Threshold Victoria: Invasion


Doctor Absalom Bledsoe

Time-Traveling, Partially Amnesiac Mnemist

Background

It’s been a very strange quantity of time.  You aren’t sure what quantity, precisely, or even whether the word “quantity” can be used in conjunction with time anymore, especially in your case; but it’s been very strange, regardless.

It all started (?) in the Ivory Tower.  Your reputation as a mnemist – someone with a memory so powerful and finely-honed that no detail was beyond its grasp, no moment of personal history irretrievable – had reached a previously unheard-of pinnacle.  Professors from Departments unrelated to your own (indeed, Departments that you had never heard of) sought you out, in hopes that you would be able to recall some obscure fact or citation that their researches could not turn up.  Your offices were high enough in the Tower and along the outer edge, such that you could observe the land for miles in every direction, and you had your pick of the most promising female graduate students.

But you weren’t satisfied.  You wanted to achieve something truly great; to embark upon a project that would leave your name enshrined in the Archives of the Tower for generations, even ages to come.  You had known for a long time how powerful a single person’s mind could be; now, you sought to combine the mnemonic potential of dozens, perhaps hundreds of subjects into a single crystalline structure.  You were already able to remember things that happened long before your birth, and even sometimes things that would occur far in the future; such a group mind would have no limitations.  Time itself would become transparent, perhaps even obsolete.

Everything was going well; you had obtained the assistance of Professors Cepern Gavens and Deirdre Sankara, and your graduate student, Giskard Raventlov, was also invaluable.  You received endless grants from the Departments of Histographics and Chronology.  Your initial attempts to blur the subjects’ mnemonic spaces into one another were successful, and as the project went on, it became very difficult (and quite unnecessary) to distinguish between different subjects; or indeed, between the subjects and the experimenters.

As time went on, however, a flaw in your methodology began to manifest itself.  In your arrogance, you did not think to put a halt to things until the difficulty could be resolved; instead, you pressed on, blithely certain that success was around the corner and you would soon transcend the problem (and everything else).  But this was not to be.

The flaw – whose precise nature still, to your frustration, eludes you – manifested as a kind of crack spreading through the holographic crystalline memory-structure that was nearing its completion.  Certain memories, or kinds of memories, became inaccessible to the group mind; and the more that the flaw was thought about and analyzed, the more pervasive it became.  At last the experiment was torn asunder as the mnemonic foundations of the structure collapsed, and with the sound of a hundred voices screaming as one, all of you fell into a chasm that opened up in time.

You do not, in truth, know what happened to you then.  Indeed, you consider it a highly improbable serendipity that anything that could be considered “you” exists at all in the aftermath of such a catastrophe.  As it is, you are not entirely well – pieces of the project, and of your past, and of the history and memories of all creation that you glimpsed for one brief shining moment, continue to elude you.  Grasping for certain memories that you know should be there gives you an intense but fleeting headache.

When you returned from your momentary nonexistence, it was apparently some decades later.  You were in the Tower, but things had changed; few of your colleagues could still be found.  At last you tracked down the Chronology Department (no easy feat in the labyrinthine corridors of the Tower), but you were lucky enough to run into a Chronologer named Schala instead of her brother, Janus.  It turned out that the latter was very ambitious, and despite his sister’s moderating influence, had rapidly assumed control of the Chronology Department.  He would not, she assured you, be pleased to find that you had returned, and would view you as a threat to his authority.

Schala told you that she had been planning a trip to a place called Victoria in any case to visit Professor Raventlov, a colleague of hers.  The mere mention of your old student’s name was enough to incapacitate you with pain, but also to dredge up many of your memories from before (see above).  If only his name was sufficient for that, then surely meeting him in person would be a good way to start regaining what you had lost, and determining where to pick up from there.  You agreed to accompany Schala to Victoria.

You aren’t entirely certain what you expect to find there, or what you should do next; hopefully you’ll be better able to make that decision once more of your memories return.  You know that you can’t stay in Victoria, because Schala is fairly certain that Janus has learned of your return, and he will almost certainly try to track you down – if only to find out what happened in his Department, so many years ago.  Which means that you have to find a way out of the city.

People You Know

Schala (Sue Brassard’s one-hour NPC) – A member of the Chronology Department in the Ivory Tower, currently on leave.  It was her idea to come to Victoria; you hope that she will reintroduce you to Professor Raventlov, if you don’t run across him yourself.  She has other business to take care of in the city, so you only expect to see her for an hour or so.  She is unlikely to want to leave with you, since 

* Professor Giskard Raventlov (Matt Weber’s PC) – When you were his mentor however long ago, he was a tremendously promising young socionumerical chronohistorical statistician.  You are certain that he will achieve great things, if he has not already.  If anyone is to take up where you left off (certainly you yourself are no longer fit to), you would wish him to take the reins; to this end, you would like to inform him of what befell your own attempt, insofar as you can remember it.

* Pencer (Ethan Gafford’s PC) – When you first see him, you are certain that he is Professor Cepern Gavens; certainly he is the man’s spitting image.  Why is he here?  What has happened to him?  Does he remember any of it?

* Silas Brandenburg (Kyle Ricks’ PC) – Another double-take – though he looks physically quite different, and most of his mannerisms are foreign, you are certain, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that this man is you.  Being around him causes a perceptual effect similar to microphone feedback as your almost-identical-but-gratingly-slightly-different mnemonic spaces attempt to overlap.  You want to find out everything that you can about him.

Peter Knowlington – For some reason, you think this fellow might know of a way out of Victoria, in case no other means of egress presents itself.

Character Name: Doctor Absalom Bledsoe
Traits:
Destitute, Ticking

Motivations

1.
Reacquaint yourself with your old student, and learn more about what has happened in your absence.

2.
Recover as many of your memories as possible and tell Giskard Raventlov what you can remember of what happened to your experiment.

3.
Find a way to leave Victoria.
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2

        Mind:
5

        Soul:
2
	Origin:

Ivory Tower (Mnemist)

Occupations:
Academic 1, Academic: Historian

Offices:



Properties And Flaws

Flaw: Bookish - The character is at -1 to his/her base Body score in Body combat, and must expend an additional Body point for each increase to his/her side’s total when assisting in Body combat.

Flaw: Shattered – Every time you are introduced to one of the People You Know with an asterisk next to his name, you experience about a minute of intense, gradually-fading headache pain, and must read one of your four envelopes (chosen at random) as some of your fragmented memories return.

Abilities And Attacks

Ability: Learned Discourse [mind] (Mind vs. Mind Challenge) - Social.  You may only activate this Ability after conversing with someone for a time about an intellectual topic (freedom, the afterlife, progress, etc).  If successful, learn his/her in-depth opinion on that topic, even if it wasn’t forthcoming in your previous conversation.

Ability: Data Collection [mind] (Mind vs. Mind) - Social.  Target character must attempt to answer one question about his/her past that you pose fully and to the best of his/her knowledge.  You must consider this question potentially of historical significance.

Attack: I Remember You (Mind) – The character’s player must tell you one of the character’s memories.  You may attempt to specify what kind of memory you get (i.e. “a memory about your father”), but if the target has no such memories, he/she may tell you any memory.

Attack: Memory Deceives (Mind) - Tell the target something about the past.  He/she thinks this is true until such a time as he/she encounters extremely convincing evidence to the contrary.

Recoveries

Knowledge Lost To Time – Every time you retrieve some of your own memories that you had lost, Recover a point of Mind.

Influence And Modifiers

Influence: Memory (4)

Influence: Research (3)

“Alright.  Alright, I’ll stop trying to figure out why there are gaps we can’t fill, no matter how many people we connect.  And why I can’t get a 100% separation of memory from emotion, or even from physical factors.”  Pain; light.  You opened your eyes, sweating.  You would go through with the experiment, and it would fail.  And afterwards, your student would have a chance to attempt the same, but this time with forewarning of your failure, and the knowledge necessary to succeed.  “I can’t take much more of this, Doctor Bledsoe.”  Blood was trickling from his nose, and his eyes were open wider than they should be, bloodshot.  “Stay focused.  I need you to look just a little farther ahead, Cepern.”  You closed your eyes.  Light.  You closed your eyes.  There.  The experiment.  Preparations – conjoinance.  Light.  You closed his eyes and turned away.  Why couldn’t you yourself, for all your expertise, remember what was about to happen this time?  It meant that what you were about to do would be either an astonishing success, or a catastrophic failure.  But you could not back down now, not while there was even the slightest chance of success.  Light.  NO.  There – cracks.  Cracks in eternity.  Pieces falling away, one by one.  Falling into… pain.  So much pain.  Falling into pain pain pain pain falling light falling breaking shattering.

Someone would succeed, and that was all that mattered.  Falling breaking shattering and flung, some pieces, flung far away to other times and places, pain.  Light.  There was light after the pain.  “And why I can’t get a 100% separation of memory from emotion, or even from physical factors.  And why some people are destroyed by what they see.  I’ll stop trying, but not because I’m worried about our funding, or because I’m not interested in the topic…”  You traveled to Victoria to see that it was done correctly.  In Victoria Raventlov had the pieces; he would take the mantle, change the pieces, make them fit together, erase the cracks.  The cracks.  So brittle, so broken.  Pain; light.  “I need you to look just a little farther ahead, Cepern.  What happens when we attempt the Synthesis?  I can’t just go through with this project without knowing what will happen.  Not with the fatality rate we’ve already seen.”  “It’s… crrr… ngh…”  His mouth worked futilely to find the syllables, his pupils dilating rapidly.  His mouth worked futilely to find the syllables, his pupils dilating rapidly.  You gripped his shoulder with one hand, giving him a reassuring squeeze.  “You can do this.  Keep it together.  What do you see?  Cepern?  What do you see, Cepern?”  “Nnnn… nnnothingggg… evr… yy… th…”

But you could not back down now, not while there was even the slightest chance of success.  Too many Lobes had already perished for the experiment to be abandoned.  Grimly, you walked to an empty restraining device and began strapping yourself in as best you could.  “Nnnn… nnnothingggg… evr… yy… th…”  He snapped backwards, rattling the restraining table, and his head thrashed from side to side.  He let out a low moan, which became a scream before falling silent.  His breathing was rapid, but even; he would be alright.  You closed his eyes and turned away.  Light.  No – earlier.  Connecting, seeing, opening all eyes, opening the hundred minds (a single mind) to a glimpse of eternity.  Light.  NO.  There was light after the pain.  That was what you were seeing.  Light, and Victoria.  You traveled to Victoria for light.  You traveled to Victoria to see that it was done correctly.  Deirdre asked you, “Why do you keep looking over your notes and hesitating?  You talk obsessively about this flaw in the project, but I’ve seen no hard and fast evidence of it.  Perhaps you’re just afraid to continue.”

You closed your eyes.  Light.  Your studies.  Victoria.  Back… you walked to an empty restraining device.  You closed your eyes.  “The weak will be culled, and the rest of us will become something… better… than what we are now.  Something not chained by the laws of time and memory.  You know that’s why I’ve always admired you, Absalom.”  “You know that’s why I’ve always admired you, Absalom – you are closer than any of us to achieving that transcendence.  But you care enough to look for a way for the rest of us to join you on your pedestal.  Look… Absalom, this can’t wait.  Our subjects are dying.”  Grimly, you walked to an empty restraining device and began strapping yourself in as best you could.  You would have to try to see the future yourself.  This was too important to leave it to chance.  “I’ll stop trying, but not because I’m worried about our funding, or because I’m not interested in the topic…”  “Why, then?”  “Because it’s what you want.”  “Our subjects are dying.  If we don’t find a way to finish this, and soon, our funding will dry up and the project will fall apart.”  You rubbed your head.  Another one of those blasted headaches.  You’d had them for as long as you could remember, and they were often at their worst while you were working.  “Alright.”  “No,” you replied.  “It’s there.  We’ve already lost three Lobes to it.  You heard them screaming.”  “So they couldn’t take the pressure.  No surprise there.”  And afterwards, your student would have a chance to attempt the same, but this time with forewarning of your failure, and the knowledge necessary to succeed.  Dozens would die in the process, but you had made your choice.  Someone would succeed, and that was all that mattered.

Deirdre asked you, “Why do you keep looking over your notes and hesitating?  You talk obsessively about this flaw in the project, but I’ve seen no hard and fast evidence of it.  Perhaps you’re just afraid to continue.”  “No,” you replied.  “It’s there.  We’ve already lost three Lobes to it.  You heard them screaming.”  “So they couldn’t take the pressure.  No surprise there.  The weak will be culled, and the rest of us will become something… better… than what we are now.  Something not chained by the laws of time and memory.  You know that’s why I’ve always admired you, Absalom – you are closer than any of us to achieving that transcendence.  But you care enough to look for a way for the rest of us to join you on your pedestal.  Look… Absalom, this can’t wait.  Our subjects are dying.  If we don’t find a way to finish this, and soon, our funding will dry up and the project will fall apart.”  You rubbed your head.  Another one of those blasted headaches.  You’d had them for as long as you could remember, and they were often at their worst while you were working.  “Alright.  Alright, I’ll stop trying to figure out why there are gaps we can’t fill, no matter how many people we connect.  And why I can’t get a 100% separation of memory from emotion, or even from physical factors.  And why some people are destroyed by what they see.  I’ll stop trying, but not because I’m worried about our funding, or because I’m not interested in the topic…”  “Why, then?”  “Because it’s what you want.”

“I can’t take much more of this, Doctor Bledsoe.”  Blood was trickling from his nose, and his eyes were open wider than they should be, bloodshot.  “Stay focused.  I need you to look just a little farther ahead, Cepern.  What happens when we attempt the Synthesis?  I can’t just go through with this project without knowing what will happen.  Not with the fatality rate we’ve already seen.”  “It’s… crrr… ngh…”  His mouth worked futilely to find the syllables, his pupils dilating rapidly.  You gripped his shoulder with one hand, giving him a reassuring squeeze.  “You can do this.  Keep it together.  What do you see?  Cepern?  What do you see, Cepern?”  “Nnnn… nnnothingggg… evr… yy… th…”  He snapped backwards, rattling the restraining table, and his head thrashed from side to side.  He let out a low moan, which became a scream before falling silent.  His breathing was rapid, but even; he would be alright.  You closed his eyes and turned away.  Why couldn’t you yourself, for all your expertise, remember what was about to happen this time?  It meant that what you were about to do would be either an astonishing success, or a catastrophic failure.  But you could not back down now, not while there was even the slightest chance of success.  Too many Lobes had already perished for the experiment to be abandoned.  Grimly, you walked to an empty restraining device and began strapping yourself in as best you could.  You would have to try to see the future yourself.  This was too important to leave it to chance.

You closed your eyes.  Light.  Your studies.  Victoria.  Back… you walked to an empty restraining device.  You closed your eyes.  Light.  You closed your eyes.  There.  The experiment.  Preparations – conjoinance.  Light.  No – earlier.  Connecting, seeing, opening all eyes, opening the hundred minds (a single mind) to a glimpse of eternity.  Light.  NO.  There – cracks.  Cracks in eternity.  Pieces falling away, one by one.  Falling into… pain.  So much pain.  Falling into pain pain pain pain falling light falling breaking shattering and flung, some pieces, flung far away to other times and places, pain.  Light.  There was light after the pain.  That was what you were seeing.  Light, and Victoria.  You traveled to Victoria for light.  You traveled to Victoria to see that it was done correctly.  In Victoria Raventlov had the pieces; he would take the mantle, change the pieces, make them fit together, erase the cracks.  The cracks.  So brittle, so broken.  Pain; light.  You opened your eyes, sweating.  You would go through with the experiment, and it would fail.  And afterwards, your student would have a chance to attempt the same, but this time with forewarning of your failure, and the knowledge necessary to succeed.  Dozens would die in the process, but you had made your choice.  Someone would succeed, and that was all that mattered.

