
 

  



 

  



 

  



 

 

 

  



 

 

 

  



Background 

 

  



Monsoon – Gale’s Brother 

 Not particularly strong for a griffon, Monsoon was the runt of 

the hatchlings in the family. In a culture singularly focused on 

strength and contests, this griffon found himself naturally at a 

disadvantage. However, Monsoon was gifted with the intelligence 

often compared to their trickster god, Pied-Feather, by his parents.  

 Dark, speckled plumage and a deep-hued coat of fur mixed 

with his dour personality set Monsoon apart from his brothers and 

sisters. All except Winter Gale, who found her younger brother’s 

perceptual stream of distaste for all things endlessly amusing.  

 Through their youth, it was not an uncommon sight to find the 

two together as Gale frolicked and Monsoon schemed. There was 

obvious affection for his sister, but she was ultimately a pawn in his 

grand designs as the unintelligent, brutish protector on who’s 

coattails he would ride to prominence. 

 When the Rite of Passage came upon the siblings, a giant 

weeklong gladiatorial tournament with huge casualty rates to weed 

out the weak, Monsoon manipulated the Old Ways’ laws and 

convinced his sister to marry him, much to his personal disgust. 

 The plan worked; the Hegemony was forced to allow Gale to 

compete on her brother’s behalf. Monsoon would have surely 

perished, but he thanked his own brilliance rather than Gale’s 

tremendous strength. He fully intended to have the marriage 

annulled before he had to consummate it.  

 For once though, Monsoon had sorely miscalculated Gale’s 

infatuation with him. Threatened with the prospect of having to live 

without her brother near, the griffon attempted suicide in the only 

honorable way for her species – fighting a dragon to the death. 



 Panic mixed with guilt spurred Monsoon into action without 

forethought, for once in his life. He happened upon the scene of Gale 

armed with their father’s spear and scathed armor battling a 

dragon four times her size. Burned, bloodied and with a broken claw 

embedded deep into her thigh, Gale was quite passed out from pain. 

 To this day Monsoon has never revealed how he drove the 

dragon away. When asked on the subject, he claims that Gale woke 

up and in a half-dazed state had finished the job. Of course this had 

launched the lass into the officer program from sheer fortitude. And 

Monsoon got his wish of being in the safety of his sister’s shadow. 

 

Recent History – Due to Gale being charged with dereliction of duty 

and fleeing, Monson has been tapped as the natural choice to hunt 

her down. Whether he fully intends to carry out the contract or not 

is still highly in doubt. 

 

Rite of Passage 

 Up until age 13, a griffon is considered a child and a non-

combatant in tribal struggles. But upon that day they turn 13, a 

griffon is sent to the Hegemony for a year-long course of intensive 

body training, indoctrination of fealty to the ruler ship and 

battlefield tactics.  

 Upon completion, a weeklong grand tournament is performed – 

griffon is pitted against griffon, captured adolescent dragons and 

pony prisoners shipped in from Equestria condemned to death. If a 

griffon lives, they have the feathers about their eyes painted with 

the symbolic symbols of their clan. From here, seven years of 

compulsive military service is initiated.  



 For a culture so singularly focused on war, there is little room 

for artistic advancement; though ironically, bardic priests known as 

The Speakers garner the greatest respect from the griffons. Their 

words are the living recollection of their species as a whole, and 

whispered rumors say the gods themselves speak through these 

honored souls. Even the Hegemony publically pays fealty to these 

lone wandering griffons that only seem to speak in veiled riddles. To 

insult a Speaker before a griffon is guaranteed death. 

 

The Hegemony 

 The griffons, despite being clan based, disparate in location and 

a client-state of Equestria, still possess a surprisingly unified 

governing body. Made up of the heads of each clan, they rule from 

their seat in Canterlot under the eyes of the Pricnesses’.  

 In the past, insurrection from nationalistic leaders of the 

griffons have made a permanent campaign of soft-tyranny 

necessary to maintain control of the population. Propaganda, secret 

police, and blood-sports, such as the Rite of Passage, keep the clans at 

each other’s throats and off the Hegemony. 

 It is not uncommon for two clans to go to war then ally against 

another in the span of a week. All of this pent-up rage is a boon to 

Equestria, ensuring it has a steady stream of trained, militaristic 

shock-troopers to fill the ranks of its volunteer army. 

 It is often said when a pony dies in war, a nation mourns; 

when a griffon falls, their clan proudly sings. The Hegemony 

supports this love of the state over all. But it is whispered the gods 

and their Speakers do not like being ignored.



The Clans, their markings and specializations. 

Storm Feathers – Blue, sideways raindrops; scouting/ battlefield prep 

(Gale’s clan) 

Lion Hides – Brown, lion teeth; Shock-troopers 

Whip Tails – Tawny brown, brush; air cavalry/transportation/ 

supply lines 

Blood Hearts – Red, dripping; medical/ prisoner care 

Ground Thumpers – Black, box; siege engineering/ demolitions 

Soft Paws – Purple, half star; espionage/ assassination 

Rend Talons – Silver, claws; general infantry 

Eagle Eyes - Yellow, loop; artillery support 

Salt Crests – Green, wave; Navy 

Steel Quills – Silver, lazy slash; harriers/flank protection 

Mana drinkers – Dark blue, swept back iris eyes; anti-magic 

Marrow Eaters – Cream, vertical line; psychological/ terror troops 

Broke Wings – Pink, circle with 3 spikes to right; aerial combatants. 

 

Military 

 The griffon nation is unique in that it both furnishes troops for 

its patron state, Equestria, and yet possesses its own national army. 

In the national military, each clan provides specialized forces that 

work alone in their own units. 



 More than once a clan was absent, so their peers filled in the 

role (such as needing a wall demolished), only to have the clan arrive 

late. Upon seeing their role stolen, a second bloody battle breaks out 

amongst the clans. Only the arrival of a member of the Hegemony 

can quell inter-clan hostility at this point; usually with very public 

executions and mock trials. 

 When the Equestrian army levis griffons, they do so through 

an intricate system. First, the very best the clans have to offer is 

brought in for leadership training via an officer exchange program. 

Next, they are licensed to form mercenary groups that operate 

through contracts provided by intermediary Equestrian liaisons. 

 This amount of effort is for numerous reasons. It is not feasible 

to integrate griffons into a volunteer pony force; explosive 

confrontations often arise around these predatory creatures at 

imagined slights and perceived verbal insults. 

 Another is the famous strength and stamina of the griffons. If 

they were attached to an Equestrian unit, they would lose out on 

flight hours and delegated to being little more than pack mules. And 

probably the strongest argument by the nervous courtiers in 

Canterlot is the near suicidal tendencies of the denizens of their 

client-state. 

 It is not an uncommon sight to see one of these massive beasts 

work themselves up into a frenzy, strip clean their armor and wade 

a bloody path into enemy lines, only to survive and feel like they 

failed. This “Blood Dance” as they call it, is terrifying and has been 

known to send entire ranks of enemies into flight at the sight of a 

griffon undoing armor clasps. 

 



The gods, and the Expulsion 

 Unlike the ponies, the griffons are not ruled over by their gods. 

The Hegemony’s efforts mixed with the powerful support of the 

Princesses ended this more than 500 years ago, with the forceful 

expulsion of the griffon gods and the deaths of those that refused to 

leave. This event, the Expulsion as it’s called still aches within the 

collective minds of the species. 

 Each god is a virtue or quality given living form. Some pony 

theologians have mused that each god of the griffons’ that perishes 

removes that embodied tried from the collective race. This would 

explain the careful selection of which deities perished by Equestria 

for the patron state’s own ends.  

 The remaining gods have vanished, but with near limitless 

power, it is not difficult to believe they continue on. Though their 

arms are entirely inscrutable to all but their Speakers. 

 

The Speakers 

 These mysterious griffons are equal parts living myth and 

mere mortals. Due to the nature of the griffon lifestyle, few make it 

to old age. But Speakers appear to be positively ancient. Raspy 

voices, grayed fur and blind eyes are contrary to the seemingly 

boundless energy they have. 

 Unique amongst griffons, they do not wear clan markings 

about their eyes or seemingly possess a name. There is no knowledge 

of the number of these wandering souls, but their purpose is singular 

– protecting the Old Ways before Equestria dominated their nation. 



 A speaker receives ultimate respect and even protection from 

the Hegemony; a standing bounty of 50,000 bits, despite being a 

staggering amount, has never been collected for the assassination of 

a Speaker. Quite remarkable for a people that seem to only prize coin, 

violence and fame. 

 Speakers choose their protégés seemingly at random. Old forms 

appear in the depths of the night to beckon young griffons to follow. 

So far, no one has dared decline, nor ever returned. 

The Old Ways 

 Before Equestria made itself known to the griffons in its 

holocaustic fashion, these creatures lived in populace monasteries 

atop their massive mountains. There were no clans; each monastery 

was a small piece to an intricate societal structure. 

 The griffons lived and worked side-by-side with their gods that 

were tremendously numerous. Balance in all things was highly 

sought after, along with knowledge and earthly delights. Such a 

society produced a massive amount of painfully catalogued laws 

that responded to breeches of conduct with equal parts justice and 

mercy. 

 To prevent corruption, all judgments were handed down by a 

council of gods – beings incapable of change in their very nature. 

Now, only the Speakers know of the Old Ways, something every 

griffon innately craves for deep in their collective unconscious. 

 It is whispered by particularly fervent believers of the 

Speakers that there are rituals that can bring back the dead gods. 

However, when asked, a Speaker will grow deathly silent upon the 

subject. 

 



Gale’s Mercenary Code 

 Do not kill innocents. 

 Honor all agreements, even to personal detriments. 

 Honor all contracts. If unfair or tricked into one, still honor. I only 

have myself to blame for failure to see through the ruse. 

 Tell the truth. Lies beget lies. 

 Care for others without expectations of reciprocity. 

 Kill enemies mercifully. 

 Collect trophies for honor. Addendum: No pony body parts as per 

agreement with Whisper Blossom.  
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