The Fall and Rise of a Hero
Sigla was on the roof of the Filthy Animal, modifying his flying machine, with Chrysanthe sitting nearby, watching.  He was tinkering, adding power cores and reinforcing the engine, when Chrysanthe speaks up.  

 
“You’ve never told me your story, Sigla,” she says over the clang of a hammer.  “I only know you used to be a paladin.”
Sigla pauses, and looks over at the pretty undead sitting on the cockpit seat.  “It’s a sad story, lil’ flower, you sure you wanna hear it?”

Chrysanthe nods eagerly.  “It can’t be any worse than mine…”

Sigla lays his hammer aside, and gives her a grin.  “I’ll make ya a deal then, lil’ flower.”

“Whats that?”

“Bring me that gyromatic micro-adjuster thar next to you and I’ll tell you.”


Chrysanthe giggles and steps over, handing the screwdriver to him.  As she returns to the seat, Sigla climbs into the framework of the flying machine, and begins unscrewing a compartment.

“Lets see.  Where to start?” Sigla pauses.  “Well, you know I was a paladin.  I wasn’t a powerful defender of righteousness, or as famous as Uther, or anything like that.  I wasn’t even a good swordsman!” He chuckles at that. “However, I had a knack for healin’, for whatever reason.  As long as there was a spark of life, I could almost always keep the person alive.  The only disease I couldn’t cure was the scourge itself.”  He looks over at Chrysanthe. “Bring me that bucket?”
Chrys obediently brings the bucket over.  “I wish I could’ve seen you, back then.”

“You probably did,” Sigla shrugs and smiles as he takes the bucket, and starts working on the last couple screws.  “I travelled a lot back then, both as a healer and as a teacher. The order had me training other paladins, teaching them if I could how to heal and cleanse.  The light trusted me, gave me a lot, though I don’t know why.”  

