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Name ‘ Ancestry Lo
) ) ] ) 0 | Criminal: Thug

Splintering Bone Spur Child of Ruin | Wilderness: Barbarian

. Description Novice |
Exiled barbarian, now mercenary. History |
20ish. Larger/bulkier than most humans. H You fought in the pits and arenas of your
Heavily scarred and brutish, but can pass | Expert | homeland. The vicious magic of Ruin has |
for a lowborn human easily enough. | warped you, body and soul, and you fight
You were a breeder: you sired 14 | with an inhuman rage. You left the Children
children, 2 of them living. Master | because you were told to go, so you went.

You rarely question orders and consider
obedience paramount. You have a
deserved reputation for being a badass.

Talents Magic

Darkeyes: You can see in areas
obscured by shadows as if
those areas were brightly lit.
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Languages: You speak modern Calatite (with a gruff accent) and Ruin
Speech (also gruffly)

‘ Religion: Gods are for cowards and weaklings. As a barbarian, you

‘ have a healthy respect for the High Druids.

| Weapons Equipment

| Club (1d6) Wealth: You are getting by

| Sling (1d3), 20 stones Clothing (basic)

Dagger (1d3) Backpack

Tinderbox ‘
Waterskin

Torches (1d3)

Coin: Pouch (1d6 coppers)
Food: 1 week rations, can of beets (or at least they look like beets)
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	Name: Splintering Bone Spur
	Ancestry: Child of Ruin
	Expert: 
	Master: 
	Novice: 
	Professions: Criminal: Thug         
Wilderness: Barbarian          
          
          
                                                         History
You fought in the pits and arenas of your homeland. The vicious magic of Ruin has warped you, body and soul, and you fight with an inhuman rage. You left the Children because you were told to go, so you went.
 
	Talents: 
	Magic: Darkeyes: You can see in areas obscured by shadows as if those areas were brightly lit.
	Description: Exiled barbarian, now mercenary.
20ish. Larger/bulkier than most humans. Heavily scarred and brutish, but can pass for a lowborn human easily enough.
You were a breeder: you sired 14 children, 2 of them living.
You rarely question orders and consider obedience paramount. You have a deserved reputation for being a badass.
	Weapons: Club (1d6)          
Sling (1d3), 20 stones         
Dagger (1d3)         
          
 
	Size: 1
	Speed: 10
	Defense: 11
	Healing Rate: 3
	Corruption: 1
	Insanity: 2
	Perception: 10
	Power: 0
	Level: 0
	Agility Modifier: 1
	Will Modifier: -2
	Strength Modifier: 2
	Agility: 11
	Intellect: 9
	Will: 8
	Health: 12
	Damage: 
	Strength: 12
	Intellect Modifier: -1
	Perception Modifier: 0
	Equipment: Wealth: You are getting by               
Clothing (basic)                         
Backpack                           
Tinderbox         
Waterskin         
Torches (1d3)         
 
Coin: Pouch (1d6 coppers)          
Food: 1 week rations, can of beets (or at least they look like beets)         
	Notes: Languages: You speak modern Calatite (with a gruff accent) and Ruin Speech (also gruffly)         
 
Religion: Gods are for cowards and weaklings. As a barbarian, you have a healthy respect for the High Druids.          


