k EPISODE 3 : A DARK AND STORMY NIGHT
THE SEARCH BEGINS

-Welcome Mr. Nicholls.
Prof. Wilberg entered the room, carrying a light blue crystal the size of a fist.
-Is this it?
-Yes, it was found near a Sioux holy ground, we believe most of it is in this area,
though securing it might prove quite hazardous. This is where Professor Higgert’s
expertise comes-in handy. In the meantime, we want you to start working on this
sample, find what it is what it can do. It also appears Reverend Wood has a substantial
amount of it, we might have to get it too.
-That’s fine, but, correct me if I’m wrong, Professor Higgert’s discovery only works
on his own body. It would take months to adapt it to everyone.
-Indeed, this is why we must hurry to complete the weather manipulator, then we can
create a storm around the area we want to search without being disturbed.
-Well, I guess all I have to do in the meantime is take this sample and get to know
it better.
Nicholls picked the crystal and put it on the desk, as Wilberg returned to his
office.

AND THE NIGHT BECAME DAY

-Now that Hardinger two is in place, we can start the final
tests, let’s turn it on, please my friend the honor is yours,
none of his would have been possible without you, or at least
not until months at best.
Chazaqiel extended his arm, and pulled the lever on the command
console.
-Now it shall begin, professor Wilberg, observe the power that God has bestowed upon
you through me. It’s started, hear the storm coming to life. Hear it.
A humming sound was growing, as if the air was singing. Soon, a lightning struck the
ground no less than a mile away, then another, and two ; in a few minutes, there were
so many the night had become day. After a while, a woman’s hand pushed the lever and
the lightnings were gone.
-I’ve seen enough!
-Eleanor, are you sure you don’t want to try it more, just to be certain.
-It works professor, let’s not attract any attention. I’ll start the search in two
days, then twice a week, the townsfolk might get suspicious.
-I think we should start right now.
-Enough! you may be a brilliant scientist, but I am still in charge of this operation.
You might want to keep that in mind, unless you want to try your machine firsthand.
-No, no, as you wish.
-Let’s go back then, we have to decide where to search first.
As all walked back to the manipulator while the assistants were packing the console
and Hardinger two, Chazaqiel moved near Eleanor, he knew he needed to guide the
search toward the Society.
-Maybe you should stay away from the Sioux for now, the Society’s land might be a
better place to start.
-First we’ll start with the outer areas of the sacred grounds, then we’ll decide.
-A wise choice.
As all entered the weather manipulator, Professor Wilberg stopped outside, clenching
his fist with anger, he knew she would cause him much trouble.

NEW RULES

Weather: A trait that describes all weather-related actions and events. Older cards
do not have that trait, use common sense to determine if a card should be weather
related, basically it should be about rain, wind, lightning, drought... (eg:Heavy
rain, Lightinig strike, Texas twister, Rain dance, Bolts o’ doom... those cards are
weather ; Earthquake is not.)

JOSH’S MISTAKE

‘twas late in the afternoon, after runnin’ some errands for his pa’ Josh figured
it was time for a drink, so, he headed for his favorite place in town, the Howling
Coyote.
After a few drinks, as things were getting a little blurry, a most intriguing lady
walked into the place, she was a tall blonde, wearing a long duster, a sober eye
would also have noticed the rifle under her duster, but of course, Josh was nowhere
near sober. Assuming whe was just a new girl in town looking for a job in the nearest
brothel, he thought she might want to earn some cash rhight away.
Seeing Josh getting ready to talk to her, probably get killed, and knowing there was
no talking him out of it, Jeremiah ran out to the mansion to get some help, hopefully
Lilian. As Josh was talking to the lady, some of the folks in the saloon began to
realise something bad was about ot happen, real bad.
Suddenly, the lady kicked him in the leg and before he hit the ground, his head was
at the business end of her rifle. Being smart as ever, it took him a few seconds to
realise he was in trouble, so he decide to use his superior intellect, or so he
thought, to get out of this mess.
- Look miss, I never meant to insult you, maybe we can settle this as civilised
people, how much to make this go away? Maybe I could even have my ‘pa hire you, we
always need more firepower.
Of course, by now, anybody would have noticed the Agency badge on her chest, but not
Josh, not him, and there he was, trying to convince her to join the gang. Seeing that
she didn’t seem very interested, he figured he should make a better offer ; sadly,
his head exploded before he even got a chance to, the funny thing is the shot came
from outside, through a window. She knew something was wrong here, then she noticed
the bartender was back, though she knew he was not the shooter. By the time she got
out, a crowd had already gathered around, so she decided to go wait inside until law
enforcement arrived.
Charles Foster was the first to arrive at the Coyote, when he saw Josh lying on the
ground, he couldn’t believe it, at last somebody had gunned him down. He wonder if
he should ask what happened or order a round to celebrate first.
-If that’s what you’re wondering, I didn’t shoot him, might have but somebody beat
me to it.
-And you are, miss?
-Theresa Barchenko, I got here about an hour ago, let me tell you exactly what took
place here, deputy.
In the meantime, at the mansion...
-How could you shoot my son? I hired you to protect me, not murder my family!
-And that’s exacly what I did, I had no other option, He was trying to hire an agent,
what do you think would have happened after he explained the whole operation?
-Then why didn’t you shoot her instead?
-Do you really think the Agency would not retaliate? And do you think you have their
ressources? You may be rich and influent, but you certainly can’t afford a war with
them.
Lod knew she was right, but he couldn’t simply accept that, his son died.
-Find out who she is, and why she is here, and tell Buck to jump on his horse and
bring back Bradley. Now, leave me alone!
After Lilian had left, Lod sat on his chair, he stayed there for a while, silent.

