TIBBS OF THE TREELAIR TRIBE

Tibbs was born into the Treelair Tribe and would have become a fieldworking kobold much like the rest of his clan if it hadn’t been for the group of human and elven adventurers who came in and killed his people.  Tibbs and a few others fled, to be taken up by a group of adventuring “monsters” led by a hobgoblin, who avenged them.  Tibbs started working as an errand-boy for the adventuring group, and gradually learned enough to set off on his own as an adventurer.

A kobold could probably only ever live safely in a city like Glenzor, which is dominated by orcs and has a rather laissez-faire attitude toward any race except elves (who are despised).  Thus, Tibbs was able to join the Thieve’s Guild there and find adventuring parties who were willing to travel with him.  In particular, Tibbs soon became the travelling partner for an albino halfling named Philric of Melnibree, who was a devout worshipper of Arvoreen (often running into battle screaming, “Blood and souls for my lord Arvoreen!”).  During a particularly bad fight, Philric cried out for his god’s aid, and suddenly the cavern was filled with halfling fighters of Arvoreen, who helped turn the tide of the battle before vanishing.  Tibbs became a worshipper of Arvoreen on the spot.  Since then he has been told that Philric’s personal version of Arvoreen’s worship was rather bloodthirsty for the pacifist halfling deity, but Tibbs persists in the beliefs Philric taught him, and local clerics of Arvoreen have become accustomed to the devout kobold attending mass.

Later, Tibbs began travelling with Fendar, a ranger who lost his arm in a battle.  Together, Fendar and Tibbs have tried to convince the Ranger’s Guild that kobolds are not, in fact, giant-classed creatures, but to little avail.  They also co-own a small bar called The Green Dragonfish in the old part of Glenzor, where Tibbs has established KAOS (Kobolds Against Other Sentients, or whatever other name suits Tibbs’ needs at the moment), a club for the few other kobolds living in town.  It is not true that the female kobold, Melinda of the Back-Maze Tribe, is Tibbs’ girlfriend, although they are pals.  He is not a cutpurse thief, preferring to use his talents in dungeons; the bar supports his few day-to-day needs.

Tibbs enjoys the art of disguise, putting a lot of effort into an art that he really has very little talent at (his favorite disguise was that of a modron, although it didn’t fool the giants).  He rides a war dog into battle because he can’t find trained wargs in town, and has had his teeth plated in mithril and enchanted to +2.  He’s saving up to enchant them to +3 and then make them vorpal, after which he intends to bite off the head of the kobold god and lead his people to the worship of Arvoreen.

Description:  Tibbs has black scales, ivory horns, red eyes.  He loves bright colors, especially red and  yellow.  His accent is atrocious and he only spells phonetically.  He’s a cheerful if sometimes fierce fellow, with an unnerving mithril grin and little sense of personal danger.


