Name: Aylward Reinhold
Nature:
 Visionary

Tradition: Verbena

Player:
Daniel


Essence: Questing

Concept: Ranger
Chronicle: CbN

Demeanor: Visionary

Cabal:

Age: 21


Height:
 6’2”


Weight: 212
Physical


       Social



Mental

Strength: X2


        Charisma: X3


Perception: X3
Dexterity: X2


        Manipulation: X2

Intelligence: X4
Stamina: X2


        Appearance: X3


Wits: X3
Talents


         Skills


          Knowledges

Alertness: X2


            Crafts:



Academics: 
Athletics: 


            Drive: X2


Computer: X1
Awareness: X3


Etiquette:


Cosmology: 
Brawl:



            Firearms: X1


Enigmas: X4*
Dodge:



            Meditation: X3

Investigation: 
Expression:


            Melee:



Law:

Intimidation:


            Performance:  


Linguistics: X1
Leadership:


            Stealth: 


 Medicine: X3
Streetwise:


            Survival: X2


Occult: X4*
Subterfuge:


            Technology: X1

Science:

Spheres

Correspondence:


   Life:
X2


Prime: X1
Entropy: X2



   Matter:


Spirit:

Forces:




   Mind: X2


Time:

Background



   Arête: X3




Avatar: X4



   Willpower: X6
Node: X1



    Quintessence: X4
Resources: X4

     
                 Paradox: X1
Wonder: X1






Familiar: X1


  
     Resonance





    Dynamic: X1





    Entropic:






    Static:

Merits and Flaws


    Languages


Secondary






English (native)

Skills

Flaws:




Latin






Addiction -3 (nicotine)






Bad sight -1 
Lame -3
Merit:

Green Thumb +1
Common Sense +1
Specialties: Enigmas: Quick Solutions

Occult: Witches and Pagans
Gear (carried):

Backpack (inside: Four Flash Grenade, Laptop with wireless net, M.R.E (4 packs). Pictures of family and friends, Taser, one full clip for Glock .22, three shells for guncane, incense, cup, first aid kit, healer’s bag, Pipe and pack of cigarettes, matches and tobacco)

Guncane, Glock .22, (in shoulder hostler under jacket), Armored t-shirt, wallet. 
†Aylward Reinhold† ‡Me Wise Magic‡
*A young man, in his early twenties gets of his chrome horse, and walks out. He is in a mix mash of clothing. His boots, the typical biker boots, black with silver buckles. Falling over the top of them and up his legs is a pair of blue jeans, held up with a belt, common on every level. On his left leg is black and silver knee brace, with or without such, he walk with a profound limp. Tucked into his jeans is white and gray T-shirt, over that is a old style black long coat with black and red ruffles on the lepta and on the end of the sleeves. Around his neck are two black cord necklaces, one with a pentagram, the other one as the tree of life symbol for the Jewish mystic arts of the Kabala. On the bridge of his nose sets a pair thin-framed glasses. Oh his right shoulder laid straps for the backpack that was on the man’s back, and in his left hand leaned on, is a cane, plain but for the silver handle, and the black wood it was made of. He smiles to have a smile for everyone but is ice blue eyes hold mysteries of countless ages. *
