Annata Vieri
L2 Female Human (Chelaxian) – Cleric 2 of Sarenrae
Quote: "Take heart, the Dawnflower shines her light upon us!"



STR    
12
(+1)
DEX   
12      
(+1)
CON  
12
(+1)
INT   
12       
(+1)
WIS  
16
(+3)
CHA  
17
(+3)

Saves:
Fort    
+4
Ref     
+1
Will   
+6

Init: 
+3
Move: 
30’

BAB:  
+2 (melee +3, missile +3)

AC:     
17
HP:     
20
AL:
NG
Action Points: 6
Harrow Points: 3

Languages: Taldane (common), Varisian
Class Abilities:
Holy Warrior - Lose both domains, get d10 HD and fighter BAB.

Channel Energy – 30’ burst, 1d6, DC 14, 8/day
Traits:

Reactionary - +2 trait bonus to Initiative checks.  
Religious - +2 bonus on Concentration checks. 
Feats: 
Extra Turning (+2/day)

Selective Channeling (omit 3 targets)

Martial Weapon Prof: scimitar

Martial Weapon Prof: ?
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Skills:
Rank
Stat   Misc
Total
Appraise (Int)
1
+1
+3
+5
Diplomacy (Cha)
2
+3
+3
+8
Heal (Wis)
1
+3
+3
+7
Kno (arc) (Int)
1
+1
+3
+5
Kno (hist) (Int)
0
+1

+
Kno (local) (Int)
1
+1

+2
Kno (royal) (Int)
0
+1

+
Kno (relig) (Int)
1
+1
+3
+5
Kno (planes) (Int)
0
+1

+
Sense Motive (Wis)
1
+3
+3
+7
Spellcraft (Int)
1
+1
+3
+5
Attacks:

Att

Dmg

Crit

Special

Fist


+3

1d3+2

20(x2)

Nonlethal
Scimitar

+3

1d6+1

18-20(x2)
Spells:

L0: 4/at will
L1: 3


L0 (DC 13): 
Detect Magic – detect spells and magic items within 60’
Guidance - +1 on one attack roll, saving throw, or skill check for 1 minute
Light – object shines like a torch for 10 min/level
L1 (DC 14):
Bless - +1 on attacks and fear saves for 1 round/level.
Updraft (SC) – as a swift action rise up to 10 feet/level and shift 5’ laterally
Light of Lunia (SC) – 30’ glow for 10 minutes/level, discharge as two 30’ ranged touch attacks for 1d6 each (2d6 to undead or evil outsiders)
Equipment:


· Scimitar
· Scalemail
· Large Wooden Shield
· Wooden Holy Symbol
· Healer's Kit 
· The Book of Light and Truth
· Cleric's Vestments
· Artisan's Outfit
Cash: 
500.62 gp
Background
Annata remembers nothing of her parents.  From as early as she can remember, back to about six years of age, she was one of Gaedren Lamm’s captive “Little Lamms,” taking part in his litany of crimes against Korvosans.  Her innate charm made her a good choice for a front man or distraction, asking for directions or the like as the other Lamms picked someone’s pocket, stole from a storefront, or otherwise carried out Gaedren’s will. She would then dash away as soon as the mark discovered what was going on.  Though she was reasonably good at the criminal life, it was no less miserable of an existence.  
The one bright spot in her life was a beautiful bronze frieze of a woman, with hair of fire and a scimitar in one hand and the sun in the other.  The statue shone in the sun from its place above the entryway of a temple to Sarenrae.  Annata would stop whenever she had a chance and watch it until the reflected sun made her dazzled eyes water.  One day when she was probably around ten years old, she was given an assignment that sounded wonderful – to go inside that church during a service and swipe some offering money.  Eager for the chance to finally see inside the place, she went.  She excitedly shuffled into the pews among the other commoners attending the service.  But the words the priest spoke during the sermon cut her to the core.  He spoke of kindness, and honesty, and of the forgiveness of the goddess to anyone no matter what they had done.  When the offering came around, Annata’s trembling hand passed it on, taking nothing.
Refusal to steal was the one unforgivable sin in the Lamms.  Gaedren beat Annata to death and left her in an alley as a warning to the other children.  But she did not die – instead, she crawled her way to the church, where the acolytes discovered her and tended her to health.  Taking her red hair and young but burning faith as a sign, they took her in as first a ward, then an assistant, then an acolyte.  She was naturally gifted at healing and, due to her upbringing, had little squeamishness about even the most grotesque afflictions.  

The priests were pleased as she grew into a wonderful, sweet girl, with unswerving devotion to the Dawnflower and a fervor to follow the words she read daily in the Book of Light and Truth.  But her continuous workouts and compulsive repetition of the scimitar katas the faith also taught was her way of masking her pain.  She still felt keenly her many years of sin, and the injustice that the same fate was befalling generations of other children.  And not just by the crime lords – she doesn’t like the way the Korvosan government treats the common people.  There’s a distinct thread of liberation theology within the church of Sarenrae; they don’t talk loudly about it because they need to coexist in Korvosa with both the government and crime lords.  But she feels for the plight of the commoners and honest workers of the city and tries to help them when she can; she even learned the Varisian tongue from her work with those people, more oppressed than even the average in the poor districts.  For the time being, Annata carefully stokes the fire within her.  But she believes that one day, Sarenrae will fan that blazing flame to life, and call her to bring justice to those that need it in Korvosa.
That call has now come.  When Zellara called her and her three new companions together to confront Gaedren Lamm for his crimes, she was excited but nervous about being a vigilante.  But they freed all those poor children from their bondage, and he was as vicious as ever when they found him.  In the end, he fell beneath her scimitar but she couldn’t bear to withhold Sarenrae’s healing from him, even with all he’d done.  She left him hanging in his own manacles above the watery pit where he’d tortured so many to death, “for the gods to judge.”  But when Malcolm poured a bucket of chum into the waters to speed that judgment, she hardened her heart, said “Fair enough,” and walked out into the rioting city where Sarenrae’s people needed her.
