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same as yours. For them, the vision of a peaceful and flourishing galaxy must have been a mere glimmer of hope, Brother Eric’s slim “third
path.” If that is true, it means that the Final Church of Man has been successful beyond the Founders’ expectations. Three distant futures now
stand before you, equally likely. Perhaps your own actions will decide whether the Church’s mission will be successful in the end.

And that is frightening, and a bit frustrating. There are still too many questions. What choices lead to which future? How does the
Clathran menace affect the outcome? What will happen if the spread of disorder in the Nine Worlds isn’t stopped? Are there other “third
paths” hidden among the future’s many folds? Was there a Seventh Text File that answers these questions?

In the following days you try to repeat your experience. You are not very successful. You see only parts of what you saw before, and
nothing new. The flow of time from Golgotha is too intricate for you to master; you can only cast yourself into the flow and see what glimpses
are offered you.

You need a way to learn more. Thinking about the problem, you remember the part of your vision where you saw yourself returning
to Golgotha — not in your ship, but in a mental journey from the planet Darkwhistle. You reason that Darkwhistle might be the key to the
answers you need.

& STOP =

[041]

Even with the map, getting through the complex turns and twists of the maze is hard. The printout of the labyrinth is not meant to make
it easy for you to arrive somewhere in particular, it just renders it possible. Frustrated, you keep on trying and are finally rewarded with the
sight of a building proclaiming to all the world that it is indeed the Sallion Interstellar Commodities Market.

As you are about to enter the building, you are almost knocked over by two Homeless Ones dashing out through the doors and racing
out into the maze. A Settled One calmly watches them leave and, glancing at her watch, makes note of the time. Ruefully, she grins and asks
you to forgive the youngsters.

“They are competing in a race to be the first to arrive at a given location across the city. The young ones often forget that courtesy is as
important as winning. They will learn this eventually; until then, we must make allowances.” She ripples her fur, the Hadrakian equivalent of
a human shrug, and asks if she may be of service to you. You explain that you are interested in getting the prices on commodities for trade.

“Ah, I think you will find our selection of Synthetic Genius to be the best in the galaxy. I do not know if you are aware of this, but the
Sallies are among the most brilliant of races. Too bad they are not interested in doing much of anything practical. The wasted potential is
heartbreaking.” She shows you to the office where you can get the requested information and leaves you to your business. After asking the
Settled One running the office about the current prices of Synthetic Genius, you find that they will trade for the following:

3 Synthetic Genius for 1 Phase Steel
2 Synthetic Genius for 1 Radioactives
1 Synthetic Genius for 1 Super Slip

Go now to the CGM. You may select this option again.

" STOP =
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[042]

You feel drawn to the temple for some strange reason. Perhaps it is a part of yourself telling you that there is something vitally important
to your quest within these walls. Maybe you should take the Brother up on her offer to join the order. With all of the dangers facing you in
the galaxy today, you may need all the help you can get.

You may select this option again.

Golgotha swings endlessly on its orbit, slicing continuously into the future, a time machine penetrating the veil at the rate of one second
per second. In this respect it’s no different from any other planet or place, but somehow on Golgotha you are more aware of these things.
Time is the commonplace mystery that transcends all others. Even Dual Space is subservient to time.

But not completely. Just as you are not completely bound to your own time. You have memory and knowledge as a finger on the pulse
of the past, and you have reason and imagination as eyes into the future. Golgotha too sees into the future, but it sees with many eyes, for in
Dual Space all possibilities exist simultaneously. It has no need for imagination, because everything imaginable is already a fact, in one of its
countless dimensions. And reason — perhaps it has that. You sense that in the swirl of spreading possibilities there is some pattern less than
intelligence but more than randomness, some capacity to distinguish that which is merely conceivable from that which is destined to become
real.

In that pattern you have only yourself as a starting point. You center your perspective about your own future and visualize the collective
paths from this point and where they lead. You see your ship taking off from Golgotha, flying through space. The paths are tangled and
multiform; you will have many decisions to make and only a few points are predictable. You see yourself returning to places you've been.
Then the paths diverge again, leaving you with only snatches of perception. You see the Clathran survey line, actually a plane of shifting
formations of ships, moving in fits and starts across great chunks of space; you see flames in the cities of the Nine Worlds; you see a golden
dodecahedron balanced on the edge of a void-of its own making. You see battle in high space, Clathrans against ships of many forms, a
terrible explosion. You see the battle end, but which side is victorious? There is no predicting; the outcome is too deeply bound up in your
own decisions.

Now you are following many threads, and the pattern is harder to discern. There is madness and death on one hand, sustained war on
the other. You see fleets of Clathran and human warships in the Fringe; you see worlds occupied and exploited by both species. You see the
cities of the Nine Worlds deserted, the factories silent, smoke dissipating. The visions are incompatible, and you cannot place them in any
coherent sequence. You are beginning to lose hold. The future is drawing you away in too many different directions, and the images you try
hardest to hold onto, the things that you most love and want to preserve, are the first ones to dissolve into chaos. Your perception splinters
into shards, and the shards spin and sparkle against a dark backdrop of stars wherein the dragon is twisting, writhing in its bonds, scattering
stars and grinding worlds to dust.

You sense your own mind and identity dividing itself into nothingness as each fold of future breaks every fragment again and yet again.
You try to piece the fragments together, but each shard you grasp crumples into smaller shards. You try to reverse the flow, but the currents
of the storm drive you onward into regions of ever more intricate turbulence.

Suddenly, against all laws of chance, the shards in their interwoven trajectories assemble themselves into a new pattern, like a perfect
crystal forming from the random flux of atoms dissolved in liquid. The pattern surrounds you like a three-sided prism of glass with a different
image on each side. There for a moment the turbulence ends; three futures stare past you in different directions, as if defying the infinite paths
that led to their formation. You try to put a name on the force that drew them together. Destiny, you decide, or perhaps divinity.

Three futures. You look at the first. You are not surprised by what you see, but that doesn’t reduce the horror of it. Clathran ships scour
the remains of the human planets, planets that have been sterilized and then pulverized into dust. Every trace of humanity is gone. The aliens
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are subjugated, each species driven back to its home world and contained there forever. The Clathran survey is completed, all of its obstacles
overcome.

You turn to the second future, dreading what you might see. For a moment your hope rises as you see a galaxy aswarm with humanity.
Then you look more closely. The suns and worlds are as filled with color as always, but there is only one color of life. Humans fill every
inhabitable world; the unihabitable worlds are gone, their mass converted into great shells in space within which yet more humans live. The
energy output of the stars is channeled into the fabricators and power plants that sustain the human population. Plants and animals that serve
the needs of the human masters grow frantically in controlled artificial environments, waiting for the harvest. Only a tiny fraction of the living
species in the galaxy are so honored; the rest are long gone and long forgotten. You search for any sign of any of the other intelligent species
of the galaxy. You find them, isolated within domed enclaves that are no more than giant zoo cages simulating the environments of their
lost home worlds. Those with useful talents are permitted to serve mankind, and as a reward they are allowed to breed themselves in greater
numbers and share more of the products of human industry. Sometimes there is resistance or rebellion, but it never lasts long. Humans alone
are the masters of Dual Space, without limitations. Within this future there is little change from year to year, millennium to millennium; the
people are productive, but their long-term goals are as vague as ever. Perhaps one day the galaxy will rupture like a dying cell and a swarm of
a million million million spaceships will emerge, filled with humans and bound for other galaxies to repeat the process on worlds without end.

Horrified, you turn away and confront the last of the three futures. You are relieved to see a galaxy filled with flourishing life of countless
varieties. Every world under every sun is unique and fulfilled. Many are home to intelligent beings who build their lives and contemplate
their universes in as many different ways as there are questions to ask and minds to ask them. Some worlds, though, are still in the process
of forming out of stellar gases and dust; on others, life is only beginning to emerge. Others still are old and dying, their suns growing cold or
their masters growing weary, and life comes to an end as often as it begins anew. The tides of nature wash age and decay from the shores of
one world and cast it up as hope upon the shores of another, in a cycle as old as time and more beautiful than anything you have ever seen.

And where are the humans in this future? For a moment you cannot find them, but then you see them. There are not many, but there are
enough. They wander from world to world, savoring the endless variation, counting the countless forms of perfection. They have changed.
They travel not in spaceships but in energy forms of their own devising, skimming the surface of the Interphase in elegant harmony with time
itself. They are gentle, using their powers only in the most subtle ways as they tend the many worlds like proud gardeners. Those beings on
the planets below that are aware of them call them the Wise Ones or the Keepers or the Gods.

The vision is so compelling that you feel an overwhelming desire to go there, to live among them and leave behind the chaos and
uncertainty of the present. You approach the window as if you could pass through it and transport yourself into that bright future. But instead,
the pane dissolves around you into its constituent shards, and the shards spin away into the farthest reaches of space and leave you in blackness.
For a moment you are frightened, but you realize that everything is black only because your eyes are closed. You open your eyes and find
yourself back in the present.

You spend some time thinking about what you've seen. You compare the visions of the future that you had with the discussion you heard
among the Church people in your vision of Golgotha's past. Clearly their visions of the future were not the same as yours. Your vision of a
peaceful and flourishing galaxy must have been to them a mere glimmer of hope, Brother Eric’s slim “third path.” If that is true, it means that
the Final Church of Man has already had more of an influence on human history than you would have thought. You never thought they were
that important.

H STOP ¥

[044]

Cruel though this may be, you are getting tired of being victimized by the jelly-bag aliens. After completing the set-up, you leave the
room and wait for a reaction. You feel a pang of remorse a half hour later when you hear the sharp retort of the pen firing and a high-pitched
“Yeow” from the unfortunate Francloon. The slimy little alien deserves whatever it gets.

You now have the sense that you are taking charge of yourself. By acting in kind, you are fighting back against a situation over which
you formerly had no control. This way is much better! Those Francloons had better watch their step.

(©1989 Continued &

e



e ————————————————

044 — The Clathran Menace — 045

You make another tour through the rooms and find even nastier practical jokes awaiting you. One involves arrow-like projectiles aimed
at knee height. This wouldn’t have killed you but it might have crippled you. Fortunately you heard the humming of the string being released
in time to jump and roll safely out of the way. You gather up some of the arrows, as well as the bow device, and take them with you. The next
trap is sleeping gas that enters the room after all doors lock, making you a prisoner. You wake several hours later with a pounding headache.

Yet another room has large furry spiders emerging from cracks in the walls when you reach the center of the floor. You are able to sprint
to the far door and escape before you are bitten. That's it, though! You are not going to take any more. All thoughts of compassion and not
wanting to really injure anyone leave your mind and you set up one heck of a “joke” using the bow and arrows, some slippery glop you find
in your clothes, and the bucket which you are still carrying around with you.

You return to the room with the sleeping gas, where the Francloons have not yet had time to set up a new practical joke. Here you design
your own trap where an unwary Francloon steps into the room, slides on the slippery stuff placed strategically on the floor and heads for a row
of protruding arrows set up along the far wall. While sliding, the bucket falls from atop the door, covering the Francloon’s sensory apparati
so it could very well be unaware of the danger toward which it is careening.

You step back and survey your handiwork, nodding in satisfaction at what you see. Sure the alien might be maimed or killed, but so
might you in one of its next jokes. You feel the need to fight fire with fire and not worry about the other guy. After all, your life is on the line
here. Satisfied, you return to the first room and await the outcome of your latest practical joke.

Ten minutes later you hear a high-pitched “Whooah!!!” and a crash, as the bucket rams into the far wall. Moments later Whooger
emerges, rubbing its tentacles over a severely bruised and bleeding portion of its body.

“Well, I think you have had more than enough opportunity to observe our lifestyle up close and personal,” the alien says, as it places a
bandage over its wound. “I thought this building would be a good place to teach you. Now you can understand what it is to be a Francloon,
constantly on the lookout for jokes and opportunities to play them on others. You may call us callous, but it is something we have no control
over since we are the way we are. You have been an interesting visitor and I thank you for coming. The door is now unlocked and you may
leave anytime you wish. I trust that you have been inconvenienced substantially.”

You stand there for a minute, speechless. You certainly have been inconvenienced. For one thing, your health has suffered from the
many “jokes” that were played on you. However, you also believe you have gained an understanding of the Francloons. You feel sorry for
them; their attitude towards life is not a pleasant one. You wonder what really happened all those years ago to make the Francloons the way
they now are.

You also realize that you have learned something from your experience dealing with the Francloons. Sometimes you just have to do what
is in your own self-interest, even if it means hurting the other guy. This ruthless attitude is not something you would want to dominate your
personality, but there are times when you must rely on it in order to survive.

There is nothing more to do here, so you leave Whooger and head back to your ship.
Go now to the CGM.

H STOP H

[045]

A collection of small drones and scanning ships clusters rapidly around you, but you manage to cut your way through them for a while.
Unfortunately, they have time to call for reinforcements. Soon a whole fleet of destroyers is approaching to meet you head on. You are forced
to flee with your tail between your legs. Fortunately the destroyers are slower than you are, so you are able to make good your retreat. In the
process, you take a fair amount of damage from enemy fire.

Go now to the CGM.
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[046]

Again you are facing a Hadrakian Settled One, either a visitor from one of the other Hadrakian worlds trying to gain Citizenship, or one
who, as a Homeless One, was a renegade who never proved his discipline and commitment to society’s rules. These renegades are relatively
few in number, but are all the more dangerous because of the life they are forced to lead on the outskirts of civilization. The crowd is not
cheering for her as wildly as they usually back a hometown favorite, but you’re not sure that’s a good thing. Most of the gossip you can
overhear from the nearby seats seems to indicate that the crowd is expecting an exceptional fight. You only hope you can give them one.

Go now to the CGM.
= STOP H

[047]

After determining that you do not need your environmental suit, you step out of the airlock into a gladed area in the midst of the steamy
jungle. A rustling in the bushes attracts your attention and you look up in time to see a party of four-foot-tall, bipedal, furry, mammal-like
creatures peering at you. They are dressed in simple tunics, evidence that they may be intelligent. Before you have time to greet them, they
dash back into the jungle.

You have the following options:

(7N8YK6) (4 phases) Gather Fiber from the nearby trees.

(XNNYY6) (5 phases) Investigate the local residents.

(7M8JKU) (7 phases) Sneak up to the northern hemisphere and spy on the Clathrans.

" STOP &

(048]

After a somewhat lengthy battle, you score a killing blow, leaving the Zyran vessel defenseless.
“Gotcha, you son of a Betelgeusian burglar beetle!” you exclaim in triumph. “Computer, get me the Zyran bridge on visual.”

The tactical battle display on the screen disappears, and the inside of the Zyran ship comes into view. The ugliness of the alien takes you
by surprise, even though you've seen Zyrans before. Its jumbled brown heads, legs, and arms move in all different directions, secreting sticky
goo. It doesn’t seem to mind sitting in the goo.

It opens its mouth to say something.
IlHungry"l
“Oh, yeah?” you reply, “Then eat hot plasma beams!”

You let loose a salvo from your weapons, and the Zyran ship blows apart with a satisfying crackle. The image disappears from your
screen, leaving a blank field of stars.

Unfortunately, your dinner is now cold.

This adventure took some time, so you lose the rest of your plotted phases for this turn. You may resume your movement next turn.

H STOP &
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[049]

The radar alerts you to the presence of an alien vessel in your immediate vicinity. You ask the computer to identify the ship.
“Sorry, Boss. The configuration of the vessel is unlike any I have on record.”

“Then you don’t think it is Clathran?” you ask. You aren’t sure what you want the answer to be. On the one hand, maybe you can attack
and (hopefully) déstroy it; on the other, maybe it is more powerful than you and will blow you out of space. Interesting dilemma.

“Positive, Boss, unless they have started flying small single-drive ships that have all the power of a newborn kitten. No, I suspect this
ship belongs to an independent trader. Shall I make contact?”

“Sure, why not.”

Within minutes, you find yourself speaking with a strange protoplasm being piloting a slow water-filled ship. After introducing yourself,
you learn that the creature is from a planet closer to the galactic Core. The being has come farther then usual to discover new trading markets,
since some of the ports nearer its home planet have been blockaded by Clathrans. You tell it about some of the good trades you have discovered
in your own travels. In return, the alien tells you that it is headed for the planet Holoth to purchase a few cargo bay expansion units for its
ship.

“Thank you for your help, quatropod being,” the blob tells you. You can only assume the term is a polite one.

“Any time, protoplasmic blob,” you reply in a hearty fashion. Your two ships part company and you continue on your way.

" STOP ¥

[050]

The Wet Repulsion Slab is a square kilometer of solid granite submerged in the lagoon so that its surface is exactly at sea level. The
moonless Franclair has only slight tides and very mild weather, and the Slab is therefore always just under water or just above. This, combined
with the unusual electromagnetic properties of the water in the lagoon, makes the Slab an ideal location for testing spaceship propulsion
systems. As a result, an entire academic industry has grown up around it. There are research buildings, laboratories, power generators, hull
works, and the like lining the coast east and west of the actual Slab. Some of the finest scientific minds in the Hadrakian Empire work here,
and they are all bent on solving one problem: the inability of animate life forms to travel via jump engine.

It is well known that jump engines work fine with inanimate cargo. A cargo drone equipped with a jump engine can travel instantaneously
from one place to another. However, if you put a living creature on board, it arrives at the destination dead. It is frustrating, but no intelligent
life form seems capable of travelling by jump engine. The Hadrakians realize that a “survivable” jump engine — one that can carry live beings
— would give them a big edge in the war. So, they have been researching the problem intensely.

“It is simple, mechanically,” says Professor Nathrasha Whitefur to you, when you arrange an interview. “We know all the components
needed to build the survivable jump engine. A Dimensional Transducer and a unit each of Crystals and Warp Core are all you need to make
up the jump engine framework. One unit of Medicines and one of Primordial Soup will protect the physiology of the living occupant of the
field. Yet somehow the occupant always dies, and we never know why. Our work continues on several avenues, but many of us, including
myself, have come to think that there’s an important concept missing here. It’s as if the occupant of the jump engine field were losing his soul,
somehow, and was unable to continue living without it.”

“Have you tried prayer?” you ask, semi-seriously.
“Of course,” she sighs, “But the gods have been silent, if they know the answer at all.”
“What'’s your best theory?”
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“It’s crazy, but the soul thing is the best I can do. I think we need to do more work in metaphysics, and less in the physical sciences.
We need a receptor for the soul, a matrix to copy it onto while the field operates.”

“What sort of receptor?”

The Hadrakian ripples her fur, equivalent to a human shrug. “I think it would be different for different races, and perhaps even for
different individuals. I think I might know it if I saw it, but I can’t be more specific than that.”

You thank the Professor and take your leave, turning the problem over in your mind. A receptor for the soul? What would such a thing
look like? What would it feel like to hold it? You've never seen anything inanimate that affected you like that, except for. ..

Except for your Flame Jewel.
You hurry back to your ship, and hastily tear down your tri-axis drive.
“Uh. . . Boss?”

“Don’t interrupt me, I'm having a brainstorm. If you want to do something useful, make contact with Professor Whitefur’s office at the
Wet Repulsion Slab and get a complete blueprint of their most recent jump engine system, including the bio-protective equipment.”

“Yes Boss.”

At length, you get the drive system completely disassembled (a task you could probably do blindfolded if you weren’t so excited) and
pull the Flame Jewel out from the center. Gazing into its fiery depths, you feel your enthusiasm reach new heights. You close your eyes, and
try to open your mind to the mysteries of the Flame Jewel. The engine room of the Run Amok fades from around you; when you open your
eyes again, you are looking out through a flickering orange curtain at your own hand, your arm, your body, your self, holding the Flame Jewel,

face relaxed and eyes closed. The vision persists for just a second. When you blink, it is gone, and you are regarding the Flame Jewel once
more from the outside.

This stone is the receptacle for your soul.

“I've got the plans, Boss.”

“Put them on the screen in the engine room.” For the next seventy-two hours you scarcely move, as you adapt and work the Hadrakian
blueprints to fit your ship. You sleep in short catnaps, you eat food without seeing it; for you, the outside world has ceased to exist. And in
the end, you have what you came to Franclair for: plans for a complete jump engine system. With the Flame Jewel included, it might even
be survivable.

But there’s only one way to find out for sure.

To build the jump engine, you must first have all of the components in your possession, including another Flame Jewel (the present one
must be returned to your ftri-axis drive system). The complete list of components is:

1 Dimensional Transducer
1 Crystals

1 Warp Core

1 Medicines

1 Primordial Soup

1 Flame Jewel

When you have all of these and are ready to build and test a survivable jump engine, plot the following option:
(9vVv99V) (7 phases) Build and test the Survivable Jump Engine

Please make a note of this action code; it is an “unlisted” option, so you will need to enter the code manually when you wish to select it.

" STOP X
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[051]

When you try to run across the enemy side of the field, your opponent realizes what is going on. You would not be running in that
direction if you were his ally. He runs after you, using his superior speed to catch you and attack. Soon you are seriously injured. Meanwhile,
your ally has found and defeated the other opponent. You bleed in the mud as you watch the remaining two combatants go at it. Your ally
eventually wins and crosses the field victoriously. You pass out.

" STOP =

[052]

The surface of Outpost is dotted here and there with the remains of the weapon systems that Silverbeard built to defend Outpost against his
enemies. These were all disabled or destoyed in the battles for control of Outpost. One ruined weapon, a big neutral particle beam generator, is
located near the other clustered buildings. The weapon is beyond repair and useless, but adjoining it is a prefab building containing sophisticated
tools and test equipment which Silverbeard used for building and maintaining his weapons. In fact, during your previous visit to Outpost, you
were able to use these same resources to outfit your ship with stress field and plasma beam weapons.

Looking through the disorganized piles of metal, you find manipulators for delicate work and machine tools for making parts from scratch.
The equipment hasn’t been used for a while, and some items look like they could use some service themselves, but everything is in reasonable
shape. You take a few days to make use of the tools here, fixing and tuning your ship into tip-top condition. Looking over your handiwork,
you are proud. The hull is smooth and strong, the engine hums melodiously, and even the food processor is serving up tasty meals instead of
the usual glop. Ah, is she a beauty.

Go now to the CGM. You may select this option again.

H STOP

[053]

When you ask a Homeless One where you may find the Hadrakian resistance organization, he looks at you in annoyance. He is large,
even for a Hadrakian male, with smoothly rippling muscles and very sharp fangs and claws that snick in and out. You get the feeling that he
doesn’t have the time or patience to deal with you. You are very glad when you pass his inspection; you try to hide your relief while he is
snapping out the proper turns you need to make to get to your destination.

After a few wrong starts, you finally manage to find yourself outside a large building located at the outer reaches of one of the spokes
that make up the roads in Jewel. The sign above the door reading, “The Battle, Inc.” tells you that you have arrived at the proper place.

You pass through the doorway, entering what is obviously a waiting room. Sinking into an oversized (by human standards) chair, you
spot a camera aimed at you. You have the distinct impression you are being studied. It is not long before a Settled One enters the room
through a door in the rear.

“What is it that you wish here?” she asks.
“I am interested in discussing the war with the Clathrans. It is a subject that is very important to me,” you reply in a firm voice.

“Very well, come with me,” she says, leading you through the rear door.

H STOP &
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[054]

You sit on the command chair on your ship’s bridge, shoulders hunched forward, brooding. If your best friend could see you now. . . your
| best friend. How long has it been since you saw your family or friends?

Dark thoughts run through your brain. The incessant hum of your ship’s engines vibrates your body just enough that you can feel it in
your bones. How long will you have to remain so far from home; how long?

“Boss,” the computer calls gently, pulling you from the well of depression you were about to enter. You look up, grateful for the
interruption.

“You wanted to know when we reached our destination. We will begin orbit around the planet Ululu momentarily.”

' “Thanks,” you respond. You stand and stretch, feeling the ligaments cracking from their imposed inactivity. You walk over to the forward
screen and watch as your ship begins to circle around the third planet in this system. After instructing the computer to run the usual scan on
the unknown world, you sit down again, waiting patiently for the data.

You read the report as soon as it is ready and learn that the planet is populated by a race called Sirissians. They also have colonies on
the nearby worlds of Sirissi and Takata, with Sirissi being the homeworld.

The physical characteristics of the planet below you indicate the presence of a primarily agrarian culture. This wouldn’t be so interesting
except that all of the lush vegetation is actually growing in the upper atmosphere, in mid-air. It is hard to believe, but the entire stratosphere,
miles high, surrounding the entire planet, is choked full with living, growing plants.

You don’t understand how this can work. To begin with, the spherical band of vegetation must block out most of the sunlight, making
the surface below dark as night. Where do the plants get water and nutrients, and how are they harvested? These questions merely make you
curious. The problem that really has you stumped is that the thick layer of plant life forms such a dense barrier that you don’t see how you
can possibly land your ship.

Fortunately your scanners are capable of seeing through the vegetation barrier, and you watch the aliens inhabiting the surface below.
They have a fascinating appearance, with multiple sensory organs atop stalks which sprout from their “heads.” This gives them the look of
having a spiked haircut running from the equivalent of ear to ear. The sensory organs are peculiar, too — seven round globes with horizontal
slits sitting on top of the head stalks. Each globe apparently performs a different function, although they all seem to be quite similar in
appearance. You are truly baffled by Sirissian anatomy. At least it works for them!

The Sirissians are about four feet in height and three feet in breadth. Their cultural mannerisms include a lot of bending at the waist,
which looks none too easy given their physical dimensions. Yet this action is essential, from what you can see, to ending conversations and
consummating any sort of deal. This gives them a rather clownish appearance in their day-to-day activities and tends to make you think of
them as harmless. You haven’t come this far by being taken in by appearances, however. You resolve to give this new race the respect you
always give the unknown.

You also see that the Clathrans have a small garrison on this planet. The base sends out an occasional patrol into the cities to check on
the Sirissians, and that’s it. Apparently the Clathrans consider the Sirissians to be a vanquished race and feel little need to expend military
power keeping them under control. Since the occupying force is so small, you are not really concerned about being discovered while you are
here.

The main spaceport is used quite a bit, not only by ships from the Sirissians’ colony planets, but also by ships from other races. The
Clathrans don’t seem to mind an ongoing trade industry here. That's not like them. Maybe they assume that any ship in the area is either
friendly or neutral — or else how would they have gotten here? You pray for them to continue to be so complacent. It certainly makes things
easier for you.

| Directing your computer to home in on the landing beacon, you make contact with the landing port and get permission to set down. You
| have the computer question all of the landing instructions because at no time do the aliens indicate there will be a problem getting through
the plant belt. You are not so sure of this fact, but the Port Authority assures you there will be no difficulty. So, you direct your computer to
follow their instructions but be ready to reverse thrusters if it seems like you are getting into trouble.

©1989 Continued &
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“Right, Boss!”

Approaching the layer of vegetation, you brace yourself for the impact which never comes. Somehow, your ship is teleported through
the dense living barrier and reappears several thousand feet below. You now find yourself nearing the spaceport.

“What happened?” you ask, confused.

“All I know, Boss, is that these beings have a great mastery of physical teleportation. We passed through the three miles or so of floating
plant life with no loss of time or any sort of disorientation. I don’t know a lot about this race, Boss, but I'd say they are far more advanced
than they appear. Be careful when dealing with them — we don’t want to get them mad at us!”

You smile at the warning but decide the computer may be right. This could also be the reason the Clathrans, although technically
occupying the planet, do not really interfere with the Sirissians’ day-to-day life.

A welcoming committee bobbles over to you and offers assistance in directing you to wherever you wish to go. For a moment, you are
too stunned to reply. Each of the aliens has at least one stalk of golden-colored grain protruding from its mouth area. You have a sudden urge
to laugh as you imagine the Sirissians all dressed in blue denim overalls with straw hats on their heads.

You explain that you are new to the planet and aren’t sure what activities are available. They bow a few times while conferring in low
tones among themselves. Then they turn back to you and give you the following list of options:

(HBRWAT) (3 phases) Harvest some Food from the available atmospheric supply.
(DBCWFT) (4 phases) Investigate the means by which you were able to teleport through the thick vegetation in the stratosphere.
(HGR4AQ) (7 phases) Visit one of the immense sports arenas on Ululu.

H STOP &

[055]

You have been intrigued by the hand weapons the Hadrakians carry here and you stop a Homeless One on the street to ask about them.

“You want to know about this?” The Hadrakian points to his weapon and chuckles. “It’s a mental scrambler — the small version — and
1 wouldn’t be alive today without it. The gun acts as a generator for neuro-interruption rays which incapacitate different life forms to various
degrees. The more primitive the brain, the more effective the mental scrambler is. The weapon is a necessity on this world which, as you may
have noticed, is filled with very primitive and very dangerous creatures.

“One of the worst monsters I've run into is called the tyranopsor. It stands over thirty feet high and eats anything that moves, or anything
that stands still, for that matter. I remember a particularly scary time when I was out on a logging trip with some friends of mine. Two
tyranopsors came by and tried to stomp us. We took out our weapons, and boy were we surprised when none of them worked! We'd forgotten
to recharge them. Luckily for us, a big brontopsor came by to see what all the commotion was and the tyranopsor decided to fight it instead
of us. If it wasn’t for that, we'd have been stomped for sure. Now I always carry two weapons around, just in case. If you are interested in
buying one, why don’t you go over to the Gun Shop?”

The Homeless One gives you the necessary directions and, within minutes, you find yourself entering the store. You look around and the
place is filled with many different models of the mental scrambler. When the Settled One- running the shop approaches you, you ask for the
price of a gun and learn that they go for the following:

1 Munitions + 1 Synthetic Genius

Go now to the CGM. You may select this option again.

H STOP &
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[056]

You select a Shrine from the Street of Gods and find your way into one of the meditation cubicles. You clear your mind of thoughts and
wait, hoping your Revelation ability will encourage a Hadrakian god to tell you something useful.

You wait, and wait, and wait.

Nothing happens.

Eventually you get tired of waiting and leave the cubicle. The Shrine Keeper asks you for the name of the god that visited you.
“I didn’t get a Revelation this time,” you tell her.

“That’s too bad. I'm sorry we couldn’t help you today. How long has it been since your last Revelation?”

“Not very long. At most a week or two.”

“Well, that explains it. Unless it’s been at least two weeks you can’t expect anything. The gods like to rest between visits.”

You may select this option again.

H STOP =

[057]

The collector device, you conclude after close examination, measures the width of the Dual Space Interphase. Since leaving Outpost
you've had plenty of time to study and learn more about Dual Space. The theory suggests that the width of the Interphase is one of the
fundamental characteristics of reality, in some ways more fundamental than physical constants like the gravitational constant or the speed of
light. The Interphase represents the range of alternate possibilities that exist alongside reality. In theory, mental powers and certain kinds of
technology can change reality in small ways by accessing alternatives existing within the Interphase. If the Interphase widens, a wider range of
alternatives become realizable, and reality becomes more changeable. In a theoretical state of extremely large Interphase width, reality could
become almost completely subjective and arbitrary. Certainly such an existence would be impossible for life forms adapted to unchangeable
laws of nature. But if the Interphase width were to drop to zero, theory suggests that reality would become completely mechanistic, making
free will and subjective consciousness impossible. Obviously, the ideal state is somewhere in between.

This concept must have been important to the builders of Adafa as well, for the device you are examining is designed to record as well
as measure the width of the Interphase. The machine’s only moving part is a cylinder near the base, about ten meters in diameter, which is
divided into a stack of independent rings. The lowest ring rotates so as to make one complete revolution in about five minutes. As it turns
to the right past a certain point, a glowing line appears on the ring, erasing the previous recorded line coming around from the left. The line
appears to be perfectly straight. A second ring above the first rotates more slowly, making one revolution for every nine turns of the ring
below. It too is marked with a glowing straight line as it turns. There are fourteen rings in all, and although the motions of the upper ten are
imperceptible, you suspect that each turns nine times more slowly than the one below it. Each records a glowing line.

The lines on the bottom four rings all appear perfectly straight, indicating that the Interphase width is not changing greatly on a time
scale of hours or days. However, the fifth and six rings, which record over periods of weeks and months, show a distinct upward trend. The
Interphase is definitely widening, slowly but steadily.

Examining the eighth ring, which according to your calculations completes one rotation in about 45 years, you can see that the rise began
about twenty years ago. Before that, as the rings above the eighth show, the width had been steadily decreasing, extremely slowly, over the
course of thousands of years.

On the twelfth ring, the glowing line extends only about a third of the way around the cylinder. Apparently, this ring has not completed
one full revolution since the device was put into operation. You quickly calculate that this means the recorder is about a hundred thousand
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years old. Adafa, therefore, has probably been here for at least that long. The Interphase width at the beginning of the recording is high, and
decreases slowly and continuously throughout the centuries. The recent increase is the first increase since at least 100,000 years ago.

The presence of the thirteenth and fourteenth rings is disturbing. The line representing the last hundred thousand years is but a tiny
fraction of the circumference of the topmost ring. It will take about 24 million years for the topmost ring to make one revolution. It seems
that whoever made the recorder intended to be around for a while. You wonder what happened to them.

H STOP
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[058]
Hours have passed since you began this cursed battle and you are no closer to victory now than you were at the start. You can feel the
crowd getting angry at this lack of resolution. They want a winner and they want one now!

Sure enough, you begin to hear catcalls and booing filtering down from the stands. Try as you might, though, you simply cannot defeat
the enemy. You are thoroughly chagrined when the crowd begins throwing rotten food into the Arena. Hunching your shoulders against the
putrid onslaught, you see that a side door has now opened where you and your opponent are being waved off the combat grounds. You have
no choice but to give up the fight for now.

A huge Settled One grimaces at you from the doorway. “You may try again if you think you are up to it, but I strongly suggest you
make some improvements somewhere in your personal arsenal or training.”

You realize that she is correct but the tone of voice she uses, so filled with disdain, is embarrassing!

You may select this option again.

H STOP &

[059]

Getting down on your stomach, you crawl in a very undignified fashion until you are under the bell-shaped structure. You rise to a
sitting position and direct your suit’s light up toward the top of the bell. The upper half is filled with a complex network of glasslike filaments
embedded with tiny metallic spheres where the filaments intersect.

Rising to a kneeling position, you look around the interior of the lower section. It seems to be empty. You stand upright, intending
to meticulously examine each square inch of the structure. Before you reach your full upright position, your head encounters some sort of
transparent barrier separating the lower part of the bell from the upper.

GOOOONNNNGGGG!!! Despite the total vacuum of Adafa’s cold night side, a deafening sound reverberates in your ears, your head,
your bones, your teeth. You feel it in every inch of your body, shaking you to the core. Just when you are sure you can stand it no longer, it
continues with the same deafening loudness but, thankfully, you pass out from the ordeal. When you awaken, you awaken into a dream. You
are being lifted toward the top of the bell, held paralyzed in a painfully rigid grip. You can’t move to see whether you are in the grasp of a
mechanism, an energy field, or some sort of internally induced paralysis. The gossamer network is flickering and pulsing with deep red light.
A voice is whispering in your mind, but the words are indistinct, as if the whisperer were not talking to you but to someone else.

Subject observed to. . . multiple anomalies. Do you wish to. . . or continue the standard program?
Receiving no response after about a minute, the voice continues.
. . . unmonitored mode. Programmed correctional and precautionary measures. . . be attempted.

A clumsy psychic hand reaches into your mind and tears out a piece. It’s over before you can react to the horror of it.

Continued &=



059 — The Clathran Menace — 060

initial cycle completed. . . of limited success. Repeating process.

Helplessly you wait for it to happen again.

repeating process repeating process repeating process repeating process. . .

Nothing happens. The whisper fades. The deep red flickering of the filaments suddenly becomes a wild pulsing.
attentioncannoltcontinueinunmonitoredmodeinitiatingshutdown

Two bright flashes light up the glass webwork, then all goes dark. You feel yourself falling. The dream ends.

You awaken some time later feeling ill and rather badly damaged. You drag yourself out from under the bell’s edges.

Laying panting outside the alien device, you take stock of your physical well being, or lack thereof. You have sustained some injury but,
what’s worse, your mind has been violated and damaged. You feel a decided loss in the area of mental abilities.

Go now to the CGM.

“Fire!” you command and watch in frustration as the Clathran ship manages to evade your shot. So far, both you and the enemy
Commander have kept the battle at a stalemate. For each shot you dodge, the Commander does the same for your shots. The score, if anyone
is keeping one, is zero to zero. You wonder if this is any way to fight a war.

“Boss, the Clathran ship is breaking away. Should I pursue?”

“No,” you respond reluctantly. “It is presumably headed for other Clathran ships. Although we managed to hold this one off, I doubt we
could do the same for several vessels. Let it go. There'’s always tomorrow.”

“Sure. Maybe we can beef up our weaponry in the meantime.”

This adventure took some time, so you lose the rest of your plotted phases for this turn. You may resume your movement next turn.

& STOP ¥
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[061]

You have heard great things about the recuperative ability of the hospital on Gloo. You would like to verify this yourself with a visit.
Unfortunately, as you try to pass through the main doors, you are stopped by a guard.

“Where do you think you are going, pond scum?” he rumbles, after first carefully examining your rank.

“I"d like to see one of your doctors. It’s, um, an emergency. Yeah,” you continue, warming to this theme, “I have to go right in or I
could pass on a deadly strain of the, ur, Nievian flu. It's deadly to all forms of life, you know.”

The guard isn’t even listening to you. He demands to see your orders from a superior officer or he won’t let you into the hospital. Boy,
talk about a tough audience! You mumble something about going off to die in peace and back away.

Looking back, you see that only some of the people going through have signed papers. Others outrank the guard and can enter without
being stopped. You note that the guard’s insignia is a square with two stripes bisecting it. If you had a higher rank, you could probably get
in. Heading back to your ship, you think about this.

You may select this option again.

H STOP &

[062]

You decide to join the Middle Riallan political discussion group again. Maybe this time you can offer some more helpful advice. You sit
silently on one of the rigid bars for a while, listening to the Riallans’ telepathic thoughts.

“The Clathrans have advanced even further since the last time we met. They’re going to conquer the whole galaxy.”

“Maybe if we stay quiet the Clathrans won't bother us. They seem to do the worst harm to colonizing, spacefaring races, which we’re

»

not.
“But what about our children in the Fringe, the New Riallans? They have lots of spaceships. The Clathrans are likely to annihilate them.”
“Yes, we must be worried about that. We need the New Riallans to perpetuate our species.”

“Well, there’s the Hadrakians to consider. They’re putting up quite a fight against the Clathran forces. Maybe there’s something we could
do to help.”

“I don’t have any great ideas, but I see that our Human visitor has returned.” Several of the gas bags turn in your direction. “Welcome,
Human. Do you have any new ideas for us?”

What do you suggest the Middle Riallans do?

A. Build an army of spaceships to fight the Clathrans
B. Lay low and hope the Clathrans don’t bother them
C. Send a courier to the Fringe to ask the New Riallans for help

Go now to the CGM.
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