




























































396 - The Oathran Menace - 397 

[396] 

The Sirissians on Ululu do not have an intergalactic market for offworld traders. They do, however, have an abundance of floating food 
in the sky above you. From what you have heard, they will not begrudge the harvesting of food by the occasional visitor. The only catch is 
that you have to harvest the food yourself, a risky venture. 

One of the repercussions of having all of the planet's vegetation growing above you is that it tends to make the surface of the planet very 
dark. The Sirissians have compensated for this with artificial lighting, but you still find it difficult to see properly. This could easily explain 
why, after borrowing a hovercraft to take you and your equipment up to the level of the vegetation, you have a lot of trouble setting everything 
up. At one point, you are reaching for a dial setting on the harvester when you misjudge the distance to the equipment and start to take the 
short route back to the ground. 

Clutching at the first thing handy, you grab a protruding strut and find yourself spanning the short distance from the ship to the harvesting 
device with your body acting as an impromptu bridge. From this angle, you have a wonderful view of the distance separating you from the 
safety of the ground. A cold sweat breaks across your brow. Using all of your strength, you manage to pull yourself back into the ship. After 
a minute to compose yourself after such a narrow escape, you finish setting the equipment up and tum it on. 

Three days pass .and you manage to harvest one unit of Food. 

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

[397] 

The commodities market is a large circular building located next to the spaceport. Judging from outside, it looks like the building has five 
times as much office space as warehouse and transportation area combined. Not exactly the most efficient design for a commodities market, 
but you wouldn't expect anything less from the bureaucracy here on Gloo. 

When you get to the door, you are stopped by a guard who checks your insignia and orders. Finding them satisfactory, the guard sends 
you inside to wait on line for a clerk. Of course, you have to wait quite a long time before it is your tum. The clerk instructs you to fill out a 
large pile of forms, which takes you even longer. Boy, is this a pain! When you are all done, you are sent to another line to wait for another 
clerk, who finally gives you a list of trades currently being offered at the market. The Bluvians will trade you: 

1 Warp Core for 1 Fiber 
1 Warp Core for 1 Food 
1 Warp Core for 1 Medicine 

Go now to the CGM. You may select this option again. 
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(398] 

"Boss, I have your toga ready for you. Do you still want green?" 

Rats. You were hoping that your advanced level in the Brotherhood would exempt you from Dardahl's toga rule. 

"Do I really have to?" you whine. 

"Yes, now hurry and get dressed. Winnsa and Pranne are coming out to the ship to welcome you. I think one, or both, have a crush on 
you." 

You slip the short outfit on and leave the safety of your ship's walls. The pretty nymph flutters over to you and greets you with a 
delicate kiss on your cheek. The satyr, Pranne, grabs you energetically about the waist and swings you off of the ground as a sign of affection. 
Fortunately neither of the Dardahlians smile (or worse, snicker) at your appearance. You greet them and spend the next several hours enjoying 
their hospitality. All the while, you are wondering where the Brotherhood is located. You recall the hints you were given on Margen and Dahl; 
maybe with your advanced training, you will be able to find and use the secret sign. 

You have the same options as before. 

ffi STOP ffi 

(399] 

The rear offices of The Battle, Inc. are bustling with activity. You speak with a few of the Settled Ones in their offices, who impress upon 
you the importance of persevering in your current mission to cross the Survey Line. "Once you're across the line," a high-ranking officer tells 
you, "Your military usefulness will be greatly enhanced. There are many vitally important missions to fulfill behind the Clathran blockade. 
You may even be able to find the cause of the widening Dual Space lnterphase which is causing your race so much trouble on its homeworlds." 

The Hadrakian is right. It is critical that you make it across the Survey Line. With renewed vigor, you spend the rest of the day asking 
various employees of The Battle for their advice on techniques and tactics for running the Clathran blockade. When you return to your ship, 
you have compiled the following list of suggestions: 

• Get more weapons for your ship (possible leads: Hadrak, Sallion, Dosia). 

• Learn more about military tactics (possible lead: Worzelle). 

• Find a good shrine and pray to the Hadrakian gods. 

• Noisily strike the joints of your fingers against tree fiber. 

If you are having trouble making it across the line, you may wish to follow up on these ideas. 

You may select this option again. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[400] 

You recall to mind the instructions of Brother Mathus of Mardahl: "When you have seen all there is to see, you must look one step 
deeper." The instruction doesn't seem to make any sense. What is there to see on Golgotha? The planet exists in a perpetual storm of change. 
The very landscape alters itself every time you move your eyes. How can any of it have any meaning, if any one version of it is as real as the 
others? 

You ponder the problem over and over, until finally you realize that you simply don't know enough about Golgotha to even begin to 
solve it How can you look one step deeper, when you've hardly looked at the planet at all? You decide to learn more about Golgotha itself 
before trying to complete your Brotherhood geas. 

You may select this option again. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[401] 

You try to assemble the Dual Space Inversion Bomb, using the rough blueprints left you by Dr. Fenton-Lee. You pack the necessary 
components into the Bomb Shell - which you have been told is semi-sentient but which so far has been utterly inanimate - and activate the 
power supply. You are expecting the Bomb Shell to initiate its self-test program, but nothing happens. It appears that something is missing. 

"Computer!" 

"Yes, Boss?" 

"Read out the list of components needed to build the Bomb." 

"Yes, Boss. They are: 

4 Munitions 
1 Discontinuity Wave Generator 
1 Stasis Field 
1 Interphase Reflector 
1 Bomb Shell." 

"Rats!" you say to yourself. "We forgot something!" 

You may select this option again. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[402] 

Your skip radio brings you the following public announcement from the Nine Worlds, re-broadcast for your information by the Para-Para 
subspace transmitter: 

Fleet Appropriations Bill Passed 

The combined government of the Home Worlds announced today the appropriation of one-third of their 
decennial operating budget for the construction of a Joint Space Navy to protect the human worlds from 
hostile alien forces. The Navy, to be formed initially from remnants of the Nine Worlds Space Patrol and 
the Ghost Worlds Defense League, will soon build and operate its own ships from factories and spaceports 
on Atlantis and Frontier. The government denied that the fieet appropriation was passed in response to recent 
rumors regarding the Clathrans, a race of lizard-like humanoids believed to dominate the galactic arm. 

"No Clathran has ever been seen among the Human Worlds," stated spokesman Miles Pendergast, "And we 
certainly know nothing of their intentions towards humans." Pendergast went on to attribute the panic-producing 
rumors to a few unfortunate victims of SAPS, and added that the new government policy of institutionalization 
and isolation of SAPS cases would bring the rumors to a halt. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[403] 

Although the Clathrans have occupied Mardahl, they maintain only a small garrison. This fact, coupled with your uncanny resemblance 
to the android servitors of the ruling-class Mardahlians, allowed you to move about the city freely on your earlier visit. You anticipate no 
problems on this visit. 

Your ship lands safely outside the city of Pillonia. After locating an information screen, you see that you have the same options available 
to you as before. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[404] 

You are not at all surprised to learn that Holoth is the prime source in the Hadrakian Empire of the commodity known as Crystals. You 
are tempted to head out on your own and gather some of the commodity until you discover that the majority of crystal on Holoth is too fragile 
to use in most industrial applications. Here, the partnership between the Hadrakians and the native Holots is at its best. The flying bat creatures 
are well suited to soaring to almost unreachable heights where they gather the highest grade crystal on the planet so they can trade it to the 
Hadrakians. The Hadrakians, in turn, trade the Crystals to offworlders for other commodities that are in short supply here. You check to see 
what the going rates of trade are, and learn that the Hadrakians will trade Crystals for the following: 

3 Crystals for 1 Tools 
2 Crystals for 1 Phase Steel 
1 Crystals for 1 Medicine 

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

@1989 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[405] 

''Boss," you hear your computer calling urgently over your corn link. "Boss. Please respond." 

"I'm here. What is it?" you send back. 

"Drop whatever you're doing and return to the ship NOW, Boss! The Clathrans are knocking on this planet's door." 

You make your way back to the ship at a dead run. "Do we have any time to finish up here?" 

''Boss, we should have been out of this trisector even before I could contact you. Over two dozen Clathran Survey ships are already in 
the system, and they'll be moving into planetary orbit by the time we get off the ground." 

'Then get ready to move." You sit at the controls and activate the drives, as well as all your weapon systems, just in case. 

"Any particular heading?" the computer asks, powering up the main viewscreens. 

"Whatever takes us out of this system and away from the Survey Line with the least chance of interception." 

"Roger, Boss." The computer handles the takeoff sequence automatically while you size up the tactical situation. Your tactical display 
shows an advance squadron of a dozen Clathran dreadnoughts about to encircle the planet. The Scouts have already arrived and taken up 
positions in high and low orbital shells. At the edge of your sensor range, but moving up quickly, is the main force of the Survey Line itself: 
survey ships laden with sophisticated sensors and scanning devices, troop ships carrying fast atmospheric deployment dropships underbelly, 
additional squadrons of dreadnoughts and cruisers, and a single spherical Monitor, the center of command and communication for the rest, as 
well as the platform for the largest and heaviest weapons. 

With little room to maneuver, you plot the best course possible to get you to safety. It's not the direction you wanted to go, but you don't 
have time to get choosy. Even now, you can see a Clathran scout ship breaking away from the main formation to intercept you. 

"Hang on," you say. "I think we can still get out of this." You are tempted to turn and fight the scout but you can't afford the time. Any 
combat will only delay you until reinforcements arrive. Instead, you key the drives to maximum power, spread your warp fields, grab hold of a 
chunk of space and push off hard. No fancy maneuvers or sneaky counterattacks this time; just the brute flat-out speed of a fly who's seen the 
swatter coming down. You weave and dodge only enough to avoid the Clathran formations. The scout begins to fall away. The dreadnoughts, 
brooding over the planet below, are reluctant to turn and pursue. 

Only when you are at the edge of the system, with the Survey ships behind you, do yo11 activate your defensive systems and begin evasive 
maneuvers. Your skill and technology proves sufficient to discourage the Clathrans from pursuing you. You eventually find yourself safely out 
of range of the advancing Survey Line. 

You breathe a sigh of relief, then curse out loud. The Clathrans have engulfed another planet. 

"So where are we?" you ask, wiping the sweat from your face. 

Go now to the CGM. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[406] 

You approach the planet Psorus with a great deal of caution. You know that the Clathran Survey Line has passed this region, and you 
have no intention of becoming a casualty in the war. Within minutes, your caution is proven to be correct as your sensors show several Clathran 
Monitor stations and dreadnoughts in orbit 

"Boss, I think the Clathrans are unaware of our presence thus far. However, if we approach any closer openly, they're sure to notice us. 
We can try sneaking past them without being spotted; I think we have the technology to do it What do you think?" 

You have already spent many hair-raising hours learning how to cross through the Survey Line, so you feel confident of your ship's ability 
to outwit a few Clathran monitors. However, you tell your computer to take it slow and easy. You do not want to make any stupid mistakes 
at this point in your life. 

"OK, Boss, here goes ... " 

The actual execution of these maneuvers is always a tense affair. There is always the chance that the Clathran detection systems have 
been augmented with some new technique and are about to catch you red-handed. That would not be good. The large dreadnoughts proudly 
circling the planet would know what to do with you. Yes, this takes guts. Fortunately you have the ability to pull it off. You grin and wave 
to the enemy Monitors as they pass by on your screens. Soon you are safely through the blockade. Whew. 

You enter the atmosphere and are buffeted about by the weather for a while before getting through the turbulent winds. You can now 
see the Hadrakian colony coming into view. The spaceport is closed down, of course, because of the Clathran blockade. While staring at the 
nearby area, you see something else of interest: the wreck of a small Clathran scout ship. The scout ship has been tom to ribbons. As much 
as you detest the green-scaled aliens, you feel your stomach wrench at the sight 

"Did the Clathrans and Hadrakians fight a battle here?" you ask, wondering. The Hadrakian colony is pretty much intact, and the single 
shipwreck is the only casualty you can see. 

"I don't think so, Boss. It looks like the Hadrakians just surrendered. They have only a small colony here, after all. It wouldn't make 
sense to put up a big fight over it." 

What, then, wrecked the Clathran scout ship so badly? You shudder as you remember your own close call with the monstrous aeropsor 
with its vicious talons and sharp beak. Such a creature might well be capable of tearing a small scout ship to shreds. You do not envy the 
poor scout captain. 

Finally, you give the order to take the ship down to the Hadrakian colony. Since the spaceport is closed, you decide to land on a piece 
of flat rock just outside the city. You disembark and head over to the city on foot. 

When you approach the perimeter of the city, you notice that the mental scrambler field that used to protect the city from wandering 
monsters is now deactivated. Instead, there are hundreds of Homeless Ones standing guard. You ask one of them why they abandoned the 
scrambler field. In a huff, he replies that the Clathrans forbade its use, since it prevented the Clathrans' orbiting scanners from getting a clear 
readout of the activity in the city. However, the Homeless One doesn't mind standing guard; he says he and his fellow guards can drive off 
the big reptiles well enough, and it's actually kind of fun. 

You have the same options as before, plus a new one: 

(84KQDX) (4 phases) Investigate the wrecked Clathran scout ship. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[407] 

"Hey Boss, I thought we went to Franclair looking for jump engine technology." 

"We did. Too bad there wasn't any." 

"But you never visited the place where the Hadrakians are doing the research, the Wet Repulsion Slab!" 

A pause. 

"You're right, computer, but I won't hold it against you. We'll get back to Franclair sometime soon." 

llj STOP llj 

[408] 

408 

Once again you approach Zyroth, home planet of the hungry, multi-appendaged gook-secreting Zyrans. Hopefully, this time they will be 
a little more friendly and allow you to land. The clues about the Core Stone lead here, and you need to land to find the answers. 

Their initial greeting is the same message as before: "Transmission from planet Zyroth to alien vessel. Transmission from planet Zyroth 
to alien vessel. Come no closer. Identify yourself. Who sent you here? Someone from Geefle?" 

The ships in front of you rotate slightly, aiming their weapons directly at you. This time you are prepared. 

"Yes," you respond more confidently than you feel. "Lord Ruckel sent me to speak with your King about the Clathrans." 

There is a long pause. Finally an answer comes. 

"On Lord Ruckel's word, we will think about it, alien. Wait for our decision.'' 

Y9u wait, as it turns out, for several days. The Core Stone remains quiescent during this time, and you can only hope that it will not 
comp,ate your mission. The clues that led you to bring it here are tenuous, but they're the only clues you have. 

At length, the patrol ships give you their reply: "You may land now, alien. Follow the beacon down. Do not try anything tricky." 

You soon find yourself at a busy spaceport in the center of a very crowded, bizarre-looking city. The city is constructed out of big 
semi-transparent tubes, spheres, and cylinders built one on top of another in a seemingly haphazard fashion. Spoke-like tunnels criss-cross 
between the tubes. The result is a jumbled collection of shapes and colors that you find very confusing. The spaceport itself is divided into 
two halves, a civilian half (in which you land), and a military half (which is walled off). 

All around are the Zyrans, aggressive meat-eating creatures with bubbly brown skin and weird collections of different body parts. The 
sticky gook they secrete is everywhere. In fact, now that you've left your ship, you 're walking in the gook. 

A Zyran comes to meet you, but it keeps its distance. It doesn't want to come near you for some reason. It points to a building that rises 
high above the other buildings in the city. The building looks like a giant upside-down yellow test tube. 

"The Royal Palace," the Zyran says. 

So that is where you must go to meet the King. To the right of the palace there is another interesting structure that looks like a huge 
old-Earth martini glass. It has a long thin stem at its base with a clear, angular dish on top, facing upward to the sky. 

"What's the big clear thing next to the palace?" you ask. 

''The Projector of Eternal Peace," the Zyran answers, fingering a piece of jewelry it's wearing. You look closer at the jewelry. It's a 
small white stone with a black center - a miniature replica of the core stone! What do the Zyrans know about the Stone? You are about to 
ask when the Zyran turns around and leaves. Apparently it doesn't want to keep you company. 

Continued B' 
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You are now on your own. Your options are: 

(NBYW6T} (5 phases) Go to the Royal Palace and speak with the King. 

(MBJWUT} (5 phases) Visit the Projector of Eternal Peace. 

(NGY46Q} (5 phases) Hang around the spaceport and see if you can find someone more friendly to talk to. 

(MGJ4UQ} (5 phases) Sneak into to the military section of the shipyard. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[409) 

410 

Hadrakian Shrine etiquette says that you are supposed to be as quiet as possible while finding your meditation cubicle, so as not to disturb 
the other patrons (and possibly their divine visitors). When it's as crowded on the Street of Gods as it is today, though, that can be tough. 
Apparently it's some kind of local holiday, and throngs of Hadrakians are crowding all the Shrines, making it difficult to find an empty cubicle. 

At length, having checked every room in the Shrine, and finding none vacant, you sit down for a break at the end of a long hallway. It's 
very hot where you are, and you 're tired from your recent exertions. Your eyes, almost of their own accord, drift slowly closed ... 

A horrible plinking sound awakens you, but there is no one about in the hallway. The noise is coming from inside your head. 

"Greetings!" thinks a voice. "I am the God of Xylophone Symphonies." 

"Is that what that noise is?" 

'1 guess you'd have to be Hadrakian to enjoy it," says the god, quelling his soundtrack. "But the name is still symbolic for you." 

'Tll think about it," you promise. 

'Tm on a tight schedule," continues the god. "What with the crowds and all. I'll just tell you to be sure to visit the Shrine of Space on 
the planet Qualathara, and be on my way." 

Shaking your head once, to clear it of the xylophone symphony, you take your leave of the Shrine, pausing only to tell the Shrine Keeper 
the name of your divine patron. 

You may select this option again. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[410) 

Your subspace radio today brings you a religious broadcast, from someone called Senior Varek, of the cult known as Questors, on Atlantis: 

" ... and I urge you, my brethren, not to abandon your faith in the ultimate purpose of the quest. Yes, the stone has been discovered, and 
for this we are glad. But this does not bring to an end our duties; we must still find the ultimate purpose of the stone, and finish the great 
quest undertaken by our ancestor, Soulsinger, so long ago. 

"We must cling to our faith especially in these troubled times, with marriages breitking up and children born out of wedlock, for only 
through faith can we hope to overcome the perils of the universe ... " 

There's more, but you're not listening. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[411] 

''Boss," says your ship's computer, "We're coming out of warp in a few minutes. We're almost at Outpost." Centered in the viewscreen 
you see the distinct greenish ring of gas that surrounds the system, and in its center a single bright point of white light. The planet is still too 
far away to see, but you know what it's like: terribly barren, all rock and water, but with a sweet atmosphere and a warm climate. 

The planet Outpost has a very unusual natural history. The ring nebula is the remnant of an ancient supernova. The primary star was 
once an orange sun, but long ago went nova prematurely and became a white dwarf. Before its sun went nova, the planet was probably much 
like Venus in the Sol system: searing hot with a thick poisonous atmosphere. The nova explosion stripped away that atmosphere, and in the 
aftermath the planet swept up water vapor and other gases from the system. Now, it orbits just close enough to the white dwarf to have a mild 
climate and liquid oceans. Its atmosphere is breatheable. It is possible that life might evolve here. Complex chemical structures resembling 
rudimentary microorganisms, able to replicate themselves, already exist in the oceans. But with a white dwarf as its star, the planet doesn't 
have long to live. In a mere few hundred million years it will be a frozen rock orbiting a dead sun. If life is going to evolve here, it will have 
to do it in a hurry. 

The history of humans on Outpost is equally strange and violent. Three centuries ago, Vanessa Chang used it as a base for her exploration 
of the Galactic Arm, and had dreams of establishing a full-fledged colony here. When the Expansion era explorers fled from the Arm in the 
wake of the Space Plague, Outpost became a symbol of their defeat. Later, the mad pirate Silverbeard claimed the planet, and for unknown 
reasons he fortified it with powerful weapons to prevent anyone else from landing here. Only after you defeated and killed Silverbeard in 
battle less than two years ago were you able to land on Outpost and learn its old secrets. 

You pass through the thin haze of the gas ring, about a light-year away from the planet near its center. Once inside the ring nebula, you 
can no longer see it. It's actually a hollow sphere of gas, but it's only easily visible edge-on, so from any given direction it appears to be a 
halo-like ring. A few more minutes under hyperdrive brings you close to the star, and you ease off the drives as the planet comes into view. 

You discover that you are not alone. 1\vo other ships are also preparing to land, and you see that three more have already landed. You 
don't mind, as long as they're human ships, and it appears that they all are. 

Only one small area of the planet shows signs of past human presence, and you choose a landing approach that will set you down there. 
A broad expanse of flat rock serves as a landing field, and there are several old buildings in the area. Farther away are other isolated structures, 
all remains of various abandoned facilities or projects. 

You have been on Outpost before, so you already have some idea of what can be done here. Your options are: 

(7Z82KH) (2 phases) Look around the spaceport area, which was built and used primarily by Silverbeard. 

(XZN2YH) (3 phases) See what might be left of the stolen commodities Silverbeard once kept at the nearby complex of long storage 
buildings. 

(7U87K8) (4 phases) Go to an installation several miles away where the pirate used to build his weapons. 

(XUN7Y8) (3 phases) Go to the ancient hangar where Vanessa Chang's most famous spaceship is enshrined. You hope that some of 
her log entries are still intact. 

(9ZV29H) (6 phases) Survey the rest of Outpost's surface to see if there may be other interesting landmarks. 

(LZM2JH) (1 phase) See what you can find out_about the other ships and their pilots. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[412] 

During a long day's space flight, you spend some time looking over your Star Maps. Most of the points that represent planets are now 
marked with their names. You retrace the path you've followed in your explorations, wondering what kind of figure your future wanderings 
will trace before you see home again. 

You pause when the symbol for the planet Darkwhistle catches your eye. Like a distant dream, you remember a vision in which you 
once saw yourself returning to Golgotha, not in your ship, but by Journeying from Darkwhistle. 

Why would you see yourself doing that? What is there to learn on Golgotha that you don't already know? You remember Golgotha's 
baffling nature, and the way that it seemed to change to follow your every thought. You realize that seeing it from a different way might tell 
you much more than you learned before. Golgotha is a place of high subjectivity, a consequence of the Dual Space anomaly that exists there. 
To see it from a different viewpoint could be like seeing a different planet altogether. 

You look back upon the map, once again retracing the parsec-long steps of your journey so far. Perhaps, you think, it is now time to 
return to Darkwhistle and from there make the Journey to the strange anomaly the Founders named Golgotha. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[413] 

Your lnterphase Variometer fluctuates, indicating that Keros is one of the Dual Space anomalies you are looking for. To attempt to 
research dual space here, plot the following option. 

(YP6SBZ) (3 phases) Research dual space on Keros. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[414] 

Having knocked your opponent down, you try to sneak the rest of the way across the field, using the mud as camouflage. It doesn't 
work. Before you know it, your opponent has recovered and he attacks you mercilessly. You are seriously injured. Meanwhile, your ally has 
defeated the other opponent You bleed in the mud as you watch the remaining two combatants go at it Because of the wound you inflicted 
on your opponent, your ally has the advantage and eventually wins. You pass out 

ffi STOP~ 

[415] 

The planet on your viewscreen, Dardahl, is absolutely gorgeous. The beautiful blue and green surface, clean air, pure water, and plentiful 
flowers, trees, fish, and animals are very inviting. Moreover, the whole planet glows with an idyllic golden aura. You have never seen anything 
like this aura before. 

"Where does that golden glow come from?" you ask your computer. 

"Gee, boss, I don't know. There's nothing unusual about the geology of the planet as far as I can see. It sure looks like a nice place to 
visit, doesn't it?" 

@1989 Continued la' 
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"Well, let's not rush down. Put us in orbit for a while and see what else you can find out." 

Your computer establishes an orbit for a more detailed survey so you can get the lay of the land before you descend to the surface. You 
take the opportunity to catch up on your reading, pulling an old copy of "Sigoumey Rambeaux: Autobiography of a Real-Tune, Real-Space 
Explorer," from your collection of books. Those old timers really knew what exploring was all about! 

Hours later, the computer interrupts your reading. "Er, Boss?" 

"Yes, what is it?" 

"Nothing serious, really. I just need to ask you what color toga you want to wear." 

"What!?" 

"On Dardahl, the inhabitants are a bit, er, quaint in their customs. One thing they require of visitors is that they wear togas. It has 
something to do with their religion from what I can gather. In any case, what color toga do you want to wear?" 

It is not beyond your computer to play practical jokes on you, and getting you to wear a ridiculous outfit on a strange world would be a 
great coup. "Let me see that," is all you can say. 

You begin to assimilate the findings in the computer's report. The native race looks like something out of a mythology book. The male 
Dardahlians resemble old mythology satyrs with their horse-like bodies and humanoid head and chest. They have the mandatory four hoofs 
used for locomotion, and normal-looking arms and hands located just where they should be, sprouting from their shoulders. The females 
resemble small humanoids with gossamer wings and high pitched voices. They also tend to giggle a lot You must admit that they fit in 
perfectly with their pastoral planet. 

Continuing with the profile of the natives, you note that the activities of the Dardahlians are indeed very much like their mythological 
counterparts. They spend their time playing musical instruments, dancing, singing and, well, other things satyrs and nymphs were well known 
for. The Dardahlians have no objections to visitors as long as they obey the rules - play, have a good time, don't hurt anyone, and pray to 
the gods once in a while. 

And yes, one of the requirements of landing is that all visitors must wear uninhibiting clothing, specifically the toga. You know when 
you are licked, so you put in an order for a green toga. At least you have good-looking legs. 

Although the Dardahlians aren't very advanced technologically, they do have a landing area complete with directional beacon to guide 
visiting ships down. Via the radio, you introduce yourself and get clearance to set your ship down. 

You are met by a delicate looking female who says her name is Winnsa. She flits over to you and hugs you, her all but vestigial wings 
shimmering in the sunlight. She is accompanied by a male whose name is Pranne. He doesn't say very much, but just frolics and plays his 
pipes. Winnsa fills you in on activities available to you here: 

(BSWZT2) (3 phases) Visit the marketplace. 

(GS4ZQ2) (5 phases) Talk to a storyteller and learn the history of the Dardahlians. 

(BPWSTZ) (6 phases) Look for what Winnsa calls the Fountain of Life. 

(GP4SQZ) (7 phases) Visit the Dardahlian temple. 

(CSFZL2) (5 phases) Locate the Shaman, who is involved with magic. 

~STOP~ 
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[416] 

HOW TO PLAN TURN 2 

You have already landed on Outpost, so you know there are several options available to you here. When you first land on a new world, 
you should write down the many options available to you, how many phases they take, and whether or not you can repeat them. We recommend 
you take a new piece of paper and create a type of planetary log using the format you see below. Your Planet Log for Outpost should look 
like this: 

Planet Name: 

Planet Log 
Outpost 

Actions Available: 

Code Phases Description Repeat? 

7Z82K.H 2 spaceport 
XZN2YH 3 commodities 
7U87K8 4 ship repairs 
XUN7Y8 3 Chang's ship 
9ZV29H 6 survey planet 
LZM2JH 1 meet pilots 

Choosing from the available actions, you decide that first priority is to investigate Silverbeard's cache of stolen commodities; perhaps 
there will be enough material to fill your ship's cargo bays. You are also interested in examining the spaceport area to see if anything useful 
might be left there. That will use the remaining phases in this tum. Your plotting sheet should now look like this: 

TURN 
1 
2 

Phase 1 Phase 2 

y R 

HOW TO ENTER PLOTS FOR TURN 2 

Plotting Sheet 
Phase 3 Phase 4 Phase 5 Phase 6 Phase 7 

L 
A: XZN2YH A:7Z82KH 

Go to the computer and log on. Press A for Action, and select the 6-character code for visiting the commodity storage buildings; in this 
case it is XZN2YH, which can be selected by pressing B. 

Note that as soon as you type the first A, the display changes to show the action codes available to you on Outpost When you are done 
selecting the action code, the display will revert to the plot editor. This enables you to continue with the rest of your plots. In this case, you 
will press A for Action and then A again, to select the spaceport option, the code for which is 7Z82KH. 

Don't forget, after each tum of plotting, to press either the Return or F (for Finished) keys to accept your moves, or X to remove any 
plots with which you are not happy. Otherwise the CGM will never know when you are finished! 

HOW TO GET RESULTS FOR TURN 2 

When the computer has evaluated your move, it will send you to the appropriate text. Write down the text number(s) it gives you, in this 
case 585, then press Return or F to release the computer for the next player. You may notice that after you do this, the CGM still lists your 
character as needing to "GET RESULTS." When this happens, you should not attempt to get the new results until following the computer's 
first instructions. In this case, you should read the storage building text and then return to the CGM. 

When you return to the CGM, you will have the opportunity to transfer as many units of the stored commodities as your ship is able to 
hold. Select the commodities you wish to take by number; you may press U for Undo if you change your mind about taking something, and 
start over. 
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You will be assigned two additional pieces of text to read after you are through loading commodities onto your ship. The first piece, 
number 604, describes the spaceport area on Outpost, and the second, number 600, will guide you through your next tum's adventure. 

~STOP~ 

[417] 

You intercept a military transmission: 

"New Colorado calling Star Base. New Colorado calling Star Base, Endaur. Come in, Star Base." 

"Star Base, Endaur. Go ahead New Colorado." 

"We are fifteen parsecs, 153 degrees removed from Endaur orbit, broadcasting on secured subspace channel." 

"Roger." 

"Boundary beacon 17-3267 deactivated. The Boundary is down." 

"The Boundary is down. That was the last of them, New Colorado. You're in the Space Navy now." 

"Roger. Over and out." 

~STOP~ 

[418] 

Nothing happens. The compartments are as inaccessible as ever. 

You could keep trying combinations at random, or ... you could try using your power of Prescient Choice. Focusing your attention on 
the five dials, the digits 3 - 8 - 9 - 6 -2 appear in your mind. Setting the dials accordingly, you stand back and are rewarded by the 
sound of the collected doors beginning to protrude from the plane of the station walls. As this happens, a handle pops out of the left side of 
each compartment. Voila! 

You now have a new option: 

(XBNWYT} (3 phases) Access the contents of the compartments. 

~STOP~ 
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[419) 

You spend several hours going over the Dual Space Inversion Bomb blueprints, then gingerly open the outer cover and begin to tinker. 
Soon you have taken it entirely apart. You perform tests on each part of each subsystem. You think you know what might be wrong. You 
activate the bomb's semi-intelligent control system. 

"Hey! What's going on? How can I explode with half my pieces missing? You clumsy butcher, put me back together!" 

"I think I know what's wrong with you," you tell it 

"Then fix it, so I can explode." 

"You'll have to help me. You see, the problem is with your Flame Jewel. It's a component of your Discontinuity Wave Generator 
subsystem." 

"What's wrong with it?" 

"It's not cooperating," you tell the bomb. "You see, Flame Jewels are a life form. I don't know if they're actually sentient, but apparently 
this one has enough awareness to realize you plan to explode. It's not fond of the idea." 

"How could it not want to explode? What a stupid rock!" 

"I'm going to try to convince it. But you'll have to monitor that subsystem from now on. Take direct control, so that it'll function no 
matter what." 

'1 can do that. Just set it up on the control switch options." You locate the control mechanism and deduce the proper switch settings. 
When that is done, you turn your attention to the Flame Jewel. With the new settings, it won't matter if the Flame Jewel is willing to explode 
or not. But you'll feel better if you can convince it. 

You form an image in your mind of why you need the bomb to explode. You visualize the Karnossus star system, teeming with Clathrans, 
and form a mental picture of those same Clathrans conquering the galaxy and destroying every Flame Jewel they find. Then you imagine the 
bomb exploding, driving back the Clathrans. Concentrating on this, you stare into the Flame Jewel and wait for its red depths to envelop your 
mind. The shifting hues draw you in ... 

"Okay, enough waiting. Put me back together now." The Bomb's annoying voice pulls you out of your reverie. You don't know if the 
Flame Jewel understands anything or not, but you've done all you can. Some things just can't be helped, you think to yourself. You shut 
down the power, reassemble the components, and switch it back on. 

"Bomb! Engage self-test." 

"Certainly! I love to self-test! Let me see now .. . " 

ffi STOP ffi 

[420) 

Unfortunately, the enemy has the advantage of the first attack. With a raucous cry, the aeropsor attempts to seize the hull of your ship in 
its metal-piercing talons and tear a bite out of the side with its beak. Reacting quickly, you manage to get out of the way just in time. 

Now it's your turn. "Evasive action, arm all weapons, bring the ship about and flRE!" you command. With hands braced against the 
control panel, you await the outcome of this salvo. You do not wait long before you see the aeropsor meet an untimely end. All of your 
actions blended together to form the perfect offense and defense against this formidable foe. You breathe a thankful sigh and allow yourself 
the luxury of sinking back into your command chair before giving the order to continue on your previous heading, out into the depths of space. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[421] 

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. You can't find anything 
wrong with any of the component parts. The problem must be in the interconnections. If you could observe the bomb in operation, you might 
be able to tell what's wrong. Unfortunately, observing the bomb in operation would be equivalent to suicide. Unless ... 

You bring out the Core Stone and invert the flexion glove over your hand. Immediately you feel the stone's influence, a powerful field 
that meshes with and reinforces the patterns around you. 

''Bomb, prepare to explode in ten seconds!" you command. 

"Oh, goody! Ten. . . nine. . . eight. .. " 

You reach out for the Core Stone through your growing rapport and extend its field around the bomb, asserting it with maximum intensity. 

''. .. five ... four ... thr ... " 

The bomb stops in midcount. Maintaining the Stone's field, you open the bomb's outer casing again. For an hour you test and probe 
every signal in its complex circuitry. You discover that the timing of the internal control signals is off, due to the fact that the Bomb was 
assembled from systems that used to operate independently. You make the necessary corrections. Then you manually reset the logic state 
to stop the bomb's current countdown and put it back into standby mode. When you finish, you are certain that you have done everything 
possible to ensure that the device will work. 

After reassembling the casing, you withdraw the Core Stone and cover it with the flexion. 

"Hey! What happened?" asks the bomb. '1 thought I received the command to explode." 

"No, just a small malfunction," you lie. "It's fixed now. Engage your self-test." 

"Certainly! I love to self-test! Let me see now ... " 

ffi STOP ffi 

[422] 

You have taken every reading that you can think of to take during your explorations of Keros, and you can't wait to test out your latest 
conjectures on the workings of Dual Space. The lnterphase Variometer confirms that the strange multicolored cube in the heart of the volcano 
is the source of the Dual Space anomaly here. Given the cube's powers, it is not surprising that the cube is a Dual Space device. The data 
you've collected provides some clues as to how it might function. 

You devise a theory that the cube might sense intelligent minds at a distance by the tiny variations in the lnterphase width created within 
the brain structures of a thinking being. The theory also accounts for how the cube might also influence those minds, by making precise 
modulations in Dual Space that affect an individual's thoughts. Yes, this theory is quite sound. You dictate an equation for your computer to 
check out. 

ffi STOP ffi 
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[423] 

"I'm terribly sorry," says the Gatekeeper, "but you have responded in a manner no true Qualatharian would have. Guard!" 

At the sound of the Gatekeeper's cry, a Qualatharian guard appears out from within the structure, fully armed and ready to deal with any 
resistance. He ushers you away from the Shrine of Space. You have no thought of trying to fight your way past the guard; you get the feeling 
it would not be a good idea. 

You may select this option again. 

ffi STOP ffi 

[424] 

The trees around your ship are well suited for conversion to Fiber. Unfortunately, they grow so closely together that you are unable to 
use your ship's equipment to fell them. Instead, you have to use an old hand-held unit to saw through the thick trunks with a laser beam. It is 
tough going, but you are grateful that the local fauna is leaving you in peace to do your work. 

Finally, after four days of backbreaking labor, you have processed enough wood to make one unit of Fiber. 

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

ffi STOP ffi 

[425] 

Brother Gries, a large, agitated man with a stern face, seems to have been expecting you. His office is small, since most of the space 
in the cavern is now needed for building spaceships. "I heard from Brother Dikestra that you might pay me a visit," he remarks. "Shall we 
begin?" 

"Yes, please. Your work must be very important. Brother Dikestra certainly seemed to think so." 

"I can't think of anything more important," Brother Gries replies, as he begins taking piles of notes, charts, and graphs from his desk. 
"I have been studying the possible impact of the widening Dual Space Interphase on the human mind. Do you understand that the wider the 
Interphase, the easier it is for people to change reality with their thoughts?" 

"Yes.0 

"And you must know that the Interphase has been widening lately. That is why these mental powers have become so much more common 
in recent years. Bright people have been able to develop psychic abilities. Like yourself, for example." 

Suddenly, you feel Brother Gries trying to send you a thought telepathically. "Can you hear me?" he is thinking, powerfully. 

"Yes, I can hear you, loud and clear!" you think back. You feel "tuned in" to the large man across the desk from you. He is on your 
side. 

"Telepathy is rwt a natural human skill," Gries thinks at you. "It's only made possible by the lnterphase. The lnterphase is getting wider, 
prying our minds open. Try to open your mind wider. Can you? Open it . .. " · 

You close your eyes and meditate, allowing yourself to feel something mysterious and unnatural. A surge of energy passes through you, 
and you feel yourself growing more and more powerful. You see a vision of utopia, a perfect world of peace and joy. You can change the 
world into the utopia you see. Should you? Maybe you should ... 
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"No! It will destroy you!" Brother Gries speaks out loud, breaking your trance. You open your eyes and the energy slowly dissipates. 
You feel disoriented. You must make an effort to grab hold of reality again. Gries is looking at you. He understands. Lurking behind the 
power is danger. Great danger. 

Gries allows a few seconds of silence, then leans forward in his chair. "You have felt the Interphase as it is now," he comments. "Can 
you imagine what will happen if it continues to widen?" His eyes open wide, his pupils fixed upon you. "As the Interphase gets wider, more 
and more people will develop these powers. Average people. People without the discipline and training that you and I have. Soon, a hundred 
billion people in the Home Worlds will all have mental powers, and they will all be changing reality in an uncontrolled, undisciplined, and 
even unconscious manner. Imagine it!" 

You think about it for a moment, and see what Gries is talking about. "It would be total chaos," you answer. "Everyone's thoughts 
becoming real all at once. My god." 

"Exactly. A teenage kid wishes his car would go faster, and it starts going 500 miles an hour. An inspector thinks a building is a fire 
hazard, and it spontaneously bursts into flames. A husband and wife get into an argument, and the dinner knife just leaps across the table by 
itself and stabs one of them. There'd be mental conflict on an unprecedented scale. Mass confusion. Insanity. Psychosis. I think it would 
mean the end of civilization." 

You look at Gries for a long time. You do not want to accept what he is saying. But how can you deny it? 

"If that's not enough, think about this," Gries continues. ''These high Dual Space Interphase levels are historically unheard of. For 
millions of years, the Interphase has been getting narrower. Not wider, but narrower. If you had an Interphase Variometer when human beings 
were evolving fifty thousand years ago, it would barely even have registered. Over the past fifty thousand years, the Interphase level has 
continued to drop, to almost zero. 

"Now, suddenly the level's rising, and fast. In twenty years, the Interphase has regained what it lost over the past fifty millennia, plus a 
lot more. Just look at this chart." The chart has a blue line marking the estimated size of the Dual Space lnterphase level over the past fifty 
thousand years. The level drops gradually from low to even lower, then suddenly spikes up to its current level. 

"Do you think human beings are adapted to survive with such a wide Dual Space Interphase? Of course not. Our bodies are built to live 
in a world governed by reliable physical laws, not random thoughts. Our minds are capable of reasoning with cause and effect, not arbitrary 
changes. Forget the confusion caused by billions of minds changing reality simultaneously. If the Dual Space level is high enough, I don't 
think a single mind could handle it. Even a bright, disciplined mind like yours, out in space and free from the influences of too many other 
people. Eventually, your mind just couldn't cope. You'd lose track of reality. You'd go insane, like everyone else. We're talking about more 
than the end of civilization, here. What we're facing is total extinction! The end of the human race." Brother Gries's hands gesture violently. 

You think back to the experience you had just a few minutes ago, when you closed your eyes and felt the Dual Space Interphase. You 
were able to tolerate it, but only barely. In fact, you were lucky Brother Gries snapped you out of it in time. When you did come out, you 
had some difficulty reorienting yourself in the real world. What if the Interphase had been wider? Maybe you would have been lost in your 
thoughts forever. You might never have been able to grab hold of reality again. Could this happen, not just to you but to every single human 
being? 

You sit solemnly with Brother Gries, in silence. What he's predicting might actually happen. Humans didn't evolve to live in a galaxy 
controlled by mental powers. A rising Dual Space Interphase level could eventually cause everyone to go insane. 

Eventually you break the silence. "So you think it's only a matter of time?" you ask. 

"Yes. Unless we find some way of stopping the Dual Space Interphase from widening any further. That's why our research is so important, 
desperately important. If we can't stop the Interphase, the Clathrans won't matter. We'll all go crazy." 

''It doesn't look good," you reply. 

"No, it doesn't." Brother Gries holds his head between his hands. 

"But we're doing what we can." 

"Yes, we are." 

~STOP~ 
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