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G LDOntt SYttr[ I never wanted much when I was a kid. A baseball glove, a menacing dog, all
the soda I could drink, and an interceplor-class starship. Same dream as allthe
other neighborhood punks. Thefirstthree lgol before I hlt fourfeet;the last one
took a little lonoer to come by.

I joined the Federation a lewyears ago. The economy was bad and military was
about the only way to go if you didn'l want t0 live at home. Luckily, navigating
came as easy lo me as picking lint from my navel, so the Fed put me in charge
of a whole ship. lt didn't take long lo prove lwas beiterthan the other paint-by-
number commanders. I got lhings done in half the time without kill ing crews
and destroying ships. I was so cool underlire lhey thought I didn't have pores.
(Living wilh a menacing dog for ten years takes most of the fear out of you. And
croses your p0res.)

Federation superiors (overweight, red{aced guys stuffed inlo military green
suits -"pimentos," we called them) briefed me on the troubles in the Caldorre
system. Federation convoys were gelling trashed by raiders before they could
make it wiih their loads to the planels of Norjaenn, Ceyjavik and Caldorre. My
crew and I would have lo go there to stop it. Simple enough.

The Federation computer chose a crewfor me based on compatibility ot skills
and lemperaments. I th rew the computer's choices away. I d idn't want a crew
that could getalong atatea party. I wanled people who were smart and wouldn't
get themselves - or me - killed. I looked overthe available cadet proliles and
assembled a crew that I lhought had potential for action. I wanted fighters and
technicians. Forget the pretty laces.

Rip Bradley was my first choice as pilot because he had skills as a gunner,
somelhin0 mighty uselul in hostile space. Rip also performed well on the
physicaltestsand had high dexterilyand strength ratings. Mycommunications
otficer, Sandy Li, was a genius cadet. I knew she could hack her way lhrough
any Federation ship computer before I could say "piece ol junk." Karen Young
was an avid racquetball player and an excellent engineer, a combination which
made her the fastesl repairwoman this side of any horizon. 0ur medlc, Jon
Wesley, was equally athletic and adept. His quick emergency treatments saved
countless crew lives.

My crewassembled aboard the FSS 0Rl0N, an interceptor-class starship, with
our assignment. I didn't know a thing about the Caldorre System or about its
political problems. And lwasn't going to gel the chance to do my homework
0n the way lhere. We were put in cryogenic sleep lorthe duration of lhe the six
month journey to lhe troubled lerritory.
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RAIDERSt
We awoke from our cold sleep iust a lew hours before ourtransport reached lhe
Caldorre System. We had just started a pre-launch systems check oflhe 0Rl0N
when ourtransport was attacked by raiders. Welcometolhe n€ighborhoodl We
quickly lound out that our Interceptor - woelully outlitted with stock Federa-
lion lasers, hull, engines and computer - was no match for the lighlning-fasl
raiders. The 0Rl0N was raked over in lhe exchange. We were lucky to escape
with our hides, no thanks to the anliquated Federation scrapheap.

We limped to Caldorre and put the ship into dry dock. Repair alter repair alter
repair drained credit after credil afler credil. New Federatjon policy - one all
the commanders hated - demanded that we pay lor our own expenses by
performing services. Al least we didn't have lo iob hunt:th€ Science Foundalion
had a number of missions so we signed up. l\4ost of the missions consisted of
dropping weather systems and monitor units on Ceyiavik, th€ lce Planet. The
onlything that bugoed me about our missions was the fuel consumplion. Each
hyperspace between Caldorre and Ceyjavik cost us live hundred fuel units. lt
took plenty of adjusting to the ship before I could fi0ure out ways lo cut down
on the luel guzzling.

Ceyiavik had some curious inhabilanls, especially lhe ice tigers. They were
beautiful cats, but I was olad we w€ren'i there lo do research on them. Even
thouoh we were sale in our ATV, I insisted that lhe crew stay very, very clear of
lh€m. Karen lhought it would've been lun to have to tag them or give them
medical assistance. I asked her how tun it would be to feed them, say, with her
body. She said she preferred to work with birds.

It was great €arning easy credits, but we didn'l want lo run lhese Danlvwaist
missions lorever. The crew was Orowing restless for action. Jon iept àsking
if anybody had a severe laceration he could bandage. Sandy had pro-
grammed the ship computer to play liar's dice aoainst itself. Rlp was
hunting ship rats with a pea gun. torlunately we were saved from ourselves
when we learned throu0h Federation Communications lhal a convoy was
under attack jusl otl of Noriaenn.

As we approached the baltle scene, we targeted what we thought was a
merchant ship bul was actually an expensive space yacht. Any rich playboy
slupjd enough to wander through a war zone deserved a couple of laser shoti
up his thruster, bul ld€cided to give him a warning inslead. We hailed the vessel
and were granted perm ission to board. lrr. William Grager, a haughty, urbane,
and lil lhy rich businessman, was in the second level of his yacht. Grager had a
monopoly on allthe trading within the Caldorre System; il was his cargoliners
that were the victims of the raids. Grager thought lhal his competitors in the
neighboring systems were responsible lor the raids, bul didn't have any idea
where the râider bases were localed.
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Graoer refused to lose his grip on Caldorre. He knew all Federation crews had
explicil ordersto destroy raiders in the system, so he otfered to have the 0Rl0N
outfitted with more sophisticated weapons and compuler systems. Rip's eyes
bulged al lhe ofler, a definite indicalor of its importance. Despite my d islike of
the guy, I nodded to Grager, who immediately dispatched his technicians to the
0Rt0N.

0nce lhey were done, we returned to the 0Rl0N and entered the raging battle.
0ur upgraded weapons and computers made us the predator this time, as we
gutted several raider ships. lwas on a commander's high, so I ordered Sandy
lo program the ship's computers to take out a raider's engines. When Rip
blasled the engines, we destroyed her lasers. I considered leaving the scum 10
lloât helpless in space, but I didn't want to risk thek getting rescued by other
scum. I ordered the crew lo board the shio.

I stood at lhe head of the party, armed with a cryo cullass. Behind me stood
Karen wilh a power fist. Jon, the medic, was next. He carried a cutlass, but his
priority was to help anyone who got wounded. Next came Sandy. Rip brought
up lhe rear, a lresh fifly-round clip in his automatic pistol. As we forced oDen
the portal ol the stricken raider ship, my combat helm€t told me raiders were
approaching. I sâw lhat il I stepped into the narrow corridor of lhe enemy ship,
I would have to lace the raiders alone. I decided to remain in lhe entryway so
lhat Karen could swing on an opponent,loo. Ripwould also havea clearer shol
with his aulomalic pistol.

Sevenlraiders roundedthe corner. lcould see their stoel mesh armorand crvo
cutlasses llashinO in the artificiat lioht. They were nasty opponents; Karôn
reporled afew good hits with h€r power fist, bul it look Rip's automatic pistol
lo eflectively penetrate th€ir armor. Beter weapons wer€ definitelv our next
priorily.

Damn! The second we stepped into the corridor, the raiders set the ship's self-
destrucl mechanism. The whole bucketwould blow in alewminutes. We leaDed
overdead raidersand made afasttour oflheir6hip. Onthe bridge more raiciers
attacked with sheer fanaticism. They weren't fighting to save themselves -
lhey just wanted to have usdon€ up crisp along with them. When the last ofthe
baslards lay spra'r,rled on the lloor we m oved on to the armory and collected as
many ol lhe weapons as time allowed. Rip discovered a tesselâtor, which he
knew would fetch a good price on the market. We scrambled back onto the
0Rl0N wilh enough spare time to clear the raider ship before i urned into a
scraD molaltlambe.

KOt^f(A's OUNS R Ut, CEytAytK l2lt2,4aol
Weapons werea priorily, butthey don't come cheap. We needed money. We'd
lried mining on Norlaenn and Caldorre; it was easy, bul the money didnit cut it.
Since we knew the Science Foundation was a dependable employer, we
underlook many more missions, deliverino the same old monitor units lo
Ceyiavik. Forthe most part, the planet appeared uninhabiled by humans except
lorthe egghead researchers who worked in the remote Bio-research Center. So

I was a linb shocked to discover a small building just yards away from where
we were going to install a weather monitor. A huge sign wilh lhe happy letters
KOSAKA'S GUNS R US hung over the doorway.

Sandy and Karen cou ld only give each other a goofy look ol disbelief. Inside the
building we found glass cases lil led with handguns, bladed weapons, and
ammunition. Rifles, sonic maces, gyro-pikes and other weapons hung neatly
on lh€ wâlls. We all considered picking up a shotgun, but Kosaka advised
against it. He informed me that smart crews carried a variety ol weapons so
theyd be ready lor any opponent, no matter how big, small, or ugly. His
weapons recipe: Every crewmember should eventually be able to wield three
ditferent weapon lypes with equalprowess. We decided to buy weapons based
on where each member of the crew stood in marching order. Sandy and Rip
boughl shotguns since they stood in back. Karen and I picked gyro-pikes since
we were up front. Jon's main role was to heal, not to fiohl, so he took Rip's
automatic pistolto use in those special moments. All he had lo do was pick up
some êxlra clips.

We also needed better armor than our flight iackets, but at best we could only
atford afewflakiackets. Kosakatold usthatflak iackets werethe best all-around
protection except for combat armor, which he didn't sell and we probably
couldn't aflord anyway. According to Kosaka, flak iackets provided good
proteclion against allweapons, not just excellent protection against one ortwo
types. For now, only Karen and lwould havellakiackets. When wetold him we'd
be back, Kosaka smiled knowingly and handed us an Armor Protection Values
sales Dtece.

Ârnor Frctrctlcn Ycluor

Contact Edge Proiectile Blaster

Uniform 2 1
Flight Jacket 4 3
Steel Mesh 7 I
Flak Jacket 5 5
Kevlar Su it 3 5
Laser Reflect 3 2
Combat Armor I I
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fltE utaRHAKÂ,' CTLDORRE lt | 5t, 7691
Back on the 0RloN we received message of a dispute on Caldorre that required
Federation assislance. We hyperspaced to Caldorre and set down at the
beacon, We drovefor a while before we discoveredthe Warhakan village, In the
center hut we found the Warhalon leader who carried on and on about this
slrange race of fearsome crealures digging tunnels in Warhakan territory. He
said lhe crealures were reportedly of immense sùength, but he never came out
and said they attacked any of his people. Still, they had appeared rather
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suddenly and were annoyingly digging around. Maybe lhese creatures with a
mole complex w€re in some way connected to lhe raids.

The Warhakan told us we could lind the alien race beyond the Towers of
Caldorre. The Towers, I knew, were both home to the technolo0ically advanced
Caldorrean's and a way-station on the Federation trade-route with the neigh-
boring syslems. The Towers were several kilometers in height and reportedly
very ancient. With the Towers as a reference point, I used lhe Warhakan chief's
crude map to estimate the coordinates of lhe tunnels.

lHE KOSHOL, CÀLDORRE llOl2z6, 622zal
Thetunnels were located nearaforest ol huge plnes. TheATV wheezed overthe
rough, mountainous terrain, We had to search a while before we came across
a well-hidden cave entrance. The minute we piled out of the AïV and into the
cave, these mad cave bears made a beeline for us. Luckily, the scanner could
sense beings approaching from quite a dislance, so we were never taken by
surprise, even when the attacks came lrom behind.

Deep inside the cave lhe bear attacks became less frequenl. lt grew suspi-
ciously stil l. A blip on the screen alerl€d me to a being nearby, but il didn't
register as hostile. I targeted the creature and as it lormed on my scanner, I
warned th€ others to prepar€ for an attack. The approaching monster was like
nolhing I'd seen belore, except maybe in a bad horrorlilm. The creature didn't
attack so I atlempted to communicate with it. lvluch lo my surprise, it
undersloodwhat lwassâying. Inanal ienvoicethecreaturerespondedthatwe
would have to speak lo lhe "one who dreams". Their leader?

We wandered lhrough the tunnels until my scanner picked up a weird-shaped
room to lhe northeâsl. Nothing blocked our way so we invited ourselves in to
the massive chamber. A large, raised dais towered over us, spewino out tall
flames lhat bathed lhe room in a hellish light. I slowly walked up to the leader
in his inner sanctuary. I couldn'l tell i l the "dreamin0 one" was dreaming or nol.
I smiled my diplomalic smile and asked him why they were digging here. He
said lhat the Koshol - his race - were digging because ol a vision of evil,
adding that they were only digging in lhese caves and nowhere else. I believed
him. The Koshol didn't look like lhey cared a worm's butt about conquering
Caldone or picking on lhe Warhakan or even of living on the surface.

We seemed halfway to a resolulion. Aft€r returning to the ship and resting a
while, we went back to lhe Warhakan. I explained the seemingly-harmless
inlentions oflhe Koshol, and the Warhal€n agreedto letthem stay. Easy asthat.
The crew razzed me Ior my "mediating prowess," dubbing me "Sam the Used
Interceptor Salesman." I had a leeling l'd be doing a lot more and a lol tougher
negotiating lhan that. The Fed gave us a five lhousand credit reward for our
work. Bless their little hearts.

Even wilh all that behind us, I kepl lhinking about what the Koshol were atter.
They weren't mindless creatures - they had to be digging for some reason
olherthân just because. I wassuretheyweren'tworkingforthe raiders. They
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just had this vision of some evil force lhey had lo destroy. The Koshols were
a small piece in a huge puzle of The Crisis of Caldorre. I iust rubbed my tired
eyes and hoped their piece would eventually li l in.

WESTERII TOWtil, I'IORJAENN (172a:a, 992:61
Flush with capital, we returned to Kosaka'slor more f lak iackets and ammo. Rip
was iacked up trom our success and aching to tak€ on another raider ship. He
wouldn't have lo wail long. Another raider attack on another hapless convoy.
We llew inlo a swarm of raiders and immediately disabled one ol their ships.
With even more tacticalfinesse, we boarded lhe ship and blasted away. In a
strangelwist, one raider surrendered himself . A raiderwho was unwilling to die
for hls master? | slammed the doq up against the wall and asked him whose
bools he was lickin0. Rightthen he had second thou0hts about lettin0 himself
gel caplured. Eefore I could gel a word out of him, he choked down some
cyanide. Sandy shook her head and predicted that interrogating these zealou6
raiders was going to be impossible. 0ut of frustration, we sacked the ship of
whatever we thouqht had value and relurned to the 0Rl0N.

The nexl dispute we'd have to settle was in a town called Tolte on the planet
Norjaenn. We talked tothe locals and quicklyfound outthatthere were onlytwo
lactions in Tolte - make that on all of Noriaenn. Farmers were compeling with
ranchers tor the available land on the planet. About lhe only thing bolh sides
could ag re€ on was that the Federation should have ended the raids a long time
ago. The raids were crippling Norjaenn's economyand each group fingered the
other as bein0 secretly behind the raids. Peace was dangling by a line thread
on Noriaenn.

Welhoughtwe'd looktorthe lown leaders and gettheir stories. The undeclared
leaderoflhefarmers, Grayper, was kill ing time in Wilson's Saloon. Graypertold
usthe ranchers were destroying the cargoships. Karen pointed outlo him that
the ranchers had lost iuslas much as thelarmers inthe raids, but he shrugged
herolf.Awoman namedTaylor overheard ourconversation. Shethouohtthat
somebody off-world was responsible for the raids, but didn'1 think the bases
could be in this syslem. Theory aside - and hers was the best so far - she
appeared trustworthy. We left lhe farmers and went over to Albert's Place.
There we found Robert Kann, the leader of lhe Kann clan, Norjaenn's leading
ranching family. lQnn was only a linle more level-headed than Grayper. He
thoughtthe raids were a secret trade war, but he didn't have any idea who would
stand to gain from a lrade war or where lhe raiders were based.

Jason Depard wasthe owner ol Mark's Cantina. He recognized that both sides
were responsible forthe disDute over land. When Jon asked him aboutthe raids
he looked him dead in the eye and told us he didn't know who was behind lhe
raids, but he knew whal: a Great Evil, grealer than any we'd faced before. He
grew quiet alter that. The last thing he muttered was that he didn't think lhe
raider bases were on Noriaenn. This dispute was going to be tough for even
"Sam the used Inlerceptor Salesman" to resolve. They were up to their
hipboots in mistrust for each other. The only solution was to prove to bolh lhe
ranchers and lhe larmers that their enemy - and the Federation's - was an

\*



c lDotlt towrr orrr,
]rwl ttt

cllDotnt towrr rwo,
ltvll tt3

GltDolli lowll flllrl,
lrvll t93

x
rf\

10

outsidetorce. 8ut we werea long way from knowin0 who or whatthat was. We'd
have to knock around the system for leads. Caldorre would be our next stop.

0n our way out of Tolte, we stopped by a supply slore that was willing to buy
some of the junk we'd seized from the raiders - a load otf our backs and a little
extra cash in our pockets.

CÂIDORRE IOWER!'
We docked the 0RloN on lhe highesl level ot Tower one, the 801st story. The
level was entirely devoted to docking porls, so I told Rip that if he didn't
remember anything else, he'd better remember where the 0Rl0N was.

The towers were an awesome leat ol engineering. In lhe center ol the tower was
a hollow core along which elevators ran up and down, delivering people to
ditferenl levels. As non-locals, we were onlyallowed to enter lhe top nine levels.
We squeezed onlo a glider and swooped down to the next level.

The locals were r€luclanl to speakto Federation marines. For lhe most part, our
queslions were met wilh short answers. We weren't too hurt by it. We were ju st
glad to be in porl and were ready to lurn this investigation inlo shore leave. A
neon li0ht winked al us: "The Earracuda Bar." We smiled at each other and filed
in without a word. Inside, starpilots looked perfectly at home.

We ordered drinks and tried to mâke conversation with the locals. l\.4ost
answered as any Caldorrean would, which was close to not al all, but one was
actually willing to give his name: Ruawl. Ruawlsaid he had once been on a ship
that was attacked by ralders, but that the raiders had given up their attack and
vanished. He assumed that lhe raiders were warping in and out from another
system, bul didn'l have any idea which one. Gunshots cul the conversalion
short. Bullels whizzed past. Jon brill iantly deduced that we were in the m iddle
of a barroom brawl. Sandy deduced thal lhey were aiming lor us! Rip, Sandy
and Jon ducked and ooened lir€. I turned on on€ of the rowdies behind me and
chopped him to the floor. When the smoke cleared, four slar-pilots lay dead and
all of us were inlact. We inspected the rest of the bar lor more brawlers. In the
back room Rip lound a Mark V Teng. That seemed like nice compensation for
ou r troubles ! | th rew il in my pack. 0n our way out I warned the bartender abo ut
allowing lhe wrong clientele into his eslablishmenl.

In the other levels, we found the usualoflicesand stores along with sport clubs,
libraries and oyms designed to improve the body and mind - lor the price ol
onethousând in câsh. Valuablesturned up in af ew otlices; I appropriated them
in the name of the Fed. We checked out the weapons for sale in an armoryi
nothing we needed, but Kar€n pointed oul lhat we could go here if Kosaka's
didn't have something. In lhe last level we happened upon a bar lhat admitted
only th€ charming. We Fed marines were too ugly to meet the club's standards,
so we returned to the shio.

Towers Three and Two were like Tower one in their desion and the kinds ol
eslablish ments lound there. In Tower Two there was a club on ly for the stro ng.

11
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In Tower Three was another club iusl for the swifl. None of us mel these clubs'
standards eilher. lfigured at some point, raising our slrength, charisma and
dexterity might be a good investment. lt could only help us, and maybe we'd
get to s€e what was inside these places.

B|o-RE3E^RCH rÎÂÎrON, CEYJAVTK 1720, 4261
Hanging around the Towers was like bein0 on vacalion, so we weren't thrilled
to geta distr€ss calllrom Ceyjavik. Dislress calls always meanl possible danger
and cerlain misery. The mood aboard the 0Rl0N quickly became lense.

We touched down n€ar lhe bio-research center. lc€ li0ers roamed anxiously
around the compound. oid some huge catastrophe occur? Were the tigers
scavenging lor lood? We decided to stay in the Ary and see whal we could
determine lrom outside. All ol lhe buildings looked intact. There were n0 signs
of battle. Karen thoughl it was unusualto have so many tigers wander so near
to a human settlement. Rip parked the ATV outside a building marked "Life
Center," which wâs the livin0 quarters lor Science Foundation personnel. We
climbed out ol lhe vehicle into the bitter cold and ran straight for the building
- into the hot brealhs ol four ice tigers.

Atler some work w€ managed to kill the animals. our contact and edged
weapons worked best on lhe tiger hides. We searched the rest of the building.
Dead scienlists lay mauled in the corridors and in their bedrooms. No survivors.
Not good.

Tigers roamed lreely in every building, teasting on corpses but atlackin0
savagely as soon as they saw us. How did lhey get inlo the buildinos? Karen
com menled thal they weren't known lo atlack 0roups of humans. Wefoundthe
Command Center in the same condilion as the resl ol lhe slalion: doors oDen.
tigers everywhere, humans dead. In the oilices we searched lor clues: maybe
w€'d find reports of the tiOer's strange behavior, or maybe there'd be scientilic
evidence ol a decrease in lhe seal populalion, the ti0er's main staple. We came
to the radio room. Jon noticed a monitor llashing a message.

"We've got a survivorl" he cried, "Look. ll says, 'This is Virginia K. ln
laboratory...anacked...Up the canyon - a halch in the snow. Barricaded. lce
tigers went berserk."

LAI{D IIFE LÀB, CEYJAVIK
We sprinted back to the ATV. Rip punched the controls and the huge machine
roared in response. We headed northeast lrom the command cenler, and
followed a snowlilled canyon lor miles. Luckily, we had enough fuel. Inside the
lab we found Virginia Karamalu. She recalled receivin0 a messagelrom the Sea
Life Lab reporling an incident in the mini-sub area where researchers had been
exploring some underground volcanoes. Soon atter lhat, the cals broke in and
attacked. Virginia barricaded herself inside lhe radio room, knowing it was lhe
most secure place in the lab. She tried to warn lhe base camp, but knew it was
loo late when no one responded. She said the attack was completely unprece-
denled, thal the tigers were iust overgrown pussycats - unlil now.
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We otlered to take Viroinia to Noriaenn, but she was content wilh slaying as
long as the lab was secure. I lold her thal b€fore we sel oll to invesligate the
aquarium we'd make sure the building was sale. ln the lab's armory we found
two AK assault ritles and a hyper-uzi. Since these weapons weren'l supposed
to be bought or sold, Rip said it was his duty as a marine to conliscatethem and
put them to good use.

We explored every inch of lhe Land Life Lab, occasionally lripping over boxes
ol ammo. We alsofound a lon0 tunnelheadinq north lrom a hatchway in a small
chamber near Virginia. Atter miles of walking we ran across the entry to the Sea
Lile Lab. Walking further lo the east, we lound an "EA Fun Lab". Rip scowled
and said h€ was sure it rvas alrick, so we returned lo the more importanl work
al hand.

5E^ L|FE 1,18, CEYJ^YIK
Heading west, I decided we'd explore lhe enlire Sea Life Lab belore we
investioated lhe volcanoes. We lound ammunition for our new automatic
weapons and other valuable ilems that we were sure nobody would nolice
missin0. We also fou nd shanered aquarium tan ks. Fish and other sea creatu res
lay in pools of water and glass along the corridors. What could have destroyed
these tanks and have sent the tigers into a berserk raoe?

\*
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VoLCANO, LEYEL t, CEYJ^V|K
We found a mini-sub and climbed in. Rip briefly stared at the controls before
pressing two buttons and flipping a lever. The sub hummed with the sound 0f
electrical equipmeni. He leaned back against the wall as the sub ferried us
across the bay. Rip told me lhal we'd make it to the volcano if we didn't get
honibly and inetrievably lost under the ice cap. Great sense of humor,lhat Rip.

The sub surlaced and we stepped ontolhe naturalstone landing. Sandy pointed
atthe onlytunnelavailable. Aflerafew minutes ourscanners reported cr€atures
advancing. Red lizards - known to have a palate lor humâns - slithered
lhroughthe dirttoward us.0ur ril lesweren'l particularly eflective aqainstthem,
butthey were the besl among ouravailable weapons. And il beat wrestling hand
lo hand.

Call it a lapse in concentration or call it stupidity, but we had ignored 0ur long-
range scan for a moment; il was enough to have the twisted tunnels lead us in
circles. The researchers probably got lost here the same way. In on€ tunnelJon
nearly broke his neck stumbling over a lost supply chest. At least his pain was
paid olf with some sellable items. A linle beyond, we came to alork in thetunnel.
Sandy pointed confidently to th€ left. After a couple hundred meters lhe tunnel
opened into a cavern. Another tunnel dropped 0radually through the cavern
lloor, leadin0 to stil l more caverns below. I could leel a distinct case ol tunnel
and cavern fever coming on.

VOLCANO, IEVEL 2, CEYJAYIK
0ne good thing could be said about red lizards:lhe more we fouoht them the
more experience we gained. I periodically contacted Federation command to
reporl our exploils, and w€ received promolions even as we explored. I guess
lhey figured il we had to die in hostile lands lar from home, we may as well die
high ranking. In a cavern in the south€ast corner of the level, we found a palh
thal went down to lhe lhird level.
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As we descended, the air grew sticky and close. Snakes atlacked us with the
same rabidity as all the oth€r crazed creatures on Ceyjavik. We made our way
soulh through lhe labyrinthine caverns. Along the way we founda shotgun pack
and an AK mag in two ol the branching caverns. ln lhe southwest corner a palh
sloped downward. We descended and came oul near a vaguely key-shaped
tunnel. The path branched, one tunnelleadinglothe west,lhe otherlolhe norlh.
Wanderinq west, Karen found an Arisian lens, worlh a chunk of change in some
parts. We retraced our steps and continued lo the north. The path branched in
several directions, bul wilh wanino patience, we explored all ol them. In two
separale rooms we discover€d paths leading back to the third level.

The path in the room to the south led lo a small section of caves. In one ol the
caves we discovered a weird blue ball hovering in the air. Sandy was the first
to see it lor whal it was -an illusion. We were clueless about why it was there,
and despite our efforts, w€ couldn't dispel it.

The path in the northern room relurned to a ditferent parl ol levelthree. Here,
a small tunnel formed a "hook," at the end of which was another path thal
wound ils way down to levelfour.

Sandy kepl 0ood maps. I knew we could gel lost just by blinkin0 too long, and
once lost, il would be short time belore our machine guns were clicking on
emply. The last section of level four lormed something like an "H". In the
northwest parl of the letter, we lound a small, unobtrusive openin0.
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The heat became oooressive under our armor and combat helmets. We
marched along, weary and tense lrom watching our scanners. Al a split in the
tunnel, I switched lo long-range scan and realized that we stood before a maze.
I picked the left-hand palh because it looked the straightest. Something about
very, very, very straight things appealed to m€ right now.

0nthe scanner, blipsappear€dat bolh endsolthetunnel. I cursed and targ€ted
my opponent. A large, green lizard - a damn dragon - was approaching. I
stepped forward and attacked with my gyro-pike, but the draoon's armor was
lootoughlorlhe contact weapon. Throwing the pike aside, I readied my assault
rifle and opened fire. I sunk a lot of lead into the thing before it dropped dead.
More slitheredtoward me. The proiectile weapons were lhe most eflective, but
even with high firepower, the dragons were tough adversaries. They had a nasty
spit of corrosive acid that ale away al our weapons and armor.

We came out on lhe olher side of the maze and walked along a twistin0, narrow
path lor what seemed miles. Bat-like creatures - Jon called them "bright
flyers" -f lew alongside us. They didn't appear hoslile so ltold everybody not
to wasle lheir ammo on lhem. 0n a thin land bridge we discovered a chest with
more ammunition and a suit ol Kevlar armor. Karen said she had a leeling the
ammo was going to come in handy very soon. We lefllhe Kevlar armor behlnd;
dragons may be tough, but at least they didn't have guns.

Soon we stumbled on a symmetrical cavern. lt wasn't the work ol nature; some
intelligent being shaped it. Inside the huge rooms roamed a bunch of dragons,
big and small. Their breedin0 0roundsl We didn't haveto inlroduce ourselves
to have the slavering reptiles crawl our way.

We entered with guns roaring. Much to our surprise, the bright flyers flew in
lo help usl Karen warned everybody not to hit them; we didn't need extra
enemies. When all of lhe dragons had been destroyed, we explored the nest.
In one chamber we lound an AK 47; probably some unfortunale's weapon. In
the chamber furthesl lo the west we tound a passage wilh double doors at the
end. 0n lhe other side of the portals was a brighlly lit room. In the center of lhe
massive hallwas another blue sphere. This one wasn't an illusion;the scanners
read it as a friendly being. I gave a wave to the being and was surprised that
it was sentient. The being told me that it was the Key of Thor, a being of light.
The Key told us âbout the LiOht, the light lhat shines in all l iving creatures.
Sounded suspiciously hokey to me, but I l istened politely. He told us that the
Light could shlne brightly in some and darkly in others. He also told us about
lhe Sentinels,lhe folks who nurtured and lollowed the Light. He also briefed us
on i/lalcolm Trandle, a being of darkness who locked the Key away hundreds
olyears ago. ll we were lo fight Malcolm, we would have lo bring the Key of Thor
to the Senlinels. With no further ado, he floated into my pack.

As il we were dreaming, the Key ol Thor returned us to lhe lab. 0ur next step
was to find the S€ntinels. Forlunately, thls was all happening too fasl lor us to
stop and really think about it.
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Jason 0epard had said a Great Evilwas behind lhe raids. li laybe this Malcolm
Trandle guy was the very same Greal Evil. Maybe Depard even knew who lhe
Sentinels were.

We arrived in Toltetolind most olthetown deserled. Wefound Depard and sure
enough, he knew of the Sentinels. He otfered to tell us about them, but not until
we seltled the farmer/ranch€r feud. Might as well have asked us to spontane-
ously combust. We looked for Roberl Kann in Albert's Place, but he wasn't
there. None of the ranchers hanging around would give us lhe lime ol day, so
we headed over lo Wilson's Saloon to talk to Grayper. 0ddly, Grayper wasn't
parked on his favorite stool. Some farmers lold us thal Grayper's son was
kidnapped and he was forming a posse up in Striker Ritt. The farmers Oave us
lhe coordinates of the canyon. We had to move quickly if we wanted to keep the
farmers and ranchers from kill ing each other.

There were no larmers to be seen in the canyon. Up the ridge, the clifl wall
parled so we could spot a cave opening al 1 168:2, 680: 13. The farm ers were
probably searching for the kidnappers here. We moved slowly. lt would only
take one whacked out tarmer to mistake us lor ranchers and someone would
be marinating in blood. We had to be just as careful not to mistake the Tarmers
forfirecats, dark gorillas, or acid-breathing spooks. ïhese monsters roamed in
packs and lhey would've been picking lheir teeth with our bones if it weren't for
our rifles.

What a surprise it was when we entered a huge cavern and found Robert Kann,
leaderolthe ranchers,0iving instructionstoa groupolarmed men! Hetoldus
that his son had been kidnapped. I asked him to give us a chance to get his son
back. He granted us a day before he'd head in after us.

We raced ahead. turther on we ran into Grayper and his group ol larmers. ltold
Grayper that Kann's son was missin0, loo, but he wouldn't believe me. Karen
put a hand on his shoulder and managed to convince him lo let us look for his
son. Jusl ahead was a tunnelthat led to another cave comDlex below.
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Walking northeast, we entered a bizarre temple. I didn't want to think about
what kind of disgusting rites had lo be hidden lrom the lioht of day. In an
adjoining room were weapons. Good weâpons. A gauss rifle, including ammo,
lwo long range lasers and a crysprism. We collected the weapons and moved
0n.

In a hu0e cavern north of the temple we got a chance lo use lhe new weapons.
We burst in on the kidnappers, who were nothing more than dumb thugs
dressed up in tlak iackets and given âutomatic ril les. They were tou0h, but not
tough enough lor f ive hævily armed, batlle-hardened lealhernecks like us. The
battle lasted a short lifetime and burned up a lot of our ammunition. We knew
the boys were close by, so we went ahead. We walked through a couple of doors
and stood lace to lace with a young-looking guy. Behind him we could see the
boys. The young guy said his name was Shadar and proudly screamed thal it
was he who was resDonsible for lhe burned fields and dead canle. He smiled
triumphantly, his eyes burning with an intense hatred.

Shadar paused for a moment. Turning slightly, he shut his eyes and stretched
an arm toward me. I lelt a tingling at the base of my skull. My mind was being
engaged, focused on Shadar's evil will. I foughl to keep from falling into the
black pit that was widening around me. Shadaas will probed my mind,
searching for a way in. He was looking for the bright flame of light. I moved to
block his attackô, but his mind moved with lightning speed. He was getting th€
better ol me.

As quickly as lhey began, Shadafs attacks broke otl. I blinked and noticed
Jason 0epard standing nexl to me. I grabbed Jason bythe shoulders and asked
him if Shadar ran off because ol him. He told me lhat Shadar was actually his
brother Paul. Shadar was the name Paul's "evil master" had giv€n him. He said
the Sentinels had the answers to my questions and gave me their coordinales.
Eehind where Shadâr had been slânding I noted an empty room. Riptried to get
in, but lhe door was jammed. We had better things to do, so I told him to leave
it alone.

Wilh the boys sale and the dispule resolved, we could rest. The crisis had given
us a carqo load of experience. 0ur confidence in handling matters (and our
weaponsl ) was quickly increasing.
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We wanted to get more ammo at Kosaka's before we landed anywhere else. A
bu rbulatorlhat Jon picked u p fetched ten thousand ! We wou ldn'l have to worry
about scrapino up cash for a while.

The next day we touched do$,/n on Norjaenn at the coordinates Jason gave us.
Karen spotted a nearby cave enlrance hidden by brush. We pushed through lhe
bushes and went in. In the southwest we ran across some of lhe colossal
Koshol. They recognized us as lriends (fortunately!) and let us pass. Past the
Koshol quarters we wandered into a serene hall which was a Koshol Temple.
Throughout the Sentinelcaves we had to waste a lot of ammunition on the huge
gray bats that pestered us.

To lhe southeast we blundered into a maze. Mâzes, Sandy commented dryly,
were excellent lorms of prolection. lt certainly kept us wanderin0 for several
hours. North ol the maze were several passages; only one led to the Sentinels.
Afterlrying severalthat ended in dead ends, we found one that led to some more
natural caves. I knew we were drawing nearerlo lhe Sentinels when we entered
a room that radiated eneroy. A linle lurther on, in a room in the norlhwest
corner,lhe Seniinels waited for us.

We spoke with Kedro. He told us he could only give us the power lo deleat
Malcolm if we retrieved lhe Book of Spells from l\4alcolm's "batllestation."
Malcolm had stolen the Book when he stole lhe Key ol Thor, robbing the
Sentinels of their youth and much ol their power. Kedro could t€âch us the
powers we needed to get the Book. The most importanl ability he gave us was
the power lo read another person's thoughts. With this power, we'd be able to
capture a scum raider and learn howlo 0et into Malcolm's batllestation before
they did the self-applyin0 cyanide routine. We left the Sentinels and returned
to the 0Rl0N. We were ilching to get our hands on another raider so we could
get to know him, but first we went to Kosaka's to stock up on ammunition. He
wasn't surorised to see us.
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The raider's leeble mind opened like a book! ïo get into li lalcolm's battlesta-
tion, we had lo go to space coordinates 2220,1321. From there, we hyper-
spaced to 3884, 3305. We se€med to freeze at light speed, and suddenly our
ship was in lhe main docking bay ol Malcolm's battlestation. I told Sandy to
record our coordinates in the battlestation: 1792.955. From the number of
raider ships Malcolm was fielding everyday, I knew his batllestation was huge.

A group ol raider otficers in gleaming combat armor rounded the corner just
in time 1o see us step ofl the 0Rl0N. Laserlire lit up the bay and the sickening
sm€ll ol supeÊheated metal li ltered lhrough my helmet. Lucky for us, our
marksmanship overcamelhe officers' superior armor. We kicked their bodies
into the docking bay. As we h?aded southeast, rooms began to look identical
to others and enlire areas began to randomly repeat themsefues. lf it weren't
for our combal helmets we would have become hopelessly lost. Sandy soon
figured oul lhat the whole first level was made up ol just a lew types of
quadrants. As long as we knew which kind of quadrant we were standing in, we
knew where exits and elevators were. We also discovered that every quadrant
had a tub€way lhal led back to lhe main dockino bay. From any quadrant we
could highlail back lo lhe 0Rl0N and exit the bâttlestalion. Without the
armories thal Malcolm had convenienlly provided us, we probably wouldn't
have made it. They conlained ammo for our AK's, lono-ranoe lasers, a
thermocaster - even combat armor, the best form ol protection.

Alter days of searching, we discovered an elevator at battlestalion coordinates
1786, 958 that brou0hl us lo a small complex on the second level. Way down
a lon0 corridor lspied a loneligure. lt was Taylor,the agriculture specialist from
Tolte. She was a lraitor! She ,ust stood lher€ in her raider otlicefs combal
armor waiting for us. Perfect, lthought, she must be guarding the Book ol
Spells. And she's alon€.

Rip called out her name, adding that he thought she was iust some dumb
counlry bumpkin. She replied by readying her thermocaster. No sense of
humor. Knowing we were slil lout ol range, lfocused my energy on Taylor. I
raced lhrough her mind searching lor her experience. My mentalling€rs soon
clutched it and wilh a subtle wave of the hand I blotted it out. We advanced
toward her. A look of fear spread over her as she realized she'd "lorgotten"
some tricks with her weapon. She knew she was out-matched bul fought until
the very end. The evil master must've been one charming guy to gel his legions
to be so slobberingly servile.

The Book ol Spells was hidden inside a vault room inside a larger room. lt told
us it could provide some protection, but we had to quickly brino it to the
Sentinels. We took the closest tubewav back to the shi0.
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Kedro nodded wilh approvalas we entered the Sentinel's inner sanctuary. ltook
the Book ol Spells out from under my arm. The lvlasler wasted no time. As he
read lcould feelthe Sentinel's powergrowing, and my own,too. lstartedleeling
very strong. I knew that the Light I was standing in would flood any darkness.

Kedro look me aside. He told me I would find Malcolm in his lair and that I was
going to bâttle him to the death using the powers I'd learned from lhe Sentinels.
Somehow, I knew lwould be saddled with lhe finaltask. Kedro gave me onefinal
warning: if I destroyed lVlalcolm, his evil creations would crumble, including the
batlle station and the Towers. Not only would I have to kill hlm, but we'd have
to get out belore we were squashed.

Aboard lhe 0Rl0N Sandy punched in the coordinates for lhe battlestation. I
hoped it was lor the last lime. The ship quietly respond€d. A few moments of
light speed returned us to the main docking bay. Malcolm, in his olorious
paranoia, had laid a pretty complex path to his lair. We couldn't get there
direclly. lt took a week's explorinO until we liqured out how to reach lhe
coward s nest.

From the main docking bay we went norlh into anolher docking bay, then west
through a series ol bunks until we came to an elevalor quadrant located al
battlestation coordinâtes 1788,954. ïhe elevator dr0pped us lo anolher series
of rooms on the second level. Around the corner was another elevalor leadino
to lhe third.

The third level was like the lirst: it was made up of only a few dilf€rent quadranl
designs repeated over and over. Not terribly original architecture. From the
elevator shatt we walked norlh to a dockino bay, then headed west through
more bunk quadrants. We found an elevator at 1785, 952 which delivered us
straighl to Malcolm's personal quarters on lhe second level.
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0nce in his lair,lhere was only one long, twisted way to Malcolm himsell. 0ur
lootsteps echoed down the deserted corridors unlil we came to the immense
hall lhat was Malcolm's quarters. Like some dark sorcerer, Malcolm stood
cloaked in scarlel robes, waiting for us in solilude. He struck wilh the speed of
a viper, but I was prepared lor a sudden attack. I parried every mental thrust
easily. At first my ripostes were met with supple defense, but slowly I managed
a nick here, a touch there, until my attacks came with such speed and lrom all
sides that Malcolm began to slip. H€'d spent too many years holed up in his
sanctuary, fixaled on the lall of the Federation, lhat he'd grown weak as a
warrior. Now fear was making him lose his ability to focus. out of panic he
responded lo myleinls. I could see the shaded glow ol his dark being. I reached
for it, grasped it...Malcolm lellto the lloor in a heap. The evil Trandle, scourge
of Caldorre, was dead.

I remembered the Sentinels had told me all of lvlalcolm's creations would fade
with his death. We had lo escape belorelhe battlestation ceased to exist -with
us in it. I should've been feelin0 half-dead lrom the battle, but the Light kept
pulsing in me as I led lhe crew out. A tubeway back brought us to the main
docking bay where the 0Rl0N waited. We cut out of Caldorre before our butts
were melted to the launch pad.

We orbited around Caldorre so we could oloat over a job well done. lt was
satistyinqly pyrotechnic. Fat orange fireballs shot hundreds of miles into black
space. Huge chunks oI burning Caldorre towers hurled across our main screen
before whimpering out. Fire, smoke and spark stewed on the planet surface. All
very impressive lor whât was just ân illuston.

lvlessages ol congratulations and thanks poured in. Rip broke open a bottle ol
Norjaenn Brut and we toasted our fantastic success. Karen elaborated on her
vacation plans on the sunlit shores ol Rouyn. Rip laid oul his plans for an
intergalactic road trip. An intoxicated Sandy repeatedly lold Jon how she really
adm ired his bandaging abilities and howshe looked so forward lo working with
him again. Jon tried changing the subject to movies,lravel, music, raiders -
anyrnrng.

I stared out inlo the vast galaxy outside our ship and thoughl of my own plans.
I could staywith the Feds. 0r maybe become a gazill ionaire by bottling the Light
and marketing il in six-packs.

0r open a Used Interceplor Lot...jusl call me Sam.
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