Name: 

Marik Greshovich(Semyonovich) Vondran(Khoshnevis)
Gender:  

Male
Age:


23

Race:


Rashemi
Class:


Barbarian

Patron Deity:
Mielikki

Appearance:  Marik is a stocky, well-muscled man, weighing around 200 lb.  He is tall for a Rashemi at 5’7”, and his skin is moderately tanned.  He wears a nice chain shirt and leather pants with a leather bracer on each arm.  His right bracer has finely polished animal canines sewn all around it and his left bracer has them sewn on the outside of it.  His hair and eyes are a dark brown, almost indistinguishable from black.  He wears his hair in long dreads bound into one bundle with leather straps (much like ronan on sga) and has a thick, black goatee that he keeps nicely trimmed. He carries a masterwork falchion across his back.  He rides a light warhorse and has a compound short bow and two quivers of arrows always at the ready while astride the horse.

Personality:  Marik is a strong, respected leader among his own people, but he tends to take a more reserved approach outside Rashemi borders.  He is a front line fighter, very strong, both physically as well as mentally and spiritually.  He has a strong connection to the world around him, though he is not overt in any religious or druidic displays.  He can be stoic at times, though more often than not he is outgoing and fun.  He loves a challenge, and while he is wary about certain races and people, he is usually open to learning new things from anyone and improving his abilities.  He has an extreme hatred for Thay and the Red Wizards, as well as for undead.  Part of this hatred comes from the centuries of war between Rashemen and Thay.  Another part comes from the Rashemi peoples’ reverence for the dead.  He is, as are all Rashemi, very honorable.

Skills/Abilities:  Marik  is an experienced warrior and leader.  He could have been leader of the local Fang, but he opted not to challenge the current chieftain.  He has a wide range of skills, most of them assisting in his ability to defend Rashemen and it’s people against the many dangers that await, both from within and without.  He knows how to use almost every common weapon as well ride a horse fairly well.  He can track almost anything through most types of terrain when it is required of him.  He also knows how to fight well in all kinds of armor, though he disdains all that restrict his movement more than a little.
History:  Marik grew up near Immil Vale, close in age to his brother and very protective of his younger sister.  He always enjoyed wrestling and testing himself against his friends and brothers, and this eventually led him to choose the life of a berserker.

Following the tradition of his people, Marik left on his dajemma when he was 19, leaving gifts of weapons and food at the Falls of Erech.  After traversing the harsh lands of Narfell, Damara, and Vasaa, he passed quickly through Zhentil Keep, stopping only long enough to have a fresh meal.  He then continued on to the town of Hillspar bordering Cormanthor.  Here he decided to travel a bit through the woods.  While in the forest, he got into a bit of trouble, and a wood elf (ranger) named Belwen saved his life.  She would not allow him to repay this debt in any way, so Marik asked to be taught the skills that would allow him to survive as the ranger did. He thought that the time spent with her would open up an opportunity for repayment.  It did in fact do so, and Marik left a short time later, but not without having learned quite a few things from the elf, including how to better communicate with animals and how to track.

Marik continued to travel around the world, visiting such places as Silverymoon, Luskan, Waterdeep and Calimshan.  He did not stay in the South for too long as he did not like the heat, though he found that his favored weapon, the falchion, was not as uncommon there as he was used to.

Marik traveled the trade routes through Tethyr to Arrabar in Chondath.  There a half-orc (fighter), Atulg, challenged him to a drinking game.  Marik pulled out his now almost-empty flask of jhuild and agreed.  They both ended up being taken to the local jail after causing too much of a disturbance in the tavern.  There, after a lengthy conversation, Atulg offered to teach Marik how to truly fight.  Marik accepted, thinking that he would show this half-orc a thing or two himself.  Again, he learned much more than he had originally thought he would, and he left the city and Atulg on good terms.  (Some of the things he learned from Atulg include how to use shields and lots of different types of armor.  While being open to the learning, Marik would never use such things.  They would restrict his movement and keep him from effectively fighting with his fellow berserkers.  Honestly, he disdains shields and all but the lightest armor.)

Marik booked passage from Arrabar all the way to Telflamm in Thesk.  The ship made a week long stop at Valprintalar on the way, giving him time to explore the city and get to know the people a bit.  After arriving in Telflamm, Marik traveled the Golden Way back to Mulsantir in Rashemen.

After a few more years in Rashemen, Marik had become rather well known in the area as a superb berserker, and many thought he should challenge the chieftain of his Fang.  Although he wanted to, and probably could have bested him in combat, other things weighed on his mind.  He was still a little restless, wanting to see the world some more and to learn new things and meet new people.  The small taste of this on his dajemma had stirred something in him.  He also wanted to find his family’s ancestral blade and once again wield it in battle against Thay.
Family/Friends:  Marik grew up with three older brothers and two sisters, one older and one younger.  He had many friends when he was young, including a young girl named ?? who was taken by the Hathran when she was seven.

His family has a long history of berserkers, including his father, himself and two of his brothers.  His other brother is a blacksmith of growing repute who actually made the falchion that Marik is currently using.  His older sister joined the ranks of the Ethran, while his younger sister was just married to one of his brother’s friends from the Wolf Lodge.  His other brother is a member of the Stag Lodge, and they both have a fantastic time ribbing for joining the Ice Troll Lodge.

Marik’s ?-great grandfather was the Iron Lord of the Rashemi people, and led them to victory against the first invasion of Thay in 934 DR.  This is obviously a source of great pride for their family.  It is Marik’s aspiration to one day be chosen by the Hathran as the Iron Lord, just as his ancestor was.  His family also has secret knowledge on how to extend their rage that has been passed down through the ages from berserker to berserker.

His closest of friends are the members of the local Ice Troll Lodge, though any member of the Ice Troll Lodge is always considered a friend.
Occupation/Hobby:  Marik is a berserker of the Ice Troll Lodge.  He fights on the front lines of all battle that his Fang is called to fight, and is a backbone for his Fang.  They often rally around him because of his prowess in battle and his ability to rage.

Extra:  His family has an ancestral weapon that was passed down from generation to generation of berserkers.  It was originally given to his ?-great grandfather 450 years ago.  About 50 years ago, his grandfather’s brother was helping to fight off an attack by some Red Wizards when his whole Fang was obliterated because a powerful chain lightning spell got twisted back on them.  The blade is believed to be undamaged and lost somewhere in Thay, though it could be anywhere at this point
