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“These are days of arduous tasks
and bitter rewards. Storm
Knights must cling desperately
to whatever scraps remain of
their resolve.”

— Tolwyn Tancred




TURLS The ossiblaty Lnalhice

Prologue

| ndia: 1199. Were there
| angels singing some-

2| where? The knight
A¢| stumbled, half blind,
through the unfamiliar
greenery, outinto theclearing, tostand
before the massive stone gate.

There was only silence, for the
angels had stopped singing and the
animals had fled. The temple guards
were nowhere to be seen. He had only
a few minutes before they came back,
though, he was sure.

With increasing vigor he stumbled
tothedark entryway, his heart pound-
ing a charge in his breast. The ragged
mail armor he wore clanked against
the old stone. Heedless, he plunged
into the darkness.

Here his near blindness served well,
and hemoved without mishap through
the narrow, winding corridors, down,
ever down. The angels resumed their
singing, guiding his steps, filling his
mind with sound. This place was
similar to, yet larger than, the first
temple — the one that had shown him
the way.

He remembered the first temple
well: the simple chambers, the blue
fire of the map on the far wall ... and
the fiery outline of the Grail pulsi
holy beacon to him. There w.
then writing thereas well, bu
not read it. He did not n
pictograph of the Grail was
see, and the contous
had been burned iy

rotting corpses of
d come before him.
Could this truly be the resting place of
theGrail? Aye, a testit was. He pressed
on. A glowing blue aura beckoned to
him from the bottom of the stairs. God
be praised.

Thailand: 1766. Was that singing?
He smiled, knowing he was imagin-
ing things in his excitement. And yet
... the clues, the hints, the fascination
and taboos that surrounded this area.
Surely there was something big, some-
thing valuable here. Morty caressed
the revolver, and crept quietly on.

The clearing appeared suddenly,
Morty moving from darkest green to
blinding light. He heard a shout, and
knew he had been seen. The dazzle
cleared from his eyes as he brought his
pistol up. He saw a shadowy figure
moving toward him. Was it the glare,
or was the head truly that of a mon-
ster,asbigand waveringly asitlooked?
With a yell of fear, Mo
times. The figure fell. The

trance! Maybe
barmy after all!
look at thing

listening to the
s¢ had the brains to
it was, the sacred
e, enough toretire
hunting parties,
ns with maids and serving girls

e strode through the door with a
half-smile on his face, but cried out in
surprise as his ankle caught at a taut
vine set low to the door. Bloody creep-
ers! He looked back, saw that it was a
turbaned native he'd shot, and moved
further into the temple. There was a
steady hum coming from further in-
side.

The world began to move.

The rumbling was quiet at first,
almost sootthing. Then the jungle be-
gan toroarand squeal and cry out,and
hundreds -— literally hundreds — of
animals carne racing through the clear-
ing, hootinjg and barking and cawing.
Earthquake! Surely nothing todo with
his presence. Morty stepped back, out

into the clearing, over the broken vine,
The rumbling did not stop.

A great fissure appeare
theentranceway, a
up | from below, frot

when the bridges came
all those people were
slaughtered. Thebeasts that came were
terrible ... terrible. All of Casper
Babbidge’s studies and researches
were put on hold that day, and the
museum was turned into a staging
area for troops. At first, it seemed that
his studies would be ended forever —
that he would never unlock the secret
of the fabulous jeweled cup which had
become his life’s work.

Then things changed. The invaders
lost their meanness, their spite, and
their leader underwent a change of
heart and announced her friendship
with Earth. Casper wasn’t sure he
understood all the politics of it, but if
it meant fewer troopsand more chance
to study, he was in favor. That was the
first big change. Then there was the
change Casper underwent.

It was almost a week after the inva-
sion that he discovered his magical
talents. It was a simple invocation of a
fire-sprite that he was reading about
in one of the ancient tomes, mouthing
the unfamiliar words as he usually
did. It didn’t summon up the sprite,
exactly, but all the candles, sconces
and torches in the house suddenly lit
as he pronounced the final word.

That was only the beginning. Now
his study of the cup took a new twist;
there was an aura of powerful magic
about the item. Sometimes, when he
pronounced the right words, the gems
encrusted in the ancient vessel, swirled

-




Prologue

red and blue, seemed to glow and roil.
When he learned to cast the signal
spell properly, he left messages every-
where, in places where he might find
information about the cup. Then hesat
back and waited.

England: The Near Now.

“This is him,” the dark-cowled fig-
ure said. The piglike creature across
the table craned what little neck he
had, looking at the strange flaticon the
man called a fotoe.

“l knows ‘im,” the creature
squeaked. “What’s you wants dun wis
!m?ﬂ

From somewherein the cowl, achill
came forth as of an opening crypt, a
puff of laughter, perhaps, or a death-
cold sigh

“Get several of your friends, how-
ever you can.” A dark-gloved hand
dropped six gold coins on the table,
down low, out of sight of the rest of the
room full of ruffians and f .
“Go to his house at midnight. Kill
him.”

“Sure thing, guv,” the creature
replied, deftly scooping the coins into
his clawed fingers. He rose from the
table, casting furtive glances around
the room to see if anyone had noticed
the money changing hands. “By the
by, guv ... wots ‘e done?”

ecold, unseen glaresent the crea-
ture scurrying from the room, his
question floating unanswered in
air like heavy smoke. The cow!
ure, darkand cold, did not move all.
It remained motionless, s
seat the creature had vacated.

Aftera hmeamana DPLO ch

to the talisman-making woman,”
“ldon’ know what you talkin’ ‘bout,

mon,” the man replied in an islands

accent. “What be a tal-is-man?”

Again that puff of cold air from
beneath the cowl. “Aye. But if one did
know what such a thing was, and had
access to one, and went to a certain
wizard’sabode tonightat ... oh, say ...
one o'clock, one might find a multi-
tude of interesting things.”

“What tings?”

“Dead goblins strewn all about. A
complacent wizard who believed his
magic was invincible. It would be an
easy thing to penetrate his defenses, if
one had a talisman.”

“Now dat you say it again, [ does
remember some ting about de tal-is-
man, mon. | remember dey wicked
expensive. What good to see dis dead
goblins and magician, eh?”

More gold appeared, and this stack
of coins had the sheen of reality lack-
ing in the earlier stack. It was also far
larger. “About this expensive?” the
cowled figure asked.

p Or urn, per-
Hive red and blue

is orange, spiked hair g:uver-
g. “Sounds valuable. Maybe that get
lost on the way or someting — could
bedangerous, you know?” Hisbreath-
ing was fast, and his eyes constantly
strayed to the twin piles of gold on the
table.

“It is a dangerous game lay,”
the hooded figure sg? leionlilnl; fzr-
ward. “But it must be done. After
delivery, there will be guard duty.”
He held out a gloved hand, forestall-
ing a comment from the other. “And

after guard duty, as much gold as this
again. Bring him to this building, but
not inside. It must be done.” He rose
and strode from the room. Many eyes
were raised, then quickly lowered as
he

“Tt wzll mon,” the other said softly,

iled to obtain the tiles.”

his chin, musing. “We

than we were when this

began. What about the reclamation
iect?”

“Almost ready for human habita-
ion, Lord,” Taro said. “But without
the tiles, the project expense will out-
weigh the profit.”

“Agreed,” said Yabu, slightly
calmer now. “But we must first con-
firm if in fact we have stumbled upon
the le that all seek. The rumors
were of a temple in India, yet the
remains we found were off the coast of
Thailand. It is actually likely that this
is not the temple of the Destiny Map.
We must know. Accelerate the proc-
ess. Make the project ready for human
habitation within the month! Cut safety
measures to a minimum if you have
to, but get it done!”

“Aye, Lord. It will be done.”

“Taro.”

“Yes, Lord?”

“Osato failed, and paid the proper
price for his failure.” Yabu stood and
turned to leave the room. “Do not seek
to emulate him, and perhaps one day
you may surpass him.”

Taro bowed. “Hai, Yabu-Sama!”
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TORG: The Possibility Chalice

Introduction

e |

he Possibility Chalice is an
adventure for Torg: Role-
playing the Possibility
Wars You must have the
n, e to la
tl'us adventure dzlmgtt;?;l for or§
take place on Earth inthe Near Now —
an Earth that has been invaded by six
powerful beings from other realities.
Theseinvaders, called High Lords, have
the power to conquer the reality of our
universe and impose their own in its
place.

Our world was invaded because it
was discovered by the High Lords
that Earth is rich in possibility energy, a
spiritual force that courses through
every human. It is the goal of each of
the High Lords to steal that spiritual
energy from every person on Earth —
a theft that will eventually destroy the
human race.

Itis this same thatis respon-
sible for the existence of Storm Knights,
a select group of heroes who are the
only true obstacle to the plans of the
High Lords.

Although the High Lords worked
together to bring about the invasion o
Earth, the disappearance of thei
leader, the Gaunt Man, has all
each of them to pursue his ow;

Man’s self-procla
To help gain th
Lordsscrambletq

xcalibur, for ex-
rds have been
g into our world’s
pt to find obscure clues
that might lead them to these objects
— objects that will enable them to rise
above the others, and to rule the
cosmverse as Torg.

The Possibility Chalice tells the story
of onesuch pursuitof an eternity shard.
Although this adventure can stand

alone, it is also the second part of an
adventure trilogy called the Relics of
Power. The story began in the first Torg
adventure, The Destiny Map, and fol-
lowing thisadventure, it leads directly
into the final adventure in the series,
The Forever City. But each adventure
can also be played independently of
the others.

Adventure Format

Aside from certain props, the con-
tents of this adventure are for the
gamemasteronly. Anyonerg
book whois going to be 2
adventureis

e to handle it in a
onflict with later

Torg adventures follow a standard
tthatmakes running adventures
easy for the gamemaster. It is assumed
that the players will often have their
characters do things that neither the
author of the adventure nor the game-
master could possibly have antici-
pated. Because of this, the format is set
up to allow the characters to leave the
established path for a while but even-
tually, out of necessity, return to the
basic storyline of the adventure.

Following this section on the ad-
venture format, you will find a section
called “Background,” which gives
information on events leading up to
the start of the adventure.

After the background is an “Ad-
venture Synopsis.” The adventure
synopsis gives an overview of The
Possibility Chalice, outlining what

happens from the start of the adven-
ture to its conclusion.

mplish before they
onto the next act. Within an

freely, perhaps even skipping over
some scenes or encounters— but until
they finish “The Major Beat,” they
cannot move forward in the adven-
ture. In this way, the gamemaster can
be confident that if things get out of
control, they will only be out of control
for a discrete section of the adventure.

Acts are broken into smaller seg-
ments called “scenes.” Scenes are de-
fined as either standard or dramatic,
and thisdetermines which conflict line
of the drama deck is used for conflict
resolution (see page 59 of the Torg
Rulebook). Each scene begins with “The
Situation” and is followed by “The
Action.” Ifapplicable, ascenealsomay
contain sections entitled “Events,”
“Flags,” “Variables,” and “Cut To ..."”

“The Situation” section gives the
gamemaster the basic information for
the scene from the point of view of the
Storm Knights. Parts of this section
can be read out loud to the players or
paraphrased by the gamemaster to set
the scene.

“The Action” section describes what
is going to happen in the scene and
givesdetails toberevealed tothe play-
ers as the scene unfolds. This is the
part thatcoverswhat happensinascene,
in a linear sequence. Sometimes,
however, it is convenient to have
events occur in a more fluid manner.
In these cases, the “Event” sections
provide new bits that can occur at
almost any time within a scene. “The
Action” usually gives guidelines as to
when within a scene events should
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