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Part Two - Atlantis Discovered

Previously on Tales of the Æon Society

Your last adventure was one of startling surprises, villainous plots and ancient mysteries. Marie's mother, Sophie Belougois, fell ill with a mysterious African disease, incurable by all the wonders of 1924 medical technology. The outlook is grave, the doctors predict that Sophie has only a few weeks to live.

A man calling himself Spencer Blackwood told you of the ancient Crystal Chalice of Atlantis, the only thing capable of curing such a vile ailment. Naturally, you agreed to accompany Blackwood on his excursion to discover the Key to Atlantis and thereby find the Chalice.

It was required that you obtain some of Sir Richard's deceased father's journals, but when you arrived at the Radcliffe-Hamilton home, you discovered that members of the elite organisation of criminals-for-hire known as the Contedorri were trying to steal the journals. Though you defeated these burglars, you do not know who sent them to Aberdui Castle.

Your quest continued, through the many trials and traps of the Alpine Temple built by the Atlanteans to guard the Key. Just as victory was within sight, Spencer revealed himself as your old nemesis Heinrich von Kühlschrank, Master of the Mystic Arts! Indeed, it was this nefarious occultist who infected Sophie with the disease, and somehow this pervasive villain even played a part in the death of Sir Richard's parents! Only Sir Richard's quick wits in solving an ancient puzzle saved you from a gruesome death, and the lethal justice of cold ice and hot lead vanquished von Kühlschrank forever.

Sophie is still ill, showing no signs of recovery. You have found the Key to Atlantis, a short wooden rod with a glorious sapphire on it, but you do not know how it will lead you to the Chalice. You are in a race against time, for not even the Chalice can bring the dead to life. And still one phrase from von Kühlschrank's last few words haunts you. ' ze Chalice vill bring the Thule Society back into the power they held millennia ago!'

Who are the Thule Society? And what designs do they have on the Chalice?

Scene One - Discovery

You are in a small study in Sir Richard's underground Sanctum. Even such a minor room is opulent and an expensive original print of a Victorian portrait photograph hangs on the wall, depicting a pretty young woman. You, Marie, have just returned from a visit to France. You have spent a few days visiting your mother, promising to return with a cure. Your father Pierre discourages you from raising false hopes, though you assure him that she can be saved by the Chalice.

You are in the process of examining the Sapphire Sceptre that you obtained in the Alpine Temple. Within its short length there lies the key to finding Atlantis, and obtaining the Chalice. You simply don't know what to do with it.

If the Sceptre is taken near a map or globe -

Suddenly, a beam of light from the bulb on the ceiling refracts through the sapphire. You witness the remarkable spectacle of a ray of incandescent blue streaking from the jewel. Then you notice that this beam leaves the sapphire at a very odd angle, so that it is directed precisely at a single point on the map. A small blue dot forms on the frozen continent of Antarctica. Even as the rod wobbles, the light adjusts to point at exactly the same location. You shudder at the thought of returning to the continent where your clashes with the despicable Heinrich began.

But it seems that the Key has shown you the way. Atlantis is lost not beneath water - but beneath ice.

Scene Two - The Journey

The scene cuts to a yellowing map of the world. Out from Chicago there blazes a red line southwest, pausing at Los Angeles.  There, you meet Captain Andy Dalton, Marie's old friend and follower. He insists that he possesses the requisite skills to keep you alive in Antarctica, and you have a sneaking suspicion that his martial talents will also come in handy. He is a tall, athletic man with blond hair and watery blue eyes.

The map returns, with an image of a plane superimposed on it. The red line bursts out of Los Angeles, plummeting rapidly South. It pauses briefly at an island in the South Pacific, where you pick up supplies and fuel, then it continues its southward movement. Eventually, the white land of Antarctica is visible on the map. The red line stops at a tiny US Military outpost. Then it continues on its final jaunt, landing very close to the location marked by the Key.

Scene Three - The Hounds of Thule

Andy advises that you take the short journey to the location of Atlantis on foot. Wrapped in several layers of warm clothing, you trudge through the virgin snow. Viciously cold winds bite into your skin. You converse seriously about the ramifications of finding a lost city, and wonder how you will locate the Chalice once you get there. 

Suddenly, you see a figure approaching in the distance. No, several figures - one man-sized, several smaller. You hear the baying of some large dog upon the wind, and the figures begin moving closer. One is a man, wrapped in fur-lined robes and hood. His garb is scarlet, and upon his chest it bears a plain black cross, like that used by the German military in the Great War.

Around him prowl six large dogs coated in thick black fur. You cannot identify their breed - apparently some kind of vicious mongrel. The hounds have wild, pinkish eyes and slavering, tooth-filled mouths. The more you look upon them the less natural they seem. Their keeper looks at you with shock, and yells. The huge, vile dogs look hungrily at you and prepare to pounce. You do not know whether these are specially bred war-dogs, drug-crazed animals or hounds from the depths of Hell - but you know that they are attacking!

Hound of Thule [Extra]

Strength 4, Dexterity 4 (Athletics 3), Stamina 3

Initiative 10, Attacks with Bite (6L) or Claw (4L)

Hound-Keeper [Extra]

Strength 3, Dexterity 3 (Athletics 3), Stamina 4

Initiative 7, Attacks with Light Automatic Pistol (3L) or punch (5B)
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Late in the combat, when a character is pounced by a Hound:

The vicious, snarling dog leaps up against you, pressing its weight hard. You can smell its foetid breath as its claws dig in. You balance is compromised - you fall backwards, hitting the snow with a hard crack. You hear a creaking, splintering sound as the thin layer of ice beneath you cracks asunder. On all faces there is a look of profound shock as the ground trembles and then caves in! You are all plunging down into the darkness beneath the ice!

Scene Four - The Ruins of Thule

Part 1 - Pit and Ante-Chamber

You plunge down and slam into hard stone at the bottom of the pit, <roll 5 dice Bashing for each>. You notice that you are in a small circular hole, hand crafted from stone, with a single shadowy corridor leading out. There are strange, curling symbols on the wall - all in all this is very reminiscent of the entrance to the Alpine Temple.

Gustav, if still alive, lands badly and is killed by the fall. A couple of hounds may break their necks also, but the fight continues if necessary.

If the characters enter the corridor-

Down here it is actually quite warm, and you notice cracks in the wall where the Antarctic frost has thawed, doing damage to the stonework. Clearly the place has been recently warmed up. Andy mutters 'I wasn't expecting this. And after those hell-huskies!'

Light streams into the corridor as you approach the end.

You step out into a large, rectangular chamber. It is constructed entirely of marble, though the stonework is certainly worse for wear since the recent thawing. Great, majestic pillars now riddled with cracks support a high, vaulted ceiling which drips constantly with water. In between you and the end of the long room is a fallen statue of prodigious size. He had once been a proud Atlantean warrior bearing a sword, but he had now fallen, his head snapped off at the neck.

A large gramophone in the room plays a rhythmic, harsh Teutonic voice. This is for the benefit of the room's inhabitants, a complement of twelve crimson-robed men. They bear Germanic crosses in black on their robes, and every single one is brandishing a gleaming .9mm Luger pistol at you. You do notice another man, who sits fearfully at a small, modern wooden table littered with books and tablets. One of the robed men speaks:

'Aha. I had thought zat ze end of zat corridor vas blocked. But, more importantly, you are most certainly not of the Thule Society.'

You listen to and translate the German words from the gramophone in the corner.

'We are followers of Thule! We are the descendants of Thule! And we stand in the lost city of Thule! We will claim our birthright and make Germany strong and pure once more!'

The robed Thulan smiles.

'So if you are not here with the Society, vhat are you doing here? This is the holy city of Thule, home of the pure race. The one true people, the kings of the earth. It vill be an honour for you to die here.'

The Thulans will now probably attack.
Thule Society Fanatic [Extra]

Strength 2, Dexterity 2, Stamina 2

Initiative 4

Attacks with Light Automatic Pistol (3L) or Knife (4L), some carry Tommy Gun (5L)
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Part Two - Battle through Atlantis

A few ideas to use, depending upon how much time there is left.

· When the mooks in the ante chamber are mopped up:

The young man who has been fearfully hiding beneath his table of books, papers and tablets crawls out. 'Thanks. My name's Dr Wellesly. I'm an expert in ancient linguistics. These blasted fanatics kidnapped me to decipher the writing of this lost civilisation. Thing is, the beastly fellows weren't going to be very happy with my tranlations at all. They think this civilisation, Thule they call it, was some racist paradise of true Aryans - well, the tablets I've read teach peace and kindness to all men. This Thule Society would pervert the truth to fuel their supremacist agenda! Look, I'm no fighter; it's best if I stay behind. But you go get that scum!'

· At the end of the ante-chamber you are in there is a high, wide set of worn stone steps leading upwards and to further chambers. Suddenly, you see a crimson-robed figure lean out from behind a pillar at the top of the staircase and loose a wildly inaccurate burst of shots with a Tommy Gun. But there are probably more fanatics, and a damn sight more bullets in the submachine gun. The fight is on again!
· At the top of the steps is a pillared corridor covered in strange Atlantean markings. The corridor is very short, and at the end of it is an arch. Beyond the arch is a very narrow walkway, a thin bridge without any safety precautions. Moving closer, you see that this bridge goes above a large chamber. At the other side of the walkway there is a narrow stairway leading onwards and upwards. 
The chamber below the bridge is a storeroom of ancient artefacts and technology left by the wise denizens of this Antarctic Atlantis. The vile propaganda of the Thule Society blares out from a gramophone in the corner. A large, humming, black orb seems to radiate the heat that is thawing this forgotten city, and destroying it in the process.  Sadly, you have no opportunity to investigate the wonders of this room, being as you are some distance above it. A few scarlet-robed fanatics of Thule Society mill around in the hall below, investigating the bizarre artefacts and scientific apparatus. They come and go through doorways leading to other areas of this lost city.

The bridge itself is in poor condition, cracked by the thawing of this city. The footing is unsure and there is little to stop you plunging down to the hard stone floor of the room below.

Throw some fanatics at them on the bridge to attract attention and generally be cool. The bridge could collapse at a dramatic moment.

Scene Four - Insurmountable Odds

You dash up the narrow staircase at the end of this chamber of wonders. The room at the top is long, open hall. It is lit by torches along the walls, casting a flickering light over the place. The floor is made up of some black tiles and some made of glittering glass. Your mind pieces together that the shining glass tiles make an enormous shape like an ornate cup, if viewed from above. Clearly the shape represents the Crystal Chalice that you seek!

The walls of the room, riddled with cracks, have been defiled by large tapestries. Each of these swathes of cloth is crimson, with the sinister black cross of the Thule Society emblazoned on. At the far end of the room there are three scarlet-robed men. Two of them are pointing the pair of tripod-mounted Heavy Machine Guns in your direction. The other stands, his hood cast back, unarmed. He is an old man with a fearsome presence. His manner is like a vulture, his long neck and shaven head accentuating the impression.

'Velcome to ze hall of ze Chalice, intruders! My name is Jürgen Kreuz. Allow me to draw your attention to ze large automatic veapons pointed in your direction. One false move, and these vill fire and your lives vill come to a messy end.

I had been vundering vhy you had intruded here, in the ancient halls of Thule, at this location only ve, ze loyal heirs of Thule, have uncovered. Then it came to me - ze only vay you could find ze place is to use ze Key. From this, I can presume that you killed the faithful Thule Society member and my friend - Heinrich von Kuhlschrank - and took the Key. You seek the Chalice - and thinking you had ze advantage, you came here to snatch it. But all you haf succeeded in doing is bringing the Key to me. I vill use it to obtain the Chalice, and the world shall bow to the pure blood of Germany. There vill be no more Treaty of Versailles! No more blame, no more shame, no reparations or occupation!

But, your present situation boils down to a very simple deal. Give me the Key, and you shall live. Perhaps some principality will be given to you to rule in the New Vorld Order, if my superiors in the Thule Society approve. If you refuse to hand over the Key, it vill be prised from your dead and defiled corpses.

Either vay, I vin. Vhat is your decision?'

The Summoning of the Chalice

Jürgen Kreuz's bony hands caress the sapphire sceptre. His eyes glimmer with the look of complete victory, as he mutters some ancient phrase and with a flouring points the sceptre at the glass Chalice-symbol on the floor of the room.

'Insa meto uron senphus!'
A blaze of blue light sears from the Key and strikes the floor. The glass tiles begin to glow with a bright white light. Soon, the hall is suffused with the white radiance. Kreuz looks on in rapt amazement as the light seems to gather in the centre of the room. Then, there is a single flash of multi-coloured light. When you can bear to look again, your eyes behold the Crystal Chalice of Atlantis. It is large, a great, wondrous cup of glorious, radiant crystal. Its many facets glow with a subtle radiance. Your hopes and dreams seem to be reflected in its cool, soft angles and shimmering brightness.

'It is so beautiful.' Says Kreuz.

You are pulled from your thoughts by a soft but definite sound. It sounds like a muffled voice, probably very loud but being blocked by the thick walls of the hall.

'My name is Doctor Mannfred von Zorbo! Surrender immediately and no furzer harm vill come to you. Here is my varning.'

'WAS?' shouts Kreuz, but his outburst is cut short by the great resounding BOOM as a bomb strikes above you. The cracks opened in the ceiling by the thawing of the place split wider and masonry crashes down from above.

Will our brave heroes die in the halls of Atlantis?

Will the villainous Doctor Zorbo seize the Chalice?

Can Marie's mother be saved?

To Be continued . . .

10¢








