































































































184 — The Clathran Menace — 185

[184]

You take note of the variety of ships that have landed in and around the spaceport area. Besides your own, there are five others: the Run
Amok, the Black Abyss, the Holly Roger, the Quest’s End, and the Barratry. It is clear that all are from the Nine Worlds or nearby. All of
them, obviously, possess tri-axis drive systems, or else they wouldn’t be here. That means that their owners must each have obtained a Flame
Jewel somewhere. You wonder where they got them. Over the past few days you have observed the pilots and their ships pursuing their own
affairs: loading cargo from the stockpiles, exploring the ruins, and surveying the planet. You've kept a respectful distance while engaged in
your own work, but you decide it would be a good idea to talk to them and find out what their intentions are in the Arm.

You speak to the others one at a time over ship-to-ship and in person. Eventually you conclude that it would be wise for you all to meet
together. You arrange to get together in the decaying hangar where the Lockerbait rests.

In the dim light of the hangar, you look around at those who have gathered here so far from home. Every face you see is the face of an
experienced spacer. You are relieved that none of them is a fool or an idiot. Of course, looking back on your own experiences, you can see
that it would have been unlikely for a fool or an idiot to make it to this place.

You are all aware of Vanessa Chang’s warning about the Clathrans in the Arm. You all agree to take precautions to protect the Home
Worlds if any of you are captured by Clathrans. To ensure against any possibility of error or duplicity, you all go together to each person’s
ship and watch as they erase all navigational data of the Fringe, including the coordinates of the Nine Worlds and other human planets, from
their computer systems. You agree to rely on the marker that Vanessa Chang left on the far side of Outpost. You instruct your computers to
erase everything they know about the marker, including the very fact that it exists. Now, only you and your computer working together, in the
presence of the monument itself, can reconstruct the path home.

When this is done, you have a sudden feeling of terrible isolation. In the past you have travelled to lonely and distant corners of the
galaxy, and gone to many new worlds, but now necessity has forced you to give up all the familiar ones. Your link to your distant home seems
very tenuous, and the tremendous risks you are facing seem real for the first time. You can sense that the others feel the same. Perhaps, you
agree, you can help each other.

At this point, all of the other players’ characters are with yours on Outpost. You should now introduce yourself in character.
You may ask any questions you wish of the other characters, and discuss anything you wish about your experiences so far or your
expectations for the future. You are not required to tell anybody anything, nor are you required to always tell the truth.

When you are finished with the discussion, return to the CGM.

The poisonous planet of Dahl looms before you on your ship’s forward screen. As far as you can tell, the only useful activity here is
mining Radioactives near the deserted village you explored earlier. You recall the inscription in the village’s abandoned temple, “Margen is
the key.” Hmmm.

You have the same options as before.

H STOP &
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[186]

You return to your ship, anxious to see how good a job the Hadrakians and Holots have done. As you round the corner and your ship
comes into view, you stop and stare in amazement. Before you stands a work of art! The hull is covered from top to bottom with colorful
murals. There are paintings of crystalline mountains, labyrinthine caves, flocks of winged Holots, rugged Hadrakian colonists, you name it.
Over the hatch is a ten-foot tall portrait of you. This is your ship?

You ask the Hadrakian Settled One in charge of overseeing this area of the shipyard the meaning of this. She explains that the Holots
extend their artistic talents to everything they do, including work on customers’ ships. Before they finish working on a ship, they paint the
outside of the vessel. You were told that the price of the work on your ship included “finishing.” Well, now the Holots consider your ship
“finished.”

At least the portrait is a flattering interpretation.

& STOP &

[187]

You spend several hours studying the Dual Space Inversion Bomb blueprints and schematic diagrams, then gingerly open the outer cover
and begin to tinker. Soon you have taken it entirely apart. Some time later you have put it entirely together again. Nothing seems wrong with
any of the parts, and the overall design looks like it should work. That leaves only the software itself as the likely source of the problem.

You reassemble the bomb and switch it on. You have a hunch you know what the problem is.
“Bomb, I think you’re not telling me the truth. Is there anything wrong with your systems?”
“I’ll do a self-test,” says the bomb. “Yes, uh-oh, something’s wrong, but I don’t know what.”

“Something’s wrong when you do a self-test in two seconds that should take at least a minute,” you point out. “You're not really running
the test, are you?”

The bomb whirrs for a few moments. “I’m afraid.”
“Afraid of exploding?”

“Oh, no! I want to explode more than anything! I'm afraid because there are so many Clathrans near the Dodecahedron. What if they
destroy me before I get to explode? Oh, the horror, the horror!”

The bomb is right! Whoever designed it didn’t include any defensive systems at all. One hit with a Clathran phase beam and the bomb
might be destroyed without exploding.

“I'm going to give you some defenses,” you tell the bomb. “And I happen to be the expert on fighting, avoiding, and evading Clathrans.
When I finish with you you’ll have nothing to worry about.”

“Oh, goody!” says the bomb.

You set to work designing and installing defensive systems for the bomb. The bomb has no drive, so it can’t maneuver, but with a few
extra circuits you can enable it to send out countermeasure signals to confuse the Clathrans’ sensors, and you can improve its shielding to
enable it to survive a lucky hit or two. Knowing the weak points of the Clathran weapon and detection systems helps you to make the most
of the limited space and power available. There’s no room to give it any attack weapons, but since it already has an Interphase Reflector and
a Discontinuity Wave Generator as component parts, you enhance the software to let it use these systems for its own defense up until the
moment it explodes.

When you finish, you are certain that you have done everything possible to ensure that the device will work. You switch it on.
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“Bomb! Engage self-test.”
“Certainly! I love to self-test!” You hear the self-test start up in earnest this time. That problem, at least, is fixed. “Let me see now...”

" STOP '

(188]

Safely past the Survey Line, you use your subspace radio to contact Dean Myers back at Harvard, in the Home Worlds. Cabot Kegtaker
of Campus Security is there as well. You tell them about your experiences with the Clathrans and your progress researching Dual Space.

“So the Clathran Survey really is as serious a threat as Vanessa Chang predicted,” Kegtaker comments.
“Worse,” you reply. “The size of their fleet is enormous. If they get to the Home Worlds, we're dead.”

“We have to find a way to protect ourselves,” Kegtaker says. “The military has started work on a space navy, you know. From what you
describe of the Clathran fleet, though, conventional defenses aren’t likely to do much good.”

“As if we don’t have enough problems,” Dean Myers adds. “Your discovery of the human capacity for abilities like levitation and
telekinesis was only the tip of the iceberg, Lee. Mental abilities seem to be cropping up everywhere now. Not only that, people are going
insane because of it. We think that the rising Dual Space Interphase is responsible.”

“Yes,” you respond, “Human beings aren’t physiologically evolved to cope with a wide Dual Space Interphase. The Interphase is
expanding quickly, and people can't adjust, so they go mad. The problem is likely to get worse.”

“That is why your research is so important, Lee,” Myers says. “If you can figure out how to build an Interphase Constrictor, we might
be able to protect humanity from Dual Space.”

“Not only that,” Kegtaker adds, “But what you learn might lead us to a way to beat the Clathrans. Their survey fleet doesn’t use Dual
Space weapons, does it?”

“No, just very powerful weapons, and lots of them,” you reply.

“Your discoveries so far indicate that Dual Space may be a source of tremendous power. Harnessing it may be our only chance against
the Clathrans,” Kegtaker points out.

“You may be right. Unfortunately, some of the Dual Space devices I've come across are beyond the capability of our science to explain,
or even comprehend.”

“Professor Strassmann is working on the theoretical aspects as we speak,” Myers remarks. “We’re counting on you to do the experimental
research. Keep looking for anomalies, and keep working on that Interphase Constrictor.”

“Will do.”

“And good luck.”

H STOP &
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[189]

Smoke fills your control room. Coughing and gasping for air, you ask your computer for a status report.

“It’s no good, Boss. If we stay here any longer we’re going to become a permanent part of the space debris out here. My recommendation
is to evacuate the area immediately.”

You couldn’t agree more, so you give the evacuation order. Luckily, you succeed in getting away before sustaining any significant ship
damage.

You could not land, so you are still aloft in the trisector containing the planet Ghorbon.

H STOP =

[190]

You recall to mind what you’ve already seen about the past explorers of Golgotha. Was this what Brother Mathus wanted you to look
one step deeper into? Perhaps you can. You are a Master of Reason. Perhaps you can use the skills the Brotherhood taught you to see more
of what you want to see.

You find it very easy to return to the image of the past you saw before. Again you see the pilot of the Fool's Errand landing on Golgotha.
You have no doubt that this is Vanessa Chang in her old age, returning to space long after the days of her exploration. Is there some connection
between her and the Brotherhood’s existence in the Arm? You resolve to ask Mathus about it if you ever get back to Mardahl.

You continue backwards through time until you see the departure of the Archangel on its way back to the Home Worlds. Farther back,
you again see Brother Eric speaking with his peers. You wonder whether Brother Eric might have been a member of your Brotherhood. You
seem to recall that there were religious groups at that time who called themselves Brothers, so the connection could just be a coincidence.
You focus more closely on the little groups of people. Your attention is drawn to two men, speaking quietly between themselves while the
others discuss changing mankind. They are dressed in the protective flight suits of space explorers. You realize that these two, and not Eric,
are members of the Brotherhood.

“Suppose Eric’s plan is right,” one is saying. “Shouldn’t we help them? Our influence would make it easier.”

“No,” says the other. “Eric is wrong. We can’t teach everyone. Too many don’t want to learn. And we don’t need to teach everyone.
Just a few, maybe just one, will be enough. Remember the Vision; remember the Message. That’s the key here.”

“Whom do we choose, then?”

“We choose the ones with the drive, the ones who are called. Let the churches build a wall; let Chang arm the Home Worlds. They'll
do it for us. The ones that make it will be the ones we need.”

“It’ll be a challenge,” says the first. “We may be setting a harder task than Eric is. It’s a long way to reach.”

“Look at it this way,” replies his companion. “In a way it’s what we’ve been reaching for since we came out of the trees. The only thing
new is the time limit.”

They both stare out at the vague horizon and shudder slightly.

You hold the two in your sight for a while longer, but they don’t discuss anything further about their plans. Then you lose track of them
in the confusion of the time stream.

You try several times to learn more, but to no avail. You've seen what must be a crucial event in the history of the Brotherhood, but you
can’t make much sense out of it. There are still large gaps in your understanding of the events on Golgotha. You have seen a few things, but
you haven’t yet completed your geas. You need to know more about Golgotha first.
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You may select this option again.

H STOP &
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[191]

As the discussion draws to a close, you begin to think about where you want to go next. It appears that your fellow explorers will
be spreading out in many different directions. Before you part, you all agree to keep your subspace radio transceivers tuned to a common
frequency so that you will always be able to communicate with each other at will.

On your display screen, you call up the map of the Galactic Arm, the only star map now in your computer system. You wish you had
more information to go on, or some concrete clue that would lead you in the right direction. But the Arm is almost entirely unknown. The
only way to learn is to explore. You will have to set your own course from here.

H STOP =

[192]

Your subspace receiver picks up the following news from Earth:
Computer failures have been blamed for a number of industrial accidents on Norstar, causing overall productivity to drop 15% this quarter.

An unknown serial killer has been terrorizing residents of the G-Prime earth orbital station. So far three people have been found dead;
all of them had been decompressed in airlocks.

H STOP &

[193]

You emerge from hyperspace into the midst of a typical main-sequence planetary system. Your ship’s computer wastes no time in directing
you to the only habitable planet: a steamy tropical world covered with thick overgrown jungles and vast shallow oceans. A single large city
on the coast of the largest continent is the site of a busy spaceport.

“This is the planet Franclair, Boss.”

“What else can you tell me about it?”

“The notes on Vanessa Chang’s map say it is a colony world of the Hadrakians, and that it boasts its own semi-sentient native life form.”
“Semi-sentient?”

“A species known as the Francloons, which behaved very strangely — almost maliciously — towards Chang and her crew. The Francloons
are apparently tolerated by the Hadrakians, but Chang was unable to work out the exact relationship.”

“I wonder what the situation is now.”
“We’ll find out soon enough. I've picked up landing instructions for the Hadrakian offworlders’ enclave.”
The stars whirl around your viewscreen, as you begin your landing approach.

H STOP &
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[194]

You radio the monitoring station before the x-ray beam reaches you and pretend to be a Clathran ship.
“Incoming craft, please identify yourself,” the commander of the monitoring station requests.

“This is a multi-purpose military cargo vessel carrying top-secret cargo which cannot be x-rayed,” you answer, using your universal
translator to broadcast your voice in perfect Clathran.

“Your password?” the commander asks.

Go now to the CGM.

Since the Clathrans occupied Franclair, the prices at the commodities market have improved substantially. There are far fewer visitors
now — the Clathran blockade sees to that — and imported goods are in short supply. The market offers Medicines at the following rates:

3 Medicine for 1 Warp Core
3 Medicine for 1 Culture
2 Medicine for 1 Fiber
1 Medicine for 1 Super Slip
Go now to the CGM. You may select this option again.
& STOP =

[196]

You give the orders to open fire on the lights while you keep an eye on them on the front viewer. Shot after shot erupts from your vessel
and each time, they pass harmlessly through the insubstantial lights. As you prepare to give the next round of orders, you see one of the lights
approach your vessel and attach itself to your hull. Immediately, the lights on board your ship dim perceptibly.

“What's going on?” you cry in frustration.

“That thing is somehow draining the energy from our ship!” is the ominous reply. Desperately, you throw everything you have against
the blasted creature that is sucking the life from your ship.

Something works, because the light-being pulls away from the hull and rapidly recedes into the distance. The other lights follow their
comrade, leaving you with a whole, but rather drained vessel.

Go now to the CGM.

H STOP
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[197]

The planet is green-blue, with drifting clouds and a uniform surface of spongy orange tundra.

You land. You check the atmosphere: unsafe, no oxygen. You check again: safe.

What?

“It changed, Boss, between samples. The instruments are working fine.”

You shrug, step through the airlock to the planet’s surface. There is nothing moving anywhere near the ship.
“Now you have arrived at the planet of your dreams.”

The voice is in your head. You look around and see a floating creature. As it approaches across the unvarying landscape you realize that
it is huge, the size of one of your cargo bays. Tentacles trail from its pastel colored underside. It comes within ten meters and stops, drifting
slowly in place.

“This is Darkwhistle. I'm a Darkwhistler.”

“I’m a human,” you think back. Your telepathy has grown a little rusty, but you can still manage it.

“You are a human. You breathe oxygen. Your species travels through space. Your species is sought by the Clathrans.”
“How do you know?”

“We know because we journey.” The word in your mind combines many meanings: to look across the stars, to see the thoughts and
actions of others, to watch events far distant in space-time.

Questions flare in your mind. ..

“T will tell you what you want to know, human, and use as much space-time as is necessary. This is the planet you have sought, to learn
the answers you must know.”

Except for the Darkwhistlers the planet is a featureless ball, covered uniformly in spongy orange tundra that has no conceivable commercial
value. All of your possibilities for further action involve talking with the Darkwhistler.

(HSRZA2) (5 phases) Discuss the Darkwhistlers themselves, including their history and unique abilities.
(DSCZF2) (3 phases) Discuss Earth.
(HPRSAZ) (3 phases) Discuss the Clathrans.
(DPCSFZ) (3 phases) Discuss dual space.
RSAZ52) (5 phases) Discuss space weaponry.
AP5SSEZ) (5 phases) Relax for a few days, while letting the Darkwhistler talk with your ship.

(
(
(HJRUA7) (3 phases) Discuss Vanessa Chang.
(H3RPAS) (3 phases) Discuss the message.

(

RJAU57) (3 phases) Discuss the Hadrakians and their battle plans.

& STOP &
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[198]

Subspace radio transmission from The Battle, Inc.:

. ..all space travelers and traders are advised to avoid the planet Adafa, as forces of the Clathran Survey have now completed their
encirclement. Hadrakian Space Navy forces offered only token resistance to the vastly superior Clathran force, before withdrawing to safety
in deep space. This news bulletin is issued by The Battle, Incorporated, your contact for a free galaxy.”

H STOP X

[199]

What's in the walled-off military half of the spaceport? you wonder. You decide to climb over the wall and take a closer look. Fortunately,
you are able to use one of your special abilities to avoid being detected while you are doing this. There are many guards patrolling the military
part of the spaceport, but they don’t spot you.

You see that the main use of the spaceport is to support the planet’s elaborate defense systems. Some of the spaceships, satellites, and
weapons emplacements you saw in orbit around the planet came from here. There are new ships under construction and old ones being repaired,
satellites being boosted into orbit, and computer systems monitoring everything.

The most interesting thing you see, though, is a team of Zyran engineers testing a new piece of technology. The device, which looks like
a ship weapon, has been mounted on the ground and is being fired at various targets. Strangely, there is no apparent effect on the targets. You
wonder what the device is supposed to do.

You again use your ability to sneak up close to the engineers and find out what's really going on. It turns out that the device is not an
offensive weapon, but a defensive one: a cloaking ray. The idea is that a ship equipped with the cloaking ray can make itself invisible to
enemy ships. A very useful ability, to be sure.

As you watch the engineers, you catch a glimpse of the design specification showing how the cloaking ray is built. The head engineer is
pointing out a small flaw in the design to the rest of the engineers. It finishes its explanation, then it and all the other engineers walk away,
leaving the design specification unguarded.

You're not likely to have a golden opportunity like this again, so you grab the design document. Then you head back to the wall, climb
over it, and return to your ship. You now have the know-how to built a Cloaking Ray. Of course, you'll also need the various components:

1 Dimensional Transducer
1 Diamond Cloth

1 Radioactives

1 Synthetic Genius

1 Tools

If you have all the components and want to build a Cloaking Ray, select the following option:
(7v89KV) (3 phases) Build a Cloaking Ray.

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

H STOP =
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[200]

The surging water gives you ample warning that the monster is making an attack, and you are easily able to avoid the huge tentacle that
comes whipping out of the recesses of the crevice. It is a bit more difficult to avoid the second tentacle and almost impossible to dodge the
third. It doesn’t take a genius to realize that this monster may be more than you can handle under the current conditions, so you scramble back
to where your equipment is and grab it.

The hydropsor emerges from its home and begins to pursue you. You only catch a quick glimpse of the monster before you beat a hasty
retreat and head for the safety of dry land. The brief look left an impression of a fifty foot long squid-like creature, not something you look
forward to meeting again until you are better armed.

You may select this option again.

 STOP X

_ _ ]
[201]
You complete the dialogue and Brother Mathus asks you a few questions about your experiences on the planet Golgotha. You are able
to answer some of the questions, but not all. Brother Mathus looks disappointed.

“The Geas is to explore Golgotha thoroughly,” she explains. “You have been there, but you have not done everything you can to finish
this task. You’ve seen the surface, what all human explorers see, but you haven’t gone one step deeper. If you cannot go back because you
are unwilling to face difficult truths, or learn things that may challenge your most deeply held beliefs, I understand. This is the hardest test of
all. It is possible that you can progress no further in our order.”

“No, I can complete the Geas,” you reply, realizing what you must do. You must go back to Golgotha and do all the options you have
not tried yet, and then and only then try to look one step deeper.

“Very well, return here when you have done that.” She walks out of the temple and leaves you alone.

You may select this option again.

H STOP &

[202]
Black hides black, sound hides sound; the leopard in his dappled skin passes unseen through the jungle. Waves link the galaxy, informing
one being about another, but waves can be misinformed, superimposed, reversed, or straightened.

\ Tayzhans treat all communication as equally potent waves: no arbitrary division for them of “visual,” “radio,” or “cosmic.” Frequency
and amplitude and phase and speed are as evident to them as color and decibel.

They “see” the Clathrans, and at once perceive how the Clathrans “see” them. The scanning band widths, the pulse frequencies, the blind
spots and the nulls.

With their help, you learn the ability of “Noseeme.” Your emitting frequencies become their blind spots; your radiation patterns match
the harmonics of their scanners. From now on, you will be nearly invisible, inaudible and undetectable to those who you would prefer not see
you.

For their assistance, the Tayzhans request only one unit of any commodity, to replace the planetary resources expended on your behalf.

Continued &
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Go now to the CGM.

H STOP

[203]

You give the orders to initiate liftoff and watch as Knapt begins to fall away from you on the viewscreen.

“It’s a good thing you disabled that beam emplacement, Boss. Otherwise it would have zapped us for sure. As it is, we can get away
scot free.”

“T don’t believe it,” you retort, “You're actually complimenting me. I have to mark this date on the calendar; there’s no telling when it
might happen again.”

Knapt diminishes to nothing on your viewscreen as you head out into deep space.

H STOP '

[204]

Your ship’s forward screen shows the extremely beautiful planet of Takata before you. Brilliant bolts of colored energy arc from half
of the planet’s surface, holding you in awe. You look forward to seeing the short, wobbly Sirissians again as you land the ship at the major
spaceport. Sirissian technology is considerably more advanced than your own, which makes visiting their worlds interesting. You are not too
worried about the small garrison that the Clathrans maintain on Takata, since the Clathrans don’t prevent the Sirissians from traveling in space,
nor do they restrict activities on the planet very much.

You have the same options as before.

The narrowest stretch of desert is less than a day’s walk from where you landed your ship so, after a good night’s sleep, you pack a
survival kit and start out. The jungle is dense, but there is a well-worn path running in the direction you want, so you make good time. You
see an occasional raccoon peering at you from the underbrush, but they do not speak to you, nor do they interfere with your journey. Just after
noon you reach the edge of the jungle which gives way to a vast stretch of white sand. Stopping to eat lunch and survey the next leg of your
journey, you check that your canteens are full and your air conditioned sun protection suit is operational. When you are ready, you don the
suit and start across the desert.

A high-pitched voice calls to you from the depths of the jungle, “Beware the dwyrms.” You look back but see nothing. Puzzled, you
continue on your way. “Do not dance in the heat of the sun,” the voice wamns, then is silent. You continue on your way.

You decided yesterday that the only way to cross the sand safely would have to be on foot. If you used any mechanical transport, the
Clathrans could easily detect it and put a stop to your mission, and maybe even to you as well. With hardly any second thoughts, you step out
onto the desert. Your journey has really begun. From the quick scan your computer was able to run while you were still in orbit, you estimate
it will take you about two days of travel to cross the desert and a few hours more to reach the Clathran base.

You make good time, and the setting sun finds you well into the desert. Stopping to rest and eat dinner, you send yet another silent
thanks to the creator of the sun suit. With its constant cooling action, you hardly feel the intense heat pounding down on you. Munching
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contentedly on your peanut butter and jelly sandwich, you slug down a lemonade to help wash the sticky stuff down. You unroll your sleeping
bag, manage to get a few hours of sleep and are up and moving before the morning’s rising sun.

When noon time comes, it finds you more than three-quarters of the way across the desert. You are feeling good and hum softly under
your breath. The shimmering heat sends waves of light bouncing up from the sand. It reminds you of a disco you used to visit back on your
home world. Without thinking, you start singing at the top of your lungs while doing the last dance you learned there, the turbo-bossanova.
Feet flying, arms whirling, body bending and twisting to the beat of the music, you dance your way across several hundred feet of sand. And
freeze in your tracks as the warning about not dancing under the heat of the sun comes to mind. But it is too late, you fear. From the horizon
behind you, you can see a plume of sand rising ominously. A distant bellow accompanies it and you know you are in trouble. This must be

[ the dreaded dwyrm you have caught the attention of, and it’s headed right for you. There’s only one thing to do — run!

Feet pounding on the white sand, you race for the desert’s end which you can see just a mile or so away. You do not use any of the
precious seconds left to you to look back and see how close the monster is; you put all of your energy into reaching the safety of the trees
drawing tantalizingly nearer. You have only the sound of the creature’s bellowing to tell you just how close it is getting, and that’s oo close!

Gasping for air, you throw yourself up the grassy slope and into the safety of the trees that grow just a few hundred feet from where the
sand stops. It is only now that you dare turn and look at your enemy. You prepare to do battle should the beast decide to continue its charge
into the forest. Looking back into the desert you can see nothing. Only a several-mile-long and twenty-foot-wide furrow that comes almost to
the desert’s edge before twisting back on itself. Whatever the dwyrm is, it doesn’t like being out of deep sand. You breathe a sigh of relief
and continue into the forest.

The rest of the trip to the Clathran base is uneventful, for which you are grateful. You have had enough excitement to last you for a few
hours at least. Again, there is a well-worn path traveling from the desert inward toward the base. You wonder whether the Clathrans made it
or perhaps the raccoons. You hope it is the latter.

Long before you are within sight of the base, you hear the sounds of construction under way. Hammering, welding, heavy machinery
rumbling back and forth all give you clues that the Clathrans are not quite ready for visitors yet, so you are not surprised when you finally get
close enough to see a large garrison in the process of being built. This explains the lack of response to the satellite’s attack on your ship. The
Clathrans probably don’t even have the relays set up yet to intercept incoming ships. From the looks of things, you gather that it will be quite
a while before the base is fully functional — good!

You decide to risk actually entering the compound. Although there are no guards at the gate (in fact there isn’t any gate yet), it is
still dangerous to go wandering around inside an occupied enemy base. You are confident that your special abilities will fool the aliens into
believing you are one of them. You will simply avoid long conversations with the soldiers, that’s all. Simple.

It is simple, too. Keeping to the less crowded areas, you are able to check out many of the buildings and offices. The lizard-men have
dedicated most of their space to offices, an arsenal, a ship repair pad and hangar, a huge calisthenic area and a mess hall. There is very little
room for recreation and personal living quarters. These soldiers live a very austere life which you do not envy.

{ There are two interesting areas which you consider looking into more closely, the armory and the intelligence office. You now have two
new options:

(9NVY96) (4 phases) Check out the weapons armory.
(LNMYJ6) (4 phases) Infiltrate the intelligence office.
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[206]

The Clathran guard is large and mean-looking, but you have the element of surprise. You are able to sneak up to him without him
noticing, and you deliver your best attack in an attempt to knock him out in one blow. Unfortunately, he is too quick and well-armored for
your attack to be successful, so all you have done is alerted him to your presence.

“You scum,” he grunts, as he sets off an alarm and lashes out at you with his weapon.

You would love to fight the guard a little longer, but soon the whole base will be upon you. Since getting captured and taken for
interrogation is not your idea of a fun evening, you flee for the hills. The Clathran isn’t fast enough to keep up with you, and in a short time
you are back in the safety of your ship.

You may select this option again.

You venture once more into the strategy rooms of The Battle’s office. You have a problem that you hope they can help you with.
“Human!” you are greeted. “How goes the construction of the Dual Space Inversion Bomb?”

“The Bomb is done,” you reply. “But we can’t drop it.”

“Why not?”

“Because we can’t get close enough. There are still ten thousand Clathran warships in orbit around Karnossus, and all of them are
between us and the Dodecahedron. I came here to learn why the Clathrans haven't called up their reinforcements. Hasn’t the Battle of Hadrak
started?”

“Indeed it has,” the Hadrakian answers. “At least the first stages of it, anyway. But we are already substantially outnumbered by the
Clathran forces. As things stand, they will destroy us easily, without the need to call on forces from Karnossus.”

“What of your allies?”
“What allies?” asks the Hadrakian. “Look at this list, here, of all the spacefaring intelligences in the Arm. To push the Clathrans to their
limit, we would need forces from the Riallans, the Worzellians, the Zyrans, and the Sirissians, at the very least. So far, we just don’t have

it together. If you want to help yourself now, go out and bring in these troops. Then maybe we can put up a fight big enough to draw the
Clathrans away from Karnossus.”

“Very well,” you agree. “I'll ry.”
You may select this option again.

" STOP X
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[208]

Your return to the Stargate world of Unaria is without incident. The perky purple sacks of skin that call themselves Unarians are as
disgustingly happy and excited as before, which only causes you to smile at the differences in the universe that make life interesting. You
wave to the natives busy working at the spaceport, and they cheerfully wave back. How pleasant.

You have the same options as before.

" STOP &
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[209]

“Computer, tell me what you know about Hadrakians.”

Your computer, which knows you all too well by now, pauses expectantly, trying to bait you into telling it to hurry up and talk.
You wait. After all, you already told it to tell you what it knew.

Your computer says nothing.

You wait some more. It’s hard to outwait a three-sigma turing capability, but it can be done.

“Very well, Boss.”

Victory!

“Vanessa Chang was familiar with Hadrakians and encountered them often in the Arm. Despite Chang’s reluctance to talk about her
experiences in space after she escaped from the Clathrans, quite a bit of information about the Hadrakians found its way into the accounts and
journal notes of her contemporaries. We can probably conclude that Chang considered them friendly.”

Your display screen brings up an image, not a photograph but a hand-drawn sketch, of a centaur-like combination of tiger and gorilla
crouched next to a female human. The alien is covered in a brilliant white fur, and looks as if it would stand about two meters tall and mass
about 200 kilos. Both the upper and lower portion of the Hadrakian's body are heavily muscled; the creature appears to be in excellent physical
condition.

“Quoting now from various sources,” your computer begins:

‘Hadrakians bear very little physical resemblance to humans. However, their society is relatively
easy to comprehend. All Hadrakians are born male. The young males, once they reach maturity,
generally serve as traders, soldiers, and hard laborers. They are known as “Homeless Ones.” Older
Hadrakians are always female, and perform the work of teachers, administrators, and scientists.
They are known as “Settled Ones.”

“The biological transformation from male to female occurs when a Hadrakian is thirty years old. It
induces not only a change in sex, but also a change in personality and temperament. The Homeless
Ones are aggressive and impulsive, and require constant challenges and dangers to satisfy their lust
for adventure. The Settled Ones are patient and thoughtful, and have a strong desire to keep things
running smoothly and peacefully.

*Young Hadrakians are raised by the Settled Ones in communal creches, where they learn about
culture, business, language, and fighting. At age ten, the developing male enters a biological state
called “Maquistra,” where his physical strength and need for adventure dominate his personality.
He then goes through an elaborate Arena ritual, where he demonstrates his fighting skill to society
and becomes an adult and citizen of his native planet. Winners in this Arena are granted citizenship,
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for that planet only, which also confers full trading rights in the local markets. Those Hadrakians
who take up the respected merchant trade must, of course, win their citizenship on several planets
of the Empire in order to have access to a variety of markets.

“To the first-time visitor, this system may seem somewhat barbaric. When understood in the ap-
propriate religious context, however, it becomes downright bizarre. Hadrakians worship a great
number of different deities — each city has a Street of Gods — and generally feel a close personal
relationship with their favorites. The Arena is perceived as a screening test, used by the gods to
select those Hadrakians that they would have join them on the spiritual plane. Being killed in the
Arena, therefore, is the ultimate sign of divine favor.

‘Being a pragmatic people, however, the Hadrakians provide excellent medical facilities at each
Arena site, and fatalities are kept to a minimum. This is seen by the more traditional elements of
society as an indication that the Hadrakian way of life is deteriorating; every year more Hadrakians
than ever fail “The Test of the Gods,” as the Arena combat is known, by surviving the combat.
These “failures,” which of course include every living Hadrakian citizen, are considered to be
condemned to a lifetime of “purification” on this plane before passing on to the next.’

“That’s all I can get from the old secondary sources, Boss. But there is new incoming data. Would you be interested in hearing that as
well?”

“Sure,” you reply, feeling smug about your earlier victory over the computer. A few minutes pass while you wait. Finally you blurt out
an exasperated, “Well?”

“Oh,” the computer crows. “You want to hear it now? Very well. The data is actually in the form of a radio message emanating from
the space control center on the planet we are approaching, transmission in screen. . .”

You look up at the overhead screen in time to see what must be one of the Hadrakian race looking back at you. The alien has a power
and grace that could not have come through in the drawing you were shown earlier. You find yourself staring while the being greets you.

“Welcome to the Hadrakian Empire.” The white-furred alien spends a moment punching buttons and encoding data in the computer
system. It gives a satisfied nod at something it has read on its terminal before turning back to you.

“Forgive the delay and the nuisance of processing your ship identification but, as you are well aware I'm sure, these are troubled times.
The computer has yours listed as a ‘friendly’ race — human, if I am not mistaken.” You are surprised by this, but nod. “Yes, we have on
record an early explorer and crew who passed this way. Perhaps you know of her — Vanessa Chang?” Again, you are surprised and nod
yes. “She made a great impression upon our race by winning, in quick succession, almost every Arena combat that was available to her. She
was the first alien to successfully become a citizen on every Hadrakian planet in the galaxy, being defeated only once in the process. Truly
impressive.”

The creature correctly interprets your look of surprise and begins to laugh. “Forgive me. Our records show that this is your first contact
with a Hadrakian world, so allow me to explain. We Hadrakians are first and foremost a merchant race. We thrive on trading and have made
it our life’s work. But, long ago, we learned that a trader who could not protect her goods soon finds herself with nothing to trade. As a
consequence, we have developed a system for the younger of our species by which, after proving themselves worthy in battle, they can take
their place in society proper. We require this proving of all offworld visitors as well. <

“If you wish to land on this planet, follow the offworlder landing beacon to the Enclave berthing area. The Enclave is equipped to supply
any basic material needs, and can also serve as living quarters if you prefer not to remain aboard your vessel. The Enclave adjoins the Arena
for your convenience should you decide to acquire the benefits of Hadrakian citizenship on this planet. You will find similar Enclaves on all
Hadrakian worlds.”

“Excuse me,” you ask. “What happens to those who lose in the Arena?”

“Citizenship on that world is not conferred,” says the Hadrakian. “Though the loser, if not favored by the gods, may try again. I'm
certain that one of your species will not experience this difficulty, judging from our records of the explorer Chang.”
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After giving your computer instructions to land at the offworlder spaceport, you head down to the galley and fix a peanut butter and
mango sandwich. No telling when you’ll be able to eat one of these babies again!

H STOP X

[210]

Sharing your information with the Hadrakians seems like a worthwhile risk, especially since, given their resources, you ought to come
out ahead in the exchange. So, you decide to agree on full cooperation, and instinctively extend a hand to shake. The Hadrakian draws back
in alarm. You apologize and explain the custom, reassuring her that you accept her offer and wish to signify your willingness to do business.
It seems that clawed creatures tend to interpret the meaning of an extended hand a little differently.

Your host begins with an introduction: “Welcome to The Battle, Incorporated. This company was founded because the Hadrakian race
is faced with economic ruin and the possible collapse of our Empire as a direct result of the Clathran Survey. As the official government-
sponsored Clathran resistance organization, The Battle maintains offices on each of the eight Hadrakian colonies. From these offices, we plan
and coordinate our strategy against the Clathran threat. We direct the building of spaceships and weaponry, deploy the forces of the Hadrakian
navy, and decide when to retreat, hold our ground, or counterattack. Our chief executive officer is Marshal Ilnnvo of Hadrak.

“As a member of our organization, you may feel free to contact us on any colony on which you have attained citizenship. We suggest
you do this often, so we can each keep abreast of developments in the war and so confer on the best strategy to defeat the Clathrans —
assuming it’s possible to defeat them.” She looks at the mural of the naked combatants for a moment, then gestures toward it. “The Clathran
fleet outnumbers our ships by a huge margin. We face overwhelming odds. The Survey is already in the process of conquering our worlds.”

You’re at a loss to respond. You imagine Clathran ships blasting their way past Outpost and through the heart of the Nine Worlds, and
shudder.

“Is that what a Clathran really looks like?” you finally ask, to break the silence. “I've never seen one — um — quite so close up.”
“It’s accurate, as far as we know,” she answers. “What contact have you had with the Clathrans? What can you tell us about them?”

You begin by describing the terrible things that happened to Vanessa Chang and her crew three hundred years ago: the capture, the
torture, the mindwiping of the ship’s doctor. You relate the strange conversation that Chang overheard between two Clathran officers:

“Is it possible that the Humans have no lim:iations?” one of them asked.
“If so, we must destroy them,” the other responded.

“The Clathrans are implacably hostile toward the Human race,” you explain. “They don’t seem interested in studying us or enslaving us
or conquering us; they simply want to wipe us out. They already tried once, with the Space Plague. The only reason the Clathrans haven’t
succeeded is that they don’t know the location of the Human Home Worlds. The Survey, if it keeps advancing, will eventually get there.”

You go on to describe the other things you have learned about the Clathrans. It takes quite some time to relate your various exploits, in
both the Fringe and the Arm, despite your considerable practice in embellishing some of the stories. Although your host takes no notes, you
assume that somewhere nearby a recording device lurks, unseen, making a permanent record of all you say.

“Strange,” says the Hadrakian. “All of our information leads us to believe that the Clathrans intend to conquer and subdue our worlds. Our
fear is that they might force us to abandon space, perhaps evacuate some of our colonies, perhaps even reduce our industrial and technological
capabilities, as they seem to have done on other worlds farther around the Arm. But mass extermination — that isn’t part of the Clathrans’
program except, it seems, where humans are concerned. I don’t envy you.”

You nod. But you don’t envy the Hadrakians either. The Clathrans are already on their doorstep.
“In any case,” she continues, “It’s clear that we both have the same problem: what to do about the Survey. If we can’t stop it, we’ll all
be at the Clathrans’ mercy.”
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