	Leve bears the mark of her master in the arts of numenera upon her forehead. He can create huge explosions upon the field of battle while shielding his comrades from harm.

	

	

	

	Hawmett grew up on the streets and learned the “magic” of numenera while serving time in prison. He was skilled with a wide array of weaponry long before that, though.

	

	

	

	The only place Daylen would rather be than a library is a tavern, drinking with his boisterous friends. His icy second skin doesn’t keep him from the warmth of companionship.

	

	

	

	Benthre wields a spinning razor ring and fancies himself the leader of the group.

	

	

	



