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 We’re out in the woods, hopelessly lost. In our despera-
tion, we crossed the Dark River, to the bank that even the hunters 
avoid. It matters little, we must find our quarry before nightfall- and 
the day’s last rays are being swallowed by the western mountains. 
The baby Thordis was snatched up from her crib and carried off by a 
ghostly horseman. The Voelva warned us to leave this matter alone, 
not to challenge the rider that she says came from beyond the Veil. 
Thordis is my chieftain’s beloved first born daughter. To allow her 
abduction to go unchallenged would be unacceptable, and a stain 
upon our clan’s honour.

 As we light our torches we hear the distant howls of wolves. 
We lost the rest of our warband at the river’s bank, three men and I 
press on. Our horses are gripped by paralyzing fear, and we wrestle 
with their desire to bolt. Then the wolves are suddenly upon us, 
crashing through the brush all around, spinning frantically, I cannot 
catch sight of them. I fight my mare as she bolts towards the moun-
tains. I see my fellow hirdsmen’s horses all dart in different direc-
tions, as if the wolves are scattering our vanguard as easily as a herd 
of undisciplined sheep.
 I feel a sickness growing in the pit of my stomach, these 
aren’t wolves at all, but the fearsome Vargr. Much larger than the 
wolf, they are snow white and have red tipped ears. It is said that they 
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are the spawn of Fenrir… and the Aos-Si lords and ladies use them to 
hunt special prey. If they drive my mare any further, my soul will be 
claimed by Arawn.
 My name is Finbogi and I will not become a wight in 
Arawn’s hall- this is not how I will be remembered! I kick out of the 
stirrups landing on my feet in a clearing, a suitable arena for my last 
stand. “I call upon thee Odin! Send your Valkyries to witness me!” 
I scream into the darkness around me. I hear my mare crash through 
the brush ahead of me, then a growl, thrashing… her frenzied neigh-
ing followed by a sickening crack… the last sound before an agoniz-
ing silence.
 “Fight me! Show yourself!” I scream. In reply I hear the 
sounds of fangs tearing flesh. I get a glimpse of white fur reflecting 
my torchlight. Golden eyes study me from the darkness, piercing the 
last tattered strands of courage that I cling to.
 A guttural growl utters words in my language “Alone you 
are… your mare’s flesh will not sate my hunger little man… You will 

witness me rip your limbs from your body and your cries will be heard 
by your kin… Just as your hear their fate now…”
 In the distance I hear the harrowing wail of my fellow hirds-
men.

Attributes
 Vargr can see in darkness and can communicate with one 
another by thought. It is said that other animals can hear the Vargr 
speak to them. This allows them to strike fear in animals such as 
horses, using them to isolate their prey. Being of large stature, they 
can physically dominate most native species. Their white fur and red 
tipped ears give them a unique and unmistakable quality.

Environment
 Vargr are resourceful and capable hunters. An invasive spe-
cies, they can be found throughout the realms of Yggdrasil. Due to 
their obvious appearance, they prefer to lay claim to hunting grounds 
which provide adequate cover.

Encounter
 While Vargr can communicate in languages belonging to 
giants and men, they only have supra- animal intelligence. Not quite 
at human level, they far surpass the cognitive ability of other animals. 
This is the reason the Aos-Si choose them as guards, spies and hunt-
ing companions. When negotiating with a Vargr, it is best to keep 
offers basic and hedonic in nature.
It is rumoured that the Myrkvid witches take Vargr as husbands. It is 
best not to speculate on the possible offspring.



 Ah, yes, the vargr. The wolves that are 
not wolves, but are much worse.
 If you see a wolf twice the size of the 
largest wolf you’ve ever laid eyes on, or more, 
and that wolf is white but has red ears, you see a 
vargr. And it can see you, even if the night is so 
dark you cannot see your hand when it’s touch-
ing your nose.
 Sooner or later vargr are seen every-
where, sent by the Aos-Si to spy or rend or even 
boldly hunt specific folk who’ve displeased their 
masters, in towns and cities by night. Yet they 
choose to dwell only where they can hunt and 
find cover against armed hosts and greater hunt-
ers than they, and so lurk in forests and swamps 
and wilderland hills that roads or game trails 
cleave through, to bring them ready prey. Spells 
they fear most, and being outnumbered, and fire 
after that, but avoiding them is better, for they 
remember foes.
 It is well that you have come to me, 
warrior. For though I am wrinkled and old, I am 
rightly deemed ‘wise,’ even by those who shun 
me save when they need me. Bera Hakonardottir 
am I, and I sell my share of draughts and poultic-
es, and table-herbs too, but it is what I know that 
skalds as well as the fearful pay me good coin 
for. Now you sit with me and need to know how 
to treat with vargr. Know that you have chosen 
well your source of wisdom, for with magic I 
have spoken mind-to-mind with vargr—as they 
do among themselves, so they need not roar or 
howl in the hunt or chase, when they wish to be 
silent—and I talk from time to time with Arawn, 
Lord of Annwvyn, whose hounds the vargr are.
 Yes, I spin no fancies with my tongue, 
but tell truth: I have spoken with the Lord of the 
Dead. He wants me, you see, for he is also the 

god of revenge, and I have been a handy tool for 
so many avengers, with my wiles and my little 
phials and my powders. Yet I know spells, too, 
and one of them is a magic by which I can draw 
my own shed blood back into my body, so I can 
slice myself and bleed out nigh to death, and so 
come close to Arawn. He speaks to me then, 
hoping to keep my tongue wagging too long, so 
I’ll die and fall into his hands, but…not yet. Bera 
will go to his halls willingly when Bera wants to, 
and not before.
 So we talk, the Lord of Annwvyn and I, 
of many things, and betimes I trade things I’ve 
seen and heard for what he’ll tell me of what I 
wish to know. And fortunate it is for you, war-
rior, that I am curious about the Wild Hunt, and 
the spawn of Fenrir who run and howl for Arawn 
in it, and have had truths about them from him.
 Before all else, warrior, never forget that 
vargr may not be as bright as many folk, but they 
are smarter than most beasts. That is why the 
Ao-Si use them as guards and spies, and send 
them to hunt down specific and formidable prey. 
Vargr can arrange complex ambushes, watch in 
still silence for long periods, hide themselves 
well, and follow specific “if this, then thus, but if 
that, then instead” instructions. So they can be 
told to seek this man, and no other, but take him 
only when he is alone, and carrying or not car-
rying a harp, or wearing or not wearing a crown. 
And they will harm him only as much as they are 
allowed to by their sender; I have heard of them 
snatching babes and delivering them without a 
scratch.
 Vargr can speak most human tongues, 
though they tend to be terse, like an outlander 
clinging to a few phrases, rather than engaging 
in flights of eloquence. Guttural and hoarse 
and low their voices are, a snarl always lurking 
at the back of their throats, but never mistake 
their halting speech for any lack of hearing or 
comprehension—though their lesser wits tend to 
lead them to take literal meanings; they under-
stand not sarcasm, punning, or oblique refer-
ences, but grasp the intent of all plain speech.

Vargr



 I have even seen vargr draw likenesses 
and crude maps in snow or sand or mud, so they 
see keenly and can know and recall spaces and 
distances and directions. At least one could 
draw remembered runes and simple words, 
though it could not read them, but was merely 
relaying what it had seen to the Ao-Si that had 
sent it to go and spy. 
 Larger than wolves vargr are, yet as 
agile, and they howl like wolves in exultation 
and blood-lust. They will obey if ordered not to 
maim or kill, but to capture or corner or immo-
bilize, but dearly prefer chances to slay and rend 
and devour, for like many who know discipline, 
they enjoy moments of indulgent cruelty.
 They hunger to bring down and eat 
intelligent prey, not just beasts, for they believe 
that they gain tiny shreds of memories and 
knowledge from the brains they devour, and so 
come to know more, and become personally 
more formidable. A wise vargr, even if getting 
old and slow and stiff, outranks a stronger, 
faster youngfangs. A grayfangs who has memo-
ries, even stolen ones, to fill many a mead-cup 
is respected by those, however accomplished 
in battle and slaughter, whose experience is a 
cupful or less.
 In Annwvyn, when hunting with Arawn, 
they can lope through the skies, but outside 
the Otherworld, though capable of prodigious 
leaps—and long, manslaying falls without taking 
overmuch harm—they are as ground-bound as 
so many of the rest of us save when hunting with 
Odin in the Wild Hunt, chasing and taking, or 
herding, the lost souls of the dead, but when the 
vargr are here among us, warrior, their quarry 
can be either whatever they choose—which is 
when you most have to fear swift but painful 
oblivion, for they hunt to feed, after cruel slay-
ings—or who and what they’ve been sent to take. 
They will not lie or trick you about that, for they 
lack the wits and patience for such deceits.
 And I will tell you one thing more. 
Arawn tends to let death be its own just reward, 

for vargr who are reckless or foolish enough 
to find it, but he is personally fond of some of 
his hounds, and I have heard him tell of at least 
three vargr who limped or crawled to him, sorely 
wounded or even dying, that he put into his 
cauldron that heals with his own hands, that they 
might be restored to full health and youthful 
vigor again. Like a man or woman who dotes 
on a pet, the Lord of the Dead loves some of 
his vargr—and if you slay such a one, you may 
learn firsthand the cold ruthless wrath that rides 
Arawn, when he rides out as the Lord of Re-
venge.


