LOREKEEPER TOBIN WHITT

Temple-Aligned Freedom Priest

Tobin Whitt was born fifty-nine years ago, the son of two freedom priests named Dreyan and Caralin. He drank his first beer at six, had his first mind-altering experience at fourteen, and has never looked back since.
While he was still young, Dreyan and Cara wanted to show their son the delights of what the Temple of Freedom had to offer, but also knew that any career decision made on the basis of biased information went against everything they stood for. Therefore, Dreyan made arrangements with members of the military, Temples and Colleges to introduce Tobin to them and let him make his own decision. Attempting to remain entirely unbiased, they even found a different Seeker to be his guide round the Temple of Freedom, and kept themselves away from it while he was there. Tobin spent the six months straddling his fourteenth birthday on trips to various places being shown what the various establishments were all about – and all the while Dreyan and Cara were crossing their fingers, praying to Morell Thule and Ayonae Ro (their respective patron deities, those of dreams and music), and hoping for the best.
The military appealed to Tobin’s general moral compass – one that saw injustices of people as morally wrong, but smoking good gear to simply be fun – but the command structure was rather rigorous for his liking, they frowned on the use of the more interesting substances and they were extremely active. Cara commented to Dreyan that they had possibly made a mistake in being too free with him when he was younger, and he was forced to agree.
The Colleges paid him very little mind, given that he was human and of little or no use to them, and while his other love – literature in all its forms – pulled at him to apply, he got the feeling that he would never progress at the rate he wanted to, and would never get the recognition or the opportunities he may get elsewhere.

The Temple of Might disgusted him – all that moping around in black and the hideously strait-lacedness of it all can be depressing after a while, and it was so after about thirty seconds in Tobin’s case. He found the Temple of Order unbelievably boring, and the Temple of Life to be chock-full of truly wonderful people, but with very little going on to stimulate his interest. Their libraries were pretty poor as well.

It came down to the Temples of Justice and Freedom – his wish to do good pushed him towards Justice, but his love of the fine things in life leaned him towards Freedom. In the end it was a Marshall, named Jorrel, who made his mind up for him. He could see Tobin’s indecision, and wish to succeed in whatever he chose, and gave him the best piece of advice he could think of, even though he knew it would probably lose the potential recruit. He told Tobin that when faced with a decision between something you are good at and something you like, there is little cause for deliberations: In time, you’ll become better at the thing you enjoy than you ever were at an unwanted talent. He sent him off to join his parents, with a promise that his wish to help people would always make him welcome in the halls of Justice.

Upon hearing that not only was he applying to become a Seeker, but was also welcome with the Marshals, his parents broke out the extra-special celebration booze and everyone got drunk. A fine time was had by all.

________________________

From the moment of his initiation (think Freshers week, without the boring administrative work), he knew he was going to enjoy himself. Now that he had made an informed decision, Dreyan and Cara were free to give him all the help they could, and he was introduced to high-ranking Seekers who spotted his potential for success right from the start. The fact that he adored wine, song, and was developing a taste in women, was all the more welcome.

He fell in love with the Temple library – never before had he seen so many books in one place, and he once joked with someone that he would read them all one day. He knew he’d never manage that, but it was agreed that any Seeker in a decent-length lifetime could make a fair go at a good portion of them. Such a task was hardly going to be a chore for someone who so loved literature, and in his spare time away from training, Tobin could almost always be found in the Library with his nose poked into a tome on something or other. As a means of spending more time round the place, he took on a job assisting the Lorekeepers – the librarians – and decided that such a position would be a fine way to retire from active service.
During the later stages of his training, when each Searcher (what you are called before being a Seeker) was looking for a deity to devote themselves to, Xegony – the Queen of Air – envisioned herself to him as someone she wished service from in her name. Her pale skin, partially elfin features, and other factors contributing to the academic consensus of her being one of the most strikingly beautiful women (mortal or divine) to ever have existed, hooked him in moments, and he took the oath of a Seeker in her name when he graduated. Xegony knew the effect she has on her male followers, and always took steps to ensure that she never exploited it or abused her power. To all of her followers, male and female, she remains the best friend they could ever have and rewards them with power, blessings and guidance.

________________________

On active service, he functioned as a second-row righter and healer, but was always pleased to get back so he could devote time to books. He was a slightly above average swordsman, but appreciated the finer things in life too much to ever get into proper shape and practice. After ten years in active service, having never been killed on duty, he retired at the age of thirty-one and took a position in the Library as a Lorekeeper, and has since become a respected bookman.
Never let it be said, however, that active service did him no favours. During a patrol around two years after he had started, he met and fell for Freyalise Taspar, a Healer who was trying in vain to save the entire world from dying. Xegony, in best friend mode, refused to stop badgering him to follow his heart, and in the end he worked up the courage to ask Freya out. They married a year later, causing Xegony and Rodcet Nife (the Father of Healing who had been trying to guide one of his most devoted daughters to finding herself) to shake hands on a shared job very well done. Freya now works as an in-Temple Healer, where she splits her time between the resurrection crew and researching methods of preventing disease, and is a regular feature in the Temple of Freedom library.

________________________

Since his retirement from active service, Tobin Whitt has become one of the most respected Lorekeepers in the library, and still enjoys wine, his wife and mind-altering substances to their fullest extent. His youthful idealism about helping the world has tempered itself into supporting the young, and guiding them along their course in life, rather than fighting against oppressors.
When he was offered the chance to collate reports for the 115th Avant-Garde, he jumped at the opportunity as a way to have a link with active service while never having to get up from his desk. The Master Seeker who gave him the job rolled his eyes good-naturedly and made some comment about fat and lazy bastards – then he and Tobin got drunk together.

From the moment of his initiation, where he was asked the sacred question “so what’s yours?”; to the day that Xegony chose him; to the day he married Freya; to today, Tobin Whitt is a true gentleman and scholar, and he intends to keep enjoying himself as he is now for as long as he can. Life for him ain’t broke, and he doesn’t plan on fixing it any time soon.
