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Of all the races you have encountered thus far in your travels, you find the Sirissians to be among the least comprehensible. You have
your suspicions that they are extremely advanced, thus making their motives and actions unclear. You especially wonder why they allow the
Clathrans to remain on their planets.

Bit by bit, you hear about an organization of Sirissians who may be willing to help you fight the Clathrans. If the bobbly little aliens
truly do have a resistance group, they could come in handy if you can find them and convince them to trust you and the information you bring.
Since the fate of your race hangs in the balance, you decide to put in the necessary time to find this Underground.

Approaching a little cafe-style establishment that, you have been told, no Clathran soldier has ever entered, you take a seat and order
something to drink that is compatible with your metabolism. When the server brings your drink, you mention the lack of soldiers here and
how good it is to be someplace where you do not have to be on the lookout for trouble from them. She asks if you are always this negative
about military organizations. You reply that you are only against those that want to wipe out your entire race. The alien swivels his sensory
stalks at you (something you are getting used to by now) and leaves. Just as you are about to give up the idea of making contact with the
resistance here, another Sirissian seats himself at your table.

“Greetings, Human,” he begins. “I understand you are unhappy with some of the guests we allow on our planet.”
“Only if they have green scales and red eyes.”

“Well, perhaps there are reasons for letting them stay here, reasons that suit the purpose of a group dedicated to fighting the soldiers
when the time is right.”

“And when will that be?” you ask. “Could I ask these people that question in person?”

“For obvious reasons, they cannot allow just anyone to contact them; they need assurance that those who look for them are really on
their side.”

“How can they be sure?”

“There is a method of questioning that, although not damaging, is not very comfortable. If the seeker will undergo this, it will help to
prove good intentions.”

You think this over, then agree. The Sirissian brings you into the back part of the cafe, where a small room is located. Inside the room
are many evil-looking devices. You swallow in apprehension over what you have gotten yourself into this time. You take a seat and allow
arm and leg straps to be placed on you.

The next several hours are not at all pleasant. You answer many questions as fully as possible, describing many of your adventures and
escapades. When you withhold some information, the devices all warn the Sirissians of your omission, but they seem to understand that you
cannot divulge everything you know. By the end, you have proven at least your serious intent of destroying the Clathran Empire before they
reach your Home Worlds.

“Well, Human, while you have not been totally open with us on some things, we are satisfied that you are a good addition to our own
forces. We would like to welcome you to the Sirissian Underground. We have many projects and plans in the works for fighting the Clathrans
and would be pleased to assist you from time to time. I am giving you the first level Golden Triangle to signify membership in our group.
This badge will allow you access to our rebel city, where you may learn things to help you in your own personal fight.”

The Sirissian leaves you to sit and recuperate from your questioning ordeal. You examine the golden badge you have been awarded. It
is small, about an inch from the center to any of the three points. Its depth is only about a quarter of an inch, but you believe that the outer
shell is housing some sort of mechanism inside. You are tempted to try to open the thing but decide to leave well enough alone. When you
are feeling better, you rise and leave the cafe, returning to your trusty ship, thinking about the existence of the Sirissian rebel city.

You now have a new option:
(KXDNCY) (7 phases) Visit the rebel city, home of the Sirissian resistance.
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You have built a Stasis Field for your ship. In its present form, the Stasis Field will be a very effective attack weapon for your ship. The
Field is of limited size, so you can’t expect to “freeze” fast-moving enemy ships in stasis for more than a few moments at a time, but those
few moments could make a crucial difference.
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Walking on Knapt's surface is more difficult than you imagined. It takes several hours to cover the distance to the alien building. Tunnels
within tunnels within tunnels riddle the surface of this unique world, causing you to detour around mile-wide holes on more than one occasion.
Finally, you find yourself standing at the base of the housing for the beam generator.

You approach the nearby beam transmitter with all the caution due such a deadly weapon. While not completely sure what you can
accomplish here, you want to get inside the building which houses one of the six points of the total weapon and see what there is to see.
Getting in is another matter, though. The beam weapon emplacement is much larger than it appeared from space. The main bulk of it is a
cylinder about five hundred feet in diameter and a quarter mile long. Placed in the center is a domed secondary structure where the beam itself
comes from. You cannot see any sort of entrance to the building from where you are. Even after circling it, you can’t find a doorway.

Finally, on the underside of the building, accessible only when you climb down into a shallow trench located along the outer perimeter,
you find an airlock. The mechanism for opening the door is simple; within a few minutes, you are inside. Passing through the inner door, you
find yourself in a long grey metal corridor which eventually leads to a room full of electronic equipment. Above you is a reflective dish aimed
out through a window in the secondary building.

After a brief, but thorough, examination of the interior, you learn that you are in the control room for the weapon. The cylindrical
structure leading away from here is the conduit for the actual beam itself to emerge from the generator, focus on the large mirror device above
you, and shoot out to join with the other five beams, creating a lethal energy attack.

You spend several hours studying the weapon in an effort to learn how it works. The tracking and aiming technology alone would be
invaluable if you could transfer the knowledge into your own ship’s systems. Finally, through hard work, perseverance, plus stumbling onto a
chart that explains many of the things you do not fully understand, you become confident that you can adapt the know-how to your weapons
system. Looking around to see what else you can find, you recall the need to find a way to actually turn off the beam weapon so you can
leave safely.

A few more hours of poking around prove that this wish is impossible. There is a fail-safe device to warn those who installed the weapon
here — Clathrans, from the look of the printed material — of a failure in the equipment. The only thing you would accomplish by shutting
the beam off is to alert the enemy of your presence on this world. Instead, you try another plan.

From what you have seen, you know you can redirect the beam coming from this generator so it won't properly align with the other
five. While this will not save any of the plasma creatures attempting to leave from elsewhere on the planet, it will allow them, and you, to
take off from this area. The misaligned beam will open a window where the energy beam will be ineffective against anything leaving the
planet’s surface. When you have accomplished this, you leave the building and return to your ship. A short time later, you have recalibrated
your weapons system according to what you leamned inside the beam generator building. Not only have you given yourself a way to leave the
planet without being hit by the beams, but you have stolen the Clathrans’ advanced tracking and aiming technology for your own use. You
are feeling rather satisfied with yourself right now.

Go now to the CGM.
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