Greywolf was born in the Howling Forest in the Wood Elven village of


  Wolfden Wood, located on the shores of the Bay of Sea Nymphs, in


  the 211th Year Of Darkness (211 Y.O.D.). He is the son of the Wood


  Elf known as Wolfmaster, trainer of wolves and retired archer in the


  King's Militia, and the human Sorceress Cecilia Starfire, whose


  forefathers were weapons smiths of great renown, and traditionally


  "Elf-Friends". 





  Those days were dark times for the world, for all of the races both


  human and Eldar, were vexed by a shadow that ruled the land. An


  uneasy peace was shared in a fragile balance amongst the races in


  an attempt to rid the world of the growing flood of darkness. Those


  times have been named the "Demon Wars" by the human historians,


  but the Eldar races call it simply, "The Dark Times". They lasted for


  four hundred and eleven years, culminating with the death of the first


  "Dark Lord". But I stray.............. 





  Still and yet, Greywolf's youth was spent in relative peace and


  harmony, as most Wood-Elf children are wont to be raised. His


  mother filled his evenings with the study of magic, and the ways of


  the Goddess, while his days were filled with the teachings of his


  father, of reading, learning languages, of ancient gods, tales of


  heroism, and of learning to be a master with the long-bow, not to


  mention much time that was spent on the care and training of


  wolves. It was a good and decent childhood, normal in every respect.





  When Greywolf was four and twenty years of age and still a youth


  not considered being mature, his father enlisted him into the service


  of Good King Elemmakil's Militia. There he was trained in the fine arts


  of warfare and the skills of archery and swordplay became his fields


  of expertise. Like his father before him, he served with the King's


  Archers, fighting many battles in the Demon Wars, until he became


  "Commander of Archers". 





  He made an honorable name for himself and his family, saving the


  realm from three different invasions, for which he was awarded the


  "Oak of Valor", and the "Elm of Honor", with three mistletoe clusters.


  He was also promoted to General in the newly formed Army of


  Defense. He spent in all, sixty years as an archer, and another


  twenty-eight years as General of the Army, training it to become a


  very elite fighting force. At the age of one-hundred and fifteen (still a


  young man), he petitioned the King to resign his commission, so that


  he might leave the realm, for he felt an internal struggling with his


  soul between the Elven side and the human side of his siring. The


  King of course denied his request, however he did grant Greywolf an


  indefinite leave of absence, and charged him to gather intelligence for


  the realm during his travels. Greywolf reluctantly agreed. 





  On the eve of his departure for the North, his father gave him three


  pieces of advice; never trust your life to shoddy steel, your word is a


  reflection of your true honor, and never, ever make a deal with a


  dragon. Those were his exact words. His mother Cecilia, who was


  magically endowed with long life, was much more solemn on the


  occasion; she brought forward a long, ancient, battered case,


  bearing the arms of the Starfire family. Inside the case, lay a great,


  two-handed broadsword. She spoke to her son of its history. 


  "This sword, my son, was forged by your 


  great-great-great-great-grandfather, Lucan Starfire, from a piece of


  alien metal that fell from the sky. The vision of the sword had come to


  him in a dream, which inspired its creation. He spent twenty years of


  his life forging it and when it was done, he held it up to the heavens,


  towards the Gods and Goddesses from which it came and said, 





  'Seven generations from now, my descendant shall remove a great


  darkness from the land. He shall do it without fame, or want of it, and


  he shall remain largely unknown for the service. This sword shall be


  his tool.' 





  He paused, then sheathed the sword, and spoke. 





  'He shall not be wholly human, but a half blood of the Eldar race. He


  will bring the two races closer together in his time.' 





  He then named the sword Demon Slayer, and it was blessed by the


  priests and priestesses of many Gods and Goddesses too great to


  count, and it was magicked and ensorcelled in all manner of ways. It


  had then been passed down in our family through the years until at


  last, it was given to me at my majority. I am the sixth seed of Lucan's


  time. You are the seventh. Everything that you have been taught


  since your birth has been in preparation for this moment. I know this


  may shock you, but I now give the sword freely unto you that you


  might best use it for what must be done. This sword was made for


  you." 





  Greywolf lifted the sword and felt of its power. As tears began to well


  up in his eyes, he told his mother that he would use it well. And so it


  was at dawn that Greywolf kissed his mother goodbye and shook his


  father's hand, and set out half in fear, half in wonder in anticipation


  of the sights and experiences to come. Hungry for his destiny, he


  entered the Realm of Men. 





  Becoming a mercenary, in that too he soon won a reputation among


  men of being a great and just warrior. He became noted for his sharp


  wit...and his sense of humor, which lifted the spirits of many when


  times were darkest. He fought and advised in the service of many


  human war leaders...both Kings and Queens, always ever seeking to


  get closer to the source of the Darkness that threatened the world.


  He dreamed also of returning home someday in peace, to settle


  down and maybe even find a mate. Or befall upon the condition that


  descends over two elves that is called "The Recognition". Instead he


  spent his days in battle and his nights in the embrace of camp


  concubines. He wished hard...and prayed to a thousand Gods and


  Goddesses for a chance to end the Demon Wars, and on the eve of


  his two-hundredth birthday one of them heard his plea, or perhaps it


  was fate.....or maybe it was just his destiny. But he got his wish. 





  He was General of the Army of Good King Neadull of White Cliffs,


  fighting along the border of the recently occupied country of Caladar.


  When news of an approaching army being led by the Dark Lord


  himself reached him he quickly laid plans for an ambush. Riding


  hard...deep into Star Valley, he split his army into three groups,


  sending a group into the hills on either side of the valley to cover his


  flanks, while he himself rode forward with his elite's to do battle with


  the evil lord. The two groups met and fought for hours. The fighting


  was very intense and both sides lost many men, but Greywolf's force


  began to falter. His smaller force of hand picked warriors were no


  match for the sheer numbers of the Dark Lord's host. He ordered his


  men to fall back as if in rout, retreating back into the Valley. Sensing


  complete and total victory the Dark Lord spurred his exhausted forces


  forward, deep into the jaws of Greywolf's trap. 


  Blood lust replaced caution and at Greywolf's signal his flanking


  forces fresh and rested did fall upon the dark army like carrion on the


  battlefield. Greywolf turned his mighty steed and spurred his mount


  back into the melee, his tired and bloodied elite's following close


  behind him. He fought his way to the Dark Lord employing both spell


  and sword. 





  Demon Slayer screamed as the Dark Lord's minions fell before it. At


  last, bone tired and drenched with demon ichor he stood panting


  before the Dark Lord. Their fight was vicious and seemed to last for


  an eternity. Greywolf was wounded in the right shoulder but in the


  end, the Dark Lord lay dead. Few in the confusion of the battle saw


  who ended the evil one's life, and those who did kept it to


  themselves for their own reasons. Greywolf himself told no one of his


  deed, and with the Dark Lord's death his surviving army scattered to


  the four winds. 





  With the end of the Demon Wars, Greywolf journeyed the world,


  much to forget the horrors of those wars, and much to heal, though


  he would never fully recover from his shoulder wound from the Dark


  Lord's demon sword. He would never have full use of his shoulder


  again. For a long time he traveled the seas discovering and mapping


  many far off lands. In time...he would map most of the realm of


  Humankind, discovering cultures both human and non-human along


  his way. 


  Eventually...he returned home. 





  Then, a new threat arose. Falgar the Furious... a new Dark Lord. 


