KARIM

WILDSPEAR
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Home: Lagerwater Stead, Tresdarni Clan, Tovtaros Tribe. Gender: Male.
Personal Totems: Toling Cloud, Bearded Alynx. Current Hero Points: 3.
Dominant Emotion: Regret. Age: 52.
Keywords: Heortling Clan Champion, Devotee of Daylanus the Conquering Wind,
Bloodline Ancestor (Elder), Member of Outer Ring, Owner of the Spear Courage.
Goals: Protect bloodline and clan, support chief in marriage negotiations, lead
children, assist son in marriage contests, protect legacy and honour, nominate

new owner of the Spear ‘Courage’.

PHYSICAL

Acute Hearing
Close Combat (Axe, Mace, Spear,
Spear & Shield, Sword & Shield,

Farming

Hide In Cover

Ignore Pain

Ranged Combat (Spear, Throwing

Mythology of Spear ‘Courage’
Mythology of Thunder Brothers
Predict Weather
Recognise Foe
MEN+AL See Opponent’s Weakness
Belittle Enemy Stay Awake
Boasting Song Storm Realm Geography
Dominate Family Yelmalian Tactics

Dragon Pass Geography
Fyrd Tactics RELAT+I®NSHIPS

Heortling Customs Chieftain (Karlii)

Heortling Myth Twin Birch Bloodline

Know Local Area Tresdarni Clan

Know Neigbouring Warriors Enemy: Aeolan Broken Nose
Mythology of Far Walkers Enemy: Princeros Tribe
Mythology of Orlanth Hate: Harvar Ironfist
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Tovtaros Tribe

Son Braggi: Distant

Son Taros: Respect
Daughter Erissa: Distant
Daughter Olenda: Love
Son Danwyr: Pride

PERSONALI+Y

Arrogant
Boastful

Dynamic
Generous

Champion of Renown

Hate Yelmalions

Spear Compulsion: Forage

Spear Compulsion: Sleep Away Hurt
Secret: Incurable Disease

Pantheon: Storm

Great Deity: Orlanth

Devotee of Daylanus Thunderous
Sense Future Winds

Sense Heroquest Ritual

Stare Into Sun

Sense Bigger Wind

Heroquest Gift: all flames flicker fearfully in
Karim’s presence.

Wildspear, The Spear ‘Courage’
Courage of Bear (Owner)

Strength of Bear (Owner)

Roar of Bear (Owner)

Bear’s Tooth Blade

(Automatic Attack Augment: +3)
Spear always responds to oral
command.

FEA+S & AFFINI+IES

Storm 6Ll 2 (Call Clouds, Gentle Rain,
Start Thunderstorm, Storm Voice)

Wind 15l (Command Air Daimones,
Drive Away Clouds, Raise or Lower
Wind, Snatch Breath, Still Whirlwind,
Turn Wind, Blow Away Shadows, Blow
Out Fire, Push Waves with Wind)

Fight Elements 8lll 2 (Enchant Tin,
Fight Darkness, Fight Earth, Fight Fire,
Fight Water, Extinguish Fire, Cloud
Covers Sun, Spear-Breaking Shout)

Far Walker 7l (Walk Without Tracks,
Conquer Hill, Sense Animal Ancestor)

WEAL+H

Rating: Prosperous
Weregild: Thane

Items:

The Spear Courage, wrapped in
speckled fur of crim marten, adorned
with quartz and feathers.

Superior enchanted sword 7.
Superior clothing, weapons and tools.
Chain and plate armour & shield.
Silver torcs and arm bands.

Riding horse.

FOLLOWERS
Wind Daimone: Bluster
Blinding Hail 4l 2, Thunderbolt 201l

Wind Daimone: Blow
Lift Warrior 4l 2, Blow Warrior 20LU
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ComBA+
Close Combat Ranged Combat 4w2

Axe Spear sight 3
Mace Throwing Axe 10yards 3
Spear

Spear & Shield Armour Rank: 5

Sword & Shield

Trident
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“@UR HEAR+S MUS+ GROW RESOLU+TE, ©UR
COURAGE MORE VALIAN+, ®UR SPIRI+*S
mUS+ BE GREAT+ER, *tHOUGH ©UR
SH*RENG+H GROWS LESS.”

KARIM WILDSPEAR

A Champion’s craft is subtly wrought, as much sheer will and bluff and biting
song as force of arms and courage in the fray. For ten long years I have defended
my clan again Fire, Darkness and Chaos, against the schemings of Yelmalians and
the stormy raids of neighbouring Orlanthi. [ have given my all, I have served
tirelessly and well. The name of Karim Wildspear is known and feared among all the
tribes of the Far Place, and the tales of my deeds are sung at every hearth.

My fame is made even greater by my wondrous spear, The Unity Spear, the
Spear Courage. One of the twelve treasures of Odayla, I won it long ago in a
boasting match with a woodsman midst the rain-swept gors of the Lost Man Wilds.
It’s power is great, even the little that [ understand. And though it makes strong
demands upon my very soul, it is a hero’s weapon true, and mine to command in the
fray.

Ten long years have I served the Tresdarni clan as its champion, famed for every
kind of craft, a hurricane in battle and a rushing gale amidst my foe. Ten years and
more I have fought with weapons and feats and raw courage, with axe and mace
and spear and sword and trident, with the raw power of Daylanus’ winds, with boast
and challenge and with silence when necessary. Ten long years since I escaped the
treachery of Gamla’s Leap to lead our depleted fyrd against the spears of Yelmalio.
Ten long years since the bloodshed of the Righteous Wind and the victory of Harvar
Ironfist, enemy of all free men. Ten long years, and now at last my allotted wyrd is
spinning to fulfilment. Soon I will join both lost companions and noble enemies of
yore at the heroes’ feast in Orlanth’s hall.

For I am dying, slow but sure, the signs can no longer be denied. A champion
longs for glorious death midst clash of arms, but it seems my final battle may be less
heroic, a gradual fading of the breath, a wasting of the muscles, a coughing away of
life itself. My strength is fading and death sits in my bones. | am not afraid of him, I
have never been afraid of man nor god.

G
22
&
O
Lu
O
©
o
o)
R
t
R

I have kept my disease a secret, shared only by my daughter Olenda and the
clan healer, both sworn to silence. The winter chill of Dark Season nearly killed me:
only by spending it in the solitude of a cult lodge did I hide my weakness from kin.
Now, with the new year and the strengthening of the sun, enemies old and new once
more threaten the Tresdarni. I have little remaining strength, but even the name of
Karim is a bulwark to the free, and the shield of my renown shall endure a little
longer.

The wyrd of long years of battle, the hatred of slain foes and the bloody violence I
have wrought upon friend and enemy alike hangs upon my chest like a millstone,
strangling my very breath. The dead cry out for vengeance and the living watch for
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FIRE 1 CONQUER,

THE +ALL SPEARS I SHA++ER,
THE FLA+ LANDS I RAVAGE,
THEIR GOLD | CAS+ DOWN!

THANES ©F +HE FIRE TRIBE
SCA++ER BEFORE ME,
DAYLANUS BRINGS FURY
ALL-CONQUERING WIND!

any sign of weakness. And though I am rich in praise and gifted with many silver
torcs and armbands, my herds are few and my bloodline fewer still.

My final wish is to forge a legacy of peace for my children and clan. Fool that I
am, | know that such a hope is futile. The Yelmalian king of the Tovtaros, Conla
Brightshield, is moving inexorably against the remaining Orlanthi clans, and in
distant Alda Chur his master Harvar Ironfist maintains his tyranny through the
golden fist of Templar mercenaries and the hidden, shameful fist of Gagarthi bandits
and Bigger Wind traitors. I can sense the winds of future seasons, a boiling
Hurricane of Change gathering ahead. If I cannot leave my children peace, at least I
will gift them strength and defiance. It is the Orlanthi Way.

Our newly-elected Tresdarni chieftain is Karlii Ravenbrow, counted amongst
my oldest friends. It is my honour to accompany her on this mission to Bearwatch
Stead. A marriage match to the Danlarni chieftain Landos Freewind will end the
long feud between our clans, and strengthen us both at a time when our common foe
grows stronger. Though enemies across the long seasons, we are Far Walkers and
Orlanthi both, of one body and one blood! I am feared among the Danlarni, and this
fear and respect can be used to aid my chieftain’s cause. Though the omens are
good, I am not deceived by thinking that this will be easy.

Among the Danlarni I will find Aeolan Broken Nose, my oldest, most respected
foe. Many are the songs sung in praise of our battles, and my son Danwyr takes
delight in repeating them to any who will listen. The Two Mountain Bull Raid is
known to all the tribes of the Far Place, it tells how Aeolan stole the mighty and
magic bull Two Mountains from the fields of Lagerwater, from beneath my very
nose. How I raged against his name in blind fury that day! He might have bested me
then, but also much-sung is The Ford of Three Weapons, celebrating how I held
Aeolan and his party in champion’s battle for three days at Hurt Rock Ford, on the
very edge of his own tula.

My eldest daughter Erissa married into the Danlarni clan some four years ago. It
was a brave and seeming reckless matching, made despite my anger and my word,
and it first brought the hope of peace between our two clans. She defied me then,
matched me rage for rage, and there is a distance between us still. May I built
peace and honour between us anew at her hearth.
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My other sons and daughters ride with me now on common quest. My
firstborn, Braggi, is a warrior much like me. He is violent and bloody, but has
little of the subtlety and craft required of a true champion. His brother Taros is a
great-hearted, plain-speaking son of the fields, and though he has neither craft nor
violence, he is greatly loved in our clan. Taros is a man of peace, and perhaps a
future leader, but is peace what the clan requires in this hour? He blames me for
the loss of his Yelmalian wife, and who can say it is not so? And of course never-
still Danwry, my youngest, Orlanth to my Umath, a young raider in the first flush
of youth, eager to carve his wyrd upon the world. It is Danwyr who carries my
deepest hopes.

There is Olenda of course, my second daughter, a gors-taken huntress who
has cared for me through illness and shared my bitter secret these long seasons
past. She is always at my side. I owe her more than I can say: she has great
sense and wisdom and a wyrd as yet unrevealled.

My children make this journey not so much for our chieftain but for young
Danwyr, who wishes to contest the hand of the Danlarni chief’s daughter, Nalda
Copperbrow. I have sworn to pay brideprice if the match proceeds, and will join
his brothers and sisters to support and guide him in the marriage quest.

Much depends on the next few days. I must embody the pride and fury of the
Tresdarni on behalf of my chieftain and my clan. I must prepare a path for peace
with honour. I must still the lingering restless ghosts of our bloody past. And when
the winds are right, [ must make my sickness known to my chief and to my
family, and plan for my final passing to Orlanth’s Hall. The clan moot will elect a
new champion, but my word will count for much. And the Spear... I alone will
decide who shall bear it after me. The choice will be difficult. May Orlanth and
Ernalda guide me.

KARIM’S ILLNESS

Your bones ache, you cough blood, the little sleep you manage is haunted by
terrifying nightmare. The healers says you carry the breaths of many slain warriors.
Your strength is still considerable [16], especially when augmented by the powers
of the Spear [Strength of Bear 8w]. The Narrator will roll at the end of every round of
sudden action or exertion: there is a strong cumulative chance that you will
collapse. Relying too heavily on the powers of the spear to sustain you may in fact
hasten your death. Act cautiously and decisively.

+7HhO0O0OOENdNIE

Q&6




CAMPFIRE
WISD®Mm

CREXDWO®ODSRrRTRIIX=A

wisbem ©F +HE FAR WALKERS

The Spear Courage has a secret name that only the Odaylans know.

The clan is everything. The honour of one is the honour of all. The hurt of one is
the hurt of all.

Orlanth so teaches; breathing is the best form of prayer. To act is to pray. To live
is to pray.

When Orlanth faced the Water Dragon, He slew it. But when Orlanth faced the
Shadow Dragon, he loved its darkness. This is Power, and this is Will.

Wisdom is knowing when to speak and when to refrain from speaking.
If an Odaylan misses, it means she likes you.
No one ever knew what Roitina would do, but she always did it.

“Violence is always an option’, thundered Orlanth, Lord of the Storm. ‘There is
always another way, whispered Ernalda, Queen of the Earth.

The day before yesterday and yesterday are not the same as today.
The Wind brings change, and so does the warrior of the wind.
Orlanth learned from his mistakes. That is his greatest power and gift.

Our mistakes are sacred. The path we walk is a wide one, but it twists like the
winds, and everything on it is sacred. What we do right and well is sacred. Our
mistakes are also sacred. To learn from mistakes is the way of the Storm.

Name is everything.
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A warrior must say ‘yes’ to life. To all of'it.

Think in your stomach. Two bears live there. Their names are Wild and Tame.
One is fearful, the other jealous. Listen to them both. Each has its season.

The Rain has many faces.

A hero is for fame, not longevity.

Few use the better, if they know the worse.

One’s back is vulnerable, unless one has a brother.

Never walk away from home ahead of your axe and sword.
You can’t feel a battle in your bones or foresee a fight.

Cattle die, kinsmen die, all men are mortal. Words of praise will never perish, nor
a noble name.
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