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	In the Beginning.


	In AD1856 a young and brilliant multi-talented university professor named Norton evolved a theory on how to prolong human life, how to cure all illnesses and at the same time bring peace and prosperity to a troubled world. 


	His colleagues scoffed and ridiculed him. Then one day his wife was diagnosed with cancer. He was refused permission to use the clinic facilities and his wife died.


	Angry and frustrated he decided to put his theory into practice and disappeared.




 


	 


	Scotland AD. 3206.


	           Inside a run-down castle in the Scottish highlands, renovations were underway, financed by the archaeologist William Willis an adventure-seeking philanthropist. Way down in the vaults a damaged stone wall was being carefully dismantled and prepared for rebuilding.  After a part of the first layer was removed a rusted door of ancient design was discovered. 


	After the damaged section of the wall was removed and a close examination of the surrounding wall’s stability was carried out it was decided to open the door. 


	With ancient rust supporting its resistance to Willis and his team’s efforts the door was gradually opened. Gasping for breath, Willis is wishing he had taken his father’s advice and joined Star Fleet Command instead of sitting on his arse chasing after ancient relics through the South American deserts and Egyptian jungle by means of an unreliable portable matter transporter. 


	The door finally came to rest and after dismissing his team, telling them to take a break, Willis squeezed through the opening. Bathed in sweat and with his artificial heart hammering like an old fashioned plasma pellet gun, he continued along the dank passageway. Stumbling, his legs like jelly from the latest strenuous effort and playing his lamp’s laser beam around the empty room, he spied another door. 


	To his surprise he saw that this one was made of plasti-steel and in good condition. He approached the door and saw that he only had to push it to open. He pressed down on the door handle, set his two hundred kilos of body mass, made up mainly of fat, against the door, which to his surprise gave way without any resistance. 


	           Finding himself in a darkened room, he set his lamp on diffuse-high-glow and hung it from a wooden beam, lighting up the whole interior. He looked around searching for the ‘family treasure’ supposedly lying here for almost two thousand years. 


	To his mounting disdain he found no treasure, only ancient plumbing pipes and tubes, plus wires and plates attached to the wall and a number of mechanisms of strange design, all painted black. 


	On closer examination he saw square and rounded dials embossed with strange lettering. Some were gauges while others were just blank opaque screens. He searched along one bare wall looking for some hidden doorway but his searching revealed nothing. 


	           He noticed against another wall, something like a platform. It was round, made out of metal with a round opaque glass screen directly at head height fixed to the wall. He reasoned it was probably a scale for weighing things. 


	Utterly convinced there was a hidden door to a secret passageway or trapdoor leading to another cellar room he searched the area thoroughly, finding nothing but a bunch of wiring leading into what looked like a generator as high as himself, with the name “STEGORN” printed on it. He examined it closely and saw the switch was in the ‘off’ position. It resembled one of the early Stegorn generators. The metal was dark brown but not from rust and was warm to the touch. 


	He rapped against it with his knuckle and heard a solid, metallic sound. He noticed a small metal wheel on the top that turned easily and he gave it several turns. Gripping the switch he turned it to the ‘on’ position. Suddenly the dormant machines in the room started to whine and crackle, lights flickered on and off, eerie green lights, and the thing he thought was a weighing machine came to life with the opaque screen above now flashing. 


	Panicking, he turned the generator off and took down his lamp, shaking his head, cursing the castle’s ghosts and left the room, slamming the door behind him. 
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