Name: Haldir Haraldsson
Nationality: Vesten

Profession: Swordsman

Brawn 

2

Finesse 
3

Wits

2

Resolve
3


Panache
3








Total 56 pts

Swordsman School (Leegstra) +25 Pts

 total 28 pts


Corps a' corps 1

3pts
Heavy Weapon (axe) 


2pts


 attack 3


(+2 pts)


Parry Heavy Weapon
3
(+2 pts)
total 6pts
Wrestling (free)


Grapple 1 (Free)


Head Butt 1 (3pts)



total  3pts

Athlete

2pts


Climbing 3 (2 ranks free) 
1pts


Footwork 2 (1 rank free) 
1pts


Sprinting 1 (Free)



Throwing 1 (Free)



Total 4pts

Sailor

 2pts



Balance 3 (1 free)

2pts


Climbing (combined)


Knotwork 1
(F)


Rigging 1
(F)


Navigate 1


3pts


Pilot
1


3pts


Swimming 1


3pts

Total 13pts

Hand Axe 
2pts


Attack Handaxe 1 (F)


Parry 
Handaxe 1 (F)


Throw Handaxe 1

3pts

Total 5pts

Archer
2pts


Attack bow 1 (F)


Fletcher 1 (f)




Total 2pts

Merchant
2pts


Blacksmith 1 (f)


Appraisal 1
3pts


Haggling 1
3pts



Total 8pts

Background:

Bloodsworn (oath to father) 
3pts

Old Name (+6 reputation)
2pts


total 5pts
Advantage:

Large



3pts

Able Drinker


1pts

Swordsman's guild

F

Linguist


2pts

Vendel

sp/w

1pt

Castille
sp

1pt

Vodacce
sp

1pt

Avalon

sp

1pt


total 10 pts
Background in a nutshell:
Haldir is a vesten. His father was a blacksmith famed for his craft as a weapon smith and, though he specialized in axes, the beautiful swords that he crafted were sought after by Vodacce nobles, only too keen to offer their assistance against the Vendel in exchange. The Vendel, for their part, tried to force Harald to join the merchant guilds, ally himself with the Vendel and cease to trade with the Vodacce. Harald was a traditional Vesten and his sons were accomplished raiders.

Haldir is a raider with a long and well known heritage. Many famous sea-kings plundered and raided across the known world. Their names are remembered around the fires of their people.  Haldir, from a early age, dreamed that he too would one day be a famous sea-king, desire to restore the Vesten to their former glory filled him. His heart would soar as he sat at his fathers feet listening the Skaalds weaving their tales at the campfires of clan gatherings. Haldir was away at sea when his father was murdered.
Only a fortnight earlier, a Vodacce noblewoman had come with an entourage to seek his father.  The noblewoman sought to commission a sword with a highly decorative basket hilt of entwined flowers as a gift for her father. She did not give her name or that of her father. What she did give was the price of the blade in advance and gave her word to pay the price again upon completion.  
Haldir returned from a successful raid against the Vesten to find his murdered father, their steading in flame. Haldir sought vainly for survivors among the ashes. His father and mother had been killed along with the twins, his younger brothers. As Haldir built a pyre to give his father a honorable burial, he heard crying. He wasted no time locating the source, it was his sister Freya, his only sister no older than six summers old.  She embraced Haldir sobbing. 

It was some time before she could utter anything coherent. When Freya finally gathered herself enough to talk the tale she told filled Haldir with fury. It seemed a party of Vodacce came to retrieve the blade that Harald had only just finished. They delivered the payment, as promised, though oddly not until they were reminded as to the exact price. The noblewoman who originally contracted Harald was not present.  A Vodacce nobleman with the leather gloves embossed with silver foxes hefted the blade, a fine weapon! Haldir had outdone himself! The Vodacce noble took a few practice swings and asked Harald would do him the honor of sparring with him. A duel of honor, the winner would be who drew first blood. Harald was a student of the Leegstra school and fought equal well with Claymore or axe. He chose to use a claymore and duel commenced.  
Their swords clashed and the two combatants danced. The grace with which they wove silvery walls of steel about them was a site to behold. The weapon Harald had forged was the height of his art. The man with the silver fox gloves finally scored a minor hit on Harald's arm and the duel ended. The two men laughed, their breath coming in short gasps. But Haralds breath grew strangely shorter as he noted that the minor cut on his arm was beginning to burn.  His legs grew weak and he collapsed gasping for breath. The Vodacce laughed a deep throated laugh of victory, made a clicking noise with his tongue against his teeth, and uttered a single word to Harald as the light faded from his eyes, "poison". His men then burned everything and killed anyone they could find.  
The Vodacce would pay for their duplicity.  On the spot Haldir swore to find the people responsible! He only had two leads. First, he could not forget the beautiful Vodacce woman who had come to purchase the blade. He could not believe that she was responsible but he would find her.   Second, he would find the man with the Silver fox gloves and exact his revenge.  The man must be a powerful swordsman to best his father, but to kill in such a craven way!  Haldir swore vengeance as he lit the funeral pyres.
The next day Haldir carried his sister several miles to the hold of his near kinsman and husband of one of his older sisters, Jofrid. He said goodbye to his sisters, left word for his remaining brothers who were still at sea.  Haldir went to seek his revenge. Since then he has traveled the seas looking for clues, raiding and gaining the skills that he will need to avenge his father.  Finally, Haldir found a clue. The man with the silver fox gloves had been rumored to frequent a certain Vendel  merchantile house. As much as he hated the Vendel for abandoning the true ways, he hated this man more.  Haldir entered the Vendel settlement, his stomache twisting with disdain, when he spotted a man wearing silver fox gloves. He didn't see his face but followed him into a local tavern.  Haldir followed him into the tavern.  Haldir, the hothead his is, shouted out to him and drew his axe. The man didn't even look back but bolted for the kitchen. Suddenly a dozen men, dressed in Vendel guard garb surrounded him. Haldir readied himself to meet the Grumfather and gathered himself for battle when he felt a soft touch on his shoulder, someone whispered in his ear in oddly stilted Vesten, "Put away your weapon. Trust me."  He turned and there stood the Vodacce noblewoman, something about her eyes made him stop dead. She turned and addressed the guards and a sweet arresting voice, "Put away your weapons. He is here at my behest! He works for me." Slowly the men put away their weapons and, strangely, walked away. Haldir put away his axe, a mix of emotion filled him! Both Vodacce in one place! He wanted to strangle her but could refuse her nothing.  She bid him to follow her to a nearby booth.  "Do I know you?",  she asked. "We met once, several years ago, at the shop of my father," stammered Haldir. "The weapon smith."  She nearly choked! "What a strange web the fates weave! The man you sought to cleave with that axe of yours I have been following for years! I can see in your eyes you do not trust me. First I owe you this." Without another word she handed over the remaining payment for the sword his father had forged those years before. Haldir's face twisted in confusion, "I don't understand."  "Let me try to explain. This is what happened, at least as far as I can ascertain. I am Fioralba Montanari, a Vodacce noblewoman. I am an only child of a doting father.  My father was dearly in love with mother and could refuse her nothing. She wanted, more than anything else, to give my father a child. She died giving me life. My father could love no other, nor could bear the touch of a courtesan. I dearly love my father and, as I grew, my father could refuse me nothing.  This was even true when I began to develop certain abilities. I can sometimes see that people are somehow touched by the fates and, at other times, that individuals are linked by strands. When you entered I could see swords floating about you. I looked closer and saw one of the thickest strands I have ever glimpses twisting and turning as it grew and attached itself to the that man. At first I intervened of curiosity. Now, that I recognize you, I believe that he is the one both of us seek! I contacted your father, I had heard of his talents, to make a present for my father. As has often been my habit, I snuck away from my fathers estates, leaving a note of course, to make the purchase. Before I could retrieve the blade for my father, the story of what happened reached me along with the rumor that a rival family, to embarrass my father, hired a man to intercept the blade. After all, a Vodacce nobleman's daughter should not be running off to trade with a Vesten. No offense intended.  My father, as I have since learned, has backed several joint ventures with Vestan raiders against the Vendel.  I believe that this man sold his services, not only to my father's rivals, but to the Vendel. The Vendel struck at someone who would not join their guilds and supported of Vestan raiders in one swoop. Our rivals will not admit direct involvement, their tool went too far. I have been seeking this man who is rumored to be a mercenary assassin. I have only recently tracked him here, having never seen his face until today. I am sworn to expose this man and his ties to our rivals and, more importantly, to regain the sword, the work of your father and rightful gift to my father. Fate has brought us all together today in this place, will you help me?"  Haldir did not hesitate, "The Norns are truly at work. Payment I cannot accept until we find this, Silver Fox, my father is avenged, fulfilling my bloodoath, and then I can deliver the sword to you, fulfilling my father's oath to you." He handed the money back to Lady Fioralba.

