














































"All right," you tell the Boss, "we'll find him if he's findable. We may have to leave 
Vegas to do it. In the meantime, you try to hold out here." 

The Big Boss stands up, shakes your hands, and wished you all luck. Then he shows 
you the way out. 

1 3 2 A growl rumbles from the bartender's throat. ''The Martians forced all the sick ones 
out, to prevent the spread they said, but it just leaves them to die without help." 

1 3 3 Each of you mans a gun station as the fighter bursts from the flaming hanger. 
Fingers tighten on triggers and massive energy pulses coax sour, ozone vapors from the 
atmosphere. You blaze away at the swarm of enemy fighters whirling around you. Your shots 
blast the Serpioid ships apart, but the horde of them looks too great for even you to defeat. 

Suddenly the fighter lurches to a stop as a blue-green light bathes it. The wings 
disintegrate and Finster screams, "Tractor beam. Their command ship has us!" 

1 3 4 "That's a brilliant plan!" Finster exclaims. "You'll get a promotion for that one!" 
In accordance with your plan, he cuts the engine back and the tractor beam drags 

you quickly toward the floating Citadel that is the Serpioid flagship. Then as you grow close, 
Finster punches the afterburners and your ship, a fuel-laden bomb, dives in at the flagship. 

''Hope your force field holds, Irwin," you laugh. 
He swallows hard. "My power level is too low. We're going to die!" 

1 3 5 Finster huddles with the rest of you in the corridors of the flagship. '1f not for your 
quick thinking and linking my power belt into the fusion engine on the ship, we would have 
died. Now we've crippled the flagship. We have won!" 

"No," you r.emind him. "It won't be over until your sister is dead!" 

1 3 6 The darkened cell reeks of decay. You take a step inside and feel something slick 
on the cell's floor. You stoop and touch it, then recoil as if burned. The empty cell is full of 
blood! 

1 3 7 The bartender sighs. ''He was working in the base as a janitor. Now he's real sick." 

1 3 8 A squad of Serpioids fills the hallway. "Come, Rangers," the leader invites, "Come 
and die." 

1 3 9 High/Low is a game played with two dice. The player rolls a die and then the dealer 
rolls a die. If the player rolled higher than the dealer, he wins. The bet is $10 per roll. 



1 4 0 "He wandered in from the desert to study here. He talked with Finster but got sick 
before he got a job." 

1 4 1 Snake Squeezins drip off the Hobo's chin as he drains the bottle. His eyes grow 
distant and his voice drops an octave. ''To the mother who speaks in riddles comes a child of 
promise. Aid her and aid justice." 

1 4 2 You stoop and recover your African Throwing Knives from the Serpioid bodies. You 
grin at Finster. '1'm going to skin one of these things, someday, and make me a pair of 
boots." 

143 You unceremoniously rip the bracelet from Hewey's limp wrist. Rubbing it against 
your chest several times to remove the blood, you see "13" engraved on it. 

1 4 4 You can hardly believe your eyes. Here, in the middle of the Guardian Citadel's 
fourth level, you stand before the object of five year's search. You remove your gloves and 
gently run your hand over her belly, fighting the temptation to throw yourself entirely 
against her. Slowly, you take several steps back. Unable to resist it any longer, you blurt 
triumphantly to the crew, 'The Titanic! What a find!" 

145 This paragraph can be reached from no place in the whole adventure. We know 
who you are, and we will get you for reading this paragraph. Expect it most when you expect 
it least. 

1 4 6 The bartender leans forward. "Darwin was a science base a long time ago. 
Supposed to be hush-hush, but I grew up in its shadow, so ... " 

1 4 7 You flip the lifeless Hewey onto his back with the toe of your boot. After you 
rummage through his pockets, you start removing his jewelry, having a particulary hard time 
working the ID bracelet over his swollen hand. You finally separate it from the dearly 
departed with a hard jerk that pops the bracelet off. Flipping over the bracelet, you read the 
only etching of "11." 

1 4 8 The Hobo lowers the now empty bottle of Snake Squeezins and stares at you with 
glassy eyes. ''Destroy the wombs and destroy the threat." He then passes out. 

1 4 9 ''Hi. They call me Crumb," he says with a nod of his head. After he exchanges 
handshakes with everybody, he tells you "See Faran Brygo. He's my boss. Be sure to use the 
password CLOVER." As you leave, he yells, ''Tell him I sent you!" 



1 5 0 "Where did you find that? Oh my god, he must be dead. The Bloodstaff was stolen 
from here and I'll generously reward you if you find it and bring it back. Last I knew he was 
going back to downtown Needles." 

1 5 1 Your mouth dries instantly. Perched within a weightless bubble of blood, Finster's 
sister laughs derisively. "Come so far just to die. Poor little men. Your world is lost." 

1 5 2 The hastily inhaled Snake Squeezins dull the Hobo's eyes and deepen his voice. He 
tells you, "A body is only a box to keep your mind in." 

1 5 3 ''Not by a long shot," you scream back at her. You flick the charging level of the 
needle rifles you found earlier. "Eat hot slivers of death, witch." The deafening roar of your 
assault swallows any comment she tries to offer. 

1 5 4 As you gently thumb through the brittle pages of the little black book, you notice a 
list of names and phone numbers, some of which have four stars next to them. At the bottom 
of the last page you notice some unusual text: "The launch code is ATOM." 

1 5 5 You unceremoniously rip the bracelet from Dewey's limp wrist. Rubbing it against 
your chest several times to remove the blood, you see "16" engraved on it. 

1 5 6 The Snake Squeezins vanish into the Hobo faster than water evaporates in the 
desert. The Hobo smiles quizically, his eyes get a distant look, and he burps. "Trust the one 
born beneath the battlefield." 

1 5 7 Finster and his sister stand over your dead bodies. ''The fools should have realized," 
she says, "those were my weapons. Having them explode when used against me is easy." 

Finster smiles. ''They were more foolish than that, Lucretia. They actually trusted 
me." The twins' laughter echoes in your dying ears for an eternity. 

1 5 8 "Where'd you get that ring?" the detective demands. '1 think his Holiness is 
looking for that thing." 

1 5 9 She beckons you to come nearer, the shining three-inch red nail on her index finger 
mesmerizing you closer and closer. Pushing the hair away from your ear, she whispers, 
''Ugly's bomb disarm code is 31-17-54-07-99." 



1 6 0 Snake Squeezins lubricate the Hobo's throat and loosen his mind to travel places 
unknown to the sane. ''Man before wife, save a life." 

1 6 1 You study the torn piece of paper in your hand. Originally written in red ink, the text 
has turned into large fuzzy blotches of pink. Though mostly unreadable, you make out the 
word MUERTE followed by lllDEOUT: THANATOS, but THANATOS has been scratched 
out and MORS has been written under it. 

1 6 2 The coppery-skinned youth smiles. '1 come from the Junkyard Village. My father is 
the Junkmaster and he'd be very grateful if you would return me to my home." He looks 
down at his feet. '1 understand, though, if you do not want to take me home. You are the 
mighty Desert Rangers who have destroyed the Guardians of the Old Order, so you don't 
need any help. Still, my father knows where your enemy lairs." 
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