Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Lord Harvey Markham / Lady Ella Avery

Vengeful Daughter

“Where have the days of my childhood gone?  It seems that only yesterday I sat upon my mother’s lap as she read to me from ‘The Purple Jar.’  And my father would come home, and I would always run to greet him at the door… but such times are behind me now, although I must not forget them.  The life that awaits me in Victoria is my own to shape; and though my parents may be beyond my or anyone’s reach now, I can at least grant myself the satisfaction of avenging their memories.  Some small repayment for all that they have given me…”

Background

You are Harvey Markham, an only son and heir to your family’s fortune.  As a result of a terrible illness, your parents have left this world, leaving you alone to carry on their legacy.  The Markham name is a new one, but the money you have saved has proven more than enough to allow you to enter Victorian society.  You have heard many people wonder at your sudden appearance, but this hardly bothers you so long as they don’t investigate your inheritance too closely before you can accomplish all that you intend to.

For, of course, the Markham family name is entirely of your own creation.  Your given name is Ella Avery, daughter of Lord Charles Avery and Lady Amanda Avery, two of the most respected people in all of Victoria while they lived.  As a child, your parents spent a great deal of time with you, giving you every advantage that you could dream of.  You loved the gardens behind your manor, for they were among the most beautiful in the city, and you loved the fairy tales that your mother would read to you when you were too young to read them for yourself.  Your favorite tales were those in which a young woman dressed as a man to win herself whatever it was that she desired.  You often imagined that you were one of these women, acting the young gentleman with your mother.  Though most parents would have scorned such behavior, your mother always laughed, consenting to play along with the charade.

These dreams led you to your greatest passion: swordsmanship.  Looking back, you realize that your parents most likely allowed you this uncustomary privilege to make up for their inability to have a son, but you don’t care.  You loved the daily fencing lessons and quickly excelled in the sport, eventually surpassing your master.  No matter how much your mother was willing to humor your dreams, your father made certain that you learned all you needed to know as the daughter of a well-respected family, and so your fencing has always been a well-kept secret: imagine the scandal if people had learned of it!  Your parents wanted nothing standing in the way of your eventual search for a husband appropriate to your rank, for in every other way, you were quite the lady.

It was then that something quite expected happened.  Your father returned home one night and announced that you were all moving to your second estate away from the center of the city.  Both of your parents acted as if nothing important was happening when you were around, but you saw your mother crying on your father’s shoulder more than once.  Nonetheless, you remained oblivious to what was happening around you for the most part and looked on the whole thing as an adventure.  It wasn’t until you arrived at your new accommodations that you heard the whole story.  Your father had had a falling out with the Duke of Steel about something you couldn’t understand at the time.  Something about “the Succession” and “moral grounds.”  You knew that your father was the person expected to replace the Duke when the time came, but you couldn’t understand why this would be a problem, so you shrugged it off.

A few mornings later, you awoke to a sound you had never heard before but were to hear many times thereafter: your mother’s anguished screams.  You ran to her room and saw her holding a note, repeating over and over, “He isn’t back.  He isn’t back.  Make him come back.  Please make him come back...”  She dropped the note then, unaware of your presence, and you saw its contents.  Your father had decided to settle this matter with the Duke in a duel last night, saying that if he hadn’t returned by morning, all of his efforts were in vain and he was likely dead.  But you knew your father couldn’t be dead.  He would never die.  An article in the local paper convinced you otherwise.

As you adjusted to the idea of your father’s death, you mother became more and more distraught and disconnected.  She shielded you from the worst of it, but you could still hear her screaming and weeping every night from behind a closed door.  At last, a doctor was called in hopes that he could cure this affliction, but he left refusing to do what he called “the job of a psychiatrist.”  And so Synovea Ashburn was invited into your house.  Despite the woman’s knowledge, your mother seemed to get worse; while Miss Ashburn attended to her, your mother would cease the screams, but she gained a dull look in her eyes in their stead.  She became submissive and silent, and she would refuse to indulge in the games that the two of you had always played.  When the psychiatrist left her – even for short periods of time – the screams quickly returned, only louder and more frequent.  Finally, Miss Ashburn declared that your mother had “a severe case of feminine hysteria” and was unfit to care for you.  She had your mother locked away and suggested you be sent on holiday to visit some distant relatives in the countryside.  In retrospect, you should have drawn your sword right then and there, but it had all happened to quickly; it was all too devastating.  And so you were sent from Victoria.

What relatives Miss Ashburn spoke of you may never know, for no one awaited you when you were left in the mists.  After waiting as long as you could, you started to wander, but never found your way back to Victoria.  You did however encounter strange places of whose existence you had only dreamed – fairy forests and goblin caves, misty mountains and babbling brooks – and you somehow managed to secure enough food to survive.  You happily cultivated thoughts of revenge on the two people who had put you in this position: the Duke and that accursed psychiatrist.  You were getting lonely, so you happened upon a perfectly delightful gentleman – you have since named him Edward Hobb, although you generally call him Hobbs – who offered to show you the way out of the bewildering mists.  Relieved by this new development, you agreed to follow him as long as he would be your valet when you returned to the city.  Nice man that he is, he acquiesced to serve as your attendant.

So you returned to Victoria as Harvey Markham, gathered your family fortune, bought an appropriate estate and inserted yourself into society.  That was a few weeks ago.  Now you hear that another Succession is about to take place, and your plans are about to reach fruition.  Having returned to Victoria as a man, you will supplant the Duke in his own position.  Why not?  Your father should have been his successor, so you yourself will take his place.  And once you have accomplished that, you will be able to deal with that psychologist.  Alternatively, you could do that beforehand – you haven’t made up your mind.  Death would never be a good enough punishment for that woman; she must suffer as she made both you and your mother suffer.  She must taste the madness that she fostered, just as the Duke must pay in kind for his inhuman cruelty.  You will find a way to secure the place that is rightfully yours, and woe to those who would get in your way.

Motivations

1. Avenge your father’s death.

2. Avenge your mother’s suffering.

3. Secure your rightful place as the Duke Of Steel.

People You Know

His Honor Lord Royce Perillant, The Duke Of Steel – “Honor” indeed.  What kind of man would kill another just to cling to an office that is no longer rightfully his?  Once you have assumed his position, you can begin taking everything else from him that he holds dear.

Synovea Ashburn – This woman waltzed into your life, made your mother more miserable even than she had been before, and finally took her away from you – where, you can only imagine.  It still brings you near tears to think of it.  You don’t want her dead, oh no… she must be made to understand the agony that she caused you.

Her Grace Lady Tess Rudworth, The Marquess Of Winds – She was a friend of your parents’ back before she became the Marquess, although of course she won’t recognize you in your current guise.  You’re certain that she would be willing to help you if you told her who you are, but that may not be a risk you wish to take.

Hobbs – What a wonderful man.  There you were, lost and alone out in the fog, and he was willing to help you in every way you desired!  He’s a little strange sometimes, and it takes him longer to run errands than you might prefer, but he’s been an admirable and loyal valet.  You don’t know what you would do without him.

Body: 4

Mind: 2

Soul: 3

Traits: Disguised, Foggy, Victorian, Wealthy

Properties

Strong-Willed – You may defend against Mind Attacks and Abilities targeting your Mind with any one attribute.  Note that this does not change Mind combat into a different kind of combat for you.

“I Want My Father Back, You Son Of A Bitch!” (Body Attack) – Your target, held at sword-point, must say anything you tell him/her to until you finally release him/her.

Play A Role (Soul Attack) – Often, in the stories your mother used to tell, the person attacking the hero would turn out not to be her enemy after all, but rather someone willing or able to help her in some way.  Indicate to your target that he/she, recognizing your noble character, must lay aside his/her attack and instead seek to aid you in a specified endeavor.  You may only use this Effect if you were not the one to initiate combat.

Abilities

Fairy Tale Logic [one use] (No Challenge) – If you are in a Foggy Location and a Scene between you and up to two other people seems to be proceeding in a most unfitting manner, you may activate this Ability to dictate what happens for the rest of the Scene.  Combats are purely cinematic, with no Effects used on either side, and try not to cause anyone to act out-of-character.  This effect ends when you have left the Location.

Lunge [body] (No Challenge) – Add your Body to your Initiative score in any combat that you initiated when you activate this Ability, in addition to any other points spent.  However, if you win the Initiative challenge, you may only declare Body combat.  Once per combat.

Parry, Riposte [body] (No Challenge) – After totals have been revealed in Body combat, add 1 to your score.  Multiple uses of this Ability stack.
No, No, No! [mind] (No Challenge) – Add +1 to your side’s total after numbers have been revealed in an Ability challenge targeting you.  Multiple uses of this Ability stack.

A Beguiling Tale [soul] (Soul vs. Mind Challenge) – Social.  Tell your target a story about something you saw out in the fog.  He/she believes that whatever it is is real.

Recovery

Oath Of Revenge – When you succeed in avenging yourself on either the Duke Of Steel or the psychiatrist who sent your mother away, you may instantly Recover all of your attributes.

Fact And Fiction – Make up stories about Lord Harvey Markham’s origins and life.  If your audience seems to believe them, Recover a point of Mind.

