An ADVENTURE! Publication

Tales of the Æon Society 3

Danger on Alternate Earth!
Scene One - Introducing Nikola Tesla . . .

There they stand - two great coils of buzzing metal, at least twice the height of a man. They rise from the ground - the twin pillars of a gate like no other. The coils crackle with glowing electricity, throwing blue sparks all around. The giant AC Generators powering the mighty coils vibrate with the strain of the demand for power.

Standing in the middle of this warehouse laboratory just outside Chicago, is the inventor of the ingenious coils - Nikola Tesla. His face is proud and dapper, despite his 68 years of age. He wears a suit in accordance with outdated fashions from when he was in his prime - though his intellect is still at the scientific peak it was at the turn of the Century. Indeed, the events at the Hammersmith Mansion and the revolutionary discovery of Z-Rays seem to have empowered his mind with the capability to bend and break the bounds of physics with his devices. He insists that his inventions can change the world, though in recent years he has become notorious for inventions that cease to function after a short while.

Maxwell Mercer himself asked you if you wouldn't mind representing the Æon Society for Gentlemen at the testing of the eccentric genius' incredible invention. As Nikola's loyal assistant Mortington calibrates the Tesla Coils, the scientist and engineer explains his invention.

'I'd been experimenting with more, er, esoteric ways of utilising my Tesla Coils when I realised that with sufficient current and the correct Electro-Aetheric Pulse Resonance, I could actually create a rift in the Quantum Probability Membrane. Sorry - did I get technical? What I mean to say is that quantum theory dictates that any number of parallel universes could exist, where sub-atomic events took different turns. Every time the universe makes a 'quantum decision', a new world is created. Some theorists, myself included, suggest that maybe even large-scale events - like whether it rains in London or whether I trip over a wire in this mess of a lab - could create alternate universes.

Using funds supplied by the Ponatowski Foundation, I created a 'Tesla Gate' to test my theory - to open a rift into an alternate universe. The journalist Sarah Gettel witnessed me doing it. The world we journeyed to was very strange indeed, though for various reasons I cannot explain it to you. Anyway, the Russian villain known as the Czar somehow found out about the project and tried to steal the Tesla Gate for his nefarious ends! I was forced to destroy my old lab to stop him. When the Ponatowski Foundation heard of this, my funding was immediately cut.

Now that the Æon Society has graciously offered me a small fortune to pay for the rebuilding of the Tesla Gate - we are about to voyage once more into the realms of possibility!'

<allow any conversation, etc>

Mortington, a shortish man with very short black hair, shouts 'It is ready, Nikola!'  A smile breaks out across the lab assistant's unremarkable face.

'Very good! Increase the current by, say, 150%.' The towers of metal crackle louder and glow with a much brighter radiance. 'Another 45% should do it.' The air tingles with a burst of energy, as great arcs of lightning splash from one Coil to another. There is then a great roaring wind and a deafening *POP* as the Tesla Gate blows a whole in the fabric of reality. There it stands, a gate to another world. The swirling spatial distortion offers no view of what lies beyond, and Tesla gives you both a look that clearly asks if you are ready.

Scene Two - Electron City

You step through the portal. All of your muscles clench and your mouth is filled with a taste like cold lead. Your head spins and you cannot breathe. Your eyes are filled with a swirl of greys and blues, then it all clears and you are thrust forward violently. You have passed through the Gate. Nikola and Mortington stand next to you, in this strange new world. You are in a city of some sort. Great golden towers of incredible height thrust skyward, and you notice some vehicles just like cars flying through the air unaided! You are in a square decorated with some weird form of art involving upturned golden cones in pools of water. Everything is made of metal. All glitters with gold or silver sheen - the buildings, the pavement and the clothes of the people. For there are people - human men and women, dressed in glittering jump-suits and looking very startled to see you step through a fizzing gate of energy - which rapidly dissipates behind you. Tesla looks unfazed, as he waves a small metal box in his left hand.

'This is tuned to the frequency of the Gate. When I press the button, the gate will open back to my lab, from wherever this Transponder is loca-' Then the denizens of this world recover from speechlessness, and scream, shout and yell. <yell> Many flee. Six rush forward, wearing silver jump-suits with a single green stripe. Their leader is a burly man with an ugly scar on his face.

'The Security League of Electron City will not tolerate intruders! Open fire, boys!'

They all draw strange, elongated pistols from hip-holsters, and within a second, blasts of white-hot energy burst forth from their Ray Guns!

Electron Security League

The 5 Enforcers have statistics equivalent to the 'Beat Cop', while their Commander uses the 'Detective' stats and is not an Extra. See page 245.

Ray Guns - These do 8 Dice of Lethal Damage.
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Wounded -2
Maimed -3
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Bruised
Hurt -1
Injured -1
Wounded -2
Maimed -3
Crippled -4
Incapacitated

'Scarface' 








Tesla cannot really hold his own in a fight. Narrate him swinging his fists at attackers or desperately trying to negotiate. Mortington also fights pathetically. At some point during the fight -

One of the Enforcers throws a small object at the ground in front of Tesla. There is a small explosion of blue light, and when it clears, glowing bands of sapphire energy are tied round Nikola's limbs and those of his assistant Mortington. The two scientists are bound and cannot move, let alone fight. If the Security League get a chance to use those devices on you, you'll be done for!

At any point in the fight, especially if the PCs are winning-

Around a corner come four orbs of glinting steel, hovering above the brassy floor with a low hum. Each orb is about three feet across, and has mounted on it a coil of glowing wire. A Tesla Coil? You have only a fraction of a second to ponder this before a burst of lightning erupts from one of the sphere's Coil's and discharges into the ground in front of Sir Richard! Backup has arrived for the Security League, and it seems that you are doomed to capture.

You hear a loud *bang* from above, unmistakably conventional gunfire. One of the Steel Orbs is hit and spins around before flying into a metal wall and smashing. A large shadow stretches over you from behind, and you hear a loud squawk and the sound of something hitting the metal floor. The Security League look behind you, aghast. <Allow the characters to turn round, then continue> An enormous bird has just landed on the ground and folded it's wings. It appears to be some kind of falcon, a deep drown colour with sharp eyes. It is a full four meters tall, and round its neck a scruffy youth is sitting, with reins in one hand and a rifle in the other. He has apparently been riding the enormous bird.

'Hop on, guys! There's room on Terrence for a few more, if you're friends and not foes.' The boy takes a shot at another sphere and disables it. The Scarfaced leader of the Security Enforcers has recovered from shock, unlike his men, and points his Ray Gun at Tesla.

'Quickly, you must flee!' says Tesla, bound in blue cords of light.

'Its no use us all getting captured, is it. Escape!' Mortington agrees.

<The characters must choose between a mysterious youth with a giant bird or capture by a militant security force. Hope they flee, but cope if they don't.>

Scene Three - Jeb and Terrence.

Terrence the giant bird leaps upward, spreading its wings and pulling in its legs. You hold on tight to his soft feathers as the Falcon easily dodges the white-hot beams of the Security League. The boy speaks to you while directing the enormous avian.

'I've just saved your bacon. Now how's about you tell me who you are?'

<allow conversation. If asked about himself, he will explain, but only if the PCs have explained themselves already>

Topics of Conversation

The Bird-Rider -'I'm Jeb. That's the only name I need - that's what life's like for an Outcast. And this is my feathered friend Terrence. He's one o' them weird things that came after the Disaster. They're not allowed in the city - the Overlord says they're not natural. I say they's no less natural than some o' his machines. 'Sides - Terrence is just a bird, y'know. He's just, well, big.'

World-Travelling - 'Hey, what? You're from another world. And, y'know, It didn't happen in your world? The Cataclysm? Incredible, unbelievable . . . I'm not sure I do believe it.'

Jeb's World - 'There's one reason why the world's the way it is. 21st July 1922. Three years ago, nearly. The Disaster. The Cataclysm. The Big Night. Some even called it the Apocalypse.' You notice that date - 21st July 1922. The day that the Hammersmith Engine exploded in your world, killing many scientists and possibly responsible for the strange things in your world. Could the Hammersmith Event in this world have caused this 'Disaster'? Jeb continues, 'It came from Europe, they say. A wave of energy, you had to see it ta' believe. Lightning struck and the earth shook and the sky was like the Northern Lights, all afire with colour. Some things were destroyed by bolts of energy from the sky, whole cities dissolved like in acid, some things just disappeared. M'parents were killed. I saw 'em die. One minute they was standin' there, and next they was just so many sparks and cinders.

Anyways, after that night there wasn't a United States anymore. The government crumbled, Washington had been replaced wi' a big old jungle, or so they say. Any folks that survived had to make their own way.

Then over in Chicago, a new leader arose. He called himself 'The Overlord'. And he was some kinda scientist. He had gadgets for everyhting. Folks were starving, then he came along wi' food machines. People were fightin', and he came along wi' better weapons until the enemies was all dead and he could rebuild Chicago. He did. They call it Electron City now, and that Overlord rules with an iron fist. It might be the greatest paradise on the Continent, if it weren't for him.

Anyone who argues gets imprisoned, or hounded out o' the city. That's why they call us 'Outcasts'. You saw firsthand the Security League. They're the Overlord's personal thugs. They'd sooner capture you and put you under lock an' key for crimes ya didn't do as ask your name. Theyda booked you fer 'disturbin' the peace' or 'unlawful intrusion' or such. It weren't your fault though, was it?

Their Destination - 'We's headin' for the Outcast Camp. It won't take long to git there. Your friends got captured by the Security League. I think Chief Seeking-Watcher will be interested in that. But I won't go spoilin' the surprise right now.'

Scene Four - The Camp

It is late evening when Terrence turns downward and swoops towards the ground. You see a roughly circular gathering of tents and shelters built from scrap. The terrain is blasted and barren, though you notice a few farm animals eking out an existence on a small fenced-off patch of grass near the Camp. The bird lands with a cloud of dry dust in the centre of the Outcast settlement.

A few of the Outcasts are standing nearby, having seen Terrence flying up above. They are a ragtag bunch, some look grim, some surly. Scanning the handful of scruffily dressed pariahs, the most positive expression you find is a lopsided, cynical grin on the face of a young woman. None seem to share Jeb's optimism.

Amongst the Outcasts there stands a man with an incredible presence. He wears a pair of faded green trousers but stands bare-chested in the heat. His skin is the ruddy colour of a Native American and his long hair has been braided with feathers and trinkets. His eyes are dark and he stares at you as if evaluating your importance to the universe.

He speaks in a deep voice

'Well done, Jeb. You found them. I thought that I was not mistaken about their time of arrival. Greetings, Sir Richard. Bienvenue, Marie. I am Chief Seeking-Watcher. It has fallen upon me to lead these Outcasts of whom I am one. I hope the depredations of the Overlord have not coloured your perceptions of our world. Calm yourselves, I know all of your past. Your thoughts and dreams are as an open book to my keen eye. Friends of yours have been imprisoned? One of them is . . . no, impossible.

Ah, well, I have seen much and I hope you will forgive the intrusion. But time is short and liars are common. Do you have anything to say to me - that is, in the conventional manner?' All of the Outcasts, a couple hundred in total, have now emerged from tents and shelters. There is a buzz of murmuring, many seem a little disapproving that you have been accepted so easily, others trust in Chief Seeking-Watcher.'

<allow any conversation, if anything important arises have the Chief reply without breaking his promise to stay outside the character's minds. When this is finished, read this>

'We must be ready for action. While it has been a unique pleasure to meet ones from such a place as you have journeyed from - you should return there soon. Pressing matters await you in your own world.

Fate has brought you here at a good time. Your friends will be classified as threats to the Overlord's rule. By now the mockery of a trial will be over and they will be imprisoned in the Spire inside Electron City. Several of our number are held there, and your arrival heralds the time for us to free them. Help us to free our own, and the scientists will be returned to you. We Outcasts will help to get you back to your homeworld. If you do not come with us, then I cannot guarantee what will happen to you. We will house you for a while - but it is not right for you to stay here. The choice, however, rests with you.'

Scene Five - Rebels with a Cause

Part 1 - Electron City by Night

There are five of you riding on Terrence. You are surprised at the falcons remarkable load-bearing capability. No ordinary bird could carry this percentage of its body wieght in flight. Then again, Terrence is no ordinary bird. Jeb is holding the reins. Chief Seeking-Watcher is leading the team, his long hair blowing in the cool night breeze. Another is with you, a young woman named Kitty. The same cynical smile is still fixed to her face as when you saw her at the Camp. Her cropped hair and manly attire would be strange in your world, thoguh they suit this strange place. She carries a Magnum pistol. You notice that all the Outcasts shun the energy weapons used by the Overlord's forces.

The sky is like black velvet dotted with star-jewels. Below you Electron City glows with some brash, orange light that seeps into the sky's purity. You can see strange robots, machines and patrols sweeping the city. The Security League's curfew began at dusk, and it is now midnight. The great prison-fortress known as the Spire can be seen nearby. It is a monolithic show of the Overlord's strange tyranny, the place where those who oppose him and are caught go. Kitty has already explained that the Spire is quite unassailable from the ground. All the prisoners are kept in the top few floors, the rest is used for city admin and Security League garrisons. The Spire is too high for the hovercars of Electron City to reach, and the secrets of all others methods of flight were lost in the chaos after the Cataclysm. The Overlord feels sure that the prisoners cannot escape. But he didn't take giant falcons into account.

Part Two - Uninvited Arrival

As you near the terrible black form of the Spire, Seeking-Watcher speaks.

'When we reach the top of the Spire, guards will swiftly be alerted. There is a maintenance hatch in the roof, which leads down onto the prison levels. All of the cells are barred with electrified bars. The best way to open these is to find the Main Controls. I will divine the security code from the mind of a guard - then someone must open the correct cells. We are not releasing all the criminals of Electron City. But all political prisoners must be freed.

A spy died to bring us the right information. Cells A1 through A11, B6 through B9, and C3 and C4 must be opened. At that point our operatives in the city will have commandeered a HoverTrain and we and the prisoners will escape. Our friends Sir Richard and Marie will go back to their own world.

Fate exists in all worlds, it sees no boundaries. We must all do that which is meant for us tonight.'

'Good luck, everyone.' Says Kitty.

'We're gonna make it, alright! Y'all can stop worryin'!' adds Jeb. <allow any responses>

Terrence gives a mighty call as he swoops down towards the black, unforgiving Spire. He soon lands and you all dismount the bird. Jeb gives Terrence the giant falcon a last reassuring stroke before the bird takes to the skies once more. The flat roof of the Spire, black and shiny as obsidian is cold to the touch. Before you, a concealed hatch flies open. You hear the sound of shouts as two silver-clad figures climb out of the hatch. The slingle green stripe on their suits tells that these are Enforcers of the Security League. The night is torn by white-hot energy beams as they open fire!

Electron Security League

The 5 Enforcers have statistics equivalent to the 'Beat Cop', while their Commander uses the 'Detective' stats and is not an Extra. See page 245.
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Part Three - The Prison Corridor

The inside of the prison is dim and grey. Flashing red lights are the only illumination. Prisoners are shouting, throwing themselves against electrified bars and screaming to distract the guards. The scene is chaos as guards try to restore order while hearing snatches of information about giant birds and an assault. A little further down the corridor, you notice a cell in which Tesla and Mortington are imprisoned. Outside their cell stand two men. One is the Scarfaced Captain of the Security League whom you met earlier. The other is a shot man dressed in a stately robe and gold cloak. His head is adorned with Roman-style plumed helmet which coversmost of his face hut for eye holes. He is inspecting the Transponder which Tesla created to get back to Earth, barking:

'What is this, Nikola? You're already dead, it wouldn't hurt to kill you again. What is this device, fool?'

Seeking-Watcher looks dismayed, and Kitty has a predatory gleam in her eye.

'The Overlord!' exclaims Jeb.

This scene must be run by fiat. Key points include -

· The Overlord loses his concealing helmet, and his features are revealed as none other than those of Tesla's assistant Mortington!

· The unmasked Overlord makes a short speech- 'Yes. I worked for him for many years.
Always second best, I was. 'Increase the capacity Mortington', 'Calibrate the coil, Mortington'. But when the Disaster came things changed. I suddenly saw the potential of my own genius, and what a fool I had been. I killed Nikola Tesla, my patron. I stole all of his devices and improved them. My capacity for invention is limitless! I built this City - my electrical Paradise. A Utopia on this shattered earth. But still these Outcasts are ungrateful, still they rail against my rule!
The city is mine. I deserve it. It belongs to me. I saved it from the terror, dredged it from the chaos. The city owes it's existence to the mighty Mortington! I am the one true Overlord - I rule through intellect and strength of leadership! The Disaster swept away our old democracy - it was a sign of a New World!

And now I hear of other worlds? Worlds, perhaps, where the Cataclysm never occurred? With my machines these many timelines can be mine. To think that I could be ruler of a thousand worlds, each one of them the Earth.  A million governments forced to bow to me! A thousand Teslas to kill, a thousand copies of myself to rule in my absence!

I will not be stopped.'

· The Prisoners are released.
· The Overlord is defeated, possibly by Mortington.
· The characters escape.
Scene Five - Dénouement

You step through the portal. All of your muscles clench and your mouth is filled with a taste like cold lead. Your head spins and you cannot breathe. Your eyes are filled with a swirl of greys and blues, then it all clears and you are thrust forward violently.

You are home. Tesla runs through his cluttered lab and casts its doors wide open. Sun shines through the open doorway and you are dazzled by it. But Chicago is there. No metal Spires, no giant birds, no Outcasts, no Overlord. Just Chicago, Illinois, USA. Tesla now grabs a fire axe from its place on the wall.

'I've made a decision.' He walks over to the twin Coils of the Tesla Gate, switches off the buzzing generator and fells one of the Coils like a tree. Wires split and panels dent as the broken coild topples into the other one and knocks that over too. Nikola Tesla - scientist, engineer, eccentric - strides through the mess strategically hacking at particular bits of mechanism.

'Twice I've used that damn device and twice it's brought nothing but harm. This is our world. I've no more desire to see any other worlds. And I've learned there's always someone who want to use the Gate for evil ends. We only narrowly escaped a dark fate today. <insert reference to Mortington if applicable>'

While speaking, Tesla wanders slowly over to his desk and picks up a lighter. A moment later, a rolled-up set of blueprints has burned to cinders.

'Tell Maxwell Mercer. He'll understand. It was nice meeting you, and thanks for  . . . everything. Maybe I'll see you again sometime? Anyways, I'd like to try and induce electrical current from 50 metres now. I need to be . . . alone.'

A few minutes later, you walk through the door of the Mercer mansion. The museum of strange artefacts surrounds you once more. Safari Jack is standing in a corner, looking characteristically surly and uncommunicative. You'll find Max and give him your report - then you see an envelope lying on a table by the entrance.

Dear Marie,




My daughter. It has been so hard to find you, my child. You could have kept in touch. We don't hate you, Marie. You are  just different. Does this Æon Society replace your own flesh and blood, Marie?

It has been two long years. I know not if the French tongue still lies in your mouth - I chose to write you in English so as not to cause you any discomfort. Also it will keep my message short, for I know little of the English language.

And my message must be brief. This is no time for me to pour out my heart. Your mother is sick, in Hospital. It brings tears to my eyes to write these words, but she may be dying. The doctors know of no way to treat her illness. I have never seen such a disease - she is in such pain, Marie.

You must come. I will meet you at the House - we have not moved. 

With all a Father's love,

Pierre Belougois
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