Name: Darla Slate

Sex: Female 
Race: Dwarf

“Profession”: Warrior
Point Total: 110

Height: 3’6” 



Eyes: Blue

Weight: 130



Age: 25

Attributes: (110 pts)

ST: 13

DX: 12

IQ: 7

HT:11

Basic Speed: 5.75

Move: 5

Dodge: 5

Parry:  10 (7+3)

Block: 9 (6+3)
Skills:

Axe Throwing

Axe/Mace

Brawling

Broadsword

Climing

Cooking

Darts

Fast-Draw (Throwing Axe)

First Aid

Hiking

Holdout

Knife

Language (Northern Trade)

Lifting

Pottery

Riding (horse)

Running

Shield

Shortsword

Stealth

Survival (wilderness)

Tactics

Throwing

Two-Handed Axe/Mace
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Advantages:

Dwarf Racial Package

    +1 HT (10)

    Extended Lifespan +2 (10)

    Infravision (15)

    Bonus to Axe/Mace (2)

Alertness (5)

High Pain Threshold




DisAdvantages:

Dwarf Racial Package

    Reduced Move (-5)

    Reputation (Dificult Personality) (-5)

    Sence of Duty (Other dwarves) (-5)

Code of Honor (to comrads) (-5)

Oblivious (-3)

Truthfulness (-5)

Quirks

Likes to chop wood (-1)

Likes to help others (-1)

Never Bathes (-1)

Takes Good care of Axe (-1)

Quirk (-1)




Monster ID: 15%

Armor:
Coins:

Chainmail (PD3 DR2)
12 Gold

18 Silver

15 Copper

Racial Abilities (description): 

Equipment: Two handed axe (named Bessy) given to you by your daddy, you take good care of this.  Backpack with some food, and soap that you have never used (and don’t plan on using).  A comb your ma gave you, never used.  A small knife for skinnin animals, some money, a small pouch, and a couple a’ throwin’ axes (they are so small next to your big one, you like to think of them as Bessy’s kids.  You named them Kale, and Cole). A sleeping bag

Weapon
Damage (type)
Str.
Level
Notes

Great Axe
2d+2
13
15
1 round to ready

Appearance:  You are a young dwarven warrior.  You have lots of muscles, because you like to be able to lift things for people.  You have long brown hair that you haven’t washed, or cut in a while.  Baths are for wusses, and you hate getting wet.  Anyway, you don’t smell.  You have a wonderful axe, that you take extremely good care of.

Background: You grew up in the Dwarven town of Kairn Lyrech.  As you were growing up, you saw how much respect the strong dwarves got, so you decided you were going to be strong too.  You enjoy working hard, and cutting down trees.  Your father cut down trees for a living. You knew a bunch of stoneworkers to, but you liked chopping down trees.


For your fifteenth birthday, your father gave you the two-handed axe you carry with you.  He sent you to learn to fight, in case there was ever an attack on the town.  Also, he knew that you would like to be able to fight, and defend the town.  You really liked learning to fight, and you are good at it.  That’s what all of your instructors told you while in school.  They tried to teach you to use a sword, and little knives too, but you prefer your axe.  You learned how to use the others, but they are for weaklings, and they just don’t feel like that axe of yours.


When you turned 23, you decided that you wanted to see more of the world.  You only knew a small area around Kairn Lyrech, and wondered what the rest of the world was like.  If home was this good, everything else must be just as good too.  


You set off on your own, with a backpack full of food, your axe, and enough know how to get you where you are today.  A couple of months ago, you came to the city of Vaslick, which is where you are now.  Tired from you long journey, you headed toward the nearest inn/bar, to get some good ale.  You had just chopped some lumber for an elderly couple, and have money to actually stay at an inn, and get some of that delicious ale.  This is where you met up with the adventuring group you’re with now.

Party members:


Rowlin Krailc: (human male) He is really smart.  He is a cleric of Mayfist, or some such thing.  He really knows what he’s talkin’ ‘bout.  You don’t think that Sunrise and him git along too well.  Rowlin likes you, and he’ll talk to you about stuff.


He likes to come with you when you are choppin’ wood, and he picks all sorts of little plants on the way.  He doesn’t do too much choppin’, but that’s all right, more for you to do.  He helps you carry the wood back to camp, he can’t carry near as much as you. 

Sunrise: (male keld) What a rude little boy.  He says he is a Keld, but you never heard of no such thing.  He n’ Chicken Bone are both s’posed to be Kelds, but you think that they are just kids pretendin’ to be this little people race.


Sunrise thinks he’s better than you.  He really ain’t that great.  So he can make some sparkly stuff come outta his fingers, you can make sparks come from your axe. Maybe you’ll teach him how to act.  You guess he can’t be all that bad though, ‘cause he likes to help you chop wood.

Londell Silverleaf: (male elf) You have heard of these people, but you ain’t never met one until Londell.  They are pretty nice people.  He’s real nice.  He is a thief, but he ain’t that good at it.  Maybe you can teach him how to fight real good, and he kin be a fighter, just like you.  


He thinks that he’s real good at doing all that theifing stuff, but you can get into things better with your axe.  You ain’t so sure why everyone has to pick the locks, when you can just chop it off.  He likes to help you chop wood too.

Cralin: (human male) He’s a woodsman.  He likes trackin’ stuff.  He’s pretty good at it.  He isn’t that good of a fighter, but you guess he’s a good guy.  Maybe you can teach Cralin how to fight real good like you do.  He likes to help you chop wood, and he’s really nice to talk to.

Chicken Bone: (keld male) Another one of those strange little boys, that thinks he’s some sort of other race.  This one is much nicer than the other one though.  He’s another fighter, just like you.  He is pretty good at it, for being such a little guy. 


You ain’t sure why he is always so bummed out.  You try to cheer him up by bringing him along when you go choppin’, you know that he likes to help you.  You try make’in em stronger by taking him along with you, and make’in him carry a little more each time. You aint sure why he likes that Sunrise guy.  They said they growed up together or somethin’.
