The History of the Red Priest





Editor's note: Rezo's history is incomplete, as much of his life is unknown to us or forgotten. The full story can only be found in Rezo's mind, which few ever glimpse into. Should you ever meet him, consider yourself lucky. Should he tell his story to you, consider yourself blessed.





Very little of Rezo's childhood is known, and the most widely known fact is that he was born blind. His family was poor, living in unhealty conditions much of his childhood. His father was a sailor, and constantly in a state of drunkeness, his mother little more than a common whore. This constant struggle for survival shaped Rezo, turning him towards good, giving him a desire to help those in need and to bring down those who would take advantage of the weak merely because they can, which they often did.





This desire gave Rezo the strength of will that he would need in his journeys. Leaving home around the age of twenty, he set out into the world. His good friend Asyril came with him, claiming she would be his eyes, and watch his back. Without her, he would never have succeeded. Many adventures came upon them as they travelled, unknown to all but them now, and they came closer and closer to the destination Rezo had choosen, the place he believed he would learn what he needed to right the world - the Citadel of Sorcery.





It would not be as easy as he thought. Seeking to learn the usage of Sorcery, he asked to be taught. But now his childhood came back to haunt him. He was quite smart, but his childhood had left him with little wisdom, little of the basic things others might know. Math. Writing. Languages, and sciences. He sought to be taught, but was rejected. It seemed as if his steel-strong confidence had been shattered finally, but Asyril didn't give up. She urged him to continue on, knowing he was smart enough and strong enough to have passed the test. It was she would suggested that he go to one of the great libraries of the world, to learn what he needed. So their journeys began again.





Asyril led him to Elduran, where one of the greatest libraries of all were. Few gain entrance to those halls, but somehow the pair managed it. Perhaps it was in pity that the keepers allowed them in, or perhaps compassion. Perhaps even from the strength of Rezo's plea to be allowed to study, and Asyril's nearly as strong plea for him to be allowed. They were allowed in, and so began Rezo's learning. Unable to read, this learning was slow, Asyril reading the words for him, his eyes still. Many years they stayed there, learning. Rezo continuously sought to learn more, and Asyril stayed by his side...and in her eyes was a love for him he would never see, blinded not by his true blindness, but by his quest for knowledge.





They left the library, years older and wiser than when they had come. Once again on the path to the Citadel of Sorcery, they travelled on, Rezo confident once again and Asyril faithfully gaurding over him. They reached the Citadel, and Rezo once again attempted to gain entrance. This time, he was admitted. Asyril was allowed to stay, and would have been taught herself but declared she had no wish to be a sorceress. Even so, she picked up some skill in the arts of magic. For many years more, the pair stayed there, now closing in on the age of 35. Longer they would have stayed, but the same desire that drove Rezo to learn, the desire to right the wrongs of the world, drove him to leave, and to fulfill those desires.





Many years they travelled, aiding those they came across. Rezo would likely have been contented with this life, but Asyril grew wary of it. Years spent teaching Rezo, guiding him, lay behind her. She began to desire to settled down, to end the travelling, but she could not find a way to tell Rezo, to tell him she wanted him to stay with her, and be with her. In the end though, cruel fate intervened. 





While travelling far north, near the border of Mor, the pair was attacked by bandits at night. They fought for their lives, but in the end were overwhelmed. Rezo was knocked unconcious, thought dead, and Asyril disappeared, carried off by the bandits. When Rezo awoke the next day, he was alone, cold. He wept that day for his friend, his one true friend through all the years, his eyes and his companion





The incident strengthed his desire to rid the world of wrong. He turned a new direction now, towards the Citadel of Gods. Long and hard was the journey, without Asyril to lead him, but he managed, sometimes just barely. Thieves sought to rob him, yet he continued. Highwaymen sought to kill, yet he survived. And then, he was there. Entering the Citadel, he did something few if any have ever done. While most who seek to be priests serve one god, Rezo pledged himself to all of the good gods, to good as a whole. Where others served one of the good gods, he served all. Others would seek to spread knowledge of their god, to fulfill that gods duties, whether the caretaking of the forests or the keeping of peace. Rezo sought to spread the knowledge of all of the gods, attempting to fulfill all duties.





The gods noticed this, and took pity on Rezo, for there was no way he could succeed, even now growing old, his life already half over. They gave him a gift, a gift of long life, so that he could continue his duties. Clothed in red robes, he became known to far and wide as the Red Priest, Servant of Good, among other titles. His skill in magic grew, and his wisdom and knowledge. Never has his desire to aid the weak lessened, or his desire to rid the world of the evil that infests it. And never has the memory of the girl who helped him succeed dimmed.





----





The figure you glance over at is the figure of a tall man. Reaching six feet in height, he is slim, though not skinny. His skin is fair, not to pale or tanned, suggesting he spends and equal amount of time indoors and out. His face is calm, a smooth face with no creases or lines, with a kindness in it, a fatherly look, though he looks as if he could be no more than thirty. His hair is a pale silvery white, almost bluish in its color, cut just above shoulder length, spreading out at the bottom. His eyes are pale blue, but they do not see. Closed, or opened, this man sees nothing with his eyes. Despite this disablity, he moves quickly and gracefully, without the aid of a cane or anything else. His movements have a sense of purpose, nothing being a wasted motion.





Dressed in the red robes of some priesthood, the crimson folds of cloth covering all of his body, including his hands unless he should extend them, this man is most definately important. On his shoulders are a pair of steel vambraces, painted over with a grey paint, shining. In front, a second peice of cloth hangs down the center of his robe, grey with a symbol of the gods on it in white and black lines. A similar symbol is on his back, where the same cloth also hangs. Little else can be said for his clothing, except that the boots on his feet are of black leather. In his right hand carries a staff, an orb, deep purple in color, on top of it. This is Rezo the Red Priest.


