MARSHALL FLYNN MEDAR

Temple-aligned Human Justice Priest

Flynn Morel Medar was born thirty-four years ago, the youngest of three sons of a poor grain farmer, Jeb, and Marin, his wife. As he started to learn to ply fields and farm, he knew he was doing the wrong thing. He was destined for more than this – the world was so evil, so corrupt, and he knew he had to help change it.
And so began what he was famous for – neuroses.
He was constantly in trouble with his parents for being a dreamy slacker in the fields, and inappropriately profound idealism whenever anyone was in earshot, and was constantly hounded by his older brothers, Rel and Nelm, both budding farmers and content with their lot. Flynn couldn’t understand why his family could live with the world in the way it was, and left home at the age of sixteen – in not entirely cordial circumstances – to become someone who could make an impact on the nature of the world.
Of course, he went to where all idealists who want to change the world go to – the Temple of Justice. They welcomed him with open arms.
________________________

His training began with periods of deep meditation and discussion, where he was encouraged to share his opinions about the world, and engage in debate with other people of like minds. His had his opinions challenged, and challenged those of other people, and as a group he and the postulants began to find that their opinions weren’t quite so unwanted, or unwarranted, as had been drummed into them on the outside.

There followed much prayer, debate, and study, and during one particularly deep session of meditation, he was granted a vision by Alhareen the Just telling him to go and deliver justice to the world, in her name. The temple high priests welcomed the vision as a sign of great potential (and secretly thanked their own deities for finding something to do with the man), and encouraged him to develop his relationship with his new patron.
Flynn was plainly and obviously patrol material, given his burning desire to actively change the world and almost neurotic desire to make people better, so he also joined the combat practice group. His boundless and infectious enthusiasm carried him along where his slight lack of technical prowess would have otherwise shown him up and he made good progress.

The day he worked his first miracle, it brought him to his knees with fervour and joy – Alhareen had blessed him in the most public of manners, and he retired into twenty-four hours of straight prayer to thank her. The high priests were immensely pleased that finally they were going to be able to use this potential in the outside world, where they all agreed it was his destiny to be. He was passed out for patrol with relief on all sides.

________________________

Patrols, however, were a nightmare for Flynn’s impressionable psyche. Everywhere he turned, he saw injustice, bone idleness, death, destruction, and crass overload of everything he hated. Smite away as he did, he couldn’t stem the tide of it by himself. More than once he overcast himself into unconsciousness in order to pick up the innocent and the fallen, while desperately trying to stop his own party members from flagrantly breaking the law in the course of their duty. He was fast approaching the stage where he would have to retire from active service due to stress – the dreaded “Marshall’s Burnout” – and something had to be done to avoid losing this glorious prospect.

________________________

He was encouraged to take a break from active service before he outright snapped, and it was suggested that a desk job overseeing the work of the 115th Avant-Garde would allow him to stay connected with active service while getting him out of the environment that was beginning to have an adverse effect on his health. He works on the casualty resurrection teams and monitors reports as part of an anti-stress program that will allow him to return to active duty in about a year’s time after his mind is rested.

To this day, he has never again had contact with his family, despite his attempts to do so – almost as if they have sought to cast themselves out of his life as much as he cast himself out of theirs all those years ago. This is another cause of neuroses and something the Temple would rather was resolved, but have agreed is not their place in which to intercede. Such things are best left up to the people involved.
It’s more or less been accepted that Flynn Medar will only ever be available in a short bursts – someone so fervent can’t keep up the pace they wish to for long.

