HIGH MASTER FORNAX

Temple-aligned Human Might Priest

Never let it be said that once in a while, the Temple of Might doesn’t throw out a genuine, straight-up badass.

Ladies and gentlemen, I give you High Master Fornax.

Janus Borale was born thirty-four years ago, the son of a reasonably well-off farmer and smallholding owner, Calen, and his wife Aslade. Twenty-seven years ago, he was left an orphan when assassins sent from the corrupt headman of the local town descended on the farmstead. Both parents and his two older brothers, Cullis and Seran, were killed in front of his eyes, after he had been forced to watch his mother raped by each of the assailants in turn. The assassins left, assuming that the child would just be scarred for life and would never find them.

They didn’t reckon, however, on the fickle finger of fate.

The young Janus stumbled into the local town screaming and crying vengeance, almost straight into the arms of a passing Master on a recruiting mission. Young as the child may have been, there was fire burning in his eyes that spoke of conviction and fervour, and meaning what he said. The Master didn’t hesitate – the child had no-one left, no ties to leave behind, and was a functionally blank canvas. That night, three new recruits were taken back to the Temple – none of them over eighteen, none of them content with what their life was doing for them at the moment, but only one known to the recruiting Master to be capable of great things.

________________________

Janus was well and truly indoctrinated by the Temple. They trained him to hone his anger and vengeance into weapons, and to release them when the time was right. When he got it right, it worked with devastating effect. When he got it wrong, it led to uncontrolled rage and severe punishment for gross deviance from the doctrine and losing control. Every time he did, however, the High Masters smiled to themselves as they considered the possibilities of what that uncontrolled rage would achieve when properly harnessed.

He grew in skill, and control, and desire to find and butcher the men who killed his family. The training Masters pushed this strongly, provoking and driving the improving postulant to ever-greater achievement. He was soon a highly accomplished swordsman in both one-and two-handed forms, and a dedicated follower of Krolvir, Lord of Vengeance.

After ten years of training and religious indoctrination, Krolvir visited him with a dream, in which he “tempered his soul” in the “furnace of vengeance”, and – more importantly to Janus at the time – showed him the location of the men who killed his family.

Janus Borale never woke from that dream. In his place woke the man now known as Fornax.

Passed out as a Master and given a war party on the day he woke reborn, Fornax travelled to the location he had been given in the dream, and found the three men who killed his family sitting drinking in a tavern. They didn’t recognise him as he strode across the common room towards them, or as he drew his sword, empowered with death. In fact, had he not taken a few seconds to explain why their life was now forfeit, they would have died none the wiser – and in truth, only one of them could remember the incident Fornax spoke of before he parted each of their heads from their shoulders. The large party of black-clad heavies he had brought that were now surrounding the inn, both inside and out, persuaded everyone that those three dead men in the corner had been that way since long before they came in, and Fornax and his party vanished into the night leaving no more than legend behind them.

________________________

On active patrols, Fornax was downright dangerous to have around, in all senses of the word. He would visit destruction upon enemies of the barony with Krolvir’s might behind every swing of his sword, but was regularly seen knocking patrol members unconscious when they refused to follow the patrol commanders orders immediately. He was disciplined for his behaviour on more than one occasion, but encouraged to pay the disciplinary action no mind by some of the more radical of his mentors. After all, how was he to blame if the party commander was unable to keep control of his subordinates? If the Barony persisted in supplying substandard commanders, he would have to keep helping them maintain order.

________________________

In the end, the Barony military got heartily sick with Fornax taking matters into his own hands and demanded action to be taken against him. The Temple responded as any follower of Order would – by doing as they were told. As a result, Fornax was taken off active service and named High Master of the 115th Avant-Garde. It seemed that the Temple were taking action, when in fact all they were doing was stoking up his fire a little bit further. He was been challenged by the Temple to present a reasonable face to the new recruits, and show how his control has improved since his childhood, with the promise of reward for success. He is being watched as closely as he intends to watch his new recruits.

Neither should consider daring to sniff in the wrong direction.

________________________

Some men just weren’t born to work behind a desk – some of those men are forced to, and challenged to make a good job of it on pain of disgrace. Fornax would consider himself one of an unlucky minority.

