Harmast Olvirsson was born in western Sartar of the Lismelder tribe, clan Greydog. He was the first, and last, child born to Olvir and Gudrid, his parents. Olvir was carl of a small stead but the great obsession of his life was the history of heros. He had collected the life stories of hundreds of heroic figures all through history and could easily rattle off the names and deeds of dozens at the drop of a hat. He even named his son after Harmast Barefoot, the first human to accomplish the Lightbringers heroquest. Olvir taught all he knew of heros to Harmast and raised him to follow the heroic virtues. To Harmast Olvir embodied all of the virtues that he taught and Harmast learned his lessons eagerly.

When Harmast was still quite young he discovered that he had a natural affinity for alynxes. He quickly gained an alynx kitten as a companion and they were inseperable. As he grew older he learned to train alynxes and when he began to hunt he and his alynx Skeggi worked as a team to catch game. When the time came for him to initiate it was only natural that he should join the cult of Yinkin, Orlanth's brother and hunting kitten.

At age nine tragedy struck Harmast's easy life. A corrupt Lunar tax collector was demanding extra taxes and keeping the difference. Olvir, standing up for what was right as he always did, objected to the illegal assessment. Before Harmast’s eyes the Lunar's bodyguard slew his father on the spot without so much as a word of challenge. Olvir's neighbors and friends, fearing to be declared in rebellion, did nothing. Shocked to his core, Harmast saw his father's death as pathetic and pointless. From that day on he was disillusioned about heroism and began a gradual drift into a life of cheap pleasures and avoiding responsibilities.

When he was thirteen his mother remarried and Harmast's stepfather brought his two unmarried brothers onto the stead to help run it. Harmast took an immediate dislike to all three and the feeling was mutual. Two years later his mother succumbed to an illness, or perhaps a broken heart, and died. Barely a month later Harmast's stepfather remarried and then used some tricks to get Harmast declared illegitimate.

Disinherited, Harmast had no ties remaining to the stead and left it forever. He drifted east and eventually left Sartar altogether. Lacking ambition, living only for the moment, he was often in taverns drinking and womanizing. Were it not for the Lunar occupation and the resistance against it his life would have had no purpose at all. In Prax near the Pairing Stone he found it easy to get work (when he needed some coin) as a mercenary for the Cold Wind. He quickly gained a reputation as a reliable and crafty raider who could scout a camp at night and help overrun it. He was too independent to join the Cold Wind or any other group though and as soon as he had some money he'd return to the taverns.

It was this very independence that undid him. When the Crimson Bat approached he had no allies to warn him and he found himself and Skeggi fleeing for their lives barely ahead of hunters seeking food for the Bat. In despiration they leapt into a river but even so their foes closed in with boats and nets. Harmast knew that if he was fed to the Bat it would be as if he’d never lived at all and even drowning himself wouldn’t save him from such a horrible fate. In despair he called to the river god, Zola Fel, "Take our souls, oh mighty river god, and save us from the Bat". Zola Fel heard him and judged him to be worthy, for he could see what Harmast himself could not, that Olvir's teachings and virtues slumbered yet within him, waiting to reawaken. The river rose up and carried Harmast and Skeggi into another plane of existance where Zola Fel appeared before them. "I claim your soul as you have offered," he rumbled, "and now you must serve me throughout your days. Put forth your hands to receive my blessings." When Harmast did so a burst of spiritual energy coursed through him, so powerful that he lost consciousness. When he awoke he and Skeggi were in an unfamiliar place, by the side a sluggish, marshy river in a jungle-forest. Around him stood followers of the Zola Fel cult who'd been led to him by a vision from their god. They told him was near Corflu where the remains of the Lunar occupation army of Prax still held command. On the palms of his hand were magical matrices containing divine magics of Zola Fel. And so his new life began.

