LEAGUE OF LEGENDS
NUNU & WILLUMP

THE BOY AND HIS YETI

Once upon a time, there was a boy who wanted to prove he was a hero by slaying a fearsome monster—only to discover
that the beast, a lonely and magical yeti, merely needed a friend. Bound together by ancient power and a shared love of
snowballs, Nunu and Willump now ramble wildly across the Freljord, breathing life into imagined adventures. They hope that
somewhere out there, they will find Nunu’s mother. If they can save her, maybe they will be heroes after all...

“Pull the fur outta your earholes, Willump! This is gonna be the bestest story ever!” ~ Nunu

OFFICIAL LORE

One of the Notai, a nomadic tribe that long traveled the Freljord, Nunu learned from his mother, Layka, that behind every
thing is a story. Together, they gathered tales that Layka turned into songs. For Nunu, nothing was better than journeying
from village to village, hearing his mother sing of ancient heroes. With music and dance, the Notai brought one last
celebration to everyone they met, as each winter’s chill set in.

Riding the wave of frost spilling from Anivia’s wings, his heart beating the rhythm of a jubilant song, Nunu’s world was full
of possibility.

On his fifth nameday, Layka gave Nunu a special gift: a flute, so he could learn to play her melodies himself. In the safety of
their cart, the two bundled together and followed the knotted string that served as Layka's heart-song, recording
everywhere they’'d been together, as the years came and went.

When the caravan was attacked by raiders, Nunu was separated from his mother. Dragged to safety by a band of Frostguard,

the surviving Notai children were taken to a village near their towering citadel. Nunu was left to wonder what happened to
Layka, waiting to hear her songs on the wind.

QILINRPS



Snow fell. Weeks passed.

Nunu missed his mother desperately, but the Frostguard assured him no child could safely search for her. They weren’t even
impressed when he showed them the flute he now called Svellsongur—the name of a mighty blade existing only in his
imagination.

Nunu spent more and more time alone, escaping into his mother’s songs—the legends and heroes of old. He yearned to be
one of these heroes, a warrior like the Frostguard, who could have saved his mother. He even met their leader, Lissandra,
who asked countless questions about his mother’s stories, always seeking information about one particular song.

No one believed Nunu could be a hero, not even the other Notai children, who teased him for his flute when they now had
daggers. But Nunu knew the songs in his heart, and one night, he realized how he could prove himself and earn the
Frostguard’s help to find his mother.

From Lissandra, he’d learned of a fierce monster that killed all who sought its power, thwarting the Frostguard who were
sent each year, never to return. There was a song that Nunu’s mother sang... could it be the one Lissandra would always ask
about? Suddenly, Nunu understood. Lissandra wanted to know about the yeti.

Nunu could name the beast. It would answer his challenge, and feel the wrath of Svellsongur!

Using his flute to tame a herd of elkyr, Nunu snuck out into the snow. One lonely child traveled to face a monster, finally
living out a legend that not even he could imagine.

An ancient and noble race that once ruled over the mountains of the Freljord, the yeti civilization was destroyed in a

cataclysm of ice. Forced to watch his brethren descending into savagery after being stripped of their magic, one yeti swore to
protect what remained of their power—a gem that swirled with the frozen dreams of any mortal mind nearby.
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As the last magical yeti, the guardian was also shaped by perception. Though he had been chosen to safeguard the magic
until it would be needed again, he could find no worthy vessel. The men who intruded upon his ruined home had only malice
in their hearts... and so a monster greeted them with fang and claw.

But the guardian knew he was forgetting something. His name... and the names of those he had loved...
Once, there had been song.

That all changed when a young boy stumbled into the ruins. After centuries of unbroken vigil, the monster was prepared to
end the boy’s life, snarling as he sensed the human approach.

Unexpectedly, the gem brought forth images of heroes slaying dragons and beheading ancient serpents from the boy’s mind.
The child roared, drawing his flute like a fearsome sword. But the blow never came, for even as the boy saw visions of heroes
swirling around him, he realized the deeper truths of the songs his mother sang...

When he looked at the guardian, he didn’t see a monster. He saw someone who needed a friend.

Still enraged, the yeti did not expect the first snowball to the face. Or the second. Snowball fight! In anger, then shock, then
joy, the guardian joined in, shaped not by fear, but by a child’s imagination. He was growing furrier and friendlier. His growl
was becoming a laugh.

Until the beast accidentally broke the boy’s flute.

As the child began to cry, the guardian felt a kindred grief take shape around the gem. For centuries, he had looked into it
and seen the end of his people—the threat they had buried, betrayal by the blind one—and now, instead, he saw a caravan
burning. He heard a voice on the wind. He sensed something else within the boy, something he had never felt from a human,

not even the three sisters who had come to him long ago. It was love, fighting back despair.

In that moment, the guardian knew the Freljord’s only hope lay in the power already within this child. The magic he’d been
guarding was a tool; what truly mattered was the heart that would shape it. With a gesture, the magic passed from the gem

QILINRPS



into the boy, giving him the ability to make his imagination real. To repair his flute, freezing it in dreams that hardened into
True Ice.

To imagine a best friend named “Willump.”

Escaping into the Freljordian plains, Nunu’s heart and Willump’s strength now enable the pair to do what they never could
alone: to have an adventure! Following the songs of Nunu’s mother, they snowball wildly from one place to the next, holding
onto the hope that she is still out there, somewhere.

But Willump knows that with magic and dreams come responsibility. One day the games will end, as the dark ice at the heart
of the Freljord thaws, and thaws...
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