EXCELSIOR MISSION

Writeup 2.0

Basic Plot From Start to Finish:

Part 1

“I thank the Builder that the war is finally over.

Tri-Cravon fell thanks to my luck. Lord Constantine will never bother anyone again. 

He is definitely dead, buried with his precious Trickster’s eye under the mountain of Craig.

Unfortunately, the remains of the Cravonian fleet hath sunk the Imperial ship-Huron that I’ve arrived on. I do not know where to go now, for my Legion lies dead under the same rocks that buried Lord Constantine.

I got word that one of my predecessors in going to the well of souls is around here somewhere. His name is St. Praetorius, a high-ranking Legionnaire from the Imperial City-Athalonia itself. Maybe I can learn something from him. He’s going to be here as the Empire goes up against the northern tribes and Constantine’s craymen armada in what looks to be a battle of monumental proportions – the final battle of Craig’s Pass. 
It looks like those maniacs at Excalibrius Harbour have finally had their prayers answered. The alchemists have even brought the Excelsior up to the shore of the Craig’s pass. 

The ship hath bombarded the Cravonian fortifications with great valour from its wondrous gunpowder cannons through the day and night. 

Oh, how I doth applaud every strike that it makes upon the mountain. 

Ka-blamo! That Cravonian tower was set ablaze! No more is that mountain top!

I only hope that it won’t hit me, but so far its been striking at the tops of the mountains as it cannot reach the low fortifications deep inside the valleys where I am now camped.

I’d best walk past with my loot and try to get safe passage on board. I might even find out what all the fuss is about. I’ll have my work cut out, though. There are many of Cravonian encampments in front of me and I hear there’s some other trouble at the ocean shore. I’ll wait till midnight to make my move.”

=================================================

The mission begins on the shores of the Eastern lands. 

Your first task is to find St. Praestorius. He is dead, but you find a note on his person telling you the location of harbour that the Excelsior’s occupying.

The letter also mentions that St. Praestorius has to change the Excelsior’s course by a few degrees to the north as specified by the Emperor himself. The Emperor mentions that the course of the ship MUST be changed at any cost, or the Ferrum Metal Fleet will intercept the Excelsior, and the Ferrum Revolutionary generals might be TOO anxious to take control.

You walk through the mountain passes, through the Cravonian fortifications.

Most of the places are desolate, abandoned, on fire, or collapsing due the Excelsior’s siege of the place with its cannons.

The air is cold; there is snow, rocks and burned ground everywhere.

You sneak towards the Excelsior, and overhear an important conversation about using the electrical nodes on the ship to kill the whole fighting army, including Legionnaiers. Other conversations suggest plots by the three sides to take control of the Excelsior. 

You board the ship:

ON EASY DIFFICULTY-

There is a quickly made Imperial camp near the Excelsior’s landing pad.

The Gate guarding Legionnaire will ask Shivan for his pass-

This conversation will play out:

 Gate guard- “Who are you? How didst thou get here? Give onto me thine Legion’s pass!”

Shivan hands him the pass.

Gate guard- “Eleventh’ legion, mission to infiltrate Tri-Craven, yada, yada..”

“Christophorus… now where didst I hear this name…?”

“Of course! Shivan! Can it really be you? My old academy buddy!” 

Shivan-“Lamentius?! How hath yee been doing these days!”

Gate guard-“hahaha! As you can see I hold the rank of the Imperial Sergant of the fourth Imerial Legion at the Excelsior! I hear your legion is responsible for taking out the city! A pleasure to welcome an esteemed hero such as yourself to the landing of Excelsior!! Come on in, join the party! We’re celebrating the victory over the fabled cravens! Here’s a temporary pass, my friend.” (Hands Shivan his pass)

“Proceed to the lounge on the entry deck, I’ll meet you inside when the ship casts off in an hour. We shall have most wondrous time at the Excelsior! I bet we’ll have plenty of stuff to catch up on, my dear fellow! A few drinks and a card game is a must!”

(The gate opens and Shivan can proceed to the entry deck)

ON HARD DIFFICULTY-

A different gate guarding Legionnaire will ask Shivan for his pass.

Gate guard 2- 

“Who in the Builder’s name are you? How dare you trespass upon the..?! Show me thine pass at once, or be shot!”

Shivan has 30 seconds to hand the Gate guard his pass.

“11th Imperial legion, eh? A deserter? You shouldn’t be here. This is the grand Excelsior, not some ship which you can board without a ticket!”

 “Your legion was assigned to the Huron! Get ur ass there!

Shivan- “Huron was sunk by the Cravonians 5 hours ago. 

Gate guard-“Do I care? No! I guess you’ll have to wait until another Imperial ship arrives. Now get out of here! Ye art blocking my light!”

Shivan - “Would it be possible for a compromise? Might I ‘purchase’ a ticket from you, milord? I have plenty of trophies from Tri-Cravon itself!”

Guard- “I don’t want your dirty Cravonian gold. I got plenty myself. You wouldn’t have any diamonds now, would you? Diamonds are the currency on Excelsior.”

The player would have to bribe the gate guard with some of Cravonian bejewelled diamond artefacts to get on board, that is- if he stole such stuff from Cravonian fortifications, which is just becomes another added objective on this difficulty.

ON EXPERT DIFFICULTY-

The gates of Excelsior are closed. There are no gate guards around and the door to Excelsior’s entry port is sealed shut, the bridge between land and Excelsior has been also taken down.

Shivan-“ Damn, I have to find a way to get on board!”

Shivan would have to be extremely creative to get on board.

Perhaps he will have to take one of ship’s guards and take his pass.

Maybe some mountain climbing would be involved.

Part 2

You find that the real course of excelsior should take it to shores of St Adriatica, all the way across the Icy seas and around Athalon.

Many areas of the ship are forbidden to all but crew. This also includes the rooms of those on board. This will work much as it did in the Undercover level of Thief 1. 

You must travel to the Captain’s room where you can shift the course of the ship by a few degrees, as specified in St. Praestoria’s letter. 

You must then turn off the electric nodes in one of the rooms, stopping Karaquan from killing the people at the battle of Craig’s Pass.

Then you can explore the open areas of the ship- talk to Imperial Legionnaires, attend meetings of the scientists and politicians and sneak into a few open cabins, gathering information and learning more, finding out that the situation is rather uneasy and that every order wishes to steer the Excelsior into a bright future for themselves.

You can also go to the bar and drink or play cards with your fellow Legionnaires.

You then go back to your room, which you share with your friend Lamentius and go to sleep. 

Part 3

You wake up with a bang, and the screen fades into view as it did in the Aventures of Burrick Boy FM when you wake up. As your eyes adjust to the darkness and the emergency light turn on, you see Lamentius (your friend and legionnaire) pierced in half by the collapsed top bulkhead, his flesh torn apart and his face that of horror.
The many clocks, compasses and cogs that fill the ship have gone rather mad. Time, physics and sanity are bent inside out. You are trapped between two dimensions, on a sea of fire. Fiery, demonic angels taunt you from above, etc.   

The crew and passengers try to kill you and kill members of different factions when they see them.  

You find an Alchemist (Allarius Illamenta) who is relatively sane at tells you what has happened, that a strange entity is draining the ship’s power and that the only way to close the inter-dimensional hole is to shut down the ship’s engines- thus blowing up the Excelsior.

Unfortunately, the Protectorate (Shadow Order) leader has gone mad and taken the keys to the Excelsior’s core with him into the Obelisk.

Your objective is to enter the Obelisk, find out what it is and retrieve the key to the engine room.

After avoiding many a trap, at the top of the Obelisk you find the Mercurial Key, held by a skeleton whose flesh has drained away 700 years ago. An ancient book, attached to the skeleton’s side armor tells of an ancient war between the Master Builder and the Inian threat. The Mercurial key –now guarded by the Obelisk serves as part of bringing back the Master Builder in all his glory from the depths of Athalonia.

You will have to steal the key from the Obelisk- outsmart the machine.

Once the key is taken- the Obelisk will try to get it back, by sealing itself up and attacking Shivan with its silver webs that strike at him from the dark.

Some kind of glowing, silver spider-like creatures might be traveling among the webs. (Except they don’t look like spiders at all) They look more like horrible, living, glowing balls of lightning filled with spikes.

Undead Protectorate men walk the innards of the obelisk- controlled by the silver webs. Ancient precursor skeletons composed only of bone and glowing metal also controlled by the silver webs try to get Shivan.

You return to the ship and shut down its engines. You then have a limited time to escape the ship and leave on a zeppelin, before the ship and Obelisk are trapped in the other dimension forever. 

You are rescued by a Ferrum ship and taken to St Adratica. 

Mission Objectives

PART 1 - 

Find St. Praestorius. (You find his body and a note – This will tell you about the emperor’s plans towards the Excelsior.)

You will need funding for your journey. Pick up xxxx loot. 

Slip through the Tribesmen(Cravonian) and Alchemist camps undetected and board the Excelsior. 

Don’t kill any Alchemists. They are your allies after all. 

PART 2 – Ship of Angels

Reset the Excelsior’s coordinates to those specified by the Emperor– ‘9048728’

Turn off the electric nodes, stopping Karaquan from killing the people at the battle of Craig’s Pass.

Find out what goes on the Excelsior

Get some sleep. 

PART 3 – Obelisk 

Find out what has happened

Get out to top deck

Investigate the inside of the obelisk and get the key to the Excelsior’s engine room

Get the Progenitor Mercurial key from the dead Archangel of the Master builder

Destroy the obelisk and the now contaminated Excelsior by stopping the Excelsior’s engine

Take whatever you can find to aid you

Escape on a zeppelin (Phaeton project)

The Excelsior Itself

An ever-spinning geomagnetic engine powers the Excelsior: a core that draws its energy from the magnetic fields of the earth itself.

The core is made up of the 7 celestial spheres of the Master Builder, assembled together by all of the Imperial orders- the new Union of the Imperium.

The ship was constructed by the Alchemists and outfitted with weaponry and outer metal plating by the Ferrum.

Excelsior will have a huge escape ship (Prometheus) attached to its side(like a lifeboat), which will be used by the Ferrum Generals and will turn upside down during the collision. 

The inner rooms of excelsior feature spiral staircases draped with gemstones and gold, top floor rooms furnished with the finest wood available on the eastern and western shores bottom floors surrounded by lines and pipes of machinery and electrical wiring. It will be Victorian steampunk in terms of architecture.

The cathedral will feature a tall glass room, as in the 1850’s Crystal Palace. It will also feature a giant whirring steampunk organ full of cogs, buttons and levers. In the main hall a gold statue will hold a map of the Empire. 

The main hall contains Alchemist stain glass telling the tale of the Master Builder’s 7 spheres and picturesque scenes from the Alchemist’s city from a time before their culture started to degrade.

Large glass domes top the main chambers.

A zeppelin will sit on the landing pad at the top of the ship. 
The crew of Excelsior consists approximately of: 

 
2 Imperial Hammerite Legions each with a Sergeant 
4 Imperial Shadow order Supervisors and 2 Protectorate Legions 
2 Ferrum Legions 
1 Ferrum Chancellor 
4 Precursor Magistrates and 1 Precursor Legion 
Senate representatives

Leaders- city state councillors and Imperial councillors

A bunch of writers and artists to document the war



The Alchemist Crew in control of the ship’s primary functions and technology: 

The Captain

5 Supervisors, each for different section of the ship

The Sailors

Saloon stewards

Master Electrician

Junior Electrician

Stewards

Master At Arms

Division of cooks

Restaurant waiters

Lounge attendants

Lift attendants

Baths Attendants

The engineering team -Deck Engineers, Core Engineers and Master Core engineer

Chief of security

Librarians

Ship Officers

Interpreter

Doctors

Clerks

Quartermaster

Passengers:

Rich Nobles from all over the Imperial Union with their private bodyguards

Scientists from each nation

Writing Found:

=============================================================
· LETTER FROM ST. PRAESTORIA (found on the road to the Excelsior around the mountain of Cragscleft) On the mountain passage, between the bodies of the dead-

“It came as if out of the steaming earth, as the rain hit the blood-warmed soil, reacting against the snow slowly turning to icy water. The thumping of its hooves jostled us inside our armour, and we serried our ranks in anticipation of an attack from the mists. Who could say if it was a trick of the light, hazy from the welter of attacks made into opposing territory by the super-conductors? But I would swear I saw a bull standing tall above the enemy unit, a full head and shoulders above those barbarians of the northern pass! 
It was not until the second dizzying attack had been and gone that I was struck by the second revelation. I looked around me on the battlefield, my comrades bodies trampled into the earth. Great hunks of sod had been torn out where the blood welled up as if it were itself a bleeding giant. And the most amazing thing – for all its strength and power, it had the body of a woman! Half-naked! Like the warrior maidens with whom the barbarians consorted. 
It’s second attack was no less deadly. I saw it through my visor as the sweat ran cold. Down a valley from the point we had taken to make our stand no more than five minutes hence, it charged into one of our units at the head of its kinsmen. It seemed to sparkle with an unearthly power. The azure-blue branding on its hide seemed to sizzle as the electric lances struck it and it roared back the more. Of a fairer situation, I might have joked that I don’t know what shocked my comrades the more, this snorting devil or the breasts upon it that unnerved them so. By means of my knowledge of the old northern tongues, I discovered that the called it a `keeper of secrets` and I lost its trail only this morning, so enamoured was I by the sight. There was a little of the old magic under its hoof, something I had thought gone forever. I suppose I am smitten in a way, a lovesick old dog of war. Else why would I have followed its trail for so long, so far and all on my own? 
Its path curled away up the ridge beyond Cre-Travon. I was afraid it might be heading for the fabled Winter Fortress, but I was too exhausted to give chase. And now I must rest, afraid of what the night might bring. I know that I must go to the Excelsior. I feel an inner compulsion driving me on, but my responsibilities lie with the emperor. What worries me most is the effect that the barbarians incense is having on my mind. I cannot remember a thing, memories slip from my mind like pennies from a slit purse. I have to write down the coordinates that the Emperor gave me, before I forget. Only the Excelsior can use these figures. 

If I cannot get to it, then I fear all is lost. The numbers are `9048728`. 

The Emperor insisted that I follow this at any cost. The Excelsior must move exactly 3 degrees north to avoid the Ferrum Fleet of Iron. The Ferrum republican leaders might be all too eager to get their hands on the Excelsior and if this was to happen, the free world will not last very long.

========================================================

“Bo, gennae tae dae awnly moon-rite a dae rock o’ Craig 
Crimblae come dae Imperium tae sack mae mighty wabe 
Nah nah thrickly nah. Dae nae reckon wi’ dae lady ae dae night-stars 
Genin come wi dae Baldergast man an we shall tek dem tae dae grave. 

Dae tink dey avelly awnly rite but nae on dae rock o’ Craig 
Moonsie come to tickle dae mind, dae memory we awake 
Dae tribesman crawl widdin’ dae flesh, illuminate wi dae moon 
And sup like woodsie o’ dae burning man o’ rock, dae playg o’ earth come soon.” – Found Carved into a Tree next to Bodies

========================================================
“The alchemists have betrayed us. They have surrendered to the loathsome empire of the Mid-Western Isles. For this, their dead shall walk in their tracks and every treasure they uncover shall suffer the curse of the earth. Even their favourite son, this supposed `great hope` went mad. The lady of the night does not think much of him. He has time in his belly, like the sickly snakes of the West. He is not the one.” – Tre-Cravon note

========================================================

“Ensign Baradin, this letter by courier will be my final notice to you concerning the superconducting nodes. I will repeat, this is an experimental technology and not to be taken lightly. Any action with them has to be passed through central command as we have no knowledge of environmental factors affecting the outcome of their activation. Only General Surt has full jurisdiction over their usage. In the meantime, I warn you, do not get too close to those nodes. They do not concern you and any interference will only result in you getting your builder-damned brain fried. Do I make myself absolutely clear? 
I really cannot stress this enough to anyone who may read this, but I am not lying to you. These nodes are very unstable and any interference could result in an energy field encompassing a full two-thirds of the battlefield. I don’t know why, but some people seem to think that I’m lying or just playing some kind of practical joke. How many times, Baradin? You are the worst culprit. That spark you created on Thursday loosened the bowels of some of our best legionnaires. Any more such action taken will result in severe penalties.” – Letter Found on Legionnaire Body

========================================================
“These alchemists doth speaketh in strange tongues and hath odd ways. The word they useth for hath is ‘have’ and even after we hath corrected them they doth continueth with the faintest of wry smiles upon their lips. Surely these Easterners art stupid in the extreme. Mine own sweet builder-blessed mind doth reel and spin from their foreign banter.” - SCROLL FROM ALCATHEA, ASSISTANT TO KARAQUAN

========================================================
“Alchemist favour me! This Karaquan is a strange type. He spends all of his time either displaying his truly marvellous magic tricks and sleights of hand or gambling away his vast fortune in the casinos onboard. He is an excellent card player, though I doubt such a man can resist the temptation to use such specialist skills for selfish means. And such a charmer too! The ladies can barely keep their hands off him. Though it remains that there are a few things that unnerve me about him. He continually makes references in conversation to the fate-cards that are used in the Imperial City’s Bally Harbour. He might say things like ‘aha! The three of diamonds. It looks like Jerry the anchorman is in for a sudden change of fortune’ and then I find that Jerry has indeed received a pay rise. 
Then there was the St. Adriatica librarian who he says he was gambling for. Well, he won, but I did not see him hand over any money that weekend. He merely smiled to himself and said that he would be seeing the man’s son in the halls of acclaim in the city of Gaston soon. This has sparked the most superstitious of rumours, most of them spread around by head chef Dali during lunch times. There are those who say that he is gambling with souls, placing dice with the builder, so to speak. It seems ridiculous but this gentleman Karaquan has a reputation for power and influence amongst the Imperial council so I do not doubt him.” - THIRD SHIPMAN RENOIR’S DIARY

========================================================
“Never has there been such great effect upon so many by something so still and remote as this great obelisk. It’s effects are strong and unpredictable, though all of a negative type. Negative is indeed is the operative word as the thing seems to exude negative energy. I have seen many approach it, though none return in the same shape as they went. Nobles come back despairing, whereas the more lowly types regress towards primal states like those of monkeys. Taffers return frothing at the mouth and gnawing at the furniture! 
I have seen it for myself, though never up close. I can see that it draws the eye inwards like a star imploding in on itself. It creates the most curious effects in the environment around it and the most disturbing thing is that these effects seem to be increasing. The first thing that I observed of it was how the mist seemed to move away from it as if repelling it and then the visitors began to report being lifted up when they approached as if the world had turned upside down. Most curious! Nothing has been said of its long-term effects though it is believed that everybody who goes is never the same again. They are all irritable and feel as if there is something that they wish to get off their chest but they don’t know what it is. It is an awful thing. The Shadows have decided to send a party to get closer. Surely the Empire’s most powerful shalt be able to acquire the Progenitor key that is embedded within it!” - RAPHAEL’S LOG

========================================================
“I heard the alchemists speak to me through the dream crystals that power this great engine. He hath stayed with me all night. His voice was powerful and moved like clouds across my mind. He said that the builder had accepted him, but there were troubled times ahead for us. I remember some exact words: “I sympathise with you, Raphael. The treasures of the East are not easily won and the fact that these grotesque and untutored warriors are given free reign over most of the ship is an insult to me and our great culture. But let the ones from the Majestic Forest come. The one that is true shall find the Mercurial key and he shall gain my blessings. His powers will increase and the wights shall trouble him far less. But protect yourselves against all that invade for you shall always be my chosen people.” – Letter Found in Alchemist Room on Excelsior

========================================================
“Whoever reads this passage praise 
Be this an Alchemist, a heretic, or son of the Empire, 
Know that the Master Builder's gaze 
And his divining strength shall never tire. 

If the Excelsior hath stolen thine eyes, 
With her divine and Iconic beauty 
And maybe ye doth want them back? 
Then next, your beating heart, 
Perhaps she will thus borrow. 
The Ocean will sing us with an art 
Of echoing, alleviating sorrow. 
And if the world is torn apart, 
Another day after tomorrow 
To victory, Excelsior shall then depart, 
Piercing though waters like a silver arrow. 
For her, eternity we all shall part. 

For justice we shall forge our lore, 
The Builder's sight shall never leave us, evermore.”

· Writing on pedestal of a female statue, blindfolded with hands extended towards the heavens in the main hall of Excelsior.

========================================================
"In the unlikely event of a ship wide malfunction/catastrophe such as a coolant leak, core implosion, or failure of all engines all key personnel is to report to Phaeton and Prometheus to assess the situation from there. 
In the unlikely event that Excelsior begins to sink or is damaged beyond repair, The Prometheus should disconnected from Excelsior's hull and lowered into the water to be used as an escape vehicle. 

Prometheus might be a small, coal powered ship, but it can host the main Crew of the Excelsior composed of science teams and leaders and used in case that Excelsior is under attack or sinking, not that such a dreadful event will ever occur. 
For, even the largest and sharpest of icebergs can’t scratch or pierce the hull of the Excelsior and sink the Ship of Angels." – Notes in Main Lobby
========================================================
“November 17, Year 987 of IMC 

This.. this is madness. The mists darken around us. Builder.. oh where is our captain taking us? I feel it in my veins as if my blood begins to boil. The freezing wind from outside is getting through the portal of the window. I don't understand it yet myself, but something is horribly wrong. As if the walls around me come alive. Watching me. Bending outward to crush me. I can't get up or unlock my door. The darkness outside. The glass just turned Pitch black. I hear muffled voices. What are they up to now? The hour of final judgment cometh. The bells toll. What bells? We're at sea. I must be going mad. My pale face reflected in the trembling glass. I hear thunder and a lost forgotten song: "to forge the metal and to.." To what? and to deny the builder? Why am I writing this.  They'll come get me soon. The builder's angels. What's this. The walls begin to glow? By the builder... I am truly mad. But still not yet insane completely, I hold my grip on the reality to know it. The silence. What's happening? No wind. No murmur. No noise perpetrates these walls. The engine's still. The water's calm. My table clock has stopped. By the builder. The clock hath started moving backwards. Its arrows all at once art sliding backwards. The seconds, minutes, hours. All facing the front portal of the ship. This cannot be. I am asleep. I have to get myself out... out of this nightmare. I cannot take it anymore. I have to get.. get out of the chair. I shalt draw my sword and then, then

I shall awake… be as it may into reality or hell...”

 - Grey Journal of passenger Glativus Merkell (Noble and XXI Legion sergeant)

========================================================
“Nova 15 
Tum te tum. Te tum. 
Nothing good’s up. 
Excelsorr is movin’ to into the icy seas. Tis wonder zey say. I shalt bisy muself lookin’ out for Ferrum Troops. Something tells me zey are up to no good these days. 
Te te tum. 

Nova 16 
The day is as calm as ever. The sailin’ proceedin’ as usual. White mist ouside getting’ on me nerves. Begins to snow. Ah. Snow in frozen seas. Good thing this ship got no problem producing fuel. What did the ferrum call it? The engine of incontinuity? The burning chalice Ad Ferrum Novitiate or something. 
Meh, as long as it worketh I don’t care how exactly it worketh.

Nova 17 
Nothing to report in the morning. 
The waters are calm and clear. The ship is cutttin’ through te ice like a knife would through butter, as the Sergeant stated. The stupid rumblin’ of precursors is getting’ on me nerves. My hand aches to pick up mine trusted hammer and smash his skull into pieces. 
Me thinks something is up outside. The mist is getting’ real dark and its still mid day. 
Must be one of them winter storms the Graelov talked about. 
I wonder where he went now. I just saw him take his post in the hallway. This should not be so. I better try to use one of them ferrum devices and ask where he went. Woudn’t want my frien’ getting screamed at by the Sergeant. 
Hmm. The button’s not working. This is a first. I thoug’ zes things were automatic. Better get up and check what’s up. Might be a sabotage on board. 
By the builder, the cabin lights hath started blinking. Zis should naught be so.

“Ferrum watcher 1583 Log: 
Nova 15 
Nothing to report. 
Nova 16 
The dumbass legionnaires are getting worried about a takeover. 
Good news, soon we shalt arrive at our destination if the coordinates are right. 

The Ferrum Fleet of Iron shalt intercept the Excelsior; right on the fringes of the Icy Ocean, and then the foolish Alchemist will have no choice but to surrender this warship to us.
The precursors are worrying about “the final judgment”, but I say its all idiocy. 
Surely the builder would protect our greatest creation from destruction? 
I should carry my magnetic arbalest just in case anything arises. 

Nova 17 

4-00
Haha. Idiots in cloaks. Imperial order? Ha! Most royal imbeciles are arguing about the control of this ship. It’s ours by right of creation since we provided all of its parts and assembled its outer hull and weaponry in our docks. 
If they won’t agree I am assured that Chancellor Locustus has something up his sleeve. 
His final order was to stay on guard at all times. I think his divine plan is to terminate the royal guard and take control once we near the Ferrum fleet of Iron. 

The legionnaires shouldn’t pose a problem to our gunpowder weaponry. 
A temporary alliance with precursors should prove useful, but they are to be left alive for extraction of technology and information. 

4-30

The ship hath most obviously veered off course too far into the Icy fields. 

The Iron fleet will not be able to intercept us here. 

4-40

The ship has naught only changed course again, but also accelerated. 

I recon tiz going at top speed now. Where in the Builder’s name is that bloated Alchemist captain taking us? How dare he change our agreement at this hour?!

I can only assume one thing- he’s changed course due to one of the science teams demanding to organize a search party for the Progenitor Mercurial key of the Builder’s Archangel. Utter madness it is. I only hope that this won’t take much time as all they will find are Icebergs and not some kind of legendary Inian fortification.

What was it exactly, that the legend of Gregorius’ Fall stated?

I’ve looked up the quote in the ship’s library  and hath listed it below for general info:

“The saintly Archangel Gregorius hath brought 1000 Precursor ships to Polaris.

The great precursor fleet broke through the icy fringes to stop the last of the Inian Threat.

Unfortunately they hath underestimated the Inians once again. 

The black obelisk, an Inian construct was able to destroy every single ship, pulverizing metallic components of our vessels into dust. 

With the nails dripping away, most of our ships hath crumbled apart! 

Even then we did naught give up.

Gregorius hath raised his Hammer and walked upon the ice, towards the obelisk, urging us to press on.

The remaining legions went with him in formations. Some drowned. Only 300 men was able to reach the Obelisk and stare at its still, black surface.

The door opened by itself to us. We knew it was a trap, yet we could naught turn back.

Archangel Gregorius walked through fire and water to destroy the obelisk, but even he hath succumbed to its influence in the end. Only a few of us hath escaped to tell the tale, as we saw his body consumed by a mesh of silver webs. His mind was still living as his flesh was taken over by the tiniest of silver threads. His hammer swung at his own men as he screeched and spat blood. It was a terrifying end for such a noble leader.

When he fell, our faith was broken. We fled in fear through the ice, setting our own ships ablaze. Those that were able to escape went mad and died only months after, but their tale was preserved.

The Builder’s key Gregorius carried…. was lost forever that day from our sight.”

5-30

I had quite a laugh about the matter with the Ferrum science team. There is no confirmed evidence to this legend with the exception of a few precursor books.

Will write another report in 2 hours.
7-00
Hmm. Now this is interesting. The legends just might be true. My instruments are showing radical change in the magnetic dipoles. It’s as if a giant magnetic force pulls on the tiny leafs of Alkinson’s device by exactly 9.999 x 38472362693736 x 10^9 NV 
Builder! This ship is made entirely of metal! I have to call the captain before its too late. 
Damn, its looks as if somebody sabotaged the intercommunications. The intercom is obviously broken as I can’t hear anything except for scraping sounds and static. 

This better naught be somebody’s joke!

7-10
My door.. my door is locked from the outside. Blasted Alchemists must hath intercepted our plan. Naught to worry! When the Iron fleet gets here, they shall pay for their insolence and we shall reap our rewards in the Builder’s name!

7-21
The magnetic leafs of Alkinsons’s are moving further apart. 
Builder… preserve us in this time.

7-22
The apparatuses show 1.2 degrees inclination in the sphere’s orbit. 
1.5 degrees 
3 degrees 
9 degrees 
The inclination grows faster then I can write it down. 
33.7 degrees 
230 degrees 
2938271 degrees 
Wait a minute. That ain’t right. The sphere.. It’s spinning like mad. 
The output is insane. It won’t take long for all the lights and fuses on the ship to burn out. 
I can always replace those, but… 
The Excelsior’s engine works under the same principles. It will keep on accelerating.. until.. until the diamond poles erase themselves.”

- Log of Ferrum Scientist, Akorn the Xth

Letter Found on Lower Decks

“We hath found it! Zein Black Obelisk of the Inia! It exists! It has brought an end to our hopes and dreams in a single clash. The Excelsior is no more. With its end the Union of the Imperial republics will fall. 

It is with great sorrow that I write this, for soon every Alchemist here will be dead and with them gone, there will be no one to lead our reforming nation.

Not even the engines of Excelsior could withstand the obelisk’s magnetic pull. Well, they sort of… fought back, until the hull ripped apart and the electrical lines were severed and the engine core continued spinning, creating a gravitational discharge that… well… brought this… 
I can’t find words to explain it… 
It might have been the obelisk reacting to the engine core of Excelsior, or it might have been just the defence system of the obelisk. 
Whatever it was, it ripped a hole in our reality, bringing 2 separate worlds together. 
In this collision of time and space, chaos itself was unleashed onto us. 
It’s an alien world out there… I know it… I feel it… I see it. 
Most of us will not survive to see it. 
If this letter finds you sire, follow my instructions carefully or you will not live to see the end of this day. Throughout the F deck of Excelsior a few gravitational traps have formed. Watch out for anything out of the ordinary, if anything can be considered ordinary in this insane place. 
Be extra careful before entering any strange looking room. Objects, glass, dust, blood might appear glued to the sides of the room, the ceiling, the floor or just floating about as if an invisible force holds them in the air.” 

-Allarius Illamenta

=============================================================
Conversations

“Legionnaire Hansun, the emperor’s aide demands that you return immediately to the Excelsior and deliver the message to the scientist to push the remote switch on the superconducting nodes when battle is joined on Hogswatch eve. This will inevitably result in tremendous casualties to both sides but it will eliminate the threat of the heathens at the front of their battle lines. This is all that is of concern right now. Finish this battle and return. The legionnaires are expendable. I have sent carrier-ravens with this message too but you can never be sure. Then make sure that the Excelsior is taken. It is the pride of the emperor and should be with him in the Imperial City.” – Hammerite Convo Outside Excelsior

=============================================================
`The time is past the builders patience himself. If we do not seize the Excelsior then the barbarians will. It is absolutely vital that we have its powers in our possession. It will lead our fleet from the mouth of the metal walls like a whale leading all the great war-beasts of the sea to war.` - Ferrum Convo Outside Excelsior

=============================================================

"Me granfather was a sea captain, me father was a sea captain, and unless my family blood be tarnished by some landlubber wife with fresh water in her veins, a Moira will always hear the call of the sea." – Captain Raphael Moira

=============================================================

