Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Setton Halsworth

Mad Scientist

“They keep turning against me, all of them!  All of my beautiful creations!  Even they don’t appreciate my genius, it would seem.  The nerve of that beautiful doll, running off to court – as though I wouldn’t provide for her every need and desire with what I have here!  And whatever fabulous creation it was that my chemicals brought to life in the graveyard… gone, all of them gone!”

Background

It’s tough being as brilliant as you are.  No one understands you, you see.  It’s always been like this, since the earliest days that you can remember.  Why, even when you were a child, you turned to building and inventing as a solace in your loneliness.  Little did you know, back in that idyllic time, that you would succeed only too well – the creatures that you brought to life had too much independence, too much will, and they have inevitably decided that they have better things to do than to keep you, their creator, company in his solitude.

They have scattered so far from your humble laboratory… the doll, the doll was your first, and in many ways your finest.  Abbey was so beautiful!  But your treatments never made her look exactly right, exactly human; you knew what she should look like, so pretty, but you never quite got it right, and at last she fled under cover of night while you were away attempting to acquire more benzene with which to add color to her hair.  Alas, it seems she has quite a reputation in court these days; no one seems to know that you created this marvel, that every stitch of that girl’s beauty was placed lovingly by your own hands.  Maybe if you inform her that her stitching will come undone, that she will fall apart without the care that you wish to give her, that you know she needs, maybe then she will return to you.

Then, quite recently, you had finally devised a Vivification Formula, a true masterpiece that would instill life in even the most debilitated inanimate.  It took years of work, but it was spectacular even in your tests – that button on your sleeve that got dipped in the formula is still wiggling about, even to this day.  Unfortunately, while waking from an unexpected nap a little while before sunrise, your arm bumped against the precious beaker, and it fell to the ground and shattered!  You ran to the door of your laboratory, whence it flowed, futilely attempting in your groggy state to slow its egress, and saw something marvelous: where it flowed into the nearby graveyard of Victoria’s Cathedral, the dirt quivered and shook, and a spectacular form pried itself from the earth!  Although the dim light spared you only a vague glimpse of this creation before it fled, rattling, into the darkness, it was most assuredly a creature unlike any you had ever witnessed or dreamed of, a hodgepodge of bones that was not remotely human.  You have told Violet Carlyle, a private investigator, that you wish to speak with her; perhaps she can help you track this wonder down.  Imagine what could be learned from a being that is neither animal nor wholly human!  It boggles the mind!

Creations that are wholly yours aside, there have been any number of operations performed for others’ benefit (and typically a hefty sum).  At the behest of the Baron Of Blood himself, you had a servant of his modified using some of his own blood, bonding the two of them and (assuming all went well) ensuring the servant’s loyalty.  Not everything went entirely as you anticipated – the man’s mouth was not quite sealed by your repeated stitches and incisions, but rather reduced to a rather nasty-looking scar – but the Baron nonetheless seemed satisfied.

Then there was that fellow, Henry Wills, the watchmaker.  He had built himself a most fascinating clockwork brain, and he wished you to install it properly within him.  That operation went exactly as planned, leaving not so much as a scar or mark of any kind, although he seemed to act somewhat erratically afterwards, calling himself “Tock Tick” instead of his proper name.  Ah, well – if his craftsmanship was inferior, it’s no concern of yours.  You also assisted a delightful young woman named Margarette Canton, who wished to have her dreams come true.  You wonder how that elixir is working out for her?

In any case, you’d probably be quite wealthy by now if your supplies weren’t so expensive.  As it is, you barely have enough extra money to pursue your own projects, and you don’t want to be stuck doing other peoples’ work all the time.  So it would seem that you must find as lucrative a commission as possible, if not more than one.  It wouldn’t hurt to have someone to help you out around the laboratory, either; your time is too valuable to waste fetching bottles of chloroform and acquiring research cadavers.  You don’t have enough cash on hand to pay a salary, but you’re certain that the skills you can teach would more than make up for some paltry monetary compensation.  Really, though, what you want is your creations back.  No mere assistant could ever truly understand you.

Motivations

1. Find an assistant.

2. Get a commission for at least one new project.

3. Reclaim the affections of your previous, less-than-entirely-successful endeavors.

People You Know

His Temperance Lord Edward Stills, The Baron Of Blood – A tremendously wealthy and influential aristocrat, and clearly a very forward-thinking man.  You’d like to stay on his good side if at all possible.

Paul Crews – The servant of the Baron’s whom you altered.  You wonder how that’s going for him?  Ah well, not like he can tell you with a mouth like that!

“Tock Tick” – Formerly Henry Wills.  He paid you well, so it’s not really a concern of yours that he’s acting pretty strangely now; and he seems satisfied enough.

Abbey Malkin – Your beautiful, beautiful doll-girl.  You would give anything to have her back.  You must make her understand that she will start falling apart and coming unstitched quite soon if she won’t let you care for her!

Violet Carlyle – You don’t know whether this private investigator is any good, but her office isn’t far from yours, and what have you got to lose?  You keep meaning to make time to talk with her to get her to track down that bone-creature you created.  Just make sure she has a no-questions-asked policy before you start; you don’t want to get in trouble with any small-minded lawmakers.

Margarette Canton – Such a sweet young lady.  Hopefully your Elixir Of Fulfillment has done its job, and her wildest dreams are coming true.

George Pratton – He does a lot of importing and exporting, and has obtained for you (at significant cost) many of the more unusual supplies that your work has demanded.

Setton Halsworth

Before you received the Duke’s letter, you threw yourself into the task of locating Mister White; perhaps not surprisingly, you found that several of the techniques that you were developing for use in optical illusions were also applicable to this endeavor.  You cast a certain frequency of ultraviolet light upon a mirror coated in your few remaining drops of Vivification Formula and tilted at a precise angle (its degrees equal to the number of bones you estimated to be in Mister White’s body, based on the glimpse you got).  Sure enough, images formed upon the glass when you regarded it with your new Clarifying Goggles.


First there was a prison cell within the Breaks, a barren little chamber that seemed to contain the prone and unmoving body of your creation.  You were about to cry out in distress when you perceived that it was not Mister White at all – rather a dull, inanimate sculpture of him.  The clever thing!  What a remarkable ruse!  The scene then shifted to a wonderfully familiar figure, “Mister White,” doing something quite extraordinary – he was using claws of bone to carve his own head into the shape of an oversized hand!


You wanted to see more, but the scene again changed.  Now you were looking at the Queen’s new handmaiden – the very body you had infused with the ghost’s essence.  Why on earth should the mirror show her to you?  Looking closely, you could see that the cadaver was beginning to decay a little, despite its initial high quality.  And then you saw it.  Something about the way she held herself was exactly the same as Mister White.  You’d recognize your own creations anywhere, and she definitely seemed to bear traces of the same spilled Vivification Formula that brought him to life, even aside from the body that you provided her with.  So it would seem that the debt she owes you is twofold, for all that you expect her to repay it…


And then the scene changed one more time, and you were gazing at Lawrence Palmer, who stood perfectly still in the middle of what looked like an abandoned funhouse full of distorting mirrors.  The image got stranger and stranger as the mirrors reflected one another, until your own mirror started to bulge and twist; abruptly, it shattered into many pieces, cutting you rather badly.


After you recovered, you began to think.  Mister White must still be alive out there somewhere.  Why, he could be in all kinds of trouble… you desperately want to make sure he’s okay, but you also don’t want to jeopardize your position with Abbey, and the Duke Of Steel seems like he’s keeping a fairly close eye on you.  That man is nothing but trouble.  How you wish he could be dealt with in some manner!


In any case, your work on “The Twins” (as you have begun to call the orphan girls you’re fixing up for Abbey) is going rather well.  Your inability to request the supplies you need outright is quite a hindrance, but you’ve been slipping some things in as part of the filter project.  Unfortunately, you need something to complete the filters that you hesitate to ask the Duke Of Steel to provide you with: a decent quantity of bone, which you must reduce to a special kind of activated charcoal.  You really ought to talk with Abbey about that and see if she has any suggestions, since you want her to have a say in everything you do now – it means you get to see her more often.

Motivations

1. Provide assistance to the High Aristocrats of Victoria.

2. Find an assistant.

3.
Locate “Mister White” and study him.

Body: 2

Mind: 4

Soul: 3

Traits: Victorian

Properties

Megalomania – You fly into an egotistical rant at the drop of a hat.  If anyone ever says anything that might imply in any way that you’re not the most brilliant person who ever lived, you must try to convince him/her otherwise.

FOOLS! <Cinematic Thunder Crash> (Mind Attack) – Your target, as well as everyone else present without the “Dark” Trait, is so intimidated by the sheer dramatic power of your madness that he/she, along with everyone who aided him/her in this combat, must flee the Location and not return for at least five minutes!

No One Understands My Genius… *sob* (Soul Attack) – Your target can’t bring him/herself to harm you because you are so upset.  He/she must do everything reasonable in his/her power to make you feel better.

Abilities

This Won’t Hurt A Bit (Second Instance) [one use] (No Challenge) – Perform an operation of any kind upon a willing or incapacitated target.  This takes a significant amount of time, and may also require rare and expensive components for optimal results – thus, planning ahead is a good idea.  See a GM.

Material Refinement [body] (No Challenge) – Through various arcane techniques, process, refine, and extract a raw material into something truly usable for your work.  Roses into rose water, for instance, or iron into steel.

Magnetic Invigorator [mind] (No Challenge) – Your target, who may be yourself, Recovers a point of Body.  This takes about thirty seconds to do.

Localized Atmospheric Inverter [mind] (Mind vs. Integrity) – You may only use this Ability in a Foggy Location.  After a minute, the Location loses the Foggy Property (indicate on Location sheet) and everyone present Recovers one point of Soul.

Clarifying Goggles [mind] (Mind vs. Obfuscation) – Attempt to notice someone who is hidden.

Energy Infusion [soul] (No Challenge) – Repair a broken or malfunctioning Device.  This may also be used on a willing character who has the “Device” Trait, although results are unpredictable.

Interferon [soul] (Soul vs. [depends] Challenge) – You may use this Ability preemptively when someone is initiating a non-Social Ability challenge against you or someone else.  Challenge against the attribute that he/she would be using for that Ability.  If successful, he/she has spent the attribute point but the Ability fails, and he/she may not use it again for fifteen minutes.

Recovery

They Said I Was Mad! – Whenever someone remarks on how mad, erratic, or unstable you seem to be, Recover a point of Mind or Soul, your choice.

Truer Words Have Never Been Spoken – When someone praises you highly, recover a point of Soul.

