Name : 

Gabriel

History :

You are the only person to have been inducted into the ThoughtWeb with just one vote. Lawrence Caligula alone requested your presence, after the War had begun, making you also one of the newest recruits to the Committee.

Before the ThoughtWeb you were Gabrielle Hal. At the time you would have described your profession as information broker, but since you got your information personally, as well as using a burgeoning fortune to pay others to get it for you, others called you Spy.

And spying was very profitable. At the time, with rumors of a mysterious and violent race beginning to surface all over the Dominion. You started off as a smuggler, and because it is in your nature to be something of a gossip as well you would carry information between outlying worlds, acting as something of a disseminator of important facts. The day you realised, on a long flight between worlds, that information could easily be a commodity that other people would pay money for was the most important turning point in your life. It changed you from simply being a petty criminal with a tendency to gossip into a businesswoman.

Business went slowly at first – Old contacts dried up when they realised you weren’t just talking anymore and fully intended to make a fast buck from the titbits they’d hand to you. That’s when you started actively looking for information. You were never the one who made the news, but you were always there. And swiftly you realised that it wasn’t the stories about people and places that were making you the most money – It was the secrets and lies. Because your other driving force has always been a desire to live in comfort, you chose to find nothing but the most profitable information – And that’s what got you in contact with the Corporations.

Unlike modern times, Corporations flourished then – Before the War effort began to eat up everything, forcing the whole Dominion to take control of the largest of them. At the time, the wars between the Corporations were fierce and bloody battles in which no prisoners were taken and anything was permitted. When later you joined the Dominion you came to learn that the Corporate battles were actually encouraged as a method for forcing evolution and innovation within the corporate marketplace. At the end of the day it serves the Dominion that much better.

You have since learned that the average life of a corporate spy is about five years of active service. The reason you came to the attention of Lawrence Caligula was that you lasted twenty. Sure – You had your difficulties. There were times when you were shot at. You’ve endured having most of the bones in your legs shattered and rebuilt. You’ve had to cut loose colleagues, sell out friends and murder both enemy and confidant in order to make it all work. You are a survivor. And maybe that’s why becoming part of Caligula’s little club appealed so much to you.

He played it as a game – The wily old man. Planted snippets of information and sent you after them under various assumed identities. He knew what you couldn’t resist and revelled in the chance to play the game with someone clever. You pieced the parts together over five years of being sent on seemingly pointless but hugely dangerous missions. In the end it was the challenge and the knowledge that there was definitely something different about this mission that made it worthwhile – Not the money.

He led you into the very depths of Earth – The place where the ThoughtWeb was kept, and using his telepathy he bored straight into your brain with a message of friendship and acceptance - “Join us.” To this day you don’t know whether it was Caligula himself, some telepathic post-hypnotic suggestion he planted within you, a momentary flash of knowledge that this would be your future… Or what. But you said yes. And the rest is history.
Role-Playing Hints

To call you a monster would be a fallacy. You are simply complicated and above the morals that most mortal men would understand. You are the Information Officer of the Committee – Able to gather information from anywhere on anything, utilising a vast web of contacts and data providers. But you use it all for a purpose – Making the Terran Dominion the police state that it is. The one man that you trust (and in some ways think you are in love with) is Caligula himself – The one who realised that the police state needed a chief of police.

It’s lonely at the top. You have no particular friends within the Committee, though Caligula sometimes treats you as a daughter. Instead – Now that your information network has been turned off, your talents are already turning inward. Gather information on your colleagues. Use it. Nobody’s ever been kicked out of the Committee – And they all have their foibles.
