
























































































816 - Beyond The Boundary - 818 

The creature opens one monstrous eye and fixes you with a baleful glare. You have disturbed its nap. It is not pleased. 

Armed with your wits (and, fortunately for you, your weapons), you prepare to do battle. 

Go now to the CGM. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[817] 

The jetcraft screams past you, seemingly from out of nowhere. You do your best to to escape damage from the attack but, between the 
unknown weapons and the jet flames which lick your ship as you wrench your craft out of its path, you do not fare very well. 

Using all of your skill, you pull your ship out of its dive and head back out to space. You watch with apprehension in case the jetcraft 
decides to make another pass, but it seems to know it has done enough damage and is making its way home. 

When you are sure you are safe from attack, you run a full diagnostic scan on your poor ship and brace yourself for the bad news. Finally 
the results are in. You grimace after reading the bottom line. 

Oh well, it could be worse. At least you have most of the parts and tools to do the essential work; the rest of the damage is purely 
cosmetic. 

Because of the repairs necessary, your attempted landing has taken ten phases instead of seven. Since the landing was unsuccessful, you 
remain in space in the trisector containing Gnarsh. You may attempt to land again if you wish. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[818] 

You refuse to dignify the outrageous demand with a verbal reply. Instead, you swing your ship about and make your intent obvious -
you will do battle with the villainous pirate. 

You feel confident of your ability to at least defend yourself, even if you do not have the necessary offensive capabilities to actually 
defeat Silverbeard. You grimly begin firing your weapons. 

After a while, you can see that you will not be able to overcome his defenses. Apparently Silverbeard has reached the same conclusion 
about you, because he fires an intense fusillade at your vessel which turns out to be merely a diversionary tactic. As you are defending yourself 
against this new onslaught, your enemy takes the opportunity to swing into full retreat. 

Using evasive maneuvers that take your breath away, Silverbeard makes good his escape. 

"Har, har, har," you hear over your intercom as the ship disappears beyond detector range. 

"Curses," you mutter to yourself. "I'll get you yet." You are feeling like a fool for letting the pirate escape by using such a simple trick. 
This only serves to increase your resolve to capture Silverbeard and bring him and his ship back to Para-Para for study. 

Continued !IF 



- Beyond The Boundary - 819 

Although you have not suffered any ship damage, you find you have strayed rather far during the course of the battle. You estimate that 

you will need an extra two phases to get back on your original course. 

fE STOP fE 

[819] 

The offensive jetcraft is close enough for you to see down its weapons tubes. You spot the flash as its weapons are activated and wait 

with clenched teeth to be atomized. 

And wait a little longer. Soon your jaws are getting tired from all of this clenching stuff and you loosen up a bit, especially as your 
attacker pulls up and veers off from the collision course. When the jetcraft turns and begins another strafing run at your ship, you are better 
prepared. You bring all of your weapons to bear and engulf the enemy in a deadly salvo. 

With a satisfying ''Boom!" the enemy ship explodes in a million tiny pieces. Although you do not consider yourself the bloodthirsty sort, 
you feel a great deal of satisfaction at the timely end of your former antagonist. 

You run a quick check and, finding your ship undamaged, check to see if the jetcraft has any friends in the neighborhood with whom 

you will have to contend. The results are negative. 

Next you attempt yet another call to the spaceport, this time with success. Following instructions, you land at the spaceport without 

further incident. 

An animate thing, with hundreds of long, thin tentacles sprouting from the area you like to think of as the neck, is there to greet you 

when you disembark. After a moment's hesitation, you correctly place the being as a Gnarshian and introduce yourself. 

The creature tells you its name is "Sherzo" and apologizes for the rude treatment you received on your way planetward. 

"You had the misfortune to run into the backward-thinking Staccator whom we must, perforce, try to annihilate. For reasons known only 
to themselves, these people make vicious attacks on anything that moves." 

The little Gnarshian sighs musically and shrugs about a dozen of its shoulders. You are enchanted by the wonderful sounds the creature 
makes and try not to stare. 

Sherzo continues its musical interlude which you translate as, "We do welcome you to the city of Glissandor and if there is anything we 
may do to make your stay more comfortable, please ask." 

As you stand there with mouth agape, the little creature makes a fascinating wave motion with its tentacles then scurries away. 

The spaceport is conveniently located in the heart of the city and, after taking some time to reconnoiter, you find yourself with the 
following options: 

(MGNEJM) (5 phases) Learn more about the war. 

(6GPEBM) (3 phases) Visit the local commodities market. 

(MWNGJE) (4 phases) See if you can buy any useful weapons. 

fE STOP fE 

@1988 



820 - Beyond The Boundary - 820 

[820] 

You eventually make it to the Supra-Chiasmatic Nucleus, although you have a few rough moments along the way; anything as big as 
Felda should really provide better directions to guests. The nucleus itself houses a heavily-armored organic computer module- part of Felda's 
brain - built around a small bare room covered completely in some soft, gray, material. 

"Come in," says Felda. 

You do so. 

"Now sit in the center of the room in a comfortable position and relax your mind. I'm going to begin to teach you how to internaiJ.y 
reorganize yourself. I have no idea how much you'll be able to learn, nor how useful it will turn out to be, but it ought to be interesting, in 
any case. Are you ready?" 

You nod. 

"Then let's begin." 

The first few times you shift your heart to the other side you get quite sick, but then you learn the trick of cancelling out certain visceral 
nerve impulses during !he actual shifting, so that in no time you can move your internal organs around with ease between your thorax and 
abdomen. You decide not to bother with the extremities, since displacement of muscles will tend to make it difficult to get around, but you do 
spend quite some time working on the head and neck region. Rather than physically transposing the brain with the salivary glands, you learn 
to shuffle the neural networks themselves around, so that you can suddenly switch your speech centers from the left to the right, or from the 
cerebral cortex to the ponto-medullary junction. Along the way you also learn to alter your appearance, especially your face, as well as your 
height and general build. Things like your hair and eye color, your actual genetic make-up, and the effects of poisons prove to be beyond your 
simple talents. As Felda puts it: 

"Better not mess around too much at the cellular level; you never know what feedback loop you might disrupt." 

You have also figured out, during the course of instruction, just what use this will all be to you. Felda had extruded a pseudopod, and 
was pointing it from place to place on your chest and abdomen where he wanted you to move your heart. All of a sudden it occurred to you 
that his pseudopod could be a weapon, and you could be shifting your vitals away from where it was aimed. Thereafter you concentrated on 
speed, as well as on the ability to form and move bony shields. The final result is a substantial improvement in your defensive capabilities. 

You thank Felda for his help, and begin to make the arduous journey back to your ship, still chuckling over his final words: 

"Don't thank me; it's a skill you'll need to have when you grow to be as large as I am!" 

Go now to the CGM. 

~STOP~ 
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