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Herún gan Tarinn, the Shamed One

Player: Björn Paulsen / Eleas

Race: Human

Height: 6'

Weight: 170

Age: 28 or 29. He still doesn’t know when his father sired him.

Fighting Style: Reckless (+1 Melee, -1 Defense)
Features: Tanned, weather-bitten, with heavy bones and a square jaw. A prominent scar runs down his cheek to the middle of the chin, and another decorates the side of his neck. Heavy-browed, he appears alternately grim, surly or mirthful depending on the occasion. Long, straggly black hair flows behind him like a mane, usually tied up in an impromptu ponytail. His eyes are grey and unblinking.

Clothing: Heavy, ragged cloak reaching to the top of his boots, which are stout but cheap leather. This drab apparel covers mud-spattered, once green tunic, a tattered studded leather shirt, and dark trousers. He carries a large-looking dagger at his belt, a cloth bag slung over his shoulder, and a sword in a cloth scabbard.

Concept: Reluctant redemptionist

Comfort Zone: -3

Outlook: -4

Combat

Body: 9

Agility: 8

Coordination: 7

Willpower: 6

Non-Combat

Awareness: 5

Charisma: 4

Talent: 4

Languages: Common tongue, smattering of trade languages (mostly curses)

Race: Human

+10% earned XP

Profession: Bandit and sword-for-hire

Tier 1 Skills: (2 XP per point)

Combat:

Melee – 7 (Reckless: +1) (14xp)
Ranged – 1 (2xp)
Defense – 6 (Reckless: -1) (20xp)
Damage – 2 (4xp)
Social:

Leadership – -2 (Unpleasant: -2)

Persuasion – -2 (Unpleasant: -2)

Empathy – 1 (2xp)
Tier  2 Skills: (1 XP per point)

Magic:

Dispel – 0

Combat:

Unarmed – 3 (3xp)
Grappling – 0

Subtlety:

Alertness – 5 (5xp)
Spot – 0

Security – 0

Stealth – -2 (Armor: -2)

Sleight of hand – 0

Tier  3 Skills: (1/2 XP per point)

Medic – 

Tinkering – 

Tracking – 

Animal empathy – 

Climbing – 0

Smithing – 

Lore – 

Music – 

Horseback riding – 0

HP(2 x Body): 22 (2 xp)
FP(4 x Body): 36

Impact Resistance(1 x Body + Armor): 19

Lethal Resistance(Armor): 10

MV: 2

XP: 2 (Earned: 4, Starting: 50)

Money: Down to his last copper coins

Inventory: Some stale bread, a water flask, remnants of tinder, flint and steel, a battered brass ring

	Weapon
	Mode
	Dam
	Rng
	AT
	Defense

	Sword
	Slash
	1d10+1*4
	
	13
	15

	
	Pierce
	1d10+1*3
	
	12
	15

	Middle
	Slash
	1d10+1*5
	
	14
	16

	Middle
	Pierce
	1d10+1*4
	
	13
	16

	High
	Slash
	1d10+1*5
	
	15
	13

	Low
	Slash
	1d10+1*5
	
	15
	15

	Hidden
	Slash
	1d10+1*5
	
	16
	10

	Knife
	Slash
	1d10+1*3
	S
	14
	16

	
	Pierce
	1d10+1*2
	S
	13
	15

	Counter
	Slash
	1d10+1*3
	
	16
	-

	Counter
	Pierce
	1d10+1*2
	
	15
	-


Notes: Herún usually weilds his sword two-handed (it’s a 1 ½ hander, or bastard sword, appropriately enough). He rarely uses a preferred guard, having little formal training; usually he weaves between guard positions, seeking an opening.

Sword:

Pierce: -1 AT, -1 Damage, Armor Piercing

Middle stance (slash): +1 AT, +1 Defense, +1 Damage

Middle stance (pierce): +1 Defense, Armor Piercing, Pre-emption

High stance: +2 AT, +1 Damage, -2 Defense, Freetarget (head)

Low stance: +2 AT, +1 Damage, Freetarget (legs)

Hidden stance: +5 AT, +1 Damage, -3 Defense

Knife:

Slash: +1 AT, +1 Defense

Pierce: +1 Defense

Counter (Slash): +3 AT, freetarget (wrist), freetarget (head)

Counter (Pierce): +2 AT, freetarget (head)

	Armor
	Def
	Res
	MV
	AT
	Alertness

	Studded leather shirt
	-2
	10
	
	
	


Notes: This leather shirt has seen better days and may fail its purpose at a moment’s notice.

-2 Stealth

	Traits
	Magnitude
	Effect

	Powerful
	Greater
	Body +1

	Agile
	Greater
	Agility +1

	Coordinated
	Greater
	Coordination +1


	Weaknesses
	Magnitude
	Effect

	Unpleasant
	Greater
	Persuasion -2, Leadership -2

	Unpleasant
	Greater
	Charisma -1

	Untalented
	Greater
	Talent -1


Background: Born a bastard to a poor family, Herún was the local target for bullying. His work as a farm hand made him grow strong and large, however, and his tormentors soon moved on to easier targets. Living in the outskirts of Tarim village with his four siblings, one brother and three sisters, Herún was quickly forced to take care of them all, a task he was badly suited for. Even Ethna, his favourite sister, grated on his nerves sometimes.

At sixteen years of age, Herún saw his chance at glory, or at least wealth. With two companions by his side, he robbed a passing nobleman of all his possessions, dragging the loot back to his house for safekeeping. There, he was promptly knocked out, and lay thus while his erstwhile friends amused themselves.

Woken up by Ethna’s screams, Herún saw the world through a cold rage. He killed the first by breaking his neck with a wooden stool, and the second he wrestled to the ground and strangled barehanded. Rising he saw that Ethna was the only one still alive, huddled in a corner. Her cries had died down to quiet sobs, and her cheek bore scarring from melted wax.

Leaving all but the most portable valuables, Herún set off for the only place he knew of that would take his sister in, a nearby monastery. The kind monks there took in the traumatized girl in exchange for a suitable donation. Herún, racked by guilt at what had been his fault, left his heart at their gates and set out into the world to make it suffer as he had. 

For years he travelled, with companions or without, fighting for copper coins, killing for his bread and to forget what had happened, making no distinction between men, women and children. And then, things changed once again.

With another companion, whom he trusted as much as anyone (that is to say, not at all), he slew the two guards escorting an old man. But, as he prepared to hear the man’s pleas for mercy, the man surprised him by calling Herún by his name.

“I am a seer, and you, Herún, were in my dreams as of late, and your destiny was clear.” Turning to the the other bandit, the man added, “yours, however, will be short - Ilion.”

And, without knowing why, Herún saw his companion’s sword rise and slew him before the blow could fall. And the old man nodded, and his smile was that of a man who had expected it all along.

They shared a fire that evening. A growing sense of unreality gripped Herún, and he listened to the old seer, to this impossible, insane idea of redemption, even for one such as he. The fire died down, and sleep came as the stars shone brightly. And when Herún woke up, the old man’s body lay cold and still, a curious smile still playing about wrinkled lips.

And thus it came to be that Herún gan Tarinn, killer of innocents, turned toward the road, to follow it to its ultimate conclusion.

Personality: Herún has several basic philosophies by which he lives. The most basic is the one he’s actively trying to mute nowadays, not always with very much success. It boils down to “want, take, have, and kill anyone who stands in my way”. Even though he’s trying to modify this behaviour, Herún is still liable to beat the living daylights out of whomever chooses to provoke him. Obviously weaker people (i.e. women and children, in his view) he merely insults, as they’re not worthy of him making the effort of striking them. 

Another driving aim is the desire to find redemption, something he really can’t grasp fully. He wants to believe in its existence with almost pathetic fervor, which takes rather naïve forms on the occasions when he exhibits this trait. 

Third comes the self-imposed exile; as he doesn’t, deep down, believe himself worthy of redemption, he keeps people at bay by an abrasive personality. He also tends to become disturbingly mellow and maudlin when drunk, and hates dogs passionately.

As for love, deep down Herún believes himself unworthy of it, even contaminated.

