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Prologues: Wolf & Man

As soon as the caribou broke from the herd, it was done for. Fights-the-Bear charged alongside Storm-Eye, the rest of the pack coming up behind them. Storm-Eye leapt for the beast’s flank and Fights-the-Bear pounced high onto its shoulder. Soon four other wolves were on it as well, bringing it down in a crashing mass of hooves and antlers.

Hare-Jumper yipped as the beast’s thrashing legs connected with his side. Storm-Eye and Fights-the-Bear, the alphas, put an end to the prey’s bucking with strong bites to its throat and guts. Soon the others were eyeing them hungrily as they feasted. Long-Runner got too close for Storm-Eye’s tastes and she bared her teeth at her constant rival. Her throaty growl, raised hackles and curled lips quoted the Garou Litany better than any Galliard could: The first share of the kill to the greatest in station. Long-Runner dropped to the ground and yelped, submitting. Storm-Eye returned to her feast.

That winter night, their bellies full, the wolf pack slept deeply in Gaia’s grace.
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Mick double-parked his black SLK 320 in front of Club Release in South London, ignoring glares from some fool in the VW trying to get down the street. The line leading to the velvet rope was three blocks long, and he paid it no mind at all. The bouncer, a black man in head-to-toe Armani who outweighed Mick by at least six stone, gave him the standard baleful look from behind mirror shades, then moved the rope aside. Mick slipped a tenner from his black Prada trousers and handed it to him.

Inside, Stash was behind the decks laying out a two-step beat that had the crowd going wild. Men in thousand-pound get-ups swayed with women wearing ever-so-stylish dresses that revealed far more than they concealed. Mick walked through it all like a tiger in the jungle, sensed but unseen. Over the scents of sweat and pot and blow, he could smell the erotic combined musk of fear and arousal. He walked straight through the mass of dancers and wasn’t even brushed against; everyone just unconsciously let him through. Some of dancers with maladjusted survival instincts, women and men alike, watched him with open desire. Moths to the flame, indeed.

He reached the small mezzanine overlooking the throng and opposite the DJ station. A leather booth was clear—of course—and he slipped in. The waitress was by with his Glenlivet in under a minute. Well done.

“So, where are you from?” The girl wore a Dolce & Gabbana that showed off her delicious figure, and she slipped into the booth beside Mick with only a glint of apprehension. Bold, this.

“Oh, many places,” Mick said without looking at her. “Croatia, originally.” His mind floated back ten years to when his mother and he had landed at Gatwick. Yes, little Mika Gerbovic had been a weak little brat crying for his dead Pappi. But that was before he came of age, before the Lady had awakened that dark spirit he carried from the land of his birth, before the change. But Momma hadn’t approved of all that, of course.

He noticed that the girl was babbling something at him and he cut her short. “Let’s go upstairs, shall we?”

The look on her face was pure delight. The VIP room at Club Release was the holy of holies of the garage scene, a place that grew legendary with each American movie star it turned away—and there had been many. The girl slipped out of the booth and extended her hand to Mick.

He took her by the arm instead, feeling the heat of her quickened blood. Yes, the change had been a good one, and Mick knew more was coming. The wonderful, barbed whisper inside him spoke of a liberation, of the land giving up its most glorious seed, the thing they all served. And that thing had such a beautiful name.

He led the girl toward the special wrought-iron elevator that led to the VIP level and looked down at the dance floor again. He wondered if anyone would ever find poor Momma under all that concrete.


Chapter 1

“Jo’cllath’mattric.”

Storm-Eye stood silently in the dense conifers and chill autumn air that surrounded the Hill of Lamentations, the sacred graveyard of the Get of Fenris who called the Sept of the Anvil-Klaiven their home. She was a visitor here, and hardly convinced the trip across the Arctic had been worthwhile, but this was where a sometimes-friend often spent his time at the caern and she had hoped to find him here.

Instead she had stumbled upon an ominous gathering indeed. Three Garou, all in Homid form, were at the hill. Two were native to the sept, and not just any Get: The man was Mountainsides, the recently appointed warder of the caern. The woman was Karin Jarlsdottir, the leader of the sept. Despite being a homid and a Fenrir, Jarlsdottir was also a moon-judge of no small repute. Storm-Eye, born under the half-moon just like her, had heard good of her among her own tribe, across the pole in what the humans called Canada. And the Red Talons were hardly known for facile compliments. The third werewolf, also a woman, had just uttered that single dreadful word and collapsed into Jarlsdottir’s arms. Storm-Eye recognized her as another visitor from across the Atlantic, an American Black Fury named Mari Cabrah. She had come here like many others to attend a grand gathering, but instead of heading home, she had accompanied a Get pack on an expedition deeper into Europe. They were to track down stories of a Wyrm-threat. That she was here, obviously wounded and obviously alone, could mean no good for the Fenrir warriors she had traveled with.

“Sweet Gaia, not them too.”

The voice, barely a whisper even to Storm-Eye’s wolf ears, came from a few yards away. If he hadn’t spoken, Mephi Faster-than-Death could have remained hidden forever, even though it was him Storm-Eye had come to find. A world traveler and scout, Mephi was unsurpassed in matters of stealth, even among his tribe of Silent Striders.

More losses, Storm-Eye said without words as she approached her old companion. Born and bred of wolf, like every true Red Talon, Storm-Eye spoke in the language of wolves, with posture, gaze and movement. Always, more losses.

“I tried to warn them,” Mephi answered in the oddly universal Garou tongue, a combination of human words and lupine movements that was one of many gifts from Mother Gaia to her favorites. He seemed defeated, filled with a deep sorrow that Storm-Eye recognized all too well. He too had traveled from this place with a pack to uncover traces of the Wyrm in Europe, and he too had returned alone, with tales of the pack’s slaughter, of a corrupted river and a terrible Wyrm spirit stirring in the south. “I should have stopped—”

“Show yourselves!” The demand, half-scream, half-growl, came from atop the Hill of Lamentations. Storm-Eye silently cursed her distraction. She should have known the warder Mountainsides, no matter how new to his duties, would not fail to notice intruders here. She and Mephi strode out of the trees, both knowing it wise to comply with an enraged guardian.

Mountainsides stood a fearsome ten feet tall in his Crinos war-form. His gray fur seemed to sparkle in the night, as if reflecting his own inner rage, and covered the upright wolf-man he had become. In each hand, he clasped a great Norse axe and his wolf-head maw snapped with terrible menace. Karin too had assumed the Crinos form, although she was smaller than Mountainsides and crouched near the stricken Mari to protect her.

An urge to stand and fight swept through Storm-Eye like an old friend, but she knew that was foolish. The warder was a warrior born and armed to the teeth. More importantly, he was within his rights here. This was Fenrir territory, their holy ground even, and as an outsider she had to show deference. She lowered her head and tail and then lay on the ground in acknowledgement of that fact. Mephi, she noted, although in Homid form, lowered his gaze and held his hands palms out, slightly away from his body.

“Enough, warder.” Karin Jarlsdottir melted back to a human shape before attempting to speak any more. “These two are guests of the sept, not enemies.” Mountainsides scoffed for a second and visibly swallowed his rage before he too assumed his man-form. The two axes now appeared huge in his shrunken hands, but he seemed not to have any problem dealing with their weight. “Faster-than-Death, I know,” he said, “but not the wolf.”

Storm-Eye, she answered in a quick howl, envoy of the septs of the Sky Pines and Caribou Crossing.

“You are welcome here, Two-World Daughter,” added Jarlsdottir. “But we have little time for introductions. We have lost the best of us, I fear, and we must prepare for the coming battles. Warder, ready the defenses of the caern and have those you can spare join me in the House of the Spearsreach. I’ll gather the seers and our other guests.”

Storm-Eye wondered at the Fenrir chieftain’s use of her judge-name. Only her closest companions and those who had come to her for a ruling had ever called her Two-World Daughter. From anyone else, she might see it as an affront, but from Jarlsdottir, it was a sign of respect. The Fenrir then added, “Please, bring Mari to the Theurge Weaverguard. He will tend to her.”

Storm-Eye glanced at Mephi and hoped he wouldn’t make her do something that could only lead to trouble. Only one form could carry a wounded person safely and that was not one she found comfortable.

“It’s okay,” he said, “I got it.” He gently took Mari from Karin Jarlsdottir and headed off toward the Fenrir seer’s hut. Storm-Eye loped alongside, keeping her nose to the wind. They made quick time and soon Mephi was lowering Mari onto a rough bed in Toren Weaverguard’s traditional home. The walls were engraved with Garou glyphs and Norse runes, epics of the spirit world and its defenders. When Weaverguard began examining Mari, Mephi commented, “I think she’s in a coma, she’s totally relaxed.”

No, Storm-Eye barked. She is still fighting. How could he have held her close and not sensed it? Damn, blind Homid form! Her muscles may have been loose, but her heart was pumping like a thunderhead. The distinctive, subtle scent of determination and concentration wafted from her for any wolf to smell. She was totally focussed on a battle raging within her, holding back something mighty with all her energy. A fetish of some sort, made of two great wolf-teeth, dug into her wrist, further focussing her struggle. How could they not see? And how could Mephi so casually say she was grievously wounded, perhaps beyond help? This was a Get caern; the Litany’s order not to suffer others to tend one’s weakness was taken very seriously here.

“You’re right,” Weaverguard said in a warm voice that belied his tribe’s antisocial reputation and his own powerful frame. His gray eyes gazed through Mari, just out of focus—the sign of a Garou peeking into the spirit world. “There is a Wyrm spirit clutching at her, but she is fighting it. I shall watch over her battle and lend what support I can.”

“Oh, no,” said Mephi and looked down at one of the reflective bands around his arms. He faded from sight as he stepped across the Gauntlet into the Penumbra.

Storm-Eye hesitated for a second and did the same, feeling the wisp-thin Gauntlet pass through her and seeing the spirit realm come alive around her. It was quite a sight. Weaverguard’s simple hut grew to become a fortress in the Penumbra, its massive wooden walls towering over Storm-Eye and Mephi. The glyphs and runes now ran off into infinity and moved about the walls, guardians as well as tale-tellers. And in the center of the hut was the faintest outline of Mari Cabrah’s reclined form. It was unusual enough for a Garou in the physical realm to project into the Umbra, but worse still was that within that outline was a sliver of evil. Only a foot long, the Wyrm-thing was still terrible to look at, a coiling black serpent with membranous bat-wings and a snapping, three-jawed maw.

“Oh no,” Mephi said again. “It’s them. We have to tell the others.” With that he was back in the physical realm and when Storm-Eye followed, more slowly, she had to race to catch up with him as he ran toward the House of the Spearsreach from where Karin Jarlsdottir led her sept.

The Get were already down to business by the time they got to the hall. About a dozen Fenrir were standing in a circle, along with a half-dozen or so outsiders who, like Storm-Eye and Mephi, had come to Anvil-Klaiven for the recent concolation. That grand meeting had started as a trial of sorts and ended with a prophecy of three Garou packs fighting a mysterious Wyrm threat, the first two of which had now been all but destroyed. The Get were not taking it well.

“This has that Wyrm-humper Arkady’s stink about it!” exclaimed someone Storm-Eye couldn’t see, to the vociferous agreement of much of the crowd.

“Bjorn Storm-Singer is right, Greifynya,” added someone Storm-Eye did recognize, “Arne Wyrmsbane’s blood was already on his coat, and now Brand Garmson and the IceWind joins the list of his victims.”

Storm-Eye did her best to suppress an outright growl. The speaker, a brooding youth marked by twin ram horns jutting from his brow, was called Cries Havoc. He too had been at the center of the concolation. An envoy to the Get from the Children of Gaia of the Sept of the Dawn, he had been asked to pay with his life for the death of Arne Wyrmsbane, the Get who had taken his place among the Gaians. Through some incomprehensible Fenrir tradition, he had symbolically paid that price and joined the sept in Arne’s place. Storm-Eye bared teeth for a second in disgust—a mewling cub and an outright disgrace to the Litany, this one.

“We will avenge the IceWind and the Roving Wind packs,” answered Karin Jarlsdottir in a calm but firm voice, referring not only to those lost with Mari Cabrah but those lost with Mephi too. “But if we act foolishly, we will only add to the Wyrm’s victories.” She sat on a high wooden chair, holding the great hammer that was the symbol of her position. Storm-Eye knew that many of the Get here were unsure of her leadership, that they balked at a woman commanding them. What human foolishness! Did not a wolf pack have an alpha male and female? Regardless, in this dark time, all seemed to listen to her, as was proper in a time of war. “The Fury Mari Cabrah managed to return from Serbia with a single word: Jo’cllath’mattric. Our blood died for this word, so we must know what it signifies.”

The assembled Garou all milled about, searching their minds for some sort of answer. Storm-Eye hadn’t had time to think of the word since she heard Mari speak it, but it scratched inside her mind like a sore. It had the stink of Wyrm-speak about it, but she had no idea if it was an incantation, a name or a corrupted breed of some sort. The Wyrm had many faces, after all.

“It’s tied to the Tisza. It has to be,” said Mephi. The Garou all turned their attention to him and he continued. “The Roving Wind pack fell fighting a group of Dancers who were calling out that river’s spirit. It was totally corrupt, like a huge Bane or something. We got the pathstone we went after, but weren’t able to stop the summoning. I saw the thing rise to snap a huge pattern chain and when that fell, Banes grew out of the land.”

Unlike the IceWind pack, the Garou of the Roving Wind had not been residents of Anvil-Klaiven, but a wave of sorrow and anger nevertheless swept through the assembled Get at the mention of the death of brave warriors of Gaia. “Cabrah’s fighting one of those things as we speak. It’s inside her or something.”

“That’s nothing to scoff at,” came a new voice. The woman was young and seemed out of place in the harsh Norse hall of the Get. Her clothes were everything Storm-Eye hated: pointlessly designed for some human aesthetic and made from Weaver-cursed fabrics. This was obviously one of those damnable Glass Walkers. “Most folks get a Wyrm thing inside them and it’s game, set and match. If she’s holding her own, she’s even better than her reputation.”

“Indeed.” Karin looked at the Glass Walker for a second. “Julia, is it? From England?”

“Julia Spencer of the Old City Sept, to be precise.” She smiled with what Storm-Eye thought was wanton disrespect, but Karin didn’t bristle in the least.

“Our introduction was far too brief during the concolation.” That seemed to defuse any tension between the two. “But you are quite correct, Mari Cabrah is a fierce spirit warrior indeed. She would have to be to stand by one such as Jonas Albrecht.” The assembled Get exploded in raucous laughter at their chieftain’s deadpan jibe at the American Silver Fang “king.” Levity and sarcasm were not things Storm-Eye much cared for, but she recognized the value of bonding the sept in the face of mounting danger. “But if both the packs we sent out faced the same enemy, we must expect that enemy to respond.”

Jarlsdottir’s conclusion proved itself all too true when the ensuing silence was pierced by first one, then another powerful howl. The first warned of the Wyrm’s approach, and the second called the Garou to battle.

The Sept of the Anvil-Klaiven was under attack.


Chapter 2

That winter morning, her belly still full of caribou meat, Storm-Eye woke to the warm feeling of Fights-the-Bear grooming her fur in the cold, sub-arctic air. She shifted contentedly and responded in kind. He was truly the finest of wolves, deserving the station of alpha like no other. She still remembered when he had earned his name, now nine winters ago. This was before her change, when they were still just littermates, both yearlings in their mother’s pack.

They had killed a moose near a river and the alphas had been feasting when a bear appeared. It bellowed and pushed the wolves back to steal their kill, and it looked like the pack would let the great beast do so. But before anyone could stop him, her brother had leapt for it. A lone yearling should never have survived against an enraged bear, but he had timed his attack just right. Leaping onto the thing’s back, he’d bitten deep into its shoulder and held firm. The bear’s mighty paws couldn’t reach the young wolf and the more it thrashed, the more the yearling’s maw tore its flesh. The maddened thing had stumbled down the river bank, through the thin ice and into the cold water. To save itself from the drowning, the bear fled. The newly named Fights-the-Bear dropped to the snow to rejoin his family, and he received a large share of the kill. He had shown that same passion and fire last eve with the caribou.

Storm-Eye licked the dew from his fur. Winter was turning into spring, her heat would be coming soon, and this is where she belonged—a wolf among other wolves. She had done her service to the Garou Nation, to tribe and totem. She had fought the Wyrm and the Weaver. She had seen packmates torn to bits by great Banes. She had tasted the bitter bile of fomori dying in her jaws. Now was her time to be a wolf, as she was born. As she was.

The pack moved from the clutch of tall conifers soon after first light. The yearlings yipped and played, establishing rank and reversing it with a speed reserved for the young. Hare-Jumper seemed no worse for last night’s blow as he overturned his littermate and played at being alpha.

Long-Runner loudly barked her own dominance at the young wolves. When Hare-Jumper didn’t respond, she pinned him to the scrub. He yipped submission to her, much as she had done to Storm-Eye at the kill. The two-year-old Dawn-Howler earned his name anew by starting the call. His warbling howl coursed over the rolling hills of summer, soon enhanced by Storm-Eye and the rest of the pack. These are our hunting grounds, they announced, lands and prey are ours to roam and hunt.

Miles away, Storm-Eye suspected, another pack was catching the last echo of the call and noting that they would hunt in another direction this day. And she hoped that perhaps the spirits of her brothers and sisters fallen to the Wyrm heard the call as well and smiled that their sister was where she should be. The Red Talons might call this land the Sky Pines Protectorate, and the humans the Northwest Territories, but for her it was simply home.

With a mighty shake, she threw the last of the dew from her coat and all such thoughts from her mind. Theory and regret were human crutches. She was a wolf. She looked down at the playful yearlings with pride and realized that, had Gaia brought her back here a moon or two earlier, she would have borne them. Possession, she thought. Another human crutch. The pups belonged to the pack and she was their alpha-mother. Long-Runner’s pregnancy be damned.

Soon they were running again, and by the time the sun touched the western horizon, they were twelve miles from where they had slept. Fights-the-Bear led the pack down a hollow for some water and some rest, but not all the wolves followed. Hare-Jumper headed to the crest of the hill and his posture changed. Prey, he said, more clearly than any human ever could have. A cow away from the herd. She hasn’t smelled or heard us. She is weak.

Storm-Eye tensed with excitement at the possibility of two good meals so close together. The others began to creep up to the hill, getting ready to follow their alphas to the kill.

But one alpha was missing. Fights-the-Bear stood by the small brook and lapped at the water. He ignored all for the satisfaction of refreshment and rest, it seemed. Hare-Jumper tensed, ready to run, and took a first tentative step away from his father and alpha. Fights-the-Bear turned and barked and his son jumped in fear. The elder wolf didn’t run to pin his errant packmate and child, he just stared him down. Hare-Jumper returned the gaze for a few long moments, his defiance clearly communicating his feelings about the prey now escaping. Then he broke his alpha’s gaze and lay down, in quiet submission. The others slowly made their way to the water as Fights-the-Bear wished them to. Yesterday’s meal would hold them.

Later, when the pack was resting for a few hours, Fights-the-Bear spoke to Storm-Eye. In a few whips of tail and movements of his aging body, his meaning was crystal clear. Hare-Jumper will make you good pups next heat. That simple statement said volumes. Only the pack’s alpha male would breed and that was now Fights-the-Bear. For Hare-Jumper to breed he would have to displace his father, and for his father to step down he would have to…

Quiet, Storm-Eye barked. You will make the pups. I am old and tired, sister, he said, simply by lying down. This thaw will be my last. There was no sadness in his statement, no regret. Just acceptance. It was the wolf’s way.

Later, as the rest of the pack slept, Storm-Eye paced. It was not right, she thought despite herself. She was as old as Fights-the-Bear, her last surviving littermate. Just because Gaia chose to give her the changing skin, why should he rather than she trot through into spring waiting to die? He had spent his ten winters caring for pack and pups, leading them on successful hunts and through bountiful summers despite the humans and their Wyrm-feeding ways. No Galliards would sing for him, and yet he was the one who followed Gaia’s way. Was this the justice of the world?

Then her ears perked up to the damned sound of a belching motor and she caught a faint whiff of acrid exhaust. At that moment, she knew Fights-the-Bear would not die forgotten by Gaia.


Chapter 3

The Fenrir Anthem of War was a beautiful and terrible thing, sounding like nothing so much as the howl of a winter storm descending upon a lonely coastal village. Unfortunately, this time the village was the Get’s own Sept of the Anvil-Klaiven and the storm would be the unleashed fury of the Wyrm.

Storm-Eye ran with all her lupine speed from the House of the Spearsreach toward the den of Toren Weaverguard. Karin Jarlsdottir had ordered her to defend the still-battling Mari Cabrah from the assault, and that was what she intended to do. The sounds of battle came from many directions, near and far, almost gleeful war cries competing with the terribly high-pitched shrieks of the damnable Black Spiral Dancers. Storm-Eye understood now why so few of the Get had been in Spearsreach—they had already set up a tight defense of the caern, one that was now paying off in Dancer blood and Fenrir glory.

She crested the hill nearest Weaverguard’s home and her hackles rose. Two of the Gaia-forsaken things assaulting the caern were there, in their own corrupted version of the Crinos warrior-form. One was obviously female, rows of pendulous breasts hanging from her hairless chest, with a face so scabbed Storm-Eye wondered how she could see at all. The other Dancer, a male, had molted greenish fur and the membranous ears of a reptile. They advanced toward the low hut despite an assault by the frosty ground itself. Both were making slow progress as daggers of ice and frost formed around their feet with every step—surely the result of spirit guardians entreated by Weaverguard.

Storm-Eye didn’t lose a stride. With one powerful bound, she sailed yards into the air and across the open ground around Weaverguard’s home. Her rage boiling inside her, she doubled in weight and size as she flew, taking on the dire-wolf shape of the Hispo. She landed like an avalanche of fur and teeth on the male, knocking him to the ground with her momentum and snapping her own terrible jaws closed through his shoulder. His blood tasted of maggots and rot.

The female Dancer shrieked like breaking glass and raked Storm-Eye’s side with her claws. The pain was a fierce burning; it only added to her mounting rage. Releasing the wounded male, she turned to face his mate, her bloody teeth bared. The Dancer held up her right hand, showing Storm-Eye her own blood on the barbed metal hooks that tipped the distended fingers where claws should be. Storm-Eye knew the male wasn’t out of the fight yet, but now the female was the immediate threat.

The Dancer sidestepped, circling, trying to get Storm-Eye to move away from her wounded mate, but she was hampered by the spirits still fighting her. Each step was a labor, and when she glanced down to free her leg yet again, Storm-Eye pounced. She went right for the Dancer’s throat, but the Wyrm-thing reacted in time to get her arms up to push the great dire-wolf off her. She paid for it with cuts and kicks from Storm-Eye’s hind paws, but no more.

Storm-Eye ended up on the other side of her enemy, who turned and issued an ululating battle cry, twisting in an alien dance. This foul incantation seemed to push back the spirits and give the Dancer room to fight, room to kill. Behind her, her male companion was rising from the frosty ground, his left arm hanging limply from a torn and shattered shoulder. A great black tongue slipped from his maw to lick the gore that had splattered his face. Blood was running from wounds on Storm-Eye’s own side, wounds that refused to heal. Alone against two Dancers she would have a fierce battle ahead of her, but Storm-Eye had never feared battle. And she was hardly alone.

First came Mephi Faster-than-Death, living up to his name as he darted over the hill in his sleek black Crinos form. The female Dancer—obviously the superior foe—noticed him despite her twirling and tried to strike out with her barbed talons. Mephi, even though he ran faster than any jackal or Garou had any right to, easily ducked under her swipe, spun, stopped suddenly and struck upwards. A Galliard and a traveler, Mephi was not reputed to be a great warrior, but his long Crinos talons opened the Dancer groin to throat in one fell swoop.

Next over the hill was Cries Havoc. He crested in Lupus form, howling a war cry all his own. The male Dancer tuned to face him, but it was far too late for the fool. Cries Havoc never broke stride but assumed his Crinos war-form. The small ram’s horns on his wolf-brow, the sign of his unnatural status as the metis child of two Garou, grew with his frame. As a wolf-man, his horns were full and strong. He lowered his head and slammed into the Dancer, sending him flying across the ice field and into a clutch of trees—one of which actually swung a branch to receive the beast like an impaler’s pike.

The silence after snapping, howling battle is always huge, and the three Garou stood there for a few beats feeling their rage ebb and flow. But the silence wasn’t complete. It was pierced by a barely audible, twisted chirping, coming from near Mephi…the female!

Lying in a spreading pool of her own black blood, seemingly oblivious to the coils of her intestines draped over her lower body, the Black Spiral Dancer was singing again. Like it had the spirits of the glade, this song pushed at the Garou’s hearts. As the bitch held up a length of rusted chain wrapped with wire and barbed hooks, Storm-Eye felt the wound in her side flare. All she could feel was that pain and all she could hear was the Dancer’s song. It all seemed like screeching gibberish save for one terrible word that peaked the crescendo of the dark incantation:

“Jo’cllath’mattric.”

Storm-Eye had just registered the barbed chain falling toward the frosty ground when the song was cut short by a great howl. Storm-Eye and the Dancer looked up in unison to see a hammer-wielding Garou in Crinos form literally fall from the sky. Storm-Eye had seen Karin Jarlsdottir in her war-form before, but then she had been crouched, defending the stricken Mari Now, she was a great mass of muscle and fury, slipping from the Penumbra high in the air to come down on the Wyrm-beast who dared threaten her caern and sept. Her hammer of judgment came with her, and there was no doubt as to the terrible finality of this wise-woman’s ruling. Just as her clawed feet touched the ground between Mephi and the Dancer, she brought the hammer down, using every bit of her momentum to drive it through the invader’s skull and frame. It hit the ground with a terrible boom like a mountain falling on a fly, and the Wyrm-bitch was no more. Storm-Eye could hear other Fenrir howling their Anthem of War in answer to the thunderous blow—they had obviously heard their Greifynya at war before.

“Inside!” Jarlsdottir barked at the Garou in the rage-filled growl of the war-form. She turned to lead the way, her silvery fur and great braid pocked with blood of fallen enemies. They left the Dancers’ corpses to the spirits’ tender mercies.

Once within Weaverguard’s sturdy wooden home, the sounds of battle receded somewhat, although Storm-Eye was sure the enemy was not far off. The elder Theurge himself was nowhere to be seen, but Mari Cabrah lay where they had left her. Her tee-shirt and jeans were soaked through with sweat. Her eyes darted wildly under closed lids as she battled the thing within her. A rough-hewn necklace was draped around her neck—most likely a talisman or fetish placed there by Weaverguard to help her in her struggle. The wolf-tooth bracelet was still wrapped tightly around her wrist.

“Sideways,” said Jarlsdottir as soon as she had scanned the house’s single room. She held out her great hammer and the four Garou all stared at its reflective surface—somehow the gore of battle would not stick to it. Soon the physical world parted and they were in the Penumbral reflection of the caern. It was not a happy scene.

The great rune-covered walls of the Umbral fortifications rose around them, but the sky above was no longer peaceful. A great spiritual typhoon, the likes of which Storm-Eye had—despite her name—never seen, raged in the Umbral sky. Standing atop the battlements was Weaverguard, waving a great spear at the sky and the black shades that swept through it. Spirits of hawks and wolves and winds raced around him, doing his bidding and fighting against the encroaching tempest. In a second he had noticed their arrival and he leapt down to join them. “This is no random attack, Greifynya,” he reported. The Theurge was old and his Crinos muzzle was graying, but his eyes shone true and strong. Runes and glyphs across his fur shone with power as the spirit guardians he commanded strengthened him for battle. His body language spoke of the emotions bubbling within him: equal parts concern for the safety of the holy place he tended and thrill at the great battle to which all Fenrir were born. “These Wyrm-things are after something here.”

“I agree,” answered Karin, her voice somewhat clearer in the Umbra, despite her Crinos form.

“The Spirals in the physical realm seem meant to keep us pinned down while the spirits get what they came after. What are these things,” she added sweeping a hand toward the black shapes in the stormy sky, “Banes?”

“Like none I’ve seen before, Greifynya.”

“But I have,” interrupted Mephi. “Those are the things that grew out of the blight near the Tisza. I…I think they may be here for me.” To admit such a thing was a bitter pill to swallow for a Garou whose reputation lay in escaping from the Wyrm. If he had endangered the caern, his life could be forfeit.

“Or for her,” said Weaverguard, indicating Mari’s Umbral shadow. “The things inside her is tied to that storm somehow.”

Storm-Eye, an outsider to this conversation, watched the roiling chaos in the Umbral sky above her. She could see the spiritual thunderhead fray and shred the shinning paths of the moon bridges that had linked Anvil-Klaiven to other caerns. And black things were raining down from there, spirits foul and hungry.

“There are plenty of possible targets. Have you been able to help her at all?”

“I’ve done what I can, Greifynya, but the battle is the Fury’s to win or lose.”

“You understate the benefit of your ministrations as always, my friend.” Karin’s toothy grin in the face of an assault on her caern was a testament to her fearlessness. “Now, back to the battlements with you. I’ll join you shortly.”

Weaverguard acknowledged the order with a small yip and sailed back up on the Umbral winds to the top of the great walls. Soon his attention was focused on what appeared to Storm-Eye to be a wolf spirit of some sort, but black and snapping at the Theurge like a Wyrm-thing. When she returned her attention to her companions, they were following Jarlsdottir back into the physical realm and she joined them.

The Greifynya was back in Homid form and picking up Mari in her arms, her great hammer set aside for now, when Storm-Eye stepped sideways. “Mephi Faster-than-Death, you’ve outrun these Banes before and I’m asking you to do it again, this time with cargo.” Her voice was clear once more.

“Um…where?”

“Take Mari to King Albrecht by whatever route you can. Mari will be best able to fight
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