
Warden
�e Justicars represent the law, but alone they could never enforce it. Either as their simple 
agents or as their apprentices, the Wardens are those who enforce peace and order in the 
world.
Individual Wardens vary but there are many things they share; a talent for seeing through 
lies and a hardiness of body and spirit. �ese carefully honed talents that come with this Art 
help the Warden in more than just simple investigation, and by seeing the truth, they can 
gain a decisive advantage in many walks of life, not least of which is survivability in 
combat.

Your character has 1 additional Confidence and Guard point.

(Melee) Longsword
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Guard Protection

Strain

Wounds
You may attempt to use a Skill with no ranks in it. In this case, halve 
your dice pool, rounding down, and use a TN of 6+.
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Craft

Performance

Commerce

Kaharis knows her own and she gave them many gifts; to her foremost warriors, she taught 
this art. With it, its practitioners use the long sword’s reach and flexibility to rapidly 
alternate between lethal attack and unbreakable defence. From this foundation, they learn 
to force their opponents into ever more compromising positions, turning each guard and 
block into a careful counterstrike, not intended to kill but to further weaken the opponent.

Increase the Edge and Reach of your longsword by 1. At the start of each Round, 
when you first have your Opportunity to Act, you must choose a Stance for your 
longsword. Pick from either Balanced, Cautious or Aggressive, and use the 
corresponding profile for your attacks. After you make a successful Combat Action, 
you may spend 1 Confidence to change to a different Stance.

At the start of each of your Attacks, before rolling dice, you 
may either gain +1 Reach and +1 Pool, or improve the 
Deadliness of your Attack by one step.

Anrin

Notes:

Prowess

Awareness

Conviction

Passion

Reason

Body

1d6+3

ReachPool Edge Deadliness

Wound Threshold: 5

6 dice 4+ 3 2 4+
8 dice 5+ 3 1 5+
5 dice 5+ 1 0 3+

Medium Armour



Devout Templar

“�e Gods left Hope in our hands, and we must 
not betray their trust.”

You were born far from the great cities in the vast, 
untamed expanse of the western lands. Your time there is 
mostly a blur; only a vague memory of a village by a lake 
amidst endless pine forests.

Your time in the wilds came to an end when your tribe 
raided the outer lands of the kingdom of Cairnwall. You 
remember feeling terror at that decision, and sure enough, 
your tribe was no match for the armies of the kingdom, 
or the Templars of the Gods.

You expected a slaughter, but instead justice was served. 
Your tribe would bow to the might of the city and would 
give tribute; as the child of the tribe’s leader, you were 
offered as part of that tribute. You were not to be a slave 
or a serf, but were to be raised as a vassal – and in time, 
become a Templar of the Goddess Kaharis.

You excelled in your new position, found true worth and 
meaning in your existence, and thus devoted yourself 
body and soul to Kaharis. As the years passed, you earned 
recognition but your heritage – and your piety – stymied 
your ambitions. According to your betters, you simply 
lacked the “flexibility” needed to rise to command, and so 
you chose to take up a more simple life, serving amongst 
those who made the long patrols of the kingdom’s 
borders

In the heartlands, your band’s arrival had been a welcome 
sight – even the tributes were given gladly – but at the 
kingdom’s edge, your faith was truly tested. Here, poverty 
and desperation reigned and the people looked upon you 
with fear and loathing.

When the winter came and your companions intended 
to return, you stayed; both to prove to these people – and 
yourself – that you were not what they feared. You came 
close to death in those days, and in the long dark of 
winter, you faced one trial after another. It was your fate 
to guard these people, but that was not enough; there 
was justice to be done elsewhere, and so with the people’s 
blessings, you returned to the road.




