
 

 

 “When suffering knocks at your door and you say there is no seat for him, he tells you not to worry because he 
has brought his own stool.” ― Chinua Achebe 

Quote: Oh, hello there little one. Did you just bring me something tasty? No? I think you did.  

In the deepest and darkest the Congo’s forests, 
dwells a sinister and horrific Emere. The 
Negoogungogumbar is a blood-thirsty giant of 
a Fae with a penchant for guerilla tactics. 
They are Ogres for lack of a better word 
and are unmistakably Orisha-Awo 
(Thallain) 

The Negoogungogumbar are said 
to protect the most fertile and game-rich 
sections in the Democratic Republic of 
the Congo, right smack in the Middle of 
Africa. These huge tracts of dark forest 
boast the most game and most fruit-laden 
trees, where the line between Dreaming and 
Waking worlds blurs. Many mortals are 
willing to risk their lives to find these the 
wondrous refuges. The Negoogungogumbar 
encourage this of course as it calls more and more targets 
to their demise.  

The Negoogungogumbar thrive in tightly knit gangs that 
hunt, kill and eat together. Somewhat xenophobic, they are 
distrustful of other Emere in their territories. They believe that 
it is better to eat first and ask questions later. (as most of their 
meal is the person, or course, it ensures that any questions later 
are a moot point.  

 
Appearance: The Negoogungogumbar appear much the same 
in Bopha Umomo and Bilongo Umomo. The Bopha Umomo 
manifests in an unusually tall ashy-skinned Africans with a 
mouth full of misshapen teeth, and light-colored eyes. In 
Bilongo Umomo. They are veritable giants up to 3 meters tall. 
Their light-colored eyes grow to the color of amber, and their 
mouth grows even wider, The Negoogungogumbar seems to 
smile at all times, yet there is something crocodilian about their 
grins, as if they were smiling at their dinner rather than a 
person.  

Lifestyle: The life of the Negoogungogumbar is one of rampant 
destruction. They hunt, they kill, and they eat. They care little 
for the politics of the Emere and see little reason to think of 
anything besides the next meal. However, this doesn’t translate 
into them being dim-witted in the least. They are far cleverer 
than anyone gives them credit for and are tacticians without 
peer.  They can be persuaded to ally with others for the right 
reasons. Indeed, as long as their hungers are sated they will 
provide their services for the greater good.  

Ingane Negoogungogumbar (Perturbed) are hungry looking 
urchins. They are always underfoot, testing their strength and 
leadership by acting as bullies. 

Asendle Negoogungogumbar (Prowler) have grown 
into their roles as toughs and thugs. They now 

travel in packs to ensure that each of their 
number has a full belly. 

Omdala Negoogungogumbar (Miser) 
have earned their station as warlords 
and chieftains among the 
Negoogungogumbar. They are they 
are monsters without peer and guide 
whole gangs of younger ones into 

greater and greater feats of 
destruction. 

Glamour Ways: Negoogungogumbar 
regain Bilongo from the fear of mortals who 

wander too far into that wonderful territory. 
Even if they don’t actively hunt or harm those mortals, 

just the fright they cause is enough to refuel magicks. 

Unleashing: Cantrips cast by the Negoogungogumbar are 
accompanied by the faraway ringing and tinkling of the tiny 
bells. Everyone can hear them, but not everyone understands 
what they mean.  

Affinity: Actor 

Birthrights (Endowments) 

Giant’s strength (Isiqhwagi Amandla):  The Giants of the 
Negoogungogumbar boast great might. At Character Creation 
they are given 3 free dots of strength for free (Starting at 4) 
which in all certainties takes them above 5.  

 
Frailties (Vulnerabilites)  

Cannibal (Izimu): The Negoogungogumbar can survive only on 
the raw meat of their victims. While the flesh or animals will 
suffice, what the Negoogungogumbar really craves the taste of 
innocence and naiveté. For every three days without at least a 
pound of raw-meat, the Negoogungogumbar is down one dice 
to all physical rolls. This can last up to 2 weeks. After that all 
rolls, physical and more, are at a +4 difficulty.  

 If they cannot eat at least one sentient being during that 
time, it means a willpower roll, difficulty 10. A success means 
that they can hold on for a bit longer (no more than 2 more 
weeks, a month or so). Failure means that they go on a rampage 
and eat anything, even allies. A botch means that they gain a 
point of Banality and may become undone.  
 
Alligator Mouth (lwengwenya Umlomo): All 
Negoogungogumbar claim the ungainly face of a monster. Large 
yellow-eyes, a leering ear-to-ear mouth, and a set of razorish 



 

 

sharp fangs reminiscent of an alligator: the Negoogungogumbar 
won’t win any beauty contests. This visage crosses the Mien 
and is visible in both mortal and Changeling seeming. This 
always gives Negoogungogumbar a -2 to appearance, although 
the teeth do str+2 points of damage. 

Njau smiles broadly as you come closer and closer. 
Abatwa: You need at least ten to make a mouthful.  
Aziza: They often provide charms to prevent mortals from 
falling to our hunts. Kill them when you can. 
Ekwu: They stick their faces in the dirt at the feet of the Oba. 
Yet they are lower than the dirt. 
Gnolls: They attack the Nyar Viruze, us, and everyone else in 
the world. And all for no reason. Keep your distance, they’re 
crazy. 
Kimbasi:  Smother them with butter, and coat them in clay, and 
then roast them in embers.  
Ogo: For all their evil ways, they still taste like the others. 
Nieterkob: They are servants of the Gods, and for this I fear 
them. I will still eat them if I can, but yes, I fear them, too. 
Nyar-Viruze: We hunt them, they hunt us. Our stories aren’t 
that different. 
Tokoloshe: Thy pretend to be monsters yet do nothing worthy 
of that title. 
 Yombi: Do not enter their homes, or they will kill you with 
their generosity. It is strange and unbefitting a warrior.  
 
Eshu: Wandering thieves and liars, yet they never seem to 
wander into our forests. I call them cowards. 
Aithu: Broken little thieves who think themselves kings. They 
aren’t worth even our contempt. 
Oba: The Ones to the North have a story about a naked king, 
who thinks himself robed. None of his subjects tell him the 
truth. This is like the Oba.  We will not tell them they are naked. 
This way they humiliate themselves while we laugh. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


