Name: - Decimus Spathnatior

Age: - Born in 59BC 29yrs old

Clan: - Malkariar (unknown but most likely)

Concept: - Investigator

Demeanor: - Judge (wants to discover the truth of what is happening)

Nature: - Visionary (knows there is more in the future)

I was an officer of the Roman Empire on a recon mission to a far off town called Adana which is located on the west coast of Anatolia or that is now called turkey.  This was the time of the 3rd Mithridate war; we were trying to get this thorn out of our side once and for all.

I was ordered to sneak in to the village and speak with a local named Deied which so to say was in the services of Mithridate IV at so to say some of his late night so to say parties.  But when I went to meet with this Deied I found him with his face down in mud pit.  I heard a small sound coming from above, when I looked I saw no one, confused I turned to run just to meet a woman bearing the widest of grins and the most savage hair plunging toward me and biting my neck.  I struggled and fought to the fullest and also managed to remove my dagger and stab her once before I passed out…… 

Next thing I remember is waking up in the 20th century with a women in strange clothes over me with her neck slashed from cheek to cheek, bleeding allover my face.  I got up and looked around that the site, about 6 dead most with these strange holes in there chests and one with a hole from the back side of the head to the other very strange.  With all my years in battle I have never seen such a site.

What’s next is history, a strange feeling came over me the feeling of another presence inside of me like an old memory that remembers these people and a thing called a “gun” made these holes, then I heard my name, my name softly on the wind Decimus, I shift from side to side trying to see who said it.  Then again Decimus, I fall to my knees screaming at the top of my lungs for it to stop, but no it repeated over and over again.  After several hours of screaming I look up at two small farm boys coming in from the beach, all I felt was a thirst like I have never felt before the next few days were a blur.  
I found what I have discovered a small box that shows places from around the world, which I am told is called a “Television” that the two boys were found on the beach with all the blood in there body’s sucked dry,  also I have found that I cannot stand in the sun anymore( it hurts so much).  I have gathered this stuff call “cash” and traveled to this person called “Mr. Smith” (was not a very nice person) that made me some traveling papers and set me up with a great cart which they call a “car”, after many hours of using the car I was off to a larger city called Ankara which is in this great country called Turkey, half way there I had the same feeling over me again.  I herd the voice again calling my name and again I blacked out. 
