Evil looking face. Judge him not by looks alone. Kind and gentle heart. ~Morrigan Aoife

Quote: Ahoy, I just happen to have a few extra kippers from this morning’s catch. I don’t suppose you might be wanting some

extra supper tonight for ye and yuir wee ones?

The Wulver serve an unusual role amongst the
Kithain courts of the United Kingdom, and
especially Scotland. While they boast strong
birthrights that should enable them to
trounce interlopers out of their territory they
instead focus on quiet solitude and
introspection. They boast strong blood-ties
to the Wolf-Changing Tribes named Fianna,
but would rather go fishing. While they could
easily lead armies of their fellow Scottish Kith
against the Forces of Evil, they spend their
time living amongst poor mortals, and helping
them unseen.

This dichotomy doesn’t win them many allies
amongst the Caledonia fae, but the Wulver care little for the
opinions of others, especially the opinions of the entitled,
snarky, insufferable, pointy-eared, ass-hats amongst the Celtic
Sidhe families.

Most modern Kithain scholars believe that the Kith evolved
from dreams of the Animals peaceful relation with nature, and
how Mortal envied the wolves’ symbiosis with the natural world.
Wouldn't it be fine to simply go fishing every day? To enjoy your-
self free from the shackles of maintaining a household, or a free-
hold even? To this end, the Wulver was seen as the in-between
stage of man and wolf. They are content to fish and laugh and
help the Children of Adam as needs arise. They have no fear of
Fomorians, no need to scheme, and no worries about the coming
winter.

Appearance: In Mortal Coltach (Mien), the Wulver appear as
unusually pleasant looking country-folk. Their eyes are bright,
and their smiles true. The only truly apparent clue is their
proclivity for rustic looking and dirty clothing. Often sporting the
rural fashions or the Highland, Manx, or Orkney communities,
these garments are extraordinarily torn, patched, frayed, and
stained with dirt, grass, fish-blood, or other less identifiable
substances. In Fae Coltach, the Wulver appear as large wolf-
headed creatures, very similar to the war-form of the Garou
prodigals. Most have russet fur and bright green eyes, but other
colors have been seen. The best way to spot the difference
between a Garou and a Wulver, is the lack of rage in a Wulver’s
kind face.

Life style: The Wulver live rather apart from mortals, rarely in
busy places or cities, but always close enough to a community to
serve as allies. They live their simple lives, usually in dark caves
in Scottish hills, or lean-tos around the scattered Lochs. They
serve the mortal community as kindly hermits, always with a few
fish left over to share, or eccentric strangers who offers a kind
word of encouragement when things look down. Perhaps this is
why so many of the Other Celtic Kithain turn a cold shoulder
towards the Wulver, they are jealous of the Kith’s taciturn nature
and easy-going life-style.

Oga Wulver are a happy gang of rapscallions.

Often appearing as dirty faced and snaggle-

toothed moppets, they are quick to share
their candy with other children.

Ghaisgich Wulver have created a tiny
little home somewhere by themselves.
Once of age they head out into the
Ghaisgich ness to construct their simple
lean-tos or find warm and cozy caves.
They still keep a close eye on their mortal
communities, but are more than happy to
enjoy their solitude.

Ard Wulver are now well-known to the mortal
communities in which the Wulver serves. They are free to come
and go as they please, and few doors are locked to them. These
Waulver are celebrated as village elders, whether they live in the
village or not.

Glamour Ways: Wulvers regain Glainnead when helping out
their mortal allies. Especially when aiding the poor and down
and out. Nothing refuels the Wulver’s magics quite like leaving a
fresh catch on the door of a single mother and her hungry wee
ones.

Unleashing: Cantrips cast by the Wulver’s carry no scent or
sounds but are accompanied by an unusually good feeling of
altruism and cheer.

Affinity: Actor
Birthrights

Many Families (Moran Theaghlaichean): A Wulver is never
truly alone, despite their isolation and solitude; they have a
plethora of friends and families waiting just a hop, skip and jump
away. Each Wulver begins Character creation with either a 4 in
contacts, or 3 in allies, or 2 in mentor for free. This is strictly for
mortals contacts, allies, or mentor however. If the contact is
Garou, Mage, or something else, than the contact or allies rating
is one less. Due to their alien nature (like being nice, and not
worrying about stuff), they cannot have contacts or allies among
other Changelings without the expenditure of freebie points.

Wolf's Claim (Madadh-allaidh a 'tagradh): At Character
creation, Wulver gain +2 dots of Strength (even above 5), +2 dots
of Stamina (even above 5), and can move at double their normal
rate). In addition, they gain one extra Bruised Health Level. This,
plus their wolfen appearance sometimes puts them at odd
relationships with the Garou, who wonders just who and what
these creatures are, what looks like them and can keep up with
them, but so obviously has none of the Rage.
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Frailties

Soft-Hearted (Bog Chridhe): The Wulver is content to be left
alone, fishing and helping his mortal kin. He makes it a point to
protect children and stand guard over wounded men. He must
make a willpower roll (difficulty 8) to walk away knowing that
somebody is in need. In addition, if forced to harm someone
(either physical or emotional pain, friend or enemy) He must
make a Willpower roll (difficulty 8). They’ll also feel real bad
afterwards.

No Gold (Chan eil an 0ir): There are plenty of things that a
Wulver can boast of: good friends, good home-cooked food, a
warm fire. One thing they can never claim, however, is riches. No
Wulver can ever have a resources higher than 1.
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Dougal Wren-cousin, fishing off the Loch shares his
sandwich with you as he muses...

Annis Hagges: Good gentle Annie, what happened to ya?
Brollachans: You know I can see through your bull-shit right?
Brunnies: Clean House? Good Hearts? What's wrong with that?
Ceasg: I'll catch her one of these days... You just watch.
Spunchie: Their jokes are fine when played on the Kithain,
attempt to do so on a mortal and win my ire.

Kirkgrim: I can applaud the church-dogs for their mission, their
coldness and harshness is a bit much.

Pechs: The old ways are come and gone, and the Grey-Kings
dealt with it very gracefully. The way Kings should.
Shelley-Coats: If you are Lords of the Mud, then claim it. Instead
you play and laugh and make friends of all. Who are you really?
Todd Loweries: | don’t understand, I won’t pretend to. But you
also know that I cannot let you near my village.

Trow: Someone has to.

Urisks: Uhm. So sorry. I have to wash my fur that day.

Nuckalavee: I'll go salt-water fishing. And I'll face whatever trial
awaits me at the water’s edge.

Clann Mhic Fhinn: If they come peacefully, [ will answer with
open arms. If they come with rage, then I will be saddened but
answer their violence with my own.
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