WARDEN LIEUTENANT BRILYN “DARKFORGE” DAISHAR

Justice-Aligned Human Earth/General Mage

With the schism of the College, large numbers of mages who were otherwise overlooked in the grand scheme of the original set-up appeared from the woodwork to showcase what they were capable of. In particular, the formation of the Wardens meant that all of a sudden, human mages were no longer functionally second-class citizens, as they now brought skills to the table that elves couldn’t match. Brilyn Daishar had earned grudging respect from his elven counterparts even before the Wardens’ inception, garnering the nickname “Darkforge” for his demeanour and magical array, and when the time came to find lieutenants of this new order, his name was to be found on the top of every list worth considering.

Brilyn Daishar was born thirty-eight years ago, the son of a master blacksmith, Tolan, and his wife, a Marshal named Cairen. The two of them made an interesting pairing – Tolan of the opinion that his son should grow up either as a craftsman or a soldier, Cairen determined that he should get an equal opportunity to sample everything. In truth, however, not even she had properly considered the option that manifested itself a few days after Brilyn’s twelfth birthday as he helped out his father in the smithy.
While working with a hammer, Brilyn noticed the heavy tool becoming spontaneously lighter in his hands, and beginning to heat up. Years of quietly accruing magical power had just released themselves in a spontaneous strength/heat metal multicast. Dropping the hammer, he and his Tolan watched, terrified, as it rose through red to yellow heat. Cairen quickly healed the damage to Brilyn’s hands and, not quite believing what she was doing, took the pair of them back into the house, sat them down and told them that Brilyn was a natural mage.

To say that this went down well would be lying. Tolan didn’t understand why a human male should be a mage, Brilyn didn’t understand where it came from, and to be fair, Cairen didn’t have particularly good answers for either.
Although he obviously had problems with the idea, it was a testament to Tolan’s love for his son that he pledged not to stand in Brilyn’s way if he decided to follow a career in magic – strange as he found it. Cairen, just as puzzled by this spontaneous magery as everyone else, arranged an introduction and testing at the College’s first available opportunity. Given that Brilyn was human, this meant they had to wait for a week or so.

He got in, and didn’t look back once.
________________________

During study, Brilyn shown unnatural skill for a human mage – he was still behind the elves in terms of raw power, but he made up for it in dedication and the fact that he practiced combat as well as the arcane. In homage to the father who gave up his apprentice, and the mother who shunned the sword in favour of the superior subduing capability of the mace, he chose the warhammer as his primary weapon. Coupled with a shield, he made a rather unusual-looking mage.

It had been found early on that earth and fire were where his talents lay (he’d multicast without trying – it had to have been special), and he concentrated on earth as his primary, as a good way of enhancing his combat skill. What resulted was something approaching a warlock by the time he got near graduation, though he had less raw magical power and more fighting skills. His elven colleagues had been won over to his side as far as acceptance was concerned – they all agreed that as far as in-house bodyguards go, there were very few better – and they honoured him with an elven descriptive. From the moment they called him Darkforge, Brilyn was regarded as simply another member of the college, rather than “the human”, and his studies progressed even faster. He passed out as an accomplished earth mage with fire secondary, to resounding applause and impressed nods from the college elders.
________________________

On patrols, Brilyn showed himself as being something of a versatile individual. He could just about stand in a front line – though his shield kept him safe from blows that would have sheared through his leather armour; He could do skirmishing – again, just about, thanks to the shield; He could also do line support, enhancing strength and weaponry, and covering his patrolees in the endurance of earth. In fact, he did everything a warlock did – just not to as great an extent – but with the added bonus that he could do it to other people.
He was also an outstanding bodyguard – taking responsibility for quite a few high-ranking mages on various official engagements, where taking someone who understood the nature of magic as well as combat was sensible.
For these reasons, the master mages had no hesitations in recommending him for a commissioned rank in the Wardens as soon as Sarith came up with the idea of restructuring them back into existence. The boy from the smithy had made good – and finally achieved what both his father and mother had hoped for – not only was Brilyn a respected soldier, but had abilities in many different areas. Having followed his progress closely, they could not have been happier with the results.
Upon receiving his commission, he was presented with a finely crafted warhammer as something of a badge of office. As he inspected his new weapon, he noticed something that almost brought tears to his eyes.

The weapon had been forged by Tolan. He would know his father’s work anywhere.
The wardens had commissioned Tolan to produce master crafted weapons for its commissioned officers, and Brilyn was the first to receive one. He rushed home to find the beer open and ready, and handshakes and embraces all round. A fine day for all concerned.

________________________

Brilyn was a natural choice as Warden in charge of the 115th Avant-Garde, as it allowed him to stay active while leaving him available to bodyguard the master mages when they needed it. Wry smiles aside, he enjoys the job for the same reasons, and it gives him the ability to train up other recruits with the same work ethic he employed.

He worked exceptionally hard to get where he is now, enduring a lot of shunning and disrespect along the way. He made it through, however, having tempered himself in the baptism of fire he received when he first showed up at the college. What came out the other end was pure, dark-forged ability, and he will expect nothing short of the same level of dedication from anyone assigned to him.
________________________

Don’t fuck about with the man, simple as that. Everyone knows him, and they know he won’t stand for it.

