PATHFINDER LIEUTENANT JUSA “TWITCH” NATAYELLE

Pronounced:  JEW-sa  NAT-are-YELL
Justice-aligned Human Scout

Lieutenant Twitch, as she is clandestinely known to her subordinates, is either a gifted scout, great friend and fine commanding officer, or an acerbic hard case with a temper short enough to fit between their one word and the next. In truth she is a little of both, fully aware of how her junior officers regard her, and wouldn’t have it any other way.

Jusa Arwen Reya Natayelle was born twenty-nine years ago as the youngest of two in a merchant family of reasonable prosperity. Her parents, Artur and Felise, worked as a pair to run the family business, selling quality wool, linen and silk to seamstresses, and she and her older brother Pettr grew up helping out where they could.
By her sixteenth birthday, however, Jusa began to get cold feet about spending her life selling bolts of cloth, dreaming about seeing the world and being something more than a merchant. Not that she didn’t enjoy her job, far from it in fact – it was quite enjoyable, fairly simple and comfortably lucrative – but she just felt she needed something more.
At first, her parents were dismissive of her wishes, insisting that she stay on with the business and citing Pettr – shaping up to be a skilled career merchant – as an example of what she should be aiming for. This lead to some spirited rows between Jusa and both parents (mainly Artur) over her direction in life, culminating in her very temporarily being cut out of the family legacy at the age of nineteen after she bought home a Kingdom Military recruitment flier and indicated her intention to join up. Forty-eight hours apart can change matters, however, and in this case her storming out of the house vowing never to return gave all parties time to consider what they had said to each other. She appeared on the family doorstep after her self-imposed exile, expecting cold ignorance and uncrossable distance to have grown between her and them.
Good parents, however, are wonderful people regardless of the situation.

There followed a tearful reunion between mother, father and daughter. She apologised for her callous attitude towards them, and they for so blindly standing in the way of her dedication. Artur and Felise both gave full blessing for her to go and try for the military, promising a warm fire and a job to return to if and when she ever needed it, but hoping for her sake she wouldn’t. Pettr, returning from a business trip to find the atmosphere in the house several shades brighter, proceeded to grab and hug his sister like she’d been gone for months, then bring in a case of wine he’d picked up on the cheap while he’d been away. If any of them tell you they remember what happened after that they’re lying, save to say that a fine evening was spent by a family back together for the first time in far too long.

________________________

From the moment she began training with the Barony military, the Pathfinders guild had a red mark next to Jusa’s name on the roll, saying something official-sounding along the lines of “Ours – we saw her first”.

The amount of potential she possessed set her aside from her fellow recruits, mainly in areas such as skirmish combat and explosive movement, prompting her to choose the Pathfinders upon passing basic training. The guild quietly congratulated itself on a job well done and put her into the top practice groups.

She did well, in just about all areas. Her speciality remained her both unusually fast and unusually fluid reactive movement, almost elven in its nature, prompting her to garner the nickname “Twitch” from her colleagues. How she got to there from cutting bolts of cloth she never quite worked out, but it was decided that like all people with the potential to do well, it was a natural ability she had learned to use.

Her progress in skirmish combat, tracking, forestcraft and spatial awareness was between just and well above the average across the board, and she was marked out as someone with the potential to rise through the ranks by more than one trainer. Her “worst” subject – tracking – was ironically the thing she most enjoyed, and when she had spare time she worked tirelessly trying to improve it. Her lecturer in the area, a popular older woman called Ezelle Revar, noticed what was going on, and enlisted the help of her two star pupils – two elves in the years above and below Jusa named Devin Ashwood and Daenaram Fearsbane – to form a study group.

For someone with as good a work ethic as Jusa, nothing remains impossible for too long, and eventually with Ezelle, Devin and Daenaram’s help (and also to their benefit) she managed to bring her level of skill up to what was now her standard, well in front of the learning curve. She graduated with honours, top of her class in mobile combat (one of the few humans ever to outdo the elves) and, of all things, tracking. You can’t keep an interested student down.

________________________

Once out on patrols, she put what she was good at to good use, putting in professional displays as a “find the target, return and tell the commander, dervish the thing into the ground” type scout. Her paired short swords saw a lot of use and she used her exceptional movement to be able to stand and mosh with things that a lot of scouts tended not to. She didn’t always get it right – her attitude to only backing down when she really, really had to led to her being dropped quite a lot, especially earlier on – but somehow she has managed to avoid being killed throughout her entire active career.

While a sergeant, she was both surprised and delighted to be invited to join Ezelle’s honour guard as part of her retirement ceremony. The evening was an unbelievable experience – pathfinders and other heroes from the entire Kingdom were present and she got to take a real part in it, “guarding” the dais while the ceremony went ahead. Also part of the “Company of Twenty” of Ezelle’s favourite pupils from her years in teaching were Devin and Daenaram, and meeting up with them again was unexpected and cause for more celebration, though her need to salute Devin – now a lieutenant – in public took a couple of seconds to sink in.

After the ceremony, and while everyone was getting hideously drunk with their favourite lecturer, Ezelle made them all promise that they would stay in touch with each other, and her, to keep the notion of the Company as more than just a name, even making them all sign copies of certificates promising to do so which now adorn each of their office walls. She presented each of them with a pair of bracers bearing her personal sigil – a limited run of only twenty ever to be produced – telling them that while they wore them, either on active service or in ceremony, she would always be there and proud of what they had achieved.
To this day, Jusa maintains correspondence with each of the Company, as and when she has the time to write. All twenty still live, though Daenaram – thanks to a highly dangerous assignment in the doomed Sca’ara Fo’uld venture in his rookie year – is now in a tenuous position and probably unable to be resurrected again.
________________________

With her exemplary record and burgeoning reputation for not taking fools lightly, she was promoted to Lieutenant several months ago as she began to wind down her active patrol duty, and was offered the position of Pathfinder Lieutenant of the 115th Avant-Garde as something of an instructor. The powers that be saw her as the ideal type of CO for the unit, her “take no crap but freely improvise” attitude just what was needed for the non-regular nature of the patrol. It was also seen as a good stepping-stone on the way to greater things in the future.
