Xambrian Discussions:  Part 3

Here's a Xambrian Avenger archetype write up that I did a while back.  This version didn't make it into Tal-10th (it's just *way* too tormented), but I still like it as an alternate way to see the race. Enjoy.
--------------------------------------------------------------------

XAMBRIAN AVENGER

The world is unjust and without meaning. Any fool knows this.  People and nations are born and thrive, only to be destroyed, senselessly.  The stars and the moons are blind spheres in the sky.  They do not look upon the tragedies of man.  They do not care who lives or who dies.  And neither do you.  Your fate was decided centuries ago, when the Torquarans slaughtered your people.  Now you roam the land always in mourning.  Pitying a land and a people you never knew, whose only legacy is sorrow and madness.  The voices in your head haunt your dreams and your waking life.  They scream to you of injustice, of terror, of destruction at the hands of pure evil, but you don't care.  You only want the frenzied shrieking to stop.  But it does not stop.  The voices drive you to the obscene mound of skulls in the east, cloaked in the choking red dust of the Volcanic Hills.  These voices drive you to the heights of the mountain, where their tormented spirits enter your body and consume your will.  You become obsessed with a burning rage.  Your blood cries out for vengeance.  You scarcely remember the ensuing days 

and nights of relentless tracking, of hunting the re-born necromancer's spirit, the Reincarnator.  Only when you have plunged your runesword into the Torquaran's heart does the madness leave you.  The voices fall silent for precious days or weeks.  Until the next Reincarnator appears...

