BRUISE

Maker have mercy

An Introduction to the Bible:

Firstly, if you have received this file, thank you.  You have all been great friends to me, whether I have met you only recently, known you for most of my life, or have never even heard your voice.  The views, ideas and pure energy of all of you have always been fantastic and it is my privilege to share this game with you.

Over the past many years I have had this game sitting in the back of my mind and occasionally making fun of me like a pesky demon.  One or two of you may have even been at the first session of this game that I ran seven years ago, downstairs in Bob Stauffeur’s basement, d20s in hand and character sheet made on Microsoft word.  The world then was still all deserts and covered in a thick fog of radiation.  Since those times many years ago I have changed and grown, as has Bruise.  Alongside the “gee whiz” factor of a planet with two moons and two suns, psychic dragons and dead alien races is an exploration of the human psyche.

It is my hope now that you will find the same boundless opportunities in this setting as I do.  It is also my wish that you will find in these pages, be they electronic or print, a system that helps you experience this world for yourself.  I have come up with a number of ideas for character creation, system and experience/advancement that will, if executed correctly, help bring across the scope and themes of the game.

On the technical side of things, the following isn’t terribly well formatted and will often read as conversational in tone.  This is not, however, the way the game will read upon completion.  There will be personal notes here and there and it will drip of informality and unprofessionalism.  Please, feel free to write in the margins and spill some coffee on it.  It is just a Bible.

Once again, thank you for your interest in this.

Maker Have Mercy.

    Michael P. O’Sullivan

        January 1st, 2004   

He was stretched out languidly, adrift in narcotic dream when the first quake came.  It was slow and muffled and seemed somehow very distant.  He didn’t even rise from his sleep but instead rolled over and pulled his legs up against his chest, holding them close with his arms.


A second quake soon came, rougher and more insistent than the first.  He mumbled to himself and turned over and over, rolling without gravity until he became comfortable again.  He opened his eyes slightly and stared off into the infinite azure, lit with some inborn iridescence.  He smiled to himself dreamily as he drifted back into slumber, thinking that the view of shimmering blue reminded him of the ocean.


It was this thought that actually roused him from his sleep.  He opened his eyes again and stared at the azure that was all around him.  He could remember the ocean.  He knew it was called the ocean, this silvery pool of water that stretched past horizons.  He could remember fish flitting about underneath its surface, shining with rainbows on their backs.  He recalled the smell of the air, the salt, the way you could taste it whenever you were close to it.  He breathed in, the azure filling his lungs and suddenly, for the first time, he felt cold.  


Another quake rolled through him, even louder, more violent.  He could fell tears well up in his eyes, mixing with the blue liquid that he was suspended in.  He could remember other things too.  He thought of sunsets and trees.  He saw clouds crawling across a blue sky and birds soaring on broad wings.  There were things he couldn’t remember though.  He didn’t recall parents or children, a wife or husband.  Oh, Maker, he couldn’t even remember his name.  He rubbed the bleariness out of his eyes and looked around.  What he had thought was an infinity of calm, narcotic blue suddenly seemed to collapse to him into a tight enclosure too small to contain the entirety of his body unless he were curled in upon himself. 


A further shock of violent energy and he could see ripples in the blue like waves on the surface of this ocean he could remember.  He clung to the gossamer memory as he reached out, seeking out the boundaries of his cell.  He ran his fingers along the walls and felt their soft surfaces, reminding him of something venereal.  


More bursts of force sent him against this surface, his body crashing hard.  He let out a cry of pain and threw his arms against the walls of the pod.  He felt as if he were going to be shaken apart, his limbs torn from their sockets and he would stain the azure with his own distinct shade of crimson.  He bit down on his bottom lip and growled as the rumbling escalated into a fierce and eternal tremor.  


A final explosion of force that sent him against the wall of his pod again and it was done.  He waited a moment to be sure that there would be no more shudders.  He watched as two droplets of blood floated up from his broken lip and hung in front of him, lit by the sparkling blue.

His ears were ringing from the cacophony and he could feel a weight dragging down on his body.  He rested for a moment, his lungs taking in quick, gasping breaths of the cerulean liquid.  What kind of pod was this, he found himself wondering.  Perhaps an escape pod.  But, if so, where was I going?  What was I doing there?  He could see bruises and welts on his porcelain flesh, a purple made black by the haunting light of the liquid.  

Before him, on the other side of the pod, a small sliver of light cut from between two sections of the soft walls.  He threw his hands up to his eyes as the gap grew wider, the light stabbing into his cornea like hot pins.  He turned away from the swath of light and saw more ports open up in interior of the pod, through which the liquid started to gush out.  He scrambled for it, trying to keep his body under the surface of the quickly receding fluid.  Air touched the bare flesh of his back and suddenly he jerked upwards, his body racking with horrible, spastic coughs that were quickly followed by the regurgitation of the azure liquid that was caught up in his lungs.  He grabbed onto the sides of the pod to steady himself.  Moments of torment passed as his body rejected the fluid until finally he stood with blue liquid and vomit hanging from his lips in long strands and drew a breath of air, warm and fresh.  

He wiped the strands from his mouth and chin and studied his body.  Thin and pail, with muscles atrophied from a long period without use.  His eyes stung from the harsh light of the sun.  How long was he in this pod?  He looked down at his hands; long, graceful fingers.  What did these hands once do, he wondered to himself.  Were they once splattered with the paint of an artist?  Did these hands assemble buildings, homes?  Did they once touch the face of a lover?  Run down her, his, soft skin?  He set aside these thoughts and concerned himself with his surroundings.  He looked beyond the pod and found himself at one end of a long crater, the walls of which still had thin wisps of smoke rising up and curling in the warm air.  With great pain he reached out and grabbed a raised section on the side of the pod, which from the exterior seemed to look like a snail’s shell, but tear shaped, and started to pull his body out of the pod.  After a couple of loud grunts he fell to the earth.  He let out a laugh and smiled to himself, wiping white hair away from his face.

He reached his arms out again to steady himself and stood, shakily at first, but with every small gain of ground he also regained some confidence in his gait.  After a couple of minutes of slowly limping his way toward the tail of the crater he discovered that his lips and tongue were moving, forming words that he could not yet hear for the ringing in his ears.  He found himself laughing a little and started to repeat the mantra, or perhaps a song, over and over as he climbed his way up.  Perhaps it is a prayer, he thought, reaching a hand up into the crater wall and lifting his body up more, or perhaps part of a nursery rhyme I told to a child of mine?  Occasionally during his laborious ascent he would stop to put a finger in his ear and twirl it lightly in an attempt to alleviate the ringing.  Every once in a while he thought he could make out a syllable. When he got to the halfway point he could make out the word “Maker”.  He wondered if he was perhaps a priest then, and affected a more reverential tone to his words as he walked forward.  

Pushing onward, he found that he could recall the names of all of the Immaculari all the way back to the first.  He could remember the names of all of the worlds that had seats on the Corpus Politick, and even most of the senators that filled those seats.  He couldn’t remember his name, but that was well enough.  He would learn it upon his rescue.  He looked down at his feet and saw that they were now becoming steady, not for an increase in strength but do to a swelling will.  He forced himself ever more, sweat washing away from his body what was left of the blue liquid.

As he reached the end of the serpentine crater he could see two suns shine gloriously over the horizon.  He raised his hands not to hide his eyes from their light, but to welcome it.  He threw his arms up in the air and let out a cry of joy.  Adrenaline rushed his arteries and he jumped over the lip of the crater and ran forward with stumbling footfalls.  He stopped then and listened, for he realized that the damage to his ears had passed.  His lips seemed to move of their own accord and he heard for the first time his mantra.


“For your crimes against the Grand Covenance you have been sentenced to life imprisonment on the planet Bruise.  Maker have mercy.”


He stopped.  His arms fell limply to his sides.  He knew now why he was here.  He was sent here.  They had taken his name, his everything, and he was here to die.  


He stood naked before the new morning suns, unmoving.  He looked down at his hands, those of artist or craftsman or killer.  He turned them over and over, studying ever surface.  They were new to him.


“My name shall be Soma,” he said as he looked up into the faces of the two suns, his eyelids not closing even slightly.  These were his first words.  

Introduction

Once, you belonged.  You were a citizen of the galaxy-spanning empire that is the Grand Covenance.  You may have had a husband or wife; you might have had children.  Perhaps you had a job that you liked, or maybe you secretly despised it.  You had music you loved, a favorite color, and there may have been a holiday that reminded you of your childhood innocence.  You had a name.  All of this is now gone.

You were convicted of crimes against the Grand Covenance.  For these crimes the convicted have their memories of their personal lives erased and are exiled to live out the rest of their lives on the planet Bruise, a harsh and savage planet that knows nothing but extremes and offers no forgiveness.  

The Covenance sent these convicts here to die, but they have underestimated the will of these exiles.  Over the few hundred years that have passed since this punishment had first been instituted many convicts were indeed killed by the harsh land and inhabitants of the planet, but some few fierce and willful souls were able to survive.  Over time these few became first communities, then grew to become factions and even in some cases city-states.  

It is here you have been sent to die.  It is here that you shall live.

To the Initiate

What you hold in your hands right now is a role-playing game.  While the concept of the role-playing game may be relatively new when held up to the annals of time, the foundations of it are much older.


At its most basic level, a role-playing game is a form of entertainment.  It is interactive storytelling, improvisational acting, or simply a very advanced game of cops and robbers.  All of the players of the game work together to create a story, one that will hopefully thrill and entertain all of the participants or, at the least, be a fun way to spend a dull evening.


Most role-playing games use numbers and statistics to represent the abilities and powers of the things within it, and this game is no exception.  Smart men will have appropriately high Intuition ratings, just as brawny people will have good numbers in Body.  But these numbers are merely placeholders and guides.  They may help a player understand what their character is and is not capable of but these numbers are not what the game is truly about, they simply help the telling of a story more easily and with a better continuity.  One shouldn’t worry themselves too much about their ratings in Arcane or their Will score.  Instead, players should concern themselves more with the telling of a fun story and trying to portray their characters in as true a way as possible.

Through the Crucible
As a role-playing game, Bruise has a setting with all kinds of monsters to fight, societies to explore and new vistas to discover.  Players will find themselves in all kinds of danger and will see many adventures through the eyes of their characters.  


At the core of the game is a question: “What will you stand for?”  Characters in Bruise have had their lives, their identities taken away, and are left with nothing but some personality traits and some skills.  You are born anew and have a chance to make a fantastic impact on a whole new world.

The Saga
Bruise is a setting steeped in the epic.  Rusted and gutted Colony-craft dot the planet, marauding tribes of barbarians roam the lands, psychic hermaphrodites gather cults of followers, all hoping to get predictions for the future.  It is in these beautiful, savage lands that your character has been exiled.  It is here that your story will be told.


The larger-than-life nature of Bruise lends itself to the telling of very large stories.  Most stories told in a game of Bruise will follow a structure that is similar to that of the Saga.  A Saga is the type of story that extends from mythic tradition, telling of the life of one particular hero or group of heroes or family.  The Saga is often sweeping and tells of travails and adventures that one encounters over years of time.  A Saga is also far-reaching, full of grand settings and baroque details.  


When playing in any Saga it is important to remember that that Saga belongs to you and the other members of your Troupe.  Every Troupe will have a different approach to play and will enjoy different modes of play.  Some may like political intrigue; others will find entertainment in big battles.  

As every Saga belongs to its Troupe, so does the game itself.  Troupe members shouldn’t be afraid to make long-lasting and great changes in the setting.  As a matter of fact, this type of play should be encouraged.  Players in a Bruise Saga will find that their actions have grand ramifications.  They are the center of the developing tale that they are crafting with their Tale Weaver.  


There is a larger discussion of the nature and framework of the Saga to be found in Book Three: New World.

The Troupe
Everyone involved in the playing of a game of Bruise is collectively called the Troupe.  As a Troupe, it is the job of everyone to work together and create an entertaining, interesting and fun story, one that all of the Troupe members will enjoy.

Within the Troupe there are two roles: the Player and the Tale Weaver.  Proper play of Bruise requires that there be at least one Troupe member to act as a Player and that there be one Tale Weaver, though the Troupe members may change roles whenever they wish.  These different roles interact with each other in various ways and work together to create the Troupe’s story.  

The Role of the Player
It is the function of the Players to create and portray the principle characters, the Protagonists of a game of Bruise.  These characters are used to interact with the game world that is created by the Troupe and are the central focus of most of the stories that the Troupe will create.  As players act during the course of the game, they will find that they can impact the course of the game, not just through the actions that they take, but the narration of these actions.

The Role of the Tale Weaver
The Troupe member who acts as the Tale Weaver has a very important job.  The Tale Weaver orchestrates the game, keeping the developing story coherent. He pulls everything together, taking the plot threads that he creates as well as those created by the other Troupe members, and brings them together, forging a unified and entertaining story that everyone can enjoy.    He refines, adapts and processes the details offered up by the other Troupe members and, using details and narrative pieces of his own, crafts the developing storyline.   It is not the job of the Tale Weaver to create the story all by themselves and rule over everything as they see fit.  He shouldn’t act like a villainous mastermind, throwing problem after problem at the Players to see if they can figure a way out.  The Tale Weaver should react to the actions with his Players and foster a feeling of collaboration and community.

The Tale Weaver shouldn’t feel as if he cannot contribute to the developing story though.  A Tale Weaver should contribute at least as much as the rest of the Troupe, if not more.  It is the Tale Weaver who plays one specific character, one just as important as the ones portrayed by the other Troupe members: the World.  Every person and thing in the game universe that isn’t played by one of the Players is the property of the Tale Weaver.  It is his job to make the world seem vibrant and engrossing, injecting it with as much detail as possible.   Not only should the Tale Weaver create and define the world that the characters interact with, but he also populates that world, creating and fleshing out all of the characters in the game that are not controlled by the Players, including their friends, loved ones and enemies.  


Often during game play the outcome of an action will come into question.  In addition to the functions above, it is the task of the Tale Weaver to arbitrate these instances of conflict.  The game provides a rules system to assist the Tale Weaver in the arbitration of these decisions.   


The world doesn’t work in the exact way that a person may want it to and, while the players may be able to generate enough conflict on their own, the Tale Weaver should never shy away from adding a little more in the name of making things more interesting.  These conflicts can range from something as mundane as a quarrel with a lover to as devastating as a battle with an incredibly powerful enemy.  Conflict shouldn’t simply arise “out of the blue” but should make sense within the context of the game, perhaps developing as consequences of their actions.

Communal Narrative
Unlike most other role-playing games, the narrative created by a Troupe playing a game of Bruise is much more communal in nature.  


A Player will often find that they get to describe the outcome of their actions in play.  This is a power that most other games do not offer to their players.  It is also a power that must be tempered properly.  A well-run game of Bruise will feel like communal myth making, every member of the Troupe adding to the developing story and the narrative.  In its worst incarnation, troupe-members can use their power to pervert the narrative, exerting an undue amount of control and usurping the Troupe dynamic.


All Troupe members should remember that they are a part of a group and, as such, should attempt to ensure that all of the members of the Trope have fun.  During gameplay, the Tale Weaver may suggest changes and edits to a Player’s narrative in order to help it fit into the growing story.  Most Players will take to these edits with no problems, but some may act stubbornly.  Toward this end, the Tale Weaver is granted the ability to veto any narration that a Player offers on their actions.  This ability should not be taken lightly, as it does disrupt the nature of the game.  A Tale Weaver should only use this ability when a Player narrates and outcome that doesn’t fit into the narrative outright.

Layout
This book is separated into three major sections, each highlighting a different part of game.  As the Epic that you play in progresses, you may find yourself reading sections of the book that you never have before, exploring new facets of the game.  Which sections of the game you may want to read depends upon which role you undertake in the troupe.  (Mike’s Notes: okay, basically, I’m trying to emulate the layouts of Unknown Armies second edition and Nobilis second edition.  Both books are a beauty to read and also break the information down so that players new to the world can read pretty much the first section of the book and get all of the information they need for play.  GMs can read the rest and get the “full story” so to speak.  Due to the unusual approach the game takes <i.e.: The Prisoner on Crystal Meth and with a latex fetish>, we can’t really go with straight-forward world info like in White Wolf or just general anarchy a la D&D 3rd edition or 3.5.)

Book One: Newborn

This first section discusses all of the information that a player will need to know in order to participate in Bruise.  Contained herein is information about the universe that those imprisoned on Bruise were once a part of, told from the viewpoint of a number of different the condemned.  You will also find the core rules for conflict resolution here as well as the steps for creating a character for play in the game.  It is highly advised that a player only read this section of the book, as any further reading may take away some of the fun and excitement of gameplay.  (Mike’s Notes: Ideally, I would like to have this section available to all on my website, so that players could download it and learn the system before even getting down to a session.  It would teach them everything they need to know as players without them needing to buy the whole book.  That way they don’t have the opportunity to ruin the surprises in store for them in the game world.)
Book Two: New Flesh

Here you will find an in-depth exploration of the systems of the game, including rules for Combat, Psion abilities and the Wheel of Fortune.  Players within a troupe may read this section, but they should check with their Taleweaver before doing so.    (Mike’s Notes: this section is one I would like players to be able to read after they have played a couple of sessions and seen some of the world maybe.  It doesn’t have much setting info, but it has most of the game rules, so I don’t really see any harm in players reading it.  This could change though as writing progresses.)

Book Three: New World
This section is solely for the Taleweaver.  Here is where the world of Bruise is explored, investigating the various different city-states and Factions that exist there.  Taleweavers will also find a chapter exploring what epic storytelling is and how to encourage the troupe to participate in it.  Also here are collections of information for some of the many monsters and adversaries that can be found on the planet and guidelines for making your own.  (Mike’s Notes: okay, I’m crap at writing adventures but I think it might be a good idea to include one, not necessarily as an actual module, but more as an example of gameplay.  Newcomer TWs can read it to get an idea on how to run a game and we can use it to plant some adventure seeds maybe.  Or we could do something else entirely.  Suggestions?)
Book One: Newborn

Chapter One: The World We Once Knew
-The Teachings of Shal Karra, Citizen of Karak

Since the beginning of time, humanity has known only war.  Never did we put down the sticks and stones that we used to kill each other even as we took our first steps away from the trees we once all swung in on Terra Prima.  The only time we laid down our arms was to pick up the better ones that we had developed.  War proceeded war on an endless cycle.  The more our species advanced in science and the arts, the more we also advanced in ways of killing each other.  Advancement into space only made the stakes bigger.  Governments didn’t battle over countries anymore, but whole planets or solar systems.


After two thousand years of expansion through the stars, the human race grew to rule over the entirety of their home galaxy.  The spiraling limbs of this galaxy were broken down into commonwealths and empires, republics and hegemonies.  An uneasy peace was broken by the jealousy of emperors and presidents.  Each of these forces warred with each other.  Fearsome new technologies harnessed the power of the stars themselves as weapons, destroying entire solar systems.  Humanity died by the billions.  


In the haze of war rose one man, a young and eager King.  Ashra, son of Kemill, inherited the crown of his empire upon the death of his father, killed while leading a defensive line against an invading force from a neighboring state.  Ashra was but a boy when the crown was placed upon his head, but he already knew his destiny.  He had seen his father die, as he had seen all of his older brothers and sisters, and many more important and intelligent men and women beside them.  Doctors and teachers were slaughtered alongside artists and poets, musicians and linguists.  Humanity was fraying apart like a shorn rope and soon it would become unraveled completely and become undone.  Ashra knew that he could not let this happen.


Lord Ashra started out small, leading defensive maneuvers to fortify his territory.  During this time he learned the ways of battle, often taking the lead ship in battle just as his father had.  Ashra displayed a fantastic acuity for tactics and seemed to have forethought that was almost preternatural.  

As Ashra schooled himself in the ways of war he dispatched a number of diplomats to key territories elsewhere in the galaxy.  These empires were also ruled by young masters, ones who Ashra had believed had also grown tired of the endless war.  To each of these child-leaders Ashra revealed some of his plan for the future and, one by one, each of these Lords and Ladies silently swore an oath of loyalty to Ashra.  He created an exact and precise stratagem, one that would take years to properly enact.


Each of the kingdoms started to make moves seemingly according to their own tactics, but all secretly lead by Ashra’s guiding hand.  Unsuspecting empires fell to the battle prowess of Ashra and his secret league of domains.  Soon, keystones tumbled from the foundations of the galaxy and Ashra was there to take up the weight.  Once filly half of the galaxy had either lost or surrendered to the secret league Ashra ordered all of the ships in all of the fleets under his purview to fly a new flag, that of the Grand Covenance.  


At this point momentum simply carried Ashra and his Covenance to victory, more empires surrendering to him and his seemingly impervious forces than fighting to the bitter end.  Ashra finally won the entirety of the galaxy as he entered into his twilight years.  It was now time to accomplish his greatest feat.  

-The Words of Doula Tendra’Direz, as recorded by Praise Singer Tendra’Parna

Those that believe in the meteoric rise of the great Ashra and his Grand Covenance would surely be willing to take the water from my bladder and believe that is the Maker creating blessed rain for them.  Do we not remember that this peace-loving society was created from the bones of trillions of humans, lead to die in battle or burnt to ash by the weapons of his secret league?


And what came of the other kings and queens in this league?  We were all taught as children that they were assassinated in a last ditch attempt to undo the Covenance.  What lies these are!  Is it not so obvious that the Lord Ashra himself killed these others?  For he could not have his authority brought into question by the other leaders of his self-made empire of stars.  None would wear his crown but him alone.


Were his intentions and hopes justification enough for his actions?  That is not a question that I could answer.  Yet it is because of him that humanity did stand united for the first time in its history since the times of the One World.  But Ashra, the first Immaculara was far from a saint.  His hands were stained redder than Ojoula the first sun.

-The Teachings of Shal Karra, Citizen of Karak
It was in his final years that Lord Ashra established the laws and codes that would form the backbone of the Grand Covenance.  These laws, later called the Codex Ashral, recognized the basic rights and freedoms of all citizens of the Covenance as well as created the Protectorate, the police force that would ensure that all of the inhabitants of the Covenance would live in peace and prosperity.  It was here that Lord Ashra, now the First Immaculara, stated that all human life was sacred and never would the destruction of one be a punishment given for a crime by the Covenance.  He formed the Corpus Politick, the congress of elected representatives from all of the planets and star systems in the Covenance, ensuring that the government would never lose sight of the citizens of the republic.  


The populace of the Covenance praised the Immaculara for his mercy and humanity.  Many joined his cause with pride, enrolling in the Protectorate as soon as the option was extended to the citizenry.  Memorials were erected in the failing gravity wells where planets once stood.  Efforts that were being made in the conception of weapons were now being turned toward peacetime uses, creating a boom in technology.  Truly this was a pinnacle of human evolution.


As he reached his final years, the Immaculara created a new initiative.  He wished for his people to reach out beyond the bloodstained space and haunting memories of their home galaxy and find fertile new galaxies for the Grand Covenance to thrive within.  Scientist eager to conquer the problem of inter-galactic travel returned with new theories and experimental technologies to help the Immaculara achieve his dream.  


On his two hundredth birthday the Immaculara witnessed the launch of the first inter-galactic vessel from the home world of the Covenance, Gloria.  Later that day he quietly returned to his chambers and signed the documents that transferred his power and station to his son, Cillan, and laid himself down in his bed and fell into his final slumber.  

-The drunken ramblings of Goran, former Sentinel
After all of this fighting and war and everything, the people of the Covenance wanted to finally create something for once.  All of these people, fully half the population of the Covenance, signed up to be Colonizers.  They boarded wave after wave of colony-craft and went out into the deep black between the galaxies.  


These first craft were archaic, before there were any advances in research in Psion talents, and relied purely upon hard-tech.  It took about twenty years going at top speeds for these ships to hit the closest of the galaxies.  From there the colonizers would send out these pods and explore solar systems, searching for alien life and planets that were hospitable.  


While no sign of civilizations were ever found, there were plenty of new flora and fauna for the colonizers to catalogue and experiment with.  The colonizers discovered a multitude of planets that could support humankind with minimal terraforming.  Outposts and colonies were established a few short years after that and suddenly the Covenance was a power that reached across the universe.  


Success after success lead to more people joining the colonizers and after a couple of hundred years the original colonies blossomed into burgeoning new planets, all with seats on the Corpus Politick.  Just about everyone was either a colonizer or the child of a family of them.  Those that weren’t had children or friends that were.  The Covenance embraced this drive to push forward and kept improving the technology to explore the rest of the Known Universe.

-The Whispered Secrets of Mora U’ailla, Psion inhabitant of Oonath.
Just as humanity traveled out amongst the stars, there were certain ones of us who turned inwards, exploring the physiology of mankind.  Generations born and raised on various different planets throughout not only the home galaxy but the many colonized since the decree of the Immaculara Rex activated a certain number of evolutionary changes in humanity.  Colonizers that settled wintry globes found their descendants to be paler and of a powdery azure complexion after only a couple of generations.  Those that were born on hot, desert planets had dark, ruddy skin and eyes that easily adapted to the harsh rays of the sun or suns of their planet’s system.  

It was in the time of the seventh Immaculara, Aalanai Iranis Umbria, that our kind was truly accepted.  I use the word accepted because we did exist before then, hiding from our abilities or thought of as hucksters and confidence artists.  Here though, in this era of endless expansion and human reinvention, were we seen not as threats but as the next step in human evolution.  It was at this time that we were brought out of the shadows and acknowledged for what we were: the Psion.


Our talents were at first quite wild, uncontrollable, as yet not tempered by the schooling that the Covenance has established over the many millennia since our acceptance.  Within only a couple of years of our initial recognition has the Covenance risen to the occasion and took us in, helping to explore our abilities and turn our talents into skills that could be used and taken advantage of.  


Soon we were taken under the wing of the Protectorate, our Telepaths used by their police arm to help capture and interrogate suspected criminals.  The most powerful of our telepaths were used as Communicators, transmitting thought broadcasts across the depths of space, able to send and receive signal in mere seconds.  Telekines were taught surgical technique.  Precognates quickly proved their worth, becoming the best pilots in the entirety of the Fleet, able to react to problems that hadn’t even arisen yet.   

-The drunken ramblings of Goran, former Sentinel
It was those Psions that really opened up the spaceways.  Their Communicators kept channels open between planets that were galaxies apart.  Telekines were used to make new kinds of spacecraft, adapting their powers to manipulate these metal plates and tiny bits of machine-work together in an even more exact manner than a computer.  And with Precogs as pilots, no one was ever worried about a ship having faulty wiring or crashing.  But what really changed things were the Triumvirates.  


See, one Psion has plenty of power in their own, but get a bunch together and they can do things that no one Psion could do on their own.  Through cooperation, Psions could do such fantastic things.  So, experimentally, the Covenance took a couple of really powerful Telekines, a Telepath and a Precog and gave them a ship, a small test craft.  The Precog acted as the Pilot, as usual, steering the craft reflexively away from dangers like debris or un-catalogued comets and asteroids.  The Telekines were the engine of the craft, using their combined effort to move the ship at incredible speeds.  The Telepath was the one that connected the two, using the Precog’s advance warnings to control and change the direction of the craft as manipulated by the Telekines.  


The computers that were used on the original colony-craft were instantly made obsolete.  None were fast enough to compete with a human brain that new what was going to happen before it did and made adjustments to it within nano-seconds.  No engines could generate the power that a number of Telekines could create together.  

