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Several hours pass and you decide to just sit the rest of the wait out. Maybe even take a nap. ..

“Welcome Brother, we have a small test for you.” The voice wakes you but doesn’t sound threatening. Although you can barely keep
your eyes open, you reply that you are ready to take any test they might have.

“Fine, then let us begin...”

% STOP =

[889]

“Boss, that’s the fourth serious hit we’ve taken in as many minutes. We can’t stand much more of this!”

Your computer is not telling you anything you do not already know. You take stock of the situation; boy, do things look grim. You are
locked in combat with a more powerful vessel than you can handle and there are precious few options open to you at this time. Thinking
quickly, you decide upon a desperate plan of action.

“Computer, see that cloud of space gas?”
“Affirmative, Boss.”

“Make for it as soon as possible.”
“Bot ™

“Just do it!”

“Roger, Boss.”

Seconds later you feel the force of acceleration throw you back into your seat as the ship’s thrusters propel it at great speed toward the
target. The Clathran ship is taken by surprise for the precious few seconds you need to make your getaway. Your ship enters the cloud and
you immediately order a change of heading.

“Bring us about, forty degrees! Thrusters on full for twenty seconds, then shut down all nonessential systems. We will drift in space, our
position hidden by the scanner interference of the space cloud. When enough time has passed, we will resume motion.”

“Great idea, Boss. Here we go!”

The plan goes like clockwork. You evade the scanners of the Clathran war vessel and wait until it has given up the search for your ship.

As the tension eases, you take the opportunity to run a quick check on your ship. What a mess! You consider the possibility of having your
ship overhauled at the first opportunity.

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

" STOP =
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[890]

You’ve had a lot of fun with the various games and rides of Mardahland, but now you feel it is time to face the biggest challenge of
them all, the Wringer. You stand in front of the admittance gate to the largest, fastest, most dangerous ride in the park, following the roller
coaster track with your eyes. Even though you are still safe on the ground, you can feel the menace of the Wringer from here.

The best roller coaster you have ever ridden was called the Hurricane. It had three gigantic hills, two tunnels and took just under ten
minutes from start to finish. The Wringer has three times more of everything plus an added twist. At the top of three of the six hills as well
as in three of the six tunnels, you have the opportunity to actually stand up and grab a gold ring hanging by a thread above the track. Rumor
has it that the person who collects all six rings wins a fabulous prize. It looks like sure suicide, but there are people who have managed to
accomplish this feat. You decide to try it yourself.

The crowd is large but consists mostly of spectators, since few have the courage to actually ride this monster. You swagger up to the
front of the line and wait for the next car. Each person rides alone in a single car, not rows of cars like you are accustomed to seeing on
human rides. The car arrives and you see that it is shaped like an egg with its top cracked off. You shiver at the Mardahlians’ macabre sense
of humor.

You step into the waiting shell and quickly take stock of the safety devices available to you. There is no place to sit, but you are allowed
to recline against a slanted back wall. There are arm rests on either side of you. Unfortunately, ostriches are wider than humans, so you can
really only make good use of one of the rests by tucking it tightly under your arm. There are also safety straps you may use to secure yourself
in the shell. If you do so, you will not be able to grab for the gold rings. You leave the straps dangling against the back wall.

You are jolted backward as the car starts to move along the track toward the first hill. As the car begins its upward incline, you find that
you are laying almost horizontally against the back wall. You keep your eyes on the top of the hill where the gold ring will be dangling. It is
only when you are practically at the crest of the hill that you finally spot it.

While Mardahlians have an arm reach of about three feet, very close to your own, they have extremely long legs. The rings have been
placed at a height difficult for an ostrich to reach. For a human it is all but impossible. You have scant seconds to decide what to do since
your car is almost directly under the ring. Quickly you decide on a course of action.

Scrambling up so you are now straddling the two arm rests, you find you are just tall enough to grab the ring. As you do, you feel the
car begin the hundred foot drop down the first hill. You drop down to the floor of the car and grasp an arm rest barely in time to keep from
being thrown out of the egg. Sucking in a deep lungful of air, you release it as you plummet downward with a loud yell, ‘““Yaaaaahhhhh!!!!”
You are not sure what the actual physical ramifications of screaming are at times like these, but you know it makes you feel better.

You close your eyes as well, so you almost miss your chance at the second ring. You see it just a few feet inside the mouth of the first
tunnel. Jumping up, once again, onto the arm rests, you manage to snag the second of your prizes. The tunnel then becomes pitch black and
you have to cope with the abrupt dips and turns in the track as best you can. You emerge into daylight, already on the upward incline leading
to the second hill.

And so the ride goes, each hill trickier than the last because the rings are being dangled closer and closer to the drop off point and you
have less and less time to grab them and fall back to the safety of the inside of the car. The tunnels are difficult because you never know
where the rings will be. Once, you had to ride the entire tunnel on the arm rests because the ring was all the way at the end. But you continue
to increase the number of your golden prizes; three, four, five, and finally, six rings adom your fingers.

The car comes to a halt at the end of the ride. You emerge from the egg, amidst cheers of the Mardahlians, with your ring-covered hands
in the air. You are soaked with sweat, and all of your muscles cry out from the ordeal you have put them through, but you are victorious. One
of the ostriches points you to a prize redemption window where you can exchange the rings for your reward. You step up to the counter and
proudly lay down your six hard-won rings. The golden android behind the window quickly scoops them up and tells you to go around to the
side door where you will receive your real prize.

You step around the corner and knock on the wooden door. After a moment it opens, and a four foot fuzzy thing with a large nose and
webbed feet is thrust at you. The door slams shut. You stand there, stunned, for several minutes holding the large stuffed animal you have
just won. Is this what you risked your life for!!!?? You study the prize with detached interest, noting that it is in the shape of a rare waterfowl
found only in the coldest places on the planet. You also see that the front of its neck is crudely sewn on with only a few large stitches. You
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take your pocket knife and carefully cut the threads. The head falls back, revealing a hidden compartment containing a large vial labeled,
“Drink Me.”

When your day is over at Mardahland, you will return to your ship and have the contents of the vial analyzed. Your computer will tell
you that it is a very powerful healing liquid, and eminently safe for human consumption. You duly down the “medicine” and feel a wave of
strength come over you. Now you’re ready to take on the galaxy.

Go now to the CGM.

 STOP &

[891]

“We are now approaching the planet Geefle, Boss,” your computer informs you. The yellow and brown sphere comes into view on your
screens. There are multiple lifeform readings: natives, Zyrans, and Clathrans. Clathrans!

“Boss, Geefle is a Zyran colony that has been conquered by the Clathrans.”
A small fleet of Clathran destroyers orbits the planet, blockading all space traffic.
“Let’s try to get through the Clathran blockade, like we got through the Survey Line,” you instruct.

Your computer begins a series of careful maneuvers designed to get you safely down to the planet’s surface, despite the enemy destroyers.
Your muscles tense up as you begin making your way through the Clathran ships. As good as your technology is, you can never be sure what
will happen. So far so good, you think to yourself.

“Er. Boss..."
You hate when your computer hesitates like that. It usually means trouble.

“What's wrong?” you ask, but you don’t have to wait for an answer. The half dozen Clathran destroyers in orbit about the planet are
breaking off from their patrol positions and closing in around you.

“I think they’re onto us,” your computer replies.
I(Dam“!ll

You could easily defeat a single destroyer in combat, but six of them is another matter. Like faces of a cube with you in the center, the
Clathran warships have you surrounded.

“Shields up, weapons ready, evasive maneuvers, now!” you command.
Go now to the CGM.

H STOP &
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[892]

You are eating your dinner on the bridge, watching an old rerun of “Leucothea Law” on the main viewscreen. The computer rudely
interrupts your meal with an alarm.

“Zyran vessel approaching, now at long range,” it reports.

“Oh, no.” Visions of being eaten by a disgusting, squishy, multi-tentacled brown creature dance through your head. “Maximum magnifi-
cation. Let me see it.”

A Zyran vessel with metal tentacles extending in all directions appears on your screen.
“Hailing frequencies open. I want to talk to it.”
“Ready, boss.”

“Warning to unidentified Zyran craft. Stay clear. If you approach any nearer, I will consider it an attack upon this vessel and will be
forced to fire in self-defense. Do you acknowledge?”

There is some static, then a reply: “Food.”
You don't intend to become its dinner, not if you can help it.

Go now to the CGM.

H STOP =

[893]

The red alert siren startles you out of a sound sleep.
“What is it?” you call as you stumble out of bed.
“Precautionary alert, Boss. Sensors show a Zyran ship in the vicinity. I want to be prepared for any hostile action.”

You agree. All thoughts of sleep are gone as you quickly make your way up to the control room. Here, you activate the front viewscreen
and watch as a Zyran ship glides silently past you without making any hostile move.

When the danger is past, your computer observes, “Boss, I know they are a peculiar race, but with their high degree of technology and
excellent fighting capability, the Zyrans could help us in the fight against the Clathrans. Do you know if anyone has asked them?”

& STOP
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[894]

You are helpless to prevent the Clathrans from boarding your ship and taking you prisoner. As they hustle you into their ship’s brig,
you are not surprised to hear that they plan to take you to a nearby base for interrogation. Since they do not mention your previous capture,
you wonder whether they realize you have been a guest of theirs already. But that’s not really important now. You are more concerned with
repeating your previous feat and escaping from the clutches of the soldiers before they can drag any information out of you.

While their normal interrogation will probably be bearable, you know that the technique known as mind wiping will be able to break
past all of your defenses. From what you recall of the Chang expedition, crew member Doctor Richard Dighton was mind wiped and left as a
vegetable. The Clathrans were looking for the coordinates of the human Home Worlds, so they could send a fleet to destroy the human race.
They didn’t find out where the Home Worlds are, but they did extract enough information to try to destroy the human race with a virulent
Space Plague. They almost succeeded. You shudder as you think that you might be the instrument for your people’s ultimate demise.

The trip to the base is short and you are soon being led to a holding area, much like the one you escaped from the last time. Things are
definitely looking up! Upon entering the room, you see half a dozen Clathran soldiers conducting some sort of meeting and your heart sinks.
Maybe they will be gone before the guard comes to take you to your real cell.

You have no such luck, though. Only minutes pass before you find yourself once again marching between two large guards. Soon
afterwards, you are thrown into a small cell. You survey your new surroundings. You see a slab of concrete, presumably where the prisoners
sleep, the door you have entered through and an odd darkly colored square in the floor at the far comer of the room. Since you see no other
facilities for personal waste disposal, you wonder if this where you are to, er, do your duty so to speak. Blech.

Due to the recent excitement of the battle and capture, it is not long until you feel the need to use the corner of the room. You try to put
it off as long as possible but you are soon forced to give it a try. Straddling one of the two protruding corners, you do what you need to and
watch in fascination as the material is pulled through the floor. Getting down on your hands and knees, you study the square with great intent.
From this close vantage point, you can see that the tile, about two feet by two feet in dimension, is set into the flooring of the cell and abuts
the back wall. Here you notice something of interest.

Along the rear seam, the waste tile is not firmly seated into the floor. Perhaps it was recently serviced and not put back properly. Whatever
the cause, you intend to try to make use of this oversight. Working with painstaking care, you set about pulling the tile up from the flooring.

Hours pass before you begin to see any sign of progress but, from this point on, the work goes quickly. After loosening the tile, you
finally manage to slip your fingers under it and pry it up. As you suspected, the tile is covering an opening which, from the odor, leads into a
sewer pipe. While the pipe is not overly large, it could serve as a means for your escape. Though you try not to think about the “lubrication”
you feel as you slip through the pipes, you are grateful for its presence. It is a very tight squeeze and without the “oiling” effect you might
not fit.

You use your uncanny sense of direction to take you in the general vicinity of the landing port where you believe your ship to be located.
You are fortunate that the sewer system connects to many points in the Clathran base and put this to good use. Since there are no maps or
signs down here, you have to guess when you need to surface once again.

Taking an upward pipe, you soon reach the outside world and take your bearings. Not bad! The room where you have surfaced is a
waste room adjacent to an empty conference room of some sort. Neither contain anything of great use to you. Feet squishing with moisture,
you creep over to the outer door and listen for signs of life. When you hear nothing, you open the door and start down the hallway. Arrows
and directories on the wall indicate that you are headed in the right direction for reaching your trusty ship.

Last time you escaped from the Clathrans, you almost didn’t make it because the base’s weaponry fired upon your ship when you took
off. To prevent that, you decide to take the time to sneak over to the base’s control room and put it out of commission. Unfortunately, when
you reach the appropriate place you are dismayed to see that this base is much larger than the other and, therefore, has many more soldiers on
duty — too many to overcome. You have no choice but to sneak into your ship and prepare for a swift and speedy liftoff. With the element
of surprise on your side, you hope to be able to get away before they can launch proper pursuit.

Upon entering your ship’s bridge, you feel chills strike your body. In fact, you are shivering so much that you can barely give the
command to lift off. Fortunately your computer, who has greeted you in a very warm fashion (maybe the bucket of bytes has feelings after
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all), manages to decipher your chatterings. In a matter of seconds you are blasting off from the base and putting as much distance between the
Clathrans and you as possible. Since you could not disable the base’s weaponry, you feel the shocks of explosions hitting your fleeing ship.

Somehow, you manage to barely survive the attacks, dodge your pursuers, and lose yourself in the vastness of hyperspace. Glancing at
the comforting greyness from your front viewscreen, you feel a wave of heat wash over your entire body. Sneezes and coughs wrack your
frame. Rats! It looks like you have picked up some sort of disease from your latest exploit. You manage to stagger to the sick bay but
whatever the illness is, it has taken a lot out of you.

You have managed to escape from the Clathrans twice now, but you are really pressing your luck. If you get caught again, the Clathrans
will take extra precautions to cut off all possible escape routes, and you will be in serious, serious trouble.

Go now to the CGM.

H STOP &

[895]

While you are testing your ship’s circuits, preparing for the long flights ahead of you, your subspace radio crackles suddenly to life:
“Hey out there! This is Jen, in the smallest ship in space, testing my new subspace rig. Anybody catching?”

The voice sounds familiar. Could it be Jen Cristobal, your old friend from Wellmet? You snatch up your transmitter.

“Jen Cristobal! It’s me, Valentine Stewart. How in Space are you?”

“Just swell, amigo. Glad to catch you on the air. Except I go by just Jen now.”

“What are you up to this time?"” Like you, Jen comes from one of the big smuggling Families. But she had so many older siblings that
she was never in line for Heir like you were.

“I have a ship now, the Beetle. I'm running cargos in tight margins when the big dealers can’t stroke their regular sources. There'’s a
big spot demand market, and since I connect with all the Families instead of just one, I'm cleaning up. Gonna buy a two-axis drive sometime
soon.”

“You mean you've only got a single-axis drive?” Nobody flies single-axis drives any more.

“Only going one direction,” says Jen. “Slow as ring ice, but she’s paid up. How’re tricks on Wellmet?”
“Just fine when I left, if you catch my drift, Jen. I'm in deep space again.”

“Space is in your blood, Stewart. What’s the racket this trip? Still on the Super Slip kick?”

“Nope.” You hesitate for a moment. Should you tell Jen? Then you decide to go ahead: it’s just possible that she knows something.
“Flame Jewels.”

“Hot Rocks, buddy! You planning to rob a museum?”

“Looking for the source, amigo. Any thoughts?”

“Never seen one myself. Wouldn’t mind, though, if you find a spare.”

“Thanks anyway, Jen. I'll be talking to you.”

“Hey wait! I just remembered. You know Rialla? Fringe planet, floating talking beachballs, high tech?”

“You've been there?”

“Well, not on purpose. But yeah, I guess I did crash by. Listen, there’s this story they tell about how their ancestors in the Arm shipped
them to the Fringe to live. That would take Flame Jewels, right? To fly from the Arm to here?”
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llso?ll
“So look for a planet with Riallans on it! Brilliant, eh?”
“Jen, there are thousands of planets in the Arm.”

“But how many with Riallans on em? You never know till you look! No thanks necessary, old chum; gotta rocket! Catchya on the
apogee! Out!”

Your radio goes dead.
“Computer, make a note to watch for Riallans.”
“Aye aye, Boss, if you really think it’ll help.”

“Who knows?”
= STOP X
=
[896]

You stride into the rear offices of The Battle, Inc. where everyone is busy working on their plans to fight the Clathrans. You stride right
into the office of the highest ranking executive you can find and slam your fist down on her desk.

“Well I did it!” you exclaim. The Settled One merely looks at you patiently and waits for you to explain.

“I made it through the Survey Line! It wasn’t easy, but I outwitted thousands of Clathran ships and crossed from one side of the line to
the other. Now I can go wherever I want in the Galactic Arm.”

This time, you get the reaction you were hoping for. The Settled One turns on the public address system from her office and announces
your accomplishment to everyone in the building.

“Hey, I've got an agent in my office who's just crossed the Survey Line!”

Everyone in the office starts to cheer. You have made their day. Several Hadrakians stop into their boss’s office to pound you on the
back, shake your hand, and congratulate you on a job well done. This is more like it!

When the commotion dies down, the executive sitting at the desk asks you if you have a few minutes to sit and talk.
“Sure,” you reply.

“Why don’t you close the door then, so we can have some privacy? You've pulled off quite a feat, you know, you really have. You have
a right to be proud. I don’t know if you realize it, but the company’s top brass all know about you. We've been watching you from the time
you first visited a Hadrakian world. It has always been our opinion that you are capable of doing great things. You haven’t let us down.”

“Thank you very much. I didn’t realize you took such a great interest in me. I'm just a single agent, in a one person ship. Nothing
really, compared to thousands of employees, soldiers, factories, scientists. . .”

“Ah, but a truly talented individual with the right equipment and support can accomplish so much. One person can make the difference
of whether we win or lose this war. So don’t take yourself lightly. You might be that person. Now, let me introduce myself. My name is
Colonel Theckta, and I am the executive vice president in charge of all activities of The Battle, Inc. behind the Survey Line.”

“Pleased to meet you.”
*“The pleasure is mutual. Now, if we can get down to business, I have another mission I'd like to discuss with you.”

“That’s what I'm here for. Please go on.”

Continued =
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“As you know, the Clathrans are a tremendously strong and disciplined race. They run their military like a well-oiled machine. This
makes them formidable opponents. If they outnumber you in a battle, you can’t expect to beat them. They’re too careful, too efficient, too
well organized. They won’t make mistakes. How, then, can we hope to stop the Survey? This is the problem we have been trying to solve.

“We believe that there are two approaches. One is to attack their command and control structure, trying to disrupt the brain of their
military nervous system. In other words, assassinate their high command. If we could wipe out their leaders, the rest of the machine might
fall apart. The Clathran military is designed and disciplined to run on orders from the top down. Without the top, the lower layers might be
thrown into confusion and chaos. It would be a great opportunity to rout the Clathran Navy.

“The second approach is to attack their industrial capacity. The Survey requires tens of thousands of spaceships and soldiers. As the
Survey moves along, it consumes equipment and manpower on a massive scale. Every planet the Clathrans survey must be blockaded and
occupied. That means more ships, more personnel. Those ships and soldiers have to come from somewhere. The Clathrans have to be building
and breeding constantly: building ships and breeding soldiers. If we could somehow wipe out most of their industry and stop them from
having so many children, they would no longer have the capability to continue the Survey. Without a constant flow of fresh ships and soldiers,
the Survey would grind to a halt.

“We have been thinking about both of these approaches, and they both lead to the same place: the Clathran homeworld. According to
our information, the Clathran homeworld, called Karnossus, is where most of their shipbuilding and breeding for the war takes place. It is also
where all of their high command resides. Therefore, we have come to the conclusion that Kamossus is the key to winning this war. We might
consider all kinds of strategies as to how to attack Karnossus, how to disrupt its industrial capability, how to stop the breeding of Clathran
soldiers, and so on. Unfortunately, right now we are stuck with one big problem. We don’t know where Karnossus is.”

“What?” you ask, dumbfounded. “You don’t know where it is? How can you not know, with so many ships being built there? The place
must be busier than a bee’s nest.”

“The galaxy is big. Very big. Even one sector of space contains billions of star systems, any of which might include Karnossus. Karnossus
is a busy place. So what? In the vast emptiness of space, Karnossus is but a drop of water in the ocean. If you know which drop of water
it is, and look at the drop through a microscope, you see thousands of spaceships being built inside. But if you don’t know which drop, you
could look at the ocean for a long, long time and never find it. If I'm not mistaken, the Clathrans have been trying to find your homeworld for
three hundred years. There are billions of human beings there, but has that helped them find it? No. Without coordinates, without knowing
exactly where to look, they’re stumped.”

“Until the Survey gets there, of course.”

“Of course. But the Clathrans are the only ones I know of with the technology to search every drop of water in the ocean. We have to
find Kamossus some other way.”

“And you’re asking me to do it.”

“Right. Search the galaxy for clues. Infiltrate Clathran bases. Pray to the gods, if that helps. Use any means at your disposal, but find
Karnossus. Right now, all we can do is try to defend ourselves, and we are losing more ground every day. We need somewhere to attack the
Clathrans back. That place is Karmnossus. Wherever it is.”

Colonel Theckta's expression is that of urgency mixed with a touch of desperation. You have never seen the normally calm and controlled
Hadrakian female look like this. You feel a shiver of apprehension run down your spine. This job is obviously a very difficult one for her to
behave in such a manner; yet, you cannot back down from this challenge. For good or bad, you extend your hand in acceptance of the mission.

“I’ll do my best,” you say. “If I find it, I'll let you know.”

“Thank you,” she says, “You are truly a dedicated agent. The Battle, Inc. is proud to have you on its staff and will assist you in any
way possible.”

“Do you have any advice as to how to look for Kamossus?”

“Karnossus isn’t on any map, so it won't be easy to find. It would be best if you could get enough information to narrow the location
down to a single trisector. Then you could just park yourself in that trisector and do a thorough search for Clathran activity.”

“That makes sense. I guess I should start looking for clues.”

(©1989 Continued &
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“Good luck, and may the gods smile upon you.”

You leave the headquarters with the colonel’s benediction still ringing in your ears. You wonder if the Hadrakian gods can do more than
bring you luck. Since Kamnossus is not one of the planets on your star map, you will need to look for it using the following option:

(7F8LKM) (14 phases) Search for Karnossus.

You may attempt this option in any trisector, as long as you are not landed on a planet. Please make a note of the action code; it is an
unlisted option, so you will need to enter the code manually when you wish to select it.

You may select this option again.

" STOP =

[897]

An attendant brings you into a quiet, comfortable room. There are several chairs located in front of old-fashioned computer terminals.
After instructing you in the use of the terminals, the attendant leaves you to your research.

Soon, you are diligently browsing through a comprehensive listing of subject matter. As you expected, most of the research focuses on
the phenomenon called “Dual Space.” You note that much of the early work was done by a Brother Dikestra. His most important paper was
something called “Duality Considered Harmful.” However, this particular volume is not present in the library. Instead, you find a survey work
entitled “Dual Space Complete.” You start to read it but soon find yourself mired in formulas too complex to understand. You hear a chuckle
from behind you.

“I’m not sure even I would try reading that book, and I wrote it!” exclaims a robed Brother sitting at your side. You turn to see the
Brother’s bright eyes and puffy cheeks underneath the folds of his hood. “Forgive my laughter,” he continues. “I didn’t mean to be rude. If
you are interested in the subject, I would be glad to talk to you about it.”

“Please do,” you say, thankful that you don’t have to work through all the mathematics and physics yourself.

“As you know, the Brotherhood has been studying the benefits of discipline and focus for a long time. You are probably already aware
that some people are capable, with the right talent and training, to transcend what appear to be inviolable laws of physics. Even in the
pre-spacefaring days, there were members of our order who amazed people by levitating themselves a few inches off the floor. Many more
Brethren have been able to accomplish such feats in recent years. In all likelihood, you yourself have developed similar powers. Telekinesis?
Clairvoyance? Have you ever considered how it is possible to do such things?

“What we are experiencing is a sort of magic, by which some people can change reality. Through force of mind alone, it is possible to
change the way the world is. Only in the last few years have we begun to understand why this works. It is related to a superstate of nature
called Dual Space.”

The Brother pauses to catch his breath. You can see that he likes to lecture. He speaks as if every word he says is more important than
the last. “What exactly is Dual Space?” you ask.

“As we understand it, Dual Space is the dimension of all possible realities. That in itself isn’t too important, since only one reality
actually exists at any given time. However, there is a conduit, a pathway between reality and Dual Space, which I call the Interphase. Magic
becomes possible when a sentient mind can reach through the Interphase and call upon one of Dual Space’s alternate realities. Suddenly, the
world changes. One minute, you're standing on the ground; the next minute you're levitating. You haven’t applied a force against an object
in the normal physical sense. Instead, you've used your mind to invoke an alternate state of things. Get it?”

“I think so. This Dual Space Interphase allows us to make things different by thinking about it. But why then can’t we just wish the
Clathrans away?”

“Actually, if we could do that we’d be in really big trouble. Consider it: with every mind changing things every which way, there’d be
total chaos. Fortunately, it isn't that easy to change reality. You see, the Dual Space Interphase is just a tiny crack, a small opening through
which alternate realities can be reached. The size of the Interphase limits what can be achieved. You might be able to levitate yourself four
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inches but not eight. You might communicate telepathically with someone in the same room, but not someone across the street. And so on.
Another factor that limits the possible changes is your own intelligence. A human mind is only so powerful, and as a result, can only make
changes on a certain scale. Thinking about wiping out the Clathrans might bruise the next Clathran you meet, but that’s about it.”

“I see what you mean.”

“Now something else interesting is that the Dual Space Interphase — the conduit that determines how much ‘magic’ is possible —
actually fluctuates in size. When the Interphase is wider, it is easier to change reality. When the interphase is narrower, it is more difficult.
Lately, I have been working on a device to measure the size of the Interphase. This device, called an Interphase Variometer, gives us a metric
of how stable reality is at any given time. Would you like to see it?”

“Sure.”

You follow Dikestra out of the Library and up to his laboratory, which is bathed in a bright white light. The place is a mess of papers,
equipment, and toys everywhere. Every piece of paper has notes scribbled on it — in the margins, on the back, you name it. You step around
the papers on the tiled white floor to avoid getting them dirty.

“Here is my most recent model,” Brother Dikestra points to a small yellow box, about four inches wide, with a meter on the side.
“That’s it?” you ask, wondering where the fancy technology comes in.

“This is all you need. There’s an artificially intelligent computer inside, which just thinks about changing the conductivity of a very
tiny ceramic superconductor. It doesn’t actually physically manipulate the superconductor in any way. Sure enough, the conductivity changes
anyway, by a very small amount. It’s the Dual Space effect. The meter on the outside measures the intensity of the changes and displays the
results.”

*The scale on the meter ranges from 0 to 100. What does that mean?"

“Well, if it reads zero, then there’s no Dual Space effect at all. Nature is fixed and cannot be changed via Dual Space, at least not enough
for the meter to detect it. As the level on the meter increases, the measured Dual Space effect is greater and greater. In other words, the
Interphase must be getting wider. The scale only goes to 100, since the maximum Dual Space effect is limited by the computer’s intelligence.
Lately the level has been rising.”

The professor shows you a chart on the wall where he has been recording the size of the Dual Space Interphase. A red line indicates that
the Interphase has been widening at a steady rate.

“Wow,"” you remark. “It’s been going up pretty fast.”

“I know. That scares me. A colleague of mine, Brother Gries, has been doing some work on the effects of the widening Dual Space
Interphase on the human mind. You might be interested in speaking to him. He lives on the planet Dahl.”

If you wish to see Brother Gries when you are on Dahl, you may plot the following option:
(XPNSYZ) (5 phases) Speak with Brother Gries about the effects of Dual Space on humans.

“Meanwhile, if you'd like to have an older prototype of my Interphase Variometer, I'd be happy to give you one. You might find it
useful.”

“Why, thank you very much.” You are delighted to accept. Dikestra fishes out another yellow box from undemeath a pile of rubber balls
and gives it to you. You notice the meter has the same scale, from 0 to 100. While you are looking at it, the meter takes a sudden jump
upward. At first you think there is something wrong with the device, but you look over and see that Dikestra’s other model has done the same.

“Another jump,” Dikestra comments, as he marks it on his chart in red marker. “Scary.”

You think about this ominous behavior and wonder what the future holds in store for you and humanity. You shudder slightly as a feeling
of foreboding passes through you. Is it your imagination, or have the lights just become a little bit dimmer?

To find out the current Dual Space Interphase level on a scale of 0 to 100, check the Interphase Variometer on your status display.
Go now to the CGM.
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[898]

“This is Slow Eddie Falstaff broadcasting in subspace. Can anyone hear me?”
“Loud and clear, Eddie.”

“Right. I won’t ask who you are or where, since I'm not planning on telling where I am, but I just saw something really weird that I
thought I ought to pass along.”

“Go ahead.”
“I think something’s going weird with the galaxy, you know? The place I just visited, I've been going there for years, but suddenly it’s
like they don’t know me. There’s a war or a riot or something going on in the middle of the city, and I'm lucky to escape with my life. I
wouldn’t have, either, but the gun they pointed at me didn’t work. They drew their knives and I split. Is this going on all over?”
“All over,” you confirm. “You'll want to be careful returning to Wellmet.”
“Wellmet? That’s the planet I'm talking about! The whole place is insane! I'm going back with the aliens. Over and out.”
& STOP

[899]
.dlYou are sleeping peacefully when your computer’s danger alarm awakens you with a jolt. You leap out of bed, your heart thumping

rapidly.

“What? What is it?” you ask.

“Scanners report an unidentified vessel approaching fast, dead ahead.”

“Any communications from it?”

“None. It’s not even acknowledging our messages.”

“What race does it belong to? Can you tell?”

“No. The shape and markings of the unidentified craft do not match those of any race we have yet encountered.”

Before you can ask another question, the vessel is upon you. It looks very strange, a small ovoid central chamber with a hundred metal
LT:&;::E of different shapes and sizes extending outward in all directions into space. You wonder what sort of creatures would build a spaceship

Then, without warning, the tentacled alien vessel begins firing at you.

“We’re under attack,” your computer warns.

“No kidding,” you reply, “Engage weapons!”

Go now to the CGM.
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[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 eamn your citizenship before you can do much of anything on this planet.

You may select this option again.

H STOP &

[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?”

©1989 Continued &
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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
turn 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.

Continued &
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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 equal
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.

Magquistra — use it carefully and wisely lest you become something you do not wish to be.
Go now to the CGM.
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