Janos

Miklos owns this ship and this business.  He is your uncle.  You expect to inherit.  Whatever, you're the second in command and Uncle Miklos is training you up.  Maybe he means to expand?  Maybe he means to retire?  Whatever, you’re fond of the old man, but you'd like your own shipping business.  It's a young man's game, after all, and you feel that you're ready for it.

Meanwhile, you turn your hand to whatever needs doing on this old rust bucket, though your primary responsibility is for the Sensors.

Your family has always been in the shipping business.  Were way back, before anyone went to the stars.  It's a risky business and it's been a long time since anyone in the family was wildly wealthy, but it's a decent living, a good life and it keeps you comfortable.  Your father's ship (which is in better condition than this one) is going to your older brother.  Not how you'd have wanted it (because you're far more competent), but so it goes.  You're not happy about it but you're not the type to stab your own brother in the back.  He'll probably manage to do that himself, so it's not worth the bother.  Fortunately for you, Uncle Miklos' kids all wanted to stay at home.  So he took you on.

Because you're family and due to inherit the business, you get to know stuff the rest of the crew don’t know and see stuff the rest of the crew get to see.  You also know quite a bit about being a merchant, which makes you better than the rest of the crew who are…  well, just crew, really.  You consider yourself some kind of Partner, or maybe Officer or something.  This time round, though Miklos told you that the cargo is mining equipment that you're hauling to Callisto.  You're pretty sure it's not mining equipment and don't understand why the true nature of the cargo is so important that you've been given the same cover story as the rest of the crew without any inside information.

You know you're competent, very competent and you're also very competitive.  You don't like to see anyone come out of any situation looking better than you.  Usually they don't.  But you're not a good loser.  Why should you be?  Only full time losers have enough practice to get good at it.

Some of the crew have more education than you.  You wouldn't deny that.  But you've got the practical knowledge which is what it takes to run a grey operation in a big system.  Life rewards those who go for the big prizes and, sometimes, you think your uncle might be getting a little too cautious in his old age.

Other people are for using.  End of story.  You'll do whatever you need to do to get what you want.  You've never really understood what other people mean when they talk about their 'conscience'.  To you it sounds like a poor excuse for being a loser.

Stuff you know:

(Generic THS background)

Callisto: CALLISTO:

The second-largest of Jupiter's moons, icy Callisto is the most heavily cratered body in the solar system, although it has no large mountans.  Callisto is far enough from Jupiter that radiation is minimal and is big enough that its crust contains minerals as well as ice.  The surface temperature is -233(F.  It has a nearly inaccessible subsurface ocean buried beneath the ice.

Valhalla Station:  Colony founded by Red Duncanites from Liang Mountain.  Originally (and ostensibly still) a mining station, it is presently used as a data haven and production centre for grey-market mind emulations.  The facility was originally in Bangkok but, after the fall of the Thai government, was moved to Lagrange 5.  Later, in partnership with the Duncanites, it was moved to where it is now.  It has a small spaceport.  Population 100.  Mostly Tennin avatars, infomorphs and bioroids

Yup, you've done your research.  Part of the job.

Red Duncanites (AKA Trojan Mafia): Willing to flout international conventions and act as a clearing house for illicit and grey market technologies (mostly software blueprints).  Sell stuff like tritium and antimatter but mainly data havens and banks.  Keep virtual cash, proprietary information and (probably) backups of celebrity xoxes, orphaned sapient AIs and emergent intelligences.  China accuses them of supplying terrorist weapons and recently attacked one of their bases.  Most Red Duncanites you've met are Tennin avatars, human stock, genetically modified to work in low grav and no grav situations.  They look funny, you wouldn't want to marry one (nor would you want your sisters to marry them), but as business partners, they're OK.  Some of them also understand how to party.  

You don't bother much about politics – none of your concern really, but you do understand that the Red Duncanites are very supportive of the rights of trans-humans.  Not just bioroids but SAIs and genlifted animals.  As far as the Trojan Mafia are concerned, if it's sentient, it has rights.  Which you reckon is OK up to a point.  If it's sentient, it's going to need cargo hauled and, if it needs cargo hauled, you're happy to make a profit out of it.

You've got no time for the Farhauler's Guild.  Too many rules and regulations.  OK, you know some of the crew support them, but that's only natural.  You'd quite happily replace the crew with AIs, whatever, particularly if the AIs grumbled less about the contents of their pay packets.  And, when you're ready to settle down, you wouldn't mind handing over your job to an AI ship, whatever.  For the meantime, though, you're enjoying the life of a merchant adventurer.

The rest of the crew:

Miklos:  Your good old Uncle Miklos, Captain of the Crew.  He's got a soft spot for you (always did, right back since you were a little kid) and he's training you up.  You respect him more than you respect most people but you reckon you've learned just about all he has to teach you.  You wouldn't do him down, but you wish he'd give you a bit more freedom.  Like it’s about time he retired or, at least, offered you a full partnership.

Ondrus:  Xenophobic scum.  Human trash.  But not altogether a bad guy.  He's good enough at his job.  He hates non-humans because he believes they steal jobs from 'proper' humans.  He swears and cusses a lot and shouts occasionally but usually ends up following orders.  Pretty typical for a guy who got thrown out of the Farhauler's Guild for bad attitude and inability to control his temper in port.

Calhoun: A corporate snob and compulsive gambler.  You should despise the guy really, but it's hard.  He has a very pleasant way about him and is good company.  If you go drinking with him in port, you always end up having to pay due to his little problem with blackjack tables.  Still, he knows how to act in decent company and can be trusted to watch your back if necessary.  He's a good engineer and he pulls his weight with routine duties.  Just about the only member of the crew you'd spend time with, if you had any choice in the matter.

Illan:  The kid is a VR addict.  He pulls his weight and is some kind of genius with computers.  He's better with computers than he is with people.  He doesn't like to talk.  He's not reliable when he's in the real world but, as he spends as little time in the real world as he can possibly get away with.  He does what he's told.  You've also seen him in a couple of fights and were surprised how well he handled himself – much better than you'd expect from some geek who spends every moment of his free time plugged into his cyberdeck.

Sakeri:  You're not sure why Miklos took Sakeri on.  Well, he's certainly competent.  He's a top class astrogator, the best Coms guy on board and he's not afraid of any sort of hard work.  Just that he's different.  You've met a lot of crewmen in your time, but never one like Sakeri.  Sakeri says he's taking a 'gap year' out of school to get some real-world experience, but he's been with Miklos nearly three years now.  He wants to be an Investigative Journalist with a slinky, but he hasn't got the resources to get himself linked up yet.  Illan says he has talent and Illan knows about such things.  Sakeri is a nice enough guy, he knows a lot of interesting and off-the wall things.  But, despite having known him some time, you still can't work out what he's really after.

Captain Ernest Jones:
As you come round, you feel a bit groggy.  You soon wake up though, to discover that your implant is a mind that calls itself 'Captain Ernest Jones'.  You appear to have access to his skills and memories.  You appear to have control of the body you jointly share.

Captain Ernest Jones was in charge of a Triplanetary Lines courier ship.  He was a fully paid up, card carrying member of the Farhauler's Guild.  He's still feeling guilty about losing his ship to pirates (whom he assumes to be working for the Trojan Mafia).  You have access to his memories of the battle that led up to the capture of his ship and the pirates who captured it bear a distinct resemblance to your current hosts on Valhalla Station.

Captain Ernest Jones is also very concerned about his crew.  He seems to have felt deeply for them, in a highly responsible-Captain type of way. He was, in fact, very much a 'people person'.

He's selfless and his code of honour is basically the one about the Captain going down with his Ship.  He always took personal responsibility for the safety of his ship and his crew.  He took care to ensure that the crew got into the emergency escape pod before his ship was captured.  He's still a little concerned about their safety.  He's also rather puzzled about being dead.

System:

You can use all the skills and advantages on the Captain's character sheet.  Yes, this does include his combat reflexes.  You also share his familiarity with a certain Triplanetary Lines courier ship and all its systems.

The downside is that he is going to act as your 'conscience' – a completely new factor in your life since you never had one previously.  He will argue with you, trying to persuade you to do 'the right thing', especially in so far as it concerns your crew.  

Your 'collected' and 'over-confident' are still operative.  The Captain doesn't give a toss about saving your worthless hide, though he will warn you when you are about to do something stupid.  He makes it quite clear that he despises you and wants to be separated from you as soon as possible. 

He would rather like his ship back – it belongs to Triplanetary Lines and should, therefore, be returned to them.  He would like to make contact with Triplanetary Lines, check up on his crew and make a thorough report of the entire situation.  He is, however, somewhat 'fuzzy' about this agenda.  His major agenda seems to be to make you behave like a decent human being.  This is very alien to you.  Well, unless you're going to benefit by it, naturally.

For so long as you remain in control of the body, you can ignore his advice.  However, please don't forget your other disadvantage (indecisive).

He will, however, attempt to take over control of your shared body should you attempt to do anything that endangers HIS ship or YOUR crew.

System-wise, this comes down to a contest of wills.  Should he gain control, you can attempt to wrest it back.  Again, this is a simple context of wills.  Such contests take one combat round and can be attempted as often as you want.

Janos – Merchant Adventurer


