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The following is secret background information written in character. Consider it as role playing suggestions for how to run this unique PC. You are free to change things up – after checking with DM first! 

[image: ]
Look, um… I’m nothin’ special. But you need to know how all this started, so, um I guess this is my story;
[image: ]A month ago, I was just a regular farmer, youngest son of a regular farmer here at Narrowhaven. Then the wolf came. It was not like other wolves… it was, fiercer… demonic. The local militia were powerless to help, the local barracks at Hammerville too lazy to care. Livestock, and with it our livelihood, was disappearing. Then the murders started, two boys in one night, and old lady the next day. Mauled to death just for sport. 
Begging any god that might hear, all in the town who could hold arms banded together and tracked the wolf to its lair. The battle was sore; the monster was immune to damage by the pitchforks, unfazed by the torches we bore. Before I knew it, I was cut off from the others, running for my life. 
But then I figured… why? I had nothing to gain dying as a coward. I had to fight. So I turned on that dog and something suddenly … just, this fire filled me from head to toe. I lost all fear in that moment, and I smote that demon, I smote it again and again with all the soul I had. Some god heard me that day because I alone could piece its skin with this old sword my Da gave me. The others turn up to watch me skewer it through its demon heart. 
They wanted to make me mayor, but I’m not the thinking… political type. I do my best work on the right end of a sword. Truth is; some higher power called me that day, and now I have a vision; I want to see our people set free from all the wolves, free and safe. The conscriptions have to end. The reign of terror of the Sons has to end. The death, and the killing; it’s gotta stop. And if there’s any prayer of my heart that I could have above all others, I want to be the man who runs a sword right through that Wolf in the Sky and brings and end to this murder, and fear, and tyranny! That’s what I live for – now if only I had a group of powerful friends that could help make it happen...
[image: ]Ember Passion
The following is secret background information written in character. Consider it as role playing suggestions for how to run this unique PC. You are free to change things up – after checking with DM first! 
[image: ]
My mother died the day the Wolf took power. I have never seen a day without the endless autumn of the world he helped to create. I hear only memories of trees not in a perpetual state of dying. I feel the weeping of the brooks turned silent. I taste the death on every breeze.
[image: ]I am of Westfren. You may not know where we dwell, and I will not risk telling you. For years now, I have been sent out as a spy among the humans of Abandon, desperately seeking any heroes that might stand against this monster. It was my skill, and talents granted by the moon goddess, that I could pass by our enemy unawares; I did not much like the form, but wolves pass unnoticed in Abandon. 
And every year I return more and more disappointed. The humans are growing weaker and more complicit in their suffering each and every day. My path this day takes me to an isolated hamlet known as Narrowhaven, though I would be surprised to find any brave of heart and noble of spirit there. They are frightened, cowering wretches. There is no glory in them now. 
But I believe there was once a day without this bitter, unending Autumn. I am called of the gods of Summer, Winter and Spring to return balance to the land, and so help me, this I will do – as soon as I find some of noble heart and spirit just willing to try… but I doubt it will ever happen…
Zagun Pan 
The following is secret background information written in character. Consider it as role playing suggestions for how to run this unique PC. You are free to change things up – after checking with DM first! 
[image: ]
[image: ]An erudite question you do propose, seeking to know of my origins and motivations. I’m sorry, I’m being overly perspicacious again, aren’t I! Perhaps you can forgive my scholarly outlook. I readily acknowledge that I am the first to overcomplicate a simple solution! But you mustn’t be too quick to judge either. For if you are to know me, you must be prepared to keep my secret; I have studied texts, languages, rumors. Secrets of a hidden lore known only to our ancestors. Yet I could never get enough!
Thus I have spent more time than I can count studying the ruins of Mon Kumon, purchasing the legal exploration rights at Hammerville at exorbitant price, I might add! Nevertheless, I was hoping to uncover a way to harness the magic the Fallen Ones used to possess! I use a local town of my base of operations; Narrowhaven is well supplied, yet out of the way enough for the Sons to largely ignore. I dare not return to Hammerville! 
(What should I say? Hammerville… I had a fairly innocent tryst with the daughter of a local aristocrat recently. She seems wildly besotted with me, demanding so much of my attention my studies were threatened. I wish that were all, but her father was deeply disapproving of her attentions… in truth – I fled for my life! But let us put that aside…) 
For just last month my research finally paid off. After all these years I managed to piece together the research of the ancients and wielded the power of magic in my very own hands. I now command a flaming sheet of fire with which I may scorch a dozen men where they stand!
And yet the legends still tempt me. There are stories of mighty wizards who hurled bolts of lightning, or who put to flight entire armies with fear. There are lies that such wizards exist in the ranks of the Wolf even now, but I doubt them. No, it is I who will find that hidden research of the Fallen Ones and use it to bring peace and wisdom again to this land.  When I am king, chaos will no longer rule, but the light of logic and kindness and truth! 
Ps. The correct pronunciation is “Sagan” Pan. Carry on!
Scamper Tarrybrinkle
The following is secret background information written in character. Consider it as role playing suggestions for how to run this unique PC. You are free to change things up – after checking with DM first! 
[image: ]You don’t want to know me, and I really don’t want to know you. The less we know, the safer we are. You shouldn’t ask questions you’re not ready to hear the answer to. But since you’re stupid, here’s the easy answer;
[image: ]I know I look like a short human girl. I look it, don’t I? Well, surprise, surprise, I’m not human at all. I don’t think human, I never felt human. You ever heard of Halflings? Not surprised, history overlooks us, and we like it that way. I was trained in the school of hard knocks in the back streets of Bittern. I learned to fight dirty – didn’t matter so long as you were the one who won. 
But Ma told me, gods rest her, she was part of this weird, secret society thing. I dunno, Hidden Chambers or something? Tells me that when the Wolf took power he killed all the royal line. But many of the surviving nobility got together, say they’re looking for ways to take down the Wolf. Well I say they haven’t succeeded in a hundred generations so they’re useless. She wasted all her life trying figure out how to take down a god. 
 Still… I have memories, or was it a dream? About a place where fairies still lived and magic still could bless you. Of giant caverns, and a giant snail who would carry us on its back… Mum said there’s a history; that the land used to have enough food for everyone. I remember she just used to just give it all away in those brown paper packaged tied up with colored string. She’d say there was a time we didn’t go to bed hungry, that the children didn’t used to cry themselves to sleep while those Sons of that monster drink themselves into a stupor, bloated with ale and meat. I wish life weren’t cruel but it is. Gods I hate going to bed hungry… I wish no one ever did. But who cares? Not me… not at all… 
So how’d I end up in Narrowhaven? Well, you’d be surprised how easy it can be to upset the thieves guild or some sell-out to the Sons in Bittern. Let’s just say I had to leave town for a few days. 
Guess … I could use a few good friends now, if you know what I mean. Someone to watch my back, safety in numbers and all that. But who has friends nowadays? 
I guess there’s a part of me that hopes for a greener day… but I’m a realist. I’m a survivor. You take life as it is and do what you gotta do to survive. It’s a hard lesson, but if Abandon don’t teach it to you quick, you die. 
Trech Anvil 
The following is secret background information written in character. Consider it as role playing suggestions for how to run this unique PC. You are free to change things up – after checking with DM first! 
[image: ]
[image: ]I lost my name when I joined the Sons, and I can remember almost nothing from before then. They break you; they take everything away from you and leave you empty, with nothing but another man’s rage and lust burning in your broken heart.
But, just recently… something happened. We were just beating down some peasants and I, like… snapped. I was like, “Why are we doing this, they’re not even fighting back?” 
I think my commander could tell, somehow. She’s been watching me ever since. Now I get this conscription drill out at some little, crappy hamlet. “Narrowhaven”, or something. I don’t know, seems like a waste of time to me. I’m an artillery man, though I got good skills for the mountain tactics, and dwarven talent at stonework and spelunking – not the draft at some pathetic wateringhole!
Truth is; I think I’m done. This military… it’s… killing me. They took my beard, figured they might as well take it all. Now I need an out, but no one lives who gets out. I don’t know if I can keep, just, hurting people. Something just seems very wrong with that. 
I hope I don’t just, you know, snap one day – kill all my pack and just go AWOL with some new pack. But I think I’ve had it with the merciless violence all the time. Getting real sick of it!
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