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A tall powerful man, his face is haggard; haunted by too many things seen.

And the gaze is drawn up to the eyes – which seem to look deep into your soul – and find that it pleases them not.

That kind of look has killed people before today…

You've - seen things, most people couldn't even imagine.

No longer do you see the visions; you are no longer sure whether they were real or not.

But still; they haunt your every waking minute - and nightly you pray for dreamless sleep.

From these visions you can sometimes draw immense strength.

You know that nothing can harm you worse than you have already been harmed - and this brings you to fits of violence, when nothing can stop you.

On the other hand, they have made you accepting of death - and you have few compunctions against taking life; yours, or any one elses.

You revel in the experiences of other people - and the last look in their eyes before they die.

In the life of your visions; you were a priest.  You organised nobles, and performed sacrifices.

You led your people to war - with the might of a god at your back.

And you knew, always - that the god and the people owned you.

And when so many people died at your command that your kingdom was lost - you escaped.

Passed through a gate, into a new life.

You don't know what you want to do with your life - and you are sure that you don't want to go back to what you were.

Combined with your interest in watching people die; joining a mercenary band seemd a good idea, until you sort yourself out.

And the dreams go away.

