow. “Yes. Fenris is our Father. How could we not!” He nodded briefly to Jeti, who put his hand over an iron mandala he wore. Still, sweat beaded on Jarg’s brow and his teeth were clenched together in frustration.

March Lion closed his eyes and began to chant, and tossed a handful of dried herbs and special incense in the fire. The flames crackled and sparks spit up into the air. A tendril of smoke rose like a great snake into the night air. March Lion chanted in his native tongue and held up a single wolrs tooth to the moonlight. With a howl of his own he threw the wolf’s tooth into the fire and brought his staff down with a crack.

There was silence amongst the fog. Then, as if in answer, another wolf howl was heard. The sound made all gathered there startle, and instantly wane to answer back. The clearing rang with howls, the Get and even Andraste joining in. In respect many of chose gathered took on Lupus form, silencly waiting for the approaching spirit.

Then, without warning, a huge wolf sprang into the clearing. A huge beast, it slammed into Jarg and slammed him into the ground, despite the Gee’s immense bulk. The wolf’s fangs were all at once around Jarg’s neck, biting down.

“Who summons me?” The wolf demanded, not moving from its position atop Jarg. The two Get guards refused to move against their totem.

“I do, great Grandfather Wolf,” March Lion spoke calmly. “There is a question concerning this Garou, here; the one they call Deathshadow, the one humans call Andraste.”

Fenris’ immense eyes and head swiveled over to look upon Andraste for the first time. “What of this one, who is most-favored of my children?” Fenris spoke in low, growling tones.

Celeste spoke up. “What moon shone in the sky when she was born, great Wolf? We must know.”

Slaver dripped onto Jarg’s face as the giant dire beast peered into Andraste’s eyes. Terribly afraid, but unwilling to look away, Andraste met the beast’s eyes and stood her ground, feeling her heartbeat pound against her chest.

Fenris turned aside and looked down at Jarg again. After a few seconds, he spoke. “She is of the full moon, one of the first of the Coyote moon pack, born to my Geti.” The huge spirit looked up at Geti and growled. “Now, can you all leave this wolf alone? There is sleeping to do, and hunting. I will not be bothered again, or I will Rage!”

March Lion spoke up. “Then go to your rest, Grandfather Wolf. We thank you for your wisdom.”

The great beast turned, slaver drooling from its mouth, and loped from the clearing like a dream stalking a nightmare. When his spectral form had vanished, Jarg slowly got to his feet.

“Jarg, I believe the judgment of Fenris is clear. Congratulations, you have a new Ahroun for your tribe. I’m sure you will accept Fenris’ judgment if no one else’s,”

Celeste said, her voice registering some of the humor she saw in the situation.

Jarg put out his hand. “No.”

Andraste’s voice was inhuman as her Rage took her over: “What do you mean, no? You just heard it straight from Fenris!” Her body shifted into Crinos much faster than Jarg had thought possible, and she sprang.

Geti leapt in front of his elder and grappled with

Andraste, watching as her rage boiled within her.

Andraste gnarled Geri’s fur in her talons and ripped a hole in the guard. Geti brought a huge chain to bear and wrapped it across her shoulders, but Andraste did not feel the pain. Her talons were a hundred blurring knives as she applied attack after attack to weaken the warrior. Her Rage was tantamount, and he could not block the blows. Jeti made a few moves here and there to join the combat, but was stopped by stem looks from Able Heart and some of the other Ahrouns from the sept. This was a challenge, to their eyes.

Geti gambled on a high attack, trying to use his height in Crinos to an advantage, then discovered that Andraste had learned much already from some Ahroun. She had learned the trick of using her inner Rage to speed her shifting and suddenly took Lupus form as Geti towered down on her from above. She went into a roll that slammed into Geti’s Crinos shins, and he fell face-forward onto the ground. With a single change into Hispo, she planted her talons on his back and bent to bite Geti firmly on the neck, threatening to tear out his throat.

Jarg crossed his arms. “Theurge Andraste. Let go of your brother’s neck and come with us. I trust not Uktena sorceries or this sept any longer. You will come with us and accept the judgment of the tribe.”

“Not so fast, you fat-assed, son of a bitch. You’re not taking her anywhere she don’t wanna go.” Celeste was livid. This Get was everything she hated about the Garou.

“I’m Sept Leader. You have no authority here. We have done your testing. She has even defeated one of your warriors. If you still do not accept her as an Ahroun, I cannot help you further. As far as this sept is concerned, she is of the full moon, and she will remain that way. This is my judgment, and so it shall be howled to every Garou in this land.” Celeste’s voice did not for once waver, even though it was clear that both Get were near their breaking point.

Jarg shook his head to his guard. “Release him!” he said to Andraste, who growled once, bit deep, and released Geti. Andraste scrambled off of him and once again took on human form, the scraps of her Uktena traditional garb hanging tattered and torn on her lean form. She suddenly felt the weight of a terrible force, words rising up inside of Jarg that would spell fate for her.

Jarg’s face darkened. His demeanor became formal, cold. Jarg put his left hand on his right shoulder, his right hand on his left shoulder. “Then, though Ahroun you may be, Andraste Deathshadow, let that be your only comfort, for you will not be Get. I cast you out.” Jarg turned on his feet, his bade facing Andraste, his face away from her. The two other Get, Geti still bleeding, repeated the action, saying, “I cast you out.”

Andraste felt the discommendation like a glass dagger broken off in her gut. “What! You can’t—you can’t do that to me! I was born a Get! You can’t!” Sharon stepped to Andraste’s side, took her hand, looked her in the eye. The Get stalked past them. Hot Eye had already opened the moon Bridge out of the caern by the time they got there and not a single other word was heard whispered among the assembled Garou.

As they vanished, Celeste said, “Thank you, Hot Eye.”

“No problema, Madrone. I think they will have a good time in Los Angeles, no?” Hot Eye said with sarcasm in his voice. “Teach them to spear my caern.”

Smiling, Celeste addressed the sept. “Now, my Garou, speak. Is there other business?”

March Lion nodded, bowed, and spoke. “I would like to tell a thing and ask a thing. First, the tale: I have moved among the Get before, and I know some of their secrets. I have seen a Ger mother hide away their girlchild, so that she is not found to be born on the full moon. Many of these become their Galliards, or Philodoxes, or in some cases Theurges, for it is thought fitting that a woman be a Theurge among the Get. So, you are not dishonored, Andraste, for you were not in control of what your mother did. Now, I would like to ask a formal thing. We, the Uktena, wish to say this: We would have Andraste, called Deathshadow, among us. We will adopt her as one of us. She is outcast, as we are so often, and she is great of spirit as well as Rage. We would ask her to come to us as an Ahroun. What say the sept?”

The howls of agreement echoed through the fog.

Celeste said, “Thus ends the Cracking of the &ne for this night. And you, Hot Eye, will tell us a tale of the Coyote moon pack that Fenris spoke of. What is this pack,

Galliard? A pack not yet formed, but spoken of in legend?”

Hot Eye smiled and sang to chem the verses of the

Silver Record:

 

“And the Last Days will see

Coyote full moon pack: strong, wise,

but strange in the ways of Gaia.

Dare you. trust them!

Full moon reclaimed,

half moon reborn,

crescent returned,

no moon revealed,

they walk a new path

and follow the old ways.

They bring a new road

and call up the old ones

What will they do?

Who can say?

Wise the-y are, but hard is their road.

Coyote’s children are strange.”


A Sheep in Wolf’s Clothing

By Vincent Courtney

April 12, 1943

Sitting on the muddy ground, the little boy watched the man in the gray uniform gently place the blond-haired boy on the hood of his staff car. The man flipped the snap on his holster and pulled his Luger. He sauntered over to where a woman, the little boy’s mother, stood waiting. He pointed the pistol at her. The man smiled, a death’s-head grin, and pulled the trigger. It clicked once.

The boy’s mother flinched and whispered a prayer.

It clicked twice.

She twitched. The man with the gun chuckled as he pulled the trigger a third time.

The barrel flashed smoke and fire. A red blossom bloomed on the mother’s bare breast. She fell, a slow-motion dance with death, and hit the ground by the edge of the pit.

The man laughed and sauntered over to her. She looked up at him and whispered, “Dieter.”

The man in the uniform, still smiling, aimed a jackbooted kick into her face. Her head snapped back, and she tumbled into the pit. He motioned to several of the stick men standing nearby to fetch her. They staggered into the pie and pulled her from the tangle of arms and legs. The man directed chem to take the woman and place her in his staff car. He said she would make a fine jacket.

The man turned and stared at the little boy sitting on the ground. His eyes narrowed. He aimed the pistol and fired. The little boy felt a kick in his side and tumbled into the pit. The sound of the staff car speeding away was the last thing he heard before darkness overwhelmed him.

October 31, 1994

The white skull of an Ahroun moon peered from between slices in the mist. The fog bled across the San Francisco streets. Rivulets of murk spurted into alleys and surrounded the deserted buildings. Klaus Hurst stepped out into the street and took a deep bite of the damp, night air. He was pleased with how well the second moot had gone. Since his arrival in San Francisco from South America, a few new members had joined the new camp eager to fight the corruption of the Wyrm so strong in the city. One of them, a brash, young blonde named Dolph, challenged his leadership. The whelp said they needed a Jarl who was young and strong. Klaus changed his mind by spilling his guts onto the meeting room floor, and by doing so, the Garou named Sheep-Shredder reasserted his hold on the group.

Klaus heard footsteps rapidly approaching. Perhaps one of Dolph’s friends was seeking vengeance. He turned, unsheathed his knife, ready to fight.

“Hold your blade, Shredder. It’s me.”

It was Axel Haamer, his closest friend. Axel was built like a powder keg, with a temper to match. His thick chest was scarred from battles with the Wyrm, as was his craggy face. A jagged slash started at his hairline, paused to pluck an eye, then continued down his cheek, ending in a hook on his cash register chin. With his flat nose and jutting lower jaw, he resembled a swine when in Crinos form, hence the Garou name of Boar-Tusker.

Klaus tucked his weapon back into the sheath. “What is it, Axel?”

“I just got word from Jurgi Hatchet-Thrower.”

“What is it?”

“Bad news.”

Klaus’s gut cinched. “Father?”

Axel nodded. “Someone shot him through the head. A silver bullet. He never knew what hit him.”

Klaus felt the anger rise. He slammed his fist into the door of a pawnshop. The wood splintered and several jagged slivers stabbed the meat of his hand. He didn’t notice.

“Father didn’t deserve to die like that. A warrior should die in battle. The Wyrm will lose many for this. I will gather the Sword and we’ll find the nearest pit. The night of a Modi moon is a good one on which to die.”

“Yes, it is,” Axel said, unsheathing a wicked-looking knife. “There was a witness, a boy from the village. He was in the woods hunting when he came upon your father and a man.”

“Did he see the bastard that did it?”

Axel nodded as his features slowly began to alter. His voice transformed into a growl. “There’s something we have to settle. Disturbing news.”

“What do you mean?”

Klaus heard a sharp crack. A wet spray hit his face.

He turned and saw his friend slump and fall against the brick wall, a red hole drilled neatly in his chest. He dropped to the ground and sniffed the air.

Axel coughed bloody words. “Must die … boy said … you de—”

Another shot split the silence of the murky night.

Axel’s head exploded, spattering the wall with blood, brain, and bone. He fell to the ground, dead before he slapped pavement.

Klaus looked up in the direction of the gunfire and growled at the fog for obscuring his vision. He wondered how the sniper could see in the mist and darkness when he, a Garou, had trouble doing so.

It didn’t matter. Whoever was suicidal enough to fire on the Get of Fenris had to be in the deserted building across the street. For speed and agility, he assumed the form of a large gray wolf. He snarled and ran onto the pavement, veering to his left, then his right to make himself a difficult target.

Before the man could get a bead on him and fire another shot, Klaus leapt for the sidewalk under a cement awning. A stone gargoyle, perched on a ledge above him, watched the scene with lifeless eyes.

Klaus jumped through a broken window and checked out his surroundings. The interior of the building was a black and blue bruise of shadows. Desks and toppled chairs were joined by intricate spider webs. Several ceiling tiles, cracked and dusty, testified to last Friday’s earthquake.

The air was plump with menace.

Klaus snatched the odor of dust, mildew, and death in his flaring nostrils. A low growl rumbled from deep within his throat. He took a few padded steps toward a room to his right and saw what remained of a human. The man was dressed in a black suit and tie. A notebook with the name Penco Real Estate lay by his side. A heavy brass statue had fallen and crushed his skull during the quake. Rats chewed on the carcass.

Klaus cocked a pointed ear toward the second floor and perceived faint footsteps. Sneaky. The steps of a hunter.

We shall see who hunts whom, Klaus thought as he narrowed his eyes and bounded toward the stairway. He slammed through the door and took the steps by fours, climbing., saliva dripping, blood lust rising.

When he reached the second floor, he stopped in his tracks, shocked by the smell coming from the stairwell above him; a scent he had known his whole life: the scent of his father!

At the same time his heart soared, Klaus’s mind swirled with conflict. How could this be? Hatchet Thrower told Axel that his father was dead, and a Jarl wouldn’t lie about such a thing. Then how could he be alive?

Klaus considered that perhaps Father had faked his death to gain some advantage over his enemies, but quickly dismissed the notion. Such a Machiavellian plan was the way of a Shadow Lord, not one of the Get. Father always met his foes face to face, tooth and claw.

He heard a click and looked up expecting to see his father, but instead saw a bizarre figure standing in the shadowy doorway. He had never seen anything like him.

He was a big man about Klaus’s size when in human form: 6’ 4”, close to 260 pounds. His head looked to be that of an insect, bulging green eyes, small antennae. Some mutated blend of man and bug created by the Wyrm no doubt. The insect monkey set the heavy caliber rifle he was carrying against the wall and slipped a strange looking pistol from the holster next to the sheath on his belt.

The explanation of his father’s scent hung from the man’s shoulders; a gray pelt with a patch of white fur on the head.

The bastard had skinned his father! That must have been the news that Axel was about to tell him before he was killed.

“Hello, Klaus,” the insect monkey said. The pistol hissed with a sound like a stabbed tire.

Klaus lurched to his left to avoid the round, but he was too late. The poisoned dart nicked his right shoulder, spun, and stabbed the wall. Its toxic coating quickly took effect. Klaus’s right leg collapsed causing him to tumble down the stairs. When he stopped rolling, he sprang to three paws, his right leg useless.

“Stand still, Klaus,” the insect monkey said as he stepped onto the stairway and aimed again. “We have things to settle.”

Klaus roared and, in a cloud of bloodlust, almost sprang. Instead, he dropped into a crouch when the pistol spat, and a singing dart traced a path in his fur. He turned and, with a three-legged gait, loped to the window.

He looked back once, saw the insect monkey coming down the steps then pounced into the fog.

Klaus knew that the strange being would follow him and die by his fangs and talons. He darted across the street and crashed through a window to gain entrance into the building.

The drip drip of a broken water main was the only sound in the big room. Dusty computer monitors and keyboards littered the rows of desks that lined one wall.

Most of the room dividers had tumbled under the power of the quake. The rubble in the room was ideal cover for a trap. He found a strategically sound position and waited for the insect monkey to show his misshapen head so that he could tear it from its shoulders.

Already his tremendous recuperative powers were beginning to combat the effects of the poison. He felt the nerves in his leg coming back to life. Soon he would be ready to strike with full force.

Just then, he heard stealthy footsteps shuffling across the carpeted floor. In the shadows, he saw the insect monkey standing 15 feet away. A thin smile sliced into his hairy jawline. He watched the creature pass him, then silently sprinted across the carpet and sprang at his father’s killer. His growl shredded the musty air.

The creature spun and fired the dart pistol, hitting Klaus in the teeth. The dart chipped a canine, but didn’t penetrate flesh.

As he struck the insect monkey with his front paws, the steel jaws of the werewolf tore off the creature’s face.

Their tangled bodies hit the floor. The dart gun skittered across the floor and landed under a desk.

Klaus clenched the man’s face in his jaws and shook it. The skin tasted bitter in his mouth. He spit it out and saw green plastic lenses, metal parts, leather, computer chips.

What the hell was this?

His query was sliced by the sound of a knife being unsheathed. He looked up and caught the glint of the klaive, a silver fetish blade, his father’s klaive! This bastard had not only skinned his father, but dishonored him by taking his sacred knife!

The creature, now revealed to be a human about Klaus’s age, slashed the air with the klaive. Although the shadows obscured his features, something about the man was familiar.

“You have the advantage, Klaus,” the man said, backing away toward the pistol. “No more infrared to help old Max see in the dark and fog.”

Klaus paused trying to get a better look at the man, then realized there was no point in recognizing a dead man. He let the Rage well up inside him like lava in a volcano. A searing frenzy of anger over his father’s dishonor released.

Let this human feel the terror of the Delirium before he dies.

His gray fur rippled in waves of growth. As the

Garou’s frame enlarged, the room filled with the sound of bones knitting. His front paws lengthened into fingers tipped with razor-sharp talons. Lupine jaws shortened into a short, powerful snout filled with sharp daggers. Klaus grew to his full height and filled his broad chest with air.

He seethed hatred.

Now he would remove this tumor from Gaia’s body.

Klaus’s bloodshot eyes pierced the darkness and stabbed the human’s face. Klaus saw no fear, no unbridled terror—just a thin smile as Max tried to reach the dart pistol under the desk.

Klaus realized he had made a mistake. This man, Max, was kinfolk, immune to the Delirium. He needed to act fast before Max retrieved the gun. Klaus charged, springing into the air, jaws agape, talons slashing.

Max didn’t have time to get the gun. At the last moment, he rolled out of the way, slashing with the silver klaive. Klaus landed on the desk shattering it. The werewolf rose quickly. His ankle was on fire where the knife had severed his Achilles tendon. The windowpanes trembled at his howl of Rage. He took a hobbled step toward the big man, his left foot flapping.

“I knew you’d be this way,” Max said, flipping the knife from hand to hand. “That’s why I used the tranq darts.”

Klaus roared and charged, but his damaged ankle gave way, and he stumbled. While falling, he managed to catch Max across the chest with a swipe of his talons.

The four grooves in the human’s flesh oozed blood.

Klaus looked in his hand and snarled. He had torn a necklace from around the man’s neck. A gold star hung from the chain.

“Jude,” Klaus said, spitting out the German word as if it was a piece of Wyrm flesh. He tossed the necklace into the man’s face.

“That’s right,” Max said. “A Jew.”

Klaus stopped. His blood dripped in a steady patter onto the dusty, worn carpet. He stared at the man. A glimmer of recognition lit on his brain and then danced off like a bat. It didn’t matter. He would figure out who the man was after he was dead at his feet.

“You die for kill father, coward,” Klaus said, the words difficult to form in the Crinos state. “Great warrior of Get should not die in sneak attack.”

“Great warrior,” Max laughed, a bitter indictment of the claim. “A killer of women and children and helpless men.”

Klaus growled. “Enough monkey babble. Time you die, Jew.”

“I doubt that,” Max said, as he pulled out a small, round object. He pulled a pin and tossed it at Klaus’s feet.

The gas grenade popped, and green smoke hissed from it.

A black blade sliced into Klaus’s head. He felt funny.

He had encountered this gas before when a witch hunter had tried to take him. Clamping his paw over his mouth, he charged the man. They collided, their momentum carrying them into a bay window. The glass offered little resistance. The two rumbled into the street in a hail of shards. The klaive clattered across the asphalt and teetered on the edge of a sewer grate.

Klaus wobbled to his feet, the gas working on his brain. He gulped fresh air in an effort to ratchet the black blade from his mind.

Max rolled and jumped to his feet, his eyes darting for the location of his weapon. They lit upon the klaive and he started to run for it.

Klaus saw him, then the klaive. He lurched forward, rubbing his temples, driving out the darkness in his head.

He had to stop the man from possessing so dangerous a weapon again. He cut Max off, but the black blade carved the street from his vision. He staggered, digging his knuckles into his eyes, and the world winked on again. Max was past him grabbing the weapon. Klaus snarled then loosed a bone-chilling howl.

The human disappeared into an alley and the shadows cast by the massive buildings.

Klaus paused to clear his head. After he was OK, he would wrap his damaged ankle and the hunt would begin again. Only this time he would be the hunter, not the prey.
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Max Feingold darted into the alley. He cursed the loss of the dart pistol and the one gas grenade he had managed to acquire. Now he might have to use the klaive to kill Klaus, and at 49 years old, even with his martial arts training, he was in no condition to be fighting werewolves at close quarters. His bones ached from the collision with Klaus. He needed time to recover from their encounter. He hurried deeper into the darkness afforded by the corridor.

Klaus had called him “Jude”. The word awakened the memories of his past, the corpses he kept buried in a crypt in the darkest corner of his mind. They clawed their way into his consciousness, strong and nasty, unrelenting in their horror. He recalled the stench of the dead so strong it hurt your eyes. The moaning, a constant chorus in the background. Muzak of the damned. The sound of gunfire and bodies dropping. The smiling arrogant faces.

The shuffling of feet snapped Max from his reverie.

His muscles coiled. He clenched the klaive in his fist. He crouched and peered between the toppled trash cans and saw an aged Garou. His face was more jackal than wolf.

His body, a blotchy wasteland of chapped pink skin and havens of hair overpopulated with fleas. He was arranging a brass lamp on top of a huge pile of assorted junk.

Max saw TV trays, an aluminum baseball bat, miscellaneous costume jewelry, a model of Lon Chaney as the

Wolfman, and other trinkets of little value, but a treasure to one of the Bone Gnawers.

Max moved closer.

The Bone Gnawer sniffed the air, once, twice, three times, as if trying to jumpstart his olfactory system. He caught a scent and turned to stare into the eyes of Max Feingold.

“You ’bout got scared me to death,” he said, his accent all grits and gravy. “Don’t tell me Taco-Gobbler hired himself a mercenary to steal my treasure—and a damn ape to boot. I know I’m old, but no human with a big toothpick is about to take me out less’n he wants to see his heart for he dies.”

“I’m not here for your treasure.”

“Then why you got that pig-sticker?”

Max looked at the blade in his hand and lowered it to his side. “I don’t want any trouble. Got enough of my own.”

Pea Eye reached out and grabbed Max by the elbow.

He raised his arm until he could see the knife.

“Hoowee,” the Bone Gnawer’s eyes widened in amazement. “That’s a goddamned klaive.” Pea Eye licked his lips then scratched his chin with a broken nail. “Where’d you get it?”

“Look, I haven’t got time to talk.”

“That sure would make me king of the pack,” Pea eye said more to himself than Max.

His gaze slowly shifted to one of beady-eyed menace.

Max felt the Garou’s grip tighten on his arm.

“Yes, sir. King of the pack.”

A growl shredded the dank air of the alley. The Bone Gnawer’s fangs nicked Max’s throat as his head flew past him and chunked against the cement wall. The decapitated body crumpled into Max’s lap and began to revert to human form. A red asterisk on the wall marked the spot of Pea Eye’s death.

Max looked up into the glowering gaze of Klaus Hurst Sheep-Shredder. The werewolf’s claws were black with the blood of the Bone Gnawer whose head he had just removed with a powerful swipe of his claws.

“Now, Jew, you die,” Klaus said, thrusting his claws downward to rip out Max’s guts.

Max grabbed the body of the dead werewolf and lifted it.

Klaus’s claws buried into the changing body. The human flesh shrunk and clung to his hand like a leech. He lifted the corpse over his head and shook it trying to lose the parasitic flesh.

Max scrambled backward on his hands and feet putting as much distance between him and the werewolf as he could.

Klaus’s hand came out of the corpse with a sluicy pop.

The headless body twirled in the hair and thumped against a door. A woman opened it onto the scene in the alley, gasped and ducked back into her apartment.

“You only delay the inevitable,” Klaus said, still struggling with the human tongue.

“This is the way you like it. A fight with a weaker opponent.”

Klaus laughed, a deep rumble that shook Max’s guts, before willing himself to human form.

“You like this better.” He grinned and pulled the knife from his sheath. “I’m still gonna throat you for dishonoring my father!”

Max shook his head. “He lost his honor 50 years ago when he was running the concentration camps.”

Klaus nodded as it all became dear to him. So, this is what this was about; the so-called Holocaust. Father preferred to call it a return to the Impergium, a way to weed out the inferior breeds of human. He and other members of the Sword of Heimdall joined the Nazi party who had ranking officers that were kinfolk and respected the Garou. It was easy for Father to plant the idea of a purge of the mongrel races, the Nazis were looking for scapegoats on which to blame the country’s troubles.

“The Sword culled millions who sought to dilute the perfection of the Get of Fenris.” Klaus smiled. “All without drawing suspicion on the Garou.”

“Millions of innocent people.”

“They weren’t innocent. The Wyrm’s corruption burned deep within them. The Jews were sick with its poison; money-grubbers, destroyers of the land. They had to die. Father was saving Gaia from the Wyrm.”

“You’re the one who’s polluted. You’re closer to the Wyrm than any human. Your hate works into its plans perfectly.”

“We despise Jormungandr. Many of the Sword have died in battle with the agents of
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