


























































































900 - The Clathran Menace - 901 

[900] 

After what seems like hours of pummeling your opponent and being pummeled in return, you see, to your great satisfaction, the enemy 
sinking to the dirt floor of the Arena in a dead faint. The bad news is that you are doing the same thing. Your last conscious thought is that 
the gods are showing both of you their divine favor. Great. The crowd cheers heartily at this. 

You are not aware of being dragged off to the Enclave hospital, but at the end of the week you awaken feeling somewhat refreshed. The 
wounds you suffered in the Arena have almost healed, leaving you in only slightly worse shape than before. Unfortunately, you are still in the 
Enclave and must earn your citizenship before you can do much of anything on this planet. 

You may select this option again. 

[901] 

"What can you tell me about the Nine Worlds?" 

"Ah, yes: the human eggbasket. Somehow I knew you'd ask me that. In honesty, I could tell you more than you could live through 
hearing, but I assume that you're most interested in recent history and current events." 

"Precisely." 

'"Nine Worlds' is no longer the appropriate name, human. Partly as a result of your own efforts, the Boundary has fallen, and Earth and 
her early colonies are referred to now as the 'Home Worlds.' A new wave of colonization has begun, but it's probably too late to save your 
species." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Humans stand on the verge of extinction. Insanity, both individual and collective, has swept across the worlds of your people, and now 
only a few strong groups are clinging to any semblance of organization. Cities are burning, spaceports have been looted, and anarchy reigns." 

"But how did that happen? I was just there!" 

"You were there within the last decade, you mean. Human history has often exhibited swift and violent turns. This one, however, may 
be the ultimate catastrophe." 

''But how?" 

"In a remarkable piece of irony, humanity teeters on the brink of extinction as a direct result of Clathran manipulations; yet the Clathrans 
have accomplished this coincidentally, and are as unaware of it as you were." 

"What did they do? Another virus?" 

"No. This was much more subtle than a Space Plague. For several years now they have been rapidly and artificially raising the galactic 
dual space interphase level. What this involves and why they should be doing it are the subjects of other lectures, but suffice it to say that 
humans, having evolved in a period of low dual space access, are having trouble adapting to the rapid increase in the width of the interphase. 
Given millennia to adjust, you could probably adjust. We Darkwhistlers did, after all, evolving through several cycles of high and low access 
until we reached the point where fluctuations meant no more to us than changing seasons do to you. But this time it seems you have gone 
from the depths of arctic winter to the height of Saharan summer in the blink of a cosmic eye." 

''But why should this cause insanity?" 
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''Because with the interphase level higher, humans suddenly have more mental powers than their minds can control. Individually you 
learn to telekinese and levitate and illusion yourself. Everybody in a large city suddenly telekinesing at once, though, results in chaos, which 
is more or less what's happening." 

''Is there hope for Earth?" 

"Not as you think of it It's already plunged into something approaching a post-holocaust hell. But isolated groups of humans have 
resisted or adapted to their changing powers and may prove the salvation of your species, if galactic equilibrium can be restored soon enough." 

"How do we do that?" 

"Not us, human: you. And that's the subject of another discussion. Ask me about the Clathrans, or about dual space, or Hadrakian battle 
plans. Or journey with me to Earth, and see the situation for yourself." 

~STOP~ 

[902] 

Darkside. Even the name emotes images of mystery and danger. You feel somehow drawn to the place that most Hadrakians refuse to 
speak of, compelled to visit the outcasts who live here. From what little information you have been able to gather about this place, you know 
it is populated by Hadrakians who cannot or will not conform to the "normal" society found on the rest of the planet They sound like your 
kind of people. 

Hadrakian males are a wild and unruly lot. Two things occur which change them into calmer, more reliable beings; the first is the 
discipline of the Arena, and second is the metamorphism into the female phase of life. As in any group of intelligent beings, there are some 
Hadrakians who never accept the strictures society tries to place upon them. They insist on marching to their own drummer, even when their 
actions are directly against what civilization dictates is the correct way to behave. For these beings, life is often difficult and frequently involves 
some sort of incarceration to protect law-abiding citizens. Hadrak is no exception, but their solution is to set aside an entire city for these 
renegades. This city, where anarchy reigns, is called Darkside. It is there you have decided to visit - at your own risk. 

Like many Hadrakian cities, Darkside is surrounded by walls. This is a holdover from the early days, centuries ago, when Hadrak was 
in the throes of a Dark Age, with marauding bands of Homeless Ones traveling the land, attacking any settlement that was at all vulnerable. 
Unlike the rest of the cities of today, Darkside's walls are completely intact and maintained. You surmise that this is to keep the renegades 
inside rather than for keeping the rest of the planet out. At the gate, you spend several minutes convincing the non-renegade guard that you are 
serious about entering the city and, yes, you understand that once inside, you will be completely dependent on your own abilities to keep you 
alive. He snarls a Hadrakian smile and allows you to pass through the gate. You sense he approves of your actions. Maybe he even secretly 
wishes he were joining you. 

The silence of Darkside's streets surprises you. For some reason, you expected throngs of rowdy Hadrakians everywhere. Instead, the 
roads are quiet and well ordered. An occasional tigorilla walks by but makes no comment on your presence here. The stores you pass are open 
and run by females. You wonder about this, but as you think about it, you decide it makes sense that a renegade male does not automatically 
tum into a law-abiding female. She enjoyed the wild life as a male and continues to enjoy it as a female. Logical. Since you have no particular 
destination in mind, you roam the streets for several hours until night falls. 

Dusk approaches and the streets become more active. Places for drinking alcoholic beverages open, and from their doorways you can 
hear the sounds of laughter and fighting. The two often go hand in hand. One particularly interesting establishment is called ''The Jeweled 
Armpit," and is by far the loudest of the bars you have yet seen. You decide this will be a good place to try and make new friends. 

You enter through the open door. You are not sure, but you think the room's noise level dips for just a moment as you make your debut 
appearance. Things are just as loud as ever, though, when you reach the bar. 

"What?" snarls the female bartender. You have no idea what to order when you hear a throaty voice to your left order for you. 

"Give the Human a 'Curly Temple Blaster,' put it on my bill," the Homeless One says. You turn to thank your benefactor. After 
introducing yourself, you learn his name is Flerrylinn. 
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Your drink arrives and the two of you raise your glasses and chug them down. You find your drink to be very smooth and a little sweet 
You do not refuse the second round and insist on paying for the third and fourth. Soon you and Flerrylinn are old buddies, trading tales of 
exploits that are only slightly exaggerated, and boasting of feats and abilities that are almost true. Time flies, and before you know it, the bar 
is closing. Your new pal grabs you around the shoulders, and the two of you stagger off to another place which keeps much more sociable 
hours. 

When that bar and the bar after that close, you head over to a small dank establishment that never closes. Here you miss seeing the 
sunrise, but make all sorts of new friends. The entire day passes in a blur of alcohol and good company, and you miss the sunset with e.qual 
oblivion. Night has well established itself when one of your new buddies suggests a social call on a nearby group of males who go by the 
endearing name of ''The Fur Rakers." You are in no shape to make an intelligent decision, so of course you say yes to the venture. 

On the way over to the Fur Rakers, your alcohol-soaked brain cells try to make sense of what is about to happen. You recall, somewhat 
foggily, that wandering males often form loose groups or gangs. These gangs are similar to the raiding armies that terrorized the Hadrakian 
cities during the Dark Ages centuries ago. Today they are contained within the solid confines of Darkside's city walls where they can do 
damage only to themselves. 

A Hadrakian male during his peak years of maturity is dominated by a physical and emotional condition called "Maquistra." In this 
condition, the male is overcome by a lust for adventure and a need to use his great physical strength - preferably in violent, no-holds-barred 
combat. His brain and muscle cells become faster and more responsive, making him an almost perfect fighting machine. The discipline of the 
Arena system can mold him into a valued soldier and protector of society. But as a renegade, untrained outcast in Darkside, he is a dangerous 
threat to anyone around him. 

Flerrylinn spends the time tromping over to the Fur Rakers meeting area to try to explain what it feels like when one is in the state of 
Maquistra. His vivid description of the mind-exploding joy of the battle fever, and the sharp-edged feel of his brain when his entire body turns 
into a fighting machine, strikes a chord in your own brain. Maybe the alcohol helps you get in the right frame of mind, or maybe there is 
something else at work, but you feel like you know firsthand what he is talking about. 

When the meeting is over, you begin your trip over to the rival gang's turf. Tonight's combat is more for the sheer pleasure the males get 
out of fighting than for any form of revenge. If this trip were to be for settling a score, the pack would use their skills of stealth and cunning 
to sneak over and strike in a surprise attack. The general rule is, the louder the fight, the fewer dead in the end. 

You have never been one to fight merely for the love of fighting, but when you arrive at the enemy's camp, you are in your own form 
of battle fever. Every nerve in your body screams for blood and destruction, every fiber of your being wants to strike out at an enemy, any 
enemy. You are caught in the thralls of Maquistra. 

The rest of the night passes in a blur of blows and thrusts, blood and broken bones, screams of pain and yells of victory. Hours go by, 
but you do not notice the time; all you care about is fighting. You ignore the bruises on your body as well as the blood from a split lip, 
concentrating only on the next opponent and his defeat. You do not think you have killed any of your vanquished foes but you never know 
for sure. Later, when you are rational once again, that will haunt you, but for now you are content seeing each foe slump to the ground. 

Daylight comes, and with it, sanity. The blood fever leaves your brain but you sense it lurking in the depths of your most primitive self. 
It is not a pretty realization that you are capable of such cold and calculating destruction, but you feel you will be in better control should you 
need to use it again. Without a doubt, the ability to let loose the forces of Maquistra is a powerful asset in combat, and may one day make the 
difference between winning and losing, living and dying. Accepting this darker side of yourself will take some time and a lot of thought, but 
you come away from the battle with a better understanding of yourself. 

Flerrylinn grabs your shoulder as the fight winds down. He shows his fierce and terrible fangs in the Hadrakian version of a smile and 
congratulates you on your outstanding showing. He thinks you should stay in Darkside and join his gang, saying this combination will be 
more than enough to rule the city. The offer is tempting, but you must decline. 

As you leave the city of the renegades, it still conjures an aura of mystery and danger for you. The guard at the gate is the same one 
who was there when you entered. He seems to see something new in your eyes and respectfully allows you to exit. 

Maquistra - use it carefully and wisely lest you become something· you do not wish to be. 

Go now to the CGM. 
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