New Archetypes

Seven Kingdoms

Cymrilian Illusionist-Artist
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Cymril

"Do not be so quick to dismiss the arts of illusion, for with them I can produce anything, from a glorious cascade of light, sound, and color in the sky, to the glimmer of rage in the eye of a beast."
Creating breathtaking and inspiring displays through the ephemera of illusion is an art form like any other, requiring remarkable imagination, creativity, and skill. Like most Cymrilians, magic always fascinated you, but primarily as a tool for dazzling and pleasing the senses, and a tool that can produce effects beyond the scope and ability of any mundane art form. No other art can so totally immerse the viewer in sound, imagery, scent, and sensation, and like much of beauty in the world, illusion can be just as fleeting. You are a magician, but first and foremost you are an artist, and an entertainer, and your works are well-regarded. From illusory panoramas of the mind, to recreations of things mundane and majestic, from the abstract and subtle, to the garish and staggering, illusion is an art form without peer, and you wield your magics like a brush, with limitless imagination as your palette.

Physical Characteristics: 6'-6'4", 120-160 lbs. Pale green skin and hair, golden eyes, slender build, handsome features, may alter appearance with magical enhancements.

Attributes:
INT +2
PER +1
WIL 0
CHA +1
STR -1
DEX 0
CON -1
SPD 0
CR -1
MR +4
HP 19

Skills:
Wizardry - 
Illusion +5
Art - Illusions +5
Etiquette +5
Fashion +4
High Talislan, native
Low Talislan, fluent
Archaen, fluent

Equipment: High-collared cloak and robes of spinifax in various colors, dyed leather boots, assorted jewelry, leather- and silver-bound book of Illusion spells, pouch, two magical trinkets.

Wealth: 150 gold lumens in gold pentacles.

Cymrilian Sky Sailor
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Cymril

"To leave the problems of life far below, and sail above seas of clouds is to gladden both soul and senses."
Your heart belongs to the boundless vault of the heavens, and you feel truly at home on the deck of a windship as it glides through the eddies of the sky, far above the land, sails billowing in the wind. Few landlubbers could understand the feeling of freedom that air sailing grants you, and fewer still would willingly face the dangerous storms or aerial predators that can bring peril to a journey. You work hard and play hard, proud to serve in Cymril's majestic navy, using your unsurpassed skills as pilot, navigator, and crewman to see your vessel through any trials it may face. Foreign and exotic lands hold a great deal of appeal, though you seldom visit them for more than short periods before taking to the air again, bound for other locations. Spell and sword stand ready to defend you, and although you do not possess the military might of the airborne swordsmages, you know that your role is just as vital, both in peace and war.

Physical Characteristics: 6'-6'5", 130-200 lbs. Pale green skin and hair, golden eyes, slender build, handsome features, may alter appearance with magical enhancements.

Attributes:
INT +1
PER +1
WIL 0
CHA 0
STR 0
DEX +1
CON 0
SPD 0
CR +2
MR +2
HP 21

Skills:
Elemental Magic - Aeromancy
<Two Modes of choice> +2
Longsword +2
Pilot - Windship +8
Astromancy +3
Artillerist - Ballistae +2
Climbing +3
Arcane Lore +2
Etiquette +4
Fashion +4
Cultures +2
High Talislan, fluent
Low Talislan, native
Archaen, fluent

Equipment: High-collared leather tunic, breeches, boots, cap and gloves, all dyed in various colors, amberglass goggles, leather-bound spellbook, longsword, pouch, two magical trinkets; sky sailors based in Cymril may have access to a windship.

Wealth: 40 gold lumens in gold pentacles and other currencies.

Sindaran Mesa Sentinel
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Sindar

"Based on the calculations I have reached due to the dust-settlement and erosion level within the tracks of the twelve-strong Za party we are currently pursuing, I would estimate that they are two hours, six minutes in advance of us."
Given the blatantly apparent security provided by dwelling atop such a towering edifice as a mesa provides, the intellectually-impaired mono-encephalon might be forgiven for reaching the erroneous conclusion that your people, the dual encephalon Sindarans, have no further requirements in terms of defensive capabilities. Such a miscalculated judgment is to be considered naive, for logic dictates that a substantive force of invaders could lay siege to a single mesa, and however slim the chances are of such an event occurring, the prudent and intelligent make allowances for such an eventuality. As a volunteer in Sindar's Mesa Sentinel militia organization, you bolster the natural defenses provided by the geological formations atop which your people dwell. You reconnoiter the surrounding landscape, reporting substantial threats, observing and tracking potential hazards, and dissuading minor inconveniences by means physical and persuasive. While your skills at piloting the aerial vessels known as windskiffs, does permit you to perform your designated duties in a reasonably secure manner, your work does on occasion necessitate more direct investigation and intervention, and although you abhor physical violence as base, you possess the requisite skills and trappings to indulge in such, should circumstance require it.

Physical Characteristics: 7'-7'4", 180-220 lbs. Rough sandy-hued skin, emaciated build, row of horn-like nodules running from crown of head to back of neck, curved spur of cartilage protruding beneath chin. Special Abilities: Dual-Encephalon.

Attributes:
INT +8
PER +1
WIL +4
CHA 0
STR -1
DEX 0
CON 0
SPD 0
CR +2
MR -5
HP 18

Skills:
Rod of Alchemy +5
Weapon of choice +3
Tracking +4
Scout +4
Tactics +3
Guide +3
Survival +3
Pilot - windskiff +3
Collector +2
Trivarian +1
Scholar Skill of choice +3
Trade Skill of choice +3
High Talislan, native
Low Talislan, native

Equipment: Cloak, loincloth (males) or caftan (females), sandals, silver earrings and necklace, wrist and ankle bracers, bandoleer pouches with ten amberglass vials of various powders, rod of alchemy (projects vials of powder), weapon of choice, Trivarian game, collection, flask of skoryx, assorted tomes.

Wealth: 1,000 gold lumens in assorted currencies and collectibles.

Western Lands

Aamanian Sailor
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Aaman

"Keep the land within sight! Watch it with the vigilance of Aa!"
Although you serve the interests of the Omniscient One by taking to the waves, you are not truly at ease away from the coast, for you know that great terrors lie beyond the sight of land, and that the waters are Aa-forsaken, the domain of heathen barbarians such as the cursed Gao, and Mangar, who seek to interfere in your appointed tasks, and steal what belongs to Aa's chosen. Even the hated Zandir seem more at ease plying the foul waterways; proof enough of their corrupt state. Whether working aboard a slave galley, merchant vessel, or warship, your life is harsh and disciplined, punctuated by regular prayers and devotions to Aa, and pleas for his aid atop the shaitanic deeps. You dread the tragedy of being lost at sea, and dying in the Aa-cursed waters, for then you would not receive a fitting and blessed burial. Still, you labor atop the fearsome waves, for such is your duty, and such is the Will of Aa.

Physical Characteristics: 5'6"-6', 100-180 lbs. Copper skin, sculpted features, dark green eyes, all facial and bodily hair removed.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER +1
WIL +1
CHA 0
STR +1
DEX 0
CON +1
SPD 0
CR +2
MR 0
HP 20

Skills:
Longsword +2
Light Crossbow +1
Pilot +4
Artillerist +2
Doctrines - Orthodoxy +1
High Talislan, native dialect

Equipment: Coarse woolen cap, tunic, pants, and leather boots (all dyed white), longsword, light crossbow with case of 20 bolts, iron holy symbol of Aa (lacquered white).

Wealth: 10 gold lumens.

Aamanian Slaver
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Aaman

"Work harder, you Aa-less heathen scum, or feel the sting of Aa's displeasure!"
The Hierophant has often preached of the many sins of the infidel, and you know that foreigners are worthless, shaitan-begotten animals. Your conviction is powerful, deepened by dealings with the infidels, and you never hesitate to discipline the slaves under your care, keeping their worthless, lazy hides in line with your constant vigil. At times you work them in the mines, at others aboard the slave galleys, or in labor crews constructing walls and roads throughout Aa's glorious land, but you never relax your guard, nor fail to show Aa's displeasure at their shortcomings and tainted ways. Sometimes you travel to lands that have not felt the intensity of Aa's magnificent gaze, trading with heathens such as the savage Imrians, exchanging iron or goods for more slaves. Dealing with the infidels fills you with loathing, but such is your Aa-blessed task, for few of your countrymen have the iron will and steadfast faith to do so.

Physical Characteristics: 5'6"-6', 100-180 lbs. Copper skin, sculpted features, dark green eyes, all facial and bodily hair removed.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER +1
WIL +2
CHA -1
STR +1
DEX 0
CON 0
SPD 0
CR +2
MR 0
HP 20

Skills:
Whip +3
Club +2
Brawling +2
Wrestling +3
Guard +2
Torture +1
Healer +1
Haggle +3
Barter +3
Doctrines - Orthodoxy +1
High Talislan, native dialect
Low Talislan, fluent

Equipment: Coarse woolen tunic, pants, and leather boots (all dyed white), braided leather whip, 3 pairs of iron manacles, iron-shod club, length of iron chain, iron holy symbol of Aa (lacquered white), pouch.

Wealth: 10 gold lumens; Slavers purchasing new slaves on behalf of the Orthodoxy may have cult-supplied trade goods worth d20 x 100 g.l.

Aamanian Soldier
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Aaman

"In Aa's name, cleanse and purify!" (the traditional battle cry of Aaman's military)
The dark realms of the accursed heathens surround the blessed lands of Aa's chosen, all potential enemies to be warded against. As one of Aaman's glorious military, you and your comrades stand prepared to defend Aa's people against your savage and jealous neighbors, most vile of which are the licentious Zandir, who would drag all around them into the depths of their depravity. Regimented and pious, you are proud to serve as Aa's shield, protecting His people, and Aa's mace, smiting the enemies of the Orthodoxy. Under the command of the holy Warrior-Priests, you practice the traditional forms and maneuvers of war with great precision, forms handed down rigid and unchanged since the Cult Wars. You may be assigned to guard the nation's borders, or serve in the Towers of Aa's Watchfulness along the Great Barrier Wall. You may patrol Aaman's nighttime streets, enforcing curfew, or guard cult members or structures of import. The duty Aa has given you is vital, and you will not fail.

Physical Characteristics: 5'6"-6', 100-180 lbs. Copper skin, sculpted features, dark green eyes, all facial and bodily hair removed.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER 0
WIL +1
CHA 0
STR +1
DEX +1
CON +1
SPD 0
CR +3
MR 0
HP 20

Skills:
Mace +3
Longsword +3
Heavy Crossbow +2
Shield +2
Mounted Combat +1
Ride +3
Doctrines - Orthodoxy +1
Weaponer +1
Armorer +1
High Talislan, native dialect

Equipment: Black iron chainmail, iron shield embossed with the Eye of Aa, white tabard embroidered with simple Eye of Aa, coarse woolen garments, leather boots (all dyed white), iron holy symbol of Aa, mace, longsword, heavy crossbow, case of 20 bolts, graymane steed.

Wealth: 10 gold lumens; Aaman clothes and feeds its soldiers.

Arimite Miner
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Arim

"You think I should take pride in being the backbone of my nation? Pah, let's see you work in the mines and speak of 'pride'."
Life in Arim is like the mines you labor in; hard, dark, and dangerous. Day in, day out, you slave away in the suffocating confines of the mines, braving cave-ins, falls, gas pockets, and other hazards, tearing black iron ore or silver from the earth. You, like many other Arimites, have little to look forward to in life, little to enjoy, and the bitterness of this makes the chakos you consume at the end of the day seem sweet by comparison. The life of a miner is a hard and relentless one, and you barely earn enough to live in mediocre fashion, but even so, you are thankful to be a miner, and not a worker in the smelters or refineries, where the scorching air slowly roasts the flesh, the ash clogs the lungs, and even a single minor accident horribly burns and mutilates. Perhaps one day you will claw your way up to the position of Overseer, but that is a climb as perilous as any in the mines, for there will always be rivals, and the accursed Revenants do not come cheaply.

Physical Characteristics: 5'2"-6'2", 100-180 lbs. Swarthy complexion, long black hair, dark eyes.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER 0
WIL 0
CHA -1
STR +2
DEX +2
CON +3
SPD 0
CR +3
MR 0
HP 24

Skills:
Pickaxe +2
Arimite Knife-fighting +1
Brawling +3
Climbing +2
Laborer +4
Mining +3
Low Talislan, native dialect

Equipment: Fur vest, hide boots, sackcloth breeches, armbands and earrings of black iron, pickaxe, two throwing knives, torch, shovel, pouch, iron flask of chakos.

Wealth: 10 gold lumens in silver Exarchs.

Sarista Guard
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Silvanus

"Be warned, that should you wish my brethren ill, even the luck of Fortuna will not save you from my blade."
The Sarista may trust to the caprice of Fortuna, but they are no fools, for luck can be both good and ill. As a guard, you serve your people by defending them against possible dangers, maintaining vigil against intrusions from the depths of Werewood, the Witch Hunters of Aaman, and keeping an active interest in the activities of any visitors to your camp. It can be a harsh life, and your awareness of the dangers beyond the caravan makes you seem dour and isolated to your more frivolous, carefree brethren, who avoid trying to think about the realities of life. When they gather with joy at the campfires, you must often patrol the camp's perimeter. Despite this, you are proud of your position as a protector of Fortuna's people, and your knowledge of life's perils makes you all the more appreciative of the times when Fortuna smiles.

Notes: The guards compose of no more than 1 in 20 of the Sarista, and although considered somewhat apart from the other Sarista, are quite amiable by the standards of other folk. Due to their slightly isolated position, many come from the ranks of the Fortuned; those children of other cultures rescued by the caravan, but who are forbidden to breed in Sarista culture. In the case of a Fortuned Guard, simply change their Physical Characteristics to those of their native culture.

Physical Characteristics: 5'-6', 90-200 lbs. Olive skin, green eyes, black hair, slender build, neatly trimmed mustaches and beards (males), possible facial tattoos.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER +1
WIL 0
CHA 0
STR +1
DEX +4
CON +1
SPD 0
CR +4
MR 0
HP 22

Skills:
Guard +5
Dueling Sword +4
Brawling +3
Weapon of choice +3
Mounted Combat +3
Evade +4
Guide - Silvanus +7
Streetwise +5
Ride +2
Three Thieving Skills of choice +5
One Performing Skill of choice +3
Low Talislan, native
Sarisa, native

Equipment: Animal hide cloak, sash, headband, colorful garments, boots of soft hide, pouch with thieves' tools (if applicable), dueling sword, graymane mount, choice of one other weapon, leather armor, performing equipment (if applicable).

Wealth: 40 gold lumens in assorted currencies.

Sarista Hunter
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Silvanus

"...and as Fortuna is my witness, the exomorph had not one head but two! So, carefully drawing two arrows..."
The nomadic lifestyle of your people makes it impossible to partake in the dedicated farming of other peoples, so it falls to you and your colleagues to ensure that provisions can always be found, hunting under the great boughs of Silvanus' verdant forests. There you seek avir, wild durge, and edible herbs and fungi, enjoying the adventure, but always cautious in the face of possible predators. If Fortuna is willing, the hunt will prove a bountiful one, free of peril, though you are certainly not one to balk at a challenge. You enjoy the companionship of your fellow hunters, for although you are not as flamboyant and lighthearted as your fellow gypsies, you enjoy the thrill and adventure of a hunt, and often join in song, tale-telling, and witty banter both before and after the hunt itself.

Physical Characteristics: 5'-6', 80-180 lbs. Olive skin, green eyes, black hair, slender build, neatly trimmed mustaches and beards (males), possible facial tattoos.

Attributes:
INT 0 PER +2 WIL 0 CHA +1 STR 0 DEX +4 CON +1 SPD 0 CR +3 MR 0 HP 21

Skills:
Shortbow +4 Dagger +3 Longsword +2 Guide - Silvanus +8 Tracking +4 Herb Lore +3 Scout +3 Stealth +3 Survival +3 Traps +2 Streetwise +3 Ride +3 Two Thieving Skills of choice +5 One Performing Skill of choice +4 Low Talislan, native Sarisa, native

Equipment: Bright forest colored tunic and breeches, dark cloth or hide cloak, cloth headband, high boots of soft hide, shortbow and quiver of twenty arrows, longsword, dagger, graymane or silvermane steed, thieves' tools (if applicable), performing equipment (if applicable).

Wealth: 40 gold lumens in furs and assorted currencies.

Zandir Executioner
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Zandu

"Gentle watchers! On this fateful day, I, the Black Enim, will bring about the final doom and judgment of the lowly criminal you see before you! An arsonist, a killer, a ravisher of women, and more besides, he must now answer to the justice of the Black Enim! Yes, I hear you cry, the sword would be too swift for one such as he, but fear not, for I have devised a death such as he richly deserves! As you can see, he is tied down atop a block of stone surrounded by a trough, a frame holding a bucket of flammable oil above him! Above that, a simple candle, its tiny flame a light to his darkness! Yet, the candle balances precariously, does it not? Yes, a single thread, akin to the last thread of this man's evil life, prevents its fall into the bucket of oil! But, with a sweep of my blade of justice, that thread will be severed, the oil will ignite, the bucket will topple, and he will die by the fire he lived by! Avert your eyes if you be weak of constitution, for now the Black Enim is to raise his sword!"
Execution is far more than the simple slaying of a convicted felon; it is an art form, a performance, the last display of elaborate flamboyance the criminal will ever witness before they breathe their last. As one of Zandu's executioners, you attract adoring and bloodthirsty crowds with your melodramatic speeches, fearful persona, and creative executions. You vie with other executioners for the right to execute the most high profile and notorious criminals, attracting greater crowds, and increasing your fame and wealth. Indeed, such criminals often request execution at the hands of Zandu's most famed executioners, hoping to make their death a memorable one. You try to impart a sense of poetic justice, striving to make the execution fit the perpetrator's crime, and only the lowliest and common criminals receive a swift death by hanging or beheading.

Physical Characteristics: 5'6"-6', 100-180 lbs. Copper skin, sculpted features, dark hair, dark green eyes, skin enhanced with vividly colored pigments.

Attributes:
INT +1
PER 0
WIL -2
CHA +1
STR +2
DEX +1
CON 0
SPD +1
CR +3
MR 0
HP 20

Skills:
Executioner's Sword +3
Brawling +3
Oratory +6
Artisan - Execution Devices +4
Weaponer +1
High Talislan, native
Low Talislan, native

Equipment: Velveteen hood, elaborate and intimidating mask, knee high boots, silk shirt, leather breeches, heavy felt gloves, hair confined in silver bands, executioner's sword (treat as Greatsword), pouch, artisan tools, dramatic nom de plume.

Wealth: 100 gold lumens in Zandir crescents.

Zandir Seaman
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Zandu

"Pour me some of that fine wine, lad, and I'll tell you of the two-headed sea dragon that lairs off the coast of Mog."
The azure waters of the Rim have always called to you, and you spent much of your early life down by the docks, basking in the sights and sounds that surrounded you, listening with wonder to the tall tales of Zandu's brave seamen. When you were able, you became a sailor yourself, one of the rough and rugged men that ply the southern waters, visiting exotic lands, seeing strange sights, and experiencing excitement and danger. No longer wet behind the ears, you are accustomed to the hard realities of seafaring, and the threats that face you on the waves. Although you don't want to think what would happen were you to ever lose sight of land, you feel alive when aboard ship; the spray of salt water in the air, the comradeship, the perils you face, and the lure of distant shores.

Physical Characteristics: 5'6"-6', 100-180 lbs. Copper skin, sculpted features, dark hair, dark green eyes.

Attributes:
INT 0 PER +1 WIL -2 CHA 0 STR +1 DEX +2 CON +1 SPD +1 CR +3 MR +1 HP 22

Skills:
Dagger +3 Weapon of choice +2 Brawling +3 Pilot +4 Artillerist +2 Oratory +4 Swim +3 Gambling +2 Dance or Song +1 High Talislan, native Low Talislan, native Sea Nomad, basic

Equipment: Weather-worn but colorful pants, shirt or vest, belt or sash, hair confined in silver bands, dagger, weapon of choice, pouch, dice, flask of alcohol.

Wealth: 25 gold lumens in Zandir crescents and exotic goods.

Eastern Lands

Quan Militiaman
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Kang Empire

"We were once a warrior race, and we can be so once again!".
Your people have fallen far, and you are ashamed of this ignoble failure, although looking back, you can see it was inevitable. Bloated, indolent, and arrogant, your people, the once mighty Quan, had become weak and ineffectual, a far cry from the proud, golden-skinned warriors they had once been. Perhaps the Silent Insurrection is instead a blessing, for once again your people must learn to fend for themselves, and stand on their own two feet. You feel that given time you can reclaim the fierce heritage of your ancestors, and become warriors to be feared, and several of you have embraced that ethic, now serving to drive away the beasts that enter Tian, and even learning to hunt once more. The path ahead will be harsh, and it will take time to mend the crushed spirit of your people, but who ever said the path of a warrior was an easy one?

Physical Characteristics: 5'-6', 120-220 lbs. Sallow skin, physique lean from hunger.

Attributes:
INT +1
PER +1
WIL -1
CHA -2
STR 0
DEX 0
CON -1
SPD 0
CR 0
MR -2
HP 18

Skills:
Spear +3
Dagger +3
Sling +2
Survival +4
Laborer +4
Quan, native
High Talislan, native

Equipment: Makeshift spear (dagger lashed to a pole), rag sling and pouch of 10 stones, tattered finery and rags.

Wealth: None.

Southern Rim
Na-Ku Witchdoctor
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: The Crescent Isles

"The king is hungry! Go forth and find plentiful food, or become his next meal yourselves!"
You were not like the others. They trembled and cowed before the almighty Narug, prostrating and soiling themselves under his terrible, ever-hungry gaze, but you did not tremble, though you deeply feared him. You merely regarded him with awe as he tore and devoured the carcasses you had given as tribute. Only when his eyes fixed on you, and his rumbling voice ordered the other quivering wretches to leave, did your blood run truly cold, and icy fear grip your heart. He regarded you with his vast emotionless orbs of yellow, and demanded that you approach him. Slowly, almost painfully, you forced yourself forward, and his cruel maw broke into the most evil of smiles. He laughed; a foul laugh of contempt and mirth intermingled, and decreed that you would serve him as a witchdoctor, for your courage made you superior to your brothers. Almost collapsing with relief, you were taken from his presence, and instructed by the other witchdoctors. Now, you serve to enforce his decrees, and you are feared by your brother Na-Ku. Even so, you fear Narug, and know that should you displease him, your death will be inevitable.

Physical Characteristics: 5'-5'6", 90-130 lbs. Oily, indigo-blue skin, yellow eyes, skull-like visage, serpentine tail, hunched torso.

Attributes:
INT -1
PER 0
WIL 0
CHA -3
STR 0
DEX +2
CON +2
SPD 0
CR +1
MR -1
HP 16

Special Abilities: Prehensile tail.

Skills:
Dagger +2
Coerce +3
Oratory +2
Staff +2
Pilot - Canoe +1
Survival +4
Chanan, native dialect

Equipment: Loincloth of animal hide, necklace of humanoid teeth and bones, bone dagger, crude staff with a skull lashed to the top.

Wealth: None; Na-Ku value only food to feed their king.

Desert Kingdoms
Dracartan Dune Sailor
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Carantheum

"We must be as tough and enduring as the red-iron runners under this great vessel, slicing through the hardships that face us with determination in the sight of Jamba."
The sands of the Red Desert are treacherous, forever shifting beneath the scorching winds, and you must be vigilant for the dangers they bring. As a sailor of your proud nation's great duneships, you work to pilot them safely along their chosen routes, keeping constant watch and alertness for hazards such as sandstorms, the illusory tricks of sand demons, and the assaults of your hated foes, the Rajans. Complacency cannot be tolerated, for who knows what lies behind the next sand dune, and the desert is a harsh place, demanding that only those with the will to survive will do so. As one of mysterious Jamba's favored, you are acutely aware of the hardships your people face, but you are doing your bit to bring your people triumph over adversity, and Jamba willing, you will not fail, lest your blood stain the already crimson sands.

Physical Characteristics: 6'-7', 120-220 lbs. Jade-green skin, dark hair and eyes, chiseled features.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER +2
WIL 0
CHA 0
STR +1
DEX 0
CON +2
SPD 0
CR +3
MR +1
HP 22

Skills:
Pilot - Duneship +5
Artillerist +3
Longsword +2
Hurlant +2
Dagger +1
Survival +1
Low Talislan, native dialect
Nomadic, native

Equipment: White linen vest, headdress, and breeches, red-iron torc and bracers, red iron longsword with shoulder sheath, flask of water, hurlant with quiver of twelve light crossbow quarrels and six hurlant bolts, dagger; dunesailors in Dracarta may have access to a duneship.

Wealth: 50 gold lumens in Dracartan pyramids.

Rajan Wind Reaper
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: Rajanistan

"Death from Above!"
Now the worthless infidels have greater cause to fear the might of Rajanistan, and tremble in the dark shadow of Death's chosen people, for now your glorious nation has acquired the secrets of building the ships of the skies! Praise be to Death! Praise be the Khadun! The windships of your nation are akin to the scouring sandstorms of your desert home, bringing harsh death through the air, and like Death, they cast a long and chilling shadow. From the decks of the black windships you may rain down fire on the wretched Dracartans, and all those that refuse to see the glory of Death, converting them, and sending them to judgment. Yours is the honor of bringing Death from Above! You will cut through air and infidel alike, reaping a harvest of souls for the Khadun! For Death!

Physical Characteristics: 5'4"-6'4", 100-200 lbs. Dark brown skin, wiry build, black hair, blood-red eyes, horn-like protrusions from chin and forehead.

Attributes:
INT 0
PER +2
WIL 0
CHA -2
STR +1
DEX 0
CON +1
SPD 0
CR +3
MR 0
HP 22

Skills:
Scimitar +2
Shield +1
Dagger +2
Pilot - Windship +1
Artillerist +3
Survival +2
Rajanin, native

Equipment: Studded leather tunic, spiked buckler, scimitar, dagger, veiled headdress, heavy gloves, boots, and baggy pants.

Wealth: 10 gold lumens in silver pieces.

Northern Reaches
Mirin Ice Sailor
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: L'Haan

"Borean's breath is the force that fills our sails, and with His presence at our backs the frozen waters will be naught but a glittering blur."
The great frozen expanses of ice that blanket the great lakes glitter like diamonds in the sunslight, and reflect light like breath-taking mirrors of monumental size. In graceful ice schooners you skim the surface of these great mirrors, watching the beauty of the tundra as you speed past it. As one of Mirin's ice sailors, you perform a task of vital import, maintaining connections between each of L'Haan's great cities, ferrying goods, people, and military forces between them as needed. Slicing across the ice on blades of blue adamant, you pilot the schooners, and man their catapults and ballistae, vigilant for ice giant assaults, ice dragon attacks, and partially submerged ice boulders. In those times when the ice giants attack a settlement in force, you harry them from the lakes, depositing tundra scouts swiftly. Yes, your task is one of utmost necessity, and occasional peril, but you love it deeply, and feel at home with the frigid air whipping your hair, and ice speeding past beneath you.

Physical Characteristics: 5'8"-6'6", 110-210 lbs. Bright blue skin, hair as fine and white as gossamer, statuesque figure.

Attributes:
INT +1
PER +1
WIL 0
CHA 0
STR 0
DEX +1
CON +2
SPD 0
CR +3
MR +1
HP 22

Special Abilities: Immunity to cold (after several weeks in temperate regions, Mirin lose this immunity and their skin fades to crystal white; both effects are reversible); Melding.

Skills:
Pilot - Ice Schooner +5
Artillerist +3
Broadsword +3
Light Crossbow +3
Swim +3
Elder Tongue, native
High Talislan, basic

Equipment: Leather and fine silk garments, cape of frostwere hide, adamant Mirin broadsword, light crossbow with quiver of 20 bolts with incendiary coating, belt pouch; if based in L'Haan, may have access to an ice schooner.

Wealth: 100 gold lumens in L'Haan adamants.

Rasmirin Tundra Rider
by Colin Chapman

Homeland: L'Haan

"When I take your life, die in the knowledge that all things end".
The Mirin speak of order, of laws, and the godhood of Borean. They are fools. The omniverse is not ruled by law, but by chaos. By destruction. Everything ends, and time is wasted resisting the destructive forces of nature. It is acceptance of these forces that makes life all the more precious. The Mirin spend time in worship to the false god Borean, a stagnant entity that has given them nothing, and taken their freedom. Your people, the Rasmirin, have taken as their allies those beings called "demons", the elemental forces that represent the destructive forces of nature, the polar opposites of elementals such as Borean. You do not worship them, for worship is the creation of order, but you share a common enemy, for only the destruction of Borean, the undermining of the precious Mirin society, will free your kin. Many of your fellows work to this end, infiltrating the settlements of the Mirin, or practicing more arcane skills. You have not the patience for this, and serve your people instead as a hunter and warrior, fiercely contesting your strength with the capricious and unpredictable tundra loper you ride. A worthy steed for a worshipper of chaos.

Physical Characteristics: 5'8"-6'6", 110-210 lbs. Bright blue skin, hair as fine and white as gossamer, statuesque figure, features painted with cult markings.

Attributes:
INT +1
PER +1
WIL 0
CHA -2
STR +1
DEX +1
CON +2
SPD 0
CR +4
MR +2
HP 22

Special Abilities: Immunity to cold (after several weeks in temperate regions, Rasmirin lose this immunity and their skin fades to crystal white; both effects are reversible).

Skills:
Invocation
<Three Modes of choice> +2
Spear +3
Staff +3
Dagger +2
Shield +2
Mounted Combat +3
Doctrines - Demonology +5
Animal Handler +3
Scout +3
Tracking +3
Stealth +5
Ride +5
Brewer - Loper Sedative +3
Elder Tongue, native
Sign, native dialect

Equipment: Cloak, headdress, and boots of frostwere hide, partial chain and hide armor, mail gauntlets, iron-shod spear, dagger, iron and bone shield, spellbook, belt pouch, 10 doses of loper sedative in a flask, tundra loper steed.

Wealth: 250 gold lumens in blue diamonds, ivory, and hides.

Drohem (7/12/2010)- These articles were compiled from the archived Shooting Iron Design website.
