Angel on My Shoulder () ..

The bandit turned to run, but'stumbled andd
floor. Arms and legs akimbo,'the man fel r
grasp and clanging on the groudiseveral §g
his back and triéd'te scurry away, Byt the r

Nis foot found'a large root on the forest

i
: is face hig's$word flying from
i

From afar, and hiddeinby the covey of the g | i rades had been
watching,this one travel downhgAorestreop

crafted armorand-ather suitably fing ccateh ; ng more
than a simple coufttey noble.d | W S 5 gaze was the

sword he carried on hissbackFE ol A of an antiquated
fair-penny T RESTOV s mark wt-——\ "

styling and design, it was g igured it would catch a
Knowing these woods as well ds they dig

Rid an angbusly and struck.

end of which

Now, the bandit fetind himse

Kstating dqwh t e of tie cleymgre, tht

was within 3 hes of the tip of his gose !e-- in thelglood of the.gther gang

members#=The hilt of the gfvordWap a stylizede wit g guadxd the bird’s wings, and

the metal appeared to befof glarkgr hyCYy 1k Steel . coldhrom, perhaps? Etched
org

into the blade, and netw efcarly eyidght Nudicium

But it was not tHe’blade that hdd’the brighnds
covered mog€of his face, butfa large slifleft
and clouded like a blind mafi’s, but obvius

\.‘l ntion. The knight woredq helm that
ncoveredy Those eyes wosg white

Disarmed and trapped, the bandit held up
“Please...please...don’t kill me. I beg yd

The swordsman did not seem to understapd |
surrender, was comprehended. The man the ught
consult of some unseen individual. Afterja few
slowly lowered his blade. The weapon, sfilliat t
bandit.

s words, but the gesture, one of
a moment, as if listening to the
nds, the swordsman nodded, and

eeing.
( alms out, and stammered,
‘n pady, was no longer threatening the

removed his helmet, and the bandit gaspef realizifig that the swordsman was nothing
more than a boy of not even twenty. Alsd, tl e bandit became aware of an odd mark on
his left cheek, one that had previously bedn y part of the boy’s helmet. The mark
had the coloration of a birthmark, but appg¢ared t detalled to be random. It clearly
depicted a sword overlying an image of th s f it were some form of religious
marking, the bandit could not place it as the 1ths that he was familiar with were
those of Erastil the Deadeye and Gorum tHe f Iron.

After a few quick blinks, the swordsman}e es tétyrned to a normal, deep emerald. He




The bandit, trembling at the hacked bodics ‘ j mer comrades, quietly stammered,
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The boy slowlynodded-aggin. Tedac js-one-eftie many
deities of Golarion, but hepifaith has not#e [N part of the &orld. In fact, the only

time that her faith is kpé 2 - s through the pas

ing of her
crusaders throughJfiis countrizas they w o to do baptteayith thesjends in the
Worldwound«fi the-third MegaQevian Crupall nther was dge of those aders,
having tee¥€lled north fropd AndeTan to jpin illthe fcht.
“When the time for battle’had ended! myjfa edVperg to Rostland. He liked the
rural area far pas /; outskirts gf Restov, ) ", e settlgdyand met mother. He
had returned fref the Worldwiouind wit spdils of battle to make hinda very

S\

wealthy mapfbut his proudegh'possessiofat
sword into a readied positiofi, and the bapdit

” The bRy slowly raiscththe

The boy chuckled, “Don’t worry. I am nl
Iomedae teaches us that it is better to accg
to simply cut down your foes. She woulg
but wanton slaughter is left to the Goru
been passed down throughout generation
powerfully enchanted.

jkill you unless you force my hand.
o and honorable surrender than it is
cht as necessary to defend ourselves,
ay, as I was saying, this blade has
ily, and it was at one time very

“This wasn’t enough to save my father, hp
village when I was no more than ten year‘f

en a gang of giants attacked our
father defended the townspeople
hot before the sword had been

The local vicar was able to repair the
‘powerful for him to replace. There

valiantly, and eventually the gang was ro
shattered by a giant’s axe and my father 1ai
blade with his magic, but the enchantmen
was, however, nothing they could do for rhy fa

“But my father was a knight of lomedae..
have given his life if it meant that innoce

adip in her service. He would willingly
” be spared.”
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{gdr, scemed to be entranced by the
ad shifted the man’s attitude. Still

The bandit, despite the earlier bloodshed %‘
story. Despite his age, the boy’s forthrightag

timid, the man asked, “What'is that markigg

brand of the Infefitor. a babe pish, up into
my childhood. Sho ' i
fifteen it had transformg ( Jicre. y divine link to my
Lady.

“It’s funny that yowsho ~
metamorphosis I received.a g isi onred; haed own one of Her

own servants, an angel knoWn\aS a7 eated by the deities of
ood-ro DS ——
“The angel explained to mghthat I had bg By, the goddesdto be one of her
servants here on Golagéh. If I were to AcCe ing, thé Deva Wweyld be bound to
me, and [ to it, andfogetherwe : ctc epofier grdee. ..one of Her
Chosen.
“The angel taught me mpafich,#how/to ySqa s “hy to Yumitg Lady’s protection
and blessing, and how te€onjurefhedlingmagi€ tatgnd My Wounds™N{ still have much to
learn, and in this éarrling there As,much gowe can y&t attain. Thisg$why you are
seeing me on oad to Restg 9 today.. -»‘-\ revoy iS\Ghartering growps to foray
into the Stolefi Lands. Thergfmay not b¢-aibetter plade to hone'ny skills than 1tghe wilds

there.” !
The bandit, still listening intently, asked, | ‘W@t h@ppened to your eyes earlier...and your
voice...you were speaking in some tongue re never heard.”

i
Smiling, the boy responded. “lomedae’s |gift €oni€y with a price. With the direct link to
the divine, during times of stress I am fillediwith#h¢ Celestial Fury. It does not control
my actions, but during those times I can ¢nly spe@kjin the tongue of the angels.

“Now...I think that I have probably told you eno
can go down. One, in accordance with B ev1sh |
two, you can swear to me that you are finjshed
such an unlawful life. Know that you wotld be
she will hold you to those words.”

We have two paths here that we

I can execute you for banditry, or
Waylaylng travelers and will forsake
aring to an agent of the Inheritor, and

g
i
(
i

The bandit quickly replied, “No, no, pleas ar. [ am done with this!”

oW

e
The boy placed his helmet back over his head a r pripped his sword. With a quick flick
of the blade, he commanded the brigand, “{G9.” fllje elder man obliged, scrambling to his
feet and bolting off into the woods. Withi dful of seconds, he was already out of
the boy’s view.
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The boy heard the voice of his passenger if
all of that, Velox? / ,
4 o ,

Velox shrugged and replied, “Probably nop " rhaps kmowing the source afd motives
of the one that sh ( i his décigions in the futar€. Also, you
never know, the e us gh alJy in the re”..or at least an

enemy that might sta ounds crazy!”

d. Was it really necessary to tell him

1Y beligve higa? .1

There was a THOM a¢ boy’sgAwords.
p [ . md of information. Being
that we are in the wilds, asjfgNastomede wed, e o Hog have any form of

2080 cpmmon knowledgethat=——

organizen
= S

one of Her foltowers~tetalone ¢ bu coultNfec quie-a-tergerOf Her
enemies...and they are notfew\n numb ')} e oy our owfi hekg, but with some luck
we will be able to findagroup of like-m¥ided§@cvéifirers tg travel intQ the Stolen Lands.
1t is my sense thagahere wewi bevfacing gredBclidlienges'theye~Come, the road awaits.
We must moye‘outorRestov.

The boy nodded. “Yes/Aathef.”

Velox Vendicatori — LG Oracle of lomg

Traits (Four total, 2 free + 2 from extra tri

Campaign Trait Rostlander (+1 to Fort Sa

Faith Trait Birthmark (+2 vs. ¢hdrm a | ompulsion, acts as focus for spells)
Social Trait Rich Parents (900 gp startifig

Equipment Trait Heirloom Weapon|(free Al +1 to hit with that weapon)

Skills Taken:

Diplomacy
Sense Motive
Perception
Spellcraft




