





















































































































































GUARDIAN CITADEL

Inner Sunctum

We had no idea why this was called the Inner Sanctum. There was no feeling of warmth, karma, philosophy, or
anything else that we thought places called “Inner Sanctums” should have.

Power Armor and Power Packs — The two gold doors were shut tight against intrusion, but, ironically, it
turned out to be one of the easiest for us to break into. No key, card, or explosive would work; only the correct
code entered on the alphanumeric keyboard would allow entry. Thanks to the sloppy security around this place,
we had seen ROSEBUD scribbled in @ number of places. The doors parted to reveal @ room full of power packs
and power armor. Always happy o update our technology, we immediately stripped the pseudo-chitinarmor and
threw on the power armor.

Secpass B — We walked west through a series of three rooms, opened another one of those “security doors,”

and found a couple of desks. I turned the place upside down, but all 1 found was another secpass B and an old
sled.

Toaster — Eugene never censed fo amaze me. He even knew how o fix a toaster. We found a workbench for
him to set the touster on and let him go to work. Even more amazing than his sweeping skills was the fact that
he managed fo pull o plasma coupler out of the iling toaster, a strange place for a strange item, if ever there
WS

Helicopter — In a far corner of the building, o helicopter sat behind a chain link fence. | was tempted to blost
through the fence and foke off withiit since [ had learned how to fly one at Sleeper Base, but nohody had a desire
to be airborne with o man whose fraining come from the equivalent of o match book cover. Perhaps another day
I'would come back for my litile joy ride.
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SAVAGE VILLAGE

Stew was all hot fo head for the final confrontation, but Redhawk wanted no part of if. “Take me to Savage
Village,” he begged, “and my dad, who's a powerful chieftain, will reward you.”

As we approached Savage Village, we saw the heavily barbwired gate in the front. Redhawk kept mumbling a

series of words in an attempt fo recall the password. “Carburetor? No. Serap metal. Sheet metal? Linoleum.
Mmmmm. Rust...”

“REDHAWK,” said Stew.
“What?" answered Redhawk.

“No, not you. The password. The password is REDHAWK. I got it after climbing alone to the fop of one of the sand
hills in Needles. Don't ask me why it was there.”

A segment of almast every item made between the first world war and yesterday could have been found inside
Savage Village. One man's garbage was another man's treasure, | figured. If this was their villuge, the place
where they fived, | would've hate to have seen what their real junkyard looked like.

Junkmaster — We found him spaced out in his corner, wasted away from eternal days and nights of pining.

When we brought him Redhawk, the Junkmaster jumped to his feet s ten years of life rushed backiinto his body.
In exchange for his son, he gave us a load of weapons.
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BASE COCHISE

The Junkmaster's warning about the perils of Base Cochise rang through our heads. We didn't want to die in a
place where steely-eyed cyborgs would be the only ones attending our funeral. Paranoia was on our side.

Ace was looking over an aerial snapshot of Base Cochise. He pointed out the helicopter landing pad on fop and
said, “Let's fly in and avoid the front door defenses.” This suggestion rang every one of my bells. If they wanted
to put their lives in my little hands, | would be happy to fly them.

Sowe returned fo the Guardian Cifadel and hoppedinto the chopper. It took awhile fo engage the pilot's controls
and seat. Finally, it downed on me to use my chopper skills. After that brilliant deduction, we took off without
u hitch, flew over the mountains, and then crash landed on the roof of Cochise. Ace was about 1o comment on
my first solo, but a 7mm Vulcan cannon distracted him.

We ducked out of the helicopter, careful not to get hit. After mopping up a few androids and anfipersonnel

artillery, we climbed down from the roof, picklocked the front gate, opened the second, and clambered to the
tomb below. We could've dropped through the roof with rope, but that was no way to behave as quests.
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BASE (OCHISE

Level 1

“Uvuuuuuuy” | could hear Eugene mutter to himself. Eugene had come the longest way and he had the most fo
lose. Months ago he was a nose-picking laboratory geek. Today, he was ten fimes the technician and one hundred
times the fighter. And he had a killer tan on top of it. | knew he was torn between finishing what we had started
and taking everything and running.

Actually, we had all learned a lot and could've taken it and ran. Any one of us could've fetched a high price as
mercenaries. There was always a world market for gun-toting people who could follow a direction or two. But
adding the destruction of Base Cochise on our resumes was something that we just couldn’t resist, something that
would up our asking price substantially. We were arguing over whether or not we wanted fo go through with this
when Stew raised his hands.

“We started out on a mission to save the world. Now it may actually be carried out in the name of greed. Well,
if it gets the job done, who cares? I'm just telling you we're all finishing what we started. And | don't care about
your reasons. You could do it for the handshakes. You could do it for the honor of your pooch. You could do it
cause it just plain feels good. | don't care. I'm still king of this dung heap and everybody is coming with me.”
End of discussion. We went up fo the door, blew it open, and began the end.

We stepped onto a floor conveyor belt, sort of like the ones that used to be in irports. At the end of our little
ride, we were faced with three short corridors. Directly in front of us was a computer. Eugene had been working
on a similar one back af Ranger Center and was about to enter BREAK when Stew stopped him mid-word. Stew
was worried about making our presence known to some ill-tempered computer at this point, so we chose not fo
mess with it.

Wewent down theright corridor and felt along the wall for buttons, switches, or panels. Stew rapped his fist against
it and said it sounded hollow enough to penetrate. Without having to ask, Kate had a Law rocket in hand and
blew a hole dean through. After the dust cleared, we could see a chute leading down to the floor below. Like kids
on a slide, we jumped in and slid down fo the next level.
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BASE COCHISE

Level 2

Robot Making Machines — Around the corner from where we landed we found a computer whose sole
purposeinlife was to extend the bridge that fraversed the radioactive muck. (If it weren'tfor the bridge, we would
have had fo put on radiation suits, something which we had neglected fo carry. We'll have to remember fo plan
betier next fime.)

We safely crossed and made our way fo the center of the huilding where we found the robot-making machines.
Eugene typed RUN at one of the terminals, and the screen displayed three choices: admin, hunter, or killer. We
weren' interested in creating more enemies fo battle, so we didn't choose either of the lutter two. We did,
however, select admin since it sounded relatively harmless. In a minute, o robot nomed Vax was spit out of the
unit. For an administrative robot, he had an awesome constitufion so we asked him fo join our party. With Vax's
help, we destroyed the machines from whence he came. It was a small, but safisfying step towards stopping the
android invasion.

Inthe northeast room, we found power armor, Law rockets, RPG-7s and power packs; all those good things in

life. Stew was sorfing out the weapons when the seriousness of our fask seemed to strike him. “It seems pretiy
quiet here,” he said. “Let's rest here before we wrap it up.”
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BASE COCHISE

Level 3

The Four Funny Rooms — We tried to pass through the south door but keys, rockets, and threats didn‘t work.
Eugene looked into a side room and saw a computer at the other end. Shimmying with agility over one of the
slippery bars and rocking perilously fromsside toside, Eugene made it fo the other end without getfing deep fried.
Once he switched on the computer — which opened the vault door — he made a caufious return.

The next room was too serene o be frue. | used my perception and, not surprisingly, found the place riddled with
lond mines. Moving cautiously along with the fear of having my feet blown into asize 30 triple Z, | made it safely
across fo the computer. | threw the switch to open the second vault door, and made my way back effortlessly,
now that | knew where those pesky landmines were.

The third room housed some strange meteorological experiment. Three different elements blocked the path to
the computer. The first, electric, was @ dancing shield of tiny lightning bolis. The second element was hurricane-
speed winds made visible only by the dust it kicked up in the room. The third layer, cold, was a shifting shield
of ice and snow. With her power armor and a lot of luck and strength, Kate cut through each layer, making it
to the third vault door switch and back. Although her hair was tangled into a rat's nest and her skin mottled in
ten shades of red and white, she recovered after a few minutes of rest.

Stew wanted to handle the last room himself. Two steps info the combat simulator room, a Laser Cannon
materialized from the stone walls, firing at Stew who immediately dove face-down behind a rock. Setfing up in
a crouched position and faking careful aim, Stew exploded it info junkyard parts with his meson canon. He took
a few steps forward before he was again attacked and again had fo return fire. After several more of these duck-
and-fire exercises, he made it to the computer. Mission accomplished, Stew flipped it on and easily fought his way
back out.
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BASE COCHISE

Final Level

The final level of Base Cachise contained four rooms. Ace rolled out a map we had never seen before and asked
us fo gather around for the lowdown. He explained o us what we had to do and hearily suggested that we not
screw up this late in the game.

Security Electronics Room — Here we found a machine that allowed us to reduce the frequency of security
units heing released. Eugene didn't need any convincing on our part fo use his electronic skills to make it work.

Robot Maintenance Room — This is where the robots went to get the most out of their metallic lives. Kate
blew up the computer that controlled the conveyor belts, which completely shut down the system.

OSHA — There was nothing here. Nothing, except for the Silver Strangler, one of the worst killing machines
we had ever seen. We destroyed it, but not without a high price. Kate lay bleeding on the floor, her side cut lean
open. There was nothing we could do to save her so we left her behind.

Reactor Core Room — We didn't have radiation suits, thanks again o our lack of proper planning. Stew, who
was becoming more and more curious fo us, told us fo follow his exact footsteps unless we wanted to become
radioactive Rangers. He led us over to the glass wall behind which a large computer was enshrined. After blowing
it open, he told Eugene to install the plasma coupler we had found at Sleeper Base.

After we bucktracked out of the room, Stew surprised us all by pulling out a highly confidential military document.
“This is the destruction sequence,” he said. “We have to split up to do this. I'm going fo explain to you what
sequence we have fo furn the keys in and what order the colors have to be executed. We're almost there, guys.
This is the lost thing I'm ever going fo ask you to do. Be a pal and don't mess it up.” | looked with surprise at
the others who could only stand with their mouths ajar.

To complete our task, we had to split up. Stew and Vax remained in the Reactor Core Room with the Blackstar
key. Eugene took the Nova key and ran over fo the Robot Maintenance Room. Ace fook the Pulsar key and went
tothe Security Electronics. | took the Quasar key and wento the 0SHA Room. As Stew hadinstructed us, we turned
the keys in the following sequence: Blackstar, Nova, Pulsar, and Quasar. To complete the destruction process,
we ran the color sequence: Nuclear Reactor Room — red, Security Electronics Room — yellow, 0SHA Room —
green, and Robot Maintenance Room — blue.

The countdown began. The greater fask was done and all that was left was the lesser task of escaping with our
lives. Much to our surprise and relief, we found an escape pod in the north wall of the courtyard and blasted out
of there. We sat in stunned silence as Base Cochise grew smaller and smaller through the port window. Part of
the shock came from having completed our mission, part from losing Kate, and part from Stew’s sudden
weirdness.
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The pod took us up fo the first level and from there we ran like rabbits out into the desert. We had spent months
inthe desert unravelling abloody, sandy mess and it all came down to this final moment, where a small city would
light up the desert sky likethe first homb that dropped a hundred years ago in World War Iil. After our amazement
passed, we turned to Stew and asked why he had never revealed the fact that he knew Base Cochise existed. Stew
removed his head, shook outalittle sand out and reattached it fo his neck. “Be-cuz,” he began inan electronically
clipped voice, “I wuz not pro-grammed fo.”

EPILOGUE

So Stew turned out fo be a ‘droid. Pretty weird to think that the very thing we needed to exterminate helped us
do the exterminating. Stew was okay though; he was u “friendly.” Turns out he was one of the first androids
developed at the Ranger Center, under the guidance of Einstein’s great-great-great-great grandchildren. Stew
now lives in a littleQuonset hut outside of Vegas and shoots at desert rats all day. Big news s that he just married
a pretty profotype domestic ‘droid named Stepford.

Eugeneis back in his air-conditioned lab at the Ranger Center. He swears that he'll never get stuck outin the desert
again and only goes outside to take an occasional soil sample. But if you feed him enough snake squeezins, he
does admit that he had a good fime on his trip, and wouldn't trade in the experience for 30,000 crisp white lab
coats.

Kate. Well, she was barbecued in the big blast. If you have to go, a free cremation never huris. May she rest in
desert peace.

I have a small atlas business on the side that keeps the money trickling in so | can fravel and map. I'll have a

new map series coming out on the Austrafian outbacks soon. If you get sent there to squash an android uprising,
be sure to pick it up.
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