Change of pace. Drake can wait. :D

Your Personal Information (So we can identify and contact you.)

*What is your Real-Life Name: (required) Mindy Manson

*What is your Real-life Age: (required) 15

*What is your Email Address: (required so we can contact you) maege1@yahoo.com

*What alternate characters do you have here? (VERY required) None.

*What characters do you have elsewhere? Halo Hare @ M3, Gen @ Redwall MUCK, Gau @ Phoenix MUCK, Neomi, Murka @ Insiider, Neomi, Barquiel @ Crossroads, Selare @ Marvel Extreme
*What can you tell us of your Roleplaying and MU*ing experience? Been Rping since 1996. MUSHING for maybe...uh...since 2000, starting at Redwall. I play message board RPGs, DnD, and other assorted M***s thingies. They’re fun. ^_^

*What is your availability for RP? What hours are you usually on line, how much time do you think you can dedicate to Rping this character, Is there anything that might cause you to idle for long periods of time?

Well, my computer’s sortabusted, but I do go on my mom’s - so it’s all good. Usually I’m on after 5 PST, till maybe 9 PST, or until whenever I get tired. Basically, I can RP whenever I get onto the computer...although my time might be restricted.

Character Information: (So we know who you want to play.)

*1) What is your Character's Name & Any Aliases - This includes all the character's superhero name, birth name, past superhero names, etc..

Real name: Skif

Alias: Skif

*2) Is your character a Native to the Project Infinity Universe, and if not, which univrse is he/she from?

Non-Native. Mercedes Lackey/Valdemar universe.

*3) Does this character count as a Crimelord, Mortal, Hero, or Villain? Please read the newsfiles for limits on how many characters of each type you may have.

Hero

*4) What does your character look like? - This is usually what you'll have in the character's @desc, but you should include both the in costume appearance and 'normal' appearance if the two are significantly different. This does not have to be set in stone, but we would like to see at least an idea of how your character will appear.

-SKIF-

The first thing that most might notice is the pure white color of the boy’s clothing; almost painfully clean, it doesn’t seem to have a hint of dirt on it, as if it repels things like that - or, upon sight, is dutifully cleaned. The boy himself has short, somewhat unkempt curly brown hair, and mischievous-looking brown eyes. Under said eyes is a small nose - and under that, thin red lips. The ends of them always seem to be turned up in a slight smile - or maybe a smirk?

The rest of him is covered by white clothing, as mentioned before. And it seems relatively old-fashioned - a white tunic, belted at the waist, white breeches...while sparse, it does do the job of covering him. He also wears a pair of well-fitting boots, which, predictably, are white.

*5) What is the Character's History and Background? - Where is your character coming from? How did this character grow up? If this character has superpowers, how did they develop? Is your character native to the Project Infinity Universe? If not, how did the character arrive in this universe, and what was his/her first reaction? What is your character doing now? This section needs to be at /least/ four to five full paragraphs long. We're not wanting just an overview here. Be creative, and remember.. this is /your/ character. Have some fun!

Ever since Skif was a babe he was under his Uncle Londer’s care - if it could be called ‘care’. Really, Skif was little more than an extra pair of hands that Londer didn’t have to pay for - and if there was one thing Londer despised, it was paying for anything he didn’t need. Such as firewood for the Hollybrush Tavern when thrown-out wood from the ragmen would do fine. Or paying to fix the water barrel in the kitchen - when Skif could refill it for free.

Skif was brought up under his cousin’s foot, and quickly learnt to stay out of his way as much as possible - and out of the Hollybrush. It was in the poorest area of town, and served meals that would gag a goat and kill maggots. But the prices were cheap - a beer cost less than a fresh cup of spring water (but then again, the beer was collected from the dregs of better tavern’s kegs and tasted like acid) - and so people came.

But Skif wasn’t under his Uncle’s ‘care’ all the time, as much as Londer would like him to be. It was a requirement that every child go to school, at least until they were educated to a certain level. And those that came on time would be given a bit of food as well. For Skif, this was usually the only food he got a day.

And the lessons were easy. Except figuring. He couldn’t add two numbers together and get the same number twice, but as long as he faked progress, the priest who was conducting the lessons - incidentally, Skif’s cousin and Londer’s son, a man who could not be more different from his father - didn’t mind. In fact, he even had Skif help with some of the littles. Skif was grateful to Beel for either ignoring the fact that he ‘knew everything’, or not caring - he was sure Beel knew.

After classes, Skif would escort Dolly - a young girl who he had appointed himself ‘guardian’ to, after he saw some of the older kids bullying her around - to the laundry where her parents worked, and then he had free reign - at least until nightfall, when he returned to the Hollybrush for more demeaning chores and a meal that he passed, in hopes of living another day. Sometimes Skif would sweep streets for a few pennies, and then try to buy some food; other times he got creative.

Like disguising himself as a page in Lord Othallen’s mansion, sneaking a few tidbits, and then hiding himself. Nobody counted the pages - and he had a good way to get in and out, perhaps even sneak a nap in the warm laundry upstairs. It was during one such nap that he woke up, immediatly alert - as he had heard a noise. Footsteps.

And the steps belonged to a foot within reach that defineantly didn’t belong there - the foot of a thief. Skif shot his hand out and grabbed the foot, and both boys went still - if one betrayed the other, both would be thrown to the guard.

Skif and the boy looked eye to eye with eachother, before the boy rasped out, “What d’ye want?”

”Teach me.”

Deek - the boy - was startled, but then grinned, and the two escaped after Deek purloined a few silk hankerchiefs. Deek led Skif out of the mansion and through town, acting as if he was a boy sent on an errand - Skif followed his lead. After winding here and there in the large city, Deek led Skif to the corner of a few buildings, up a stairway, through a door, and then down an airshaft - until they were below street level, where Bazie made his home.


Bazie being the old man who taught Deek and a few other boys the ‘liftin’ lay’ - the life of a thief. After being questioned by the old man, Skif was ‘accepted’ into the little club, and was sent on his way by Deek, after being told to come back the next day after his lessons. After all, Bazie wouldn’t wake up till past midday, Deek assured his new matey.

The next day was like any other - at least until Skif finished his lessons. Beel clamped a hand on his shoulder to hold him after class, and asked Skif if he worked at the Hollybrush at the afternoons. Then, without giving the startled Skif a chance to reply, he asked Skif to stay away from the Hollybrush - at least for today. There was something going on that he didn’t want Skif to be a part of.


And with that, he left.

Skif went to Bazie’s hideout, managing to hide his nervousness. Then, after working the boiler they used to clean their ‘lifts’ - as clean sold for more than dirty, and it didn’t cost much to clean ‘em - he learnt a bit more about Bazie and how the boys lived - after doing a job that he also did at the Hollybrush, lugging water to and fro. But at least he was warm, and had something in his stomach, thanks to Bazie.

Later, one of the boys returned - Raf - to say something had gone on at the Hollybrush. Skif was stunned, and Bazie could see it, so Raf went out to get details. It seemed Uncle Londer didn’t own the bar anymore - but Skif’s cousin and his son wasn’t about to give it up. A fight occured, with Skif’s cousin killing a man - but getting a good few knocks on the head in the process. Add the fact that the half-wit scully maid was fifteen and it turned out that she and Skif’s cousin...

He was in trouble - a lot of it. That is, if he ever woke up.

An impromptu vote session was held with the small thief group, with Skif unanimously being voted in. Skif was elated - no more Hollybrush! A place he could stay warm, do a bit of work, but it wasn’t that hard! And best of all, no more lessons!

He was mostly right. The next day, Bazie kept him at ‘home’ and drilled him in reading, writing, and...figuring.

Skif learned how to figure. Quickly. That is, when he wasn’t out with one of the other boys, being instructed in his new lifestyle. Whether it was pickpocketing, outright stealing from those who could /afford/ to be stolen from (even Bazie had morals), or the anything else Bazie taught them, Skif began to learn and excel.


But it seems all good things must come to an end.

Two years after Skif joined, when he was eleven, he was out ‘roof-walkin’- to steal a few jewels that he *couldn’t* pass up, especially as he overheard the lady say exactly where they were to her maid. It was so easy, and better yet, this would feed him, Bazie, and the new boys for a year, maybe more! The job went off without a hitch - but on Skif’s return back, he saw flames.

And when he got closer, he saw they were from the building he called home. He screamed and ran for it, only to be held back by someone - who promptly knocked him out when he continued to struggle, to try to get into the building, to save Bazie and the boys...

When he woke up he stumbled around the ruins, lost, along with others who were looking for anything of value. Skif, amazingly, still had his loot from last night - apparently the man who had knocked him out had stored him in right inside the door of one of the taverns. Wasn’t too far, though, because Skif made his way to the rubble easily, and before he knew it, he was crying.

One of the men who he sold the purloined cloth to found him, and took him to his store. Giving Skif a bottle of spirits, he let the boy stay and mourn over his loss - after relieving him of his gold that he had stolen. For perhaps a month the bottle was Skif’s best friend, until finally, he got off his back, took a shower, and left.

To find the source of the fire - and get revenge or something like it, if at all possible. After all, the man who took care of Skif suggested that the fire was intentional...the building was in bad condition, and it was easier to burn it than to fix it...


Sounded like something his uncle would do. And Skif had no love for the man he called his uncle. 

The next year was dedicated to finding as much information as possible - whenever and wherever he could. He still had the problem of finding a place to live, and ‘making’ enough to get by - at the same time, his heart pulled him to find who had lit the fire. Who had killed Bazie.

It was hard. But Skif learnt, however little, little things. Finally, he narrowed it down to someone he had a very, very good inkling was the killer. And then he heard him say so in a bar. To a sell-sword. One that seemed to dislike ‘Jess’ - the man - just as much as Skif did. Only Jess didn’t seem to notice.

It took awhile, but Skif found where Jess was living, and rented a room for the next six months next to his. And used a trick with a glass that a Bard had showed him to listen in to the man - who was more than just an arson, and had as many alias as he did jobs. Skif learned - but not enough. And he knew that he couldn’t confront the man - so whenever they passed eachother, Skif acted as if he was afraid of Jess. All the better - Jess never saw more than the top of his head.

A heat wave struck the city. Skif, like everyone else, was reduced to trying to find some way, any way, to get rid of the heat. Skif himself lay on his back more than not, but that meant he didn’t do many lifts. But he didn’t really need to - he had a little store of coinage. But you couldn’t /buy/ away the heat - and that meant, for Skif at least, to be creative.

And crypts were pretty darn cold - what with the stone and all soaking the heat out of his body. And the one he was taking a nap in did just that, and pretty soon, Skif was in dreamland.

Then he woke up to the sound of Jess’s voice, and someone else’s - a highborn by his way of speech. Instantly on alert, Skif listened as the noise traveled down the stairs to his room, and he learnt something.

Jess was talking to the man who commissioned him to burn down Skif’s home - and the man wanted him to do another burning.

It was hard to wait until they were gone - Skif was literally seething with anger. Then he got up, and ran - in the direction he hoped Jess was going. He wanted to kill the basta-

He tripped over a wire, and before he knew it, was bound and thrown into another crypt - becoming face-to-face with the sell-sword. And somehow, the sell-sword, just by looking at Skif, made the boy pour out why he was following Jess - and what he knew. Skif was close to tears after a few traded sentences - how could he be telling this?  The sell-sword warned Skif off, and left a knife for Skif to cut himself loose - then left.

Of course Skif caught himself loose. And on the way home, he stumbled into some drunkards, and helped himself to their purses. It helped his mood somewhat. Even more so when he found out that he now had five gold pieces.

Gold! That could buy anything...well, maybe not a sell-sword, but with this, he could focus all of his attention on finding Jess. The thought, though, reminded him of the sell-sword, and a few days later, he found out Jess was dead - thanks to overheard comments from a mob. Suddenly he was afraid. Did the sell-sword kill him? Another chilling thought - was the sell-sword after him next?

Skif abandoned his room, and looked for the one place where nobody would think to find him. He found it in a temple dedicated to the lord of the beasts, and for the next few days, made his home as a stableboy. The horses and mules he cared for were old, and weren’t prone to biting - there was food, and a warm bed, so he was happy. Moderately. He still was concerned that the sell-sword was looking for him...but he was safe here. Nobody would dare tempt the wrath of a god to charge after him.

Not to say he gave up his /other/ line of work. He just laid low for a bit. And he did pull of a rather nice...desecration...of a noble’s house. Said noble was out on a hunting trip, and Skif made sure that his house would be a disaster when he came back. It was little, but it felt good to Skif - he got some revenge against those who didn’t care how many had to die, just as long as they got paid.

Just like whoever paid Jess...

It was maybe a week later that the heat wave caused more people to be out at night than at day - all but ruining Skif’s chances of getting any more roof-walking done unless he did them in day, when everyone was asl-

Why shouldn’t he?

So he snuck out of the Temple, and hurried through town - even the Guard were trying to find shade from the breathtaking heat. Skif, deciding to cool himself off before he tried anything, went to the park...

And noticed that /someone/ had left their horse untied. Unable to resist - he could get a nice, fat reward for finding her - he jumped onto her back. And was promptly hanging on for dear life as she took off at a gallop faster than he had ever known. He broke his nose and blacked his eye as his head smashed into her neck. Long story short, the horse finally stopped after hours, near a small building way outside the city walls. Skif slid off her back, exhausted. The horse nudged him, and Skif tried to throw a stick at the mare, when he looked at her face and into her eyes...

:Hello, Skif. My name is Cymry and I choose you.:

“You must be MAD!”


Skif knew about the Heralds; knew about their talking horses. Knew how they were high-class, catered to the queen, keepers of the peace...

And not a thief amongst them.

Until now, it seemed. Cymry’s simple logic convinced Skif that even though it was out of the ordinary, someone with his skills could be very useful to the queen.

And Skif didn’t want Cymry to leave him...or vice versa.

Cymry took Skif back to the Herald’s Collegium, where he would begin his training. Skif was greeted by three people, all of which acted completely different than he thought they would. Instead of scolding him, they were quite open, if a bit...how to say...ruffled. Not too much, though. Dean Elcarth, one of the Heralds, introduced Skif to his to-be mentor.

The sell-sword. Except he was a herald. And now Skif knew why he talked in the cemetery. He had been truth-spelled. And why he was after Jess.

Skif was barely thirteen, and his world quite literally turned upside down.

He started classes – most of which weren’t as bad as he expected – practiced weapons with the sell-sword, Herald Alberich, who found weapons that catered to Skif’s skills – two throwing daggers, easily hidden in his sleeves. Skif was a natural, but unlike most Heralds, he knew what weapons were for.


Death.

Skif paid a visit to his uncle Londer, not content with simply learning how to be a Herald. He still was thirsty after Jess’s master’s blood, and thought Londer would be a good source of information. Londer had skirted the line ever since the tavern incident - never breaking the law in public, but always wanting to...there was a good chance that he would be helping someone who was breaking the law...

He scared Londer out of a years growth, but then again, someone with a knife, dressed in all black, and on top of you in the middle of the night tended to do that. Londer spilled what he knew - which wasn’t much – but it was something. And Skif thought of a plan.

Alberich had told him that Jess’s master also catered in other things...things that thankfully, Skif had never been exposed to. But it was disgusting to think about. And now, Skif had a plan to catch him. He barely convinced Alcarth, but as he, Cymry, Alcarth, and his Companion Kantor could mindspeak eachother, it was the only way.

Skif dressed up as a beggar, caught the attention of child-stealers, and quite simply, was kidnapped. But he wasn’t knocked unconsious – they had taken precautions. Cymry, Kantor, and Alberich – dressed as the sell sword – followed the stealers to one of Londer’s warehouses.

About an hour after Skif was ‘dropped off’, he and a few other terrified children were thrown into a room where Skif heard the man’s voice again.


The man who had Bazie and the boys killed.

As if on cue, Alberich stepped in, and the man’s bodyguards lunged forwards. Skif used this time to rush the other kids out, but couldn’t leave Alberich alone – so he tried to help by throwing a wooden bowl at one of the men.

Alberich wasn’t the Weaponsmaster for anything – but he was wearing down. After he finished the last one, the guildmaster – for that was who he was – grabbed him in a stranglehold.

And he and Skif found out who eachother were.

The Guildmaster tried to convince Skif with his silky-smooth voice that he didn’t order Bazie killed – Jess messed up. And if Skif joined his side, they would kill Alberich, and Skif would become the Guildmaster’s partner. 

Bazie /was/ a leech, after all.

Skif decided to throw the dagger.

At the Guildmaster – nailing him in the throat and killing him.

Revenge...but it was too clean for scum like him...

But Bazie still was avenged.

Skif went back to classes, re-affirmed of his status as Herald Trainee. 

Some time later, a girl named Talia was Chosen by Rolan – making her the Queen’s Own Herald, perhaps the second most important Herald in the kingdom. Talia was shy - as Holderkin, the Heralds world was even crazier to her than Skif. Of course, she had idolized them before Rolan chose her - saving her from becoming a drudge or worse in her own Hold after she ran away. 

Skif liked Talia. She was like a little sister he never had - and very faintly reminded him of Dolly. Although Talia was much more timid than Dolly. Still, she had good cause - where she came from, Heralds were scoffed at, women were little more than breeders, and she with her ideas and will stuck out as much as a scarlet jay among crows.

The pair became friends, with Skif keeping an eye out for her - although he couldn’t do it all the time, his classes were very time-consuming. But he always made sure to say ‘hi’ and joke around with her.

Then some of the stuck-up students from another Collegium called Blues threw her into the frozen lake. If it wasn’t for Rolan, she would have drowned. As it was, she had a concusion, and was very sick. Some of the older Heralds were keeping watch on her, just in case the Blues tried again...

Skif proved that he could help as well. He rotated shifts.

Talia became a bit more open then. And when she told Skif of her frustration when it came to trying to get a hold of Elspeth - the Heir apparent, whom the Heralds and about everyone else called the Brat. Her nurse Hulda always explained that Elspeth was busy, and Talia was tired of it...and how she couldn’t get a hold of Elspeth’s other nurse either. 

So Skif did a bit of investigating. What he saw made him drag Talia out of bed in the middle of the night, dress her up in a black suit, and show her. Hulda was drugging Elspeth’s other nurse, and manipulating Elspeth to be a total and utter brat. Hence her nickname.

Talia and Skif quickly told another Herald - who promised to take care of it. He did.

Hulda was gone, Talia could reach Elspeth - but Hulda, instead of being caught, had fled. And now Talia wasn’t sure she was the real Hulda - and asked Skif to check the records.

He did. And got caught red-handed by a noble he annoyed to no end, Lord Othallen. Ever since Skif became a Herald, he had been on Othallen’s bad side - although Skif was sure he didn’t know about him dressing up as a page when he was younger. Still, Othallen dragged him up before the Queen herself for questioning. It looked grim for Skif...

That is, until Talia came in, and ‘admitted’ that she had asked Skif to check the records - but to make sure she wasn’t listed as Holderkin anymore. Sensholding - where she came from - had disowned her, and she didn’t want them freeloading off her! 

Nice save.

Skif’s life as a Herald continued, until Talia slipped him a note - “My room, tonight?”. Of course Skif said yes - but Talia returned to her room dead tired - Skif didn’t mind, though, and gave a massage, only to have her fall asleep. This happened twice more, until they both agreed to just remain friends.

Then Skif graduated into his Whites - a full Herald at the age of Eighteen. And it was time for his internship assignment - around the border with another Herald, Dirk. Talia came to see him off, joking that she didn’t recognize Skif - he looked /responsible/. 

They traded grins, and then Skif hesitantly asked her if she’d like to become his blood sister - she agreed. So they cut themselves slightly, and pressed their wrists together, before hugging. With that, Skif hopped onto Cymry and went off, waving goodbye.

Skif’s internship assignment was supposed to take a year or so. /Supposed/ to. In the middle of it, a storm happened. A very large one. Skif and Cymry were struggling to get past the road, when their footing ran out from under them – sending them careening into a mudslide.

Cue Infinity Effect.

*6) What is your Character's Personality? - This is a very important question, because the personality of character is really the essence of what you Role Play. How does your character view himself (or herself)? What is his/her outlook on life? What kinds of people/things does the character like and love? What people/things does he/she hate or fear? What drives the character, is there some goal in his/her life? How might someone else describe his/her personality? Be as descriptive as possible with this. This particular section does more to explain the inner workings of your character than all of the other sections combined, because this lets us know what you think your character is doing mentally.

STUBBORN

GUARDIAN

CHIPPER

HEADSTRONG

FOCUS

HERALD

THIEF

QUICK

*7) What are your Character's Powers? - Anything that your character might do that would be deemed beyond human ability should be listed here, keep in mind what you'd need to know about someone else's powers when you're describing your own for everyone else. All powers need to be described in some detail. How do they work? What sorts of limitations are there? What is the special effect of the power (fire, mental, magic, etc..)? If the power has a range, in pounds, feet, or number of people it effects, you /must/ describe it. Be sure to do more than just list these--go into as much detail as you can muster. (This question optional for Mortal characters only.)

MINDSPEAKING

One of the many ‘Gifts’ that Heralds have, Skif has it in force. A form of telepathy, this allows Skif to speak directly into people’s minds...that is, if they have the right ‘Gift’. In other words, he can’t speak to those without a little bit gift – there are exceptions, see below. The stronger the other person has the Gift, the easier it is to communicate. This is also the primary way Skif and Cymry communicate.

THOUGHTSENSING

Another ‘Gift’ that allows Skif to read surface thoughts of those without blockage. This also allows him to converse with those he can mindspeak – otherwise, it would be a one-way road. 

Skif is moderate in both of these skills; he’s good, but not extremely. However, Mindspeaking is all but useless in this world, as his gift and the ‘normal’ psychics work differently – if Skif’s mind was a PC, Xavier’s would be a Mac. However, communication is possible – but they both have to go halfway. Skif may find out how to converse with the psychics of this land – and those of other lands – later in time, but it’s something he has to /learn/.

TRUTH SPELL

The only real spell that the Heralds know, this spell is quite easy...for those who have a Gift in the herald sense. Skif will not be able to teach this to anyone else unless they are from his universe – which doesn’t seem likely.

First, Skif closes his eyes and repeats a simple cantrip nine times while facing the person he wants to cast the spell on. On the ninth repeat, he thinks of a blue cloud with eyes slowly enveloping the person – and when he opens his eyes, the blue cloud is there. 

There are two stages of this spell. In the first one, it only tells if the person is lying or not. The blue cloud will stay visible as long as they’re telling the truth – when they tell a falsehood and they know they’re telling a falsehood, then the cloud fades.

The second stage actually forces the person to tell the truth – no matter how much they struggle, the truth will come out. It is extremely hard to fight the spell, unless one has wards against magic, or an innate resistance. Psychic powers have some leeway - someone on the level of Xavier could fight it off, but it would be taking most if not all of their concentration.

Truth isn’t always the truth. Therefore, the spell only works on what the person knows. If the person was born to believe that 2+2=5, and they say so, then the cloud won’t fade, and they will be able to say that as normal. However, if they try to say 2+2=4, and they know they’re lying...refer above to see what happens.

SHIELDING

A literal shield around Skif’s mind, this both keeps his Gifts from going constantly and others from barging in on his mind. The shield can be lowered and raised at a thought – the lower it is, the easier it is for Skif to use his gifts, and the easier it is for someone to use their own versions of Gifts on him. He can converse with Cymry at any time, regardless of his shields.

This is one aspect the Heralds of Valdemar focused greatly on, as without shields, the stress of the Gifts could cause them anything from bad concentration to driving them mad. One Herald was at the point of near-suicide because her shields were so bad, and they kept ‘feeding’ her negative thoughts back into her.

CYMRY

ENERGY

Cymry’s spirit constantly generates energy and ‘bleeds’ it outwards. Most of her energy goes into Skif, strengthening him and his Gifts. The side effect is that her coat is pure white – and even dyes will only color her for a few days. 

ENDURANCE

Cymry is capable of feats that make a warsteed look like an old nag. Her gallop is twice as fast as a normal horses, and she can keep it up for three days straight. After which, she’ll need a lot of rest and food, but in a day, she will be able to repeat that feat.

INTELLIGENCE

On par with Skif, Cymry is quite smart. She is very logical and can draw conclusions from things that might take Skif twice as long to figure out – but he has to ask first.

STRENGTH

Along with her superior endurance, Cymry can also carry much more than a normal horse. With riders, she can carry Skif and two others and still be able to keep her top speed – the only thing to worry about would be if the other two riders can hold on. She can also carry 400 lbs – if the weight was towed behind her on wheels or a sled, this would be increased, but 400 lbs is her max normally. 

TELEPATHY

Cymry has an impressive amount of telepathy. She can converse with Skif at distances up to a hundred miles – that’s when their range cuts off. She is also able to read surface thoughts of others, and even sense their ‘aura’ – that is, if they radiate positive energy or negative energy, or any type of energy at all. 
*8) What are your Character's Weaknesses? - Are you especially susceptible to any particular types of powers? Or special effects? (For example do you take extra damage from fire?) If your powers can be negated, what is the process? Do you have a limiting code of honor, or noticeable lack thereof? Overconfidence? Deep inner fears that can be utilized against you in combat? Chemical dependencies? A weakness for small, furry animals? Anything that can detract from your character during combat or roleplay is a weakness.

HERALD’S CODE

Skif is a Herald – and such, he does what Heralds do. He settles conflicts instead of making them, obeys the queen, and overall, tries to keep war from starting, and the kingdom of Valdemar alive. Now that he’s in a place where there /is/ no Valdemar...he is still bound to the Herald’s code. As such, he will try to stay honest in most things, and do his best to keep the peace.

INTERRUPT

Skif was raised in very unfortunate circumstances. And he doesn’t like seeing others being treated the same way, if he can help it. If he sees a child being beaten, he will intercede and try to stop the beater. If he sees an old man in the corner begging for money or food, he’ll give him a bit. 

Now, if someone’s doing something to the extent of trying to kill someone...if Skif doesn’t know who’s side who is on, Skif will try to stop it, sometimes putting his life in danger. If Skif knows that the victim is ‘bad’, though, he will let the fight continue – and if Skif knows that the attacker is ‘bad’, Skif has no qualms about murdering a murderer.

TROUBLEMAKER

CYMRY

ASK-FIRST

Cymry only tells Skif important things if he asks first – Companions are guides, not Heralds mothers. However, she can and will put in her two cents most of the time. It’s usually after an event that Skif will ask Cymry why she didn’t tell him such and such, whereupon she’ll remind him that he hadn’t asked.

TRUTH

Cymry never lies. Period. That is, she never tells an intentional lie – when she speaks, it is the absolute truth as she knows it. She can avoid the subject all she wants, but she cannot lie.

*9) What are your Character's Non-Powered Skills and Abilities - What other things can you do? This is for any skills, abilities, talents, etc.. that don't require some form of paranormal explanation. What is the character's level of education? What languages does he or she speak? Please be as thorough as possible.

DISGUISE

Skif is capable of disguising himself as almost anything; and pull off a decent impression of it while he’s at it. He won’t be able to disguise himself as something he’s never seen before, obviously, but he can do a rather good impression of a beggar-boy.

HORSEMANSHIP

Two fully trained Heralds can trade mounts in mid-gallop. A fully trained Herald can also jump off their Companion when the Companion is at full speed - and land without breaking something. Skif is a fully trained Herald. He is an expert when it comes to working with horses, Cymry or otherwise - although he rarely rides anything /but/ Cymry. Not to say he can’t.

THIEF

Skif has many skills that fall into this category - as described below. The descriptions are approximate - as Skif’s world is a bit different from Beacon Harbor, he most likely will have to adjust his skills. To name a few, he can pick-pocket, break in/out, and disguise himself, as described above. Overall, he’s quite an adequate thief - when Cymry lets him, that is. 

WEAPONS

Skif is a natural when it comes to a bow and arrow - he’s not Robin Hood, but not about to fumble his shot while at it. He’s along the lines of pro archer - not in the Olympics, but perhaps aiming to be in them someday. 

He’s not as good as with a sword - although he is all right when it comes to using them. They’re just a bit awkward in his hands - not like bows and arrows. In a fight against someone who’s been using it half as long as he has, he can hold his own - however, anyone who has had professional training can easily disarm and/or hurt him.

When it comes to daggers, though...

Skif almost never misses when it comes to throwing daggers. He keeps two of them on him at all times, in wrist-sheathes that literally fire them outwards when triggered. If he’s on one side of a 20x20 foot room, and there’s a spider on the opposite wall - he can nail it, dead center, with one of his daggers, as long as it doesn’t move. 

*10) What resources does your character have access to? - This includes money, equipment, personal contacts, reputation, licensing, and profession. Remember, if your character isn't native to the Project Infinity universe, they will only have whatever equipment or money they may have had on their person at the time -- no exceptions (this means in most occurrences, you're not going to have anything over enough to get a hotel room for the night). If your character is a doctor, but from another universe, you will likely need to do something to get a license here in the PI Universe. This is /very/ important for you to fill out. If it is not here, you do /not/ have it ICly.

COINAGE

Heralds buy whatever they need out on their routes - that way, they can’t be accusing of playing favorites in return for getting something for free. The golden coins are all but worthless in this world as money...but they’re still gold. Skif has about four gold coins the size of quarters, six slightly larger silver ones, and numerous copper ones the size of the gold - that is, when he got here, he had that much.

CYMRY

Cymry was transported into Beacon Harbor with Skif. 

TOOLS

Reasoning that you never know what you need on the road, Skif’s thieving tools are in one of his bags carried on Cymry. In them is a crowbar, a bladder of grease, twine, a flexible, durable, and sharp knife, a small glass - basically, everything he would carry with him when he was roof-walking. 

THROWING DAGGERS

Skif has a pair of throwing daggers sheathed on his arms, under his clothing. They’re light, and very-well balanced - but not very useful for anything other than throwing. Sure, he can fight with them, but the blades are small - it’s easy to outreach him with something even a foot-long, as Skif’s daggers fit into the palm of his hand.

WHITES

Basic Herald apparel. Requires frequent washing to keep it in it’s ‘white’ state. The material is somewhere between that of leather and cloth - it’s hard and durable, but at the same time soft.  

*11) Write a 'sample journal entry' for your character - Basically, think as if your character were keeping a diary. Alternatively, you can use any type of IC-sample (a snatch of dialogue, a short story, a stream-of-consciousness babble from your character's point of view, etc). This needs to be purely of your own invention, and describing something that could or has occurred in your character's life. This doesn't have to be overly long.. just enough to give us an idea as to how you see the character looking at their life. Grammar, spelling, whatnot is not required here - you can even speak in dialect if need be. However, we do ask that this question be answered in either American or European English. (This question optional for Mortals only.)

*12) What are your future plans for your character? - Where do you see your character going? What TP ideas do you have for your character? How will this character fit into the Project Infinity world? What area of Beacon Harbor do you plan to start in? Is there a group you want to join or form? Someone you plan to work with or for? Basically, give us a general idea as to what you want to do with this character--major or minor plans. This also doesn't need to be overly long... but you want this character... this is a great place to tell us why.

Thank you for taking the time to fill out this application. Remember to email it to PIApps@betterbox.net with the subject header PI APP: <character name>. You should get confirmation of your application being received within 24 hours. 

     Please be sure that your application is in plain text format (we prefer you simple paste it into the text of the email message) -- only *.txt format (for IBM) or Simpletext (for Macintosh... please include a .txt at the end of your file) will be accepted.

         As well -- applications that are less than 10K are likely to be rejected simply due to lack of detail. You might want to keep this in mind when applying.

Your Personal Information (So we can identify and contact you.)

*What is your Real-Life Name: (required) Mindy Manson

*What is your Real-life Age: (required) 15

*What is your Email Address: (required so we can contact you) maege1@yahoo.com

*What alternate characters do you have here? (VERY required) None.

*What characters do you have elsewhere? Halo Hare, Patchup Panda @ M3, Neomi, Barquiel @ Crossroads, Gau @ Phoenix, Gen @ Redwall MUCK

*What can you tell us of your Roleplaying and MU*ing experience? Been Rping since 1996. MUSHING for maybe...uh...since 2000, starting at Redwall. I play message board RPGs, DnD, and other assorted M***s thingies. They’re fun. ^_^

*What is your availability for RP? What hours are you usually on line, how much time do you think you can dedicate to Rping this character, Is there anything that might cause you to idle for long periods of time?

Well, my computer’s sortabusted, but I do go on my mom’s - so it’s all good. Usually I’m on after 5 PST, till maybe 9 PST, or until whenever I get tired. I’ll log on and RP lots, cause this char I think is cool, but hey, whatever. :) Anyhoo, if my parents restrict me from the computer...will be off, unless I can sneak on. Then again, my school has computers too, and fast connection...heh.

Character Information: (So we know who you want to play.)

*1) What is your Character's Name & Any Aliases - This includes all the character's superhero name, birth name, past superhero names, etc..

Real name: Drake Farias

Alias: Drake

*2) Is your character a Native to the Project Infinity Universe, and if not, which univrse is he/she from?

Non-Native. Alt. Real World

*3) Does this character count as a Crimelord, Mortal, Hero, or Villain? Please read the newsfiles for limits on how many characters of each type you may have.

Villain

*4) What does your character look like? - This is usually what you'll have in the character's @desc, but you should include both the in costume appearance and 'normal' appearance if the two are significantly different. This does not have to be set in stone, but we would like to see at least an idea of how your character will appear.

Bronze skin is what probably gets one’s attention first. Not the bronze of tan - but the bronze of scales. Like a snakes, only tough, leathery, somewhat dull - the bronze of the dragon, for that is what the creature is. A dragon. Or perhaps not one - he is about seven feet, a long ‘spike’ on his forehead adding another half-foot to his height, making him imposing to most - terrifying to some. His eyes are yellow, with black slitted pupils - like a cat’s, only much more sinister, and with a predatory look in them. Instead of eyebrows, crests sprout up from the tops of both eyes, which in turn make the top of his head rather flat. In the front they merge to form a muzzle - a maw, with at least two teeth on either side poking out. 

His body is that of a human, that of a well-muscled one - with bronze scale skin. His chest is bare, exposing a rather obvious set of muscles - but on the whole, rather ‘normal’, if it could be called such a thing. On his back, however...two large, leathery wings make their home, the tips a full twenty feet apart when fully spread. Tiny blue lines - veins - are clearly in evidence, stretching to every part on the wing, feeding it life-giving blood.

A strip of cloth is tied around of waist; on his front and back to more strips of cloth hang down - the only form of ‘clothing’ he wears. Making it’s way out of the back strip is a tail, perhaps as long as his leg. It certainly seems as maneuverable, if not more - at times it may even be curled around his ankle. Said ankle(s) turn into talon-like feet - four ‘fingers’, a claw on each end. The legs themselves are quite muscular, not overly so, but it’s obvious that they’re a bit above average strength. 

*5) What is the Character's History and Background? - Where is your character coming from? How did this character grow up? If this character has superpowers, how did they develop? Is your character native to the Project Infinity Universe? If not, how did the character arrive in this universe, and what was his/her first reaction? What is your character doing now? This section needs to be at /least/ four to five full paragraphs long. We're not wanting just an overview here. Be creative, and remember.. this is /your/ character. Have some fun!
Arizona, the 1960s. Drake Farias was born to a couple that already had one child, but was more than ready to have another - and so they did, giving their year-old daughter Sara a younger brother - a playmate, a friend. At least in their opinion.

In reality, Sara didn’t want a little brother any more than she wanted the boogyman to eat her. He was weird, and even though she was young, turned the cold shoulder towards her brother. Well, as cold as she could. Drake noticed that his toys seemed to mysteriously dissapear, only to end up in Sara’s room - the little girl happily having Barbie and GI Joe go to the ball, with Teresa and Drake’s dragon stuffed animal following closely behind. Serena - their mom - would simply place the toys back in Drake’s room, telling him he should share with his older sister. Sara took this to mean whatever she wanted, she would get.

And so she took. Drake found out that anything meant for him was also Sara’s - and anything hers was hers, and if he tried to play with it he would get bitten, or worse. So he went to the only refuge he had. His dad Thomas.

Thomas had very little backbone; he was a follower, not a leader. But Drake still looked up to him, especially as Thomas would somehow stand up for him when nobody else would. When Drake got beat up in 2nd grade to his sister’s delight, it was his dad who talked with the principal and had the offender get detention. And came with Drake to school for the next few days - when he left, Drake got beaten up again, but he managed to hide that.

He didn’t want to tell his dad that his help had only made things worse. So Drake tried settling things himself. While it didn’t go exactly as planned, he learned to dodge, and made friends with some of his former enemies.

Thomas was usually out working at the lab, leaving mother to rear the two. But when he was home the two would bond; either by Thomas helping him with his homework or the two going out and playing catch. Drake adored Thomas, and would do anything he could do to please him. Including see movies that Thomas liked even if Drake didn’t - he would use the time to just be close with his dad - something he felt he couldn’t get enough of.

Elementary school came and went, and Drake went into Jr. High and then High School. His grades were high - even if he wasn’t the best in his class, he was still one of them. He wasn’t much for any of the after-school activities, except if they had to do with either chess or gave a chance for extra-credit. After all, already Drake knew what he wanted to do when he grew up. He wanted to be like his dad and work in Genetics. 

So he studied up on the subject in the years leading up to college, and graduated at the top of his class (Sara finished in the lower half, and went to a community college). Still following in his father’s footsteps, he went to the same college Thomas had gone to - even if he didn’t stay in the same dorms (can’t win ‘em all) - and took most of the same classes. He was known as ‘Bookworm’ by his dorm mates - social life? What was that? Dates? They taste good.

He went out to the occasionally party, but mostly remained in his dorm and concentrated on keeping his grades up. By now, he was beyond wanting to follow Thomas - he was very interested in the field. But while his dad worked with the aspects of human cloning, Drake thought about the effects on animals, and wondered what could happen if he spliced this gene with that one, or that with this...

From time to time he would look up from his studies and look at the dragon stuffed animal he had since childhood - that he had managed to keep hidden from Sara for fear of having it go on any other ‘dates’ with her dolls. While torn and stitched, Drake couldn’t help but think about how it’s wings should move, how it would fly, and most of all - what if?

He became an intern, and then a full-on scientist at a low-profile genetics facility - one that tried to keep it’s studies hush-hush. Let the others get recognized by the media - /they/ would take the camera time to get further ahead in their studies.

Breakthroughs were seen almost weekly.  Already, Drake’s father - who was now close to retirement - had been seen on TV after his own facility had successfully spliced a group of chromosomes to create the ‘perfect child’ - who was now well into pregnancy, the parents-to-be having paid a /lot/ of money in order to have the traits and features they wanted created. It remained to be seen if the project would turn out successfully, but so far, all signs pointed to success.

Drake wanted more than just a perfect human, though. He wanted more - and became obsessed with his work, staying long hours in order to try to splice this one with this one - and get a match. He became withdrawn from his family and co-workers, so much that the latter thought of him as a hostile jerk who should just get fired. But they couldn’t dispute the fact that he was getting farther than any of them, so much that the facility gave him a grant to go off on a project of his own - see what he could do.

A man by the name of Andrew Mortimer was one of Drake’s former close friends. It was he who felt the effect of his friend’s obsession the most - the fact that he no longer could call Drake even an acquaintance. It was scary the way the man looked - Drake had never been much for personal appearance, but by the way he looked, you would think he was a total and complete slob.

And giving him the grant had only worsened it. It was time for Andrew to take Drake back to the real world - for his own good.

Drake’s personal lab was a mess of cages of test subjects - Andrew was fascinated the moment he stepped in to talk with his former friend. He didn’t see Drake at first through the cages of various types of lizards - why was that one smoking? - but noticed the man staring intently at a screen, a 3d DNA strand slowly rotating on it. Andrew quickly tried to catch Drake’s attention, only to be ignored - and then yelled at. What was he doing here? What did he think he was doing?

“It’s time for you to stop this, Drake!”

There came a chirp from one of the cages behind Drake - both men turned. Drake merely smiled and opened said cage, pulling out what appeared to be...


A dragon. Perhaps the size of a cat, but still a dragon, and comfortably perched on Drake’s arm and looking at Andrew curiously.

“I’ve already finished,” Drake said softly. “See what I’ve made?” The man scratched his creation behind it’s eyeridges, and the small dragon crooned. 

Andrew was stunned, but slowly he stepped forwards, hesitantly reaching out a hand to mimic Drake’s movement. At the sight of Andrew moving, Drake snapped his arm back, snarling for Andrew not to touch ‘his baby’. The movement startled the dragon and it let out a shriek, flapping it’s arms and raking Drake’s arm with it’s talons. Drake yelled, then spun on Andrew, only as his arm collided with the stacks of cages-

And knocked them all down. In the chaos, most of the doors were opened, and the air was filled with shrill screams. The lizards that Drake had mutated off of - and the mutants - started climbing over both men, alerting the entire facility to their presence from the noise. But by the time the other scientists had made their way there to see what was going on, chemicals had spilled, mixed, and reacted - the room was now full of flames and shattered glass.

Everyone evacuated - after shutting the door, of course. At the sight of Drake’s creations, panic set in, and the personal ran after trying to lock the creatures in.

But windows shattered, and the fire spread. Pretty soon, the entire facility was in flames, and was now, ironically, the news of the hour - or two days. That was how long it took for the fire to stop, and for the firefighters and others to make their way towards the source.

During the fire, however, something had happened. The same chemicals that had started the flames first poured themselves onto Drake - along with the glass beakers that they were in. They shattered, and the chemicals made their way into Drake’s body through the cuts - not without causing the man to go unconscious from pain - not smoke inhalation. As the chemicals invaded Drake’s system, he changed. These were the chemicals that he had used to mutate the lizards, to create his dragons...

The chemicals were now doing the same to him. Turning /him/ into ‘his baby’.

He woke soon after the fires in the area stopped, with the burning need to get water. By now, the buildings was little more than a pile of rubble with fires here and there, and Drake had little trouble making his way out, then up, then to a source of water - a nearby lake. Drake had little memory of how he got there - all he remembered was the burning in his throat, and then water coursing down it.

Then he saw his reflection, and he panicked. He was staring straight at a dragon, a very large one that dwarfed him. His first thought was that he was about to be eaten - then, as he noticed that it followed his movements, he started to look over himself.

A numb shock settled over him as he found out that the dragon was himself. Tail...wings...scales...everything. Oh, he was mostly humanoid, as if he was a human wearing a dragon costume, but no amount of tearing at his scales would rip them off - all they caused was pain.

Drake sulked, unaware that the newsies were all over the fact that they had seen a *real* dragon fly away from the rubble - and had pictures to prove it. Obviously, this freak had caused it! It was a demon! It had to be hunted and stopped before it did anything else! The geneticists probably created this beast in order to help mankind (never mind the fact that they couldn’t find a reason how), and it had destroyed its creators in payment! 

When Drake found this out (by peering in at a trailer near the lake at dark in hopes of getting something to eat - the fish in the lake weren’t very tasty), he was outraged. That wasn’t how it was at all! The entire thing wasn’t his fault! No! If anyone’s, it was Andrews, he started it! He caused this all! And the press...how /could/ they jump to conclusions! He wasn’t a monster, he was Drake Farias!

Deceased at thirty? He saw his own parents sob over their loss, and even his sister cried.

Then he did, before moving off to harbor his feelings in seclusion.

They festered, to say the least. Even as would-be-heros moved into the forest surrounding the lake in hopes of finding the beast - and a reward, even if only TV time - Drake slowly turned all his blames towards his former friend, the press, and eventually, the human race. Especially those damn rednecks that kept trying to shoot him, even if they were somewhat more fufilling to eat than the fish. Hey, if he was going to kill them, what would stop him from eating them? Nothing.

As sights of Drake dwindled, he was dismissed as an urban legend. Drake had managed to avoid any organized or unorganized human force that had come into the forest, unless he wasn’t paying attention. Then, of course, it wouldn’t matter...he was just as believable as Bigfoot.

Then the Infinity Effect happened, ironically, on the date that should have been his thirty-eighth birthday.

*6) What is your Character's Personality? - This is a very important question, because the personality of character is really the essence of what you Role Play. How does your character view himself (or herself)? What is his/her outlook on life? What kinds of people/things does the character like and love? What people/things does he/she hate or fear? What drives the character, is there some goal in his/her life? How might someone else describe his/her personality? Be as descriptive as possible with this. This particular section does more to explain the inner workings of your character than all of the other sections combined, because this lets us know what you think your character is doing mentally.

ANGER

At times Drake can get downright bitter about an event (such as a humiliating defeat), and will sulk about it for days - the memory keenly etched in his mind. And he won’t hesitate to try to make things right in his own special way - which usually involves much pain and suffering. Thankfully, it takes some to get his anger roused - for the most part he is calm and composed. But when his anger does flare, it takes a long time in cooling down - the time between a good time to stay away from Drake. 

ARROGANT

Drake sees other as closed-minded and prejudiced against anyone different, and is sure something could be worked out between him and them if anyone listen - but they don’t. So for the most part, he views them as inferior creatures that he has no qualms about using as a food source - after all, why should he care? He may have been like them - once - but they made him who he is today. Reap what you have sown. Nothing more to say. This goes for most humanoids and those who look like them - mutants with obvious physical differences will be judged somewhat less harshly, but still harsh. In order to be viewed with an open slate, they would have to be...oh, say barely recognizable as a human - such as him. 

COMPOSED

Drake is rather calm and composed most of the time, able to keep his cool under almost every circumstance. His mind is keen and sharp - and is able to function in the most chaotic of situations. Sometimes, him being so calm makes other people nervous - or perhaps even angry that they can’t pierce his cool. He is rather hard to get angry, but when he does, watch out - however, this takes a lot, and usually he can keep it under control. Usually - there’s always exceptions. If someone repeatedly comes after him, pesters him, annoys him...this will be when he’ll snap.

HUMAN

Drake the human is still there - even though Drake the dragon has taken over, for the most part. This Drake is much like a child lost somewhere, crying out for some help, but afraid to move for fear of getting even more lost. At times, this shows itself as mercy or compassion - two things Drake usually ignores, seeing as there’s no reason to show the two emotions or anything like them. If someone appeals to this aspect of Drake, say, by offering help or friendship, and is persistent enough to actually make Drake /believe/ that they’re telling the truth - then the human side of Drake can and will resurface, asking for help - and possibly a cure to his state.

MORALS

What is good and what is bad is warped when it comes to Drake - but he still does have a few notions of right and wrong. For instance, accusing someone of a crime without evidence is wrong - and Drake won’t hesitate to say so either, even standing up for someone - from the shadows, that is (no need for them to get all sappy on him). But this only goes for others - Drake is a hypocrite when it comes to himself, as he feels he doesn’t have a reason to follow any sorts of rules. Although, there is one thing even he won’t cross - torture of any kind, mental or physical. 

OBSESSIVE
Ever since he was allowed to work on his dream ‘What if’?, Drake became quite the obsessive man. If he wants something - it’s his. Touches it - his. Breathes on it - his. You get the point. This also goes for wanting to finish something - he’ll finish. Wanting to learn something - he’ll learn. And everything in between. His mind gets so stuck on a subject that he’ll follow it, ignoring everything else.

*7) What are your Character's Powers? - Anything that your character might do that would be deemed beyond human ability should be listed here, keep in mind what you'd need to know about someone else's powers when you're describing your own for everyone else. All powers need to be described in some detail. How do they work? What sorts of limitations are there? What is the special effect of the power (fire, mental, magic, etc..)? If the power has a range, in pounds, feet, or number of people it effects, you /must/ describe it. Be sure to do more than just list these--go into as much detail as you can muster. (This question optional for Mortal characters only.)

CLAWS

On both his hands and feet are claws - talons, really, with four ‘fingers’ each. His hands are somewhat more dexterous than his feet, but it’s hard for him to even hold a pencil. However, each ‘finger’ is tipped with elongated, sharpened bone - a claw. They’re about the size of his canine teeth, and are as sharp - they can shred a foot-long inch-thick sheet of steel in about ten seconds. If he’s trying to handle anything less strong, Drake must take caution in order not to inadvertently slice it.  

DISEASE RESISTANT

Drake’s internal organs are a mixture of human and ‘dragon’. Many human diseases, such as typhoid and the measles will not affect him at all - others will merely give him weaker symptoms then they would normal humans. The more versatile ones such as the flu can and will affect him as they would a human.

ENDURANCE

Drake’s skin is like a suit of armor. While the scales aren’t as tough as metal; they can deflect punches and blows from regular humans - not to say that he won’t feel a right hook to his jaw. Just that he can ignore it. Unless it’s from the Hulk or someone with strength at least twice that of a humans  - then he’ll feel it. Blades are more useful against him than blunt weapons such as fists; as he can usually just shrug off punches, while swords and things like that do puncture his skin. Small high-velocity projectiles, a la bullets or darts, also puncture.

FLIGHT

On Drake’s back are two leathery wings that he usually keeps folded close to his back. They stretch out to twenty feet at full spread, and can keep him in air as long as he has strength to keep them flapping. He is quite agile with them, able to twist on a wingtip. His top speed is sixty miles per hour if he’s going forwards; obviously, a dive would be much faster. He can get himself about two miles upwards - then the thinner atmosphere begins to affect his lungs, and he needs to get lower or risk becoming unconscious. The longer he flies, the longer break he needs to regain his strength - usually it’s about half of the time he flew. He cannot stay airborne for more than six hours, though.

FIRE BREATH

Inside of Drake’s cheeks are two sacs, which contain different chemicals. When mixed, these chemicals create a flame that can be ‘breathed’ in any direction. He can sustain a breath for ten seconds, and his sacs create five-minutes worth of flame a day. They do not overflow, and are non-toxic when unmixed. About as harmless as vinegar, but with a much worse taste.

STRENGTH
While Drake’s frame is still that of an average male, his muscles have gotten much more powerful. About as powerful as the average weightlifter in the Olympics - he can pick a normal-sized human (150 lbs) off the ground with one hand without any sign of effort. Two would take a little. Three...maybe, at max. He can’t exactly lug a school bus as a lunchbox. When in the air, his strength lowers from carrying three humans to two, as he doesn’t have anything to brace himself against. In other words, he can carry about 450 lbs on the ground, 300 in the air - and this is at max. Add any more and the strain starts to hurt him.

TAIL

A long, forked tail on his behind helps Drake keep his balance in flight, or elsewhere. For example - while he’s a bit too heavy to cross a wire, a steel rope suspended high off the ground could be crossable of Drake didn’t have any interference, thanks to the help of using his tail like a cat or monkey’s - for balance. It’s not fully prehensile, but can sway from side to side - max angle is about 45 degrees before it starts to hurt. He can also swipe it like a club, although it’s rather small - speed would be the main damaging thing. It’s max damage would be about as much as a punch from him.

TEETH

A mouth full of razor-sharp teeth, with two larger canines visible even when his mouth is closed - somewhat like a saber tooth’s set of teeth. Most of his teeth are half-inch in size, while his canines are a full inch and a half - imposing, and very, very sharp. Flesh is little problem to them; steel gives way - if he chews on it long enough. Anything above that would take either more time and pressure, or not able to cut. Adamantium would only get a few scratches if he worked on it for an hour.

VISION

His eyesight is much like a hawk’s, able to perceive small things at great distances. He can pick out the individual stitches in a piece of clothing, or the dots that make up newspaper ink from across the room. He sees very well in low-light, fine in dark, so-so in daylight.

*8) What are your Character's Weaknesses? - Are you especially susceptible to any particular types of powers? Or special effects? (For example do you take extra damage from fire?) If your powers can be negated, what is the process? Do you have a limiting code of honor, or noticeable lack thereof? Overconfidence? Deep inner fears that can be utilized against you in combat? Chemical dependencies? A weakness for small, furry animals? Anything that can detract from your character during combat or roleplay is a weakness. 

APPEARANCE

In pitch black, a blind man could probably mistake Drake for a human. Otherwise, people see that he’s a ‘freak’, and a scary-looking one to boot. As such, Drake can’t walk in the streets without being screamed and run away from - not that he’d want to. Most can tell at first-glance that he’s something to be wary off, and as such, he has to take people by surprise if he wants a meal.

DEXTERITY

Drake isn’t an expert when it comes to using his claws. Sure, he can perch on something, but humans have way more ability to use their fingers than he does his talons. It’s hard for him to pick up something without cutting it or fumbling it - in both cases, this is bad. However, most of the time, he can simply grip the object and use his claws as a means to hold it firmly. But with something he doesn’t want to cut...this is bad.

HATRED

Since the world (well, the one he was in last) hates him for what he is - or, more correctly, for what he has become - he’ll hate it back. It’s as simple as that. While he gives people a chance...as soon as he gets a scared look, he hates them. A glare, he hates them too. Something goes wrong, he hates that something. 

HUMAN

His human side shows up from time to time - and at times, when it’s best for it to remain back-seat. His nerve will falter at times as he questions what he’s doing, only to resurface again. But during the time he hesitates, he can easily be taken advantage of - even if only for a split second.

SPEECH

Drake’s voice is rough and grating - his vocal chords were all but ripped apart in his transformation from man to beast. But he still can talk - just not very well, or understandably. His usual method of communication is a screech or roar, but if he takes the time, he can yell out things that people can even understand.

TEMPERATURE

The chemicals that made him who he is were laced with DNA, mutated off of a lizard’s - a creature that cannot tolerate cold temperatures. As such, anything below sixty degrees Fahrenheit will slow him down, and at thirty-two - when water freezes - he freezes. If he isn’t brought to a source of warmth or vice versa within a half-hour, he will die. Between these two degrees, however, he can move, just slowly - the colder, the slower, the warmer, the faster, ect.

TOUCH

Drake’s sense of touch is very dull - if someone casually brushes up against him, he won’t feel it. While this does mean pain merely turns into pressure, he does tend to mistake not feeling something for it not being there. He’s ignorant to temperature changes and does tend to underestimate how strong his foe is until it’s a bit too late because of this.

WINGS

Drake’s wings, while strong enough to propel him and a couple others into the air, have very weak membranes and take a long time to heal. As such, a slash in them will render him grounded for at least a month with the bulky wings making it harder for him to maneuver when he’s so used to simply lifting up into the air. About mid-way through the wings, there’s also a rather weak bone - one that can be snapped by bare human hands.

VISION

Drake’s eyes are sensitive, but this can also work against him. If the light is too bright he’ll get blinded; a flashlight beam from a flashlight you buy at a 99 cent store will cause him to flinch away in pain. He can’t stare at the sun for even a second before it hurts, or anywhere near it.

*9) What are your Character's Non-Powered Skills and Abilities - What other things can you do? This is for any skills, abilities, talents, etc.. that don't require some form of paranormal explanation. What is the character's level of education? What languages does he or she speak? Please be as thorough as possible.

KNOWLEDGE

As a former scientist, Drake does have knowledge above that of normal human standards - however, the parts that he hasn’t used as much have decayed, while the parts that he does use have gotten stronger. He’s smart when it comes to field knowledge; bad when it comes to book knowledge. He has a rudimentary knowledge of how to take care of himself if he gets sick or hurt, but his social skills are way lacking.

HUNTING/STEALTH

Over time, Drake has learnt how to strike swiftly and nigh-silently. His reflexes are above average (not so much as to be considered a power, though), as are his eyes - and he can shadow a creature in an area with sparse cover. As long as there’s shadows, he can stalk or hunt. And he’s very good about not letting someone get out of his sight.

*10) What resources does your character have access to? - This includes money, equipment, personal contacts, reputation, licensing, and profession. Remember, if your character isn't native to the Project Infinity universe, they will only have whatever equipment or money they may have had on their person at the time -- no exceptions (this means in most occurrences, you're not going to have anything over enough to get a hotel room for the night). If your character is a doctor, but from another universe, you will likely need to do something to get a license here in the PI Universe. This is /very/ important for you to fill out. If it is not here, you do /not/ have it ICly.

...nothing. I’m dead serious when it comes to this - Drake has nothing but himself and the mangled thing he uses as a loincloth.

*11) Write a 'sample journal entry' for your character - Basically, think as if your character were keeping a diary. Alternatively, you can use any type of IC-sample (a snatch of dialogue, a short story, a stream-of-consciousness babble from your character's point of view, etc). This needs to be purely of your own invention, and describing something that could or has occurred in your character's life. This doesn't have to be overly long.. just enough to give us an idea as to how you see the character looking at their life. Grammar, spelling, whatnot is not required here - you can even speak in dialect if need be. However, we do ask that this question be answered in either American or European English. (This question optional for Mortals only.)

What day is it today? Yah, forget it. Doesn’t matter, just another day. But by the way people’re moving it must be a weekday. That much I remember, people’re more active on weekdays. Even if I can barely see them, even if I’m avoiding them so they don’t panic and hate me even more even though it’s not my fault, it’s THEIRS.

All I want is to be left alone, oh, and maybe perhaps to be NORMAL. But obviously that isn’t going to happen. I’m stuck in this body. So I’m going to live like I’m the body, I’m the dragon, and these...

You are my horde? No. Prey? Feh, I only do that when I must eat or when someone ventures too close to the lake and forest I call my habitat. I’ve had many close calls already, but thankfully I’ve dissolved into a myth. Oh, yes, believe in me just as much as you believe the Yeti and other beasts.

You will only know before it is too late, you bastards. 

*12) What are your future plans for your character? - Where do you see your character going? What TP ideas do you have for your character? How will this character fit into the Project Infinity world? What area of Beacon Harbor do you plan to start in? Is there a group you want to join or form? Someone you plan to work with or for? Basically, give us a general idea as to what you want to do with this character--major or minor plans. This also doesn't need to be overly long... but you want this character... this is a great place to tell us why.

...live.

Um...well, Drake is an idea I made up and I want to play him cause he feels cool. In all honesty, I don’t have any real real plans for him...I’d like to see how the RP goes, but he’s probably going to remain in the dark dark gray - aka villain side of the world. I mean, he is kinda mad that he’s stuck in this body, and sometimes needs to take out his frustration, y’know?

Maybe someone will hire him to scare the living bjesus out of someone. He’d do fine as a sort of lackey character, but as a crimelord...hell no. In fact, I’m almost set on making him a lackey.

Thank you for taking the time to fill out this application. Remember to email it to PIApps@betterbox.net with the subject header PI APP: <character name>. You should get confirmation of your application being received within 24 hours.

